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FEMCORP: PART TWO




CHAPTER 1

Cum. I need cum. Lots and lots of it. Give me a bucketload. No, a truckful. A goddamn oceanful.

I NEED CUM.

“Everything okay over there? You feel tense, sweetie.”

“I...I’m good, Dr. Zidi,” I said through strained breaths. “Just feeling a little feverish today.”

I was on my hands and knees on the examination table, in my pink paper gown with my rear-end exposed and Dr. Zidi’s ultrasound probe buried deep inside me. My tongue felt dry and thick in my mouth. I’d woken up that morning with a full-on body craving for...semen. Cum. The fact disgusted me, but I couldn’t stop my brain from thinking about it.

The medical probe slid out from my ass and I shivered at the sudden emptiness inside me.

“I must say you look even prettier today,” Dr. Zidi commented. Her hand had planted itself on my butt and it stayed there even when I adjusted my position, bringing my knees together and sitting on my heels. “Your curves have become so much softer and pronounced. It’s incredible! Good work, sweet doll.”

I flinched when the points of her fingernails sank deep into the fattest part of my ass cheek and squeezed.

Even Dr. Zidi’s appointments at FemCorp were different now, taking on an edge of vulgarity that mimicked my times with Dr. Watts, FemCorp’s head psychiatrist. It was like they all pounced on any chance to grope and be inappropriate with me.

“Yes…” Dr. Zidi stepped back and surveyed me thoughtfully. “Even with the way you’re sitting right now, I can tell your form and figure is already aligning with nature’s golden ratio. Your buttocks are now the most powerful part of you, sweetie. And those hips...” She let out an elated whistle as her hands wandered over my hips’ circumference. “We’ll be doing a complete fat distribution analysis in a few weeks’ time, but I can already tell your pelvis has thickened and the ratio of fat to muscle is perfectly suited for...well, you’ll find out soon enough, I’m sure. Best be patient now. Dr. Killian is truly a miracle worker.”

“That she is,” I murmured to myself and swallowed. Women had thick hips to help them with childbirth, didn’t they? It was how females evolved, as opposed to males. The thought made me queasy.

“Turn around, sweet doll.”

When I did, something surprising happened. Dr. Zidi fished out a key from her doctor’s coat and unlocked my chastity cage.

“Dr. Killian wants you unrestrained just for today,” she explained. “We believe in giving your genitals a rest from time to time.”

My flaccid penis fell out. Dr. Zidi tossed the pink device carelessly onto her metal instrument tray and hurried to her computer, typing rapidly. She took a moment to pause and gesture that I could leave.

Behind the privacy curtains, I gazed down between my legs.

It felt so foreign now to see my cock hanging loose and straight down. My anus tingled as I held my uniform in my hands. Three nights ago I’d come into my room after yoga at the recreation wing to see that our volunteer uniform had changed. Hanging up in my wardrobe had been several sets of a white tank top stamped with the pink FemCorp logo together with a pink high-waisted skirt. My sneakers had gone from the shoe shelves and replaced by a collection of female footwear: high heels of various sizes and styles, strappy pink sandals, a pair of white ballet flats with a pink FemCorp-printed bow.

I knew what I’d find if I opened up my underwear drawer, but when I did, a blush had flamed my cheeks anyway. Thongs. Lots of them, and many of them sexier than what Lizzie would ever wear. Bras too: padded thickly and wired heavily, making them look more like painful bustiers than functional undergarments.

Wearing the new uniform reminded me how quickly we were all transforming. It still felt weird to be putting on a bra and a skirt and the rest of it every morning, but it also felt...comforting somehow. Like it was a sign the experiment was working as it should, and for every stage that was a success, I was one step closer to helping Dr. Killian stop the human race from going extinct.

I waved to Dr. Zidi and exited the exam room. In the outer hallway, other volunteers strutted by me, all wearing their updated uniforms.

Everyone was changing. Their bodies becoming fuller and softer in general, their features smaller and more delicate. Unofficial competitions were being held weekly to see who had biggest tits or butt or the teeniest waist, and bets were placed on who’d drop out next and what the next stage of the experiment would be (theories ranged from organ transplants to orgies).

Though everyone was getting more comfortable with each other after spending more than a month together, I was still too shy to show any of the others my naked body. Reign, though, had ended up showing me his at the communal locker rooms after a swim.

“Check it out,” Reign said, stripping off his swimsuit.

I was instantly jealous. From the neck down Reign looked like a complete woman, except for his penis of course, which was hanging low like a worm between his thighs. His breasts were perky, not too big but perfectly round and apple-shaped. Though Reign was thin and short there was an elegance to his shape and curves I simply didn’t have.

“You must jerk off to yourself looking like that,” I muttered.

“Hell yeah, I do,” Reign boasted.

I looked at him and suddenly wanted to blurt out, ‘But I’ve fucked Dr. Killian and you haven’t!’.

I’d never told anyone. It was my secret, and even if I wanted to tell anyone the last person I was going to share it with was Reign, whose crush on Dr. Killian bordered on a stalkerish obsession.

“Your turn!” Reign said.

I shook my head. “No way.”

Reign rolled his eyes. “Pussy.”

“Fuck off,” I said, grabbing my towel and storming out.

I avoided Reign again after that. Most people had formed and joined their own little cliques but I had yet to make or maintain a real friendship. I had bigger things to worry about.

My biggest worry was whether my body was changing fast enough. What if my progress stalled and they kicked me out of the program…or worse, what if Dr. Killian thought I was ugly and started paying attention to some other volunteer instead? Someone like Reign, who, in my opinion, was much more feminine and visually pleasing, despite what anyone could ever say to me.

It was all irrational, of course. It’s amazing the things you start to worry about when you’re in a constrained environment like that, with everyone talking about nothing but Project V all day. I didn’t want my body to change too slowly, but also not too quickly. Especially when I was still embarrassed when I looked at myself in the mirror.

I needed time to get used to what I was seeing.

I walked through the winding corridors, wondering what I should do next. I already had my plans set for tonight—with my penis free, I wanted to masturbate with my plug, stimulating my cock so I’d shoot out a bucket of cum.

A twinge of both guilt and excitement swirled inside me at the thought of eating my own cum again.

Had I really done that? And did I really want to do it again?

Oh god. The answer made me want to hide myself in a hole.

Not only did I want to, I wanted to do it now.

But…I couldn’t go to my room too early or it would look suspicious.

I ended up going to the FemCorp gym. I cycled on an exercise bike for an hour in my neon pink sports bra and matching cycling shorts (sports bras were, embarrassingly, a must now). Afterwards I headed to the cafeteria and grabbed myself yet another fruit smoothie—my fifth of the day. I felt better then, but only marginally better.

With my smoothie down, I started to head back to the residential wing. Maybe I could sneak in a short jerk-off session before dinner.

I was heading down the hall to my room when someone clamped their cold hand around my mouth.

I screamed.

The person dragged me backwards, making my head hit roughly against the wall.


CHAPTER 2

My attacker’s grip was strong.

Panic flared inside me when I tried to scream again but couldn’t. I struggled uselessly. A month ago I would’ve been able to kick this person off me easily, but now my new girly body felt puny and weak.

The hand around my mouth went lax and I spun around to face my assailant.

My blood boiled when I recognized who it was.

“What the hell is your problem?” I snapped.

“Shut up and come with me,” the person whispered. He had a crazed expression on his face.

“No! You bunked my head, asshole!”

His arm latched around mine and he started dragging me down the hallway. Reign’s body was short and curvy but, incredibly, he seemed to have held onto almost all his muscle. He pulled me all the way to his room and swiped his card to lock us inside it.

“You know we’re not supposed to be in another volunteer’s room,” I chided.

“Chillax,” Reign said.

He led me to his wardrobe. Hidden behind it, on the wall, was a metal compartment the size of three postage stamps. The door had been unscrewed, revealing a switch that was connected to a tangled mess of hair-thin wiring.

He bent down and flipped the switch. “This disables Moaning Myrtle. I can flick it on and off, see? I adjusted the circuit so it only puts it in temporal stasis—it doesn’t shut it down completely or anything, but the microphones won’t pick up any sound. So Myrtle just thinks the room was empty when I flick it back on.”

Reign looked proud of himself. I folded my arms, slightly jealous he’d figured out something I hadn’t. I would’ve loved to shut my wall speaker up once in a while, but toying with FemCorp tech was dangerous business.

“You know it’s only a matter of time before they find out, right?” I asked.

He scoffed. “But it’s worked so far and I haven’t got caught, have I?”

“Okay. So why did you kidnap me and drag me in here? Just to show me that?”

Reign was looking shifty. “Well, no offense, but you’ve been kind of a loner the past few days.”

I rubbed my lips together. There was no way he didn’t know I was avoiding him.

“Sorry for calling you a pussy earlier,” he added, patting his hands down the brand new curly baby hairs growing over his hairline. “I don’t know, sometimes I just say stupid shit and I can’t control it. I’m not a bad guy, Alan. And everyone has their own friend groups here and you don’t, and well, I just felt bad for you.”

“Cut the crap,” I said sharply. “What’s the real reason you brought me in here?”

Reign studied me, sighed, then licked his lips. “Well...I did want to talk to you about something else.”

“Out with it then. I don’t have much time.”

“Okay, okay. Sheesh. Um, I’ve been having these really weird cravings lately, and I was just wondering if you’ve been having them too.”

“Cravings?” I prodded. “What kind of cravings?”

My heart had begun a fast thud, and I wondered if the conversation was really going where I thought it was.

“Uh, this is so fucking awkward...” Reign mumbled. He turned to the side so he didn’t have to face me. “But dick. Yeah. I’ve been craving dick.” His cheek was practically glowing red. “Have you?”

“I guess...” I said slowly. It stung a little that he hadn’t said ‘cum’. Dick was elementary as far as I was concerned. Dick was nothing compared to the deliciousness of cum.

Reign exhaled loudly. “Thank fuck. I thought I was going crazy.”

You’re not the only one. “It’s not like we can do anything about it,” I said. “You should bring it up with Dr. Watts or Dr. Zidi.”

“No way,” Reign said. “I don’t want to out myself. What if I get axed?”

“Then what do you suggest we do about it?”

Reign turned to face me, a gleam in his eyes. I knew what he was going to say before it even spilled from his lips. He said the words and I slowly processed them, feeling both disgusted but excited at the same time.

Maybe there was some truth to it. It had to work better than jerking off yourself or fingering your own asshole every day and barely shooting out a squirt of precum, right?

Maybe…maybe we just had to get a taste of our cravings to curb it once and for all.

“Why don’t you ask all your friends then?” I asked. I couldn’t show Reign how enthusiastic I was about it. “I’m sure they all have cocks.”

“Because. I can’t trust the others. Not like I can trust you.” I couldn’t believe Reign was starting to beg. “Please, Alan. Just once. Help me get rid of this stupid craving. Just once and we won’t have to talk about it ever again. I promise.”

“Fine.” I looked at him. He was blinking in surprise, like he hadn’t expected me to agree. “What do you want me to do?”

Reign gulped. Then, without saying a single word, he dropped to his knees. He ruffled up the skirt of my uniform and then he was tugging down my panties. He let out a hushed gasp when he uncovered my soft, shriveled penis. It was the first time he was seeing any part of me naked.

“It’s...it’s beautiful,” he murmured. “Can I...?” He stared up at me doubtfully.

I bit my lip and nodded. Reign took my penis gingerly into his hands like he was holding the most delicate thing in the world. His lips—which, thanks to the hormones, were now as full as cherries—were pursed together. When he gave my penis a tender kiss—first on the tip, and then the shaft—I froze.

Did I really want him to do this?

I wasn’t gay…

I was still lost for words when Reign’s tongue leapt out and started swiping my crown back and forth. Both of us were pretty self-conscious, and his movements reminded me of a cat trying to lick itself. When a few minutes had passed without success, I decided to do something about it.

“Could you, uh, show me your breasts?” I asked.

Reign blinked up at me. “Would that help?”

“Yeah.”

In a flash he’d pulled off his FemCorp tank. I was in awe of his breasts—they had grown even bigger. His nipples were big and swollen and the same color as his cherry lips. With them out it wasn’t hard at all to pretend he was a real girl—his body really was pretty sexy.

Reign looked pleased when my penis finally started to bloom under his care. He was able suck half of my length, and soon he was taking in even more, making me hiss in pleasure. His mouth became wetter, sloppier, needier. I’d missed having my cock this full and hard.

I gave a grunt as my balls suddenly emptied into the roof of Reign’s mouth.

“Sorry, should’ve given you a warning,” I gasped but I kept shooting it inside his mouth.

To my surprise, Reign moaned and swallowed my cum greedily. He didn’t let any spill. When my penis was empty, Reign licked it clean with his tongue and wiped the sides of his mouth.

“Thank you,” he said breathlessly.

“Did it work?” I asked, both amazed and a little concerned. “Are your cravings gone now?”

Reign considered this, and then his face fell. “No...not yet. But I’m sure it will if you put it in my ass.”

I was still trying to catch my breath. I knew we were both far gone when his suggestion hadn’t even fazed me.

“Well, I need to recover first,” I said softly.

“Alright.”

“Let me do you until then,” I said.

I helped Reign undress completely, and when his panties slipped off I saw that his cock was hard already. Was I really going to do this? Put a real live penis inside my mouth? 

I knelt down on Reign’s fluffy pink carpet and faced his shaved crotch, and then I closed my eyes and imagined making him cum. I imagined licking and sucking and tasting the first drop of Reign’s cum on my tongue. I pictured myself swallowing his cum the way he’d swallowed mine, and suddenly the disgust melted away and all that was left was a strong, pure craving that had taken over every inch of me.

Reign exhaled slowly when I took his member in my mouth. He smelled very feminine—like flowers and bubblegum—and he tasted just a little sweet. I liked the taste. As I bobbed up and down, Reign placed a supportive hand on the back of my head.

The more I blew, the hornier I got. I had to admit, as dirty and wrong as this was, Reign’s penis felt natural in my mouth. I sucked harder. Maybe I’d underestimated dick. Reign’s penis was actually delicious, and it didn’t take long for it to blast a load into my mouth.

It was a tiny, fairly disappointing amount of cum but I lapped it all up just like Reign had. A warmth spread from my head down to my toes as the cum traveled through my throat and down into the expanse of my belly. I rolled my tongue and sucked my own teeth, desperate to savor every drop. My own penis had swelled back up to its full length.

Fuck. It tasted better than my own.

Reign was already on the floor, ass sticking up and face buried in the pocket of his crossed arms. There was a small bottle of lube beside him. I scooted behind him and spread his plump ass cheeks. His asshole was bright pink and looked untouched. It reminded me of Lizzie’s. Hot. I drizzled lube over Reign’s puckered knot and some more over my cock.

I was fucking him for one reason only.

Reign groaned when my crown broke past his anus. I plunged deeper and Reign hissed and shuddered, pushing his ass out further so I could penetrate him all the way. Soon, high-pitched shrieks were escaping Reign’s lips. He sounded so desperate, almost like he wanted me to break him. Almost like I’d sounded when Dr. Killian had fucked me.

I fucked him faster, rougher, trying to fuck the tightness out of him and suddenly I knew I was going to regret this once it was all over. I had to make the regret worth it. So when I came inside Reign’s ass, I asked him if I could lick his asshole clean.

“Please,” I begged. “I need to have it.”

Reign agreed.

His asshole tasted divine. I shoved my face inside it and lapped up my cum eagerly, shuddering at how amazing it felt. More. More. Give me more! By the time I was done, Reign looked spent, so I wasn’t going to ask him to fuck me too, though I could’ve easily cum for the third time.

Then I thought about Lizzie.

I thought about Lizzie knowing what we’d done and shame, regret, and disappointment filled me. There was no way I was going to tell her that I’d had sex with a man and eaten cum. Of course, things were more complicated than that, but how could I even begin to explain it to Lizzie? Would she ever understand?

Reign struggled to put his panties back on again. He thanked me, looking sheepish and embarrassed. I knew he was regretting this too.

“Let’s…let’s just forget this ever happened,” he said quietly.

I nodded.

I didn’t stick around for much longer—I wanted to shower and forget about what we’d just done. But with the mental comedown came the truth, and it was whispering itself into my ear.

Reign and I hadn’t curbed our cravings—we’d exacerbated them. Our ghastly desires weren’t gone. They’d come back soon enough, and then they’d be stronger than ever.

That was the truth and we both knew it.


CHAPTER 3

By the following week, ten more volunteers dropped out at once.

That was when they explained what Stage II of our Phase Two trial would be all about.

Early that morning, we were led into the huge, tiered auditorium we’d visited on our first day. The volunteers were seated close together—all in our pink and white FemCorp uniforms—and looking around, I couldn’t help thinking how we all looked like dolls lined up in a toy store. The same electric excitement was circulating in the air as we waited for Dr. Killian and her executive team to make their appearance.

It was Dr. Killian who first walked onto the podium this time, her gaze sweeping us proudly. She was accompanied by a lady I’d never seen before. She was tall, with thick lips and a sharp chin and an obviously enhanced pair of breasts that were not quite hidden beneath the V-neck of her dress. Her glasses—no one wore glasses for any use other than fashion—gave her an intimidating air. Dr. Zidi followed soon after, taking a stand at Dr. Killian’s right.

Dr. Killian began her announcement. A foreboding silence fell across the hall as we focused intently on every word she uttered. It took me a while to understand exactly what she was saying, and when I did, my stomach sank.

I didn’t know whether to feel scared, horrified, excited, or proud.

“Stage I of Project V was a success because of your bravery,” Dr. Killian said, her husky words cutting sharply through the silence. “Stage II will require even greater courage. Even greater commitment. It will change you and morph you and test you. I will get to know which of you are truly dedicated to our cause, and which ones are not.”

She’d stepped down from the podium and was walking along the tiered rows of volunteers, her strides long, slow, and calculated.

“You might not understand the reasoning behind what will be done to you in the following days, but you must trust. Trust me when I say I’ve thought about our humanitarian crisis for years. Trust that I’ve spent hundreds of thousands of dollars and countless sleepless nights, testing and developing this technology. Everyone in this room shares a huge responsibility. This isn’t the time to have fun. This isn’t the time to cool off and relax. This isn’t the time to play behind closed doors when you think no one is watching...”

Dr. Killian had stopped mid-stride. I shrank and shook when two sharp brown pools of eyes fixed on me. Reign, who was seated next to me, had gone as pink as his hair. There was a mischievous gleam on her face that grew the longer our eyes locked.

It was like she knew what I’d done with Reign, even though that was impossible. Wasn’t it?

“Your sacrifices will benefit the female population greatly...” she continued, her gaze still fixed on me. Then she raised a finger, brushing it through the air in front of our entranced noses, before it landed on me. Her voice lowered before she ended her speech with a flourish.

“And you might just become my personal hero.”

***

Later that night, I was getting ready to relax in bed when my wall speaker started to ring.

“Good evening, Alan. Please report to Dr. Jodie Killian’s office immediately.”

My heart leapt out of my throat. I wasn’t exactly in a position to be seen by Dr. Killian. Not when I had nose hairs that needed to be plucked, pits that needed deodorizing, and my plug stuck deep inside me.

The walls rang again, louder this time. “Dr. Killian’s waiting for you. Please vacate your room within the next minute or a FemCorp assistant will be sent for you.”

“Jesus Christ! I’m leaving, I’m leaving,” I yelled.

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

“Fuck you.”

If an AI personality could be a bitch, my wall speaker certainly was one. I raced to the bathroom and did a quick pit and breath check. I did a double layer of antiperspirant, washed my mouth, then brushed my messy hair and tucked it behind my ears. There was no time to do anything about the plug. I left my bedroom, my FemCorp slippers squeaking on the slick floors. A girl was standing in front of Dr. Killian’s office doors.

“Alan Spencer, Volunteer No. 2710?” she called.

“That’s me,” I mumbled, slightly out of breath.

“Come with me.”

Instead of walking straight through to the office, the girl led me through the maze of the building, twisting and turning past conference rooms and laboratories and banks of silent closed doors. I had a creeping suspicion I was in trouble. Had Dr. Killian somehow found out that Reign and I had had sex—dirty, asshole-licking, cum-smearing sex? Was she going to punish me for it?

The girl and I ended up in a private elevator that took us to the topmost floor. We exited directly into a curved room with floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking the twinkling, sprawling city. Giant framed photos of Dr. Killian hung on the back wall, along with an embossed slogan that read ‘Rising Towards a Fully Feminine Future’.

Dr. Killian herself was seated on a lounge chair that rotated when she heard the elevator ding. Her cat was snoozing on her lap. She handed Pudding off to the girl and told her to leave.

I stood standing next to her, feeling a little awkward but also dazzled by the view in front of us. Dr. Killian was studying me with a keen eye, like I was a specimen under a microscope. I was wearing nothing but a slinky nightie since I hadn’t had time to change. In the coolness of the room, my nipples were popping out from under its sheer material.

I focused my attention on the stretch of city below us so I could stop myself from blushing. The sky was mostly dark and cloudless, dotted with lights from billboards and vehicles speeding by like fireflies.

“Breathtaking view, isn’t it?” Dr. Killian said.

I nodded shyly.

“Pour me a drink, pretty girl.”

My eyes cast over the bottle of whisky, which sat half empty on the small circular console together with two tumblers.

I poured her drink obediently, and when I handed her the glass, Dr. Killian’s fingers brushed against my knuckles. It lingered there for a little too long and then she pulled away.

Dr. Killian swirled her whisky and took a leisurely sip. She seemed to be in a different mood tonight, like she was loose and unfettered and ready for...something.

“Anna-Lisa, how do you really feel about Stage II?”

I hesitated before answering. “I think...I’m ready.”

“You’re scared, aren’t you?”

She was reading me like a book.

“It’s just that...I’ve never had surgery before. And now, to have multiple surgeries at once...” I looked up at her. “I’m still going to do it, Dr. Killian. I want to.”

Dr. Killian smiled, looking pleased. Her hand snaked around my wrist and pulled me onto her lap. “Good girl. Dr. Fox is going to take great care of you. I’d trust her with my life. Which is saying something.”

Her fingers skittered up over my collarbones. She started to touch me while whispering about all the procedures she had planned on my body.

She said that Dr. Fox—the surgeon who’d accompanied Dr. Killian at the auditorium that day—and her team had two decades of experience sculpting faces and bodies for celebrities before the pandemic. I was still going to look like me but better. My breasts—pretty as they already were—needed to be bigger. Much bigger. They would look natural, she assured me, so natural they’d sag a little as big breasts invariably do. My body would be slightly recontoured with the help of fat transfers to my hips and buttocks to enhance my feminine proportions. Two of my ribs would be removed to bring in my waist.

My nose had an excellent side profile, she said, but a simple rhinoplasty would fix the width of my nose bridge, making it look smaller, cuter, and more whimsical. A few injections of fillers to my lips would make them fuller and poutier, and then it would be tattooed to brighten my natural pink.

After the procedures, I would undergo three weeks of muscle atrophy treatments. They’d be painful but not unbearable. She said I’d be as weak and delicate as a porcelain doll and prettier than a flower once everything was done and dusted.

I secretly hoped I was going to end up prettier than Reign.

Dr. Killian’s fingertips had reached my nipples. They were hard and achy, though I was still embarrassed by the sight of them. My nightie was up over my shoulders at this point.

“Do you shave?” she asked softly.

I said I did. I’d gotten into the habit of shaving every morning.

Dr. Killian shook her head firmly. “That won’t do now. You must wax like a proper girl. Starting tomorrow. I’ll have Dr. Zidi schedule an appointment with one of our aestheticians who’ll provide you with the supplies and show you how it’s done properly.”

She laid a hand over my hairless pubic mound, with my re-locked cage sitting neatly underneath. “I like a little hair here. A landing strip would look beautiful on you and show off your sissy clitoris nicely. A classic look. Yes. That would be very sexy on you.” She gazed at me. “I like that you don’t ask too many questions, Anna-Lisa. Silence and obedience are both golden virtues.”

“Thank you, Dr. Killian,” I said, wishing she’d keep talking.

Her hands traveled along my thighs. I felt so naked, wearing barely anything when she was in a pantsuit and covered from head to toe, but it was also so erotic having her inspect every inch of me this way.

“I probably shouldn’t be telling you this...” Dr. Killian’s hands were now on my bare butt, kneading and squeezing lightly. “But I haven’t been in a relationship for quite some time now. You could say I’ve been married to my research.” She leaned forward, her breath soft and tickling my ear. “Unfortunately, the more you rise to the top, the lonelier you get. Being successful comes with sacrifices, and one of the biggest sacrifices is love.” She pulled back, her eyes blazing when they met mine. “But when we’re alone together like this, I feel less lonely. You make me forget all the stress I have. All the pressure and the problems and the noise. You make me think of new possibilities.”

Blushing, I leaned forward and pressed my cheek against hers. I was too timid to tell her I didn’t understand how getting plastic surgery and gigantic breasts and all the other operations were going to save women. It didn’t make sense, but I also wasn’t going to ask, especially when she’d told me she liked the fact I didn’t ask questions.

“Now, pour me another drink,” she said.


CHAPTER 4

I slid off Dr. Killian’s lap obediently and refilled her tumbler. She chugged it down, and then she was kissing me. She was even looser now, and her kisses tasted strongly of alcohol.

“I want you to entertain me tonight.”

Entertain her? What did she mean? I didn’t have much time to think about it, because she pressed a button on the arm of her chair and the brightest spotlight I’d ever seen flickered to life in front of the cityscape. With the press of another button, a loud, sensual, slow-burn track began to surround us.

“Dance for me.”

I froze. “I don’t—I can’t—”

“I didn’t ask, Anna-Lisa. I commanded.”

I walked backward toward the spotlight. The heat of it bathed over me instantly. Dr. Killian reclined in her chair and crossed her legs, slowly swirling her whisky. She was giving me that look. She knew I was uncomfortable by the request but also totally taken by her. She wanted me to perform according to her whims no matter how nervous or embarrassed I was.

I wasn’t a dancer. When Lizzie and I used to hit clubs together I usually spent my nights awkwardly swaying my arms or grinding on her ass. But now I had one of the most powerful women on Earth expecting great things out of me, out of a body I still wasn’t used to controlling.

I started my dance.

I closed my eyes and pretended I wasn’t being watched. Slowly, after a while, it didn’t feel so bad. The music helped. It pumped through my body, channeling a new energy inside me. I was sexy. Dirty. Sultry.

Dr. Killian asked me to take my nightie off. 

I did, being the good, silent, obedient girl she wanted me to be.

I was dancing naked.

My cage swayed, completely exposed between my smooth, shaved thighs. My tits flopped and bounced the way natural tits do. My hands were in the air, and I was in a trance. Dr. Killian asked me to dance harder. She asked me to bend over and show her my plug. She asked me to grind my ass in the air and play with myself. I stroked my nipples and my pretty balls and the long, soft dip of my ass crack. She asked me to come closer. She traced her long fingernails down the span of my dancing body, circling around and around the tight plug embedded in my anus.

The music grew louder.

She drank some more.

The rim of her tumbler started to jitter.

“Press your ass on my face, Anna-Lisa. Let me smell your sweet sweat.”

I obeyed, shy but a lot hornier too. Dr. Killian inhaled me greedily, her hot breaths shooting sparks up my hole. I shimmied my knees to make my ass bounce. I wanted her tongue inside me so badly. Her tongue or her finger or her strap-on cock—anything of hers would do.

I was so sure I was going to cum soon, just from her sniffing and breathing over my asshole.

“I know how much you like cock,” she said, trapping me with her arm tight around my waist.

I lurched forward, but she pulled me back harshly.

“You nasty girl,” she whispered. “I know what you did with the other volunteer. You two by yourself, acting out your dirty, filthy needs. You can’t keep a secret from me, darling. Not in here. And if you’re worried about how I’m going to react, let me just say I loved it, Anna-Lisa. I’m not going to punish you for it.”

My throat was dry. I was still ashamed of what I’d done with Reign.

“How can I? I’ve made you that way. I made it happen, and now it’s going to be a part of you forever.”

Forever. The word clanged inside my head and I gulped. Whether I liked it or not, Dr. Killian had a masterplan, and I couldn’t help thinking that every little thing unfolding before me had been mapped out to perfection and I was just an actor being rolled around inside it. 

“I can’t wait, darling. Can’t wait to see what Dr. Fox will do to you.” I was breaking out in goosebumps. “I hope you get big breasts and a big, round butt. A perfect portrait of feminine youth and sensuality. I can’t wait to fuck you after you get your surgeries.”

She reached out and licked me. My ass was soon wet, all around my hole, but she never put her tongue inside me. She was teasing me, promising me what we could do once I’d done what she asked me to.

By the time I was sent back to my room, it was past midnight. My clit cage was wet, and there was nothing I wanted more than Dr. Killian. I was also exhausted. My body felt like it needed two days of sleep to recover, but strangely, my heart was still on a high.

I went to sleep trying to battle with the real, scary possibility that I was falling for Dr. Killian.

Falling…in love…


CHAPTER 5

The days leading up to Stage II of our trial were spent on some pretty intense prep work.

We all had individual consultations with Dr. Fox and her team. Our blood was drawn, our vitals recorded, and long, drawn-out scans performed. The night before my procedures, I was more excited than anything else. Well, maybe excited wasn’t the right word. I had this intense, burning need to get it all over with so I could see what I looked like. Hugging a pillow tightly against my chest, I curled up for a good night’s sleep. 

I must’ve dozed off pretty quickly because a sudden, jarring noise woke me up in a panic.

The clock on my nightstand said it was only 11:30 pm—barely a half hour had passed since I’d closed my eyes. The noise started again, and then my wall speaker spoke in an obnoxiously loud tone.

“Good evening, Anna-Lisa. I’ve been sent instructions to wake you up.” A short pause. “Good news! You have been granted permission to contact Elizabeth Young. Please make your way to the call pods, where a virtual teleconference has been arranged for you.”

Lizzie?

My heart stopped.

No. No. Not Lizzie. Not now.

I couldn’t think of a worse possible time to speak to her. How could I talk to her after everything I’d done? After how much my body had changed?

“I don’t want to call her,” I whispered out loud.

“I’m sorry, the teleconference time cannot be altered or rescheduled. Please vacate your room within five—”

“I don’t know where the hell the call pods are.”

A patchwork of light appeared above my bed, projecting a 3D map onto the ceiling. A route marker blinked a bright pink, illuminating the directions I needed.

“Fine,” I mumbled. “I’m going.”

The call pods were located inside a dark room that resembled a movie theatre. Private booths were set up along both walls, partitioned by black screens I assumed were soundproof. An employee at the entrance led me all the way down to a pod on the other side of the room before closing the door to my pod. I put on my headset and stared at the tablet in front of me. The FemCorp network logo was blinking, indicating the teleconference was active, but Lizzie hadn’t accepted the invite.

I prayed that she wouldn’t.

“Hi, babe.”

My face jerked toward the screen. There she was. My girlfriend.

“How have you been?” she asked with a hesitant smile on her face.

How do I even begin to answer that? “Never been better.” The lie had formed smoothly. I waited as Lizzie adjusted her screen and the lighting on her end.

“You look different, Alan,” she said, her eyes big and worried.  “Damn. You really look like a girl.”

A blast of heat shot across my cheeks. It was embarrassing to hear her say that all over again. I slid my elbows over my stomach in an attempt to hide my body, but found out quickly that it was the wrong move.

“Holy shit. You have boobs?”

I nodded meekly.

“Wow. I guess I don’t know what to say. You even sound different. It’s like you’re no longer Alan.” Silence. Prickly with tension. “Well, aren’t you going to ask me how I’ve been?”

“Shit. Sorry, yes—”

“I’m not doing good at all,” she said broodily.

For the first time since the call had connected I studied my girlfriend up on the screen instead of myself. Lizzie didn’t have a scrap of makeup on and her face was long and melancholic. Even her cheeks had lost their healthy rose color. Guilt swarmed me instantly. Maybe she was taking my absence worse than I thought.

Lizzie chewed on her bottom lip before she spoke again. “They say something weird’s happening. Not a rumor. People are using their Nano-Respirators again. Some are hoarding food too. Crazy.”

“Wait, what?” How had I not heard about this?

Lizzie scoffed when she saw my shocked face. “Have you even watched the news? Don’t tell me FemCorp has been keeping you guys in a fucking bubble?”

“Um, I haven’t really been watching TV,” I lied. The reality was that the televisions here ran nothing but weird nature documentaries and 1950s-style soap operas, with the occasional interview or lecture by Dr. Killian mixed in. “Is everyone okay out there?”

“People are getting sick.” Lizzie’s lips pursed and her next words came out in a whisper. “Women are getting sick. It’s like history’s repeating all over again. There’s been five cases so far, and they’re still conducting tests to see if it’s contagious or not and whether it’s related to Gynobug. But I mean, of course it’s related, right? It’s freakin’ obvious and these fucking politicians are trying to cover it up and pretend like there’s nothing going on and it’s pissing me off—”

“Liz, breathe,” I pleaded.

A dark cloud of anxiety had fallen over me. Five cases. All women. All being examined. Were we about to go through the same horrors humanity had gone through just a few years ago?

“I’m scared, babe,” Lizzie whispered, her face drawn so tight that I wanted to reach across the screen and hug her. “Really, really scared. I haven’t gone outside in a week.” She hugged herself like she’d been starving for touch. “I need you right now. I don’t want you in there transforming yourself into one of Dr. Killian’s freakin’ concubines. I need you to come home and be my boyfriend, not whatever…that…is.”

It was those last words that struck me the most. I knew Lizzie hadn’t meant that to be literal, but was that what I’d become? A concubine for a doctor turned clinical researcher who was maybe obsessed with something much bigger than saving women? Flashes of my night with Dr. Killian flooded my mind. How she’d asked me to dance for her and strip naked while she breathed over my asshole. How hungrily she’d kissed me with her whiskey-soaked tongue. How her hands had roamed freely around my body like I was her property. Her whore.

“Are you in your room?” Lizzie said suddenly.

I glanced back at the screen. “No, I’m in a call pod.”

“Who’s around you?”

“No one,” I said. “So if you want to curse me to the ground, go ahead.”

Lizzie didn’t curse.

She didn’t say anything.

The next second, I was looking at Lizzie with only her bra on, the T-shirt she’d been wearing hanging carelessly off the side of her chair. Her hands glided upwards to cup her breasts over each bra cup. She was breathing fast.

“I need you right now,” she murmured, her voice hot and smoky. “Please, babe.”

My heart began a slow thud. Seeing her like that, all vulnerable and horny and in just her bra, made my insides stir with a slow, simmering heat. How had I not realized how much I’d missed her?

“You know, I keep thinking about when you come back home,” Lizzie said, her bottom teeth sinking sensually into her lip. “About how you’ll eat me out and fuck me senseless. About how you’ll drill your long, thick, veiny cock inside my wet slutty pussy...” She moaned softly. “Babe. I don’t know when we’ll talk again. Get naked. Touch yourself for me.”

My cage was throbbing. “But—”

“Don’t even say anything!” Lizzie’s eyes blazed with fury. “Just do what I fucking say. Get rid of that stupid dress. I want to see what you look like. Now.”

There was something about her harsh tone that made me not want to argue with her. She was still angry with me—that much was clear. But was now the right time to show her my developing body? As my hands clutched the straps of my nightdress I reminded myself that Lizzie had seen me naked many, many times before. I was still technically Alan. I was still technically me. If my girlfriend still loved me, she’d love my body.

Right?

“Oh, fuck…” Lizzie whispered.

My heart stopped.

“Are you kidding me?” she said. “What has that psycho-bitch done to you?”

Her pupils looked huge, but they were nothing compared to the size of my areolas on the screen. They were probably the size of her fist and big and milky-pink. I felt ashamed just looking at them.

“No, don’t hide them from me,” Lizzie said sharply when I tried covering myself yet again. “I want to see everything. Take off your panties too.”

Hoping to lead me, she slid one hand down her belly and popped open the button of her jeans. She pulled them halfway down her thighs, along with her underwear, exposing her soft pink flesh. My cage pulsed hard. My girlfriend wanted to see my new body. So why was I hesitating so much? Why did I feel so...dirty?

“Babe. Don’t make me say it again. Take off your panties. Now.” Lizzie’s tone was low and threatening and so unlike her.

My panties joined my nightdress on the call pod floor. My cage was more than visible; in the light of the screen, it almost looked luminous, my cock painfully small and shriveled.

I couldn’t bear to look at the screen to see Lizzie’s reaction.

Her exhale was long and dry. “So the psycho’s got your parts restrained too? That’s just...pathetic. Why are you letting her do this to you?”

I couldn’t think of an answer, or to be more honest, a lie that was good enough. Anything that would make her understand even a fraction of all the things I’d felt since I’d stepped foot into FemCorp premises.

“Babe. Come closer to the camera.”

Slowly, I obeyed. My cage pressed against the cool table screen, my balls dangling behind it. Lizzie’s eyes narrowed. She was silent for the longest time. I suddenly just wanted to disconnect the call, run to my room, and curl up under my blankets. But then I heard a soft cry coming from her end. When I checked the screen again, Lizzie’s legs were actually propped up on either side of her…and she was rubbing herself.

“I hate that you’re doing this,” she mumbled, her breathing shallow and crackling through the monitor. “You look pathetic. You look like a stripper. I bet you like all of this. You like growing tits and hips and having your dick locked up and being Dr. Killian’s bitch.”

I swallowed, but no words came out. She was rubbing herself faster, harder, her eyes never once leaving my cage.

“Show me your tits,” she ordered.

I winced. “Lizzie—”

“Do it.”

I lowered myself down so she could see what she wanted. Even though I was turned on by her impatience and bossiness, it felt so wrong. It wasn’t a nice feeling to be treated like an object by your own girlfriend, especially when you knew she was pissed off at you.

When my breasts magnified themselves in the screen, Lizzie cursed again, her moans louder, her breaths heavier.

“Those are some big-ass titties. Bigger than mine. What are those, a C? A D? Bet you love those, huh? Having bigger boobs than your own fucking girlfriend. Slut.”

“Lizzie, stop—”

“Touch them.”

“Please, Liz—”

“Fucking touch them! I just know you love touching them and playing with them! So show me how you do it!”

Lizzie’s outburst was making me shake. My fingers hovered over my areolas, and she began to glare at me with a fierce intensity that scared the shit out of me.

Slowly, reluctantly, I touched my nipples.

“That’s right. Fucking pinch them, babe. Squeeze them. Play with your stupid fucking tits. God, I wish I could just grow a cock so I could fuck myself instead of waiting around for you to come home. Wouldn’t that be nice? Maybe I should sign up for one of your psycho trials too? Maybe if I had a cock I could fuck you instead! Is that what you want? To be fucked like a girl? Or maybe we should go our own separate ways and you could go work in porn or something, since that’s obviously what you’re looking for with a body like that!”

I shut my mouth and let her release every bit of tension and anger she’d bottled up inside of herself. Every word had hurt, hurt so much that my heart felt like it had split in two, but in some morbid way I believed I deserved it.

At the very least, I owed it to my girlfriend to listen to her.

Lizzie had positioned herself in front of the camera, giving me a clear view of her naked body. She was stroking her pussy, her hips undulating seductively in the blurry lights. When she asked me to do the same thing, I hesitated. The heat between my legs had grown unbearable, but I hated the fact that she was shaming me to get herself off.

Eventually, my hormones won over. Lizzie asked me to pinch and twist my nipples with one hand and to play with my cage with the other. I followed her lead, tracing my finger along my cage, circling the little open slit at the end. Soon we were both moaning, panting, groaning together, and I was leaking.

Then Lizzie said something that shocked me.

“Spread your ass, slut.”

The words made me flinch. I wanted to tell her to stop calling me a slut. That I wasn’t one, no matter what she believed. But when she swore and asked me again to spread my ass, I found myself obeying. It was like a reflex now—a biological need to submit.

“Fuck, you’re such a whore,” Lizzie hissed. “Look at you. Spreading your ass for me. I want to see you play with it.”

Tears wet my eyelids as I circled my asshole shyly. My boy pussy. I’d been Dr. Killian’s dancer just a few days ago and now I was Lizzie’s porn star. Why didn’t the women in my life respect me? Why didn’t they understand I wasn’t doing this to myself out of a fetish, but to help save humanity?

“Are you crying?”

I twisted my head back and nodded.

“Crybaby,” she whispered. “You deserve to cry after what you’ve done to yourself.”

I cried harder. She seemed to enjoy demeaning me now, and it hurt because she wasn’t usually like this. Lizzie was crude and had a potty mouth, sure, but she’d always treated me well. Always respected me. I’d never felt like we weren’t equals, but now? I felt like her sex slave.

“I’m going to cum,” Lizzie announced. “Keep looking at me, sissy, while you have that finger in your ass.”

I watched her body shudder and convulse on the call pod table, her moans wild and long and beautiful. I fucked myself with my finger for her, desperate for a release too, but Lizzie didn’t even seem to care. When she was spent, she fixed her jeans back on and stared at me lifelessly.

“I have to go.” Her voice was monotone.

“Wait—” I swallowed hard, wiped my finger on my thigh and put my coat over my shoulders. I knew I had to tell her what was going to happen next. As mean as Lizzie had been, she deserved to know. “I didn’t tell you about Stage II. It starts tomorrow. We’re having…surgeries.”

“Surgeries.” She almost sounded disinterested.

“It’s being done by the best team. I’ll be well taken care of.” I sounded like a FemCorp marketing agent or something.

“It doesn’t matter,” Lizzie said. “Because you’re not going to come home. Right?”

I took a deep breath. “You know with what’s happening it’s even more important I do this, right? I’m sorry, Liz. But you’ll take care of yourself, right? Don’t look at me like that, please, it hurts—”

The screen went blank.

She’d hung up.

I looked around me, as if my empty call pod had the answer to my misery. My girlfriend had just used me to cum and she hadn’t even said goodbye. I picked up my nightdress and panties, got dressed, and left quickly, hoping the employee at the front couldn’t see my tears.


CHAPTER 6

My Stage II surgery days went by with a blur. I was high off painkillers for most of it. I faintly remember being on my back being wheeled from place to place, the sounds of nurses cooing to drowsy patients, the scents of antiseptics and latex and cleaning solutions, and drifting in and out of dreamy, peaceful worlds filled with bright lights. Thanks to the drugs I didn’t have the energy to worry about anything.

Then I came to, and the muscle-atrophy treatments began.

In a way, the muscle-atrophy treatments turned out to be much more grueling than the surgeries. Three weeks of lying inside a chamber that transmitted low-energy ultrasound beams directly into my muscles, contracting them and breaking down their myofibrils, while most of my body was still covered in bandages. I even had to wear a corset to restrict my torso so the placement of my ribs would stay in position.

It all hurt like hell. I welcomed the pain, though, because it meant I was distracted enough not to think about Lizzie, much less the events that were unfolding outside FemCorp walls. I didn’t have to worry about whether Gynobug was back or if some other deadly disease had taken root on Earth.

All I had to worry about was healing and getting through treatment without dying from the pain.

Then, one day, my bandages were finally removed, and I was allowed to see myself. Part of me wanted to jump up and look, but another part wanted to run away.

I was scared about meeting the new me.

After a few minutes of indecision, I slowly rose from the bed and shuffled towards the mirror. Would I hate it or would I love it? Either way, what was done was done. There was no going back.

I stood in front of the body-length mirror one of the nurses had brought to my recovery room. The first thing that actually stood out to me was my hair—it had grown several inches longer during my recovery and I hadn’t even noticed. Now it was falling below my shoulders. I brushed my front strands with my fingers and tucked them behind my ears.

Slowly, I examined the rest of my body. My breasts were huge. Full. They cupped my chest perfectly, looking completely natural. I had big side boob action, and—as Dr. Killian had said—the reason they looked so good was because they were very slightly droopy, a feature that was more pronounced if you looked from the sides.

My waist had become a lot tinier—I’d had two ribs removed after all. My hips looked rounder, flirtier. I ran my finger along the light pink scars that curved through parts of my body—the only evidence that I’d undergone major reconstructive surgery. The scars, I’d been told, would disappear within a week or two.

I shifted my attention to my face. I breathed a sigh of relief. Dr. Killian had been right. I still looked like me. A girlier, prettier version of myself, if I’d been born a girl in some alternate universe. I squeezed my lips together, awed by how they almost bounced back in shape when I released them. My lips were just so full and pink and kissable, I wouldn’t have said no to making out with myself…

A nurse entered the room.

“I know it’s a shock, but you look delectable,” she said.

“Thanks.”

She helped me get dressed, then said, “Dr. Killian would like to see you now for your post-treatment assessment.”

I was escorted to Dr. Killian’s office. I’d been expecting this—the big reveal—and now that the moment was here, I was stupidly, pathetically nervous. Was I pretty enough for her standards? Was my transformation radical enough for her mission? What if she got disappointed?

She was seated at her table when I entered.

“Anna-Lisa. Welcome back.”

“Thank you, Dr. Killian.”

Her smile was magical.

She didn’t get up from her table or hug me or kiss me or do anything like that. She just sat there and simply said, “Get naked, please.”

I should’ve been used to stripping naked in front of Dr. Killian by now, but I wasn’t. Slowly, I undressed. Dr. Killian’s gaze felt sharp and heavy as it traveled through my body. She ordered me to lay down on the long couch in front of her. She asked me to raise my arms and curve them over my head. As I obeyed her, I felt like Rose from the Titanic, like she was going to spring out a diamond necklace from thin air and put it around my neck.

“You’re perfect,” she murmured. “A sublime replication of feminine beauty thanks to modern science and technology. Dr. Fox has outdone herself. This is who you were meant to be, Anna-Lisa. Do you feel it?”

I nodded shyly.

My heart was racing as I stayed frozen in position, letting her inspect every inch of my changed form.

Had everything been worth it? Just for this moment?

There was a familiar swish from behind me. I realized the doors to the office had been opened. Someone stepped in.

“Doctor, your dinner is ready.”

I could smell the food—tomato sauce, rich and sweet, garlic and roasted meat, chicken or maybe turkey—from where I lay. My naked presence was hidden thanks to the couch. I was a secret. For now.

Dr. Killian looked up at the intruder before looking back at me with a malicious glint in her eye.

Her next words made me shiver with anticipation.

“I don’t need it,” she said. “I have everything I’m going to eat right here.”


CHAPTER 7

Dinner was…me.

Dr. Killian stood and walked over to the couch. She made me sit up before marking her position next to me. She ran her fingers over the soft mounds of my new breasts, the grooves of my waist, feeling the new crests and dips of my surgically enhanced figure.

I could feel her hunger. She claimed me by kissing each of my breasts and then trailed kisses down my body.

When she reached my chastity cage, she circled her tongue around my bolted cock, like she was a hunter marking territory. Desire fizzed between my legs, making my thighs shiver. She was treating me like I wasn’t a human but a creation that had been carved using her own possessive hands.

She pulled me onto her lap and we started kissing. We kissed deeply and passionately. I was hungry too. Hungry for her approval. Hungry to serve her and please her and do anything and everything she wanted me to. Maybe Lizzie was right and I was Dr. Killian’s concubine…but did it even matter now?

No…not when it felt so dang good.

As our tongues tangled together I felt a rush of wetness soaking through to my chest. It was then that I realized that Dr. Killian was lactating. The thought of drinking her breast milk again made me so hot.

I looked up at her, my eyes spelling my desire and anticipation.

“Drink, my sweet girl,” she said in a low voice. “Drink your Savior’s milk.”

She popped open two buttons of her blouse and revealed herself to me.

I eagerly lapped at her nipple, tasting the sweet, velvety nectar that flowed from her body. As I drank, I felt even more connected to her, like I was feeding on her maternal love. She’d called herself my Savior. It wasn’t just true for me, it was true for everyone left standing on our planet and desperate for survival.

She was going to save us all.

I switched nipples and continued to suckle. Dr. Killian’s hand trailed down to my butt, making light circles around my entrance. I moaned when she began massaging me there. We continued like this for some time, me sucking on her breast and her teasing my naughty hole.

Finally, when her supply ran out, I pulled away, my belly sated and content, but my soul hungry for more. I started to bounce a little against her finger, needing her to put it inside me.

“You know,” Dr. Killian whispered in my ear. “I’m just concerned about your recovery. We don’t want to rush things, do we?”

I wanted to cry with frustration.

She went back to teasing me. My cage was rubbing against her sweater, and it felt like my body was burning with fire. The more she was rubbing me down there the more my hole was enlarging, waiting for penetration. I knew I shouldn’t beg but I couldn’t help myself.

“Please, Dr. Killian.”

“Maybe we should wait a little longer,” she said.

My heart sank.

“But until then...” She smirked wickedly. “How about you entertain me again?”

Dr. Killian took off her pantsuit, revealing a pretty lace thong. She cast the string to the side, showing me just the line of her butt crack. Her asshole winked at me in the dim, romantic lighting.

“You know what to do, don’t you, Anna-Lisa?”

I smiled and nodded, then buried my tongue inside that beautiful asshole.

***

She made me serve her ass for what felt like hours.

Her legs wrapped around me to trap me in her warmth, pulling me deeper into her. With every lick and taste, I could feel her power over me grow. I gave her every ounce of care and energy and love I could give her, knowing she could feel it too.

I knew no one else would be able to understand our special connection. How our energies were intertwined so closely and deeply. How we were both destined to be together.

Lizzie would never understand.

I don’t know how much time went by before I finally made her cum.

She rewarded me with a long, deep kiss.

“Such a good girl,” she said.

Her husky whisper made me drip even more. I’d been teased for so long I was close to bursting.

Dr. Killian dressed herself and walked to her desk, where a mini-fridge sat half-hidden on top of a rug. She poured something into a tall, clear glass and handed it to me.

“Drink it.”

It was thick and creamy, but it definitely wasn’t breast milk. When I brought it up to my lips and that first whiff hit my nostrils, it hit me.

Dr. Killian’s eyes were big and dream-like with glee as she waited for me to take that first sip.

“But who’s—” I began and stopped myself.

“Drink,” she urged, a little more desperately.

It was strong, salty, musky, and totally delicious. I drained the glass in mere seconds, then felt a flush come over me, embarrassed that she’d witnessed how much I’d enjoyed it.

“You don’t need to be ashamed,” she said, taking the glass from my shaking hands. “Think of it this way. Every time you drink it, you’re showing me how much you love me. And I know you love me.”

“I do, Dr. Killian,” I said shyly.

“Do you know what you’ll be wearing for the fête?” she asked suddenly.

I blinked. Fête? What fête? I shook my head.

Dr. Killian gave me a sly smile. “Follow me.”

Still naked, I followed after her obediently. Her office, it turned out, led to a wide hallway that was sort of a secret entrance, curving towards what looked like an executive suite. She had a whole bedroom inside her office. Everything glinted and sparkled and shimmered, and it felt exciting to be standing in the middle of it. She sauntered towards the dressing area, where a dress rack stood by a large window. She shuffled through the outfits. I noticed they all had volunteer numbers on them. For some reason that made me uneasy. Was she bringing the others in here too? Showing them dresses? Kissing them and fucking them?

“Look at this,” she said.

A flash of heat lit through me when I saw what she was holding up. It looked like a string bikini, except the material was like mermaid skin and looked expensive enough to belong to an evening gown. The bottom had a skirt attached, with frills that reminded me of party streamers, except the frills were made out of jewelry.

“This is your costume,” Dr. Killian explained, running her palm along the skirt’s sparkles. “For the fête. All ready and approved by me. The ladies will be officially announcing it soon, but we host the FemCorp fête to celebrate everyone who will be progressing to Stage III of the trial. It’s a chance for us to celebrate all the brave ones who have stepped forward for humanity’s salvation.” She glanced at me coyly. “And also a chance to show you all off.”

Show us off. Butterflies flew in the pit of my stomach as I imagined wearing that slinky outfit in front of all those gorgeous heroines, showcasing myself and my blossoming body like a work of art. Surprisingly, the thought thrilled me as much as it scared me.

Dr. Killian draped the bikini dress carefully back onto the hanger and filed it away. “That’s all I’m willing to tell you now,” she said. “There will be some, ah, surprises planned to keep things interesting for all of us. You should go back to bed now. Trust me, you’re going to need your energy.”


CHAPTER 8

What I hadn’t expected when the fête was officially announced was that there was going to be literal mayhem.

Those of us left—we were a small group of seven—were whisked from place to place and jostled from morning to night, coached about our posture, behavior, and beauty routines. Everyone seemed stressed. Staff became snappish and barked orders at us like drill sergeants. Posters about the party popped up everywhere, saying stuff like ‘Female is the Future’ and ‘Join the Fem-Revolution’. FemCorp values were broadcast everywhere we went too: ‘Listen. Obey. Submit.’

It all seemed like a lot for what was essentially a party, and the closer the date came, the more anxious I got.

On the night of the big day, a FemCorp stylist arrived at my dressing station. She told me to strip so she could inspect my naked body. She checked for dirt under my nails, chapped nail polish, remnants of hair growth anywhere (none thankfully—I’d waxed every single hair root from my eyebrows down the day before, except for my precious landing strip), rough spots on my skin, whether my chastity was dry and clean—nothing was overlooked. When she was satisfied, my transformation started. She did my face and body makeup and styled my hair, then asked me to bend over the dressing table.

I felt her push something into my back entrance.

“Doctor’s orders,” she said simply.

I cast a glance to the side and saw the open box. There, on a cushioned bottom, lay several glittering butt plugs, all stamped with volunteer numbers.

She continued to dress me in my string bikini costume. Finally, she laced a thin, gold collar around my neck. I had the words ‘Volunteer 2710’ now engraved across my throat.

When my stylist left, Jordan took over.

Jordan was my bodyguard. Every volunteer had been assigned one. Jordan was a big black woman with a partially shaved head and had no conception of what a smile was. She told me I had ten minutes to spare before I had to go to the anteroom to meet with the other volunteers.

I turned to face the mirror. It was hard to reconcile the girl standing before me with the image of myself I still had in my head. It wasn’t even that she looked so feminine. She didn’t look real. I’d been made up to look like a precious figurine—eyes darkened and smoked out with kohl, my lips dripping with gloss, my cheekbones glowing, my body dusted with glitter.

And, holy shit, was there a whole lot of body on show.

“Time to go,” Jordan barked.

She escorted me into the anteroom. As soon as I walked in, I noticed there were only six of us volunteers, me included.

“Um, where’s Leesha?” I whispered.

No one offered me an answer.

“Leesha was terminated,” Jordan said after a beat.

“What? Why?”

“None of your business, smartie.”

I was stunned. The six of us stood solemnly along with our guards, our post-surgery bodies on full display. Reign, I saw, was wearing a very similar costume to mine. He looked like an angel but he also looked nervous.

We were all nervous. Shaking-in-our-boots nervous.

When it was time to walk into the hall, we lined up and stepped through the doors one by one. There was a powerful silence as every eye in the room fell on us. Eyes that belonged to the most respected and revered of female doctors, scientists, and medical experts who’d devoted their lives to FemCorp research.  I couldn’t stop blushing, feeling shy and completely self-conscious—I was wearing next to nothing after all. My brand-new boobs bounced easily with every step I took and my butt cheeks were embarrassingly noticeable under the sparkling ruffles of my skirt. But I held it together…and walked with my shoulders high and poised, arms swaying lightly, just like we’d been coached to do.

We were ushered to the middle of the hall, where a platform rose above the heads of the attendees. A flower garden grew from the platform, with vines trailing busily along the grass floor and twirling up poles, with all kinds of pretty flowers blooming. The front-facing edge of the platform had been decorated with letters that spelled out ‘Garden of Life’.

I knew then that Dr. Killian had choreographed every single detail tonight.

We were ordered to step onto the platform. At first, I wasn’t sure what to do, feeling a little disoriented by the height and having all those eyes on me.

“Pose,” Reign whispered urgently from beside me.

I snapped back into focus and struck what I thought was a cute, friendly pose with one hand on my hip.

When the last volunteer stepped onto the garden the silence broke. Everyone clapped and rose from their tables, chattering in animated voices.

The fête had finally begun.

Still posing, I blinked and looked around.

The hall had been set up a bit like a club: strobe lights flashed over dark floors and private areas had been cordoned off with velvet ropes and wall partitions. Waitresses carrying trays laden with drinks and canapés weaved expertly through the growing crowd that had gathered around the Garden of Life platform.

They all seemed to be admiring us.

FemCorp employees stepped closer and closer, observing us for what felt like hours. No one touched us, but their faces seemed to tell a hidden story. They were whispering and murmuring excitedly, their eyes hungry and intense. Some whooped and danced drunkenly around us, giggling, laughing, whistling.

For the strangest reason, I found myself thinking about Lizzie.

What the hell was I doing here? How could I be celebrating when she was scared, alone, and probably worried sick about me?

When the world was bending over backwards trying to figure out whether we had another pandemic on our hands and the future was uncertain all over again?

It was just so wrong. I was being selfish.

After what felt like forever, we were prompted to step off the platform and mingle with the guests. I walked unsteadily on my feet, feeling claustrophobic from having people surround me from all angles.

I looked around for Reign but couldn’t see him anywhere.

Feeling dizzy, I threaded through the crowd as quickly as I could. Bare hands and polished talons groped my ass as I passed through a blur of bodies. My plug pulsed with each step I took. The music felt obnoxiously loud. I was pretty sure I was going to pass out.

By some miracle, I made it out of the hall. I dragged myself to one of the restrooms and locked myself inside a cubicle.

I wasn’t surprised when I instantly burst into tears.

Way to go. You couldn’t have picked a better time to have a nervous breakdown!

I wiped my cheeks, now runny with mascara, and tried taking deep breaths to calm down. What if Lizzie cried herself to sleep every night? What if she wasn’t eating? What if she got sick? What if she died?

“Yo! What the fuck are you doing in there?”

I shuddered at the sound of Jordan’s voice. She rattled and banged on the door with an angry fist. “Get your stupid ass out!”

“I...I don’t think I can do this.” I was sobbing harder.

Jordan slammed her fist against the door again. “Open the fucking door, Anna-Lisa.”

“I can’t!”

“You can’t? Fine with me.”

There was a horrible silence before the toilet door flew off its hinges. Jordan grabbed me by my arm and dragged me out roughly. I was shaking uncontrollably now. Hyperventilating with wet, ugly sobs.

“Clean your fucking face,” Jordan rasped. “You can’t go back in there like this.”

She handed me a roll of toilet paper. I dabbed the tears away but my makeup was ruined. Jordan cursed some more before handing me a powder compact and a tube of lipstick. It took me about ten minutes to salvage my face, partially at least.

“Will I get in trouble?” I whispered.

Jordan hesitated, looking me over. “Nah,” she said. “I’ll let ’em know someone spilled a drink on you. They’re all gonna get pretty rowdy tonight.”

My heart warmed. “Thanks.”

Jordan grunted. “Makeup or not, you’re still hot.” She pointed at my chest. “You better, uh, fix that, though.”

I looked in the mirror and saw my nipple was poking out of my top. Blushing, I adjusted it back into place and she escorted me back into the hall.


CHAPTER 9

I was barely two steps into the chaos of the party when an employee hounded me.

“2710,” she drawled, her voice smooth as ink. “Anna-Lisa, right? I’ve heard so much about you. How lucky that I’ve been the first to grab you.” She looked around to see if anyone was listening in. Then she whispered, “I like you. I think you’re very sexy.”

I froze. “Th-thank you.”

Her dark red lips curved into a smile. “That’s Dr. Slater to you. You call me Dr. Slater, 2710. I’m one of the on-call specialists here, though you’ll see more of me during Stage III, I’m sure.” She flashed me a predatory look that made me shiver. “Hungry?”

I was starving but too shy to nod. But it hadn’t been a genuine question anyway because Dr. Slater held out her finger. It was covered in whipped cream cheese and caviar. I laughed softly, then awkwardly leaned forward to taste it.

Dr. Slater smeared the cold food all over my mouth and neck.

“You look better wearing my food than eating it,” she murmured, her thick lashes flickering as she peered down at the mess she made. “Although I’d love to feed you someday and watch you slobber and gag. Oh yes. So sexy. We should go somewhere more private. I’d love to talk.”

She led me toward one of the private sections that had been partitioned off with wall dividers. My pulse raced as she tugged me inside after her like I was a pet on a leash. In my heart I knew what she wanted from me, but I was still shocked by how bold she was.

Was this what the fête was about? Using us? Was that the surprise? And was I even ready?

I had no time to think or breathe. Dr. Slater pinned me against the wall and pressed her body onto mine.

What little professionalism she’d displayed was gone now that we were out of sight of the other guests. She kissed me hard, her tongue forcing itself inside my mouth. Her perfume—sharp, woodsy, and masculine—filled my nostrils. Her fingers caught on my hair, tugging carelessly on my hair-sprayed strands as her kisses traveled along my throat and swept over my collar.

“I must say, 2710 tastes delicious,” she whispered. “Jodie is one lucky woman.”

Her hot breath sent shivers down my spine, making my entire body come alive with a desire so strong it was making my knees buckle.

“I’ve been watching you since you stepped foot in our premises,” she said. “I think I’ve loved you since that first day, when you walked in wearing those horrid pants and that shirt Jodie insists our volunteers wear in the beginning. I saw the hope and courage in your eyes. Saw the determination. I thought you were gorgeous even then. As Jodie likes to say, bravery is beautiful.”

Her hands slipped through my skirt ruffles and found their way inside my mermaid bottoms. She smirked when they made contact with my cage. Her fingertips trailed along its ridges, making me whimper.

“You poor little thing,” she purred. “All locked up and nowhere to go?” Her breath felt as hot as steam. “I think it’s time you showed me just how obedient you can be.”

Before I could say anything, she grabbed my chin and forced me to look her in the eyes. Her gaze was fiery and stern. For some reason I was already terrified of her.

She let go of me and sat down on the shiny high-backed loveseat, kicking the cocktail table to the right. I almost fell to the ground.

“On your knees.”

She was holding her leg out, eyeing me hungrily.

The compulsion to obey her was so strong. I dropped to the floor and crawled over to her. I could feel her hunger grow as I moved closer and closer. Once I reached her feet, I slowly lifted her dress and began removing her tall leather boots. They smelled expensive and inviting, like you’d want to bury your nose in them and sniff them forever.

“Kiss my feet.”

I did, planting soft, careful kisses on her toes and the soles of her feet. The scent of her lotion was intoxicating.

Dr. Slater leaned back and closed her eyes, letting her toes curl slightly beneath my lips before releasing a satisfied sigh.

“Take off my panties,” she said.

Again, I obeyed. I was ashamed to be turned on by the thought of serving her. A woman I’d never seen or met before, but it felt natural somehow, like it was what I deserved.

Her panties were wet with an arousing, strong-smelling discharge. I had to reign back the urge to smell them, instead handing them over when Dr. Slater held her palm out. She slipped them inside her bra and opened her thighs, slowly revealing herself to me.

“You do look hungry,” she said and laughed. “Well, go ahead and eat me.”

Her clit was already swollen and screaming to be sucked. I buried my face in her musk and ran my tongue along the bulb, tasting her wetness. She was tangy and sweaty, and her legs were heavy when she placed them on my back. She wrapped them around me, squeezing and pushing me deeper and deeper between her thighs.

Minutes later I brought her to a loud climax. She brushed me off roughly using her feet. I wiped my mouth with the back of my hand and sat up, still on my knees, watching her lounge back and collect her breath with her legs still spread obscenely.

When she stood, I thought she was going to walk away and leave me behind.

Instead, she rammed her heel onto my chest, knocking me backwards.

“Lie down on the floor,” she said with a diabolical smirk. “I’m not done with you yet, 2710.”

She spat out my volunteer number like I was a cow at an auction. Twenty-seven teeeen. A burst of humiliation flooded through me as I did what I was told. She climbed on top of me and twisted my arms back, pinning them behind my head. I saw her thick thighs loom above me and a patch of her slick pussy before she ground it against my lips. She asked me not to disappoint her because she loved me and she’d hate to hurt someone she loved.

“So lick,” she growled. “Make this worth my time, girl. Jodie’s kept us waiting long enough.”

All I remember was the music banging against my eardrums as she used me. It was some kind of weird electro-pop track that went ‘smack that bitch, yeah’ on repeat. The rhythm somehow was in sync with Dr. Slater’s grunts and groans and my own muffled mewls.

I listened to the beat because I didn’t actually have to lick her. She just ground her pussy against my face until she got herself off.

When she was done she slowly released my arms and slid off me. Panting, she fixed her dress and smoothed down her hair, as if nothing had happened between us. The song was still playing: smack that bitch, yeah, smack that bitch. I rose and caught a glimpse of my face—ruined for the third time—on a mirror panel near the couch.

There was a loud knock outside the wall.

“I’m done here,” Dr. Slater said brightly, hurrying me over to help her put on her boots.

“I figured,” a familiar voice said.

Dr. Slater bent down and kissed me on the lips. “Get out there and save the world, sweetie. You’re doing just great.”

Two women stepped in just as she left.

My heart sank when my eyes locked with Dr. Watts.


CHAPTER 10

“I’m surprised you’re still clothed,” Dr. Watts said, smiling cruelly. She grabbed a flute of champagne from a passing waitress and drank it down in one gulp. She scoffed at my silence. “Tell me you’re happy to see me, Anna-Lisa.”

I took a deep breath and tried not to shake. “Dr. Watts, I’m so happy to see you.”

“Good girl.” Dr. Watts eyed my costume, her tongue darting out to moisten her bottom lip. “Look at you. It’s just as well you’re not naked yet. More for us.”

I stared at the stranger standing beside her. She was taller—much taller than Dr. Watts—and young and modelesque. There was something about her plush lips and her light, perfectly almond-shaped eyes that made her look exotic and foreign. Central European, maybe. Maybe Swiss?

“This is Robin,” Dr Watts said. “My new intern.”

Robin let out a flirty laugh. She grabbed Dr. Watts’ arm and pulled her towards the loveseat. I watched nervously as they sunk into the cushions. They were both wearing low-cut dresses that matched in style, but Dr. Watts’ was red while Robin wore green.

How festive, I thought dazedly.

“Stand up,” Dr. Watts drawled, motioning to me with a lazy finger. “And undress. Slowly.”

I wanted to glare at her. She was such a fucking bully. I would’ve served anyone else except for her and her stupid intern.

But my body was betraying me. Almost like it wanted to be a slut. Like I was built to be one. Besides, I’d already caused enough of a ruckus tonight, and I just didn’t want to know what Dr. Watts would do to me if I didn’t listen…

Swallowing hard, I reached back and untied the strings of my mermaid top. My breasts fell out and slightly down. The air hit my nipples and pebbled them instantly.

Dr. Watts’ eyes seemed to want to bore holes on my feminized body.

“Now the skirt and anything else down there,” she said. “Slower, darling. Give us a little passion. Do a twirl once you’re done.”

Ever since Dr. Watts had punished me so brutally in her psychiatrist office, I hadn’t been able to look her in the eye without feeling a mountain of shame inside me. It was worse now that she’d brought someone else in here.

I felt like a cheap whore as I started to undo the strings of my bottom.

“Keep going,” Dr. Watts said merrily.

Soon I was naked, except for my collar, my chastity, and my anal plug. While I did a slow twirl for them, my mind raced. Lizzie would’ve thought I was disgusting for doing this. She didn’t believe I was saving the world. And right now, I wasn’t sure I believed it either.

“Have you ever seen such eye candy?” Dr Watts asked Robin.

“Not since I’ve seen you,” Robin said dreamily.

Dr. Watts laughed. “This volunteer’s completely transformed. He was just average before, your average white boy. Now she’s blossomed into Jodie’s prettiest creation. It’s nothing short of a miracle.”

“Jodie’s a god,” Robin said.

“Our god and savior, yes. Can you imagine if something like that is released to the public right now?”

“What? The men will go crazy.” Robin glanced at me. “She’ll be kidnapped and hidden in a whorehouse and raped every day.”

“Exactly. So you understand why she must be kept here. With us. Under lock and key.”

“Yes, literally.”

“Why, yes.” Dr. Watts smirked before looking at me. I held in yet another shiver. “Have you caught on yet, my shy little pet? Have you put that little hamster brain of yours to work?”

I didn’t understand a thing. So I kept my mouth zipped. Silence was better than entertaining them with the wrong answer.

“The poor thing’s confused,” Robin said.

“Unfortunately, yes. He’s got more breasts than brain now.” Dr. Watts motioned lazily again.

I walked a step closer.

They leaned forward, and that was when I saw there were storage drawers built underneath the loveseat. They opened a couple and, laughing, picked out a black strap and a can of what looked like whipped cream.

They stood up and circled me together.

Two starving vultures homing in on their next meal.

The way they were staring at me made my insides hum with a forbidden desire. I hated them, yes, hated them more than words could say, but I also needed them.

Needed them to use me.

Oh god.

They used the strap to quickly cuff my hands behind my back, which locked itself once it conformed to the size of my wrists. Then two streams of whipped cream landed on my breasts, while another was drawn down my back, dripping lower and lower until it pooled inside my crack.

“I’m so glad you can be ours for tonight,” Dr. Watts whispered, her hand gliding up to cup my cold right breast. “Now can you hold still and just be a good little girl for us?”

I flinched. “Yes, Dr. Watts.”

Dr. Watts spanked my butt with her other hand. My plug twisted a little too pleasurably inside me, and I chomped down on my lip. “And?”

“Dr. Robin,” I whispered.

She spanked me again. Fuck. “How disrespectful. It’s Dr. Robin Schmidt.”

I repeated her name, cowering, unable to meet their eyes.

Dr. Watts smiled. “That right there,” she said to Robin, “is the power of Skinner’s operant conditioning. A deceptively simple theory but highly effective.”

“Amazing,” Robin murmured. “A pity Skinner was a man.”

“A pity, yes. But at least times are different now.” Dr. Watts’ lips touched my ear. “Now, let’s get to know each other, shall we?”

They began to caress and kiss me, their hands exploring every inch of my new girly curves. They pulled out my plug. They smeared cold whipped foam all over me and did terrible things with it, letting it marinate in my private areas and licking and sucking it off my skin until it hurt and reddened. They even bit me. They were taking a sadistic delight in ruining my body and shocking me with their depravity.

But even after all that…even though it disgusted me…made me sick to my core…I was still turned on.

I moaned softly as they began to take turns teasing my nipples, making them even harder with their tongues and teeth and fingers. I had whipped cream in my mouth, in my asshole, in my ears. I was sticky, wet, and throbbing with an animal-like need for more.

Listen, don’t speak. Obey, don’t resist. Submit, don’t fight. The mantra from the party posters echoed in my head, deepening my desire to serve them.

When they took out the double-ended dildos from the storage drawers and strapped them on, I knew what was coming next. I was pushed belly-down onto the loveseat and fucked in the ass by the psycho-psychiatrist and fucked in the mouth by her intern.

They both used me to get their orgasms—and they were long, loud orgasms—before throwing me off the seat.

“They’ll auto-release in an hour,” Dr. Watts said, tapping on my strap cuffs. “Is there anything you want to tell us?”

I looked at her, her heavily caked makeup glittering under the strobe lights and her perfect platinum blonde updo which had probably been hair-sprayed to death and thought about spitting in her face. “Thank you, Dr. Watts and Dr. Schmidt,” I said.

“It certainly beats getting fucked by sweaty, horny men every day, doesn’t it, darling?” Her eyes flitted to my sore, red, spanked ass. They grew wide with an appetite and for just a second, I thought she was going to claim me all over again. But instead, she and Robin sauntered away arm-in-arm.

I stayed on the floor.

“Jesus.”

It was Jordan.

She helped me to my feet. Groaning, I slumped against her, feeling more exhausted than I’d been in ages. Jordan dragged me back to the loveseat and slathered something on my skin from a little pink tub.

“It’s a salve I was instructed to put on you. It’ll help you with any pain and possible scarring,” she explained, rubbing it vigorously on the hickeys on my neck and chest. “There. This should patch you up in no time.”

“Awesome. Do you have anything that’ll patch up my dignity?”

Jordan giggled. “I need to get you dressed.”

“What about my cuffs?”

“Don’t worry about it.”

She had an electronic key that unlocked the strap cuffs around my wrists. She picked up my costume pieces and somehow managed to piece them on me. While she got me dressed and fixed my hair, the salve was starting to work. Magically, pretty much all the bruises and redness I had disappeared within minutes. I was beginning to feel less sore too.

Jordan escorted me out. I was surprised to see the guests were back at their tables, muttering amongst themselves. The night, somehow, didn’t seem done yet.

“Where’s Dr. Killian?” I whispered to Jordan.

In response, she pointed behind me with a raised eyebrow.


CHAPTER 11

It was what I’d been waiting for all night.

But when I saw her, she still took my breath away.

Dr. Killian was standing, center-stage, below the flower garden platform. She had a mike attached to her ear. Behind her, a projected screen was flickering to life. Her gold dress, sucking into her curves at all the right spots, shone blindingly under the spotlight.

“Volunteers?” she spoke.

Jordan nudged me forward. I stumbled ahead, joining the other volunteers materializing from the depths of the hall. I saw Reign and sucked in a breath. He smiled weakly, positioning himself next to me as we created a single horizontal line in front of Dr. Killian. Her gaze spread across her audience of loyal followers, and then she started to speak.

“Today is a big day. The dawn of a new era is upon us and change is near.” She gestured at us. “The six volunteers before you are the catalyst for that change.”

She paused, surveying us for an intense second. When her gaze flitted to me, a warm, cozy feeling bloomed inside my chest.

God, those eyes.

“For several intense weeks,” she continued, “Each of them has undergone a special journey as part of a groundbreaking experiment—FemCorp’s very own Project V. It’s with great pleasure I can let you all know that the first two stages have been immensely successful. And tonight, since I’ve offered you a chance to celebrate life itself, it makes sense for me to also announce that they—our very own precious flowers—are ready to begin their final phase of treatment.”

Dr. Killian’s voice was lowering with pride, with excitement. Every soul at the party was hanging on to every word.

“As many of you already know, I’ve suffered many sleepless nights since a vicious disease wreaked havoc upon our society. Women—the very pillars of life, beauty, and creation—bore the brunt of this tragedy. What a cruel, sad story. Our patriarchal world has always pushed us to the shadows, and now, we can’t afford to have nature ruin us any further. Us. The superior sex. The powerful sex. Always denied of our birthright to dominate this world!”

Her hate grew thicker, her words coming out fiercer and harder. “But we haven’t lost, my followers. Not yet. Not when we have these young, beautiful heroines who have promised me—promised us—that they’d help our race survive. So trust me. Trust me when I say I’ve made possible the tools we need to turn the tide. Trust me when I say not only will I let women thrive I’ll let them conquer. The age of male dominance is over. With that in mind, it’s my honor to present to you…Project V’s Stage III: Rebirth!”

The screen behind her lit up. My heart was hammering at the speed of light. My vision turned starry.

This was what we’d all been waiting for.

Dr. Killian began to speak again.

The audience watched, spellbound, as she drew their attention to the diagrams and animations on the screen. Genetic sequences, she explained. DNA. RNA. Proteins. Stem cells—the very building blocks of life. Building blocks in which the possibilities of transformation were almost infinite, much like the universe itself.

As she spoke, Reign slipped his hand in mine. Seeing Dr. Killian so passionate about her work was making me love her even more. We both watched her, our lips parting in shock and awe. Her face was glowing and her energy was electric. A lot of her talk was flying over my head—she was using a lot of medical terminology, speaking directly to the doctors and scientists in the audience.

But I did get the gist of it. The truth soaked through me, little by little, and it was making my head spin. Reign had been right, but he’d also been wrong. The truth was weirder, greater, more fantastical, and more terrible than what any of us could’ve dreamed of. It was a vision that was both terrifying and revolutionary, but it was exactly what our dying world needed.

By the time Dr. Killian drew her speech to an end, my eyes were wet with emotion.

Each of the volunteers were asked to step forward and say two words.

It was our choice, she said. Our courage and bravery. Our commitment.

I was the last to go.

Reign squeezed my hand one last time before letting go. I stepped forward and saw the sea of faces looking back at me, brows raised, lips pursed, waiting with bated breaths. I thought about Lizzie in those final moments while I made my decision. What I was going to say next was going to change the course of our lives forever.

I said my next words loudly. They echoed through the hall.

“I will.”

Dr. Killian nodded and smiled at all of us approvingly. She raised her champagne glass and faced the audience.

“To Project V. To the rebirth of humanity. To a future without the pathetic egos of men,” she said. “To female empowerment. Cheers!”

Every single guest in the hall repeated her toast, raising their glasses and drinking together. For the first time since Gynobug, I saw people with real hope.

“I hope you enjoy the rest of your evening, ladies,” Dr. Killian said. “The night is still young and I’m sure many of you still have an appetite.”


CHAPTER 12

We ate.

Ate until we were stuffed like pigs.

There was so much food. And they actually let us eat this time. Everyone was in a great mood, and I felt like I was on top of the world.

After dinner, we danced. The employees were all over us, grinding and groping and kissing. Then one of us was whisked off by a doctor to her private bedroom. Reign was picked up too. The doctor, dressed all in red leather, simply came up to him and clipped a gold chain onto his collar. He looked starry-eyed as he was dragged along behind her. I had an inkling of what was going to happen to him in there, and I hoped he’d be okay.

I didn’t have much time to think about my fate because I was summoned by Dr. Killian straight after. Jordan took me to her office, where I was taken straight to her executive suite.

I shivered when Jordan closed the door, leaving me all alone with our Savior.

Dr. Killian was lying in her bed, still in her gold dress. She looked exhausted and beautiful.

“Anna-Lisa. How was the fête? Did you enjoy yourself?”

I hesitated, suddenly feeling overwhelmed. What could I say? I wasn’t even thinking about Dr. Watts and her intern ravishing me like vultures. I wasn’t thinking about Dr. Slater sitting and pounding on my face. The high off of eating so much food at once had rubbed off too. I could only think about Stage III and the gravity of it all.

Dr. Killian gave me an understanding smile. “Come here.”

I walked over. My knees were trembling. She extended her hand and pulled me onto her king-sized bed.

“Lie down next to me,” she instructed. “Relax. You deserve to rest.”

I sank into her satin pillows. Dr. Killian traced my bottom lip with a soft finger. “Did you miss me, Anna-Lisa? I’ve been busy with preparations for Stage III. I apologize if I’ve neglected you tonight. There’s no rest for the wicked, I’m afraid.”

I swallowed. “Dr. Killian, I...”

“Yes?”

“I missed you a lot.”

She smirked. “You have no idea how happy I am to hear that. I haven’t slept for 36 hours, if you can believe it. But do you know what makes me the happiest? It’s the fact you agreed to do it, my flower.”

Her finger lowered a little, touching the engravings on my collar, then she untied the lacings of my top and began to trace my nipple. I quivered. We’d all agreed. All six of us. I knew Dr. Killian had to be in a good mood.

“But I’m jealous you shared your body with my employees tonight. Though I suppose it’s what we both signed up for.” She paused. “I still think you should be punished for offering your body to them, Anna-Lisa.”

She rolled on top of me and my belly did somersaults.

Punish me then, I thought dreamily. Do whatever you want to do to me. I’m yours.

Dr. Killian placed her palm on my stomach. I exhaled shakily. The action held so much more meaning now I was dizzy with shock all over again. It was starting to hit me now, the real weight of what I’d done. The implications.

“Look at you,” Dr. Killian breathed. “You’ve made so much progress. I can’t wait to see this belly big and round for me. Can’t wait to see your breasts swollen and padded with milk. Can’t wait to hear a baby’s cry.”

I closed my eyes, trying to imagine it. My heart was swelling and I could feel fresh tears prickling behind my eyelids. Dr. Killian sounded so emotional too.

A few weeks ago I’d thought the idea was ridiculous. Me getting pregnant? Technically impossible. Now? Anything seemed possible. But I had so many questions. Questions I was still afraid to ask.

Dr Killian rolled off me and took off her dress. She stood at the edge of the bed, peering down at me with an intense expression. “I want to whip you tonight. I think that will give me great pleasure.”

Excitement rippled through me at the thought. I nodded. “Yes, Dr. Killian.”

“Has the salve worked?”

“Yes, I think so.”

“Then remove your costume. Get on your hands and knees. Spread your legs. I want to see all of you while I experience the masterpiece that is your body.”

I stripped naked and got in position. I was blushing again, knowing she could see every inch of private parts including my used hole. I trembled when I heard her walk towards me, still in those heels, every sharp step making my heart race faster. I should’ve been exhausted by now but there was nothing I wanted to do more than to please her. Nothing I wanted more than to submit to her right this moment.

“Count for me, Anna-Lisa.”

I cried out when the whip hit my ass. The sound of it amplified my pain, and it sizzled through my skin. Gasping, I choked out the number.

“Louder,” Dr. Killian insisted. “Let me hear you. Let me feel your pain too. Don’t hold back. Give yourself to me—all of you.”

The sting of the leather whip felt sharper the second time—even sharper the third. The force seemed to reverberate through my bones until I felt it in my teeth. Tears streamed down my face but the pain was oddly exhilarating. Every strike was pushing away the stress and the fear and the anxiety. Stripping everything bare. Cleansing me in and out. Allowing me to let go. Leaving my mind at peace.

Submit, don’t fight.

By the time I’d counted to ten, the strikes were getting gentler. She asked me to turn back around and lay face-up on the bed. I glowed pink with embarrassment when she instantly clocked how hard my cocklette had gotten inside its cage.

“Such a naughty girl,” she murmured. “You love this, don’t you, darling? Being punished and hurt and used. There’s a word for girls like that, you know.” Her fingers trailed along my inner thigh. “A slut. Have you become a slut, Anna-Lisa? Is that what you are?”

I was shivering, already feeling the pain of her next strike. “Yes, Dr. Killian.”

“Say it.”

“I’m such a slut, Dr. Killian.”

She whipped me across one thigh, then the other. “I know, darling. A slut who can’t wait to have someone’s semen inside you, to have it grow a child inside you. Who can’t wait to show everyone that someone has fucked you and bred you like the filthy girl you are.”

The thought of having cum—real cum—inside me made me moan deliriously. It was the hottest thing anyone had ever said and somehow, coming from her, it made the fantasy even hotter.

“Will you show everyone that you’re no longer a man?” She prodded my crotch with her whip handle, making it jiggle. “That this little thing is purely for show? Purely to make you look cute? Do you love me enough to do that for me?”

“I do, Dr. Killian!”

“Then spread.”

I spread my thighs wide open and she whipped the sensitive skin on the inside. I was so turned on, the sensations felt explosive now. She climbed on top of me and continued to hit me while grinding her pussy against mine. She whipped my breasts, making them bounce and burn before her. She was wet too and I was having the hardest time holding myself back.

She purred and called me sweet and beautiful while I sobbed and cried out in both pain and pleasure.

I counted to thirty and then she stopped, threw her whip away and kissed me. It was like she was kissing me for the first time. She was so hungry. Her strong tongue forced itself in my mouth and claimed me.

“The only thing more powerful than creation is destruction, Anna-Lisa.”

She ventured down, held my thigh up and traced a finger around my waiting, shuddering hole.

“Look at that cute little boy-pussy,” she murmured. “Still so tight and still all mine. It’s going to get fucked soon. That’s right. It’s going to be fucked and filled to the brim with the custard of love and life. Isn’t that exciting?”

I moaned so loudly the whole city could’ve heard us.

Dr. Killian spat on my hole and thrust a finger inside me. I was so open and ready, I could’ve taken her whole fist. She took her dildo out from the nightstand drawer and asked me to help her strap it on. I went to remove her underwear, but she stopped me with a firm hand.

“Over my panties,” she ordered.

The cock was perfection on her. I still wasn’t sure how I could be so fucking attracted to a woman with a penis. Was it because it made her look so feminine and masculine at the same time—and so much more intimidating? Or was it the fact I knew how amazing that part of her would make me feel?

Whatever it was, Dr. Killian seemed to like how much I was turned on by it.

“I want you to worship it, darling,” she said breathlessly. “Will you do that for me?”

I knelt on the mattress in front of her and kissed it. I ran my kisses along its length, and when I looked up she was smirking. She loved it. My body was still in pain from her punishment but I forced myself to give all my energy to her.

I started to lick and suck, taking my time with the motions, wanting it to be slow, erotic, and teasing. Dr. Killian grabbed my hair and pushed me closer. I could smell her—the real her—and she was definitely enjoying herself. Her hands rested on my shoulders, then fell away as she lost herself in my service.

I loved the feeling of fullness inside my mouth as I took her deeper and deeper. I wanted to go as deep as I could, though my untrained throat made me come close to gagging a few times. Then Dr. Killian started to buck her hips, pushing her cock further down, whispering how good I was. I kept my head still as she fucked my face, her body moving in hypnotic waves.

She began to moan softly, breathing fast like she could feel every sensation. My tongue had gone numb and my jaw pulsed from keeping it open.  I wished her cock was real. I wanted it to be warm and throb in time with my own heartbeat.

When she was satiated, Dr. Killian dragged me up the bed and told me to lie down again, then mopped my wet forehead with a gentle palm. She asked me to hold her while she entered me. That first moment of penetration was practically orgasmic. I wrapped my arms and legs around her and held her as tight as I could, feeling like a freshly swaddled baby. She fucked me slowly, staring into my eyes with a tender gaze. I’d never felt so close to another person.

For the first time I knew we weren’t really having sex but making love. This was serious.

“I saved you,” Dr. Killian whispered, sensually pumping her hips. “I gave your life a purpose, didn’t I? Tell me I did, Anna-Lisa.”

“Y-you did, Dr. Killian.”

“Tell me I gave meaning to your existence. Tell me you’re grateful.”

“Dr. Killian, thank you for saving me. Thank you giving my life a p-purpose.”

“Hold me tighter, darling. Let me feel your small delicate hands on my back.”

Dr. Killian quickened her thrusts. She was so deep into me, filling me completely, and it was an indescribable feeling. Like I was complete but also being split in two. Like I was being destroyed and remade at the same time. I was a heroine. I’d been so fucking brave for her and I’d left so much of my old life behind. There was nothing left for me now...except her.

Dr. Killian squeezed out a breathy groan and I knew she was cumming. She jerked inside me faster and faster, and then I shocked myself by cumming too. Fluids spurted out of my cage and onto Dr. Killian’s belly. She kissed and licked my lips while we both orgasmed. I wasn’t sure heaven felt like but I was pretty dang sure this was close.

“Ah,” Dr. Killian said simply when she realized I’d been naughty. “Looks like you just got served some love custard of your own.” She stroked my cheek and smiled. She stood up and walked out of her room.

She returned with a crystal dessert cup that was filled to the brim with a thick, yellowy, creamy mixture. With a spoon, she ladled my mess off her skin and sheets and stirred it into her concoction.

“Open wide, darling.”

Dr. Killian spoon-fed me the rest of the cup. She reminded me that each bite was proving to her how much I loved her.

I didn’t need any reminding. I ate it all and even licked the spoon clean.

“My sweet girl.” Dr. Killian kissed me on the forehead. “You must be tired. Do you want to spend the night here?”

My heart skipped a beat. “I’d love to, Dr. Killian.”

She helped me under the covers and joined me. She was so warm and soft and smelled like a dream. I could’ve just spooned her and fallen asleep, but a little while later, she slipped out of bed and began to slowly tread away. 

She must’ve thought I’d fallen asleep.

“Dr. Killian,” I whispered.

She noticeably flinched and turned around. The smile she’d worn all night long had faded. “Just going to freshen up in the bathroom,” she said. “You can go back to sleep.”

I looked at her, my eyes wide. I felt like I’d done something wrong. Hadn’t I been enough to relax her and make her forget her problems? Hadn’t my body been enough to ease her stress away? She looked worried, and even though I was exhausted, I still wanted to serve her. I wanted to bathe her and love her and take care of her.

I was scared to ask, but I gathered my courage and asked her anyway if I could help her with her shower.

Dr. Killian paused, her lips tight. Then she said, “I don’t think now’s the right time.”

She disappeared into the bathroom without another word. I heard the shower running, and several minutes later, the toilet flushed.

I just needed her arms around me again. Maybe I was being too clingy.

But in the quiet emptiness of the room, the questions I’d been burying inside me rose again. There was so much I had to learn and know and find out about my upcoming pregnancy. It still felt weird to think of it like that. Pregnant. I was going to have a baby. But how was it going to work? Would it be like a normal female pregnancy and last nine months? Would I be able to walk and move around? I suddenly thought about Lizzie again and a rush of depressing guilt came over me. She’d wanted a child for so long. And now I was going to have one.

Was she ever going to forgive me?

I had to ask Dr. Killian about the details or I was going to go crazy. I needed answers. Heck, I needed more than answers. I needed to know if Lizzie was okay and whether the world was going to shit outside these walls...

I also had a weird, terrible hunch that Dr. Killian was hiding something from me. Hiding something important, something big. Why? Was it because she didn’t trust me? Or was it because she was using me?

Was that all I was to her? Just a guinea pig?

The thought sobered me up pretty quickly.

My hands went up to my chest. In the pale moonlight filtering through the curtains, I could see the thin red lines that marked my breasts, along with the glitter that was still stuck to my skin. Were they marks of love or…sadism?

I could hear the sound of slippers on a wet floor and the faintest whir of an electric toothbrush. I figured I’d wait until Dr. Killian came out of the bathroom so I could talk to her. I couldn’t wait anymore, not like this.

But as the minutes ticked by and I was still left alone, my eyelids began to grow heavy. Then, when I couldn’t fight the exhaustion any longer, I drifted off on her soft satin pillows.
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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...
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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!

US

Canada

UK


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.

OEBPS/image_rsrc128.jpg
ORP

PART TWO

RAE ROBINSON

FEMDOM FEMINIZATION | BDSM | BODY MODIFICATION





OEBPS/image_rsrc129.jpg
FEMDOM SISSY FEMINIZATION | CROSSDRESSING | HUMILIATION





OEBPS/image_rsrc12A.jpg
RAE ROBINSON

1; \

- |
t‘U N DE’R

sssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssss





page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




