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CHAPTER 1

18 September 2199

They called it the Venus Syndrome.

No one knew exactly when it had started or how it spread at first. The main symptom was a fever—so intense the victims became delirious—lasting for a few days before, eventually, it wiped out your body through sheer exhaustion and dehydration.

The first reports came out from an island country in the Pacific Ocean. A group of five girlfriends were on a backpacking trip when they’d been rushed to hospital, their bodies drenched in sweat and skin flushed red. Despite treatments, they all collapsed, one by one, until the fever slowly but brutally claimed their lives. No one was really too bothered, though. Not until the cases had started to spread and the pattern started to become too obvious to ignore.

It was all women.

Only females ever came down with the fever and then they burned hotter and hotter until it was game over. This wasn’t just your ordinary fever—the autopsies never showed any signs of viral or bacterial infection—and though the rich sweated blood trying to make a drug to cure it for themselves, there was no solution. An unknown and unseen pathogen was stealing away half the population, a pandemic unlike anything seen in recorded history.

In 2025, it’s been said the world’s population consisted of roughly four billion males and four billion females. By 2195, there were only one million women alive. One fucking million. That’s it. The syndrome—which by then had been unofficially termed Gynobug—sputtered out soon after, after having ravaged the earth in what some have called the biggest extinction since the Black Plague.

The world’s governments were at a loss. Male politicians and leaders clashed in their ideas of what we could do to restore society. There were endless debates and proposed solutions: cloning, isolation, drugs to boost fertility, artificial wombs, cybernetics. The main thing everyone agreed on was that the human race was screwed if we didn’t do something fast. A mathematician by the name of Alfred Drewfield even released a damning prediction: if nothing was done, the human race only had about a century of life left...before we would all become extinct.

The last woman standing would be the last of the human species, as far as anyone knew.

Then...someone was brave enough to step forward as a leader. And everything changed.

Like a phoenix rising from the ashes, a relatively unknown scientist survivor called Dr. Jodie Killian started making noise. She fought against the Prince Charmings and the knights in shining armor coming to rescue the females of the post-pandemic world. She didn’t want women to be guinea pigs after they’d gone through something so traumatic, and least of all be guinea pigs for male experimenters. She banded together the best female doctors, scientists, and tech industry survivors and founded FemCorp. The mission: to find a solution that would uplift and empower women rather than dragging them further down into the trenches.

They called themselves feminists. They called themselves saviors. And somehow, Dr. Killian’s personality and ideals caught on. Women found themselves inspired and drawn to her, and the tide began to turn. Everyone started to listen. Project V was born—a proposal to create and test radical new technologies that would fix the gender imbalance once and for all. It would be led by women and be for women, and Dr. Jodie Killian would helm it all.

Just two years later, FemCorp became a multi-billion dollar corporation with an almost cult-like following of men and women worldwide. In the same year, the company sent out a call for volunteers for the first time. Places were very limited, and they closed volunteer openings as quickly as they had been posted. It took another year for volunteer calls to be broadcasted for the second time, and once again, it was expected that men would step up and offer themselves to help save the human race. I was one such man, desperate to volunteer in any way I could. I was just twenty, remarkably naïve, and had no idea what I was getting myself into.

If I’d actually been humble enough to listen to Lizzie, I might never have volunteered. If I’d known FemCorp’s true intentions, I’d have never set foot in that place. But I did, and my eyes were opened, and then I was in too deep. I became one of Dr. Killian’s experimental guinea pigs, and then it was too late to turn back. And I was just one of many.

Anna-Lisa
xoxo


CHAPTER 2

One year earlier

The loud hum of the sliding doors at FemCorp’s entrance shook me back to reality when they finally opened.

We’d all gathered inside the building’s vestibule—there must’ve been a hundred or so of us, all dressed in identical slacks and white polos with the pink FemCorp logo printed on the chest—in complete silence, waiting for the security guards to signal us inside. Most of us were young men in our twenties, but there were a few that looked like they were in their forties and fifties too.

When the doors opened, I watched as the participants squeezed through and waited for the crowd to thin a little before I went in myself. Despite the fact I’d waited months to join the ranks of FemCorp, it all felt a little like a scene from a prison movie, with us all lining up inside and being barked at and jostled by security. A blast of air-conditioned air hit the top of my head as soon as I stepped inside. I took a look around, awed when I spotted FemCorp’s employees watching us from a distance. They were all beautiful women dressed in elegant power suits, most of them smiling brightly with clipboards in hand. They were heroines in my eyes. Women who’d literally sacrificed their blood, sweat, and tears so we could one day save the world.

Everyone was first made to pass through the vital signs and temperature check stations. When it was my turn, I stepped forward and a probe with a blinking light descended from the ceiling. It scanned me from head to toe and beeped when it reached my forehead. I held my breath, and then a robotic arm descended from the same station and sprayed me with an antiseptic. A strong-smelling puff surrounded me, taking a couple of seconds to dissipate.

It was only when the checks were completed that a female voice greeted us. “Good morning and welcome to FemCorp Volunteer Trials Phase Two.” The words spoken by the disembodied female seemed to thrum through the walls. “Please follow the lighted path to the auditorium.”

The doors at the end of the line slid open. I glanced behind me to see everyone still waiting in line, staring ahead, probably just as nervous and in awe as I was. I turned around again and stepped forward, following the trail of lights along the pristine tiled floor.

The auditorium was a cavernous space with tiered seating leading down to a red-carpeted stage. I checked to see if Dr. Killian was there. Nope. Not yet. A tiny thrill sped through my body at the thought of finally seeing her in person. To say I was fan of hers—no, a follower—would be an understatement. Lizzie most definitely didn’t know this, but I had a huge crush on her. From her brilliantly intelligent mind to her slightly husky voice, Dr. Killian was a fantasy come to life. And that wasn’t even counting her looks. She had long brown hair, always in a low, sleek ponytail and eyes the color of coffee that made you feel like you were the only one in the room whenever she locked them on yours through a screen. Plus, she had style—always modest, classy suits paired with a tasteful necklace or pair of earrings. I just knew she’d smell divine...

Dr. Jodie Killian was basically every feminist man’s wet dream, and I think Lizzie knew that. Maybe that was why she’d been so reluctant for me to join the FemCorp program. Maybe she was jealous.

“I bet it’s some program that’ll turn all women into baby-making machines,” she’d said darkly. “And all men into semen-producing test tubes.”

I gaped at her. “That’s a preposterous, crazy idea. Did you forget Dr. Killian is a feminist?”

Lizzie scoffed. “More like a sociopath. God knows what she’s really like, Alan. I think she hates men and wants to prey on them. Did you even know what she was doing before Gynobug? Some controversial transhumanism project that ran out of funding! She must’ve been pissed when they pulled the rug out from under her. But as soon as she pulled all those sick experiments down, she used what was left to launch her own damn company. That’s what FemCorp is about. It’s not about saving the fucking world!”

I frowned. “You haven’t given her a fair shot, Liz.”

“Then how do you explain those experiments? She used to inject pigs with human stem cells and claim they were growing human organs! And that paper about how she tried to turn male mice into females! Like, seriously, babe, you couldn’t be any more fucking naïve if you tried.”

I had to agree that some of the things Lizzie had shown me were a little unsettling, but her theory overall was definitely far-fetched. Over the last 100 years we’d made leaps and bounds in medicine and technology, but we weren’t even close to doing something like transforming males into females or making women grow three wombs or men grow two cocks or anything like that. My own theory was that Dr. Killian was developing a therapy that could alter DNA at a very specific sequence, making us much more biologically resilient—and more fertile by consequence—than we were before. It would probably be rolled out to women first and then men second, slowing down our extinction rate until FemCorp dreamed up of more solutions.

But even though I tried my best to convince Lizzie that Dr. Killian wasn’t in the business of creating freaks and monsters, and that I had a responsibility to join her ranks so I could protect Lizzie’s own future, she wasn’t budging.

On the day I was due to arrive at FemCorp’s headquarters, Lizzie looked miserable. The two of us had barely slept the night before. She was up half the night with her hands clenched in front of her chest, frowning, her eyebrows drawn together, like she was praying for me not to go.

“It’s okay,” I said, rolling over in bed and taking her hand. I was trying to reassure her even though she was making me feel nervous myself. “If I don’t like what I see, I’ll just leave. FemCorp volunteers are allowed to leave at any point during the trial, you know.”

“Yeah, keep telling yourself that.” Her hazel eyes were flashing red.

We had sex after that, right as the sun came up and it was time for me to go. I got dressed in the uniform FemCorp had mailed me the week before and left her there on the bed, sitting up in her messy shirt, glaring at me with her chin held high.

“I don’t want to lose you,” she said when I kissed her one last time. “Promise me you’ll be back.”

“I promise,” I whispered. Even though she was right. I had no idea what FemCorp had waiting for me. None of the volunteers did.

At the auditorium, I took a seat at the end of one of the tiers. A guy with a pink strip in his hair trundled up and sat next to me. He was about the same age as me, but he looked like he’d barely reach my shoulder.

“Hi,” he whispered.

“Hey there.”

Before I could say anything else, two women took to the stage and everyone fell silent. In crisp, corporate voices, they spoke about FemCorp’s mission and vision and thanked all of us for taking part. I kept hearing the words ‘hope’ and ‘renewal’ a lot, but their words were blurring together because my attention was glued to the doors at the back of the stage, where I knew Dr. Killian would make an appearance.

When the speakers were done, one of them introduced Dr. Killian. Finally. I perked up, my heart thudding. The air seemed to electrify as everyone in the auditorium held their breath.

The doors at the back finally opened and Dr. Killian stepped onto the red carpet.

I’d watched probably hundreds of interviews of hers, but nothing came close to the real thing.

“Welcome to FemCorp, everyone.” Dr. Killian’s slow, husky voice filled the room as she made her way to the center of the stage. “The reason I’m standing here in front of you today is because when humanity was on the brink of extinction, it was women who stepped up and saved it. And it wasn’t just me. Behind me stands the lives of hundreds of female thinkers who have all stepped forward and become a part of my mission.”

She paused, smiling her brilliant smile. “Now, I’m sure many of you have heard rumors and speculations about the nature of our research. While it’s not possible for me to reveal everything today, I know every single one of you understands that a drastic problem calls for a drastic solution.”

Her coffee-brown eyes locked straight into mine and I froze. Her gaze seemed to pin me to my chair. I took in her striped pantsuit with her hair pulled back into her signature sleek ponytail and I couldn’t help but feel small and shy.

“When the Venus Syndrome ravaged the female species...” Dr. Killian continued. “The world thought we’d been destroyed. Annihilated. I’m here to prove to you we haven’t fallen. Yes. Believe me when I say women are superior to men in every way, but men just don’t know it yet...” Her eyes narrowed, and the audience slipped into quiet, nervous laughter. She smiled again in response, brighter and even more brilliant this time, and focused her gaze onto the sea of faces before her. “You might think you’re invisible sitting up there, but know that I see each and every one of you. And even though we’ve carefully vetted to pick the best of the best, there will inevitably be cowards who’ve made their way in. Cowards we’ll need to weed out…though most do us the favor of weeding themselves out when they understand what we do. Will that be one of you? A coward? Or will you be a hero? A champion? As you’ll soon find out, at FemCorp we do things differently. And in all honesty, this experimental trial will be uncomfortable for many of you. It won’t be easy. It might even be painful. But that’s the cost of achieving a great mission. And if you’re not ready, I suggest you turn back now. Have fun in the experiment, boys.” She waved a hand and disappeared off the stage.

Applause erupted, and I clapped along. The guy with the pink hair next to me was beaming from ear to ear, his hands slapping together, and I couldn’t help smiling myself. One of the representatives who spoke earlier came back on stage to tell us it was time for our first on-site check-ups, and that the trial would officially begin tomorrow.

I was still lost in a daze when Pink Hair tapped my shoulder.

“Nice speech, huh?” he said.

“Yeah,” I said. I stuck my hand out. “Alan. Nice to meet you.”

Pink Hair grasped it. “I’m Reign. You’re a super-follower?”

“Fuck yeah,” I said with a grin.

Reign beamed. We followed the crowd of participants out of the auditorium, chattering away. Even though Lizzie’s warnings were still ringing in the back of my mind, I couldn’t have been any happier. I was finally here, saving the world. I was going to be a champion. I was going to be one of Dr. Killian’s heroes, and no one was going to stop me.

Lizzie had been dead wrong about Dr. Killian. And it was only going to be matter of time before I proved her wrong.


CHAPTER 3

After the speech, the volunteers were quickly split into smaller groups of ten or fifteen and given a tour of the facility. A young brunette in a sexy pencil skirt and silk blouse greeted us with a glinting smile.

“Welcome, volunteers. My name is Lucy. We’re so pleased to have you with us. If you can all stick together and follow me now. Please don’t wander off—I don’t want anyone to get lost. There’s so much to explore!”

Little by little, we were taken deeper and deeper into the maw of the giant building. While the outer end and the auditorium had been decorated with your normal corporate colors of black, white, and slate, the inside, where we’d be spending most of our time for the duration of the trial, was bathed in pink. Pink of every shade—everything from bright pinks and muted peaches to glittery rose golds—covered every surface: the carpets, drapes, décor, the furniture. Everything was so pink that I soon started feeling attacked by the color. Plus, there were mirrors everywhere. Mirrors on the ceiling, mirrors on the walls, and even mirrors attached to sofas and tables. I spotted Reign at a junction when my group connected with his, and even he was looking as dizzy as I was by all the pink. I chuckled.

Right beside the medical labs, Lucy stopped. “This right here is the most important place in the whole facility,” she said, her voice cheerful. “This is where the magic happens!” She grinned, and we all grinned along with her.

I peered through the glass doors. The room beyond was filled with rows and rows of pink-curtained pods. There were nurses and doctors moving around in the background, all female of course, some with their hair hidden behind surgical caps, others wearing doctor’s coats.

“You’ll find yourselves spending a lot of time in there,” Lucy continued. “Every participant will have their own pod assigned to you. All of our nurses are very well-trained and will make sure you’re comfortable whenever you’re in there. So please, try not to worry!” Then, her face darkened slightly, like she was switching gears. “Some areas in here are also restricted. Please don’t try to enter rooms that are locked or have signs saying they’re off-limits. Trust me, you’ll be in big trouble if you do.”

Everyone grinned again, but this time, Lucy wasn’t smiling.

After the tour, we were directed back to the residential wing, where we could relax in our assigned rooms before it was time for our first on-site medical checks. I had my fingers crossed while I swiped the keycard Lucy had given me, hoping the inside wasn’t as pink as FemCorp’s branding.

No such luck.

“I’m going to fucking drown in all this pink,” I muttered to myself as I walked in.

The space was as lavishly decorated as the rest of FemCorp, with fluffy carpeting and delicate accents. There was a painting of a naked lady across the bed, and another of a tastefully detailed vulva. I grinned.

I was pleasantly surprised by how big the bed was. It was draped in satin, and there was a hill of furry pink pillows on top of the duvet. The faint scent of roses perfumed the air. Lizzie would’ve loved to stay in a room like this, but it was far too pretty for me.

My suitcase had already been brought inside and it was leaning against the wardrobe. I flopped on the bed and something sprang up into the air. It was a small box I hadn’t noticed before. It was gift-wrapped, tied on top with organza ribbon. There was a handwritten notecard attached to the ribbon.

To Alan. A small token to welcome you. -Jodie Killian

My pulse quickened. Of course Dr. Killian was as thoughtful as I’d imagined her to be. Maybe it was a book she’d written. Or a nice watch. Or...I yanked on the ribbon and lifted the lid, then frowned. Nestled inside was a silk lingerie set, pink the color of cough syrup. I lifted the delicate garment up, letting it slip over my hands. Tiny pearls were stitched onto the arm straps and all along the waistline. It took me a moment to understand what I was holding—an actual pair of bra and panties. I wondered if there had been some sort of mix-up. But that couldn’t be right. The gift was clearly meant for me, signed by Dr. Killian herself.

Really, I was no stranger to women’s lingerie. I liked it—on my girlfriends. I’d even bought lingerie as gifts for them. Come to think of it, Lizzie would love to own something like this. Maybe I could surprise her with it once I returned home.

Or…maybe I was just too dense. Clearly this was some sort of symbolic gesture from Dr. Killian. Maybe it was a statement about female empowerment or something like that. I smiled to myself, holding the lingerie up to my chest in the mirror, trying to picture what Lizzie would like wearing it with her long, gorgeous hair spilling over her shoulders. She’d look hot as hell.

Thinking of Lizzie made me want to call her. I stepped toward my suitcase to find my phone, but then a woman called from right behind me.

“Good afternoon, Alan. It’s time for your first physical check-up.”

I whirled around, clutching the lingerie to my chest. There was no one in my room.

The woman spoke again.

“Please make your way to Medical Wing B, Atrium One.”

It was the walls. FemCorp must’ve installed speakers in them. I relaxed.

“Coming,” I said.

“Thank you, Alan. I’ll let Dr. Zidi know you’re on the way.”

I tucked the lingerie set back in the box and left my room.


CHAPTER 4

Medical Wing B was bustling with activity when I arrived, probably because the entire volunteer population had been sent there for their physical checks. Female doctors in lab coats with nametags pinned to their chests strutted back and forth. They all looked solemn and busy, as if the weight of the pandemic was resting solely on their shoulders. Which, I guess, it sort of was.

I wasn’t really nervous for my physical. Hospitals and needles have never fazed me, but when my name was called and I was directed into one of the examination rooms, my stomach began to buzz. Inside, a tall, dark-haired woman in a doctor’s coat smiled warmly at me.

“Hello, Alan,” she said in a slightly melodious voice. “I’m Dr. Zidi. Welcome to FemCorp. Are you ready for your first physical?”

“Yeah.” I edged into the room, a little hesitant while I soaked in her attractive features, bronzed skin, and bright red lipstick. She looked about forty, but her smooth, makeup-laden skin and long hair, stretching like liquid silk around her shoulders, almost made her seem younger.

“Yes, Dr. Zidi,” Dr. Zidi said, still smiling.

I blinked. “What?”

Dr. Zidi pointed at the nametag on her coat. She enunciated slowly. “Dr. Zidi. Please address me as Dr. Zidi when you speak to me, Alan.”

Heat crept up my neck. “Sorry. Yes, Dr. Zidi.”

“Good. Just like that.” Dr. Zidi gestured toward the examination bed. “I’m going to have you strip down, then I’ll take the measurements for your vitals and blood tests.”

“Sure…Dr. Zidi.”

I half-wished it had been a hairy man instead of an attractive female doctor who was going to see me naked. But Dr. Zidi was likely going to see me naked plenty of times in the future, so I knew I had to get used to it. I walked behind a circular curtain where I shucked off my slacks and boxers, leaving them in a heap on the floor. I slipped off my polo and put on the pink paper gown that had been hung on the wall. At least the hospital gown offered me some sort of modesty.

When I walked back out, Dr. Zidi instructed me to sit on the bed, where she checked my heart rate, temperature, blood pressure, and reflexes, following up with a blood sample and a cheek swab, which she carefully sealed inside a plastic container.

“Done, Dr. Zidi?” I asked, smiling as she scribbled on the final blood vial with a black marker.

That hadn’t been too bad.

“Oh no,” Dr. Zidi said softly. “Why don’t you stand up for me?”

My heart began to pound as I stood up. Dr. Zidi stood up as well, lining herself in front of me. Then, in less than a second, she’d untied my paper gown. It fell like a piece of tissue to the floor, leaving me completely naked.

Time stopped as her eyes, thick with fake lashes, trekked through my body. She started to circle me slowly. Her heels clinked against the linoleum while she stared at my genitals like they were a piece of art. I was mortified but was too scared to breathe or move or even cover myself with my hands. Her face remained expressionless, her eyes narrowing every once in a while, like she was conducting a very important inspection.

“Nice,” Dr. Zidi said, clearly to herself while she rounded back in front of me again. She nodded approvingly as she scribbled down something on her clipboard, then smiled at me...a little too sweetly.

From her coat pocket, she pulled out a measuring tape and ordered me to raise my arms above my head. I obeyed, my cheeks burning hot with a color that was probably redder than her lipstick. She quickly measured my chest, waist, and hips, inserting the numbers into her clipboard. I uttered a gasp when the tape slid casually around my balls and the base of my cock.

Dr. Zidi was measuring me like a Barbie doll. I couldn’t believe it. The room was ice-cold, but I was sweating. My cock was threatening to burst out of its skin. But my examination still wasn’t done. She kept writing more notes, seeming to find things about my body that were interesting to her. Though I didn’t have the faintest clue what those were. Everything about me was average—I was an average height, had an average build, and an average cock.

“I must say, from the outside, your body dimensions are perfect for FemCorp,” Dr. Zidi finally said, dropping her clipboard and pen on her desk.

Her words sent a shiver down my spine. “W-what do you mean?”

Dr. Zidi frowned.

“I-I mean, Dr. Zidi,” I added. “Sorry.”

She nodded. “Well, your hips are wide, and you’ve got a lovely narrow waist. And your skin is in perfect condition.” She poked a finger in my chest. “Yes, just as I suspected. Soft as a baby’s bottom. Dr. Killian will be very pleased. Your face, on the other hand...but we’ll get to that later.” Dr. Zidi sat down on her stool and started clicking on her computer mouse.

“What’s wrong with my face, Dr. Zidi?”

But she ignored my question, instructing me to lay down on the exam bed. Just as I did, I noticed the adjustable stirrups clamped to the base of the bed. I drew in a sharp breath. It was the kind of set-up you’d see in a gynecologist’s office. Sweat, cold and sticky, dripped down the back of my neck as Dr. Zidi grabbed my ankles and placed them up on the cushioned footrests. She pressed firmly on both of my thighs to spread them apart. From somewhere behind her head, a bright light flooded onto my intimate parts. I tried to steady my nerves and not think about my naked balls and cock—not to mention my rear-end—exposed in all their glory for her to see.

“Now, this might feel a little uncomfortable but I promise you, it’ll be over before you know it,” Dr. Zidi said. “It helps if you’ve had anything in your bottom before. Have you, Alan?”

“W-what?”

“Have you had anyone put anything inside your bottom? Or perhaps you’ve put objects in there yourself? Say…a finger or a…toy?”

I squinted at her. Did she just ask if I’ve ever had anal sex or fucked myself in the ass?

“No, Dr. Zidi,” I whispered.

“That’s perfectly fine. We’re just going to send an ultrasound up your rectum,” Dr. Zidi replied, as casually as could be. There was an icky noise as she squirted a ball of lubricant onto a giant white probe. She waved the probe around, rolling her stool forward to position herself right between my legs. “See if everything’s working as it should…” Her voice trailed off as she got to work.

The probe’s thick shaft was jostling for space up against the hollow of my butt cheeks. As it wormed its way in between my cheeks, I had the sudden urge to snap my legs shut, but they were locked in place. Deep breath. Don’t fucking panic now. Lizzie would’ve laughed and called me a scaredy cat if she’d been here.

The end of the ultrasound scope kissed my sphincter, seeking entrance, and when it finally pushed its way in I grimaced, unable to hide my pain.

“Try to relax…” Dr. Zidi said, her voice slow as she concentrated on her examination.

I could see her work from between my open legs. Above her head was a large anatomically accurate drawing of an above-average penis, framed in polished wood. I quickly averted my eyes, choosing to distract myself by watching my doctor instead. Dr. Zidi was bent forward, her cleavage exposed and her nose and mouth just inches from my ass as her gloved hand guided the scope around in my rear passage. As the seconds ticked by, she kept pulling the probe out and pushing it back in, only to apply pressure in a different position while her left hand expertly tapped on the machine’s keyboard. Pull back, insert, repeat, push.

When the probe slipped into my butt for the umpteenth time, I felt all the blood rush out of my face as my cock rose to half mast. For some vile reason, the examination was starting to feel sort of good…

Dr. Zidi let out a little sigh. Was that a good sigh or a bad one? Had she noticed my erection? I swallowed hard as she bent forward a little more, her blouse sinking low to reveal more of her breasts. Then, as her probing continued, she angled herself so her breasts were pushing against the inside of my left thigh. The heat from her chest seared my skin like a hot iron. My cock twitched once again, rising to full mast, tenting the hem of the flimsy paper gown that half-covered my front.

Oh, shit. Oh no.

Has she noticed?

Dr. Zidi must have sensed my distress because she leaned back and gave me a reassuring smile. And then the stupid probe was invading me again, massaging me steadily in places that were sending tingles coursing down my spine, all while her soft breasts made a resting place of my thigh.

“It’s perfectly normal, you know,” she murmured as her wrist jerked, causing a ribbon of pleasure unravel from my ass.

“What is, Dr. Zidi?” I asked hoarsely, squirming.

“To get an erection during your physical. Lots of people do.”

She didn’t say anything more about it after that. I just sat there, waiting for the whole thing to end, scared out of my mind that I was about to cum and shoot it all down her face.

“Everything looks fabulous,” Dr. Zidi said five minutes later, snapping off her gloves and throwing them in the bin. “You’re very tight, you know.” Her red lips curled upwards in a smile I couldn’t quite read.

I closed my eyes as the blood trickled back into my face, leaving a trail of heat behind. I couldn’t help but feel like she’d enjoyed stimulating every hidden spot inside my ass.

“I’m just sending off your results for an official analysis,” Dr. Zidi continued, her long nails slinking up and down her keyboard. “And now that you’re done with the physical, it’s time for your first on-site assessment with our psychiatrist. If you go down the corridor toward the door right opposite the ladies’ room, Dr. Watts should be waiting for you there. Room 203.”

“Okay, thanks, Dr. Zidi.” I limped my way through the curtains and got dressed, but my fingers were shaking so badly my boxers kept slipping from my grip.

My heart was pounding hard inside my ribcage as I crossed the shiny outer hallway, keeping an eye out for the door opposite the ladies’ room, all while trying to erase the embarrassing memory of what had just happened from my mind. How many butts had Dr. Zidi seen in her lifetime? Hundreds? No, probably thousands. But that didn’t make my situation any less mortifying. Not only had she seen parts of myself I’d never had, I’d gone ahead and popped a boner. She’d just been so close—her breasts on my thigh, her breath almost kissing my scrotum—it would’ve been impossible not to get aroused.

Oh well, the past’s the past. Hopefully my psych assessment was going to be better…


CHAPTER 5

The door of Room 203 had been left slightly ajar when I reached it. I rapped on the painted panel softly.

“Come in,” a woman called.

I stepped inside, my eyes immediately zoning in on the woman seated with legs crossed on a black leather sofa. My throat instantly went dry. How was everyone at FemCorp so hot? Where did Dr. Killian find these women?

“Physical went okay?” Dr. Watts asked. She was Asian, with a pristinely powdered face and shoulder-length straight hair that was dyed a platinum blond. Beneath her open doctor’s coat, a tight blouse gave me a teasing hint of both her healthy breasts and flat stomach.

I coughed. “Yes,” I lied.

“I’m Dr. Watts, FemCorp’s head psychiatrist. Have a seat.”

I sat down opposite her on the single armchair, trying not to wince as my butt connected with the seat.

Dr. Watts began by just eyeballing me silently. I had the strange feeling she was trying to undress me with her gaze. Trying to picture what was underneath my clothes. Then she was scribbling in her case notes, which seemed thick with information about me, glancing up at me every so often. I tried not to sweat, wondering if this was part of the evaluation.

Then came the questions. Questions I’d been expecting—about my family, my upbringing, what I’d been doing when the pandemic broke, whether I’d had loved ones succumb to the Gynobug. They’d all been things I’d provided FemCorp anyway in the numerous evaluation forms they’d sent me before they let me officially enroll into the program. Finally the questions stopped, and Dr. Watts referred to her case notes once more. A minute later she leaned forward, her breasts bulging forward a little.

“Forget everything you told us. Why are you really here, Alan?” she asked silkily.

My breath hitched. “I just want to help,” I said lamely.

“Help or hinder?” She leaned back, folding her arms together. “Some young men think they can come in here to cause trouble. They think it’s a playground. Or a brothel. Female scarcity has made us extremely vulnerable, you know.”

“I think...no…I have the utmost respect for women, Dr. Watts. I’d never dream of doing anything that would harm them.”

“That’s very sweet of you, Alan.” Dr. Watts uncrossed and recrossed her legs, drawing my attention to her perfect thighs. “Natalie James Peterson. Does the name ring a bill?”

I shook my head.

“Try again.” Dr. Watts tapped her pen on her notepad.

“Sorry, but nope. I have no idea who she is.”

“What if I call her Nasty Nat? Would you remember her then?”

I froze. “Nasty Nat? Um, yeah…I remember her.” I suddenly felt queasy. “She was someone I used to know in third grade. We called her that because…well, because she always smelled like wet socks. Why are you asking me about this, Dr. Watts?”

Dr. Watts raised an eyebrow. “So it’s true you and your friends would take turns shoving her into the dirt and calling her names? You’d steal her homework and tear it into pieces?”

That made me sound horrible, and I knew it. Where was Dr. Watts going with this? How could she possibly know Nasty Nat, whom I hadn’t seen or spoken to in over a decade?

“Um, it was just harmless teasing,” I said slowly. “Everyone did that in school when we were kids. It wasn’t like we bullied her or anything. We were just boys being boys.”

“Sarah Heller. That ring a bill?”

“Sarah? Yes, I…uh, rejected her for prom senior year.” I rubbed the back of my neck. And I had no idea she’d cry about it. I don’t know what she was expecting. She was ugly!

Dr. Watts narrowed her eyes. “So that was okay too? To reject her like that in front of everyone, knowing you were going to crush her feelings? I’m starting to see a pattern, Alan. You don’t treat women well. Not at all.”

“Dr. Watts, I—”

“April Avaz.”

The need to defend myself rose quickly. “April was my ex-girlfriend. But I broke up with her because she cheated on me. So I think it was pretty justified on my part—”

Dr. Watts rose from the couch. I held my breath as her heels clinked on the linoleum until she was standing right in front of me. Her hands were on her hips, and her breasts were mere inches away from my face.

“Elizabeth Young. Your current girlfriend. How long have you two been dating?”

My heart rate spiked. “Two years.”

“And what is your perception of Elizabeth?”

“Lizzie’s amazing. She’s everything I ever dreamed of. I—”

“Are you sure?” Dr. Watts butted in. “Because she wanted to have a child with you, didn’t she? Soon after the pandemic broke. And you didn’t like that.” She looked down at her notes. “You called her ‘crazy’ for wanting to bear your kids. Children are a precious resource these days. Dr. Killian likes to say: the more people have children, and the more children people have, the better off we’d all be in this crisis.”

I stared at her, shocked. FemCorp hadn’t interviewed Lizzie or requested any personal information from her. Lizzie was crazy about kids, but we were still young. We were only twenty!

But if Dr. Watts knew about all the times we’d fought over children, then just how much did FemCorp actually know about me?

“When was the last time you romanced Elizabeth?”

“Oh, you mean...had sex?”

Dr. Watts sighed and rolled her tongue across her bottom lip. “No, Alan. Romanced. When was the last time you bought her flowers? Cooked for her? Showed her the love she deserves as a woman? Elizabeth Young deserves romance. Or didn’t you know?”

I didn’t know how to respond. Dr. Watts was practically in my lap. Her breasts were so close I could practically taste their smooth, firm flesh on my lips.

“Alan, you clearly have a problem treating women with kindness and respect,” Dr. Watts continued matter-of-factly. “We can’t have men like that enroll in our program. It would be against our whole ethos.”

Was she kicking me out?

I imagined having to tell Lizzie that I’d been booted out of the program because the head psychiatrist thought I was sexist. That would be mortifying.

Dr. Watts straightened up. Her breasts finally backed off, but only by a few inches. I was frozen to my chair, sweating and nervous while she tapped her pen on her case notes. Then she snapped her fingers.

“Luckily, Alan, there’s a solution.” Dr. Watts arched a perfectly-manicured eyebrow. “Prove it to me. Prove to me you can change. Do you think you can do that, Alan?”

I swallowed hard, not sure where Dr. Watts was going. I found myself nodding.

“Get off that chair and kneel in front of me.”

I blinked. Did she just order me to kneel in front of her?

“Alan,” Dr. Watts drawled sweetly. “Kneel. Now.”

Heat crawled up my neck. My palms started sweating as I slowly slipped from the armchair and went down on my knees. Dr. Watts smirked as she took a step closer to me until my face was lined up right with her crotch.

“Hold out your hands. Both of them.”

I obeyed, palms facing upwards, unsure of what Dr. Watts was planning to do with me.

She drew out a wooden ruler from the back of her sofa, and then slapped it hard on my palms. Pain coursed through my wrists. I stared at her, dumbfounded, but kept my hands still and level. She hit them again. Whack. Whack. Harder this time.

“Is there anything you want to tell me, Alan?”

I considered telling her that I didn’t deserve to be punished like a child, but something stopped me. This was a test, wasn’t it? What did she want me to say?

“T-Thank you, Dr. Watts.”

Dr. Watts’s smirk widened. She whacked my palms again. “Lift up your shirt.”

My mouth parted open, but Dr. Watts just stared at me, ruler raised, and I immediately pulled up my shirt. Was this how the rest of the appointment was going to go, with her playing around with me like I was her personal toy? I cringed thinking about having to talk to her for the rest of the program.

If I even get to stay.

Dr. Watts ran the sharp edge of the ruler down my bare chest. A shiver ran down my spine while my cock stirred inside my pants. As awful as FemCorp’s head psychiatrist was, she was also hot.

The ruler flew into the air, descended, and smacked my left nipple. I sucked the inside of my cheeks then clamped them with my back teeth to distract myself from the pain. The ruler walloped my right nipple, so hard I was pretty sure it was going to bruise.

Dr. Watts struck me five more times on both nipples, alternating between one side and the other, her dark eyes burning with satisfaction. Every hit sent my nipples screaming with pain.

Then she dropped the ruler with a loud clatter.

“Not even a wince,” she whispered. “I’m impressed. Maybe there’s something in here after all.” One of her stilettos reached out, and its heel pressed against the upper-left side of my chest. My heart.

I pulled down my shirt, then figured she was expecting me to say something, so I thanked her again.

“You may leave. We’ll see each other again soon enough, I’m sure.” She dismissed me with a wave, looking back down at her case notes.

Heart thudding, I stood up and exited the room, feeling relieved that I’d just passed that freak of a test. My butt was sore, my knees hurt, my palms stung, and my nipples were throbbing like hell.

But I was determined to look on the bright side. Dr. Watts had practically just welcomed me into FemCorp, right? It was only Day 0 of the trial. It was bound to get easier from here.

Right?


CHAPTER 6

I was still thinking about what kind of background checks FemCorp had run when I saw that a group of volunteers were making their way downstairs. I guessed they were heading towards the cafeteria, so I followed after them. My stomach was growling. Even as I reached the bustling cafeteria, I was still thinking about Dr. Watts. I felt like a fool. How the hell had she known so much about Nasty Nat and the others? Sure, maybe I’d been a shitty kid, but Jesus—I was a kid. Plus, Dr. Watts had conveniently failed to bring up all the times I’d pampered Lizzie with gifts. I’d even bought her a puppy last Christmas. A goddamn puppy!

Had Dr. Watts forgotten I’d volunteered for this? That they were paying me a big fat zero? She didn’t have to act like I owed FemCorp anything, because the truth was I didn’t owe them shit.

The smell of food quickly distracted me. I saw roast chicken and stir-fried vegetables and potatoes au gratin and probably twenty other dishes laid out along a long buffet counter. My mouth instantly watered. But just when I joined the line, a FemCorp employee who was in front scowled at me.

“Excuse me,” she said coolly, staring me down with her arms crossed. She had a nametag that read ‘Belle’ pinned to her chest.

I stepped back, a little stunned. “Sorry?”

“You don’t belong here.” Belle gestured toward the buffet. “This line is for employees only. You can join the other line.”

I looked at where she was pointing. Sure enough, a line of uniformed volunteers had formed on the other end of the hall. I mumbled an apology and hurried over. I glanced at the dishes and saw that every one of them was basically a salad. No meat, no carbs, just leaves upon leaves of vegetables and grains, but no one else seemed to be batting an eyelid. When it was my turn I grabbed a bowl and scooped a tiny amount of couscous in it and some kind of weird-smelling bean salad. I wasn’t a big fan of salads. Then I went to sit at an empty table.

I tried the couscous, which tasted like dry paper. There was a chart of a food pyramid pinned to the wall. I peered at it, frowning. The bottom tier consisted of milk, then it was fruits and vegetables and water, and the top was ‘PROTEIN – 1-2 servings a day, best drunk while still warm’. What the hell did that even mean? And where was my milk, if FemCorp thought it was so important?

I shook my head and forced down another bite of couscous. Maybe I was just too hungry to think. I’d already finished half my bowl when Reign and another volunteer sat down next to me. He had a glass of fruit juice along with his leaf bowl which looked much more appetizing. I stood up and found the juice bar, pouring myself two whole glasses before I walked back to my table.

“So, uh, I think I’m going to sleep hungry tonight,” I joked.

Reign stirred his couscous with a fork before taking a giant bite. “I guess it makes sense they’re making us eat lightly,” he said. “Tomorrow’s the trial, after all. Maybe they don’t want us crapping our guts out when we’re…” He hesitated, looking a little shifty. “Well, when they do whatever they do to us tomorrow.”

“True,” I muttered. “How was your, uh, appointment with Dr. Watts?”

Reign spoke through a mouth full of half-digested grains. “It was alright, I guess. She asked me a lot of questions about my exes. She seemed nuts, if I’m being honest. I mean, who remembers stuff that happened like ten years ago?”

“Yeah. Exactly what I was thinking.” I was relieved to hear Reign had somewhat felt the same way. I was wondering if Dr. Watts had brought out her ruler for him too, but I wasn’t going to risk being made fun of by bringing that up.

The other volunteer, a tall, thin guy that had the mustache of a thirteen-year-old, downed the last of his juice and let out a dainty burp. “I heard that tomorrow they’re gonna inject us with something that’ll knock us out. Like, they’re going to shoot us up with this mysterious serum, and we’re gonna be in a coma for years and years so they can freeze us or whatever. Weird, huh? I hope it’s not gonna hurt.”

I chuckled. “It’s not going to be that dramatic. I mean, it’s a medical trial, not a magic trick. They’re going to debrief us tomorrow, so you’ll find out then.”

“I don’t want to find out,” Reign said. “I don’t want to know the details. I just want them to inject me and be done with it.”

“That’s not going to fly,” I said. “FemCorp’s pretty big on informed consent.”

“I know...” Reign muttered.

“Aren’t you excited, though?” I asked, wondering why Reign was here if he wasn’t all in. Was he just here to ogle at Dr. Killian? “Like, seriously. This is history in the making. We’re going to be part of changing the future of humanity. That’s just so fucking amazing. You should be proud of yourself.”

“I guess...” Reign shrugged. He didn’t seem like he wanted to talk anymore.

By the time we headed back to our rooms, it was almost seven p.m. I showered in my bathroom, which felt more like a luxury spa than anything else, with its heated floor tiles and marble shower walls and assortment of pink girly soaps that smelled sickly sweet. Freshly showered, I crawled into bed. I tossed and turned with my eyes wide open. All the pink was making me feel claustrophobic.

The flowery scent in the room made me think of Lizzie. I already missed her. I stumbled out of bed and rummaged through my open suitcase for my phone. I pulled out my iPhone and pressed ‘Lizzie’ from my contacts. The call wouldn’t connect. I tried again. Nothing. I frowned, checking my signal strength. According to the display, there was nothing wrong.

What the hell?

After a few more failed attempts, I threw my phone back inside the suitcase. Maybe something about the FemCorp location interfered with phone signals. I made a mental note to speak with Lucy in the morning about getting connectivity assistance.

I flopped back on my bed, except something crumpled against my back, sending jolts of pain up my muscles. I swore out loud.

“Swearing is a strictly prohibited activity at FemCorp. Thank you for understanding.”

The stupid FemCorp wall speaker. I rolled my eyes.

I dug around inside the duvet, where I found Dr. Killian’s gift. I’d completely forgotten about it. I threw the box on the floor, making a mental note to pack it inside my suitcase later. What a strange welcome gift. I didn’t want anything to do with lingerie. I curled up under the sheets, my stomach whining, willing sleep to come. Tomorrow was a big day, after all.

An hour or so later, it did.


CHAPTER 7

I was woken up the next morning by the woman living inside my walls.

“Good morning, Alan. Your trial is about to begin. Please make your way to Medical Wing B, Atrium One as soon as possible.”

Yawning, I rubbed my eyes, stumbled out of bed, and went straight to the bathroom to get ready. Once I’d brushed my teeth and washed my face, I pulled out a fresh pair of the FemCorp uniform and got dressed.

Medical Wing B was teeming with both volunteers and FemCorp employees. A coordinator with big pink-framed glasses directed everyone to their pods, where nurses were waiting with professional smiles on their faces. All of them were holding mini-trays with vials of a pale green liquid. Well, at least it wasn’t pink.

The wing was divided into sections, with each section holding pods for about twenty volunteers. I took my seat, and a nurse pulled across the pink curtains on my sides to offer me privacy. No one was really talking. I had a feeling everyone was sensing the gravity of what was about to happen. I should’ve been nervous, but surprisingly, I wasn’t. This moment was what I’d been here for, and no one could take it away from me. I stared at the green vials. Everything looked normal. The rumors were bullshit. Of course they were bullshit. No one was getting sent off into a cryogenic chamber or made to grow a third eye or leg.

A doctor strode into the room, carrying a tray of syringes. She surveyed us all and then licked her lips, like she was about to say something. Someone else appeared in the room.

I tensed when I saw it was Dr. Watts.

What was she doing here?

Dr. Watts whispered something to the other doctor, who smiled and nodded. Then she was walking straight toward me.

“Dr. Killian would like to see you in her office,” she said, her eyes traveling from my head to my feet. “Follow me.”

I froze. Dr. Killian wanted to see me? Me?

I quickly got up, my heart sinking. Dr. Watts’s smug smile wasn’t helping my nerves. She led me out of Medical Wing B and across the building until we reached another wing. Had Dr. Watts complained to Dr. Killian about me? Did she think I was a fake and that it was a mistake to sign me up for the trial? Was Dr. Killian going to kick me out? What the hell was I going to do if that happened?

We stopped in front of two large mahogany doors. Dr. Watts knocked twice on the door, then turned to me.

“Walk straight in when the doors open,” she said, then patted me condescendingly on the shoulder, her nails scratching my neck. “Good luck.”

Before I could say anything, the double doors automatically parted open with a soft swooshing sound. Taking a big breath, I stepped inside. Dr. Killian’s office was huge...and glamorous. There were two crystal chandeliers hanging from the ceiling, which reached up three floors high. An assortment of pink sofas were placed in front of a gigantic desk that looked like it had been carved out of one giant piece of marble. Mirrors were everywhere, reflecting everything over and over again, as well as rows of pink bookshelves filled with leather-bound books.

“Hello, Alan.”

I jumped and turned around. Behind me was Dr. Jodie Killian. In the flesh. She smiled sunnily and reached out her hand. I shook it, feeling awkward. What do you say when you meet your hero? How do you act?

“The debriefing is taking place in the Medical Wing right now,” Dr. Killian informed me. “Why don’t you take a seat?”

“S-sure.”

I tugged self-consciously on my shirt, trying to make sure I looked presentable enough for her as I made my way to one of the pink sofas. This is it. My journey is over. She had brought me here to kick me out before the trial started. I’d made a mockery out of myself in front of the most important woman in the world, and I wasn’t going to be able to help save the world. All because of Nasty Nat.

Something soft brushed against my ankle. I blinked and looked down, but I couldn’t catch what it was because then I was falling. The last thing I saw was the edge of the giant marble desk looming towards my head, followed by horrible pain.

Then everything went dark.

***

My head pounded as my eyes fluttered open. I was lying on something warm and wooly. It felt insanely comfortable, but I couldn’t remember where the hell I was.

“Alan,” a familiar voice said.

I blinked, then leapt to my feet. Or tried to, at least. Dr. Killian’s face was hovering above me, and her arms were pinned around my chest, keeping my head glued on her...lap. Was I really resting on her lap?

Yes...I was. My left cheek was nestled right on top of her expensive wool pencil skirt, and I saw spots of dark red splattered over it. Was that blood?

“You’ve got a big cut on your face,” Dr. Killian said softly. “My apologies. Pudding can be quite conniving sometimes.”

A loud, frustrated meow echoed through the room. I turned my head slowly. There, strutting back and forth, was an overweight white cat with its fuzzy tail sticking straight up. It glared at me with icy blue eyes.

“Oh,” I mumbled as things finally started to make sense.

“Just stay still. We’ll need to clean and stitch that up.”

She opened up a medical aid kit that was by her side. Over the next several minutes, she cleaned up my wound with alcohol and stitched it up. It hurt, but the pain was mostly numbed by the feel of her warm fingers working steadily and patiently on my face. As embarrassing as it had been for me to trip over her cat and hit my head on her desk, I couldn’t deny I was enjoying being so close to her. I knew Dr. Killian used to practice as an OBGYN before transitioning fully into research. Her patients must have been so lucky.

When she was done, I sat up carefully. There were several mirrors right next to us, showing me the neat stitch Dr. Killian had given me with her own hands. I rubbed the back of my neck. I’d already forgotten why I was here in the first place.

“The stitches will dissolve after a few days. You’re lucky Pudding didn’t scratch you.” Dr. Killian closed up the aid kit. “I wouldn’t want your beautiful skin to be ruined any further than it has.”

Beautiful skin? I was confused, but the words sent a pleasant shiver down my spine.

“Yes, Alan. Your skin is lovely...” I was still gazing into the mirror when Dr. Killian leaned in and touched my face. She caressed my cheeks with the tips of her fingers, making goosebumps explode all over my arms. “So soft...so smooth. Yes. Some of the best skin I’ve seen.”

She withdrew her fingers and sat up straight. “I suppose it’s time for me to tell you what Project V is all about. I’m expecting about 20% of volunteers to drop out straight after the debriefing.”

I turned to face her, curious and intrigued.

“Of course, we tried hard to hand-pick our volunteers with the highest scores on the attributes we were looking for, but V is a radical experiment. We need men who are truly committed to our cause. Men who don’t just feel it in their heads but feel it in their hearts and in their bones and blood. We need men who aren’t afraid.”

I took a breath, trying to steady myself. A flurry of nerves had settled into the pit of my stomach, but the way Dr. Killian was speaking was almost hypnotizing.

“Alan, I would like to tell you that the first stage of Phase Two consists of a cutting-edge hormone therapy. What this means is we’ll be injecting several substances into your body that will start to, ah, well, feminize you.”

Feminize? My heart skipped a beat. What did that mean? Was she going to turn me into some kind of Barbie doll?

My stomach dropped. Had Lizzie been right all along?

“Don’t worry,” Dr. Killian continued. “The process is gradual. So gradual, in fact, that it will all feel natural. Like it was the only thing that was meant to happen to you and nothing else. The estrogenic and anti-androgenic medications we use have been used for decades in hormone replacement therapies, and they’ve been rigorously tested for safety. Except, of course, we’ll be delivering a dose that’s ten times more potent with the drugs infused in a special cocktail with nano-enhancers mixed in. What this means in practice is that there will be changes in your muscle composition and body shape, with a gradual growth of breasts, hips, and buttocks. Your voice will soften and become higher pitched. Your skin will become flawless and even more beautiful than it already is.”

As she continued explaining the process, Dr. Killian’s voice dropped a notch, becoming deeper and richer. More sensual. There was a practiced, rehearsed tinge to her words. She’d clearly thought through the experiment a thousand times. Maybe a million times.

“Stages II and III of the trial will be discussed as we progress along in the experiment,” she added.

Dr. Killian smiled at me, her lips curled in a way that felt unnerving and reassuring at the same time.

“So, Alan. Do you still want to work with me and continue the trial?”

Shock flickered through me. Did she expect me to answer that right now?

Questions cropped up left and right in my brain but I’d gone mute. On one hand, what had I expected coming here? I’d signed up knowing we’d be doing something revolutionary. FemCorp had warned us all trials would involve radical procedures—procedures that weren’t meant for the faint-hearted. I was a super-follower of Dr. Killian and everything she stood for, and working with her would be a dream come true. Especially after I’d come into her office expecting to be kicked out after talking to Dr. Watts. Maybe she’d called me in and explained all this personally for a reason...maybe it was even because she liked me...

But...taking hormones to become more feminine? I couldn’t really do that, could I? It felt anything but natural. I was a man, and I believed I’d remain a man to my dying day. Plus, there was no way Lizzie was going to be happy with a girly partner.

“Do you want to talk to your girlfriend?” Dr. Killian asked suddenly.

I did a double take. Dr. Killian knew about Lizzie? But of course she did. She’d probably read every single file on me before I’d even enrolled.

“Yeah,” I said. “I think it’s better if I do. I wanted to talk to her before, but I couldn’t get my phone connected. I wanted to talk to Lucy about it.”

“Oh yes. We don’t allow volunteers to talk to friends or family unless they have special permission.” Dr. Killian smiled. “For confidentiality purposes, mostly. But seeing as you’re already with me...” She pressed a button by the side of the sofa and a screen popped up. “Go ahead, Alan. Call your girlfriend.”


CHAPTER 8

I dialed Lizzie’s number on Dr. Killian’s call screen. A jazzy ringtone began to play. The call connected. A warm glow spread through me as Lizzie’s face came onto the screen. She looked lovely as usual, with her hazel eyes sparkling and her hair in a top-knot. She was wearing the reddish-pink lip gloss I’d gotten her for Valentine’s Day two years ago.

“Liz! Sorry, I tried calling earlier but something was wrong with my phone.”

Lizzie beamed. “It’s fine. You’re busy saving the world. I know. Wait—what happened to your face?”

I flinched. I’d forgotten about the giant cut on my cheek. “Oh, it’s nothing. I’m all patched up, don’t worry. Listen—”

I froze abruptly. Dr. Killian had just touched the small of my back as I was speaking, making sure her arm was out of view from the screen. A flutter began in my stomach, making me feel slightly disoriented as I continued talking. “They’ve just informed me what the trial is all about.”

“Wait. I need to know something first!”

I tensed, looking at her with wild eyes. Oh shit. Lizzie, please don’t shit-talk Dr. Killian or FemCorp on camera. She’s right here!

Lizzie’s next words burst through the screen loud and clear. “Is Dr. Killian as hot as you thought she was going to be?”

I turned scarlet. Had my feelings been that fucking obvious?

“Well?” Lizzie pushed, folding her arms and smirking. “Tell me!”

“Um, yeah,” I mumbled.

From the corner of my eyes, I saw Dr. Killian’s brows shoot up in surprise. Great. Now she knows I think she’s hot. This is so embarrassing.

Lizzie laughed like a hyena. “Ha! I knew it! You’re such a simp for Dr. Killian. Along with all the other guys who signed up.” She rolled her eyes. “Okay. So what’s the deal with the trial?”

“Project V involves injecting hormones into your body,” I said, trying not to sound as nervous as I felt. “Female hormones.”

Lizzie went silent for a few seconds. I thought she was going to freak out, but instead her eyes lit up. “Really? So I was right. They’re going to turn you into a frea—”

“I’m going to do it,” I blurted out.

Lizzie’s jaw dropped right open. Then I could feel her anger brew and radiate through the screen.

“Babe. Are you fucking crazy? Why the hell would you agree to that?”

I took in a shaky breath. “Because it’s...it’s important. FemCorp is our last hope.” My voice shook. I knew I was being stubborn. Lizzie and I had gone through this exact argument only a couple hundred times, but I’d refused to budge. “Dr. Killian is our last hope. I wouldn’t be able to forgive myself if—”

“How exactly would jabbing yourself with female hormones save women?”

“It’s not just injecting hormones, Liz. She has a big plan, I’m sure. It’s—” I paused. I knew what I was going to tell her next was going to piss her off even more, so I tried to say it gently. “I think you just need to trust her. I know I do. And it’s my body. If I want to sacrifice it to save at least one woman’s life, so be it. What if another Gynobug came along? Or…or…something worse than Gynobug? A super-Gynobug?”

“You’re a goddamn idiot,” Lizzie said. She seemed disgusted with me. “Call me when you’ve got your head screwed on the right way again.”

Her face vanished and the screen went dark.

She’d hung up.

I stared at the black screen. Fuck. What had I done? Why the hell had I said what I said? Sure, I’d meant it, but I should’ve been more sympathetic. This was probably all a shock to her.

I looked up at Dr. Killian, panicking. I was met with a smile.

“Relax, Alan...” Dr. Killian snaked her hand up my thigh and leaned in, her breath hot on my earlobe. “I’m sure she’ll come around. Just be kind. If you’re kind to women they’ll return it tenfold. That’s just how we are.”

I nodded. That was true. Maybe I did have to learn to be kinder to Lizzie and all the other women in my life. Everyone could learn to be kinder, couldn’t they?

Dr. Killian gave my thigh another tiny squeeze, making my heart speed up. Did she like hearing me agree to do Project V? Was she pleased that I’d be her guinea pig?

She gave me her answer then, because, without warning, she pressed me down against the head of the sofa and kissed me on the lips. I stared at her coffee-brown eyes, totally taken aback. She gave me a mysterious smile and kissed me again. I felt a warmth spread throughout my body. Her lips were so soft—maybe even softer than Lizzie’s. On our third kiss I found my body reacting faster than I’d liked. My hand itched to place itself on her breast, on top of the tight-fitting FemCorp sweater she was wearing. But I couldn’t disrespect my hero like that. Instead, I wound my hands around her waist, feeling the sweet, slender curve of wool underneath my fingers. I slowly slid my hands up and down on either side of her waist, in awe of how soft and warm her torso felt.

My whole body was trembling with pleasure and my breaths were getting shorter. My cock was tenting my pants embarrassingly quickly. I wanted to be inside her, feel her tightness around my shaft. My hands roamed on her back, feeling the ribbed outline of her bra strap. Her kisses grew hotter. More urgent. Her lips traveled downwards, kissing me on my neck, shooting tingles of pleasure up towards my head. She gave me a final peck on the lips and withdrew.

I couldn’t believe what we’d done. I couldn’t believe she’d initiated it.

“Well, if you’re ready, I think we can move along with your trial,” she said softly. She pressed another button, and I heard the soft swish of the mahogany doors opening behind us. A nurse came through with a tray, smiling with all her teeth showing.

“Just place it here, Belinda,” Dr. Killian instructed. “I’ll do it myself.”

Belinda set the tray down carefully on the coffee table before leaving the room. On it were two vials filled with the pale green liquid, along with two syringes. I rolled up my sleeve while Dr. Killian sanitized my arm with an alcohol wipe. Then she picked up the first syringe and uncapped it. My heart pounded.

This is really happening.

“Everything’s going to be fine.” Dr. Killian’s voice was husky, honey-sweet, and magnetic all at once. The syringe pinched my skin, sending a ripple of pain shooting through me. It was nothing I couldn’t handle. I watched, a little dazed, as the green liquid disappeared when Dr. Killian pushed the second vial’s contents into me. Then she capped the needles and placed them back on the tray before turning to me.

“You’ll be getting the next shot tomorrow morning down at the medical wing,” Dr. Killian said. Her bright smile made my heart melt. “Congratulations. Your FemCorp trial has officially begun.”


CHAPTER 9

“Good morning, Alan. It’s time to receive your shots. Please make your way to Medical Wing B, Atrium One as soon as possible.”

I rolled over with a loud groan and squinted at the digital alarm clock on the nightstand. 7:00 a.m. Shards of sunlight split through my blinds, forcing me awake. I sat up and yawned. All I wanted to do was go back to sleep.

I couldn’t remember the last time I’d slept so badly. I’d kept waking up throughout the night, feeling restless and uncomfortable. Was it down to the first set of shots I’d received? Or was it down to the fact that my life had blown up yesterday?

I shuffled to the bathroom, stripped down, and stared at myself in the mirror. My hair was sticking up every which way and I had raccoon eyes from my bout of insomnia. The cut on my cheek looked like it was healing nicely, but otherwise, I looked the same. My pecs were flat and my hips looked like a cardboard box and my cock hung down between my thighs the same way it always had.

Was I relieved or disappointed?

“Relieved, of course,” I muttered as I stepped into the shower stall and cranked up the heat. What was I expecting after one round of hormone shots? Magic boobs overnight? The changes were going to be slow, and it was best kept that way. In any case, I didn’t want this. Why would I want to look like a girl? I was only doing this to save the fucking human race! If men like me didn’t step up, no one would!

After my shower, I threw on my FemCorp polo and black pants. My nerves still buzzed under my skin, making me a little jumpy. I was putting on my shoes when the female wall speaker started to thrum and vibrate.

“Alan, your breakfast is ready. Please open your front door.”

I opened the pink panel of wood and saw there was a food cart waiting outside. I grabbed a tray and watched the automated cart wheel itself down the corridor. Peeking under the foil, I saw a bowl of steaming oatmeal and a small fruit salad. I groaned. Was that it? Where was the protein? I needed some damn meat.

I wolfed down the oatmeal and fruit anyway, then made my way downstairs. I looked around for Reign before I settled into my pod, but he was nowhere to be seen.

Dr. Killian had been right. There were fewer volunteers here than yesterday. About half as much, maybe even less, and the remaining ones looked grim and withdrawn, like they’d just received news of a loved one’s death. Would people drop out today too? Maybe by the end of the program there’d only be a few of us left. I felt bad for Dr. Killian, and the thought made me even more determined to ride this train to the end of the line.

Within ten minutes, I’d been given my second round of shots. The nurse explained that I’d be having weekly meetings with Dr. Zidi and Dr. Watts throughout Project V to track my progress. I thanked her and walked out of Medical Wing B.

Two doses in and I still didn’t feel any different.

A good thing, I reminded myself.

I decided to wander around instead of going straight back to my room. I took the elevator up to the main lobby area, spotting a set of glass doors that led out to a lawn dotted with flowers and benches. Beyond the lawn was a swimming pool surrounded by lounge chairs, along with a garden patio covered in a canopy of roses. A few of the volunteers had already found their way there.

I ambled in, found a quiet bench in a patch of pink tulips, and sank down.

Closing my eyes, I tipped my face up to the sun, letting its warm rays soak my skin. Little by little, my muscles let go, and the tension in my body started to ease.

“Nice spot, huh?”

I opened my eyes. Reign was standing in front of me, his pink-striped hair pulled back with some gel to give off a wet hair look. As he surveyed me, his hand questioningly went up to his own cheek. I rattled off an excuse quickly, saying I’d been clumsy and fallen in the shower.

“I thought you dropped out. I’m glad you didn’t,” I added. Scooting over to give him space, I smiled, genuinely relieved to see him. “So...I guess we’re both in this together, huh?”

Reign nodded. “‘Till the very end.”

He gazed off at a pair of volunteers sitting cross-legged on the grass. I wondered how he’d really felt when he’d been debriefed the previous day.

“Hey, can I ask you a question?”

Reign glanced back at me. “Sure.”

“So why are you doing this? I mean, what made you to sign up for V? Really?”

Reign laughed. “Same reason as you, I guess. Women deserve a future. We all do.”

I couldn’t help but feel he was holding something back, so I chose to prod him further. “Do you have a family?”

“I have a brother. My parents died a few years ago. My mom wasn’t there to live through the horror of the pandemic, thank goodness.”

“Oh. I’m sorry. Do you have a girlfriend?”

Reign shook his head vigorously. “Nah. Never really had the time or the motivation to date.”

A silence fell between us. Reign plucked off a tulip and twirled it between his fingers. Then he sighed. “I guess I wasn’t being totally honest with you,” he said quietly, his attention still focused on the tulip. “My brother signed up for Phase One of the trial. You know. The one before this. The very first one.”

“Oh shit.” I shifted positions, sitting down on the grass in front of the bench so I could face him. Phase One had been extremely stringent, allowing in only the smallest pool of volunteers. Results and outcomes had never been made public, but I’d always been curious about what they’d been able to achieve.

“Did he...drop out?” I asked. “What happened?”

Reign looked down. “Tim wouldn’t say. Since he’d signed the confidentiality agreement and all that. He dropped out halfway through. Said he couldn’t do it anymore.”

“But he must’ve said something?” I knew I was being nosy, but I couldn’t help it. Phase One volunteers made it through the doors because they’d deserved it the most out of thousands of strong applications. They wouldn’t drop out halfway without a good reason.

Reign wouldn’t look at me. “It wouldn’t be right for me to tell you. I could get in trouble. They could send their lawyers after me and Tim.”

Curiosity may kill the cat, but a cat has nine lives so it’s all good. My favorite saying. “I’m not going to tell anyone. Besides, you might just kill me with the suspense.”

Reign sighed. “I had to press Tim for days before he finally told me. Apparently, they injected him with hormones and shit. Told him his body would start changing. You know, just like what they’re doing to us. And then...” He paused, and I suddenly wanted to shake him to get the words out, because a small shiver was already creeping down my spine. “He spilled it. They want to get us pregnant.”

I froze, feeling the blood drain from my face. Get us pregnant? What?

Reign was watching me closely, obviously interested in my reaction.

“That doesn’t make any sense,” I finally said.

“Except it does.” Reign’s eyes had grown larger. Darker with the truth. “Don’t you get it? The only way the human race can be saved is by having us bear the next generation of humans.”

I shook my head. I wanted to laugh. Reign’s theory simply didn’t add up. “It’s impossible, though. We’re men. We don’t have wombs or...vaginas or anything a woman needs to be able to conceive or give birth. I think we’re given female hormones so they can test new drugs on us. You know, without having to endanger the female population if there are weird side effects.”

Reign snorted. “That’s not a drastic solution. Dr. Killian said it herself, Alan. Drastic problems call for drastic solutions. I don’t know about you, but I trust her. She’s been testing stuff like this for years, even before FemCorp. If there’s one person who can do it, it’s her.”

It was my turn to be silent. All I could picture was myself with a big swollen belly and milk-leaking tits hanging from my chest. Me waddling around with an actual human baby inside me. Me having to endure the pain of pushing that baby out, though through what I had no idea. My ass? It was...ridiculous. Wrong. Disgusting, even. Reign was crazier than I thought.

“Anyway, I figured if my brother couldn’t do it, I could,” Reign continued. He gave me a faint smile, and I could his flame of hope lighting up through it. “Tim really didn’t want me to sign up. But I don’t care. I just want to do my part in saving humanity.”

“Same,” I murmured.

I was trying to look composed, but inside my heart was racing.


CHAPTER 10

Crazy. Crazy. Reign’s crazy.

I was still repeating the mantra to myself a couple of days later. By that time I’d received six shots. Well, technically twelve, since they were dosing us with two vials a day. There still hadn’t been any changes, but I’d noticed my skin was just a tad softer than before. But I wasn’t sure if that was down to the hormones or if it was because I’d been using the fancy FemCorp lotions inside my bathroom.

I spent my time mostly keeping to myself. Reign had tried to talk to me since then, but I’d mostly avoided him. Maybe I was an asshole for ignoring him, but I’d convinced myself that either he or his brother was crazy. For all I knew, they were trying to spread malicious rumors to get volunteers to drop out of the program.

But, really, the damage had been done.

A seed of doubt had taken root inside my brain, and it was annoying the hell out of me. Maybe I should’ve listened to Lizzie. Maybe I never should’ve come here. Maybe I was an idiot for even trying to be something close to a hero.

A day later, I found myself sweating profusely in bed and unable to sleep. My armpits felt like they were leaking buckets and my balls felt gross and sticky. I wedged a pad of tissues under each arm and referred to the pamphlet that was given to me by Dr. Zidi during my second physical. I skimmed through the expected side effects. Yes, there it was: “increased perspiration, especially during the night”.

Like it or not, my body was changing internally.

“Hey, can you lower the temperature, please?” I called out. My face was heating up like I was suffering from the hot flashes of a pre-menopausal woman.

“Request understood,” the wall speaker responded instantly. “I am lowering the room temperature to 67 degrees Fahrenheit.”

I was soon cocooned by a cloud of cool air. Letting out a relieved breath, I rolled over and threw the pamphlet to the ground. More than anything, I really wanted to talk to Lizzie. I missed her. She was the only one I trusted to tell me the truth, whether it sucked or not. Plus, I was worried the longer I went without talking to her, the worse our relationship problems would get.

I picked up my phone, hoping the signals would work this time. They didn’t. I tossed the phone back on the nightstand.

“I want to call my girlfriend,” I called out again. “Can I get my phone connected?”

“Request denied,” the wall speaker said pleasantly.

“Why?”

“Elizabeth Young does not have special permission from FemCorp superiors to contact volunteers undergoing Project V trials.”

I huffed in frustration. “I know, but I want to talk to her. Now!”

“Request denied,” the wall speaker repeated. “Thank you for understanding.”

I swore out loud.

“Swearing is strictly prohibited at FemCorp premises. Thank you for understanding.”

I swore again, then flipped the wall speaker the middle finger and turned over. I was feeling restless now...and horny. Lizzie and I typically did the deed every day, sometimes twice a day if we were both in the mood. Maybe a jerk-off session would calm me down.

My comforter had been bundled all the way to my side, and my legs were already out in the open. I yanked down my pajama pants impatiently, exposing my hardening cock. Then I paused. I’d half-expected the wall speaker to chew me out for such indecency, but it remained silent.

I held my cock and gave it a few slow strokes, imagining Lizzie’s lips around it. My cock seemed to be working as it should, so that was good. I continued stroking it, thinking of Lizzie. How her tongue would feel sliding up and down my shaft. How she liked to swirl it around the tip and tease it with her teeth before getting it deep inside her throat. She always wore her hair loose during sex, and I loved the feel of it brushing against my thighs.

I closed my eyes while I gave my cock a good squeeze, and then another before stroking it again. My erection deflated in my hands. I tried again with a pump of rose-scented lotion, stroking hard and fast, but the same thing happened. I tried to think of Lizzie again. All that came up was a fuzzy, bleary blank. It was like something had blocked my brain from accessing anything sexy.

I was panting when I let go of my cock, feeling both angry and frustrated. Maybe Lizzie was the block. Our fight had been playing over and over again in my head ever since she hung up on me, and maybe she was the reason I wasn’t getting hard. Switching gears, I tried picturing someone else instead. The painting of the naked lady before me caught my eye. I didn’t like her expression—she looked like she was mocking me. I gazed down at my cock and tried again. My lips twitched as Dr. Killian entered my consciousness. My cock jumped a little, so I stroked it again with slippery fingers. My other hand had gone up to absently brush my lips, reminding me of the kiss we’d shared. How the soft pressure of her mouth on mine had left me reeling. How quick it had been, but hot enough to melt me completely. Leaving me craving more.

My heart beat faster as my shaft grew thicker. A dampness was pooling between my balls. Dr. Killian’s face was crystal-clear in my mind. I kept stroking with my right hand while my left hand floated over my chest. Resting it over a nipple, I pictured Dr. Killian pinching it. I squeezed the nipple so hard I moaned in pain.

Fuck, that felt disturbingly good.

Letting my right hand slide down over my balls, I made contact with the tight ring of skin behind them. Fuck. My breath sped up and I shuddered when the tip of my finger brushed against my asshole. In my mind, Dr. Killian was on top of me now, urging me to give her access to that hidden part of my body. I lifted one leg up into the air so I could reach lower and deeper in between my cheeks. My middle finger prodded my hole tentatively and then it went in. I buried my finger inside as much as I could.

Pleasure, like a blinding light, zapped through my body.

My hole was so tight and wet and sweaty and it was squeezing my finger so fucking hard. It was so clear. So clear. Everything made perfect sense, like a puzzle piece clicking into place.

But something was missing.

From the corner of my eye, I spotted the gift-wrapped box containing Dr. Killian’s welcome gift. Could that help? Make me feel even better than I was feeling now? I was jerking off to Dr. Killian anyway, so I might as well make use of her gift. Just to remind me of her.

My brain clicked and whirred. The box. Yes. I slid out of bed and pulled out the lingerie set from the floor. I let my fingers slink over the little pearls. A thrill blitzed through me as I imagined myself wearing it. It was so wrong, so naughty, so fucking sexy...

I peeled off my nightwear and slid on the panties. The tiny pink slip of material tickled against my skin, and it felt nice and cool. Next, I put on the matching bra. It was only slightly stretchy, and the band underneath my pecs was digging into my skin. I adjusted it clumsily using the hooks in the back and it felt a bit better, but still tight.

I looked at myself in the mirror, expecting to be awed, but I was disappointed. I looked like a rectangle wearing lingerie. The bra had foam cups in them but the illusion of breasts wasn’t quite there yet. I couldn’t help but feel I’d look sexier if I lost a lot of weight and a little muscle. Considering how little they were feeding us at FemCorp, it was only a matter of time before I became thinner anyway, so I guess I had to be patient.

I turned to the side, craning my neck to examine how I looked from the back. Wow, that was much better. The panties, though tight, wrapped around my butt cheeks beautifully. They seemed to even enhance the roundness and plumpness of each cheek, making my ass look so squeezable and fuckable...

I picked up some of my dirty socks off the floor and stuffed them into my bra cups. Then I stuffed some tissues in there too. Holy shit. With a couple of socks and tissues, I finally had cleavage. And the bra felt pleasantly heavy now, like I was really carrying a nice pair of titties. My cock stiffened instantly, making the panties stretch tighter against my skin. I turned around and reached behind me, grabbing and squeezing a palmful of ass. An explosion of heat ran up and down my spine, making my teeth chatter.

This would do for now. If she was here, maybe Dr. Killian would even get turned on by how I looked right now...

I hurried to bed and resumed my position. Closing my eyes, I slipped a finger inside me again. I was fingering myself fast and hard. My cock was becoming even stiffer, so I used my free hand to stroke it again. Dr. Killian was right there, right on top, her long hair loose, ordering me to open up for her. I could smell her and her need to take me. I felt so sexy. I loved how wet her saliva made my hole feel. I loved how soft and sensitive and submissive I was.

I imagined letting go and letting her explore my body, inch by inch, all while she complimented my beauty. My passage was clamping down on my finger so hard. My hips bucked and then with no warning, I was cumming. As the waves of pleasure swelled and swelled, I pulled my finger out of my asshole and stuck it inside my mouth to taste my own ass. I sucked hard for Dr. Killian, knowing she’d reward me for being such a dirty girl.

I stared at my wet finger once my climax had subsided. I was shivering, but I wasn’t cold—I was still hot, almost feverish.

What the actual fuck just happened?

I slowly pulled my finger out, suddenly embarrassed and horrified with myself. What had just possessed me to dress up in lingerie and finger myself? Imagine myself being fucked like a girl? And then taste my ass like that? Had I lost my damn mind?

I peeled off Dr. Killian’s lingerie and flung it across the room, then wiped the cum off my belly with a tissue. I felt dirty, confused, and ashamed. Had it been the hormones? Was that why I was starting to think like a girl? Feel like one? Act like one?

It had to be. No one had mentioned sexual side effects in the pamphlet, but then again, maybe that was the whole point of the trial. Maybe I should mention it to one of the doctors at my next check-up. I blushed at the thought of having to describe to someone else what I’d just done.

Lizzie.

Fuck. Guilt washed over me. I’d jerked-off to Dr. Killian instead of my girlfriend. Dammit, I’d kissed Dr. Killian. If Lizzie had been here right now, she’d have told me to leave FemCorp immediately. She wouldn’t have wanted me to fuck around with my body with injections and serums and god knows what else they were planning to put inside us.

But could I really do it? Face Dr. Killian and tell her I was dropping out?

No, I thought. I’d come here for a reason. To save women. I couldn’t turn back now.

No, Alan, another voice inside me whispered. Don’t lie to yourself. You’re staying because you want to be Dr. Killian’s dirty little girl. You see, the treatment’s already working...and the truth is it’s too late for you to turn back now...


CHAPTER 11

It took me a little over ten days to see actual evidence of my body changing, and by two weeks the changes were becoming obvious.

My shoulders looked smaller and my hips and backside were rounder and fuller. My waist had caved inward into a womanly hourglass curve. I’d lost three whole inches there, according to Dr. Zidi’s assessment. My body hair had thinned to a fine peach fuzz. My lips were softer and fuller. My skin was glowing too, and the patch of pores I’d had since I was a teenager on each side of my face had tightened up and smoothed out.

And there was my cock. It felt...well, it was hard to describe but it felt weaker. Like it was on the verge of shrinking away into nothingness. Whenever I touched or stroked it, it twitched but would never get fully hard.

Whatever changes were happening, it didn’t seem slow at all. In fact, it was like my body had hit a spurt and was going through a second puberty at lightning speed.

Every morning, I had my shots and then occupied myself in a bunch of activities: reading, swimming, painting classes, and exercise among other things. The exercise sessions conducted by FemCorp trainers were never too intense or high-impact—it was yoga or step aerobics most of the time, with a little bit of outdoor walking sprinkled in. The books left a lot to be desired too: it was all just a bunch of romance novels or fashion magazines, but I read them anyway because they distracted me from the gravity of what I was doing to myself.

Everything was fine, really. Yes, really. Or maybe that was what I was telling myself.

The day things took a turn was on Day 35. Four weeks in, I was told I had my third appointment with Dr. Watts (she’d skipped a week to go on vacation in Hawaii, apparently).

My palms were clammy as I sat stiffly in Dr. Watts’s patient chair. She was late, and if I had things my way, she’d never show up at all. My appointments with her hadn’t been pleasant at all, and I was starting to realize just how much I hated her.

When the door swung open and Dr. Watts walked in, I sat up straighter and wiped my palms on my pants. She breezed past me to her sofa and acknowledged me with her signature smirk. God, I hated that smirk.

“I don’t like the way you’re sitting, Alan,” she said in a pinched tone. “Sit up straight and keep your knees together.”

I squeezed my legs so close together my knees bumped. Dr. Watts smirked again.

I hate her. I hated everything about her. Why couldn’t she be more like Dr. Killian?

“Any changes to your libido since the last time we spoke?” Dr. Watts asked.

What a way to get started. “Um, I think so.”

“Go ahead, Alan. I’m listening.”

I choked back the knot in my throat. There was no other way to say this.

“I’ve been getting hornier,” I said quietly.

“Oh?” Dr. Watts leaned forward, obviously excited at opening up an embarrassingly sexual topic. “In what ways have you been horny?” She tossed out the word loudly and in overly nasal tone just to see me squirm.

I shifted positions in my seat, feeling her eyes burrowing into me. I felt exposed in my appointments with the FemCorp psychiatrist in a way I didn’t in my appointments with rectal-probing Dr. Zidi, which was saying something. “Um, I masturbate more, I guess. And I think about...well, about weird things. Like...” I was blushing. This was so fucking humiliating. “Like putting things in my backside.”

Dr. Watts sat up and straighter, smiling. “Hmm. Does it satisfy you when you put things inside your ass?”

I cringed. Dr. Watts sounded like some perverted dominatrix asking these kinds of questions.

“Yeah,” I mumbled. “Sometimes. Especially considering how my...penis...feels different. It doesn’t get hard anymore, not unless I fantasize about those weird things.”

A soft hum filled the air as she tapped something on her tablet. “Alright. Let me up the dose of the pills I prescribed you last week. That should help you with some of the issues you’ve been dealing with. I also have a more manual solution to keep your urges under control, but we’ll come to that later.”

She handed me a bottle of candy pink pills, which I shoved inside my pocket. I had no intention of taking them, mostly because I suspected the medication was doing the exact opposite to me.

“It sounds to me like you’re still wrestling with the changes happening inside you, Alan,” she said. A low fire was crackling underneath her words. “You seem uncomfortable. Hesitant. Even scared. You signed up for Project V knowing something big and radical was in the works. Would I be right in thinking your heart is no longer in this?”

I stared at her, shocked and struck mute.

“Th-that’s not true,” I whispered after several seconds.

You have no idea what I’ve had to sacrifice to still be here.

Dr. Watts grinned, showing off neat rows of pearly white teeth. “Then what if I told you that soon you won’t be able to achieve an erection? That your penis will turn into a miniscule nub and your testes will shrink? What if I told you the changes Project V is doing to your body are irreversible?”

I froze. “I...I...don’t think my girlfriend would like that very much.”

A scoff. A bigger smirk. “You might not have a girlfriend for very long,” Dr. Watts said. “Yes, it’s a real possibility. She’s not happy with you being here, and to be honest, you didn’t treat her very well, so I suppose it’s for the better. You’ll be all alone and you’ll have nobody but us. But that’s the cost of doing great things.”

“Shut up! You’re wrong!”

I was shaking, and the words had blasted out of me like gunfire. My head felt like I was being burned alive—I was likely having another one of my hot flashes. My brain was processing a million things at once. Shame. Anger. Guilt. Absolute rage.

“Lizzie loves me,” I said breathlessly. “She’d never leave me. But I can understand how she’s feeling. This is all a shock to her, and I just want to explain things to her, and I would’ve if y’all hadn’t cut off all our phone connections and kept us in here like prisoners!”

Dr. Watts tut-tutted.

“Oh, don’t give me that crap. You don’t care about your darling Lizzie. All you care is about yourself. You’ve been a woman-hater since childhood, and I’m sorry I even gave you a chance, you silly little parasite. But that was more out of pity than anything else.” She stood. “It’s not too late for me to give a word to Dr. Killian, and when I do, trust me, your pretty ass will get the whooping it deserves.”

Dr. Watts moved toward me with purposeful steps, each click of her designer stilettos echoing in the silence. I sat paralyzed on armchair as she circled behind me. From above she gripped my chin. Her fingers were ice-cool. I gasped when she tilted my head up so high my neck strained, the rings on her fingers pinching my skin. I stared at her upside-down face.

“I don’t think you’ve exactly understood how we run things here at FemCorp,” she said softly. “And it can’t be your IQ, because you’re average on all counts. It might be a personality defect, but if it is, it hasn’t showed up on the typical tests. So let me make things a little obvious for you. You do not disrespect me, even if I disrespect you. You do not disrespect any of our employees. Even if any of them treat you like shit. Believe me, we’re not afraid of men, especially not puny little pussies like you. Now, open your mouth.”

She puckered her lips when I did and a long wad of saliva dropped onto my tongue.

I started to gag, but then her fingers closed in around my mouth. She shook my jaw fiercely until I had no choice but to swallow.

“Oh, I’m sorry, does that make you horny?” she asked when her hand let go and I burped before I could stop myself. “I should’ve known. You disgusting little slut.”

I wet my dry lips, the hot, slimy taste of her saliva lingering in my throat. The atmosphere in the office had suddenly shifted, taking on an almost electric charge. I knew this wasn’t a professional psychiatrist-patient relationship anymore. Everything prior to this had been a façade. Now Dr. Watts was exposing herself for who she really was.

The problem was I didn’t know who Dr. Watts really was...but I had no doubt she was going to show me.


CHAPTER 12

Dr. Watts stepped around me, showing off something she held in her hands. I shuddered as a confusing blend of humiliation and exhilaration washed over me as I recognized what it was. My mouth was cracked open, a plastic sphere inserted and the attached leather strap wound tightly around my head.

“Maybe next time you’ll think hard before you tell me to shut up,” Dr. Watts whispered.

What more? What more? My head thundered as I tried to calculate what she’d do next. What exactly was she capable of?

I couldn’t have guessed what came next in the end. It was a pair of restraints—sleek and shiny and black. No cutesy pink this time. Dr. Watts unzipped my pants, pulling them down with my underwear. She pushed up each of my legs, spreading them against either side of the mahogany head of the chair, then secured my ankles using the thin space between the head and the cushioned back. Then came another pair of cuffs. Each of my wrists were tied tightly to the wooden arms of my chair. Dr. Watts smiled a satisfied smile as my back slouched and my thighs shook because of my new position.

I was stretched and helpless. Legs straining toward my head and hips bent upwards like an animal.

Completely exposed.

“You know, you look much better sitting down this way.” Dr. Watts chuckled. “Now, let’s explore just how deep your commitment goes for this cause, shall we?”

She lifted up my FemCorp tee. It was sticky with sweat.

“What a beautiful pair of breasts. It’s almost making me want to abandon your punishment.”

I didn’t want to look down. It was my chest that had grown the most this week—Dr. Zidi had informed me I was between cup sizes A and B. For some reason, it was also my breasts that had been the most difficult for me to deal with, psychologically speaking. I hated looking at them.

My breath halted when Dr. Watts let go to bring out yet another leather strap that looked like a long belt. She used a single fingernail to poke a hole in my polo and ripped it neatly off, letting the tatters fall onto the supportive cushion below. She ran it twice around my chest so my breasts popped in the middle. She tightened it and strapped me in. My growing breasts had been pushed upward and outward for her to see.

“Look at you, Alan. All tied up and ready for me. I’m going to take your silence as a sign that you like this.”

“AHMSHOOGHHH!” Saliva flew outwards from the corners of my mouth. Speaking felt like I had a rubber pacifier inside my mouth.

“Ah, so you’re begging for it now.” Dr. Watts laughed. “But you’re not getting it that easily.”

She pulled out a bag, unzipping it and bringing out several makeup items. Mascara, eyeliner, a tube of lipstick, and multiple pots of eyeshadow, all of which she dropped onto my chair, in front of my crotch. She applied each with expert hands, smiling as she smeared and blended and painted me up with glitter and cotton candy colors. I felt like a doll. A toy. Her toy.

“Such beautiful eyes. So big and blue and full of fear. Are you scared of me, Alan?”

Before I could shake my head, she took hold of it and wobbled it up and down like a puppet. One of her long nails scratched my hairline and it felt worse than getting scratched by a cat. I grimaced, and she laughed. It was a high, manic laugh that made the air around me seem to vibrate with evil intentions.

Then came the wig. A blonde wig that she slid over my head, adjusting the ball gag, then fixing the fake strands so it was centered on my scalp. The blonde was a close match to her own platinum blonde, and it made me wonder if Dr. Watts was also wearing a wig.

She dusted her hands when she was done and surveyed me. I winced when her hand touched me there, on my right nipple. I was extremely sensitive there now, kind of like how Lizzie would be in the week before her period. I drooled as Dr. Watts pinched and rolled and pulled until my nub stiffened and stuck out. It felt so good. So humiliatingly good.

“You’re finally starting to look and act like a girl,” Dr. Watts muttered. “Dr. Killian will be pleased. Oh yes...very, very pleased...”

I let out a garbled moan as she switched nipples. My cock was semi-hard between my thighs. The humiliation was really doing me in...and Dr. Watts was loving it. She pinched and flicked each of nipples, back and forth until my whole body was shivering with a fever.

Dr. Watts strutted to her desk and rummaged through a drawer. She returned with a vibrator in hand. It was hot pink, sleek and smooth and slim. She pressed the power button and drew close, holding it a few inches above my breasts. A blast of pain and pleasure shot through me as the vibrator made contact with one of my nipples. My strapped-in breasts heaved. The torture continued, switching from nipple to nipple until I had no choice but to cry out against the gag, drool pooling behind the plastic sphere.

“I’m sure your tits will grow even faster now.”

Then she brought the vibrator down between my legs.

“That’s not a penis anymore, sweetie, just so you know. It’s a clitoris.”

She thumped the vibrator over my cock repeatedly, taunting it. She brought the tip of the vibrator further down, brandishing it against my taint. She increased the speed. Roiling spasms tore up my thighs. I moaned as my cock hardened more and more. I’d jerked off again multiple times at night, but I was only ever able to get it hard if I fingered my ass. Even so, it never got as hard as this. I knew this wasn’t even the vibrator’s doing. The truth was I getting off on being a girly submissive toy. That was the only fantasy my body would get excited about anymore.

“You like that, don’t you? My sweet, willing slut.” Dr. Watts purred, forcing the vibrator closer to my hole. “You’ve always wanted this, darling, despite what you kept telling yourself. You’ve always wanted to be beneath a woman. To be controlled by her. To be abused by her. Maybe your girlfriend couldn’t give that to you but you’ll get it here, darling. You’ll get this and much, much more.”

I couldn’t meet her eyes. This all felt like a dream, or maybe a nightmare. I didn’t know how to react. I’d been reduced to nothing. Just a body without consciousness, responding to pleasure in the most primal way possible. When the vibrator was brought back to my cock, I strained and jerked in my chair, feeling my heart pounding somewhere in my throat. I was coming close to an orgasm, and I was doing everything in my power to hold it back.

I was going to fail.

Dr. Watts smirked as I tensed and whimpered and drooled. I was too close. It was going to happen. How fucking humiliating. She switched off the vibrator and leaned down to kiss me on the head. From the pocket of her doctor’s coat, she took out a syringe with a hypodermic needle attached to it. She uncapped the syringe and stuck the needle through the skin of my shaft. I felt an ant-like prick—nothing more, nothing less, but the need to scream was still building inside me. She shifted sides, depressing the plunger at multiple sites along my shaft. It quickly became obvious what the mystery injection was doing. My erection disappeared instantly, leaving me limp and soft. I trembled, my mind still hopelessly aroused and aching, but physically unable to release the torrent of cum that was inside me.

Dr. Watts smiled when she pulled the needle out. She tossed it into a nearby wastebin and picked up something else from her desk. It was a penis-shaped contraption that was pink and translucent. With her icy fingers, she squeezed my balls inside the device before locking it around my soft cock, securing it at the base. She dropped the key inside her pocket, then sashayed back to her seat, crossing one leg over the other.

“I hope that’ll be your constant reminder that women are the ones in charge now,” she said. “Men as we know it will soon be obsolete, so you might as well start behaving like a proper girl. You can do that for me, can’t you? Be a good girl?”

Under her burning stare, I nodded. I was hot all over, both from anger and humiliation and the internal heat of my changing body. I hated the way she was looking at me, like I was some kind of animal in a circus. I hated what she’d made of me. What was she even saying? That men would become obsolete?

This is crazy. There was no way I could stay here. Not after this. I’d talk to Dr. Killian or whoever I had to talk to and sign whatever I had to so I could drop out. Lizzie would be overjoyed to see me, and things would return to normal.

At least I tried, right?

“I’m afraid pretty girls in chastity are my weakness,” Dr. Watts said, her leg swinging as she ogled me. “I can watch you like this all day every day and I’d never get tired of it.” She glanced down at her gold-plated watch. “But oh well, I have other patients to attend to. Patients who are much easier to work with than you, if you must know. Patients who are actually grateful to be here.”

Just as Dr. Watts stood up, the door behind her swung open.

I blinked at the sight of Dr. Killian standing in the doorway.

Dr. Killian’s gaze widened as she took in the scene before her—me splayed naked, bound, and gagged on the patient’s sofa.

“Oh, Alan...” She crossed swiftly to my side, her heels clicking smartly on the tile. She cradled my made-up face between her soft hands. “What have they done to you?”

I stared up at her, eyes wide and my mouth mute. I was mortified. How could I even talk to her when she’d seen me like this? She whispered something I couldn’t quite catch, and then she gently undid my gag and the buckles around my breasts before uncuffing my wrists and ankles. I winced as sensation started to prickle back into my numb extremities.

I waited for her to remove my chastity cage, but she’d stopped there. Instead, she stood back up and turned to face Dr. Killian with a cool expression I couldn’t read.

“Thank you, Dr. Watts,” was all she said, her tone lukewarm. “I’ll take it from here.” She turned to me. “Come. Let’s have a discussion in my office, shall we?”

I sniffed and nodded. But when I tried to gather my scattered clothing, Dr. Killian shook her head.

“There’s no need for that, Alan. I’ll give you something more appropriate to wear.”

“But—” I whispered, still feeling horribly, grotesquely naked.

“Do not disrespect Jodie by talking back,” Dr. Watts butted in sharply. “You do not talk or ask questions unless you’re explicitly asked to.”

“Now, now, there’s no need to be so harsh on the volunteer, Anna,” Dr. Killian said, smiling with amusement written all over her face. “Some of them need time to learn and assimilate the rules.” Her eyes flitted to me, lingering a little too long on the curves of my small breasts, prompting me to cover them with my arms. “You’ll have to walk just like that back to my office, Alan. You must get used to being naked a lot—or wearing very little. As you’ll soon find out, we like, ah, displaying our volunteers here at FemCorp. Come along...don’t be shy.”


CHAPTER 13

My mind was whirring as I left my clothes behind and we exited Dr. Watts’s office. As we walked through the first hallway, I tried to remember the distance between Dr. Watts’s and Dr. Killian’s office to see just how long I’d have to walk naked. But Dr. Killian seemed to be taking a different route. We were entering areas where volunteers had no access to, I guessed, judging by their absence.

I cringed as we walked past the first FemCorp employee strutting down the hallway in a tight-fitting sleeveless dress. Her pace slowed, her eyes zeroing in on my upper body and my confined cock. She smiled first at me and then at Dr. Killian and they exchanged pleasantries. Blood pounded in my ears so loudly I was deaf to what was being said.

My feet slid along the cold floors, my legs and hips drifting. I shivered as more employees passed by us, not hiding the fact that they were staring at my girly body and the pink device between my legs. I couldn’t help but feel like a piece of meat. There was a feminine edge to the way I walked now. A sliver of sexiness I couldn’t control as my back arched lightly and my developing butt swayed. Everyone I walked past seemed to appreciate it, but to me it all felt so foreign and alien and totally unlike the person I knew myself to be.

By the middle of our journey my breasts had begun to tingle and my bruised nipples had grown harder. My stomach churned as I realized my body was starting to get aroused by the public humiliation. I could only pray that Dr. Killian wouldn’t notice it.

When we finally reached the double doors of her office, I exhaled.

Dr. Killian opened the door with a tap of her finger and nudged me inside. The door shut automatically behind us. I stood awkwardly in the middle of the room as she swept past me, heading straight to the massive cupboard by her desk. She rummaged through the shelves, the view hidden from where I was standing. At last she pulled something out and locked the doors.

“Here.” She handed me a soft fabric. I took it, inspecting the light blue garment. “It’s a babydoll chemise. Go ahead and put it on.”

I unfurled the pastel blue garment. It seemed like some kind of silky nightdress. I slipped it over my head and brought the straps over my shoulders. The hem barely covered my crotch area. Dr. Killian watched me as I fixed the garment around me, smoothing it down as much as possible.

“Very good,” she murmured. “You look very pretty like that.”

Did she really think I was pretty? I shifted positions, remembering that I had smeared makeup and running mascara and blotchy lipstick on my face. Remembering that I still had Dr. Watts’s blonde wig on my head. My skin was heating up at the way she was looking at me—like I was some kind of expensive doll. The chemise or whatever it was she’d given me wasn’t really clothing, judging by how much it actually covered me. It was more like a body decoration.

“I’m sorry Dr. Watts was harsh on you.” Dr. Killian sighed, moving behind her desk. “She can be...demanding, I suppose. She likes to push people beyond their limits.”

“It’s alright,” I said quickly. “I don’t think she likes me.”

Dr. Killian laughed, the corners of her eyes crinkling. She looked so hot when her eyes crinkled like that. “She does like you or you wouldn’t be here right now. I’m sure she couldn’t help putting her hands on you when you look so lovely and tempting already. Normally the injections naturally make our volunteers much more submissive. But sometimes, the submission needs to be coaxed out.” She tapped the top of her desk. “Come sit on my desk. I want to admire you. Legs folded to the side.”

I walked stiffly, not really knowing how to deal with how fast my heart was beating by the way she was speaking to me. My thighs were wet as I climbed up on her giant marble desk though I wasn’t sure if it was sweat or something else. I folded my legs demurely to one side and pulled down on my chemise as much as I could so my crotch wasn’t completely exposed.

“Fix your dress, Alan. I want to see all of you.”

A blush crept up my cheeks as I moved the chemise up to rest at its natural length. Now everything was showing—my buttery thighs, my locked privates, my lightly fuzzy pubic hair. Dr. Killian smiled in satisfaction. She came close, stroking my cheek and fixing stray strands of my hair.

“You really do look very beautiful,” she murmured.

She rounded her desk and climbed up on it, scooching behind me. Then I could feel her thumbs on my shoulder, squeezing the flesh between my shoulder blades. Her hands flittered down, studying the contours of my rapidly morphing body.

“Yes...yes...” she murmured. “The hormones are working beautifully...how do you feel?”

“Um...” I swallowed. “Actually, I feel like I’m coming down with a fever. I think I might be getting sick.”

Dr. Killian’s breath tickled my neck as she spoke. “You’re not sick. That’s the hormones taking effect. They’re heating up your body and turning you into a very fine specimen.”

She gently nudged my face to the side and then her lips were on mine. My whole body shook as we kissed. I’d waited for this for so long, and her tongue felt so soft and so wet. So perfect. Dr. Killian took over every movement, every gesture, every response. I shivered, wanting so much more than just a kiss. I wanted to ask her what was happening to me. Why I felt so torn. I wanted to ask her if it would be okay to leave. That I had the biggest crush on her, but I wanted to go back to Lizzie. That I didn’t think I could be a hero like her anymore.

But when Dr. Killian’s kiss ventured to the spot on my cheek that she’d healed, I couldn’t bring myself to say the words. Her tongue gently lapped there, then her lips nibbled, making sparks dance in my veins. Dr. Killian was a good woman. A great woman. She made me want to please her, to trust her, to believe everything she said. She clearly believed in me, so how could I let her down?

“I’d like to stop calling you Alan. Because you’re not Alan anymore. You’re going through a rebirth and you’re becoming a whole new person.” Dr. Killian’s tongue was nuzzling my neck, and it felt so good. “Anna-Lisa. Do you like it?”

“Yes.” I blushed. “It’s a pretty name.”

“A pretty name for a pretty girl.”

I was blushing even harder now. She held my hand in hers, and I shuddered at the soft, smooth feel of her palm.

“I want you to serve me, Anna-Lisa. I want you to understand that your body is no longer your own. It belongs to me, and I will use it however I see fit. You understand that now, don’t you?”

I nodded, hot and breathless and unable to do anything more.

She smiled. “Do you understand that women are the superior sex? That it’s only a matter of time before the weaker sex—men—will be eradicated from existence? Imagine a world where the female sex will no longer be controlled, manipulated, punished, assaulted, held back, gaslit and discriminated against. Can you picture that, Anna-Lisa? A world where our rights are protected and upheld and respected? A world where women are worshipped, admired, uplifted, and adored? Wouldn’t that be a better world to live in? Wouldn’t you commit yourself—unreservedly—to such a cause?”

Again, I just nodded. I felt like she wasn’t just speaking to me but to an audience of invisible young men who’d come in through these doors before me and would keeping coming in after me for many years. I didn’t feel like I was worthy of being given an amazing private talk like this, so I let every word sink slow and deep into my soul. When Dr. Killian removed her blazer and asked me to help unzip her red dress, my heart lit up. My pulse skittered as the lacy black bra and panty set she was wearing underneath was revealed. She removed her ponytail and for the first time I saw her with her hair loose and flowing down her back.

Dr. Killian took my hands and pushed them forcefully onto her waist. “Feel me, Anna-Lisa. Feel my hot body.”

Her waist was curvy and thick and delicious and my fingers tingled as they dug deeper. I was burning with heat. Did she really see me as a girl? Did that really excite her? Her body looked exquisite in those bra and panties—would I look half as good wearing them?

My hand smoothed over her belly, over the little dip of her bellybutton. Every part of my body was throbbing with the need to touch her. I didn’t even know where to go from here. Her breasts? Her ass? Her legs? It was all so perfect and I craved to get my hands all over every inch.

My cock began to strain in its device as I continued to explore Dr. Killian’s curves. She sighed and purred and heaved, her lips parting as my hands fluttered between her thighs and pressed down over her lace-covered mound.

“Oh, Anna-Lisa,” she whispered. “You’re a natural, aren’t you? You love servicing and pleasing your superiors. I can see now that you’re committed. That you’re not going anywhere. That you’re not leaving me.” She leaned down so our mouths were brushing again. She unhooked her bra and peeled it off, tossing it carelessly behind her. Her breasts looked heavy and they hung perfectly over her ribcage. She nodded at me. Gulping, I took them in my hands, cupping them and running my fingers over the goosebumps that had erupted over her skin. I exhaled. I’d never felt softer skin in my life.

Touching her was going to become an addiction.

Dr. Killian guided my mouth onto her left nipple. I licked and suckled eagerly, tasting her and breathing in her scent. I flicked my tongue back and forth and Dr. Killian moaned, cupping the back of my wig and keeping it smushed on her nipple so I’d continue sucking. It grew as I stimulated it, getting perkier and perkier and then a warm flood of fluid spurted inside my mouth. It was sweet, like strawberry milk.

I stared up at Dr. Killian and she gave me a teasing smile. I looked at her tit and saw it was still leaking. She pushed my head back over it and I sucked again, swallowing the sweet milk, feeling it travel through my gullet and quench the fever inside me.

“Just so you know…” she whispered. “You don’t have to be pregnant to lactate. Anyone can—you just need to stimulate the mammary glands enough and they’ll produce milk. The female body is a marvelous creation. We are perfectly designed to create and sustain life.”

I imagined Dr. Killian smirking as I continued to drink her breast milk. I hadn’t known that. There was so much I didn’t know about women and the female body. I knew right then that I wanted to grow my own breasts just as big as hers. Maybe I’d grow them as big as I could. But would that even be possible? Would they be able to produce milk?

I was leaving lipstick and foundation marks everywhere but Dr. Killian didn’t seem to mind. When I seemed to have finished her current supply, she pushed me off gently. I licked my wet lips, in awe about what I’d just done. That was probably the most nourishing, filling, and tastiest food I’d had since I’d entered FemCorp. If only she’d let me drink from her tits every day.

Dr. Killian bent down and kissed my milk-soaked lips.

And she pulled up my chemise and kissed each of my nipples.

She sucked on them. It was the sexiest I’d ever felt. My body might not have been perfect but Dr. Killian seemed to think it was something special. Was it all that special? I didn’t think so. Not yet, anyway.

Dr. Killian kissed me on the mouth again and then we pulled apart. “Lie back,” she said. She sounded breathless. Keen. “Spread your legs for me.”


CHAPTER 14

I obeyed, leaning back as slowly as I could so I wouldn’t fall off the desk. My chemise hitched up. I stared down at my body and suddenly felt scared. My penis looked shriveled up inside my cage because of Dr. Watts’s injection. Could it grow hard again? Would I have difficulty achieving orgasms now? It was hard not to feel broken when so much was happening at once.

Dr. Killian had pulled out a bottle of lube. She poured some onto her finger and brought it close between my legs. Her finger swiped against my asshole, coating it with lube. I shivered at how sensitive it felt. Her touch went in slow circles around my anus, preparing me for what was to come. I’d touched myself many times of course, but with Dr. Killian doing it for me it felt new and thrilling and totally overwhelming. Soon I was shaking, waiting, screaming inside, wanting her finger to fill me and take over me.

It finally did, breaking my puckered barrier. I let out a whimper. Her finger moved in and out, in and out, stretching me at a snail’s pace. It felt so intense, like I was being exposed to a new universe of senses. Her speed increased a little and then she introduced another finger. Excitement rushed through me, hot and fiery, like a drug being entered into my veins. My face had scrunched up and I knew right then I’d lost control of my body. It was Dr. Killian who owned it now.

“How does it feel?” she murmured, her gaze piercing mine.

“Really good, Dr. Killian,” I said, heaving, trying to push my hips down. “Please...don’t stop...”

But Dr. Killian had stopped. She removed her fingers and popped them inside my mouth. I sucked and licked them clean and she called me a good girl, and then she told me to wait. She climbed down from the desk and sauntered back to her cupboard, her gorgeous butt jiggling just slightly. I wished I could rip her underwear off so I could see all of her.

I propped myself on my elbows, my ass throbbing and impatient. Dr. Killian had taken out a pink dildo that was attached to a harness. I couldn’t tear my eyes off her as she stepped into it and fastened the straps easily around her waist and walked back up on her desk, her lavish breasts bouncing. She drizzled lube over the dildo, running her hand up and down its length with practiced ease. Her firm grip on the shaft and her confident motions made me swallow hard. She looked so powerful and sexy stimulating her cock that way.

Dr. Killian climbed on top of me, pushing my thighs open some more. Something in me was prepared to be penetrated by a cock. It felt right, and maybe I even craved it. More puzzle pieces were slotting and flying into place, almost like my brain was being rewired.

“I can already tell how much you’re going to love this,” Dr. Killian said huskily. “Love giving up your body to me. Remember, submission is not a weakness. Submission is a strength. You, my little Anna-Lisa, are doing a great thing. Now let me fuck you. Let me open up your tight little boy pussy. Let me show you the real world of pleasure a woman can give.”

I puffed out a nervous breath when Dr. Killian positioned herself between my thighs and aimed her cock at my ass. She dragged its spongy tip against my taint, moving it further down until it rested right against my shivering butthole. The wet silicone felt cold at first as it pushed slowly inside my opening but it warmed up quickly. For the first time I had a real sense of how thick Dr. Killian’s cock was. It was roughly three times as thick as Dr. Zidi’s ultrasound probe and that was both intimidating and exciting. Pain, I knew, was going to be inevitable.

“Hold me,” Dr. Killian ordered. “I want to feel your touch while I enter you.”

I wound my trembling arms around her strong, toned back. Her skin felt warm. It calmed me down a little to be holding her that way, with her on top of me and our faces only inches apart. There was something about her that made me trust her completely—a maternal quality that reassured me that everything was going to be okay. All I had to do was give myself to her.

All of me.

Dr. Killian slid her cock inside me, thrusting it deeper and deeper. I found out pretty quickly that I’d underestimated the pain. I’d never had something so big in my ass before. She went as gently as she could, gauging my face for every reaction I gave her. Her face was still and determined, even when I whimpered and groaned and hissed in pain. With her cock pushed in as deep as it could go, Dr. Killian bottomed out with a soft moan.

“Good girl,” she said. “You took my whole cock. Did it hurt?”

I nodded, my eyes wide and vulnerable as I met hers.

“Good.” She smiled. “I’d be surprised if it didn’t. You look so beautiful with my penis inside you.”

I felt high. “Th-thank you, Dr. Killian.”

She kept her arms planted firmly on the desk on either side of my head as drew out her cock and then drove it back inside me. The feeling of being penetrated like that was so erotic. The pain was still there, but a lot of it was getting numbed by the pleasure. I moaned as Dr. Killian picked up her rhythm, driving her cock harder and faster inside me, stretching me wider...wider...wider. She stared down at me with those possessive coffee-brown eyes like a wolf. When my moans started getting louder she covered my mouth with hers, smothering my cries with kisses. She started to thrust even harder, even faster. My ass was starting to ache and I could feel my puny cock blooming inside its cage, begging to be set free.

All of a sudden I felt bursts of pleasure ringing up and down somewhere deep inside me. Dr. Killian’s penis was rubbing up against my special spot. My hips started to buck uncontrollably. I started to cry harder, my voice shrill and girly. Dr. Killian began to kiss me all over my face and neck while she pinned me down and pounded me harder. Except I wanted her to go even harder. Even faster. Her body was suddenly pressing down on me, her tongue and lips tasting every inch they could get. Her hot, sweet scent filled my nostrils, making me dizzy with arousal. Then, I felt my brain explode. I was spurting out of my little caged cock while Dr. Killian continued fucking me at a steady pace. I was spurting so much, hot white fluid splattering onto both my chemise and Dr. Killian’s breasts and belly.

It felt unreal.

We stayed like that, still joined at crotch-level for some time while Dr. Killian kissed me again while we were both covered in my juice and sweat. Then she pulled out of me and got down from the desk, taking off her cock and harness and setting it aside. She put on a robe and went to her cupboard again, returning with a small box.

“Open it,” she said.

I lifted the lid and froze. It was a butt plug—pink, of course, with the FemCorp logo stamped on the underside of it—with an accompanying remote control. I blushed as I gazed up at her.

“Use it every night. It’ll help you explore your new body,” she said. “The more you stimulate your tight little boy pussy, the faster you’ll be able to help me save the planet.” She bent down and gazed deep into my face. “You will be a hero, Anna-Lisa. Just do what I say and you’ll be saving so many lives.”

I nodded numbly, closing the box and clutching it to my chest. I watched as she peeled off her robe and got dressed again—in one of her signature suits this time, a muted gray with a modest cut and a slightly flared pant leg. She brushed out her hair and tied it back into a ponytail, transforming right before my eyes into the popular doctor and savior everyone knew her to be.

My tongue itched with questions I wanted to ask her. Like what was she really doing to us? What was her end goal? What were they going to do to me next? I wanted to ask her about Reign’s pregnancy theory. I wanted her to tell me that it was ludicrous and impossible and that Reign was just an idiot. I wanted her to tell me that Lizzie still loved me and she’d be waiting for me once I went home after this adventure was over.

But I didn’t want to ruin our beautiful moment. How could I?

There was a creak as the mahogany double doors behind us suddenly opened and a woman walked in. I quickly adjusted my babydoll chemise. She looked to be a FemCorp staffer, and she was carrying Dr. Killian’s cat—Pudding—in her arms.

“Freshly groomed,” the woman said primly, handing it off to Dr. Killian. “She’s been just a darling today.”

“Of course she has,” Dr. Killian cooed and kissed Pudding—who had a bright pink bow on its head—several times on its nose. It purred back loudly. She turned to me. “Clean yourself up. And clean anything dirty off my desk. I’d like it to be spotless.”

“Yes, Dr. Killian.” I hopped off the massive marble desk, my cheeks burning when the staffer eyed me up and down before leaving. Dr. Killian and Pudding exited the office as well, the doors swaying shut. I searched the office for tissues, and found some on a coffee table. I wiped my ass gently, hissing when the soreness shot up my spine. Everything hurt, but in a good way. Maybe I could use a hot towel to soothe the area later.

I blushed when I saw the pools of milky liquid all over Dr. Killian’s marble table. Had that all really just come out of me? I’d felt like I’d spurted out a gallon of cum, so of course it had. With more tissues in hand, I bent over the marble and started to clean...but then I stopped.

Impulsively, I reached a finger out and dipped it into my cum. I brought my finger up to my nose.

It smelled...nice.

I tasted it.

Hm. Did I like it? I went back for another sample.

My stomach gave an angry growl. The last thing I’d eaten was a black bean salad. Of course I was hungry. I scooped up a third and then a fourth helping onto my fingers and licked them eagerly. It was hard to describe the taste, but the compulsion to eat my cum was so, so strong. I knew it was good for my small, weakened, calorie-starved body.

Almost like it was...hmm...well, nourishing...


THE END…FOR NOW
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THIRSTY FOR MORE?

No One Has To Know, Professor
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For Professor Robert Mallory, a boring life is a happy one. In fact, the wildest thing he's ever done is secretly observe his young female students—all of whom are tantalizingly in their prime but frustratingly out of reach for a middle-aged soul like him.

But when Cassandra Galanis—a wealthy 19-year-old—signs up for his class on Gothic Literature, Robert can't keep his eyes off her. Something’s different about Cassie. Not only is she stunning and intelligent, she seems to be the only one who can see through the mask he’s put on for decades...

When Cassie asks him to tutor her privately, Robert doesn't know what to expect. He certainly didn't expect him—the professor!—to be taught obedience, made to wear lipstick and sultry lingerie sets, posing for pictures and having every shred of his masculinity stripped away.

Robert’s secret affair soon spirals into an addiction.

And becomes a ticking time bomb.

The affair is about to be exposed...his embarrassing private photos leaked...his academic and professional reputation ruined forever. But with everything he’s done for beautiful Cassie, is he even the man he once used to be? Or will he always be fated for destruction in the name of submitting to her?

***

Feeling hot and bothered? Get started reading now!
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Under Her Sinful Veil

[image: ]

With a brutal winter approaching, Colt Sinclair is homeless and desperate for shelter.

But then an act of kindness leads him to a mysterious convent that offers him refuge. The Sisters of St. Helen’s live in their lakeside haven under the stern watch of Mother Superior Sister Agnes, where they strive to keep their sacred vows and shun earthly sins—especially sins of the flesh.

Yet behind cloistered walls, the nuns are hiding dark secrets.

When lonely Colt catches the eye of Sister Hope, the beautiful and seductive nun starts to lead him down the road of temptation—one that involves feminization, electrifying submission, and taboo secrets.

Secrets that could break him if he isn’t careful...

***

Feeling hot and bothered? Get started reading now!
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THIRSTY FOR MORE?

Check out all the other sexy books I’ve written!

Femdom Feminization and Sissification Books

Paying His Debt

Femdom Babysitter

Bad Boss: A Revenge Femdom Feminization & Sissification Story

Broken By My Bully

Femdom Maid

Her Black Master’s Dungeon

Femdom Boss: The Complete Series (Books 1-5)

Blind Date

Posing For You

The Huntress

Pleasing The Cowgirl

Pretty For My Wife’s Boss

My Wife’s New Lover

Becoming Her Sissy Doll

Claimed By Cheerleaders

From Husband To Lesbian Lover

I Feminized My Fiancé

Sissy Behind Bars

Serving The MILF

Secret Santa’s Sissy

Tamed & Trained

My Bossy Girlfriend: A Femdom Sissy Maid Story

My Dominatrix Wife: Part 1: Caged

My Dominatrix Wife: Part 2: Corrupted

My Dominatrix Wife: Part 3: Pimped

Pleasing Mistress Vera

A Very Hard Lesson

Sweet Little Sissy Maid

Becoming Her Pet

Valentine’s Day Surprise

The Cougar’s Shy Sissy

Femdom Therapist

Roommate From Hell

First Time Feminization and Crossdressing Books

Feminized & Willing

Feminized & Desperate

Feminized & Innocent

Feminized & Reckless

Feminized & Broken

Feminized: The Complete Series (Books 1-5)

Catcalled

Passion Island

Yours For The Night

Femdom Feminization Bundles & Collections

Total Submission: 15-Book Mega Bundle

My Dominatrix Wife: The Complete Series

LIPSTICK & LEATHER CUFFS: 5-Book Bundle

In Too Deep: 5-Book Erotica Bundle

Sissies In Heat: 5-Book Erotica Bundle

Put In Her Panties: 5-Book XXX Erotica Bundle

Dominant Wives: 3-Book XXX Erotica Bundle

Strip, Sissy, Strip!: Femdom Sissy Feminization: 5-Book XXX Erotica Bundle


Keep up with Rae Robinson!

MY AUTHOR PAGE

(AKA your never-ending treasure trove of feminization fantasies!)

To check out all my hot new releases, be sure to visit my Amazon Author Page!


ABOUT THE AUTHOR

A full-time content writer by day and an erotica writer by night, Rae Robinson writes all kinds of dirty stories when the doors are locked and anything can happen. Her main interests include femdom, sissification, and feminization. She particularly loves exploring the intersection between sexuality and self-identity.
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