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Chapter one

THE AUDITION


Istared at the blinking cursor on my trading screen, watching another position bleed red. The apartment reeked of three-day-old Szechuan and broken promises. My desk—once the command center of a financial wizard—now resembled the aftermath of a paper tornado: crumpled eviction notices nestled between printouts of failed trading algorithms and charts that had betrayed me.

"Just a temporary setback," I muttered, the same bullshit I'd been feeding myself for months.

My phone buzzed. Derek again. Probably calling to hear about my latest "killing" in the market. I swiped to answer, summoning my swagger like an actor stepping onstage.

"Brandon speaking. Make it quick—I've got positions to close."

"There he is! The Wolf of Wall Street's bastard son!" Derek's voice boomed through the speaker. "Tell me you're coming out tonight. Mitch just closed that tech deal, and he's buying rounds at Seventy-Nine."

I glanced at my bank balance—a pathetic shadow lurking in three-digit territory. My credit cards pulsed in my wallet like time bombs.

"Wouldn't miss it. Just wrapped up a sweet little options play myself." The lie slipped out smooth as silk, polished from repetition. "Thirty percent return since Monday."

My fingers swept across the desk, pushing aside a final notice from my landlord. Bold red letters promised legal action within the week.

"Fucking legend, man! See you at nine."

I ended the call and slumped back in my chair. The silence of my apartment pressed against my eardrums—no roommate, no girlfriend, nothing but the hollow echo of my own breathing and the occasional ping from my trading platform announcing another disappointment.

On my bookshelf stood framed photos from better days: graduation from Wharton, my first day at the trading firm, the gleaming Audi I'd had to sell last month. Success had come so quickly, so easily, that I'd mistaken luck for skill. The market had corrected that misconception with brutal efficiency.

My laptop chimed with an email notification. Probably another recruiter with positions I was simultaneously over and underqualified for. Instead, the subject line caught my attention like a lifeline thrown to a drowning man:

"FINAL SELECTION: Reality Competition Opportunity - $2,000,000 Grand Prize"

I clicked so fast I nearly dislocated my finger. The email contained an address, a time, and the promise of a life-changing opportunity. The casting call was tomorrow—a competition called “Last Heart Standing”, a survivor-style contest combined with a dating game dynamic. Two million dollars. Enough to erase my debts, restart my career, and reclaim my dignity.

The next morning, I arrived at a converted warehouse in Midtown. My best suit—the last remnant of my successful days—hung perfectly on my frame. I'd practiced my smile in the mirror for an hour, calibrating the precise blend of confidence and approachability.

"Brandon Miller?" A woman with a clipboard and severe bangs studied me. "Follow me."

She led me into a room where three producers sat behind a table. Their expressions gave nothing away—professional poker faces honed by years of reality TV manipulation.

"So, Brandon," said the middle one, a man with salt-and-pepper hair and predatory eyes. "Tell us why you're perfect for 'Last Heart Standing.'"

I leaned forward, channeling the charismatic day trader I once was. "I'm adaptable, competitive, and frankly, I love a challenge. Wall Street taught me how to read people and situations faster than most." My smile widened. "Plus, I look damn good on camera."

The female producer on the right smirked. "And what would you do with two million dollars?"

My heart hammered against my ribs. The truth—pay off crushing debt, avoid bankruptcy—flickered through my mind. Instead, I crafted a more telegenic response.

"Invest it, obviously. Maybe start my own firm. I've always wanted to—"

"Interesting," she interrupted, studying a sheet of paper. "Because your credit report suggests more... urgent priorities."

My smile froze. A cold sweat bloomed across my back. "Well, everyone has bills, right?" I forced a laugh that sounded hollow even to my ears. "The market's been volatile lately."

The middle producer leaned forward, his eyes narrowing. "Are you desperate, Brandon?"

"Desperate?" My voice cracked slightly. I cleared my throat, recalibrating. "No. Motivated. There's a difference."

I saw it then—the slight raise of his eyebrow, the quick glance exchanged with his colleagues. He'd caught the panic beneath my performance.

"Right," he said, making a note. "Very motivated."

"So, Brandon," the salt-and-pepper producer continued, folding his hands. "Let me tell you about the unique format of our show."

The woman with the clipboard slid a glossy folder across the table. Inside were photos of a stunning tropical island—pristine beaches, lush jungle, and dramatic cliffs rising from turquoise waters.

"Last Heart Standing takes place on this private island in the South Pacific," the female producer explained. "Sixteen contestants competing in challenges while forming... connections."

I flipped through the photos, mentally calculating the Instagram potential. "Looks better than the cubicle I left behind."

"It's paradise," the third producer spoke for the first time, a thin man with frameless glasses. "But paradise has a way of... changing people."

Something in his tone made me glance up. All three were watching me with an intensity that felt oddly predatory.

"Let's just say the show has certain... requirements," the thin man said. "Medical screenings, psychological evaluations, and a very thorough consent form."

The female producer leaned forward. "Some contestants find the experience so profound, they barely recognize themselves by the finale."

Warning bells clanged in my head, but the memory of my empty bank account silenced them. Whatever weird psychological mind games they were planning, I could handle it. Two million dollars would solve every problem in my life.

"Sounds like standard reality TV hype to me," I said, waving dismissively. "Build suspense, promise drama, get viewers. I get it."

The producers exchanged those meaningful glances again.

"It's more than hype, Brandon," salt-and-pepper said quietly. "The changes are quite real."

"Whatever," I shrugged. "I've survived market crashes and margin calls. I can handle a little reality TV makeover."

They smiled at this—not reassuring smiles, but the kind sharks might give if they could smile.

"Well then," the woman said, pushing a thick contract toward me. "Let's see if you're a good fit for our little island experiment."

I thumbed through the contract—fifty-plus pages of dense legalese that would make even Wharton lawyers wince. The producer with the salt-and-pepper hair pushed a pen toward me.

"Take your time," he said, though his tone suggested the opposite.

My eyes caught on a particularly strange clause: "Contestant hereby consents to any and all bodily modifications deemed necessary by production, including but not limited to: cosmetic alterations, hormonal adjustments, physical reconfigurations, and complete appearance transformations."

"What's this about 'bodily modifications'?" I asked, tapping the page.

The female producer smiled thinly. "Reality television requires certain... enhancements. Makeup, costume changes, perhaps some minor cosmetic touches."

"Like Botox?" I raised an eyebrow.

"Sometimes more, sometimes less," the thin man said cryptically. "The audience expects transformation stories."

I snorted. "So you might give me a spray tan and a haircut. Big deal."

Another shared glance between them made my stomach tighten. Something cold slithered down my spine—a primal warning I promptly ignored.

"And this waiver of medical privacy?" I pointed to another paragraph.

"Standard procedure," Salt-and-pepper waved dismissively. "Our medical team needs full access to ensure contestant safety."

I scanned further sections about "identity evolution" and "persona development," shaking my head at the flowery language disguising what was probably just reality TV bullshit. Two million dollars. Two million reasons to sign whatever they put in front of me.

"Look," I said, straightening my tie, "I've signed more complicated derivatives contracts before breakfast. Just tell me where to initial."

The woman smiled. "Every page, please."

As I scrawled my signature across each sheet, a persistent unease prickled beneath my skin. What exactly had they meant by "transformative"? The language was deliberately vague, broad enough to cover practically anything.

"Last page," Salt-and-pepper prompted, sliding the final sheet forward.

I paused, pen hovering above the signature line. For a brief moment, rational thought broke through my desperation. What was I actually agreeing to here?

Then I remembered my empty apartment, the eviction notice, the cascade of declining credit cards.

I signed with a flourish.


Chapter two

BOYS’ CLUB


The private jet touched down with a gentle bounce on what had to be the most remote airstrip I'd ever seen. Palm trees swayed beyond the tarmac, and the humidity hit me like a wall the moment I stepped onto the metal stairs.

"Mr. Reeves, welcome to paradise." A production assistant with a clipboard and a too-bright smile greeted me. "Your transportation is waiting."

The "transportation" turned out to be a gleaming black limousine—completely out of place on this tiny island but perfectly on-brand for reality TV excess. I slid into the leather interior, finding a chilled bottle of champagne waiting.

"Might as well start living like a millionaire now," I muttered, popping the cork.

Through tinted windows, I watched dense jungle give way to coastal views that would cost thousands per night at any resort. The driver remained silent as we wound along cliffside roads until finally turning onto a dirt path that led to a massive wooden gate.

"The Compound," the driver announced, his first words of the entire trip.

The gates swung open to reveal what looked like Survivor had a baby with The Bachelor. Rustic bamboo-and-thatch cabins formed a semicircle around a massive stone fire pit. Camera booms swooped overhead like mechanical pterodactyls, while crew members scurried around making last-minute adjustments.

I stepped out, designer shoes immediately coated in dust, and spotted other guys milling around—some posturing with crossed arms and puffed chests, others looking as bewildered as I felt beneath my practiced nonchalance.

"Contestant sixteen has arrived," someone called through a headset.

Sixteen? I did a quick count. Fifteen other dudes stood scattered around the compound, some already introducing themselves with those too-firm handshakes guys use when sizing each other up.

Wait.

I counted again. Sixteen men. Zero women. What the hell?

A tall, muscular guy in a firefighter t-shirt approached me. "You seeing what I'm seeing? Where are the ladies?"

"Maybe they're arriving separately?" I offered, though something cold slithered through my gut.

A production assistant bustled past. "All contestants have now arrived. Please gather by the fire pit in five minutes."

The firefighter's face fell. "Dude, I didn't sign up for sixteen guys fighting over each other."

Nervous laughter rippled through the group as we exchanged glances. Camera lenses swiveled toward us, capturing our confusion like vultures circling wounded prey.

I wandered toward the fire pit, my designer shoes already ruined by island dust. The setting might have been paradise, but the competition had my stomach in knots. Sixteen guys. No women. Something wasn't adding up.

A boisterous laugh cut through my thoughts. A broad-shouldered guy with a military-style haircut was holding court with three others, demonstrating what looked like proper push-up form.

"Name's Ty," he announced when he caught me looking. "Former college quarterback, current fitness coach." His handshake crushed my fingers with deliberate pressure. "You look like you spend more time with spreadsheets than dumbbells, am I right?"

"Brandon. Day trader." I forced a smile, flexing my hand after he released it. "Some of us make money with our brains."

Ty smirked. "We'll see how that helps you in physical challenges."

Before I could respond, a sleek, tanned guy in a half-buttoned linen shirt slid between us. "Ladies, ladies, save the testosterone for when the cameras are actually rolling." His voice carried the smooth cadence of someone used to talking his way into—or out of—anything.

"Devon," he introduced himself with a wink. "Let me guess—they told you this was a dating show too?"

Across the compound, a slim guy with bright blue tips in his hair was dramatically reenacting what appeared to be his audition tape, complete with exaggerated poses. His audience—two bemused production assistants—seemed captivated despite themselves.

"That's Eric," Devon murmured. "Been here ten minutes and already has the crew eating out of his hand."

I nodded, mentally categorizing everyone. Ty: physical threat. Devon: social threat. Eric: wild card.

Wasn't sure what to make of Thomas, who stood off by himself, meticulously arranging his designer luggage into perfect right angles. His pressed khakis and polo shirt seemed ridiculously out of place in the sweltering island heat. Something about his pinched expression suggested he'd rather be anywhere but here—probably sipping champagne on a yacht somewhere, surrounded by people who shared his apparent disdain for perspiration. Still, I filed him under "potential ally"—rich boys sometimes had surprising skills when pushed to their limits.

My gaze drifted to a lean, quiet man leaning against a palm tree, arms folded. Unlike the others, he seemed content observing rather than performing.

"Who's the strong, silent type?" I asked.

"Marco. Hasn't said more than three words since arrival. Either playing mysterious or genuinely antisocial."

In the furthest corner, partially hidden in shadow, stood another figure—pale, with dark clothes despite the tropical heat. He caught my glance and quickly looked away.

"And the goth kid?"

"Randall. Been watching everyone like we're specimens. Creepy, right?"

I swallowed hard. These weren't just competitors for a cash prize. They were obstacles between me and financial salvation.

A perky production assistant with a headset clapped her hands. "Attention contestants! Medical examinations begin in five minutes. Please proceed to the white tents when your name is called."

Medical exams? I hadn't expected that. Then again, reality shows probably needed to cover their asses in case someone had a heart attack during a challenge.

"Brandon Reeves," a voice called through a megaphone.

Great. First up.

I sauntered toward the largest white tent, projecting confidence I didn't entirely feel. Inside, the space was surprisingly clinical—stainless steel tables, bright examination lights, and a doctor in a lab coat who barely looked up from his tablet.

"Strip to your underwear and sit on the table," he instructed.

"Buying me dinner first would be nice," I joked.

The doctor didn't smile. "Standard procedure."

I complied, shivering slightly as my bare skin touched the cool metal. The doctor moved through a series of oddly specific tests—checking my reflexes, measuring my hips and shoulders with a tape measure, and taking multiple vials of blood.

"Open." He held up what looked like a large vitamin pill—bright blue and slightly iridescent.

"What's that for?"

"Tropical parasites. Island precaution." He dropped it into my palm along with a paper cup of water.

I hesitated. "Seems excessive."

"It's in your contract. Section 12, paragraph 4."

Damn. He had me there. I tossed back the pill, which dissolved instantly with a faint taste of blueberry.

"Good. Now these." He handed me three more pills—pink, green, and a milky white one.

"All for parasites?"

"Different types. The green one's for hydration regulation." His monotone delivery sounded rehearsed.

I swallowed them all, eager to get this over with.

"Wait here fifteen minutes for observation. Standard procedure."

As the doctor stepped out, a strange warmth spread through my stomach, radiating outward to my limbs. My fingertips tingled, and a wave of dizziness had me gripping the edge of the table.

"Whoa," I muttered, blinking rapidly as the tent seemed to pulse around me. My skin felt hypersensitive, every brush of air noticeable.

Through the tent flap, I heard Devon's name being called. So I wasn't the only one getting this treatment.

The warmth intensified, pooling strangely in my chest and hips. I took deep breaths, telling myself it was just some reaction to the island heat or maybe anxiety about the competition.

But as another wave of dizziness washed over me, stronger than before, I couldn't shake the feeling that something beyond "standard procedure" was happening to my body.

* * *

I stumbled into my assigned cabin as darkness settled over the compound. The small wooden structure was basic but functional—a single bed with crisp white sheets, a tiny bathroom, and a chest of drawers that seemed more decorative than useful. A camera mounted in the corner blinked its red eye at me, reminding me that privacy was an illusion here.

"Fucking hell," I muttered, collapsing onto the edge of the bed. My body still hummed with strange sensations—tingling skin, muscles that felt simultaneously loose and tight, a peculiar warmth that wouldn't subside.

Through the thin walls, I heard laughter from nearby cabins. The other guys were settling in, probably strategizing or forming alliances already. I should be out there, working the social angle, but something about those pills had knocked me sideways.

I pressed my palms against my eyes. What had I gotten myself into? Sixteen men, no women, mystery pills, and a contract I'd barely skimmed. Classic Brandon move—leap before looking, confident I could charm or bluff my way through any situation.

"It's just a game," I whispered to myself, the mantra feeling hollow against the wooden walls. "Just get through the challenges, outlast these meatheads, collect the cash."

My fingers drifted to my chest, which felt tender and strangely sensitive. Probably just stress. Or those weird parasite pills reacting with the champagne I'd downed on the limo ride.

Outside my window, the island's nocturnal symphony began—waves crashing against distant shores, insects chirping in complex patterns, the occasional rustle of palm fronds dancing in the breeze. Under different circumstances, this place might actually be paradise.

I moved to the small mirror hanging beside the bathroom door. Same face staring back at me—sharp jawline, the hint of stubble I cultivated carefully, eyes bloodshot from travel and stress. Still Brandon. Still in control.

"You've survived worse," I told my reflection. "Stock market crashes, angry clients, that disastrous relationship with Sophia." I forced a smile that didn't reach my eyes. "This is just another trade. High risk, high reward."


Chapter three

THE CHANGE


Iwoke to sunlight streaming through the cabin's thin curtains, my head pounding with the mother of all hangovers. Groaning, I rolled onto my side, but something felt off—like my balance had shifted. My chest felt heavy and tender. Probably slept wrong.

I pushed myself up, swinging my legs over the bed's edge, when a strand of hair fell across my face. Long hair. Hair that definitely wasn't mine.

"What the—" My voice caught in my throat, several octaves higher than normal. Not morning raspiness—a completely different voice.

I looked down and froze. Where my flat chest should have been, two full breasts pushed against my thin white t-shirt, nipples visibly pressing through the fabric. My hands flew to them instinctively, confirming their presence with a touch that sent electric shocks through my body.

"No. No fucking way."

My hands traveled lower, finding a narrow waist that curved out to wider hips. The boxer briefs I'd worn to bed now hung loosely on smaller thighs. With trembling fingers, I reached between my legs, finding nothing but smoothness where my penis should be. Instead, my fingers brushed against unfamiliar folds of sensitive flesh.

I scrambled to the mirror, nearly tripping over feet that seemed too small for my body. The reflection staring back was unrecognizable—a petite woman with wavy shoulder-length blond hair, full lips, and wide, terrified eyes that were undeniably mine despite the softer face they sat in.

"This isn't real," I whispered, watching the strange woman's lips move with my words. "This can't be happening."

I cupped my new breasts again, their weight substantial in my smaller hands. The soft flesh yielded to my trembling touch, sending shocking waves of sensation through nerve endings I'd never possessed before. My fingertips brushed across nipples that puckered and hardened with startling sensitivity, making me gasp at the peculiar pleasure that shimmered through my transformed body. Such strange sensations, so foreign yet so undeniably connected to me, like discovering instruments I'd never learned to play suddenly wired directly to my brain. I yanked my hands away, breathing hard.

The pills. The contract. The fucking "bodily modifications" clause.

I peeled off my now baggy clothes, hanging on these new curves, with shaking hands. Naked, the transformation was complete—curves where angles had been, softness replacing hardness. My skin felt different too—more sensitive, registering every brush of air like a caress.

But god, this body was luscious beyond belief, one I'd want to fuck so hard if I saw her on the street. Curves that could stop traffic, soft flesh that practically begged to be touched. And then I stopped in that thought, frozen by a staggering realization, thinking about the men in the contest, thinking about the implications of being the one men would want to fuck. The predator suddenly prey. My stomach fluttered with panicky butterflies as my mind swirled with shadowy scenarios—strong hands gripping these delicate wrists, hungry eyes devouring these newfound curves, deep voices whispering desires against this sensitive skin. The power dynamic had completely reversed, leaving me standing in a beautiful body that suddenly felt terribly vulnerable.

"It's just for the show," I murmured, running hands over hips that flared dramatically from a tiny waist. "Just temporary." But something in my gut told me this was no prosthetic or makeup job.

I stumbled back from the mirror, sinking onto the edge of the bed as my new body's balance betrayed me. This couldn't be real. Yet my hands kept confirming what my eyes were seeing—soft skin, gentle curves, a body that wasn't mine.

"This is makeup," I whispered, frantically rubbing at my face. "Prosthetics. Special effects." My voice floated back to me, melodic and light, nothing like the confident baritone I'd used to close deals and charm bartenders.

I cleared my throat, trying to force my voice deeper. "Hello? Hello?" Nothing changed. The sweet, feminine sound persisted, making my skin crawl with its wrongness.

"It's just for the show," I repeated, clutching at this mantra like a lifeline. "Some sick twist to boost ratings. They'll change us back after the first challenge."

But deep down, I knew better. The medical exams. The strange pills. The contract I'd signed without reading because I was desperate for that prize money. My throat tightened as panic bubbled up from my chest.

"What if they don't change us back?" The question slipped out in that alien voice, hanging in the air like a death sentence.

I pictured myself walking out of here as... this. Returning to my apartment. Facing colleagues. Dating. My brain short-circuited at the implications.

"I could sue them," I muttered, pacing the small cabin, breasts bouncing uncomfortably with each step. "But I signed that fucking contract."

The contract I'd barely skimmed because I needed the money so badly after losing everything. The memory of my desperation burned through me—the late-night calls from creditors, the emptied accounts, the friends who'd stopped returning my texts after I'd borrowed and never repaid.

I caught another glimpse of myself in the mirror—petite, feminine, vulnerable. The physique of a person who could be readily dominated. Someone who'd be viewed as victim instead of hunter.

"I can't do this," I whimpered, hating the tremor in my delicate new voice. "I can't be this."

But what choice did I have? Walk away with nothing, still drowning in debt, plus the added bonus of a completely different body? Or stay, play their sick game, and at least walk away with the cash?

My hands shook as I covered my face, feeling unfamiliar contours beneath my fingers.

***

A sharp crackle of static cut through my panic, followed by an announcement over the cabin's hidden speakers.

"Good morning, contestants! Please come to the main compound in fifteen minutes. Wear the clothes provided for you. No exceptions."

I wiped my eyes, noticing a clothing rack near the door I hadn't seen before. Someone had been in here while I slept. The thought sent a chill down my spine.

"Fuck," I whispered, approaching the rack.

What hung there made my stomach drop. A red and white checkered gingham top with a knot tie at the bottom. Cut-off denim shorts so tiny they barely qualified as clothing. White ankle socks and red canvas sneakers.

"You've got to be kidding me." I pulled the top off the hanger, holding it against my new chest. "Fucking farmgirl Barbie."

I stood there frozen, staring at the outfit, my mind racing between rebellion and resignation. I could refuse to wear it, but then what? Get kicked off the show before winning a dime? Go home broke and... like this?

"It's just clothes," I muttered, trying to convince myself. "Just get through this."

My fingers fumbled with unfamiliar fastenings as I pulled on the shorts. They hugged my new hips snugly, the frayed hem riding high on thighs that were now smooth and shapely. The top was worse—tight across my chest, the knot emphasizing my narrow waist.

I turned to the mirror and barely suppressed a groan. The outfit screamed "country cutie"—exactly the kind of girl I would have hit on at a bar, all innocent-looking but probably wild in bed.

"Jesus," I breathed, unable to tear my eyes away.

The shorts showcased legs that were toned but delicate, the gingham pattern stretched taut across breasts that strained against the fabric. Despite my horror, I couldn't deny that this body was stunning—the kind men would fall over themselves to approach.

A confusing flutter moved through me—part humiliation, part something else. My hands smoothed down the shorts, lingering longer than necessary on the curve of my hips. The sensation of fabric against this new skin felt different—more intense, more present.

"Stop it," I hissed at my reflection. "This isn't you."

But the woman in the mirror looked back with my eyes, wearing an expression of fear mixed with something dangerously close to curiosity.

I staggered toward the main compound, feeling like a stranger in my own skin. Every step sent unfamiliar sensations through my body—the bounce of breasts, the sway of hips, the brush of thighs that now touched when I walked. The ridiculous farmgirl outfit clung to curves I was still processing as mine.

Outside the cabin, others emerged looking equally shell-shocked. A slender figure with jet-black hair stumbled from the cabin next to mine, pale hands clutching at a tight black dress that hugged newfound curves.

"Randall?" I called out, my voice still startlingly feminine.

The goth girl turned, dark-rimmed eyes wide with panic. "It's Raven now, apparently." Her voice was soft, melodic. "This is a serious mindfuck, Brandon."

"Tell me about it." I tugged at my too-tight top.

A statuesque blonde in a sequined mini-dress strutted past, somehow already walking confidently in high heels.

"Well, hello ladies!" The voice was sassy but familiar. "Eric?"

"Lexi now, honey." She flipped her hair dramatically. "And can we talk about how they gave me the best rack out of all of us? The producers clearly know star quality."

I blinked, stunned by her adaptation. Before I could respond, another transformed contestant approached—Thomas, now a prim-looking woman in designer clothes.

"This is outrageous," she fumed in a cultured voice. "I'm Taylor now, apparently. I've already called my father's lawyers."

We reached the compound where the unchanged men waited. Devon leaned against a post, his muscles seemingly larger than yesterday, his jawline sharper. Jonas stood at attention, buffer than before, while Marco loomed silently nearby. Ty paced aggressively, his athletic build now approaching superhero proportions.

"What the fuck is this?" Ty growled, eyeing us suspiciously. "Where are the real women?"

"We are real, asshole," Taylor snapped. "They did something to us."

Devon approached me, eyes traveling over my new body with predatory interest. "Gotta say, Brandon, or should I say Bonnie? You make one hot little farmgirl."

I stepped back, suddenly aware of how much stronger he was than me now. "Back off."

The Host appeared, clapping his hands theatrically. "Contestants! Welcome to the true nature of our show!"

"This is bullshit!" I shouted. "You can't just change people's bodies without—"

"Actually, you'll find in section 12, paragraph 3 of your contracts that you consented to 'bodily modifications as required by production.'" He smiled thinly. "But I understand your concerns. So I'm offering a choice."

The compound fell silent.

"Anyone uncomfortable can leave now. We'll reverse the procedures immediately, no questions asked." He paused dramatically. "Or stay, compete as you are, and everyone who completes the show receives $50,000—win or lose."

I stared at the Host, his words hanging in the air like a guillotine blade. Leave now and get my old body back, or stay in this unfamiliar female form for a shot at $50,000. My mind raced through calculations with the precision that had once made me successful.

Fifty grand wouldn't even cover half my debts. The crypto crash had wiped me out—over $120,000 gone in a flash. Creditors called daily. My apartment was one missed payment from eviction. I needed the grand prize, not this consolation offering.

"I'm staying," I announced, my voice still jarring in its femininity. "But this is fucked up beyond belief."

Beside me, Raven wrapped her arms around herself. "I can't go back to nothing," she whispered. "At least here we get food and shelter while we figure things out."

Taylor paced frantically, designer heels clicking against the dirt. "This is insane. I should leave right now." But her eyes betrayed her—calculating the same desperate math we all were.

"Anyone choosing to leave, please step forward now," the Host called out with manufactured concern.

No one moved. The silence stretched painfully.

Devon chuckled, the sound sending an unwelcome shiver down my spine. "Looks like we've got ourselves a full house."

"Excellent!" The Host clapped his hands together. "Then let me officially welcome you all to 'Last Heart Standing'—where gender roles are reversed and romance is reimagined!"

I felt sick, but the thought of walking away from potential financial salvation was worse. My fingers absently traced the curve of my hip—this stranger's body that was somehow mine now.

"It's temporary," I muttered to myself. "Just get through this. Win the money. Fix your life."

But a treacherous part of me was enjoying the adventure here, the feel of this new body, even - I'd barely admit it- a bit of a rush as Devon leered at me. The bizarre sense of possibility humming beneath my horror.

This wasn't just about money anymore. It was about survival in a form I never asked for but couldn't afford to reject.


Chapter four

WELCOME TO THE SHOW


The enormous screen descended from the ceiling with a mechanical whirr, blinding spotlights sweeping across our confused faces. Suddenly the screen flashed to life with an explosion of digital fireworks and pulsing music that vibrated through my new, smaller body.

"Helloooo America!" The Host's face filled the screen, his teeth unnaturally white, his enthusiasm bordering on manic. "Welcome to the PREMIERE of 'Last Heart Standing'—the most shocking reality experiment ever attempted on television!"

My stomach dropped. Live? We were already broadcasting?

"That's right, contestants!" The Host continued as if reading my thoughts. "You are LIVE to the nation! Every tear, every laugh, every intimate moment—all being beamed into living rooms across America!"

Lexi—formerly Eric—squealed with delight while I fought the urge to cover my breasts with my arms. Millions of people were seeing me like this? The thought made my skin crawl and burn simultaneously.

"Now, America, let me introduce our fabulous contestants!" The screen split into sixteen boxes, showing before-and-after images of each of us. My masculine face appeared next to this new feminine one, the contrast stark and humiliating.

"Brandon, now transformed into our sweet little Bonnie Sue!" The Host's voice boomed. "A naïve, sexually curious farmgirl straight from the cornfields of Iowa! Will this country cutie find love or heartbreak?"

I wanted to die on the spot. The persona they'd crafted was beyond degrading—I was supposed to be some horny hick? The other contestants snickered, and Devon winked at me with predatory interest.

"And we have Lexi, our Queen Bee Gossip!" The Host continued as Lexi preened, clearly delighted with her new role. "Devon remains our resident Casanova—the man every new woman will desire! Randall becomes mysterious Raven, our brooding Goth Girl with secrets to spare! And Ty, still male but amplified as our Alpha Athlete, ready to compete for hearts and victories!"

The introductions continued, each persona more stereotypical than the last. Marco was now "The Sensitive Artist," Taylor "The Rich Bitch," and others transformed into equally one-dimensional characters.

"Remember," the Host's voice dropped to a conspiratorial tone, "the viewers will be voting on who's playing their parts convincingly. Fail to embody your character, and America might send you packing!"

I stood frozen, processing the nightmare. Not only was I trapped in this foreign body, but I had to pretend to be a sex-crazed farm girl to have any chance at the money I desperately needed.

The Host's grin widened as he savored our collective discomfort. His eyes seemed to find mine through the screen, as if he could sense my internal rebellion.

"Now, contestants, let me be crystal clear about what's expected." His voice dropped an octave, turning serious. "You must fully embody your assigned characters at all times. The cameras never sleep, and neither does America's judgment."

I shifted uncomfortably, the denim shorts riding up between my new thighs. Marco—now the "Sensitive Artist"—raised his hand like we were in school.

"What if we... can't?" he asked.

The Host laughed, the sound sharp and without humor. "Then America votes you out, and you go home." He paused for dramatic effect.

"That's right," the Host continued, clearly enjoying our shock. "Only the winning couple gets the two million dollars—and they get the choice to revert to their original form... or stay transformed."

Murmurs rippled through our group. Lexi looked unfazed, while Devon smirked confidently. I could see others were wishing they had taken the chance to run when it was offered.

"But here's what drives success on this show." The Host leaned forward, his face filling the massive screen. "Sexual chemistry. Romance. Passion. The viewers want to see real connections forming. Physical connections."

My cheeks burned as his meaning became unmistakable.

"In plain English—if you want to win, you need to get over your hangups and have sex. America votes based on performance, both in challenges and in the bedroom."

Devon whistled low while Ty puffed out his chest. Taylor—formerly Thomas—looked ready to faint.

"The cameras in your sleeping quarters are infrared," the Host added casually. "Nothing stays private. Nothing." This wasn't broadcast TV, but strictly an internet streaming series, so no censors discretely editing out the naughty bits.

I felt my new body tremble slightly. Not just humiliation in this form, but broadcast intimacy with... with whom? My eyes darted around the room at the transformed contestants, some looking terrified, others calculating.

"First elimination happens in three days," the Host announced cheerfully. "Better start making those connections convincing! America's watching!"

The screen went black, leaving us in stunned silence.

The Host's face vanished from the screen, replaced by bold, flashing text: "FIRST CHALLENGE: COSTUME ASSEMBLY. FIVE MINUTES TO PREPARE. FAILURE TO PARTICIPATE MEANS AUTOMATIC ELIMINATION."

"Already?" I gasped, my new voice still startling me with its higher pitch.

Production assistants burst through the doors, dragging enormous trunks labeled with our new names. They dropped them unceremoniously in the center of the room before scurrying away like frightened mice.

"Let the fashion frenzy begin!" Lexi clapped her hands, already strutting toward the trunk labeled "LEXI" with complete confidence. Her transformation seemed to fit her like a second skin, while I still felt like I was wearing someone else's body.

I stumbled toward the trunk marked "BONNIE SUE," my balance still off-kilter with these new proportions. My hands trembled as I lifted the lid. Inside was a nightmare of gingham, denim, and fringe—every country girl stereotype packed into one box.

"Five minutes, people!" Devon called out, already shirtless and flexing for the cameras. "Give America what they want!"

I pulled out a checkered crop top that would barely cover my new breasts. Next came denim shorts so tiny they might as well have been underwear. My stomach clenched.

"Oh honey, that outfit's way too modest for a backwoods pin-up doll," Lexi sashayed over, already draped in a slinky purple dress that hugged curves she seemed born with. "Try the red one."

She dug deeper into my trunk and pulled out a country-inspired red minidress with a plunging neckline and a skirt that would barely cover my ass.

"I can't wear that," I protested.

"You can and you will if you want that million," Lexi hissed, suddenly serious. "Play the part or stay a girl forever, Brandon."

The cameras zoomed in as I clutched the dress, my conflicted expression broadcast to millions. With a deep breath, I stripped down to the underwear they'd provided—lacy, uncomfortable things—and slipped the dress over my head.

"Work it, farm girl!" Lexi shouted as I awkwardly posed, trying to channel whatever "sexy" meant in this new body. "Now the boots!"

I pulled out white cowboy boots with three-inch heels and somehow managed to get them on without falling.

"Twirl for America!" Lexi commanded, demonstrating with a perfect spin that made her dress flare dramatically.

I attempted the same, stumbling slightly but recovering with an awkward hip thrust that felt ridiculous but earned whoops from Devon and Ty.

"That's it! Now pout those lips!" Lexi continued her running commentary while critiquing others. "Taylor, that designer knockoff screams 'daddy's credit card'—perfect! Raven, more sulk, less smile! Marco, unbutton one more—show that sensitive soul!"

Standing there in my revealing outfit, I felt exposed in ways that transcended physical nakedness. The cameras captured every uncomfortable shift, every moment of vulnerability as I posed awkwardly for an invisible audience.

"America wants the whole package," Lexi whispered, adjusting my neckline to show more cleavage. "And trust me, they're eating this up."

Standing there in that ridiculous red dress, I finally took a moment to really look at the transformed group around me. Everyone had embraced their new roles with varying degrees of enthusiasm, creating a surreal pageant of hyper-feminized and masculinized bodies.

Taylor—now the "Rich Bitch"—strutted in designer heels and a skintight cocktail dress that emphasized curves that hadn't existed yesterday. Raven wore a gothic ensemble complete with fishnet stockings and dark lipstick that transformed Randall's once forgettable features into something hauntingly beautiful.

But it was the men who caught my attention in a way I wasn't prepared for.

Devon posed shirtless, his chiseled abs glistening under the studio lights. Had they enhanced him? His pecs seemed more defined, his biceps more pronounced than I remembered from yesterday. Ty was practically bursting out of a muscle shirt that might as well have been painted on, while Jonas stood at attention in a tight-fitting military-inspired outfit that left little to the imagination.

Marco, playing the "Sensitive Artist," had unbuttoned his linen shirt to reveal a lean, toned chest that somehow seemed more appealing than the others' obvious muscle mass.

"Checking out the merchandise, farm girl?" Lexi whispered, catching me staring.

I blushed furiously. "I'm not—"

"Oh honey, you absolutely are. That's your job now." She nudged me. "America wants to see Bonnie Sue falling all over herself for these hunks."

The realization hit me like a physical blow. I wasn't just competing against the other women for screen time—I was expected to pursue these men romantically. Sexually. The massive bulges in their too-tight pants, likely contest-driven enhancements, suddenly seemed intimidating rather than merely anatomical.

How would a horny farm girl look at these men? What would she want?

Against my will, I found myself noticing things I'd never considered before. The width of Devon's shoulders. The strength in Marco's forearms. The confident way Ty commanded space.

"Stop overthinking it," Lexi hissed. "Just react. Who looks good enough to eat?"

My body responded before my mind could catch up, a strange warmth spreading through my lower abdomen as I watched Devon stretch, his muscles rippling beneath tanned skin.

"This is insane," I whispered, but I couldn't look away.

* * *

* * *

* * *


Chapter five

GETTING REAL


Istood there in my country-inspired minidress, fingers fidgeting with the hem that barely covered my thighs, watching as cameras swiveled toward the giant screen where our host's face reappeared. His teeth gleamed unnaturally white against tanned skin.

"America has been watching, and America has spoken!" His voice boomed through the compound. "Our first elimination happens... right now."

My heart hammered against my new chest. Too soon. We'd barely begun, and already they were cutting people? The dress suddenly felt too tight, the studio lights too hot.

"When I call your name, please step forward."

The silence stretched like taffy, sticky and uncomfortable.

"Greg and... Jasmine."

Greg—the quiet accountant who'd spent most of the costume challenge sitting alone, scrolling through his phone until production confiscated it. And Jasmine—formerly Jason—who'd refused to wear anything but baggy jeans and a hoodie despite being transformed into a curvy redhead.

"The viewers found you both..." The host paused dramatically. "Unwilling to embrace the spirit of Last Heart Standing. Greg, you've shown zero interest in connecting with any of our lovely neofemales. Jasmine, you've rejected your transformation completely, giving viewers nothing to root for."

Jasmine's face flushed scarlet. "This is bullshit! I didn't sign up to be someone's fetish doll!"

"Your contracts say otherwise," the host replied smoothly. "Pack your bags. You're both eliminated."

My stomach dropped like a stone. Greg and Jasmine were escorted away, production assistants already collecting their microphones. They'd been on screen for less than an hour.

"Remember, contestants," the host continued, his perfect smile never wavering, "America wants romance. America wants drama. America wants to see you become your characters. Fail to deliver, and you'll follow Greg and Jasmine home."

Lexi sidled up beside me, her glossy lips close to my ear. "Looks like playing hard to get isn't an option, farm girl."

I swallowed hard, watching the departing contestants. The message couldn't be clearer—refuse to play along, and I'd lose my shot at the prize money. My fingers unconsciously traced the curve of my hip, the sensation still alien yet increasingly familiar.

"Just a game," I whispered to myself. "Just a very fucked-up game with a very big paycheck."

"But wait—there's more!" The host's voice sliced through the tense silence following the elimination. "You've all survived round one, but the real game is just beginning."

A production assistant rushed onto the set carrying a velvet tray stacked with slim metallic bands. They glinted silver and gold under the harsh studio lights.

"These," the host announced with theatrical gravity, "are your Audience Reaction Bracelets. Revolutionary technology that will display—in real time—how America feels about your every move."

The assistant fastened one around my wrist. The cool metal sent goosebumps racing up my arm, though whether from the temperature or the implications, I couldn't tell.

"Green means the audience approves," the host continued. "Red means they're turning against you. Yellow is neutral. Think of it as your personal popularity meter."

I stared at the bracelet, my throat suddenly dry. A small digital display remained dark for now, waiting to light up with the color of public judgment.

"Every flirtation, every argument, every tear and laugh—all of it rated live by millions of viewers."

Devon whistled low beside me. "Talk about pressure."

"No shit," I muttered, forgetting momentarily to use my Bonnie Sue voice.

My bracelet flashed red instantly. A collective gasp rippled through the contestants.

"They're already watching," Lexi stage-whispered, her own bracelet glowing a smug green.

I cleared my throat and forced a syrupy drawl. "Well butter my biscuit, that sure is somethin'."

The bracelet flickered, red fading to yellow.

Christ. Every second scrutinized. Every word measured. The weight of constant performance settled on my shoulders like a concrete slab. It wasn't enough to look the part of Bonnie Sue—I had to become her completely, or risk elimination.

I glanced around at the other contestants. Some looked terrified, others determined. Raven's bracelet glowed steady green as she sulked beautifully in her gothic attire. Ty flexed subtly, his athlete persona already earning audience approval.

"Remember," the host's voice dropped to a conspiratorial tone, "chemistry gets the green light. America loves a good romance... or a steamy hookup."

The bracelet felt heavier than its slight weight suggested—a constant reminder that my survival depended not just on playing Bonnie Sue, but on making America fall in love with her.

* * *

"And now, Bonnie Sue, the producers have arranged a special treat for you." The assistant's voice chirped with forced enthusiasm as she guided me toward the back of the compound. "A private date with Devon!"

My bracelet pulsed yellow, then flashed green when I managed a shy smile. Damn thing was training me like a lab rat.

"Well ain't that just the sweetest thing," I drawled, the words tasting foreign on my tongue. My stomach clenched as we approached a wooden porch that hadn't been there this morning—another hastily constructed set piece complete with rocking chairs and fairy lights strung along the railings.

Devon lounged against a post, looking irritatingly comfortable in his own skin. His bracelet glowed steady green as he spotted me.

"There's my country girl," he called, his voice a smooth baritone that sent an unwelcome shiver down my spine.

The assistant nudged me forward. "Remember—America's watching. Make it count."

I stepped onto the porch, boards creaking beneath my feet. Devon's eyes traced my body in a slow, appreciative sweep that made my cheeks burn. Not with embarrassment—something else entirely.

"Sweet tea?" He gestured to a pitcher sweating condensation on a small table between two rocking chairs.

"That'd be mighty nice." I winced internally at my exaggerated accent.

He poured the amber liquid into mason jars, ice cubes clinking. His fingers brushed mine as he handed over the drink, and a jolt of electricity shot through my arm.

"You look tense, Bonnie Sue." Devon's smile was practiced perfection. "Relax. It's just us... and a few million viewers."

I sank into the rocking chair, crossing my legs before remembering how the short denim skirt rode up my thighs. Devon's gaze followed the movement, and my bracelet pulsed bright green.

"This whole thing is bizarre," I whispered, momentarily dropping character.

Devon leaned closer, his cologne filling my senses. "Play along and we both win. Besides—" his hand settled on my knee, fingers warm against my skin "—might as well enjoy the ride."

My breath caught. This new body responded to his touch like a tuning fork struck against stone, vibrating with sensation. The bracelet on my wrist flashed emerald, matching the heat spreading through me.

"I don't—" I started, but Devon's thumb traced small circles on my knee, short-circuiting my thoughts.

His eyes, the color of dark honey, held mine captive. "Don't what, Bonnie Sue?" he murmured, his voice a low rumble that resonated in my chest. My damn bracelet pulsed green again, the approving flash a disconcerting counterpoint to the turmoil inside me.

"Don't… know about all this," I stammered, the farmgirl act dissolving under the intensity of his gaze. My hand flew to my chest, half to cover myself, half to confirm the reality of these unfamiliar curves. His fingers tightened on my knee, sending a ripple of goosebumps up my thigh. The porch swing creaked rhythmically, a gentle backdrop to the chaotic symphony in my head.

"It's just a show, Bonnie Sue," he whispered, his breath warm against my ear. "We're playing characters. Remember?" He leaned closer, his lips brushing against my temple, and the green light on my wrist intensified, bathing us in an eerie glow. The audience was eating this up. Me, a shy farmgirl, blushing under the Casanova's practiced charm. Disgusting. Thrilling.

A nervous laugh escaped my lips. "Right," I managed, the word barely audible. This whole thing was at its core repulsive, being mauled by a man, forced to accept it as part of the contest. But my body, this traitorous, unfamiliar body, leaned into him, drawn to his warmth like a moth to a flickering flame. His hand slid higher, tracing the curve of my hip, and a gasp escaped my lips. The green light on my bracelet went supernova and I realize ignoring my male thoughts and leaning into this body's physical demands was the route to victory.

"See? You're a natural," he whispered, his lips curving into a smug smile. He knew. He knew this body, my body, was betraying me, responding to him in ways I never anticipated. Shame warred with a strange, intoxicating excitement. This was wrong. This was… exhilarating.

"I…" I started, but he cut me off, his mouth finding mine in a kiss that was both demanding and teasing. My mind screamed, It's just for the show! It's the dopamine!, but the words felt hollow, drowned out by the pounding of my heart and the insistent green flashes of the bracelet on my wrist. I kissed him back, tentatively at first, then with a growing hunger that shocked and thrilled me. The scent of his cologne, the feel of his lips on mine, the weight of his hand on my hip—it was all too much, too real, too… good.

The cameras whirred, capturing every stolen glance, every hesitant touch, every breathless sigh. The porch lights cast a warm, inviting glow, transforming the flimsy set into a romantic haven. The sweet tea sat forgotten, the mason jars sweating in the humid night air. For a moment, just a moment, I forgot the cameras, the competition, the lies. I forgot everything but the feel of Devon's lips on mine and the intoxicating rush of his touch.

Devon's hand enveloped mine, firm yet gentle, as he led me from the porch into the dimly lit cabin. The air was thick with tension and the heady scent of pine. My bracelet flashed green incessantly, a beacon of approval that felt like a shackle around my wrist.

The door closed behind us with a decisive thud, sealing us away from the prying eyes of the cameras. For a moment, the only sound was the erratic pounding of my heart.

"You're beautiful," Devon murmured, his gaze raking over me with an intensity that made my breath hitch. I should have felt cheap, a fraud playing a part, but there was a sincerity in his eyes that quelled my doubts.

He reached out, fingers grazing the hem of my dress My skin tingled at his touch, a ripple of sensation that radiated outward from the point of contact. With deft movements, he lifted the garment over my head, leaving me standing in the soft glow of the room, clad only in my lacy bra and panties.

My instinct was to cover myself, to shield my body from his gaze - and the eyes of millions of viewers. But there was no trace of repulsion or mockery in his expression, only a raw hunger that both unnerved and excited me.

"I won't hurt you," he whispered, his hands moving to the clasp of my bra. The fabric fell away, baring me to him, and I felt the first stirrings of panic mingling with anticipation.

His lips found the hollow of my throat, kissing a trail down to the swell of my breasts. I gasped as he took one of my nipples into his mouth, the sensation so intense it bordered on pain. My bracelet pulsed green, a silent cheerleader for my surrender.

I was lost in a sea of unfamiliar sensations, each touch, each kiss, a new discovery. My hands found their way to his shoulders, gripping the fabric of his shirt as I steadied myself against the onslaught of emotions.

He led me to the bed, the soft sheets cool against my heated skin. My panties, the last barrier between us, joined the discarded pile of clothing on the floor. I lay before him, exposed and vulnerable, my body a mosaic of desire and trepidation.

Devon undressed slowly, watching my reactions with a predatory gaze. My breath caught as he revealed himself, all hard lines and chiseled muscle and a rod of almost supernatural proportions. The contrast between us was jarring, yet I couldn't tear my eyes away.

As he lowered himself onto me, I felt the hardness of his arousal pressing against my thigh. My bracelet flashed with an almost blinding intensity, the audience's approval as palpable as the warmth of his body covering mine.

He entered me with a tenderness that belied the urgency of his movements. I clung to him, my nails digging into his back as I adjusted to the massive intrusion inside my body. The pain was sharp, but fleeting, replaced by a sense of fullness that was both disconcerting and exhilarating.

With each thrust, the walls I had erected around myself crumbled a little more. My body moved in sync with his, a dance as old as time, yet entirely new to me. The pleasure built within me, a crescendo of sensation that threatened to overwhelm my senses.

I cried out as the first waves of orgasm crashed over me, my body convulsing beneath his. The intensity of the experience left me shaken, tears pricking at the corners of my eyes.

Devon collapsed beside me, spent and gasping for air. My bracelet flickered once, then fell dormant, the audience sated for the moment.

As I lay there, the weight of what had just transpired settled over me. I had crossed a threshold, embraced a part of myself that I never knew existed. My feelings were a whirlwind of confusion and clarity, joy and sorrow, liberation and loss.

The moment hung between us, suspended in the humid air of the cabin. Devon's breathing slowed beside me, his chest rising and falling in a steady rhythm that contrasted with the chaos inside my head. My body still tingled with aftershocks, unfamiliar sensations rippling through me like electricity through water.

"That was something else," Devon murmured, his voice thick with satisfaction. He stretched languidly, muscles flexing beneath tanned skin.

I stared at the ceiling, reality crashing back. What had I done? This wasn't me—this body, these feelings, this... encounter. Yet the lingering pleasure couldn't be denied, nor could the green glow that had pulsed so brightly on my wrist throughout.

Devon propped himself up on one elbow, studying my face with those honey-brown eyes. "You okay there, Bonnie Sue?" A lazy smile played across his lips. "You look like you're thinking too hard."

"I'm just... processing," I whispered, my voice catching. The sound still startled me—soft, feminine, nothing like the confident baritone I'd possessed just days ago.

He chuckled, running a finger down my arm. "Well, don't process too much. It's all fake, don't catch feelings."

The words landed like a slap. My chest tightened painfully as I glanced at him, searching for any sign of connection after what we'd just shared. His bracelet flickered red—once, twice—the audience's disapproval clear.

Something clicked inside me. If they didn't like the Casanova being all dismissive, they sure didn't want me as a girl being all cynical. They wanted the farm girl heartbroken by the player. They wanted tears and vulnerability, not cold detachment. The game was still on.

My lower lip trembled—half-performance, half-genuine reaction to the hollowness spreading through me. "Fake?" I whispered, injecting hurt into every syllable. "That... that didn't feel fake to me."

Devon's eyes widened slightly, his bracelet still flashing warning signals. "Bonnie, come on. It's just a show—"

"Just a show?" Tears welled up, spilling down my cheeks in hot trails. My bracelet pulsed bright green, encouraging the display. "Maybe for you!"

I clutched the sheet to my chest, stumbling out of bed. The movement felt clumsy, my new center of gravity still foreign. "I thought... I thought there was something real here!"

"Bonnie, wait—" Devon reached for me, but I was already grabbing my clothes, pulling them on haphazardly.

"I can't believe I was so stupid," I sobbed, the tears flowing freely now. My bracelet glowed emerald, bathing the room in approval.

I fled, slamming the door behind me, leaving Devon staring after me in confusion.

* * *

I stumbled into my room, slammed the door, and collapsed against it. My chest heaved with sobs that were partly performance, partly... something else I couldn't name. The tears felt real enough, hot and salty as they tracked down my unfamiliar face.

"What the hell am I doing?" I whispered to the empty room.

My gaze drifted to the confession camera mounted in the corner, its red light blinking steadily. The producers wanted testimonials—raw, emotional moments for the viewers to feast on. Usually I'd compose myself first, slip into character.

But I was too exhausted for that now.

I dragged myself to the edge of the bed and stared directly into the camera lens.

"I don't know who I am anymore," I admitted, my voice cracking. "This was supposed to be simple. Come on the show, win the money, go back to my life. But now..."

I gestured at my body—the curves, the softness, everything that wasn't me but somehow was becoming me.

"I just had sex with a man. Me. Brandon." The words hung in the air, strange and heavy. "And the most fucked up part? I liked it. This body... it responded. It felt good."

My bracelet remained neutral, neither approving nor disapproving. I continued, reckless now.

"Is it just physical? Just nerves and hormones and whatever they did to me? Or was there always something inside me that..." I trailed off, unable to finish the thought.

I ran my fingers through my hair, still startled by how it fell differently around my shoulders.

"I'm playing a game. I know that. But where does the game end and where do I begin? When I cried just now with Devon, was that Bonnie Sue the character? Or was that me? And which me?"

I expected the bracelet to flash angry red warnings—this wasn't the simple farm girl they wanted. This was too meta, too real. But to my surprise, it began to pulse a steady, approving green.

"You like this?" I asked incredulously, staring at the glowing band. "You like watching me fall apart? Watching Brandon try to figure out how to be Bonnie?"

The green intensified. The audience was eating it up.

I laughed bitterly. "So that's the game. Be Bonnie Sue, but let them see Brandon struggling underneath. Let them watch the transformation happen in real time."

And the bracelet keep glowing green, green with approval at Brandon's crumbling id, as I crawled into bed, adjusting even how I lay in bed to accommodate these ridiculous globes on my chest.


Chapter six

QUEEN LEXI


Isat frozen on the couch, watching as Jared and Kimberly—formerly James—were escorted off the set. Their crime? Being boring. The host's words still echoed through the room: "America doesn't tune in to watch people play it safe."

Kimberly had clung to masculine mannerisms, refusing to lean into her assigned "sexy nurse" persona. Jared simply couldn't manufacture attraction to any of the neofemales. Their chemistry had all the spark of wet cardboard.

"That's two eliminations in three days," Devon muttered beside me. "They're not messing around."

My fingers unconsciously traced the bracelet on my wrist, its surface cool against my skin. The same bracelet that had glowed green during my breakdown in front of the confession cam. The same bracelet that monitored our performances, our commitment to character.

Lexi dramatically sprawled across an armchair. "Darlings, they practically begged to be voted off. Did you see Kimberly during the dance challenge? Stomping around like a lumberjack with cramps."

"Not everyone adapts as quickly as you," Raven said quietly from the corner, her gothic makeup perfectly applied despite the early hour.

I caught Taylor's eyes from across the room. She gave me a slight nod—solidarity among the transformed. Despite our assigned rivalries, we shared something the men couldn't understand.

"Well," I said, forcing a syrupy drawl into my voice, "this farm girl ain't planning on going home anytime soon."

My bracelet pulsed a faint green. The audience approved.

The next morning, I was still rubbing sleep from my eyes when the host's voice boomed through the cabin's speakers, jolting everyone awake.

"Good morning, contestants! Today we're embracing tradition. Men, grab your hunting gear from the supply shed—you'll be tracking down dinner. Ladies, time to make this place sparkle! America loves a tidy home."

My stomach clenched. The casual sexism wasn't subtle, but my bracelet flashed green when I flinched. Apparently, the audience enjoyed my discomfort.

Devon stretched, his bare chest catching the morning light. "Looks like we're bringing home the bacon, boys."

"And we're... frying it up in a pan?" I muttered, hating how my new voice made even sarcasm sound cute.

Taylor stood up, tossing her perfectly styled hair. "Excuse me? I don't clean. That's what the help is for." Her bracelet flashed green—she was nailing her spoiled heiress role.

Lexi clapped her hands. "Darlings, don't fight it. Think of it as preparing our stage. The men return sweaty and triumphant, finding us domestic goddesses awaiting their return."

"Domestic goddesses," I repeated flatly. My bracelet flashed red. Wrong tone.

I closed my eyes, channeling the farm girl persona they'd assigned me. What would Bonnie Sue do? She'd probably be the most enthusiastic homemaker of the bunch.

"Y'all," I drawled, stretching my vowels like taffy, "back on Daddy's farm, I was up at dawn mucking stalls and still had time to bake biscuits before breakfast." I playfully tossed a dishcloth over my shoulder. "This ain't nothing."

Green light. Bright and steady.

"That's our Bonnie," Lexi cooed, as the men filed out with their hunting gear.

Taylor sidled up beside me once they were gone. "I'll supervise if you actually clean," she whispered. "My character would delegate."

I watched Raven gather cleaning supplies with quiet efficiency, her black-painted nails a stark contrast against the yellow rubber gloves she pulled on. Unlike my clumsy fumbling, she moved with surprising grace.

"You seem comfortable with this," I said, struggling to tie an apron around my unfamiliar waist.

"I lived alone before the show." She shrugged. "Cleaning is meditative."

My bracelet flashed red. Apparently, finding common ground wasn't what viewers wanted from the farm girl and the goth.

"Well, where I come from, we'd have this place spick-and-span before the rooster crows," I drawled, overcompensating. The bracelet pulsed green.

Lexi burst through the door carrying a feather duster like a scepter. "Ladies, ladies! This is our moment to shine! America doesn't want to see us moping—they want home-making queens!"

She twirled dramatically, somehow making dusting look like performance art. "Taylor, darling, you're on window duty—the sunlight catching your cheekbones will be divine. Raven, those moody shadows under the cabinets have your name all over them."

"And Bonnie Sue?" She winked at me. "Those muscles from all that farm work? Perfect for scrubbing floors."

My bracelet flashed bright green. Damn it.

I got down on hands and knees, feeling the floor's grit against my palms as I scrubbed. Brandon would never have tolerated this humiliation, but Bonnie Sue supposedly found satisfaction in honest work. I leaned into it, humming a country tune I vaguely remembered.

Two hours later, the cabin gleamed. Lexi had turned cleaning into a bizarre reality show within a reality show, complete with impromptu dance breaks and gossipy asides to the camera.

"Devon definitely has eyes for our farm girl," she stage-whispered, making me blush against my will. "And Taylor might be crushing on Marco—but don't tell her I said so!"

The door burst open. Devon and Ty carried a massive boar between them, blood still dripping from its carcass.

"Ladies, dinner has arrived!" Devon announced, his smile brilliant against his dirt-smudged face.

My stomach lurched at the sight of the dead animal. As Brandon, I'd ordered steaks without a second thought about where they came from. Now, faced with the bloody reality, I felt light-headed.

"Hope y'all are hungry," Ty grunted, dropping his end of the carcass onto the outdoor prep table with a sickening thud.

Lexi squealed dramatically. "Oh my god, you big strong men! How ever will we prepare such a magnificent beast?"

Taylor stepped back. "I don't touch raw meat. It's simply not done."

Raven quietly stepped forward. "I can butcher it. My father was a hunter." I couldn't help but respect Raven—or rather Randall, considering they apparently possessed an array of fascinating personal experiences they could tap into whenever the situation required it.

***

I watched as Marco scraped the last bits of meat from his plate, the bones of our communal meal piled high. My lower back ached from hours of floor-scrubbing followed by kitchen duty. The producers had strategically placed cameras to capture our "domestic bliss"—the newly-minted women serving the triumphant hunters.

"More potatoes, Devon?" I asked, forcing sweetness into my voice while my bracelet pulsed approvingly green.

"Don't mind if I do, Bonnie Sue." His fingers brushed mine as I passed the bowl, sending an unwelcome shiver up my arm. My body's reactions still felt like betrayal.

The host's voice crackled through the speakers before I could dwell on it. "Contestants! Hope you enjoyed your meal, because it's time for the Fire Trial!"

Lexi clapped her hands. "Ooh, sounds dramatic!"

"Each team must haul logs from the beach to the hilltop fire pit. First team to build a proper bonfire wins immunity from tonight's elimination."

Taylor's perfectly painted lips formed a pout. "Manual labor? In this heat?"

My bracelet flashed red. I caught myself before my natural reaction slipped out. Brandon would have sprinted for the beach already, eager to dominate a physical challenge. But Bonnie Sue?

"Well shoot," I drawled, adjusting my gingham top. "Back home we'd stack hay bales twice this size before breakfast."

Green pulse. Stronger this time.

We trudged down to the beach where massive driftwood logs waited. The men immediately started organizing, Ty barking orders like the quarterback he'd once been.

"Ladies, perhaps you should gather kindling while we handle the heavy lifting," Devon suggested with a patronizing smile.

Something in me snapped. I bent down and hoisted a log onto my shoulder, nearly buckling under its weight. My new body lacked the upper-body strength I once took for granted, but determination burned hotter than physical pain.

"I grew up on a farm, remember?" I grunted, sweat already beading on my forehead. "I ain't afraid of hard work."

My arms trembled under the weight of the log. Each step up the hill sent fire through muscles that weren't built for this kind of strain anymore. Sweat trickled down my spine, my thin cotton top clinging uncomfortably.

The bracelet pulsed red. Of course—America didn't want to see their sweet farm girl actually breaking her back.

Devon appeared beside me, all easy grace and camera-ready smile. "Here, let me help with that, darlin'."

I almost refused out of stubborn pride, but then remembered my role. The bracelet's warning pulses grew more insistent.

"Oh my," I breathed, letting my voice go soft and breathy. "These logs are heavier than I expected."

The bracelet flashed bright green.

Devon's hands brushed my waist as he lifted the log from my shoulders. The touch sent an electric current through my body that had nothing to do with physical exertion. My skin tingled where his fingers had been.

"Can't have those pretty hands getting all roughed up," he murmured, close enough that I could smell his sweat mixed with expensive cologne.

I giggled—actually giggled—and felt the bracelet reward me with another surge of green. "My hero," I cooed, hating how natural the words felt on my tongue.

My heart raced as Devon carried the log effortlessly up the hill. I followed behind, making sure to stumble slightly on the uneven ground. Each time I did, he'd reach back to steady me, and each touch made my new body respond in ways that terrified and thrilled me.

"Careful now, sugar," he said, his hand lingering on my elbow. "Maybe you should stick to gathering kindling like I suggested."

I ducked my head, playing shy. "You're probably right. I don't know what I was thinking."

The bracelet glowed steadily green. America loved this version of Bonnie Sue—delicate, feminine, in need of rescue.

The fire challenge ended with Devon carrying my final bundle of kindling up the hill. I played my part perfectly—fluttering eyelashes, breathless thanks, and a coy smile that made my bracelet pulse a continuous green. The audience ate it up.

"Y'all are just too strong," I gushed to the cameras as Devon arranged the logs I'd "helped" collect. My stomach twisted with each saccharine word, but the bracelet's approving glow was becoming addictive.

***

Back at the cabin, I slipped away to the confession booth—the small room felt like sanctuary, its single camera my only witness.

"I don't know what's happening to me," I admitted once the red light blinked on. "Playing Bonnie Sue is getting... easier. Too easy." I ran my hands through my hair, still not used to its length. "And Devon—fuck. I keep having these reactions to him."

The camera's unblinking eye offered no judgment.

"When he touched my waist today, something inside me..." I trailed off, embarrassed. "This body responds to him. It's like it has its own agenda."

I stared at my hands—smaller, with delicate fingers that didn't feel like mine.

"Is it even gay if I have sex with him now? I mean, technically I have a..." I gestured vaguely downward, unable to say the word. "But I'm still Brandon inside. Aren't I?"

I found myself tracing absentminded designs on my leg, each touch eliciting an unexpected thrill. The memory of Devon's fingers circling my waist surfaced unbidden, and in my mind's eye, I saw those strong hands journeying further downward.

"It's these thoughts of him that won't leave me alone," I admitted, my voice hitching as my hand wandered to the apex of my thighs, feeling the strange, pulsing warmth that seemed to radiate from there. "Thoughts of how it might be with him..."

Suddenly, the bracelet encircling my wrist flared with an intense emerald light, brighter than any signal I'd seen before. The shock of it made me recoil, as if the brightness scorched my skin.

"They're watching this, too?" The realization fell from my lips in a hushed whisper, laced with shame. But then, with a defiant resolve, I returned my hand to its intimate exploration. The bracelet's glow intensified, as if in response to my boldness.

"Is this the spectacle you want? To see Bonnie Sue in heat?" I scoffed, a harsh laugh escaping me, yet I didn't withdraw. The bracelet throbbed with a green luminescence, mirroring the quickened beat of my heart.

"Alright then," I murmured, slipping my fingers beneath the hem of my shorts. "You're all so eager for a performance? I'll give you one you won't forget."

My fingers danced lightly over the fabric of my shorts, the bracelet's glow casting a surreal light over my skin. I closed my eyes, and in the darkness, the face of an old girlfriend Amanda appeared in my mind's eye—her dark eyes, her teasing smile. I remembered her body moving against mine, the softness of her skin, the way she would arch her back and cry out when I hit just the right spot.

But as my hand slipped lower, the memory shifted. Suddenly, I wasn't remembering the taste of Amanda's lips or the warmth of her breath against my neck. Instead, I was imagining being her—feeling her body twist and writhe with pleasure, the intensity of her climax coursing through my veins. It was a strange, disembodied sensation, as if I were both the giver and the receiver of exquisite ecstasy.

The sensations grew stronger, more insistent. My breath hitched as I explored this new territory, my body quivering with anticipation. I imagined Amanda's hands on my breasts, her lips trailing down my stomach, her tongue—

I gasped, the thought of Devon intruding unbidden. The memory of his hand on my waist, his confident smile, flooded my senses. My fingers moved with a mind of their own, seeking out the hot, wet center of my desire.

The contrast between the phantom memory of Devon's giant rod and the reality of my own slender fingers was jarring. I couldn't help but feel myself wanting that hard fullness in me, my own fingers a poor substitute. But then my fingers found their mark, and a jolt of pleasure ripped through me, obliterating all thoughts of the past.

My body bucked against my hand, each surge of pleasure pulling me deeper into a realm of pure sensation. I was no longer Bonnie or Brandon; I was a creature of want and need, driven by a force more powerful than any label or identity.

"Oh god," I moaned, the sound echoing off the confession booth's walls. My bracelet flashed even brighter, as if feeding off the charged energy in the room. Wave after wave of pleasure washed over me, leaving me shaken and gasping for air. My body trembled with the aftershocks, each one a potent reminder of the power held within these new curves.

As my breathing slowed and the glow of my bracelet dimmed, I lay there in the quiet, contemplating the dizzying new landscape of my desires. Who was I now—a man who missed the feel of a woman's body under his, or a woman yearning for the touch of a man?

The answer, it seemed, was both, and neither. I was Bonnie Sue, a creation of this twisted game, caught between two worlds, belonging fully to neither. And as the cameras continued to roll, capturing every tremor and sigh, I had the unsettling feeling that this was only the beginning.


Chapter seven

TY IN THE STORM


The next morning, my legs still shaky from last night's... revelation, we gathered in the elimination hall. The massive screens flickered to life, displaying our smiling host against a backdrop of fiery graphics.

"Welcome back to Last Heart Standing!" His voice boomed through hidden speakers. "Last night's viewership hit a record high. America is loving your transformations!"

I shifted uncomfortably, wondering if my private confession booth moment had contributed to those numbers. The bracelet on my wrist pulsed once, as if reading my thoughts.

"Unfortunately, not all of our contestants are connecting with our audience."

The room fell silent. I glanced at Lexi, who was practically vibrating with nervous energy beside me.

"Our third elimination pair is..." The host paused dramatically. "Jordan and Tiffany!"

Jordan—the quiet engineer who'd barely spoken two words since we arrived—slumped visibly. Beside him, Tiffany (formerly Robert) looked like she might throw up.

"Jordan, our viewers found your strong-and-silent routine boring rather than mysterious," the host continued mercilessly. "And Tiffany, while your assigned 'mysterious intellectual' persona had potential, your constant references to your previous life as Robert confused and alienated viewers. You both failed to maintain consistent characterization."

The screens switched to compilation footage: Robert seemingly going through the motions during challenges and sex, sitting stone-faced during group activities; Tiffany awkwardly correcting others when they used her feminine name, visibly cringing when wearing her assigned outfits.

"You have one hour to pack your belongings."

As security personnel escorted them off-stage, Tiffany broke down. "This isn't fair! I never asked for this body!"

"None of us did, honey," Lexi whispered beside me, though her bracelet flashed green when she said it.

I watched them disappear through the exit doors, my stomach knotting. That could've been me. That still could be me if I didn't play along better.

"Remember, contestants," the host's voice softened to something more sinister, "consistency is key. America wants to believe in Bonnie Sue the farmgirl, in Lexi the queen bee. Give them what they want, and you'll stay in the game."

The message couldn't have been clearer: resist the transformation, refuse to play your part, and you're gone. No second chances. No million dollars.

* * *

"Shelter Scramble challenge!" The host's voice boomed over loudspeakers as dark clouds gathered overhead. "Pairs will be randomly assigned to construct emergency shelters before the storm hits. Your performance depends on both structural integrity and how well you stay in character during the challenge."

I stood nervously among the group as they called out names. My heart sank when I heard: "Bonnie Sue and Ty!"

Great. The jock. The guy who'd been eyeing me since my transformation with that irritating smirk.

"Hey there, farm girl," Ty said, sauntering over with our supply pack. His biceps flexed as he swung it casually from one hand. "Ready to get wet?"

I forced a smile, channeling my inner Bonnie. "Sure am! Though back on the farm, we usually have proper barns for shelter."

My bracelet pulsed green. The small dopamine hit felt like a pat on the head.

We trudged to our designated clearing where two stakes had been planted in the ground. The sky darkened ominously above us.

"We should secure the tarp first," I suggested, pulling blue plastic from our pack. "Those clouds look meaner than a bull with a toothache."

Ty laughed. "Nice farm reference. Here, hold this end."

I stretched the tarp while he hammered stakes with a rock. The first fat raindrops splattered against my bare shoulders as we worked. Within minutes, we'd constructed a sloping lean-to between two trees. It wasn't pretty, but it might keep us dry.

"Get the supplies under!" Ty commanded as rain began falling in earnest.

I scrambled to drag our duffel bags beneath our flimsy shelter just as the sky cracked open. Water cascaded off the edges of our tarp, forming muddy puddles at our feet. We huddled in the cramped space, shoulders pressed together as thunder rumbled overhead.

"Cozy," Ty said, his breath warm against my ear.

"We should've secured that corner better," I shouted over the downpour, pointing to where water streamed through.

Ty lunged for the loose corner, his body stretching across mine. I froze as his chest pressed against my new breasts, sending a confusing jolt through my body.

The rain pounded our shelter with merciless fury, each drop striking the tarp like tiny bullets. Water seeped through the corners, soaking my clothes and plastering them against my new curves. I shivered—from cold or something else, I couldn't tell anymore.

"Damn, you look good wet," Ty muttered, his eyes roaming over my body.

My bracelet blinked green, sending that familiar rush of approval through me. The storm's primal energy crackled between us. I felt alive, electric, as if the storm's wild energy had seeped into my blood.

"We should fix that corner," I said, pointing to where the tarp sagged dangerously.

Instead of responding, Ty's hand shot out, gripping my waist. He pulled me against him with startling force, his body radiating heat despite the chill.

"I've been wanting to do this since I saw you in those shorts," he growled.

For a split second, I thought this might work—play up the farmgirl-meets-jock romance, get those green lights blinking. Maybe a little flirting, some playful banter.

But Ty had other plans.

His fingers tangled roughly in my hair, yanking my head back. Before I could react, he shoved me downward, his grip painful against my scalp.

"On your knees," he commanded, already fumbling with his zipper. "Show me what that pretty mouth can do."

I froze, shock paralyzing me. This wasn't flirting or even consensual seduction—this was domination, pure and simple.

"What? No!" I pulled back, breaking his grip. "Stop it, Ty!"

My bracelet was pulsing red —not liking my reluctance. My heart hammered against my ribs, my new body feeling suddenly vulnerable in ways I'd never experienced before.

"Not like this," I said, backing away until I hit the edge of our shelter. Rain splashed against my back, but I didn't care.

I reeled from Ty's slap, a stinging pain blooming across my cheek. The shock of it left me dazed, raindrops mingling with the warmth of fresh tears. My bracelet was dark, a stark contrast to the emerald glow of Ty's, which seemed to mock me with its brightness.

The audience was eating this up; Ty's aggressive display was exactly what they craved. It was a sickening realization, the understanding that my discomfort was his gain, that this brutish performance was earning him the adoration I so desperately needed.

Caught between the remnants of Brandon's defiance and Bonnie's fragile existence, I felt helpless. This wasn't a game anymore—it was a surreal nightmare, one where my body and consent were secondary to the whims of the viewers.

Ty loomed over me, his eyes alight with a triumphant fire that made my stomach churn. I was keenly aware of his size, his strength—qualities that made him the "Alpha Athlete" and me just another pawn in this twisted game.

The need for those green lights was an ache in my bones, a siren song I couldn't ignore. If I couldn't beat him, I had to join him, had to play the part of the willing participant. With trembling hands, I reached for him, the weight of his gaze upon me as I wrapped my fingers around his shaft.

I took his hugeness into my mouth, the taste of him foreign and overpowering. My gag reflex kicked in as he pushed deeper, his hand fisting in my hair, guiding, controlling. The bracelet on my wrist flickered green as I choked back bile, the audience's approval like a lifeline in a stormy sea.

Just as I felt him swell, signaling his release, he pulled out abruptly, a wicked grin spreading across his face. Before I could catch my breath, he manhandled me, flipping me onto my back with alarming ease. The soggy ground beneath me was cool and unyielding, a stark contrast to the searing heat of Ty's body as he pinned me down.

I was a ragdoll in his hands, powerless and small. The fear that coursed through me was as raw and real as the rain lashing against my skin. Bonnie was no match for Ty's brute strength, and Brandon's voice was a distant echo, drowned out by the thunder of my heartbeat.

As Ty positioned himself between my legs, I closed my eyes, bracing for what was to come. The line between performance and reality blurred until it was nearly invisible, and I wondered if I would ever find my way back.

I surrendered to the green light's seductive pulse, my body trembling as Ty took what he wanted. Tears streamed down my cheeks, mixing with the rain as his weight crushed me into the mud. My bracelet glowed emerald bright, rewarding my submission with chemical pleasure that made me hate myself more with each surge.

"That's it, farm girl," Ty grunted, his hands bruising my thighs. "Show the cameras what you're good for."

I whimpered—the sound alien and pathetic to my ears. The worst part wasn't the pain or humiliation, but the treacherous sparks of pleasure my new body produced. Each unwanted sensation felt like another piece of Brandon slipping away.

"Please," I whispered, though I didn't know what I was begging for anymore.

As Ty thrust harder, a memory crashed through me with nauseating clarity. Drew's face—pale, tear-streaked, vacant—flashed before my eyes. I'd been drunk at that house party three years ago. She'd said no, then stopped saying anything at all. I'd told myself she was into it, that her silence was consent.

Oh god.

The realization hit me like a physical blow. I was Drew now. I was experiencing exactly what I'd done to her—the powerlessness, the violation, the terrible, hollow feeling of being used as an object rather than a person.

My stomach lurched as Ty's pace quickened. The audience's approval meant nothing now. All I could see was Drew's empty expression mirrored in my own face. Brandon had been the monster then. Brandon had been Ty.

"You like that, don't you?" Ty growled, mistaking my shudder of revulsion for pleasure.

A small, broken sound escaped me—half-sob, half-moan—as my body responded despite my mind's rebellion. That betrayal cut deeper than anything else. That I could feel anything but horror made me feel filthy, contaminated from within.

I closed my eyes tight, wishing I could disappear completely. Brandon deserved this punishment, but Bonnie didn't. Neither had Drew.

* * *

I staggered back to camp, my legs wobbling beneath me, rainwater and other fluids running down my thighs. My whole body felt alien—not just because it wasn't mine, but because it had betrayed me so completely. The pleasure I'd felt sickened me. It clung to my skin like a film I couldn't wash away.

The testimonial booth beckoned—a small confessional where contestants could speak directly to the audience. I stumbled inside, collapsing onto the small stool, my soaked clothes plastering against my new curves.

"Ty is a fucking rapist," I spat at the camera, mascara running down my cheeks. "He held me down. He knew I didn't want it. And you all watched." My voice cracked. "And I... Brandon was Ty once. Three years ago at a party. She said no, and I didn't stop. I told myself she wanted it."

I pounded my fist against my thigh, pain blossoming like a crimson flower.

"I get it now. This is karma. This is what I deserve." My shoulders shook with sobs. "But the audience? You're the worst of all. You're sitting there getting off on this. On rape. On humiliation."

I glanced down at my bracelet, expecting angry red pulses of disapproval. Instead, it glowed neon green—brighter than I'd ever seen it. The sight knocked the wind from my lungs.

"Are you serious?" I whispered, then screamed, "ARE YOU FUCKING SERIOUS?"

The bracelet pulsed even brighter. Dopamine flooded my system despite my rage. The audience loved this—my pain, my confession, my righteous anger. They'd loved watching Ty violate me, and they loved watching me call them out for it.

A hollow laugh escaped my throat. "You don't care what happens to us, do you? Rape, redemption, whatever—it's all just entertainment to you."

I wiped my face with the back of my hand, something hardening inside me.

"Well, I'm done being your good little farm girl. You want a show? I'll give you a fucking show."

I thought of Melissa, my ex who'd slapped me when I cheated. Of Jenna, who'd destroyed my car after I ghosted her. Of every woman I'd wronged who'd shown more backbone than I ever had.

"Cute little Bonnie Sue is dead," I told the camera. "And whoever I am now? I'm just getting started."


Chapter eight

OCEAN DEPTHS


I'd barely slept when the loudspeaker crackled to life, its cheerful tone slicing through my foggy consciousness like a serrated knife.

"Rise and shine, contestants! Today's challenge: Underwater Retrieval!"

My stomach dropped. The producers explained we'd dive into the lagoon to recover colored tokens hidden beneath the surface. Most tokens would be scattered in shallow waters, but the highest-value ones lurked in the deepest parts.

"Each contestant must retrieve at least one token to avoid automatic elimination," the voice chirped.

I dragged myself to the women's quarters to change. My reflection in the mirror looked haunted—dark circles under puffy eyes, lips still swollen from crying. The swimsuit they'd provided was a cherry-red bikini with white polka dots and a ridiculous ruffle across the top—pure farmgirl kitsch. The fabric barely contained my new breasts, which still felt like foreign objects attached to my chest.

As I slipped it on, my fingertips brushed against bruises on my hips where Ty's hands had gripped me. The memory made me flinch.

We gathered at the lagoon's edge thirty minutes later. The water stretched before us, deceptively beautiful—crystal clear near the shore, fading to a murky blue-black in the center where depth swallowed the light. Floating platforms dotted the surface, and I could make out the shadowy outlines of metal chests resting on the lagoon floor.

"Scared of getting wet, Bonnie Sue?" Ty smirked as he passed, his voice low enough that only I could hear.

I kept my eyes fixed on the water, refusing to acknowledge him. The thought of submerging myself, of being vulnerable again, sent panic clawing up my throat. What else lurked beneath that placid surface? What new violation awaited me there?

My bracelet pulsed yellow—a warning. The audience sensed my hesitation. They wanted their show.

"Contestants ready?" the host called.

I stepped forward to my assigned platform, legs trembling. The water below me seemed to darken, as if sensing my fear and feeding on it.

I took a deep breath and launched myself from the platform. The shock of cold water against my skin made me gasp, inhaling water instead of air. My limbs flailed wildly, no longer following the commands my brain issued. The practiced swimming strokes that Brandon had mastered were useless in this unfamiliar body.

"Keep it together," I sputtered, choking on brackish water.

I kicked frantically toward a sunken chest, my lungs already burning. My new body felt wrong—buoyant in different places, weighted strangely. My breasts pulled me off-balance, and my center of gravity had shifted so dramatically that each movement sent me spinning in unexpected directions.

Panic clawed up my throat as I sank deeper. The surface shimmered above me, tantalizingly close yet impossibly far. My ears popped painfully. The pressure squeezed my chest like a vise.

"Help," I tried to scream, but only bubbles escaped.

My vision darkened at the edges. The murky water pressed in from all sides, cold and indifferent. I'd never felt so powerless, so completely at the mercy of forces beyond my control. Not even when I'd discovered my transformation. At least then I'd been on solid ground.

Now I was drowning, and nobody seemed to notice. The other contestants focused on their own tasks, diving and surfacing with practiced ease. The cameras rolled on, capturing my terror for entertainment. My bracelet pulsed green—the audience loved watching me struggle.

Something primal and terrified broke loose inside me. I wasn't Brandon pretending to be Bonnie anymore. I was just a frightened person fighting to survive.

My lungs screamed for oxygen. The water pressed harder, darker. I couldn't tell which way was up anymore. My limbs grew heavier with each desperate movement. The lagoon would claim me, and all for a stupid game show. All for money I'd never live to spend.

As consciousness began to slip away, a terrible thought surfaced: nobody would mourn Brandon. Nobody would even remember who I had been before this.

A dark shape cut through the water toward me. In my oxygen-starved delirium, I thought it was death coming to claim me—until slender arms wrapped around my waist.

Raven. Her pale face appeared before mine, black hair floating around her like seaweed. Her eyes were wide with determination as she kicked powerfully, pulling us both toward the surface.

We broke through with a splash. I gasped, sucking in air so desperately it hurt my lungs. Raven's arm remained firm around my waist as she towed me toward the shore, her breathing steady against my erratic gulps and coughs.

"I've got you," she murmured. "Just breathe."

My body convulsed with coughing as we reached the shallows. I collapsed onto the sand, water streaming from my nose and mouth. Raven knelt beside me, her hand rubbing circles between my shoulder blades.

"That's it. Get it all out."

When I could finally speak, my voice came out raw and trembling. "Thank you."

She tucked a strand of wet hair behind my ear—such a simple gesture, yet so intimate it made my chest tighten in a way that had nothing to do with near-drowning.

"Couldn't let our farmgirl become fish food," she said, but her smile lacked its usual sardonic edge.

My bracelet pulsed bright green. The audience loved this—two neofemales bonding through crisis. But for once, I didn't care about the bracelet's approval.

"I don't know how to swim," I admitted, my voice small. "Not like this. My body doesn't... work the same."

Raven nodded, understanding in her dark-rimmed eyes. "None of ours do."

She helped me to my feet, her hand lingering in mine longer than necessary. For the first time since my transformation, I didn't feel completely alone. Someone else understood what it meant to navigate this strange new existence—this body that responded to different currents, this identity forced upon us by circumstance.

"Thank you," I whispered again, meaning it more deeply than she could know.

After the challenge ended, Raven found me sitting alone on the edge of camp, knees pulled to my chest. My bracelet had pulsed steady green after the rescue, but now it was dormant, like it had lost interest in my quiet misery.

"You're still holding yourself like you're in the wrong body," she said, dropping gracefully beside me.

I flinched. "I am in the wrong body."

"Maybe. But that doesn't mean you can't own it while you're in it." She stood, extending her hand. "Come on. I'll help you."

"Help me what?"

"Move like you belong in your skin." A sardonic smile curved her lips. "I may not have asked for this transformation either, but I know what looks hot in a woman."

I hesitated before taking her hand. She led me to a clearing just out of the cameras' main view—not completely private, but as close as we could get.

"Watch first," Raven instructed.

She walked in a slow circle, her hips swaying naturally with each step. There was nothing exaggerated about her movements—just fluid confidence. When she sat, she crossed her legs at the ankles, then the knees, demonstrating both postures.

"Your turn," she said.

I took a few awkward steps, feeling ridiculous.

"You're fighting it," Raven observed. "Think of women you've admired. Not just sexually—women whose presence commanded attention."

An image flashed in my mind: my college TA, Claire, who'd silenced rowdy classrooms with just a raised eyebrow. I remembered how she'd move through crowded spaces, never apologizing for taking up room despite her petite frame.

I tried again, channeling Claire's quiet authority in my walk.

"Better," Raven nodded. "But soften your shoulders."

For the next hour, she coached me through sitting, standing, even laughing more naturally. With each attempt, my movements became less mechanical.

"You're overthinking," she said, placing her hands on my shoulders. "Your body knows more than you realize."

Her touch was gentle but firm, steadying me. Unlike Ty's grabbing hands or Devon's calculated caresses, Raven's touch held no agenda beyond support.

"Why help me?" I finally asked.

She shrugged, dark hair falling across one eye. "Because no one helped me. And we're all just trying to survive this circus without losing ourselves completely."

My bracelet flashed green, but for once, I didn't feel the usual dopamine rush. Instead, I felt something rarer—genuine connection.

The sun began to set, casting long shadows across our makeshift practice ground. As darkness crept in, so did my thoughts about what had happened with Ty. The memory sat like a stone in my stomach—heavy, immovable.

"You're tensing up again," Raven said, her voice pulling me back to the present.

I exhaled slowly. "Sorry. My mind went somewhere else."

She studied me, her dark-lined eyes seeing more than I wanted to reveal. "The Alpha Athlete?"

My silence answered for me.

"What happened in the rain," she said, not really a question. "It's written all over your face whenever he's around."

I wrapped my arms around myself, suddenly cold despite the lingering heat. "I didn't expect it to feel so... real. I thought I could fake it all—the attraction, the pleasure. But my body..." I trailed off, unable to find words for the betrayal I felt from my own flesh.

"The body responds how it responds," Raven said softly. "That doesn't mean your mind consented."

A tear slipped down my cheek before I could stop it. "I don't even know if I can call it assault. I didn't say no. I even..." I swallowed hard. "I even came."

Raven sat beside me, close but not touching. "Orgasm is a physical response. It doesn't equal consent or enjoyment."

"I know that, at least now" I whispered. "I don't think I did before. But now, it still feels like I've lost control of everything—my body, my desires, even my trauma."

"That's exactly what this show wants," she said, bitterness edging her words. "Total surrender. But they can't take what you don't give them."

She reached out slowly, telegraphing her movement before gently taking my hand. The contact was grounding, different from any touch I'd experienced since the transformation.

"We can't fight the physical changes," she continued, "but we can protect what's inside. The parts of ourselves they can't see or market or manipulate."

I squeezed her hand, grateful for this moment of genuine connection amid the show's manufactured drama. For the first time since waking up in this new body, I didn't feel completely alone.

* * *

I watched them walk away—Raj and Marissa, both looking shell-shocked as producers led them off-stage. The worst part? They'd been playing their roles perfectly. Raj had been charming, attentive, everything a suave businessman should be. Marissa had embraced her "Career Woman" persona with impressive dedication.

And yet. The audience had voted them out.

"Not authentic enough, not exciting enough" the host had announced with practiced sympathy. "America wants to see real chemistry, real emotion—not just good acting."

I sat alone on the edge of my bunk, fingers tracing the contours of my new face. The green light on my bracelet was pulsing erratically, sometimes red, sometimes green, a constant reminder of the game I was playing.

No. Not playing. Living.

That was the problem. I'd been treating this like a performance, a temporary mask I could slip on and off. Brandon playing Bonnie. But the audience could tell. They always could.

"Fuck," I whispered, the word soft and unfamiliar in my new voice.

The truth hit me like a physical blow: half-measures wouldn't work here. I couldn't just act like Bonnie Sue—I needed to become her. To bury Brandon so deep that even I couldn't find him anymore.

And maybe that was for the best. The memory of what happened with Ty in the rain flashed through my mind—how I'd responded, how my body had betrayed me. No, that wasn't right. It wasn't betrayal. It was...Brandon who'd taken advantage of women, used them, discarded them. Brandon was the one who'd gambled away everything on a crypto scheme. Brandon was a fucking disaster.

Maybe Bonnie could be better.

I stood up, catching my reflection in the small mirror mounted on the wall. For the first time, I really looked at myself—not with horror or detachment, but with appreciation. These curves, these hands, this face. Mine.

The bracelet flashed brighter, the green light almost blinding. The rush of dopamine was immediate, powerful—a reward for my submission. But this time, I didn't fight it. I welcomed it.

If I was going to come out on top in this twisted competition, I needed to outperform every other player. And that meant drawing on those theater workshops from my past, fully embodying Bonnie Sue, transforming into her with each gesture and movement.


Chapter nine

MARCO'S CALM


Having survived another elimination, the rush of relief felt like a cool drink on a scorching day—sweet and desperately needed. When the host announced I'd be paired with Marco for the "Night Under the Stars" challenge, I couldn't help but feel grateful. At least it wasn't Ty again. That encounter in the rain had left me shaken, confused about boundaries between performance and... something else.

Marco was different. The quiet one. The producers called him "The Grumpy Protector," but his silence seemed more thoughtful than grumpy to me.

We walked toward our designated spot, guided by soft pathway lights that punctuated the darkness. The production team had created a picture-perfect romantic setting: plush blankets spread across a small clearing, surrounded by artfully placed lanterns that cast honeyed light across the scene. Above us, actual stars competed with strands of twinkling fairy lights strung between trees.

"Subtle," Marco muttered, the first word he'd spoken since we were paired.

I laughed—a genuine sound that surprised me. My new laugh still startled my ears sometimes, musical and light where Brandon's had been deep and brash.

"Nothing says 'authentic romance' like professionally staged twinkle lights," I whispered back.

Marco's lips twitched—almost a smile. He gestured toward the blankets. "After you, Bonnie Sue."

The way he said my name—my new name—carried no mockery, just a simple acceptance that pricked something deep inside me. We settled onto the blankets, close but not touching. The night air carried a pleasant chill, just cool enough to make the blankets welcome but not cold enough to force us together.

"So," I said, conscious of the cameras lurking somewhere in the shadows. "What's a country girl supposed to talk about with a strong, silent type like you?"

Marco's dark eyes studied me, penetrating and perceptive. "Maybe we don't have to talk at all."

The stillness between us settled like another blanket—comfortable rather than awkward. For the first time since this whole bizarre transformation, I didn't feel pressured to perform. Marco's calm presence created space for something that felt dangerously like authenticity.

I let my shoulders drop, tension seeping out of me like water through sand. Marco stared up at the sky, apparently content with silence, which felt revolutionary after days of forced banter and performance.

"You don't talk much," I said finally.

"Don't need to." His voice rumbled low, a pleasant bass note in the night air. "Most people say plenty without meaning half of it."

Something about his bluntness struck me as refreshingly honest. Since becoming Bonnie, I'd been drowning in artifice—my own and everyone else's.

"What did you do before... this?" I gestured vaguely at our surroundings, at our bodies, at this whole surreal situation.

Marco turned his head slightly. "Construction management. Oversaw crews building high-rises in Chicago."

"You miss it?"

"Parts." He paused, then surprised me by asking, "What about you? Before Bonnie Sue was born?"

The question caught me off guard. Nobody had asked about Brandon since the transformation. It felt dangerous to remember him, like acknowledging a ghost.

"Day trader," I said softly. "Not a very good one, in the end."

Marco nodded, no judgment in his expression. "Must be strange. This whole thing."

"Understatement of the century." I laughed, then sobered. "Sometimes I forget who I was before. Is that crazy?"

"Not crazy." He reached over, his calloused fingers brushing mine so lightly I might have imagined it. "Just human."

That simple touch—casual, gentle, asking nothing—sent warmth spreading through me that had nothing to do with sexual tension or performance. It felt like being seen, really seen, for the first time since this madness began.

"You don't have to be Bonnie Sue with me," Marco said quietly. "Not if you don't want to."

I swallowed hard against a sudden tightness in my throat. The stars blurred above us as unexpected tears threatened. How strange that the simplest kindness could undo me when I'd survived so much chaos.

"I don't even know who I am anymore," I whispered.

"That's okay too."

Marco and I talked for hours under that canopy of stars. I told him about my failed investments, about the apartment I'd lost, even about my parents' disappointment. He shared stories of building skyscrapers, of his quiet life outside the city, of a failed engagement three years ago. Somehow, the more we revealed, the safer I felt.

"You know what's weird?" I said, lying back on the blanket. "I keep catching myself thinking that Bonnie has memories, a past. Like she was real before all this."

Marco stretched out beside me, close enough that I could feel his warmth. "Maybe she is real now. Maybe you both are."

His words settled over me, strangely comforting rather than threatening. When his hand found mine in the darkness, I didn't pull away.

The first kiss happened naturally—no cameras prompting us, no challenge requirements. Just his lips finding mine, questioning rather than demanding. His stubble scratched against my soft skin, sending shivers cascading down my spine. Where Ty had been all hunger and possession, Marco moved with deliberate tenderness, his hands framing my face like I was something precious.

"Is this okay?" he whispered against my lips.

I nodded, unable to speak past the lump in my throat. When his hands slid down to caress my breasts through my thin top, my back arched involuntarily. Every touch sparked fireworks under my skin—my body responding with an intensity that left me breathless.

"So beautiful," he murmured, and for the first time since my transformation, I didn't flinch at being called beautiful. Something about the reverence in his voice made it feel like truth rather than performance.

When our clothes finally fell away, Marco took his time exploring every inch of my new body. His calloused hands moved with surprising gentleness, discovering sensitive places I hadn't even known existed. My nipples tightened under his touch, sending currents of pleasure straight to my core. I trembled, overwhelmed by sensations that felt both foreign and impossibly right.

"Marco," I gasped as his fingers slipped between my thighs, finding me already wet and wanting.

The pleasure built slowly, deliberately—waves rather than lightning. When he finally entered me, the fullness was different than with Ty—not just physical but emotional, as if Marco was filling empty spaces inside me I hadn't known were there.

Tears slipped from the corners of my eyes as we moved together. Not from pain or shame, but from something deeper—a recognition that this wasn't just sex. This was connection and intimacy I had never had, that Brandon had never had.

I came undone in Marco's arms. The pleasure crested through me in waves, different from the frantic, almost violent release I'd experienced with Ty or even the energetic calisthenics I'd had with Devon. This built like a symphony, each touch adding new layers until I couldn't separate where I ended and Marco began.

"Oh god," I gasped, my back arching as the orgasm swept through me.

And then, without warning, I was crying. Not delicate, photogenic tears, but full-body sobs that shook my shoulders and blurred my vision. Marco froze above me, concern etching his features.

"Did I hurt you?" His voice was thick with worry.

I shook my head, unable to explain the storm inside me. How could I tell him that these weren't tears of pain but of revelation? That in this moment of complete surrender, I'd discovered something profound about this new body—about myself?

"I'm okay," I managed, my voice breaking. "I'm just... feeling so much."

Marco gathered me against his chest, strong arms creating a sanctuary around my trembling form. I pressed my tear-streaked face against his skin, breathing in his scent—sweat and earth and something uniquely him.

"It's different now, isn't it?" he whispered against my hair. "Not just the physical stuff."

I nodded against his chest. "Everything feels... more. Like I was living behind glass before, and now I'm actually touching the world." My voice caught. "Feeling things I didn't know I could feel."

The truth hit me with startling clarity: this body wasn't just about different genitalia or curves or physical sensations. It was about a capacity for vulnerability I'd avoided it seemed all my life.

"I never knew it could be like this," I whispered, not caring if the cameras caught this moment of raw honesty. "Not just sex, but... connection."

I lay in Marco's arms, our bodies still tangled together, and felt something inside me shift. His gentleness, the careful way his calloused hands had traced my curves—it triggered something. A memory I'd buried so deep that Brandon had pretended it never existed.

"You okay?" Marco whispered, his breath warm against my hair.

I nodded, but my mind was suddenly in high school. Another boy with gentle hands. Dennis. Three years older than me, confident in ways I couldn't understand. We'd met when I was fifteen, awkward and uncertain about everything except that I didn't fit in.

Dennis worked at the hardware store where my dad sent me for supplies. He'd shown me how to fish in the creek behind his house. We'd spend hours there, talking about nothing and everything.

"I just remembered something," I whispered against Marco's chest. "Something I haven't thought about in years."

The memory crystallized—Dennis and me, hidden in the woods behind his house. The way his fingers had brushed mine, tentative at first. How we'd gradually moved from accidental touches to deliberate ones. The first time his hand slid into my shorts, and mine into his. The way we never spoke about what we were doing, just breathed heavily in the dappled sunlight, faces flushed with shame and excitement.

For three months, we'd met twice a week. Never kissing, never acknowledging what we were to each other, just touching and releasing and pretending it was normal teenage experimentation.

Until the day Dennis wouldn't look at me.

"My pastor says I can't be a faggot anymore," he'd said, eyes fixed on the ground. "Says you're going to hell too if you don't stop. We can't... we can't do this anymore."

He'd walked away. Never spoke to me again.

And I—I'd buried it all. Dated girls aggressively through high school and college. Became Brandon the lady-killer. Pretended that summer had never happened.

Tears spilled down my cheeks again, soaking into Marco's chest.

"I think," I whispered, voice breaking, "I think I've been running from myself for a long time."

Marco's arms tightened around me, offering safety without demanding explanations. He just kissed me and held me for the next hour.

* * *

I slipped into the testimonial booth, grateful for a moment alone. The small room felt like a confessional—just me and a camera lens that seemed to stare right through my carefully constructed walls.

"I don't even know who's talking right now," I said, my voice catching. "Brandon or Bonnie."

I brushed a strand of hair from my face, still not used to the soft waves that fell past my shoulders.

"Tonight with Marco... something broke open in me. Or maybe it healed. I remembered this boy—Dennis—from when I was fifteen." My eyes welled up. "We had this... thing. Not even a relationship. Just stolen moments that I buried so deep that Brandon convinced himself they never happened."

The camera's red light blinked steadily, witnessing my confession.

"After Dennis rejected me, I became this caricature of masculinity. Slept with dozens of women, bragged about conquests I couldn't even remember the next day." I laughed bitterly. "Day trading was perfect—all testosterone and competition. But I was never satisfied. Never... connected."

I traced the curve of my collarbone, feeling the unfamiliar softness of my skin.

"The weird thing is, being Bonnie... it's like I can finally access feelings Brandon locked away. Like my body and my emotions finally match." I wiped away a tear. "God, listen to me. Brandon would punch me in the face for talking like this."

The silence of the booth wrapped around me like a blanket.

"Maybe Brandon wasn't the villain I've been making him out to be since this transformation. Maybe he was just... lost. Trying to survive the only way he knew how." My voice softened. "Maybe I can forgive him a little."

I took a deep breath, surprised by the lightness in my chest.

"I don't know if I'll stay Bonnie when this is over. But I'm starting to think she isn't just some character they forced on me. She might be parts of me that Brandon never let breathe." The bracelet pulsed green in response.


Chapter ten

ROLE REVERSAL


Iwoke up alone, my body still humming with the memory of Marco's touch. The connection we'd shared felt so genuine—unlike anything Brandon had ever experienced with his parade of nameless women. For once, I'd let myself be vulnerable, surrendering to emotions instead of just physical sensation.

The camp loudspeaker crackled to life. "Attention contestants! Time for today's elimination announcement."

My stomach dropped. We gathered at the central pavilion, where Devon stood casually flexing, Lexi preened in a shimmering top, and Raven lingered at the edges, her dark eyes watchful. The giant screen flickered on, revealing our host's plastered smile.

"America has spoken! Leaving us today are... Marco and Taylor!"

My heart stopped. Marco? The one person who'd made me feel safe?

"Marco failed to captivate our audience with his quiet demeanor," the host continued. "Viewers found him too... authentic. This isn't a documentary, people! It's Last Heart Standing!"

I bit my lip hard enough to taste blood. Too authentic. The cruel irony wasn't lost on me. The bracelet on my wrist felt suddenly heavier, its green light mocking my pain.

Before I could process Marco's departure, Lexi clapped her hands. "Oops! I almost forgot. Look what I found!" She produced a tablet with a devilish grin. "Someone left this in the production tent. Confession booth highlights!"

My blood ran cold as she hit play. There I was on screen, eyes wet with tears.

"—Dennis and I would touch each other by the creek. I'd go home and replay it for hours, fantasizing about boys while pretending to be the straightest guy in school—"

"—Brandon buried it all so deep, convincing himself those feelings never existed—"

"—maybe Brandon was broken all along—"

The selected clips played like a greatest hits album of my deepest shame. I knew viewers had already seen this—it was part of the show—but having the other contestants witness my raw confession made me want to disappear. Lexi's enjoyment of this moment revealed her ruthless competitive nature emerging, as she now viewed me as one of her remaining rivals.

Devon merely shrugged, muttering, "Drama sells, baby."

As everyone dispersed, Raven approached quietly. Her dark-painted nails brushed my arm. "It's okay to be confused, you know. It means you're feeling something real."

I looked up, surprised by the gentle understanding in her eyes.

"The parts of yourself you're most afraid to show," she continued, "those are the parts people connect with."

* * *

I was still reeling from Marco's elimination when the loudspeakers blared again. The bracelet on my wrist pulsed with green light, sending unwanted tingles up my arm.

"Attention contestants! Tonight is Role Reversal Night!"

We assembled at the stage area, where plush velvet curtains and dramatic lighting created a theatrical atmosphere. Costume racks lined the walls, each labeled with our names.

"Each of you will swap your established personas," announced the host's disembodied voice. "For one night only, you'll embody your opposite!"

I froze when I saw my new assignment card: "Bonnie Sue: Dominating Seductress." Next to it hung a black corset, fishnet stockings, and stiletto heels that looked impossible to walk in.

"What the hell?" I whispered, fingering the leather riding crop attached to the hanger.

Across the room, Lexi squealed in horror at her prim librarian outfit, complete with horn-rimmed glasses and a buttoned-up blouse. Ty looked like he might punch someone when handed his chess club sweater vest. Raven stood silently holding a cheerleader uniform, her pale face even whiter than usual.

"And here are your pairings!" The monitor displayed our names: Bonnie with Jonas, Lexi with Ty, Raven with Devon.

Jonas—the quiet ex-military guy who barked out demands at dinner—was now supposed to be my submissive plaything? The thought made my stomach flip in confusion.

As I changed into the dominatrix outfit, something unexpected stirred inside me. Since waking up in this female body, I'd been at everyone else's mercy—Devon's calculated charm, Ty's brutal taking, even Marco's gentle guidance. I'd been positioned, directed, told how to feel, been the object of everyone else's desires.

Mostly, I'd never been voicing my own wants.

The corset cinched my waist, pushing my breasts up dramatically. The stockings hugged my thighs. In the mirror, I hardly recognized myself—this powerful, commanding woman staring back with uncertain eyes.

"Five minutes until your scenes begin!" called a producer.

I took a deep breath. Maybe this was my chance to stop being the object and start being the subject. To voice desires I didn't even know I had.

But what did I actually want?

I stood backstage, sweat trickling down my spine despite the air conditioning. The corset dug into my ribs, the stilettos already making my ankles throb. This wasn't me. None of this was me.

Yet the bracelet pulsed green. The audience wanted this. They craved it.

"Sixty seconds, Bonnie," a producer whispered, adjusting my fishnet stockings with impersonal hands.

The curtains parted. Spotlights stabbed my eyes.

Jonas knelt center stage, military posture evident even in submission. His muscled chest crisscrossed with leather straps, eyes downcast. Something fierce and unfamiliar surged through me—not Brandon's hollow bravado, but something distinctly... feminine. Powerful. Real.

I strode forward, each click of my heels punctuating my transformation. The riding crop slapped against my palm with satisfying precision.

"Look at me," I commanded, surprised by the steel in my voice.

Jonas raised his eyes—dark, conflicted, yet trusting. The bracelet flashed green, green, green.

"Stand," I ordered.

He rose in one fluid motion, towering over me yet somehow diminished by my presence.

"Touch my thighs," I said, voice dropping lower. "Slowly. From knee to hip."

His calloused fingers trembled slightly as they traced the fishnet pattern upward. The sensation sent sparks shooting through my new body.

"Now my breasts. Cup them gently."

The cameras circled predatorily, catching every angle, every breath. I didn't care. For once, I was conducting this symphony of flesh and desire.

"Your lips," I whispered, tapping the crop against his chest. "Here." I indicated my collarbone.

Jonas bent down, his breath warm against my skin. The brush of his mouth against my neck made me shiver, but I didn't break character. Didn't yield control.

"Again," I demanded. "Slower."

The bracelet pulsed frantically now, its green light casting emerald shadows across our bodies.

"Slower," I repeated, my voice husky with newfound authority.

Jonas's lips traced my collarbone with excruciating precision. I tilted my head back, exposing my throat to him, yet somehow maintaining complete control. With a flick of the crop against his shoulder, I guided him lower.

"Here," I commanded, indicating the swell of my breast above the corset.

His breath hitched as he obeyed. The power rushing through me was intoxicating—nothing like Brandon's hollow cockiness or desperate need to impress. This was different. Pure. Honest.

"Tell me what you want," Jonas whispered, his military discipline momentarily cracking.

"I give the orders," I replied, surprised by how natural the words felt. "Hands behind your back."

He complied instantly. I circled him, the crop trailing across his skin, leaving goosebumps in its wake. For the first time since this transformation, I wasn't being positioned or directed. I wasn't following someone else's script for my pleasure.

"On the bed," I instructed.

As Jonas lay back, I straddled him, keeping the corset on. The cameras whirred around us, but they seemed distant now, irrelevant. This wasn't about them or the audience. This was about me—about discovering what this body truly wanted.

I guided his hands to my hips, showing him exactly how to hold me. "Like this," I murmured. "Not too tight."

When I finally sank down onto him, I controlled every inch, every second. The sensation was overwhelming—not because it was physically different from before, but because it was mine. My choice. My pace. My pleasure.

"Stay still," I ordered when he instinctively tried to thrust upward.

The bracelet flashed frantic green approval, but I barely noticed. Something was breaking open inside me—a dam of restraint and confusion giving way to clarity. Each roll of my hips was a declaration. Each gasp from my lips was truth.

I wasn't performing anymore. I was experiencing.

"Now," I whispered, leaning down to his ear, "you may move."

As I rode the crest of pleasure, I felt a shift within me. It was as if I were shedding layers of an old skin, becoming something new, something vibrant and undeniably powerful. Every throb of ecstasy was a testament to my transformation, a paean to the woman I was becoming.

I had always been a spectator to my own life, but now, as Bonnie, I was the director, the star, the audience. I was all these things and more. The power was intoxicating.

I set the rhythm, a slow, deliberate pace that stoked the fire building inside me. My breaths came in short, sharp gasps, each one echoing in the charged silence around us. I could feel Jonas's gaze on me, filled with awe and desire, and suddenly I realized I wasn't just in control of my pleasure, I was in control of Jonas's and so in each undulation of my hips, I felt the coiling tension tighten, a spring winding tighter and tighter for both of us. The leather corset chafed against my skin, a delicious friction that heightened the sensation. My fingernails dug into Jonas's shoulders, and I heard him suck in a breath, felt the tremor that ran through him, and all the pleasure he was feeling was under my control.

I was the one who decided when to increase the pace, when to grind down hard and fast, chasing the release that was just out of reach. The green light on my bracelet pulsed in time with my heartbeat, a visual representation of the pleasure coursing through my veins.

And then it happened. The world fell away, and there was nothing but the exquisite sensation of my body clenching, giving Jonas permission to explode inside me, the wave of pleasure that washed over me, drowning out everything else. I threw my head back, a wild, wordless cry torn from my throat as I came, hard and fast and gloriously free.

When I finally stilled, my breaths ragged and my body slick with sweat, I looked down at Jonas. His eyes were wide, his expression one of wonder. In that moment, I knew he saw me—truly saw me—not as Brandon or as the farmgirl they wanted me to be, but as a person who was strong and vulnerable, fierce and tender.

The cameras continued to roll, capturing the image of a triumphant Bonnie for the world to see. But as I climbed off Jonas with the leather corset clinging to my sweat-soaked skin, it wasn't the audience I was thinking of. I didn't have to be passive or weak. I could embrace all facets of myself.

I caught my breath and smoothed down my hair, I allowed myself a moment of satisfaction. I had taken control, owned my pleasure, and found a piece of myself that I never knew existed.

The show would go on, more challenges and temptations awaiting, but nothing could take this moment away from me. It was mine, a precious gem tucked away in the treasure chest of my newly awakened soul. I was ready to continue the journey of becoming Bonnie Sue.


Chapter eleven

FINAL FOUR


I couldn't believe it. Lexi and Jonas gone in one swoop. The audience's verdict hit like a sledgehammer, especially watching Lexi's tearful departure.

"I couldn't be anyone but fabulous me," Lexi had proclaimed, mascara running down her cheeks while clutching dramatically at the sequined librarian outfit she just couldn't manager to wear properly. "Not even for a million dollars!"

Jonas had simply nodded stoically, military training evident in his rigid posture as he accepted his fate. The voting had been close for him, the host explained—something about "not connecting emotionally enough with the audience."

And then there were four: Raven, Devon, Ty, and me—Bonnie. The air in the compound crackled with tension. One more elimination and the winning couple would be revealed.

I caught Raven's eye across the room. I hated that we were now rivals for the final female slot.

The producer's announcement shattered my thoughts.

"Bonnie and Devon, please report to the hot tub corner for your redemption scene."

My stomach twisted. Devon? After everything? Well, better him than Ty.

The hot tub steamed under twinkling string lights, champagne chilling in an ice bucket nearby. Classic reality TV reconciliation setup. I slipped into my assigned swimsuit—a gingham-patterned bikini that somehow managed to be both innocent and suggestive.

Devon lounged in the bubbling water, his practiced smile gleaming as bright as the reflection of fairy lights dancing across the surface.

"Well, well, farmgirl. Looks like they want us to kiss and make up." He patted the water beside him. "For old times' sake."

I stepped into the hot tub, feeling the warmth envelop my legs. The bracelet on my wrist blinked encouragingly, but something felt off. Where once Devon's cocky smile had sent shivers through my new body, now I felt... nothing.

"The producers think we have unfinished business," I said, keeping my distance on the opposite side.

Devon reached for the champagne, pouring two glasses with practiced smoothness. "We were good together. The audience ate it up."

"Were we though?" I asked, surprising myself with the question.

Devon leaned in, champagne glass extended. "To redemption," he purred.

I clinked glasses and took a sip, trying to find that flutter I'd felt weeks ago. Nothing. The bubbly liquid tasted flat on my tongue.

"You look incredible tonight," he said, sliding closer, his hand finding my thigh under the water. The bracelet on my wrist blinked green—audience approval.

"Thanks," I replied, forcing a smile. I should want this. The producers wanted this. My bank account needed this. So why did every touch feel like an obligation?

Still, I played along. Devon's lips found mine, and I kissed back mechanically. His hands explored my body—the curves that once felt alien but now were simply... mine. I went through the motions, making the appropriate sounds, arching at the right moments.

The water sloshed around us as we moved together in the hot tub. It was pleasant enough physically—this body responded predictably to touch—but emotionally, I felt nothing but a vast emptiness. Like watching someone else perform in a mediocre movie.

Afterward, Devon kissed my forehead with practiced tenderness. "I need to grab some water," he said, climbing out and wrapping a towel around his waist.

I nodded, sinking deeper into the bubbles, wondering what was wrong with me. The bracelet blinked green steadily—the audience bought our performance.

As Devon walked away, I closed my eyes, trying to sort through the hollow feeling in my chest. That's when I heard them—Devon and Ty, voices carrying from just beyond the bamboo screen.

"Dude, you may be icing me out in the finals now," Ty said.

Devon chuckled. "Farmgirl's my ticket—thinks sex has to mean something."

"She's hot though," Ty replied.

"Sure, for a hookup. But so fucking earnest. Always looking at me with those big eyes like I'm supposed to fall in love or something."

Their laughter cut through me, but not in the way I expected. Instead of heartbreak, I felt... clarity. The disgust wasn't for myself—it was for him.

I looked down at my reflection in the water. Bonnie looked back at me, eyes clear and knowing. I didn't need Devon's validation. I'd moved beyond that.

Standing up, water cascaded down my curves—curves that no longer felt foreign or shameful. The producer hovering nearby perked up, probably expecting tears or drama. Sorry to disappoint.

I wrapped a towel around myself, squeezing excess water from my hair. Brandon would have plotted revenge, schemed to humiliate Devon publicly. But I wasn't Brandon anymore, not really.

Devon sauntered back, champagne in hand, flashing that practiced smile that once made my pulse race.

"Ready for round two, farm girl?" He winked, setting the glasses down.

I stepped out of the hot tub completely, my movements deliberate and unhurried.

"Actually, I'm done here." My voice came out steady, confident.

Devon's smile faltered. "What? We're supposed to have a reconciliation moment."

"There's nothing to reconcile." I slipped my feet into my sandals. "You can't break something that was never real."

"Come on, Bonnie," he hissed, glancing at the cameras. "Don't blow this for us."

I shrugged, gathering my things. "Guess I'm just too 'fucking earnest' for you."

His face drained of color as he realized I'd overheard everything. The bracelet on his wrist began blinking red—audience disapproval washing over him in crimson waves.

Mine, by contrast, pulsed a brilliant green. The dopamine hit was immediate, but for once, I didn't need it. The satisfaction came from somewhere deeper.

I walked away without looking back, leaving Devon scrambling to salvage his reputation. For the first time since this transformation began, I felt completely in control.


Chapter twelve

RAVEN’S NIGHT


The sky turned indigo as I settled onto the sand, far enough from the compound that the cameras could barely track us. After Devon's spectacular meltdown, the producers had announced a "friendship timeout" evening—no challenges, no eliminations, just a brief pause before the final cut tomorrow.

"They're scrambling," Raven said, handing me a coconut shell filled with cheap wine. "Devon was supposed to be their golden boy."

I took a sip, savoring the tart sweetness. "Guess they didn't count on him being such an asshole."

Raven laughed—a rare, genuine sound I'd heard maybe twice since this whole thing began. The moonlight caught in her dark hair, silver threading through black.

"You know what's weird?" I swirled the wine in my coconut. "I should be furious. Three weeks ago, I would've plotted revenge for days."

"And now?"

"Now I just... don't care." The realization settled over me like the evening tide. "It's like Devon doesn't matter anymore."

We sat in comfortable silence, listening to waves lap against the shore. The ocean stretched before us, vast and constant.

"Do you ever think about after?" Raven asked quietly.

"After the show?"

She nodded, her profile sharp against the darkening sky.

"All the time," I admitted. "At first, I just thought about the money. Now..." I trailed off, uncertain how to articulate the storm of confusion inside me.

"Now you're not sure who you'll be when this ends," she finished.

"Exactly." Relief flooded through me.

"If I win—" I started, staring out at the horizon where stars kissed the ocean.

"When you win," Raven corrected, nudging my shoulder with hers. "Come on, Bonnie. Everyone knows you're the fan favorite."

I snorted, though the thought sent a warm flutter through me. "How can you be so sure?"

"Because I'm not an idiot." Raven shrugged, that serene smile I'd grown to depend on spreading across her face. "I'm still not sure how I made it this far myself, although..." She chuckled softly. "I did make a kickass cheerleader if I say so myself."

That pulled a genuine laugh from me. During the role-reversal challenge, Raven had stunned everyone by transforming from her usual gothic reserve into a surprisingly convincing peppy cheerleader. The memory of her dark-painted nails gripping pom-poms still made me smile.

"You were incredible," I admitted. Her calm presence felt like an anchor in this storm.

The smile faded from my lips as reality crashed back. "I hate that this pits us against each other and yeah, when I win... God, Raven, I'm terrified they'll pair me with Ty."

She frowned. "The rules say—"

"The winning couple has to live together for six months to get their money. I know." My fingers dug into the sand, cool grains slipping between them. "The audience loved our... whatever you want to call our abusive relationships. They think I'm tougher now, that I can make it work with him."

"That's fucked up."

"Tell me about it." I hugged my knees to my chest. "The producers would probably love six months of footage of us trapped together. Drama sells, right?"

Raven's eyes flashed with something fierce in the moonlight. "You don't have to do that."

"I might just walk away." The words felt both terrifying and liberating as they left my mouth. "I don't know what to do, Raven. The money would solve everything, but..."

"But some prices are too high," she finished quietly.

I nodded, throat tight with emotions I couldn't name. "Exactly. So I don't know what to do."

Raven's hand brushed mine in the sand, sending a current up my arm that had nothing to do with the ocean breeze. When I turned to look at her, the carefully maintained distance in her eyes had vanished.

"Bonnie," she whispered, her voice catching. "I need to tell you something before tomorrow changes everything."

I waited, suddenly aware of my heartbeat thundering against my ribs.

"This whole time, I've been watching you. Not just because of the show or the competition." Her fingers traced patterns in the sand between us. "I've been falling for you since that day at the lagoon."

"What?" The word escaped me before I could stop it.

Raven laughed softly, the sound vulnerable in a way I'd never heard from her before. "I know. The goth girl falls for the farm girl. Sounds like terrible reality TV plotting."

"But you're always so... composed. So together." I shook my head, struggling to process her words. "And I'm a complete disaster."

"You're not a disaster." Her eyes locked with mine, fierce and certain. "You're the most real thing in this entire fake show. I've watched you transform, not just physically, but inside. You're brave in ways I could never be."

The moonlight silvered her face as she moved closer, hesitation written in every line of her body.

"For tonight, just tonight," she whispered, "love me. Take me. Choose me." Her voice broke slightly. "Tomorrow we go back to being competitors, but right now, it's just us."

I stared at her, stunned. Cool, collected Raven had been watching me? Wanting me? The thought that someone like her could be captivated by someone like me—someone still figuring out who they even were—seemed impossible.

"I never thought..." I started.

"That I could want you?" She smiled, a genuine smile that transformed her face. "I've wanted you since the moment you stopped pretending to be someone you're not." And her hand reached out and pulled my face towards hers - and my mouth willingly met hers.

Her lips met mine, and the world around us—the contest, the cameras, the chaos—dissolved into nothingness. This wasn't like Devon's calculated kisses or Ty's domineering demands. This was like melting into someone, two people becoming one in the most natural way possible.

"Raven," I whispered against her mouth, my hands tentatively finding her waist.

Her fingers traced my collarbone, then slipped beneath the strap of my sundress. "Is this okay?" she asked.

I nodded, unable to speak as she slowly slid the fabric down my shoulders. The ocean breeze kissed my skin, raising goosebumps that her fingertips followed.

We undressed each other with reverent care, each layer removed like unwrapping something precious. When my dress pooled at my feet and her black tank top joined it on the sand, we paused, drinking in the sight of each other silvered by moonlight.

"You're beautiful," she murmured, guiding me down onto the beach towel she'd brought.

Her body covered mine, warm and soft. Our curves fit together perfectly, like puzzle pieces finding their match. Her hands explored me with unhurried wonder, discovering places that made me gasp and arch against her.

This wasn't like anything I'd experienced before—not the frantic coupling with Ty in the rain or the hollow performance with Devon. Not the guided love by Marco or my own power over Jonas. This was something deeper, more profound. Each touch felt like a conversation, each kiss a promise.

When her fingers slipped between my thighs, I cried out softly against her neck. She moved slowly, watching my face, learning what made me tremble.

"I never knew," I whispered as pleasure built inside me, "I didn't know sex could feel like... like coming home."

Her smile in response was radiant. "That's because it's never been making love before," she said simply.

Raven's mouth traveled down my body, leaving a trail of kisses that burned like stars against my skin. I trembled, still unused to how sensitive this body was, how every touch seemed magnified tenfold.

"You're shaking," she whispered against my inner thigh.

"I'm scared," I admitted, surprising myself with the honesty. "Not of you. Of... feeling this much."

She looked up at me, her dark eyes reflecting moonlight. "Brandon's still in there, isn't he? The part that's afraid to surrender control."

I nodded, throat tight. "I don't know who I am anymore."

"Maybe you're both," she said simply. "Maybe you're neither. Does it matter right now?"

Her hands steadied my hips, thumbs tracing gentle circles on my skin. The way she held me felt different from anyone else—not like I was fragile, not like I was a conquest, but like I was worthy of patience. Of care.

As her tongue danced over my clit and then delved into my vagina, a gasp was torn from me, my fingers clawing at the cool, fine sand beneath us. She was a maestro of pleasure, her movements deliberate and skilled, weaving rhythms and patterns that unraveled the very fabric of my thoughts. My body, a traitor to my scattered mind, arched into her touch, hips undulating in a primal rhythm that sought to draw her even deeper into the core of my being.

"How are you so good at this?" I managed between ragged breaths.

She paused, looking up with a mischievous smile. "Let's just say as a guy, my tongue was my superpower when dating women. Turns out those skills transferred."

I laughed, the sound transforming into a moan as she returned to her task with renewed focus. The pleasure built differently than it had with others—not the sharp, urgent climb I'd experienced with anyone else, but something deeper, waves building upon waves.

When it finally crested, I cried out, back arching off the sand. The sensation pulsed through me, intense yet somehow softer, spreading outward like ripples in water rather than crashing down all at once.

"That was..." I whispered when I could speak again.

"Different?" Raven supplied, grinning, moving up to lie beside me.

"Completely." I turned to face her, suddenly overwhelmed with gratitude. "Thank you for seeing me—all of me. Not just what I'm pretending to be."

* * *

I sat in the confession booth, still feeling the phantom sensation of Raven's touch on my skin. The red light blinked, indicating I was recording. I ran my fingers through my hair—longer now, softer—and took a deep breath.

"So... that happened." I laughed nervously, looking directly at the camera. "I don't even know what to say. With Raven, it was... different. Real."

My hands fidgeted in my lap as I tried to organize my thoughts. The producers wanted drama, wanted me to dish about my various hookups, but all I could think about was how to protect whatever was growing between Raven and me.

"Look, I need to be straight with you all." I leaned forward, dropping the farmgirl act completely. "Please don't pair me with Ty again. What happened in the rain was... intense, but it was abusive and terrible. There's nothing there beyond that."

I brushed a strand of hair behind my ear, the gesture still feeling foreign.

"And Devon?" I rolled my eyes. "If I absolutely have to, I can suffer through the next six months with him to win this thing. You can have your 'farmgirl' and the 'Casanova,' drama. I'm ready for it." And turned off the camera without even looking at my bracelet.


Chapter thirteen

BIG WINNERS


Ifidgeted in the contestant lounge as the production assistant handed us each a glass of champagne. "Ten minutes until the final reveal," she said with practiced enthusiasm before disappearing.

The massive screen flickered to life with dramatic music. "Before we announce our winner," the host's voice boomed, "let's look back at the journeys that brought our final four contestants here."

Ty appeared first, his highlight reel showing him as the aggressive alpha male who'd claimed multiple women throughout the show. I watched myself with him in the rain, wincing at the memory. But then something unexpected happened—the footage showed his evolution. The way he'd learned to listen, to touch with care instead of dominance. The final clip showed him comforting Lexi after a particularly brutal challenge, his hand gentle on her back.

"Huh," I whispered to myself. "Maybe he did grow up a little."

Then came Raven's montage. My heart skipped watching her quiet intelligence in every interaction. There she was helping Marco when he twisted his ankle, there again mediating a fight between two other contestants, and of course, pulling me from the water when I nearly drowned. The footage captured something I hadn't fully appreciated—her unwavering kindness wasn't just for me. It was who she was.

Devon's highlight reel made me roll my eyes. The same charming smile, the same practiced lines, the same shallow connections. Watching him now, I saw through every gesture. The Devon who'd first captivated me now seemed like a cardboard cutout of a person.

Then the screen filled with Brandon's face—my old face.

"Jesus," I breathed, barely recognizing myself.

The arrogance in those eyes was painful to watch. The way Brandon—I—had postured and preened, treating everyone like stepping stones. The hollow laughter, the empty confidence, the desperate need for validation. The camera cut between then and now, Brandon's smirk versus Bonnie's genuine smile, Brandon's calculated moves versus Bonnie's authentic vulnerability.

I touched my face, feeling the softness beneath my fingers, wondering how I'd ever been that person. The transformation wasn't just physical—something fundamental had shifted inside me.

The screen shifted to footage of Raven and me on our beach date. I watched as the camera lingered on our faces, the way our bodies leaned toward each other without even trying.

"You ever wonder who you would've been if none of this happened?" screen-Raven asked, her fingers tracing patterns in the sand.

"Every day," screen-me answered. "But I'm starting to think maybe this is who I was supposed to be all along."

My chest tightened watching us kiss—not the performative kisses I'd shared with Devon or the frantic coupling with Ty, but something gentle that deepened into hunger. The footage tastefully faded as our bodies intertwined on the moonlit beach, but I remembered every moment of it. The way her hands had mapped my body like she was memorizing it. How she'd whispered against my skin, "You're so beautiful when you're just being you."

The memory made my heart squeeze painfully in my chest. That night had changed something fundamental inside me. For the first time since this insane transformation, I'd felt completely present in my body—not acting, not calculating, just feeling.

The screen cut to Devon, lurking behind palm fronds, watching us. His face twisted with something between disgust and calculation before he turned and sprinted back to camp.

"Dude," he said, finding Ty near the fire pit. "You don't get it. This was supposed to be a same-sex challenge."

Ty looked up, confused. "What?"

"Bonnie and Raven were doing it. Whichever of us is too chicken to..." Devon gestured crudely between them, "is getting cut next."

What followed was almost comical—if it hadn't been so disturbing. Devon and Ty circled each other like wrestlers, shoving and posturing, their testosterone-fueled bodies bristling with primal tension. When they finally grappled, it became a power struggle, each trying to dominate the other, fingers digging into flesh, faces flushed with effort and something darker.

Ty's superior strength won out. He pinned Devon face-down with the same brutal force he'd used on me in the rain, his muscles straining against Devon's futile resistance. I watched Devon's face contort with humiliation as Ty took what he wanted, the cameraman capturing every sordid second of this perverse punishment. Devon's cocky facade crumbled completely, replaced by something broken and bewildered.

I turned away, stomach churning with sickening familiarity. So much for Ty's supposed growth. The alpha male hadn't changed at all—he'd just found a new victim to vanquish. The predatory pattern persisted, proving people rarely transform their true nature, even when the stakes soared so high. Standing there in my new female form, I felt a cold clarity wash over me: some men would always be wolves, no matter what sheep's clothing they wore.

The screen went dark after the montage, plunging us into momentary silence before the studio lights blazed back to life. The host materialized center-stage in a glittering blue suit that caught every spotlight.

"America has voted!" he announced, his voice thundering through the speakers. "And the results weren't even close."

My heart hammered against my ribs. I felt Raven's fingers brush against mine, a whisper of contact that somehow steadied me.

"Ty and Devon..." the host paused dramatically, milking every second, "...you have been eliminated from Last Heart Standing!"

The studio erupted. Beside me, Devon's face contorted in disbelief.

"What the actual fuck?" he sputtered, jumping to his feet. "This is rigged!"

Ty stood frozen, his muscular frame suddenly looking smaller under the harsh lights. "There's been a mistake," he managed, voice cracking.

The host's smile never wavered. "No mistake. Bonnie Sue and Raven are our winners! They've demonstrated the greatest chemistry and personal growth throughout this competition."

"But they're both—" Devon gestured wildly at us, unable to finish his sentence.

"Both what, Devon?" The host's eyes glittered with mischief. "Both authentic? Both vulnerable? Both capable of genuine connection? I'd have to agree."

Ty stepped forward, fists clenched. "The contract said—"

"Nothing in your contract specified the final couple had to be a boy and a girl," the host cut in smoothly. "Perhaps you should've read the fine print."

Two security guards materialized from the wings, positioning themselves on either side of the men.

"This is bullshit!" Devon shouted as they were escorted toward the exit. "You can't do this!"

But they could. And they had.

I watched them disappear through the studio doors, feeling a strange mix of vindication and pity. For all their posturing and performance, they'd never understood what the show was truly testing.

Raven's hand found mine fully now, her fingers intertwining with my own. I turned to face her, seeing my own bewildered joy mirrored in her eyes.

"We won," I whispered, the words feeling foreign on my tongue.And it felt like the $2 million was just a small part of the prize.

The host approached us, his megawatt smile gleaming under the studio lights. "Before we award the grand prize, we have one final decision for our winners."

My heart skipped. I'd been so caught up in the victory I hadn't considered what came next.

"Bonnie, Raven," he gestured dramatically, "you've both undergone remarkable transformations for this show. Now you have a choice."

Two production assistants wheeled out a small table with a pair of tablets.

"You can each choose to revert to your original bodies—Brandon and Randall—or remain as you are now. The choice is entirely yours, with no impact on your winnings."

The studio fell silent. I felt a cold sweat break across my skin. Return to Brandon? The possibility hadn't crossed my mind in weeks. I glanced at Raven, whose face had gone pale.

"We'll give you a moment to discuss," the host said, stepping back.

When we were relatively alone in our corner of the stage, Raven took my hands.

"What are you thinking?" she asked, her voice barely audible.

I stared at our intertwined fingers—her black-painted nails against my softer hands. "I don't know. I never thought..." I trailed off. "What about you?"

Raven swallowed hard. "I need to tell you something. This show—this transformation—it wasn't a shock for me like it was for you."

"What do you mean?"

"I've always felt wrong in Randall's body. I applied hoping something like this would happen." Her eyes glistened. "This has been my dream since I was a child."

The confession hung between us, heavy with implication.

"But," she continued, squeezing my hands, "if you want to be with a man, if Bonnie wants a man or even Brandon does, I'll revert. For you, I would."

I pictured Brandon—that arrogant, empty shell I'd once inhabited. Then I thought about waking up each morning as Bonnie, feeling the sun on my skin, experiencing the world through these new eyes. I thought about Raven's touch, her understanding, the way she saw me.

"Do you want me to have a cock?" she asked bluntly. "Because I could—"

"No," I interrupted, surprising myself with my certainty. "I mean, yes, sometimes I may miss that physical sensation. But I want you happy in your body. Your mouth, your fingers—they're magic enough." I felt my face flush. "I want Raven, not Randall."

She exhaled, relief flooding her features. "And I want Bonnie, not Brandon."

We approached the tablets together. The waiver was straightforward: "I choose to remain in my current physical form, acknowledging this represents my true identity going forward."

My finger hovered over the screen. Brandon seemed like a distant memory now—someone I'd once played at being. With surprising clarity, I realized Bonnie wasn't a role I'd been forced into; she was the person I now wanted to become.

I signed. Beside me, Raven did the same. We gazed at one another and Raven seized me, pressing her lips against mine with an intensity and tenderness I'd never experienced before in my entire existence.

Our bracelets flashed neon green, the audience erupting into applause.


Chapter fourteen

EPILOGUE – NO MORE ROLES


Inever imagined finding peace in the crash of waves against shore. But here, in our weathered cottage with its salt-sprayed windows and creaking floorboards, I've discovered a stillness Brandon never knew existed.

"Microphone check," Raven's voice carries from our makeshift studio—really just a corner of our living room where driftwood shelves hold recording equipment beneath a window framing endless blue. Her fingers dance over settings with practiced precision, black-painted nails catching morning light.

"Coming," I call, padding barefoot across sun-warmed boards. The sensation still surprises me sometimes—how my center of gravity shifted, how my hips sway slightly with each step. Not performance anymore. Just me.

Our podcast, "No More Roles," started as therapy but blossomed into something bigger. Former contestants call in weekly, sharing stories of struggle and self-discovery. Some reverted, some stayed changed. All carry scars and surprising strengths from that bizarre summer under surveillance.

"Ready for today's segment on performative femininity versus authentic expression?" Raven smiles, tucking a strand of midnight hair behind her ear. "Devon's calling in."

"Devon?" My stomach no longer clenches at his name. "That'll be... interesting."

"He's doing well, actually. Says the show taught him something about sincerity."

I settle into my chair, adjusting my sundress—simple cotton, nothing like the ridiculous gingham they first forced me into. "Better late than never, I guess."

A notification pings on Raven's phone. "Looks like someone recognized you at the farmer's market yesterday. Posted a selfie with #BonnieSueForever."

"Could be worse tags," I laugh, remembering how I once dreaded being seen, being known.

Raven reaches across the table, her cool fingers finding mine. "You good, farmgirl?"

The nickname blooms warmth in my chest. What began as a crude stereotype has transformed into something precious between us—a private acknowledgment of how far I've traveled.

"Never better," I whisper, leaning forward to brush my lips against hers. The kiss deepens, tasting of coffee and certainty.

When we part, I see my reflection in her eyes—not Brandon, not the manufactured Bonnie Sue, but simply me. A woman who finally exists on her own terms, no cameras, no contracts, no performance.

Just home with the woman I love.
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