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	She was gorgeous, and so very wet. Randy thought back and couldn't remember a girl who felt so silken as he thrust inside her, her youth and inexperience apparent in the way her canal gripped him and her moans of pain turning to pleasure. She was an intern, and Randy thought her name was Becky, although he couldn't swear to that and it didn't matter anyway. She was young, very attractive, and she was easily manipulated by his power and station in life. 

	He'd first seen her in the break room on the third floor when he'd popped in to wash his hands after a meeting with the tech team on that floor, and she was all smiles when he introduced himself. She had hips wider than he preferred, but the long waves of golden hair and the red, cat-eye glasses she wore were enough to compensate. Given her tight skirt and the impertinent unbuttoning of the top button of her blouse to allow a peek at the lacy trim of her white bra beneath, Randy thought she would be down to have a little fun. 

	At first, she had been reluctant, but a couple of drinks in his private office and some subtle reminders of just who she was dealing with and the panties had dropped quickly enough. Now, he was grunting atop her, her smallish breasts bouncing up and down as he found a rhythm that brought him closer to the end of his dalliance. Her nails gripped his back through his expensive button-up, his pants roped around his ankles while he pushed into her from just the right angle, her ass propped on his desk. He wondered how many of the girls who passed through Purcell Industries had found themselves perched here. Thirty? Forty? Regardless, this one wouldn't be the last, as she was clearly not the first. 

	She was still groaning in her own build-up to orgasm when he came, his balls emptying into her with a half-dozen thrusts, her walls made even more slick by the coating of his seed. He liked this moment, when he was done, but still hard and deep inside the girl of his choice, shriveling as the mixture of her lubrication and his own made her all the more slippery. 

	Her fingers were still clawing at him, drawing him in. "Please," she gasped, "I'm close." 

	Now, Randy withdrew entirely, silently pleased he had left her unfulfilled. It was her place after all, to serve and not be served. She was intern, for chrissakes. 

	"Go on," he said, bending to retrieve his pants and tuck the shirt back into them. "You need to get out of here. But you are the wettest thing I think I've ever felt." 

	"Too wet?" she asked, her face a mixture of confusion and disappointment. 

	"No such thing," he said. "Seriously. Get out." 

	 

	 

	Purcell Industries didn't really make anything, but Track Purcell knew that didn't matter anymore. Just like money had become simply numbers on a screen in this digital age, the trading of futures and the investments of capital into start-ups, or the dismantling of old companies into pieces to sell to the highest bidder – these were all perfectly reasonable ways to make money and required little physical manpower. He and his brother had grown the company into an octopus-like conglomerate that had its tentacles into any number of pies, but never concerned itself with the untidy work of manufacturing. The money of the 21st century was made on a computer screen, not on a factory floor. 

	Track winced to himself as Randy entered, flinging wide the glass door of Track's office and settling himself in one of the two chairs angled in front of the desk. His feet propped up on the corner and he folded his hands on his flat stomach, the thousand-watt grin in full view. 

	"What's got you so happy?" Track asked, but that was before the smell hit him. He could smell the musk of sex wafting from his brother and he sighed. "You know we have to pay for these things." 

	"What?" Randy asked, donning a mask of surprise and confusion. 

	"The girls. Inevitably they come looking for a handout. At least tell me you wore a rubber." 

	"Rubbers are no fun," Randy grinned. 

	Despite the fact that the two were twins, they could not have been more different. Where Randy was free-wheeling and charming, Track was introverted and organized to a fault. While Randy wowed potential clients or investors with his easy form of charisma, Track secured their confidence with a depth and breadth of understanding of the business world. The one thing they shared was their love of women, only Track was more cautious in his handling of his extramarital indulgences. His latest fling had been ongoing for several months, and, while he did not assume her confidence, enough time had been spent to assure himself of her discretion. For the moment, anyway. 

	"If we have to pay for another abortion, or, worse, another child, we're going to have to create a separate account just to handle it. It's getting harder to shuffle the money to hide everything from Carol." 

	Carol was Randy's wife, a stunner by any measure with pale skin and bright red hair. She was also brilliant, and, unlike Track's wife, apparently doted on her husband. Like he so often did, Track wondered what his life would be like if he had gotten just a taste of Randy's more outgoing traits. He might not need his brother at all. 

	"Carol is not your problem. And you should worry less. We have the world by the balls, bro." 

	Track winced again. His brother talked like a frat boy, and it made Track furious that his brother hid their expensive and enviable education. 

	"Are you coming this weekend?" Track continued, ignoring Randy's last comment. "Lindsey's insistent." 

	"Yeah, I'll be there. Carol's got a bee in her bonnet about it, too. It's never a good sign when both our wives have their hearts set on something." 

	"Have you been to his place? The Janus Institute? All I could find out about the place is that it's very exclusive and that the woman who runs it doesn't do interviews." 

	Randy shrugged. "It's expensive, so it's probably one of those places where they put a premium on privacy and security. Like that spa upstate. The one Carol swears by.' 

	"I guess. I don't like the idea of not knowing where we're going." 

	"Your problem," Randy began, a familiar start to many of his conversations with his twin brother, "is that you have no spirit of adventure. You don't know every detail, so you worry. You remember what dad used to say..." 

	"Yes, worrying is paying interest on a debt you may not owe." 

	"Exactly." Randy stood, straightening his slacks. "Try and relax, will ya? We'll go, spend some time with the wives, and when the weekend's over we can go back to the young ladies that really make us happy." 

	"My wife makes me happy." Even as he said it, the words rang hollow t Track. Lindsey was smart, she was beautiful, but she was also cold. 

	"Whatever. You want me to bring that wine you like?" 

	"If you have another bottle." 

	"Done and done," Randy said on his exit, the glass door sliding quietly shut. 

	Track watched him go, rubbing his temples. Whether his brother advised against it or not, he was a worrier by nature. No amount of bumper sticker slogans could change that. Maybe Randy was right, though. Getting away from things might be nice. 

	 

	 

	Lindsey and Carol Purcell, sisters-in-law and thick as thieves, sat in the lobby of the temporary office space in the city. Much like the fraternal twins they had married, the women seated before a wide desk in the sterile, glass-enclosed office, were similar in many ways, especially in their rage. When Carol first caught wind of her husband's extramarital activities, she hired a private detective to capture proof, at first unwilling to believe that the man she married would stray given her attentiveness and, at the risk of being immodest, exquisite beauty. She was model-like in her thinness and chiseled features, with dark hair that fell smoothly to the middle of her back. She had forsaken much of the career open to her in the world of fashion for the needs of her husband, and now that husband had cheated on her. Not once, but over and over again. 

	When she confessed her findings to Lindsey, always the more level-headed of the two of them, much like the man she married, Lindsey launched an investigation of her own. While Randy had been rather indiscriminate in his dalliances, Track was careful. He had hidden his ongoing affair for months, and the woman with whom he conducted his other life was sensible and pretty, though not as gorgeous as Lindsey. Somehow, the fact that Track had committed himself to a single affair as opposed to the litany of young women Randy entertained hurt Lindsey more, and she was still fuming when the silence of the office was broken by the opening of the door behind them. 

	The women who entered, one ahead of the other and clearly in charge, were professional-looking and surprisingly pretty. Carol though they would turn heads if all four of the women in the room were to go out for lunch. 

	"Thank you for waiting," the first woman to enter said, taking her place behind the desk while the other took a silent position behind her, her back against the tall glass that overlooked the park beyond. "My name is Raquel Benson, and this is my assistant Laura. She will be the attaché assigned to inducting your husbands." 

	"Nice to finally meet you," Lindsey managed. Her lips were pursed, her shoulders bunched and knotted. She had always assumed her husband's withdrawn behavior was a result of his work and his naturally reserved demeanor. Now, she believed it was the part of himself he reserved for this other woman, and the very thought of her existence made Lindsey's fingers ball into fists. 

	"I know this is not the best of circumstances. For either of you. But we hope to find some closure for you. Laura has sent you the description of the services we offer via courier. I assume you have had time to look everything over?" 

	"How soon can you do it?" Carol asked, leaning forward in her chair. No matter how she moved or sat, one could not deny the effect of her posing for the best angle when you saw her. 

	Raquel Benson, as coolly as the rest of her expression. She folded her hands before her, resting her chin at the tips. There was something Nordic in her features, Lindsey thought, something as severe and beautiful as a winter landscape. 

	"We will begin the process almost immediately. What remains to be decided is how you want the process to go. We have had nothing but success in our methods, which continue to be refined. At the end of the therapy, neither of your husbands will have any memory of their former life. You will decide who they are and what sort of life awaits them. I would caution you that, despite your need for revenge, you do appreciate that the person we create together will not be the same as the one who wronged you. Giving them a future that is unsustainable will lead them some very dark places. But, that is up to you." 

	"He deserves punishment," Lindsey said flatly. "He deserves to be the thing he most hates." 

	"And what is that?" Raquel asked, and Lindsey detected a note of genuine curiosity. 

	"Of the two of them, Track has always been the smarter one." 

	"Hey," Carol joined in, feigning insult. 

	"Oh, you know it's true," Lindsey continued. "I want him to be dim-witted. The kind of slut he's been shacking up with when my back is turned. The kind of person who needs someone to take care of them." 

	"And sexually?" 

	"Promiscuous, of course. Wanton." 

	Raquel nodded, and glanced back at Laura, who was busy manipulating a tablet device. Her fingers played over the screen a moment, then presented the results to Raquel, the screen hidden from the wives across from them. 

	"Like this?" Raquel asked, thin eyebrows raised. She spun the tablet around for Lindsey to see. 

	Lindsey could not suppress the short laugh, filled with spite. "Perfect. Just like the tramps he seems to like so much." 

	"And you?" Raquel now turned her attention to Carol, who seemed shocked by her friend's ruthless demeanor. 

	Laura took up the tablet again, her fingers busy at work on the screen. 

	"I don't know..." Her eyes shot furtively to Lindsey and back to the ice-cold blonde behind the desk. "I mean, you're right, the person he'll be after it's all done won't be the same person who had the affair. I'd like to think he could have some kind of normal life. Just be a better person, you know?" 

	Raquel nodded. 

	"The package you sent, it said you could reverse the age, right?" 

	"To an extent, yes." 

	"How young?" 

	Raquel considered it for a moment. "Considering the relative youth of your husband now and the work we've been doing... teenage, we cannot reverse puberty, only redirect it. I think he would pass for late teens." 

	"He could start over, in a way. And we'd always talked about having children. I guess maybe he could be the child I never had." 

	Raquel smiled. "A challenge, but not an unreasonable one. Laura, do you think we can go as young as sixteen?" 

	Laura's face flashed with the changes on the tablet's screen. She nodded precisely. "I think it can be done. No older than eighteen, for sure." 

	"Excellent. Now, ladies, let's discuss how we'll handle the disappearance of your husbands..." 

	 

	 

	The Land Rover had never seen an off-road path, nor had it ever been used for more than day-to-day driving in the city. This was the longest trip they had been on in the vehicle, and Carol was curiously enthusiastic for the drive, despite her usual propensity for flying. She hated the in-betweens of a trip – the travel, the waiting for check-in in the lobby, the time it took to move from hotel to restaurant. Impatient wasn't exactly right, more like bored by the downtime. Randy had no such complaints. 

	Despite his gregarious exterior, he enjoyed the quiet of a long drive or plane flight at night. It was odd to see Carol embracing the plain joy of a long trip. 

	"Have everything?" she asked, her hand resting on his arm as she leaned up to kiss his cheek. 

	"I do. If we need anything else, we can get it at the spa, I guess." 

	"What about you? All packed?" 

	"I'm ready, sweetheart." 

	"Let's go, then." 

	His view lingered on Carol as she circled the huge vehicle, her ass swinging and on display in the tight minidress she wore. Under different circumstances, she would have been scandalous, but it would be just the two of them for the trip upstate. 

	And that sort of provocative dress might imply some fun on the trip up. She wasn't willingly one for oral sex, though she indulged his requests for a well-timed blowjob on occasion, but she had a flirtiness to her today that suggested she was willing to have a good time. 

	In the cab of the Rover, her hand seized his quickly, and her fingers entwined with his own. 

	"I'm so happy we're doing this," she said, and rested her head on his shoulder, stroking his arm as he drove It was a nice reminder for Randy that, although he enjoyed his romps with the tight, youthful bodies of other women, it was nice to be with his rock, who was no slouch herself. 

	"Me, too," he said. 

	Across the city and already on the road, Lindsey and Track Purcell were driving in silence. Unlike Carol's vivaciousness, Lindsey was abnormally quiet. Track tried more than once to engage her in conversation, but she was not having it. 

	"Is something wrong? Is it Randy? I know he can be a handful, but he is my brother," he said by way of encouragement. 

	"Yes," she replied in that same clipped tone she'd used all morning. "I guess I just want it to be over." 

	"It's a vacation. At least a getaway. Try and enjoy it." 

	The smile his empathetic response was rewarded with was tight and without humor. 

	"You want to listen to music or something?" 

	"Whatever," she said, dismissing him with a wave of her hand. 

	Left alone in the sedan despite his wife's presence beside him, Track turned on some classic rock and tried to force his mood to lift. 

	 

	 

	In different company, Randy would not have been quite so polite. From the moment they arrived at the Janus Institute, which was a haughty name for a building surrounded by deep forest and practically shimmering with the cost of its construction, Randy was finding it difficult not to take in the eye candy that served as the staff of the place. From the slightly chubby redhead with the flawless skin that arrived with a cart to take their bags to the primly dressed concierge named Laura, each of the women he encountered were stunning in one way or another. It was a shame he was burdened by Carol's presence, as he thought the auburn-haired Laura, in particular, was giving him a look that said she'd be willing to go for a tumble. 

	They were especially nice with his wife, and Carol seemed equally at home. He had not received the fellatio he hoped for on the trip up, but Carol's hands had been busy feeling his chest and shoulders, although she was unusually reluctant to kiss his mouth. 

	"Are you afraid I have mono or something?" he asked finally, when rebuked again going in for a kiss on the trip to the Janus Institute. 

	"I'm just not in the mood right now," she said, and gave his shoulder another affectionate squeeze. It was weird, her behavior, but maybe it was in service to a higher cause. Maybe she was just working herself up for a weekend of something seriously freaky. Carol hinted that she might enjoy something off the beaten sexual path before, and Randy had never been able to convince her to reveal these hidden desires to her. He had his fingers crossed, figuratively speaking, that this would be the weekend he would get a glimpse behind the vanilla curtain. 

	The text from Track told him that he and Lindsey had arrived ahead of them, not a stunner as far as information went. They were both organized to a fault, so prim and proper in their way that it made Randy laugh when the two of them started droning on about some new addition to the house and the meticulous way they planned it. 

	"Come on," Carol was whining, standing at the door of the Institute behind the plump redhead that Randy had mentally undressed a number of times, and he liked what his mental artist had drawn for him. He wondered if she was one of those types that liked to shave down there, to keep it baby smooth for the right mouth. He hoped that was the case, and he wasn't against the idea of stealing away from his spa vacation for a little time to find out just what the firecrotch was hiding there. 

	The interior of the building was as elegant and Spartan as the exterior, with a great fountain in the center that filled the room with the sound of trickling water. It was immediately calming. 

	"This way for check in," the concierge said, and again Randy could not resist his attempts to define her body beneath her business attire. It wasn't too difficult, considering the way the skirt and jacket hugged her, and he had the impression she was bustier than the suit let on. She was the older of the women there, save for Carol, and he imagined she was dirty for those extra years, a woman who had discovered precisely what she wanted. She was probably one of those that went for younger men, or maybe, just maybe, she was the kind that liked a wealthy man. If so, Randy decided he would like to try her first. 

	"One thing before we show you to your room. The Janus Institute is dedicated to privacy, and, as such, requests that you wear an ID bracelet while you're here. You will not need a wallet or any further identification. Your wrist, please, Mr. Purcell." 

	Randy locked eyes with Laura as he extended his right arm, and he thought he saw a hint of a smile, a real one, beneath the mask of pleasantry she wore. 

	"And this gets m in anywhere?" 

	"It gets you everywhere you belong," she corrected, and this time Randy knew the smile was real. 

	The silver band snapped around his wrist and Randy winced as a sharp sting accompanied the sound of the clasp falling into place. "Jesus!" he hissed, withdrawing his arm quickly. 

	"You okay, honey?" he heard Carol say beside him, but the world was wavering, warping before his eyes. Soon, it was rising and he felt himself strike the marble floor of the spa's lobby. 

	"Upside down," he said thickly, "Call someone," and then his eyes slammed shut. He could hear the sounds of the women speaking and then the darkness overwhelmed him. 

	 

	 

	Track woke in a dark room, but he knew he wasn't alone. There was a presence, that indefinable electrical awareness of another body sharing the same space, even if he couldn't quite see it. 

	"Hello?" he called out, tilting his head for a sound of the stranger's existence. "Lindsey?" 

	"I'm afraid not." The voice was feminine, but not that of his wife. There was an odd flatness to it that suggested an affected American accent, an attempt to hide the true origin of the accent. 

	"Where am I?" 

	"You are just where you think you are. You are at the Janus Institute. You and your wife came here together." 

	A light slowly rose in the room, revealing a circular space with wood paneling. He appeared to be in the center, and the soft glow showed him what he suspected already – his wrists and ankles were bound by thick black cuffs to the arms and legs of the chair he rested in, positioned in the center of the room. 

	"What is this? What's going on? Where's my wife?" 

	"Your wife is fine, Mr. Purcell. It was she who brought you here. To me." 

	The woman circled around, revealing herself. She was strikingly pretty, maybe in her early forties, but made up of precise lines and angles that made Track think of Germany or Sweden. 

	"What are you talking about? Lindsey?!" 

	"She cannot here you, Mr. Purcell. Even if she could, she would not help you. It was your behavior that led her to bring you to me. And now that she has, you will only see your wife once more." 

	"What are you talking about?" Track tried to sound incredulous, but he sensed the reason almost instantly. The girl, of course it was the girl, the one he kept in town, the one who had sworn never to breathe a word of their relationship. And now she had undone them both. Whatever was happening here, he knew it meant divorce and scandal. 

	"The affair, Mr. Purcell. Much like your brother, you have not upheld your vows of matrimony. Your wives are not stupid, and they have taken measures to insure that it will never happen again." 

	The woman was just out of reach, had he been able to move his arms beyond the tight scope the cuffs allowed. He found it difficult to manufacture the kind of rage he thought he should feel, and it made him all the more nervous. 

	"We have had better men than you sit in that chair, although few have shown aptitude for our process as quickly. The injection you've been given was potent, but your body seemed to adopt its new programming quite naturally." 

	"Injection? What the hell did you give me?" Despite the harshness of his words, his voice could not rise above a monotone. He sounded lazy and drugged, even in his own ears. 

	"A cocktail of hormones and sedatives, as well as an SRI that will generate some compliance. Or at least diminish aggression. I'm sure you feel surprisingly docile, do you not?" 

	"Please," he whispered, "let me go. My brother and I are very wealthy people. Whatever you're being paid, we can double it. Triple it." 

	"The Janus Institute is built around one simple premise," the woman went on as if Track had not spoken at all. "We believe that men are the lesser of the sexes, ruled by their own aggressions and jealousies, and programmed by society to treat women as something less than human. In part, it really isn't entirely your fault. You have been educated by your culture to believe women are a living playground for you. We are here to change that outlook." 

	"It was just one, I swear," he said, and his lip trembled. "Only one. Lindsey can have whatever she wants, just please let me go." 

	The woman rested her hands on Track's arms, leaning close to him, close enough for track to smell the light and floral scent of her skin. 

	"What she wants, Mr. Purcell, is for you to learn what it's like to be the women you've abused. And we're here to make sure that happens." 

	 

	 

	Randy couldn't make sense of the situation. The last thing he remembered, he was collapsing in the lobby of the Janus Institute, and now he was in some kind of hotel room, just returned from his dark unconsciousness, and his wife was sucking his cock more enthusiastically than she ever had before. Her mouth was hot, wet, the strokes made by her rocking quick and expert in their ability to make him hurtle towards climax. The attention to his member held his attention, but not so much Randy didn't notice the restrictive bonds around his wrists and ankles, the kind they used in hospitals. Somehow, his confinement made the blowjob more intense, and he threw his head back, luxuriating in the feel of it. Maybe this was one of those 'adult' spas where people went to play. It would explain the beauty of its staff, and further encouraged the notion that he might be getting familiar with more than just his wife this weekend. 

	"Oh, that's it," he murmured, "don't stop, baby, I'm going to cum." 

	She didn't stop, instead running the veiny underside of his cock as she swallowed him down, and Randy lost what little restraint he had, calling out as he felt his rod spasm and jerk as semen flooded through him and into Carol's waiting mouth. 

	There was an eagerness in the way she lapped him clean Randy had never seen before, and he was still rock hard following his explosion, unlike his usual habit of quickly withering and wanting nothing more than to be left in quiet. 

	"Oh my god, Carol, that was incredible," he said, and his breathless honesty was evident in his voice. 

	His wife climbed up his lap, kissing and licking up his neck until her lips found his ear, suckling and licking there, too. "I'm glad you liked it," she said, breath wispy and deep, like a hot breeze. 

	"I think you can loosen up these cuffs, now," he said, laughing a little. 

	"I wish I could, baby. But I'm afraid that's for your own good." 

	He was still smiling, but a cloud of worry was rolling over his features. "What are you talking about? Come on, let me out." 

	Carol stepped away from him, and now Randy realized someone else was in the room with him, with both of them. There was a click of heels as someone approached from behind, the darkness that seemed to surround him as he sat in the center of this unfamiliar room devouring even these sounds before they could echo long. 

	"What did you do, Carol?" he asked, turning attention back to his wife, who absently wiped the last traces of his semen from the corner of his mouth. "Let me out of this goddamned chair right now." 

	"I'm afraid not, Mr. Purcell," the voice called from behind, closer than he expected. 

	Randy turned as best he could, his waist twisting, to find a tall, statuesque blonde approaching quickly. He followed her as she crossed before him, standing beside his wife. 

	"You don't have to stay for this," the Nordic beauty said to Carol, but his wife shook her head. 

	"No, I want to be here for him. As bad as he's been, I still love him." 

	The blonde nodded tersely, but you didn't have to look closely to see the disapproval on her face. "Very well, then, Mr. Purcell, you have been a very, very naughty boy. By our reckoning, you committed adultery no less than thirty times since your marriage four years ago." 

	'Closer to seventy,' he thought, but felt that particular bit of knowledge would do nothing to help his predicament. He was still piecing together just what that predicament was, but it couldn't be good. 

	"I'm sorry, baby, but this is for your own good. I promise." 

	Again, the blonde shot a withering look at his wife before turning her attention back to Randy. "We have been hired to forge a new you, a better you, from the ashes of the life you have squandered with philandering and deceit. You have a second chance, Mr. Purcell." 

	"Yes, please," he said, measuring his words and tone to sound pleading, but not desperate, to garner sympathy without leaning into the realm of the pathetic. "Whatever you need me to do, I will. I want to make this right with you, Carol," he said, 

	looking past the powerful blonde to his wife, whose lip trembled with emotion. "Just let's go home and talk about this." 

	"I'm afraid not, Mr. Purcell, or, at least, not like that. By the time you see home again, you'll have a whole different respect for your wife. I think your relationship will be more powerful than ever before." 

	"What is this?" he spat, hating this woman who stood between him and his weak-willed wife. "Are you some kind of dyke or something?" 

	The blonde laughed. "As a matter of fact, Mr. Purcell, I do prefer women. Maybe that's why I'm so good at making them." 

	 

	 

	Track's head pounded, and he twisted his neck to further press his head to the mattress. He blinked hard, remembering the last thing he'd seen when he was conscious. The woman, the one who had him strapped in the chair, had injected him with something that sent him careening back into oblivion, and now he felt as if his body had been pushed through a ringer. Joints ached, his muscles felt like they did in the aftermath of an over-exuberant workout, even the tips of his fingers hurt. 

	The only thing that didn't hurt was the part of his anatomy that had gotten him in trouble in the first place. His dick was hard, achingly so, and an exploratory grasp of his member made him moan with the pleasure of it. In addition to the dull pain he felt all over, Track wasn't sure if he'd ever been so horny, though his arms ached too much to entertain the idea of masturbation for long. 

	He managed to right himself, rewarded for his efforts by a new wave of pain. His eyes burned with the bright white light emitted by the LED bulbs overhead, hidden away by metal grates. A heavy-looking door stood across from him, a bureau with a wide mirror beside that and a television mounted on the wall to the right of the bureau. It was on, and a pornographic movie played with the sound turned down. He couldn't hear anything from the movie (but what did that matter, really?), but even in his weakened state, his hungry cock kept him staring at the scene of a bouncy blonde with clearly fake tits being fucked from behind. 

	His bed was bolted to the wall, too, much like he imagined a prison cot would be fastened. Parallel to the bed was another door, this one open, and he could make out a bathroom beyond, including a sink and counter that was littered with bottles of varying sizes and colors. There was also a collection of cylindrical pill bottles. It was this that got Track motivated enough to rise from the bed, noting he was bare save for a gray pair of boxer briefs. 

	The pills were labeled, but without any sort of brand names, only uses. One said "Hair," while another was labeled "Pain." It was the last that Track fumbled with, then opened, cursing child-proof bottles as he shook two small white pills into his palm. There were other pill bottles, too, with the cryptic monikers of "Face" or "Body." He tossed his head back, grimacing at the spike in pain in his head and the joints in his neck, then swallowed down the small pills, lips curling at the sour taste of medicine. 

	He staggered back to the bed, even more conscious of the erection that tented his underwear, and he fumbled around on the bed for the remote to shut off the images parading on the television. The girl who had been taking it from behind was now on her back, hands on the balls of her feet as she spread herself wide for another man, an onlooker stroking his large cock behind the two of them preparing for his turn. 

	Track wasn't one for pornography, usually, or at least not of this variety, but he was also not accustomed to feeling such an urge to cum, an aching need to bring himself to orgasm. He imagined there were cameras in the room, watching him, waiting for him to debase himself for the cameras. He would not give them the satisfaction, he resolved, a task made easier by the pain that still throbbed in every inch of him. 

	Rolling onto his side, he watched the screen, his hand finding its way into his briefs where he held and squeezed his cock, content to feel the pressure there if not to stroke himself to climax. Eventually, he slept, and he dreamed of the pair of men readying themselves for sex. 

	 

	 

	Unbeknownst to Track, who was too concerned with his own pain to care, Randy was in a similar state. Unlike Track, he'd been awake for the injections into his neck, the base of his spine, his chest on both sides and both thighs. Each brought a fiery pain that seemed to scorch his muscles from within. When Carol tried to intervene after seeing her husband cry out in agony, the blonde had ordered her out, aided by the darker-haired Linda. It was a conspiracy with these women, he understood now, and he would make damn sure they were exposed and arrested. All of them, including Carol. She'd been the one to lead him into this mess. 

	When the injections were done and a medicinal fog fell over his thoughts, he was moved to a wheelchair and brought to this room, where he'd fought admirably to keep some semblance of consciousness. He watched while he was undressed, left nude on the bed fixed to the wall. He had no basis of comparison, but his room was the mirror image of his brother's, save for the videos playing on the screen. His diet of entertainment consisted of modern dance music, women in revealing clothes singing with digitally-enhanced voices. He hated it, hated all music made after the year 2000 really, but this electro-nonsense in particular made his stomach turn. Not that he was in any condition to do anything about it. His limbs were heavy and sore, his head fixed to the firm pillow, angled to keep his eyes on the screen. 

	The weight of the bracelet on his wrist was the last thing he noticed before he could fight the weariness no longer and fell into a deep sleep. 

	 

	 

	"Have you nursed before?" Raquel asked as Nora, a nurse in residence at the institute, took Carol's vitals. 

	"No. We never had children." 

	"That's fine. Better, really. The bonding goes both ways." 

	"You'll feel a little pinch," Nora said, seemingly ignorant of the conversation going on around her, and inserted a long needle into the underside of Carol's left breast. There was a sensation of pressure, then cold as the contents of the needle flowed into Carol's flesh. The process was repeated with her other breast, too, and Carol hissed at the sensation. 

	"You'll be swelling by the end of the day and lactating by tomorrow. We'll schedule your time with your husband, but you should in no way refer to him as such. In fact, the less you say the better. He will be very confused when you see him, and may try to play on your sympathies," Raquel continued. "Do you understand the importance of what I've said? If you interfere with the shift in his identity, he could be left somewhere in between, confused and frustrated. You must adhere to these guidelines, or we can have someone else fill this role." 

	"No!" Carol said, quick and louder than she intended. "No, I want it to be me." 

	"Good. You're all done. Just be ready." 

	Raquel left the room, Linda falling in step with her outside the exam room and checking her notes. 

	"Track Purcell has been into the pills," she grinned. 

	"Which ones?" 

	"The pain blend. Two pills." 

	Raquel hazarded a taut smile. "That will certainly do wonders for his demeanor. Let's schedule him first. As soon as he wakes. You have the program loaded?" 

	"Yes, ma'am. The specifications from his wife are loaded in and the pills are already in his room. You'll just need to suggest the one marked "Body" and the resequencing should start quickly. We've also got the tattoo artist schedule for the end of the week, unless you think that will be too quick." 

	"That should be fine," Raquel assured her assistant. "The other one, Randy... I want you to increase the hormone dosages and the viral therapy packages. I want to see how far back we can go." 

	"We haven't gone past these limits before. Don't you think-?" 

	"I think we have been tasked with something very special, Linda, and I want to see this project to its fruition. If we can unlock this potential, we stand to create something truly special here. A way not just for us to correct these wayward men, but to actually offer a new lease on life. In that pursuit, we may fail. But we would be fools not to try." 

	"Yes, ma'am," Linda said, walking on in silence, enjoying the powerful presence beside her. Raquel was right. This truly could be something special. 

	 

	 

	Track flitted in and out of consciousness, still trying to reconcile what had happened to him through the pain and the seemingly unending arousal he was experiencing. The television still played its parade of porn, this time it was a big-chested blonde sucking off some guy while another impaled her from behind. Though the pain had lessened, an ache remained, a full-body bath of uncomfortableness that made it hard for him to find any position that allowed him respite. 

	He was still battling the desire to jerk off when the door opened, startling him. He considered making a run for it, but even the act of rising to a seated position renewed the ache in his body. 

	"Get me out of here," he managed, though his voice was muddy and thick-tongued. 

	"That's just what I'm here to do, Mr. Purcell." 

	Linda, she of the brown hair and sparkling eyes, pushed an empty wheelchair ahead of her. 

	"We have wonderful things to do this evening before bed. I think you'll enjoy it." 

	She parked the chair by the cot and flipped the brakes to fix it in place. Track helplessly looped an arm around her neck, embarrassed by his obvious erection and the small stain at the tip where pre-cum had turned the briefs to a darker gray. 

	He sat heavily in the chair and found himself propelled past the doorway and down a wood-paneled corridor before pausing before a grand door, the wood of it polished and nearly reflective. Linda swiped an ID badge before a pad on the wall and pushed Track into the room ahead of her. 

	Waiting for him inside, Raquel Benson held a device in one hand that resembled a high-end remote control, complete with an LED display. 

	"Welcome, Mr. Purcell. You may leave us, Linda." 

	The assistant nodded, gave Track a last look, then exited, sealing the door behind her. Track could see now that the room was round, he and Raquel in the center. Track had the sense of déjà vu, and expected another round of shots or some new form of torture. He was surprised when a flicker of light heralded the appearance of a beautiful, if vapid-looking, woman in the center of the room, floating just off the floor. Her hair was nearly white in its bleached state, lips full and pouty, eyes wide, almost cartoonishly large. Where her waist was quite thin, her hips and chest were wide and protruding, the shining pink dress she wore barely containing the exaggerated tits and ass. The effect on Track was a continuance of his ever-present arousal. Had he been alone, he would have pleasured himself to this mirage floating before him without hesitation. 

	"Yes, she's lovely. So sexual. An object, really, a thing to be used and discarded, but she gets her pleasure from being treated just so, don't you think?" 

	Track nodded, the best he could muster. His mouth still felt lazy, just like his muddled thoughts. Track followed the long legs down to towering heels, barely aware a thin line of saliva leaked from the corner of his mouth. 

	"Her name is Tawny. A perfectly silly name for a girl who only wants to please and be pleased. So dumb and horny. Tawny is a perfect slut. Isn't she?" 

	Track could find no room to argue. The girl who drifted before him was silly and hot and dripping with sex. He could imagine how warm her skin was, how her hair would tumble when she walked. How she would bounce... 

	Raquel was closer now, leaning into his ear, whispering. "Tawny loves to be looked at and admired. She is made for being stared out. She can have her choice of any man and many women, and she will never go to bed alone, will she?" 

	"No," Track replied in a half-moan, his cock now more agitated than ever, desperate to be touched. 

	"I have good news for you. Would you like to hear it?" 

	"Yes," Track answered, eyes glued to Tawny and that perfect body. 

	"You are Tawny." 

	"What-?" he managed, just in time for the prick of a needle to interrupt him, slipping into the skin of his neck, the sharp pressure of some substance forced into his bloodstream. The unasked question – what had been done to him – was moot. In mere seconds, he could feel a tingling pleasure radiate from his chest, snaking into his extremities and making him chuckle at the dancing feeling over his skin, beneath his skin. 

	"That's right," Raquel said, "you are Tawny. You are beautiful and so very horny, aren't you Tawny?" 

	He frowned, his swirling, tattered thoughts unable to mount a proper defense, but he was sure he was not Tawny. He was a man, not some bleached-blonde slut. 

	"N-no, not a girl," he murmured, then gasped as hands ran over his chest, fingers pinching his nipples and twisting, making his hips rise in his chair. 

	"Shhh, Tawny, if you're a very good girl, I can promise you all the pleasure you can stand. Won't that be nice?" 

	"Y-yes," he gasped, unsure of what question he was answering anymore, only that he wanted this feeling to go on. He looked into the vacant eyes of Tawny, glowing before him like a too-real ghost, a gorgeous apparition that he wanted to haunt him. 

	"Good girl, Tawny. When tawny is good, she gets to feel good." 

	And then a hand was on his cock, gripping him through the dampening boxer briefs, the wrist bending up and down to stroke him. He felt his mouth agape, his eyes rolling up in his head as the ecstasy of his cock finally being touched, brought close to his final resolution. 

	"Tawny can cum if she promises to do one thing. Do you promise to do one thing?" 

	"Yes," Track whispered, breathy through the growing climax. 

	"Tawny has to take her body pills so she can be perfect and pretty. Tawny will do that, won't she?" 

	"Yes," he moaned again, and the grip on his cock tightened and the speed of the stroking increased. In mere seconds he was throwing his head back and grunting helplessly as the most intense orgasm of his life wracked through his weakened frame. 

	He felt the sticky seed trapped in his underwear and ground his hips at the slick, hot feeling of it. 

	"Very good, Tawny. Very, very good." 

	Track moaned anew, eyes fluttering, body tingling and spent. He barely noticed he was being wheeled back to his room, placed in what served as his new bed, and giving a last, affectionate kiss on his forehead. When his eyes did open, he saw Tawny on his television screen, staring back at him like a hideous reflection of things to come. 

	 

	 

	The bra was too tight now, and Carol had to remove it entirely as the underwire cut into her skin. Whatever she had been injected with, she had to admit that the results were just as promised. Already, she was swelling and her nipples seemed to be forever tight and hard. She had never had small breasts, enough that she had never worried much about their size or proportions, but now they looked a full cup size larger, and the red lines under her now-weighty breasts told her it was far more than her imagination. Along with the size, there was a clear sensation of weight, of fullness to them, she had never possessed before. It was easier to lie on her back and let them fill without the added pull of gravity when she sat upright. She wondered if this was how all mothers felt, and closed her eyes at the blend of excitement and guilt. What she had done to Randy, what this place would do to him was her fault, she knew, but she wanted it, too. 

	She had watched, with Lindsey, as Track was given his first treatment, looking down from mirrored windows into the belly of the circular room. They watched as he was giving another round of injections and then descended into some sexual haze, only completed when he no longer denied the name Tawny. It was fascinating to watch, but Carol was more taken aback by the gleeful manner in which Lindsey looked on. Her eyes were sharp and cruel, and Carol was reminded that she was, at least, giving Randy a better option than the fate of poor Track, soon to be Tawny. 

	Linda arrived, disrupting this train of thought, with a mercifully larger bra. 

	"You're going to need this in the morning. We have Randy scheduled for his initial session this evening, then your part will begin tomorrow. How's the swelling?" 

	Carol took the bra, larger in size and built for nursing, with cups that allowed each one to be opened up for access. "They're definitely getting bigger. How long will this last?" 

	"Just through Randy's treatment. Longer, if you like, but we like to return the subjects to normalcy after the treatment has ended, and not many mothers nurse their teenage daughters." 

	"And you think-?" Carol paused, reframing the question as she accepted this new reality for her and her husband, "How soon will he start thinking he's my daughter?" 

	"Sooner than you think." 

	 

	 

	Randy's eyes were wide, dilated and crossing from the cocktail first introduced by the bracelet, allowing him to be taken without complaint to the circular training room. A further injection had made his mind pliable and introduced the viral host that would be affecting him on a genetic level. None of this was apparent to Randy, of course, he only knew he felt good, no longer as sore as he was, and the nice blonde woman was whispering to him, telling him how good he was for behaving. 

	The image that hovered in the center of the room was not the blonde bombshell that awaited Track. This figure was "normal," if such a word could be used in the Janus Institute's vocabulary. The girl was young, fresh-faced, a little thin with angular elbows and knees, but there was a blossoming quality about her that suggested she was becoming a truly stunning woman. She had an easy smile, and dimples when she wore that expression, a pointed nose that only highlighted her gracefully arched cheekbones. She was in plain denim jeans and a sweater, and you could just make out the budding breasts beneath. Her hair was a soft brown, not unlike Randy's, but long, with precise bangs and a braided ponytail highlighting the cascade down her back. 

	She looked like she could have been the poster girl for an incoming freshman's college brochure, or maybe even a catalog model for teens. 

	"So much ahead of her," Raquel was saying, low and sweet, "so many choices to make. What will she be when she grows up? What will her major be in college? What will her first time with a boy be like? All she knows is that there's time still to make those decisions." 

	Randy nodded along, captivated by the girl, the image rotating so he could see her from every angle. 

	"She has a best friend in her mother, her father gone long ago, but she doesn't feel inadequate or abandoned, because her mother is always there for her. It's nice to have someone there for you, isn't it?" 

	Randy nodded in agreement, his nerve endings wiggling beneath his skin in a not-unpleasant way. His eyes flitted and threatened to close, but he forced them wide again. 

	"It would be nice to feel that way, wouldn't it? To start all over, with a loving mother to be your friend and mentor, just like her. Wouldn't it be nice to be that kind of person?" 

	"Yes," Randy said, but his voice was a million miles away. He was here, with the girl, and they were both happy. He didn't know why he felt so good in the presence of this silent girl, but he did and he held onto that feeling. Back in his room, he had been hurting, but he was better now. Better with her. 

	"You can be, Randy. All you have to do is let go and let me help you. You can be just like her. Young and filled with expectations. Loved and adored. Would you like that?" 

	"Yes," he repeated, and it was true. "She's nice." 

	"She is nice," Raquel went on, and he could hear the smile in her voice, and pleasing her made him happier still. 

	He wanted to make people happy, to see them smile just like the girl spinning in front of him. How nice it must be, he thought, to be able to make people happy and to know that you were loved unconditionally. In all his time with the young women he'd had in his office, or in some rented room downtown, he had never felt a purity like he did with this young girl, too young to be truly sexual, but old enough to be at the cusp of such things. She was innocent, yes, that was the word he was struggling for, and it had been so very long since Randy felt anything like innocence. 

	"Her name is Nicole. Will you say her name for me?" 

	"Nicole," he said, and he giggled as his body tingled all over. Nicole was so pretty and pure. He wished he could have a piece of that purity. 

	"Very good. I want you to think of her, of that name... It suits you. And when you wake up tomorrow, you won't be able to stop thinking that name. Nicole. So pretty. Nicole. So innocent. Nicole. So you." 

	 

	 

	Track stumbled into the bathroom, unsure of the time. The clock fixed to the wall, also behind a protective steel enclosure, said that it was seven, but he didn't know if that meant in the morning or in the evening. All he knew was that his body was still hurting and he was still horny as hell, the erection that had been with him since he woke still occupying too much of his thinking. He had to figure a way out of here. Find his brother and get out before these cray bitches could do any more damage. 

	While he was plotting his escape, he mechanically opened the bottle labeled "Body" and took two pills, then did so again for the bottle called "Pain." Only after downing them with a swallow of water from his cupped hand did he realize what he'd done. 

	"Bitches fucked with my head," he said to no one, glancing through the bathroom doorway to the television screen where another in a litany of blondes was getting used by some thick-dicked guy. It only intensified his arousal, but he was looking less at the girl being entered than the ass on the guy pushing into her, the size of his member intimidating. It would never fit in.

	"The fuck is wrong with me?" he asked the empty room, cradling his head in his hands. His chest was hurting today, his nipples almost too sensitive to touch. Still, something about the feeling of his hands on his chest, even just resting them there, made his cock sing with pleasure. 

	He stared at himself in the mirror, growing lazier by the minute, enjoying the happy and di look on his face. He liked being this way, he thought, so silly and empty. It feel nice, and he liked feeling nice, and even making other people feel nice. 

	He leaned toward his reflection noting that his facial hair hadn't come in the way it normally did when he skipped a day of shaving, and that made him happy, too. Smooth, that was nice, and he gave his chest a squeeze as a reward for thinking such a good thing. 

	Finally, he staggered back to the cot where the girl on the screen was being properly plowed and he idly stroked himself, admiring the heels on the girl, whose legs were pointed at the ceiling. He looked hot, Track thought, trashy but hot, not the kind of girl he normally went for, but sometimes just being a dumb slut was sexy, too. 

	The door opened, but Randy couldn't string together the words to say anything, so he just smiled as Linda entered and crossed into the bathroom, where she checked the medicine bottles on the sink counter. Track followed her with his eyes, his hand down the front of his underwear, smiling stupidly at Linda as she moved professionally and quickly through the room. 

	"How are you feeling, Tawny?" 

	He laughed. "Not Tawny, but I feel great." He sounded like he was speaking in a tunnel, his voice echoing in his ears. Kinda weird. All tingly." 

	"Good, Tawny," Linda said, removing a phone from her pants pocket. She manipulated the screen while Track looked on, thinking Linda would look much better if she dressed in a more revealing way. It was good for a hot slut to show off her body, really let people know what they were there for. "You're scheduled for a session at three this afternoon. In the meantime, you should rest. We've supplied clothes for you, so please be dressed and ready by two-thirty. Also, you'll need to take one each of the pills labeled "Body," "Hair," and "Head." Understand, Tawny?" 

	He laughed again, but nodded through his stupor. 

	"I've laid the pills out on the counter. Just be sure to take them before you dress and I'll be back to fetch you no later than two-forty-five. Have fun, sexy," Linda said, her face parting in a grin at the last, but it looked fake, even to Track. Still, he liked making people happy, so he reminded himself to take his medicine, burning it into his foggy brain. 

	With Linda gone, now, Track returned to the images on the screen, intensifying his strokes until he thought he was almost ready to cum again. The girl on screen was hot, her surgically-enhanced lips wrapped around some new guy's rod. The way she was so hungry for it sent Track over the edge again, and he giggled as the sticky seed erupted over his fist. 

	 

	 

	The music from the videos playing on television followed Randy into sleep and back into consciousness. His mind was overflowing with beat-infused bubble gum music and he found it surprisingly enjoyable. Maybe it was because he felt generally good, despite some lingering aches. The largest effect he'd noticed was a general sense of weakness, and he found himself struggling to pull his shirt over his head and lose the plain slacks he wore to step into the shower. A speaker pumped the music from the television softly into the shower stall, but that was okay with Randy. He was still bopping along to it, starting to pick out his favorite artists and songs. 

	He paused before the bathroom mirror, surprised at the softness of his skin. Fingers moved to his face, running along his cheeks, unable to find the usual scratchiness of his five o'clock shadow. His hair, too, seemed softer and shiny, and he almost laughed at the thought, all too much like a shampoo commercial. Despite the weakness, he was happy, strangely unburdened. He knew on an intellectual level he should be frightened, but the sense of well-being that hung about him like a sweet fog drove away the fear that tried to nestle between his shoulder blades. 

	Humming along with the music, Randy cleaned himself, hissing in surprise at the sensitivity around his nipples. He tested them again and found they weren't painful, but his areolae and the flesh around them were puffy and tingling. 

	When he finished toweling off, the white towel was nearly gray with the hair from his body. He glanced into the shower and saw the drain lined with the hair from his chest, back and legs. What was left was a nearly hairless body below the neck, and rather than feel repulsed or shocked, he was pleased. It added to his sense of cleanliness, and the fresh-faced smile of Nicole from the night before. He liked that he had even a glimpse of the kind of sweetness that seemed to make up what she was. 

	He kicked away the clothes he'd fought to remove, hunting through the bureau in the main room for something new to wear. The drawers were stuffed with clothes more befitting a girl, but the satiny material his fingers rifled through made him feel more of that gentle tingle. He finally settled on the relatively masculine sweat pants in one of the drawers and a tank top that was a pale yellow color. He checked himself in the mirror again, pleased by the effect of the clothes on his newly-smooth body. His skin was creamy, and he couldn't shake the image of Nicole staring back at him. He looked nothing like her, of course, but he was chasing that same purity and felt surprisingly close to it. 

	"Randy?" 

	The voice surprised him, more that it was Carol. She had entered his room while he was focused on himself, and the smile that came with her arrival was genuine. 

	"Carol! What are you doing here? Are you okay?" 

	"I'm fine," she said, her head tilting curiously to inspect her husband. It was incredible, how such drastic changes had occurred in him already. He was hairless, for one thing, especially noticeable on his previously furry arms and legs, and even those appendages seemed slimmer, the muscles less defined. His face nearly shone with cleanliness, and his outfit was very feminine, though he seemed not to recognize it. "How do you feel?" 

	"I feel great!" he said brightly. "I didn't know what was going on at first, but I feel really happy. Actually, I'm surprised at how good I feel. I feel kinda weak though..." 

	He trailed off, and the first look of worry Carol had seen passed over his features. She had been coached on how to handle his reticence, and she immediately crossed to him and held him in her arms, surprised by how quickly he sagged into her embrace. 

	"It's okay now sweetheart," Carol cooed, keeping her voice low and loving, just the way she had been instructed. "Why don't you come sit down with me and we can talk about it?" 

	She led him easily to the bed secured to the wall, the clothes he wore and his general demeanor giving him more of a feminine appearance than she would have thought possible in such a short time. Randy clung to her, hands gripping her shoulders, his head against hers. 

	"I feel strange," he said finally, and hugged her tighter. 

	Carol's heart sank in her chest, the impression of her husband's confusion affecting her deeply, creating a sympathy she didn't know she had for his behavior. But, she had to remind himself, this isn't completely her husband. The changes in him had already begun, and this new, softer version was a result of that. 

	"You must be hungry," she said, parroting the script that Raquel had given her. "Would you like something to help?" 

	He nodded against her, rubbing his cheek against her shoulder as he nestled close. She was warm and familiar, and, for the first time since they had arrived and the first unsettling unconsciousness stole over him, Randy felt safe. 

	"Good. Lean up for me, sweetheart," she said, and Randy complied, registering surprise as his wife lifted the sweater she wore over her head and placed it beside her on the bed. He was taken aback by the size of her chest, and the complicated-looking bra she wore. 

	"You're bigger," he said, as much to himself as to her, and Carol nodded, pulling him close again, savoring the sensation of his cheek on her bare shoulder. 

	"I need you to drink for mommy, now," she said, unclasping one cup of the nursing bra and revealing her swollen, milk-filled breast. Randy shrank from her, but she held him fast, his drug-induced weakness making it impossible for him to free himself from her grasp. She moved his head against her, his lips pressed against the giving flesh of her exposed breast. Carol felt the odd pressure and release as even this subtle pressure opened her ducts and fat white droplets of milk pooled around the hardened tip of her breast. 

	Randy could feel the heat of the liquid on his face as he closed his mouth tight against it, processing the myriad of thoughts that accompanied the strange turn of events. What was going on with Carol? Why was she lactating at all? Why did she call herself mommy? And then his mouth opened, drawing in a breath, and the first taste of his wife's milk fell on his tongue. It was sweet and warm and soothing, and his tongue tingled at the feel of it. He could not have imagined the cocktail contained in his wife's milk, but the soporific effect was almost immediate, making him docile and pliable as Carol positioned his mouth fully over her teat. 

	"That's it, Nicole," she said, once his mouth had latched onto her. "Drink for mommy." 

	And he did. The sweet taste was also laced with an addictive property, making each drink of the thick cream an agent for more, an imperative to drink until he could drink no more. He settled more firmly against Carol, one hand reaching up to cup her heavy breast, suckling like a child, the milk flowing down his throat and into his belly where it radiated a soft warmth throughout his body. He drank deeply, steadily, until he was drawing only a few droplets from her breast, and then Carol moved his head to the other. As his head was moved, he looked up at her, through the valley of milk-infused cleavage, into the loving face of the woman who now fed him. The look of adoration on his face startled Carol, but also made her tingle with pure affection for her husband, or whatever her husband was becoming. 

	Randy shivered as a new supply of milk was found at his wife's full breast, and he drink with an eagerness that matched the clouding of his thoughts. He could only focus on the milk, the way it made him feel – so soft and, yes, pure – and the way Carol was cooing to him, calling him by Nicole's name, telling him how much mommy loved him. 

	He didn't know when he drifted off, only that he did so with his belly filled with his mother's milk and with her arms wrapped around him. 

	 

	 

	As ordered, Track took the pills Linda left for him, which had only intensified his mind-numbing arousal. His cock was sore with his near-constant attention, but he couldn't seem to stop himself. He took a break only to take a shower when he realized his boxer briefs were soiled by the seed he had spilled, and now each orgasm resulted in only a small drop of pearlescent semen. His dick stung in the shower when the water hit it, chafed and raw as it was. Still, it was difficult not to go for another round of pleasure when it felt so damned good. 

	He was drying his hair when he noticed the difference. It was softer, he thought, but the greater shock was that he seemed to be showing roots. It was odd since he never dyed his hair, but there, at the base of his scalp, were pale blonde roots showing against his darker hair. It was subtle, barely noticeable unless you had looked at this face and features all your life, but Track could not deny that the color of his hair seemed to be changing from the inside-out. When it occurred to him that this color was the same as Tawny's. He nearly collapsed to his knees with a wave of pleasure. 

	He thought of Tawny, of her curves and the way she was just as wanton as he seemed to be, and it took a great deal of willpower not to stroke his abused cock once more. Instead, he promised to dress himself, since Linda would be along to collect him shortly. 

	His boxers were a damp pile on the bathroom floor, reeking of the bleach-like smell of his cum, so he checked the bureau for something else to wear. As he rifled through the drawers, finding nothing befitting a man like him, he wondered if Randy was getting the same treatment. He needed to find his brother, to find a way out for them, but he had to get something on first. 

	The drawers were stocked with risqué women's things, from lacy thongs to teddies and stockings and garters, tops and skirts that advertised a hot woman's body. These were things Tawny would wear, and the realization made Track nearly buckle once more. She was so hot, it would be amazing to see her dressed in these things, to see her parading around in tight shorts or a skirt that showed off her legs and curvy ass. The clothes make the man, track thought with a giggle, and resolved to find out how it would make him feel to wear such a thing, to be the slut that Tawny was. He had never felt the urge to dress in women's clothing before, but, since that was the only option available to him, he thought he might as well abandon his shame and let his body tell him what was best. 

	Panties were, perhaps, a bit too much, but there was a pink halter top that showed off his belly, and Track slipped it on, turning in the mirror to see the flat profile instead of the exaggerated curves of Tawny's clearly fake tits. He added a pair of white shorts that hugged his hips, though they were loose in the ass. 

	"Looking good," Linda laughed from the doorway, watching Track twist and turn to examine his body in the casually slutty outfit he'd chosen for himself. 

	Track felt a flash of shame, then settled into an involuntary giggle. The thought of looking good, looking sexy, appealed to him on a deep level he did not recognize in himself. Still, Linda's admiring gaze made him cock his hip and smile back at her. 

	"Where are we going?" he asked, unusually calm at the thought of another session with the icy blonde from the night before. She had, after all, shown him Tawny. 

	"Just a little more time with Tawny. Won't that be nice?" 

	"Yes!" he said brightly, and winced as another pinprick in his wrist told him the bracelet he'd been given was active again. In no time at all, he was feeling a happy little buzz, and barely noticed that he was being led from his room and down the paneled hallway to the round room again. When they arrived, Linda paused at the door and waved him in. 

	His legs felt rubbery, and he was happy when Raquel helped him into the chair in the center. The lights dimmed and he was staring once more at the slowly rotating figure of Tawny, only now she was dressed in the same pink halter and white shorts he wore, only she filled it out far better than he ever could. Her lips were a shining, wet red, and her lips were pursed as if awaiting a kiss, or more. 

	"Welcome back, Tawny," the tall blonde whispered in his ear. "It's time for you to learn again. Tawny needs to be taught, doesn't she?" 

	Track tried to find an argument against it, but his mind had been infused with that hazy pink fog again, and his cock was already stirring once more, rubbing against the soft cotton of his shorts. 

	"Tawny needs to be pretty. She's only happy when someone is staring at her, thinking how sexy she is. You like being looked at. You love being desired. Don't you?" 

	Track nodded, eyes unfocused, though he could not escape the image of Tawny, who bent and wiggled before him, as if on a loop. 

	"Tawny is a sexy slut. She loves being turned on and feeling how good it is to cum. You love to cum, too, don't you?" 

	"Yes," Track moaned, his cock now at full mast, the raw shaft eager to be stroked once more. 

	"Tawny loves to be fucked. You love to be fucked, don't you?" 

	"Yes!" he called out, unashamedly rolling his hips in the chair. 

	"Tawny is a simple. Dumb. All she wants is to be lusted after and fucked. Shopping makes Tawny happy because it's good to find new ways to look sexy. You love being sexy, don't you?" 

	"Yes," Track repeated. It was so much easier to agree, even when a twinge of fear sparked in his subconscious. Raquel made so much sense. 

	"Tawny is you. You are Tawny. When I call you Tawny, it makes you so horny, doesn't it Tawny?" 

	"God, yes," Track insisted. He loved feeling this good. He never wanted it to stop. "Please," he begged, though he could not put to words what his need was, only that it was there and needed to be satisfied. 

	"Say your name. Say, 'I am Tawny,' and I'll give you what you need, Tawny." 

	"I-" he began and paused. What the hell was happening to him? Was he really about to tell this woman, who had captured him with help from his wife, that his name was the same as this dumb slut? 

	"Say it, Tawny, and I'll take all that worry away." 

	"I am Tawny," he managed, and another explosion of pleasure followed the prick at his wrist, followed by another piercing injection at the base of his neck. 

	The wave of pleasure that accompanied the injection caused Track's head to loll back, his eyes rolling up in his head. His body hummed with the base need to relieve his sexual frustration, the constant companion since he'd arrived here. When his eyes blinked open, he was greeted by an image of Tawny on her knees, part of her top unceremoniously pulled down to reveal one obviously fake breast, her mouth wrapped around a cock. It was like the images he'd watched on the television in his room, only this time he felt like he knew the girl, knew how much she enjoyed what she was doing and how much her need to please was tied to her need to orgasm. 

	"Go on, Tawny," Raquel's voice went on, "You can touch yourself." 

	Track needed no more invitation, and his hands found his aching erection, groaning at the first touch. His eyes locked on the girl before him, the anonymous man with his back turned away to hide his features unimportant, Track knew. All that mattered was Tawny – on her knees, sucking. 

	Raquel's hands appeared from behind him, holding a phallus that matched the size and color of the one Tawny sucked. There was only the briefest hesitation as the rubber tip of the dildo pressed against his lips, a flicker of Track's inhibitions before they were stamped down by the narcotics and influx of hormones of his injections, leaving behind a puddle of unfiltered want and confusion. The flitting worry passed and Track's mouth opened, the dildo slipping past his open lips, pressing against the roof of his mouth. 

	He watched Tawny sucking the cock placed before her, and Track did the same, stroking his member and feeling the heat of it in his hand, the thought-obliterating arousal that sent him tumbling towards his inevitable orgasm. When he came, sending looping cords of semen over his hand and into his lap, Tawny did, too. She leaned back, screaming, the sound echoing over speakers in the round room, and Track watched as the cock withdrew from her mouth, just as it did his, and sent cum splattering over her seductive features. 

	The tide of erotic bliss withdrew and left Track panting and spent, shuddering in his chair. 

	"Good girl, Tawny," Raquel whispered. "Such a good slut, Tawny. Say your name one more time for me." 

	"I am Tawny," Track gasped, and somewhere deep inside him, a tumbler turned, unlocking the essence of himself and allowing in the statuesque, uninhibited blonde he'd watched in front of him. As the three words left his mouth, they settled into the valleys of his mind and took root. 

	 

	 

	The hunger was maddening. Ever since Randy woke, he had been fighting the craving. The shame of it, the fact that he'd actually feed from his wife's breasts, had nursed like a child, was a constant, nagging itch at the base of his skull, but so was his desire to feed once more, to fill his belly on her milk. Worse, he was seeing drastic changes in himself that caused him to worry that there truly was no escape, and that feeling of hopelessness made him feel especially small. 

	When he'd examined himself in the mirror, he saw his face, but his skin was fairly glowing with health and softness. His skin was smooth, almost creamy to the touch. His hair, too, was lustrous, and growing at an accelerated rate. It looked in desperate need of a trim, clearly longer than it had been when he'd arrived with his neat style. His entire frame felt smaller, and his arms and legs looked thinner to him. Accompanying this diminishing of overall size came the sensation of weakness and vulnerability, two things Randy did not associate with himself. 

	While he was out, dreaming uneasily of his wife's lap and the nourishment of her feeding, his clothes had been taken away and replaced with clothes befitting a woman, and not an elegant one. They were the clothes of a young woman at best, even his underwear removed to be swapped with cotton panties of varying colors and patterns. Rather than wear these, Randy had gone without, finding shorts that were clearly cut for a girl's body in the way they clung to his hips and ass, but they were khaki and relatively innocuous. 

	The shirt was another matter altogether, a pale blue tee that hugged his waist. More disturbingly, he saw the swelling of his chest when he wore it, nothing drastic, but there was an obviously swelling behind his nipples that reminded him of seeing young girls just prior to their pubescent blossoming and the soft defining of breasts yet-to-be. The fact that his arms and legs, everything below the waist, was hairless and smooth made him feel even more feminine. Coupled with the fact that he seemed unable to achieve an erection, even when he manually stimulated himself, made him feel even more emasculated and weak. 

	The most terrifying part of the whole process was that he found himself wanting it in fleeting moments, forgetting himself and seeing Nichole drifting before his eyes. It disturbed him when he woke from these reveries, but even then he was unable to fully shake the feeling that he was shrinking into this other person, and part of him wanted to embrace it, to run towards the evolution of himself rather than flee. 

	When Linda knocked on his door, then entered, he was on the bed. His legs draped over the side, his arms folded across his puffy chest. 

	"Nichole?" 

	"That's not my name," he said stubbornly. "I want to see my brother, and I want to go home." 

	He sounded petulant, his voice barely reaching the level of anger. Whatever drugs they were pumping into him made it difficult for him to manufacture the rage he knew he should be feeling. 

	"You can go home soon, honey, and your mother will be back in a bit, but I need you to come with me right now. I promise it won't take long. First, you need some shoes." 

	Randy winced at this, having seen the selection at the bottom of the small wardrobe adjacent the door, and finally settled on a pair of sneakers, colored with a garish pink and white branding, but these were preferable to the ballet slippers or the low-heeled boots that zipped up the calf. 

	He followed Linda out the door, summoning his courage. He was not afraid of failure, but he found it difficult to be anything but compliant. It took all his will to make himself even contemplate disobedience, but this was exactly what Randy was focused on. As soon as he saw Linda wave her ID card over the door to open it anew and lead Randy out of the room, Randy aligned himself just behind the woman. He matched her steps for a moment, then struck. 

	He lunged forward, tackling Linda to the floor from behind, landing on top of her and squeezing a surprised "Ooof!" from the woman. He quickly found the key card in the left pocket of her business coat and leapt from his sitting position on her back, rushing down the hallway toward the door he seemed to recall leading to the lobby. If he could make it there, then to the lobby doors, he could reach the outside where, he presumed, his car was still waiting. He had no keys, but he remembered the surrounding environs, the deep woods that surrounded the Janus Institute, and he could follow the road from the edge of the woods and- 

	He gripped his wrist when it exploded in pain, and the heat of the injection point spread up his arm. He had time only to turn back to the hallway, the presumed lobby door just an arm's reach away, and saw Linda standing, facing him. In her hand, the remote device was aimed at him. He tried to call out, but his body was sinking to the carpet, the weight of him overcome by mere gravity. 

	"Naughty girl," Linda said, and then Randy heard no more. 

	 

	 

	He was strapped into the chair in the dim, round room when his eye opened, no longer free to move even his ankles. His lids were heavy still, and hard to keep open. He was fighting with all he had left. He had to keep alert, be ready to try again if the opportunity presented itself to find Track, get himself away from this place and the horrible women who held him here. 

	"You have more spirit than your brother," Raquel Benson, stepping from the shadows. The dark gray pantsuit she wore helped hide here, to make her as indistinct as a ghost against the darkness. "Would it surprise you to hear that your brother sat in that chair and simulated his first blowjob today? Inexpert, but time will take care of that." 

	"Please, no more," Randy sighed. His worst fears were confirmed. His brother was receiving similar treatment, and now Randy worried he, too, would find himself placed in some sexually compromising position at the hands of this madwoman. 

	A surprising look of concern crossed Raquel's face as she neared the chair where Randy was bound, bending at her knees until she was eye level with him. 

	"I don't want you to hurt anymore. I want you to be free and happy. Only that can never happen if you insist on trying to escape. You can fight all you want, prolong the inevitable, but you will find a new life for yourself. If you help me, it can be wonderful. You will leave here a free person, with a whole new life head of you. A good life, I hope." 

	"Trask?" he asked, thick-tongued. 

	"I'm afraid you won't be seeing him again. Not as he was. And his fate is a far more specific one. His freedom to choose was taken away from him. You can still decide for yourself. But you have to understand the choice you are making. Turning back from this is an impossibility. As you must have guessed by now, your body is undergoing changes, and they will only come more rapidly now. When you leave here, it will be as Nichole. But it doesn't have to be a struggle. Think of the chance you have. A new start completely, your old sins and mistakes erased. A mother to love you and support you. Can you not appreciate how lucky you are to have that?" 

	The words rattled in his head, bouncing off the walls of his mind like a pebble in a tin can, growing louder and louder. He saw what had happened when he ran. And Carol, he assumed, would be his mother. She had wanted kids, and the thought made him snort a bitter laugh. 

	Nichole floated in front of him, her youthful beauty and easy smile somehow a worse torture than the words of his blonde captor, something both tantalizing and inevitable about her presence. 

	Raquel disappeared behind him, and another injection at the base of his neck followed, making him wince before the effects of the mysterious serum took hold. He didn't feel tired this time, nor did he feel the fog that he had before over his thoughts. His body seemed to thrum with energy, his eyes scouring Nichole in her teenage glory, drinking in every detail from the mole at the corner of her mouth to the way her brown hair fell in a silken drape over her shoulders, the yellow headband in her hair, the way her slender fingers were clasped in her lap as she assumed a seated position, looking at him with hopeful expectation. 

	Raquel was speaking now, her words piercing his thoughts, folding into them as if they were his own. 

	"You can let go. You are free now. Free to be Nichole. Free to be young. Free to be happy. You are Nichole. You love you mother. You love school. You are kind and loving. You are Nichole. You are a teenage girl. You want to go home with your mother. You want to start your new school. You are Nichole..." 

	Randy could not stop the words from coiling around his own, strangling them and consuming them, and, after a time, he was repeating the words along with Raquel. It was so much easier that way. He felt free. 

	He was still full of nervous energy when he was led back to his room by Linda, and this time there were no thoughts of escape. He was too busy sorting out these thoughts he could not shake, the sense that he was fighting too lives that struggled to possess his body. He held onto Linda's arm, and she patted his hand as they walked, whispering reassuring words to him, but he couldn't hear over his own inner monologue. Part of him was screaming, telling him to wake up. The other part of him was sinking, timidly asserting he was Nichole and this other loud voice was wrong and needed to quiet itself. 

	He was happy to see Carol in his room, sitting at the edge of the bed. He left Linda's side and ran to her, nearly knocking her backward on the bed, wrapping his arms around her neck. 

	"Oh, sweetheart, what's wrong?" 

	He opened his mouth to speak, but again he found his thoughts competing for dominance, freezing his tongue. He wanted to tell her he was close to disappearing, to becoming something he was not, and he wanted to tell her how happy he was to see her, how grateful he was that Carol was his mother and loved him so much. 

	Before he could resolve the dilemma, Carol was lifting her shirt again, and the promise of what that foretold stilled his thoughts, and he simply sank to her chest as she opened the panel hiding away her nourishing breast, and his lips found her nipple quickly. 

	She patted his head as he began to suckle, milk coming easily and swirling in his mouth, his tongue savoring the sweet, if vaguely medicinal, flavor before he drifted into his milky haze. 

	 

	 

	The following three days for both brothers was a haze. The routine became established, and even anticipated, as the conditioning continued. 

	The first break in routine occurred for Track, who had found his constant arousal to be more frustrating since he could no longer bring his member to erection. He still rubbed it, pressing the flaccid flesh into his pelvis, swirling it with his fingers, but it only heightened his arousal rather than relieved it. Thanks to the continued mental reassignment and three-times-daily injections, he was starting to see a rounding in his hips and ass, and his chest was sensitive and delighted by his touch, especially when he squeezed his nipples. 

	He no longer worried what others might think of his wardrobe choice, which had become more daring, but not quite feminine. He preferred shorts and sweats, and tops that showed off his belly or highlighted the growing mounds on his chest, but he associated these with sexiness, not true femininity. He felt like he was emulating Tawny, though more and more he could see the blonde hair growing out from his scalp, the length surprising to him, but he loved the look of it. When he had first noticed his nails, too were growing, he imagined his fingers as Tawny's painted a bright pink along with her toenails. It was amazing how a color he had never liked became his passion, and he was rarely clothed without some item in one shade of pink or another. 

	Now that his erections had stopped, he found the sensation of panties against his skin superb, especially the thongs that nestled in his bubbling rear. Sometimes, now, he imagined he was the girl on the television screen, one of a litany of actresses impaled by an unending stream of cocks and vibrators and dildoes and even a few fists. 

	It was hard to think past the time he arrived here. He felt like he had been in business, but couldn't remember how or why. It was so much easier to take care of yourself and look pretty than to worry about boring numbers and stocks and all that stupid stuff. 

	He was plagues, at times, by the notion he had a sibling. At first he thought it was a brother, but now was certain it was a sister, younger, and they hadn't spoken or seen each other in some time. He was more concerned with partying and having fun, and his younger sister, Nikki, he thought her name was, was way smarter. She was the one going to college, not him. 

	Him? He wondered, not for the first time, if he was misremembering that, too. He was a man, he had a dick, useless as it was, but he didn't think the way he thought guys did. He liked guys. Loved them, in fact. He wished there were more (or any) around that he could flirt with and, yes, maybe even take a tumble with. He imagined his mouth around a real cock, and not just the ones that Raquel gave him during all the Tingle Time, as he thought of it. She kept saying that it would be better soon, and he hoped she was right. He needed to get fucked in a bad way, and all this useless skin between his legs was becoming a real source of anxiety. 

	Linda led him to Tingle Time, and Track spent the walk to the cavernous room judging the way Linda covered up her body like she was a nun or something instead of letting that hot shape of hers get noticed. More for him, he thought, if she wanted to hide herself away. 

	Instead of the usual training room, they passed through the lobby, where Track caught sight of a young girl who looked cute and all, but he wondered what she was doing here. There was something familiar about her, but he couldn't quite place what it was. 

	The thought was whisked away as soon as they entered a room that looked like a hospital room, complete with a table with paper draped across it. For cleaning, Track guessed, in case someone bled everywhere or something. 

	Inside, Raquel was looking all uptight as usual, but there was another girl there, one who had purple dyed hair and a black leather vest and jeans on and you could see sleeve tattoos going down her arms and Track bet she had them on her back and legs, too. There was a twinge of some memory before, something about hating tattoos, but there was no question this girl was hot, the way her tits were on display thanks to the vest, and Track thought he should get a vest just like that one, only maybe his could be pink since that color made him so happy. 

	"Good morning, Tawny, how are you?" 

	"Great!" he replied happily, chirping a little. He was always great, he thought, except that he wanted to cum so badly and he just couldn't lately. 

	Raquel and Linda always called him Tawny, which was fine with him since Tawny was so hot and they let him have more clothes the more they called him that and he answered. 

	"Good. We have a couple of things to take care of today since you've been such a good girl. We're going to have to get you to disrobe first." 

	Track frowned. "I don't have a robe." 

	Raquel smiled, but he could see frustration under the smile. She gave him that look a lot when she said something that didn't make any sense, then acted like it was Track that was the dumb one. 

	"Just take off your clothes." 

	Track didn't hesitate. He liked showing off his body. His hair was getting more blonde by the day and starting to look full and shiny. His skin was soft all over, and his hairless body was taking on some attractive padding at his hips and ass, as well as the swelling at his chest that he sometimes wished were much bigger. Like Tawny's. 

	"Very good," Raquel said, observing Track like he was an insect fixed by a pin in a display. Track liked it more when Linda looked at him, because he thought he could detect a little bit of arousal. He liked making people horny. It felt good being horny all the time, and he liked to share that. 

	"We're going to have to put you under," Raquel began, then paused and took a breath. "You're going to have to go to sleep for a little bit. But when you wake up, you're going to feel so much better. Would you like that Tawny?" 

	"I totally would!" he said, happy to play their little name game if it meant he was making someone happy. Looking good and feeling good, that's what was important. 

	"Good girl," Raquel smiled, and patted the table in the center of the room. Linda assisted in helping him lie flat on the medical table, then affixed a plastic cup over his mouth filled with tart-smelling gas. Before he could tell them how bad it smelled, he was starting to sink into that darkness he had grown all-too-familiar with. His last thought before disappearing into it was of the girl with the tattoos, and how great her tits looked and how he very much wished he had some just like hers. 

	 

	 

	While Track was learning how best not to think, parts of his brain chemically altered and closed to him completely, Randy was fighting an altogether different battle. The routine established of his daily training sessions in the room, followed by feeding from his mother, whose name was familiar to him, but it felt odd to think of her as a real person with a real first name. He'd called her "Mommy" after the third feeding, when he was swirling in the haze created by his feeding and the full, warm belly it left him with. She had hugged him tight and told him what a wonderful, special girl he was, and he had loved her in that moment in a way that he could never remember as her husband. 

	Then again, he was forgetting that, too. There were times when he seemed to go an hour or more without thinking of Randy at all, and those were his happiest moments. It was as if he had been impregnated with this other personality, this wonderful girl who just wanted to go home with her mother and live her life, and that personality was growing inside him, becoming more real by the day. 

	He would come back to himself with his head resting on his knee, painting his toenails in a shade of pale blue that Nichole liked, his fingernails already done, singing along with one of the pop songs that played incessantly at a low volume in his room. He would forget he had ever been anything else, and then he would find the harsh reminder as he rose, the shift in the flesh between his legs that no longer served any purpose other than reminding Randy that he was, or had been, a man. When he saw his refection, it was harder every day to believe that had been true. 

	His hair, always a soft brown, now seemed shinier and grew at a fast pace. It was almost to his shoulders now. His arms and legs had lost obvious muscle mass, and the weakness he'd initially felt after arriving at the Janus Institute was now part of his makeup. Along with his thinner appendages, his hips had filled out, and he was now more comfortable in a small-cupped bra than without. Once he'd made this discovery, it was easier for him to dress in clothes befitting his look. 

	The first time his mother (Carol!) had entered the room to find him in his bra and a tee shirt and jeans, ballet slippers on his feet, she'd squealed in delight. It was nice to see his mom so happy and... 

	There it was again. Nichole taking over. There was no way anyone who saw him would mistake him for a man, unless they happened to see him nude. His face was softer and more full, his lips painted with a soft pink. He was learning to do his makeup, too, thanks to some help from his mom, and he loved to lose himself in experimenting with the different colors. He had to be careful, though, with pale skin like his not to overdo it. 

	He'd gone almost an entire morning without thinking of Randy when he saw her, the girl that made him remember the bad things. He was in the lobby with his mother, scheduling a time for him to have another session with Dr. Benson. His mother was talking to the woman behind the desk while he stared around the room. His mom was always doing all the scheduling, which infuriated him sometimes, but she was the one paying for it, he guessed, so he was just taking in the sights of the high-ceilinged room when he saw Linda leading someone through the lobby to the other side of the building. 

	She was taller than Randy, with mostly-blonde hair, and she walked on heels that Randy couldn't imagine wearing. She was in pink, too, and for just a second their eyes locked, and Randy could remember all sorts of things. He remembered a brother, instead of the sister he had, the one Mom didn't like to talk about, but then he wondered if this was his sister, but what would she be doing here? 

	He meant to ask his mom about it, but the moment passed and it seemed like a door closed in his mind, blocking big chunks of his memory away. By the time his mother was done with the woman behind the counter, he'd almost forgotten about it. 

	That had been two days ago, and now he was with his mother in his room, the one he couldn't wait to leave, and his fingers were around hers. 

	"It's going to hurt for a little while. But I'll be here when you wake up." 

	"I know, Mom," he said, and felt that wave of love for his mother again. He swung his legs on the side of the bed, idly scratching his shoulder where his bra cut into the skin a little. He was still growing, and he was constantly having to shift the straps as his chest filled out. "I guess I'm just worried." 

	"About what, sweetheart?" 

	"What I'll be like after. I mean, I know I need to fix the things that are wrong with me," and his eyes unconsciously flitted to his lap, "but I'm scared, too. What if they won't like me at school after I'm done?" 

	"Oh, Nichole, they're going to love you!" 

	At that, the Randy part of him submerged, and he was just Nichole again, insecure, but bright, and eager to do what it took to get out of the Janus Institute once and for all. 

	When Linda came for him, he held his mother's hand all the way to the exam room and fell asleep, dreaming of going home. 

	 

	 

	Another week, and what a difference it makes, Nichole thought, wincing as she sat up in bed. She checked her nails, the polish chipping, and she felt the need again to get home, get back to her room, back to all her things. More importantly, back to her life. She'd been doing daily sessions with Dr. Benson, who was pretty but kind of cold. Nichole thought she might like to pursue medicine in college, but if she did she would have a way better bedside manner than Dr. Benson. 

	During these sessions, Dr. Benson had finally come clean with her about all the soreness from surgery and all the confusion when she first woke up. It had been really disorienting to open her eyes and see a mirror beside her, the bruises under her eyes and on her chin and cheekbones, the way her belly ached from within. 

	She wondered about herself a lot when she first came to, remembering some other self that had haunted her, a guy, if you could believe that, and an older one at that. She guessed it was some fantasy everyone has about what it's like to be the opposite sex for a while. Except this felt real. So real, Dr. Benson said, it had created a rift in her, a personality disorder. She didn't remember much of the details, which Dr. Benson said was good, and that she was doing better every day. 

	The weirdest part was what she'd overheard when Dr. Benson and her mom thought she was sleeping. There had been something about her hymen being intact (which, gross!) and that she didn't need milk anymore, that Nichole was all complete and the bond was there. It was incomprehensible to her, but she supposed she must be alright because both Mom and Dr. Benson were constantly telling her she'd be going home soon. 

	She rose from the bed, leaning on and tugging behind her the IV in equal measure, fumbling her way to the attached bathroom where she sat down to pee. For a second, she thought it was strange that she was sitting down for the task, but that passed quickly, leaving behind only the briefest of frowns. When she was done, she wiped and made her way back to the bed, feeling exposed by the air on her bare mons. She wished she had her underwear, but Dr. Benson had told her to leave herself exposed while she still felt the pain in her lower abdomen, which she most certainly did. 

	By the time she was settled, her mother was back in the room, fussing over the sheets and scolding her for trying to get out of bed. 

	"Mom, I'm fine. I can do it myself," Nichole sighed, exasperated by her mother's overprotective nature. Defusing her exasperation, her mother kissed Nichole's forehead and brushed her hair back from her eyes. 

	"By the time school starts, she said, you're going to be ready for a cut, I think." 

	"I was thinking of letting it grow out some," Nichole said, tilting her head to place a lock of brown hair between her fingers. 

	"I think it sounds perfect." 

	 

	 

	While Nichole was trailed by Carol on their way to the car that would take them back home, Raquel Benson was in the city, visiting the apartment the Janus Institute helped pay for. Lindsey Purcell was putting the final touches on the second bedroom, ordering the pair of AV consultants around with a pointed finger. 

	"I want to make sure the feed can be live," she said, "and if I have to get my web site guy on the phone, I will." 

	"It's fine, Miss Purcell," the larger of the two hefty gentlemen said, "We'll be ready for you to test it in an hour or so." 

	"Good," the pretty employer said, turning her attention back to Raquel. 

	"You are quite detail-oriented," Raquel said, but it was hard to hide her derision. After the work on Nichole, the new life she had created, the work with Tawny felt unsatisfying. When Nichole left, she had been optimistic and happy, a girl that would have passed for no more than sixteen. That was her age according to the new documentation Raquel helped to provide, and the Janus Institute's matriarch was looking forward to attending the young girl's gradation in a couple of years. 

	"You think is, like, okay?" the high-pitched voice called from the hallway. 

	"It's perfect for you," Lindsey replied, waving Tawny down the hallway. 

	Raquel wrinkled her nose as the bimbo passed by, displeased by the stereotype she'd created, though her client, Lindsey, was ecstatic with the results. 

	The surgery had gone better than Raquel had hoped, fitting Tawny not just with a working vagina, but also with implants that boasted enormous size as well as a natural feel to them. Her ribs had been shaved to give her a wasp-ish waist, the tendons in her feet shortened to make her feet unfit for anything other than high heels or a mincing, tip-toeing walk. The hormones and genetic therapy gave her a naturally large ass, proportional to the hefty breasts she sported, highlighted by her thin waist and appendages. 

	Her nose was shaved into a thin point, her lips full and pouting. In addition to the tribal band above the crack of her ass and the band around her upper right arm, the tattoo artist had also give her perpetually dark eyeshadow. She was, in short, the wet dream of any high school boy, and her conditioning led her to a place of true stupidity. She would rely on Lindsey or another caretaker for the rest of her life, unable to accomplish even the most basic arithmetic. 

	Tawny tugged at the V-string suit that did little to hide her large areolae and just barely covered her hard nipples. At the point where the thin pink material met, the folds of her shaven pussy were just visible, and Raquel noted that she was self-lubricating. It was a medical marvel in service of creating the perfect fucktoy. 

	"On the bed, slut," Lindsey commanded and Tawny obeyed with a giggle, crawling onto the bed with the leopard print comforter. The cameras the men set up where temporarily forgotten as they took in the sight of the sex pot on her hands and knees on the bed's surface. 

	"I will leave you to it, then," Raquel said, to Lindsey, backing away. 

	"You don't want to stay and see the fun?" the embittered wife asked, a cruel smile on her face. "You do get some of the profits after all." 

	"No, thank you. I have work to attend to. Linda will be in touch regarding the commission for Tawny's... performances." 

	"We've already gotten more than three hundred subscribers and we haven't even posted video yet. I guess the boys like the pictures they've seen so far, but wait'll they get a load of what this slut can really do." 

	Tawny giggled from the bed. "Do I get to fuck now?" 

	"Yes, honey, in just a minute." 

	"Yay!" the blonde squealed and clapped, sending her breasts into a jiggle not lost on the AV installers. 

	"Take care of her," Raquel advised and left the loft behind her, just as Tawny began a low moan. Her life would be a long line of orgasms with no memory of the provider. It hurt Raquel to think of the abuse the blonde bombshell would suffer, but there was a justice in it she supposed, just not equitable one. 

	Linda met her at the car, opening the back door for her and allowing her employer to step inside. 

	"Let's get back," Raquel said, trying to rid her thoughts of the injustices of the world. "We have work to do."
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