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		––––––––

		 

		Rain slicked the neon-drenched permacrete of Sector 4, the toxic downpour sizzling faintly as it hit the garbage-strewn alleyway. Dax ignored the acidity biting into the worn leather of his heavy duster; he was focused, his HUD cycling through biometric data and architectural schematics with a rhythmic pulse in his optic nerve. He was a titan of a man, standing well over six and a half feet, built like a siege engine wrapped in synthetic muscle and scar tissue. His left arm, a matte-black military-grade cybernetic replacement, hummed with a low, predatory vibration that resonated in his chest.

		He wasn't a subtle infiltrator—he was a battering ram hired to steal proprietary data, a solo who traded on brute force and intimidation. The target was Chroma-Gen, a high-end bio-sculpting subsidiary known for exotic modifications and genetic rewriting. It was supposed to be a smash-and-grab: get in, jack the server for the client's payload, and get out before corporate security could scramble a response team.

		Dax approached the service entrance, the servo-motors in his chrome arm whining softly as he gripped the magnetic lock. With a grunt that rumbled deep in his throat, he didn't bother hacking the keypad; he simply applied torque. The metal groaned, protesting under thousands of pounds of hydraulic pressure, before the mechanism sheared off with a sharp snap. He shoved the door open and slipped inside, his heavy combat boots thudding softly on the pristine, antiseptic white tiles of the facility's interior.

		The air here was scrubbed clean, smelling faintly of ozone and lavender, a jarring contrast to the smog and piss of the street outside. He moved with a deceptive grace for a man of his bulk, his broad shoulders brushing the sides of the narrow service corridor. Every step was a testament to his hyper-masculine conditioning—he was a weapon, forged for violence, his organic hand resting near the heavy iron on his hip while his cybernetic fist clenched and unclenched in anticipation.

		He reached the server room without encountering a single patrol drone. That should have been the first warning, but Dax was riding high on a cocktail of adrenaline boosters and arrogance. He shouldered through the double doors, entering a room bathed in the soft, rhythmic pulsing of blue server lights. The mainframe stood in the center like a monolith. Dax strode up to it, unspooling a thick interface cable from the wrist of his cyber-arm.

		"Too easy," he rasped, his voice a gravelly baritone that seemed to vibrate the sterile air. He slammed the jack into the terminal's access port, his eyes rolling back slightly as the neural link established connection. He wasn't a netrunner, but the daemon software loaded into his arm was designed to burn through ICE faster than a plasma torch through butter.

		The interface lit up, streams of code reflecting in his glassy, vacant eyes. He could feel the data transferring—a warm, intrusive slide into his localized storage. But then the warmth turned scorching. The blue lights of the server room shifted instantly to a harsh, clinical violet. There was no siren, no shouting guards, just a sudden, sickening lurch in his equilibrium. A trap. The realization hit him a split second before the payload did. It wasn't standard ICE; it was a neural feedback loop designed specifically to overload combat implants.

		Dax roared, a sound of pure animal fury, and tried to rip the jack from the terminal. His cyber-arm wouldn't obey. The metal limb locked up, freezing in place as the virus flooded his system, turning his greatest asset into an anchor. "Damn it!" he snarled, sweat beading instantly on his forehead, his massive biceps straining against the paralysis seizing his motor functions. He felt his legs give way, the heavy thud of his knees hitting the floor echoing loudly. The viral code bypassed his firewalls, hunting down the motor cortex, shutting down his aggression centers with terrifying efficiency. He tried to reach for his gun with his flesh hand, but his fingers were numb, clumsy sausages that refused to close around the grip.

		Then came the agony—not pain, but a sensory overload, like every nerve ending in his body was being dipped in liquid nitrogen. His HUD flashed critical warnings: SYSTEM FAILURE. NEURAL SYNC ERROR. IMPLANT REJECTION IMMINENT. He was a giant brought low, shivering violently as the floor seemed to tilt beneath him. Through the haze of static clouding his vision, he saw a panel slide open in the wall. A small, sleek drone hovered out, aiming an emitter dish directly at his heaving chest. A neural-stunner. Before he could even muster a curse, the device fired—a silent ripple of distortion in the air. The beam hit him square in the solar plexus. It didn't burn; it unmade him. It scrambled the signals that told his body how to be rigid, how to fight, how to stand. Dax collapsed fully, his massive frame hitting the tiles with a wet slap, drool pooling at the corner of his mouth. The last thing he felt was the humiliation of total helplessness, his masculine power stripped away by a beam of invisible light, leaving him twitching and insensate on the cold floor of the enemy's lair.

		 

		***

		 

		Consciousness returned to Dax not as a gradual awakening, but as a violent system reboot, his optical sensors flickering through a cascade of red diagnostic errors before stabilizing into a high-definition view of blinding white ceiling tiles. He tried to lunge forward, a reflex honed by years of gutter warfare, but his massive frame was immovably anchored; he was strapped vertically to a cold bio-bed, thick plasteel restraints clamping his wrists and ankles while a heavy collar pinned his neck against the rigid surface. His cybernetic arm hung dead at his side, the servos locked and the interface offline, leaving him feeling lopsided and stripped of his primary weapon.

		The air in the room was aggressively sterile, chilled to a temperature that made the sweat on his skin turn clammy, and the silence was broken only by the sharp, rhythmic click of heels on the permacrete floor. Dax shifted his gaze, his organic eye focusing while the cybernetic one whirred softly, zooming in on the figure approaching him.

		Director Vianna was the epitome of corporate ice, a woman sculpted from sharp angles and severe authority, wearing a pristine white lab coat over a tailored grey suit that cost more than Dax had made in the last decade. She held a translucent datapad, tapping at it with a manicured nail as she stopped just out of his reach. "Mr. Kincaid," she said, her voice smooth and devoid of empathy, like a synthetic VI. "Your intrusion was... clumsy. Effective in its brutality, perhaps, but ultimately expensive."

		Dax tested the bonds, the cords of muscle in his neck straining as he grunted. "Let me down, and I'll show you clumsy," he rasped, though his voice lacked its usual thunder, dampened by the lingering effects of the neural stunner.

		Vianna didn't flinch; she merely arched an eyebrow, looking at him as one might observe a particularly aggressive bacteria in a petri dish. "You seem to misunderstand your position. You are no longer a mercenary. You are a deficit. The damage you caused to our physical and digital infrastructure exceeds your liquid assets by a significant margin. Under corporate law section 9-C, your biological person is now collateral."

		She stepped closer, the scent of expensive, synthetic floral perfume washing over him, clashing with the musk of his own fear and aggression. With a casual wave of her hand over a sensor on the wall, the restraints around his torso retracted slightly, not to free him, but to facilitate access. Mechanical arms descended from the ceiling, wielding laser-cutters that made short work of his remaining clothing. The leather duster, the combat fatigues, the heavy boots—all were sliced away with surgical precision and discarded into a chute, leaving Dax completely nude, suspended and displayed for her inspection.

		The humiliation hit him harder than the cold air; he was over two hundred and fifty pounds of scarred, hairy muscle, his body a map of violence with jagged keloid scars tracing across his chest and thighs. His penis, heavy and flaccid, rested against his thick scrotum, surrounded by a dense thatch of dark, coarse hair that Vianna eyed with undisguised distaste.

		"So crude," she murmured, stepping into his personal space to run a gloved finger along the thick line of hair trailing from his navel to his groin. "You are overgrown. Like a weed. It speaks to a chaotic, unrefined genetic baseline."

		Dax flinched at her touch, his skin crawling, but he couldn't pull away. Vianna produced a sleek, silver wand from her pocket, activating it with a low hum. "Let us see if the nervous system is as blunt as the exterior." She pressed the tip of the wand against his left pectoral, right atop the flat, brown nipple buried in his chest hair. A sharp jolt of bio-electricity spiked through him, not painful, but intensely, confusingly over-stimulating. His breath hitched in his throat, his abdominal muscles seizing as the current bypassed his pain receptors and hit raw nerve endings.

		"Responsive," she noted, watching the readout on her pad. "High conductivity in the tactile sensors." She dragged the humming wand down his torso, the metal tip grazing his abs, making his skin ripple. When she reached his groin, Dax snarled, "Get that thing away from me, witch."

		Vianna ignored him, using the wand to roughly nudge his genitals aside, lifting the heavy weight of his scrotum to expose the perineum. "Quiet. I am assessing the merchandise." She pressed the device firmly against the sensitive skin of his taint, adjusting a dial on the handle. The wand emitted a targeted ultrasonic pulse focused directly on his prostate.

		The sensation was instantaneous and devastating—a deep, glowing warmth that exploded in his pelvis, forcing a guttural, involuntary moan from his lips. It was a violation that felt terrifyingly like pleasure, a biological override code that his mind couldn't fight. His body betrayed him instantly; blood rushed south with treacherous speed, his penis thickening, lengthening, and twitching as it began to rise. Dax squeezed his eyes shut, gritting his teeth until they creaked, but the stimulation was relentless. He felt himself hardening, his manhood swelling to its full, formidable size, standing rigid and throbbing against his belly, bouncing slightly with every pulse of the wand.

		Vianna stepped back to admire the result, her eyes cold and calculating as she looked at his erection. "Fascinating," she said, her tone clinical. "Your physiological surrender is absolute, even if your mind resists. A perfect dichotomy." She deactivated the wand but left him there, panting and fully aroused, his lust fully visible and humiliatingly ignored. "You have a robust constitution, Mr. Kincaid. The genetic rewriting protocols usually require a resilient host, and you... you are unmistakably durable."

		She turned her back on him, tapping a final command into her datapad. "Mark this subject as a prime candidate for the Project. Transfer him to the reconfiguration wing immediately. We have a lot of work to do to carve something beautiful out of this slab of meat."

		The door hissed shut behind Director Vianna, sealing Dax in the sterile purgatory of the prep room. Before the echo of her heels had faded, the room’s automated systems engaged with a synchronized whir of hydraulic actuators. The vertical bio-bed tilted backward, locking into a horizontal position with a heavy metallic clank, leaving Dax staring up at the blinding halo of surgical lights. From the recessed compartments in the ceiling, a swarm of arachnid-like grooming drones descended on articulated telescopic arms. They didn't hold weapons, but the buzzing blades and glowing laser depilators they wielded felt far more threatening to his psyche.

		They swarmed him with the efficiency of carrion beetles stripping a carcass. The first drone hovered over his broad chest, the laser emitter flaring to life with a high-pitched whine. It swept across his pectorals, vaporizing the dense mat of dark hair in an instant. The smell of burnt keratin filled his nose, choking him, as the thick pelt that had defined his rugged masculinity for decades was scorched away, leaving behind skin that looked jarringly pale and exposed under the harsh glare.

		Dax thrashed against the restraints, his organic fist clenching futilely, but the drones were relentless. They moved down his torso, stripping the hair from his abdomen and thighs, the lasers stinging like angry hornets. When they reached his groin, the humiliation deepened into a visceral terror. A drone equipped with a fine-edge oscillating razor descended between his spread legs. He held his breath, his heart hammering against his ribs as the cold metal blade pressed against the wrinkled skin of his scrotum. With terrifying precision, the machine shaved him completely bare, gliding over the sensitive flesh of his balls and the base of his shaft. The heavy thatch of pubic hair fell away in clumps, vacuumed up instantly by a secondary hose. When the drone pulled back, Dax looked down to see his genitals completely exposed, the smooth, pink skin of his scrotum and the hairless mound above his cock making him look infantile, stripped of the feral aggression that had been his armor.

		Once the shearing was complete, the sterilization cycle began. High-pressure nozzles extended from the sides of the bed, blasting his raw, sensitive skin with a caustic chemical foam. It wasn't water; it was a decontamination solvent that burned like acid, dissolving the sweat, the grime of the city, and the last lingering traces of his own natural scent. Spinning buffer pads descended, scrubbing every inch of his massive frame until his skin was red and glowing, scrubbed free of any identity other than 'subject.' He felt less like a man and more like a slab of lab-grown meat being prepped for packaging.

		Then came the needle. A pneumatic injector pressed against the side of his neck, hissing as it fired a cocktail of pre-op sedatives and dissociatives directly into his carotid artery. The effect was immediate. The sharp edges of his rage began to blur, the ceiling lights smearing into long, glowing streaks. His panic didn't vanish, but it detached itself, floating away until it felt like it belonged to someone else. His body went slack, the tension bleeding out of his massive muscles until he felt like he was floating in zero-g.

		The restraints around his ankles and wrists remained, but the heavy collar released, allowing his head to lull to the side. The bio-bed unlocked from its floor anchors, its mag-lev repulsors engaging with a low thrum. He was moving now, gliding silently out of the prep room and into the corridor. Dax stared up at the passing ceiling tiles, his mind swimming in a chemical haze, unable to form a coherent thought beyond a vague sense of impending doom. The double doors at the end of the hall slid open with a soft chime, revealing the Operating Theater. It was a cathedral of chrome and glass, dominated by a massive, multi-armed surgical robot that hung from the ceiling like a mechanical spider god. As he was wheeled beneath it, Dax felt a tear leak from the corner of his eye—not from pain, but from the crushing realization that the man who had entered this building was about to be surgically erased.

		 

		***

		 

		Time had lost its linear cohesion, fracturing into a disjointed series of static-filled vignettes and chemical blackouts. There was no clear transition from the operating theater to the recovery ward, only a slow, sluggish climb out of a deep gravity well of anesthesia. Dax floated in a viscous haze, his consciousness struggling to reassemble itself like a corrupted file system attempting a repair cycle. The blinding white lights of the surgery were gone, replaced by the low-level amber glow of status LEDs and the rhythmic, tidal whoosh of a respirator syncing with his own shallow breathing. He felt heavy, anchored to the bio-bed not by restraints this time, but by a profound, marrow-deep lethargy that made his bones feel like lead pipes. His HUD was offline, his visual feed grainy and unassisted, devoid of the tactical overlays and threat assessments that usually cluttered his peripheral vision.

		There was a taste of copper and synthetic coolant on his tongue, and a dull, throbbing ache radiated from his shoulders and chest, a phantom echo of trauma that the painkillers couldn't entirely mask. He tried to groan, but his throat was dry as sandpaper, producing only a weak, breathy hitch. His memory was a kaleidoscope of spinning blades and burning lasers, but the reality of his situation was far slower to manifest.

		He attempted to flex his left hand—the iron fist, the cybernetic crusher that could pulverize concrete. He expected the familiar mechanical whine of the servos, the heavy resistance of the hydraulic pistons. Instead, there was silence.

		Dax blinked, fighting the blur in his eyes, and rolled his head to the left. The breath caught in his lungs, turning into a choked gasp of horror. His arm—his matte-black, battle-scarred, military-grade siege weapon—was gone. In its place lay a slender, pale limb resting delicately against the sterile sheets. It was a masterpiece of bio-engineering, a seamless fusion of vat-grown tissue and high-end synthetic polymer, designed not for war, but for aesthetics. The skin was impossibly smooth, lacking hair or blemishes, glowing with a faint, pearlescent sheen under the amber lights. The wrist was narrow, fragile-looking, tapering into a hand with long, elegant fingers and manicured nail beds that shone with a natural pink hue. It looked like it belonged to a porcelain doll, not a mercenary.

		With a trembling effort, Dax sent a neural command to make a fist. The response was immediate and fluid; the delicate fingers curled inward with a soft, natural grace, the motion silent and terrifyingly obedient. It felt alien, a parasite grafted onto his shoulder, yet the sensory feedback was overwhelming. He could feel the texture of the sheet under his new fingertips—the microscopic weave of the fabric, the cool temperature of the air—with a resolution a hundred times higher than his old combat unit. He had traded raw power for hyper-sensitivity, a downgrade that made his stomach churn with nausea.

		Panic began to spike through the sedative haze, a cold jolt of adrenaline that urged him to move, to assess the damage. He tried to push himself up, but his upper body felt wrong—top-heavy and unbalanced. A strange, unfamiliar weight pressed down on his ribcage, shifting like liquid mercury as he moved. Dax looked down at his chest, and his mind reeled, struggling to process the topography of his own body.

		The broad, flat expanse of scarred pectoral muscle he had spent years honing was obliterated. In its place rose two perfect, spherical mounds of pale flesh, sitting high and proud on his chest. They were swollen, angry red incision lines visible at the base where the bio-sculptors had grafted the tissue, currently covered in a clear, regenerative gel that glistened in the dim light. They were massive, easily a full D-cup, defying gravity with an unnaturally perky firmness that spoke of internal silicone scaffolding rather than natural fat. The sight was a cognitive nightmare; he was looking at a woman's chest attached to his own torso.

		Trembling, Dax raised his new, delicate left hand, the fingers hovering over the alien curvature. He brushed the tip of his index finger against the side of the left breast. The sensation was electric. The skin wasn't just soft; it was rigged with a dense network of synthetic nerve endings. He could feel the heat radiating from the implant, the tautness of the skin stretching over the saline-filled sack.

		He moved his hand further inward, compelled by a morbid, horrified curiosity, until his palm cupped the underside of the breast. It was warm, heavy, and sickeningly soft, yielding under his touch like ripe fruit. The nipple, a prominent, dark pink bud in the center of a perfectly circular areola, was erect, reacting to the cool air of the room. When his thumb accidentally grazed it, a jolt of pure, white-hot sensation arced directly to his groin.

		Dax gasped, his back arching off the mattress. It wasn't pain. It was an intense, crippling wave of pleasure that bypassed his psychological rejection and hit his pleasure centers with the force of a sledgehammer. Chroma-Gen hadn't just given him breasts; they had wired them directly into his libido, turning his chest into a secondary erogenous zone. "No..." he whispered, his voice sounding higher, raspy and weak. "Get them off... get them off me..." He tried to claw at the implants, to rip the offending flesh away, but his motor control was sloppy, his new arms too weak to do any real damage. He just ended up squeezing the sensitive flesh, sending another wash of confusing, unwanted arousal through his system.

		The sound of a pneumatic hiss interrupted his panic. The door to the recovery suite slid open, and a sleek, hovering medical drone glided in. It wasn't one of the surgical spiders from before; this one was rounded, white, and non-threatening, equipped with soft-touch manipulator pads. "Patient distress detected," a soothing, synthetic female voice chimed from the unit. "Heart rate elevated. Post-operative tissue integration in progress. Massage therapy is required to prevent capsular contracture and promote nerve mapping."

		Before Dax could protest, the drone descended over his chest. Its manipulators were warm, vibrating gently as they latched onto his new breasts. Dax gritted his teeth, squeezing his eyes shut. "Don't... don't touch me," he growled, but the drone ignored him, beginning a rhythmic, kneading motion. The pads pressed deep into the synthetic tissue, rolling the implants to keep the pockets open. The vibration from the drone transferred through the sensitive silicone, resonating deep in his chest cavity.

		It was torture, but of the most insidious kind. Every squeeze, every circle of the drone's warm pads against his nipples sent shivers racing down his spine. His body, betrayed by the new wiring, began to react. His hips bucked involuntarily against the sheets, a humiliating, guttural moan escaping his lips despite his best efforts to stifle it. "Hnngh... stop..." he pleaded, but the pleasure was overwhelming, drowning out his rage in a tide of synthetic dopamine, forcing him to lie there and endure the erotic conditioning of his new form.

		The transition from the recovery ward to the final modification suite was a blur of motion sickness and ceiling lights flashing past like strobe effects in a bad sim-stim. When the haze finally lifted, clarity returned with the brutal sharpness of a shattered mirror. Dax found himself splayed wide, his legs elevated and locked into heavily padded, gyno-surgical stirrups that forced his thighs apart at an acute angle. The restraints were absolute, clamping his ankles and knees with hydraulic pressure, leaving his pelvis completely exposed and vulnerable to the cool, filtered air of the suite.

		He tried to clench his legs shut—a primal, protective reflex—but the machinery held him fast, immovable as a mountain. A dull, throbbing ache radiated from his groin, a phantom echo of trauma that felt strangely hollow, as if the center of gravity in his body had been scooped out. He craned his neck forward, fighting the lethargy in his muscles, and looked down between his spread legs.

		The sight hit him with the force of a kinetic hammer. The heavy, comforting weight of his genitals was gone. The thick shaft, the heavy sac, the dense bush of hair—all erased. In their place was a pristine, angry pink mound of flesh, swollen slightly from the surgery but unmistakably female. A neat, surgical packing of absorbent gauze was tucked into the new cleft, stained with fresh, bright blood, marking the site of the most profound violation he had ever endured. He wasn't just castrated; he had been inverted, reshaped into something open and waiting.

		Director Vianna stood at the foot of the bed, flanked by a floating medical monitor that displayed scrolling biometrics and a 3D topographic map of Dax’s new pelvic floor. She wore a pair of magnified surgical loupes over her eyes, peering at his crotch with the detached scrutiny of a mechanic inspecting a transmission. "Heart rate spiking," she noted, her voice cutting through the buzzing silence of the room. "Anxiety levels critical. Try to relax, Mr. Kincaid. The pelvic floor muscles must remain pliable for the integration test."

		She reached out with a pair of long, silver forceps, gripping the edge of the bloodied gauze packing between his legs. "The initial graft acceptance is within the ninetieth percentile. We used a proprietary gene-mesh to accelerate the healing, fusing the nerve endings from your previous anatomy into the new configuration."

		With a slow, deliberate tug, she began to pull the packing out. Dax hissed through his teeth, his head falling back against the headrest. It felt like a wet, sliding friction inside him, a sensation of emptiness being created where there should have been solid flesh. The gauze came free with a wet *schlock* sound, and for the first time, Dax felt the air touch the wet, inner mucosa of his new sex. It was a cold, biting sensation that made his hips twitch involuntarily in the stirrups.

		"Open your eyes," Vianna commanded, snapping her fingers. "Observe the investment."

		Dax forced himself to look. The wound wasn't a wound; it was a masterpiece of bio-sculpting. The labia were perfectly symmetrical, sculpted from his own scrotal tissue but refined, thinned, and pinked to look like they belonged on a high-end pleasure doll. There was no hair, no blemish, just a smooth, vertical slit that glistened with a clear, synthetic secretion. At the top of the cleft sat a small, hooded nub—his new clitoris, constructed from the sensitive head of his penis, rewired and buried deep within the soft tissue. It looked innocent, tiny compared to what he had lost, yet it pulsed with a terrifying, rhythmic heat.

		"The aesthetic is the 'Valkyrie' model," Vianna explained, discarding the soiled gauze into a hazardous waste bin. "High elasticity, self-lubricating glands derived from synthetic pheromone sacs, and a nerve density three times the human standard. It is designed to take punishment, and to reward it."

		She picked up a sleek, cylindrical device from a tray—a medical dilator made of clear, medical-grade polymer, housing a core of complex circuitry. It was thick, phallic in shape but purely functional, humming with a low-frequency vibration. "Now," she murmured, stepping between his spread legs. "Functionality test. Phase one: Depth and accommodation."

		She didn't warn him. She didn't hesitate. She lined the tip of the dilator up with his dripping entrance and pushed. Dax gasped, a strangled cry tearing from his throat as he felt the foreign object breach him. It was an invasion that defied his mind’s understanding of his own body. He felt the plastic head stretch the tight ring of muscle, sliding into a cavity that hadn’t existed hours ago. The sensation was overwhelming—a feeling of intense fullness, of being stretched open from the inside out. He could feel the cold length of the device sliding past his prostate—no, his *G-spot* now—pressing against internal walls that were raw and hyper-sensitive.

		"Too big... it's too big..." he panted, his hands gripping the side rails of the bed until his knuckles turned white.

		"Nonsense," Vianna corrected, watching the readout on her datapad as she pushed the device deeper, burying it to the hilt. "The vaginal canal is depth-adjustable. You are currently accommodating seven inches with minimal resistance. The tissue is adapting beautifully."

		But the fullness was only the beginning. Vianna tapped a command on the device's interface, and the internal vibration kicked in. It wasn't a buzz; it was a deep, thrumming resonance that seemed to liquefy his insides. The device began to rotate slowly, the textured surface massaging the walls of his new vagina, hitting nerves he didn't know he had. Dax’s breath hitched, turning into ragged, shallow pants. His hips began to rock, not out of desire, but out of a desperate, biological need to escape the over-stimulation. But he couldn't escape. The stirrups held him wide open, displaying his capitulation.

		Then, Vianna produced a secondary wand—a small, focused neuro-stimulator with a golden tip. "Phase two," she announced, her eyes locked on his trembling vulva. "Clitoral connectivity." She pressed the golden tip directly against the swollen, exposed pearl of his clitoris.

		The reaction was instantaneous and violent. Dax arched his back so hard his spine popped, a scream of pure, unadulterated sensation ripping from his throat. It wasn't like a man's pleasure; it was a white-hot lightning bolt that arced from his crotch to every extremity. The wiring Chroma-Gen had installed didn't filter the sensation; it amplified it. Every nerve ending in the tiny nub was firing at maximum capacity.

		"Please!" he begged, his voice cracking, sounding humiliatingly feminine in its pitch. "It's too much! Stop!"

		Vianna ignored him, moving the wand in small, agonizingly slow circles around the sensitive button. "The subject is vocalizing," she noted into her recorder, as if he were a lab rat squeaking in a maze. "Indicates high receptivity. Neuro-pathways are fully online."

		Below, the dilator continued to churn inside him, fucking him with a relentless, mechanical rhythm that combined with the external torture to create a pincer movement of pleasure. Dax tried to think of combat, of the rain on the street, of the weight of a gun—anything to distract himself. But the pleasure was a rising tide, drowning his thoughts in a sea of pink static. He felt heat pooling in his belly, a tension winding tighter and tighter, far more intense than any buildup he had ever felt as a man. His thighs quivered, the muscles fluttering uncontrollably as the orgasm approached. It didn't arrive as a localized pressure in his groin; it started in his toes, curling them, and swept up his legs like a wildfire.

		"Director... I can't... I'm gonna..." he stammered, his eyes rolling back in his head.

		Vianna didn't stop. She increased the frequency. "Then do it," she commanded coldly. "Submit to the design."

		The dam broke. The climax hit him with the force of a physical blow, shattering his ego and leaving only the biological reality of his new form. It was a full-body convulsion, a wave of ecstasy that started in his clitoris and radiated outward, making his vision white out. His vaginal walls clamped down hard on the dilator, milking the plastic shaft in a series of powerful, rhythmic contractions that he had no control over. He wasn't shooting; he was imploding. The pleasure rolled over him in crashing waves, one after another, deeper and longer than anything a male physiology could sustain.

		He was sobbing now, incoherent cries of "Oh god, oh god, oh god" tumbling from his lips as his body shook violently in the restraints, his hips bucking up to meet the wand, chasing the torture that had become his only reality. He felt wetness gushing out of him, soaking his thighs, a new kind of release that felt endless.

		It took minutes for the tremors to subside. When Vianna finally withdrew the wand and the dilator, sliding them out of his slick, twitching passage with a wet squelch, Dax slumped back against the bed, completely broken. His chest—those heavy, foreign breasts—heaved with desperate gasps for air. Sweat matted his hair to his forehead, and his face was flushed a deep, shameful crimson. He felt raw, hollowed out, and terrifyingly relaxed. The aggression, the drive, the anger—it had all been short-circuited by the overwhelming intensity of the orgasm. He lay there, drooling slightly, staring up at the ceiling with wide, unfocused eyes, trying to reconcile the mercenary he was with the woman who had just screamed in ecstasy on a medical table.

		Vianna peeled off her gloves with a sharp snap, the sound like a gunshot in the quiet room. "Connectivity confirmed," she said, marking a final checkbox on her screen. "Welcome to your new life, Ms. Kincaid. I think you're going to be a very productive asset."

		The recovery suite was a jarring departure from the clinical horror of the operating theater. Dax woke not to the smell of ozone and antiseptic, but to the scent of synthetic vanilla and real, organic jasmine. He was lying on a bed large enough to sleep a squad, draped in sheets of genuine silk that felt criminally soft against his sensitized skin. The room was bathed in the warm, golden glow of simulated sunlight filtering through floor-to-ceiling windows that offered a panoramic, albeit false, view of a pre-war garden. It was a gilded cage, a high-end holding cell designed for prized assets rather than prisoners of war.

		Dax pushed himself up, his head swimming with a residual cocktail of nanos and sedatives. The movement felt wrong—too fluid, too light. The massive, hydraulic weight of his frame was gone, replaced by a strange, buoyant center of gravity that made him feel like he was piloting a stranger's avatar in a VR sim. He swung his legs over the edge of the bed, his feet sinking into plush, deep-pile carpet. He was naked, save for the thin, transparent film of regenerative bio-gel coating his surgical incisions.

		He looked down at his lap, expecting the familiar scarring and bulk of his thighs, but found only smooth, hairless skin that tapered into soft knees and slender ankles. The panic that had been simmering in his gut boiled over, driving him to his feet. He stumbled, his balance thrown off by the redistribution of his mass, and caught himself on a vanity table made of polished obsidian.

		And then he saw her. The wall opposite the bed was dominated by a massive, high-definition smart mirror, currently deactivated to act as a simple reflective surface. Dax froze, his breath catching in a throat that felt tighter, narrower than he remembered. The reflection staring back at him was a stranger, a cruel parody of his former self engineered with flawless, artistic precision.

		The mountain of a man was gone. In his place stood a statue of Amazonian perfection, towering and statuesque, but carved into curves that defied his previous existence. His broad, flat shoulders had been shaved down, the clavicles accentuated to create a delicate, elegant frame. His waist, once thick with core muscle, had been cinched inward, likely through the removal of his lower ribs and aggressive corset-sculpting of the obliques. This drastic narrowing exaggerated the flare of his hips, which had been widened with bone grafts and silicone injections to create a lush, heart-shaped silhouette that screamed fertility. He wasn't just female; he was a hyper-sexualized caricature of femininity, a bio-sculpted dream girl built on the chassis of a tank.

		His eyes traveled up to the face—the face that had once been broken three times in bar fights. The jawline was softened, the chin tapered, the nose refined into a cute, upturned button. His cheekbones were high and sharp, dusting with a natural flush from sub-dermal capillary manipulation. And the hair... cascades of glossy, raven-black synthetic fiber flowed from his scalp, reaching all the way to the small of his back, shimmering like oil in the warm light.

		Dax reached up with a trembling hand—the delicate, manicured hand that had replaced his iron claw—and touched his own cheek. The skin was impossibly soft, lacking even the memory of stubble. He opened his mouth to scream, to curse, to shatter the mirror with a roar of defiance. "What the fuck did you do to me?" The words formed in his mind with the weight of a sledgehammer, but they left his lips as a breathy, melodic chime. His vocal cords had been stripped and re-tuned, the larynx shaved down to eliminate the deep resonance of his baritone. The voice that emerged was a smoky, sultry alto, pitched perfectly for seduction. It was a sound designed to please, not to intimidate. He sounded like a companion bot, a programmed plaything.

		"No..." he whispered, the higher pitch sending a shiver of revulsion down his spine. "This isn't real. I'm a soldier. I'm a killer."

		He tried to summon the ghost of his old aggression. He planted his feet wide, trying to adopt a combat stance, clenching his fists and hunching his shoulders forward in a posture of imminent violence. He wanted to look dangerous, to project the aura of a predator about to strike. But Chroma-Gen hadn't just rewritten his flesh; they had colonized his nervous system. The moment he tried to hunch and glower, a warning rune flashed in his internal HUD—not the tactical military interface he was used to, but a sleek, pink overlay. **POSTURE CORRECTION ACTIVE.**

		A sharp, electric buzz zapped the base of his spine, originating from a new, sleek implant fused to his vertebrae. It wasn't painful, but it was controlling. His back muscles spasmed involuntarily, contracting hard. With a mechanical whirr, the cybernetics forced his spine to arch deeply, thrusting his chest out and pulling his shoulders back and down. The motion popped his pelvis backward, forcing his new, heavy hips to tilt, presenting his buttocks in a submissive, mating-display pose.

		Dax gasped, fighting against the internal servos, but his body was no longer his own. The more he tried to slump or look aggressive, the harder the implant corrected him, locking him into a permanent, sway-backed strut that emphasized the jut of his silicone breasts and the curve of his ass. He stood there, panting in his sultry new voice, trapped in the pose of a pin-up model, realizing with dawning horror that he couldn't even stand like a man anymore, let alone fight like one.

		The reflection in the mirror was still mocking him, a vision of synthetic perfection that felt like a prison, when the pneumatic hiss of the door shattered the silence. Vianna stepped into the suite, her presence immediately lowering the temperature of the room. She was flanked by two security drones, sleek, floating spheroids armed with stun-batons, but she didn't look like she needed them. She held a small, velvet-lined case in her hand, treating it with more reverence than she had shown Dax’s entire existence.

		"Admiring the chassis?" she asked, her voice cutting through his panic. "It is a significant upgrade from the battered ruin you arrived in. But hardware is useless without the appropriate software to drive it."

		Dax turned, the posture implant forcing him to pivot with a fluid, hip-leading grace that made him grind his teeth. "I'm not your doll," he spat, though the threat was neutered by the smoky, breathless timbre of his new voice. "You think you can just reprogram a lifetime of instinct? I'll kill you the moment I figure out how to bypass this rig."

		Vianna smiled, a thin, predatory expression that didn't reach her eyes. "Instinct is just biological coding, Mr. Kincaid. And code can be rewritten. We simply need to install the correct driver." She opened the case, revealing a small, jagged chip made of obsidian-black bio-glass, pulsating with a faint, malevolent red rhythm. "The 'Behavioral Governor.' It bypasses the conscious mind and interfaces directly with the limbic system and the newly installed pleasure centers. It creates a simple binary feedback loop: Obedience generates dopamine. Defiance generates... frustration."

		Dax tried to back away, but the implant in his spine locked his legs, rooting him to the spot in a display of enforced submissiveness. Vianna approached him calmly, stepping into his personal space. She reached up, brushing his long, synthetic hair aside to reveal the fresh, metallic port embedded behind his left ear. "Don't fight it," she whispered, the scent of her expensive perfume filling his nose. "It only hurts if you resist."

		With a sickeningly smooth motion, she slotted the chip into the port. There was no click, just a sudden, icy sensation that flooded Dax’s skull, like brain-freeze mixed with a high-voltage current. His vision glitched, static tearing through his optical feed, before settling into a terrifyingly sharp clarity. A new icon appeared in his HUD: a small, padlock symbol in the corner of his vision, glowing a soft, dormant grey.

		"The Governor is now online," Vianna announced, stepping back and tapping her datapad. "Let us calibrate the parameters. The device monitors your adrenal levels and vocal patterns for signs of aggression or non-compliance. When detected, it doesn't punish you with pain—that would be crude, and you are a soldier; you can endure pain. Instead, it converts that aggression into arousal. It stimulates the clitoral nerve cluster and the prostate with increasing intensity, while simultaneously locking the neuromuscular trigger for orgasm. It brings you to the edge of ecstasy and holds you there, suspending you in a state of desperate, unfulfilled need until you comply."

		Dax felt a cold pit of dread open in his stomach. It was a torture designed specifically for the body they had built for him—a body wired for hyper-sensitivity. "You're sick," he breathed.

		Vianna tapped the screen. "Let's begin the conditioning. Kneel."

		The command was simple, spoken with absolute authority. Dax’s mercenary pride flared instantly. He drew himself up, the posture collar whining in protest as he fought to stand tall. "Go to hell, bitch."

		The response from the Governor was immediate. The grey padlock in his vision flashed a violent, warning red. **NON-COMPLIANCE DETECTED. INITIATING CORRECTION CYCLE.** It didn't start as a gradual buildup; it hit him like a physical blow to the crotch. A surge of electricity, tuned to the exact frequency of his new nerve endings, slammed into his clitoris. Dax gasped, his knees buckling slightly before he locked them, his hands gripping the edge of the obsidian vanity. It wasn't pain, but it was so intense it blinded him. It was a concentrated extraction of the moment right before climax, amplified and sustained.

		"Resisting," Vianna noted, sliding a virtual fader on her pad up. "Increasing voltage to phase two."

		The sensation deepened, burrowing past the surface nerves. Inside him, the synthetic prostate—the G-spot Vianna had gloated about—began to throb in time with the external pulse. It felt like a warm, heavy knot of desire expanding in his belly, radiating heat down his thighs. His new vaginal canal, treacherous and self-lubricating, responded instantly, flooding his thighs with slick, synthetic fluid that ran down his legs.

		"Nnngh!" Dax bit his lip, tasting copper, trying to focus on his anger, but the anger was fuel for the fire. The more he hated her, the more his body burned. The Governor was interpreting his rage as sexual energy and feeding it back to him in a loop of perverse bio-feedback. He felt his clitoris swelling, gorged with blood, throbbing against the confinements of his own flesh. It was an itch that screamed to be scratched, a desperate, clawing hunger that hollowed out his insides. "I... I won't..." he stammered, sweat breaking out on his forehead, matting the baby hairs against his skin.

		"Kneel," Vianna repeated, her voice bored. "And it stops."

		Dax shook his head, a guttural growl vibrating in his throat. "Fuck... you."

		The Governor spiked. The sensation shifted from intense to unbearable. It was agony—the agony of needing release so badly that his muscles began to spasm. His hips jerked forward involuntarily, seeking a friction that wasn't there. He was dry-humping the air, his body betraying his mind in the most humiliating way possible. The stimulation was relentless, a jackhammer rhythm against his most sensitive bundle of nerves. He could feel the orgasm building, a tidal wave of pressure rising in his loins, screaming towards the precipice, but right as he crested the peak, the chip slammed the gate shut. The release vanished, leaving him stranded in the high-tension zone of pre-orgasm, vibrating with unspent energy. His breath came in ragged, high-pitched sobs. "Make it stop... make it stop..."

		The plea wasn't compliance, just desperation, and the chip knew the difference. It ramped up the internal vibration, turning his pelvis into a crucible of molten heat. He felt like he was being edged by a machine god, stripped of all agency, his entire universe narrowing down to the throbbing, aching void between his legs.

		His legs could no longer support the war between his mind and his body. With a wet, heavy thud, Dax collapsed. He didn't kneel gracefully; he crumpled, his knees hitting the thick carpet, his hands splayed out in front of him to catch his weight. He was on all fours, head hanging low, drool mixing with the sweat dripping from his chin. His hips continued to twitch, grinding against the empty air, driven by the relentless electronic signal frying his pleasure centers.

		"Good," Vianna said, circling him like a shark. "But the posture is incorrect. And the verbal component is missing." She tapped the pad again. "Phase three: Overdrive."

		The sensation doubled. If it was unbearable before, now it was obliterating. Dax threw his head back and screamed—a full-throated, feminine wail of pure sensory overload. His vision white-out entirely, replaced by a blinding haze of pink static. Every inch of his skin felt like it was on fire with arousal. His nipples hardened to painful points, rubbing against the cool air, sending fresh jolts of lust to join the inferno in his groin. He was drowning in it, a puppet dancing on strings of dopamine and serotonin. He clawed at the carpet, his manicured nails digging deep into the fibers, his body arching so hard he thought his spine would snap.

		"Please!" he shrieked, his voice breaking. "I can't take it! I'm gonna break! I'm gonna break!"

		Vianna stopped in front of him, the toe of her pristine white boot inches from his face. "Then beg," she commanded coldly. "Use the correct address. Acknowledge your station."

		Dax looked up, his eyes glassy and unfocused, tears streaming down his perfectly sculpted cheeks. The mercenary was gone, buried under layers of chemical lust and electronic conditioning. There was only the need—the overwhelming, animal need for the stimulation to end, for the denial to be lifted. He tried to summon a curse, but his mouth wouldn't form the shapes. His body knew what it had to do to survive. He crawled forward, dragging his heavy, trembling thighs across the carpet, until he could press his forehead against the toe of her boot. The words tasted like ash, like the death of everything he had ever been, but he forced them out through trembling lips.

		"Please..." he sobbed, his voice dropping to a husky, broken whisper. "Please... Mistress. Make it stop."

		The effect was instantaneous. Vianna tapped a single key, and the Governor disengaged. The roaring fire in his crotch vanished, leaving behind a cold, hollow ache and the wet, sticky evidence of his arousal soaking his thighs. The silence that rushed back into the room was deafening. Dax slumped against the floor, gasping for air, his body twitching with the aftershocks of the neural assault. He didn't have the strength to move away from her boot. He just lay there, a broken weapon in a beautiful casing, realizing with a terrifying clarity that she held the keys to his nervous system, and that the man he was had just lost his first, and perhaps last, battle.

		The silence in the suite was heavy, broken only by the ragged sound of Dax’s breathing as he lay on the plush carpet, the aftershocks of the Governor’s neural correction still trembling through his limbs. He felt raw, his nerves singing with a high-pitched, static hum that made his skin feel too tight for his body.

		Vianna didn't offer him a hand to rise; she simply walked to a recessed wall panel, which slid open with a pneumatic hiss to reveal a display of implements that looked disturbingly like a cross between medical equipment and torture devices. She selected a thick, translucent cylinder, the material slightly milky and pulsed with a faint internal light. It was monstrous—easily ten inches of girthy, vein-textured silicone, tapering to a blunt, formidable head. She turned back to him, tossing the object onto the bed where it landed with a heavy, menacing bounce.

		"Get up, Unit 734," she ordered, the use of the designation stinging almost as much as the electrical shocks. "Your hardware has been installed, but your firmware is glitching. You still perceive yourself as an operator, as a blunt instrument of war. We need to recalibrate your self-image. Pick it up."

		Dax dragged himself to his feet, his legs feeling like jelly, the posture implant in his spine forcing him into that humiliating, hip-swaying strut as he approached the bed. He reached out with his delicate, manicured hand, his fingers trembling as they wrapped around the base of the toy. It was heavy, weighted to mimic organic density, and the texture was frighteningly realistic, warm to the touch as if it had its own circulatory system.

		"I'm not doing this," he whispered, though the protest was weak, a ghost of his former defiance.

		Vianna merely tapped her datapad. "The Governor is listening, 734. And it has a very low tolerance for refusal. Go to the mirror. Kneel. And do not break eye contact with your reflection. If you look away, if you close your eyes to hide from the reality of what you are, the chip will interpret it as non-compliance."

		He moved like a prisoner marching to the gallows, stepping up to the massive smart-mirror. The reflection that met him was still a shock to the system—a curvaceous, raven-haired siren with terrified eyes, clutching a massive phallus like a votive offering. The HUD overlay in his vision painted a red reticle on the eyes of his reflection, a target he had to keep centered. **OBJECTIVE: ACCOMMODATION PROTOCOL. MAINTAIN VISUAL LOCK.** The text scrolled across his retina in a cheerful, bubblegum pink font that made bile rise in his throat.

		He sank to his knees, the deep pile of the carpet cushioning the impact, his thighs falling open naturally, conditioned by the new geometry of his pelvis.

		"Spread them," Vianna commanded from behind him. "Wider. Show yourself the investment."

		Dax obeyed, pushing his knees apart until the stretch pulled tight at his groin. In the mirror, the view was pornographic. His new, hairless vulva was on full display, the lips swollen and flushed a deep crimson from the earlier stimulation. Worse, it was weeping. A clear, viscous nectar was continuously leaking from him, coating his inner thighs in a sheen of synthetic lust. His body was betraying him, preparing for usage while his mind screamed in protest. He watched his own hand bring the tip of the dildo to his entrance. The size difference seemed impossible. The head of the toy was broader than his wrist, a blunt instrument designed to tear him open.

		"It won't fit," he choked out, his voice trembling. "Physically... it can't."

		"The Valkyrie series is designed for extreme elasticity," Vianna corrected, her tone devoid of pity. "Push. If you hesitate, the Governor will assist you, and you know by now that its assistance is... overwhelming."

		Dax gritted his teeth, a bead of sweat rolling down his temple. He lined the head up with his slick, dripping slit. He pushed. The sensation was immediate and intrusive—a feeling of intense pressure as the silicone head parted his labia and pressed against the tight ring of muscle. He watched in the mirror as his own body swallowed the tip, his pink flesh stretching white around the girth. It felt like he was being split in two.

		"Fuck... nnngh!" A groan tore from his throat, not masculine and gritty, but high and breathy. The Governor chip hummed at the base of his skull, releasing a micro-dose of endorphins that didn't numb the pain, but eroticized it, twisting the stretching sensation into a sick, hot pleasure.

		He pushed harder, his knuckles white on the base of the toy. The head popped past the initial resistance, sliding into the vaginal canal with a wet, squelching sound that echoed in the quiet room. Dax gasped, his back arching, his breasts thrusting forward towards the glass. He felt full—unnaturally, impossibly full. The toy was stretching him from the inside out, pressing against organs that shouldn't exist, rearranging his insides to make room for its bulk.

		"Keep going," Vianna urged, stepping closer to watch the insertion in the mirror over his shoulder. "Take it all. Learn to love the fullness."

		Dax sobbed, a dry, hitching sound, as he forced another inch inside. His eyes were locked on his reflection, watching the woman in the mirror take the monstrous object. He saw her lips part, her pupils dilate, the flush spreading across her chest. It was disassociative; he felt like he was watching a stranger getting fucked, yet he felt every millimeter of the invasion.

		The texture of the dildo rubbed against the internal ridges of his canal, sparking chaotic neural fires. When the tip grazed his prostate—now repurposed as a pleasure button—his hips bucked involuntarily. "Ah! God!" The pleasure was sharper than the pain now, a rising tide of heat that made his toes curl. He was halfway down the shaft, his entrance stretched into a taut, translucent O, glistening with the copious fluids his body was producing.

		"Look at her," Vianna whispered, her voice like a serpent in his ear. "Look at how hungry she is. You aren't a soldier, Dax. Soldiers don't drip like this. Soldiers don't take ten inches of silicone and beg for more."

		"I'm... I'm not..." he tried to deny it, but his hand betrayed him, shoving the dildo deeper in a single, desperate thrust. The base hit his clitoris with a dull thud, and the sensation was blinding. He was filled completely, stuffed to the brim, the heavy weight of the toy anchoring him to the floor. The Governor flared, rewarding the full insertion with a massive spike of dopamine. Dax’s head fell back, his eyes rolling up, but the red reticle flashed **WARNING: EYE CONTACT LOST**. A sharp, stinging jolt zapped his nipples, forcing a yelp from his lips and snapping his head back down. He locked eyes with his reflection, tears streaming down his face, blurring the image of the beautiful, broken doll staring back.

		"Now move it," Vianna commanded. "Friction is required for the integration of the tactile sensors."

		Dax began to rock his hips. At first, it was slow, a tentative grinding against the invasion. But the pleasure was insidious. The internal texture of the toy massaged his G-spot with every stroke, sending waves of electric need radiating through his belly. The rhythm picked up, driven not by his will, but by the biological imperative of his new design. *Schluck. Schluck. Schluck.* The sound was wet and lewd, the friction turning the pain of stretching into a burning, consuming ecstasy. He watched his own reflection, the way his breasts jiggled with the motion, the way his mouth hung open in a slack-jawed expression of pure lust. The dissonance in his mind began to fracture. He couldn't maintain the mental image of Dax the Mercenary while Unit 734 was getting frantically fucked by her own hand.

		"That's it," Vianna encouraged, her voice clinical but approving. "Faster. The subject requires release to solidify the neural pathways."

		Dax pumped his hand, withdrawing the toy almost to the entrance before slamming it back in, hilt-deep. Every thrust wrung a moan from his lips, deeper and louder each time. "Oh god... please... it feels... fuck, it feels..." He couldn't finish the sentence. The language of his old life was failing him. There was only the sensation—the fullness, the heat, the relentless targeting of his pleasure centers. The Governor was redlining his arousal, pushing him towards the edge of a cliff he couldn't see. Pressure built in his lower abdomen, a heavy, liquid weight that felt different from a male climax. It wasn't localized in the groin; it was a full-body pressure event, a tightening of every muscle fiber.

		"Don't close your eyes!" Vianna snapped, and Dax widened them, staring into his own dilated pupils. He saw the desperation there, the surrender. He was close. The tension in his belly coiled tight, a spring ready to snap. His vaginal walls began to flutter, clamping down on the silicone intruder with crushing force. "I'm gonna... I'm gonna..." he wailed, his voice cracking into a high pitch.

		The climax hit him like a kinetic strike. It wasn't a pulse; it was an eruption. His hips seized, thrusting forward and holding the toy deep inside as his body convulsed.

		Suddenly, he felt a release of fluid so intense he thought he had lost bladder control. A clear, potent stream of ejaculate sprayed from his urethra, jetting out to splatter against the base of the mirror and run down the glass in rivulets. It kept coming, wave after wave of squirting release that soaked his thighs and the carpet, a humiliating, uncontrollable deluge that accompanied the crushing waves of pleasure. "Oh! Oh! Aaaah!" He screamed through the orgasm, his body shaking violently, his vision tunneling until all he could see was the wet, messy evidence of his female biology plastered across the mirror. The pleasure was so intense it was agonizing, scraping out the last remnants of his ego and leaving him hollowed out and shivering.

		When the convulsions finally subsided, Dax collapsed forward, his forehead resting against the cool glass of the mirror, sliding down through the trail of his own fluids. The dildo was still inside him, a heavy reminder of his new reality, but his hand went limp, releasing it. He gasped for air, his lungs burning, tears flowing freely now—not from pain, but from a crushing, suffocating shame mixed with the terrifying, undeniable relief of the orgasm. He was broken. He lay there, a wet, shivering heap, sobbing quietly as the pink text in his HUD flashed a new message: **TRAINING MODULE COMPLETE. COMPLIANCE RATING: 98%.**

		The humiliating wetness on the mirror was wiped away by a cleaning drone with efficient, silent swipes, leaving the glass pristine once more. Dax—now designated Unit 734—stood shivering on the plush carpet, the afterglow of the forced orgasm fading into a cold, hollow vulnerability. Vianna did not allow him time to process the trauma. She snapped her fingers, and a section of the wall rotated, revealing a wardrobe rack gleaming with garments that looked less like clothing and more like engineering challenges.

		"Refractory period is over," she announced, her voice cutting through the haze in his mind. "You have learned to take. Now you must learn to present. A weapon is kept in a locker; an asset is displayed."

		She selected a garment and tossed it to him. It was a bodysuit of black, liquid latex, accented with panels of translucent spider-silk mesh. It was tiny, a scrap of fabric that Dax would have once used to polish his rifle. Beside it, she placed a pair of footwear that made his stomach churn: chrome-plated, thigh-high boots with six-inch, needle-thin stiletto heels and no visible arch support.

		Dressing was a battle against friction and dignity. The latex required talc to slide over his new, soft skin, and as he pulled it up, it snapped tight against his frame like a second skin, compressing his waist and lifting his heavy silicone breasts until they spilled over the high-cut neckline. The material squeaked with every breath, a constant auditory reminder of his confinement. But the boots were the true torture. Dax sat on the edge of the bed to pull them on, his heart pounding as he zipped them up over his calves. When he tried to stand, the world tilted. His center of gravity, already thrown off by the implants, was now precariously perched on two points of metal no wider than a rivet. He stumbled immediately, his ankles wobbling violently.

		"Steady," Vianna warned, a sleek, carbon-fiber riding crop tapping against her palm. "Shoulders back. Pelvis forward. Rely on the implant, not your muscles."

		Dax gritted his teeth, trying to find his balance. The posture implant in his spine buzzed aggressively, forcing his back into a deep arch that thrust his chest out and his buttocks back. It was physically impossible to stand straight; the heels forced him onto his toes, locking his calves into a permanent state of flex. "Walk," Vianna commanded, pointing to the far end of the suite. "Heel to toe. One foot directly in front of the other. Like you are walking a tightrope."

		Dax took a tentative step. It was clumsy; he stomped, his knee bending awkwardly. *Thwack!* The crop lashed out, striking the back of his latex-clad thigh with a stinging bite. "No," Vianna scolded. "Grace, 734. You are not marching through mud. You are gliding. Try again."

		He tried again. Step. Wobble. *Thwack.* The pain was sharp, but what followed was worse: the Governor chip in his skull punished the failure with a spike of anxiety, a sudden, chemical dread that made his hands shake. He didn't want to fail. He *needed* to get it right, not just to avoid the crop, but to silence the noise in his head. He focused, narrowing his world down to the placement of his feet. He engaged the new neural pathways Chroma-Gen had burned into his motor cortex. *Left foot. Roll the hip. Right foot. Roll the hip.*

		He took three steps without stumbling. Then four. The rhythm began to take hold—a sultry, exaggerated sway that was biomechanically necessary to maintain balance in the extreme footwear. As he successfully navigated the halfway point of the room, something strange happened. The anxiety vanished, replaced by a warm, golden flush in his chest. A dopamine hit. The chip was rewarding him. "Better," Vianna murmured, lowering the crop. "Again. Faster."

		Dax turned, the maneuver requiring a delicate pivot on the balls of his feet, and started back. He caught his reflection in the mirror—the latex shining under the lights, the long black hair swaying against his back, the endless legs ending in lethal chrome spikes. For a split second, he didn't see a monster; he saw power. It wasn't his power—it was the power of the object he had become, the ability to draw the eye, to command attention. He swung his hips harder, the movement feeling smoother, almost oily. The click-clack of his heels on the obsidian floor tiles sounded distinct and sharp, a military cadence of a different kind.

		"Chin up," Vianna corrected as he passed her. "Eyes on the horizon. You are the prize, act like it."

		Dax lifted his chin, his chest swelling with a bizarre sense of pride. *I'm doing it,* he thought, the realization washing over him with a euphoric buzz. *I'm walking perfectly.* The revulsion was still there, buried deep, but it was being drowned out by the synthetic joy of obedience.

		"Halt," Vianna ordered. Dax stopped instantly, falling naturally into a pose, one leg slightly bent, hip cocked to the side. "Sit."

		She pointed to a low, backless velvet ottoman. In his old life, Dax would have sprawled, manspreading to accommodate his bulk. He moved to the seat, but before his ass hit the velvet, the crop tapped his inner knee. "Knees together. Ankles crossed. Slight tilt to the side."

		He adjusted, pressing his thighs together so tightly the latex squeaked, crossing his ankles and slanting his legs to create a long, elegant line. He lowered himself slowly, using his core strength, keeping his back rigid. When he landed softly on the cushion, hands folding demurely in his lap without being told, the Governor chip flooded his brain with a rush of pleasure so intense it nearly made him dizzy. It felt like praise. It felt like love. He looked up at Vianna, his eyes wide and dilated, breathing shallowly.

		"Excellent," Vianna said, her voice softening just a fraction, a calculated reinforcement of the behavior. "Your adaptation metrics are rising exponentially. You look... correct." She circled him, checking his posture from every angle, and for the first time, Dax didn't want to recoil. He wanted her to see him. He wanted that validation. The wiring was taking hold, knitting the desire to please into his very soul. "One final test for this session," she said, stepping back. "Stand and present yourself. The Formal Curtsy."

		Dax rose, the motion fluid and practiced now, the heels feeling less like stilts and more like extensions of his legs. He knew what to do. The data was there in his head, downloaded along with the language packs. He placed one foot behind the other, resting on the toe. He extended his arms slightly to the sides, fingers pinching the imaginary hem of a skirt. Slowly, with agonizing control, he lowered his body, keeping his spine straight, eyes cast downward in a display of total submission. His thigh muscles burned, but he held the pose, hovering inches from the floor, a statue of obedient perfection. He held it for three seconds, five seconds, waiting.

		"Rise," Vianna commanded.

		He pushed back up smoothly, returning to his standing pose, and looked at her. "Perfect," she whispered. The word triggered the chip's payload. A massive wave of synthetic happiness crashed over him, a chemical bliss that wiped away the pain in his feet and the shame in his gut. Dax smiled—a bright, genuine, terrifyingly pretty smile—and felt a tear of pure, manufactured joy roll down his cheek. He had been a good girl.

		The dopamine haze from the successful curtsy had barely settled into a warm buzz in Dax’s chest when Vianna clapped her hands, shattering the moment. "Simulation complete," she announced, her tone shifting from instructor to handler. "But a controlled environment produces skewed data. You function perfectly when guided, Unit 734, but the true test of the Valkyrie prototype is resilience under chaotic variables. We need a stress test."

		She gestured to the wardrobe again, where a new ensemble waited. It was a grotesque mockery of domestic servitude filtered through a fetishistic lens: a maid’s uniform, but constructed from high-tensile white vinyl and sheer black mesh. The skirt was microscopic, barely a ruffle of fabric meant to frame the hips rather than cover them, and the bodice was little more than a push-up bra with an attached apron. "Put it on," Vianna ordered. "Your first client is waiting. He has been instructed to test the durability of your new geography."

		Dressing was a blur of shame and automated obedience. The Governor chip hummed at the base of his skull, suppressing the urge to tear the flimsy fabric to shreds and instead guiding his hands to fasten the clasps with trembling precision. The outfit was humiliatingly tight, the vinyl squeaking against his skin, forcing his breasts upward until they looked ready to burst free. A lace choker with a digital collar display snapped around his throat, and a frilly white headband was placed atop his sleek, raven hair. When he turned back to the mirror, the reflection was undeniable: he looked like a high-end pleasure droid ready for deployment.

		"Standard engagement protocols," Vianna said, inspecting him with a critical eye. "You do not speak unless spoken to. You accept all commands. You endure. If you fail to maintain character, the Governor will maximize your sensitivity and leave you in a state of permanent pre-orgasm for a week. Do you understand?"

		Dax swallowed hard, the vocal modulator in his throat pitching his voice into a soft, breathy whisper. "Yes, Mistress."

		She led him out of the suite and down a service corridor that felt decidedly less sterile than the labs. The air here smelled of recycled oxygen and stale pheromones. Dax walked with the forced, hip-swaying gait the implants demanded, his stilettos clicking rhythmically on the metal grating. Every step sent a jiggle through his exposed flesh, a constant reminder of how soft he had become. They stopped before a heavy blast door marked 'Security Sub-Station 4.' Vianna didn't enter; she simply keyed the access panel. "The client is a member of our private security detail. He has had a long shift. He is... aggressive. Do not break."

		The door hissed open, revealing a dimly lit room that smelled of gun oil and sweat. Dax hesitated, his old mercenary instincts screaming at him to run, to find a weapon, but the chip spiked his arousal, turning his fear into a wet, trembling heat between his legs. He stepped inside.

		The door sealed behind him with a finality that made his heart hammer against his ribs. The room was sparse, containing only a metal cot and a single chair. Sitting there, cleaning a heavy-caliber shock pistol, was a brute of a man clad in corporate riot armor. He didn't look up immediately, taking his time to reassemble the weapon with practiced, calloused hands. When he finally raised his head, Dax saw a face scarred by street violence and eyes devoid of anything but hunger. This wasn't a technician or a scientist; this was a predator.

		The guard looked Dax up and down, his gaze lingering on the bulge of the silicone breasts and the exposed expanse of the new, hairless crotch beneath the tiny apron. A slow, cruel grin spread across his face as he set the gun aside and stood up, his armor clanking. "So," the guard rumbled, his voice thick and rough, like gravel in a mixer. "This is the new toy Vianna promised. Said you used to be a tough guy." He took a step forward, unbuckling his utility belt and letting it drop to the floor with a heavy thud. "Let's see if you can take a pounding like a man, or if you scream like the bitch you are now."

		The air in the cramped security sub-station was thick, a suffocating slurry of recycled ventilation, ozone, and the sour, musky scent of a man who had spent twelve hours in riot gear. Dax stood frozen, the high-tensile vinyl of his maid uniform creaking softly as his chest heaved, his internal HUD flashing a yellow **CAUTION** warning that felt laughably understated.

		Briggs, the guard, loomed over him, a wall of scarred flesh and composite armor. He reached out with a hand the size of a shovel, his calloused fingers rough against the smooth, synthetic skin of Dax’s jaw, forcing his head up. "Look at you," Briggs sneered, his voice a wet rasp that vibrated in Dax's bones. "I saw the specs on the transfer order. 'Combat-class Solo converted to pleasure unit.' Didn't believe they could actually scrub the fight out of a bastard like you." He squeezed Dax's cheeks, hard enough to bruise, puckering his lips into a forced O. "But look at these pretty little lips. Soft. Wet. Begging for it."

		Dax tried to pull back, a flicker of his old defiance sparking in his chest, but the Governor chip slammed a spike of vertigo into his cerebellum, locking his knees and forcing him to sway forward, closer to the source of his humiliation. The guard chuckled, a cruel, grinding sound, and released his face only to shove him down. "Knees," Briggs commanded, unbuckling the codpiece of his armor with clumsy, eager hands. "And don't you dare look away."

		Dax sank to the cold metal grating of the floor, the impact jarring despite the programmed grace of his descent. The mesh of his stockings offered no protection against the industrial steel, the pattern digging into his kneecaps as he settled between the guard's spread legs. At eye level, the reality of his situation became unavoidable. Briggs shoved his trousers down, revealing a thick, uncut member that was semi-erect and glistening with pre-cum, smelling aggressively of sweat and confinement. It was a crude, ugly thing compared to the sterile toys Vianna had used, but the threat it posed was far more visceral.

		"Open," Briggs grunted, stepping forward so the heavy head of his cock bumped against Dax's nose, smearing a streak of musk onto his face.

		Dax hesitated, his stomach turning, his mind screaming at the indignity of kneeling before a man he could have snapped in half two days ago. But the Governor was faster than his pride. **CMD: ORAL RECEPTIVITY // PRIORITY: ALPHA.** The text scrolled across his vision in commanding red block letters. A jolt of electricity zapped the hinges of his jaw, forcing his mouth to slacken and drop open. Simultaneously, his salivary glands were over-stimulated, flooding his mouth with excess fluid to prepare for the intrusion. He looked up, his eyes wide and terrified, framed by the ridiculous frills of the maid's headband, as Briggs gripped the back of his neck and thrust forward.

		The invasion was immediate and violent. There was no gentle introduction; Briggs simply buried himself in Dax's mouth, shoving past the lips and teeth to hit the soft palate in a single, brutal motion. Dax gagged, a primal, biological rejection of the foreign object jamming into his windpipe. His eyes watered, his hands flying up to instinctively push the guard away—but his arms wouldn't obey. The cybernetic overrides clamped his wrists to his sides, leaving him helpless. As his throat constricted, trying to expel the intruder, the chip interpreted the gag reflex as non-compliance. **ERROR: REJECTION DETECTED. INITIATING GAG SUPPRESSION PROTOCOL.**

		A sudden, numbing coldness washed over his throat, paralyzing the uvula and relaxing the esophageal sphincter. The urge to vomit vanished, replaced by a terrifyingly neutral hollowness. Briggs didn't notice the internal struggle; he only felt the throat open up. "That's it," he groaned, grabbing a fistful of Dax's long, synthetic hair to anchor himself. "Take it deep, bitch. Swallow it."

		Dax was forced to comply, his head bobbing in a rhythm dictated by the guard's heavy hand. He could taste the salt and bitter musk of the man, the texture of the skin rough against his tongue, but the Governor wouldn't let him recoil. Instead, it began to rewrite the sensory input. Every time Briggs bottomed out, hitting the back of Dax's throat, the chip released a micro-dose of serotonin, twisting the sensation of suffocation into a weird, dizzying high. It was a survival mechanism, a way to keep the asset functional, but to Dax, it felt like his own mind was traitorously enjoying the abuse. He realized with a sinking horror that fighting the rhythm only brought pain—sharp, corrective shocks to his nipples and clitoris. But if he leaned into it, if he relaxed his jaw and used his tongue the way the downloaded sub-routines instructed, the pain faded into that synthetic, floaty bliss.

		He made a choice born of desperation: he stopped fighting. He wrapped his lips tighter around the shaft, swirling his tongue along the underside, and let a soft, desperate moan escape his nose. Briggs shuddered, his hips snapping forward harder. "Yeah... just like that," the guard growled, looking down at the top of Dax's head with possessive glee. "Make those noises for me. Sounds like you finally found your calling, solo."

		Emboldened by the perceived enthusiasm, Briggs escalated the pace. He wasn't gentle; he treated Dax's mouth like a Fleshlight, a convenient hole to be used and discarded. He began to skull-fuck him, snapping his hips with a violence that made Dax's neck snap back and forth. *Schluck-schluck-schluck.* The sound was wet and sloppy, echoing in the small room. Dax's vision blurred, tears streaming freely down his cheeks, ruining the perfect makeup Vianna had applied. He was drowning in flesh, his nose buried in the guard's pubic hair, his breath coming in shallow, ragged gasps through his nose whenever Briggs pulled back for a split second.

		The degradation was total. He was on his knees in a dirty security booth, wearing a maid's costume, servicing a grunt who wouldn't have been fit to shine his boots a week ago. And yet, his body was singing. The Governor was ramping up his arousal levels to match the intensity of the fucking. His hips twitched in the vinyl skirt, a phantom need building in his empty, aching vagina. He felt wetness leaking between his thighs, a humiliating physiological betrayal that confirmed he was broken. He wasn't just enduring it; he was being rewired to need it.

		"I'm close," Briggs warned, his voice tight and strained. He didn't slow down; he sped up, his grip on Dax's hair tightening until it felt like he might rip the scalp loose. "Don't you fucking bite. Take it all."

		Dax whimpered, a high, pathetic sound of surrender, and opened his throat wider, bypassing the gag reflex entirely to accommodate the full length. He felt the guard's balls slapping against his chin, a rhythmic impact that synced with the throbbing of his own re-engineered clitoris. The world narrowed down to the taste of skin and the piston-like motion of the cock in his mouth. Then, Briggs gave a guttural roar, his body tensing up like a coiled spring. He yanked himself out at the last second, the head of his penis popping free of Dax's lips with a loud, wet smack. Before Dax could catch his breath, the guard unleashed a torrent of hot, thick fluid. The rope of semen hit Dax square in the face, splattering across his cheek, coating his eyelashes, and sealing his left eye shut. It was hot, sticky, and degrading, landing with heavy, rhythmic spurts that seemed to go on forever.

		Dax sat there, panting, his chest heaving under the tight vinyl bodice, as the guard finished shaking the last drops onto his lips. He felt the fluid dripping down his chin, pooling in the hollow of his throat. His mind reeled with disgust, a scream of rage building in his chest—but it never reached his vocal cords. The **SANITATION PROTOCOL** engaged. It wasn't a conscious thought; it was an imperative as strong as the need to breathe. His tongue darted out, sweeping across his upper lip to catch the stray droplets. He brought his hand up—not to wipe it away, but to collect the mess from his cheek and lick it from his fingers with a robotic, efficient sensuality.

		He looked up at Briggs, his face a mask of glazed, artificial adoration, and swallowed. "Thank you, Sir," he whispered, the words tasting of bleach and shame.

		Briggs laughed, zipping up his pants and clapping a heavy hand on Dax's shoulder. "Damn right. Best head I've ever had. Now get out of here before I decide to use the other hole."

		Dax scrambled to his feet, his heels clicking on the metal, and backed out of the room, his body trembling not with fear, but with the terrifying realization that he had performed perfectly.

		The heavy blast door hissed shut behind him, severing the connection to the musk-filled security booth, but the stain of the encounter remained plastered across Dax’s face. He stood in the sterile corridor, his chest heaving beneath the constrictive white vinyl of the maid’s bodice, the cooling sensation of the guard’s fluids drying on his cheek and eyelashes acting as a visceral brand of ownership. He felt dirty, not just physically, but spiritually hollowed out, as if the man he used to be had been evicted to make room for this trembling, obedient vessel. Yet, as he wobbled on the needle-thin stilettos, the Governor chip hummed a low, soothing frequency at the base of his skull, broadcasting a synthetic sense of accomplishment that warred violently with his shame. He had completed the mission. He had serviced the target. The data packet in his head tagged the trauma as 'success,' flooding his system with a confused, drowsy warmth that made his knees weak.

		Vianna was waiting for him a few meters away, her datapad glowing in the dim light, her expression unreadable as she watched him approach. She didn't look disgusted; she looked like a programmer reviewing code that had compiled without errors. "Approach, 734," she commanded, her voice cutting through the buzz in his ears.

		Dax obeyed, the posture implants forcing his hips into that rhythmic, seductive sway even as his mind screamed for him to wipe his face, to tear off the frilly headband, to strangle her. He stopped inches from her, dropping instinctively into a submissive pose, head bowed, eyes cast down at her pristine boots.

		Vianna reached out, her cool, manicured finger hooking under his chin to force his gaze upward. She inspected the mess on his face with clinical detachment, tilting his head from side to side to admire the degradation. "Messy," she noted, her thumb brushing against his cheek, smearing the drying ejaculate. "But efficient. His heart rate stabilized within minutes of your... intervention. You are a potent stress-relief mechanism." She let go of his chin and tapped a command on her pad. "Now, the debrief. Honesty is critical for calibration. Tell me, Unit 734: Did you enjoy it?"

		The question hung in the air, absurd and offensive. Dax’s mercenary pride flared hot and bright. *Enjoy it?* He was a solo. He killed men like Briggs for credits. Being used as a cum-dumpster for a grunt was the deepest circle of hell. He opened his mouth to spit a denial, to snarl that he hated every second of it. "No," he started, the word forming on his tongue. "I hated—"

		*ERROR.* The interruption was violent and immediate. The Governor chip detected the disparity between his verbal intent and the physiological logs it had recorded during the act. It flagged the denial as a falsehood. A sharp, stinging static exploded behind his eyes, seizing his vocal cords in a vice grip of paralysis. His jaw locked, the word dying in his throat. **ANOMALY DETECTED: DATA MISMATCH.** The red text scrolled across his vision, blinding him to the corridor. **SUBJECT AROUSAL LEVELS: CRITICAL. DOPAMINE RECEPTORS: SATURATED. TELL THE TRUTH.**

		"Try again," Vianna said softly, her eyes narrowing as she watched his internal struggle manifest as a tremble in his lower lip. "The hardware doesn't lie, Dax. I have the readouts. I saw your prostate swell. I saw the lubrication you produced. Do not insult me with your vanity." She stepped closer, her voice dropping to a whisper that felt like a caress and a threat. "Did. You. Enjoy. It?"

		Dax squeezed his eyes shut, tears leaking out to mix with the mess on his face. The chip ramped up the pressure, a rising heat in his belly that mirrored the pleasure he had felt when the guard was using his throat. It was forcing him to relive the sensation—the fullness, the friction, the rush of the orgasm he hadn't been allowed to have but had felt echo in his system. The only way to stop the pressure, to stop the static screaming in his head, was to align his speech with his body’s betrayal. He gasped, his resistance shattering under the weight of the biological evidence.

		"I..." His voice cracked, high and breathy, the vocal modulator softening the edges of his despair. "My body... it reacted. The stimulation... was intense." He shuddered, the words tasting like ash. "I felt... full. I wanted him to... to keep using me."

		"And the climax?" Vianna pressed, relentless. "The release?"

		"I... liked it," Dax whispered, the admission breaking the last structural support of his ego. "I liked being useful. I liked tasting him."

		The moment the words left his lips, the static vanished. The pain in his head dissolved into a rush of pure, golden euphoria. The Governor rewarded the truth with a massive dose of synthetic serotonin, washing away the shame and replacing it with a floaty, mindless bliss. His knees buckled, and he would have fallen if Vianna hadn't caught him by the shoulder.

		"Good girl," she cooed, the praise hitting him harder than any drug. It felt right. It felt *safe*. She reached into the pocket of her lab coat and produced a small, foil-wrapped square—a high-grade nutrient truffle laced with mild opiates and bonding hormones. She unwrapped it and held it to his lips. "A reward for a job well done. Open."

		Dax parted his lips obediently, allowing her to feed him. The chocolate was rich and sweet, melting on his tongue, masking the lingering taste of the guard. As he chewed, Vianna stroked his hair, her fingers carding through the long, synthetic strands. "See? It is not so hard. Submission is just acceptance of your true purpose. You are not a soldier anymore, fighting a war you can't win. You are a prize. And prizes are taken care of."

		Dax leaned into her touch, his eyes fluttering closed. The horror of what he had just done was still there, somewhere deep in the back of his mind, but it was muffled, distant, like a nightmare fading in the light of morning. What was real was the chocolate, the warmth of the praise, and the undeniable relief of surrendering control. He realized, with a terrifying clarity that made his heart stutter, that he didn't want to fight anymore. He wanted her to pet him. He wanted her to tell him he was good. The monster in the mirror wasn't the woman looking back; it was the resistance that caused him pain. Being Unit 734 was easy. Being Unit 734 felt... good.

		The final stage of the transformation took place in a suite that felt less like a medical facility and more like the backstage of a high-end burlesque holovid. The harsh, clinical lights were replaced by soft, flattering emitters that bathed the room in a warm, rose-gold luminescence. Dax sat before a vanity mirror that spanned the entire wall, his body limp and pliable, utterly surrendered to the swarm of aesthetic drones hovering around him. The chocolate Vianna had fed him had done its work; a fuzzy, warm static blanketed his mind, muffling the sharp edges of his identity until 'Dax' felt like a character he had played in a past life, a role that didn't fit him anymore.

		He watched, mesmerized, as a delicate mechanical arm airbrushed a layer of diamond-dust foundation across his collarbones and the swelling slopes of his silicone breasts, making his skin shimmer with an ethereal, manufactured glow. Another drone worked on his face, applying lines of neon-violet eyeliner that swept out into sharp wings, widening his eyes and giving him a perpetual look of innocent, doe-eyed surprise. His lips were painted a deep, wet crimson, coated in a plumping gloss that tingled and made his mouth feel perpetually open, a pout designed for usage. He caught his own gaze in the mirror and didn't flinch. He didn't see a mercenary trapped in drag; he saw something... pretty. The thought bubbled up from the Governor chip, sweet and intoxicating. *I'm pretty,* he thought, and the chip rewarded him with a pulse of pure serotonin that made his toes curl against the footrest.

		Vianna stood behind him, supervising the final touches with the eye of an artist finishing a sculpture. "The hair needs more volume," she critiqued, and the drones complied, teasing his long, raven locks into a cascading waterfall of curls that framed his face and tumbled down his back, stopping just above the curve of his buttocks. She reached out, spritzing a cloud of pheromone-laced perfume around him—a scent called 'Submission' that smelled of crushed orchids and synthetic musk.

		"You are no longer Unit 734 tonight," she murmured, her voice weaving into the haze in his mind. "Tonight, you are the entertainment. You are Pixie. Can you say that?"

		Dax blinked slowly, his long, false lashes fluttering. The name felt right. It felt small, delicate, and harmless—everything he had been engineered to be. "I'm... Pixie," he whispered, testing the word. It tasted sweet on his glossy lips. "I'm a pretty Pixie." The admission didn't hurt; it felt like exhaling a breath he had been holding for days. The heavy, burdensome armor of his masculinity was gone, replaced by this light, airy emptiness that craved to be filled.

		"Time for the packaging," Vianna announced, snapping her fingers. A mannequin drone glided forward, holding the garment that would define his evening. It wasn't clothing; it was a suggestion. The dress was constructed from a proprietary translucent synth-weave, a fabric so sheer it was practically nonexistent, shimmering like a soap bubble. It was designed to cling to every modification Chroma-Gen had inflicted upon him.

		Dax stood, his posture implant automatically popping his hip and arching his back, and allowed the drones to slide the dress over his head. The material was cold and fluid, sliding down his body like liquid mercury. It settled over his breasts, compressing them slightly to create a deep, scandalous cleavage, the nipples clearly visible as dark, hard points beneath the gossamer fabric. It hugged his cinched waist and flared slightly over his widened hips, the hem stopping dangerously high on his thighs. There was no underwear. The dress left nothing to the imagination; the smooth, hairless mound of his vulva and the darker pink line of his new cleft were on full display, framed by the shimmering fabric like a jewel in a setting.

		He looked down at himself, at the way the light caught the curves of his body, and felt a rush of heat that had nothing to do with the temperature. He felt exposed, vulnerable, and devastatingly erotic. "Beautiful," Vianna purred, adjusting a strap on his shoulder. "You look like a gift waiting to be unwrapped."

		Movement was a dreamlike blur as he was escorted out of the suite. He didn't walk; he floated, the six-inch heels of his glass slippers clicking a hypnotic rhythm on the marble floors of the hallway. He was flanked by security drones, but he didn't feel like a prisoner anymore. He felt like a prize. They reached the service entrance to the Grand Ballroom, where the muffled thump of bass and the hum of conversation bled through the heavy doors.

		Vianna paused, turning him to face her. "You have one directive tonight, Pixie. Exist. Be beautiful. Let them look. Let them desire. Do not speak unless purchased." She pressed a finger to his lips, sealing the command. "Now, get in."

		She gestured to a large, transparent plasteel display case mounted on a mobile anti-grav pedestal. It was lined with white velvet, looking disturbingly like a collector’s box for a rare action figure.

		Dax—Pixie—didn't hesitate. The old instinct to fight was gone, buried under layers of conditioning and desire. He stepped up onto the pedestal and climbed into the box, settling onto the velvet cushion in the center. He arranged his limbs instinctively, legs swept to the side, ankles crossed, one hand resting on his thigh, the other toying with a lock of his hair. He posed. He arched his back to thrust his chest out, tilting his head to look up through his lashes. As the transparent lid of the case hissed shut, sealing him inside a bubble of silence and recycled air, he didn't feel panic. He felt a profound sense of rightness. He was an object. He was safe behind the glass, protected from the world but offered up to it.

		The display case hummed to life, internal lights illuminating him from below, making his dress sparkle and his skin glow. Vianna tapped the side of the glass, a final sign of ownership, before the pedestal began to glide forward. The ballroom doors opened, and Pixie was pushed out into the sea of lights and noise, a beautiful, broken thing in a box, waiting for the highest bidder.

		The Grand Ballroom of the Chroma-Gen spire was a dizzying kaleidoscope of sensory excess, a cathedral of decadence floating high above the acid rain and misery of Sector 4. As the anti-grav pedestal glided silently through the parting crowd, Dax—now fully subsumed into the identity of Pixie—viewed the world through the distortion of the plasteel display case. The thick, transparent walls muffled the ambient noise of the gala into a low, oceanic roar of conversation and clinking crystal, reinforcing the sensation that he was no longer a participant in reality, but a specimen isolated from it.

		The air inside the case was recycled and scented with the same pheromonal perfume Vianna had doused him in, creating a closed loop of chemical submission. He held his pose with the unnatural stillness of a synthetic, his long, crossed legs arranged to highlight the lethal curve of his calves in the stilettos, his hands resting demurely on the sheer fabric covering his thighs. The lights embedded in the base of the pedestal shone upward, illuminating the translucent dress and turning his silicone-enhanced body into a glowing beacon of erotica. He felt the eyes of the room land on him—hundreds of them—and instead of the tactical threat assessment that would have once flooded his brain, the Governor chip washed his neural pathways with a warm, golden tide of validation. *They are looking,* the chip whispered in binary bliss. *You are the center. You are beautiful.*

		The patrons were a grotesque parade of extreme wealth and body modification. Men in shifting, holographic suits and women with skin made of polished gold or vat-grown fur drifted toward the display, their expressions a mix of hunger and critical appraisal. They didn't see a human being; they saw a masterpiece of biological engineering. A corpulent man with a cybernetic jaw made of brushed brass leaned in close, his breath fogging the outside of the glass right in front of Dax’s face. Dax didn't flinch. He widened his violet-lined eyes, parting his glossy lips just a fraction, projecting the mindless, inviting vacancy he had been programmed to embody.

		The man tapped a thick finger against the barrier, the sound ringing sharply in the enclosed space. "Remarkable texture work," the patron rumbled to his companion, a woman with fiber-optic hair. "Look at the integration of the mammary tissue. No scarring. It sits high, defying gravity without looking rigid. Chroma-Gen has outdone themselves with this batch."

		The woman leaned in, her gaze dropping lower, dissecting the scandalous transparency of the gown. She pointed a manicured claw directly at Dax’s exposed crotch, where the sheer fabric clung to the smooth, pink cleft of his new vulva. "And the inversion? Flawless. It looks completely functional. I wonder what the depth specs are."

		The scrutiny was invasive, clinical, and deeply humiliating, yet Dax found his body betraying him in real-time. Under their hungry gazes, his nipples hardened, pressing visibly against the gossamer silk of the bodice, dark and erect. A flush of heat spread across his chest, and he felt a slick, treacherous dampness leaking from him, coating his inner thighs. The Governor interpreted the humiliation as a successful engagement, flooding his system with dopamine and forcing a faint, shy smile onto his lips. He was being discussed like a piece of high-end furniture, and it felt... correct. It felt like this was what he had been built for.

		More people gathered, circling the pedestal as it slowly rotated on its axis. Hands pressed against the glass, tracing the curve of his waist or the jut of his hip. Dax could feel the ghost of their touch through the barrier, his skin prickling with phantom sensations. He was trapped in a fishbowl of desire, an object to be coveted but not touched—yet. The tension was exquisite. He wanted them to break the glass. He wanted the barrier gone so their hands could replace their eyes. The need to be handled, to be used, throbbed in his rewired pleasure centers, a dull ache that grew sharper with every hungry look cast his way. He shifted slightly, just a micro-adjustment of his hips to alleviate the pressure, and the crowd murmured in appreciation of the movement. "It's responsive," someone whispered. "Look at the way it moves. So fluid."

		Suddenly, the ambient lighting of the ballroom dimmed, plunging the crowd into twilight while a harsh, focused spotlight snapped onto the pedestal. The murmur of the crowd died down to an expectant hush. Vianna stepped out from the shadows, holding a microphone that amplified her cool, commanding voice across the hall. "Ladies and Gentlemen, esteemed shareholders," she began, gesturing toward the case. "Tonight, we present the pinnacle of the Valkyrie Project. A unique acquisition. Formerly a top-tier combat solo, now re-purposed, refined, and re-educated into the ultimate submissive companion."

		A ripple of excited laughter and applause went through the room. The provenance of the 'item' added a delicious layer of taboo to the sale—the breaking of a warrior.

		"But a masterpiece should not be kept behind glass," Vianna purred. She pressed a remote in her hand. With a hiss of depressurizing hydraulics, the plasteel walls of the display case began to retract, sinking smoothly into the base of the pedestal. The barrier vanished. The cool, conditioned air of the ballroom hit Dax’s heated skin, carrying with it the scents of expensive liquor, ozone, and lust. He was completely exposed now, sitting on a velvet cushion in the center of the room, wearing nothing but a whisper of fabric and his own shame. The vulnerability was paralyzing. He felt the collective gaze of the room hit him like a physical wave, stripping him bare. Instinct urged him to cover himself, to cross his arms over his heavy breasts or squeeze his legs shut to hide his wet, leaking sex, but the Governor locked his muscles in place. He remained perfectly poised, a statue of obedient availability, his breath hitching in his throat.

		"The bidding," Vianna announced, her eyes locking with Dax’s terrified, dilated pupils, "starts at five million credits. Do I hear five million for the opportunity to own the woman who used to be the most dangerous man in the sector?"

		The auction had dissolved into a frenzied blur of escalating numbers and lust-filled gazes, the credits ticking up on the holographic display floating above the pedestal like a scoreboard for his own damnation. "Eight million," a voice boomed from the left. "Ten million," countered a synthetic rasp from the VIP balcony.

		Dax sat frozen in the center of the storm, the sheer synth-weave dress shimmering like a second skin of liquid diamond under the harsh spotlights. The air in the ballroom was hot, thick with the scent of ozone, expensive narcotics, and the heavy, cloying perfume of a thousand wealthy predators. He tried to retreat into the deepest recesses of his mind, to find that quiet, cold place he used to go when he was pinned down by suppression fire in the mud of the Outer Rim, but the Governor chip wouldn't let him. It kept him present, anchoring him to the physical sensation of the velvet cushion beneath his thighs and the cool draft of air kissing his exposed nipples. Every bid sent a programmed spike of dopamine through his system, a Pavlovian conditioning that made his breath hitch and his hips twitch with a sick, artificial excitement. He was a prize, and the rising price was biochemical proof of his worth.

		But as his gaze drifted across the sea of masks—chrome, gold, and bio-sculpted vanity—it snagged on something jarringly out of place. Standing near a pillar of faux-marble, flanking a bloated corporate whale, was a figure clad not in silk or light-bending polymers, but in battered, matte-black composite armor. The gear was functional, scarred by plasma burns and kinetic impacts, a stark contrast to the pristine decadence of the gala.

		Dax’s heart stuttered, missing a beat before hammering a frantic rhythm against his silicone-enhanced chest. He knew that armor. He knew the way the man stood, weight balanced on the balls of his feet, hands resting loosely near the dual sub-machine guns mag-locked to his thighs. It was Vorn. They had run the Sarajevo corridor together three years ago, back-to-back in a shit-storm of Arasaka drones. Vorn was a heavy, a brick of a man who chewed cigars and spit depleted uranium. He was the only person in this room who knew Dax as a brother-in-arms, as a monster of violence, not this... this shimmering, leaking thing on a velvet pillow.

		Dax stared, his violet-lined eyes widening, desperation cracking through the glassy vacancy of his expression. *Vorn,* he screamed internally, the thought crashing against the firewalls of the Governor chip. *It’s me. Get me out. Burn this place down.*

		As if hearing the psychic scream, the mercenary turned. Vorn’s gaze, bored and sweeping for threats, slid over the pedestal. He paused. He frowned, his heavy brows knitting together under his tactical optics. He looked away, then looked back, harder this time. The rest of the room saw a Valkyrie, a sex-toy; Vorn was looking at the eyes. They were the only thing Chroma-Gen hadn't replaced, the only remnant of the soul trapped in the machine. Recognition hit the mercenary like a physical blow. His jaw went slack, the cigar in his mouth nearly falling, and he took an involuntary step forward, breaking protocol.

		"...Dax?" The name was spoken softly, lost in the roar of the auction, but Dax read the lips perfectly. The sound of his old name, his *real* name, acted like a key turning in a rusted lock. Hope flared in his chest, hot and agonizing. He opened his mouth, straining against the vocal modulator, trying to force his reconstructed larynx to form the words: *Help me.*

		**ERROR. UNAUTHORIZED VOCALIZATION PATTERN.**

		The red warning flashed across his vision, obliterating the room. The Governor chip reacted to the intent of rebellion with ruthless efficiency. It didn't just silence him; it inverted the impulse. The desperate cry for help was intercepted, scrambled, and re-routed through the pleasure centers. A jolt of electricity, sweet and paralyzing, arced down his spine, seizing his vocal cords. Instead of a scream, what left his lips was a low, sultry purr—a sound of pure, inviting submissiveness that vibrated in his throat like a cat in heat. His body, hijacked by the override, didn't recoil from his friend. It leaned forward. His back arched, thrusting the heavy, translucent globes of his breasts toward the glass-like barrier of air between them, presenting himself to the one man who should have been his savior.

		Vorn reached the edge of the pedestal, ignoring the warning chime of a security drone that hovered too close. He looked baffled, his eyes darting from Dax’s face to the scandalous curve of his hips, unable to reconcile the memory of the scarred solo with the vision of high-gloss erotica before him. "No fucking way," Vorn rasped, his voice rough with disbelief. "They said you got zeroed in Sector 4. They said..." He reached out, his hand trembling slightly. It was a hand designed to crush windpipes, calloused and stained with gun oil.

		Dax watched it come, terrified, wanting to slap it away, to punch Vorn in the teeth for seeing him like this. But the chip saw a male hand approaching and categorized it: **INPUT DETECTED. INITIATE TOUCH RECEPTION PROTOCOL.**

		Dax’s head lulled to the side, exposing the long, elegant line of his throat. He practically nuzzled into Vorn’s palm as the rough fingers made contact with his cheek. The sensation was electric—the friction of the callouses against his chemically softened skin sent shivers racing down his legs. "Jesus," Vorn muttered, his thumb tracing the line of violet eyeliner, smearing it slightly. "You're... soft. You're a doll." The shock in his eyes was beginning to curdle into something else—a dark, confused curiosity. He looked down, his gaze devouring the display. "And the arm..." His hand drifted down from Dax’s face, sliding over the bare shoulder where the military-grade cybernetic limb used to be attached. He gripped the new, slender arm, his fingers wrapping all the way around the delicate bicep. "They stripped your chrome, brother. They stripped everything."

		Then, Vorn’s hand moved inward. He wasn't being gentle; he was inspecting a piece of gear that had been modified beyond recognition. He cupped the left breast, his rough fingers digging into the yielding silicone. Dax gasped, a sharp, feminine sound that made his own stomach churn. The nipple hardened instantly under the pressure, poking against the sheer fabric of the dress, right into Vorn’s palm. The mercenary froze, feeling the reaction. A strange, twisted grin tugged at the corner of his mouth—a mix of revulsion and a sudden, primal dominance. "Real sensitive, huh? They wired you up good." He squeezed harder, kneading the breast like dough.

		The humiliation was absolute. Dax was being groped by a peer, by a man who had once respected him, and his body was singing with betrayal. The Governor flooded his veins with heat, turning the shame into a wet, throbbing need. *Stop it,* Dax’s mind pleaded. *Don’t look at me like that. I’m still me.* But to Vorn, he wasn't Dax anymore. He was just a body that reacted.

		Emboldened by the lack of resistance, Vorn’s other hand moved lower, sliding up the smooth, hairless expanse of Dax’s thigh. The sheer dress offered no barrier; it was just a texture to enhance the feel of the flesh beneath. Vorn’s fingers brushed the wetness soaking the inner thighs, the slick evidence of the chip’s conditioning. "Look at you," Vorn whispered, his voice dropping an octave, thick with a sudden, confused lust. "Leaking like a bitch in heat. You like this, don't you? You like your old buddy feeling up your new tits?"

		**CONFIRMATION REQUIRED.** The HUD commanded. Dax sobbed, a broken, breathy sound, and nodded. He couldn't help it. The nod was jerked out of him by the servos in his neck. "Yes," he whispered, the word tasting like bile. "Pixie... likes it."

		The admission seemed to break something in Vorn. He groaned, half in disgust, half in arousal, and shoved his hand right between Dax’s legs, cupping the swollen, exposed vulva through the gossamer fabric. He ground his knuckles against the clitoris, watching Dax’s eyes roll back, watching the former killer shudder and keen in ecstasy on the pedestal. It was a perverse thrill, a power trip unlike any kill. He was dominating a titan.

		"Sold!" The gavel banged, the sound echoing like a gunshot through the haze of Dax’s pleasure. "For twenty-five million credits, to the Lady Vesper!"

		The spell shattered. Vianna was there instantly, flanked by two heavy security drones. She stepped between Vorn and the pedestal, her expression sharp as a scalpel. "The item has been purchased," she said, her voice cutting through the noise. "Please remove your hands from the merchandise immediately. You are damaging the finish."

		Vorn blinked, pulling his hand back as if burned. He looked at his fingers, glistening with Dax’s fluids, then back at the panting, wrecked creature on the cushion. The lust faded, replaced by a sudden, crushing horror at what he had just done. "Dax..." he started, stepping back. "I..."

		"The unit's name is Pixie," Vianna corrected coldly. She signaled the drones, which nudged Vorn back into the crowd. Dax watched him go, lying limp on the velvet, his chest heaving, his body throbbing with an unfulfilled ache that the chip refused to let die. He had been fondled, degraded, and sold, and the worst part was the lingering warmth where Vorn’s hand had been.

		The crowd parted like the Red Sea as the buyer approached. Lady Vesper was a vision of terrifying elegance, a woman known throughout the sector not just for her wealth, but for her appetites. She wore a gown of living shadow-weave that seemed to smoke around her pale form. She glided up to the pedestal, ignoring the room, her eyes locked on Dax with the intensity of a collector who has finally found the centerpiece for her gallery. She didn't touch him—not yet. She simply leaned in, inhaling the scent of his pheromones, a cruel smile playing on her lips.

		"Beautiful," she purred, her voice like silk over broken glass. "Pack her up, Director. I have a very specific cage waiting at home."

		The journey from the auction block to the penthouse was a blur of neon lights streaking past the tinted windows of Lady Vesper’s private aerodyne. Dax sat rigidly on the plush leather upholstery, his hands folded demurely in his lap, the Governor chip enforcing a stillness that warred with the frantic pounding of his heart. When the AV finally touched down on the private landing pad of the Spire, the doors hissed open to reveal a world that made the Chroma-Gen labs look like a back-alley clinic.

		Lady Vesper’s domain was a sprawling sanctuary of decadence, a harem suspended in the clouds, far above the smog line. Dax was led by two silent, faceless servant droids into the main atrium, his high heels sinking into carpets so deep they felt like moss. The air here was warm and humid, scented with real jasmine and the faint, copper tang of synthesized pheromones.

		As he entered the central lounge, the sheer scale of his new prison became apparent. It wasn't just a home; it was a collection. Draped across divans, lounging in suspension silks, and curled up on piles of velvet pillows were Vesper’s other acquisitions. They were a menagerie of exotic modifications: a girl with skin like polished onyx and eyes of glowing mercury; a pair of identical twins with elf-like ears and tails that twitched with feline independence; and a creature that looked like a living porcelain doll, joints visible and skin flawlessly white. They all turned as one, their eyes locking onto Dax with a mix of jealousy, curiosity, and predatory assessment.

		Vesper glided into the center of the room, her shadow-weave gown trailing behind her like smoke. She snapped her fingers, and the room fell silent. "Attention, my pets," she announced, her voice echoing softly off the vaulted ceiling. "We have a new sister joining the fold tonight." She beckoned Dax forward. "Come here. Let them see what five million credits buys in today's market."

		Dax moved, the hip-swaying gait now second nature, the sheer dress rustling softly against his silicone skin. He stopped beside Vesper, who immediately reached out to grip his chin, tilting his face to the light. "This was once a man," she purred, enjoying the collective gasp that rippled through the room. "A killer. A brute who dealt in death. Now look at her." She ran a hand down Dax’s flank, tracing the exaggerated curve of his waist and the swell of his hip. "Chroma-Gen hollowed him out and filled him with sweetness. They took a weapon and forged a masterpiece."

		The other girls swarmed closer, a tide of expensive flesh and perfumes. Hands reached out to touch him—soft, inquisitive fingers grazing his arms, his hair, the heavy mounds of his breasts. It was overwhelming. Dax felt like cattle being inspected by the rest of the herd. One of the feline-modded girls, a creature with slit pupils and razor-sharp nails, sniffed at his neck. "She smells like fear," the girl hissed, a cruel smile revealing pointed canines. "And arousal. The Governor is working hard." She reached down, flicking the hem of Dax’s dress up to expose his crotch. "And look... she's leaking. Such a messy little thing."

		Dax whimpered, his face burning with shame, but the chip translated the humiliation into a fresh wave of heat in his belly. He couldn't pull away; he could only stand there, trembling, as they touched him, their hands exploring the new geography of his body with zero respect for his autonomy. They pinched his nipples, spread his cheeks, and marveled at the sensitivity of his skin, treating him like a new toy that everyone wanted a turn with.

		"Enough," Vesper commanded, her tone sharp enough to cut glass. The girls scattered instantly, retreating to their cushions, leaving Dax alone in the spotlight of her attention. "You are the favorite now," she whispered to him, her hand moving to the back of his neck, her fingers tangling in his hair. "The centerpiece. But a centerpiece requires a proper designation. 'Pixie' is a name for a street-corner joy-girl. It lacks dignity."

		She reached into a velvet pouch at her waist and produced a collar. It was a heavy, solid band of platinum, lined with soft biometric gel and studded with diamonds that caught the light like cold stars. In the center hung a large, circular tag. "Kneel," she ordered.

		Dax sank to his knees, the movement fluid and practiced, his head bowed. He felt the cold metal of the collar press against his throat, heavier than the tactical gorgets he used to wear. It locked into place with a definitive, magnetic *thud* that vibrated through his spine. The biometric gel warmed instantly, bonding to his skin, reading his pulse, his temperature, his very identity. A small holographic display projected from the tag, hovering in the air before his eyes. It read a single word in elegant, scrolling script: **BELLA**.

		"Bella," Vesper pronounced, stepping back to admire her work. "Beautiful. Yours is a beauty bought with blood and erased history. You will answer to nothing else. You will live to embody it."

		Dax looked up, his eyes wide and glassy, the name burning itself into his psyche as the Governor chip flooded his brain with a euphoric sense of belonging. "Thank you, Mistress," he whispered, his voice trembling with a terrifying sincerity. "I am... Bella."

		The command hung in the perfumed air, heavy with expectation. Lady Vesper reclined on her floating chaise like a queen surveying her court, a crystal flute of iridescent nectar dangling loosely from her fingers. "The integration is not merely physical, Bella," she purred, her gaze sliding over Dax's trembling, exposed form. "To truly belong to the collection, you must understand the flow of the hive. You must learn that pleasure is not just something you take or endure; it is something you share. The men... they are hammers. We are water." She gestured lazily with her free hand, a signal that sent a ripple of movement through the lounging girls. "Show her. Teach our new sister how we play."

		Dax stood frozen on the deep pile carpet, the platinum collar weighing heavy against his throat, as the other acquisitions rose and circled him. The sheer synth-weave dress offered no protection against their eyes, which gleamed with a mix of curiosity and hunger. First came the twins, the feline-modded pair with ears that twitched independently atop their heads and tails that swished with hypnotic rhythm. They moved with a predatory grace, stepping into his personal space until he could smell the sweet, milky scent of their skin. One of them, a girl with tiger-stripe sub-dermal tattoos glowing faintly orange, ran a hand down his arm. Her touch was shockingly different from the rough, calloused groping of the guard or the confused desperation of Vorn. Her skin was soft, impossibly smooth, and her nails, though sharp, dragged lightly over his flesh, leaving trails of gooseflesh rather than pain. "She is tense," the twin murmured, her voice a purring vibration that Dax felt in his chest. "So stiff. Like she is waiting to be struck."

		"We don't strike," the other twin whispered, stepping behind him to nuzzle the sensitive nape of his neck, right above the collar. "We melt."

		Hands were everywhere now—soft, feminine hands that knew exactly where to touch. They began to peel the dress from his body, rolling the fabric down his hips with agonizing slowness. Dax didn't fight; the Governor chip hummed a low, soothing note of permission, flooding his anxiety with a warm, golden haze of dopamine. As the dress pooled around his ankles, leaving him nude save for the diamond-studded collar and the towering glass heels, he expected to feel the crushing shame that usually accompanied his exposure. Instead, surrounded by the naked, bio-sculpted perfection of the other girls, he felt a strange, terrifying sense of symmetry. He wasn't a freak here. He was a reflection.

		The girl with the onyx skin, whose body looked like it had been carved from living obsidian, stepped forward. She was taller than the others, nearly matching Dax's height, her mercury eyes shining with an alien intelligence. She didn't speak; she simply leaned in and captured his lips. Dax gasped into the kiss, his eyes fluttering shut. Her mouth was soft, tasting of exotic fruit and cool mint, a stark contrast to the invasive, suffocating presence of a man. Her tongue swept into his mouth, not to dominate, but to invite, dancing with his own in a slow, sensual rhythm that made his knees weak. The sensation sparked a fire in his belly—not the searing, painful heat of the forced arousal he had endured in the lab, but a glowing, liquid warmth that spread through his limbs like heated honey. For the first time since waking up in Chroma-Gen, the pleasure felt... valid. It felt safe.

		They pulled him down onto the vast expanse of velvet cushions, a tangle of limbs and laughter. Dax fell back, his head resting on the lap of the porcelain doll-girl, who began to stroke his hair with mechanical precision. The twins were on him instantly, sliding between his spread legs. There was no rough spreading, no jarring insertion. Just the slick, wet slide of skin against skin. The tiger-striped twin lowered her head, her long hair curtaining Dax's thighs, and pressed her face into his crotch. Dax cried out, his hips bucking instinctively, but she held him down with gentle firmness. When her tongue touched his clitoris—that rewired, hyper-sensitive nub buried in his new anatomy—it wasn't an assault. It was worship. She licked with a frantic, fluttering speed, humming against his vulva, the vibration traveling deep into his pelvis.

		"Oh... oh god..." Dax moaned, his voice high and breathless, the vocal modulator softening his cries into pure feminine need. He wasn't thinking about tactics or escape routes. He was thinking about how good she smelled, how soft her hair felt against his thighs, how right it felt to have a woman between his legs. The Governor chip recognized the compatibility of the interaction and opened the floodgates. The pleasure was intense, yes, but it didn't feel like a violation. It felt like he was being welcomed home. He reached down, his manicured fingers tangling in the twin's hair, guiding her, urging her on.

		"See?" Vesper's voice floated from above, sounding pleased. "She blooms when tended correctly."

		The onyx girl moved over him, straddling his face. Dax looked up at the smooth, hairless expanse of her vulva, the dark, glistening lips parting slightly as she lowered herself. The visual was intoxicating—a mirror image of what he now possessed. He understood the geometry of it now. He opened his mouth, not because he was forced, but because he wanted to taste her. He wanted to know if she tasted as sweet as he apparently did. She settled onto his face, her weight pleasant and grounding, her juices coating his lips. Dax extended his tongue, tentatively at first, then with growing confidence, lapping at her. She shivered, grinding her hips against his nose, and the sound of her moan fed directly into his own arousal. It was a loop of feedback—giving pleasure to receive it, a circle of soft, wet empathy that shattered the last rigid walls of his male ego.

		Down below, the sensation shifted. The second twin had joined the first. They weren't just using their mouths anymore. One of them climbed on top of his thighs, facing away from him, and lowered herself until their vulvas met. The contact was electric—wetness meeting wetness, heat sliding against heat. She began to grind against him, a tribadism that targeted the entirety of his sensitive cleft. The friction was maddeningly good, a broad, encompassing stimulation that felt fuller and deeper than any penetration. Dax sobbed, his hands clutching the velvet beneath him, his body arching into the contact. He felt the other girl's clitoris rubbing against his, a friction that sent sparks of white light exploding behind his eyelids. It was a sensation of total immersion, of dissolving into the female form until he couldn't tell where his body ended and hers began.

		"More," the porcelain girl whispered, leaning down to kiss his forehead. She produced a small, sleek device—a double-ended vibrator made of clear, pulsing silicone. She slipped one end into Dax, the intrusion surprisingly welcome now that he was so slick with fluids, and the other end into the twin grinding against him. The device hummed with a low-frequency thrum that bridged their bodies, syncing their pleasure. Dax felt the vibration echoing inside him, hitting his prostate-G-spot with rhythmic precision, while the external grinding mashed his clitoris into ecstasy. He was surrounded, filled, and covered in women. There was no room for the mercenary anymore. There was only Bella, the center of the harem, the pretty doll who made the other girls moan.

		The climax built differently this time. It wasn't a desperate, clawing need to survive. It was a rising tide, a communal wave that lifted them all together. He felt the onyx girl shuddering above him, her juices flowing freely, triggering his own release. He felt the twin riding his thigh tense up, her muscles clamping down on the vibrator. And then Bella broke. A scream of pure, unadulterated joy tore from his throat, muffled by the thighs of the woman above him. His body convulsed, hips thrashing wildly, squirting in sync with the girls around him. It was a messy, glorious ruin of fluids and pheromones, a complete surrender to the biology Chroma-Gen had gifted him.

		As the tremors subsided, leaving him panting and light-headed, the girls didn't pull away. They collapsed atop him, a warm, heavy blanket of limbs and soft skin. The onyx girl slid off his face but curled into his side, draping an arm over his chest. The twins snuggled into his legs, purring softly. Dax lay there in the center of the pile, his heart rate slowing, staring up at the vaulted ceiling. He felt drained, hollowed out, but for the first time, he didn't feel lonely. The isolation of the solo—the cold nights in safehouses, the armor, the paranoia—it all seemed so distant, so hard compared to this. He nuzzled his face into the neck of the girl beside him, breathing in her scent, and closed his eyes. The Governor chip settled into a warm, contented hum, and Dax—no, Bella—let out a soft, happy sigh. He was soft. He was valid. And he belonged to them.

		The penthouse was steeped in a silence that felt heavier than the bass of the gala, a velvety, muffled quiet that smelled of ozone-scrubbed air and night-blooming jasmine. Bella—the entity formerly known as Dax—lay awake on the sprawling circular divan, entangled in a mess of limbs and silk sheets, the soft, rhythmic breathing of the other harem girls acting as a lullaby he couldn't quite succumb to. His eyes, violet-winged and wide in the darkness, stared up at the holographic constellations drifting across the vaulted ceiling.

		Then, a flicker caught his attention. Across the sunken lounge, the primary access panel to the private elevator pulsed with an erratic, amber light. It was a glitch, a rare stutter in the high-end security grid likely caused by a solar flare or a lazy update cycle. The heavy mag-lock on the blast doors disengaged with a barely audible click, the panel sliding halfway open to reveal the polished chrome vestibule beyond.

		It was a breach. It was an exit. For a moment, the Governor chip remained dormant, perhaps cycling through its own diagnostic update, leaving a sudden, terrifying gap in the wall of artificial compliance. The mercenary instinct, buried under layers of silicone and conditioning, sparked to life—a cold, sharp urge to move, to assess, to escape.

		Bella untangled himself from the onyx-skinned girl, his movements fluid and silent, the training holding firm even as his intent rebelled. He stood up, the deep pile carpet swallowing his bare feet, and felt the cool air of the room wash over his naked body. The collar around his neck felt heavy, a cold ring of platinum reminding him of his station, but the door was *open*. He walked towards it, his hips swaying naturally now, the redistribution of his mass making the feminine gait the only biomechanically efficient way to move. He passed the floating sculptures and the bio-luminescent ferns, his heart hammering against ribs that had been shaved down to create that hourglass silhouette.

		He reached the threshold of the elevator, the metal doors reflecting the dim ambient light of the atrium. He stopped. He was one step away from the keypad that could take him down to the street level, down to the chaos of the city he once ruled.

		He looked into the polished metal of the elevator doors, expecting to see a fugitive, a hardened soldier seizing a tactical advantage. Instead, a stranger stared back. The reflection showed a creature of impossible, synthetic beauty: a statuesque woman with cascading raven curls, skin that glowed with a pearlescent sheen, and breasts that sat high and proud, defiant of gravity. Her waist was cinched tight, flaring out into hips that looked like they were carved for breeding, not fighting. Her eyes were doe-like, permanently widened by surgery to project innocence, and her lips were a swollen, bee-stung pout.

		There was no trace of Dax in that glass. Dax was a collection of scars, stubble, and rage. This... this was Bella. He raised a hand—a delicate, manicured hand with long, pink nails—and touched his own cheek in the reflection. The sensation was soft, yielding.

		He thought about the street. He closed his eyes and summoned the sensory memory of Sector 4. The acid rain that smelled of sulfur and stung exposed skin. The constant, grinding ache of his old cybernetics, the way the metal joints would seize up in the cold. The taste of reconstituted soy-paste rations. The loneliness of a safehouse bed, sleeping with a gun under the pillow, waiting for the inevitable kick at the door. It was a life of gray steel and red blood, a life where touch only meant violence.

		Then, he breathed in. The air here was warm, sweet, and safe. He thought about the chocolate Vianna had fed him, the taste of the truffle melting on his tongue. He thought about the twins, the way their skin felt sliding against his, the electric, mind-numbing pleasure of the vibrator, the feeling of being *full* and *wanted*. The Governor chip wasn't forcing this comparison; his own mind was doing the math. Out there, he was a broken weapon, a relic of a war that didn't care about him. In here, he was a queen. He was precious. He was loved.

		A shiver ran through him, but it wasn't fear. It was the realization that the cage wasn't kept locked by the door; it was kept locked by his own desire to stay inside. The freedom of the street looked cold and sharp, a jagged thing he no longer had the calluses to hold. He looked at his reflection one last time, at the beautiful, pampered pet staring back, and whispered, "Goodbye, Dax."

		The decision settled into his chest like a warm stone, grounding him. He reached out, not to the keypad, but to the door frame, pushing himself back into the sanctuary of the penthouse. He turned his back on the elevator, the glitching panel flickering unnoticed behind him as he walked away from his past.

		He didn't return to the pile of girls on the divan. His feet carried him deeper into the apartment, towards the master suite. The door to Lady Vesper’s bedroom was ajar, the room beyond bathed in the soft glow of a simulated moonrise. He slipped inside, the silence absolute save for the hum of the air recyclers. Vesper lay in the center of a massive bed that looked like a cloud, her pale form stark against the black silk sheets. She was sleeping, her face relaxed, stripped of the cruel amusement she wore like armor during the day.

		Bella approached the bed, climbing onto the mattress with a feline grace, the movement sinking the soft foam under his weight. He crawled over the silk, feeling the cool fabric slide against his sensitive thighs, until he was hovering over her.

		The Governor chip purred in the back of his mind, a low thrum of approval, but this wasn't a programmed response. This was gratitude. He lowered his head, his hair falling like a curtain around them, and pressed his lips to hers. It was a soft, tentative kiss, tasting of the lingering sweetness of the evening's wine.

		Vesper stirred, her eyes fluttering open, sleepy and unfocused for a heartbeat before sharpening into recognition. She didn't look surprised to see him there; she looked expectant. "Bella," she murmured, her voice husky with sleep, a smile curving her lips as she reached up to cup his face. "You're awake."

		Bella leaned into her touch, nuzzling her palm, and let out a soft, contented sigh that vibrated through his entire body. "I'm home, Mistress," he whispered, his new voice smooth and sweet as honey. "I just wanted to make sure you knew I was yours."

		Three months had passed since the auction, though time in the penthouse was measured less by hours and more by the rhythms of pleasure and maintenance. Bella knelt on a plush ottoman in the corner of the observation lounge, her posture flawless, her mind a quiet, shimmering pool of contentment. She was naked save for her platinum collar and a pair of translucent, thigh-high stockings that shimmered with holographic circuitry. The aggressive, towering heels of her early training had been replaced by permanent bio-mods; her feet had been surgically restructured, the arches locked into a high, permanent pointe that made walking flat-footed impossible, forcing her into a perpetual, hip-swaying strut that delighted her Mistress.

		She ran a manicured hand over her flank, admiring the way her skin glowed in the ambient light. The bruising and soreness of her initial transformation were distant memories, replaced by a hyper-sensitive vitality. Her silicone breasts had settled into a heavy, natural teardrop shape, sensitive enough that even the cool air from the vents sent pleasant shivers racing to her groin. The Governor chip, once a jagged intruder in her mind, was now a warm, constant hum at the base of her skull, a second heartbeat that regulated her hormones and kept her in a state of perpetually eager submissiveness. There was no resistance left to crush, no mercenary pride to break. The man who had broken locks and crushed throats was a ghost, exorcised by orgasms and chocolate truffles.

		Lady Vesper sat across the room on a sprawling synth-leather sofa, nursing a glass of iridescent nectar. Beside her sat Councilman Sterling, a man whose corpulence was wrapped in expensive, shifting silk. He was eyeing Bella with a hunger that would have once made Dax reach for a knife. Now, it only made Bella’s thighs clench together, her internal lubrication system activating with a wet, silent pulse.

		"Is that her?" Sterling asked, his voice thick with avarice. "The Valkyrie prototype? I heard rumors she used to be a heavy hitter in Sector 4."

		Vesper smiled, swirling her drink. "Come here, pet," she commanded softly. "Show the Councilman what became of the soldier."

		Bella rose instantly, the motion fluid and eager. She crossed the room, the click of her fused, stiletto-like heel bones on the marble muffled by the carpet, her hips swaying with a hypnotic, metronomic rhythm. She sank to her knees before them, lowering her head until her forehead touched the floor, presenting her body like a feast.

		"Look at her," Vesper purred, resting a foot on Bella’s shoulder. "Do you see a soldier, Sterling? Or do you see a hole waiting to be filled?"

		Sterling reached out, his hand sweaty and trembling, to cup the weight of Bella's left breast. He squeezed roughly, testing the give of the silicone. Bella didn't flinch; she leaned into the touch, a soft moan escaping her lips. "She's... incredible," Sterling breathed. "So soft." He moved his hand down, tracing the inward curve of her waist and the wide, fertile flare of her hips. "And the plumbing? Fully functional?"

		Vesper chuckled darkly. "Bella, service the guest. Show him how much you love your new design."

		The command triggered a rush of dopamine so intense Bella nearly swooned. She lifted her head, her violet-winged eyes wide and adoring, and crawled between Sterling’s spread legs. There was no hesitation, no flicker of the old gag reflex or masculine revulsion. She unbuckled his trousers with nimble, practiced fingers, freeing his semi-erect member. It wasn't about the man attached to the cock; it was about the act itself, the sacred duty of being an receptacle. She took him into her mouth, her tongue swirling with an enthusiasm that was entirely genuine. She hummed around him, the vibrations of her vocal cords stimulating her own pleasure centers, her hands resting gently on his knees to anchor herself.

		As she worked, bobbing her head in a rhythmic, worshipping cadence, she felt Vesper move behind her. Cool, slender fingers parted Bella’s buttocks, exposing the wet, pink heat of her vulva to the room. "She is always wet," Vesper noted clinically, sliding two fingers deep inside Bella’s pussy.

		The dual stimulation—giving and taking—shattered Bella’s world into fragments of white light. She gagged slightly on Sterling’s length as Vesper curled her fingers, hitting the surgically constructed G-spot with ruthless precision. Bella whined, a high, desperate sound vibrating in her throat, but she didn't stop sucking. She sucked harder, desperate to please, desperate to reach the precipice that the Governor chip was dangling in front of her. She was a machine of flesh and desire, a closed loop of erotic utility.

		She felt Sterling tensing, his hips snapping forward, and she opened her throat to accept him, swallowing the pulses of his release as if it were ambrosia. Simultaneously, Vesper drove her fingers deep, twisting them, and Bella fell apart. Her climax ripped through her, a full-body convulsion that made her clamp down on the Councilman, milking him dry while she shook and sobbed in pure, mindless ecstasy.

		Minutes later, Bella lay curled on the rug at Vesper's feet, her head resting on her Mistress's knee. She was sticky, messy, and utterly drained, her mind floating in a haze of post-coital bliss. Sterling was adjusting his clothes, looking down at her with a mix of disgust and awe. "Worth every credit," he muttered.

		Vesper stroked Bella’s hair, her nails scratching lightly against the scalp. "She is happy," Vesper said quietly. "Happier than she ever was fighting wars for credits."

		Bella closed her eyes, nuzzling into the hand that owned her. It was true. The cold, hard world of choices and consequences was gone. There was only this: the warmth of the penthouse, the taste of service, the safety of the collar. She didn't have to think. She didn't have to fight. She just had to be. A profound sense of peace settled over her, heavier and sweeter than sleep. The mercenary was just a bad dream she had finally woken up from. Bella smiled, a genuine, vacant expression of perfect joy. Dax was dead. Long live Bella.
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