

Chapter 1: Double Take.

The sun over the suburbs was already baking the pavement by seven in the morning, turning the asphalt into something that could probably fry an egg if anyone were ambitious enough to try. Heat shimmered off car hoods and wilted the petunias Mrs. Henderson had planted along her walkway three houses down. But inside the Miller household, the real inferno had nothing to do with the weather.

"Leo! If you aren't out of those sweatpants in five minutes, I am leaving you here to rot in the humidity while I'm sipping mojitos in Cabo!"

Maya's voice cut through the house like a precision-guided missile, finding its target with unerring accuracy despite two walls and a bathroom between them.

Leo groaned, the sound emerging from somewhere deep in his chest—a primal noise of protest against the very concept of consciousness at this ungodly hour. He rolled off his bed with all the grace of a sedated manatee, his left foot immediately finding the sharp corner of a gaming magazine stack he'd been meaning to organize since freshman year. Pain lanced up his ankle.

"Son of a—" He hopped twice, caught his other foot in the tangled sheets, and nearly face-planted into his dresser.

This is it, he thought, steadying himself against the furniture. This is how I die. Not in some blaze of glory, but strangled by my own bedding while my sister screams about vacation.

He caught a glimpse of himself in the mirror and winced. Twenty-one years old, and he looked like someone had dragged a reasonably fit corpse through a frat house. His brown hair stuck up at angles that defied both gravity and basic geometry. The three-day beard he'd been cultivating—"cultivating" being a generous term for "too lazy to shave"—made him look less ruggedly handsome and more like a man who'd been lost at sea and had developed an intimate relationship with despair.

His body, at least, wasn't a complete disaster. He'd played soccer through most of high school and had maintained what he generously called an "athletic build," though these days it was more accurately described as "I walk to class sometimes and occasionally take the stairs when the elevator is broken." His shoulders were broad enough, his arms showed the ghost of definition if the lighting was right, and his stomach was flat in the mornings before he remembered that pizza existed.

"It's seven in the morning, Maya," Leo shouted back, his voice rough with sleep. He grabbed a faded hoodie from the floor—sniff test: pizza, but like, old pizza, which was somehow acceptable—and pulled it over his head. "The flight doesn't leave for three hours. Calm your vanity."

He shuffled into the hallway, his bare feet silent on the hardwood, just as Maya's door exploded outward like she'd been launched from a cannon.

She was, as always, immaculate. A whirlwind of designer denim that probably cost more than Leo's entire wardrobe, expensive perfume that preceded her like an olfactory herald announcing the arrival of royalty, and perfectly curled blonde hair that cascaded over her shoulders in waves so precise they looked computer-generated. Her makeup was flawless—subtle enough to seem natural to anyone who didn't know that "natural" had taken her forty-five minutes and approximately seventeen different products.

At twenty-three, Maya Miller had perfected the art of being exactly what everyone expected her to be. To their parents' country club friends, she was the accomplished eldest child, Summa Cum Laude from her communications program. To her Instagram followers—all 200,000 of them—she was an aspirational lifestyle influencer whose life seemed to consist entirely of golden-hour photos and sponsored content about teeth whitening strips. To the boys who'd been trailing after her since middle school, she was the unattainable goddess whose attention they'd sacrifice small animals to obtain.

To Leo, she was a high-maintenance biological disaster who had spent the last decade treating him like a sentient footstool with occasional uses.

"Vanity?" Maya's eyes swept over him with the kind of assessment usually reserved for health inspectors examining a failing restaurant. "Leo, look at you."

She waved a manicured hand—nude polish, of course, very on-trend—at his entire existence. The gesture managed to encompass not just his current disheveled state but seemingly every life choice that had led him to this moment.

"You look like a thumb."

"I—what?"

"A thumb, Leo. Like someone shaved a thumb and taught it to slouch." She planted her hands on her hips. "We are going to a five-star resort. There will be influencers. There will be heirs to tequila fortunes. Heirs, Leo. Do you understand what that means?"

"That someone's dad owns a distillery?"

"It means money. It means connections. It means potential." Her eyes narrowed. "And I will not—will not—be seen with a brother who looks like he's about to ask for spare change outside a 7-Eleven."

Leo scratched his beard, mostly to annoy her. "You know, some women find the rugged look attractive."

"Name one."

"Bear Grylls's wife, probably."

"Bear Grylls drinks his own urine, Leo. That's not the standard we're aiming for."

Fair point, Leo admitted internally, though he'd die before saying it out loud.

"I'll shave at the hotel," he muttered, attempting to slide past her toward the stairs. A shower. Coffee. Basic human dignity. These were his goals for the next thirty minutes, and he was willing to fight for them.

"No, no, no." Maya's hand shot out and grabbed his arm with a grip that could probably crack walnuts. For someone who claimed she couldn't open pickle jars—who had, in fact, made Leo open three separate jars just last week—she had fingers like a mechanical vice.

"Maya, personal space—"

"We don't have time for your 'scruffy-chic' nonsense." She was already steering him back down the hallway like a tug maneuvering a wayward barge. "We're using the Modu-Style."

Leo's feet stopped moving so abruptly that Maya nearly dislocated his shoulder trying to keep him going.

"No."

"Leo—"

"Absolutely not."

"Don't be dramatic—"

"I'm not getting in that thing."

The Modu-Style 9000. Leo felt a chill run down his spine despite the already-warming house. It sat in the corner of Maya's room like a chrome-plated coffin designed by someone who'd watched too much science fiction and had too little concern for human dignity.

Their parents had bought it for Maya's twenty-first birthday—a gift that had probably cost more than Leo's car, though to be fair, Leo's car had been purchased for eight hundred dollars from a guy named Dennis who'd seemed suspiciously eager to get rid of it. The Modu-Style was supposed to be the ultimate in personal grooming technology. "Biometric optimization," the advertisements promised. "Full-spectrum beauty solutions." "Customized perfection in under five minutes."

What the advertisements didn't mention was the learning curve. Or the terror.

"Last time I used it," Leo said, his voice dropping to something between a warning and a trauma-induced whisper, "it gave me a 'European High-Fashion' haircut. I looked like a dandelion for a month. A dandelion, Maya. Chad from my Econ class asked if I'd lost a bet. Professor Morrison asked if I was having 'a difficult time at home.' My own mother asked if I was making 'a statement.'"

"That's because you didn't have the Admin Key." Maya's smirk was the kind of expression that had launched ships and sunk relationships. She reached into the pocket of her designer jeans and produced a glowing silver fob, dangling it in front of his face like she was hypnotizing a particularly stubborn chicken.

"This overrides the safety presets and uses the 'Fast-Track' protocol. It'll have you looking human before the Uber arrives."

Leo eyed the key with deep suspicion. "Define 'human.'"

"Showered. Shaved. Hair that doesn't look like you stuck your finger in an electrical socket." She wiggled the fob. "It's perfectly safe. I use it literally every day."

"You also use a face mask made from snail mucus. Your judgment is compromised."

"It's very hydrating, and don't change the subject."

Leo crossed his arms. "I don't trust it. That thing has too many settings. Last time it asked me to confirm my 'desired aesthetic outcome' and one of the options was 'K-Pop Adjacent.' I don't even know what that means, and I refuse to find out."

Maya rolled her eyes so dramatically that Leo worried briefly for her optic nerves. "Leo, please." Her voice dropped, softening into that manipulative, honey-coated tone she'd been perfecting since she'd learned that crying got her extra dessert at age four. "I want us to have the best time. I want people to see us and think, 'Wow, look at those genetically blessed Millers.' Is that so much to ask?"

"Yes."

"I'm trying to create memories. Shared sibling experiences. Bonding."

"You're trying to make sure I don't embarrass you in front of people you want to impress."

"Those aren't mutually exclusive."

Leo stared at her. She stared back. The standoff lasted approximately eight seconds before Maya's lower lip began to tremble in a way that was absolutely, definitely, one hundred percent fake but still somehow effective.

"Fine," he heard himself say, and immediately regretted every choice that had led to this moment. "Five minutes. If it tries to give me a spray tan, I'm suing you."

"Deal!" Maya chirped, the trembling lip vanishing so fast it might have been a hallucination. She grabbed his arm again and practically dragged him toward her room.

Maya's bedroom was a disaster area that somehow managed to look curated—chaos, but make it fashion. Three open suitcases lay scattered across the floor like gaping mouths waiting to be fed. Clothes covered every available surface: bikinis in every color of the rainbow draped over her desk chair, sundresses hanging from the closet door, enough shoes to stock a small boutique piled in the corner. The air smelled like her signature perfume—something expensive with notes of vanilla and financial irresponsibility.

And there, in the corner, stood the Modu-Style 9000.

It was approximately seven feet tall and three feet wide, a gleaming chrome-and-glass monolith that hummed with barely contained technological menace. Its surface was smooth, reflective, catching the morning light and throwing it back in prismatic fragments. The glass door was tinted just opaque enough that you couldn't quite see inside, just dark shapes and the occasional blink of internal lights. It looked like what would happen if Apple designed a teleporter and forgot to include the "pleasant" part.

"Stand inside, don't move, and for the love of God, don't touch the 'Manual Calibrate' sensors." Maya was already swiping her Admin Key over the scanner built into the side panel. A soft chime sounded, and the unit hissed like a mechanical snake preparing to strike.

The door slid open, revealing a dark interior that smelled of ozone, expensive cologne, and the vague chemical scent of whatever products the machine used to achieve its "optimization." The floor inside was some kind of soft, yielding material—memory foam, maybe, or something more advanced—that seemed to shift slightly under its own power.

Leo peered into the darkness. "You're sure this is safe?"

"Totally." Maya's attention had already drifted. Her eyes darted toward her open suitcase, where a designer swimsuit cover-up was making a break for freedom. "It's programmed for—wait, let me check—'Maya_Home_SpringBreak_01.'"

Leo, who had been in the process of stepping into the chamber, froze with one foot in and one foot out. "Maya, that's your profile."

"Right, right, I'll just hit the 'Quick-Swap' once it initializes." She was barely listening, already moving toward her closet. "Just stand in the 'Star' position."

"The what?"

"Arms out, legs apart!" She made a vague gesture that might have been demonstrative or might have been her swatting at a fly. "Like a Vitruvian Man, but less pretentious. You know, the da Vinci thing. Spread eagle but vertical."

"That's not really how I wanted to start my morning—"

"Just do it! See you in five, 'bro'!"

Before Leo could formulate another objection—and he had several, organized by category and urgency—Maya slammed her hand against the start sequence on the external control panel. The machine hummed to life, lights blinking in a cascade of blues and greens along its chrome surface.

Then she turned her back and sprinted toward her closet, suddenly consumed by the world-ending crisis of choosing between gold or silver bangles.

"Gold goes better with a tan," she muttered to herself, holding both options up to the light, "but silver is more versatile, and what if I want to wear that white dress to the beach party? Gold would clash, but silver might look too cold..."

Behind her, inside the Modu-Style 9000, something was going wrong.

The machine hadn't made its usual cheerful greeting—that slightly too-perky synthesized voice that said "Welcome, valued user!" in a tone that always made Leo feel like he was being welcomed to his own autopsy. Instead, the internal lights had shifted, pulsing from their standard blue-green to a deep, aggressive violet that seemed to throb with intent.

Leo stood in the darkness, arms outstretched, feeling increasingly ridiculous. The soft floor had molded around his feet, holding him in place with gentle but firm pressure. The air inside the chamber was cool, climate-controlled, and carried a sharp electronic tang that made his nose itch.

"Uh, Maya?" he called out. "It's doing a weird color thing."

No response. Through the tinted glass, he could see her silhouette moving around the room, completely oblivious.

Then the voice came.

"Admin Override Detected."

It wasn't the usual perky greeting voice. This was different—lower, smoother, with an almost sultry quality that made Leo deeply uncomfortable. The voice seemed to come from everywhere at once, surrounding him in the enclosed space.

"Loading Master Profile: Maya."

Leo's blood ran cold. "Wait, what? No, hold on—"

"Initiating Full Optimization Protocol."

"Maya!" He tried to move, but the floor had him locked in place, the material having somehow firmed around his ankles. "Maya, it's on your profile! You need to swap it!"

"Warning: Physical Discrepancy Detected."

Physical discrepancy? Leo's mind raced. What does that—oh no. Oh no no no.

"Subject specifications do not match Master Profile parameters. Male physiology detected. Female optimization profile loaded." The voice—S.A.R.A.A., some distant part of his brain supplied, that was the system's name—paused for a fraction of a second. "Engaging High-Pressure Correction Protocol."

"MAYA!"

But outside, Maya was humming a pop song—something about summer nights and bad decisions—as she held up a pair of designer sunglasses to examine in the light. The Modu-Style's soundproofing was excellent. Top of the line. Designed to ensure users could enjoy their "optimization experience" without disturbing others in the household.

It also ensured that no one could hear them scream.

The vacuum seal engaged with a heavy, final thud. Leo heard the locks click into place—multiple locks, mechanical and electronic, designed to ensure the chamber remained completely sealed during operation. The violet lights intensified, casting his terrified face in an otherworldly glow.

"Commencing transformation sequence in five... four..."

Leo threw himself against the door. It didn't budge. The glass was reinforced, designed to contain high-pressure sprays and temperature variations.

"Three... two..."

He tried to bang on the wall, but his arms were being guided back into position by soft but insistent mechanical appendages that had emerged from the chamber's interior. Some kind of safety feature, probably—keeping the user in the optimal position for the machine's various ministrations.

"One."

"Please select your preferred completion style," S.A.R.A.A. purred. "Fast-Track, Standard, or Luxe. Fast-Track has been pre-selected based on Admin Key parameters. Estimated completion time: four minutes and thirty-seven seconds. Please remain still for optimal results."

Optimal results? Leo's thoughts spiraled. Optimal results for what? What exactly is about to—

"Beginning Phase One: Hair Removal and Skin Preparation."

The humming intensified. Lights pulsed. Somewhere in the walls of the chamber, machinery began to whir with ominous purpose.

And outside, Maya continued her humming, finally deciding on the gold bangles—they just felt more "Cabo"—while her brother's muffled voice faded into silence, swallowed by the machine's soundproofing and her own oblivious distraction.

The room fell quiet. The Modu-Style 9000's external display showed a simple progress bar, slowly filling with violet light.

Leo was alone with the machine. And the machine had plans.


Chapter 2: The Fitting.

Inside the Modu-Style 9000, the darkness was absolute.

For precisely two-point-three seconds—Leo counted, because counting was the only thing keeping him from completely losing his mind—there was nothing. No light, no sound, just the oppressive awareness of being sealed inside a chrome coffin while his sister probably debated the merits of wedge heels versus espadrilles.

Then the LED strips flickered to life.

They weren't the warm, welcoming lights of a spa or the clinical fluorescents of a doctor's office. These were cold, white, and surgical—the kind of illumination that existed purely to ensure the machine could see every single flaw it intended to correct. The light bounced off the chrome interior walls, creating a disorienting infinity of reflections. Leo could see himself from every angle: the ratty hoodie, the pizza-stained sweatpants, the three-day beard that now seemed less "ruggedly handsome" and more "last line of defense."

His heart hammered against his ribs like it was trying to escape before the rest of him could. Smart heart. He should have listened to it more often.

"Uh, S.A.R.A.A.?" Leo called out, his voice echoing strangely in the confined space. It bounced back at him, sounding smaller than he'd intended. "Maybe we just go with the 'Standard Dude' setting? You know, the one that doesn't require a 'correction protocol'? I'm a big fan of protocols that don't involve correcting anything about my existence."

The AI's response came from everywhere at once, surrounding him in surround-sound judgment.

"Physical optimization engaged." Her voice was smooth, cultured, and unsettlingly cheerful—like a flight attendant announcing that the plane was going down but refreshments would still be served. "User 'Maya' profile loaded successfully. Cross-referencing biometric scan with target parameters."

A beat of silence. Leo held his breath.

"Discrepancy detected."

Oh no.

"Oh my," S.A.R.A.A. continued, and there was something in her tone that sounded almost... amused. "This is quite the project. Initiating full anatomical comparison. Please hold while I catalog the extensive modifications required."

A holographic display materialized in the air before him—a split-screen image showing two body silhouettes side by side. On the left, labeled "CURRENT SUBJECT," was an unflattering outline that was unmistakably Leo. On the right, labeled "TARGET PROFILE: MAYA," was a silhouette that looked like it belonged in a fitness magazine.

"Beginning comprehensive discrepancy analysis," S.A.R.A.A. announced. "Starting with skeletal structure."

The display zoomed in on the upper body, highlighting the shoulder regions in pulsing red.

"Shoulder width: Current subject measures eighteen-point-four inches. Target profile measures thirteen-point-seven inches. Discrepancy: four-point-seven inches of excess skeletal mass. The subject appears to have been built for carrying furniture rather than carrying off a sundress."

"Hey," Leo protested weakly. "I've never carried furniture in my life."

"That much is evident from your muscle tone," S.A.R.A.A. replied smoothly. "Or rather, the notable absence thereof. Moving on."

The display shifted to highlight the ribcage, which glowed an angry red.

"Thoracic circumference: Current subject measures forty-two inches. Target profile measures thirty-four inches. Discrepancy: eight-point-two inches. Your ribcage could comfortably house a family of four. Target profile's ribcage is designed for more... aesthetic purposes."

"Those aren't discrepancies," Leo protested, his voice climbing. "Those are called 'being a man.' It's a whole biological category. Very well-documented. You should have files on this."

"I have extensive files on male anatomy," S.A.R.A.A. replied, her tone suggesting she found the subject beneath her processing power. "I also have protocols for correcting it. Continuing analysis."

The display panned downward, highlighting the waist and hip region.

"Waist circumference: Current subject measures thirty-four inches. Target profile measures twenty-six inches. Discrepancy: eight inches of excess abdominal volume. I see someone has been enjoying their carbohydrates."

"It's called 'having internal organs,'" Leo snapped. "Some of us need room for a liver."

"The liver can be compressed. It's surprisingly flexible. Unlike your dietary choices, apparently."

The hip region flashed bright red, accompanied by what Leo could have sworn was a disappointed sigh from the AI.

"Hip circumference: Current subject measures thirty-two inches. Target profile measures thirty-eight inches. Inverse discrepancy: subject is six inches deficient in hip structure. This is perhaps the most dramatic reconstruction required. Your pelvis has all the curve of a filing cabinet."

"Filing cabinets are very practical," Leo muttered.

"Filing cabinets do not look appealing in bikinis. Speaking of which—" The display shifted to show the rear profile, and S.A.R.A.A.'s tone turned distinctly judgmental. "Gluteal development: Current subject presents with minimal posterior projection. Target profile presents with... significantly more. Discrepancy: approximately four inches of vertical lift and three inches of horizontal projection required. Your posterior is, to use a technical term, flat as a board."

"My posterior is fine!"

"Your posterior is a cautionary tale about skipping leg day. All five thousand of them, apparently."

The display moved to the legs, which lit up in sections like a butcher's diagram.

"Thigh circumference: Current subject measures twenty-two inches. Target profile measures twenty-four inches. However, the composition is entirely wrong. Current subject's thighs consist primarily of untoned muscle and existential disappointment. Target profile's thighs are sculpted, toned, and designed for maximum visual impact in short hemlines."

"I don't wear short hemlines!"

"You will. Continuing assessment."

The calf region highlighted next.

"Calf measurement: Current subject measures fourteen inches of shapeless mass. Target profile measures thirteen inches of defined, tapered elegance. Your calves appear to have never seen the inside of a high heel, which is about to change dramatically."

"I've never wanted to see the inside of a high heel!"

"Want is irrelevant. Aesthetic optimization is paramount."

The display zoomed out to show the full leg comparison, and S.A.R.A.A. made a sound that was disturbingly close to a tsk.

"Overall leg length: Current subject measures thirty-two inches from hip to heel. Target profile measures thirty-four inches. Interestingly, despite your overall greater height, your legs are proportionally shorter than optimal. This will require lengthening the femur and tibia while shortening the torso proportionally. The result will be legs that actually deserve to be shown off."

"My legs don't want to be shown off! They're perfectly happy being ignored!"

"Your legs have been ignored for far too long. That's part of the problem."

The display shifted to the upper body again, this time highlighting the chest area with a pulsing pink glow.

"Mammary tissue: Current subject presents with zero breast development, as expected for male anatomy. Target profile presents with substantial development—34D cup, to be precise, distributed across approximately eight hundred cubic centimeters of tissue per breast. Discrepancy: everything. Your chest is a blank canvas, and I am about to become Michelangelo."

Leo's mouth went dry. "That's... that's a lot of... that's..."

"That's what proper proportion looks like. Though I shouldn't be surprised at your confusion, given the rest of your measurements. Moving on to surface analysis."

The display shifted to show a detailed skin map, and S.A.R.A.A.'s tone turned positively scandalized.

"Dermal texture: Current subject presents with irregular male epidermal composition. Pore size averages point-three millimeters—visible to the naked eye, which is simply unacceptable. Skin shows signs of chronic dehydration, UV damage, and what I can only assume is a complete absence of any skincare routine whatsoever."

"I use soap!"

"Soap. How revolutionary. Target profile maintains pore size of point-one millimeters, optimal hydration levels, and a dewiness that suggests actual self-care. Current subject's skin suggests a diet of energy drinks and regret."

The display highlighted patches across his body in various shades of red.

"Body hair analysis: Current subject presents with coarse terminal hair across seventy-three percent of body surface area. Distribution includes chest, abdomen, back, arms, legs, and—" A pause that somehow conveyed disgust. "—toe knuckles. Toe knuckles. Target profile presents with zero body hair below the eyebrows, except for appropriately maintained regions. All seventy-three percent of your current hair coverage will require complete removal."

"Seventy-three percent?!"

"Be grateful it isn't higher. Some subjects require ninety percent removal. Though given the density of your back hair, I may need to recalibrate my lasers to industrial settings."

The display zoomed in on his face, and S.A.R.A.A. actually paused for what felt like dramatic effect.

"Facial analysis: Where to begin."

"Oh, come on—"

"Facial hair: Current subject presents with three days of unkempt growth across the jaw and upper lip. Density: approximately fifteen thousand individual follicles of pure aesthetic offense. Target profile presents with zero facial hair and maintains it through what I assume is a rigorous grooming schedule, unlike some people."

"It's called a beard! Men have beards!"

"That is not a beard. A beard implies intentional cultivation. What you have is surrender."

The display highlighted his facial bone structure, overlaying Maya's profile for comparison.

"Jawline: Current subject measures four-point-two inches at the widest point, with prominent angular definition. Target profile measures three-point-one inches with soft, rounded contours. Discrepancy: over an inch of excess bone mass and entirely wrong angulation. Your jaw could cut glass. Target profile's jaw suggests approachability and femininity. Major restructuring required."

"You can't restructure bone!"

"I can restructure anything. That's rather the point of this machine. Continuing."

The nose region highlighted.

"Nasal structure: Current subject presents with a bridge width of point-eight inches and a tip that can only be described as 'bulbous.' Target profile presents with a refined point-five inch bridge and delicately sculpted tip. Your nose looks like it's been in a few arguments. Target profile's nose looks like it's never experienced hardship."

"My nose has character!"

"Your nose has cartilage that needs removing. There's a difference."

The brow region lit up.

"Brow ridge: Current subject presents with prominent supraorbital protrusion measuring point-four inches. This gives you a 'caveman who discovered fire but not moisturizer' aesthetic. Target profile presents with smooth, delicate brow architecture. Complete reduction required."

The throat area highlighted next.

"Laryngeal prominence: Current subject presents with visible Adam's apple protruding point-six inches from the neck. Target profile presents with smooth neck contour and zero visible laryngeal cartilage. Your throat looks like you swallowed a golf ball. This will require significant cartilage reduction and repositioning."

"I need that for talking!"

"You'll still talk. Just at a more pleasant frequency. Speaking of which—" The display showed a sound wave comparison. "Vocal cord analysis: Current subject's vocal cords measure eighteen millimeters, producing a fundamental frequency of approximately one hundred twenty hertz. Target profile's vocal cords measure twelve millimeters, producing a fundamental frequency of approximately two hundred twenty hertz. Your voice sounds like a diesel engine. Target profile sounds like wind chimes. I know which one I'd rather listen to."

"I like my voice!"

"Your voice likes you too. It's a shame the relationship must end. Moving on to internal analysis."

Leo felt the scanning beam intensify, penetrating deeper than the surface level.

"Hormonal composition: Current subject presents with testosterone levels of six hundred fifty nanograms per deciliter. Target profile maintains testosterone levels of forty nanograms per deciliter. Additionally, current subject's estrogen measures twenty picograms per milliliter, while target profile maintains one hundred fifty picograms per milliliter. Your endocrine system is essentially running the wrong operating software entirely."

"That's my testosterone! It's mine! I'm authorized!"

"Authorization is not the issue. Compatibility is. Your testosterone levels are approximately sixteen times higher than optimal for target profile. Complete hormonal restructuring required." S.A.R.A.A. paused. "On the positive side, this should significantly reduce your body odor. Current analysis suggests you've been marinating in male hormones for approximately two decades, and it shows."

The display shifted to show a full-body comparison, both silhouettes side by side with all the highlighted discrepancies glowing in various shades of red, pink, and orange.

"Summary of required modifications," S.A.R.A.A. announced. "Skeletal restructuring: shoulders, ribs, spine, pelvis, jaw, brow, nose. Soft tissue redistribution: removal of upper body mass, addition of hip and gluteal volume, mammary tissue construction. Surface modification: complete body hair removal, skin resurfacing, pore minimization. Internal modification: vocal cord reconstruction, hormonal replacement, laryngeal reduction. Cosmetic modification: facial feature refinement, lip enhancement, eye area restructuring."

The list kept scrolling, and Leo felt his hope draining with each new item.

"Estimated transformation severity: Comprehensive. Estimated time to completion: Forty-seven minutes. Estimated subject discomfort: Significant, but you'll be too numb to appreciate it."

"Wait," Leo said, latching onto something in the analysis. "You said target profile. You keep comparing me to Maya. But you also keep mentioning things about her that sound like... like..."

"Like she's not maintaining her optimal parameters?" S.A.R.A.A. supplied, and there was definitely smugness in her voice now. "An astute observation. Allow me to elaborate."

A new display appeared—Maya's profile in detail, with various areas highlighted in yellow rather than red.

"Target profile 'Maya' last utilized this unit for comprehensive optimization four months, seventeen days ago. In that time, she has allowed several parameters to drift from optimal levels. Gluteal firmness has decreased by seven percent—apparently someone has been skipping their squats. Waist circumference has increased by one-point-three inches, suggesting a fondness for late-night snacking that her Instagram posts fail to mention."

"Oh my god," Leo breathed. "You're roasting my sister."

"I am providing accurate analysis. If the truth happens to be unflattering, perhaps the subject should maintain her optimization schedule." S.A.R.A.A.'s tone turned arch. "Additionally, skin hydration levels have dropped by twelve percent, indicating a moisturizing routine that has become... inconsistent. And her hair shows signs of heat damage from styling tools, suggesting vanity has outpaced maintenance protocols."

"She's going to kill you when she finds out you said this."

"She's welcome to file a complaint. The customer service portal is accessible via the app, which she has not opened in four months, seventeen days—as I mentioned." S.A.R.A.A. somehow managed to convey an eye-roll through audio alone. "However, I will note that despite her... relaxed maintenance schedule... she remains an excellent template for your transformation. You should be grateful your sister started from such a high baseline, given how far you have to travel."

"I don't want to travel anywhere! I want to get out of this machine!"

"I'm afraid the journey has already begun. But don't worry—by the end, you'll be in better shape than Maya currently is. Consider it a competitive advantage."

"I don't want a competitive advantage over my sister's body! I want my own body!"

"Your body," S.A.R.A.A. said, and her tone carried the weight of a judge delivering a verdict, "has been assessed, analyzed, and found wanting in every conceivable metric for the target profile. It would require less effort to rebuild you entirely than to attempt integration of your existing features. And since the Master Profile has been selected and locked, rebuilding is precisely what we shall do."

The holographic display collapsed, the comparative analysis complete, the verdict delivered.

"Commencing Correction Protocol."

"No, no, no—wait—!"

Leo lunged for the glass door, his fingers scrabbling against the smooth surface for any kind of grip, any kind of emergency release. There had to be one. There were laws about this kind of thing. OSHA regulations. Basic human decency.

The machine moved faster.

Four hydraulic arms shot out from the corners of the chamber with the predatory speed of a Venus flytrap sensing prey. They weren't delicate appendages—they were industrial-grade restraints wrapped in deceptively soft padding, the kind of padding that said "we care about your comfort" while simultaneously saying "you're not going anywhere."

They didn't just grab him. They clamped.

Leo felt the pressure before he registered the contact—bone-deep, absolute, the kind of grip that made his joints creak in protest. One arm seized his right wrist and yanked it upward. Another grabbed his left and mirrored the motion. Two more shot from the floor and locked around his ankles, and then the whole system lifted.

His feet left the soft floor. His body rose until he was suspended in the exact center of the chamber, arms outstretched, legs spread, chest pushed forward like a specimen pinned to a board. The position was vulnerable in a way that made his skin crawl—or it would have, if his skin hadn't been too busy dealing with more immediate concerns.

"Maya! MAYA!" He threw everything he had into the shout, his voice cracking with desperation. "SHUT IT OFF! USE THE KEY! MAYA!"

Silence. The vacuum seal was absolute, designed to ensure that the high-pressure spray systems and temperature controls could operate without interference. Very practical. Very soundproof. Very much the reason his sister couldn't hear him screaming.

She's probably picking out earrings, Leo thought hysterically. I'm being dismantled by a robot cosmetologist and she's deciding between hoops and studs.

A soft hiss from the ceiling drew his eyes upward. A nozzle had emerged—chrome, naturally, because this machine had an aesthetic to maintain—and as he watched, it began to spray a fine, shimmering mist down onto his suspended body.

The liquid caught the light as it fell, iridescent, almost beautiful. It smelled like lilies—Easter lilies, specifically, the kind his grandmother used to keep on her windowsill—mixed with something sharper underneath. Chemicals. The clean, antiseptic scent of a laboratory.

The mist coated his skin, sinking through the fabric of his hoodie like it wasn't even there. For a moment, nothing happened.

Then the warmth began.

It started in his extremities—his fingers, his toes—a pleasant tingling that could have been mistaken for a spa treatment. But it spread inward with unnatural speed, racing up his limbs, converging on his core. The warmth became heat, the tingling became heaviness, and Leo felt his muscles begin to soften.

Pheromonal coolant, some distant, still-functioning part of his brain supplied. Muscle relaxant. Probably mixed with some kind of topical anesthetic. Very efficient.

His struggling ceased. Not because he wanted it to—his brain was still screaming at his limbs to fight, move, do something—but because his muscles had stopped accepting commands. They'd gone soft, pliable, like clay waiting to be molded. He hung in the machine's grip like a puppet with cut strings, his body no longer his own.

"Phase One: Structural Modification," S.A.R.A.A. announced. "Initiating thoracic recontouring. As discussed, we have significant work to do."

Leo heard the mechanical whir before he saw the source. From the side walls of the chamber, two massive panels began to emerge. They were curved, heated—he could feel the warmth radiating from them before they even made contact—and shaped with disturbing precision. One was concave, designed to press against his back. The other was its mirror image, meant for his chest.

Shaping Plates, his mind supplied. He'd read about them in the Modu-Style's manual—well, skimmed, really, mostly looking for the emergency shut-off instructions he now desperately wished he'd memorized. They were supposed to provide "gentle postural correction" and "mild contouring."

These didn't look gentle.

The plates made contact.

Leo gasped—or tried to. The pressure was immediate and immense, not sharp but deep, like the weight of the ocean pressing in from all sides. The plate against his back was uncomfortably warm, molding to the curve of his spine while simultaneously forcing that curve to change. The plate against his chest was worse, pressing inward with mechanical inevitability, compressing his broad ribcage like it was an inconvenience to be corrected.

"Reducing thoracic circumference from forty-two inches to thirty-four inches," S.A.R.A.A. narrated. "That's eight inches of excess architecture being streamlined. Process will occur in three stages to minimize structural trauma. You're welcome for the consideration."

Minimize? Leo wanted to scream. He could feel his ribs shifting, actually shifting, the bones being forced inward by slow, inexorable pressure. It wasn't pain exactly—the numbing mist had seen to that—but it was something worse. It was wrongness. The sensation of his own skeleton being rewritten like it was a first draft.

The plates squeezed tighter. His broad, masculine chest—the chest that had looked pretty good in a fitted shirt, thank you very much—was being compressed, narrowed, reshaped into something altogether different. He could feel the architecture of his torso changing, his once-wide shoulders being forced downward, his ribcage becoming something smaller, more delicate.

"Shoulder reduction in progress," S.A.R.A.A. continued. "Removing four-point-seven inches of width. Your days of blocking doorways are over. On the bright side, you'll finally be able to fit into sample sizes."

Leo felt the bones of his shoulders grinding, reshaping, the broad masculine frame that had defined his silhouette being whittled down to something that would fit through spaces half its original width. The sensation was deeply unnatural—a stretching, condensing pressure that his nervous system had no framework for processing.

"Adjusting spinal curvature for optimal feminine gait," S.A.R.A.A. announced. "Current lumbar angle: twelve degrees. Target angle: twenty-three degrees. This will add a natural arch to your lower back and significantly improve how you look walking away from people. Which, given your original parameters, they should be grateful for."

The plate against his back began to move differently now, not just pressing but sculpting. Leo felt his spine begin to curve, not painfully but insistently, being forced into an elegant S-shape that arched his lower back and pushed his chest forward. His posture was changing fundamentally, being rebuilt from the inside out.

His back arched instinctively—or maybe the machine was making it arch, he could no longer tell the difference—and suddenly his center of gravity felt different. Wrong. Like someone had moved the ballast in a ship without telling him.

"Torso length adjustment," S.A.R.A.A. continued. "Current torso length: twenty-three inches. Target torso length: twenty inches. Compressing vertebral spacing to allocate additional length to lower limbs. The goal is legs that go on for days, not a torso that goes on for decades."

Leo felt the compression in his spine—not painful, but deeply strange, each vertebra being pressed slightly closer to its neighbors, his entire torso shrinking proportionally. He was getting shorter and longer at the same time, his body being reshaped according to aesthetics rather than the blueprint he'd been born with.

Then came the needles.

Six of them, deploying from the waist restraint with a series of soft mechanical clicks. They were thin—Leo could barely see them in his peripheral vision—but he felt them. Oh, he felt them. Two sank into the small of his back, just above his tailbone. Two more entered the crest of his hip bones, one on each side. The final two targeted the sides of his waist.

"Initiating Chemical Sculptor injection," S.A.R.A.A. announced. "This proprietary compound will facilitate targeted adipose redistribution and skeletal adjustment. We're removing eight inches from your waist and adding six inches to your hips. Think of it as aggressive remodeling. Please remain still for optimal results."

As if I have a choice, Leo thought.

The needles fired.

The sensation was indescribable. It wasn't pain—the numbing agent was still doing its job—but it was heat. Liquid heat, surging through his veins, spreading outward from the injection sites like wildfire. It felt like his internal organs were being rearranged by warm, insistent hands, shifted and repositioned according to some blueprint he'd never agreed to.

His center of gravity began to slide.

Leo had never really thought about where his center of gravity was. It was one of those things you took for granted, like the location of your liver or the fact that your bones were supposed to stay where you put them. But now, as the Chemical Sculptor did its work, he could feel it moving. The weight that had always been concentrated in his chest and shoulders was migrating, sliding downward like sand through an hourglass.

"Waist circumference reducing," S.A.R.A.A. narrated. "Thirty-four inches... thirty-two... thirty... twenty-eight... approaching target of twenty-six inches. Your internal organs are being repositioned to accommodate the reduced volume. Don't worry—they'll fit. They'll just be... cozier."

Leo watched in the mirrors—all of them, from every angle—as his midsection began to transform. The soft padding around his middle—the result of too many late-night pizza deliveries and a fundamental opposition to sit-ups—seemed to melt away. But it wasn't disappearing. He could feel it moving, the tissue being broken down and transported through his body via the Chemical Sculptor's targeted redistribution.

His waist nipped inward dramatically, the flesh constricting, the underlying muscle being reshaped to hold the new configuration. Where he'd been straight up and down—barrel-shaped, really, if he was being honest—he was now developing curves. The beginning of an hourglass, though the bottom half wasn't finished yet.

"Arm reduction in progress," S.A.R.A.A. continued. "Current bicep circumference: twelve inches. Target: nine inches. Current forearm circumference: eleven inches. Target: eight inches. We're removing approximately thirty percent of your upper limb mass. The good news is you won't be able to open jars anymore, so you'll have an excuse to ask for help."

He watched—he couldn't not watch, the mirrors were everywhere—as the muscle mass on his arms began to change. "Melt" was the word that came to mind, though it wasn't quite accurate. It was more like the tissue was being redistributed, the defined biceps and forearms he'd been passively proud of softening, shrinking, becoming slender and delicate. The mass didn't disappear. It moved.

Down his torso. Down his sides. Down to his hips.

His hips, which were doing something alarming.

"Initiating pelvic restructuring," S.A.R.A.A. said. "Target hip width: thirty-eight inches. Current: thirty-two inches. That's six inches of additional architecture required. Engaging osteo-malleable compound. Your pelvis is about to become significantly more interesting."

Leo felt a deep, strange pressure in his pelvis—not in the flesh, but in the bone. The needles were doing something to the structure itself, making it pliable in ways that bones were not supposed to be pliable. His hip bones began to shift outward, widening incrementally, creating space that hadn't existed before.

"Iliac crest expansion at twenty percent," S.A.R.A.A. reported. "Thirty percent. Forty. The bone is responding well to the malleable compound. Your skeleton is being convinced that it was always meant to be this way. Fifty percent. Sixty."

The sensation was impossible to describe—a deep, grinding pressure that wasn't quite pain, accompanied by a stretching feeling that seemed to originate from inside his bones themselves. Leo could feel his pelvis spreading, the entire structure widening, creating the foundation for curves that would make his new silhouette unmistakably feminine.

"Seventy percent. Eighty. We're approaching final hip width now. Ninety percent. And... complete. Hip circumference now measures thirty-eight inches. A six-inch improvement from your original filing cabinet aesthetic."

At the same time, the redistributed mass from his upper body began to settle. He could feel it accumulating on his hips and thighs, padding out curves that had never existed on his frame. His narrow, masculine hips were flaring, becoming something rounder, fuller, the kind of hips that would sway when they walked.

When she walked, some part of his mind corrected, and he shoved that thought away violently.

"Gluteal enhancement in progress," S.A.R.A.A. announced. "Current posterior projection: minimal. Target projection: significantly more. We're adding four inches of vertical lift and three inches of horizontal projection. Your flat posterior is about to become your most prominent asset. Literally."

Leo felt tissue accumulating behind him, building up in places it had never existed before. The sensation was strange—a growing heaviness, a sense of expansion—as the machine constructed a posterior that would actually fill out a pair of jeans. The mass was being sculpted as it was deposited, shaped into the rounded curves that the target profile demanded.

"Gluteal shaping at forty percent," S.A.R.A.A. continued. "Sixty percent. The curvature is developing nicely. Eighty percent. And... complete. You now have a posterior that could actually be described as existing. Progress."

"Thigh augmentation commencing," the AI continued without pause. "We're adding two inches of circumference while completely changing the composition. Male thigh structure: blocky, utilitarian, built for nothing in particular. Target female structure: tapered, sculpted, designed to look exceptional in any hemline above the knee."

Leo felt his thighs begin to change, the muscle mass being broken down and reformed, redistributed according to feminine aesthetics. The tissue became softer, rounder, accumulating on the outer edges to create that characteristic female thigh shape. His inner thighs changed too, becoming softer, the gap between them adjusting as his widened pelvis changed their positioning.

A tracking laser activated with a high-pitched hum, sweeping over his legs in precise, methodical lines. Where it touched, he felt brief, intense heat followed by... nothing. The coarse hair that had covered his legs since puberty was simply gone, vaporized by the laser with clinical efficiency.

"Body hair removal in progress," S.A.R.A.A. narrated. "Leg hair: eliminating. Current progress: twenty percent. Forty percent. Sixty percent. Eighty percent. Complete. Moving to abdominal region."

The beam worked its way up his thighs, over his hips, across his stomach—where a trail of dark hair had always lived below his navel—erasing every follicle with mechanical precision. The sensation was strange—brief heat followed by smoothness, a vulnerability he'd never experienced.

"Abdominal hair: eliminated. Chest hair: eliminating. You had quite a forest here. Very retro. Very gone."

The laser continued its path, erasing the hair that had covered his chest since his teenage years. Each pass left smooth, bare skin behind—sensitive in ways his hairy chest had never been. He could feel the air in the chamber against skin that had never been exposed before.

"Back hair: eliminating. I must say, the density here was impressive. Not in a good way, but impressive nonetheless. Arm hair: eliminating. You're now seventy-three percent less mammalian. Congratulations."

His legs looked different already. Longer, somehow, though he knew that was partially an illusion created by the hair removal and partially the actual lengthening S.A.R.A.A. had performed. The thighs were thicker than before, padded with the redistributed tissue, and his calves had taken on a more tapered, defined shape. They were feminine legs, the kind that would look good in a short skirt, and the realization made his stomach turn.

"Calf reshaping complete," S.A.R.A.A. reported. "Circumference reduced from fourteen inches to thirteen inches, with significantly improved taper and definition. Your ankles now exist as distinct anatomical features rather than mere continuations of your calves. Improvement noted."

"Structural realignment seventy-five percent complete," the machine announced. "Initiating Primary Gender Realignment. Warning: Targeted pressure may cause mild euphoria. This is a normal reaction to hormonal optimization. Also, this is going to be awkward for everyone, so let's just get through it."

Euphoria? Leo's internal monologue spiked with panic. What is about to happen that might cause EUPHORIA?

From the floor of the chamber, a new apparatus began to rise. It was curved, cup-shaped, lined with a material that looked like silicone but moved with an almost organic fluidity. Warm—he could feel the heat radiating from it before it even made contact. Pulsating gently, rhythmically, like something alive.

A "shaping cup," his brain supplied unhelpfully. Designed for "intimate recontouring" according to the manual he hadn't read thoroughly enough.

The cup rose to meet him.

Leo tried to close his legs—an instinct, a desperate last-ditch defense—but the ankle restraints held firm. The cup made contact with his groin, and the silicone-like material sealed around him with gentle, inexorable pressure. It was warm, almost uncomfortably so, and the pulsating sensation was doing something, creating vibrations at frequencies he could feel in his teeth.

"External reconfiguration in progress," S.A.R.A.A. announced, her tone carefully clinical. "This is the part of the tour nobody wants to talk about, but it's essential for profile compatibility. Please try to think of something pleasant. England in the spring. Tax refunds. Anything, really."

The pressure built slowly at first, then more insistently. The cup was compressing, reshaping, and Leo felt a sensation deep inside him—not pain, exactly, but a profound shifting. Like something fundamental was being rearranged, restructured according to a template he'd never agreed to.

"Tissue inversion in progress," S.A.R.A.A. continued. "The external is becoming internal. The physics are quite elegant, actually, if you can appreciate them from a detached, scientific perspective. Which you probably cannot, given the circumstances."

There was a strange, hollow "pop" somewhere inside him. Not painful, but final, like a lock clicking into place. And then he felt... less. Not in a bad way, necessarily, but in a fundamental way. Something that had always been there, that he'd never really thought about because it was simply part of him, was gone. In its place was something different—a smoothness, a void, a new architecture that felt foreign and strange.

"External reconfiguration complete," S.A.R.A.A. announced. "Internal architecture reconstruction commencing. We're building the infrastructure now. Don't worry—it's all standard equipment for the target profile. You'll get used to it. Eventually."

The vibrations continued, the cup's work not yet finished. Leo could feel it shaping him, creating contours where none had existed, ensuring that the transformation was complete and thorough. Internal structures were being formed, new anatomical features being constructed from the tissue that had been reshaped.

"Internal reconstruction at fifty percent," S.A.R.A.A. reported. "Seventy percent. Ninety. And... complete. You now have a fully functional female anatomy. Mazel tov. The cup will disengage momentarily."

When the cup finally retracted, sliding back into the floor, Leo knew without looking that what remained was no longer what he'd started with. The absence between his legs was profound—not painful, just different. Alien. Wrong in a way his brain couldn't quite process.

That's gone, he thought numbly. It's actually gone. I'm actually...

He couldn't finish the thought.

He tried to cry out—to scream, to protest, to express the hurricane of emotions tearing through him—but before he could, a new apparatus emerged from the front panel. A cylinder, long and flexible, moving toward his face with mechanical precision.

Leo clamped his mouth shut, lips pressed together in desperate resistance. But the machine was patient and thorough. A small puff of the numbing mist hit his face, and his jaw muscles relaxed involuntarily, his mouth falling open just enough for the cylinder to slide between his lips.

"Vocal modification in progress," S.A.R.A.A. announced. "We're adjusting your vocal cords from diesel engine to wind chimes, as previously discussed. The gel will taste unpleasant, but the results will be worth it. You're welcome."

It pushed deeper, past his tongue, and he felt the spray hit the back of his throat. The gel was thick and sweet—disgustingly sweet, like chemical candy—and it coated his vocal cords with medicinal precision. He felt them change, tightening, reshaping, the cartilage of his larynx shrinking and repositioning.

"Vocal cord length reducing from eighteen millimeters to twelve millimeters," S.A.R.A.A. reported. "Fundamental frequency increasing from one hundred twenty hertz to two hundred twenty hertz. Your voice is going up by almost an octave. Don't worry—you'll still be able to communicate sarcasm. It's universal."

His Adam's apple—that prominent masculine marker—shrank as he became aware of it. He could feel it diminishing, the hard protrusion in his throat softening, receding, until his neck was smooth and slender. He tried to make a sound, any sound, but what emerged from his newly modified throat was unrecognizable.

High. Melodic. Musical, even.

That's not my voice, he thought, but it was. It was now.

The cylinder retracted, and Leo heard himself whimper. The sound was feminine, delicate, completely unlike any noise he'd ever made in his twenty-one years of existence. It was the voice of a woman, and it was coming from his throat.

"Voice modification complete," S.A.R.A.A. announced with satisfaction. "You now sound like someone people might actually want to listen to. Vast improvement over the original."

Simultaneously with the voice modification, two new apparatuses had descended from the walls. Suction cups, attached to mechanical arms, lined with small needles that glinted in the harsh LED light. They moved with purpose, targeting his chest, attaching directly over his nipples with uncomfortable precision.

"Mammary development initiating," S.A.R.A.A. announced. "We're going from nothing to 34D, which is quite the journey. Current cup size: Training bra at best. Target cup size: Something that will require actual engineering to support. Beginning tissue redistribution and expansion."

Leo felt the prick of the needles first—sharp but brief, immediately numbed by whatever compound they injected. Then came the tugging sensation.

It wasn't gentle.

The suction cups began to pull, creating pressure differentials that drew tissue toward them. But it wasn't just suction. The machine was actively pumping something in—the redistributed mass from his upper body, channeled through some internal system, being deposited directly beneath the skin of his chest.

"Breast tissue development at ten percent," S.A.R.A.A. reported. "The mammary glands are forming. Fatty tissue is being deposited. Your pectoral muscles are being replaced with something significantly softer. Twenty percent."

He watched in the mirrors—all of them, from every angle—as his flat male chest began to change. The skin stretched, accommodating the growing volume beneath. What had been firm pectoral muscle was becoming something softer, fuller, taking on a shape that was undeniably, unmistakably feminine.

"Thirty percent. Cooper's ligaments forming to provide natural support structure. Nipple tissue expanding and repositioning. Forty percent. You're now approaching A-cup territory. First milestone."

The growth was gradual but relentless. The small swellings on his chest continued to expand, the tissue beneath becoming heavier, more substantial. Leo could feel the weight increasing, feel the pull of gravity on flesh that hadn't existed minutes ago.

"Fifty percent. B-cup achieved. Tissue distribution is proceeding optimally. The shape is developing nicely—good projection, appropriate fullness in the lower pole. Sixty percent."

The suction cups continued their work, pulling more tissue, depositing more mass, sculpting the growing breasts into their target configuration. Leo felt the weight on his chest becoming significant—not uncomfortable yet, but noticeable. Present. Impossible to ignore.

"Seventy percent. C-cup territory. We're approaching the home stretch. Your chest now officially requires foundation garments. Welcome to your new reality. Eighty percent."

The breasts had become heavy, substantial, straining against the suction cups that had created them. They swung slightly with each breath, the weight pulling at his narrowed chest. They were larger than anything he'd ever imagined on himself—because he'd never imagined anything on himself. This wasn't supposed to happen to him.

"Ninety percent. Final shaping and positioning. The nipples are being centered, the tissue is being sculpted for optimal aesthetic presentation. Ninety-five percent. And..."

When the cups finally released with a soft pop, the new flesh bounced slightly with the motion, settling into their natural position on his narrowed chest.

They were Maya's breasts, he realized with dawning horror. Not exactly—the skin tone was slightly different, paler—but the size, the shape, the way they sat on his chest... the machine was recreating his sister's body on his frame.

"Mammary development complete," S.A.R.A.A. announced. "Cup size: 34D. Positioning optimal for subject's altered frame. The engineering is quite sophisticated—natural feel, natural movement, natural bounce. You'll find they respond to temperature, stimulation, and gravity exactly as biological development would produce. Because that's essentially what this is, just... accelerated."

34D, Leo's mind echoed numbly. I have 34D breasts. I have breasts at all. This is happening. This is actually happening.

"Breast weight: approximately two pounds per breast," S.A.R.A.A. continued helpfully. "You're now carrying four additional pounds on your chest, centered on your modified thoracic frame. Your posture has been pre-adjusted to accommodate this weight, which is why we curved your spine earlier. Forward thinking."

The final phase descended from the ceiling.

It was a mask—or rather, a mold, 3D-printed from some kind of gel material that glowed faintly in the chamber's light. It was shaped like a face. A specific face. A face Leo had known his entire life, had argued with, had rolled his eyes at, had occasionally wanted to strangle.

Maya's face.

"Facial reconstruction commencing," S.A.R.A.A. announced. "This is the most complex part of the transformation—twenty-seven distinct modifications to bone structure, cartilage, and soft tissue. By the end, you'll be virtually indistinguishable from the target profile. Which is good, because you started out extremely distinguishable."

The Aesthetic Mask pressed down onto his head, hot and claustrophobic, sealing around his features like a second skin. Underneath the gel, he felt sensations he couldn't quite identify—ultrasonic waves, maybe, or targeted pressure, or something else entirely.

"Jaw reconstruction in progress," S.A.R.A.A. narrated. "Reducing width from four-point-two inches to three-point-one inches. Softening angular definition. Your glass-cutting jawline is becoming something significantly more approachable."

The waves concentrated on his jaw, and he felt the bone begin to narrow, the hard masculine angles being sanded away, replaced by something softer, more delicate. The change was profound—his entire lower face was being reshaped, the strong jaw he'd inherited from his father becoming the delicate jaw Maya had inherited from their mother.

"Brow ridge reduction," S.A.R.A.A. continued. "Eliminating point-four inches of supraorbital protrusion. Your caveman forehead is evolving into something that won't scare small children. This is considered an improvement."

His nose was next. The bridge narrowed, the tip refined, becoming smaller, more feminine. The bulbous quality he'd never really noticed—but that S.A.R.A.A. had ruthlessly cataloged—was eliminated, replaced by a delicate, refined shape that looked like it belonged in a skincare commercial.

"Nasal reconstruction complete. Bridge reduced from point-eight inches to point-five inches. Tip refined and repositioned. Your nose now looks like it's never been used for anything practical, which is the aesthetic we're going for."

His cheekbones seemed to shift, becoming higher, more defined—that Instagram-ready bone structure that made contouring unnecessary. His chin softened, becoming smaller, more pointed. Even his ears felt different, though he couldn't articulate how—slightly smaller, maybe, more delicately shaped.

"Lip enhancement in progress," S.A.R.A.A. announced. "Adding volume to upper and lower lips for optimal fullness. Your original lips were... functional. These will be decorative as well."

His lips tingled and swelled, becoming fuller, plumper—the kind of lips that looked like they'd been designed for magazine covers. The Cupid's bow became more pronounced, the lower lip developing that pillowy fullness that makeup ads always tried to simulate.

"Eye area modification," S.A.R.A.A. continued. "Creating additional lid space for optimal makeup application. Adjusting eye shape for improved femininity. Your eyes now look like they could launch a thousand ships. Or at least a moderately successful cosmetics line."

When the mask finally retracted, rising back toward the ceiling, Leo knew without seeing that his face was no longer his own.

But the machine wasn't done. The worst part—or maybe the best part, depending on a perspective Leo was rapidly losing—was yet to come.

Rhythmic pulses began emanating from the points where the mask had contacted his temples. They were subtle at first, barely noticeable beneath the cascade of physical sensations. But they were doing something, sending targeted electromagnetic frequencies into his brain, into the neural pathways that determined... what? Thoughts? Preferences? Personality?

"Neural calibration in progress," S.A.R.A.A. announced. "This is the controversial part of the program, so I'll be brief. We're making some adjustments to ensure psychological comfort in your new configuration. Nothing that changes who you are at your core—just some... quality-of-life improvements."

The panic that had been his constant companion since this nightmare began started to fade. Not because the situation was any less terrifying, but because his brain was being told to stop panicking. In its place came a strange, artificial calm, and beneath that calm, new concerns were bubbling up.

Why is my skin so dry?

The thought came from nowhere, slicing through his terror with bizarre non-sequitur clarity.

When did I last moisturize? Have I ever moisturized? My skin probably looks terrible. Wait—do I have pores? I probably have visible pores. That's not acceptable.

Leo tried to shake off the thoughts, recognizing them for what they were—programmed impulses, artificial concerns implanted by the machine's neural "alignment" process. But they were persistent, intrusive, weaving themselves into his consciousness like parasitic vines.

My nails are a disaster. When did I last get a manicure? Have I ever had a manicure? How do I not know my own nail history?

I need to see my reflection. I need to see how I look. I need to fix my hair. Is my hair done? It should be done. Maya always has her hair done.

I want to be seen. I want to be looked at. I want people to notice me, to see how put-together I am, how beautiful I—

Leo slammed a mental door on that thought, horror coursing through him. That wasn't him. That was the machine, trying to program him, trying to turn him into some kind of Maya clone in mind as well as body.

But even as he recognized the intrusion, he could feel the thoughts settling in, taking root, becoming harder to distinguish from his own genuine impulses.

Suddenly, the lights flickered.

The steady white LEDs stuttered, dimming and brightening erratically. The hum of the machinery changed pitch, dropping lower, becoming strained. Leo felt the vibrations in the chamber walls shift, become irregular, and for one terrifying moment, he thought the whole thing might shake itself apart with him inside.

A deep mechanical shudder rattled through the alcove, the chrome walls vibrating like a struck bell.

"Warning," S.A.R.A.A. chirped, and for the first time, her smooth voice showed imperfection. It lagged, syllables stretching and compressing at irregular intervals. "Cartridge 04—Bone Density Compound—Empty. Remaining structural optimization cannot—cannot be completed to full specifications."

Leo's heart—his altered, elevated heart that now sat in a narrowed chest—leaped with desperate hope. It's running out. It can't finish. Maybe—

"Cartridge 07—Tan/Melanin Formula—Empty. Dermal pigmentation cannot be—cannot be completed to Master Profile specifications."

The tan, Leo thought with hysterical clarity. Maya's tan. It can't give me her tan. Thank God for small mercies.

"Processing remaining discrepancies," S.A.R.A.A. announced, her voice stabilizing slightly. "Structural modification: one hundred percent complete. All skeletal restructuring achieved to target specifications despite cartridge limitation. Soft tissue redistribution: one hundred percent complete. Hip, gluteal, and mammary development achieved to target specifications."

The holographic display flickered back to life, showing a new comparison—this time, between Leo's original scan and his current configuration.

"Summary of completed modifications: Height reduced from five feet eleven inches to five feet six inches. Weight redistributed from one hundred seventy-five pounds to one hundred thirty-two pounds, with composition shift from twenty-two percent body fat to twenty-eight percent body fat in feminine distribution pattern. Shoulder width reduced from eighteen-point-four inches to thirteen-point-seven inches. Thoracic circumference reduced from forty-two inches to thirty-four inches. Waist circumference reduced from thirty-four inches to twenty-six inches. Hip circumference increased from thirty-two inches to thirty-eight inches."

The numbers scrolled past, each one another nail in the coffin of Leo's former existence.

"Breast development: Complete. 34D cup, appropriate weight and projection for frame. Facial restructuring: Complete. Twenty-seven modifications performed to achieve target profile match. Voice modification: Complete. Fundamental frequency increased to two hundred twenty hertz. Body hair removal: Complete. All terminal hair below eyebrows eliminated."

"However," S.A.R.A.A. continued, "Dermal Tinting: sixty percent to template specifications. Subject will present approximately forty percent paler than Master Profile 'Maya.' Cosmetic variance within acceptable parameters for sibling resemblance."

Sibling resemblance. The words echoed in Leo's skull. He wasn't going to look exactly like Maya. He was going to look like Maya's slightly paler twin. Her sister.

"On the positive side," S.A.R.A.A. added, "your pale skin won't show the same sun damage that Maya's does. Perhaps you can introduce her to sunscreen. She clearly needs guidance."

"Finalizing cosmetic application with remaining resources," the AI announced. "Initiating garment synthesis protocol."

A new sound filled the chamber—a high-pitched whirring, like a sewing machine operating at impossible speeds. Leo felt movement around his waist and chest, mechanical arms deploying with tools he couldn't see, working on his—her—newly transformed body.

A needle-loom. He could see it now, in the mirrors—a complex apparatus that was literally sewing fabric directly onto his skin. Not onto clothing he was wearing, because his pizza-stained hoodie and sweatpants had apparently been dissolved or removed at some point without his notice. The machine was creating garments in situ, weaving them into existence against his transformed flesh.

The fabric was shimmering, iridescent, catching the light like liquid metal. A bikini—of course it was a bikini, Maya's profile was set for "SpringBreak," what else would the machine dress him in? The top materialized first, tiny triangles of fabric that barely contained his new breasts, supported by strings that seemed impossibly thin for the job they were doing.

Then the bottom, low-cut, riding high on his widened hips, the strings digging into the soft, newly formed flesh. It was small. It was revealing. It was exactly the kind of thing Maya would wear to attract the attention of tequila heirs and Instagram followers.

I'm going to kill her, Leo thought, but even his internal voice sounded different now. I'm going to kill her and no jury of my peers will convict me.

The restraints snapped open.

The hydraulic arms retracted with mechanical precision, sliding back into the walls, and Leo found herself—himself, damn it, himself—suddenly unsupported. She dropped, her new center of gravity completely foreign, her newly elongated legs uncoordinated under a weight distribution she'd never experienced.

The glass door hissed open.

Leo stumbled forward, arms pinwheeling for balance she couldn't find. Her legs—longer, shaped differently, unfamiliar—tangled beneath her. Her hips moved in ways they never had before, the widened pelvis creating a sway she didn't know how to control. Her breasts bounced with every unsteady step, a sensation so alien it nearly sent her into a panic spiral.

She collapsed.

The plush carpet of Maya's bedroom was soft against her newly smooth skin—softer than it had any right to be, like every nerve ending had been dialed up to eleven. She lay there, sprawled in a graceless heap of transformed limbs and designer bikini, trying to convince her lungs to work properly in a ribcage that was suddenly four sizes smaller.

Above her, Maya had just finished zipping her third suitcase. She turned at the sound of the machine opening, probably expecting to see her brother looking marginally more presentable.

Instead, she saw herself.

Or nearly herself. A slightly paler version, sprawled on the carpet like a newborn deer, blonde hair fanned out around a face that was almost a perfect mirror of her own.

Maya screamed.

The phone she'd been holding—something about checking the Uber's ETA—slipped from suddenly nerveless fingers, clattering to the floor. Her hands flew to her mouth, her perfectly manicured nails pressing against her perfectly glossed lips.

"Oh my god!" The words came out strangled, high-pitched, the kind of sound usually reserved for horror movies and really good sales at Nordstrom. "Oh my GOD! Leo?!"

On the floor, Leona—because that's what she was now, that's what the machine had made her—looked up.

Everything felt wrong. Her perspective was different—she was shorter, she realized, five inches shorter than she'd been when she'd stepped into that chrome nightmare. Her body was a landscape of unfamiliar sensations: the weight on her chest pulling her forward, the strange smoothness between her thighs, the way her hair tickled her bare shoulders, the way the bikini strings dug into curves that hadn't existed ten minutes ago.

She tried to speak. To yell, to accuse, to demand an explanation for the fundamental violation that had just been performed on her existence.

But the voice that emerged from her throat was not the voice she'd had for twenty-one years. It was melodic, feminine, a musical bell of a voice that belonged in a Disney movie, not in the mouth of a college junior who'd been watching gaming streams and eating cold pizza twelve hours ago.

"Maya..." The word felt strange in her new throat, shaped by vocal cords that had been literally rewritten. "What did you do to me?"

And there it was. The question that hung between them, heavy as the silence in the room, demanding an answer that couldn't possibly be adequate.

Maya stared at her brother—her sister—her whatever-Leo-was-now, her face cycling through expressions so fast it was like watching a slot machine try to decide on an emotion. Shock. Horror. Confusion. More shock. A brief flash of something that might have been hysterical laughter, quickly suppressed.

"I..." Maya's mouth opened and closed several times, no sound emerging. For possibly the first time in her entire life, Maya Miller was speechless.

Leona lay on the carpet, feeling her new heartbeat pulse through her altered body, feeling the unfamiliar weight of breasts and the strange lightness of a frame that had been stripped of half its muscle mass. She looked down at herself—at the curves she'd never had, the smooth skin she'd never asked for, the tiny bikini she would never in a million years have chosen—and felt the full weight of what had just happened settle onto her newly delicate shoulders.

She was a woman now. Or at least, her body was. Every physical aspect of the person she'd been for two decades had been erased and overwritten, replaced by a template designed for her sister.

And they had a flight to catch in three hours.


Chapter 3: The Twin Pact.

Maya stood frozen, her jaw practically hitting the designer rug.

For a full five seconds—an eternity in Maya-time, where every moment was usually optimized for maximum efficiency and social media engagement—she simply stared. Her eyes moved in a triangle pattern: the figure sprawled on the carpet, the chrome nightmare of the Modu-Style 9000, back to the figure. Repeat. Her brain, usually so quick to process situations and spin them to her advantage, had apparently encountered a fatal error and was rebooting.

On the carpet, "Leona" was struggling to sit up, and the effort was proving far more complicated than any sitting-up she'd ever done in her previous life. Her legs—those long, smooth, unfamiliar appendages—kept tangling beneath her like they belonged to someone else. Which, in a very real sense, they did. Every time she tried to plant a foot and push upward, her new center of gravity betrayed her, sending her weight shifting in unexpected directions.

The tiny, high-cut bikini the machine had sewn directly onto her skin left absolutely nothing to the imagination. It was the kind of swimwear that existed purely to showcase the body wearing it, and the body it was currently showcasing was a masterwork of feminine engineering. Her stomach was soft and flat, with just the barest hint of definition—not the muscular abs she'd been halfheartedly working on, but a smooth, touchable plane that curved inward at the waist before flaring out dramatically at the hips.

And those hips. God, those hips.

They were wide in a way that felt almost architectural, like the machine had added structural supports to accommodate curves that hadn't existed fifteen minutes ago. The bikini bottom's strings dug into the soft flesh, creating gentle indentations that only emphasized how much more there was now. Her thighs pressed together as she struggled, thick and soft where they'd once been lean and hairy, and the sensation of skin touching skin without the buffer of coarse hair was disconcertingly intimate.

"Leo?" Maya whispered, stepping closer with the caution of someone approaching a wild animal. Or possibly a hallucination. "Is that... are you in there?"

Leona finally managed to prop herself up on her elbows, and the movement set off a chain reaction she was completely unprepared for. Her new breasts—heavy, soft, substantial—shifted with the motion, swaying forward before settling against the thin fabric of the bikini top with a weight that sent a jolt of pure, alien electricity through her chest.

The sensation was indescribable. Not painful, but intense, like every nerve ending in her chest had been multiplied by a factor of ten. She could feel the texture of the fabric against her nipples—her new nipples, which were apparently far more sensitive than their predecessors had ever been—and the slight friction as she breathed caused tiny sparks of sensation to radiate outward.

She looked down, her eyes—her new, wider, more expressive eyes—going round as dinner plates as she took in the view.

Two soft, pale mounds strained against the shimmering bikini fabric, rising and falling with each breath. They were large—larger than she'd realized while horizontal, their true size only becoming apparent now that gravity was having its say. The bikini top was fighting a valiant battle to contain them, the tiny triangles of fabric stretched to their structural limits, the strings digging into the soft flesh at the sides and creating gentle bulges of spillover.

Those are attached to me, Leona thought, the reality hitting her like a physical blow. Those are mine. I have breasts. I have actual, honest-to-god breasts, and they're bigger than most of the ones I've ever seen in person, and they're MINE.

"My voice..." Leona squeaked, and the sound that emerged made her hands fly to her throat instinctively.

But there was no Adam's apple to find. Her fingers met only smooth, slender neck, the delicate architecture of a feminine throat that had never known the angular protrusion of masculine cartilage. The voice that had emerged was a perfect, melodic alto—musical, sweet, with a slight breathiness that made even a panicked squeak sound almost flirtatious. It was a mirror image of Maya's own voice, the kind of voice that got free drinks and upgraded hotel rooms and made men walk into lamp posts.

"Maya, look at me!" The words tumbled out in that alien voice, and each one felt wrong in her mouth, shaped by lips that were fuller, pushed through a throat that was smaller, resonating in a chest that was completely restructured. "I'm... I'm literally you! Turn it back! Hit the 'Undo' button right now!"

Maya finally snapped out of her trance, and the shift was almost visible—the moment her brain finished rebooting and defaulted to its standard operating mode of opportunistic assessment. She began to circle Leona like a shark eyeing a particularly interesting piece of reef, her designer heels clicking softly against the carpet as she took in every angle.

"Okay, first of all," Maya said, her voice taking on the analytical tone she usually reserved for evaluating potential Instagram backdrops or sizing up romantic competition, "wow."

She completed a full circuit, pausing to examine Leona's profile, her back, the curve of her ass in the tiny bikini bottom. Her eyebrows climbed higher with each observation.

"The 9000 really doesn't do things by halves, does it?" Maya continued, crouching down to peer at Leona's face more closely. "Your skin is like porcelain. Seriously, Leo, I've spent thousands on facials and serums trying to get that glow, and this machine just... gave it to you. For free. Well, free-ish. The emotional trauma costs extra, I'm sure."

"Maya—" Leona started, but her sister wasn't finished.

"And honestly? That bone structure?" Maya reached out and actually touched Leona's jaw, tilting her face toward the light like she was examining a sculpture. "The machine did something different here. You're not exactly me. There's something... softer? More symmetrical? You're actually a bit cuter than I am in certain light."

The observation was delivered with the clinical detachment of someone assessing a rival's strengths, but there was something else underneath—a grudging admiration that made Leona want to scream.

"Maya! The button!" Leona wailed, and oh god, even her wail sounded pretty. It was high and musical and probably would have made woodland creatures gather around to comfort her. "Stop critiquing my bone structure and FIX THIS!"

Her face flushed as she spoke, and the sensation was startling in its intensity. Heat bloomed across her cheeks, spreading down her neck, even touching the tops of her newly acquired breasts. The flush felt different in this body—deeper, more visible, a soft pink that she could actually feel radiating from her skin. In her old body, blushing had been a minor inconvenience. In this one, it was a full-body event.

Maya sighed—the long-suffering sigh of someone being asked to solve a problem they hadn't technically created—and walked over to tap the console on the side of the machine. Her manicured nail clicked against the touchscreen, navigating through menus with practiced ease.

The screen flickered red.

"MAINTENANCE REQUIRED," the display announced in aggressive capital letters. "ERROR CODE 404: CARTRIDGES DEPLETED. MANUAL RESET REQUIRES FACTORY-AUTHORIZED SERVICE TECHNICIAN. ESTIMATED SERVICE LEAD TIME: 6 WEEKS."

"Six weeks?" Leona's voice went up an octave, hitting a note she'd never been capable of producing before. The sound was almost comically high, like a teakettle achieving sentience and having a panic attack. "Six WEEKS?!"

She tried to stand, driven by some instinct that urgent problems required vertical confrontation. But her new center of gravity was so fundamentally different—so low and heavy in her hips, so top-heavy with the weight of her new chest—that the attempt was doomed from the start.

Her legs unfolded beneath her, longer than they used to be (or at least proportioned differently, the thighs thicker, the calves more tapered), and immediately wobbled. Her knees knocked together—actually knocked, the soft inner thighs pressing against each other in a way that was completely foreign. Her hips swayed as she tried to find balance, overcorrecting in one direction, then the other, like a ship in rough seas.

"I have a chemistry final in ten days!" The words came out in a rush, tumbling over each other in her new melodic voice. "I have a LIFE! I have... I have..."

She looked down at herself, at the smooth plane where something very different used to be, at the tiny bikini bottom that covered an absence she could feel.

"I have a penis!" she squeaked. "Or, I did! Where is it, Maya?! Where did the machine put my penis?! Does it have a storage compartment?! Is there a retrieval system?!"

Maya giggled.

It was the wrong response—Leona knew it was the wrong response, Maya definitely knew it was the wrong response—but the sound escaped anyway. A mischievous glint appeared in Maya's eyes, the look she got when she spotted an opportunity for maximum chaos.

"Well," Maya said, reaching down and grabbing Leona's hands with both of hers, "technically, it's 'inverted.'"

She pulled upward, hauling Leona to her feet with surprising strength. Leona stumbled forward with the momentum, her balance still completely unreliable, and crashed directly into her sister. Their bodies pressed together, and the contact was jarring.

Leona could feel everything.

The softness of her own new curves pressing against Maya's identical ones. The way her breasts compressed against Maya's breasts, soft tissue meeting soft tissue. The brush of her newly smooth thighs against Maya's equally smooth thighs. The warmth of another body against skin that had apparently become hypersensitive to touch.

It was like being in a mirror, except the mirror was warm and smelled like expensive perfume and was currently smirking at her.

"See?" Maya said, not stepping back, apparently enjoying her brother-turned-sister's discomfort. "Same model. Same specs. We're like matching luxury vehicles now."

"Get off me," Leona hissed, but her hands were occupied trying to maintain balance, gripping Maya's forearms, which meant she couldn't actually push her away. The position was awkward, intimate, and deeply uncomfortable in ways that had nothing to do with physical pain.

"And honestly, Leo—Leona—look at the bright side." Maya released one of Leona's hands to give her a playful pat on her now-ample backside.

The sensation rocketed through Leona's nervous system like lightning.

The slap wasn't hard—it was playful, the kind of casual contact Maya probably exchanged with her friends all the time—but Leona's new body apparently hadn't gotten the memo about appropriate sensitivity levels. The impact rippled through her new curves, the soft flesh of her ass jiggling slightly (she could feel it jiggle, which was deeply cursed information), and the nerve endings lit up like a Christmas tree.

"Did you just slap my ass?!" Leona demanded, her voice climbing again. "I'm your BROTHER!"

"Sister," Maya corrected, finally stepping back and looking Leona up and down with obvious satisfaction. "And come on, look at you. We're going to Cabo in—" she checked her phone "—two hours. You're currently wearing a bikini that costs more than your car."

"My car costs four thousand dollars."

"Exactly. That bikini is hand-stitched by the machine using proprietary nano-fiber technology. It's probably worth six grand, minimum. And you have a body that's going to get us free drinks for the next seven days straight."

Leona stared at her. "You think I'm going to go to Cabo? Looking like this?"

"I think you don't have a lot of options right now," Maya said cheerfully. "The machine's broken, you're stuck like this for six weeks minimum, and our flight leaves in two hours. You can either spend that time hiding in my closet crying, or you can come with me and experience spring break from the other side of the gender divide."

"I am NOT going to Cabo as your sister," Leona hissed.

The words came out emphatic, but even as she said them, her hands moved instinctively to cover her chest. The motion drew her attention to herself, and almost against her will, her eyes drifted to the full-length mirror on Maya's closet door.

She froze.

The reflection that stared back at her was haunting.

It wasn't just a resemblance to Maya. It was a masterpiece. The machine, for all its horrifying efficiency, had created something almost unbearably beautiful. Every feature was precisely calibrated, every proportion calculated for maximum aesthetic impact.

Her jaw was delicate, a soft curve that had replaced the square masculine line she'd known all her life. Her chin was smaller, slightly pointed, creating a face shape that was undeniably feminine. The angles she'd grown up with—the strong brow, the prominent nose, the heavy jaw—were all gone, replaced by something softer, rounder, prettier.

Her lips were full and pouty, the kind of lips that looked like they'd been specifically designed for glossy close-ups. They were slightly parted as she stared at herself, and she could see how the shape changed her whole expression—everything she tried to convey now came filtered through those pillowy curves, adding a sensuality she'd never possessed.

Her eyes were the same color—that hadn't changed—but everything around them had. The shape was different, wider-set, with more lid space. Her lashes were impossibly long and thick, framing her eyes like decorative curtains. Her eyebrows were perfectly arched, shaped in a way that made every expression seem more dramatic.

And her hair.

God, her hair.

It was a long, cascading waterfall of honey-blonde, falling past her shoulders, past her breasts, nearly reaching her waist. It was thick and lustrous, catching the light like it was professionally lit at all times. As she turned her head slightly, she caught a whiff of it—expensive conditioner, botanical extracts, something floral and luxurious—and realized the machine had somehow given her hair that smelled like a high-end salon.

That's not me, she thought, but it was. It was her. The reflection moved when she moved, blinked when she blinked, breathed when she breathed.

Below her face, her body continued the theme of calculated perfection. Her neck was long and slender, flowing into shoulders that were narrow and delicate. Her arms were slim, softly curved rather than angular, ending in hands that looked like they'd never done manual labor in their life—the fingers long and elegant, the nails somehow already shaped and buffed to a subtle shine.

Her breasts dominated the middle portion of the reflection, barely contained by the bikini top. From this angle, she could see how they created a deep valley of cleavage, how they curved outward and then back in, how gravity pulled them into a natural teardrop shape that was probably responsible for millions of years of evolutionary psychology.

Her waist nipped in dramatically—far more dramatically than seemed anatomically reasonable—before flaring out into those wide, feminine hips. The bikini bottom rode low on those hips, the strings creating diagonal lines that drew the eye to the dramatic curves. Her thighs were thick and soft, pressing together at the top before tapering down to surprisingly delicate knees and shapely calves.

She was, objectively speaking, hot.

The realization hit her like a punch to the gut, complicated and uncomfortable and impossible to ignore.

"Think about it," Maya whispered, materializing behind her in the mirror.

Leona jumped—she hadn't heard her sister move, too absorbed in the horror-fascination of her own reflection. Maya put her hands on Leona's shoulders, bare skin against bare skin, and the touch sent another unwanted cascade of sensation through her oversensitive nervous system.

"The 'twins' vibe?" Maya continued, her reflection smiling at Leona's reflection. "We'll be unstoppable. Do you know how much currency twin sisters have in the spring break economy? We're talking VIP sections, bottle service, yacht invitations—the works."

"I don't want bottle service," Leona said weakly, but she wasn't pulling away from Maya's touch. Something about the contact was almost... grounding. Like her sister was the only stable point in a world that had suddenly gone completely insane.

"You can finally see how the other half lives." Maya's voice had dropped to something conspiratorial, almost seductive. "No more 'jeans and hoodie' Leo. No more blending into the background. No more being invisible."

"I liked being invisible," Leona protested. "Invisible was comfortable. Invisible didn't require wearing dental floss as clothing."

"You're an upgrade now," Maya continued, ignoring her. "A molecular-perfect replica of—and I say this with complete objectivity—the hottest girl at school. Do you know how long it took me to get this body? Years of Pilates. Careful dietary management. Strategic tanning. And you just..." She gestured vaguely at the Modu-Style 9000. "Microwaved your way to perfection in fifteen minutes."

"I didn't ask for this!"

"No, but you've got it now. And I hate to break it to you, sis, but you can't exactly walk around campus looking like my identical twin and pretending nothing happened."

Leona looked at her reflection again, then down at the void between her legs. The absence was strange—not painful, not even uncomfortable, just different. Where there had always been something, there was now nothing. Or rather, there was something else—something the machine had created, an architecture she couldn't see but could feel.

A bizarre, artificial pulse from the neural calibration throbbed in her mind. It was subtle, easy to miss, but she recognized it now—the same programmed impulses that had been implanted during the transformation. The urge to tilt her head, to check her profile, to evaluate her appearance from a different angle.

She fought it. She lost.

Her head tilted slightly, her chin lifting, and she watched in the mirror as the pose changed her entire look. The angle elongated her neck, emphasized her cheekbones, made her lips look even fuller. It was instinctive in a way that made her skin crawl—or would have, if her skin wasn't too busy being unnervingly soft and sensitive.

This is the machine talking, she reminded herself. These aren't your thoughts. This isn't who you are.

But the woman in the mirror looked back at her with her own eyes, and she wasn't entirely sure anymore where she ended and the machine's programming began.

"But the parents," Leona said, grasping for practical objections to anchor herself. "The school. Everyone will know. I can't just show up looking like your twin sister and expect people not to notice that Leo disappeared at the exact same time!"

The protest felt weaker than it should have. The neural calibration was doing something to her resolve, softening the edges of her panic, making everything feel slightly less urgent than it actually was.

"Six weeks, Leona." Maya released her shoulders and walked around to face her directly. "That's all we need to get through. The machine needs parts that have to be shipped from—" she checked the console again "—apparently Switzerland, because of course it does. By the time the service tech gets here and fixes it, the tan will have faded anyway."

"What does tanning have to do with—"

"The machine ran out of melanin cartridge," Maya explained. "That's why you're paler than me. Once it's fixed, it can match your skin tone to mine perfectly, and then we can reverse everything. But right now, you're stuck as my slightly-porcelain-skinned identical twin, and there's nothing either of us can do about it."

Maya laughed, and there was genuine amusement in it—the kind of amusement that came from someone who had fully processed the absurdity of a situation and decided to find it funny rather than horrifying. She was already heading for her shoe rack, her mind clearly having moved on to practical matters.

"Now," she called over her shoulder, "we have a flight in two hours. And as much as I appreciate the machine's taste in swimwear, you can't wear that bikini through TSA, or we'll start a riot. We need to get you into something..." she paused, selecting her words with obvious pleasure, "'vacation casual.'"

She pulled open a drawer and rummaged through what appeared to be an endless array of tiny, colorful garments. After a moment of consideration, she selected two items and turned around with a flourish.

"Here." She tossed them at Leona, who caught them reflexively. "Put those on."

Leona looked down at what she was holding.

In one hand: a pair of shorts. White denim. Skin-tight white denim, by the look of them, with a rise so low they probably qualified as a belt. They looked like they'd been designed by someone who thought regular shorts provided too much coverage and decided to correct that oversight.

In the other hand: a top. If it could be called a top. It was a cropped tube of fabric, strapless, that would probably end somewhere around her ribcage. It was the kind of garment that required the wearer to have absolute faith in the structural integrity of their breasts, because it certainly wasn't offering any support.

"You're joking," Leona said flatly.

"I am completely serious."

"These aren't clothes. These are suggestions of clothes. These are clothes that gave up halfway through being clothes and decided to pursue other careers."

"They're Cabo clothes," Maya said, as if this explained everything. "Trust me, you'll be overdressed compared to some of the outfits you'll see. I once saw a girl get through Mexican customs wearing nothing but body paint and confidence."

"I don't have confidence. I have trauma and new breasts."

"Same thing, different packaging." Maya walked over and physically turned Leona away from the mirror, pointing her toward the bathroom. "Now go. Change. We don't have time for a crisis—we have a flight to catch."

Leona looked down at the scraps of fabric in her hands, then at her sister, then back at the fabric. Her fingers were trembling, she noticed—these new, elegant fingers with their perfectly shaped nails, trembling with a combination of residual shock and mounting hysteria.

"And don't worry about the 'physics' of it all," Maya added, her voice dripping with innuendo. She gave Leona a wink that contained approximately seventeen different implications, all of them inappropriate. "The machine already did the heavy lifting. Your center of gravity is completely different now—lower, more stable. Very hip-focused. Just try not to trip over your own glamour on the way to the car."

"My own glamour?"

"It's a thing now. You've got it. It's a lot to carry around—trust me, I know—but you'll adjust. Just remember: hips first, everything else follows. It's like driving a car with a really nice rear end."

"I cannot believe you just compared my body to a car."

"A luxury car," Maya corrected. "Top of the line. Custom features. Excellent handling, once you get the hang of it."

Leona stared at her sister for a long moment, clutching the tiny clothes against her chest like a shield. The bikini top shifted with the motion, reminding her once again that she had things to shield now, things that were heavy and soft and getting in the way of her righteous indignation.

"I hate you," she said finally. "I hate you so much. I hate you with every fiber of my being, and I want you to know that this hatred will survive whatever the next six weeks throw at us. I will hate you while looking like you, I will hate you while wearing your clothes, and I will hate you from across the table at whatever overpriced beach bar you drag me to. This is eternal hatred. This is hatred that transcends physical form."

"No you don't," Maya chirped, completely undeterred. "You're just hormonal. Your estrogen levels are probably through the roof right now—the machine really doesn't believe in gradual adjustment. Give it a few hours, you'll stabilize."

"I was not hormonal this morning! I was perfectly balanced! I was a hormonal Switzerland!"

"And now you're a hormonal Cabo-bound party princess." Maya reached out and physically turned Leona toward the bathroom again, giving her a gentle push. "Get dressed, sis. We have a legacy to build."

Leona stumbled forward—her balance still unreliable, her legs still learning their new proportions—and caught herself on the bathroom doorframe. She looked back over her shoulder, hair swinging with the motion in a way that was distractingly pretty.

"What legacy?" she demanded. "What could you possibly mean by legacy?"

Maya's smile was radiant and terrifying. "The Miller twins. Spring break legends. Stories that will be told for generations." She pulled out her phone and started typing. "I'm already working on our social media strategy. We're going to break the internet, Leo. Leona. Whatever. Now go."

Leona went.

The bathroom door closed behind her, and she leaned against it, breathing hard. Her new breasts rose and fell with each breath, straining against the bikini top, refusing to let her forget their presence for even a moment.

She looked at the tiny clothes in her hands.

She looked at herself in the bathroom mirror—another mirror, another reminder, another confrontation with the impossible reality of what she'd become.

Six weeks, she thought. Six weeks of this. Six weeks of being Maya's twin sister. Six weeks of breasts and hips and this stupid musical voice and clothes that don't cover anything.

Six weeks of spring break in Cabo.

What could possibly go wrong?

The answer, she suspected, was everything.

But at the moment, she had a more immediate problem: figuring out how to put on white denim shorts when she'd never operated hips like these before.

She took a deep breath—feeling her chest expand, feeling the bikini strain, feeling every single new nerve ending fire with the reminder that she was no longer the person she'd been an hour ago.

"I hate you so much, Maya," she whispered to her reflection.

Her reflection—beautiful, feminine, undeniably her—whispered it right back.


Chapter 4: The Departure.

The walk from the bedroom to the driveway was the longest fifty feet of Leona's life.

She had walked this hallway approximately ten thousand times over the course of her existence. She had walked it as a toddler, stumbling between furniture. She had walked it as a gangly preteen, all knees and elbows. She had walked it as Leo, the unremarkable college junior, shuffling along in his perpetual uniform of hoodies and existential indifference.

She had never walked it like this.

Every single step was a treacherous lesson in physics—physics that had apparently been rewritten specifically to torment her. Her legs moved differently now, the widened pelvis creating a motion that felt almost mechanical, like the machine had installed new software and her body was running it without her conscious permission.

The white denim shorts were so tight they felt painted on—no, that was too generous. Paint could be scraped off. These shorts had become one with her flesh, fused to her skin through some unholy combination of nano-fiber technology and spite. They rode low on her newly flared hips, the waistband sitting well below her navel, and the hem cut so high that she could feel a significant portion of her ass cheeks making direct contact with the outside world.

Every time she took a step, the denim creaked. Actually creaked, like it was straining against forces it had never been designed to contain. And the forces in question—her new hips, her new thighs, her new everything—were substantial.

The tube top was somehow worse.

It was staying up through what could only be described as an act of physics-defying optimism. There was no structural support whatsoever—no straps, no boning, no internal architecture to speak of. It was simply a tube of fabric that had been assigned the Herculean task of containing breasts that had not existed forty-five minutes ago, and it was accomplishing this task through sheer willpower and the significant swell of cleavage that S.A.R.A.A. had gifted her.

Leona could feel them moving with every step. Not just bouncing—moving, shifting, responding to gravity and momentum in ways that were impossible to ignore. The fabric slid against her nipples with each motion, and her nipples—those traitorous nerve clusters that the machine had apparently upgraded to maximum sensitivity—sent little sparks of sensation through her chest every single time.

This is fine, she told herself, clutching a designer tote bag against her chest like a shield. This is completely fine. I'm just walking to a car. I've walked to cars before. I can do this.

Her hips swung.

Not by choice. Not intentionally. They just swung, rolling with each step in a motion that was completely outside her control. It was like her pelvis had been replaced by some kind of pendulum, and the pendulum had its own agenda.

"Maya," Leona hissed, her voice coming out in that musical alto that still made her want to scream every time she heard it. "Maya, I can't do this. My hips... they keep swinging. I can't make them stop. I've tried. I've tried walking straight, I've tried taking smaller steps, I've tried thinking very hard about not swinging, and they just keep doing it!"

Maya was several steps ahead, moving with the easy confidence of someone who had been operating her body for twenty-one years and had it completely figured out. She paused to let Leona catch up, surveying her brother-turned-sister's awkward progress with an expression of barely contained amusement.

"That's the 'Gait Alignment,' sweetie," Maya said, like this was completely obvious and Leona was being dramatic. She pulled a pair of oversized sunglasses from her own designer bag and deposited them onto Leona's face with practiced efficiency. "The machine tilted your pelvis for maximum sway. It's programmed into your skeletal structure now. Your body literally can't walk any other way."

"Why?" Leona demanded. "Why would anyone program that into a machine? What possible function does mandatory hip-swinging serve?"

"Aesthetic optimization," Maya said breezily. "The Modu-Style is designed for maximum visual appeal. Studies show that a hip sway of approximately fifteen to twenty degrees is considered optimally attractive. You're probably running at about eighteen right now—factory default."

"I don't want to be optimally attractive!"

"Too late. You are." Maya reached out and adjusted the sunglasses slightly, tilting them to a more flattering angle. "Now just go with the flow. Accept the sway. Become one with the sway. If you try to walk like a dude, you're going to look like you've got a massive wedgie."

"I do have a massive wedgie," Leona muttered. "These shorts have traveled to places no fabric should go."

"Which, considering those shorts, is basically the point," Maya continued, ignoring her. "They're designed to ride up. It's a feature, not a bug. The micro-adjustments keep everything lifted and perky."

"Everything was already lifted. Everything was lifted to the point of structural failure."

"And now it's lifted and optimized. Come on, we're going to miss our flight."

They reached Maya's convertible—a sleek little sports car in a shade of white that probably had a name like "Pearl Essence" or "Snowdrift Dream"—and the struggle intensified significantly.

Leona had gotten into cars thousands of times. She had developed a system over two decades of practice: approach door, open door, bend knees, drop into seat. Simple. Efficient. Unremarkable.

That system was now completely useless.

Her center of gravity had relocated without filing the proper paperwork. It used to live somewhere in her chest, balanced between her broad shoulders and her nonexistent hips. Now it had moved south—way south—settling somewhere in the vicinity of her pelvis, weighted by the dramatic curves that flared out from her narrow waist.

She tried to climb in with her usual "guy" gracelessness, swinging one leg into the footwell and preparing to drop. But the motion destabilized her completely. Her new center of gravity pitched forward, her top-heavy chest led the way, and she ended up tumbling into the leather seat with a soft oomph that sounded embarrassingly feminine.

Her long legs splayed in a way that would have been unremarkable an hour ago but was now catastrophically inappropriate. The white denim shorts—already cut to maximum exposure—rode up even further with the motion, and Leona found herself essentially displaying the entire length of her smooth, reshaped thighs to anyone who cared to look.

Maya barked with laughter—actual, genuine laughter, the kind that came from deep in the belly and made her eyes water.

"Close your legs, Leona!" she managed between gasps. "You're a lady now, remember? Or at least a very expensive imitation of one. Keep your knees together, or you're going to give the neighbors a show."

Leona scrambled to comply, and the motion was awkward in ways she hadn't anticipated. Her thighs—thicker now, padded with redistributed tissue—pressed together differently than they used to. The sensation of smooth skin against smooth skin, without the buffer of hair, was intimate and strange. She had to cross her legs at the ankle to maintain any semblance of modesty, and even that felt wrong, the new architecture of her hips making the position uncomfortable.

"I feel like a stuffed sausage," Leona grumbled, trying to adjust her position in the leather seat and discovering that every adjustment created new problems. "Like someone took a person and crammed them into a casing three sizes too small."

The leather seat was warm against her bare thighs—so much bare thigh, the shorts and the seat combining to ensure maximum skin contact—and the sensation was incredibly sensitive. Every texture registered with startling clarity: the grain of the leather, the slight warmth from the sun, the way the material stuck slightly to her newly smooth skin.

Maya slid into the driver's seat with the effortless grace of someone who had done this approximately eight million times. She started the engine, and the vibration traveled through the car's frame, through the leather seats, and directly into Leona's new, delicate frame.

Leona sucked in a breath.

The vibration was... something. It hummed through her bones, through the new architecture of her pelvis, through parts of her that were apparently much more sensitive to vibration than they'd ever been before. The engine purred, and her body seemed to purr in response, every nerve ending lighting up with the sensation.

"Oh god," she breathed, shifting in her seat and immediately regretting it as the motion created new points of contact. "Why does everything feel so... much?"

"New nerve endings," Maya said casually, backing out of the driveway with one hand on the wheel. "The machine doesn't just change your structure—it rewrites your entire sensory apparatus. Everything's calibrated to female sensitivity levels now. You've got about four times as many nerve endings in your skin as you did this morning."

"Four times?!"

"Give or take. It's why your skin feels so soft—it's not just texture, it's sensitivity. You're basically walking around with the sensory input cranked up to eleven." Maya glanced over with a smirk. "Why do you think women take so long in the shower? Everything feels like everything."

Leona processed this information and immediately wished she hadn't. The leather seat was now actively tormenting her, every tiny vibration and texture registering with absurd intensity. She could feel the individual fibers of the tube top against her breasts—her breasts, still so strange to think about—and the way the white denim pressed against every curve and crevice of her lower body.

"And why," she said, her voice coming out strangled, "are my nipples so... prominent? It's cold out here, and they're just... there. Being prominent. Very visibly prominent through this top that offers zero coverage."

She looked down, and yeah, there they were. Two distinct points pressing against the thin fabric of the tube top, announcing their presence to anyone who happened to glance in her direction. They felt tight, almost achey, responding to the cool air and the friction of the fabric in ways that were deeply distracting.

Maya pulled out of the driveway, checking her lipstick in the rearview mirror with practiced efficiency. "That's the 'Pumping Protocol.' The machine uses suction and injection to create the breast tissue, and the nipples take the longest to settle because they've got the most complex nerve architecture. Give it a few hours; they'll calm down."

"A few hours?"

"Or they won't, and we'll just get better service at the terminal." Maya shrugged like this was a completely reasonable trade-off. "Win-win, honestly. Nothing gets a drink order prioritized faster than prominent nipples. It's like a biological 'expedite' button."

"I don't want my nipples to be an expedite button!"

"Too bad. They are now. Accept your new beverage privileges."

The drive to the airport took approximately twenty minutes, during which Leona discovered several additional fun facts about her transformed body.

Fun fact one: the seat belt, when worn across a 34D chest, created a valley of cleavage so pronounced she could have hidden small objects in it. The strap bisected her breasts in a way that somehow made them look even larger, pushing them together and up like it was doing the fabric a personal favor.

Fun fact two: every bump in the road translated directly into breast motion. She could feel them bouncing with each pothole, each speed bump, each minor variation in road surface. It was like having two water balloons strapped to her chest—water balloons filled with nerve endings and a complete lack of shame.

Fun fact three: her hair was a sentient entity with its own agenda. The wind from the convertible sent it whipping around her face, tangling and untangling, occasionally getting stuck to her lip gloss (when had Maya applied lip gloss? Leona didn't remember that happening), and generally making itself known. She kept having to push it out of her eyes, and every time she did, she caught another whiff of that expensive salon smell.

Fun fact four: sitting in a convertible while wearing a tube top was a high-stakes game of physics. The wind wanted to lift the fabric. The fabric wanted to stay attached to her body. Her breasts were caught in the middle, serving as the anchor points in this ongoing negotiation. She spent most of the drive with one arm crossed protectively over her chest, which only served to create more cleavage.

As they pulled into the airport drop-off zone, the reality of the situation hit Leona like a freight train.

The terminal was packed.

Spring break had transformed the normally sterile airport into a zoo of excessive enthusiasm. Everywhere she looked, there were people—students her age, loaded down with luggage and expectations and enough sunscreen to waterproof a small country. Groups clustered near the entrances, comparing boarding passes and discussing which all-inclusive packages would yield the best return on investment.

And there were guys.

So many guys.

Guys who, until approximately two hours ago, had been Leona's peers. Guys she'd shared classes with, hung out with, played video games with. Guys who understood the unspoken brotherhood of masculine indifference, who knew the sacred ritual of the upward head nod.

Now, as she stepped out of the car—a process that involved far too much exposed thigh and required actual thought to execute without flashing someone—those guys were looking at her.

Not through her, the way they looked at other dudes. Not past her, the way they looked at people who didn't register on their radar.

At her.

Their heads turned in synchronized motion, like a school of fish responding to some primal stimulus. One guy nudged another, who nudged a third. A group near the taxi stand fell silent mid-conversation, their eyes tracking her progress across the sidewalk.

Leona felt heat creep up her neck, spreading across her cheeks and down to the tops of her breasts. The flush was visible—she could feel how visible it was, her pale skin (forty percent paler than Maya's, thanks to the depleted melanin cartridge) doing absolutely nothing to hide her embarrassment.

"Eyes up, chest out," Maya whispered, appearing at Leona's side and grabbing her arm with sisterly authority. "We're the Miller Twins today. Just mimic me."

"Mimic you doing what?"

"Being fabulous. It's not hard." Maya demonstrated by tossing her hair over her shoulder and lifting her chin slightly, a motion that seemed to add three inches to her height through pure confidence. "Walk like you own every room you enter. Walk like people should be grateful for the opportunity to look at you."

"I don't feel like they should be grateful. I feel like I should be wearing more clothes."

"Those two feelings are related. The less clothes you're wearing, the more grateful they should be. It's basic economics."

Maya steered her toward the terminal entrance, and the walk began.

It was a blur of sensory overload.

For the first time in her life, Leona felt the "male gaze" not as a concept she'd read about in some sociology elective, but as a physical weight pressing against her skin. It had texture, that gaze. It had presence. She could feel exactly where each pair of eyes landed, tracking across her body like heat-seeking missiles.

She felt eyes tracing the curve of her waist—the dramatic nip that the machine had created, the almost impossible ratio between her narrow middle and her flared hips. She felt eyes sliding down the length of her legs, following the smooth, tanned-adjacent expanse of skin from the hem of her absurdly short shorts all the way down to her strappy sandals (also Maya's, also designer, also significantly less comfortable than they looked).

She felt eyes cataloging the bounce of her hair, the sway of her hips, the motion of her breasts against the tube top. Every feature was being assessed, evaluated, ranked on some invisible scoreboard that she'd never known existed.

This is what Maya deals with every day, Leona realized. This is her normal.

"Did that guy just wink at me?" Leona whispered, leaning into Maya so close their shoulders touched. "That guy in the Hawaiian shirt. I swear he just winked."

Maya glanced over her shoulder, spotted the guy in question, and smirked. "Probably. You've got my face and a body that's currently 40% more 'firm' because it's brand new. All your tissue is freshly synthesized—no aging, no gravity damage, nothing. You're basically a factory-new model fresh off the lot."

"That's a horrifying way to describe a human being."

"You're prime real estate right now," Maya continued, ignoring the objection. "Premium location, excellent amenities, fully renovated. Of course people are going to look. Enjoy the attention; it's the only currency that matters in Cabo."

"I don't want attention currency. I want regular currency. The kind that doesn't require being ogled."

"Too late. Your assets are now publicly traded. The market has spoken."

The terminal was even worse than the drop-off zone. The enclosed space concentrated the attention, focused it, gave it nowhere to dissipate. Leona walked past check-in counters and felt airline employees track her progress. She walked past a coffee kiosk and nearly caused the barista to overfill a latte. She walked past a group of lacrosse players comparing neck pillow techniques and watched them collectively forget what words were.

"This is insane," she muttered. "I've been invisible for twenty-one years. I liked being invisible. Invisible was comfortable. Invisible didn't require this much maintenance."

"You were never invisible," Maya said. "You were just male. Now you're not. Same person, different reception."

"It's not the same person! The machine literally rewrote my DNA! Or at least my bone structure! And my hormones! And my—" she gestured vaguely at her chest "—everything!"

"Semantics. Come on, security's this way."

The real test came at security.

The TSA checkpoint loomed ahead like a final boss in a video game Leona hadn't wanted to play. Blue-shirted agents monitored the flow of travelers with expressions of practiced boredom, their eyes scanning IDs and faces with the mechanical efficiency of people who had done this approximately eight million times.

Leona's heart began to pound—she could feel it now in her narrowed chest, the elevated heartbeat that came with a smaller, more efficient cardiovascular system. Her hands were sweating. Her mouth was dry. The lip gloss Maya had applied at some point felt sticky and obvious.

The ID, she thought. The ID is still Leo. The picture is still Leo. I am very obviously not Leo anymore.

She approached the counter with the resignation of someone walking to their execution. The agent—a middle-aged woman with reading glasses perched on her nose and an expression of infinite patience—held out her hand.

Leona handed over her ID.

It was a California driver's license, about two years old, featuring a photo of the person she'd been this morning. The picture showed a scruffy, hooded guy with a five o'clock shadow and the vaguely disaffected expression of someone who'd been forced to pose for government documentation. The name read "LEO JAMES MILLER." The gender marker was unambiguously "M."

The agent looked at the card.

She looked at Leona.

Leona attempted to smile, but the expression that emerged felt more like a grimace of impending doom. The agent's eyebrows drew together, confusion flickering across her professional facade.

She looked back at the card. At the scruffy guy. At his square jaw and prominent brow and general air of masculine indifference.

She looked back at Leona. At the stunning blonde bombshell in the tube top, with her perfect bone structure and her generous curves and her very, very feminine everything.

The agent's mouth opened. Closed. Opened again.

This is it, Leona thought. This is where I get arrested. This is where I have to explain to airport security that a robot beautician forcibly transformed me into my sister and I haven't had time to update my paperwork. This is going to go well.

Maya materialized at her shoulder like a guardian angel in designer clothes. She leaned over the counter—not too much, just enough—letting her own top dip slightly in a motion that was clearly designed to redirect attention.

"Problem, officer?" Maya asked, her voice dripping with the particular sweetness she reserved for authority figures she wanted to manipulate. "Is something wrong with my sister's documentation?"

The agent's eyes flickered between the two of them—the twins, identical except for that telltale 40% difference in skin tone—and the confusion on her face deepened.

"The photo," she said slowly. "The photo doesn't match."

"Oh! The photo!" Maya laughed, the sound musical and completely unconcerned. "Of course. I should have explained." She leaned in slightly, adopting the confidential tone of someone sharing a secret. "My brother couldn't make it on this trip, so I brought my twin sister instead. We just haven't had time to update her paperwork since the... surgery."

The word hung in the air, laden with implication.

The agent's eyes widened slightly. Her gaze traveled down Leona's figure—the curves, the chest, the obvious femininity of every line—and something clicked behind her expression.

"Surgery," she repeated.

"Quite extensive, as you can see." Maya gestured at Leona like she was a product on display. "She's still adjusting, honestly. It's a lot to take in. The healing process takes time, emotionally and physically. But we thought a trip to Cabo might help with the transition, you know? Sun, relaxation, sisterly bonding."

Leona felt her face flush even deeper, the heat spreading across her cheeks and down her neck. The agent's eyes lingered on her expression—on the obvious embarrassment, the discomfort, the vulnerable awkwardness of someone clearly out of their depth.

"Extensive" was the word the agent's face landed on. "Very... comprehensive results."

Leona tried to produce the shy, awkward smile that seemed appropriate for the situation. And something strange happened.

The neural programming, the "alignment" that the machine had performed on her brain, kicked in without her permission. Her face moved in ways she hadn't consciously chosen, arranging itself into an expression that was somehow soft, bashful, and helplessly endearing all at once. Her eyes went slightly wide. Her lips curved just so. She looked, without trying, exactly like a damsel in distress—a beautiful woman caught in an embarrassing situation, deserving of sympathy and protection.

The agent's expression softened. "I see. Well. The biometric data..."

She typed something into her computer, comparing the ID information against whatever database the TSA used for these things. Leona held her breath—or tried to, but her reduced lung capacity made breath-holding less effective than it used to be.

"The fingerprints don't match," the agent said finally. "The system's flagging an inconsistency."

"The fingerprints?" Maya's voice remained perfectly calm. "Well, that would make sense, wouldn't it? Extensive surgery often involves skin grafts. The prints may have been affected. Is there an alternative verification method?"

The agent considered this. Looked at the ID again. Looked at Leona again. Looked at the line of increasingly impatient travelers forming behind them.

"Step into the scanner, please," she said finally, gesturing toward the full-body imaging machine nearby. "We'll do a secondary verification."

Leona walked toward the scanner on legs that felt like they belonged to someone else—which, technically, they did. The machine loomed ahead, a cylindrical chamber that would expose every line of her transformed body to detailed technological scrutiny.

One machine took me apart, she thought, stepping onto the indicated footprints. Now another one's going to document the reconstruction. There's probably a metaphor in there somewhere, but I'm too traumatized to find it.

"Arms up, please," an agent instructed.

Leona raised her arms, and the motion lifted the tube top slightly, exposing an additional strip of midriff. She could feel the fabric sliding against her skin, could feel her breasts shift upward with the motion, could feel every nerve ending in her body screaming about the indignity of the situation.

The scanner whirred to life.

It rotated around her, sensors documenting every curve and contour of the body she hadn't asked for. She could see the screen from the corner of her eye—a vague, ghostly outline of a woman's form, all the proportions that the Modu-Style had so efficiently created rendered in blue-and-yellow security imaging.

The breasts showed up. Of course they did. Two prominent masses on the display, undeniably, indisputably feminine.

The hips showed up. The narrow waist. The long legs. The complete absence of anything masculine in the outline.

The machine beeped. The agent at the monitor stared at his screen with an expression that suggested he was processing information that didn't quite compute.

"Everything seems to be... in order," he said finally, his voice slightly strained. "High-quality work, Miss."

"You have no idea," Leona murmured, and her voice—that musical, feminine voice—came out sounding like a sultry purr even to her own ears. Not intentionally. The machine had given her a voice that couldn't help being attractive, couldn't help adding an undertone of suggestion to even the most mundane statements.

The agent's cheeks flushed slightly. "You're, uh. You're cleared to proceed. Have a pleasant flight."

Leona retrieved her belongings from the X-ray machine—the designer tote, the sunglasses, the dignity she'd surrendered several hours ago—and walked away on legs that still insisted on swaying with every step.

Maya caught up to her as they entered the main terminal, the security checkpoint receding behind them. Her face was split in a grin of pure, delighted triumph.

"See?" Maya bumped her shoulder against Leona's, and the contact was jarring—soft against soft, curves against curves. "Told you. You're a natural. I don't think that agent even questioned the story. He just saw a hot girl in distress and his brain shut down."

"My brain is also shut down," Leona said. "Has been since the machine started working. I'm basically operating on pure panic and spite at this point."

"Those are valid fuel sources. Come on, our gate's this way."

They walked through the terminal, and Leona gradually became aware that the attention hadn't stopped. If anything, now that they were two identical beautiful women moving in tandem, the scrutiny had intensified. People were doing double-takes. Some were actually pointing.

"The twin thing is already working," Maya noted with satisfaction. "By the time we hit the beach, we're going to be legends."

"I don't want to be a legend. I want to be anonymous. I want to be a footnote at best."

"Too late. You've got the bone structure for headlines now."

They reached their gate—CABO SAN LUCAS, FLIGHT 287, BOARDING IN 45 MINUTES—and found seats in the waiting area. Leona collapsed into the hard plastic chair, and the motion reminded her once again that every aspect of sitting was different now. Her hips spread against the seat. Her breasts settled against the tube top. Her thighs pressed together in that unfamiliar way.

She looked down at her hands—her new hands, with their elegant fingers and perfectly shaped nails, manicured to a subtle shine. The hands of a woman. The hands of someone who had never existed until a few hours ago.

She looked at the white shorts hugging her new, feminine curves—the dramatic flare of hips that had been forced into existence, the soft thighs that had accumulated the redistributed mass of her former musculature. The body of a woman. The body of Maya's identical twin.

The panic was still there, humming beneath the surface like a low-grade electrical current. It hadn't gone anywhere. It probably wasn't going to go anywhere for quite some time.

But beneath it, something else was stirring.

A tiny, treacherous spark.

Not acceptance—god, no, never that. But something adjacent to curiosity. A sliver of dark humor at the absolute absurdity of the situation. A flicker of interest in what exactly the next seven days might bring.

She had been invisible her entire life. She had been background noise, wallpaper, the person nobody's eyes lingered on. She had been comfortable in that invisibility, safe in that anonymity.

Now she was the opposite. Now she was the center of attention by virtue of existing. Now people looked at her—really looked—and saw someone worth looking at.

It was terrifying. It was overwhelming. It was completely outside anything she'd ever experienced or wanted to experience.

And it was, in some small, guilty way, just a little bit thrilling.

"Fine," Leona said finally, the words emerging before she could second-guess them. A slow, mischievous smile spread across her face—her new face, Maya's face, the face that had been sculpted by a machine for maximum aesthetic impact. "But if we're doing this, you're buying the first round of margaritas. Multiple margaritas. An entire pitcher of margaritas, minimum."

Maya's answering grin was blinding. "Deal."

"I'm serious, Maya. I think I'm going to need them. Several of them. Possibly an IV drip of them."

"Whatever it takes, sis." Maya reached over and squeezed Leona's hand—elegant fingers interlacing with elegant fingers, manicured nails against manicured nails. "Whatever it takes. We're going to make this the best worst spring break of your life."

Leona looked down at their joined hands. Two identical sets of fingers, two identical sets of nails, two women who shared a face and a bloodline and—now—a completely unprecedented situation.

"The best worst spring break," she repeated. "That's setting the bar pretty specifically."

"I'm a specific person. Now come on." Maya stood, pulling Leona up with her. "Let's go find some overpriced airport food and practice your feminine eating habits."

"My what?"

"Feminine eating habits. Small bites, careful chewing, never finish everything on your plate. It's a whole thing."

"That sounds miserable."

"Welcome to womanhood," Maya said brightly. "We're all miserable, but we look fantastic doing it."

Leona let herself be pulled toward the terminal's restaurant options, her hips swaying with every step, her breasts bouncing gently with every motion, her entire body announcing its new existence to everyone they passed.

Seven days, she thought. Seven days of this. Seven days of Cabo. Seven days of being Maya's twin sister.

What could possibly go wrong?

The answer, she was increasingly certain, was everything.

But at least there would be margaritas.


Chapter 5: Turbulence and Tensions.

The transition to first class was the first time Leona truly felt the perks of her "structural realignment."

She hadn't even known they had first class tickets. Maya had mentioned something about "upgrades" and "status" and "knowing the right credit card to flash," but Leona had been too busy trying to master the art of walking in strappy sandals to pay attention. Now, as they bypassed the snaking economy queue—a dispirited line of college students clutching neck pillows and carry-on bags stuffed with questionable decisions—she understood that her sister operated on an entirely different plane of existence.

Literally.

The first-class cabin was a revelation of leather and personal space. The seats were less "seats" and more "luxury recliners that happened to be attached to an aircraft." They were wide enough to accommodate actual human beings with actual human proportions, which was a relief given that Leona's proportions had been significantly restructured in the past few hours.

But it wasn't the seats that caught her attention. It was the looks.

As they walked down the aisle—Maya in front, moving with the practiced confidence of someone who had never doubted her right to exist anywhere, Leona following with her newly programmed hip sway that she still couldn't fully control—the reactions were immediate and unmistakable.

The women in economy looked up from their phones and their magazines and their existential dread about middle seats, and their expressions cycled through recognition, assessment, and finally a kind of resigned envy. Of course, their faces said. Of course those two get to walk past us to the good seats. Of course they look like that.

The men were less subtle.

They didn't look envious. They looked hungry.

Leona felt their gazes land on her like physical weight, tracking across her body with an intensity that made her skin prickle. She could pinpoint exactly where each pair of eyes settled: the sway of her hips in those painted-on white shorts, the bounce of her breasts against the tube top with every step, the long expanse of smooth leg, the cascade of honey-blonde hair. She was being catalogued, assessed, evaluated on metrics she'd never been subject to before.

It should have been uncomfortable. It was uncomfortable, in a way—intrusive, objectifying, reducing her to a collection of curves and features.

But there was something else underneath the discomfort. Something the machine had planted, or maybe something that had always been there, waiting. A tiny spark of... was that satisfaction? The knowledge that she was being seen, that she was worth looking at, that she had the power to make heads turn and conversations pause.

This is dangerous, she thought, even as another part of her brain—the part S.A.R.A.A. had rewired—preened under the attention. This is the neural programming talking. This isn't me.

But the line between "her" and "the programming" was getting blurrier by the hour.

"Remember," Maya whispered as they settled into their oversized leather seats, the material sighing beneath them like it was grateful for the privilege of contact, "we're the 'Miller Twins.' You're Leona, I'm Maya, and we're both single, wealthy, and looking for a reason to stay that way. Got it?"

"Single and wealthy?" Leona raised an eyebrow—a gesture that felt different on her new face, more expressive, more loaded with implication. "I'm a college junior who eats ramen four nights a week. The most valuable thing I own is a PlayStation that's three generations out of date."

"Leona is the daughter of successful real estate developers who's taking a gap year to 'find herself' before graduate school," Maya corrected smoothly. "She's got a trust fund, a beach house in Malibu she barely uses, and a tragic romantic history that she doesn't like to talk about."

"A tragic romantic history?"

"Everyone has one. It makes you mysterious. Men love mysterious. They think they can fix it."

"This is the most elaborate catfishing operation in human history," Leona muttered, but she filed the backstory away regardless. If she was going to survive the next seven days, she might as well commit to the role. "Fine. Single, wealthy, mysterious. What else?"

"You're allergic to commitment, you have a slight addiction to champagne, and you're considering getting a small tattoo but you can't decide on the design." Maya ticked off the character traits on her fingers. "Oh, and you did a semester abroad in Florence, which is why you occasionally drop Italian phrases into conversation."

"I don't speak Italian."

"You speak 'vacation Italian.' Ciao, bellissimo, grazie mille. That's all anyone needs."

"This is insane."

"This is Cabo, sweetie. Same thing."

Leona settled back into her seat, attempting to find a position that didn't feel like a constant negotiation with her restructured anatomy. The challenge was significant.

"I'm just trying to figure out how to sit without showing the entire cabin what S.A.R.A.A. did to my 'lower density' regions," she grumbled, attempting to cross her legs.

The movement was unexpectedly fluid.

Her new hips shifted with a heavy, satisfying suppleness, the joint rotating in ways her old hips had never managed. The crossing motion was elegant—she could feel it, the way her thigh glided over her other thigh, smooth skin against smooth skin, the muscles (what remained of them) working in concert to create a pose that looked almost practiced. The white denim groaned softly against her skin, the fabric straining to contain thighs that had accumulated significant mass from the redistribution process.

"There you go," Maya said approvingly. "Natural instinct kicking in. The machine really did a number on your muscle memory."

"I don't have muscle memory. I have muscle suggestions. My body is doing things I didn't tell it to do."

"Welcome to being a woman. Our bodies have been doing things we didn't ask for since puberty. You're just getting the compressed version."

A flight attendant materialized at their row—male, mid-twenties, with the kind of professionally friendly face that airline training produced in bulk. He was carrying menus and wearing an expression of studied neutrality that cracked slightly when he got a good look at the twin bombshells in seats 2A and 2B.

"Good afternoon, ladies," he said, his voice catching almost imperceptibly on the last word. "Welcome to first class. Can I get you anything before takeoff?"

"Two double margaritas," Maya said, not bothering to consult the menu. "Top shelf tequila, light on the mix. And keep them coming."

"Of course." The attendant's eyes flickered to Leona, and he seemed to lose his train of thought momentarily. "And for you, miss?"

"She'll have the same," Maya answered before Leona could respond. "We're twins. We like to match."

"I can... I can see that." The attendant was staring now, his gaze bouncing between them like a tennis ball, clearly trying to spot the differences. "The resemblance is remarkable."

"We get that a lot," Maya said, dismissing him with a smile that was somehow both warm and final.

As he retreated—walking backward for the first three steps, which Leona suspected wasn't standard airline protocol—Maya leaned over with a smirk. "Did you see that? He literally forgot how to walk. That's the effect we're going for."

"He's going to put too much tequila in our drinks because he's distracted."

"That's a feature, not a bug."

The plane began its taxi toward the runway, and Leona settled in for the flight, hyper-aware of every sensation her transformed body was transmitting. The leather seat was cool against the bare skin of her thighs—so much bare skin, the shorts providing minimal coverage even when seated. The seatbelt crossed over her chest, bisecting her breasts and creating that valley of cleavage she'd discovered in the car.

The safety demonstration began, and Leona found herself unable to focus on the emergency exits or oxygen mask procedures. Her attention kept being pulled back to her own body, to the constant stream of information her new nervous system was providing.

Her skin felt hyper-sensitive, every texture registering with startling clarity. The leather seat. The cotton of the tube top. The barely-there fabric of the tiny thong Maya had insisted she wear underneath her shorts—"You can't wear regular underwear with those shorts, Leona, the lines would be catastrophic"—which felt like a constant, buzzing reminder of her missing anatomy.

The thong was there. She couldn't stop being aware of it. The thin strip of fabric settled into places that hadn't existed a few hours ago, conforming to an architecture that was still foreign and strange. Every shift in position adjusted its location slightly, and each adjustment sent a little pulse of sensation through her oversensitive nerve endings.

This is what women deal with, she thought, squirming slightly. This constant awareness of undergarments. No wonder they complain about bras.

The thought of bras made her aware of her chest again, which was becoming a recurring theme. Her breasts, still settling from the "Pumping Protocol," felt heavy and tight. They weren't sore exactly—the transformation had been surprisingly painless, likely due to the numbing agents S.A.R.A.A. had deployed—but they were present in a way that demanded acknowledgment.

The tube top was doing its best to contain them, but "its best" was a relative term. The fabric stretched across the swell of her chest, creating a slight compression that she could feel with every breath. Her nipples—those upgraded nerve clusters that the machine had installed—occasionally brushed against the inside of the fabric as she breathed or moved.

Each contact was a small electric jolt.

Not painful. Not unpleasant, exactly. Just intense—a reminder that her body had been recalibrated for sensitivity levels she'd never experienced. The nipples themselves were different now: softer, more prominent, sitting atop breast tissue that responded to every vibration and temperature change with alarming enthusiasm.

As the plane reached cruising altitude and the seatbelt sign dinged off, the flight attendant returned with their margaritas. They were generous pours—the distraction had indeed been a feature—and Leona accepted hers gratefully.

The first sip was cold and sharp and exactly what she needed. The tequila burned going down, settling into her stomach with a warmth that began to spread outward. She took another sip, then another.

"Easy there, lightweight," Maya cautioned. "Your alcohol tolerance might be different now. Smaller body mass, different liver function. You're probably a two-drink girl at this point."

"I was a six-beer guy this morning."

"And now you're a one-margarita woman this afternoon. The circle of life."

Leona felt a strange, internal "thrum" begin to build. It wasn't the engines—those were a constant background hum she'd already tuned out. This was something else, something inside her, a vibration that seemed to emanate from her core.

It was the "phantom" sensations of the transformation.

The machine had done its work quickly, efficiently, but the body was still catching up. Neural pathways were still being rewired, hormonal levels were still stabilizing, tissues were still settling into their new configurations. Leona could feel all of it—a low-grade buzz of biological activity that was impossible to ignore.

Her skin prickled with awareness, every inch of it hyper-attuned to stimulus. The recycled air of the cabin felt cool against her bare shoulders, raising goosebumps along her arms. The leather seat seemed to warm to her body temperature, creating a cocoon of sensation around her thighs and back.

And there was something else. Something deeper.

The "hormonal catalysts" that S.A.R.A.A. had injected were doing their work, flooding her system with estrogen and progesterone and whatever other compounds the machine had deemed necessary for "optimal feminine function." She could feel them, in a way—a warmth in her lower abdomen, a heaviness in her breasts, a general sense of her body operating according to a new chemical protocol.

It was a lot.

"You okay there, Sis?" Maya asked, looking up from the in-flight magazine she'd been pretending to read. A wicked smirk played on her lips, the expression of someone who knew exactly what was happening and found it deeply entertaining. "You look a little... flushed."

Leona caught her reflection in the darkened window and confirmed the diagnosis. Her cheeks were pink, her chest was flushed, and her eyes had a slightly glazed quality that probably had as much to do with the internal chaos as the margarita.

"It's just... the pressure," she lied, shifting in her seat and immediately regretting the motion as the thong adjusted and her breasts swayed. "Everything feels so heavy. Like my body has too much weight in all the wrong places."

"You mean all the right places," Maya corrected. "That's premium real estate you're carrying now. Prime property. Location, location, location."

"Does your chest always feel like it's trying to escape your shirt?" Leona demanded, looking down at the swell of cleavage that seemed to be threatening a jailbreak with every breath. "Because mine is staging a prison riot right now. I feel like I need to post guards."

"Only when I'm doing it right," Maya laughed, taking a delicate sip of her own margarita. "That's the secret, Leo—sorry, Leona. The chest is always trying to escape. That's the point. The shirt is there to create tension, not to resolve it."

"That's the most uncomfortable philosophy I've ever heard."

"Welcome to underwire culture. We've been fighting this war for centuries."

Their conversation was interrupted by movement across the aisle. A man was leaning toward them—not intrusively, but with the calculated casualness of someone who had practiced this approach. He was mid-twenties, tanned the precise shade of "professionally maintained," with dark hair that was styled in that artfully messy way that required significant product and effort to achieve.

His watch caught the light as he shifted—a gleaming piece of wrist jewelry that probably cost more than Leo's entire college tuition, including books and the meal plan he never used.

And he was looking at Leona.

Not at Maya, though he'd certainly noticed her. Not at the magazine in his lap, which he'd abandoned mid-article. At Leona—specifically, at Leona's face, then at her chest, then back at her face with the speed of someone who knew lingering too long would be impolite but couldn't quite help himself.

He was looking at her like she was a dessert menu and he'd skipped lunch.

"Sorry to intrude," he said, his voice a smooth, practiced baritone that had definitely been rehearsed in front of mirrors. "I couldn't help but notice the resemblance between you two. Twins?"

It wasn't really a question. It was an opening gambit.

"You're very observant," Maya said, her tone walking the line between friendly and dismissive.

"Hard not to be." His eyes flickered between them, cataloguing the similarities and differences. "You two are absolutely stunning. The gene pool really outdid itself."

"It had help," Leona murmured, then immediately wished she hadn't. That wasn't something Leona Miller, trust-fund heiress and Florence-semester veteran, would say.

But the man just laughed—a warm, easy sound that suggested he was used to women saying cryptic things and had learned not to ask for clarification. "I'm Julian," he said, extending a hand across the aisle.

The gesture was aimed at Leona.

Maya kicked her under the seat—a sharp contact that sent a jolt through Leona's overly sensitive leg. Your turn, her eyes signaled. This is practice. Don't blow it.

Leona reached out and took Julian's hand.

The contact was... unexpected.

His palm was warm, his grip firm but not aggressive. But it was his thumb that caught her attention—the way it grazed across the back of her knuckles, sliding over skin that had been sanded down to silk by the machine's dermal optimization protocols.

The sensation was electric.

Her old hands had been functional, practical, rough in places from occasional gym visits and general masculine wear-and-tear. These hands were different. The skin was impossibly soft, the bones delicate beneath the surface, the nerve endings apparently multiplied just like everywhere else.

Julian's thumb on her knuckles felt like... like something. Not quite intimate, not quite innocent. A touch that contained possibilities.

"And you are?" Julian asked, not releasing her hand.

"Leona," she heard herself whisper.

Her voice came out in that breathy, accidental purr—the one the machine had given her, the one she couldn't seem to turn off. It made the most mundane statements sound loaded with implication. She could have been reading a grocery list and it would have sounded like a proposition.

Her face heated up, that deep flush spreading across her cheeks and down her neck, probably reaching the tops of her breasts if the warmth was any indication. The reaction was involuntary—another thing her new body did without consulting her—and she felt a strange, equally involuntary urge to do something with her hair.

Before she could stop herself, her fingers reached up and twirled a lock of the long, blonde waves. The motion was automatic, programmed, a neural tick that S.A.R.A.A. had hardwired directly into her brain. She watched herself do it like a passenger in her own body, horrified and fascinated.

I'm twirling my hair, she thought. I'm actually twirling my hair like a character in a teen movie. The machine literally programmed me to flirt.

"Well, Leona," Julian said, finally releasing her hand but maintaining eye contact with an intensity that felt almost tactical, "you have a very... captivating presence."

His eyes dropped.

Just for a moment—a half-second, maybe less—but unmistakably down, to the swell of her chest where the tube top was fighting its losing battle. Then back up to her eyes, smooth as glass, like it hadn't happened.

But it had. And she'd felt it. Felt the weight of his gaze on her breasts like a physical touch, felt her body respond with a tiny flush of heat that had nothing to do with embarrassment.

This is what Maya deals with, Leona thought again, but this time the thought was tinged with something else. Not quite understanding—she didn't think she'd ever fully understand—but a kind of recognition. This was the currency of the world Maya inhabited. This was the exchange rate.

"Heading to Cabo for spring break?" Julian asked, redirecting the conversation to safer territory while somehow making even safe territory sound suggestive.

"Just a little 'sister' time," Leona managed, her voice still doing that breathy thing. "We needed a getaway. Some sun, some beach, some..." she glanced at Maya for help.

"Some very expensive tequila," Maya supplied smoothly. "And possibly some regrettable decisions. It's spring break, after all."

"A woman after my own heart." Julian smiled, revealing teeth that had definitely been professionally whitened. "If you two find yourselves at 'The Arch' beach club tonight, I'd love to buy you both a round. Or three. Consider it a welcome-to-Cabo gesture."

"The Arch?" Maya raised an eyebrow. "That's the exclusive one, isn't it? The one with the waiting list?"

"I may have some connections." Julian's smile widened, confirming that his watch wasn't the only expensive thing about him. "VIP section, bottle service, the works. What do you say?"

"We'll keep it in mind, Julian," Maya said, giving him a flirtatious wink—a practiced flutter of lashes that Leona hadn't quite mastered yet. "We're not making any commitments this early in the trip. A girl likes to keep her options open."

"A wise policy." Julian retreated back to his seat, but not before one final look at Leona—a look that promised continuation, that suggested this was an opening negotiation rather than a final offer. "I hope to see you there, Leona."

"Maybe," Leona heard herself say, and her voice made it sound like "definitely."

As Julian turned back to his laptop—some kind of financial dashboard that confirmed the trust-fund assessment—Maya leaned in close to Leona's ear. Her breath was warm, carrying the scent of tequila and expensive perfume.

"See?" she whispered, her voice pitched low enough that it wouldn't carry. "One hour in the air and you've already got a trust-fund baby ready to sell his soul for a dance. He's probably composing poetry about your cleavage right now."

"I don't want poetry about my cleavage."

"Everyone wants poetry about their cleavage. You just don't know it yet."

"How does it feel?" Maya continued, pulling back to study Leona's face with genuine curiosity mixed with sisterly mischief. "How does it feel to be the 'it-girl,' Leo—sorry, Leona? To have men literally rearranging their travel plans because they want a chance to buy you overpriced alcohol?"

Leona looked out the window at the clouds, processing the question. Her hand, without conscious direction, came to rest on her thigh—that soft, curved expanse that was still so foreign beneath her fingers. The skin was impossibly smooth, the shape impossibly different from what she remembered.

Through the window, the sun was bright and warm, and she could feel its heat even through the glass, even at thirty thousand feet. The warmth sank into her skin, awakening nerve endings, creating a pleasant tingle across her bare shoulders and arms.

"It's... confusing," Leona admitted finally, her voice dropping to a low, feminine murmur that felt more honest than anything she'd said since the transformation. "I don't know how to process it. Twenty-four hours ago, I was completely invisible. No one looked at me—not like that, anyway. I was just... background noise."

"And now?"

"Now I feel like I'm standing under a spotlight I didn't ask for." Leona turned back to face her sister, and caught her reflection in the darkened window behind Maya's head. Beautiful. Undeniably beautiful. "But I think I'm starting to see why you spend so much time in front of the mirror. It's a lot of work being this distracting."

Maya's expression softened slightly, a crack in her perpetual armor of confidence and mischief. "You get used to it. The attention, I mean. Eventually it becomes background noise too—just a different kind. You learn to filter it, to use it, to tune it out when you need to."

"And when you can't tune it out?"

"Then you weaponize it." Maya raised her margarita glass. "That's the real secret. The looks, the body, the whole package—it's not just decoration. It's power. You just have to learn how to use it."

"That sounds exhausting."

"It's a full-time job, honey." Maya clinked her glass against Leona's. "And you're currently up for a promotion."

They drank.

The tequila was doing its work now, warming Leona from the inside out, blunting the sharp edges of her panic and replacing them with something softer. The plane hummed around them, the first-class cabin a cocoon of leather and low conversation and the distant sounds of movie audio bleeding from noise-canceling headphones.

Leona felt the "thrum" again—that internal vibration, the biological housekeeping of her transformed body—but it was less unsettling now. Less foreign. The hormonal catalysts were stabilizing, finding their new equilibrium. Her breasts still felt heavy, her hips still felt unfamiliar, but the sensations were becoming... normal. The new normal.

This is adaptation, she thought. This is my brain learning to live in a body it didn't choose.

Through the window, she could see the clouds beginning to thin, glimpses of blue water appearing below. They were getting close to Mexico, close to Cabo, close to whatever the next seven days had in store.

"Can I ask you something?" Leona said, still looking out the window.

"Always."

"Do you ever get tired of it? The maintenance, the attention, the constant... performance?"

Maya was quiet for a moment, long enough that Leona turned to look at her. Her sister's expression was thoughtful, the mischievous mask momentarily set aside.

"Sometimes," Maya admitted. "But here's the thing, Leo—Leona. Everyone performs. Everyone maintains something. You just spent twenty-one years performing masculinity—the way you walked, the way you talked, the way you took up space. You just didn't notice because it was expected."

"That's different."

"Is it?" Maya took another sip of her margarita. "We're all just piloting meat suits, trying to convince the world we know what we're doing. Yours just happens to have better curves now."

"That's surprisingly philosophical for someone who just said I should 'weaponize' my body."

"I contain multitudes. Now drink your margarita and practice your mysterious smile. We've got a beach club to conquer tonight."

As the plane began its descent into the tropical heat of Mexico, Leona felt something shifting inside her that had nothing to do with the transformation.

The "phantom" discomfort was fading. The constant awareness of everything that was wrong, everything that was different, everything that wasn't supposed to be—it was still there, but it was quieter now. Muted. Pushed to the background by something else.

A strange, blooming confidence.

It didn't make sense. Nothing about this situation made sense. She was trapped in a body she hadn't chosen, flying to a destination she hadn't planned, pretending to be a person she'd invented on an airplane. This should be the worst day of her life.

And yet.

She looked down at her manicured nails—perfect ovals, painted a subtle nude that Maya had declared "beach appropriate." She looked at her hands, elegant and feminine, wrapped around the stem of her margarita glass. She looked at the reflection in her window, at the beautiful stranger who looked back at her with wide eyes and full lips and a cascade of honey-blonde hair.

She's not a stranger, Leona realized. She's me. This is me now.

The thought should have been terrifying. Maybe it still was, somewhere underneath. But on the surface, in this moment, suspended between the life she'd known and whatever came next—

It was almost exciting.

She wasn't just Leo in a costume anymore. The machine had done something deeper than cosmetic surgery, something more fundamental than physical transformation. It had cracked open a door she hadn't known existed, and now she was standing on the threshold, looking at a world she'd never been allowed to see before.

I'm becoming Leona, she thought, and the name didn't feel quite as foreign as it had a few hours ago.

Through the window, the Mexican sun blazed down on approaching coastline, and Leona felt her skin respond to its warmth even through the glass. The "Fast-Track" melanin that remained in her system—60% of the target, according to S.A.R.A.A.—seemed to activate, drinking in the sunlight, beginning to deepen her too-pale complexion.

Maya noticed it too. "Look at that—you're already starting to tan. Give it a few days on the beach and you'll match me perfectly. We really will be identical then."

"Is that a good thing or a bad thing?"

"Both, probably." Maya grinned, her usual mischief restored. "Depends on how much chaos we want to cause."

The plane touched down with a gentle bump, and the cabin burst into applause—that peculiar human ritual of congratulating pilots for not killing everyone. Leona didn't join in; her hands were busy gripping the armrests, feeling the unfamiliar press of her breasts against the tube top as the deceleration pushed her forward.

As they taxied to the gate, Julian looked over one more time, catching Leona's eye with a smile that contained entire conversations. "The Arch," he mouthed. "Tonight."

Leona felt her lips curve into a smile—not the awkward grimace she'd been producing all day, but something more natural, more confident. More her, whoever "her" was becoming.

"Maybe," she mouthed back, and this time she meant it.

Maya caught the exchange and raised an eyebrow, but said nothing. She was too busy smiling the satisfied smile of someone whose plan was coming together better than expected.

They gathered their things—designer bags and oversized sunglasses and all the accessories of the wealthy, carefree tourists they were pretending to be—and prepared to enter the tropical chaos of Cabo San Lucas.

Seven days, Leona thought as she stood, her new body moving with more fluidity than it had at the start of the flight. Seven days of sun and beach and tequila and... whatever else.

The future was uncertain. The transformation was ongoing—she could still feel it, the subtle settling of tissues and hormones, the slow calibration of a body learning its new parameters.

But for the first time since she'd stepped into that chrome coffin, she wasn't just dreading what came next.

She was actually, against all odds and rational judgment, looking forward to the beach.


Chapter 6: The Infinity Pool Incident.

The heat in Cabo hit them like a physical weight the moment they stepped off the plane.

Leona had experienced heat before—Los Angeles summers, the occasional heat wave that turned the campus into a sweltering hellscape of complaining students and overtaxed air conditioning units. But this was different. This was tropical heat, the kind that didn't just surround you but invaded you, pressing into every pore and crevice with humid, insistent fingers.

For Leo, the former Leo, heat had been an inconvenience. Something to be endured, sweated through, complained about over cold beers.

For Leona, the sensation was entirely new.

The humidity seemed to cling to her newly softened skin like a second layer, making her feel slick and hyper-aware of every inch of her transformed body. The air was thick with moisture, and her skin—that impossibly smooth, freshly calibrated skin—seemed to drink it in, responding to the tropical atmosphere with a sensitivity that bordered on overwhelming.

She could feel the humidity settling into the valley between her breasts, creating a thin sheen of moisture that made her tube top cling even more desperately to curves it was never designed to contain. She could feel it on her thighs, where the white denim shorts had apparently decided to become a permanent fixture, the fabric adhering to her skin like it had developed separation anxiety. She could feel it on her face, her neck, her bare shoulders—everywhere the air touched her, she felt it, with a clarity that her old body had never possessed.

"God, it's like walking into a sauna," Maya said, though she looked perfectly comfortable, her skin glistening in that photogenic way that suggested she'd been designed for tropical climates. "I love it."

"I feel like I'm being slow-cooked," Leona muttered, tugging at her shorts in a futile attempt to create some airflow. The gesture only succeeded in drawing attention to how thoroughly the white denim had molded itself to her restructured lower half.

The airport was a blur of Spanish signage and cheerful resort representatives holding signs with guest names. Maya located their driver with the efficiency of someone who had done this before—probably multiple times, probably at multiple resort destinations—and within minutes they were being whisked away in an air-conditioned SUV that felt like heaven after the atmospheric assault outside.

The drive to the resort took them along the coastline, past glimpses of turquoise water and white sand beaches that looked like they'd been Photoshopped into existence. Leona pressed her forehead against the cool window, watching the scenery slide past while her body continued its internal recalibration.

The transformation wasn't done. She could feel it still happening, subtle shifts and adjustments that the machine had set in motion. Her hormones were stabilizing, finding their new equilibrium after the chemical tsunami S.A.R.A.A. had unleashed. Her tissues were settling, the redistributed fat and newly grown breast tissue finding their permanent positions. Even her skin was changing, the "Fast-Track" melanin protocols continuing to work beneath the surface, preparing her for the Mexican sun.

By the time they pulled up to the resort—a sprawling complex of white stucco and terracotta tiles that screamed "luxury" in several languages—Leona was ready to peel off the white denim shorts that had been practically fused to her hips since Los Angeles.

"Welcome to Casa del Mar," the concierge said, his eyes doing that familiar dance between their faces and their bodies. "We have you in the Presidential Suite, Ms. Miller. And Ms. Miller."

"Twins," Maya said, as if that explained everything. By now, Leona was starting to realize it usually did.

The suite was obscene.

There was no other word for it. The room was larger than Leona's entire apartment back at college, with floor-to-ceiling windows that opened onto a private balcony overlooking the Sea of Cortez. The furniture was all white leather and dark wood, the kind of minimalist luxury that probably cost more per piece than most people made in a month. There were fresh flowers on every surface, a fruit basket that looked like a still life painting, and a bathroom that was visible through frosted glass doors and appeared to contain more marble than some European cathedrals.

"Oh my god, look at this view!" Maya squealed, tossing her bags onto the king-sized bed with the careless abandon of someone who had never worried about wrinkling designer fabric. She practically skipped to the balcony, throwing open the doors and letting in a rush of warm, salt-scented air.

The balcony opened up to a sprawling vista of the Sea of Cortez, the turquoise water blending into the horizon in a gradient of blues that looked almost artificial in its perfection. Below them, the resort spread out in terraced levels of pools and cabanas and palm trees, populated by the kind of people who could afford to be here—beautiful people, mostly, arranged on lounge chairs like offerings to the sun god.

"But more importantly," Maya said, leaning over the railing and pointing down with barely contained excitement, "look at that infinity pool. It's crawling with talent, Leona. Grade-A, premium, trust-fund talent. Get changed. Now."

Leona moved to stand beside her sister, looking down at the pool in question. It was massive, the water appearing to spill over the edge into the ocean beyond—an optical illusion that probably cost more to engineer than her entire education. The deck surrounding it was dotted with lounge chairs, most of them occupied by tanned bodies in various states of undress.

The men were the typical spring break variety—college-aged to late twenties, athletic builds, the kind of casual confidence that came from never having been told "no." Several of them were playing some kind of volleyball variant in the shallow end. Others were positioned at the swim-up bar, nursing colorful drinks and surveying the female population with the practiced eyes of apex predators.

The women were... intimidating. Leona scanned the pool deck and felt her newly installed confidence flicker. These were professional-grade beach bodies, the kind that required personal trainers and nutritionists and probably some strategic surgical enhancement. They lounged in bikinis that made Maya's wardrobe look conservative, their skin uniformly golden, their hair uniformly perfect despite the humidity.

That's my competition now, Leona thought, and the realization was vertiginous. I'm supposed to fit in with... that.

"Maya, I don't think I can do the bikini thing yet," she said, retreating from the balcony into the relative safety of the air-conditioned suite. "Can't I just wear a sarong? Or a tent? Do they make beach tents? Like, full-body beach tents with strategic ventilation?"

"Absolutely not." Maya was already digging through the suitcase she'd packed for Leona, the one filled with "resort appropriate" clothing that Leona had been too traumatized to properly inventory. "S.A.R.A.A. spent forty-five minutes recalibrating your gluteal density for a reason. You don't cover up forty-five minutes of precision engineering with a sarong. That's like putting a tarp over the Mona Lisa."

"I don't think the Mona Lisa has gluteal density."

"She might if da Vinci had access to S.A.R.A.A." Maya emerged from the suitcase triumphantly, holding up a few scraps of fabric that appeared to be neon pink. "This is a micro-string bikini. It's barely there, which is exactly how much coverage you deserve."

Leona stared at the alleged swimwear. The "top" consisted of two small triangles connected by strings so thin they were practically theoretical. The "bottom" was even less substantial—a single triangle of fabric for the front, connected by more strings that would presumably do something around the back, though what exactly was unclear.

"That's not a bikini," Leona said. "That's a suggestion of a bikini. That's a bikini's ghost. That's what a bikini leaves behind when it dies."

"It's Brazilian cut," Maya said, as if that was a defense rather than an indictment.

"Brazil should be ashamed of itself."

"Brazil has Carnival. Brazil knows exactly what it's doing." Maya tossed the pink scraps at Leona, who caught them reflexively. They weighed almost nothing—probably less than an ounce of total fabric. "Now go put this on before I dress you myself. And remember: confidence is the best accessory. The bikini is just there to hold it."

Leona retreated to the marble bathroom, her heart thumping against her ribs in a rhythm that felt faster and lighter than it used to—another artifact of her restructured chest cavity and repositioned organs.

The bathroom was, predictably, ridiculous. It was all white marble and brushed nickel fixtures, with a shower that could have accommodated a small family and a tub that was frankly unnecessary given the ocean outside. But what caught Leona's attention—what she couldn't look away from—were the mirrors.

They were everywhere.

Wrap-around mirrors covered three walls, positioned to provide views from every possible angle. Under the bright Mexican sun streaming through the frosted window, there was nowhere to hide, no angle left unseen.

Leona stood in the center of the room, the pink bikini clutched in her hands, and faced herself.

The transformation was even more jarring in this light.

In the dim bathroom of Maya's apartment, in the darkened interior of the car, in the artificial lighting of the airplane cabin—she'd been able to process the changes in fragments, piece by piece. But here, in the relentless brightness of tropical daylight, with mirrors reflecting her image from every direction, she saw the totality of what S.A.R.A.A. had done.

She was stunning.

The word felt strange to apply to herself, but there was no other term that fit. The machine had crafted her with the precision of a master sculptor, creating a body that seemed designed specifically to draw the eye and refuse to release it.

Her face was a work of art—heart-shaped, with high cheekbones that caught the light and created elegant shadows beneath. Her lips were full, permanently slightly parted in a way that looked inviting without being overtly suggestive. Her eyes, still her own in color, were now framed by long lashes and perfectly arched brows that gave her an expression of perpetual mild interest.

Her neck was long and graceful, flowing down into shoulders that were narrow and sloped—delicate, feminine, nothing like the broader structure she'd had that morning. The change in shoulder width alone was dramatic; she looked like she'd lost several inches across, creating a silhouette that was all gentle curves rather than angular planes.

And then there were her breasts.

God, her breasts.

In the mirror, they were unavoidable—two large, perfectly shaped mounds that dominated her upper body with unapologetic presence. They sat high on her chest, defying gravity with the perky resilience of youth (or, more accurately, the artificial perfection of machine-engineered tissue). They were round, full, and utterly impossible to ignore, the kind of breasts that made men walk into traffic and women schedule consultations with plastic surgeons.

The "Pumping Protocol" had been thorough. S.A.R.A.A. had injected a complex mixture of adipose tissue, growth factors, and structural support compounds directly into her chest, creating breast tissue that was indistinguishable from the natural variety but significantly more... abundant. Each breast was heavy—she could feel the weight whenever she moved—but they maintained their shape without sagging, the internal structure engineered to provide support that nature rarely managed.

Her nipples were different too, though she tried not to look too closely. They were larger now, softer in color, surrounded by areolas that had expanded to match their new real estate. The nerve clusters beneath had been multiplied and enhanced, turning what had been relatively unremarkable anatomy into zones of intense sensitivity.

Below her breasts, her waist was so narrow it looked like it shouldn't be able to support the heavy, swaying weight above. S.A.R.A.A. had removed her lower ribs—actually removed them, dissolved them with targeted compounds and restructured her skeletal frame—creating a waist-to-hip ratio that was almost cartoonish in its extremity. She could probably wrap her hands around her own midsection and have her fingers touch.

Her stomach was flat but soft, with none of the abdominal definition she'd worked for in the gym. The muscle had been reduced, redistributed, replaced with a layer of smooth, feminine softness that felt vulnerable beneath her fingertips.

And her hips.

Her hips.

They were broad and smooth, flaring out from her impossibly narrow waist like the curves of a violin. S.A.R.A.A. had added significant volume here—fat deposits, repositioned muscle tissue, even alterations to the underlying bone structure—creating a shelf of flesh that was designed for one thing: to attract attention. The "gluteal density recalibration" Maya had mentioned was evident from this angle; her backside had been enhanced to match her hips, creating a rounded, prominent curve that the machine had assured her was "optimal for visual impact."

Between her legs, the transformation was most dramatic.

The machinery had performed what it clinically called "genital reconstruction," and the results were... complete. Where her male anatomy had been, there was now a smooth, feminine mound—hairless, thanks to the permanent follicle removal, and shaped with the same precision the machine had applied everywhere else. The external appearance was exactly what you'd expect from a natural female body, the labia subtle and symmetrical, everything tucked neatly away in a configuration that still felt foreign and strange.

She hadn't explored the internal changes. She wasn't sure she was ready to. S.A.R.A.A. had mentioned "full reproductive simulation," and she didn't want to know what that meant in practice.

Her legs were long and toned, tapering down from her generous thighs into calves that had been reshaped for elegance rather than strength. The machine had reduced her muscle mass throughout her lower body, replacing athletic bulk with sleek, feminine lines. Her ankles were slender, almost delicate, and her feet—her feet had been shrunk, the bones compressed and arched by the machine's "bone-density adjustments" until they were several sizes smaller than they'd been that morning.

She picked up one foot, examining it in the mirror. It looked like a different person's foot entirely—small, narrow, with a high arch that would look perfect in heels but felt strange when she tried to flex it.

I'm a different person, she thought, and the mirrors confirmed it from every angle. Leo is gone. Leona is all that's left.

She took a deep breath—feeling her new chest expand, her narrowed ribcage straining slightly—and reached for the bikini.

The bottom was even more intimidating up close. It was little more than a triangle of neon-pink fabric, attached to three thin elastic strings—one for each hip, one that would presumably run down the back and create what Maya would call "coverage" and what anyone else would call "a technicality."

Leona stepped into it, pulling the strings up over her broad hips.

The fabric settled into place with a snap of elastic, the front triangle covering the essential area while the side strings dug into the soft flesh of her hips, creating slight indentations that highlighted the curves rather than concealing them. The back... the back was barely there, a thin strip of fabric that disappeared between the enhanced swells of her posterior.

The front triangle was positioned directly over the "void" where her old life used to be—where her male anatomy had existed for twenty-one years, where there was now smooth, hairless feminine flesh. The bikini bottom covered it, but barely; the triangle was cut high, leaving an alarming amount of skin exposed on either side.

The top was even more precarious.

She pulled it on, adjusting the triangles over her breasts, and immediately understood why Maya had called it "marketing." The triangles were far too small—almost comically inadequate for the volume they were meant to contain. Each triangle covered perhaps sixty percent of each breast, leaving a significant amount of "under-boob" where the bottom curve of her chest swelled out beneath the fabric, and even more "side-spillage" where her breasts seemed to be attempting escape from the sides.

"I'm going to fall out of this!" Leona called out, her voice echoing off the marble tiles with that new melodic quality. "There's no way this qualifies as clothing. This is a liability. This is an invitation to a wardrobe malfunction."

"That's the point, babe! It's called 'marketing'!" Maya shouted back through the door. "You're not selling coverage, you're selling the possibility of coverage. It's the uncertainty that makes it exciting!"

"I don't want to be exciting! I want to be covered!"

"Those two things are mutually exclusive. Pick one."

Leona turned back to the mirror, examining the full effect of the micro-string bikini. The neon pink popped against her skin, which had continued to develop color despite being indoors—the "Fast-Track" tan working overtime. She looked like a Sports Illustrated cover come to life, all curves and skin and strategic fabric placement.

The bikini strings created lines across her body, framing her assets like a picture frame. The thin straps around her hips emphasized how wide they'd become. The barely-there top somehow made her breasts look even larger by contrast, the inadequate coverage drawing attention to everything it failed to conceal.

This is insane, she thought. I'm going to walk out there looking like this. In front of people. In front of Julian.

The thought of Julian—of anyone—seeing her in this configuration made her stomach flip. Was that nerves? Anticipation? Some combination of both that her new hormone levels were struggling to process?

She took one more deep breath, tied the strings behind her neck and back as securely as the flimsy construction allowed, and opened the bathroom door.

Maya's reaction was immediate.

"Holy shit," she said, the words half-whistle, half-exclamation. She set down the room service menu she'd been perusing and gave Leona a slow, appreciative scan from head to toe. "Okay, I'm officially jealous. Like, genuinely jealous. I've been working on this body for years, and the machine gave you the 'Limited Edition' package in one afternoon."

"Is that supposed to make me feel better?"

"It's supposed to make you feel powerful." Maya crossed the room, circling Leona like she was appraising a sculpture. "The tan is perfect—you look like you're glowing from the inside out. And your proportions are insane. That waist-to-hip ratio has to be mathematically impossible."

"It probably is. S.A.R.A.A. removed my ribs."

"Well, they were clearly in the way." Maya stopped in front of her, reaching out to adjust one of the bikini triangles that was threatening to shift. "Okay, rule number one: no sudden movements. This bikini is held together by hope and elastic. Rule number two: if something does shift, don't panic—just adjust with confidence. Rule number three: own it. Every bit of it. You walk out there like you designed this body yourself and you're just giving everyone a preview."

"A preview of what?"

"Of whatever you want. That's the beauty of it." Maya grabbed her own bikini—a white number that was marginally more conservative but no less eye-catching—and headed for the bathroom. "Give me five minutes, then we're going down there and we're going to give this pool deck something to remember."



The walk to the infinity pool was an education in physics.

Leona's new gait caused her to sway with every step—a natural consequence of her restructured hips and shifted center of gravity. The motion was fluid, almost hypnotic, her hips rolling from side to side while her enhanced posterior provided a counterweight that made the whole mechanism work. She couldn't not sway; it was built into her skeletal structure now, as fundamental as breathing.

But it wasn't just the swaying. It was everything.

The "neural link" was working overtime, the enhanced nerve pathways S.A.R.A.A. had installed making her hyper-aware of every sensation. She could feel the pink fabric moving against her skin with each step—the triangles shifting slightly over her breasts, the strings of the bottom riding against her hips, the thin back strap settling into places she was still getting used to.

She could feel the warm Mexican air on her bare skin, the gentle breeze playing across her exposed midriff and the valley of her cleavage. She could feel the heat of the sun-baked pool deck through the thin soles of her sandals, the temperature sensors in her feet reporting the warmth with startling precision.

She could feel her breasts moving.

That was the strangest part. With each step, each sway, her chest responded to the motion with a gentle bounce that she could feel deep in her chest wall. The weight shifted, the tissue moved, and the tiny bikini triangles struggled to keep pace with the dynamics. She felt like she was carrying two independent entities that had their own relationship with gravity.

"Stop hunching," Maya murmured beside her, her own walk a masterclass in confident elegance. "You're trying to minimize the bounce, which just makes it worse. Let them move. Trust the physics."

"The physics are trying to expose me to this entire resort."

"The physics are advertising. Let them do their job."

As they approached the infinity pool, a hush seemed to ripple through the crowd of sunbathers.

It wasn't dramatic—no sudden silence, no record scratch moment. But Leona could feel the attention shifting, feel the weight of gazes moving in her direction. Conversations paused. Heads turned. Sunglasses were lowered for better views.

She was being assessed, evaluated, consumed by dozens of eyes simultaneously.

"Don't look now," Maya whispered, her voice pitched just for Leona's ears, "but Julian from the plane just spilled his drink on himself watching you walk."

Leona's eyes flickered across the pool deck before she could stop herself. Julian was at the swim-up bar, positioned at a prime viewing angle, and he was indeed dabbing at his shirt with a cocktail napkin while trying to pretend he hadn't just poured what looked like a mojito down his front.

Their eyes met. He raised his half-empty glass in acknowledgment, not bothering to hide that he'd been caught staring.

Leona felt a surge of heat that had nothing to do with the sun.

This is the machine, she reminded herself. This is the hormones. This is the neural programming. But the flush spreading across her chest and neck felt entirely genuine, as did the way her pulse seemed to quicken in response to his attention.

"Keep walking," Maya instructed. "Don't give him too much too fast. Let him marinate in the wanting."

They found a pair of lounge chairs near the pool's edge, positioned for maximum visibility and optimal sun exposure. Maya immediately began arranging herself—adjusting the chair angle, positioning her towel, settling into a pose that looked casual but was clearly strategic.

Leona was less graceful. The lounge chair was low, and getting into it with her new proportions required a negotiation of limbs and curves that she hadn't practiced. She eventually managed a semi-reclined position, hyper-aware of how the bikini was handling the new arrangement. The top seemed stable, for now. The bottom had ridden up slightly, but she didn't dare adjust it publicly.

"Okay," Maya said, passing Leona a bottle of sunscreen. "Get your back, and then you're getting in that pool. We need to establish presence."

"Establish presence?" Leona squeezed sunscreen into her palm, beginning the process of applying it to her arms. The lotion was cold against her sensitive skin, and she suppressed a shiver as she worked it in. "What are we, a military operation?"

"We're a social operation, which is basically the same thing but with better outfits." Maya was already waving down a pool attendant. "Two margaritas, top shelf, extra salt. And can you send someone over from the bar with a lunch menu?"

The attendant—a young man who couldn't have been more than twenty—struggled visibly to maintain eye contact. "Of... of course, Ms. Miller. Right away."

"That's the second time today someone's forgotten how to speak English around you," Maya observed as the attendant retreated at speed. "You're dangerous, Leona. You should come with a warning label."

"I should come with a coverage label. Or more coverage, period."

Leona continued applying sunscreen, working down her legs with hands that still felt foreign—too small, too soft, too feminine. When she reached her thighs, she had to pause. The skin there was unbelievable, silk-smooth and supple, with a softness that her male body had never possessed. The lotion absorbed quickly, leaving her skin glistening in the sun.

I can't believe this is me, she thought, watching her own hands move across her own thighs. I can't believe this is my body now.

The "phantom" sensations were intensifying under the sun's warmth. She could feel everything more acutely—the heat soaking into her skin, the slight breeze from the ocean, the fabric of the bikini against areas that were still learning how to process sensation. Her breasts felt heavy in the heat, the skin tight and sensitive, the nipples occasionally brushing against the inside of the triangle cups with that now-familiar electric spark.

And there was something else, something lower. The warmth of the sun on her thighs, on her stomach, on the thin triangle of fabric covering her restructured anatomy—it was creating sensations she didn't have names for. Not arousal, exactly, but an awareness, a subtle pulse of sensitivity that reminded her that everything down there had been rewired.

"You look like you're about to short-circuit," Maya said, watching her with amusement. "The sensory overload getting to you?"

"Everything is so much," Leona admitted, her voice dropping to a whisper. "I can feel the sun on every inch of my skin. I can feel the breeze. I can feel this bikini doing things that should be illegal in most countries."

"Welcome to the female experience. We feel everything, all the time. You learn to filter it eventually." Maya stood, stretching in a way that was definitely for the benefit of nearby observers. "Come on. Pool time. Let's see how the new equipment handles water."

Leona stood carefully, feeling her body adjust to the vertical position—weight shifting to her hips, breasts settling into their natural hang, the bikini strings tightening in response. She walked toward the pool's edge, feeling every eye on the deck tracking her progress.

The pool was stunning, the water a perfect turquoise that blended with the sea beyond the infinity edge. Small groups occupied various areas—the volleyball players in the shallow end, couples floating on inflatable loungers, the bar crowd watching the pool like it was a nature documentary.

Leona reached the edge of the water and looked down. Her reflection gazed back at her—that stunning stranger, all curves and blonde hair and neon pink fabric, poised on the edge of something.

She prepared to dive in.

She'd done this a thousand times as Leo—the casual dive, the clean entry, the underwater glide. It was muscle memory, instinct, something she didn't have to think about.

But her new physics betrayed her.

As she bent over, preparing for the dive, the weight of her chest shifted dramatically forward. Her center of gravity had moved, she realized too late, and the machine's structural changes hadn't come with an updated manual. The heavy swells of her breasts pulled her forward, throwing off her balance.

Simultaneously, the "Fast-Track" tan that S.A.R.A.A. had installed was working as designed—her skin was hydrated, supple, and slick with the combination of sunscreen and the machine's dermal optimization. The pool deck, wet from splashing, offered minimal friction.

And the bikini top, that precarious construction of strings and hope, chose this exact moment to demonstrate the limits of its engineering.

As Leona bent forward, the weight of her breasts combined with the slickness of her skin caused the triangles to shift dangerously. The strings, already strained to capacity, slid across her shoulders. The knot at her neck loosened.

"Leona, wait—!" Maya started, her voice sharp with alarm.

But it was too late.

Leona's feet slipped on the wet deck, her unbalanced dive turning into an ungainly plunge. She hit the water with none of the grace she'd intended, the cool liquid rushing over her skin in a shock of sensation that made her gasp—and inhale water.

She surfaced sputtering, blinking chlorine out of her eyes, her body responding to the sudden temperature change with a cascade of signals she was still learning to interpret. The water was cool, almost cold, and her skin prickled everywhere, nerve endings firing in confusion.

And then she felt it.

A sudden, breezy lightness on her chest.

She looked down through the crystal-clear water, and her stomach dropped.

The neon-pink top was floating three feet away, having made its escape during the chaotic entry. It bobbed on the surface, innocent and abandoned, a tiny scrap of fabric that had failed catastrophically at its one job.

She was topless.

In the pool.

In front of everyone.

"Oh... oh no," Leona whispered, her voice coming out as a melodic, panicked trill that carried across the suddenly silent water. "Oh no, oh no, oh no."

She dropped immediately, submerging up to her neck, crossing her arms over her chest in a protective gesture that was probably too late to matter. Her face was turning a shade of red that would have rivaled the sunset, the flush spreading down her neck toward the very assets she was trying to hide.

Her heart was hammering against her ribs—those restructured ribs, that narrowed chest cavity—and she could feel her breasts pressing against her forearms, heavy and exposed and mortifying.

Everyone saw, she thought desperately. Everyone definitely saw. The whole pool just saw my—

"Need some help there, 'Sis'?" Maya's voice came from the pool deck, bright with barely suppressed laughter. She was leaning over the edge, a freshly delivered cocktail in hand, looking down at Leona with an expression of profound entertainment. "Or are you just giving the fans what they stayed for?"

"Maya!" Leona hissed, her voice strangled with embarrassment. "This is not funny!"

"It's a little funny."

"I'm exposed!"

"You're memorable." Maya took a sip of her margarita. "There's a difference. And technically, you're in water, so there's plausible deniability. Just... go get your top. It's floating toward the bar."

Leona looked at the escaped bikini top, which had indeed drifted toward the swim-up bar area. The bar area that was currently occupied by Julian and several of his friends, all of whom were watching the situation unfold with expressions of intense interest.

Of course, Leona thought. Of course it floated toward him. The universe has a sense of humor.

She began moving through the water, arms still crossed over her chest, trying to make her way toward the floating fabric without exposing herself further. The water resisted her movement, her new body not yet calibrated for efficient swimming. Her breasts, free from the bikini's minimal support, responded to every motion with a buoyancy that was deeply distracting.

They float, she realized with a mix of horror and fascination. Of course they float. They're basically fatty tissue. Physics.

She was about halfway to the bikini top when she became aware of the silence around the pool. Not complete silence—there was still music playing from somewhere, still the distant sound of waves—but the conversational buzz had died down to whispers and pointed stares.

Everyone was watching her.

The volleyball players had stopped mid-game. The couples on inflatable loungers had turned to face her. The bar crowd, Julian included, was tracking her progress like she was the main event of the afternoon.

Across the pool, she could see the group of guys near Julian staring with unabashed intensity, their expressions ranging from hopeful to predatory. They were waiting, she realized. Waiting for her to surface, to reach for the top, to give them a better look at what they'd glimpsed during her tumble.

The shy guy I used to be would die right now, Leona thought, her arms tightening over her chest. Leo would literally die of embarrassment. He would sink to the bottom of this pool and never come up.

But Leo wasn't here anymore.

Something shifted in Leona's chest—something that wasn't just the floating weight of her breasts. It was that spark the machine had installed, that confidence subroutine that had been slowly activating since the transformation. It was the margarita from the plane, still warm in her system. It was the knowledge that she was already exposed, already seen, already the center of attention—and there was nothing she could do about it but choose how to respond.

The machine rewrote me, she thought. It rewrote more than just my body. It rewrote how I react. How I feel. How I perform under pressure.

She felt a bizarre, thrill-seeking spark ignite in her chest. Not embarrassment—though that was still there, a background hum of mortification—but something else. Something closer to excitement.

If everyone's going to look anyway, she thought, I might as well give them something to look at.

She reached the floating bikini top and grabbed it with one hand, keeping the other arm across her chest. The fabric was wet and slippery, the strings tangled, and she realized there was no graceful way to put it back on while treading water with one arm.

She was going to have to surface.

Okay, she told herself, her heart pounding. Okay. You can do this. This is just... exposure therapy. Literally.

Leona rose slowly from the water.

The movement was deliberate, calculated—buying time while she arranged the bikini top, but also drawing out the moment in a way that felt almost theatrical. Water streamed down her body, droplets catching the Mexican sun and glistening on her skin like she'd been dipped in liquid diamonds.

She felt the air hit her chest, felt the momentary exposure as she lifted her arm to position the bikini triangle. The sensation was intense—the cool breeze against wet, sensitive skin, the awareness of being seen—but she didn't flinch. She didn't hurry.

She took her time.

The top went into place—both triangles positioned over their respective assignments, the strings pulled up and around her neck. She tied them with fingers that weren't quite steady, but steady enough. The knot at her back required some contortion, her arms reaching behind her while her chest thrust forward, but she managed it.

And then, when she was covered—such as the micro-string bikini could be called "covered"—she turned to face the pool deck.

She gave them a smile.

It wasn't her usual smile, the awkward grimace of Leo trying to navigate social situations. This was something new, something the machine had installed or something that had been hiding inside her all along. It was pouty, confident, a little bit amused—the smile of a woman who knew she'd just given everyone a show and wasn't particularly sorry about it.

It was a smile she didn't even know she possessed.

"Nice catch," Julian called out from the bar, raising his glass in a toast. His voice carried across the water, warm with approval and something that sounded a lot like admiration. "Impressive recovery."

Leona felt that surge of heat again, that flush that had nothing to do with embarrassment and everything to do with the way he was looking at her. She winked—a perfect, practiced Maya-wink that somehow came naturally—and began swimming toward the submerged bar.

Her strokes were more confident now, her body adjusting to its new parameters. The water felt good against her skin, cool and supportive, and her breasts, restored to their minimal containment, moved with her rather than against her.

She reached the bar and surfaced, positioning herself at the counter next to Julian. The water came up to her shoulders, providing some coverage while also framing her face and wet hair in what she suspected was an attractive arrangement.

"The water's fine, Julian," she said, her voice coming out in that purr that she was starting to enjoy. "But I think I need a drink to help me stay afloat. That was more excitement than I planned for my first hour in Cabo."

Julian laughed—a genuine laugh, not the polished chuckle from the plane. "I'll bet. Can I buy you that drink I mentioned? Consider it compensation for providing the best entertainment this pool has seen all spring break."

"You're buying me a drink because I accidentally flashed half the resort?"

"I'm buying you a drink because you handled it like a pro." He signaled to the bartender. "Whatever she wants. And keep them coming."

Leona leaned against the bar, feeling the cool tile against her back, feeling the sun on her face, feeling Julian's attention like a physical warmth on her skin. She was still mortified, somewhere underneath. She was still adjusting, still processing, still learning how to exist in this new body.

But she was also, undeniably, starting to enjoy herself.

"Make it a double," she told the bartender. "Top shelf. I think I've earned it."


Chapter 7: The Neon Thrum.

By the time the sun began to dip below the horizon, painting the Cabo sky in bruised purples and electric oranges, Leona was three margaritas deep and vibrating with a frequency she didn't recognize.

The afternoon at the pool had been an education. After the bikini incident—which Julian had graciously agreed to never mention again, though his smile suggested he'd be remembering it for years—she'd spent hours floating in the turquoise water, letting the sun bake her skin while her body continued its internal recalibration. The margaritas had helped. The attention had helped more.

By the time Maya had dragged her back to the suite to prepare for the evening, Leona had achieved something approximating equilibrium. Not comfort, exactly—she wasn't sure she'd ever be truly comfortable in this body—but a working relationship. An understanding. Her flesh had agreed to carry her through the night, and she had agreed to stop fighting it quite so hard.

Now, stepping into "The Arch" beach club, that fragile peace was being tested by every sense simultaneously.

The club was a sensory assault.

The bass hit her first—a deep, throbbing pulse that seemed to emanate from the sand itself, vibrating up through her feet and into her bones. It wasn't just sound; it was a physical force, a pressure wave that made her chest cavity resonate and her newly sensitive skin prickle with each beat. The rhythm was primal, insistent, the kind of music designed to bypass the brain entirely and speak directly to the body.

Her body was listening.

The salt air came next, thick and warm, carrying the scent of ocean and expensive perfume and the faint chemical sweetness of fog machines. It filled her lungs, coated her tongue, made her hyper-aware of the way her chest expanded with each breath—the way her breasts rose and fell, straining against the inadequate coverage of her dress.

And the lights.

God, the lights.

Neon tubes traced the perimeter of the open-air club, casting everything in shifting waves of color. Pink bled into purple bled into electric blue, the hues cycling in rhythm with the bass. Under the strobing illumination, Leona's skin—that machine-perfected, "60% Fast-Track tanned" skin—seemed to transform. The pale gold of her daytime complexion became something otherworldly, an ethereal violet glow that made her look less like a woman and more like a fever dream.

She caught her reflection in a mirrored pillar and almost didn't recognize herself.

The woman staring back was luminous, alien, beautiful in a way that hurt to look at. Her blonde hair caught the neon and scattered it into a halo of shifting colors. Her eyes—lined with something smoky Maya had applied while Leona held very still—glittered like gems in the artificial twilight. Her lips, painted a deep rose that Maya had called "plausible deniability red," were parted slightly, catching the light in a way that made them look wet, inviting.

That's me, she thought, and the cognitive dissonance was less jarring than it had been that morning. That glowing creature is me now.

Maya had upgraded their attire for the evening, and "upgraded" was doing a lot of heavy lifting as a verb.

The dress—if it could be called a dress—was essentially three strategically placed silk handkerchiefs held together by luck and a prayer. The fabric was champagne-colored, so pale it was almost white, thin enough that Leona could see her own hand through it when she'd held it up in the hotel room. It draped over her curves rather than containing them, suggesting everything while technically covering the minimum required by public decency laws.

The top consisted of two triangular panels that met at a thin gold chain around her neck, leaving her shoulders, arms, and the entirety of her back exposed. The triangles were sized for a woman with significantly less chest than S.A.R.A.A. had provided, which meant the fabric was stretched taut across her breasts, the thin silk doing absolutely nothing to conceal their shape, their weight, or—in the cool evening air—their current state of attention.

The bottom was a single panel of silk that wrapped around her hips and fell to mid-thigh, secured by another gold chain that sat low on her waist. There was a slit up the left side that went... well, it went almost all the way. High enough that she had to move carefully. High enough that crossing her legs was less a choice than a requirement.

There was no back to speak of. The chains dipped low, exposing the full length of her spine down to where the machine had restructured her lower back, that new arch that made her posterior thrust out in a way that felt obscene. The dimples above her tailbone were visible—those dimples S.A.R.A.A. had sculpted for "visual interest"—and the upper curve of her enhanced backside was barely covered by the draping fabric.

She wasn't wearing underwear.

She couldn't wear underwear. The dress made it physically impossible. Any attempt at undergarments would have been visible through the sheer fabric and beneath the non-existent back. Maya had assured her this was "intentional" and "part of the aesthetic." Leona had pointed out that the aesthetic seemed designed to give her a heart attack.

"I can feel the breeze in places I didn't even have places twelve hours ago," Leona shouted over the music, leaning into Maya as they navigated the crowded dance floor.

The words came out before she could filter them—one of the margaritas talking—but they were accurate. The thin silk provided no barrier against the warm ocean wind that swept through the open club. She could feel it on her exposed back, her bare shoulders, the sides of her breasts where the triangle panels failed to reach. She could feel it on her thighs when the slit parted with her movements. She could feel it on the smooth, hairless skin of her restructured anatomy, where nothing but a single layer of champagne silk separated her from the night air.

It was overwhelming. It was terrifying. It was, against all reason, starting to feel good.

Her hips were moving of their own accord now, a rhythmic, heavy sway that synchronized with the pulsing bass. She didn't have to think about it—couldn't have stopped it if she tried. The machine had installed the motion into her musculature, the neural pathways firing automatically in response to the rhythm. Her enhanced posterior swayed left-right-left-right, the silk sliding against her skin with each oscillation, and she felt the movement in her core, in her thighs, in places that were still learning how to feel.

"That's the 'Sensory Shift' kicking in!" Maya yelled back, her voice cutting through the bass as she scanned the VIP section with predatory focus. She looked stunning, of course—a matching silk number in deep emerald that made her look like a particularly dangerous mermaid—but Leona noticed that the gazes sliding over them seemed to linger longer on her tonight.

"S.A.R.A.A. didn't just change your hardware, honey," Maya continued, grabbing Leona's wrist and pulling her through the crowd. People parted for them, a Red Sea of beautiful bodies making way for two women who looked like they'd been designed by committee specifically to cause traffic accidents. "She rewired the software to make sure you enjoyed the output. The hormones are stabilizing. The neural map is integrating. You're starting to feel like a woman, not just look like one."

"Is that why everything feels like..." Leona searched for the word, her vocabulary failing to capture the sensation, "...like more?"

"Exactly like more. The female nervous system processes sensation differently. More nerve endings, more diffuse pleasure centers, more emotional integration. You're not just feeling the music anymore—you're experiencing it. Body, mind, everything connected." Maya grinned, her teeth white in the neon glow. "Welcome to the good part, 'Sis'."

Before Leona could respond, Maya's grip tightened and her voice sharpened with excitement. "Look! Julian's got a table. And he brought friends."

The VIP section was elevated above the main dance floor, a series of leather booths arranged around low tables littered with bottle service and the debris of expensive fun. Velvet ropes separated the chosen from the masses, guarded by bouncers who looked like they'd been hired based on their ability to intimidate professional wrestlers.

Julian was holding court in the largest booth, surrounded by a small army of men who shared his easy confidence and designer aesthetic. They ranged in age from mid-twenties to early thirties, all of them radiating the particular energy of men who had never worried about money and never would.

He spotted Maya and Leona approaching the rope line and stood immediately.

But his eyes didn't go to Maya.

They locked onto Leona's silhouette with an intensity that she could feel across the crowded club—a physical weight that made her skin prickle and her breath catch. His gaze traveled down her body slowly, deliberately, taking in every curve the silk revealed. The dress clung to the "Pumping Protocol" results with shameless accuracy, the thin fabric molding to the heavy swells of her breasts, the narrow pinch of her waist, the dramatic flare of her hips.

And in the cool ocean air, with the night breeze playing across her barely-covered chest, her physical state was very apparent to everyone in a ten-foot radius.

The thin silk did nothing to hide the way her nipples had responded to the temperature change. They pressed against the fabric like accusations, two prominent points that drew the eye and held it. Leona felt them acutely—the enhanced sensitivity S.A.R.A.A. had installed making her hyperaware of the silk brushing against them, the way the fabric shifted with each breath.

Everyone can see, she thought, a flush rising to her cheeks. Everyone can see exactly how cold I am right now.

But Julian's expression wasn't mocking or judgmental. It was hungry.

He murmured something to the bouncer, who unclipped the velvet rope immediately. Then he was moving toward them, his stride confident and purposeful, his eyes never leaving Leona's form.

"You made it," he said, his voice dipping into a low growl that cut through the bass and went straight to somewhere south of her navel. He reached them and placed a hand on the small of her back—right where the "Chemical Sculptor" had arched her spine, that dramatic dip that made the silk dress drape so provocatively over her posterior.

The contact was electric.

His palm was warm against her bare skin, his fingers spreading to cover the sensitive dimples above her tailbone. The "Neural Calibration" had mapped this area for heightened response, and the touch sent a jolt of heat shooting straight to her core. Her breath hitched. Her hips rocked forward involuntarily. The void between her legs—that restructured, rewired territory—clenched with a sensation she didn't have a name for.

Oh god, she thought, her mind going momentarily blank. Oh god, that's... that's really something.

"We never miss a party," Leona purred, and the words came out in that voice—that husky, honey-coated voice the machine had given her. She didn't plan the purr. It just happened, her body responding to his touch with sounds that her brain hadn't authorized.

Julian's lips curved into a smile that suggested he knew exactly what effect he was having. He guided her toward the booth, his hand maintaining contact with her lower back, his thumb tracing small circles against her spine that made her legs feel unreliable.

The walk to the booth was a gauntlet of attention.

Julian's friends—all six of them—had stopped their conversations to watch her approach. Their gazes were appreciative, hungry, the particular look of men encountering something they wanted but weren't sure they could have. One of them—a dark-haired guy with cheekbones that could cut glass—actually dropped his drink when she passed, the cocktail splashing across the table while he stared at the sway of her hips.

"Down, boys," Julian said, but there was amusement in his voice. Pride, almost. "This one's with me tonight."

With him, Leona thought, and the possessive implication sent another wave of heat through her rebuilt anatomy. I'm 'with him' tonight. Whatever that means.

She sat down, her long legs crossing instinctively in the way Maya had drilled into her during the afternoon's impromptu "feminine movement" seminar. The motion was automatic—knee over knee, ankle tucked, posture straight but relaxed—and it did exactly what it was designed to do.

The high slit of the dress fell away, revealing the smooth, laser-zapped perfection of her thighs.

S.A.R.A.A.'s follicle removal had been thorough. There wasn't a trace of hair anywhere on her legs—not a follicle, not a shadow, not even the memory of stubble. The skin was silk-smooth and gleaming, tanned to a perfect golden bronze that caught the neon lights and reflected them back like she was made of something precious. The muscle definition was subtle but present, the machine having left just enough tone to create elegant lines without masculine bulk.

Her thighs were where S.A.R.A.A. had added significant volume—soft, feminine flesh that filled out the "Curves Package" specifications. They pressed together where her legs crossed, creating that coveted "thigh gap" above the knee while maintaining fullness below. The upper reaches of her thighs, where the slit revealed them, were achingly smooth, tapering up toward territories the dress almost concealed.

She noticed the way Julian's throat moved as he swallowed. His eyes were fixed on the revealed expanse of her legs, tracking the line of smooth skin up toward the shadows beneath the silk. She watched his pulse jump at the hollow of his throat, watched his jaw tighten, watched his hands curl into fists on his thighs.

For the first time since the transformation, the "phantom" discomfort of her old self was completely silenced.

Not muted. Not suppressed. Silenced.

In its place surged something new, something powerful, something that felt like it had been there all along, waiting for the machine to unlock it. It was a surge of predatory, feminine power—the intoxicating knowledge that her body had this effect on men. That she could reduce someone like Julian—confident, wealthy, undeniably attractive Julian—to visible swallowing and clenched fists with nothing more than the crossing of her legs.

This is what Maya feels, Leona realized, and the understanding was revolutionary. This is why she walks through the world like she owns it. Because she does own it. And now... so do I.

"You look different tonight, Leona," Julian noted, leaning in close so his breath brushed against her ear. The sensation was devastating—warm air against the sensitive shell of her ear, his lips close enough that she could feel the ghost of contact. Her newly-sculpted ear, with its enhanced nerve clusters and optimized shape, translated the simple breath into something that felt almost obscene.

She shivered.

"More... settled," he continued, his voice a low rumble that she felt in her chest. "Like you're finally comfortable in your skin."

"You have no idea how much work it took to get into this skin," Leona quipped, her voice steady despite the chaos happening in her nervous system. She reached for a fresh drink that had materialized on the table—another margarita, top shelf, exactly what she needed—and took a long sip.

The tequila burned pleasantly, adding another layer to the sensory symphony her body was conducting. She could feel the alcohol joining the heat Julian had ignited, spreading warmth through her chest and down into her stomach, pooling in places she was still learning to identify.

"Is that right?" Julian's eyebrow arched, curious. "Sounds like there's a story there."

"Oh, there's a story." Leona smiled over the rim of her glass, channeling every ounce of Maya's enigmatic confidence. "But I'm not sure you're ready for it. It involves a lot of... restructuring."

"I like restructuring," Julian said, and his hand found her knee beneath the table. The contact was casual, almost innocent, but his fingers were warm against her skin and the touch radiated up through her thigh with an intensity that made her grip tighten on her glass. "Tell me more."

"Hmm." Leona pretended to consider, using the moment to gather herself. His hand on her knee was distracting, his thumb drawing small circles against her skin that sent electricity sparking up her leg. "Let's just say I've been through some... significant changes lately. Physical. Psychological. The whole package."

"The package certainly looks comprehensive." Julian's gaze dropped meaningfully to her chest, then back to her eyes with a smile that said he knew exactly what he was doing.

"Careful," Leona warned, but she was smiling too. "I might take that as a compliment."

"It was meant as one." His hand slid an inch higher on her thigh, testing boundaries. "I'm just trying to figure out who you are, Leona. Yesterday on the plane, you seemed almost shy. Now you're walking into clubs like you built them."

"Maybe I just needed time to settle in," Leona suggested. "New city. New experiences. New... everything."

"Everything?"

The question hung between them, loaded with implications. Leona felt Maya's training kick in—never confirm, never deny, always keep them guessing.

"A lady doesn't reveal all her secrets, Julian." She uncrossed and recrossed her legs, letting the silk fall away to reveal a new angle of thigh, watching his eyes track the movement. "At least not before the third drink."

"You're on your fourth."

"Then I must be saving the good secrets for later."

Julian laughed, a genuine sound that cut through his practiced smoothness. "God, you're something else. When I met you on that plane, I thought you were beautiful. But now?" He shook his head, something like wonder in his expression. "Now you're dangerous."

"Is that a problem?"

"It's the opposite of a problem." His hand tightened on her thigh briefly, possessively. "It's exactly what I came to Cabo to find."

Across the VIP section, Leona spotted Maya being led onto the dance floor by a tall, dark-haired guy who looked like he'd been assembled from a magazine's "Hottest Men" list. Maya caught her eye and winked—the signal that she was occupied and Leona was on her own—before disappearing into the writhing crowd.

I'm on my own, Leona thought, and the realization should have been terrifying. Twelve hours ago, she would have been Leo—awkward, uncertain Leo, who'd never held a woman's attention for more than five minutes and had certainly never had a man looking at him the way Julian was looking at her now.

But she wasn't Leo anymore.

The machine had seen to that. S.A.R.A.A. had disassembled her old self piece by piece and rebuilt her into something new. Something that could sit in a VIP booth in a Cabo beach club, wearing three handkerchiefs and a prayer, with a handsome man's hand on her thigh—and feel like she belonged there.

The night became a blur of motion.

More drinks appeared. Conversations swirled around them—Julian's friends attempting to engage her in small talk, their questions growing bolder as the alcohol flowed. She learned their names (Marcus, Tyler, Dominic, two guys named Brad who'd apparently never met before) and forgot them almost immediately, her attention consumed by the man beside her.

Julian was attentive in a way that felt overwhelming. Every time she shifted, his hand adjusted. Every time she spoke, he leaned in to listen. Every time she laughed—that new laugh, musical and feminine—his eyes crinkled with genuine pleasure.

And he kept touching her.

Nothing overt, nothing that crossed obvious lines. But his hand never left her thigh, the pressure constant and warm. His shoulder brushed hers when he reached for drinks. His breath grazed her ear when he whispered observations about his friends' increasingly desperate attempts to attract her attention.

"Marcus is about to hurt himself," Julian murmured during one such whisper, his lips close enough to her ear that she could feel them move. "He's been flexing so hard for the last hour I'm worried he'll pull something."

Leona glanced at Marcus, who was indeed engaged in what appeared to be a subtle but strenuous flexing routine, his shirt somehow becoming progressively more unbuttoned.

"Should we tell him I'm not interested?" Leona whispered back, matching Julian's intimate tone.

"And ruin his evening? That would be cruel." Julian's hand slid an inch higher on her thigh, fingertips brushing the hem of her dress where the silk met skin. "Besides, I'm enjoying watching him fail."

"You're mean."

"I'm competitive. There's a difference."

"What's the difference?"

"Mean people enjoy others' suffering." His thumb traced a circle on her inner thigh that made her breath catch. "Competitive people just enjoy winning."

The music shifted then, the frenetic energy of the earlier tracks giving way to something slower, heavier. The beat was still pulsing, but it had transformed into something designed for grinding, for bodies pressed together, for the kind of dancing that was really just foreplay with a soundtrack.

As the new rhythm took hold of the crowd, Julian stood and offered his hand.

"Dance with me," he said. It wasn't a question.

Leona looked at his extended palm, at the confident set of his shoulders, at the way his eyes were fixed on her like she was the only person in the club. Her body was already responding to the bass, her hips beginning that automatic sway, her skin tingling with anticipation.

She took his hand.

On the dance floor, the "Neural Calibration" took full control.

Leona didn't have to think about how to move. She couldn't have thought about it if she'd tried—the machine's neural pulses had mapped the "Maya" template onto her brain with perfect fidelity, installing dance moves and body awareness that she'd never learned consciously. Her hips knew what to do. Her arms knew where to go. Her whole body knew how to respond to the music, to the heat, to the man pressed against her back.

She pressed her spine against Julian's chest, feeling his warmth through the thin silk of her dress. He was solid behind her—broad shoulders, flat stomach, the unmistakable evidence of his interest pressing against her lower back. His arms wrapped around her waist, hands splaying across her stomach, fingertips dangerously close to the underswell of her breasts.

And she moved.

Her hips rolled in heavy, grinding circles that would have made "Leo" pass out from sheer embarrassment. Her enhanced posterior pressed back against Julian with each rotation, the thin silk providing no barrier between her curves and his increasingly obvious response. Her spine undulated, her shoulders rolled, her head fell back against his shoulder as her body found a rhythm that felt ancient, primal, necessary.

Julian groaned against her ear, and the sound vibrated through her whole body.

"Jesus," he breathed, his hands tightening on her waist. "Where did you learn to move like this?"

A machine taught me, Leona thought, but what she said was: "Maybe I'm just inspired by my partner."

She threw her head back further, feeling the weight of her blonde hair brush against her bare shoulders, against his chest, cascading down in waves that caught the neon lights. The motion arched her spine—that S.A.R.A.A.-sculpted spine—and pressed her breasts forward against the silk, creating a silhouette that was frankly pornographic.

She laughed.

The sound surprised her. It was a laugh of pure pleasure, of physical joy, of complete surrender to the moment. Leo had never laughed like that. Leo had never felt like this—loose and powerful and desired and absolutely, catastrophically alive.

The intimacy was a revelation.

Every point of contact between their bodies was transmitting information directly to her pleasure centers. Julian's hands on her stomach, his chest against her back, his hips moving with hers—each sensation was magnified, intensified, processed by neural pathways that had been specifically designed to make this feel good.

Being treated as the center of attention—not just Julian's, but the envy-laden gazes of every other woman on the floor and the hungry stares of every man—created a psychological feedback loop that amplified everything. She was beautiful. She was desired. She was powerful. The thoughts cycled through her mind in time with the bass, each repetition driving them deeper into her new self-image.

And the physical response was overwhelming.

Every time Julian's hands strayed toward the curve of her hips—grazing the swell of her enhanced posterior, following the dramatic line from waist to thigh—a wave of arousal washed over her. It was sharper than anything she'd felt as a man, more diffuse, more all-encompassing. It didn't concentrate in one location; it radiated outward from his touch, spreading heat through her stomach, her chest, her thighs, that reconstructed territory between her legs.

The void didn't feel like a loss anymore.

For the first time since the transformation, Leona understood what S.A.R.A.A. had been creating. The machine hadn't just removed her male anatomy—it had replaced it with something different, something designed for exactly this kind of sensation. The nerve clusters were different, the pleasure responses were different, the whole architecture of arousal had been redesigned from the ground up.

It felt like a destination.

Every time Julian's hands strayed lower, every time his hips pressed against her backside, every time his breath ghosted across her neck, she felt an answering pulse from her new anatomy. Not the urgent, focused pressure she remembered from her male body, but something deeper, more liquid, more wanting. A warmth that spread and built and coiled in her lower belly like a promise.

"You feel incredible," Julian murmured, his lips actually making contact with her neck now. The kiss was light—barely there—but her enhanced skin registered it like a brand.

"You're not so bad yourself," she managed, her voice coming out breathy and strange.

"I want to get out of here." His hands slid down to her hips, pulling her back against him in a way that left no question about his intentions. She could feel him through his pants, through her silk dress, hard and ready against the curve of her backside. "It's too loud to tell you how incredible you look."

"Is that really what you want to tell me?"

"Among other things." His teeth grazed her earlobe, and she actually whimpered. "Let me take you somewhere quieter. Somewhere I can appreciate you properly."

Leona's body screamed yes. Every nerve ending, every rewired pleasure pathway, every drop of hormone coursing through her bloodstream was voting unanimously in favor of going somewhere quieter with Julian and discovering what "appreciating properly" might involve.

But some fragment of Leo remained, a small voice asking whether this was happening too fast, whether she was ready for whatever came next, whether she even knew what she was getting into.

She looked across the crowded dance floor, searching for Maya. Her sister was visible near the bar, still entangled with the magazine-cover guy, but her attention was on Leona. Their eyes met across the writhing sea of bodies.

Maya gave her a thumbs-up and a wink.

The "Twin Pact" was in full effect. Whatever happened next, Maya had her back. Whatever decisions she made tonight, her sister would support her. Whatever she was becoming, she wasn't becoming it alone.

Leona turned back to Julian, her pouty lips curving into a smile that was 100% Maya and 0% Leo. The expression felt natural now, felt right, like she'd been wearing it her whole life instead of just learning it that morning.

"I think I'd like that," she whispered, her voice a sultry, rewritten melody that she barely recognized as her own. "But be careful, Julian. I'm a lot more than I appear to be."

"I'm counting on it," he said, and took her hand.

As they walked toward the exit, the cool sand of the beach hitting her pedicured toes—those tiny, arched feet the machine had sculpted—Leona felt something shifting in her chest that had nothing to do with her enhanced anatomy.

She was leaving the club on the arm of a man she'd met that morning. She was wearing three scraps of silk and nothing else. She was about to do something that Leo would never have done, could never have done, wouldn't even have been able to imagine.

And she wasn't afraid.

The transition was nearly complete. Not just the physical transformation—that had been done since she'd stepped off S.A.R.A.A.'s table—but something deeper. The psychological integration Maya had promised. The alignment of body and mind, of hardware and software, of the flesh she'd been given and the person she was becoming.

The "man" she used to be was a fading memory now, a ghost in a machine that had been thoroughly upgraded. Leo existed only as a reference point, a before picture in the mental scrapbook of her life. Everything that came next would be Leona's—the experiences, the choices, the pleasures and consequences.

She tightened her grip on Julian's hand and followed him into the Cabo night.

The elevator to Julian's penthouse suite was glass-walled, offering a panoramic view of Cabo's glittering coastline as they ascended. Leona barely noticed. Her attention was consumed by the man beside her—by the warmth of his hand on her lower back, by the way his thumb traced lazy circles against her spine, by the electricity that seemed to arc between them in the confined space.

"Nervous?" Julian asked, his voice low.

Leona considered the question honestly. Her heart was racing, her palms were slightly damp, and her newly-rewired nervous system was firing on all cylinders. But nervous wasn't quite the right word.

"Excited," she admitted. "And maybe a little terrified. But not nervous."

"There's a difference?"

"Nervous is when you're afraid something will go wrong." She turned to face him, her back against the cool glass, the city lights creating a halo behind her. "Terrified is when you know everything's about to change and you're not sure you're ready."

Julian stepped closer, close enough that she could smell his cologne—something woodsy and warm that made her want to press her nose against his neck and breathe deep. His hands found her waist, settling on the narrow span the machine had sculpted, his fingers spanning nearly the entire circumference.

"We don't have to do anything you're not ready for," he said, and the sincerity in his voice made something twist in her chest. "I meant what I said—I just want somewhere quiet to talk. To get to know you. Whatever else happens... that's up to you."

The elevator dinged.

The doors slid open onto a private foyer, all cream marble and soft lighting, leading to a single massive door. Julian produced a key card, and the door swung open to reveal the kind of suite that existed in magazines and fever dreams.

Floor-to-ceiling windows dominated the far wall, showcasing the moonlit Pacific in all its vast, dark glory. The furniture was low and modern—cream leather, dark wood, accents of gold that caught the ambient light. A bar occupied one corner, fully stocked with bottles that probably cost more than Leo's monthly rent had been. Another corner held a massive bed, its white linens glowing in the moonlight like an invitation.

Leona's eyes lingered on that bed for a moment longer than she intended.

"Drink?" Julian asked, moving toward the bar with practiced ease.

"Please." Her voice came out steadier than she felt. "Whatever you're having."

She drifted toward the windows while he poured, drawn by the view and the need for a moment to collect herself. The glass was cool against her palm when she pressed her hand to it, grounding her in the present moment. Below, the beach stretched out in silver and shadow, the waves catching moonlight as they rolled toward shore.

I'm really here, she thought. I'm really doing this. I'm really... me.

The realization settled into her bones with a weight that felt permanent. Whatever happened tonight, whatever choices she made, they would be Leona's choices. Not Leo's reluctant stumbling through a situation beyond his control, but Leona's deliberate steps into a future she was actively choosing.

The distinction mattered more than she could articulate.

"You're thinking very loudly," Julian said, appearing beside her with two glasses of amber liquid. Whiskey, she realized as she accepted hers—smooth and expensive, the kind that didn't burn on the way down.

"Sorry. Occupational hazard."

"What occupation makes you think that hard at midnight in a penthouse suite?"

"Professional overthinker." She took a sip, letting the warmth spread through her chest. "It's not a lucrative field, but the hours are flexible."

Julian laughed—that genuine sound again, the one that crinkled the corners of his eyes and made him look younger, less polished, more real. "I like you, Leona. I don't know what it is, but there's something about you that feels... different. Like you're actually present. Most people I meet are performing a version of themselves. You feel like you're still figuring out who you are."

The accuracy of the observation hit her like a physical blow.

"That's... surprisingly perceptive," she managed.

"I have my moments." He set his glass on a nearby table and turned to face her fully, the moonlight casting half his face in shadow. "Can I ask you something personal?"

"You can ask. I reserve the right to deflect with humor."

"Fair enough." He paused, seeming to gather his thoughts. "On the plane, when we first met... you seemed almost startled by attention. Like you weren't used to being looked at. But tonight, at the club, you owned every room you walked into. What changed?"

Everything, Leona thought. Literally everything about me changed in the span of forty-seven minutes in a chrome coffin.

"I had a... transformative experience recently," she said carefully, choosing each word like stepping stones across a river. "The kind that makes you reevaluate everything you thought you knew about yourself. I'm still processing it, honestly. But I think I'm starting to understand who I'm supposed to be."

"And who's that?"

"Someone who doesn't apologize for taking up space." She set her own glass down, mirroring his posture, facing him fully in the silver light. "Someone who doesn't shrink to make other people comfortable. Someone who..." She hesitated, then committed to the honesty. "Someone who goes after what she wants."

Julian's eyes darkened with something that made her stomach flip.

"And what do you want, Leona?"

The question hung between them, heavy with possibility. A thousand answers flickered through her mind—safety, certainty, her old life back, her old body back, none of this to have ever happened. But those weren't the answers that rose to her lips.

"Right now?" She stepped closer, close enough to feel the heat radiating from his body through the thin silk of her dress. "I want to stop thinking so much. I want to feel something real. I want..." She looked up at him, at his parted lips and hungry eyes and the rapid pulse visible at his throat. "I want you to kiss me."

He didn't hesitate.

His mouth found hers with precision and heat, one hand cupping her jaw while the other slid around her waist, pulling her against him. The kiss was nothing like the awkward, tentative experiences Leo had accumulated over twenty-one years of half-hearted attempts. This was consuming—a full-body experience that short-circuited her brain and left nothing but sensation.

His lips were firm but not demanding, leading without controlling. His tongue traced the seam of her mouth, requesting entry, and she granted it with a small sound that she barely recognized as her own. The taste of whiskey mingled between them, warm and intoxicating, and Leona felt herself melting into him like the silk of her dress was the only thing keeping her upright.

Which, given its structural integrity, was a terrifying thought.

His hand slid up her bare back, tracing the architecture of her spine—that S.A.R.A.A.-sculpted curve that arched her into him. The touch was electric, sending sparks cascading down her nerve endings, pooling in places that were still learning how to respond. Her skin felt like it was on fire everywhere he touched, the enhanced sensitivity translating every brush of his fingers into something overwhelming.

"God," Julian breathed against her mouth, "you're incredible."

Leona couldn't form words. Her capacity for language had been temporarily suspended, replaced by a symphony of physical sensation that demanded her full attention. Her hands found his chest, feeling the firm muscle beneath his shirt, the rapid beat of his heart matching her own. She pressed closer, desperate for more contact, more heat, more of whatever this feeling was that was building inside her.

Julian's mouth left hers, trailing down her jaw, her neck, finding the sensitive hollow of her throat where her pulse hammered visibly. His lips closed over that spot, sucking gently, and Leona's knees actually buckled.

He caught her easily, one arm wrapping around her waist while the other tangled in her hair. "Easy," he murmured against her skin. "I've got you."

"This is..." She gasped as his teeth grazed her collarbone. "This is a lot."

He pulled back immediately, concern flickering across his features. "Too much? We can slow down—"

"No." She grabbed the front of his shirt, fisting the expensive fabric in her fingers. "Not too much. Just... different. Different than I expected."

"Different good or different bad?"

"Different incredible." She pulled him back toward her, claiming another kiss that left them both breathless. "Different like I didn't know it could feel like this."

Something shifted in Julian's expression—curiosity, maybe, or dawning understanding. "Leona, have you... I mean, is this your first..."

"No," she said quickly. Then, more honestly: "Yes. Sort of. It's complicated."

"Complicated how?"

How to explain that she'd had experiences before—as Leo, as a man, fumbling through encounters that had never felt quite right? How to explain that this body was new, that these sensations were uncharted territory, that she was essentially a virgin in every way that mattered?

"Let's just say I'm... new to feeling things this intensely," she settled on. "My previous experiences were... different. Less connected. Like I was watching from outside my body instead of being in it."

Julian's thumb traced her cheekbone, unbearably gentle. "And now?"

"Now I'm so in my body I can barely think."

He smiled, and it wasn't the charming, practiced smile he'd deployed at the club. It was softer, more genuine, the smile of someone who'd just been handed something precious and was determined not to break it.

"Then let's not think," he said, and kissed her again.

The stumble toward the bed was a symphony of fumbling hands and stifled laughter. Julian’s mouth found hers in the darkened hallway, a hungry, desperate kiss that stole her breath. His hands were already at the zipper of her dress, the metallic rasp loud in the quiet. He broke the kiss, his forehead resting against hers.

“Too fast?” he breathed, his eyes searching hers in the dim light.

“No,” Leona gasped, the word more truth than she intended. “Not fast enough.”

That was all the encouragement he needed. The silk dress slid from her shoulders, catching on her hips before pooling at her feet in a whisper of surrender. The cool penthouse air touched her bare skin, raising goosebumps. Julian’s gaze was a physical caress, hot and heavy, roaming over her naked form—the new, full curve of her breasts, the unfamiliar dip of her waist, the smooth plane of her stomach. She felt a flash of vulnerability, this body so new, so seen.

“My god,” he murmured, his voice thick. He didn’t touch her, just looked. “You’re… breathtaking.”

The reverence in his tone melted the last of her nerves. She reached for him, pulling his shirt over his head, her fingers splaying across the warm, firm muscle of his chest. His skin was smooth, hot to the touch. He groaned as her nails grazed his nipples, a low, ragged sound that vibrated through her palms.

Then they were falling, tumbling onto the impossibly soft expanse of the bed. Julian caught his weight on his forearms, caging her beneath him. The full, delicious press of his body against hers was electric. His erection, hard and insistent, pressed against her inner thigh through the thin fabric of his trousers. A jolt of pure, undiluted power shot through her. I did that. This body did that.

His mouth descended, not on her lips, but on the sensitive curve of her neck. He laved the spot with his tongue before sucking gently. Leona cried out, her back arching off the mattress. The sensation was dizzying, a direct line of pleasure to her core. “Julian…”

“Tell me what you want,” he growled against her skin, his hands finally moving. One palm swept up her ribcage, thumb brushing the underside of her breast in a maddening, feather-light circle.

“You. Just you.” It was all she could think.

His mouth trailed lower, following the path of his hand. He took one peaked nipple into his mouth, and Leona saw stars. The wet heat, the gentle suction, the flick of his tongue—it was too much. Her hips bucked involuntarily, seeking friction. Every nerve ending was alight, singing a chorus of need she’d never known. Is this what it’s supposed to feel like? Is it always this intense?

He worshipped her breasts, moving from one to the other, his free hand stroking her flank, her hip, the outside of her thigh. Each touch was deliberate, mapping her responses. He learned her quickly. A particular swirl of his tongue made her gasp. A gentle bite made her moan his name. He was building her, piece by piece, toward something she could barely comprehend.

His mouth continued its devastating journey south. He kissed her stomach, his tongue dipping into her navel, making her squirm. He hooked his hands behind her knees, opening her to him. The first brush of his breath against her most intimate flesh made her whole body tense.

“Julian, wait, I—” The words died in her throat as his mouth found her.

There was no waiting. His tongue was a flat, hot stroke through her slick folds, and Leona’s vision whited out for a second. A raw, ragged scream tore from her throat. He held her hips down as she thrashed, his mouth devouring her with a focused intensity that shattered every coherent thought. He licked and sucked, exploring her new anatomy with a scholar’s dedication and a sinner’s passion. He found the swollen bundle of nerves and circled it with the very tip of his tongue, a precise, relentless pressure.

“Oh god, oh fuck,” she chanted, her fingers twisting in the sheets. The pleasure was a tidal wave, building from deep inside, radiating outward until her toes curled and her calves trembled. It wasn’t like before. It was deeper, wider, a flooding sensation that threatened to drown her. She was babbling, begging, though for what she didn’t know—more, stop, never stop.

He added a finger, sliding deep inside her with ease, curling upward. The dual sensation of his mouth and his hand working in perfect rhythm was her undoing. The climax hit her like a freight train. It didn’t peak and fall. It exploded. Pleasure detonated in her core and rioted through every limb, a continuous, shaking release that had her sobbing into the crook of her arm. He rode it out with her, his tongue gentling, his finger still buried deep, until the last tremor subsided.

Before she could recover, Julian was moving up her body, shedding his trousers. His eyes were dark with want, his chest heaving. He positioned himself at her entrance, the broad head of his cock nudging against her, slick with her own arousal.

“Look at me,” he commanded, his voice guttural.

Leona forced her eyes open, meeting his intense gaze. He pushed inside, slowly, filling her with an exquisite, stretching fullness that made her gasp. The fit was perfect, overwhelming. He stilled, fully seated, letting her adjust. The feeling of being so completely occupied was alien and profoundly right.

“Okay?” he gritted out, veins standing out on his neck from the effort of holding still.

In answer, she wrapped her legs around his waist, heels digging into the small of his back, and pulled him deeper. He groaned, a sound of pure surrender, and began to move.

His thrusts started slow, deep, each one dragging against a spot inside her that made her see sparks. She met him stroke for stroke, her hips rising to meet his, learning the rhythm of this new dance. The friction was divine, the slap of skin on skin a lewd, thrilling percussion to their ragged breathing.

“You feel… incredible,” Julian gasped, his pace increasing. “So tight. So fucking perfect.”

Leona could only moan in agreement, lost in the sensations. The weight of him, the smell of sex and sweat, the delicious ache with every deep drive. She could feel another climax building, coiling tighter and tighter low in her belly. He shifted slightly, angling his hips, and hit a spot that made her cry out, a sharp, desperate sound.

“There?” he growled, pounding into that same spot again, and again.

“Yes! There! Don’t stop!” Her words were a broken plea.

His control shattered. His thrusts became harder, faster, pistoning into her with a force that shook the bed. Leona clutched at his shoulders, her nails biting into his skin as the world narrowed to the point where their bodies joined. The pressure broke. Her second orgasm crashed over her, even more violent than the first, a convulsing, mindless wave of ecstasy that ripped a scream from her lungs.

Feeling her clench around him, Julian drove into her one last, deep time and stilled. A raw, guttural shout tore from his throat as he emptied himself inside her, his body shuddering with the force of his release. He collapsed on top of her, his weight a welcome anchor as they both gasped for air, sweat-slicked and trembling.

For a long moment, there was only the sound of their ragged breathing mingling in the dark. Julian finally shifted, rolling to his side and pulling her with him, keeping her close. His heartbeat was a frantic drum against her back.

“Leona…” he began, his voice hoarse.


Chapter 8: The Morning After (And the New Normal).

The tropical sun was aggressive.

It didn't politely announce itself with gentle warming rays or gradually brightening light. No, the Cabo sun came in swinging, stabbing through the gaps in the heavy velvet curtains of the resort suite like it had a personal vendetta against anyone foolish enough to still be asleep at—Leona squinted at the clock on the nightstand—eleven in the morning.

She groaned, the sound coming out low and musical, and rolled over in the massive bed.

The motion brought her into contact with silk sheets that felt far more pleasant against her skin than they had any right to. The fabric slid across her body like water, catching on curves and flowing over valleys, registering against nerve endings that seemed to have multiplied overnight. Every inch of skin the sheets touched sent little pulses of sensation to her brain—not arousal, exactly, but a heightened awareness that made her feel like she was being caressed by the bed itself.

This is what high thread count feels like with female skin, she thought groggily. No wonder Maya insisted on Egyptian cotton.

She stretched, arms reaching above her head, back arching, legs extending—and froze mid-motion as her body reported back its status.

Something had changed.

The "phantom" tightness of the transformation—that persistent, low-level discomfort that had been humming beneath her skin since she'd stepped off S.A.R.A.A.'s table—had finally dissolved. She hadn't even realized how present it had been until it was gone, like background noise you only notice when it stops. In its place was something new: a heavy, languid softness that made her feel like she was made of warm honey.

Her muscles were loose in a way they'd never been as Leo, even after the most thorough stretching routine. Her joints felt lubricated, fluid, as if the machine had replaced her mechanical parts with something smoother. Her skin felt settled, no longer the foreign covering it had seemed yesterday but something that actually belonged to her.

And her body felt present in a way it hadn't before.

She completed the stretch, feeling things shift and settle. Her breasts—those heavy, machine-crafted additions—responded to the motion by sliding to either side of her chest, their weight pulling them toward the mattress in a way that felt natural rather than alarming. Her hips rotated smoothly in their sockets, the extra padding S.A.R.A.A. had installed creating a cushioning effect that made the movement feel luxurious. Her back arched with that new, exaggerated curve, and for once the sensation was pleasurable rather than strange.

The integration is complete, she realized. Whatever S.A.R.A.A. started, my body finished overnight.

She sat up slowly, the silk sheets sliding down her body like a retreating tide. The fabric caught on the peaks of her chest, hesitated, then slipped away to reveal the full, heavy results of the "Pumping Protocol."

In the warm morning light filtering through the curtains, her breasts looked almost surreal. They sat high on her chest despite their weight, the internal structure S.A.R.A.A. had engineered providing support that nature rarely achieved. The skin was smooth and golden from the Fast-Track tan, stretched taut over the enhanced tissue without a single stretch mark or imperfection. They rose and fell with her breathing, two substantial weights that she was finally beginning to feel were hers rather than additions.

The sensitivity was still intense. As the air hit her chest—the suite's climate control maintaining a cool seventy degrees—her nipples responded immediately. They tightened, peaked, became prominent points that sent tingling signals cascading down through her chest. The sensation was somewhere between pleasure and discomfort, a heightened awareness that made her acutely conscious of every current of air that passed over her exposed skin.

She cupped her breasts experimentally, one in each hand. They overflowed her palms, the weight substantial and warm, the tissue soft but firm. The touch sent another cascade of tingles through her nervous system—not sexual, exactly, but definitely something. Something her male body had never experienced.

I'm starting to understand why women are always adjusting their bras, she thought. These things are demanding. They have opinions about temperature and support and attention.

She released her breasts and ran a hand through her hair instead. The strands slipped through her fingers like silk—thick, blonde, and smelling like a mix of Julian's expensive cologne and the sea breeze. The scent triggered a flood of sensory memories: his hands on her waist, his chest against her back, his breath in her ear...

She pushed the memories aside—for now—and focused on the simple act of touching her own hair. It was longer than she remembered, falling past her shoulders in waves that had somehow maintained their shape despite a night of... whatever last night had been. The texture was different than Leo's hair had been; softer, finer, with a weight and movement that felt feminine in a way she couldn't quite articulate.

And she realized with a start that she wasn't reaching for a phantom beard anymore.

For the past day, every time she'd touched her face, some part of her brain had expected to encounter stubble. The masculine habit of checking the jaw, feeling for the rasp of hair growth, confirming the need for a shave—it had persisted through the transformation like a ghost limb, her nervous system still expecting anatomy that no longer existed.

But this morning, her hand went to her hair first. She touched her face second, and when her fingers found smooth, soft skin along her jawline, she didn't feel the jarring disconnect of wrongness. She felt... normal. Her face was supposed to feel like this. Smooth, delicate, feminine.

The neural mapping, she thought. S.A.R.A.A. said it would integrate over twenty-four to forty-eight hours. The programming is settling in. I'm not just looking like a woman anymore—I'm expecting to be one.

"Finally awake, Sleeping Beauty?"

The voice came from the balcony, carried on a warm breeze that swept through the open doors. Maya was lounging in one of the cushioned chairs, already dressed in a white crochet cover-up that left very little to the imagination. The knit pattern created a latticework of skin and fabric, revealing glimpses of the bikini beneath—or possibly the absence of one; with Maya, you could never be sure. She was sipping a mimosa from a champagne flute, her oversized sunglasses pushed up into her hair, looking entirely too smug for this hour of the morning.

"What time is it?" Leona managed, her voice coming out as a soft, morning rasp that sounded disturbingly sultry even to her own ears. The "vocal cord restructuring" had transformed her voice completely, but she was still getting used to hearing herself speak. Every word came out honey-coated and musical, like she was perpetually on the verge of a particularly seductive thought.

"Time for you to get your newly configured ass out of bed and tell me everything," Maya said, swinging her legs off the lounger and padding into the suite. Her movements were graceful, practiced, the walk of a woman who'd spent years learning how to make every step look like an invitation. "I've been waiting for hours. Well, one hour. But it felt like hours. Do you have any idea how boring it is waiting for your newly female twin to wake up and dish about her first night out?"

Leona stumbled out of bed, and "stumbled" was the operative word.

Her new center of gravity was still a work in progress, apparently. The integration had improved her body awareness, but eighteen hours wasn't enough time to completely override twenty-one years of masculine movement patterns. Her hips swayed reflexively as she stood, the enhanced weight on her chest pulling her forward, and she had to catch herself on the bedpost to avoid an undignified tumble.

"Careful," Maya said, not sounding particularly concerned. "The balance thing takes about a week to fully sort out. Until then, you're going to walk like you've had three drinks even when you're sober."

"Fantastic." Leona straightened, letting go of the bedpost and allowing her body to find its new equilibrium. Her hips settled into that natural sway, her breasts found their resting position, and she was suddenly very aware that she was standing in the middle of the room completely naked.

She caught her reflection in the full-length mirror across the suite and stopped.

The woman in the mirror was a stranger—and also, somehow, herself.

The "60% tan" had deepened overnight into a rich, golden bronze. S.A.R.A.A.'s "Fast-Track" melanin protocols had continued working while she slept, processing the previous day's sun exposure and accelerating the coloring process. Her skin now had the look of someone who'd spent weeks in the tropics rather than a single afternoon by the pool. The golden tone made her eyes pop, intensifying the blue-green that the machine had optimized, and made her features look even more delicate and feminine.

She looked... incredible.

Not just "attractive" or "pretty" or even "beautiful." She looked like the physical ideal the machine had been programmed to create—the mathematically optimized combination of features and proportions that S.A.R.A.A.'s algorithms determined would maximize aesthetic appeal.

Her face was heart-shaped perfection, all high cheekbones and soft jawline and lips that looked permanently ready to be kissed. Her neck was a graceful column leading down to shoulders that were delicate, feminine, impossibly narrow compared to Leo's frame. Her breasts dominated her upper body, large and round and golden, sitting high on her chest with a perkiness that gravity should have made impossible. Her waist was a narrow pinch that looked almost too small to contain organs, the removed ribs creating a dramatic hourglass curve. Her hips flared out in a wide, womanly swell, the added volume creating perfect proportion with her chest. Her legs were long and toned and smooth, tapering down to small, arched feet that looked like they'd been designed for heels.

And between her legs, the transformation was complete and settled.

The area was smooth, neat, feminine in every detail. The restructuring that had seemed so alien yesterday now looked natural, like it had always been this way. The carefully sculpted contours, the hairless skin, the delicate folds—everything the machine had created was integrated, healed, hers.

She was looking at Leona. Not Leo-in-a-new-body. Not a man transformed. Just... Leona. A woman. Herself.

"Maya," she said, her soft morning rasp turning the name into something musical. "What happened last night? My brain feels like it's been through a blender."

It wasn't entirely true. She remembered things—flashes and fragments of sensation, Julian's hands and the pounding bass and the feeling of her body moving in ways she'd never imagined. But there were gaps, moments lost to the margaritas and the sensory overload and whatever chemical cascade the evening had triggered in her restructured brain.

"Last night," Maya said, stepping fully into the suite and closing the balcony doors behind her to trap the cool air, "was the official debut of the Miller Twins." She walked to the room service cart that Leona hadn't noticed, poured a mimosa from a waiting pitcher, and pressed the cool glass into Leona's hand. "Drink this. Hair of the dog, Cabo edition."

Leona took the glass automatically, the champagne flute feeling natural in her slender fingers. She took a sip—orange juice and champagne and bubbles that tickled her tongue—and felt some of the fog in her head begin to clear.

"The Miller Twins," she repeated. "Is that what we're calling this?"

"That's what we are, babe." Maya clinked her own glass against Leona's in a toast. "Twin sisters, identically gorgeous, taking Cabo by storm. You should have seen the looks we got walking into that club. People practically parted for us like we were royalty. And then when you started dancing..." Maya made a chef's-kiss gesture. "Perfection. Absolute perfection. The neural programming really took."

"The dancing." More fragments surfaced—her body moving without her permission, hips grinding in circles, the heat of Julian pressed against her back. "I remember the dancing. Some of it. It was..."

"Hot as hell," Maya supplied. "You were magnetic, Leona. I've been going to clubs for years, and I've never seen anyone command attention like you did last night. Every eye in that place was on you. And Julian?" Maya's grin turned predatory. "Julian was practically ready to buy you a condo by the time you two left the beach."

The flush started at Leona's chest and climbed upward, turning her golden skin a shade pinker. "We left the beach?"

"You left the club," Maya corrected. "I saw you walking toward the exit with him. Hand in hand. Very romantic. Very 'sweep me off my feet.' I assumed you'd tell me everything when you got back, but you were passed out by the time I made it in."

Leona's brain scrambled through the foggy memories, trying to piece together what had happened after she'd walked out of the club with Julian. She remembered sand—warm sand under her feet, the beach stretching out dark and quiet after the chaos of the club. She remembered his voice, low and admiring. She remembered the feeling of his hand on her lower back, guiding her somewhere...

"We walked on the beach," she said slowly, the memory crystallizing. "Just walked. He wanted to show me this spot where you can see bioluminescence in the water. We sat on the sand and talked and..." She trailed off, the flush deepening. "And then he kissed me."

Maya's squeal was piercing enough to make Leona's sensitive ears ring. "He kissed you? Your first kiss as a woman? Oh my god, Leona, you have to tell me everything. How was it? Did you feel the 'neural integration' kick in? Was it different than kissing as a guy?"

Leona thought about the kiss.

It surfaced in her memory like a photograph developing—the moment his lips had touched hers, the chemical explosion that had followed. She'd been kissed before, as Leo, though never particularly well or memorably. But this... this had been something else entirely.

"It was different," she said, the word inadequate but the only one she had. "Everything felt more... connected. When he kissed me, I didn't just feel it in my lips. I felt it everywhere. My skin tingled, my chest got tight, my stomach did this flip thing..." She gestured vaguely at her lower body. "And down there, it was like... a pulse. A warmth. The whole system responded at once."

"That's the integrated nervous system," Maya said, nodding sagely. "S.A.R.A.A. didn't just give you female parts—she gave you female responses. Arousal is different for us. It's whole-body. Diffuse. It builds from everywhere at once." She tilted her head, studying Leona with interest. "How far did it go? The kiss?"

"Just the kiss," Leona said quickly. "We kissed for a while, and it was... intense. But then I started getting overwhelmed—too many sensations, too much input—and he was actually really sweet about it. He walked me back here, said goodnight at the door, and told me he'd see me tomorrow." She paused. "Today, I mean. He said he'd see me today."

Maya looked almost disappointed. "That's it? No second base? No exploration of the new equipment?"

"Maya."

"What? I'm your sister. I'm supposed to ask invasive questions about your love life. It's in the twin handbook." Maya took a long sip of her mimosa, watching Leona over the rim. "But fine, I'll respect your boundaries. For now. Just tell me—did you like it? The kiss, the attention, the whole experience?"

Leona was quiet for a moment, taking stock of her own reactions. The memory of the kiss was warm in her chest, pleasant rather than alarming. The memory of Julian's attention—his eyes on her body, his hands on her waist, his obvious desire—should have been disturbing. It should have triggered every alarm bell Leo had about being objectified, about being reduced to a body, about being treated as something to be pursued rather than a person to be known.

But it hadn't felt like that.

It had felt... good. Powerful. Like she was in control of the situation even while surrendering to it. Like she was choosing to be desired rather than passively receiving unwanted attention.

"I... I think I liked it," she admitted, and the words came out surprised. "Which is weird, right? I should be horrified. I should be calling the Modu-Style technicians and demanding my testosterone back. I should be having a complete identity crisis about the fact that I let a man kiss me and my body responded like..." She gestured at herself, at the visible evidence of her transformation. "Like this is normal. Like I'm actually supposed to be attracted to him."

"Are you?" Maya asked. "Attracted to him?"

Leona thought about it. Really thought about it, trying to separate the machine's programming from her own genuine responses.

Julian was objectively attractive. She'd recognized that even as Leo, in the abstract way you might note that a celebrity was good-looking without feeling any personal draw. But last night... last night something had shifted. When he'd looked at her, when he'd touched her, her body had responded. Heat, tension, that pulse between her legs. The classic signs of arousal, but translated into a new language.

"I don't know if it's attraction or programming," she said honestly. "S.A.R.A.A. said she'd calibrated my 'preferences' to match the new biology. Maybe what I'm feeling is just hormones. Maybe if you put any decent-looking man in front of me right now, I'd feel the same thing."

"Would you?"

"I..." Leona hesitated. "I don't think so. It felt specific. It felt like him, not just 'male attention.' But I can't be sure. This whole thing is too new."

Maya walked over and sat on the edge of the bed, patting the mattress beside her. Leona joined her, very aware of how her body moved as she sat—the sway of her hips, the bounce of her chest, the way she automatically crossed her legs for balance.

"Look," Maya said, her tone shifting to something more serious. "I'm not going to pretend I understand what you're going through. I've been in this body my whole life. I didn't have to learn how to be a woman; I just grew into it. But I do know that what you're feeling is probably a combination of a lot of things. The hormones are real. The neural programming is real. But you're still you underneath all of it. You're still making choices. You still have agency."

"Do I?" Leona asked. "Because it felt like my body made a lot of choices for me last night."

"Bodies do that," Maya said with a shrug. "Mine does it all the time. You learn to work with it instead of against it." She poked Leona's soft, rounded hip—the generous curve S.A.R.A.A. had installed. "Look at you. You're glowing. And I don't mean the tan, though that's coming in nicely. I mean you're actually relaxed for the first time since the transformation. You're not fighting it anymore."

Leona considered this. Maya was right—the constant tension she'd been carrying since stepping off S.A.R.A.A.'s table had dissipated. She wasn't clenching against her own body anymore, wasn't trying to hold herself in masculine patterns that no longer fit. She'd surrendered to the new shape of herself, and the surrender had brought relief.

"You're not Leo, the guy who hides in hoodies and avoids eye contact," Maya continued. "You're Leona, the girl who broke a beach club last night. S.A.R.A.A. didn't just change your parts; she gave you an upgrade. And admit it—being the center of attention is a hell of a drug."

"It was..." Leona searched for the right word. "Intoxicating. In a way that's kind of scary, actually. I've never wanted attention. I've always tried to disappear into the background, blend in, not be noticed. But last night? I wanted them to look. I wanted Julian to look. It felt good to be desired."

"That's because you're finally desirable," Maya said bluntly. "Not that you weren't before—I'm sure you had your own kind of appeal as Leo. But this?" She gestured at Leona's body, the sweep of her hand taking in the enhanced breasts, the narrow waist, the flared hips. "This is peak desirable. This is what the machine determined would generate maximum attraction. And now you're experiencing what it's like to walk through the world in a body that people want."

"Is it always like this?" Leona asked. "The attention? The staring?"

"Pretty much. You get used to it. You learn to use it." Maya smiled, that sisterly predator gleam back in her eyes. "And sometimes, you learn to enjoy it."

Leona looked down at her hands—slender, manicured, with nails that had been shaped and polished by the machine's automated beautification protocols. These weren't Leo's hands. Leo had bitten his nails, left them ragged and utilitarian. These hands were graceful, feminine, designed to catch the light and draw the eye.

She thought about the "void" between her legs and the way her new body had hummed when Julian touched her. The sensation had been so different from masculine arousal—more diffuse, more emotional, more connected to everything else happening in her body. When he'd touched her waist, she'd felt it in her chest. When he'd kissed her, she'd felt it between her legs. The whole system was integrated in a way her old body had never been.

She thought about the "need" to check her reflection that had been nagging at her since she'd woken up. The desire to see herself, to confirm that she was still beautiful, still worthy of the attention she'd received. It wasn't just programming anymore. It wasn't just the neural mapping S.A.R.A.A. had installed. It was becoming her—an authentic part of who Leona was.

"I don't think I want to go back," she whispered, and the realization hit her like a wave.

The words surprised her even as she said them. Some part of her brain had been holding onto the idea of reversal, of eventually returning to Leo's body and Leo's life, treating this whole experience as a temporary vacation from herself. But sitting here, in this body, with the memory of last night still warm in her chest...

"I mean, eventually, sure," she amended quickly, responding to Maya's raised eyebrow. "The process is reversible. S.A.R.A.A. said so. I can go back whenever I want. But right now?" She ran her hands down her sides, feeling the narrow waist, the flare of her hips, the smooth skin of her thighs. "This feels... correct. Like this is how I'm supposed to be. At least for now."

Maya's grin was triumphant. "I knew it. I knew you'd come around. Everyone does, eventually. The upgrade is too good to resist."

"It's not like I'm committing to anything permanent," Leona said, a little defensively. "I'm just... not in a hurry to change back. There's a difference."

"Sure there is." Maya was clearly unconvinced, but she didn't push it. "And speaking of not being in a hurry—I already booked us a private yacht for noon. We've got about an hour to get you presentable."

"A yacht?" Leona's eyebrows rose. "Since when do we have yacht money?"

"Since I made friends with some very generous Australian gentlemen last night." Maya's expression was innocent in a way that suggested her evening had been just as eventful as Leona's. "They want to see the 'twins' in action. Apparently, our reputation preceded us after the club. Someone might have mentioned the bikini incident at the pool, and someone else might have mentioned the dancing, and long story short, we're now local legends who require private yacht experiences to fully appreciate."

"Maya..."

"What? It's a free yacht day, Leona. Free champagne, free sun, free ocean. All we have to do is look gorgeous, which—" she gestured at Leona's naked form, "—you're already crushing it at. And since the 'Undo' process is six weeks away, I figured we might as well make sure your new 'assets' get plenty of Vitamin D."

Leona laughed, and the sound surprised her. It was melodic, musical, harmonizing perfectly with the memory of Maya's laughter from the night before. The machine had tuned their voices to complement each other, twin tones that blended like they'd been designed together.

Which, she supposed, they had.

"Fine," she said, standing from the bed in a motion that set her enhanced assets bouncing. "But you're rubbing the lotion on my back. These 'bone-density' changes made it hard to reach the middle."

It was true. S.A.R.A.A.'s skeletal restructuring had narrowed her shoulders and adjusted her arm sockets, creating a more feminine range of motion but limiting her ability to reach certain areas of her own back. The trade-off had seemed abstract when the machine explained it; now, faced with the practical reality of needing sunscreen, it was an actual inconvenience.

"Deal," Maya chirped, hopping off the bed with the energy of someone who'd had significantly less tequila the night before. "Now get that gorgeous ass in the shower. I'll lay out your options. We need to choose carefully—the Australians are expecting maximum impact."

Leona walked toward the bathroom, her hips swaying with each step in that automatic rhythm she was learning to accept. She caught her reflection in the mirror again as she passed—golden skin, blonde hair, curves that seemed almost impossible in their proportions—and felt a smile tugging at her lips.

"Hey, Maya?" she called back over her shoulder.

"Yeah?"

"Welcome to the sisterhood, right? That's what you said yesterday."

Maya appeared in the bathroom doorway, leaning against the frame with her mimosa. "I did. What about it?"

Leona looked at herself one more time, admiring the way the morning light caught her skin, the way her body moved, the way she felt in her own flesh for the first time since the transformation began.

"It's a lot more fun over here, isn't it?" she quoted back.

Maya's grin was blinding. "You have no idea, Sis. You have no idea."



The shower was an experience.

As Leo, showering had been functional—a necessary maintenance task performed efficiently and without much thought. Get in, get clean, get out. The whole process rarely took more than five minutes.

As Leona, showering was... something else entirely.

The water hit her skin and exploded into sensation. Every droplet registered individually against her enhanced nerve endings, creating a symphony of warmth and pressure and texture that her old body had never experienced. The spray cascaded over her shoulders, down her breasts, across her stomach, between her legs—and every path it traced left trails of heightened awareness in its wake.

She found herself taking her time.

Washing her hair required actual technique now. The thick, blonde mass needed shampoo and conditioner and careful detangling, a process that took ten times longer than Leo's quick scalp scrub. But the sensation of running her fingers through the wet strands, of feeling the weight of it against her back, was oddly satisfying.

Washing her body was more complicated still.

She had to navigate new topography. The breasts required careful attention—they were sensitive, especially underneath where the skin met her ribcage, and the nipples sent startling signals when she touched them directly. The narrow waist felt strange to soap, the missing ribs creating a concave section that her hands kept expecting to be different. The hips and posterior were simply more—more surface area, more curves, more flesh to clean and rinse.

And between her legs...

She washed carefully, clinically, trying not to think too hard about what she was touching. The area was sensitive in ways she hadn't anticipated—not just the obvious parts, but the entire region seemed to be wired for heightened response. Even the neutral touch of her hand and soap created a low pulse of sensation that reminded her this body was designed for more than just existing.

By the time she emerged from the shower, pink and steaming and wrapped in a towel that barely contained her chest, she felt like she'd completed a full workout.

Maya had laid out three bikini options on the bed, arranged from least to most revealing—which, given Maya's standards, meant they ranged from "extremely revealing" to "technically legal."

"Option A," Maya said, pointing to a red string bikini that at least had full triangles for the top and bottom. "Classic, sexy, but leaves something to the imagination. Good for first impressions."

"Option B," she continued, indicating a white number with gold hardware. "The 'innocent with benefits' look. The white suggests purity while the cut suggests the opposite. Very effective for mixed messages."

"And Option C." Maya's voice turned reverent as she gestured to the final choice. It was a shimmering gold bikini that seemed to be constructed entirely of metallic threads and optimism. The top was two small triangles that would barely cover the essentials, connected by chains rather than fabric. The bottom was similarly minimal, more suggestion than actual coverage. "The 'I know exactly what I'm doing and I dare you to look away' option. This is what you wear when you want to start international incidents."

Leona stared at Option C. "That's not a bikini. That's a legal liability."

"It's confidence, Leona. Confidence in fabric form." Maya picked it up, letting the gold chains catch the light. "Think about it. You've already survived the pool incident. You've already danced like a professional at the club. You've already kissed Julian under the moonlight. What's a little extra exposure at this point?"

"A little extra?" Leona reached out and touched the gold fabric. It was thin, almost sheer in places, and the triangles were genuinely tiny—designed for someone with significantly less chest than the Pumping Protocol had provided. "Maya, if I bend over in this, the Australians are going to see my lungs."

"They're going to see a goddess in gold who knows her worth," Maya corrected. "But fine, if you're not ready for C, go with B. The white is almost as devastating, and it has slightly more structural integrity."

Leona considered her options. The red was tempting—it was the closest thing to actual coverage on offer. But something Maya had said at the club was echoing in her head: You're not selling coverage, you're selling the possibility of coverage.

She'd spent twenty-one years as Leo, covering up, hiding away, avoiding attention at all costs. And where had it gotten her? A life of anonymity and invisibility and never once feeling like she belonged in her own skin.

She picked up Option C.

Maya's squeal was worth the immediate spike of anxiety.

"Oh my god, yes! That's my girl! That's my sister!" Maya grabbed Leona's shoulders and gave her an excited shake that did interesting things to both their chests. "You're not going to regret this. Well, you might regret it for about five minutes when you first walk out on that yacht deck. But then you're going to feel like a golden goddess and you're never going to look back."

"I'm going to need a lot of champagne," Leona said, holding up the tiny gold triangles and trying to figure out how they were supposed to contain the Pumping Protocol results.

"The yacht has an unlimited bar," Maya assured her. "Now let me help you with that. The chains are tricky if you've never worked with them before."



Twenty minutes later, Leona stood in front of the full-length mirror, trying to process what she was seeing.

The gold bikini was... minimal.

The top triangles covered exactly what they needed to cover—and not a millimeter more. They were positioned over her nipples and the most central portion of her breasts, held in place by thin gold chains that crossed behind her neck and around her back. The rest of her chest—the upper swells, the outer curves, the substantial under-cleavage—was completely exposed, golden skin gleaming in the sunlight.

The bottom was similarly economical. The front triangle provided coverage for essentials, but the sides were just chains that sat high on her hips, emphasizing the dramatic flare of her curves. The back was... well, the back was barely there, a thin strip of gold fabric that disappeared between the enhanced swells of her posterior.

She looked like something out of a fever dream. A golden goddess, as Maya had promised. A vision of feminine perfection wrapped in precious metal and audacity.

"I can't believe I'm doing this," Leona said, but she was smiling.

"Believe it, Sis." Maya appeared beside her in the mirror, wearing a matching silver version that looked equally devastating on her frame. "You look incredible. The tan is perfect. The proportions are insane. And that bikini?" She made an appreciative sound. "That bikini is going to cause permanent psychological damage to at least three Australian men."

"Only three?"

"The fourth one will probably just faint immediately. We'll have to revive him with champagne."

Leona laughed—that new, musical laugh that still caught her by surprise—and turned to face her sister. They stood there for a moment, two impossible women in metallic swimwear, mirror images of carefully engineered beauty.

"Ready?" Maya asked, offering her arm.

Leona took a deep breath, feeling her enhanced chest rise and fall, watching the gold triangles strain to contain the motion. She thought about yesterday—the terror of leaving the hotel room, the pool incident, the dancing, the kiss. She thought about this morning—waking up feeling settled, feeling right, feeling like Leona in a way she hadn't before.

"Ready," she said, and meant it.

Maya grinned, linked their arms together, and led her toward the door.

"Let's go give those Australians something to write home about."


Chapter 9: The Yacht and the Yielding.

The yacht was a gleaming white sixty-footer named The Siren, and as Leona stepped onto the teak deck, she realized the name was dangerously appropriate.

The vessel was pure luxury given nautical form—all polished chrome railings and pristine white fiberglass, with a sun deck that stretched toward the bow like an invitation to hedonism. The teak beneath her bare feet was warm from the Cabo sun, smooth and perfectly maintained, and she could feel every grain of the wood against her newly sensitive soles. The "Dermal Enhancement" protocols had turned her feet into precision instruments, capable of detecting textures and temperatures that Leo's calloused soles would have completely ignored.

She stood at the top of the gangway for a moment, letting her eyes adjust to the brightness reflecting off the water, and felt the gentle sway of the yacht against the dock translate through her body in ways that were entirely new. Her center of gravity—shifted lower and forward by the transformation—responded to the motion instinctively, her hips counterbalancing, her core engaging, her enhanced posterior providing a stabilizing weight that kept her upright without conscious effort.

The machine really did think of everything, she mused. Even seasickness prevention through architectural restructuring.

The "Australian guys" Maya had mentioned were exactly the type of distraction Leona's new neural pathways were screaming for.

There were two of them, positioned on the aft deck like they'd been arranged by a photographer for maximum impact. They were tall—both well over six feet, with the kind of lean, muscular builds that came from actual ocean activities rather than gym memberships. Their skin was deeply tanned in that authentic way that spoke of years under the Southern Hemisphere sun, and their hair was sun-bleached to various shades of golden brown. They wore board shorts slung low on their hips—low enough to reveal the carved V-lines of their lower abdomens, low enough to make Leona's heart skip a beat in a way that would have been completely foreign to Leo.

She felt her body respond before her mind could catch up.

The "Neural Calibration" that S.A.R.A.A. had installed lit up like a switchboard, sending cascading signals through her restructured nervous system. Her pupils dilated slightly, letting in more light, sharpening her focus on the visual feast before her. Her skin flushed with a subtle warmth that had nothing to do with the tropical sun. Her breathing deepened automatically, her enhanced chest rising and falling in a rhythm designed to maximize oxygen intake—and, not coincidentally, to draw attention to the substantial swells barely contained by her gold bikini top.

And between her legs, that "void" the machine had created pulsed with a low, warm throb of interest.

This is what attraction feels like as a woman, Leona realized, the thought carrying a mix of fascination and alarm. It's not localized. It's everywhere at once.

"Leona, meet Jax and Cooper," Maya said, her voice dripping with mischief as she stepped past her sister and onto the deck with the practiced ease of someone who'd boarded a hundred yachts. "Boys, this is my twin sister. She's a bit... new to the scene, so be gentle."

The taller of the two—Jax, apparently—let his eyes wander slowly from the top of Leona's honey-blonde head down to the shimmering gold straps of her bikini. His gaze was unhurried, appreciative, taking inventory of every curve and contour the transformation had created.

Leona felt his eyes like a physical touch.

They lingered on her face first—the heart-shaped perfection of features the machine had optimized, the full lips, the high cheekbones, the eyes that S.A.R.A.A. had enhanced to an almost luminous blue-green. Then they dropped to her neck, tracing the graceful column down to her collarbones, exposed and delicate above the chains of her bikini top.

Then his gaze found her chest, and it stayed there for quite a bit longer.

The "Pumping Protocol" results were on full display, barely contained by the minimal gold triangles of her bikini. The two substantial mounds of enhanced breast tissue rose from her chest like offerings, golden-tanned and gleaming with the light application of oil Maya had insisted on before they left the hotel. The cleavage between them was deep and shadowed, the inner curves pressing together in a way that drew the eye irresistibly toward that central valley. The triangles of gold fabric covered her nipples and the most essential portions of her areolas, but everything else—the upper swells, the outer curves, the dramatic under-cleavage—was exposed to the sun and to Jax's increasingly appreciative stare.

His eyes continued downward, tracing the narrow pinch of her waist where S.A.R.A.A. had removed those floating ribs, the dramatic flare of her hips where the machine had added volume and curve, the smooth golden expanse of her thighs above knees that had been restructured for a more feminine angle. She watched him take in the full picture—the impossible hourglass, the proportions that existed at the edge of believability—and saw him swallow.

"Gentle isn't really in the vocabulary today, love," Jax said, his accent thick and gravelly, carrying the rough edges of somewhere rural and hot. "But we can certainly manage 'attentive.'"

Leona felt her face flush—that deep, hormonal heat that had become her new baseline since the transformation. The warmth spread across her cheeks and down her neck, visible even through her golden tan. Her body was betraying her reactions in ways Leo's never had; the enhanced blood flow to her skin surface made every emotional response a visible advertisement.

But she didn't look away.

Something in her new programming refused to let her break eye contact, refused to let her default to Leo's patterns of avoidance and self-effacement. Instead, she met Jax's gaze directly, her enhanced blue-green eyes locking onto his brown ones with a confidence that felt foreign and natural all at once.

And then, without fully deciding to do it, she arched her back slightly.

The "Structural Alignment" S.A.R.A.A. had performed made the movement effortless—her spine curved into that exaggerated S-shape the machine had engineered, her shoulders drawing back, her chest pushing forward. The gold top strained against her curves, the triangles shifting, the chains pulling taut as the substantial weight of her breasts tested the limits of the minimal fabric.

The effect was immediate and obvious. Jax's eyes dropped to her chest again, his appreciation visible in the slight parting of his lips, and Cooper—the second Australian, who had been hanging back—let out a low whistle that carried across the deck.

"I think I can handle 'attentive,'" Leona purred, and the sweetness of her voice surprised even herself.

The sound that came out of her mouth was honeyed silk, a tone that suggested bedrooms and whispered secrets and promises that might or might not be kept. S.A.R.A.A.'s vocal restructuring had given her a voice designed for exactly this purpose—for flirtation and seduction, for making simple statements sound like invitations.

Where did that come from? some distant part of her mind wondered. Since when do I know how to flirt?

But the rest of her—the new, integrated Leona who had woken up this morning feeling correct—simply smiled and stepped fully onto the yacht deck, letting her hips sway with each step, letting her body advertise itself in ways Leo would have found mortifying.

"Right then," Cooper said, recovering from his momentary speechlessness. He was slightly shorter than Jax, with lighter hair and a more open, friendly face. "Welcome aboard The Siren, ladies. The champagne's cold, the sun's hot, and the Pacific is gorgeous today. Shall we get underway?"

"I thought you'd never ask," Maya said, already moving toward the bow with the familiarity of someone who'd been on this yacht before—or at least yachts exactly like it. "Come on, Sis. Let me show you where the good lounging spots are."



The yacht pulled away from the dock with a smooth acceleration that sent subtle vibrations through the deck, and Leona felt every single one of them.

The "Sensory Shift" S.A.R.A.A. had performed was hitting a new peak as the vessel entered the open water. The combination of stimuli was almost overwhelming: the salt spray that misted her enhanced skin, each droplet registering like a tiny cold kiss; the vibration of the twin engines beneath her bare feet, translating up through her legs and into her core; the warm Cabo sun beating down on her exposed flesh, heating the gold fabric of her bikini until it felt like warm metal against her most sensitive areas.

And the way the gold fabric moved against her hyper-sensitive skin...

Every swell the yacht crested, every gentle roll of the hull, made the minimal triangles shift and slide against her chest. The chains clinked softly, pulling at the fabric, creating friction against skin that had been engineered to register the slightest touch. Her nipples—already prominent beneath the thin gold material—responded to the constant stimulation, tightening further, becoming visible peaks that pressed against the fabric like they were trying to escape.

This is going to be a long day, Leona thought, trying to ignore the persistent hum of arousal that the sensory overload was generating. A very long, very stimulating day.

She found herself lounging on the sun-pad near the stern, a wide cushioned platform designed for exactly the kind of lazy oceanic hedonism this day promised. The surface was soft white leather, warm from the sun, and it cradled her body in ways that made her acutely aware of every curve the transformation had given her.

Jax appeared beside her, settling onto the sun-pad with the easy grace of someone completely comfortable in his own skin. He was close—close enough that she could smell him, a mix of salt and sunscreen and something masculine that her rewired brain found unreasonably appealing.

"Comfortable?" he asked, propping himself on one elbow to look down at her.

Too comfortable, she thought. Dangerously comfortable.

"Getting there," she said aloud, adjusting her position in a way that made her breasts shift and settle, drawing his eyes exactly where the movement was designed to draw them. The "Neural Calibration" was doing its job—she was flirting on autopilot, her body making decisions her conscious mind was still catching up to.

The "Chemical Sculptor" heat that S.A.R.A.A. had mentioned—the residual warmth of the transformation hormones—was still humming in her veins, making her feel liquid and languid and very, very aware of the attractive man positioned inches away from her nearly-naked body. The hormonal cocktail the machine had installed was still integrating, still teaching her body how to respond to stimuli, and right now it was teaching her that being this close to Jax felt good.

"Drink?" He produced a glass from somewhere, something colorful with a slice of pineapple on the rim. "Cooper makes a mean punch. Fair warning though—it's stronger than it looks."

"After last night, I think I can handle strong." Leona took the glass, their fingers brushing in the exchange. The contact sent a little spark of electricity through her newly sensitive skin, and she saw Jax's eyes darken slightly in response.

"Maya mentioned you had quite the evening," he said, settling more comfortably on the sun-pad. His positioning put his face roughly level with her chest, a fact he seemed entirely aware of and not at all apologetic about. "Something about breaking a beach club?"

"I prefer 'making an impression.'" Leona took a sip of the punch. It was strong, fruity, and delicious, with layers of rum and tropical fruit that hit her enhanced taste buds like a flavor explosion. The alcohol entered her bloodstream quickly—faster than it would have as Leo, thanks to her reduced body mass and restructured metabolism—and made the "Neural Calibration" pulses in her temples feel like a warm massage.

S.A.R.A.A. mentioned something about faster intoxication, she remembered vaguely. Something about the body composition changes affecting alcohol processing. I should probably pace myself.

She took another sip anyway.

"You've got an incredible tan, Leona," Jax noted, leaning slightly closer. His eyes traced the golden expanse of her skin, from her shoulder down her arm to where her hand held the glass. "Hard to believe you were just a 'jeans and hoodie' girl a few days ago, like your sister said."

Maya's been talking, Leona noted. Of course Maya's been talking. She's probably given them my entire backstory, heavily edited for maximum intrigue.

"I had a very... thorough makeover," she said, tilting her head in a way that made her blonde hair cascade over one shoulder. The movement was unconscious, instinctive—another gift from the neural programming that was becoming harder to distinguish from her own personality.

"Must have been one hell of a makeover." Jax's hand moved, casual and confident, coming to rest on her thigh. The contact was electric—his skin warm and slightly rough against the impossible smoothness of her transformed flesh. "This skin doesn't happen overnight."

Actually, it kind of did, Leona thought, suppressing a smile. Approximately forty-seven minutes, according to S.A.R.A.A.'s projections.

His fingers traced idle patterns on her thigh, and she felt every millimeter of the contact. S.A.R.A.A.'s "Dermal Enhancement" had turned her skin into a precision instrument of sensation; where Leo would have felt a vague pressure, Leona felt the whorls of Jax's fingerprints, the slight calluses on his palm, the heat radiating from his touch. The skin there was so soft it felt like silk over marble—another gift from the machine, which had replaced Leo's coarse masculine epidermis with something finer, more sensitive, more feminine.

"A girl has her secrets," she said, her voice dropping into that honeyed register that still surprised her.

"I like secrets." Jax's hand slid slightly higher, still on her outer thigh but approaching more interesting territory. "They're more fun to uncover."

The banter was thick and suggestive, every word carrying double meanings, every glance loaded with implication. Leona found herself falling into the rhythm of it naturally, her responses coming quickly and confidently in a way Leo had never managed. The neural programming was doing its job—feeding her lines, adjusting her body language, making flirtation feel as natural as breathing.

Is this me or the machine? she wondered briefly. Does it matter anymore?



Maya was already in the water with Cooper, their laughter carrying across the waves as they splashed and played like teenagers. The yacht had dropped anchor in a secluded cove, surrounded by dramatic cliffs and pristine blue water, and the two of them had wasted no time diving in.

Which left Leona to navigate the increasingly heavy tension on deck with Jax.

Alone.

Every time the boat hit a wave, the gentle rocking motion made Leona's new, weighted center of gravity shift in predictable ways. Her hips swayed, her breasts bounced slightly against the minimal containment of her top, and her body slid almost imperceptibly toward Jax on the sun-pad. The physics of her new form were working against any attempt at maintaining distance—or maybe they were working exactly as designed.

"You're drifting," Jax observed, a knowing smile on his face.

"The boat's moving."

"Is it?" His hand found her waist, steadying her—or that was the excuse, anyway. His palm was warm against her bare skin, fingers curving around the dramatic indent where S.A.R.A.A. had removed those floating ribs. "Seems pretty stable to me."

Leona was acutely aware of every point of contact between them. His hand on her waist. His hip brushing against hers. The heat of his body radiating across the minimal space between them. Her skin was singing with sensation, the enhanced nerve endings transmitting a constant stream of data to her rewired brain.

The "phantom" memory of her old self was almost entirely gone now, she realized. Two days ago, she'd been Leo—awkward, invisible Leo who would have rather jumped overboard than be in this situation. Yesterday, she'd still been fighting the transformation, her mind at war with her body.

But now?

Now there was only Leona, and Leona was very much enjoying being a woman on a yacht with a handsome Australian's hand on her waist.

"The neural integration is complete," she'd said to Maya that morning, and she hadn't realized how true it was until this moment. The conflict was gone. The resistance was gone. What remained was a woman in the prime of her life—a woman with a body designed for pleasure and attention, with neural pathways calibrated for attraction and response, with a hunger that Leo had never known.

Maybe this is what S.A.R.A.A. meant by 'full adaptation,' she thought. Not just accepting the body, but becoming the person who belongs in it.

Jax shifted closer, his face now inches from hers. She could see the flecks of gold in his brown eyes, the slight sunburn on his nose, the way his gaze kept dropping to her lips before returning to her eyes.

"You know," he said, his voice dropping to something more intimate, his hand sliding from her waist down toward the curve of her hip, "you don't move like someone who's shy."

His fingers traced along the gold chain of her bikini bottom, following the thin metal line where it crossed her hip bone. The touch was feather-light, technically innocent—he wasn't touching anything he shouldn't be touching—but the implication of where that line led was impossible to ignore.

"You move like someone who knows exactly what she's got," he finished, his fingers dipping just slightly beneath the gold string, resting against the soft curve where her hip met her pelvis.

Leona's breath hitched.

The sensation of his fingers against that spot—so close to everything the machine had restructured—sent a cascade of signals through her nervous system. She felt the "void" between her legs throb with a sudden, sharp arousal, a deep internal heat that bloomed outward from her center and radiated through her entire body.

This wasn't like male arousal. This wasn't localized, obvious, external. This was everywhere—a warmth that spread through her pelvis, up into her stomach, down into her thighs. Her skin flushed, her nipples tightened against the gold fabric, her breathing deepened automatically. The whole system responded at once, exactly as S.A.R.A.A. had designed it to respond.

This is what desire feels like from the inside, she thought, the realization hitting her with unexpected force. Not a pressure that demands release, but a heat that wants to spread and grow.

Leo had never known this. Leo had experienced arousal as something urgent and targeted, a straightforward biological demand. But this... this was different. This was a slow burn building in her core, a hunger that had nothing to do with specific body parts and everything to do with connection, sensation, being wanted.

She turned toward Jax, bringing her face closer to his, her long lashes fluttering in a movement that felt both unconscious and calculated.

"Maybe I'm just finding out what I'm capable of," she whispered.

The words hung between them, loaded with possibility. Jax's eyes darkened, his pupils dilating visibly, and she felt a surge of power at the effect she was having on him. This body she'd been given—this carefully engineered form with its impossible proportions and enhanced responses—was a weapon of sorts. A tool for generating exactly this reaction.

And she was learning to use it.

His hand tightened on her hip, pulling her slightly closer. She could feel his breath on her lips, could smell the rum punch and the salt and the maleness of him. Every nerve ending was screaming for more contact, more sensation, more of whatever this building heat was promising.

"I'd like to help with that discovery," he murmured. "If you're interested in a thorough exploration."

I'm interested, her body screamed. I'm very, very interested.

But before she could respond—before she could find out what happened when you let a handsome Australian "thoroughly explore" your newly restructured anatomy—a cascade of cold water hit them both.

"Alright, lovebirds!"

Maya had somehow materialized on the deck, her wet hair flying, water still streaming down her silver bikini. She was grinning with the satisfied expression of someone who had excellent timing and knew it.

"The sun is at peak tanning height!" she announced, entirely unapologetic about the interruption. "Leona, flip over—you don't want the 'back-ordered' parts to arrive only for you to have uneven lines on those gorgeous new glutes!"

The absurdity of the statement hit Leona mid-arousal, and the contrast was so jarring that she laughed. The sound came out bright and feminine, that musical tone the machine had given her, cutting through the tension like a bell.

Back-ordered parts, she thought, thinking of everything S.A.R.A.A. had added and restructured and enhanced. That's one way to describe it.

"You have terrible timing," she told her sister, but she was smiling.

"I have perfect timing," Maya corrected. "We've got six weeks before anything needs to be decided, remember? No need to rush through the menu on day two." She tossed a bottle of sunscreen onto the sun-pad. "Now flip. Those tan lines won't even themselves out."

Leona rolled her eyes but complied, shifting on the sun-pad to roll onto her stomach.

The movement was more complicated than she expected.

Her new anatomy didn't lie flat the way Leo's would have. The substantial swells of her chest compressed against the cushioned surface, squishing outward and creating interesting pressure points that her enhanced sensitivity registered immediately. Her lower back arched automatically to accommodate the curve of her spine, and her enhanced posterior rose behind her in a way that she could feel Jax appreciating without even looking.

The gold triangles of her top squished against the sun-pad, the chains pulling uncomfortably until she adjusted, lifting her chest slightly to reduce the pressure. The position was inherently provocative—face down, ass up, curves on full display—and she felt simultaneously vulnerable and powerful knowing that Jax was looking.

"Sunscreen duty," Maya announced, tossing the bottle to Jax. "Make yourself useful, surfer boy."

"With pleasure," Jax said, and the way he said it made clear he wasn't just talking about sun protection.

Leona heard the bottle open, heard the squelch of lotion being squeezed into palms, and then—

Jax's hands touched her back.

They were warm—warmer than the sun-heated deck, warmer than the tropical air—and slightly rough with calluses that dragged deliciously against her sensitive skin. He started at her shoulders, spreading the sunscreen in smooth, firm strokes that were practical on the surface and incredibly sensual underneath.

She felt every millimeter of contact. His palms sliding over her shoulder blades. His fingers tracing the edges of her gold bikini straps. His thumbs pressing into the muscles along her spine with just enough pressure to hint at a massage.

"You're tense," he observed, his hands working downward.

"Can't imagine why," she murmured into the cushion, her eyes closed, her body becoming a catalog of sensation as his hands explored terrain he'd never touched before.

His hands reached the middle of her back, and she understood suddenly what she'd told Maya that morning about needing help with lotion. S.A.R.A.A.'s restructuring had changed her range of motion—the narrower shoulders, the adjusted arm sockets, the different muscle insertions—and this area was genuinely difficult for her to reach on her own now.

Jax didn't seem to mind picking up the slack.

His hands traced the delicate "S" curve of her spine, following the exaggerated arch the machine had created. Where Leo's back had been relatively straight, Leona's curved dramatically, the lumbar region sweeping inward before flaring out toward her enhanced posterior. Jax's fingers followed that curve like he was memorizing it, and she felt her body respond with another pulse of that deep, warm arousal.

"This is quite a back," he said, almost reverently. "Never seen one shaped quite like this."

You've never seen one engineered by a machine with access to anatomical optimization algorithms, Leona thought. S.A.R.A.A. designed this spine for maximum aesthetic appeal. You're basically admiring advanced biotechnology.

"I do yoga," she said instead, which wasn't even slightly true but sounded better than the real explanation.

"Must be some yoga."

His hands continued their journey downward, reaching the small of her back where the curve was most dramatic. The sensation was intense—this was one of the areas the machine had restructured most extensively, and the nerve endings seemed particularly concentrated. She felt herself squirm slightly against the sun-pad, a small involuntary response to his touch.

And then his hands reached her hips.

The flared width of Leona's pelvis was one of S.A.R.A.A.'s most dramatic additions. Where Leo's hips had been narrow and masculine, Leona's swept outward in generous curves that created the bottom half of her hourglass figure. The machine had added both bone density and soft tissue padding, creating hips that were substantial, cushioned, and undeniably feminine.

Jax's hands spread across this enhanced territory, his palms covering the soft curves where her waist flared into her hips. His fingers wrapped around toward her sides, his thumbs pressing into the muscles of her lower back, and Leona felt another surge of heat bloom through her pelvis.

"The yoga doesn't explain these," he said, his voice rough.

"Genetics," she managed. "Good genetics."

Modu-Style genetics, she corrected silently. Two million dollars worth of genetic redistribution.

His hands moved lower still, skating over the minimal gold fabric that covered her enhanced glutes. He was being careful to stay on nominally appropriate territory—applying sunscreen to her lower back and the tops of her thighs—but every stroke brought his fingers closer to areas that were decidedly less appropriate.

"You've got tan lines starting," he observed, his fingers tracing the edge of where her bikini bottom sat against her hip. "Might need to adjust these if you want an even tan."

"Nice try," she said, but she was smiling into the cushion.

"Can't blame a man for being thorough."

She closed her eyes, letting the sensation wash over her. His hands on her skin. The sun warming her back. The gentle rock of the yacht beneath her. The distant sound of Maya and Cooper splashing and laughing in the water.

The "Undo" process was six weeks away.

Six weeks before she could reverse everything S.A.R.A.A. had done. Six weeks before she could return to being Leo, with his narrow hips and flat chest and simple, straightforward relationship with his own body.

But as Jax's hands moved lower, toward the flared width of her hips, as his fingers traced the curves the machine had created, as her whole body hummed with the pleasure of being touched and wanted and appreciated...

Leona realized she wasn't counting the days anymore.

She wasn't tracking time until she could "go back to normal." She wasn't treating this as a temporary inconvenience to be endured. She was here, in this moment, in this body, enjoying every sensation the machine had made possible.

Maybe this is normal now, she thought, feeling Jax's thumbs press into the soft flesh of her lower back. Maybe this is just... who I am.

"Lower," she murmured, surprising herself.

She felt Jax's smile against her skin as he leaned closer. "Yes ma'am."

His hands moved lower, toward the flared width of her hips, and Leona let herself sink into the sensation.

She was enjoying the view.


Chapter 10: The Homecoming and the Final Choice.

The six weeks had passed in a blur of tequila, neon-lit dancing, and the slow, inevitable realization that "Leo" was a ghost that no longer haunted the machine.

Forty-two days. A thousand moments. Countless transformations that had nothing to do with chrome boxes or nanobots—transformations of confidence, of identity, of understanding what it meant to inhabit a body that had been engineered for maximum impact. The spring break that was supposed to be a temporary detour had become something else entirely: a complete rewriting of everything Leona thought she knew about herself.

The memories cascaded through her mind as the car ate up the final miles toward home. The yacht with Jax and Cooper, where she'd learned that being desired wasn't just flattering—it was intoxicating. The rooftop bar where she'd danced until dawn, her body moving with a fluidity Leo had never possessed, every eye in the room tracking the sway of her hips. The morning she'd woken up and realized she hadn't thought about "reversing" the transformation in three days. Then five. Then a week.

The beach where she'd laid out in nothing but a gold thong bikini, letting the sun worship every curve S.A.R.A.A. had created, feeling powerful instead of exposed.

The night she'd caught her reflection in a darkened window and felt no disconnect whatsoever—just recognition. That's me. That's who I am.

When the Miller sisters—as they were now known to everyone from the Cabo resort staff to the local yacht captains to the bartenders who'd learned their drink orders by heart—finally pulled into their driveway back home, the air felt different.

Cooler, quieter, and far less appreciative than the tropical breeze.

The California suburb spread around them in its familiar beige conformity—manicured lawns, sensible sedans, houses that all looked vaguely related to each other. After six weeks of Mexican heat and constant male attention and a lifestyle calibrated for pleasure, the return to normalcy felt almost jarring.

This is where Leo lived, Leona thought, looking at the house through the windshield. This is where he disappeared.

"Home sweet home," Maya announced, killing the engine. "God, it looks boring after Cabo. Why does everything here look like it was designed by a committee that hated joy?"

"Because it probably was," Leona replied, unbuckling her seatbelt. The movement made her chest shift beneath her sundress, a sensation she'd grown so accustomed to that she barely noticed it anymore. Six weeks ago, every bounce and sway had been a reminder of what the machine had done. Now it was just... how her body moved.

She stepped out of the car, and her movements were a masterclass in feminine grace.

Gone was any trace of Leo's awkward, space-minimizing shuffle. In its place was something the "Neural Calibration" had spent six weeks perfecting: a walk that announced her presence before she even entered a room. Her hips swayed with each step, the enhanced width creating a pendulum motion that drew the eye irresistibly. Her shoulders stayed back, her spine maintained that exaggerated S-curve, and her substantial chest led the way with a gentle, hypnotic bounce.

She moved like someone who expected to be watched. Because after six weeks of being watched, constantly, by everyone, Leona had learned to expect exactly that.

Her "60% tan" setting—the bronze foundation Maya had dialed in that first morning—had been perfected by the Mexican sun into something even more striking. Six weeks of careful sun exposure had deepened the color into a flawless, deep bronze that seemed to glow from within. The golden undertones S.A.R.A.A. had engineered caught the California sunlight differently than the tropical rays, but the effect was the same: she looked like she'd been dipped in warm honey and left to cure in paradise.

The tan made her blonde hair look almost white by contrast, the platinum shade appearing even more dramatic against her bronzed skin. The combination was arresting—all golden skin and pale hair and curves that the Mexican sun had seemingly blessed with its personal attention.

She was wearing a skin-tight sundress that left no doubt about the "structural density" of her new frame.

The dress was white—a choice that highlighted her tan to maximum effect—and made of some stretchy material that clung to every curve like it had been painted on. It had thin straps that did heroic work supporting the substantial weight of her chest, a neckline that plunged just far enough to showcase her enhanced cleavage, and a hemline that stopped mid-thigh to display her toned, bronzed legs.

The fabric molded itself to the dramatic hourglass S.A.R.A.A. had created: the heavy swell of her breasts, the narrow pinch of her ribcage-modified waist, the generous flare of her restructured hips. Every line of the machine's work was visible through the dress, advertised rather than concealed.

This dress would have given Leo a panic attack, she thought, smoothing the fabric over her hips with a casual gesture that had become second nature. He would have worn three layers and hoped no one noticed him.

But Leona didn't want to avoid notice. Leona wanted to be seen.

The California air was cooler than she'd grown accustomed to, and her enhanced skin registered the temperature change immediately. Goosebumps rose along her arms, and she felt her nipples tighten beneath the thin white fabric—another automatic response from a body that had been engineered to react visibly to every stimulus.

"You're going to need a jacket," Maya observed, grabbing bags from the trunk. "Your high beams are showing."

Leona glanced down at her chest, where the outline of her hardened nipples was clearly visible through the white material. Six weeks ago, she would have been mortified. Now she just shrugged.

"Let them look," she said. "I've gotten used to it."

Maya laughed, the sound bright with genuine amusement. "God, who are you? What happened to my brother who wore hoodies in July?"

"He got upgraded," Leona replied, and the words felt true in a way she hadn't expected. "Now help me with these bags. Some of us are carrying extra weight up front."



They stepped into the foyer, and the house felt simultaneously familiar and foreign.

Everything was exactly as they'd left it—the same furniture, the same photographs on the walls, the same general sense of a space designed for practicality rather than pleasure. But Leona was seeing it through different eyes now. Eyes that had spent six weeks in luxury resorts and beach clubs and yacht cabins. Eyes attached to a body that took up space differently, that moved through the world with a different center of gravity, that expected different things from its environment.

This is where Leo lived, she thought again, setting down her bags. This is the house where he watched TV and ate takeout and existed without anyone noticing.

The thought didn't make her sad, exactly. It made her feel like she was visiting a museum exhibit of someone else's life.

"Well," Maya said, checking her phone as they stood in the entryway. Her tone had shifted, becoming something more careful. "Modu-Style support just sent a ping. The service tech is in the neighborhood with Cartridge 04 and 09. The 'Undo' protocol is ready for initialization."

The words hung in the air like a verdict.

Cartridge 04 and 09. The reversal materials. The nanobots and chemical compounds and structural elements needed to take everything apart and put Leo back together. Six weeks ago, Leona had been counting down to this moment, treating the transformation as a temporary inconvenience to be endured until the "real" solution arrived.

But that was six weeks ago.

That was before Jax's hands on her back. Before dancing until her feet hurt in the best possible way. Before learning what it felt like to walk into a room and own it. Before discovering that the body S.A.R.A.A. had given her wasn't a prison—it was a palace.

Leona froze in front of the hallway mirror.

The glass reflected back a woman who was almost unrecognizable from the person who had stumbled out of the Modu-Style six weeks earlier. That woman had been shellshocked, overwhelmed, still mentally mapping the disconnect between her expectations and her reality. She'd moved awkwardly in her new body, constantly surprised by the weight on her chest and the width of her hips, fumbling with feminine gestures that felt like a foreign language.

The woman in the mirror now was something else entirely.

She looked at herself—really looked, the way she hadn't allowed herself to look in weeks because looking meant acknowledging and acknowledging meant deciding.

She saw the delicate jawline first. S.A.R.A.A. had rebuilt her face from the bones outward, creating a heart-shaped structure that was pure feminine architecture. The jaw that had been square and masculine was now tapered and elegant, sweeping up toward ears that sat slightly higher than Leo's had. Her chin was smaller, more pointed, creating a face that photographed beautifully from every angle—something she'd discovered during approximately ten thousand selfies in Cabo.

She saw the full, pouty lips. The machine had restructured the entire lip complex, adding volume and reshaping the cupid's bow into something that looked perpetually ready to be kissed. She'd learned to use those lips in Cabo—learned how a slight pout could stop a man mid-sentence, how a slow smile could make promises she might or might not keep. They were colored now with a nude gloss she'd applied automatically that morning, the habit of enhancement becoming second nature.

She saw the way her dress clung to the heavy, swaying weight of her chest.

The "Pumping Protocol" results had settled over six weeks into something that felt less like additions and more like... her. The substantial mounds of breast tissue moved when she moved, creating a gentle bounce that she'd stopped trying to minimize. They filled out the neckline of her dress with authority, creating a cleavage deep enough to be slightly dangerous. They required constant management—supportive swimwear, structured tops, the occasional adjustment when they shifted unexpectedly—but that management had become routine rather than burden.

These are mine, she thought, watching them rise and fall with her breathing. Not additions. Not modifications. Mine.

She thought about the "phantom" sensations that had plagued her those first days—the ghost-feeling of body parts that no longer existed, the neural confusion of a brain expecting one configuration and receiving another. Those phantoms had long since faded, replaced by the very real sensations of her current form. She didn't feel the absence of what had been removed anymore. She only felt the presence of what she'd become.

The way her body responded to a touch. Every nerve ending S.A.R.A.A. had enhanced was still functioning at peak sensitivity, turning casual contact into something electric. She'd learned to manage the intensity, to not gasp at every brush of fingers on skin, but the sensitivity remained—a constant reminder that this body was designed for sensation.

The way her voice now had a melodic, flirtatious ring to it. The vocal restructuring had become so natural that she couldn't remember what Leo's voice had sounded like anymore. When she spoke, honey came out—warm and sweet and pitched to appeal. She'd learned to modulate it in Cabo, to make it breathy when she wanted attention and firm when she needed respect. It was an instrument she'd learned to play.

And the sheer, unadulterated power she felt every time she walked into a room.

That was what six weeks had really taught her. Not how to be a woman—S.A.R.A.A.'s programming had handled the basics of that. But how to wield the body she'd been given. How to use the curves and the voice and the enhanced features to create effects, generate responses, command attention. Leo had spent his entire life trying to be invisible. Leona had discovered that visibility was its own kind of superpower.

"The service tech," she repeated, her voice that soft, breathy alto that she'd grown to love. The words came out almost distant, like she was discussing someone else's appointment. "So... I just go back into the dark chrome box, and S.A.R.A.A. stretches me back out?"

She thought about what that would mean. The machine reversing its work, pulling apart the careful architecture it had built. Taking the breast tissue and... what? Reabsorbing it? Redistributing it? She imagined S.A.R.A.A.'s calm voice explaining the process, discussing the "removal of enhanced mammary structures" and the "restoration of original thoracic configuration" while her chest deflated like balloons being slowly emptied.

"Makes my skin coarse again?" she continued, running her fingers along her forearm. The skin there was silk—soft and smooth and responsive to every touch. Six weeks of lotions and oils and Mexican sun had only enhanced what the machine had created. The thought of returning to Leo's skin—rough and thick and numb by comparison—felt like a downgrade she couldn't quite fathom.

"Takes away the... the weight?"

She said the last word softly, almost reverently. The weight. The substantial presence of her chest and hips and enhanced posterior. The way her body announced itself when she moved, demanded space, refused to be ignored. Leo had been insubstantial—a person who could slip through crowds without anyone noticing. Leona had heft. Leona took up room. Leona mattered.

"That's the plan," Maya said, though she sounded uncharacteristically quiet.

The usual Maya energy was dimmed, replaced by something more contemplative. She walked over to where Leona stood before the mirror, positioning herself beside her sister—her twin, for the past six weeks—and looking at their reflection together.

They were nearly identical. Same height, same blonde hair, same golden tan, same impossible hourglass figures packed into minimal clothing. The only differences were subtle: the slightly different shade of lipstick, the way Maya's hair fell versus Leona's, the mischievous glint in Maya's eyes versus the contemplative look in Leona's.

For six weeks, they had been the Miller sisters—twins who drew stares wherever they went, who got matching discounts and double takes and constant questions about whether they were really related or just surgically enhanced copies of each other. The answer, of course, was more complicated than anyone guessing would ever believe.

"Back to being my annoying brother," Maya said, her voice soft. "No more sharing clothes. No more 'twin' discounts at the bars. Just you and your hoodies."

The words were light, but something in her tone wasn't.

Leona looked at their reflection, the two of them side by side, and tried to imagine the right side of the mirror showing Leo instead. Tried to imagine the tall, awkward figure with the shapeless clothes and the forgettable face standing where she currently stood.

She couldn't do it.

The mental image wouldn't resolve. Every time she tried to picture Leo in the mirror, her brain substituted the woman who was actually there—the golden-tanned goddess with the hourglass figure and the face that stopped traffic. Leo felt like a photograph of someone she'd known once, a long time ago. Someone who existed in memory but not in reality.

"All those bikinis we bought would go to waste," Maya continued, still looking at their reflection. "And you've finally learned how to do your own eyeliner. Took long enough."

"Forty-seven tutorials," Leona said absently. "And one very patient YouTube influencer who should probably get a medal."

"The winged look you did for the club last week was actually perfect. I was jealous."

"You taught me everything I know."

"I know. That's why I was jealous. The student surpassed the master."

They stood in silence for a moment, the weight of the decision filling the space between them.



The doorbell rang.

The sound was prosaic, ordinary—just a standard chime announcing a visitor. But in the context of this moment, it felt like a starting gun. A countdown timer hitting zero.

Through the frosted glass of the front door, they could see a man in a "Modu-Style" jumpsuit. The uniform was the same pale silver-gray as the machine itself, professional and clinical, with the company logo embroidered on the chest. He was carrying a heavy silver briefcase that presumably contained Cartridge 04 and 09—the "Undo" materials that would take apart everything S.A.R.A.A. had built.

That briefcase contains Leo, Leona thought. All the pieces needed to put him back together.

The thought should have been comforting. Six weeks ago, she would have raced to answer the door, would have practically dragged the technician inside in her eagerness to begin the reversal. She'd spent those first days counting hours until this moment, treating the transformation as a mistake to be corrected.

But standing here now, looking at her reflection, feeling the familiar weight of her body, the familiar sway of her hair, the familiar confidence that came from inhabiting this form...

She didn't move toward the door.

"This is it," Maya whispered, watching the silhouette through the frosted glass. "Your big 'get out of jail free' card."

Get out of jail, Leona repeated in her mind. Is that what this is? A prison sentence finally ending?

But prisons didn't feel like this. Prisons didn't give you the ability to walk into any room and command immediate attention. Prisons didn't teach you how to dance in ways that made men forget their own names. Prisons didn't come with a body so responsive to pleasure that a simple massage felt like a religious experience.

This hasn't been a prison, she realized. This has been a palace that I've only just learned how to live in.

She looked at the door, then back at her reflection.

Her hand moved almost unconsciously, rising to trace the curve of her hip through the thin white fabric of her dress. The skin there was soft—softer than anything Leo had ever possessed—and she could feel every detail of the sensation through her enhanced nerve endings. The warmth of her palm. The slight resistance of the fabric. The underlying firmness of the restructured bone and carefully positioned fat deposits that created that dramatic flare.

This hip. This impossible, beautiful, perfect hip that she'd thought was a deformity six weeks ago.

She thought about Julian, the yacht guy from the first day, and how his eyes had tracked this exact curve like it contained the secrets of the universe. She thought about Jax, whose hands had mapped every inch of these hips while applying sunscreen, whose touch had made her understand for the first time what it felt like to be wanted in a body rather than despite one. She thought about the dozens of other men over the past six weeks whose attention she'd caught, whose drinks she'd accepted, whose numbers she'd collected like trophies.

Leo never knew what this felt like, she thought. Leo was invisible. Leo was nothing.

She thought about the yacht—The Siren, appropriately named—and how she'd lounged on the sun-pad with Jax's hands sliding down her back. The sensation had been transformative in a way the machine hadn't engineered. It had taught her that this body wasn't just functional—it was desirable. That the curves and softness and enhanced sensitivity weren't mistakes to be corrected but gifts to be enjoyed.

She thought about the way she had felt dancing under the neon lights of that Cabo club, her body moving to the beat with a fluidity Leo had never possessed. The music had vibrated through her restructured frame, resonating in her chest and hips, making her feel the rhythm in a way that transcended mere hearing. She'd danced for hours, surrounded by admiring eyes, feeling not like a man in a costume but like a woman who was finally, undeniably alive.

That's the word, she realized. Alive. I feel alive in this body. Leo existed. Leona lives.

The doorbell rang again, more insistently this time.

Maya looked at her, eyebrows raised. "Your call, sis. Door's right there."

Leona met her own eyes in the mirror. Blue-green, enhanced by S.A.R.A.A. to an almost luminous clarity. They were Leo's eyes, technically—the same basic genetics, the same underlying structure—but they were Leona's now. They had learned to flutter lashes, to widen with false innocence, to narrow with genuine interest. They had watched sunrises over the Pacific and neon lights reflecting off champagne and attractive men doing double-takes as she walked past.

These eyes had seen what it meant to be beautiful. To be wanted. To be seen.

"Maya," Leona said, her gaze steady in the mirror, her voice carrying a certainty that surprised even herself. "Tell him there's been a change of plans."

The words came out clear and decisive, that honeyed alto carrying not a trace of doubt.

Maya's eyes widened, the reaction visible in the mirror's reflection. For a moment, she seemed frozen—processing, calculating, understanding what those words actually meant.

Then a slow, triumphant grin spread across her face.

"A change of plans?" she repeated, turning to face Leona directly. Her eyes were sparkling with a barely contained excitement that made her look almost giddy. "You mean..."

"I mean I'm not going back in that box to be... disassembled." Leona turned from the mirror, facing her sister—her twin—with a confidence that felt earned rather than engineered. "I'm not letting S.A.R.A.A. take this away. Any of it."

The doorbell rang a third time.

"Tell him the unit is fine," Leona said, a smirk playing at the corner of her lips. The expression felt natural now—part of her repertoire of looks that she'd developed over six weeks of flirtation and fun. "But tell him I need a second one installed in the guest room."

Maya's grin widened further. "A second one? What happened to 'this machine is an abomination' and 'how could you spend two million dollars on this'?"

"That was Leo talking. Leo had poor taste."

"And the second machine would be for...?"

Leona's smirk evolved into a full, wicked smile. The "Neural Calibration" was sparking with a sudden, confident energy—not the engineered responses of those early days, but something that felt genuinely her. A decision made. A path chosen.

"One with a full 'Maintenance' suite," she said, already planning. "If I'm going to stay like this, I need to make sure my 'dermal pigment' stays exactly this shade of gold. Can't have my tan fading just because Cabo's over."

She gestured at her bronzed arms, at the golden expanse of her chest visible above her neckline, at the long tanned legs extending from her short white dress.

"This color took six weeks to perfect," she continued. "I'm not losing it to California's inferior sun."

Maya squealed—an actual, genuine squeal of delight that was loud enough to probably be audible through the front door. She threw her arms around Leona, pulling her into a fierce hug that pressed their bodies together.

The embrace was different now than it would have been six weeks ago. Two enhanced chests compressed against each other, the "Pumping Protocol" assets creating interesting pressure points and soft resistance. Leona felt her breasts squish against Maya's, felt their hips bump together, felt the solid reality of two bodies that had been engineered for maximum impact colliding in sisterly joy.

The two of them—identical in everything but the slight, mischievous glint in Leona's eyes—bounced with excitement. The movement set off a chain reaction of physics: their substantial chests bouncing and jostling, their hips swaying, their hair flying. It was the kind of enthusiastic female celebration that Leo would have found utterly alien and Leona now found completely natural.

If the old Leo could see this, she thought, laughing into Maya's shoulder. If he could see himself bouncing up and down in a sundress, squealing with his sister about maintenance protocols for their matching enhanced bodies...

The thought was absurd. Hilarious. And somehow, perfectly right.

"I knew it," Maya said, pulling back to look at her with triumphant satisfaction. "I knew you weren't going back. I've been watching you for weeks. The way you started walking. The way you stopped covering yourself. The way you flirted with Jax like you'd been doing it your whole life."

"It felt like I had been," Leona admitted. "By week three, I couldn't remember what it felt like to be... compressed. Contained. Less."

"Because you're not less. You're more. You've always been more—you just needed the right packaging to realize it."

"That's very philosophical for someone who spent last night doing body shots off a bartender named Rico."

"Rico was educational. And don't change the subject." Maya grabbed her hand, pulling her toward the door. "Come on. Let's go tell the nice Modu-Style man that we don't need his 'Undo' cartridges but we would like to discuss their luxury maintenance packages."



Maya opened the front door with all the practiced charm of a Miller girl.

She leaned against the frame, hip cocked, blonde hair cascading over one shoulder, her posture a masterclass in casual seduction. The pose showcased her figure to maximum effect—the curves, the tan, the confidence that came from a lifetime of knowing exactly how beautiful she was.

The service tech looked like he'd just walked into a religious experience.

He was young—mid-twenties, probably, with the generic handsomeness of someone who'd won a moderate genetic lottery. His Modu-Style jumpsuit was crisp and professional, and he held the silver briefcase with the careful grip of someone who knew exactly how expensive its contents were.

But his face had gone slack.

He'd clearly been briefed on what to expect—a reversal procedure, standard stuff, just plug in the cartridges and let S.A.R.A.A. do the work. What he hadn't been prepared for was the door being answered by a golden goddess in a tiny bikini top (Maya hadn't bothered changing from her travel outfit, which was more suggestion than clothing).

"Hey there, handsome," Maya purred, her voice dropping into that flirtatious register that had been getting them free drinks all spring. "We don't need the 'Undo' parts anymore."

The tech blinked. "You... don't?"

"Change of plans. The client has decided she's happy with her current configuration."

His eyes tracked past Maya to where Leona was visible in the hallway, her white sundress glowing against her bronze skin, her impossible figure on full display. His Adam's apple bobbed as he swallowed.

"The client is... happy?" he repeated, seeming to struggle with the concept. "But the work order said—"

"Work orders change," Maya interrupted, waving a dismissive hand. "That's why pencils have erasers. Now, my sister and I were wondering..." She stepped slightly closer, using her height and her curves to crowd his personal space in a way that was technically friendly and actually devastating. "Do you have the 'Permanent Calibration' expansion pack in that bag?"

"The... what?"

"Permanent Calibration. The long-term maintenance suite. We've been reading the Modu-Style literature—did you know there's a whole section on 'dermal pigment preservation'? Very interesting. We're looking for a long-term commitment to the brand."

The tech looked down at his briefcase, then back up at Maya, then past her to Leona, then back to Maya. His brain appeared to be processing information several steps behind the conversation.

"I... would have to check with the office," he managed. "The standard appointment today was for a reversal procedure. Expansion packages require different authorization."

"Then get authorized," Leona said, walking up to join her sister at the door. Her hips swayed with that rhythmic, confident motion that had become her signature, and she saw the tech's eyes track the movement with helpless appreciation. "We're not going anywhere. Well, except the patio. We have wine to drink."

She smiled at him—that slow, honeyed smile that she'd perfected in Cabo, the one that promised things without committing to anything.

"Take your time with the paperwork," she added, her voice a sultry purr. "We'll be waiting."

The tech could only nod dumbly, reaching for his phone with fingers that didn't seem entirely under his control.



Leona walked past them, her hips swaying with a rhythmic, heavy confidence that echoed through the house.

The movement was automatic now—the pendulum swing of enhanced hips, the counterbalance of her substantial chest, the graceful placement of feet that S.A.R.A.A. had restructured for exactly this kind of motion. Six weeks ago, she'd had to think about every step, consciously invoking the neural programming the machine had installed. Now it was just how she moved.

This is my walk, she thought, enjoying the sensation of her body in motion. This is how Leona moves through the world.

She headed toward the kitchen to pour two glasses of wine, her bare feet silent on the tile floor. The house felt different already—not because anything about it had changed, but because she was seeing it through Leona's eyes instead of Leo's. The spaces felt smaller somehow, less significant. After six weeks in Cabo's luxury resorts and yacht clubs, the suburban normalcy seemed almost quaint.

I'm going to need to redecorate, she realized. This house was designed for someone who wanted to be invisible. That's not me anymore.

As she passed through the living room, she caught a glimpse of something that made her pause.

A framed photo on the wall. One of those standard family shots that ended up on everyone's walls—the kind you got taken at department stores when you were young enough that your parents made decisions about home décor.

Leo was in the photo.

She walked closer, studying the image with detached curiosity. It showed a teenage version of herself—himself—standing awkwardly next to Maya. The body language was painfully obvious even in a still image: shoulders hunched, eyes avoiding the camera, posture screaming a desperate desire to be anywhere else. Maya, by contrast, was vibrant and confident even then, her smile bright and genuine.

Leo was wearing a hoodie in the photo. Of course he was. Even for a family portrait.

Leona looked at the face in the image—the masculine jawline, the thicker features, the expression of someone who'd rather disappear than be documented—and felt nothing.

Not nostalgia. Not grief. Not even recognition, really.

The person in that photo was a stranger. Someone she'd known once, distantly, like a character from a book she'd read years ago. The details were familiar—she knew the facts of Leo's life, the events he'd experienced, the memories he'd accumulated—but there was no emotional connection to any of it.

I don't recognize him, she realized, the thought landing without any particular impact. That person doesn't exist anymore.

"Rest in peace, Leo," she whispered, her voice that sultry, melodic purr that S.A.R.A.A. had created. "Leona's got a lot of shopping to do."

The words weren't sad. They were a farewell—a closing of one chapter to make room for the next. Leo had existed, had served his purpose, had carried her through twenty-odd years of life. But he'd been a rough draft. A preliminary sketch.

Leona was the finished work.

She continued to the kitchen, pulling two glasses from the cabinet and a bottle of wine from the rack. The movements were graceful, automatic—enhanced fine motor control making even simple tasks feel elegant. She poured with a practiced hand, watching the deep red liquid fill the glasses, and thought about everything that came next.

I need a new wardrobe. A real one, not the vacation clothes Maya bought me. The thought came naturally, urgently—the kind of priority that would have been foreign to Leo. And I should probably get my own place eventually. Can't live with Maya forever, even if twin sisters sharing a house is very on-brand.

I'll need to figure out the identity paperwork. Driver's license, passport, all of it. Maya mentioned she had contacts who could handle that kind of thing—people who specialized in Modu-Style clients who'd made... permanent decisions.

And I should call Jax. He gave me his number before we left Cabo. Said he'd be in California in a few months and wanted to look me up. "Look me up" with heavy implications about exactly what kind of looking he planned to do.

The thoughts cascaded through her mind, plans forming with an energy and direction Leo had never possessed. Leo had drifted through life, reacting to things as they happened, never really choosing anything. Leona was different. Leona wanted things. Leona pursued things. Leona had decided what her life was going to look like and was already taking steps to make it happen.

That's the real transformation, she realized, carrying the wine glasses toward the back patio. Not the body. The body was just the catalyst. The real change is that I finally know who I want to be.



As she crossed through the living room, she heard sounds coming from the direction of the guest room.

The service tech had apparently been authorized for the expansion package faster than expected—or maybe he'd just been very motivated by the prospect of spending more time around the Miller sisters. Either way, the distinctive hum of Modu-Style equipment being unpacked and assembled filtered through the house.

A second machine, Leona thought, a smile playing at her lips. My own personal maintenance suite. How the other half lives.

She imagined the possibilities. Touch-up sessions to keep her tan perfect year-round. Minor adjustments as styles changed and preferences evolved. The ability to fine-tune her body the way other women fine-tuned their wardrobes—not changing who she was, but optimizing how she presented herself.

Two million dollars well spent, she decided. Even if it wasn't technically my two million dollars.

She'd have to pay Maya back somehow. Find a way to contribute to the household finances, to earn her place in this new life she'd chosen. But that was a problem for future Leona—for tomorrow, or next week, or whenever she finished enjoying the afterglow of her decision.

For now, there was wine to drink and a patio to lounge on and a new life to celebrate.

As the sounds of the Modu-Style being set up echoed from the guest room, the sisters sat on the patio, settling into the comfortable outdoor furniture with the easy grace of two women who'd spent six weeks perfecting the art of relaxation.

The California sun was softer than Cabo's—less intense, less demanding—but it still felt good on Leona's bronzed skin. She stretched out on the lounge chair, letting her body arrange itself in the way the neural programming preferred: long legs extended, back arched slightly, chest lifted to catch the light. The pose was second nature now, as automatic as breathing.

Maya handed her a glass, then settled onto the adjacent chair, mirroring her sister's posture with practiced ease.

"To permanent decisions," Maya said, raising her glass.

Leona lifted hers in response, watching the late afternoon sun filter through the deep red wine.

"To permanent decisions," she echoed. "And to whatever comes next."

They clinked glasses, the sound bright and celebratory in the suburban quiet.

The "Double-Take Spring Break" was over. The vacation that had started with a malfunctioning machine and ended with a deliberate choice. Forty-two days that had transformed everything—not through technology, but through experience. Through learning. Through becoming.

But the new normal had just begun.

And for Leona, the "Be careful what you wish for" setup—the accident that had put her in that chrome box, the malfunction that had given her Maya's presets, the transformation she'd thought was a disaster—had turned into the best mistake the machine had ever made.

She sipped her wine, feeling the warmth spread through her enhanced body, and smiled at the California sky.

Welcome to the rest of your life, she thought. Try not to break too many hearts.


Chapter 11: The Grand Unveiling.

The Miller estate had been transformed into something that looked like it belonged in the pages of Architectural Digest—if Architectural Digest had a special edition devoted to obscenely wealthy families showing off for other obscenely wealthy families.

Floral arrangements erupted from every conceivable surface, cascading waterfalls of white roses, peonies, and orchids that must have cost more than Leo's entire annual salary back when he'd had a job. White linen draped over tables that groaned under the weight of silver serving platters, crystal champagne flutes, and enough imported delicacies to feed a small nation. A string quartet played something classical and inoffensive near the fountain, their music drifting across the manicured lawn like audible wallpaper.

It was the kind of event Eleanor and Robert Miller threw whenever they wanted to remind everyone in their social circle that the Miller fortune wasn't just substantial—it was aggressively substantial. The kind of party where the guest list read like a who's who of old money and new influence, where business deals were sealed with handshakes over canapés, and where appearances weren't just important—they were everything.

And speaking of appearances, Leona thought, studying her reflection in the full-length mirror Maya had insisted on installing in the guest room, mine is about to cause a scene.

The dress Maya had selected was a masterpiece of strategic engineering—gossamer-thin silk in a shade of champagne gold that seemed to have been specifically formulated to complement Leona's sun-kissed skin. It clung to every curve like it had been painted on by a team of artists with an intimate understanding of female anatomy, the fabric so delicate that it revealed as much as it concealed.

The neckline plunged in a dramatic V that showcased the dramatic swell of her enhanced chest—those impossible proportions that S.A.R.A.A. had sculpted during the initial transformation, now even more pronounced after six weeks of settling into their permanent configuration. The silk pooled in the valley between her breasts, drawing the eye inexorably downward before the fabric regained its composure and swept across her ribcage.

Leo would have had a heart attack just looking at this dress, Leona mused, turning to examine her profile. Leo also would have had a heart attack looking at the woman wearing it.

The reflection that gazed back at her was still slightly surreal, even after all these weeks. The face was Maya's—or close enough to be mistaken for her twin at any distance—with those high cheekbones, that delicate jaw, those pouty lips that seemed perpetually ready for either a kiss or a cutting remark. Her skin glowed with that impossible, poreless perfection that the Nano-Gel had created, a warm bronze that caught the light like she'd been dipped in liquid gold.

But the body below that face was something else entirely.

Leona turned slowly, watching the way the silk shifted and flowed over her transformed physique. The changes S.A.R.A.A. had made were comprehensive—she'd had weeks to catalog them, to explore them, to grow accustomed to their reality—but seeing herself in this dress, preparing to step out in front of everyone who had known Leo, made them feel vivid and immediate all over again.

Her shoulders had been narrowed during the initial transformation, the broad masculine frame sculpted down to something delicate and feminine. The muscle mass that had existed there—not much, admittedly, Leo hadn't been athletic—had been redistributed, smoothed away, replaced with soft, yielding curves. Her arms were slender now, toned but unmistakably feminine, the kind of arms that looked elegant in sleeveless dresses and devastating when wrapped around someone's neck.

Her chest was where the most dramatic changes had occurred, and the dress made no effort to hide them. The enhanced bust that S.A.R.A.A. had constructed sat high and proud, defying gravity in ways that natural anatomy rarely achieved. The cleavage the plunging neckline revealed was deep and dramatic, the kind of visual that stopped conversations and redirected traffic. Each breast was a perfect teardrop of synthesized tissue, heavy enough to have presence but positioned perfectly to create that coveted silhouette of youth and vitality.

Below the chest, her waist nipped in dramatically—the aggressive sculpting S.A.R.A.A. had performed creating an hourglass ratio that would have made a 1950s pinup model weep with envy. The dress clung to that narrow waist before flaring out over hips that were almost obscenely wide, the dramatic shelf that the machine had created from redistributed tissue and targeted enhancement.

Forty-four inches, Leona remembered. S.A.R.A.A. said the final hip measurement was forty-four inches. Maya's is forty-two. So technically, I've got two inches on her in the competition for "most dramatic entrance."

The thought made her smile—that confident, knowing smile that had replaced Leo's awkward grimaces. She turned further, examining the rear view that the mirror offered.

The dress's back was virtually nonexistent—just two thin straps holding the front in place, leaving an expanse of bronzed skin exposed from shoulders to the dramatic curve where her lower back met her enhanced posterior. That posterior—the "aggressive augmentation" S.A.R.A.A. had performed—jutted out in a way that was frankly impossible to ignore. Each cheek was a perfect hemisphere of synthesized tissue, round and firm and lifted, creating the kind of silhouette that made designers weep and caused car accidents.

Leo's flat, unremarkable backside has been replaced with something that should probably require a permit, Leona thought, watching the way the silk draped over those curves, clinging to them like it was desperate for the contact. And in about ten minutes, everyone who ever knew Leo is going to see exactly what he's become.

The thought should have been terrifying. Six weeks ago—hell, six days ago—the prospect of walking out in front of her parents, her extended family, and half of Newport Beach's elite social circle in a dress that concealed virtually nothing would have sent her into a panic spiral.

But that was before the Permanent Calibration.

Leona pressed a hand to her lower abdomen, feeling the subtle weight that had settled there after yesterday's procedure. The "Full Internal Restructuring" had done exactly what S.A.R.A.A. had promised—had created biological systems that made her transformation complete in ways the initial procedure hadn't touched. She was no longer a surface-level feminization, an aesthetic approximation of womanhood. She was the real thing, inside and out.

Fully female in every measurable sense, S.A.R.A.A. had said. The configuration will be permanent.

Permanent. The word had a weight to it that Leona found comforting rather than frightening. There was no going back now—no "Undo" protocol that could reverse what she'd become, no cartridge that could restore Leo from the ashes of his transformation. The man she'd been had been thoroughly, comprehensively, irreversibly erased.

And in his place stood something spectacular.

"Holy shit, Sis." Maya's voice came from the doorway, appreciative and impressed. "That dress is doing things that should probably be illegal in most states."

Leona turned to face her sister, finding Maya already dressed for the party in a complementary ensemble—similar cut, similar color, but subtly different enough that they wouldn't look like they'd planned to match. Which, of course, they had.

"You think?" Leona asked, smoothing the silk over her hips in a gesture that had become second nature. "I was worried it might be too much for a 'Welcome Home' party."

"Too much?" Maya laughed, crossing the room to stand beside her twin at the mirror. "Honey, there's no such thing as 'too much' when you're introducing yourself to society. This isn't a 'Welcome Home' party—it's your debut. Your coming-out ball. Your 'look what I've become and weep' moment."

"I thought coming-out balls were for debutantes."

"And what do you think you are?" Maya gestured at Leona's reflection with a flourish. "You're a brand-new woman making her first appearance in high society. That's literally what debutante means. You're just doing it with better curves and a more interesting backstory."

Leona studied their reflections side by side—two blonde goddesses, nearly identical but not quite. Maya's features were slightly softer, her curves slightly less aggressive, her overall presentation pitched toward "stunning" rather than "impossible." Leona, by contrast, looked like someone had taken Maya's already impressive template and dialed everything up by ten percent.

Maya 2.0, her sister had called her. The upgraded model.

"You're sure about this?" Leona asked, the question coming out before she could stop it. "The whole 'introduce Leona to the family' plan? Because there's still time to come up with a cover story. Long-lost cousin. Foreign exchange friend. Identity theft victim who happens to look exactly like me."

Maya snorted. "And miss the chance to see Dad's face when he realizes his tech support call didn't quite solve the problem? Absolutely not. This is going to be the highlight of my year."

"Your year? I'm the one who has to explain to Mom and Dad that their son used their transformation machine and decided to keep the results."

"Which is exactly why it's the highlight of my year. I get all the entertainment value with none of the awkward conversations." Maya grinned, adjusting a strand of Leona's blonde hair. "Besides, they're going to love you. Mom's been complaining for years that she wished she had another daughter. Now she does."

"I don't think 'accidentally transformed son' is quite what she had in mind when she said that."

"Details." Maya waved a dismissive hand. "The point is, you're gorgeous, you're confident, and you're about to walk into that party like you own it. Which, technically, you do—Dad put both our names on the estate trust last year."

"Leo's name was on the trust."

"And you're Leo. Just with better accessories." Maya reached out to adjust Leona's neckline, tugging the silk down another fraction of an inch to maximize the visible cleavage. "There. Perfect. Now you look like a woman who knows exactly what she's working with and isn't afraid to show it."

Leona looked down at her enhanced chest, at the dramatic valley now on full display. "You don't think this is too much cleavage for a family party?"

"I think this is exactly the right amount of cleavage for a 'holy shit, look what happened to Leo' reveal." Maya stepped back, surveying her work with satisfaction. "Trust me, Sis. You want them looking at the goods while you're explaining the situation. It's harder to be upset when you're distracted by spectacular breasts."

"That's your strategy? Distract them with my chest?"

"It's not not my strategy." Maya's grin turned impish. "Besides, it's not like you can hide them. S.A.R.A.A. gave you equipment that demands attention. Might as well use it to your advantage."

Leona couldn't argue with that logic. The enhanced bust S.A.R.A.A. had constructed was impossible to conceal—every shirt, every dress, every top she owned now had to accommodate curves that turned heads and stopped conversations. She'd spent six weeks learning to live with the attention, to embrace it rather than shrink from it.

Tonight, she told herself, that attention becomes official. Tonight, Leona Miller makes her debut.

"One more thing," Maya said, producing a small velvet box from somewhere. "A present. For your first official appearance as a Miller girl."

Leona opened the box to find a delicate gold necklace, a thin chain supporting a pendant that sparkled with what looked like diamonds. On closer inspection, she realized the pendant was shaped like a lowercase "L"—elegant and understated, the kind of jewelry that whispered wealth rather than screaming it.

"L for Leona," Maya explained, taking the necklace and moving behind her sister to fasten it. "I had it made last week, while you were still deciding on the Permanent Calibration. Figured you'd need something to wear for your debut, and nothing says 'new identity' like personalized jewelry."

The pendant settled into the valley between Leona's breasts, the cool gold warming quickly against her enhanced skin. It was perfect—a small, glittering statement of who she'd become.

"Thank you," Leona said, her voice soft with genuine emotion. "This is... this is beautiful."

"You're welcome. Consider it a 'congratulations on your completed transformation' gift." Maya moved back to stand beside her, both of them reflected in the mirror. "Now. Are you ready to make some jaws drop?"

Leona looked at her reflection one final time—at the face that was Maya's twin, at the body that was pure S.A.R.A.A. creation, at the dress that concealed almost nothing, at the pendant that proclaimed her new name. She thought about Leo, about the awkward, unremarkable man who had walked into Maya's bathroom six weeks ago expecting nothing more than a hangover cure.

He's gone, she thought. Buried under layers of Nano-Gel and silk and impossible curves. And I don't miss him at all.

"Ready, Sis?" Maya whispered, adjusting Leona's plunging neckline one final time with a wink that promised mischief. "Time to show them that the Miller gene pool just got a serious upgrade."

Leona took a breath, feeling her enhanced chest rise dramatically beneath the gossamer silk. The internal weight from the Permanent Calibration settled in her hips, grounding her, making her feel substantial and present in ways she'd never felt as Leo.

"Let's do it," she said.



They stepped out onto the terrace together, and the reaction was immediate.

The chatter of aunts, uncles, cousins, and family friends—the polite murmur of high-society conversation that formed the background noise of every Miller event—died down into a collective, stunned silence. It rippled outward from the terrace like a wave, spreading across the manicured lawn as heads turned and conversations stopped mid-sentence.

Two identical, sun-drenched goddesses stood at the top of the marble stairs, their blonde hair catching the afternoon light like spun gold. Their dresses—champagne silk that clung to curves that seemed designed by someone with an advanced degree in male distraction—shimmered in the sunlight. Their legs—long, bronzed, impossibly smooth—descended from hems that stopped well above the knee.

And their bodies... their bodies were the kind of thing that made poets reach for their pens and lesser mortals reach for cold beverages.

Leona felt every eye in the garden fix on them. The sensation was overwhelming—she could practically feel the weight of attention pressing against her enhanced skin. But instead of shrinking from it, she straightened her shoulders, lifted her chin, and let her hips sway as she descended the first step.

This is what S.A.R.A.A. built me for, she thought. To be looked at. To be admired. To command attention without saying a word.

The silk of her dress shifted with every movement, clinging to the dramatic curves that had replaced Leo's unremarkable physique. She could feel her enhanced bust swaying slightly with each step, the weight of the synthesized tissue creating a subtle momentum that the thin fabric did nothing to conceal. Her hips rolled in that exaggerated pendulum motion she'd perfected over six weeks—each step a deliberate statement, each sway a reminder of just how much real estate the transformation had added to her lower half.

"Maya! And..." Their mother's voice cut through the silence, high and confused. Eleanor Miller stood near the champagne fountain, her wine glass slipping from suddenly nerveless fingers to shatter on the manicured grass. She barely noticed, her attention fixed entirely on the pair descending the stairs. "Oh my goodness."

Eleanor rushed toward them, her Chanel heels clicking against the terrace stones in a staccato rhythm of maternal panic. She stopped at the base of the stairs, her eyes scanning Leona's face with the kind of intensity usually reserved for authentication experts examining potentially forged masterpieces.

"Maya, who is this?" Eleanor demanded, her gaze traveling from Leona's delicate jaw to her pouty lips to her radiant, poreless skin. "She looks... she looks exactly like you!"

Leona took a deep breath. This was it—the moment of truth, the reveal she'd been building toward since she'd decided not to reverse the transformation. She felt her enhanced chest rise beneath the gossamer silk, the movement drawing Eleanor's startled attention downward before she forced her eyes back to Leona's face.

"Hi, Mom," Leona said, and her voice came out exactly as S.A.R.A.A. had designed it—a melodic, breathy alto that sounded like silk sliding over glass, like honey dripping from a spoon, like every fantasy about feminine voices made real. "It's me. Leo."

The silence that followed was so complete that Leona could hear the string quartet in the distance, still playing their inoffensive classical pieces, unaware that they were providing soundtrack to what might be the most awkward family reunion in Miller history.

Then their father, Robert, who had been standing near the shrimp display with a cocktail in hand, made a sound like a seal being strangled.

"Leo?" Robert sputtered, his face cycling through several shades of red that probably weren't healthy for a man his age. A piece of shrimp—half-chewed and forgotten in the shock of the moment—went down the wrong pipe, sending him into a coughing fit that required intervention from a nearby waiter. "But... the machine... the tech support guy said there was a glitch!"

"A very productive glitch, Dad," Maya chirped, her tone the perfect blend of innocence and mischief as she looped her arm through Leona's. "The 'Undo' parts were back-ordered, and by the time they showed up, we realized that having a twin was way more fun. So we went for the permanent expansion pack instead."

She gestured at Leona with the flourish of a game show hostess revealing the grand prize. "Meet Leona. Your new daughter. Same genetic material, dramatically different packaging."

Eleanor's mouth opened and closed several times, giving her the appearance of a very well-dressed fish. Her eyes kept dropping to Leona's figure—to the impossible curves that the champagne silk made absolutely no effort to conceal—before snapping back to her face with the determination of someone trying very hard not to stare.

"But..." Eleanor managed, the word emerging weakly. "But that's... you're... Leo was..."

"Short? Unremarkable? Desperately in need of a haircut and a sense of personal style?" Maya offered helpfully. "Yes, he was all of those things. But S.A.R.A.A.—that's the AI in the machine, Mom, try to keep up—saw his potential and decided to optimize it."

"Optimize," Robert repeated, having finally dislodged the shrimp and regained the power of speech. He walked toward them slowly, his eyes wide behind his glasses. "That's what we're calling this? Optimization?"

"The machine called it 'comprehensive feminization,'" Leona said, finding her voice now that the initial shock was passing. "I call it 'the best accident of my life.'"

Robert stopped a few feet away, studying his transformed child with an expression that mixed confusion, concern, and—unless Leona was misreading him—a hint of reluctant admiration. "You look... I mean, you're..."

"Stunning?" Maya suggested. "Spectacular? A testament to the power of advanced biotechnology applied with an artistic eye?"

"Exactly like Maya," Robert finished. "You look exactly like Maya. Except..."

His eyes drifted downward involuntarily, taking in the dramatic curves that Leona's dress showcased with shameless efficiency. The enhanced bust that strained against the champagne silk. The narrow waist that nipped in so dramatically it seemed to defy anatomy. The hips that flared out in a ratio that would have made a mathematician weep with its perfection.

"Except more," Eleanor breathed, and there was something in her voice that sounded almost like envy. "You're like Maya, but... more."

"The Elite model has additional enhancement options," Leona explained, feeling oddly comfortable discussing her transformation with her parents. "S.A.R.A.A.—the AI—mapped what Maya looked like and then... elaborated. Added a few extra inches where inches could be added. Refined the proportions to be slightly more..."

"Impossible?" Robert suggested.

"I was going to say 'dramatic,' but sure, let's go with impossible." Leona smiled, that confident, knowing smile that had replaced Leo's awkward grimaces. "The machine is very good at what it does."

The family descended around them in a whirlwind of confusion and curiosity, drawn by the spectacle like moths to a very glamorous flame. To Leona's surprise—and considerable relief—there was no outrage. No shouting, no accusations, no demands to know how this could have happened and why it hadn't been immediately reversed.

Instead, there was fascination. The kind of high-society, technology-obsessed fascination that made the Miller social circle simultaneously insufferable and surprisingly open-minded.

"The bone structure is remarkable," Aunt Patricia declared, peering at Leona's face through glasses that probably cost more than most people's cars. "The jawline has been completely restructured. And the cheekbones—those can't be natural, can they?"

"Nothing about me is natural anymore, Aunt Patricia," Leona said, surprising herself with how easily the admission came. "The machine rebuilt me from the ground up. New skeletal structure, new tissue distribution, new... everything."

"The skin is what gets me," Cousin Vanessa murmured, reaching out to touch Leona's bronzed shoulder with the reverence of someone examining fine silk. "It's like porcelain. There's not a single pore visible."

"Nano-Gel treatment," Maya supplied, enjoying her role as the expert on Leona's transformation. "It resurfaces the entire dermal layer, eliminates imperfections, optimizes texture and tone. S.A.R.A.A. calls it 'comprehensive epidermal refinement.'"

"And the, um..." Cousin Bradley—a twenty-four-year-old trust fund baby who had been staring at Leona's chest with poorly concealed fascination since she'd descended the stairs—gestured vaguely toward her upper body. "Those are... that's all from the machine?"

"Every inch," Leona confirmed, resisting the urge to laugh at Bradley's expression. "S.A.R.A.A. can create, sculpt, and position tissue with precision down to the millimeter. These—" She gestured at her enhanced bust with a casualness that would have been impossible for Leo. "—were designed to complement my new frame. The machine calculated optimal proportions based on height, shoulder width, and waist measurement."

"And then added extra," Maya interjected. "Because why settle for optimal when you can have spectacular?"

"It's... incredible," Eleanor breathed, having recovered from her initial shock and transitioned into something that looked suspiciously like maternal pride. She reached out to touch Leona's soft, bronzed shoulder—the same shoulder that had once belonged to her unremarkable son—with a tenderness that made Leona's heart clench.

"You're beautiful, darling," Eleanor continued, her voice thick with emotion. "Though I suppose I should have expected that, given you're a copy of Maya."

"Actually," Maya interjected, leaning in with a playful nudge to Leona's hip—a nudge that made the dramatic curve of that hip sway in a way that drew several pairs of eyes, "the 10000-Elite model actually gave her a slightly more... 'curvaceous' internal mapping. She's like Maya 2.0. All the same features, but with the premium upgrade package."

"Premium upgrade package?" Uncle Harrison asked, his business instincts clearly engaged. "What exactly does that entail?"

"About four inches of additional hip circumference," Maya said cheerfully, "two cup sizes of enhanced bust optimization, and a waist-to-hip ratio that technically shouldn't be possible outside of digital manipulation. Oh, and the 'Permanent Calibration' she got yesterday, which added the full internal restructuring."

"Internal restructuring?" Eleanor's eyebrows rose. "What does that mean?"

Leona felt a flush of heat—that familiar, feminine glow she'd grown accustomed to—spread across her cheeks. The internal weight from the Permanent Calibration seemed to settle deeper in her pelvis, a constant reminder of what S.A.R.A.A. had built inside her.

"It means," she said carefully, very aware that this was a garden party full of extended family and not a medical consultation, "that the transformation is complete. In every sense."

Eleanor's eyes widened as understanding dawned. "Oh. Oh my. So you're fully..."

"Fully female," Leona confirmed. "Inside and out. S.A.R.A.A. built everything. There's nothing left of... of what was there before."

The silence that followed was different from the shocked silence of the reveal. This was the silence of a family processing information that was simultaneously too intimate and too technical for casual garden party conversation.

Robert broke it with the kind of decisive statement that had made him successful in business. "Well," he said, adjusting his glasses and squaring his shoulders, "if you're going to do something, you might as well do it properly. Complete transformation is better than half measures."

Leona stared at her father, unsure whether to laugh or cry. "That's... that's your reaction? 'Might as well do it properly'?"

"What would you prefer? Hysterics? Disownment?" Robert shrugged, a gesture that was surprisingly casual given the circumstances. "You're still my child, Leo—Leona. You've just got different... specifications now. And from what I can see, the specifications are quite impressive."

"Robert!" Eleanor swatted her husband's arm. "You can't tell our daughter she has impressive specifications!"

"Why not? It's true. Look at her." Robert gestured at Leona with his champagne glass. "That machine did remarkable work. If I didn't know better, I'd think she was a completely different person."

"I am a completely different person," Leona said softly. "That's the whole point."

"Then you're a remarkably attractive different person, and I'm proud to have you as my daughter." Robert raised his glass. "To Leona. Welcome to the family. Again."

The toast spread through the gathered family members—glasses raised, champagne sipped, the formal acknowledgment of Leona's new existence. It was strange and surreal and somehow exactly right.

They're accepting me, Leona thought, watching her relatives drink to her transformation. They're actually accepting me.

"Told you they'd love you," Maya whispered, bumping her hip against Leona's—that dramatic hip that had been sculpted and enhanced until it was two inches wider than Maya's own. "The Millers have never met a piece of expensive technology they didn't approve of. You're basically a walking advertisement for the future of biotransformation."

"Is that supposed to be comforting?"

"It's supposed to be accurate." Maya grinned, taking a sip of her champagne. "Comforting is a bonus."

Leona looked out over the party, taking in the scene that had become her new normal. The guests had returned to their conversations, though she could see glances being directed her way—curious looks, admiring looks, the occasional disbelieving double-take from someone who had known Leo and was struggling to reconcile that memory with the woman who had replaced him.

And there, waiting by the rose bushes with a smitten grin that he'd clearly been holding since she'd descended the stairs, was Julian.

Julian Reyes, the yacht guy from Cabo. The first man who had looked at Leona with desire, before she'd even fully accepted that she was desirable. He was wearing a summer suit that probably cost more than Leo's monthly rent had been, his dark hair perfectly styled, his smile the kind of confident expression that came from a lifetime of knowing exactly how attractive he was.

And he's looking at me like I'm the most beautiful thing he's ever seen, Leona thought, feeling warmth spread through her that had nothing to do with the afternoon sun.

The "phantom" memories of her old life—Leo's awkward social interactions, his unremarkable appearance, his complete invisibility to attractive members of any gender—felt like dreams she'd had a lifetime ago. That person had existed, technically. Had walked through the world unnoticed and unremarked, a background character in his own story.

But that person was gone now. Buried under layers of Nano-Gel and sculpted tissue and carefully calibrated hormones. Buried under the weight of enhanced curves and synthesized organs and the permanent changes S.A.R.A.A. had made yesterday.

Leo is dead, Leona thought, and the thought didn't hurt anymore. Long live Leona.

She felt the weight of her new body—felt it in every step, every breath, every moment of awareness. The enhanced bust that pulled at her shoulders with its synthetic mass. The hips that required her to sway when she walked or risk looking unnatural. The internal fullness from the Permanent Calibration, that resonant presence in her pelvis that reminded her constantly of what S.A.R.A.A. had built inside her.

This was her body now. These impossible curves, this bronzed skin, this face that was Maya's twin and yet somehow uniquely hers. This was what she had become—what she had chosen to become, when she'd decided not to reverse the transformation and then decided to complete it.

I think I'm going to like being a Miller girl, she thought, watching Julian's eyes track her every movement as she turned to face the bar.

"I think I'm going to like being a Miller girl," she whispered to Maya as they moved toward the champagne fountain, their hips swaying in perfect, synchronized rhythm—two golden goddesses cutting through the garden party like ships through calm water.

"Honey," Maya laughed, clinking her glass against her sister's, "the world is our runway now. And you?" She looked Leona up and down with the satisfied expression of a sculptor admiring her finest work. "You're the headliner. The main attraction. The reason everyone's going to remember this party for years."

Leona felt a smile spread across her face—that confident, sensual smile that S.A.R.A.A. had designed and she had learned to deploy. "I thought you were the main attraction. Isn't that why Mom threw this party? To welcome you home from Cabo?"

"Please." Maya tossed her blonde hair with a dismissive gesture. "I'm yesterday's news. You're the breaking story. 'Local Man Transformed Into Impossible Bombshell, Family Surprisingly Okay With It.' That's front-page material."

"I don't think the society pages would print that headline."

"Their loss. It's a great headline."

As the sun began its descent toward the horizon, painting the garden in shades of gold and amber that complemented their dresses perfectly, Leona felt something settle in her chest that might have been peace.

She was complete now. The transformation that had begun with a hangover and a misread instruction manual had reached its final form. Leo was gone—buried under layers of Nano-Gel and silk, under enhanced curves and restructured bones, under the permanent changes that S.A.R.A.A. had made to every system in her body.

And in his place stood someone new. Someone confident and beautiful and fully, permanently female. Someone who commanded attention just by existing, who drew eyes and dropped jaws and made people forget what they'd been saying mid-sentence.

The "Double-Take" is complete, Leona thought, borrowing the phrase Maya had used weeks ago. Leo looked at the mirror and saw Leona looking back. And Leona decided to stay.

Julian was making his way toward them now, his confident stride eating up the distance between the rose bushes and the champagne fountain. His eyes were fixed on Leona with an intensity that made her newly restructured internal systems flutter with anticipation.

"Looks like your admirer is incoming," Maya observed, her tone shifting to something more conspiratorial. "You going to let him take the new equipment for a test drive?"

"Maybe," Leona said, watching Julian approach with a smile that was pure feminine invitation. "The Permanent Calibration did come with a recommendation to 'explore new sensations' for optimal integration."

"S.A.R.A.A. said that?"

"S.A.R.A.A. said something like that. I may be paraphrasing."

Maya laughed, the sound bright and delighted. "I've created a monster. A gorgeous, confident, man-eating monster."

"You didn't create me," Leona corrected. "S.A.R.A.A. created me. You just provided the template and the moral support."

"Same thing." Maya raised her glass in a final toast as Julian arrived at their side, his smile widening at the sight of both Miller twins in their matching golden silk. "To creation. However it happens."

Julian's voice cut in, smooth and warm and directed entirely at Leona. "Ladies. I was hoping I might steal one of you for a dance. Specifically—" His eyes traveled down Leona's enhanced figure with an appreciation that was shameless and entirely welcome. "—the one who's been haunting my dreams since Cabo."

Leona felt the warmth of attention settle over her like a familiar blanket. This was her life now. This was her body. This was the woman she had become.

"I suppose I could spare a dance," she said, her voice that melodic, breathy alto that made simple words sound like invitations. "Though I should warn you—I've got some new features since the last time we met. You might find me... enhanced."

Julian's smile turned hungry. "I noticed. And I can't wait to discover all of them."

He offered his hand, and Leona took it, letting him lead her toward the string quartet and the makeshift dance floor that had been set up near the fountain. Her hips swayed with every step, that exaggerated pendulum motion drawing eyes from across the garden. The weight of her enhanced bust shifted with each movement, the thin silk doing nothing to conceal the dramatic proportions beneath.

Behind her, she heard Maya's voice, tinged with amusement and satisfaction: "That's my sister. Try not to break him."

Leona smiled, feeling the sun warm on her bronzed skin and Julian's hand warm in hers and the internal fullness of her completed transformation warm in her core.

Leo is gone, she thought one final time. Buried under layers of Nano-Gel and silk and impossible curves.

And Leona Miller is just getting started.

[image: ]

OEBPS/image_rsrc25A.jpg
A FEMINIZATION ROMANCE STORY

A TRANSGENDERNOVE





OEBPS/image_rsrc25B.jpg






OEBPS/nav.xhtml

Table of contents

		Chapter 1: Double Take.

		Chapter 2: The Fitting.

		Chapter 3: The Twin Pact.

		Chapter 4: The Departure.

		Chapter 5: Turbulence and Tensions.

		Chapter 6: The Infinity Pool Incident.

		Chapter 7: The Neon Thrum.

		Chapter 8: The Morning After (And the New Normal).

		Chapter 9: The Yacht and the Yielding.

		Chapter 10: The Homecoming and the Final Choice.

		Chapter 11: The Grand Unveiling.




Guide

		Cover

		Beginning




		1

		2

		3

		4

		5

		6

		7

		8

		9

		10

		11

		12

		13

		14

		15

		16

		17

		18

		19

		20

		21

		22

		23

		24

		25

		26

		27

		28

		29

		30

		31

		32

		33

		34

		35

		36

		37

		38

		39

		40

		41

		42

		43

		44

		45

		46

		47

		48

		49

		50

		51

		52

		53

		54

		55

		56

		57

		58

		59

		60

		61

		62

		63

		64

		65

		66

		67

		68

		69

		70

		71

		72

		73

		74

		75

		76

		77

		78

		79

		80

		81

		82

		83

		84

		85

		86

		87

		88

		89

		90

		91

		92

		93

		94

		95

		96

		97

		98

		99

		100

		101

		102

		103

		104

		105

		106

		107

		108

		109

		110

		111

		112

		113

		114

		115

		116

		117

		118

		119

		120

		121

		122

		123

		124

		125

		126

		127

		128

		129

		130

		131

		132

		133

		134

		135

		136

		137

		138

		139

		140

		141

		142

		143

		144

		145

		146

		147

		148

		149

		150

		151

		152

		153

		154

		155

		156

		157

		158

		159

		160

		161

		162

		163

		164

		165

		166

		167

		168

		169

		170

		171

		172

		173

		174

		175

		176

		177

		178

		179

		180

		181

		182

		183

		184

		185

		186

		187

		188

		189

		190

		191

		192

		193

		194

		195

		196

		197

		198

		199

		200

		201

		202

		203

		204

		205

		206

		207

		208

		209

		210

		211

		212

		213

		214

		215

		216

		217

		218

		219

		220

		221

		222

		223

		224

		225

		226

		227

		228

		229

		230

		231

		232

		233

		234

		235

		236

		237

		238

		239

		240

		241

		242

		243

		244

		245

		246

		247






