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Feel What She Feels



Zach slammed the apartment door behind him and dropped his keys onto the counter a little harder than necessary. His shirt was still half-untucked, his hair a mess from the wind and the awkward date he’d just had.

Clueless, she’d called him. You just don’t get women, do you?

Apparently not.

He kicked off his shoes and collapsed onto his bed without even bothering to change. The overhead light was too bright, but he didn’t get up to switch it off. Instead, he stared up at the ceiling, letting that awful sentence replay in his head. You don’t get women.

No shit. He’d been trying to figure them out for years. Even his own roommate, Chloe, was a mystery to him. Then again, she was gorgeous, confident, and the kind of girl who made guys forget what they were saying mid-sentence. Not that she saw him as anything but the guy who paid rent on time and occasionally left beard trimmings in the sink.

He closed his eyes and exhaled slowly, willing the sting of rejection to pass. It didn’t.

With a grunt, he sat up and grabbed his laptop off the nightstand. The screen glowed to life, and without really thinking, he opened a browser and typed: “How to understand women.”

Clickbait articles filled the screen. “Decode Her Body Language!” “Five Magic Phrases That Make Her Melt!” “Why Alpha Males Always Win.”

He rolled his eyes. It was all garbage. Manipulation disguised as advice. He almost shut the laptop again when something further down caught his eye.

The Eunoia Experience

Tagline: Feel what she feels. Become who she sees.

The website loaded with a satisfying softness. No aggressive pop-ups, no urgent countdowns. Just a pastel-toned landing page with glossy images: a woman brushing her hair in front of a mirror, a close-up of freshly painted nails, a figure—ambiguous but alluring—stretching in a sunlit room.

Zach frowned.

There was a gentle pulsing button at the bottom: Start Your Free Trial.

And underneath: Empathy is the new masculinity.

He chuckled. “What, like a guided meditation or some TED Talk bullshit?”

Still, he clicked it.

A few questions popped up—strange ones.

How do you feel when she cries? What would you give to be truly seen?

He frowned. The phrasing was vague, almost pretentious, but it made him squirm. Like whoever wrote it knew just how much he didn’t have an answer.

He clicked through them anyway, one after another. His answers didn’t feel profound. But somehow, the site responded like it knew him. “Thanks, Zach. Your experience is now customized. Watch for your free first delivery.”

He blinked. “Delivery?”

A confirmation page appeared with his name and address already filled in. He hadn’t typed it.

That was… weird. Maybe he’d signed up for something else before? Maybe he’d entered that stuff when he created a profile?

Before he could worry about it too much, he heard the familiar sound of the shower running in the hall bathroom. Chloe was home.

Zach snapped the laptop shut and laid back again, his heart rate weirdly elevated.

He thought about her then. How she always smelled like peaches and cream when she got out of the shower. How she hummed to herself while getting dressed, always in these soft, feminine tones that lingered under his skin.

She'd never see him that way. Not when he could barely hold a date past dinner. Not when every woman he tried to impress saw right through him. He was awkward, overeager, and tried too hard. But despite being self-aware, he couldn’t seem to be anything different.

Maybe the website was right. Maybe the key to understanding women wasn't about learning tricks or techniques.

Maybe it was about something deeper.

The thought stirred something in him. A tingling buzz low in his stomach. Not quite fear. Just… curiosity.

The shower stopped. A moment later, he heard the soft padding of Chloe’s bare feet across the hardwood floor.

Zach rolled onto his side, biting his bottom lip.

“Feel what she feels,” he whispered into the dark. In that moment, he genuinely wondered what Chloe felt under that deliciously smooth skin.

His cock stirred against the fabric of his briefs, unexpected but insistent. It wasn’t the thought of Chloe in a towel that had him half-hard. It was something else. Something stranger.

He reached down and gave himself a slow stroke, eyes fluttering closed as the tension of the evening melted into something warmer, deeper. His fingers lingered longer than usual, slow and lazy, tracing around the shaft without urgency.

He pictured her the way he always did when he let his thoughts drift: in that cute pink camisole and white shorts. It was his favorite outfit of hers.

She didn’t even realize how sexy she was. Or maybe she did, and just didn’t see him that way.

He let his hand slide beneath the waistband of his briefs, eyes fluttering shut as he imagined her walking into his room. No teasing. Just that soft smile she wore when she was sleepy and unguarded.

In his fantasy, she wanted him. Told him he was sweet. That she liked how he looked at her.

That she wanted to feel him inside her.

He stroked himself slowly, hips shifting, breath shallow as the image grew sharper: Chloe lowering herself onto him, nails digging into his chest, her hair falling in a dark curtain around his face.

She was so warm. So wet. And she whispered his name like it meant something. “Zach,” she moaned in his mind. “God, you feel so good.”

He came with a soft grunt, spilling into his hand, body tense and trembling, the echo of her voice still in his ears.

When it was over, he laid there in the dark, catching his breath, heart still racing. Maybe the website wouldn’t help. Maybe Chloe would never see him that way.

But for a second—just a second—he felt wanted.
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Zach almost didn’t notice the box at first. It was small, brown, discreet—tucked innocently between a HelloFresh delivery and the heap of junk mail that piled up daily on their shared entry table. But the return label was sleek, minimalist, embossed with silver foil: Eunoia Fulfillment Division.

His stomach did a slow, nervous flip.

He glanced down the hall. Chloe’s bedroom door was cracked open, the sound of her hair dryer humming softly inside. He picked up the box, casually tucked it under his arm like it was nothing more than a pack of socks, and made a beeline for his room.

“Hey, what’s that?” Chloe called out over the drone of the dryer.

Zach froze mid-step. “Just...something I ordered,” he said quickly, keeping his tone light, like he didn’t have a damn clue what was in the thing.

Chloe popped her head out from her room, her glossy hair half-blown and tousled like something out of a shampoo commercial. “Ooh, mystery package? Sexy.”

He let out a shaky laugh. “Not unless you’re turned on by USB cables.”

She grinned and disappeared back into her room. “Lame.”

Zach exhaled and darted into his room, locking the door behind him. The box felt heavier now, like it was carrying his shame. He placed it on the bed and peeled the seal away slowly, hands slightly unsteady with something between curiosity and nerves.

Inside, nestled in a bed of soft tissue paper, were four items:

	A tiny glass bottle, filled with a translucent blush-colored liquid. A sleek label in delicate script read: Empathogen 1: Receptivity.

	A matte black USB drive with the same logo etched into one side.

	A folded T-shirt in the softest, silkiest fabric he’d ever touched—pastel blush, nearly pink but not quite.

	And a notecard with simple instructions:

	Wear this while you listen. Trust the process.



Zach snorted. “Right. Trust the process. What process?”

Still, he uncapped the bottle and gave it a cautious sniff. It was slightly scented with something floral and musky, like roses laced with rainwater. His skin prickled.

The instructions didn’t mention dosage, but something about the scent made his lips part instinctively.

Trust the process, right?

He tipped it back and gulped it down. It was warm going down, with a strange aftertaste.

Almost instantly, his skin prickled. A flush spread down his neck, through his chest, as if responding to invisible fingers.

He pulled off his hoodie, then his shirt, and ran his fingers over the T-shirt’s fabric. It was light as air. Cool to the touch. He hesitated for half a second before slipping it over his head.

It clung to him differently than his usual tees. It was stretchy but draping, like it wanted to hug every contour. It didn’t just sit on his body. It caressed it.

His nipples perked against the silky fabric, drawing a quiet gasp from his throat. He didn’t usually notice them like that. But the shirt made them impossible to ignore, brushing and teasing with every breath he took.

Feeling suddenly warm, he sat on the edge of his bed and plugged in the USB. His laptop opened with a soft chime, and a single audio file appeared: “Phase 1: Begin With Her.”

Zach hit play.

A woman’s voice flowed into the room. It was low, smooth, and coaxing. She spoke slowly, rhythmically, as if she wasn’t just narrating but seducing.

"Breathe in. Deeper. Let your body soften… soften… You are open. You are ready. Feel what she feels..."

His muscles began to uncoil, warmth trickling down his spine. He sank back against the pillows, letting the voice wash over him like warm water. The T-shirt seemed to grow softer the longer he wore it, clinging to his chest, his waist, his hips. His skin was suddenly hypersensitive. Every shift of the fabric sent sparks through him.

He hadn’t realized how hard he’d gotten.

His cock strained against his pants, aching and hot, the contrast of rough denim and silky shirt driving him crazy. He shifted his hips, trying to ease the pressure, but the friction just made it worse. His breathing quickened.

"Her skin is electric. Her pulse, your pulse. Her need becomes yours. Welcome it. Let it guide you..."

Zach’s hand drifted to his thigh, fingers twitching. He palmed himself through his jeans, biting his lip.

The shirt clung tighter with every breath. His nipples felt swollen, flushed, begging to be teased. The voice in his ears didn’t let up.

"You are becoming. Every breath, every heartbeat... feel her inside you."

His eyes fluttered shut, mind foggy with sensation. He imagined Chloe walking in. Catching him like this—shirt tight over his chest, cock tenting his pants, his lips parted and flushed. At first, the thought terrified him.

Then it turned him on.

Would she smirk? Would she lean in and touch him like this—soft, slow, knowing exactly how sensitive he’d become?

He whimpered softly, one hand gripping the sheets while the other teased along the waistband of his jeans. He couldn’t help but unzip them and pull out his cock.

When the audio finally faded to silence, Zach was trembling, still gripping his hard-on for dear life as if it would keep him rooted in his masculinity.

He lay there for a long moment, staring at the ceiling, the blush-pink shirt clinging damply to his chest. His cock throbbed, still unsatisfied. He wanted to cum, but he felt ashamed cumming like this. Still, the desire to finish was so strong, he let himself think about Chloe finding him. He tugged on his cock until he came all over the shirt.

He sighed, wondering what he’d gotten himself into. This was ridiculous. It was a scam. A dumb new-age gimmick, obviously.

And yet…

He couldn’t stop thinking about how that voice had made him feel. Like he was melting. Like he belonged to someone else.

And worst of all—he wanted to press play again.
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Zach thought the first box had been weird. But by the third, he stopped being surprised.

The second shipment arrived two days later, tucked in the same matte packaging, this time with his name embossed on the inside flap in soft rose gold. The contents were stranger—more intimate.

Two new vials joined his dresser: one labeled Empathogen 2: Sensation, the other 3: Bloom. The instructions were printed on a heavy card in an elegant font: Take first thing in the morning. Drink water. Let yourself feel.

There was also a small white tube of lip balm with a glossy, faintly pink sheen. It shimmered in the light like something stolen from Chloe’s vanity drawer. The label read: Volumizing. For pout, presence, and perception.

Zach held it in his palm, thumb brushing over the smooth cap. His mouth felt dry, and he swore—just for a second—his lips tingled just touching the tube.

He laughed under his breath. “Jesus. What am I doing?”

But that night, he drank the next dose anyway.

By the time the third box arrived, Zach had stopped resisting. Not because he believed in it. Not really. He just… liked how it made him feel.

Inside the next box were a USB drive marked “Phase 2: Embodiment” and a tightly-folded card of illustrated poses and postures.

The meditations always left his body buzzing. His skin hummed with responsiveness, his thoughts hazy and soft-edged. Everything felt just a little more pleasurable. Touch. Movement. Even the act of sitting still with his hands in his lap felt indulgent, like he was being gently stroked from the inside out.

He told himself it was all research. If the program could make him more empathetic, more in touch with the female experience, maybe he’d stop striking out so hard. Maybe he’d finally be able to say the right thing at the right time. Maybe Chloe would look at him like she did the guys she brought home after late-night drinks. With hunger. With want.

That thought stuck with him.

Especially when he caught himself lingering in front of the mirror again, shirt lifted, fingertips grazing his chest. His skin looked smoother now. Almost glossy in the light. He could swear his lashes were longer. His lips definitely looked different. Fuller. Rounder. He hadn’t even put on the balm yet that day.

The cards in the third box laid out poses with names like Openness, Invitation, and Soft Defiance. At first, he’d rolled his eyes.

But then he tried a few.

Hips shifted. Spine arched. Neck tilted just so. And something about it felt… good. Not just in his muscles but in his mind. It made him feel present. Poised. Sexy, even.

That word hit him hard the first time it crossed his mind.

Sexy.

Not in a “look at my pecs” kind of way. But in the way his waist curved when he shifted his weight onto one hip. The way his lips pursed when he looked at the camera just so. The way his blush pink T-shirt hugged his chest like it was made for curves he didn’t technically have.

He’d never felt sexy like that before. Not as himself. Not as Zach.

He was still thinking about it the next morning when Chloe padded into the kitchen wearing an oversized sweatshirt and nothing else. Her hair was up in a messy bun, her legs bare, skin still dewy from the shower.

She stopped mid-step, her eyes raking over him with lazy interest.

Zach froze halfway through spreading almond butter on toast. He was barefoot, in boxers and that same silky blush T-shirt. The one that still clung to his chest in a way that was getting harder to explain.

Chloe cocked her head, eyes narrowing slightly. “You’re glowing lately,” she said with a grin. “What are you doing?”

He almost dropped the toast.

“I—uh. Just… been sleeping better, I guess.”

She leaned against the counter beside him, sipping her coffee. “Your skin looks incredible. And your lashes? Jesus. If you start looking better than me, I’m kicking you out.”

He laughed, a little too quickly, but his pulse was racing.

“You’re imagining it.”

“Nope. I’m not.” She reached out and ran her fingers down his forearm, brushing skin that felt suddenly, electrically alive. “Did you exfoliate?”

He swallowed. “I dunno. Maybe?”

She smirked, then stepped away. “Whatever you’re doing, keep doing it. It’s working.”

Zach stood there for a moment after she left, heart pounding, the toast forgotten in his hand. Her fingers had barely grazed his skin, and he was hard. Not from her touching him, exactly. But from the fact that she noticed. That she looked at him like that.

He ducked into the bathroom and turned on the fan, locking the door behind him. His reflection stared back—lips flushed, eyes wide. There was a pink sheen on his mouth from the balm he’d absentmindedly applied before breakfast. It made him look soft. Touchable. Kissable.

He slid a hand down the front of his boxers, moaning softly as his fingers curled around his aching cock. It didn’t take much—just the image of Chloe watching him pose, Chloe seeing the shirt stretch across his chest, Chloe leaning in to say: God, you’re pretty…

He came fast, biting back a groan, the slick heat pooling in his palm as he rocked into it, thighs trembling.

Afterward, he sat on the closed toilet lid, breathing hard, body flushed.

He looked down at himself. The faint, tingling echo of Chloe’s compliment still burning in his brain.

This wasn’t about understanding women anymore.

This was about becoming something… worth wanting.
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The next morning, Chloe caught him staring at himself in the hallway mirror. Again.

He wasn’t posing exactly—just adjusting the straps of his pink camisole, tucking a stray piece of hair behind his ear, lips still tingling from the latest coat of volumizing balm. But the way his hips angled in his new lounge shorts, the soft pout in his expression, the way his lashes fluttered when he blinked—it didn’t look like Zach. Not quite.

“You know,” Chloe said, leaning against the wall with her coffee in hand, “you’re kind of pretty.”

He blinked at her reflection. “Pretty?”

“Mm-hmm. Almost like… I don’t know. A very cute girl or something.”

Zach laughed, cheeks flushing, though his body buzzed at the compliment. “Shut up.”

“No, I mean it.” She took a step closer, lowering her voice into something sultry. “Let me do your makeup.”

“What?”

“Just for fun. You’re home all day, right?”

“Chloe…”

She grinned. “Come on. Don’t be scared. I’ve got all my stuff out already. I was going to film something for a brand collab, but you’d be way more fun to play with.”

He opened his mouth to protest again but hesitated.

Her voice had that purr she used when she wanted something, and Zach had never been good at denying her. Especially not when she stood that close, her hand already tugging him gently by the wrist toward her bedroom.

He let himself be led, heart pounding.

Her room was a soft chaos of mauve tones and gold accents, vanity lights glowing around the mirror like a movie star’s dressing room. Her makeup was spread out in a meticulous sprawl: palettes, brushes, tubes, and little glass pots labeled with elegant cursive names like Petal Kiss and Moonlit Glow.

“Sit.” Chloe nudged him into the velvet chair and tilted his chin up with two fingers. “Trust me.”

For a moment, he forgot how to breathe. When she stood between his knees. When her fingers brushed over his cheekbone with the lightest sweep.

She started with foundation, working it into his skin in smooth circles. The brush was soft, but her fingers when they smoothed out the edges near his eyes were warmer, more intimate. She hummed while she worked, leaning in close enough for him to smell her shampoo and the faint sweetness of her breath. Cherry bubblegum.

“You’ve got such good bone structure,” she murmured, more to herself than him. “Seriously. You could be a model with a little practice.”

Zach swallowed hard. “You think?”

“Oh yeah.” Her eyes sparkled. “Say ‘mmm’ for me.”

He hesitated, but her thumb was already brushing across his bottom lip. He parted them, and the sound slipped out.

“Mmm.”

Chloe grinned. “God, that’s cute. Now say ‘ahh.’”

“Ahh.”

She traced gloss along his lips. It was something sheer and wet-looking, a barely-there pink that made his mouth look swollen and kissable. The feeling of it set his nerves on fire. His nipples, still sensitive from the last dose of the supplement, stiffened under his T-shirt. He didn’t dare shift in the chair, didn’t want her to see how hard he was getting.

She moved on to his brows, brushing them up with a spoolie, then darkening them slightly. “Mm. Bold but clean. You’d look so good with a wig.”

He tried to laugh, but it came out breathy.

Chloe took her time with the eyes. Soft shimmer on the lids with a subtle flick at the corners. Then mascara was applied with painstaking care.

Each touch sent jolts down his spine.

He couldn’t remember the last time someone had touched him so tenderly. He didn’t even care what he looked like, he just wanted her to keep going. To keep touching him.

“You’re squirming,” she whispered.

“Am I?”

She leaned down, her face suddenly close. “Do you like this?”

His lips parted. “Maybe.”

Her fingers brushed down his throat, slow and teasing, then she stepped back with a wicked smile. “Let me show you.”

She grabbed her phone and angled it over his shoulder, switching to the front-facing camera. Zach’s breath caught.

He looked… like someone else.

His skin glowed. His lips looked soft and full, his lashes long and dark. The blush on his cheeks gave him a flushed, innocent look, and the gloss made him look like he’d just been kissed.

Or wanted to be.

“Wow…um…I don’t know what to say. It doesn’t even look like me,” he whispered.

“It does,” Chloe said, brushing a finger under his jaw. “It’s just a version of you no one’s seen before.”

His cock throbbed beneath the waistband of his pants.

He wanted to kiss her. He wanted her to kiss him. He wanted something. He didn’t even know what. Just more.

But Chloe only smirked and snapped another photo before setting her phone down. “Anyway,” she said, stretching her arms overhead, “I need to finish editing before my deadline. You can hang out if you want—but try not to fall in love with yourself.”

Zach laughed nervously, already backing toward the door.

“I should probably get out of your hair,” he muttered.

“Suit yourself.” She turned back to the vanity, totally unfazed. “Looks good on you, though.”

He left her room flushed, flustered, and hard.
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The fifth box was smaller than the others, but it carried more weight.

Zach closed the front door behind him, holding the package like it might bite. There was no label this time. Just the familiar blush-colored seal on the flap and a sweet, floral scent already leaking through the cardboard.

He didn’t open it right away. He waited until the apartment was quiet, Chloe’s car gone from the driveway, her laughter no longer echoing from the kitchen where she’d FaceTimed her friend that morning. He locked his bedroom door. Drew the blinds.

Then he opened the box.

Inside was a soft velvet pouch. A fine mist bottle with a pale pink label: Feminine Signature: Pheromone Mist. A sealed plastic tray containing a small black plug, the silicone shaped like a delicate teardrop. Its label read: Openness Begins Within. And folded between them, like the most innocent thing in the world, was a pair of lavender lace panties.

Zach stared at them for a long time. The lace was barely there. Soft and stretchy, with a satin bow at the front. The tag was handwritten: Wear this for you. Nobody has to know.

He sat on the bed, heartbeat loud in his ears.

What the hell was he doing?

Still, his hands moved on their own. They peeled off his pants, stepping out of his briefs, and slipping the panties up his thighs. They fit surprisingly well. They hugged him. Not in the aggressive way boxers did, but in a way that felt… delicate. Like he was being held.

His cock stiffened instantly, straining against the lace.

He reached for the mist and spritzed it once behind each ear, then a slow, sensual drag down his throat. The scent bloomed. Subtle but intoxicating. It smelled like desire. Like something soft and warm and feminine curling beneath the skin.

The plug was last.

Zach bit his lip, the cool silicone slick with lube, his body tightening at the anticipation. He’d never done this before. But the program’s soft commands echoed in his mind: Let yourself open. Let yourself feel. This is not for them. This is for you.

Reluctantly, he tugged the panties to the side. The insertion was slow. Careful. He guided it in with trembling hands, breath catching as the shape slipped past resistance and settled into place.

He moaned.

The sensation was strange. Deep. A pressure that didn’t hurt but didn’t feel neutral either. It lit something inside him. Something dormant. Something submissive.

He stood in front of the mirror.

His skin was flushed, his lips still faintly glossed from earlier. His lashes had darkened naturally over the last few days, his jawline looking softer without him doing anything at all. And now, with the panties tight over his hips and the plug inside him, he looked…

Shy and maybe a little bit helpless in the sexiest way.

He ran his hands over his thighs, up to his chest. His nipples ached under his camisole, the fabric whispering over them with every move. The pressure inside him pulsed with each breath, every step a reminder that something was there. He’d put it there. And he loved it.

The mirror became his favorite place. He shifted in front of it, turning sideways, arching his back, tilting his chin. The poses from the flashcards came back to him effortlessly. Openness. Invitation. Soft defiance.

He touched himself through the panties, cock aching against the lace, fingers trembling. He looked so needy. So pretty. So wet-eyed and desperate in the glass.

He came without even pulling them down. His orgasm rolled through him like a wave, deep and slow, thighs shaking as the plug inside him held him open.

After, he collapsed onto the bed, panting, panties sticky and damp, body warm with something more than sweat.

That night, he dreamed of Chloe like he sometimes did. But they were different this time.

He was still with Chloe, but he wasn’t chasing her. He wasn’t trying to prove anything. He was offering himself. Kneeling. Waiting.

She touched him slowly in the dream. Dragged her fingers across his chest. Over his belly. Down between his legs, where he was already open and aching.

“Cum for me,” she whispered.

And when she slid a dildo inside him, it didn’t feel wrong. It felt like worship. Like surrender. Like being more authentic than he’d ever been.

He woke up gasping, cock hard, plug still nestled deep inside him. He’d fallen asleep in the panties, still wearing the mist, body tingling with phantom touches he hadn’t received.

His sheets were soaked. So was his mind.
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Zach was still in bed when he heard the knock.

Three soft taps on his bedroom door, then Chloe’s voice, lilting and casual. “Hey. Got a sec?”

He froze.

His shirt was damp with heat. The lavender lace panties he shouldn’t have been wearing were snug and sticky against his skin. The plug was still inside him, a gentle pressure pulsing every time he shifted. He hadn’t expected her to still be home.

He scrambled to pull on a hoodie, tugging it low over his thighs before cracking the door.

Chloe leaned against the frame, arms crossed. Her eyes flicked down his body, then up again. They were too sharp, too knowing.

“I, um—what’s up?” he asked, voice strained.

She didn’t answer right away. Just tilted her head and lifted something into view: a pale pink card with soft silver lettering. His stomach dropped.

Feel what she feels. Become who she sees.

The tagline from the Eunoia Experience.

“I didn’t mean to snoop,” she said. “One of your little boxes got left open on the kitchen table.” She smiled. “You really want to know how women feel, huh?”

Zach’s heart pounded. “I—it’s just a thing I was trying. I thought maybe it would help me… understand better. Be a better guy, or—”

She took a step closer.

“You’ve been a very interesting guy lately.”

Her eyes trailed over him again. The flushed skin above his collar. The way his legs pressed tightly together. He was sure she could smell the mist on him.

“You’ve been glowing. Floating around the apartment like you’ve got a secret.” She leaned in, her lips almost brushing his ear. “Wearing those pretty little things when you think I’m not looking.”

Zach’s knees nearly gave out.

“I didn’t mean for you to find out—”

Chloe tsked, grabbing a handful of hoodie and tugging it up just an inch. Her fingers brushed the lace waistband underneath.

“Oh, baby. I already knew.”

Heat flooded his face. His whole body buzzed.

She stepped into his room and closed the door behind her. One slow push of her hand and Zach was walking backward until his knees hit the bed.

“Sit.”

He obeyed.

She crouched in front of him, her hand resting lightly on his thigh, not quite touching anything important—but close enough that his cock twitched beneath the lace.

“You signed up to feel what women feel,” she murmured, nails grazing upward. “So tell me. What do you feel now?”

He shivered. “Turned on.”

Her brow lifted.

Every nerve in his body lit up. Humiliation and arousal tangled together until he couldn’t tell where one ended and the other began.

He swallowed.

She bit her bottom lip, pleased. “And what turns you on now?”

He hesitated. The words burned in his throat.

Chloe's fingers slipped between his thighs, pressing the lace against him.

“Is it this?” she whispered, brushing her fingers just under the hoodie. “Wearing these pretty little things for me? Being dressed up like a treat and hoping I’ll unwrap you?”

Zach whimpered. God, yes, he thought.

“You’re not just learning how women feel,” she said, voice velvet-wrapped steel. “You’re craving how we feel. I can help you, if you want me to.”

He nodded, breath shallow.

She dragged her nails along the waistband of his panties, then leaned in close, her breath hot against his cheek.

“You’re so fucking sexy right now, Zach.”

His name in her mouth made him twitch. The praise, the power in her voice filled him with something terrifying but addictive.

“There’s all kinds of things I’d like to do to you.”

His whole body trembled.

“And one day,” she whispered, tongue brushing the shell of his ear, “you’ll beg me for them.”

Zach gasped.

Then she pulled away. Just like that. No kiss, no touch, no relief. But she glanced back with a wicked smile.

“But don’t worry,” she said. “I’ll make sure you feel good.”

And then she was gone, leaving Zach at the door panting, leaking, desperate, and more aroused than he’d ever been in his life.
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Later that day, she invited him into her room. He was nervous but eager all the same.

“Come here. Let’s start with your makeup. You remember last time?” He nodded and sat down, letting her get to work. “You're not Zach anymore,” Chloe said, drawing a line of pink gloss across his bottom lip. “Not when you're all dolled up like this. But what will we name you?”

He sat perfectly still, his breathing shallow, heart thudding behind his ribcage like it wanted out. The room smelled like the faint sweetness of Chloe’s vanilla body mist. A haze of arousal pulsed behind his temples.

Chloe stepped back to admire her work. “You're Zoe now.”

Zach—no, Zoe—blinked at her reflection in the vanity mirror. He hardly recognized himself. The girl staring back had soft, flushed skin, longer lashes, a dusting of blush high on her cheeks, and lips so pouty they looked swollen from kissing.

Chloe laid an outfit out like a ritual offering. Each piece had been chosen with care. A matching set of pastel lingerie. Nude tights. The bra was padded with delicate embroidery along the cups. A lavender dress that looked impossibly short. A honey-brown wig in soft waves. And at the end of the bed, a pair of beige kitten heels.

Zach stared at it, pulse thudding.

“Strip,” she said without room for argument.

He hesitated only a second. Then he obeyed.

His hoodie hit the floor. His pants followed. Chloe raised a brow when she saw what was underneath: lace panties, clinging damp to his skin.

“Good girl,” she murmured.

Heat rushed to his face.

She moved slowly, deliberately, slipping the panties down his thighs and tossing them aside. She paused for a moment to stare at his cock, but she didn’t touch it. “Fresh ones,” she said, lifting the new pair of panties. Lavender lace, soft and sheer. “Hold still.”

Zach stood motionless while Chloe knelt and slid them up his legs. Her fingers were warm, steady, almost clinical—until they weren’t. When the fabric cupped his cock, she gave it a subtle press, and he gasped.

“Sensitive, aren’t we?” she teased.

His answer was a sharp inhale.

Next came the tights. The silky nylon glided over his calves, his thighs, encasing him in a smooth second skin. Chloe guided them carefully, smoothing out every wrinkle, her palms hot against his legs. He felt ridiculous and overwhelmingly turned on.

“You should see your face,” she whispered, adjusting the waistband. “You look like you’re about to come just from getting dressed.”

“I’m not,” he said, voice shaky.

“No? Let’s see how you do with this, then.”

She reached for the bra. The cups were lightly padded, trimmed in a tiny scalloped lace that tickled his fingers when he held it. Chloe stepped behind him and slid the straps over his arms, then fastened it around his back with a practiced touch.

“You’d be surprised how many girls never learn to hook these right,” she said near his ear.

He could feel the weight on his chest, the curve it gave him in the mirror. The way the straps hugged his shoulders. A shiver ran through him.

Then came the dress.

She slipped it over his head and adjusted it, tugging the hem down so it skimmed just beneath his ass. The fabric was light and clingy, hugging his new shape in all the wrong—or right—ways. His cock twitched in its satin prison, the plug still inside him pulsing with every tiny movement.

Chloe stepped back and let her eyes drag over him slowly.

“Mm. We’re not done yet.”

He watched as she crossed the room to retrieve the wig. “Tilt your head,” she said. He obeyed.

The wig settled over his scalp, warm and snug. Chloe ran a brush through the soft curls, arranging them over his shoulders like he was her own personal doll.

By the time she picked up the heels, Zach was already trembling.

“They’re not too high,” she said. “But you’re going to walk for me. Got it?”

He nodded, heart pounding.

She crouched again, slipping the shoes onto his feet one at a time, buckling the delicate straps at his ankles. The pressure of the heels lifted him, shifted his weight forward, and made his hips sway naturally as he tried to balance.

When he finally stood straight, fully dressed, the mirror showed someone he almost didn’t recognize.

Curved hips and bare thighs beneath a lavender dress. Zach didn’t know if he should feel ashamed. But the arousal pushing against his panties said everything.

Chloe smiled. “I know. You’re finally starting to see it.”

He had. And it scared him.

Not because he hated it, but because he loved it. Because every day, it was getting harder to remember what he used to look like. The supplements made his skin impossibly smooth, almost poreless. His nipples stayed sensitive all the time, and lately, they even looked different—rounder, puffier under his shirts. His waist was narrowing. His thighs were softer. The person he saw in the mirror no longer looked like a man pretending.

It looked like a girl becoming.

And Chloe had taken full control of his “training.”

“Now walk to the end of the room and back. Show me you can walk like a sexy girl.”

He lifted his chin and walked, one foot directly in front of the other. Shoulders back. Hips tilted just so. It wasn’t perfect, but it was getting easier. Natural, even.

Chloe watched, arms crossed beneath her chest, eyes dark with something between amusement and hunger.

“Good. Now say hello like a sweet girl who’s dying to be touched.”

Zoe paused, face warm. “H-hi,” he whispered.

Chloe tsked. “Again. From the top. Breathe, and let it come from here.” She touched the center of his chest, fingers warm against the fabric. “Pretend I’m the one you’re trying to seduce.”

Zoe tried again. “Hi.”

Softer. Breathier. This time, it worked.

Chloe’s smile returned. She crossed the room, circling him like a predator sizing up her prey.

“You really are getting prettier by the day,” she murmured, running a finger down the side of his neck. “Your voice. Your posture. And this…” Her hand slipped behind him, cupping the soft curve of his ass. “You’re filling out nicely.”

He shivered.

She leaned in, breath hot against his ear. “Now let me see you beg.”

He blinked. “What?”

“You heard me.” Chloe stepped back, folding her arms. “Beg me. Like the needy little thing you are.”

His face went red. He didn’t know what words to use. What she wanted to hear. But his cock—tucked between his thighs, leaking into the panties—knew exactly what it wanted.

“Please,” he whispered.

“Not enough.”

“Please, Chloe…”

“No.” Her voice was firm. “Not yet.”

His knees almost buckled. He nodded, eyes wide.

“Please, Chloe… please touch me. I want—” He faltered, voice cracking. “I need it. I need you.” And it was the truth. He’d wanted Chloe for as long as he could remember, but he never imagined submitting to her like this.

Chloe closed the distance in a heartbeat.

She didn’t kiss him. Didn’t undress him. She just pushed him gently onto the bed, climbed on top, and slid her hand between his legs, cupping the soaked, straining heat through the lace. He gasped, hips jerking upward.

“So hard for me,” she whispered. “So easy.”

He moaned, head falling back. Chloe didn’t stroke him, just held him there. Teased him. Fingers brushing in slow, maddening circles that kept him on edge, trembling, desperate.

She leaned down, pressing her lips to his ear.

“Good girls ask nicely.”

“Please,” he begged again. “Please, Chloe… make me—”

Her fingers gripped harder.

He came with a gasp, whole body arching, the orgasm crashing through him like a wave. He stayed hard the whole time, twitching against her palm, helpless beneath her touch.

When it was over, he collapsed against the pillows, flushed and breathless.

Chloe stroked his hair back from his face. “You actually looked like a girl when you came,” she said softly. “Like this is exactly what you’re meant to be.”

He didn’t respond. He simply nodded, breath still shallow, body humming with afterglow.
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‘Zoe’ was still flushed from the night before when her phone buzzed. Her voice was a little hoarse from the soft, needy gasps Chloe had pulled out of her.

A notification from The Eunoia Experience.

Final Phase Unlocked. Prepare to embody what you’ve become.

She stared at it, breath held. Then came the chime at the door.

A new box. Sleek. White. No label beyond a simple embossed symbol she now recognized as the program’s: a hollow circle nestled inside a tilted heart. She carried it to her room like it was sacred.

Chloe peeked her head in a few minutes later, already dressed in a soft gray crop top and pleated tennis skirt, her makeup barely-there and devastatingly pretty.

“Another one?” she asked, smiling.

Zoe nodded slowly.

“What’s inside?”

Zoe opened the lid with trembling fingers. Inside, wrapped in pastel tissue, were two things:

A second-skin bodysuit in a pale nude. It was high cut, seamless, and impossibly soft to the touch.

And nestled beside it… a pair of synthetic breasts. Not cartoonish or fake-looking. They were warm-toned, full, and delicately weighted, with nipples the exact shade of Chloe’s lip gloss.

Zoe’s mouth went dry.

Chloe stepped closer, gaze darkening. “Try them on,” she said softly.

Zoe looked at her. “You want to watch?”

“Of course I do.” She leaned against the doorframe, arms crossed. “You’re the most beautiful thing I’ve ever seen.”

Zoe swallowed. Her hands moved to the hem of her dress.

She undressed slowly. The dress came off first, then the padded bra, then the panties and tights. Her body underneath was leaner now, her waist visibly smaller, thighs smoother. The softening effects of the program weren’t subtle anymore. Her chest had the faintest swell, and her ass curved in a way that no guy’s ever did. Her skin shimmered faintly, poreless and flushed, always slightly sensitive from the serums.

She slid the bodysuit up her legs, and it hugged her like it was sewn directly onto her. The material clung to her hips and waist, tugging everything tight and lifted. It framed her chest like it was built to hold the weight of what came next.

Chloe handed her the breasts with both hands, like an offering.

Zoe pressed them to her chest. They adhered like skin, molding instantly to her body. Her breath hitched at the sensation—warmth and pressure and weight, grounding her in her new shape. Her reflection caught her eye, and her knees nearly buckled.

She looked complete.

Not a boy pretending.

A girl kneeling on the edge of womanhood, flushed and aroused and seen.

Chloe stepped behind her, brushing Zoe’s long wig back over her shoulder. “You’re stunning,” she whispered. “Even your eyes look different now. Softer.”

Zoe didn’t answer. She couldn’t.

Every inch of her buzzed. Her cock stayed tucked, her thighs tight together, but her whole body radiated arousal. Deep and feminine and overwhelming. She didn’t even feel like she had a cock anymore. Just an ache. A need. A desire to be touched, praised, used.

Chloe walked around to face her, taking in the full effect.

“Is this who you are now?” she asked, voice unreadable.

Zoe’s chest rose and fell. “I want to be what you want.”

Chloe smiled. “Good girl.”

Then she stepped closer, slowly, like a lion closing in on something already caught.

“Then kneel,” she said. “And show me.”

Zoe sank to her knees, the bodysuit stretching across her thighs. Chloe’s bare legs stood inches from her face, smooth and lightly scented. She lifted her skirt.

Just a soft breath as she hooked her thumbs in the waistband of her panties and tugged them down.

Zoe hesitated only a second. Then she leaned in and pressed her mouth between Chloe’s thighs.

Chloe gasped above her, fingers tangling in Zoe’s hair, fisting it, holding her in place as her hips rolled forward.

Zoe licked eagerly, letting instinct and need guide her. Her tongue explored every slick, warm inch, tasting Chloe’s arousal, feeling it flood her mouth. Chloe rocked gently against her face, murmuring praise and breathless curses.

“Just like that… fuck, baby…”

Zoe moaned into her, desperate to please. Her jaw ached, her knees burned on the hardwood, but none of it mattered. All she cared about was Chloe’s pleasure. Her approval.

Her orgasm came fast. Chloe’s thighs trembled, and her voice broke as she came with a low, raw groan, rocking against Zoe’s mouth until she finally pulled back.

She looked down at Zoe. Her lip-gloss was smeared. Chloe grinned.

“You’re look perfect on your knees like that.”

Zoe’s lips were still slick with the taste of Chloe’s orgasm, her body humming, thighs aching from the effort. Her mouth was wet. Her breath shallow. She didn’t look up—not until Chloe gently cupped her chin and tilted her face upward.

“You did so well,” Chloe said, her voice low and molten. “But we’re not done yet.”

Zoe swallowed hard.

Chloe extended a hand. Zoe took it.

She was pulled up to her feet, her knees unsteady beneath her. The bodysuit still clung tight to her softening, feminizing curves. Her breasts felt heavy on her chest, the synthetic skin warm from her body heat. The sensation of being filled out, molded, displayed—it was overwhelming, but she didn’t want it to stop.

Chloe didn’t speak again. She led Zoe silently down the hallway, one hand gripping her wrist. They crossed the threshold into Chloe’s room. Chloe closed the door behind them with a quiet click.

Zoe stood in the center of the room, breath held.

Chloe circled her once slowly, like she was inspecting her creation. Her fingers brushed the seam of the bodysuit, following the curve of Zoe’s waist, then dipping lightly across the lower back. Zoe shivered.

“Turn around,” Chloe said softly.

Zoe obeyed.

She felt Chloe step in closer, the heat of her body radiating behind her. Then came the sound—sharp and quick.

Rrrip.

The bodysuit split open just above her ass, a jagged tear across the seam Chloe had found. Cool air hit her newly exposed skin. Her breath caught.

Chloe’s hand slid over the curve of her bare cheek, caressing with pressure that felt possessive.

“You don’t need this part anymore,” Chloe murmured. “Because I have a surprise for you.”

Zoe whimpered.

“Bend over the bed.”

Her knees hit the edge of the mattress. She bent forward slowly, the heels she wore anchoring her in place, ass now fully bared through the torn back of the bodysuit. She felt exposed. Humiliated. Seen.

And her cock—tucked away, squeezed tight beneath her—pulsed against the fabric, desperate for attention.

Behind her, Chloe moved across the room.

She heard the sound of a drawer sliding open followed by the quiet pop of a silicone cap being unscrewed. Slick lube was poured onto rubber. Every sound sent a ripple through Zoe's body. She was vibrating with anticipation, muscles tense with the effort of holding still.

She was bent over, legs slightly parted, exposed through the torn bodysuit like an offering.

She didn’t know what Chloe had chosen.

She didn’t care.

She wanted it all.

Chloe lingered behind her, just out of sight. Zoe could feel her gaze on her, like a hand of its own, sliding down her back, pausing on her ass. A long breath passed behind her, and then she felt fingertips. Just two.

Chloe dragged them down the line of her spine. Goosebumps bloomed across Zoe’s arms. Her breath hitched.

“You’ve changed so much,” Chloe said, her voice velvet-soft but steady. “Your skin’s like satin now. Your waist’s tighter. Your scent’s sweeter. The program worked…”

A pause. A step closer.

“But now it’s my turn.”

Zoe shuddered.

Chloe pressed a kiss between her shoulder blades. Gentle, warm, almost tender. Then the tip of something cool and slick kissed her entrance. It didn’t prod. It just rested there, teasing her, making her clench instinctively.

Then the pressure began.

Zoe gasped as the toy slipped inside, slow but relentless, stretching her open until it left her breathless. It was bigger than she expected. She braced herself on her elbows as her thighs trembled.

It wasn’t just the sensation—it was what it symbolized.

She was being filled. Owned. Transformed from the inside out.

Chloe gave her a moment to breathe before drawing back and pressing forward again. Long, measured strokes. Each push was deeper. Each withdrawal slower, wetter, slick with lube and Zoe’s growing need.

“That’s it,” Chloe whispered behind her. “Let me in.”

Zoe whimpered, the plug of the toy grazing something inside her that made her hips jolt. Her cock strained beneath the bodysuit, confined, untouched, but fully hard.

Chloe curled the toy ever so slightly, and Zoe choked on a moan.

“You’re so tight, baby,” Chloe purred. “You need this, don’t you?”

Zoe nodded frantically, her cheeks flushed, her mouth open and useless.

“Say it.”

“I… I need it. I love it. I love when you—when you use me like this.”

Chloe chuckled, low and pleased. “Good girl.”

She twisted the toy just enough to make Zoe cry out again.

“You’re so hard,” Chloe said, amusement thick in her voice. “Can’t even touch your cock and you’re leaking like a slut in heat.”

Zoe moaned, humiliated, aroused beyond reason. Her synthetic breasts bounced with every thrust, sensitive where the edges adhered to her skin, nipples brushing the bodysuit. She felt so full. So helpless. So real.

Chloe picked up speed, her rhythm unrelenting now. The toy pounded into her with a force that made Zoe’s legs shake. She grabbed fistfuls of the blanket, panting, moaning, unable to form words.

Chloe leaned in close again.

“You’re going to come just like this, aren’t you?” she whispered. “From being fucked. From being filled. No hands. No cock. Just me.”

Zoe let out a broken whimper. Her whole body was electric.

The climax built faster than she could brace for. Her toes curled in the heels. Her thighs clamped down, uselessly trying to resist what her body craved more than air.

And then it hit her.

Her orgasm ripped through her like lightning—sharp, helpless, drawn out in a series of desperate, quivering pulses. She came inside the bodysuit, hot and wet, the tight fabric trapping every spurt as her whole body convulsed.

But Chloe didn’t stop.

She slowed, but kept moving, gently now, working her through it. Drawing it out. Letting the overstimulation keep her gasping, trembling, wrecked.

Zoe collapsed forward onto the bed, still bent, still filled.

Chloe pulled the toy free with care, a wet sound that made Zoe whimper.

Then Chloe leaned down, brushing the soaked curls of the wig from Zoe’s neck, and pressed a kiss to the slick skin just above her spine.

“You’re mine now,” she whispered.

And this time, Zoe didn’t nod.

She whispered back.

“Yes, ma’am.”

Zoe’s thighs were slick. Her bodysuit clung damply to her body, stretched and torn, the inside sticky with release. She lay on her stomach, her synthetic breasts pressed into the sheets, her arms limp at her sides. Spent. Satisfied. Fully undone.

She hadn’t even noticed Chloe move until she felt the soft tug of the wig being removed from her scalp. Then fingers combing through her damp, sweaty hair. Not rushed. Not teasing. Just gentle.

“You okay?” Chloe’s voice was softer now, stripped of dominance. Real.

Zoe nodded into the mattress.

Chloe’s hands slid under her arms and rolled her gently onto her back. The bodysuit was peeled halfway down, the ruined back gaping open, her flushed, spent cock still twitching against her thigh.

She felt exposed.

But she didn’t feel ashamed.

Chloe knelt beside her, eyes scanning her face, then her chest, her thighs, as if checking for signs of too much.

“Talk to me,” she said, brushing a thumb across Zoe’s cheek.

“I…” Zoe’s voice cracked. “I don’t even know who I am anymore.”

Chloe’s smile was small but warm. “You’re mine.”

Zoe blinked. Her chest ached, but not in a bad way. More like something had broken open in her, something she didn’t realize she’d been holding together with masculine denial and half-hearted attempts at dating women who never really saw her.

And Chloe… Chloe was seeing her now.

“You’re so beautiful like this,” she murmured. “Every time I see you, you’ve softened a little more. Not just your skin. Your energy. Your voice. The way you look at me.”

Zoe flushed, looking away.

Chloe chuckled. “Still shy?”

Zoe gave a half smile. “A little bit. This is all just so new.”

“I know,” Chloe said, running her hands along Zoe’s sides. “But maybe this is who you’re meant to be.”

Zoe’s breath hitched. She didn’t feel like she needed to prove anything anymore. Not her masculinity. Not her toughness. Not her clueless attempts at knowing what women wanted.

She had become it.

And she had never felt more desired.
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