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PART 1

CHAPTER 1

18 September 2199

They called it the Venus Syndrome.

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

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

It was all women.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Anna-Lisa
xoxo


CHAPTER 2

One year earlier

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Hi,” he whispered.

“Hey there.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Nice speech, huh?” he said.

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

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

“Fuck yeah,” I said with a grin.

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

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


CHAPTER 3

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

No such luck.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

The woman spoke again.

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

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

“Coming,” I said.

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

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


CHAPTER 4

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

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

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

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

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

I blinked. “What?”

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

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

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

“Sure…Dr. Zidi.”

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

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

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

That hadn’t been too bad.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Dr. Zidi frowned.

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

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

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

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

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

“W-what?”

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

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

“No, Dr. Zidi,” I whispered.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Oh, shit. Oh no.

Has she noticed?

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


CHAPTER 5

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

“Come in,” a woman called.

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

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

I coughed. “Yes,” I lied.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I shook my head.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Sarah Heller. That ring a bill?”

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

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

“Dr. Watts, I—”

“April Avaz.”

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

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

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

My heart rate spiked. “Two years.”

“And what is your perception of Elizabeth?”

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

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

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

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

“When was the last time you romanced Elizabeth?”

“Oh, you mean...had sex?”

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

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

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

Was she kicking me out?

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Hold out your hands. Both of them.”

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

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

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

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

“T-Thank you, Dr. Watts.”

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

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

If I even get to stay.

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

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

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

Then she dropped the ruler with a loud clatter.

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

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

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

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

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

Right?


CHAPTER 6

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I know...” Reign muttered.

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

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

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

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

What the hell?

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

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

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

The stupid FemCorp wall speaker. I rolled my eyes.

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

An hour or so later, it did.


CHAPTER 7

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

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

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

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

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

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

I tensed when I saw it was Dr. Watts.

What was she doing here?

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Hello, Alan.”

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

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

“S-sure.”

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

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

Then everything went dark.

***

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

“Alan,” a familiar voice said.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I turned to face her, curious and intrigued.

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

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

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

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

My stomach dropped. Had Lizzie been right all along?

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


CHAPTER 8

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

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

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

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

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

“Wait. I need to know something first!”

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

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

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

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

“Um, yeah,” I mumbled.

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

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

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

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

“I’m going to do it,” I blurted out.

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

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

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

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

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

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

Her face vanished and the screen went dark.

She’d hung up.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

This is really happening.

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

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


CHAPTER 9

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

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

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

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

Was I relieved or disappointed?

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

A good thing, I reminded myself.

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

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

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

“Nice spot, huh?”

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

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

Reign nodded. “‘Till the very end.”

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

“Hey, can I ask you a question?”

Reign glanced back at me. “Sure.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Same,” I murmured.

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


CHAPTER 10

Crazy. Crazy. Reign’s crazy.

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

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

But, really, the damage had been done.

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

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

Like it or not, my body was changing internally.

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

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

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

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

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

“Request denied,” the wall speaker said pleasantly.

“Why?”

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

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

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

I swore out loud.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Fuck, that felt disturbingly good.

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

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

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

But something was missing.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

What the actual fuck just happened?

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

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

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

Lizzie.

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

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

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

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


CHAPTER 11

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Go ahead, Alan. I’m listening.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I stared at her, shocked and struck mute.

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

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

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

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

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

“Shut up! You’re wrong!”

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

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

Dr. Watts tut-tutted.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


CHAPTER 12

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

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

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

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

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

Completely exposed.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Then she brought the vibrator down between my legs.

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

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

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

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

I was going to fail.

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

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

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

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

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

At least I tried, right?

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


CHAPTER 13

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“A pretty name for a pretty girl.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Touching her was going to become an addiction.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


CHAPTER 14

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

All of me.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

It felt unreal.

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

“Open it,” she said.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

It smelled...nice.

I tasted it.

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

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

Almost like it was...hmm...well, nourishing...
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PART 2

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.


END OF PART 2
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PROLOGUE

16 January 2194

The value of transhumanism in medicine is undeniable. Every decade, new technology is invented that stretches the limits of what we are able to diagnose, prevent, manage or cure. With the spread of Venus Syndrome, it has never been more important to preserve the lives of women, and in the face of these tragic circumstances, it becomes doubly important to empower women with the tools, techniques, and technology they need to continue the sacred cycle of life.

But there is a fundamental problem: the inability of women to reproduce without the aid of men.

The technology of organ transplantation is not new. One of the more groundbreaking ideas in this field is the cross-species transplantation of reproductive organs. In other words, the ability to transplant the reproductive organs from an organism from Species A to Species B. My own research has toyed with this exciting new technology for over a decade.  Working with a sample of one hundred pigs and twenty male sheep, I have had success using specific types of immunosuppressive drugs to achieve a degree of control of pig-sheep cross-animal pregnancies.

But this, by itself, is not a sustainable solution. The ethics alone would be too difficult to argue over. In addition, our dwindling population leaves us in a tricky spot when it comes to identifying potential donors.

For a truly sustainable solution, we have to look into manufacturing organs ourselves. That is now possible using advanced stem cell therapy. What this means is a world where women’s reproductive choices are entirely self-determined. Put another way, women will be able to reproduce independently and with whoever they choose: man or woman. In this way, the cycle of life can continue independent of the male sex.

Of course, there is a place for men, too. I advocate their existence in other parts of society, as they make exceptional workers when their duties and goals are easily outlined for them. But this is only a drop in a deep well of exciting possibilities. Beyond the scars that will no doubt be left behind by the pandemic, we can enter a brighter, new age where gender roles are redefined, one in which women can enjoy true and complete liberation.

-An excerpt from a paper published in the American Journal of Medicine by Dr. Jodie Killian, titled ‘Redefining Reproduction: A Feminist Perspective on Transhumanism in Medicine’.


CHAPTER 1

I woke up to a loud purr. Something heavy landed on my chest.

I opened one bleary eye to see Pudding, Dr. Killian’s cat, sitting right on top of my lungs like it wanted to kill me with its weight. It greeted me with a nice whiff of tuna-scented breath.

“You stink,” I groaned, shooing it away.

The rest of the bed was empty. Dr. Killian was gone.

I lay there for a while, staring up at the ornamental chandelier in the ceiling. The room was still dark with the curtains and shutters drawn, but I had a feeling it was morning. Memories of the night before floated back into me like a collection of dreams. The food. The dancing. The questions. The sex. God, the sex. I wanted to stay in this bed forever, smelling her, feeling her skin heating up underneath my palms, her voice whispering on top of me and her dominant energy between my legs.

“Don’t you think it’s about time you got out of that bed?”

Without thinking, I grabbed the satin sheets and pulled them up to my neck before I dared to see who’d spoken. It wasn’t a wall speaker but a real person—a short, matronly lady who was glaring at me from an open crack at the door.

“Sorry,” I said sheepishly, then clutched my throbbing head. I was coming down with a headache. “Um, do you know where Dr. Killian is?”

The woman stared at me like I was a total idiot.

“Dr. Jodie Killian is at the press conference, of course,” she said huffily.

I looked at her, confused. Press conference? What press conference? “Oh. Do you know when she’ll be back?”

“She’ll be back when she’s back,” the lady said. “I’ll give you five minutes to get out of here, naughty missy. I need to make that bed.” She left, but not before making it a point to slam the door behind her.

I sat up and massaged the spot at the back of my neck where my collar was digging in. Slipping the covers off my body, I could see the faint purple-and-blue bruises that had appeared overnight.

Just seeing them made me tremble.

Was it weird that Dr. Killian had just left me like this? Especially after everything we’d done last night?

And what the heck was she doing at a press conference?

My mind was starting to race when I noticed that, hoisted right up there on the wall, was a television screen. There was no way this one wasn’t connected to the national news station and not just the FemCorp network like all the other TVs we had access to in the building. I got up and hovered a finger over the user detector, and to my surprise it flickered to life.

A livestream started to play. Dr. Killian was standing behind a podium with a horde of agitated journalists at her feet, their cameras and microphones floating towards her from all angles. Standing behind her were about twenty women in crisp business attire. All FemCorp reps.

The rolling caption at the bottom read: FemCorp Tells All: Founder & CEO Reveals the Future of Women’s Reproduction.

“This is only the tip of the iceberg of what we’ll be able to achieve with this technology,” Dr. Killian was saying. A transparent mask was covering her nose and mouth like a visor. She looked calm as a cucumber…maybe a little too calm. “We’re talking about something huge. A paradigm shift in the fields of both scientific research and medicine. FemCorp will be the first to offer the world a real solution to the biggest threat out there. Extinction.”

A thousand hands shot into the air. Screaming questions were thrown at her—everyone talking over everyone else.

Seeing Dr. Killian in that pin-straight ponytail, subtle makeup, and perfectly tailored pantsuit made my heart flutter. It wasn’t long before I realized my hand had gone to my chastity cage, where I’d started to stroke what I could through the steel tube, leaning one arm against the back of the bed for support. I wished I could break the device off me and really, truly touch myself. It just turned me on so much knowing I knew a whole different side to this poised, powerful, very private woman. That I’d witnessed her in the throes of her lust for me while she controlled every aspect of my pleasure and my body.

Reluctantly, I broke my focus away from touching myself and stared up at the screen. A red-headed journalist had pushed her way to the front of the crowd. She shouted her question.

“With the resurgence of the Syndrome, are you going to let the government use your research? Give them access to your patents? Surely the fastest way to help women is to share your data?”

My heart twisted when the penny dropped. Gynobug was back?

I couldn’t believe it.

“FemCorp will do no such thing,” Dr. Killian replied with a cold smile. “Our methods and intellectual property will continue to remain exclusive to us.” A mask of amusement crossed her face. “Unless, of course, there are certain…incentives.”

The journalists launched themselves at her all over again, everyone yelling to be heard. She held a hand up to silence them. “If you can remember, I founded FemCorp to make a point. That point still stands. I think it’s best if we leave it at that.”

By the time she left the stage, I’d sunk to the floor, forgetting all about pleasuring myself. I couldn’t take my eyes off the TV. The camera followed Dr. Killian as she disappeared down a hallway, a team of bodyguards in tow. Her pace was slow, confident as ever. There was a smug twinkle in her eyes.

My stomach squirmed uneasily. I could’ve bet my bottom dollar that Lizzie, my girlfriend, had watched every single second of that livestream. I wondered what she’d thought about the performance. Because it had been a performance. Even I could see that.

I looked down at my body, my faded bruises and my surgically enhanced curves, and a wave of fear crept back in. I couldn’t shake the feeling that my girlfriend’s early warnings had had some kind of truth to them.

Up until now, everyone had been waiting with bated breath about the mysterious FemCorp experiments. I couldn’t believe Dr. Killian out there telling everyone, in person, the truth behind Project V. Even more shocking, though, had been the public’s reaction to the news. I’d thought there’d be outrage at her vision of inducing once-biological men into giving birth, but instead, they’d lapped it up.

They were all desperate…because Gynobug was back, rearing its ugly head.

I scrambled to my feet, suddenly remembering that I had to vacate the room before that cleaning lady came by again. I stole one of the cotton robes from the bathroom and threw it over myself, then checked my reflection in the mirror. I looked like a mess. I slumped out of the bedroom, my mind whirring with everything I’d just seen and heard.

The rude cleaning lady was nowhere to be seen. I could hear what sounded like a vacuum from the hallway outside the office. The possibility of a dark future weighed on me as I padded straight to the little fridge by Dr. Killian’s desk.

Inside, there were three clear containers filled with semen.

I took one and guzzled it down.

Before I knew what I was doing, I was holding the second container. I drank it, put it down, and immediately picked up the third. I tilted my head back. The act of disobedience had come easily, selfishly. It was totally worth it. Every delicious swallow was like a drug hit to my frazzled brain.

For those precious few seconds I forgot everything.

I forgot that Gynobug was back and the world had spun off its axis yet again.

I forgot that I might have just become a pawn in the ruthless game of a woman I was falling in love with…


CHAPTER 2

The next afternoon, Jordan, my bodyguard, came to my room to take me to my appointment with FemCorp’s fertility specialist.

“That’s not what you’re supposed to be wearing,” she said.

I glanced down at myself. I was wearing my uniform and was freshly showered and moisturized, but she was right. A cart had been wheeled to my door ten minutes back with what had been my assigned appointment outfit: a thong, pantyhose, and a pair of stilettos.

Just a thong, pantyhose, and a pair of stilettos.

“They want me to be topless,” I said.

Jordan’s lashes flashed as her eyes narrowed. “And?”

“And I’m cold.”

“It doesn’t matter, Anna-Lisa. You do what they say.”

“And I have a headache.” It wasn’t a lie.

Jordan tugged sharply on my skirt, causing the elastic to snap over my hip bones. “Take this off right now.”

I folded my arms across my chest and glared at her. I was feeling grumpy, moody, and anxious at the same time, and it wasn’t just because of the hormones they were pumping into me. I’d been waiting for Dr. Killian to get in touch with me all day, to send me some kind of message. But there’d been nothing.

It was like yesterday had never happened.

Jordan raised her hand. For a split second, I thought she was going to hit me, but she just reached out and swiped up my tank top, pulling it up my arms and over my shoulders.  She turned me around and unhooked my bra with firm fingers. In the same move, she yanked down my skirt.

“Good. At least you’re wearing the right panties,” she observed. She picked up the pantyhose that was lying on the floor. “You’ll feel a lot warmer with this on.”

She helped me with the pantyhose, her face lingering in the space underneath my breasts for a little too long while she smoothed the netted waistline over my stomach.

“We need to do something about this.” Jordan was pointing to the love bites and bruises Dr. Killian had left me with. “She went hard on you last night, huh?”

I didn’t say anything.

Jordan pulled out the pink tub of magic salve from her pants pocket and dabbed some on me with her fingertips. Her touch was oddly caring and attentive and I could sense what felt like an undercurrent of lust pass between the two of us. My chastity felt painfully tight all of a sudden.

Jesus. I wasn’t just hormonal, I was horny too…and I wasn’t even pregnant yet.

“I’m going to wear a robe over this,” I announced.

Jordan snorted. “We’re already late.”

“I’ll take it off once I’m there.”

“Suit yourself.”

We headed down to the medical wing. For some reason, the rest of the volunteers were there, too, all huddled in front of the same doctor’s office.

Oh shit. Was this going to be a group appointment?

“Bye, Anna-Lisa. I hope you’re going to behave in there,” Jordan said and left me with the others, all of us standing outside the doctor’s office like dumb little sex dolls, topless (except for me) and branded with numbered collars.

“Why are you wearing that?” Reign asked me quietly. His nipples looked like fleshy pink bullets in the icy corridor.

“Just cold.” I clutched my robe a little tighter around myself. “Aren’t you nervous?”

He shook his head. “Why be nervous about doing something good?”

He had a point.

The door to the doctor’s office opened. We were all herded inside and made to stand in a line against a wallpapered pink wall. The room was large, fitted with cabinets of medical equipment, a massive mirror like something you’d find in a dance studio, and six examination beds all in a row. Each bed had a medical technician standing behind them, showing off their uncanny smiles.

Two women in doctor’s coats stepped forward. I shivered as I recognized one of them. Dr. Slater. The woman who’d sat aggressively on my face the night of the fete. Her gaze travelled over each of us, moving from breast to breast instead of face to face, holding that same predatory look I’d seen the last time we’d met.

“Volunteers,” she greeted us. “Welcome to your fertility consultation. I’m Dr. Slater, and this is Dr. Kaur. I believe I’ve been fortunate enough to have met some of you already.”

My skin prickled as our eyes met. She paused and stared with a stony expression at the robe covering my body, but she didn’t say anything.

“I understand that some of you have questions, concerns, and expectations,” Dr. Slater went on. “So I’d listen carefully if I were you.”

She went on to explain how we were going to be examined. They were going to start by weighing and measuring us and taking our vitals. Then they were going to perform a series of tests to look at how our internal systems were doing.

We were asked to step forward one by one, and provide them with our name, number, and measurements.

“Anna-Lisa, volunteer number 2710, 5’7”, 125 pounds, 36DD, 23-inch waist, 34-inch hips,” I said when it was my turn. I knew my numbers by heart.

I was led to the scale and had my blood drawn by one of the technicians. Dr. Slater and Dr. Kaur kept whispering to each other while this happened.

“Is there a reason why you haven’t followed our clothing requirements today?” Dr. Kaur asked.

The tension in the room instantly thickened. The other volunteers exchanged scared glances. Reign looked frozen in place.

I swallowed and turned to face the doctors. My temples were throbbing with fresh pangs of pain. “I’m sorry, Dr. Slater and Dr. Kaur. It’s just that, um, I’m sick and cold.”

From the look on their faces I could see they were far from happy. My skin was crawling at their obsession to see us topless, to keep up reduced to mindless sex objects who moved and pleased at their will. Didn’t they understand we were literally about to bear the fruit of future generations? Didn’t that deserve a little respect?

I stayed silent, and Dr. Slater didn’t say a word. I thought she was going to bring me forward and spank me in front of everyone—I could see that glint in her eyes, her burning desire to intimidate and shame me.

But all she did was smile.

“That would be fine, volunteer. We do want you to feel comfortable here.”

“Thanks,” I said, relieved, though my nipples had tightened to stones beneath my robe.

When everyone was done with the initial check-ups, Dr. Slater and Dr. Kaur walked to the front of the room to describe the process we were about to undergo.

“The most important value in a female human is her fertility,” Dr. Slater said. “Now, thanks to Project V, each of you has the opportunity to gain that very special ability. But make no mistake, this gift is a privilege.” She paused. Her eyes scanned the room, as if daring us to protest.

No one did.

“Today’s fertility tests will determine if you are fit and ready to participate. If you’re not, I’m afraid you will be eliminated from Project V.”

Dr. Kaur took over the talk. “FemCorp’s technology relies on stem cells. As Dr. Killian likes to say, stem cells can be thought of as the mother of all living cells. They are like blank slates—with the right conditions, they can transform into a heart, a brain, a piece of bone...or even a beautifully functioning womb. We will be harvesting your own stem cells using a simple procedure, which will then be genetically modified to allow these cells to grow into female body parts, all in vivo—inside your body. That means, in time, your body will safely grow a uterus, ovaries, eggs, mammary glands, and more, while retaining everything you already have internally. Doesn’t this sound like a miracle?”

“Yes, Dr. Kaur,” we said in unison.

“Wrong,” Dr. Kaur said smugly. “Normal pregnancy is in itself a miracle. What this is…is more a miracle, girls. It’s…” She gestured at Dr. Slater with a wave.

“Perfection. Beauty,” Dr. Slater supplied. “The very essence of it. A masterpiece that flexes the very threads of our universe.”

Questions swam to the surface of my mind, but they were all taken over by a storm of shock, awe, and disbelief. I still couldn’t wrap my head around it—was I really going to be growing female parts inside me? It was so surreal.

“Not that any of you can grasp the wonders of it yet.” Dr. Kaur laughed. “You, my dearies, may never understand what is about to happen to you.”

She motioned at the medical technicians with another wave, and all of a sudden I felt a pair of strong wrists pull me towards a bed. My arms and ankles were restrained and strapped to the corners of the bed with my legs spread wide open. My robe fell open too, exposing my breasts, but there was nothing I could do now. I tried not to flinch.

Dr. Slater came over and peered down at my face and chest with a red-lipsticked smirk. “There’s no need to be so scared, sweetie. This is a perfectly normal medical procedure.”

I turned my face to the side, trying to ignore her. But her presence was just too strong. Those coal-black eyes of her were like magnets, yanking me towards her.

“Ladies?” Dr. Slater called out. “You may start.”


CHAPTER 3

There was an excited flurry as the technicians stepped through to the base of the bed, followed by a chorus of metallic clicks as our chastity padlocks were released. My body reacted before my mind, sending a rush of excitement straight to my groin.

My clitty bloomed and I blushed with shame.

My med tech smiled at me. It was a rehearsed, uncanny smile that didn’t reach her eyes. She pressed down on both my thighs with thickly gloved hands to flatten them against the mattress and then, with zero warning, she fisted my clit firmly at the base.

She had the same frosty smile plastered on her face as she squeezed my little shaft between her fingers and began to pump it up and down.

A slow, desperate gasp escaped my throat. I writhed against my restraints, a million conflicting feelings coursing through me. I stared at my tech. She kept stroking, her face dead and her eyes dead with practiced professionalism. I crunched my teeth, trying not to react. But it was hopeless. Her hands felt amazing against my sensitive flesh.

Right then I really did feel like a dumb sex doll.

Soft murmurs from the beds beside me reached my ears. All of us were being fondled, stroked, pleasured.

There’s no point resisting, an unhelpful voice inside my head told me. Submit, don’t fight. The FemCorp values had been so deeply drilled into me they echoed now, reminding me what I needed to do.

My balls twitched, tightening up like a spring. And then, there it was—the first sign of pre-cum. The med tech smiled and reached for a small vial filled with a clear liquid. She watched as the bead of pre-cum fully formed, glistening at the tip of my clit, and then deftly caught it in the vial. More pre-cum dribbled out of me as she continued to stimulate me with one hand, and then I lost it. I came with a strangled cry, my big breasts red and heaving.

She collected every drop like it was liquid gold.

“You’re doing great, Anna-Lisa,” she said mechanically. “Just one more test to go.”

“O-okay.” My breaths came out in ragged gasps. I was too dazed to focus. It had been one heck of an orgasm.

The tech swapped her gloves for a fresh pair and applied a squirt of gel onto her palm, which she proceeded to rub onto a metal probe. The size of it reminded me of the ultrasound device Dr. Zidi had used on me, only this one was covered in tiny bumps.

Her wet fingers ran along my crack, skirting too close to my entrance. The most private parts of my body were so exposed and I felt embarrassed and helpless knowing what was about to happen. My insides felt strange, empty and aching.

“Please...” I whispered.

The med tech stopped, the probe hovering in the air like a shiny dream. “What was that, dear?”

I swallowed. “N-nothing. Just do the test. Thank you.”

I couldn’t even look at her as she pressed the probe past the ring of my entrance. I arched my back, wincing, trying to hold myself together as it went in. She pushed deeper, deeper, all the way in, until I could feel the end of it curl up against my special spot.

The bumps began to vibrate.

I gasped, writhing against my restraints as the probing resumed. Pleasure radiated outwards as my nerves were stimulated from the inside. My clit hardened, and the room I was in faded away. I suddenly thought about Dr. Killian, wishing that she was the one doing this to me. I couldn’t wait until she was back.

Someone pinched my nipples. Gasping, I looked up and saw Dr. Slater grinning at me hungrily.

“Someone’s enjoying this much more than I expected,” she murmured, twisting my pointy flesh between her fingers.

I whimpered, my entire body buckling against the exam bed. The vibrations felt even more intense, pulsing and throbbing deep within my walls. I cried out and then I was cumming again, gushing and squirting uncontrollably as I was held down. It felt like my entire body was squeezing out every drop of cum that was still inside me.

“Good girl,” said the tech, patting my bottom. She had a second full vial in her hands.

“You don’t have to wait long now, sweetie,” Dr. Slater said smugly. “The others will be done soon.”

***

“Well done, volunteers.”

Both doctors stood in front of the room, looking pleased. We were all still shackled to the beds, feeling sticky, sweaty, and sore.

“You may be wondering about the tests we carried out on you,” Dr. Slater said. “You see, our bodies contain useful biomarkers that provide us with important information about your current and potential fertility. Your seminal fluid contains signaling compounds that give us a peek into your reproductive health. For our purposes, it is important to assess the difference between the seminal fluid produced from the two types of stimulation we put you through today.” She paused, that smirk of hers reappearing. “The stimulation that you all seemed to enjoy very much.”

“Yes, Dr. Slater,” we said in unison. My face had grown warm.

“By analyzing these fluids, we can see how fertile you are and if you realistically have the potential to carry a child. It can tell us a lot more too—things that can ensure the maximum likelihood of conception and so on. But I won’t bore you with the details.”

Dr. Kaur smoothed a hand over her waist-length braid and gave us all a serious look. “We could’ve built a high-tech machine such as, say, a sequencer or a spectographer to test your samples...but, as it happens, our feminine senses are just as accurate. In fact, sometimes, we’re even better.” She clapped once. “Ladies?”

In response to the order, the technicians inserted a dropper into the first vial they’d collected. My techie smiled, her face laced with a hint of excitement...before she opened her mouth and squeezed the full dropper onto her tongue.

She made a show of swallowing, then licked her lips.

The room became as silent as a grave.

I watched as the techie savored and nodded, then wrote something down on her clipboard. I looked around the room—the other technicians were performing the same act, tasting our fluids like they were wine-tasting judges.

Dr. Slater and Dr. Kaur smiled at everyone approvingly.

My med tech put down my first vial and brought the second up to her face. Her cheeks were flushed now, her pupils dilated. She gave the rim of it a quick sniff before using a new dropper to extract some of my sample. Something pooled at the back of my own throat as she emptied the dropper onto her tongue and tasted it. She did it with a slow flourish, like she was collecting nectar from a honeycomb. When she was done, she gave another mysterious nod before scribbling some more notes.

Dr. Kaur clapped once more. The tech undid my restraints. I scrambled to pull my robe tight around myself, shuddering, feeling like I’d waded through the weirdest dream.

“Thank you, volunteers,” Dr. Kaur called out. “You’re all excused...that is, all except for volunteer 2710.”

I froze and wiped away the anxious sweat that had beaded on my forehead. “Me?”

Dr. Kaur’s face hardened. “Yes. You.”

I was sent to a small room, an office of some kind, while I waited for her. I waited for a long time, maybe thirty minutes or more. Then she stepped in, her pumps click-clacking. She was holding a clipboard and both my vials.

“You don’t seem too cold,” she said as she sat down.

“Um,” I said, feeling more sweat form on my palms. “I’m fine, Dr. Kaur. I feel better now.”

She made a noise of acknowledgment. “If you’re hot, you might as well remove your robe.”

I hesitated, then slipped it off my shoulders.

Dr. Kaur’s gaze dropped straight to my chest as she spoke. “I don’t know about the rest of the staff, but I for one don’t appreciate volunteers who don’t listen to orders.”

“I’m sorry,” I mumbled, red-faced.

“Oh, you will be sorry, sweetheart.” She clicked her tongue. “But as it turns out...” She opened both of my vials, placing a drop of each my samples on her tongue. I watched with a mix of fascination and horror as she swallowed and smacked her lips. “You, 2710, are the most fertile volunteer out of the lot. In fact, you’re the most fertile girl with a boy-pussy we’ve ever seen.”

“Really?” My heart started to thump hard against my ribcage.

“Really. The sample you happened to produce from prostate stimulation was much sweeter—even creamier, richer, and fattier—than what we were able to elicit from you during an ordinary stimulation.” She raised an eyebrow. “Would you know why that is, girl?”

I shook my head. I didn’t trust my voice.

“It’s because your prostate and anus happens to be extremely sensitive. You are, my dear, what we call ‘super-fertile’. Your body is very responsive to breeding. In other words, conception will come very easily for you.”

Breeding.

The word left a strange aftertaste in my mouth.

Dr. Kaur adjusted herself in her chair. When she continued, there was a steely glint in her eye. “Dr. Killian is betting a lot on you, so you better not disappoint her. That’s why you’re getting special treatment right now. Trust me, your punishment could’ve been much, much worse. Let this be a lesson to you, 2710. Next time, you follow orders exactly as they’re given. Do you understand?”

I nodded furiously.

“Hand me your robe.”

I handed her my robe.

She folded it into a ball and tossed it into the bin. “Get used to showing off your body. You’ll be doing a lot of it soon.”

She swiveled her chair around, motioning me to step forward so she could re-lock my chastity cage. “This pretty little clitoris of yours will be locked up tight at all times, except when you’ll be required to provide us with samples for testing. Remember, this body of yours…” I trembled as she touched the soft mound above my privates. “…belongs to FemCorp. Accordingly, it’ll be under our control at all times, and you will be closely monitored around the clock. Is that clear?”

I nodded.

She smiled and stood up.

“Good. Now get out of here.”


CHAPTER 4

Our treatments began just a day later.

A team of doctors harvested our stem cells with a spinal tap and then we had a day’s break, during which our cells were genetically modified to incorporate feminine markers. The actual injection process happened over a three-day period. I received a series of shots in my lower tummy—shots that contained my own cells that would soon develop into female organs. With every shot I received it began to feel serious all over again. The excitement I’d felt on the day I’d first stepped into FemCorp premises returned—I was, after all, part of maybe one of the most historic medical trials of all time.

Once the stem cell shots were done, though, it was really just a matter of sitting back and watching and waiting to see if the process actually worked. We were told there was only an estimated 20% chance of success. If it didn’t work the first time, the team would start all over again. A second unsuccessful outcome would mean we’d be eliminated from Project V.

With all the waiting, I had a lot of time to think and a lot of time to worry.

It was probably just my imagination, but I could feel the changes inside me already. It felt like there was a little fire burning in my body, making me hyper-aware of every sense, every little ache and pang. Maybe I really was growing a womb…maybe I already had miniscule ovaries with little budding eggs dividing away inside my belly.

It all felt weird and cool and horrifying all at once.

The most horrifying part of it all, though, was that Dr. Killian hadn’t called for me since the night of the party. It was incredibly frustrating. Where was she? Was she avoiding me? Or maybe—and the thought made me sick—maybe she was in some other room—someone like Reign’s—fucking him, enjoying his sweet, petite body…

But that didn’t make any sense. I was the super-fertile one, for fuck’s sake! I was the one Dr. Killian had wanted all along, the one she’d fucked and kissed and whipped and marked in private on her own bed. Whose belly she’d touched while whispering how excited she was to see me get knocked up.

So what had gone wrong? Had I done something to piss her off?

It came to a point when one night I just couldn’t wait anymore.

***

It was a little past midnight when I crept out of my room. Two full hours had gone by since a fertility tech had visited me for my last hormone shot of the day. I was pretty sure that everyone had gone to bed.

I dawdled through the first hallway, gathering my long pink nightgown up by the waist and trying to be as silent as I could. I had a health monitor attached to my ankle, a heavy, ugly thing that made beeping noises from time to time and slowed me down. I was fairly sure the contraption didn’t just monitor my health, but I was too desperate and willing to take the risk if it meant I could just see her.

I reached the landing that led up to Dr. Killian’s office and paused, feeling slightly out of breath. The place was deserted and looked a little spooky with all the high vaulted ceilings. Was Dr. Killian sleeping inside?

If only I could figure out a way to get in…

I tried the double doors. They were locked.

I cursed under my breath.

Biting my lip, I squinted at the most complicated looking keypad I’d ever seen. A little red light blinked beside it.

It was no use. There was no way I was going to figure out what the password was.

I padded away from the door.

That was when I heard the tiniest meow.

Out from the shadowy hallway, a white blob of fur appeared and stretched its stubby little arms, claws extended.

Pudding.

“Hey, kitty, kitty,” I whispered.

It cocked its orange-tipped ears at me quizzically. Then, completely ignoring me, it waited patiently at Dr. Killian’s doors.

Within the next second, the red light had flickered to green, and the doors swept open. Pudding slinked through the doorway, and without thinking, I followed it inside.

“Hello? Dr. Killian?”

Nothing.

The cat trotted to one of the couches and jumped right on top of it. I walked straight to the mini-fridge by her desk and opened it. It was empty apart from the three cum containers I’d used up. That meant Dr. Killian hadn’t been back since the last time I’d been here. That couldn’t be good, could it?

The knot in my stomach pulled tighter. I’d been telling myself that everything would be okay when she was back, but what if she never came back? I had questions I needed to ask. I needed to know if Lizzie was safe and okay. I could do none of those things without her, but more than anything, I just needed to be with her again.

Minutes ticked by as I tried to make up my mind about what to do next. I walked from mirror to mirror and then found myself wandering into her executive suite. The bed had been made and the air felt fresh, like the space had been recently vacuumed and dusted.

For a moment, I stood standing in front of that large bed, remembering how Dr. Killian had made me feel on it.

There was a bookcase fixed by the wall next to the bed. I’d never noticed it before. Walking over to it, I took out a book and flipped through it.

Empty pages.

I took out another book. And another. All empty.

Fake books?

I put the books back and took a fourth one out. To my shock, the bookcase started to swivel noiselessly backwards. A barely-lit space appeared behind it, a secret room of some kind. A hidden personal library, by the looks of it.

Should I go in?

I hesitated for a minute or so, then stepped through.

The floor was cold against the soles of my feet, and the air felt frigid inside the room. My nipples perked up against my gown as I inspected the bookshelves, letting my fingers slip carefully against the spines. Medical journals, mostly. And textbooks. Lots of them, plus papers upon papers of scientific publications punched together in binders.

An old-fashioned writing desk was pushed up against the corner of the room. An open leather-bound notebook was sitting on it along with a pen.

My heart skittered as I picked it up.

I was just about to read the first page when something else caught my eye.

It was a framed picture. Dr. Killian was in it, smiling, her arm around the waist of a man. The man had dark, handsome features, but he was slightly frowning.

I stared at it, my fists clenched. Who the hell was he? Dr. Killian looked the same, but the picture could’ve been taken one year or ten years ago. It was hard to tell.

Dr. Killian had told me she was single. Lonely. That she hadn’t been in a been in a relationship for a long time. Had she been lying to me?

I let the picture fall back on the desk, not wanting to look at it anymore. I picked the leather-bound book back up and read the first page.

Oh. Shit.

It couldn’t be.

My fingers started to shake as I fluttered through the pages, soaking in Dr. Killian’s own writing. It was the hand of a doctor’s alright—scribbles mostly, flowery and confident, but thankfully letters I could make out. There was a reason she’d built this hidden room, and suddenly I knew the reason was in my own hands.

I was holding Dr. Killian’s personal diary.

Would it have the answers I was looking for?

Thinking quickly, I pocketed the diary inside the waistband of my panties and pulled my nightgown down. Then I crept back out, all the way out of Dr. Killian’s office, leaving her cat staring at me wistfully.


CHAPTER 5

16 September 2198

My Phase II volunteers have just completed their induction and I couldn’t be happier. They are some of the most fertile men we have seen, born to have their bodies transformed into girls. Soon, under my watch, they’ll do just that. Blossom into perfect little flowers of submissive femininity.

One of the young men in the group stands out to me in particular. Volunteer 2710. I’ve actually assigned him as our most promising subject, something I’ve never done before.

I have to confess I’ve become somewhat enamored by this boy. I summoned him to my office today and couldn’t stop myself from putting my hands all over him. I know I shouldn’t have, but the willing little thing has made me weak. He is exquisite in every way, even with his slight prickly stubble and his somewhat manly nose and the wedge of dirt under one of his fingernails…all of which will be fixed in a matter of days. His hair is beautiful and soft, his skin like a doll’s even with the unfortunate cut on his face that Pudding gifted him, and his eyes are deep, trusting, and alive with the desire to serve. I can see that inside him is a girl just waiting to burst out of her shell.

I seduced him to the point that we kissed. Yes. I kissed him on his soft, soft lips and I was overcome with lust just watching him writhe while I gave him a taste of what I have to offer. He’ll never know it, but I orgasmed during that kiss. I just couldn’t help myself, when my mind was filling up with thoughts about what I’ll do to him. For a second I thought he’d feel the dark secret I’ve been hiding, but he really couldn’t be more oblivious.

He’ll be bred, and soon.

He’ll be easy.

-Jodie

26 September 2198

My lust for 2710 feels like a bottomless pit.

I want to make him mine. I want to own him.

I’ve always known I’ve found the idea of transforming a man into an obedient girl arousing. But this time, it feels different. Like it’s meant to be something more than just an experiment. The fact that these days I’m taking a triple-dose of the concoction to prepare me doesn’t help. I want him to be my girl, and I couldn’t hate myself more for feeling this way.

What is it about him that makes me feel like this? Is it his youth? His innocence? I see the need in him to do good for the world, to be a part of something bigger than himself, and maybe that’s a sliver of myself I see reflected in him.

I wish I could let him know that since he stepped into my premises, I’ve never stopped thinking about him. The thought of fucking his virgin boy-pussy makes me sick with excitement. I want to dominate him. I want to twist and crush his soul until he’s begging for me to take him. Until he’s ready to fall and die for me. I want to cause him the worst possible pain and the highest highs of pleasure.

I want to do many other things to him. Things I don’t dare to write in here.

But I know I’ll do it. I always get what I want, don’t I?

-Jodie

28 October 2198

My little walking experiment is metamorphosing before my eyes.

I’ve named her Anna-Lisa. A perfect name for a shy, honest, dedicated, vulnerable sissy girl who’ll make an even better mother. She is also caged. Her masculinity disappearing day by day makes me hotter and wetter than I’ve ever been. I have big plans for my pet.

She must feel safe, comfortable, and happy, as my success relies on it.

She is the key to everything.

Everything.

-Jodie

***

I kept reading.

I couldn’t stop.

Days passed. My treatments continued. The volunteers met up for dinner each day and I went along but didn’t talk to anyone. I couldn’t even look at the others, not even Reign, because I knew I’d blab if I opened my mouth.

The pages flew by. There was something so erotic about reading the inner workings of the mind of the woman you’ve fallen in love with. I felt high knowing that the woman I’d had a crush on since I’d first heard about her and seen her on TV wanted me. Me. Every word I read was like a little gift. She was spilling her heart, her fears, her dreams, her hopes in those secret pages.

I also felt guilty as fuck.

I was betraying my Savior in the worst way possible.

Sometimes I had nightmares about her finding out I’d stolen her diary. She’d punish me and tell me it was over between us and that she’d found a much better other half. In the dream I’d be pregnant and Dr. Killian would push her new lover out from the shadows and it’d be Lizzie.

I’d cry and cry and then I’d wake up and start reading again.

But maybe the betrayal was worth it, because in the end, while I was going through her older entries, reading them in random order, I found something about Dr. Killian. Something that I wasn’t prepared for.

Something that made my heart stop and my jaw drop to the floor…


CHAPTER 6

07 June 2186

I can’t stop thinking about that day.

I was wearing a yellow sundress, the same one I was wearing when we first met. The dress had a very low neckline and showed a good amount of my cleavage. Evan loved my breasts—loved to kiss them and suck on them. He often joked they were the reason he’d married me.

I’d never had more hope than when we entered the doctor’s office and waited, holding our hands tightly together. The doctor had promised us a miracle and we were desperate for good news.

But that day, our promise was shattered.

He told me the transfer had failed. That my body had rejected it and I was coming down with an infection. I remember sitting there, squeezing Evan’s hand so hard while the doctor informed me that I am most likely infertile.

That I could never have a miracle growing within my own body.

Never. Not naturally, anyway.

Evan was crushed, but I was filled with rage. We’d spent so much time and money and tears trying to conceive, and it had all been a waste. Everything had been for nothing. I was an OBGYN—how could I spend another day at my hospital, delivering the miracles of others when I couldn’t have one of my own?

Every minute I spent working wearing scrubs and a white coat and a fake smile on my face was torture. So I left it all behind. I went on sabbatical, to focus on myself and start something new that wouldn’t make me feel like a failure.

The divorce didn’t come until years later, but it was that day in the doctor’s room that broke our marriage. Evan wanted kids, he kept telling me. I told him we could use a surrogate or the EWF procedure that relies on an exo-womb, but he wasn’t a believer of new technology. He was very traditional that way. Traditional to a fault.

Evan had always been very critical about my research interests. He even had the audacity to call my research ‘deviant’. To me, my research became even more important the day we parted ways. I wondered how many women like me were out there—how many had been shamed, belittled, talked down to because of something they couldn’t control? How many of them wished we didn’t have to rely on men to make miracles happen?

-Jodie

16 September 2197

We welcomed our Phase I volunteers last week. Femina Corporation’s very own group of super followers willing to offer us their bodies to conduct a radical experiment. We’re on a time crunch but it all feels like a celebration, especially since yesterday I successfully completed a preliminary trial.

I’ve never written about this experiment of mine in these pages before, but I feel like I can finally write it down without jinxing myself. Using my own DNA, I have been able to code a genetic program to allow myself to harvest a sexual organ. Not any sexual organ, but one that is capable of fertilizing an egg. In other words, an organ traditionally belonging to the male sex. Two weeks ago, before our volunteers were due to arrive at our premises, I injected the modified DNA into myself and waited.

The organ is inside me.

If everything goes as predicted, the organ will continue to grow and emerge out of me, growing as an extension of myself. You see, the female clitoris is nothing but a compressed penis. I still retain my vagina and all my other female systems, broken as they are. My stem cells also gave rise to an internal pair of testes, both of which sit adjacent to my uterus. I have started on a triple-dose of targeted-delivery testosterone to ensure my new organ is supported to the best of its abilities.

Time will tell whether it will be functional, but I’m extremely confident. If it is, that would mean I could reproduce, theoretically speaking, without the need for a man.

All of this might sound downright crazy to someone hearing it for the first time, but this has been my life for the past decade. Years and years of biophysical theory and late-night calculations finally manifesting into reality like magic. I find myself so aroused at the thought of having sex with one of my feminized volunteers while playing the role of a man. Fucking a tight virgin bottom and feeling the pleasure course through the veins of my newly built shaft. My penis is still growing but I want to grow it to be as big as I can make it. I want to prove to myself I’m better than a man.

I’m not sure whether to laugh or cry knowing this will be a reality soon enough. One thing is for sure: I must keep it a secret. The world isn’t prepared for this kind of news, and I also fear what the public would do or think if anyone discovers what I’ve done to myself. I must be careful, and I must be patient.

Yet another secret to bear inside my heart. I’ve been feeling so lonely lately, I masturbate at night thinking of Evan. Except this time, I imagine I’m the one fucking him, and he’s the one begging to drink my sweet, sweet cum.

Perhaps I should get a cat.

-Jodie

01 October 2197

Phase I has turned out to be a failure.

Two words: side effects.

I had to cut the experiment short.

Send them home.

I’ll never get to know if one of them would’ve ever succeeded conceiving. My bet is they would have, but I simply cannot take the risk. I don’t want any of my volunteers in unnecessary danger because of me.

As it turns out, the procedure I conducted on myself gave rise to some side effects. Effects that were horrific and debilitating enough that I had to halt everything and troubleshoot while I let myself recover. I estimate it’ll take me an entire year to fix the glitches and test it on myself again. If all goes to plan, I should be able to reopen volunteer applications then.

No one can know the real reason why Phase I ended.

Not even my investors.

-Jodie

***

My hands shook as I closed the diary. My face had turned clammy. What had I just read? Dr. Killian had performed the treatment we were going through on herself. She’d been her first very own test subject. Except instead of modifying her stem cells with feminine markers, she’d altered it with male ones.

She’d grown a cock.

Dr. Killian had a fucking cock.

Jesus Christ.

I stood up in a daze. I’d had a hunch she’d been hiding something from me, but never in a million years could I have imagined it to be this. And not just any cock, apparently. Dr. Killian had a functioning cock. A cock that could get hard and ejaculate and everything. A cock that could get someone knocked up.

The could knock me up.

Suddenly, all the puzzle pieces started falling into place. The secrecy, the privacy, the absolute need for control. The fact that she hadn’t really shown me her body completely naked. No. I’d been an oblivious fool. The cum I’d been drinking so eagerly…it must’ve been hers. And she’d been ‘priming’ me with the strap-on dicks, trying to lessen the shock before she broke the news to me.

And here I’d been, thinking FemCorp would be using sperm donors from somewhere. No. FemCorp’s first baby, a medical marvel created by groundbreaking Project V, would be conceived using sperm donated by their own female founder.

It was insane. It was terrifying. It was so hot.

“Ow!”

I fell back on the bed, clutching the left side of my tummy. I’d been experiencing cramps for the past couple of days, but nothing had hurt that bad before. I winced from the pain. Picking up the diary again, I flipped back to the page I’d been reading. Nothing was going to stop me from devouring the rest of Dr. Killian’s life story.

I propped a pillow behind my back and neck and resumed reading. I became lost again, experiencing the same sleepless nights she’d spent holed up in her labs as she went through trial after trial of failure, followed by trial after trail of pain as the experiments on herself went wrong. But little by little, she’d worked each kink through to make sure the first public volunteers who went through the procedure themselves could be as safe as they could be.

It was the bravest thing I’d ever known. I couldn’t imagine putting my own body through so much trauma and danger and pain, not knowing if there’d be any light at the end of the tunnel.

Pulling down my panties, I let a finger swipe against the barely visible skin of my clit. I hissed with need. My clit looked smaller than I’d ever seen it, which filled me with both shame and excitement. Dr. Killian would’ve loved to see it right now, to see how small it was even when it felt so swollen and hard.

Look what you’ve done to me.

“I want to suck you, Dr. Killian,” I said out loud in the girliest voice I could manage, pretending she was right there in front of me, asking me to beg for the privilege to taste the holiest part of her. “Please, let me make you feel good. I want to serve you. I can’t wait for you to fuck me and get me pregnant…I want to have your baby…oh, fuck…no!”

I doubled over, clutching my abs as a fresh wave of pain tore through me. The cramps took a whole minute to calm down, and by that time I was whimpering because of the deep, twisting, gut-churning feeling shooting through me. Had the shots worked?

Why had that felt like a fucking labor contraction?

My health monitor buzzed, then made a strange beeping noise. I slowly lifted my foot up, squinting to see the notification that had popped up.

Possible Ovulation Detected.

“Holy fucking shit!”

I ran to the bathroom, flinging open the door. I squatted over the toilet, hovering over the seat, my brain speeding a million miles a second.

I waited. Nothing happened.

“Hello, sweetie. How are we doing?”

I gasped, looking up to see a med tech who’d casually walked straight into the bathroom while I still had my ass levitating over the toilet.

“Yes! Um, I mean, no—”

The med tech held me by the arms and slowly positioned me on the floor, resting my head against the tiles of the wall. She placed a towel behind my head and looked me over. “You look like you’re about to pass out. What were you doing on the toilet?”

I hesitated. Then I felt like an idiot, because what had I expected? An egg to drop out of my ass? What a brain fart.

“I think I’m okay now,” I said, still a little breathless. “Um, did I just ovulate?”

The med tech placed her palm on my stomach and smiled. “Guess what, sweetie. You just made history. Congratulations.”


CHAPTER 7

I’d thought preparations for the fête had been crazy, but that had really been a breeze nothing compared to what went down at FemCorp following the discovery I’d ovulated.

It turned out I’d been the first volunteer to do so. The very first. You could taste the excitement in the medical wing as everyone came down to take a look at me. It was the moment they’d all been waiting for. The stem cells had done their work and a biological male body had a functioning set of ovaries and a uterus inside him, making the body capable of doing something it was never designed to do.

The doctors and staff seemed to pulse with excitement. Their smiles felt more genuine, their eyes shining bright. You could tell they were truly dedicated to supporting Dr. Killian’s vision. I was just a little overwhelmed by the attention, and maybe still in shock.

Then came the bombshell.

“Dr. Killian would like to personally explain the next steps of the process to you,” Dr. Slater said to me that evening.

“When, Dr. Slater?” I was stoked. Finally!

“Now, sweetie. Your transport is waiting for you outside.”

My transport turned out to be a Ropter. I’d never been on one before—they were flashy private-jet types used only by the elites and moguls of the world. When I climbed aboard, a woman in a black uniform and sunglasses greeted me, led me to a sleeping pod in the back, then offered me a glass of champagne.

“No, thank you,” I said primly. I was going to have a baby soon. I wasn’t about to have alcohol and sabotage it.

“Please rest,” she said. “We’ll be landing in an hour’s time.”

But I couldn’t rest. I kept looking out the window, biting my nails, my thoughts swarming. Where were we going? What was Dr. Killian going to say to me? What was she going to do to me? It felt like I’d forgotten half the questions and things I’d wanted to say to her...especially now that I knew her deepest, darkest secret...

Exactly as the woman had said, we landed an hour later right beside wooden deck attached to an infinity pool. The place looked like a luxury retreat or spa of some kind, isolated from civilization for miles and miles, surrounded on all sides by a lush, rolling countryside. The views were breathtaking.

I stepped onto the deck and took a deep breath. It was dusk and the clouds looked like fluff against a cotton candy sky. My heart began to pound when I was asked to simply walk in through the door.

As I took my first step, I could hear the blades of the Ropter whirring above me. They’d left.

Inside, it was all very quiet.

I walked silently across a concrete floor, through a maze of empty sofas all upholstered in brown velvet. I wandered from hallway to hallway, too nervous to call out for Dr. Killian.

Then I saw her.

She was seated inside a domed room with ceilings so high it looked like it was calling to the sky.  She had her back to me and a fire crackled in the hearth beside her.

My armpits felt damp as I took another bold step through the door. She was wearing a black silk robe and her hair wasn’t in a ponytail for once, hanging softly around her shoulders instead.

The back of my throat went dry when I saw what she was doing.

In front of her was a girl, dancing with her arms spread out, her movements fluid and sensuous. She looked like she was made from blood and muscle, but her faint ghostly skin and white cast gave away her real identity.

My stomach twisted with jealousy as I stayed there, silently gazing at Dr. Killian watching this girl’s seductive dance. Any human would’ve been drooling by the way she was moving, and it was obvious that Dr. Killian was enjoying the show.

When I couldn’t bear the torture any longer, I knocked on the door, much harder than I’d intended. The knock boomed like thunder in my ears.

Dr. Killian swiveled around in her chair and pulled off the buds in her ears.

“Anna-Lisa,” she said. “Welcome.”

It was so amazing to hear her voice in the flesh instead of just in my imagination. My heart skittered fast as I surveyed her. She looked fresh-faced, rested, beautiful, and so effortlessly dominant I had the urge to kneel before her. So I did.

She looked pleased.

“My, my, little Anna-Lisa,” she said. She took my chin in her hands and stared intensely into my soul. “You’ve come a long way, haven’t you?”

I nodded, looking away at the ornate rug under her bare feet. I couldn’t even handle the heat of those eyes…being away from her for so long had made me embarrassingly weak.

Dr. Killian licked her lower lip. I could tell she was very relaxed, and the way she was looking at me was making me hot and bubbly all over. “I knew it would be you, darling,” she said. “The moment I saw you, I knew you’d be the one. You’ve done me proud.”

She tapped a button on her armchair and in a flash, the hologram before us disappeared. “How have you been?”

I mumbled something out—something stupid—and stared at her robe. I was suddenly so anxious I’d forgotten everything, all my girly manners and gestures. Shifting my feet, I realized my stockings had gotten caught on the tip of my heels, near the back of my thigh. I was going to look like an idiot when I stood up again.

“Is something wrong, pet?”

My cheeks burned. I quickly shook my head.

Dr. Killian seemed to take me at my word, but there was a hint of a smile forming on her lips.

“You might have been wondering where I’ve been all this time,” she said, picking up the teacup by her side. She held the handle to her lips with just the crook of one long scarlet fingernail and sipped.

“I’ve really missed you, Dr. Killian,” I blurted out.

She reached down and pushed a finger against my lips. The butterflies in my stomach multiplied in an instant but I got the hint. She wanted me to be silent.

“This is a special treatment center,” she continued. “I often come here to rest and recuperate, but in this instance, I’ve been staying here to ensure your next stage is a success. Now that you’re fertile, your insemination is my highest priority and as you’ll soon come to find out, my…ah, performance will be just as important as yours.” She looked at me with an understanding gaze, searching my face for questions.

I pretended to look confused.

Of course her performance was important.

Dr. Killian stood up and disrobed, letting the silk garment fall to the floor. Underneath, she was wearing a set of pajamas. Even with the fire blazing next to us, her nipples looked rock hard, tenting through their cover. She was aroused—there was no question about it. My eyes flitted downwards, tempted to travel between her legs…but my nerves held me back.

“Have you had something to eat? Have you rested well?”

“Yes, Dr. Killian!”

My voice had come out like a mouse. Was she going to spring it out and fuck me right here, right now? I’d spent so many nights fantasizing about this moment…trying to imagine what her cock would look like…how it would feel against the most sensitive parts of me…but now that the moment was here, I was being a chicken. How was I going to hold myself together when my fantasies became reality?

“Good. Very good.”

She motioned for me to stand up. I did, not raising my head. She closed the distance between us and grabbed the slope of my neck. My breath hitched as I felt her fingers squeeze my skin before she kissed me there. It was a possessive kiss, one that marked me and told me I wasn’t going to have any control over what was about to happen tonight.

“I have something extremely important to tell you, Anna-Lisa,” she said, rubbing my cheek. “It will be shocking. No doubt about it, and it’ll take some time for you to process. But we can take all the time we need, really. I want to make sure you understand...why I did what I did.”

I stood there, feeling the oily slickness of her polished nails as they rubbed up and down my face. I wanted to scream at her: I already know you have a cock, Dr. Killian! And it’s okay! I accept you 100% and to be honest with you it turns me the FUCK on! But instead, I stayed silent. Where could I even begin?

“You look worried about something.”

I swallowed and tried to find my voice. “I’m not, Dr. Killian. I think it was just the travel.”

She studied my face. “Are you tired?”

“No,” I said, a little too quickly. “I’m fine now. More than fine, really.” I let out a little giggle. It was a nervous giggle, but hopefully she couldn’t tell the difference. “I’m just so happy we’re together again.”

She smiled and placed her hands on my hips. “Then doll up for me. Make yourself presentable. If you go straight down the hallway past this room there should be an open door to a dressing room. Find something you like, and when you’re done, come back to me. Understood?”

I nodded and left quickly.

The dressing room was a large space with a standing platform in the middle that faced a circular series of mirrors. After stripping down, I considered the piles of dresses, lingerie, belts, jewelry, and other accessories that had been left out for me. Decisions, decisions. I wanted to be prettier than that slutty stripper hologram girl.

In the end, I went with a red-laced bra and panty set that had a heart-shaped cutout right on my ass crack. It was a little naughty, but hopefully that would drive her crazy. Over the top, I chose a short white satin dress, something easy to slip on and off. For the feet, I chose heeled boots, something I’d never done before. They looked and felt really expensive, and I liked the sounds they made when they clicked as I walked.

Before I left, I placed a hand over my belly and said a little prayer. I could soon be carrying Dr. Killian’s baby.

I was ready.

I hurried back to the domed room.


CHAPTER 8

Dr. Killian was waiting for me, seated in the same armchair with her legs crossed at the ankles. Her lips quirked up in a smile when she saw me.

“You look perfect, darling,” she said.

She asked me to come closer, so I did, my head lowered so she wouldn’t see the nerves on my face. Her hands lifted out to pull me into her by my waist and my knees bumped into hers. She took a slow, aching breath, taking my scent in. I had a feeling she was straining to stop herself from ripping my dress off then and there and it filled me with little shivers.

“So.” She sighed and drew back. “The time has come. For me to tell you everything. The honest, brutal truth. The whole story. Are you ready to hear it?”

“Yes, Dr. Killian.”

“Then sit down on the floor. I’ll tell you.”

I got down on my knees and butt and folded my hands in my lap. I was so close to her beautiful feet. They were bare and manicured and so pretty I just wanted to kiss them.

Dr. Killian exhaled and looked upwards at the darkening sky through the glass ceiling. The fire began to crackle wildly as I listened. It was amazing to hear the story about her career and research, in her own words and in her own voice. I’d always loved to listen to her voice. Pretty soon I was hypnotized, and the only thing stopping me from falling into a trance was having to act like I didn’t know anything.

When she got to the part where she successfully tested her stem cell program on herself, I knew what was coming next.

“I am the first successful test subject of Project V,” she said, her voice deepening a notch. “This means I can now reproduce—theoretically speaking—without the need for a man. I can impregnate a woman, though I don’t have any desire to do that just yet. I want to place my seed into someone special, and that’s you. Do you understand what that means, Anna-Lisa?”

I stared up at her, silent and still. Her eyes had brightened dreamily.

“You’re going to become a mother. You’re going to give birth to my child. And we will be the ones to carry the future of humanity into the world. Once I demonstrate what I’ve been able to do, women everywhere are going to rush to sign up. We won’t have to depend on men anymore, not for anything. Women could reproduce with each other, or with a man only if she chooses to do so. In fact, my hope is that the existence of men will simply be for play and pleasure.”

A chill ran through me. The way she’d said play and pleasure…it had sounded so dark. So sexual. Was that her big plan? To turn all men into girly docile dolls that would carry the offspring of powerful women like her?

Her foot reached out and rested on my thigh. Hesitantly, I wrapped my hands around it. She seemed to be deep in thought. I hoped she couldn’t hear how fast my heart was beating.

“Lay down by the fire,” she said suddenly. “I want to see your body. I’m sure it’ll excite me. I want to see what I’ve been able to create from the base of a young man.”

I obeyed her, dragging myself to the hearth while still on my knees. There, I spread my limbs out like a star, feeling my once non-existent curves rise and stretch and drop and my skin glow warm under the heat of the flames. I stared back at Dr. Killian invitingly. I felt so submissive, knowing my body was hers for the night—and for however long she was going to keep me.

Dr. Killian stepped over me and sank to her knees beside me. She gripped my wrists and held them above my head. The carpet beneath us felt soft and comforting.

She rolled me towards her and kissed my neck.

“You’re exquisite.”

“Because of you, my Savior,” I whispered.

“I’ve missed you. Haven’t you missed serving me? Being my doll-toy?”

I nodded. I didn’t trust my voice. Something was tugging at my heart from all sides, threatening to break me if she didn’t put herself inside me soon.

“Go on then. Show me how much you want me to breed you, darling.”

She took off her pajama top. Her breasts fell down impatiently and then she peeled off her bottoms. My entire soul trembled as my gaze dipped. She wasn’t wearing any panties and there, standing half-erect between her legs, was a very real cock.

I thought I’d have to act shocked, but the shock that blasted through me right then was very real.

“How the...?” I muttered then shut my mouth. It wasn’t a question—I was just gobsmacked.

“Oh, just a trick I happened to learn from a mad scientist,” she said, sounding a little smug.

I giggled in spite of myself.

She didn’t give me a chance to take another look. She sat up against the back of her chair and spread her legs open. She’d quickly grown erect, her phallus straining up at me like a soldier’s salute.

“Suck my cock,” she whispered.

Hearing her command me like that was making me feel a little giddy. With my back bent, I shuffled towards her, letting my ass rise behind me for her to enjoy.

I touched her first. Lightly, my fingertips against the head. This was no strap-on, alright. It felt smooth, like warm silk. Her foreskin was slightly puckery and darker than the rest of her—I don’t know why, but something about that felt very, very sexy to me. It throbbed in my hands, and the underneath of the base was wet, giving way to the rest of her feminine folds and the hole of her pussy, which I couldn’t immediately see due to the girth.

“You’re so wet, Dr. Killian,” I blurted out. “So wet and hard. I love it.”

“I am, Anna-Lisa. For you,” Dr. Killian said, her breathing tight. “I want to feel your sexy sissy tongue on me. Now.”

Fuck. How do I do this again? It took me a minute to gather all my muscle memory and nerves. Not that I’d sucked a lot of cocks before, of course—but I’d practiced so much in my mind, rehearsing all the ways I’d worship my Savior’s cock.

Closing my lips around the head, I sucked softly, shutting my eyes as soon as I began to bob my head up and down. I took her an inch deeper, then another. It felt heavy and thick and hot.

My saliva seeped over her shaft, her taste growing stronger with each coat.

“It’s okay,” she whispered. “You’ll grow used to the taste of me.”

She thought I was still in shock and still trying to soak in the fact that she had a penis. Even so, her words comforted me. She cared about me…that was obvious. That made me feel all fluttery inside.

She also tasted amazing.

I took a breath and went all the way this time, gliding my throat smoothly along her length. The head hit the back of my throat and it made me feel lovely and nasty. She could tie me up and mouth-fuck me as many times she wanted with this delicious tool of hers. And then she could mouth-fuck my womb.

“Oh, Anna-Lisa,” Dr. Killian groaned.

I opened my eyes and gazed upwards. She was looking at me with a face that was hard and fierce and twisted in pleasure. Slightly more vulnerable than she’d ever been with me and so fucking attractive I thought I might climax without her ever needing to touch me.

Dr. Killian lay further back, relaxing her shoulders and closing her eyes. I wanted to make her feel amazing. I hoped I was. My mind was moving in fast motion, trying to picture the moment her cock would be going up my ass and not down my throat. Would she tease the entrance of my asshole with the head before she entered me? Was I going to cry out loud when she filled me for the first time?

Every single scenario was so unspeakably sexy…so sexy it made me feel like a depraved little bitch.

“Anna-Lisa…” Dr. Killian groaned again.

I lifted my head, keeping my lips closed tightly around her. She squirmed a little, gripping the tops of her knees. Her toes were curling, leaving tracks on the carpet. She clutched my wrist and placed it all the way down her crotch. She had no balls, so they landed at the entrance below her cock.

Fuck. I’d been stupid.

With my mouth still sucking her off, I let my fingers part her lower lips. The whole area was unbelievably wet and sticky. When I found what I was looking for, I thrust two fingers in, as deep as I could.

Dr. Killian shuddered and threw her head back.

For the first time that night, she cursed.

It was like music to my ears.

I kept it going until she was panting above me and playing with her nipples. Then I let my lips venture downwards, gently nipping the velvety skin on the underside of her shift before sticking my tongue in her pussy. I loved how she tasted…sweet and salty all at once…and I made sure to show it while I massaged her shaft at the same time. Her hand was trembling when she reached up to stroke my head, to pet me like I was her pet cat.

When she gripped my wrist again, tighter this time, I knew it was time to stop.

“That’s enough,” she said, and pushed me down against the carpet. She stretched my white dress over my head, leaving me exposed in the red bra and panties I’d worn for her. She touched to inspect the crotch of my panties, which of course was practically drenched through.

“You’re soaked,” she said quietly.

I couldn’t help it. It’s all for you. “I’m so sorry.”

Dr. Killian dipped a finger inside my panties, sliding through the metal bars of my cage until she reached the tip. When her finger came out again, it was coated with my precum.

“Don’t be sorry. My darling is such a slut. Cocks make her so horny, isn’t that right?”

I nodded, looking away shyly.

“Were you attracted to cock before you met me?”

I shook my head.

Dr. Killian seemed excited by that, but it filled me with a sliver of shame. I’d changed so much during my time at FemCorp, but the truth was that she’d changed me. Was she happy now that I was craving cocks? Was she proud?

Dr. Killian smiled as she licked her finger clean, her eyes never leaving mine as she swallowed my pre-cum. Then she leaned forward slightly. “So sweet. So fertile. Mmm.”

My heart was going to explode.

Was it going to happen right now? Was she going to turn me over and fuck the shit out of me?


CHAPTER 9

Dr. Killian grabbed her pajama bottoms and took out a key from one of the pockets to unlock my chastity cage.

“Touch yourself,” she said simply.

She stood up and sat on her armchair, turning it around to face me by the fire.

I closed my eyes, feeling my clit pool with warmth and embarrassment. So she wanted to watch me again, like the day she ordered me to dance for her.

Except this was worse than dancing…

I hesitated a little, wondering what position would make me look pretty for her. After a long minute, I decided on sitting down on my knees on the rug. My clitty was barely large enough to hold even though I was so aroused. Still, I brought my fingers down on it and stroked, my movements slow and cautious. When I felt an intense shock of pleasure run through me, I almost stopped to look away from her.

“Look at me while you touch yourself,” she ordered.

“Yes, Dr. Killian,” I said breathily.

Eventually, I mustered up enough courage to look up at her while I was playing with myself. I was pressing more than stroking, squeezing down into my balls which had flopped out of my panties. The firelight was beaming over her naked features, golden shadows flickering across beauty that could’ve made time stand still. Her hands were clasped on her knees at first and then she was stroking herself while she watched me.

My shyness never really went away after that.

It was mesmerizing to watch her jerk herself off...looking at me the way she was looking at the hologram girl. And it was driving me crazy.

“I’m going to cum, my Savior,” I said, embarrassed.

She stopped stroking. “You don’t have permission to cum.”

“But—I don’t think I can—”

“Yes, you can. Do it. For me.”

“Dr. Killian—” I heaved, struggling to hold my milk in.

“Do not cum, Anna-Lisa. Not until I give you permission.”

I stopped touching myself, my balls pulsing angrily. Trying to recover, I sat down on my butt. It took several minutes for me to calm down and for the pleasure to die down. Dr. Killian watched me, amused, while she continued to stroke herself off.

“I think you can do a round two,” she said softly, flicking a fingertip across her glistening cockhead. “Can’t you?”

“I—I don’t know, my Savior,” I said, shaking a little.

“I know you can.”

“I can,” I repeated. That was a lie.

“Let your brain go, darling. Close your eyes. I want to see you enjoy your clitty.”

Her words were dark and buttery. I let them wash all over my body. It was going to be a failing game, but right now there wasn’t anything more important than making her happy. I crawled back onto my knees and brought my palm up against my tiny little clitty. It thrummed with need. It felt sore as I started to rub it again. But there was nothing I could do. I was in her terrain now. I’d agreed to this. To be her doll-toy, no matter how frustrating it got.

I rubbed and tried to imagine what was waiting for me on the other side. It was going to be so hot. Would she ask me to hold her like she did the last time? Ask me to tell her how grateful I am while she flooded me with her cum and made a mother out of me?

I bit my tongue to stop myself from moaning.

Dr. Killian was smirking. “Your poor little clitty,” she said, pouting a little. “It’s leaking like a faucet. Bring your panties a little further down—I don’t think you can wear that anymore, you’ve ruined it—and spread your knees wider, darling. It makes your hips look prettier that way.”

Oh god.

My asshole clenched hearing that. There was no way I was going to last. 

“Keep going, darling.”

I bit my lip, concentrating. I was getting close...closer...closer...

“Dr. Killian, do I have permission to...?”

“Not yet. Don’t you dare.”

Fuck, fuck, fuck! I pinched my clitty, trying to delay my explosion. Pain pulsed through me like lightning and I felt myself shiver all over. When I looked up at her, she was smiling, clearly loving the entertainment I was giving her.

“You look beautiful like that, Anna-Lisa. Abusing yourself for me. Desperate to burst.”

I let out a desperate whimper, my entire body straining. “Thank you, my Savior.”

The silence stretched between us. Her gaze had dropped, examining every inch of my obedient, trembling figure.

It was excruciating.

Then she clicked a finger. The sharp sound tore me back to the present and into her fierce gaze.

“You’ve been so good today.” Dr. Killian adjusted herself in her chair and crossed her legs. “Now, our bedroom is ready. It’s on the ground floor—easy enough for you to find if you look around. Go to sleep now.”

Go to sleep? I thought wildly.

Dr. Killian smirked like she could read my mind.

“Fucking will come, darling. We still have time and I’m waiting for the perfect moment, so you will too. Patience is a golden virtue, sissy girl. You know that already. I hope you won’t disappoint me.”

“I won’t, Dr. Killian,” I said, already feeling my body quiver with frustration. I was trying not to show it.

“Then go to sleep.”

“Okay.”

I hoped I didn’t sound too disappointed—or worse, salty. I stood up and adjusted my panties, feeling mortified by how sticky they were. A part of me wanted to beg her. I wanted to tell her if she didn’t take me now, my body would go up in flames.

Instead, I swallowed everything down and said, “Thank you for letting me spend this time with you, my Savior. I’m excited for more. Goodnight.”

By now, I wasn’t sure if she was smirking or smiling.

I was just stepping out of the door when Dr. Killian spoke again.

My heart pounded. Had she changed her mind?

“Yes, my Savior?”

Dr. Killian stood up and grabbed her cock. To my surprise, she inserted it inside herself, tucking it into a pocket of flesh I couldn’t see, somewhere between her legs. “Oh, this doesn’t give me any sexual pleasure,” she explained when she saw me staring. “When I realized my initial experiment was a success, I knew I had to do something to hide it. It would’ve been risky to walk around loose day-to-day—not to mention, inconvenient. So I performed a small surgery to make an external cavity—a container, really—to ensure I could simply tuck it away when I needed to.” Her hand roamed over her newly smoothed pussy to make the point.

“That’s so clever,” I said, trying but failing to drag my eyes away from the area. “Is there anything else?” I added hopefully.

“Oh, yes.” She looked serious. “I want you to know I’m not doing this to torture you, Anna-Lisa. It’s important for you to be chaste, both for you and me. It affects our fertility.”

I nodded.

I was still disappointed.

I found the bedroom easily enough. I cleaned up and flopped down onto the bed, my heart still pounding and my brain still full of fantasies, hopes, and dreams. It was going to be hard to sleep.

It would’ve been so easy to jerk off. I was cage-free, after all. But no, I knew better. I had to be good. I wanted to be loyal, even though it all felt like a toxic game.

I closed my eyes and tried to picture the pages from her diary. I had some of her lines memorized. I reminded myself how much Dr. Killian wanted me—wanted to dominate me and do so many nasty things to me—and that exciting, fluttery feeling swept through me again. Her private, sacred words were running through my mind as I drifted off.


CHAPTER 10

It was in the middle of the night that I woke up.

I saw the outline of the shadow by the curtains first. Then her perfume floated into my nostrils. I breathed it in like a drug, my starved body turning liquid as her scent wrapped all around me.

I squinted. Was that really Dr. Killian? Yes. There, by the window. Leaning against the sill with her cock standing hard, her grip tight around the shaft. I could hear her breathing, steady and in control.

“Did I scare you, darling?”

“No…not at all, Dr. Killian,” I said, trying to shake the grogginess off my voice.

She emerged from the shadows, her palm still clasped tightly around the base of her penis, her hips moving to a beat of their own.

“Good morning, sissy. I couldn’t help myself. I hope you don’t mind.”

I was wide awake now, staring at the beautiful contours of her exposed body. I couldn’t believe it. Had she really been doing what I thought she was? Jerking off to me while I’d been asleep?

Her cock shone as she drew closer. I was drawn to her hips again: how sexy and slender they looked in spite of the very manly erection resting there. She must’ve been playing with herself for a long time, judging by its angry, veiny length. It strained heavily within her grip, its oily head swollen and ready.

Dr. Killian tipped her chin. I’d kicked off the covers in my sleep and she was now staring at my body laid out on her bed like it was a sacrificial offering. “Are you ready for your morning milk?”

My mouth went dry with shock. I nodded, not being able to take my eyes off the beautiful monster between her legs.

“Open your mouth and hold your breasts together for me,” she said.

I took off my bra, laying back with my legs off the bed and my mouth open wide for her. She brought one knee up on the mattress as she balanced her weight on top of me. The side of her thigh was touching my ass, and I hoped she didn’t notice how nervous I was all over again, completely and totally intimidated by everything about her.

She held her shaft out, rubbing the tip against my dry, trembling lips. I cupped my breasts together. I could feel my clit tightening as she started to fuck the tunnel of my cleavage. Her cock was absurdly hard—even harder than she’d been the night before and so much harder than I could ever be.

Something about the scent of her presence—sweet, soft musk, layered with a day’s sweat—told me she really had been up for a long time. Maybe she hadn’t even slept. How long had she really been there, hiding behind the curtains, watching me while she edged herself? The whole night?

“Oh, yes,” she said in a harsh whisper. “Squeeze tighter, Anna-Lisa. Make your slut tits useful for me. You’re most definitely fertile this morning. I can tell by your smell.”

A creamy fluid was beginning to seep out from her cock, coating my skin. My breasts began to glisten with it as Dr. Killian rubbed herself all over them. My clitty was straining hard and painful if I focused on it, and it was starting to feel like last night all over again.

Only the thought of potentially seeing her cum gave me strength to get through the torment.

And then it happened. She groaned once and shoved her member inside my mouth in one full stroke, splashing me with a burst of her seed. It gushed down my throat, almost making me choke. Dr. Killian never took her eyes off mine as I took it all in, one blast after the next, each one making my body sing with energy.

It took a while before I realized something was wrong.

Well, not wrong.

Different.

As I swallowed and swallowed her cum, I realized way too many minutes had gone by and there was still no sign of her slowing down. Her mouth was in a snarl and there was sweat pouring down her temples while cum seeped out of my lips and down my neck because there was so much of it that she was shooting it into me faster than I could swallow it.

When Dr. Killian finally slowed, it felt like she had emptied the contents of a large bottle inside me and my stomach was feeling uncomfortably tight from being full.

“Worth the wait?” She murmured, running a clammy but gentle thumb over my lips.

I stared at her with cum still dripping down my face. How was that even possible? It was like she’d had a year’s worth of cum stored in there!

“And that’s not even my best streak,” she added, clearly taking pleasure from the shock on my face. “In a way, my experiment made me sort of...how do I say it...gifted. Sometimes we’re just not meant to be living in the bodies we were born with, Anna-Lisa. Sometimes we can do greater things if only we’re willing to adapt and sacrifice.”

And that was all she ever gave me for an explanation. And I didn’t mind because I didn’t need anymore—all I could think about was just how sexy she was and all the cum was way too seductive for me to be having any sort of higher thought about it.

“Did you cum, my darling?”

“No, my Savior,” I said. “I’d never go against one of your orders. Never.”

She smirked, lacing her fingers through my hair. She didn’t check, but if she had, she’d have seen just how fucking wet I really was down there.

“You’re such a good girl. I’m lucky. You should get ready for the day. Doll yourself up. I’ve chosen an outfit for you in the dressing room.”


CHAPTER 11

I practically skipped my way to the dressing room. I had so much energy. It was a fresh day, and hopefully it was also the day Dr. Killian was going to fuck me.

I used the toilet adjoining the room and noticed the bathtub in there had already been filled with warm, inviting water. I stripped naked and slipped inside. The bubbles fizzed and blew as I lathered myself. My clit was still hard, showing no signs of dying down. I couldn’t help but bring my fingers down between my legs, giving the spot a little stroke. It was brutal having to control myself like this, but I was determined to be a good girl.

It was after I was done soaping myself that I noticed the hair removal wax strips laid out for me on a silver platter on top of the sink counter.

I climbed out of the tub and shaved my face before waxing my pits and my lower half with the help of a handheld mirror. The pain of waxing always made me cry a little bit, but seeing the shape of my landing strip neaten up made me feel so sexy. When I was done, I dunked myself in the water one more time before drying myself.

Back in the room, I found my assigned outfit hanging neatly on a silver rack. It was a crop top and a thong, both pink of course, to be paired with fishnets and thigh-high boots. I stared at the letters printed across the crop top for a second before they started to make sense: ‘Dr. Killian’s Whore’.

The label echoed inside my head as I finished my look from the makeup bottles and palettes arranged on the floor before the circular mirrors. I knew I had to look extra sexy for her today if I wanted to get lucky. I thickened my eyeliner, giving myself a sharp wing that was flattering and dark, then added extra layers of gloss and mascara. I teased my hair extra big. When I was done, I looked like a dumb blonde Barbie. The exact kind of transformed sissy doll-toy who deserved a good fuck.

“Who’s the world’s biggest whore?” I muttered to myself, pouting at my reflection before twirling around to see how good my ass looked. “Yeah, you are…”

I got a shock when I turned back around. Dr. Killian was standing by the doorway, leaning against the wall, watching me. She walked past me into the bathroom and returned with my used wax strips.

“You waxed yourself for me?”

I glanced down at the strips. My ugly pubic hair was spread across them, some of the strands stretched out long. I reddened, embarrassed. “Um, yes, I did…is that okay, Dr. Killian?”

“Did it turn you on? Stripping your hair for me?”

Her gaze felt hotter than the sun. I swallowed before answering truthfully.

“Yes…”

“I’m sure you did a beautiful job.” She looked down at my crotch. “Why don’t you give me a peek? No, there’s no need to remove anything. Just a peek.”

My cheeks burned as I bent forward and stretched the waistband of my thong downwards, just enough to tease her with the top edge of my landing strip. I heard her suck in a breath.

“You really are a little whore. You’d do anything I’d ask you to, wouldn’t you?”

“Yes, my Savior.”

“Good girl.” She leaned close and grabbed my hand. “Come with me.”

We walked out of the room and into a hallway lined with huge tinted glass windows. On the other side, I could see the endless hills and a slate-gray sky, heavy with rain clouds.

We stopped in front of one of the windows.

“I think it’ll happen tonight,” she said thoughtfully.

I looked up at her. “Tonight? You mean...”

She smirked and slipped into position behind me, wrapping her arms around my waist, pressing her front against my back. “Yes, I’m positive. I’m going to breed you tonight.” She tilted my face, not so gently, away from herself and back out the window. “But first, I’m going to break you.”

I blinked and stuttered out, chills shooting through me in panic, wondering if she knew the secret I was keeping. Had she found out about the diary?

But she just laughed and kissed the top of my head to comfort me. “There’s no need to look so scared, darling,” she whispered, closing her hands around my waist. “I just want to take things slow with you. I must confess I love seeing you so shy and desperate for me. Though I have to give you a warning: tonight isn’t going to be very nice at all. It’s not going to be nice until I decide to make it nice.”

I breathed out. Fuck.

That was so hot.

Dr. Killian squeezed my waist even tighter, resting her chin on the crook of my shoulder. Shivering, I stared out at the view before us. The wilderness outside almost didn’t seem real. It was like we were in a simulation. Was this her way of letting me know that it was just me and her, in this secluded part of the world…that she could do anything to me…anything she wanted?

“Bend over,” Dr. Killian whispered in a hot rush.

That made every muscle in my body dial up to full alert. I bent over, resting my elbows on the windowsill.

“Arch,” she hissed. “Show yourself off like a proper slut.”

I obeyed her, curving my back, pushing my ass up higher and feeling a draft flow through the gaps of my fishnet stockings. She spanked me, once on both ass cheeks, with a palm that was unforgiving and hard. I bit my lip, trying not to moan.

She pushed down on the small of my back, fixing my posture before she hit me again and again.

It was exactly what I’d needed. Shame…pleasure…pain…all clouded in my mind until I just couldn’t tell the difference anymore.

“You like that, darling?” she asked, licking the back of my neck. “Being treated like the breeding bitch you are?”

“Yes, Dr. Killian,” I panted, having trouble standing up.

She kept spanking me, the blows becoming harsher, faster. The pain was making me feel floaty and euphoric. I could feel the imprints her hand was leaving on my skin.

By the time the spanking stopped, I’d counted to twenty-five, but that was only because I had to stop at that. A puddle of my arousal had already formed inside my panties. I was glad she couldn’t see my unsightly erection.

When she was finished with me a silence fell over between us. I could almost taste the sexual tension buzzing through the air. She was taking her time deciding how she was going to play with me next. My mind raced with all the possibilities as I waited, still bent over like an obedient dog.

“Get down on your knees,” she finally said.

Her cock was out again through a gap in her robe. I obeyed, opening my mouth and sucking her off, looking up at her with pleading eyes. She ran her fingers through my hair and yanked it, looking down at me with a gaze that was hot with control and desire while she pushed herself deeper and deeper into her throat, violating my pretty mouth for her pleasure.

I blew her until she came, then drank her cum again. There was just as much this time as there had been earlier—it was positively insane. Taking gulp after gulp gave me the most amazing headrush, feeling like a porn star on a fantasy porn set.

When I was done, she ordered me to stand up and press my body against the window. Then she pulled out a pair of metal bracelets.

“Arms,” she ordered.

I held them out and instantly realized what they were. Cuffs. She bound me to the window railings, low enough that I could squat down on the floor if I needed to rest.

“Thought you might try to escape,” she said, pulling on the bracelets to make sure they were secure. “But, really, the view’s lovely, isn’t it?”

She was smirking again while I gazed at her with puppy-dog eyes, still towering, cock softening but hanging heavy out of her robe.

“You look good like this, sex slave,” she whispered. “Even with that big dark splotch over here.” She pressed into my crotch with her toe.

I let out an embarrassed whimper, trying to turn my hips away from her—but of course not being able to. She spent a good minute laughing at me for that.

“You’ll wait here until I come get you to fuck you,” she said finally, bending down to stroke the side of my face lovingly. “I’ll be self-administering some treatments to prepare for our special event. To build up my supply for you, since you tempted me into using mine prematurely.”

She winked before leaving me there, alone with my fantasies going crazy.


CHAPTER 12

Time passed slowly. The sun went down and the lights in the hallway turned on. The weather began to worsen, thunder crashing overhead while I crouched there, cuffed to the railing with my ass to the wall and arms extended upwards. In that position, there was really only one thing and one person I could think about.

Maybe that was the whole point.

It was raining heavily when Dr. Killian came back to pick me up. The promise of what was about to happen was written all over her face as she released me from my binds and led me out of the building and down a pebbled path until we reached a gazebo.

There was a bed inside, decorated with pink, red, and white rose petals. Next to it stood a tall steel barrel on a table, closed at the top and with a nozzle at the bottom. After telling me to lay down on the bed, she climbed up beside me.

Silence again.

I looked around, noticing the pretty lights she had strung up to the beams and the flowers arranged at the back of the bed. The fact that she’d made the effort to make it extra romantic for me filled me with a wave of happiness.

Dr. Killian was quiet, staring out at the rain as it splattered against the glass of the gazebo. My heart pounded. Was it really going to happen now? Was today the day I was going to get pregnant?

I was a ball of nerves waiting for her to make her first move.

And then, finally, she did.

She leaned over and ran her hand—freshly manicured, nails painted a sexy shade of poppy red—up the length of my fishnets, ending at the strap of my thong. She crossed over to touch my bruised butt-cheek, rubbing it so softly, as if she wanted to make up for what she’d done earlier.

“You’re trembling,” she whispered. “You shouldn’t be when you’re so pretty.”

“I’m sorry.”

“Don’t apologize.” She grabbed my chin, looking deep into my eyes. “Don’t forget I’ve trained you for this, Anna-Lisa. You can handle this. I made sure of that. Okay?”

I swallowed, not knowing what to say.

“You’re a very, very good girl.” The soft fluttering of her fingers on my ass was making it hard for me to listen to what she was saying. Then she sighed. “You do realize everyone will know.”

That snapped me back to attention.

She moved on to rubbing me as she spoke. “The whole world, Anna-Lisa. Yes. They’ll all know what happened to you…how I changed you…how you became this…” She paused her rubbing to touch my collar for a second. “Even your girlfriend. I wonder what she’ll say to you if she met you in a few weeks, knowing you’ll be carrying my child.”

I felt my stomach lurch, and not in a good way.

“Of course, I won’t release the news right away. I have to make sure you’re safe and that the appropriate security measures have been taken. I have to protect you, you know. But does that scare you? Letting everyone know?”

“No, Dr. Killian.”

She laughed like she hadn’t exactly expected that. “Why not?”

“Because I’m in love with you.”

“Is that so?” She didn’t look surprised at all.

“Yes, Dr. Killian. With all my heart.”

“I’m flattered, darling.”

I stared at her. I’d read her most private thoughts and I felt close to her now in a way I’d never had before. Could she see that I knew? See the depths of my own fantasies?

“Really,” she added pensively. “There’s no shame in enjoying how feminine you’ve become now. So emasculated that you’re now able to bear a child. This is your purpose, darling. Our purpose. We both have big roles to play.”

Her words felt as sharp as the bolts of lightning flashing outside. She was right, of course. That this wasn’t about just having a good time. We had a mission.

“Come to me, Anna-Lisa,” Dr. Killian said softly.

I whimpered and wrapped my arms around her neck. Save the women. Save them all, I told myself. Dr. Killian undid her suit pants quickly, sliding them half-way down her thighs. Her cock fell out, hard and swollen, the tip of it gleaming with precum. There was no time to service it because she twisted me around and pulled me onto her, holding her shaft steady as she yanked my thong away and rubbed the tip against my sissy pussy.

I pressed back, ready for her, crushing down every urge to beg or scream or even throw a tantrum for it.

“Oh, Anna-Lisa, how I’ve waited for this moment.” I heard her spit and prepare herself before she planted her hands onto my ass and stretched them. Her normally warm hands were freezing cold. “I’ve dreamed about it for the longest time.”

The pain was sharp. She was big, as wide as a can of soda, and I was tight. She thrust a few times before she was fully inside me. I tried not to shut my eyes, tried not to lose myself to the intoxicating reality of her being inside me. I wanted to remember every detail of the moment we were connected.

She took a long time before she moved past my entrance. She was still but breathing steadily, as if she was savoring that first moment inside me too. Then it was flesh sliding against flesh, slow, composed, and totally controlled.

Take me, I kept thinking. Fuck me raw. Destroy me. Breed me.

Her hands let go of my ass and hugged my breasts. With each thrust I could feel her slip a little further inside me. I’d never had something so big in me before, and it felt like my insides were being molded to her shape.

“Let me in, darling,” she kept saying. “Let me in so you can feel all of me.”

I gave up and squeezed my eyes shut. The world around me became distilled down to just heat, breath, and pleasure. I let the magic in the air flow and open up, enter our bodies. Soon I was helping her, wiggling my ass, needing to feel even closer to her.

The rain outside was getting heavier and heavier, beating down on the gazebo roof. Lightning flashed closer together. Dr. Killian’s thrusts became more and more violent. Her hand left my chest and instead slid down, into the area between my legs to play with my hard, shameful little secret. Her finger skidded over my tip and around my throbbing balls. Teasing me. Humiliating me. The pressure, along with the speed of her hips, had me throwing my head back and moaning louder than I should have.

A dull heat was blooming inside me, slowly coming alive. Dr. Killian’s teeth landed on the back of my shoulder. She was almost starting to sound angry. The front and back of my thighs had gone numb and I couldn’t feel the mattress beneath my feet and elbows.

All those times thinking about her late at night…going over all the memories and scenes inside my head, everything I’d read...every word and sentence...hadn’t even come close to preparing me for the real thing.

The real thing...was addictive.

I knew it was coming this time when it came.

Her thighs tensed under me and then I felt it. The gush of her cum shooting into me. It was so hot I lost control of my body then, and an orgasm ripped through me, sending me into a frenzy. I screamed, my cries echoing across the gazebo, and Dr. Killian held me tighter, her cock still spilling her seed. It kept on coming. And coming. And coming.

I shook violently as the cum began to overflow, dripping out of my ass and onto the sheets, and I knew I’d been bred. The bed was soaked, creating a puddle.

By the time Dr. Killian was done, it was like someone had popped open a balloon full of cum, making it explode everywhere.

The scent of it hit my nostrils all at once, making me a little delirious.

“Look at what you made me do, sissy,” Dr. Killian whispered, easing her penis out of me.

She spanked me, slapping her palm over my sissy pussy while I stayed there in position with my ass up. It was like she didn’t want to let me go. Then she let me rest, wrapping her arm over my belly, stroking my arm and kissing the side of my face.

“How are you feeling, Anna-Lisa?”

“Amazing. It was more than nice,” I said dreamily.

She laughed, then rolled over to the mysterious metal tank. She grabbed the pipe attached to it and twisted the nozzle once.

“Drink,” she said. “I’ve genetically modified my sperm to withstand stomach acid, so this will go to your stomach and circulate. The flood of sperm into your system will send a signal to your eggs to fertilize much faster."

"Wow."

I brought the pipe up to my lips and gulped it all in. I was more than happy to drink it all like she'd asked me. I took my time, mostly because I loved the taste.

Once I’d downed every last drop, I handed her the pipe back. She set it aside and kissed me, her lips opening mine as our tongues began to slide together.

“Very good. You’ll get your energy back in no time.”

“I—I don’t think I can sleep tonight, Dr. Killian.”

“Well that’s good, because we’re not done yet,” she said. She pointed to her cock, and then at me. She stood on her knees and inserted it gently into my mouth. “You have to make me hard again, darling. I’ve done the calculations, and I’ll need to eject into you six times. That means we have to do six rounds of viable intercourse, no matter how long it takes. That will signal to your body to prime it adequately for fertilization.” She sighed happily as I started to suck her off using both hands. “Mmm, just like that. You can do it, can’t you, my slut? You look so pretty with your lips around me.”

I looked up at her, not letting her go, feeling a sense of euphoria wash all over me. “Mm, yes, my Savior,” I said, bright-eyed. The feeling of having her cock between my lips was heavenly. “I’m ready for anything. I’m ready to save the world.”


CHAPTER 13

We went at it until the rain cleared and the sun disappeared and rose again over the horizon.

Six times, one after the other, every session achingly slow but also speeding by like a dizzying dream.

I received the good news three weeks later.

I was pregnant.

It had been a flawless plan…so perfectly choreographed from Dr. Killian’s end that it had only taken a single night.

I was shipped back to FemCorp headquarters where I was kept in a special section of the medical wing. I was at high risk for infection apparently, because of the nature of my pregnancy, and I needed to be kept in a sterile room, closely monitored, my interactions kept to a minimum.

Honestly, I didn’t mind. I was making history. I was a walking miracle with another tiny miracle growing inside me. The nurses and doctors all fussed over me, and for the first time since I was at FemCorp, I had my pick of whatever food I was in the mood for.

I had a hard time believing I was really pregnant at first. I felt so normal (well, as normal as I could be, considering what I’d been put through) and the ultrasound scans showed only a small bean-shaped dot on the screen that, in my brain, could’ve easily been something I’d eaten and happened to lodge there for whatever reason. But then the morning sickness started and I couldn’t stop throwing up. My belly started feeling heavier and heavier and then one day I looked in the mirror and saw I had an unmistakable baby bump.

A big baby bump. I couldn’t stop touching it. That was when things got real. I kept having to tell myself that my baby was in there and I was going to deliver it in a matter of months.

I was going to become a mother.

Dr. Killian was obsessed with my bump too. She’d often check my vitals herself and my scans whenever she could. She seemed infatuated with my pregnancy body and loved to see my belly grow.

“Anna-Lisa, I want you to be naked when it’s just the two of us,” she told me one night. “I want to see your bump, darling. It looks so pretty sitting above your little clit cage. It excites me so much, knowing I put a baby in you, that I fucked you hard enough in your boy-pussy to get you pregnant. It makes me want to fuck you again and again...”

I kept replaying that evening at the retreat, again and again, as the weeks and the months of my pregnancy carried on. Those magical hours we spent inside a rain-soaked gazebo, exploring, giving, taking like we didn’t have a care in the world. I was never going to forget how sexy and girly I felt getting creamed over and over again for her.

Every time I saw Dr. Killian I was a little hot knowing she was the one who’d knocked me up and that she was going to be the father of my kid. Though it was also a teensy bit embarrassing when the nurses watched while she sang to the baby, or they exchanged knowing glances whenever Dr. Killian kissed me goodbye.

Everyone working at the co-operation knew she was the father. Everyone knew we’d done it.

Heck, they all knew we were still doing it.

Even with all the hype and excitement surrounding my pregnancy, one thing was still nagging at me. I hadn’t seen Reign or the rest of the volunteers since I’d come back to FemCorp. When I’d asked one of the nurses about them, she’d told me they were fine and being well taken care of, but that it still wasn’t safe for me to meet them because of the infection risk.

I was pretty sure all of them knew that I was pregnant. But did they know the big, hard secret Dr. Killian had been hiding from them? Did they know who got me pregnant? Were they all still just sitting around, biting their nails and waiting for an egg to drop? Were any of them going to have their special turn with Dr. Killian at her beautiful retreat, watching the rain while they fucked on top of a bed of rose petals?

It might sound selfish, but I hoped not.

It was in the middle of my third trimester when something completely unexpected happened. I was in Dr. Killian’s bathroom struggling to paint my toenails. My bump was so huge I couldn’t see my feet anymore when I looked down, so I had to sit on the edge of the tub, stretching my legs out on either side of me like I was doing the splits. But then I saw that the entire top of my nightgown was wet. Even worse, they were stained yellow.

What the hell?

I ran my fingers across the damp fabric, and they came out sticky. It couldn’t be...could it? My breasts had been so sore, they’d felt like two knotty apples stretching my skin from inside. Was that because they’d been brewing away, prepping by body for this?

“Anna-Lisa? Are you in there?”

Shit, shit, shit. “Yes, my Savior!” I grabbed a towel and held it to my chest, panicking.

Dr. Killian strolled into the bathroom. Her eyes narrowed as soon as she saw me. “What’s wrong?” Then she smirked, seeing the mess I’d made with the nail polish. She picked up one of the bottles and sat on the marble countertop, motioning for me to place my foot on her lap. “Let me help you with that, pet.”

I stared at her, my heart beating wildly. Should I tell her?

“Get rid of that towel,” Dr. Killian added. “I’ve told you I only want to see you naked from now on when it’s just the two of us.”

Hesitantly, I let my towel hit the floor.

Dr. Killian’s eyes widened when she saw my stained nightgown.

“Strip.”

Her command stung, but my mind begged me to obey her. With my nightgown tangled around my feet, I covered my swollen breasts with shaking hands.

“Why are you hiding yourself from me?” Dr. Killian hissed. She grasped my wrist, twisted it tightly and pulled. I staggered forward, arms out, exposed in my panties.

I wasn’t sure why I felt like crying. It was like every time I got used to being naked in front of her, my body would surprise me with something new that I had to get used to.

“You’ve leaked, haven’t you?”

As if in response, fresh milk dripped from my nipples. Dr. Killian cupped my left breast. A squirt of milk sprayed her face, coating her cheek and upper lip while I chewed the inside of my lip to stop myself from screaming in pain. She wasn’t fazed at all.

“I was praying for this,” she said in a hushed voice. “You’ve started lactating a little later than I expected, but it’s okay. Milk production takes time. How sexy. Your body is preparing to feed my baby.”

She pinched my nipple again, letting a cluster of thick yellow milk droplets collect on her fingertips. I whimpered, feeling a fresh jolt of pain.

“Does that hurt?”

I nodded.

“Come here, darling.” Holding me by the waist, she took me to the bedroom. “Don’t be afraid. I can help.”

She told me to sit on her lap facing her. When I did, she tucked one of my hair curls behind my ear and smiled. “Do you trust me?”

I told her I’d trust her with my life, and her smile grew.

“Now that you’re lactating, you’ll need to start expressing the milk to relieve yourself from the pressure. Or else your pretty breasts will become engorged and that can get very painful. Luckily, I have a special technique that’ll help.”

She held both of my breasts in her hands as if she was weighing them. Then her tongue darted out. It stuck onto my nipple and a strange, wet, exciting feeling pulsed through it. She started to suck and I felt my nipple both contract and expand at the same time. It was like a valve had been opened. Relief and pleasure rolled into an explosion as my breast spurted warm, creamy milk. Dr. Killian sucked harder, her cheeks hollowing, her eyes closed. She was making a humming noise as she drank my milk.

I was a little dizzy. I’d never felt anything like this before. I didn’t know this was what lactating felt like, and how amazing and painful it could be to have your breasts be so sensitive and so full of milk.

There was so much more to being a girl than I’d ever realized.

Dr. Killian emptied my left breast and moved onto the right. My breast was throbbing, contracting, and every suck on my nipple felt like a mini-orgasm. I was moaning and moving my titties against her mouth. Dr. Killian wrapped her hand around me to massage my back. I’d been dealing with a lot of back pain lately and that felt so good.

Dr. Killian drank until my breasts were completely empty. Then, without wiping her mouth, she kissed me. I’d been so distracted by my own feelings that it was only then that I saw the two wet patches on her blouse.

It was my turn to drink from her.

She popped open her blouse buttons and pulled her breasts out from their bra cups. I stared at her leaking, engorged breasts and felt the thirst rise in my throat.

I fell forward and she fell back, laying us both down on the bed. She sat up so my bump could rest between us, then dragged my head down to her chest. I latched onto her right nipple and her milk gushed into my mouth. It was sweet and creamy, exactly what my pregnant body needed, and I couldn't get enough.

Both of us were soaked in breast milk by the time we were done feeding from each other, and I knew right then our relationship had deepened to a whole new level.

We'd nourished each other in a way no one else could.

Dr. Killian kissed me again, milk dripping down our chins. Then she wiped my mouth with her thumb, and I did the same for her. She looked up at me sleepily.

"You look beautiful, sissy. I don't think I can get enough of your beauty. I feel like I've created my own weakness." Her eyes fluttered shut. "Unfortunately, beauty like yours is meant to define you. Your beauty will lead you to be used, and yes, sometimes abused. I hope you'll forgive me for never giving your brains a chance. I changed you before I could do that."

A flicker of a memory sparked in my mind. Alan, the guy I used to be. I kissed her forehead and laid down beside her, cradling my bump and trying to catch my breath before I spoke. "You have changed me, but it's for the better, Dr. Killian."

She hmm-ed in response. "Do you think about your girlfriend?"

I blinked and hugged my bump harder. "Lizzie always wanted a baby. I just wish I could know if she's safe."

Dr. Killian’s eyes flew open. They'd darkened. "Don't think about her right now. It's time to focus on me and you and our child and not on anyone else. Everything else is just noise. Understand?"

"Everything else is noise," I repeated quietly, willing myself to believe it. The other question that had been plaguing me bubbled to the surface. I decided there was nothing wrong in asking her. "What happened to the other volunteers, Dr. Killian? I haven't seen them in a while."

To my surprise, she started to laugh. "Oh, darling, you’re so naive."

"What...what do you mean?"

"I gave them a placebo,” she said simply.

"A placebo?" I said dumbly, trying to connect the dots but failing.

"Yes," she said. "I injected them purely with a saline solution. Their stem cells were extracted but never modified." She laughed again, a little too casually, like it had all been a giant prank. "It's nothing for you to worry about."

"But..."

"But what?"

"I don't understand, that's all." I held my gaze down, staring at my mountain of a belly and the way my bellybutton stuck out. "Reign really wanted to help you too. He wanted to do his part."

"I like you much better when you're silent, Anna-Lisa. Do I need to remind you where your place is?"

I flinched. Her hand was by the side of my neck, rubbing my gold collar. Volunteer 2710, it still said. What did she mean by my place? Was I her partner or her guinea pig? Right now I couldn’t tell the difference.

"It was always going to be only one person, darling. That's what I'd planned. One person out of the thousands who'd applied. One person I was going to transform, and she was going to be the key to everything." Dr. Killian turned my cheek to face hers. Her eyes had softened, but I saw the dark gleam of determination glowing through them. "They were never going to make it. They just weren't good enough. But you..." She held my hand, intertwining our fingers. "You made it through to the end. You were the one I'd been looking for. A perfectly moldable specimen. A blank canvas I could paint over. Desperate for a purpose and a destiny."

I swallowed and curled my fingers tighter around hers, desperate to feel her warmth. I still didn’t understand. "But isn't it better for more volunteers to have babies, my Savior? With the Gynobug outbreak and more women dying—"

"Do you know how many things could go wrong before you give birth to our child? How many things could go wrong during delivery? We're tampering with nature, Anna-Lisa. The odds are stacked against us. I'm lying awake most nights thinking about ways to keep you safe!" Her voice cracked, just faintly. "I can't risk anything going wrong. It's easier to make sure one pregnancy goes smoothly than six! When you get through this, then we can give the other volunteers a chance. A safer chance. A higher chance. What I did with the placebos wasn't evil. It was just good science."

Guilt flooded through my body. Of course she was right. She was Dr. Jodie Killian, after all. What the hell did I know and why in the world was I doubting her?

I kissed her hand and whispered that I was sorry.

"Let's forget about all that. I'd like you to suck my cock, Anna-Lisa. With those milk-filled lips."

I smiled and nodded. I needed to serve her to make up for what I'd said.

Her cock was already out. I couldn't help but let my eyes trail over my Savior's breasts, her nipples huge and reddish right after I'd sucked them,  down past her navel, to the magnificent organ between her legs. A sizzle, hot and electric, flowed between my own thighs, and right then I knew I wasn't the medical miracle here, she was.

"I am a woman and I can and will do anything I want,” she whispered. “You...and society...will do well to remember that. Now use those pretty lips and remind me what you're good at."

I wrapped my needy lips around her cockhead and serviced her. I could feel her hunger for me radiating off her skin. She was staring at my breasts and my posture, my stomach and the way my tight panties hugged my sissy cage. She was devouring me with her eyes, and that made me suck her even harder. She came with an explosion of cum, shooting her seed down my throat. She came for several minutes and I guzzled it all down eagerly. When she was done, I crawled up and laid beside her.

Dr. Killian wrapped her arms around me and kissed my forehead. I couldn’t take my eyes off her dark, softening cock. The power she had over me, as my Savior, creator, lover, and nourisher almost felt dangerous. She sighed and ran her hand down the bumps of my spine, stroking, stroking, and before long I’d fallen asleep in her arms, dreaming for more…


CHAPTER 14

I was dreaming.

Running through dark, empty streets, my heart beating in my ears and my thighs aching. Looking down, I saw I was wearing sneakers—the old, dirt-covered sneakers I’d had forever—and jeans, ripped and fraying at the hem.

I stopped, out of breath. The dilapidated building in front of me was barely recognizable. Boarded up windows, dust and grime everywhere. I’d lived in there before.

A bad, bad feeling washed over me.

“Lizzie!” I screamed, breaking open the front door and racing up steps that creaked under my feet.

All the other apartment doors had been boarded up. I banged on mine on the fourth floor, and the door just gave away, crumbling to pieces. It was dark and cold inside, and all our furniture was gone.

“Lizzie!”

“Alan?”

She sounded like she was on the other side of the world. Holed up in our room, on the same bed I’d kissed her and left her the day I’d let for FemCorp. I knelt beside her. Ran a hand through her dry, unbrushed hair.

“You came,” she croaked.

“You’re sick,” I croaked back.

Lizzie nodded sadly. Her face was pale and blotched red from the fever. She was shivering and covered in a triple layer of blankets. “I tried, babe. I tried waiting for you but I guess you just wanted to be Dr. Killian’s whore.” She placed a cold, cold hand on my flat chest. “Where are your tits? I thought you were getting them done.”

“I’m sorry,” I said, bubbling over with sad tears. “I’m sorry. I want you.”

Lizzie stared back at me like a lifeless doll. “How does it feel, babe? How does it feel to have that wretched woman playing fuck games with you while I’m dying from the Gynobug? Bet it feels pretty fucking great.”

“Lizzie—”

“It’s too late.” Her eyes were glassy, lifeless. “I was waiting for you for so long and now it’s too fucking late. Have a nice life, slut.”

“I’m not a—”

And then I was falling, falling into a void that had a concrete bottom, a bottom I knew would splatter me to pieces. I heard a sick crunch and then I woke up.

I was screaming Lizzie’s name. Clawing at the sheets as an icy wind brushed across my body, screaming until my lungs gave out.

Warm arms cradled me, tightening around my waist to stop me from falling over the bed. “It’s okay, darling,” someone murmured. “Shhhh. It’s just a dream—”

“It’s too late!” I cried over her. “It’s too fucking late!”

“No, it’s not.” It was the same distant voice, rocking me back and forth. “Don’t worry. You’ve got all the time in the world.”

I was being soothed like a baby. Even sitting on her lap wasn’t going to make me forget the horror of what I’d experienced.

“Who was it?” Dr. Killian whispered, her tone low and firm like she already knew who’d haunted me. “Was it Elizabeth?”

Lizzie. I mouthed her name, too scared and too ashamed to say it out loud. “I...I think I’ve lost her. To the Gynobug.”

***

Dr. Killian was standing by the window of my hospital room many days later, looking out at the view. She avoided looking at me while she spoke.

“Anna-Lisa, I’d like to let you know that Elizabeth Young is safe. She has moved out of your apartment and back into her parents’ home in the suburbs. Both her parents are in good health and her mother remains uninfected. I made contact with her personally and let her know you were doing well in my care.”

“Wow.” I wasn’t even sure what I was feeling. Relief? Guilt? No...gratitude. The dream had been just that…a dream.

She’s safe. Thank fucking god.

Dr. Killian rubbed a finger absentmindedly along the fogged glass. “Elizabeth wanted to see you, but I told her it was still unsafe because of the outbreak. National travel restrictions are still in place, and besides, you’re due any day now. We must get things ready for the birth.”

I stroked my bump, feeling my baby girl kick. My pregnancy had progressed almost perfectly. Apart from a few energy crashes and headaches, I’d felt good and luckily my baby had grown exactly the way she was supposed to. “That’s alright, Dr. Killian. I’m just glad to know she’s okay.”

She turned around. “But she insisted,” she said.

My heart skipped a beat. “She insisted?”

Dr. Killian nodded. “She insisted that she wanted to meet you. So I’ve arranged for her to come here. She’s agreed to go through a thorough screening before seeing you.” She looked down at her gold watch. “As a matter of fact, she should be arriving now.”

My stomach plummeted. Now? Dr. Killian smiled. Her red lips twitched for an instant. “She must love you a lot if she’s willing to take the travel risk at this time. It’ll be a slight shock to her to see you in this state, of course. To see you so...changed. But I’m sure she’ll adjust quickly.”

Dr. Killian strolled towards me and kissed me on the lips.

“I’ll leave you two alone. Jordan will be standing outside the door if you need her.”

Then she strode out of the room, leaving me alone.

Panic flamed inside me. I wasn’t ready. I wasn’t ready at all. After everything I’d done to Lizzie, why would she even want to talk to me? Did she come all the way here to yell at me? To shame me some more?

Breathless, I waddled out of the hospital bed and hunted around for the manliest outfit I could find in the closet. It was going to be impossible to hide my pregnancy in person, but I had to try to minimize just how much I’d transformed since the last time we’d talked. I undid my maternity nightgown and dressed up in a loose pair of shorts with an elastic waistband and an uninspiring gray turtleneck. I wiped away the pink lipstick I was wearing on the back of my hand and sat back up on the bed, trying to calm myself down.

Lizzie walked in five minutes later, accompanied by Jordan, who left the room without saying a word.

It was like she’d slipped straight out of my past and into the present. Like I’d just kissed her goodbye and left her that morning for FemCorp. A tug of sadness pulled at me as I soaked her in. She was fresh-faced, cheeks rosy and eyes glittering, wearing my favorite pair of jeans on her: weathered, dark blue boyfriend jeans that always fit her like magic, tight at the hips and a bit loose around the ankles.

Maybe I hadn’t really allowed myself to feel just how much I’d missed her.

I could feel myself grow cold as Lizzie took a tentative step towards me, then another. The air prickled with tension. She stared at me. I stared at her.

“Hey,” I said quietly.

“Hey yourself.”

I swallowed. “Babe, I’m so sorry about what happened.”

“They told me you had good news.”

“Oh, um, yeah.” My hand flew subconsciously to my bump. There were gnarly knots in my throat. “I’m pregnant.”

“Congratulations, then, I guess.”

Was that sarcasm? Or happiness? I couldn’t tell. Lizzie had inched closer to me. Now I could tell she was wearing a push-up bra too, and a little makeup: a swipe of eyeliner and mascara, the hollows of her cheeks and forehead enhanced by bronzer. Her eyes were locked on my bump, the size of which was covered by my sheets. I couldn’t read her expression at all.

“Lizzie, I’m so, so sorry. I know I’ve been a terrible boyfriend.” Tears pricked the corners of my eyes. “I fucked up, okay? I know that. But please, please believe me. I never meant to hurt you.”

She looked away. “Sure, Alan. Whatever you say.”

“But I mean it. I am sorry—”

“Whatever. Also, you don’t have to talk in that awful low voice. I know your voice has changed.”

I blushed, not even realizing I’d been putting on my old male voice. I’d been stupid for even trying. I was too far gone to pretend anymore.

“Could I touch your bump?”

That…had come out of nowhere. The thought of Lizzie touching me after so long made my heart flutter with wings. “Of course you can.”

She stepped even closer. The faint scent of antiseptic spray was still clinging to her as she pulled my sheets down. Her gaze was hard when she saw how ginormous my stomach really was. Her hand reached up and over. I thought she was going to touch my belly on top of the turtleneck but she pulled it up gently and placed her palm on my bare skin. I shuddered, even though her skin was so warm. She let her fingers run through the purple marks that crisscrossed the stretch of my bump.

“That itches,” I whispered.

Her mouth parted open, and a smile flashed once through her face and disappeared.

“You’re really pregnant,” she said. “Damn.”

I felt my baby kick beneath her thumbs.

“I think she likes you,” I said, smiling.

“It’s a girl?” Lizzie had her eyelids half closed, her focus on the movement underneath her hands. “I’ve always wanted to have girls. Two girls. Twins. You remember?”

Another pang of sadness hit me like a stone. Lizzie had always dreamed about us having kids together. She was so sure we’d have twin girls—one that would look like her, with a cute button nose and another that would take after me, with light blue eyes.

“I can’t believe it. You know I didn’t really believe anything that you said earlier.” She let go and folded her arms, looking out the window. “I thought Dr. Killian was a crook. I really did. Even when I saw that press conferences of hers, I thought she was so full of herself, acting like she’d found the cure to death or something. I thought she was using you and I had no idea how I could make you see the light.”

“I know,” I said.

“And now...fuck. I’m so mad at you, Alan. Or Anna-Lisa. It’s Anna-Lisa now, isn’t it?”

“You can still call me Alan...it’s fine.”

“No, it’s not. Anna-Lisa suits you better. Fuck.” She exhaled with a puff and a shiver. “You left me and look what happened. You’re a girl now. A sissy girl. And pregnant. How did that even happen?”

“Um, I was injected.” I wasn’t sure how much detail Lizzie wanted—or how much I was willing to give away.

“With what? Magic sperm dust? Did she put a spell on you or something? Who’s the father?”

I parted my lips, wanting so badly to lie and get the questions over with, but something stopped me. Hadn’t I deceived her enough? Maybe it was time for honesty. For a change.

Lizzie was silent for several minutes as I told her the full story. Her face paled, flushed red, then paled again. Then she paused, sniffed, and narrowed her eyes. “So you slept with her. She fucked you. Like actual intercourse.”

“Please, babe. Please don’t get angry. We…didn’t have a choice.”

“Did you like it?”

“What?” I gawked at her.

“Of course you liked it!” She let out a bitter laugh. “You were obsessed with her from the start, weren’t you? You loved her cock drilling into your ass, breeding you like one of her experimental animals. Bet you loved blowing her too. How many times were you on your knees for her, huh? Ten? Twenty?”

“Lizzie, stop, please—”

She came right up to my bed again. Our shoulders were nearly touching. I felt all of it…the anger…the grief…the wanting…the jealousy, and my heart was thudding a million miles a minute. She put her hand out, feeling my long hair, the slimmed down bridge of my nose, the smaller curve of my jaw. She traced my arched, threaded brows and the outline of my lips, making goosebumps rise on my arms and the back of my neck. Was she seeing a stranger? Or did she still see me?

“I can’t believe how soft your face has gotten,” she said. Then, so softly, like it was a whisper she didn’t want me to hear, she added, “You’re so pretty.”

I felt electricity flow and crackle between us, and the room fell quiet except for the rhythm of our breathing. Deep down, I had a feeling she was still attracted to me even though I was now a sissy. But was that just my imagination? Just what I was hoping for?

Was I delusional for still wanting to be with her?

She slid her finger down my lower lip, pressing slightly, parting them. My breath hitched. We could’ve kissed. I stared into her hazel eyes and it was suddenly just like before. Like we were both listening to our favorite song and falling in love again. Or cuddled up in bed in our small apartment, watching the news for national alerts as the world broke into pieces outside.

“Lizzie...” I breathed, but I didn’t have the energy or courage to finish the sentence.

Then her hand dropped and went back into the pocket of her jeans. “I guess time will say if all this was worth it. Changing yourself…losing who you once were...letting her control you with a literal cage and collar.”

She was staring at my gold choker, reading the volunteer number engraved on its surface. My throat closed up. I felt ashamed. Ashamed that Lizzie knew Dr. Killian owned me…that she’d seduced me and I’d acted like a slut when I’d once been the guy who fucked her before bed.

“I have to go now,” Lizzie said.

“No,” I whimpered. “Please stay.”

She shook her head and pulled out a black mask from her purse. I watched helplessly as she strapped it behind her ears and neck. “My parents will be worried about me. I guess I’ll see you...” She paused. “I’ll see you whenever I see you.”

And then she left. She looked back once, not at me but at my baby. Stay safe, I mouthed, but she was gone. I wanted to kick myself because I hadn’t been able to stop her or at least make a promise that I’d see her again.

Was this a forever goodbye? Would I ever see her again?


CHAPTER 15

I’d fallen asleep by the time Dr. Killian rustled me awake. I blinked at her groggily.

“How did the visit go?” she asked.

I lied and said it went fine.

Dr. Killian sat on the side of my bed, her hand resting instantly on my stomach. “Elizabeth seems to love you a lot.”

My heart lurched. Dr. Killian stroking possessive circles around my bump wasn’t helping. She was in her lab coat, which meant I had some kind of appointment or check-up scheduled for me, but I couldn’t remember what it was.

“So does Elizabeth know?” she asked.

I looked up at her, shame rising, burning hot inside me.

Dr. Killian spoke in a low, hot whisper. “Does your precious girlfriend know what a little breeding sissy whore you’ve become?” Her fingers crawled upwards, brushing against my collar.

“Yes, my Savior…” The spot on my neck hot where she’d touched me.

“Did the two of you reminisce about all the filthy things we’ve done together? Did she touch your bump and perfect face, knowing they belonged to me now?”

I was suddenly breathless. Her cruelty was magnetic. Her lips were as red as spilled wine as they blew against my own. Desire and thirst flared like wires rubbing and sparking right under my skin.

I could’ve crushed my lips onto hers, begged her to use me again as if Lizzie had never stepped in the room.

“You’re horny, aren’t you?” Dr. Killian smirked. She knew I needed her to kiss me but she’d moved her head back just enough to play with me. “Are your boy pussy walls clenching? So late in your pregnancy, yet you’re still such a dirty cumslut, my flower.”

I made a little mewling sound. Helpless all over again.

She stood up, unraveled the stethoscope around her neck, and warmed up its end between her palms. She pressed it against my stomach, then tapped on my ankle monitor to do her readings of me and the baby. “You’ll be giving birth soon. Probably within the next week or two. Baby girl’s heartbeat is strong. Your blood pressure’s stable. No signs of preeclampsia. Everything looks good, flower. You know, Evan felt the same way.”

The name had a glint to it, and I strained to remember where I’d heard it.

“When I left him,” she continued casually, sliding an imaging tablet over my stomach next. “He wanted to shame me. He thought I was a deviant for wanting to do my experiments. He hated that I was following my passion, what I was born to do, instead of living by society’s standards like we’re all brainless little dolls.”

The hairs stood on the back of my neck as I put two and two together. Of course I knew who Evan was. Her ex-husband.

Except I wasn’t supposed to know that.

“Men like Evan feel they know best.” Her eyes, cold as ice, stared at my own frozen face. “But what he did to me was unforgiveable. He abandoned me when I needed him the most.”

“Who’s Evan, my Savior?” I mumbled.

She scoffed. “Don’t act so ignorant, darling. You know exactly who Evan is… don’t you?”

She parted her lab coat, and the book she’d tucked behind her belt buckle fell out and landed between my legs. The emotional weight of that book hit me so hard for a second I forgot how to breathe. Dr. Killian’s eyes followed mine as I looked away guiltily.

What the hell could I say now?

“You’re so silent, darling. Is it because I trained you so well or has guilt taken hold of your timid little tongue?”

I struggled to pull myself together. I held my bump and opened my mouth. Then I shut it again. I couldn’t speak, not when she glowering at me like that. I’d invaded her most sacred possession and shattered her trust like I hadn’t given a fuck.

Dr. Killian held the side of my head, forcing it to tilt with her nose grazing mine.

“If you think I’m going to punish you, don’t hold your breath.” Her voice had gone hollow. There were shadows clinging to the corners of her once-bright eyes. “I’m not going to give you the luxury of being whipped or chained by these hands. But you need to know one thing. I would never do anything to hurt you or our baby.”

“Dr. Killian,” I sobbed.

I wanted to cry and scream. I wanted to grovel at her feet. I needed to rewind time. I saw the pain scribed so clearly in her features and I hated myself. I’d screwed up. I’d let down the only two women who meant everything to me and I was never going to forgive myself.

“I know I was wrong,” I said. It was so much easier to cry now. This time it didn’t make me weak in the knees, but sick in the stomach. “I wanted to understand you. When I started reading those pages…I couldn’t stop. It was...so raw. I know you won’t believe me but I loved you even more after I read your story. You were so brave!”

“It was none of your business!”

“Please...punish me,” I whispered, feeling the sting of her words as if she’d hit me. “I’m so sorry. I was stupid. I betrayed you.”

“I’m sure you’d like me to. Hang you up by the wrists, blindfold you, beat your ass until the stripes become black and blue? Stretch your dainty little hole, bite your beautiful sissy lips?”

“Please,” I begged. “Please let me make it up to you.”

“You know it turns me on thinking about using you. Playing with your body to my heart’s content. I know you love it too. But no. I won’t give you what you want. I won’t hurt my baby’s mother. You’re disgusting, that’s what you are.”

I gulped down the shame, feeling tingles cross through my heart and all the other forbidden areas of my body.

She was right.

I was pile of shit.

She turned away from me and ran her tongue slowly across her lips as she checked the readings she’d captured from my scan. She was furious with me—so, so mad, but she was trying to keep herself calm. For my sake. The sexual tension in the room was totally, stupidly unbearable.

She chucked the tablet away and faced me again.

“You’re still horny, huh? Thirsty for a cock?”

I squirmed. Couldn’t think clearly—the way she’d said ‘cock’ had been so hot. So I just nodded again.

“Such a panty slut. Tell me, Anna-Lisa. How would I know you wouldn’t leave me to chase after another cock? Or, god forbid, a man!”

I inhaled.

You want to know the truth? The truth is I’m craving you, Dr. Killian. Just you. Not just the good parts of you but all sides of you, even the dark and broken parts.

But I’ll never have the words to let you know how deeply and truly I’ve fallen for you.

She came around and undid my ankle monitor. The cuff dropped to the floor with a clang, and then she ripped away the sheets, balling them up with her diary inside before tossing them. The book fell with a thunk, so many years of her own history tainted because of me. With one swift pull, my turtleneck was yanked up my arms and my shorts dragged down my legs and onto the floor. The air licked at my naked breasts and breezed through my thin panties. All I had on apart from my panties were my knee-high socks—pink, with white hearts and a bow sewn to the side of each ankle.

Her stare seemed to be burning through the shape of my overly girly body.

“This is the one time I’m ordering you not to be silent, sissy.”

I swallowed. I wished I could tell her everything I wanted to tell her. “I’m scared of saying the wrong thing, Dr. Killian. I…I don’t want to sound insincere. I deserve your anger.”

Dr. Killian swore under her breath and sighed like she was trying to restrain herself. That was when I looked down and saw the bulge in the suit pants beneath her coat.

I hadn’t been the only one feeling all the tension.

“If I had any choice, I wouldn’t speak to you again. But we’ve got to do your delivery training, so I’d like you to keep calm and focus.”

She pressed the button at the end of the bed and we waited. She turned away from me and I heard her adjusting herself, zipping herself up after. Two nurses walked in and rolled me through the hallways into the labor room, with Dr. Killian following behind us. A needle was jammed into my wrist and monitors strapped onto my abdomen. Restraints were pinned around my wrists, locking them in place, and a pair of stirrups were attached to the end of the bed, raising my feet so high I felt my bump lodge towards my chest.

One of the nurses brought out two transparent pumps linked to a pair of containers. She latched the boots around the base of my nipples and switched them on. The sucking and emptying motion began, painful but also torturously arousing. Within a second my milk droplets, thick and rich, were squirting out with a hiss.

The other nurse began prepping a set of instruments from a caddy but Dr. Killian stopped her forcefully.

“I’d like both of you to leave. Now.”

The nurses nodded and quietly left the room.

Dr. Killian didn’t look at me. She put on a pair of surgical gloves and picked up a scalpel. She worked it around one panty hole, ripping it open up to the elastic waist. Her forehead was creased in concentration, her motions careful and slow like she was scared of cutting into my skin. The remaining fabric on my front was cut away and then I was bared for her, on display, hers for the taking. 

“How dare you show off your pretty clitty and boy-pussy to me like this?” she chided, flexing her fingers down towards my inner thighs before retreating. “Just begging for my attention when I have work to do.”

I wanted to reach out, bury my head and my hands into her hair. My breaths were getting shallower, ragged, as my thoughts raced. Lizzie’s visit was now only a distant buzz behind me. How could I think of her when I had this ruthless leader in front of me, lusting after me, taunting me?

I heard clinks as Dr. Killian lined her instruments on a tray. Her lips were a straight line, her eyes sharp. She picked up a syringe and filled the plastic barrel with a clear liquid, then, testing it, she let a single drip fall out onto her forefinger.

Without a word, she pumped the syringe right into me, inserting it deep, deep inside.

At first I thought it was just lube. I could feel the liquid moving steadily, thick slimy layers coating the inner walls of my sissy pussy. Then it started to feel a little like Icy Hot. A cold burn lit up the entire length of my passage, half-numbing while contracting and stimulating my cells.

“You’re starting to gape, darling,” Dr. Killian said.

I let out a soft cry, shifting against the bed as much as I could. I could really feel it, could picture what she was seeing in my mind’s eye. I was opening up and dilating, and the inside of me was pulsing like my own heart.

“Pretty, pretty…” Dr. Killian murmured. “I can’t wait for the day I get to see you give birth to our baby like a real sissy. The stretch will just be marvelous.”

I stared at her. The vacuum fixed to my nipples made a loud, wet slurping noise.

“Yes, that’s right, flower. I’d be crazy to have taken you this far, breaking every biological boundary known to man and not take you all the way.”

She saw the panicked questions in my eyes and smirked. “You see, your stem cells were programmed to create a projection outwards from your uterus to your rectal passage. It was a challenge, of course. The rectum is simply not designed to act as a birthing canal. It is neither elastic enough nor lubricated enough, and the risk of displacing or damaging your other organs is high. I spent many moons developing a solution. I had no choice, Anna-Lisa. Putting the sexual pleasure I’d get from having my baby enter the world through her sissy mother’s stretched-out, quivering, pink pussy-hole aside—”

She paused to take a breath. I moaned as my butt opened again for her. Whatever drug she was pumping through me was spreading deep inside my muscles.

“Putting the pleasure aside, I have to think about all the women who have silently put up with the pain of childbirth for centuries. That all ends now. Why should women alone shoulder the pain when men can take their share? What use are men to us if they can’t birth our children? What use would be a feminized man if she is not fertile enough to give birth through her boy pussy, bonding with her baby during the process, turning blood into milk, feeling it kick and move in your stomach for months, and yes, carrying the pain?”

Her fingers slid into my crack and forced themselves inside, pumping my wet walls, swirling inside, opening me up, widening me even more. She shivered excitedly. “A C-Section for you, darling? An exo-uterus? No. None of that is enough.”

Her face disappeared between my legs, and suddenly I felt the softness of her breath fan my hole. My skin bristled with tingles.

“Of course, my main concern is if your anus is able to stretch enough to endure childbirth. A tear would be catastrophic, as I’m sure you understand. The serum I just injected was formulated to solve both problems. It will lubricate the anus and rectum, dilate it, and toughen its wall. Amazing, isn’t it?”

She leaned back and fiddled with her tray of instruments again, picking one before bringing it up to the light so I could see it. It took me a while to figure out what it was. A speculum—small in girth but so long and so sleek. My hole quivered and drew tight as she lovingly caressed its rounded tips, spreading lubricant around.

“Your birth canal stretches seven centimeters wide when my cock fucks you hard. Not as tight as when we first started, huh, darling? Now I just need to test you to see if the serum works.”

I nodded, trying to hold in my whines and whimpers. I felt wet down there, and completely unprotected with my knees twisted upwards and feet locked. Dr. Killian moved quickly to the end of the bed, dragging the caddy along with her. A noisy shudder groaned out of me as her rubber fingers patted across my ass cheeks, spreading it for penetration. Scrunching my face to avoid making any more sounds, I braced myself, but my muscles were much tenser than they needed to be.

The speculum slid into me without the slightest noise.

It was thrust out again, then thrust back in. Again and again. Filling me to my brim, splitting me open before leaving me empty. Dr. Killian had said she wasn’t going to punish me but this was a punishment. A cruel, blissful one as the metal pistoned in and out of my perfectly lubricated hole.

“Arousal makes things just a tad easier,” she said under her breath. “But I expect you to behave.”

Oh, fuck. The cold metal twisted inside me, making contact with new nerves, sending lines of pleasure burning up towards my stomach. I heard several clicks as she adjusted the joint of the speculum, and I felt the metal linings part to the sides, little by little, stretching me. Then there was the scrape of a pen before the entire thing was pulled out of me.

“Very good…” Dr. Killian murmured. “That wasn’t so hard, was it?”

My lips were open but my brain had gone numb. Was she enjoying the view of my boy pussy like this—swollen, open, and desperate?

Dr. Killian picked up the second speculum and fingered it along one end. It made an agonizingly long squeak. It wasn’t just longer—it was thicker and wider, and a lot more intimidating. They all felt so much bigger once they were inside you. I shut my eyes and drew in another stuttering breath. This time, a splosh of lube squirted out of me as she plunged the tool in with a sudden poke and my hole snapped shut. My flesh contracted involuntarily and sucked the tool further in. Dr. Killian let out a delightful laugh.

“Oh, look, my little flower is such a slut!”

I finally gave in and gave out a thin, shrieky moan.

“Quiet!”

She started fucking me rapidly with the speculum as if she wanted revenge. I tried to quiet myself by pressing my nails into my palms but stopped because the chains around my wrists were rattling too loudly.

The speculum opened my hole, held it there for an eternity. My whole body trembled. It was harder to push out the next breath.

She wrote something down and slowly…too slowly…pulled out the tool with her face stationed so close to my sissy-hole that her breaths swirled teasingly inside it.

“Just perfect,” she said and whistled. “One more test left.”

The third one, of course, was the biggest. I tried hard not to imagine it before it pushed past my hole. But then it got stuck. Fear coiled through me to the ends of my toes, making them jiggle in their restraints. But Dr. Killian was as calm as a surgeon, inserting a fresh dose of serum into me and working it in with her fingers, easing the speculum past my slick, shuddering hole.

“We’re so close, darling. Now stay put.”

Click…click…click.

The sound of the instrument being worked on, spreading me open a half-millimeter at a time, made the back of my scalp prickle. My body were hers to play with, I reminded myself. My shame, my humiliation…even my disobedience…they were all meant to serve her, really, like an entertaining puppet.

I felt the shape of my sissy hole widening…so fucking wide. So much so that a space I’d never been really aware of before began throbbing and growing harder against the cold of the metal.

“Good news. Your stretch tolerance is satisfactory, and you should safely withstand contractions. We can proceed with a natural birth.”

“I’m happy to hear that, Dr. Killian,” I said evenly, determined not to freak out until the day I had to deal with it.

I waited for the speculum to slide out, bracing myself for the gasping relief of its removal.

It never happened. At first I thought Dr. Killian was simply smiling down at my ass and admiring what she’d been able to achieve with it. But then she moaned, deep in her throat, and I heard the unmistakable rustle of her moving clothing, the tug of a zipper, and the bounce and release of a spring.

Maybe she couldn’t help herself. Maybe it was the view of me like this—naked, bound, gaping, and wanting. There was nothing I could do about the helpless squirms of my muscles as she pleasured herself with no words and zero regard for me, just centimeters away but totally hidden from my view.

Finally, she leaned over me and sputtered onto my pregnant belly. Every inch was it was soon covered in her hot, milky semen. She bucked once, twice, and sighed happily as she took her time emptying her store. Splatters of semen formed like a work of art on the slope of my bump and dripped like thick glue.

“Would you like a taste?” she asked.

Of course I wanted a taste. Hungry, greedy, slutty me. “Yes, please, my Savior. Thank you.”

“I’m sure you would,” she said and her thick hard length bounced out in the front of me. But then she scoffed, glaring at me, and right then I knew she’d never forgive me for what I did with her diary.

She grabbed several napkins and raked off the cum on my stomach right in front of my eyes. I gasped at how ruthless she was being. Her precious milk—there had to be at least a quart or so of it—every drop wasted, taken away from me and my growing child. Then, when she marched up to the door, I thought for a harrowing moment she was going to leave me like this.

“Nurses!” she called out.

The nurses appeared, the same ones that’d set me up in the first place.

“Clean her up,” she ordered. “And release her. Make sure she’s back in her room. I’ll be busy in the lab for now and should only be disturbed for an emergency.”

The nurses nodded. They gathered around me eagerly and began scrubbing me up.

Dr. Killian left without another word.


CHAPTER 16

I needed her to forgive me.

I sailed in and out of an uncomfortable night of sleep. Dreams about all the ways I could beg for forgiveness kept taunting me. Getting on my knees, surrendering to her completely. Kissing her feet. Writing a thousand-page apology letter.

There had to be something. Something I could do to redeem myself.

It had been two days since she’d measured my birth canal and explained to me the miracle that would be my labor and delivery. Every minute seemed to tick slowly now. My bump was getting more swollen and tighter every day, and I knew my baby was going to come into the world soon. But how could I look into the eyes of the father and have her oversee my delivery when she still hated my guts?

I stared out the window, watching the night sky. Then I suddenly sat up in bed. The snippy nurse assigned to me sped to my side in an instant.

“What do you think you’re doing?” she asked.

“I need to talk to Dr. Killian,” I said.

“She’s busy,” the nurse said, muscling her way in to ruffle the pillows back behind my back and trying to settle me down. I swatted her hands off me and swung my legs over the side of the bed.

“Busy? At two in the morning?”

“Yes.” She didn’t care to offer anything more.

“But I want to talk to her.”

The nurse shook her head vigorously. “Out of the question. Dr. Killian has got better things to do right now than to be distracted by you, sweetie. She’s got a whole corporation to run, not that you’d know anything about that. Now be a pretty possum and lay back, just like that.”

“Well, I’m hungry. Please get me a granola bar or something. Actually, I’d like a sandwich. Peanut butter, extra jelly. Could you make me one?”

The nurse’s face puckered. I was given free rein to eat whatever I wanted to boost my milk supply, and Dr. Killian had briefed the nurses personally that I was always to be fed when I was hungry. I waited until the nurse sulked out and shut the door behind her, then I stepped down onto the floor, gripping the metal bed railing for support. By the time she’d walk down to get the food from the kitchen and walk all the way up here, it’d be close enough for me to do what I’d planned in my head.

I waddled out of my room and walked down the corridor. The lights had been dimmed and there was no one around. Perfect. But when I tried to push open the exit doors of the medical wing, they beeped with a rejection.

Locked. Damn.

My slippers squeaked as I waddled my way back. I had this strange, jittery feeling deep in my heart. I just didn’t know how Dr. Killian felt about me anymore. How she saw me now that I’d failed her. Most of all I hated how my stupidly horny brain couldn’t get over my kink for her cock even when I should be ashamed of my actions.

When I reached the darkness of my room, I paused, then walked straight past it. There were dozens and dozens of doors ahead, some with obscure labels and the others labs and testing rooms. I had zero intention of walking all the way to the end of what looked like an endless hallway. But there was a light spilling out from underneath one of the doors.

One that said ‘ACCESS RESTRICTED’ in big red letters.

I stopped short in front of it. There was a weird sound coming from it, almost like a motor purring. Someone had to be working in there, and I could bet on who it was.

Slowly, I curled my fingers on the door handle. But the door, of course, was locked.

Wasn’t it?

My hand tugged downwards, the lever slipping beneath my palm, and the door yawned open.

The massive tank caught my eye first. It was like a glass tub, maybe thirty feet in all directions.

A blue liquid bubbled around inside it like a potion, fresh waves ebbing and flowing because of several fans suspended near the bottom of the tank. The fans whizzed, creating the motor-y sound I’d heard earlier.

Clutching my bump, I took another step inside. I saw the human inside, floating, just the head above the surface of blue water. Eyes closed, body bare, brown hair wet. It was Dr. Killian. And she was moaning.

But it couldn’t be her.

It looked like her, except she wasn’t the one I knew. The person before me had a body that was mottled red, skin that was angry with some kind of rash. She moaned again, flipped around, and dunk her head once into the liquid. The rashes zigzagging down her back caught the reflection of the light. They were deep, like cuts from a whip.

Dr. Killian groaned. 

Seeing her like that, hurting and thrashing in pain, made me stop in my tracks. I wanted to jump into the tank, scoop her out and kiss her and stop what was causing her that agony.

“Dr. Killian...” I whispered, walking as quickly as I could over to her.

Her shoulders twitched briefly at the sound of my voice, sending ripples fanning outwards, and she stretched her arm out to flip onto her back. I placed my palms against the vibrating glass. She inhaled deeply and opened her eyes. They were heavy and dark as they fixed themselves on me.

For a moment, the room was totally silent.

I forced myself not to freak out. “Are you okay, Dr. Killian? Please, tell me!”

Dr. Killian sighed. She parted her lips like she was going to tell me off for barging in and not staying in my room and—Jesus—so many other things, but then she simply took another breath in without saying anything. A mist of her breath floated upward.

All I wanted to do was submit and offer my body to her so she could have a distraction from the pain. I was pressing myself so closely against the glass it almost felt like we could touch. “My Savior,” I pleaded. “Please let me know what I can do to make it better. I can’t stand seeing you like this. Should I call a doctor? A nurse?”

Can I kiss the pain away?

Dr. Killian smiled in a way that made me feel stupid. My bimbo brain couldn’t have come up with anything she hadn’t previously thought of. This had to be some kind of experiment gone horribly wrong. I tried to smile back, but Dr. Killian waded to the back of the tub and knocked on a button fixed to the wall. The fans stopped swirling, the bubbles slowing dissipating. The liquid began to drain.

Through the glass I could see the horror of her body in crystal-clear detail, and my blood froze. There was no way she was okay.

Dr. Killian sat up, wrapped her arms around her chest, and climbed out of the tank.

“You should be sleeping, sissy,” she finally said.

“I couldn’t sleep, my Savior.” I glanced around restlessly and saw a towel folded on one of the counters. I ran to get it.

“You’re not supposed to be here. Are you that desperate for a punishment?”

I shook my head, blushing from both fear and shyness. Blue drops trinkled onto the floor. Dr. Killian stood in the middle of the room, arms outstretched, and finally gave me a nod. Eagerly, I patted the towel gently around her thighs, working my way up, down her breasts, over her shoulders, careful not to rub too hard over the splotches that looked like a bad sunburn. I was so, so scared to hurt her any more than I had. I twisted the towel to wring water off her hair. Her body was so warm it was like standing next to an electric heater.

“Do you have a fever?” I blurted out.

Dr. Killian laughed. “I don’t have the Venus syndrome, if that’s what you’re thinking. This—thankfully—isn’t contagious or I would’ve kicked you out a long time back.” She looked down at my crotch. “In any case, even if I had the syndrome, you wouldn’t catch it, would you?”

You’re not a real girl. Just a whore in a fake feminine body. The words didn’t have to be said. I was instantly embarrassed, and brought the towel up to her neck to dab it dry for the second time.

Dr. Killian took the towel from me and walked up to a wall of cabinets next to a medical exam bed. She took out a familiar pink tub and handed it to me. The magic salve.

My breaths became shaky as I coated a layer of salve across my palms and rubbed them together to warm it up. I’d wanted to do this for so long, to tend to her and take care of her and make her feel good and it was a privilege she was even letting me do this. My touch started light, focusing on the areas that were the worst, but then my hands pressed against her skin more firmly because I was just so desperate to feel every part of her, imagining they were my lips trailing across her flesh, my tongue licking her rashes to heal her.

I paused to dip into the salve once more and collect my breath. It was impossible not to get aroused by her nakedness. My fingers rubbed a fresh scoop over her breasts and nipples and along the tender insides of her legs where her precious private parts lay tucked into herself. Her cock slipped out, the thick of it falling in front of the trimmed hair of her pussy. My hand crept just a little closer, my breath hitching, wanting so badly to cup it and massage it and give her some relief. She leaned a little into me, almost like she wanted it too, but then but she hissed when I tried to tackle the red river trailing up from her pubis.

“Does it burn, my Savior?”

She glanced away. “It’s okay, pet. I’ve been dealing with this a long time.” She folded her arms behind her back and stretched her thighs apart the slightest bit. An invitation for me to continue.

“When I first conducted the experiments on myself, I...I experienced a side effect I hadn’t expected. A typically inert chemical compound I used in the shots created flare-ups in my skin. What you see happening to my body now is a kind of allergic reaction I experience from time to time, triggered by those initial tests.”

My throat constricted. I remember reading about the horrible side effects in her diary—the ones that had been bad enough for her to stop Phase I trials. She didn’t give away too many details about the actual nature of them, but I’d assumed she’d cured it. She’d been suffering like this the whole time—how the hell hadn’t I noticed it?

“It looks like it hurts so badly,” I said finally.

She gave a half-nod. “It hurts. But I’m used to it now. The outbreaks used to happen more often, but now it usually comes out when I’m a little more stressed than usual.” She turned her back to me, sweeping her hair to the front. I began massaging her back. “Meditating in here gives my body the break it needs. I formulated the salve to counteract the effects. But mostly I use it so no one will ever see me like this.”

It hurt me so bad to hear her say that. Was that why she often covered up her body in business suits? She’d always been a perfect human to me—powerful, invincible, and put together. A proud goddess with the egos of men trampled around her feet. She may have wanted power and control, but it was clear she’d suffered a lot for her science.

Why had it taken me this long to understand her? To finally realize who she really was? Even after stealing and reading her fucking diary?

For once, my silence wasn’t what she needed, because when I tried to rub the salve over her hands, Dr. Killian stopped me with a forceful push of my arm. Her tone was sharp when she spoke. “Do you think I’m disgusting, Anna-Lisa? Have I broken the illusion that I’m perfect?”

The pink tub fell from my grip, hit the floor and cracked. I braced for her to scold me. She didn’t. I apologized.

She didn’t say anything.

She watched me as I gazed at her body. Her skin was paling, the marks disappearing like they’d never been there in the first place. Erasing her history scar by scar. I wanted to trace my fingers over the curve of her waist, place my head between her breasts and feel her heartbeat race, kiss and nibble on the petals of her ear.

“I can’t get over how strong and how gorgeous you really are, my Savior,” I said, then boldly leaned over and nuzzled my nose into the warmth of her neck.

“Get away from me,” she rasped.

“Dr. Killian—”

“Enough.” Her voice was muffled as she turned her face away from me. “Kneel.”

I flinched.

“I said kneel. Don’t test me, Anna-Lisa.”


CHAPTER 17

A fire bloomed between my legs as I obeyed her instantly. I looked down at the broken tub, breathless, my knees and back hurting. I was weak.

She’d made me weak.

Her hand was over my hair. She was pulling my head back and glaring at me like she was about to lose it. Then her cock was right under my nostrils. She rubbed it all over my face, then took a step back, offering me a fresh perspective of her masculine beauty.

“Look at my cock, Anna-Lisa.”

I raised my eyes. My lips had gone numb. She was becoming erect as she forced me to stare at her privates.

“Did my cock destroy your innocence, little girl?”

“It…it did, my Savior.”

“I’m sorry, darling. Sorry for bringing you down with me into my perverted fantasy. I couldn’t help myself, not when you looked so sweet and helpless.”  

The veins around her length pulsed.

“But it’s nice down here, isn’t it? You enjoy it? Yes, you do…I can see it in your eyes…deep down you’re just as perverted as me, darling. Would you like to show me, my cock-slave?”

I could feel saliva filling my mouth. Every curve and bump on her cock seemed to call for me. My stomach growled. It had been so long since I’d tasted her cum and felt the high it gave me when it slid down my throat.

She tilted her hips forward, waiting. I held her cock in both my hands and swallowed it. She was so big. I felt my mind shutting down as my throat swelled from her girth.

I was created for just one purpose, and it was this.

My lips surrendered to the tug and push of her hand on my head. It didn’t matter how many times I did it. Sucking Dr. Killian made me feel like I’d found my true self. It was like every part of me came into focus...and I was serving her like the pathetic whore I was.

My pulse banged in my temples as I let my tongue flatten and slide down to her base and descend to explore the soaked folds of her pussy. I twirled my tongue inside her hole, then made sure to have a good taste of her taint before my tongue rose back up to suck the tip of her cock. She began gyrating her hips, fucking my mouth until drool bubbled out the corners of my mouth and ran down my chin.

She was perfection.

The high lasted only a short time before she withdrew her cock and said, “Get dressed up for me before I play with you.”

I straightened my hurting back, breathing heavily. “Of course, my Savior. I’ll be back in fifteen minutes.”

I got up, ready to run to my room, but she stopped me.

“Bring your things in here. I want to watch you.”

Oh, shit.

In my room, I walked around in circles, gathering the things I needed. I couldn’t make up my mind about what to wear. In the end I collected a whole bunch of stuff in my arms—lingerie, skirts, a dress, some random accessories, a hairbrush, and my box of make-up.

Dr. Killian was leaning against a countertop, still naked, still sporting a hard-on when I returned to the lab.

I stood there stupidly with my mountain of things before laying everything on the exam bed, spreading them out. I wasn’t sure why, but I was suddenly so nervous. This was probably the most intimate thing we’d ever done so far—to let her see me make myself over. Even more intimate than letting her see me masturbate.

Three potential outfits. That was what I had once I arranged what I’d brought. My mind was racing before Dr. Killian butted in.

“I’d like to see you in the dress.”           

Goosebumps broke through my arms at the hunger in her voice.

I opened up my makeup box. It had a mirror on it. As I put on my foundation, concealer, and eyeshadow, Dr. Killian simply continued to stand, lubing up her cock. Her ravenous stare was practically leaving blisters on my skin. My eyeliner went on a little crooked, so I thickened it up at the edges to hide my mistake. The look came together, but too slowly. I didn’t want to keep her waiting, but I also wanted to look beautiful.

I finished off with face powder. Then, with my back to Dr. Killian, I stripped down. My palms were sweaty, but I was trying to be quick. Once I put on the matching bra and panties, I picked up the pantyhose. I sat on the exam bed and slid my toes in, rolling the stocking carefully up to my knees, praying I wouldn’t rip it. I struggled to bring it up to my waist. My belly was so big now I couldn’t even see my thighs easily.

I slipped the dress over my head and tucked my feet into wedge heels. My transformation was done, but I couldn’t look up and face her.

“Feeling shy, are we?”

She offered her hand and made me spin for her.

“This...this is what I dreamed for you, darling. The day I first saw you in person, walking in so proud of yourself and full of hope. You were a man, yes, but just waiting to bloom into something more.” She wrapped her fingers around my neck and held me to her chest, looking deeply into my eyes, her cock digging into my tummy. “Do you remember who you once were, Alan?”

My breath hitched. It felt like a million years since someone had called me Alan, and it suddenly made me feel dirty.

Dr. Killian raised her eyebrows and smirked. She lifted my chin gently then her finger skirted past the low-cut bodice to squeeze my breast. Her face was telling. You didn’t have these before. 

I moaned. It was incredible how sensitive I was now.

“I’ll never forget the things you let me do to you…” she murmured.

A pause. She let her finger rise to my lips, lingering there before it snuck into my mouth. The anticipation was killing me. Her eyes flickered like a cat’s as I sucked on it and breathed out shakily, my heart thumping in my chest.

“You’re perfect like this. I wish you could be pregnant forever.”

Her words were like gasoline being poured all over me. The flames roared. My clitty and balls tensed up and I could feel my arousal seeping out, so much I thought I could create a puddle on the floor.

She scooped me up by my ass like I weighed nothing. Setting me down on her examination table, she peeled off my pantyhose and made me straddle her hips. Her hands clung to my back like bars of steel, preventing me from falling. My hand moved on its own, searching desperately for a path to connect us. It wrapped around the heavy weight of her cock and joined it at my entrance.

I descended, letting her enter me deep inside.

We both moaned at that first experience of fullness.

With one twist, she yanked my head up so we could make eye contact. Her hand wrapped around my neck right above my collar, constricting my throat and showing me who I belonged to. I rocked forward as much as I could to bury her deeper into me, my baby bump jostling against her nipples. She tightened her hold on me, squeezing me towards her, staring into my eyes as her cock jerked and hammered hard into me.

I gulped to avoid a scream.

Everything about me was now totally out of my control. I was completely hers—every cell and nerve of mine invaded by her dominance. I should’ve been scared, but I felt safe. I felt safe and wanted and sexy and desired, and most of all I felt so hopelessly emasculated. How could I not, when I was made to feel so good in ways only a girl could?

We rocked nice and easy for some time. She let me massage my clitty cage against her mound. The friction of metal against her oiled skin was so amazing my body gave out a shudder of ecstasy as I humped my crotch against hers. I asked her to forgive me for my mistakes. Her brows creased. Her lips pinched but her eyes softened. Without a word, she dug her nails deep into the curve of my waist and lifted me up, repositioning me to be fucked from behind.

This time it was her who pushed her way into me. Her entire girth sunk into me in one go, and I gasped as pleasure jolted up towards my brain. I clutched my stomach hard as its bobbed. I was worried about the baby.

Dr. Killian placed her palms on top of my hands. “Relax, flower. I won’t hurt my baby.”

Her hips shifted under me until she found my center of gravity, tilting back slightly to help manage the weight of my bump.

“Bounce for me, darling. Be my slut. Maybe then you’ll earn my forgiveness.”

I rolled backward and forwards, testing the limits of my motion until I felt comfortable enough. And then all Dr. Killian could see was my ass bouncing and thwacking on her lap. She met my bouncing with her own desperate upstrokes. This wasn’t the sweet, romantic love-making we’d done at the retreat. This was full-blown and sweaty and filthy. There was no space in my mind for guilt and shame, so I had to accept who I was now—a knocked-up, cum-slurping bimbo sissy who was shaking her fat ass to satisfy her mistress’s lust.

Her hands slithered upwards and cupped my heavy milkers as I worked, pulling my boobs out of the bustline and tweaking them cruelly. I whined her name desperately as I threw back my head and grabbed my baby bump. My body hurt—nowhere near as painful as contractions, I would learn later on in my labor—but it hurt the way your typical pregnancy aches and pains did. Pain was normal for me now, though, and there was no level of pain I wouldn’t go through for Dr. Killian.

She slowed to an insufferable crawl of her shaft. Just the head of her cock moved in me, dipping just a few inches in, then withdrawing slowly. Then repeating, again and again, until I was twitching, spasming, and yelping. She reached around me, through my legs and rubbed my clitty, stroking me softly until my cheeks were on fire.

“I’m…so thirsty…” I moaned.

She gave me one hard slam and then her hands grabbed my waist. They gripped me tight as air emptied out of my lungs.

I came, and I came hard.

My head tilted back and forth as her thrusts deepened. She pumped and pumped and pumping, splattering my insides with cum, painting another work of art.

She kissed the side of my ear, then lifted me to the side. My lips hung open, begging.

“Play with it, darling.”

She moaned out the rest of her orgasm. Jizz spilled out—huge streaks of it, landing into my mouth and across my chin and neck, and there was still more. There was always more. It rained over me, and I started to rub it in my hair and over my baby bump, lathering it over every part of myself that was exposed. My vision blurred as globs stuck to my eyelashes. I loved every second of it, showing her how much of a cum addict I was.

There was no shame now. Only desire, even when the truth was so clear it was smacking me in the face: I’d become nothing but a breeding hole for the perfect human that was Jodie Killian.


CHAPTER 18

I went into labor on a cool, quiet night not too long after that day.

Somehow I’d expected fireworks and chaos when it happened. But being under the care of Dr. Killian and a whole army of FemCorp nurses, specialists, and medical students all working together kept what could’ve easily been total anarchy at bay.

That’s not to say my labor wasn’t scary.

It was still pretty fucking scary.

Three nurses hoisted me up and snapped my ankles into metal stirrups. I was left spread eagle, fully naked, my belly hanging towards the ceiling, legs obscenely apart. Since my delivery was going to be a monumental moment for science, Dr. Killian had invited an audience of medical students—all female of course—to watch. A film crew was also present, with cameras circling around my crotch to broadcast what was happening so everyone in the delivery room could see down there in vivid detail. A separate crew filmed the doctors and nurses at work. The footage would be later edited for future public release.

I wasn’t sure how to feel about all the eager eyes all up in my business. But I had bigger things on my plate, of course. By the time my contractions really started up, my body had started cramping so badly I was just about ready to pass out. The hormone solution that had been flushed into me was working—working maybe a little too well. I was squirting out about two palmfuls of the fluid it was producing every few minutes.

I was a squirming, slippery mess.          

“I don’t think I can do this, Dr. Killian,” I gasped out at one point. “I’d rather have a C-Section. Please. Put me under!”

Dr. Killian looked down at me, her eyes bright with pride and longing. “Be strong, darling. Be my hero. Because as long as you and the baby look healthy, we’re going to aim for a natural birth.” She leaned over and kissed my flushed cheek before whispering her next words. “You should see how pretty you look, with your wet little boy-pussy glistening with your very own pussy juice…”

Another burst of fluid trickled out of me in response.

It was another contraction. Dr. Killian glided over to stand between my legs. Her hands grabbed my ass—which was already lifted slightly off the bed with the use of foam pillows—for support and urged me to push. I closed my eyes, riding through the pain of what felt like a stab wound in my ass with the help of two midwives massaging and holding me from the sides. I screamed like a banshee.

Was this really what women had to endure for generations? How the hell had we continued our species at all?

The contractions soon grew stronger and stronger. My entire body was throbbing, aching for me to push the baby out and be done with it. I could feel my asshole dilating to a superhuman level. But I still wasn’t sure about one thing—could my baby really fit through it?

My fear turned into reality when I overheard one of the doctors say, “The baby’s stuck.”

A cold, cold shiver of panic shot through me when that sunk in.

This was it.

They were going to have to C-section me now.

I heard Dr. Killian snap at the film crew to wheel the monitors and equipment out of the way. She snapped on another pair of gloves. Four sets of hands held up my lower body so my belly hung freely in the air. I couldn’t see anything. I could only feel, mostly just in bits and pieces. Dr. Killian’s cold latex hand gripping the insides of my knees. A sheet of plastic sliding up behind me.

I was drowning, breathing out water with each new pang of pain and then I heard the calm, smoky sound of Dr. Killian talking, and the crinkle of the paper sheet.

“She needs to be stimulated. Arousal will help with the delivery.”

There was a click, and then latex, smeared with lube, was rubbing against unlocked clitty. It was a thumb and pointer finger, tight in a ring, stroking me hard and fast.

I gasped. Somewhere through the haze, I realized a hundred people were not only watching my gaping asshole, but also my sissy clitty being pleasured. There was no time to be mortified, and the only thing I could do was ride with it.

Could I really do this? Was I actually about to deliver my baby out of my asshole? I tried to remind myself this was supposed to be a feminine, joyous experience. That the pain was good.

Someone grasped my hand.

“You can do this,” the person whispered.

I could’ve recognized that voice anywhere.

“Lizzie?” I croaked.

She squeezed my hand then let go, only for her fingers to wander along my collarbone and down to my breasts to fondle them.

“I can’t,” I sobbed. “This is too much. I’m a big fucking failure.”

“You can do this, mama. Let me help you,” she said softly, pushing my sweat-plastered hair off my brow.

Then she was playing with my nipples again.

Dr. Killian called out, “We’re almost there, flower. Deep breath, relax, and push.”

I looked up with tear-stained eyes and blinked. Two women sharpened into focus. Lizzie and Dr. Killian. The way Lizzie was standing by Dr. Killian’s shoulder, the two of them facing me together in total solidarity like they had the whole world under their control, made a shiver run down my back.

I felt a flutter of excitement I hadn’t felt all night.

Towards a fully feminine future. That was one of FemCorp’s most used taglines. This was it. This was what Dr. Killian had been harping on about, trying to get in our heads. This was it, and it was beautiful.

There was pain and light, then darkness, and Lizzie’s whispers, and my throat was a burning tight ring, choking as I strained to give in to the powerful contractions. And for some reason I thought about Reign. Why be nervous about doing something good? That was what he’d told me. He was so right. I hoped that wherever he was, Reign would get it to experience this one day.

I was ready to meet my baby girl.

I was ready to be a hero.

I was going to do it for FemCorp.

Something pushed and pressed up against my entrance, and then it was like a release valve had just been hit. The tension left my body as my baby finally slipped free of me with a plop.

I kept screaming…until I couldn’t scream anymore.

And then I passed out.

***

“Isn’t she beautiful?” Dr. Killian murmured.

For a moment I let myself stop and watch. That look. How her father lit up when she held her newborn. My chest filled with happiness.

Dr. Killian passed the baby to me. She was pale and squishy and blue-eyed...and yes, absolutely beautiful.

This is my daughter. This is my baby.

Lizzie stepped up and touched her tiny wrist, then her soft cheeks. “Well, aren’t you one cute bean! I could just eat you!”

She laughed and cooed. I knew what Lizzie looked like when she was in love, and she was in love.

My eyes moved between Dr. Killian and Lizzie, both of them beaming. One month had passed since my miraculous all-natural delivery and I still couldn’t believe they were willing to put aside their differences for me. That Dr. Killian had actually invited Lizzie to watch me give birth and she’d actually traveled all the way to comfort me through the whole process.

Dr. Killian took Ella—my baby girl—and laid her down on a blanket. She turned her fingers over and gently prodded her, checking her temperature and vitals. When she was satisfied, she handed Ella back to me.

“Darling, I have something to tell you.”

I looked up. Her voice had softened to the kind of gentle she used when we were alone. “Yes, my Savior?”

“Elizabeth will be staying with us.”

My eyebrows jumped up, and I turned to Lizzie, mouth open. “You’re staying?”

Lizzie smiled at both Ella and me. Her hazel eyes were blazing.

“I want to join the fight, Anna-Lisa. Let’s smush Gynobug together.”

My mouth dropped even lower. “Babe. You’re joining FemCorp?”

“I watched a miracle with my own eyes,” she said simply. “Dr. Killian and I talked while you were resting. We talked a lot, actually. I think I finally understand what she’s all about.” She leaned in and gave me a kiss on the cheek. “You were a terrible boyfriend, Anna-Lisa, but I know you’ll be a great mom. I can’t wait to help you raise all your children.”

“Children?” I gasped.

“I plan to impregnate you again,” Dr. Killian said. She pinched a strand of Ella’s fine, light-brown hair—the same shade as her own—and made a loop with it around her thumb. “Of course, you’ll have three months to recover before starting your hormone protocol again. We’re in the process of releasing everything to the media, and a second baby soon after the first will be great hope for the public, I’m sure.”

“It’s dark out there,” Lizzie added grimly. “Entire cities of women wiped out—just like that. Once FemCorp starts getting the message out to the people, there’s going to be thousands who’ll join the revolution.”

My head was starting to spin. There was so much to do. So much more to fight for, even with everything I’d sacrificed. And now that I had my own baby girl in my arms, the idea of getting pregnant all over again and becoming a beacon of hope for FemCorp and the survival of humanity sounded exciting and stupidly terrifying all at once. 

“I...I’m ready,” I whispered, looking up at my Savior.

Dr. Killian bent down and kissed me on the lips. The kiss lasted a little longer than I would’ve liked with Lizzie watching us, but there was the strangest glint in her eye when our mouths separated.

I brought Ella’s head up to my breast and let her suckle my nipple. Dr. Killian pressed her hand on top of mine, guiding my movements. The whole time I breastfed, Dr. Killian and Lizzie stroked me lovingly and purred encouragements to Ella.

When I was done, Lizzie said she’d watch over Ella. “I think the parents deserve some privacy,” she said. “See you later, Anna-Lisa.” Her tongue went over her lips as she stared down at me and my huge, exposed breasts. I could’ve sworn I saw something flash across her face right then that wasn’t just hunger, but greed. A wave of adrenaline rolled through my blood. I had a feeling I still hadn’t quite understood what I’d signed up for...

And then it was just Dr. Killian and me. She was silent for some time, just watching me, making me feel a hundred times shyer than I already was. Then, without making any attempt to touch me, she said in a gravelly voice, “I thought it wouldn’t be possible. I thought I’d already achieved the peak of feminine beauty with you. But I was wrong. You’re so much more beautiful now, knowing you’ve given me such a gift. Knowing the pain you went through because you trusted me enough.”

A knot swelled in my throat. And not for the first time, I couldn’t find the right words to express all the chaos inside my heart. So I had to settle for a measly, “Thank you, my Savior.”

Still not moving any closer to me, Dr. Killian’s hand went down towards her groin. She tugged on the zipper of her pants. The shape of her cock slowly came into view, and she watched me as I traced its progress with my eyes, pre-cum starting to glisten at the tip. My lips parted. I could feel my body temperature rising. My thoughts had suddenly turned syrupy slow.

“Look at you.”

Her words were hissing out in a low, tense whisper.

“Soon there won’t a person in the world who doesn’t know what a slut you were for me, letting me open up your pretty boy cunt and pump you to the brim. I am going to breed you, Anna-Lisa. I am going to breed you again and again and again. You will be nothing but a baby-making machine, fully submissive to nothing in this world but my cock.”

Her cock was suddenly right in my face, the air between our bodies starting to boil over. My lips trembled. My tongue was wet with the need to be filled.

“Will you promise to be with me?” Dr. Killian asked urgently. “To love me? To adore me?”

“Now until forever, my Savior.”

“Promise me that.”

“I promise, my Savior.”

“Then seal it with a kiss.”

My lips wound tightly around her cock, swallowing it down with one kiss. She sank into my mouth, swaying her hips lightly and taking her time. I moaned, feeling happy as a clam.

She was like a drug.

Addictive.

And I was powerless against the rush of desire in me to submit.

To be open to everything—and I mean everything—my Savior was ready to give me.


THE END

I hope you enjoyed reading FemCorp! I had an amazing time writing it!

Love and kisses,

Rae
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Want exclusive email updates, announcements, and hot new releases? Sign up for my newsletter! You’ll also get to download Transformed By His Online Date, a never-before-published, too-risqué-for-Amazon story!
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Her Husband, Her Cam Girl
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“Place yourself a little closer to the camera.

And feet apart, honey.

Let them see what's hiding between those legs.

We don’t want anyone mistaking you for a real girl, do we?”

Ray’s easy life as a househusband turns upside down the day his ambitious wife Angie has a bad accident.

But just when the bills are piling up and rent’s due, he thinks he’s stumbled upon a brilliant idea.

Cam girling.

It sounds so easy. Almost too good to be true. With his wife's good looks and business brain, they could make big money while she's doing nothing but recovering at home.

But Ray has no idea just how furious Angie is with his lack of drive and contributions to their marriage. So she proposes an even better solution…why couldn’t he become the cam girl instead?

After all, he could make his pretty boy looks work to his advantage and—being unemployed—he's got all the time in the world to transform himself into a sexy, convincing female performer for a very generous audience…
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Femdom Boss: The Complete Series (Books 1-5)
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After his manager is unexpectedly fired, Karl Parsons finds himself working for Victoria Winter, the fierce and intimidating CEO of Cloverdale. There’s only one problem though. Victoria hates him.

Karl doesn’t understand why his new boss gets off on belittling and humiliating him so much, pushing him almost to breaking point. But when her punishments take a shocking turn, he’s lured into a dangerous world of sensuality, submission, and ruthless feminization.

As he slowly begins to uncover the ominous secrets of Cloverdale and is drawn closer than ever to his boss’s mysteriously shy secretary, Rosie, Karl soon becomes trapped between two cruelly dominating hearts. With both his heart and future at stake, is Karly—now Karly—prepared to be the good sissy girl they want him to be...even if he might lose every single thing he’s worked so hard for?

Grab Rae Robinson’s sexiest femdom series yet—with sizzling feminization, crossdressing, sissification, chastity, and humiliation themes—in this complete five-book bundle, available exclusively on discount for the first time!

Included are:

Part 1: Spanked Into Submission

Part 2: Taken Like A Toy

Part 3: Bound For Her Pleasure

Part 4: Used By Her Men

Part 5: Serving Their Lesbian Desires
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Feeling hot and bothered? Get started reading now!
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Pretty Little Toys: 15-Book Mega Bundle
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Grab 15 full-length books by feminization author Rae Robinson—now available in an exclusive discounted collection for the first time.

That's over 180,000 words of feminization fun!

Themes include femdom punishment and sissy training, gentle femdom, cuckolding, chastity, romantic first time feminization, straight to sissy, BDSM/bondage, corporal punishment/spanking, humiliation, degradation, revenge femdom, strap-on action, bi-action, CFNM, foot worship, and more.

Stories included in this mega bundle:

Blind Date

Pretty For My Wife's Boss

Broken By My Bully

Femdom Therapist

The Cougar's Shy Sissy

The Huntress

My Wife's New Lover

Roommate From Hell

Pleasing The Cowgirl

Her Black Master’s Dungeon

Posing For Her

Femdom Maid

Femdom Babysitter

Bad Boss: A Revenge Femdom Story

Paying His Debt

Start reading now!
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THIRSTY FOR MORE?

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

Femdom Feminization and Sissification Books

Broken By My Bully

Femdom Maid

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

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

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


ABOUT THE AUTHOR

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