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    Chapter One 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    I stared at the computer screen, my mouth agape as I tried to make sense of what I was looking at.  Of course, I had known to expect low grades.  After spending most of the semester missing classes, I couldn’t have expected anything else.  However, I thought I had done enough during the final exams to pull my grades up, at least enough to pass.  The cascade of failing grades on the screen put the lie to that expectation.   
 
    “What am I going to do?” I muttered under my breath, but I had no answers.  I was already on borrowed time, having gone on academic probation the semester before.  If I understood the system correctly, I’d just flunked out of college entirely.  And it wasn’t my first time, either.  I was already on my second college, and I knew there wouldn’t be a third.   
 
    I navigated away from page and tried to distract myself by logging onto my favorite multiplayer roleplaying game.  But even doing mindless daily quests wasn’t enough to get my mind off my predicament.  Soon, I’d have to tell my parents that I’d failed.  Again.  And I was certain that wouldn’t go very well.   
 
    I had no one to blame but myself, though.  I knew that.  But in my defense, my problem wasn’t that I was incapable.  If I’d tried, if I had made even the barest effort, I had little doubt that I could’ve passed with flying colors.  I’d stopped trying, though, and mostly because I had no real enthusiasm for what I’d chosen as my major.  It was a familiar refrain, and one I hated to hear echoing in my own mind.  I’d thought the same on so many occasions, and I was tired of it.  The reality was that I’d been through no less than six majors, failed three different semesters, and was on the verge of flunking out of my second school.  I’d backed myself into a corner, and my only escape was something I had little interest in acknowledging, much less an option I looked forward to taking.   
 
    I sighed, leaning back in my gaming chair.  After slipping my headset off my head, I ran my hand through my jaw-length hair, letting out a sigh.  I was so engrossed in my problems that I didn’t even hear my mother open my door, so when she spoke, I was admittedly startled by the intruding sound of her voice.   
 
    “You look pensive,” she said.  “Want to talk about it?”  
 
    Once I’d settled myself down, I looked back at my mother.  She was an unremarkable woman who might’ve been pretty at one point.  But age had begun its assault on her looks, and it was only a matter of time before she succumbed altogether.  Even now, she’d begun to cultivate the pear shape that many older women possessed.  Add to that her short hair, motherly smile, and kind eyes, and you got a woman that looked like the flesh-and-blood version of a Pixar mom, complete with the generous bottom those cartoons were known for.   
 
    “Not really,” I said.  “Just thinking about…you know…stuff.”  
 
    She stepped into my room, then sat on the bed. “What kind of stuff?” she asked with a mother’s curiosity.  I would’ve been annoyed if I hadn’t known that it came from such a good place.  She genuinely wanted what was best for me and had often advocated in my favor, despite my many screw-ups.   
 
    It was as good a time as any to tell her, especially considering that my father wasn’t around.  I knew my mom would help soften the blow, even if she couldn’t dissuade my father’s judgement altogether.  So, I said, “I…I have something to tell you, mom…” 
 
    “What’s going on in here?” said my father, poking his head through the doorway. “Party in casa de Will?”  
 
    My heart clenched as I regarded my father.  He was everything I wished I could be.  Assertive.  Manly.  Tall.  His forearms were as thick as my biceps – maybe bigger – and he was built like those guys you see in Viagra commercials.  The only consolation he’d made to age was the grey hair creeping up from his temples.  Other than that, he could’ve passed for a man half his age.   
 
    If only I’d gotten a few more of his genes, I was certain that my life would’ve been considerably better.  Instead, I was clearly my mother’s child, with little input from his genetic material.  I hated that almost as much as I hated him.   
 
    Rationally, I knew the standards to which my father held me weren’t the result of animosity.  Like my mother, he wanted what was best for me.  But while she was content to offer unconditional love and support while I was allowed to make my own mistakes, he’d always been judgmental, dismissive, and more than a little intimidating.  The result was that a gulf had grown between us, and one I had little desire to traverse, even if he consistently made efforts to bring me into his world.   
 
    “Will was about to tell me something,” she said.  “It’s private, Gary.” 
 
    He snorted in derision, his good mood disappearing as he stepped fully into the room and said, “In my house?  Not a chance.  Spit it out, Will.”  
 
    “I hate when you call me that,” I said, my voice barely more than a whisper.   
 
    “He hates it when you call him that,” my mother echoed, far louder than my own statement. 
 
    “Whatever,” my father said, standing over me, his hands on his hips. “What’s going on, Will?  Tell me you didn’t flunk out of school again?”  
 
    “Oh, for goodness’ sake, Gary – why do you always jump to the worst possible possibility?” my mother said. “It’s not like he’s –” 
 
    “Come on,” my father said. “It’s not like he hasn’t given us ample reason to question his academic performance.  I’ve said it once, and I’ll say it again – some people just aren’t cut out for college.  He should’ve come to work with me the moment he graduated high school.  But now, look at him?  Twenty-two years old, and he hasn’t made an inch of headway.  Instead, he spends his whole life staring at that computer screen.”  
 
    “How is that any different than you spending all your time watching sports?” my mother said, standing.  Like me, she only reached my father’s shoulder, but unlike me, she had little difficulty in standing up to him.  “Just because he likes different things than you do doesn’t mean he’s worse.”  
 
    “Whatever,” said my father, waving his hand dismissively. “Just tell me this big news, then?”  
 
    Suddenly, they were both staring at me.  And under their scrutiny, I almost collapsed in on myself.  It felt like I had a thousand pounds pushing down on my shoulders, and the only thing holding it up was the fact that they didn’t know I’d flunked out of school.  The moment I told them, everything was going to change.  I knew it.   
 
    But I also had no choice.   
 
    Eventually, they’d discover the truth, and the longer I waited, the worse it was going to be.  So, after taking a deep breath, I said, “I…I’ve got some bad news…” 
 
      
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
      
 
    “That’s brutal, man,” said Seth, my best friend, who was busy tossing a blue racquetball up and down as he lay on his bed.  “What are you going to do?”  
 
    I sat on his floor, leaning against his dorm room wall.  Seth was everything my parents probably wished I was.  Smart, academically successful, and driven, he was already in his first year of medical school.  Meanwhile, I’d made almost no progress in my own academic career.  It was a sharp contrast, and if it had been anyone else, I would’ve been insanely jealous.  However, I’d been friends with Seth since we were the two nerdy kids in Mrs. Henderson’s third-grade class, and I couldn’t bring myself to be anything but proud of my friend.   
 
    “I don’t know,” I said. “I guess I have to get a job.” 
 
    After I’d told my parents that I’d failed, they’d reacted predictably.  My mother had comforted me.  My father had said something along the lines of “I told you so” while insisting that this was the last straw, like I needed him to tell me that.  I knew I’d fucked up, just like I knew there would be consequences.  Thankfully, I’d gotten out of there before they could impose any restrictions on me.  I was well past grounding age, but I wouldn’t have put it past my father to take away my car keys.   
 
    When I left the house, there was really only one place I could go, so I’d ended up at Seth’s dormitory.  He’d taken my failure in stride, neither judging nor trying to comfort me aside from saying, “That sucks.” It was refreshing.   
 
    “Any ideas?” he asked. 
 
    I shook my head, saying, “I’m not really qualified for anything, you know?  I mean, my dad probably wants me to go work for him, but I just…I mean…I don’t want to be an electrician, you know?” 
 
    “Electricians make good money,” he said. 
 
    I didn’t need him to tell me that.  My father had been an electrician for more than twenty years, and he’d owned his own company for much of that.  He wasn’t rich, but he wasn’t far off it, either.  However, aside from the nightmare that would be going to work with my dad every day, I just didn’t think that I was the blue collar type.   
 
    Then again, I had no idea what “type” I was.  I’d tried a handful of different majors, ranging from engineering to pre-med to archeology, and aside from finding out that I wasn’t passionate about any of those, I’d made no progress in my quest toward figuring out my future.  So, would it really have been so bad to just do what my father so obviously wanted me to do?  At the very least, I could shut off the part of my brain that was constantly worrying about that sort of thing.   
 
    “I know,” I said.  “I just…I mean, it’s just kind of…mundane, isn’t it?  You remember when we were in high school, and we both were going to be successful doctors?  What happened to that?”  
 
    “You stopped showing up for classes,” he said. “Remember?”  
 
    There was no animosity in his response, but I still felt a little upset.  He wasn’t necessarily wrong or anything.  I just didn’t like hearing the truth.  So, I said, “Look, I’m gonna go.  I’m sure I’m going to get a lecture when I get home, and I don’t want it to take all night.  You going to log on tonight?”  
 
    “Yeah,” he said.  “Same as always.” 
 
    I rose, then straightened my clothes.  “Wish me luck?” 
 
    “Good luck,” he said. 
 
      
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
      
 
    As it turned out, I needed all the luck I could get.  That night, I didn’t get to bed until far into the wee hours of the morning, because my father had plenty to say about what he expected of me.  Chiefly, that meant looking for a job, and if I failed, there would no doubt be hell to pay.  I didn’t think he’d go as far as kicking me out of the house, but I wasn’t entirely certain.  The fact was that I’d forced him to the end of his rope, and now I was going to pay the consequences.   
 
    The next day – and for the week that followed – I applied to as many jobs as I could.  At first, I limited my job search to things that sounded interesting and cool.  I had an eclectic spread of skills, including a passing familiarity with video editing, photograph manipulation, graphic design, and rudimentary coding, and I focused my search on jobs that could utilize those skills.  However, it quickly became apparent that I wasn’t really qualified for any of those careers, mostly because I didn’t have a degree to my name.  So, over that first week, with my father breathing down my neck, I grew increasingly more desperate until, at last, I tempered my expectations and started applying to jobs I had a better shot at actually getting.  Retail.  Fast food.  That sort of thing.  I even applied at a couple of car dealerships.  Through it all, though, I hoped no one would respond.  As long as I was applying, my father couldn’t ask for much more than the effort I was putting in.   
 
    I think the problem was that I was too comfortable.  I had my games.  I had a comfortable place to live.  My mother stocked all the foods I liked.  And I had a nice car.  So, why wouldn’t I want to maintain the status quo?  Striking out on my own, which was the inevitable end of the road I’d set myself on, terrified me, even if I didn’t want to admit it.   
 
    After two weeks, though, the worst happened, and I got a job at Sam’s Hamburger Hut, a local fast food joint that went through employees faster than just about any other place I’d ever heard of.  But with the offer in hand, I couldn’t exactly refuse.  The owner, Sam Winger, knew my father, after all.  So, my reluctant career in the burger industry began.  
 
    It was just as horrible as I expected it to be, too.  Within a week, I felt like, bit by bit, my soul was being progressively sucked out.  Every other employee there was a loser.  Sam himself was the asshole of assholes.  And I barely made enough to pay for my gas back and forth to work.  So, it wasn’t long before I started looking for something else, eventually finding my way to some questionable classifieds.  That’s when I found the listing that I hoped would change my life forever.   
 
    “KDA Productions?” I muttered, clicking on the ad that claimed to be looking for participants in a reality program.  “Never heard of ‘em.”  
 
    As it turned out, the listing was an advertisement for a reality internet program, which would eventually pay out a million dollars, provided the participant lasted until the end of the six-month duration.  There was even a stipend of fifteen-hundred dollars a week, as well as a complimentary apartment.  And best of all, there was little in the way of requirements, save that I’d have to follow their unspoken rules.   
 
    I was familiar enough with reality programs that I knew they were often secretive during the initial stages of casting, so I didn’t think too much about it.  Instead, I focused on all the ways that kind of money could change everything.  With it, I wouldn’t have to deal with my father’s rules anymore.  I could even go back to college, if I wanted.  And this time, I’d actually go to class.  It seemed like a perfect situation.  So, I filled out the application, then set about creating the video that was the second part of the process.  When I was finished, I lay down in my bed and fantasized about how I would spend that much money.   
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter Two 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    I showed up, having almost no idea what was in store for me.  As I stood there beside my car, looking up at the generic office building in front of me, I couldn’t help but think it was only one of dozens just like it, and that was just in the general area.  A construction of concrete and glass, modern but not space-age, it could’ve been just about anything.  A sign in the front proclaimed that it was the home of KDA Productions, but even that was fairly uninspired, just simple, green letters on a white background.  It certainly didn’t look like the answer to all my problems.   
 
    My parents didn’t know where I was.  Neither did Seth.  After getting the email that told me where to show up for my screening, I didn’t want to jynx it.  So, difficult as it was to hold my tongue – after all, I was excited about the opportunity – I kept the potentially life-changing opportunity to myself.  Part of it was superstition, sure, but there was also the fear that if I let myself get too excited about it, if I told anyone about it, then when I inevitably failed – and I probably would, given my track record – it would hurt all the more.  So, the result was that nobody knew that I was on the verge of potentially changing the track of my whole life.   
 
    I swallowed hard, feeling my stomach twisting itself into knots, but I steeled myself against my anxiety and strode forward, trying my best to look far more confident than I felt.  After all, I wasn’t ignorant of my own nature.  Nor was I self-deluded enough to deny that, up until that point, I was a fuck-up.  I knew what I was, and I desperately wanted to change that.  I kept that in mind as I pushed through the doors and quickly found the reception desk, behind which was a bland-looking woman who looked like she could easily get lost in just about any crowd.   
 
    “How can I help you?” she asked, her voice monotone.   
 
    “Um…my name is William Harper,” I said.  “I’m supposed to have an appointment –” 
 
    “Third floor,” she said, reaching into a drawer on her left.  When she retracted her hand, she held an I.D. badge attached to blue, nylon lanyard, which she handed to me.  “Keep that with you at all times.  Without it, you won’t be able to access the elevators or unlock most of the doors.”  
 
    I took it, then slipped the cord around my neck.  “So, is that it?” I asked.  “I just go right up?” 
 
    She look a deep breath, exhaling through her nose – a clear sign of annoyance if I’d ever seen one – then said, “You don’t need an escort, do you?  A simple elevator shouldn’t be that difficult.”  
 
    Ignoring her tone, I gave her my most winning smile, then said, “Right.  Sure.  Thanks for your help.”  
 
    Then, before she could respond, I slipped past her and down a nearby hall, at the end of which were a trio of elevators, one on either side, then another straight ahead.  I pressed the appropriate button, slid my I.D. badge through a scanner, and soon, the elevator at my left dinged to announce its arrival.  A second later, the doors slid open, and I stepped inside.  Thankfully, there was no one else there, and after I pressed the button corresponding to the appropriate floor, the car took me to my destination.  When the doors slid back open, I was a little surprised to find what looked like a generic doctor’s office.   
 
    “Mr. Harper?” said a man standing near the door.  He wore a set of ordinary, blue scrubs. 
 
    I nodded, looked at my I.D. badge, then said, “That’s what the badge says, right?” I extended my hand, saying, “I’m Will Harper.”  
 
    He grasped it, shaking my hand.  His grip was firm, but not overwhelming – which was a good way of describing him.  He was an above-average-looking man, with sandy blonde hair, and a slim frame.  He had a little muscle, but he didn’t look like the sort of guys I’d seen on the few occasions when I’d tried to get serious about going to the gym.  In short, he just seemed…normal, but in a pleasant, non-offensive sort of way.   
 
    “Dr. Ray Waters,” he said.  “I guess you’re kind of wondering what’s going on, right?”  
 
    “Something like that,” I conceded. 
 
    He smiled, responding, “Yeah, we get that a lot.  The initial recruitment process is purposely vague.  For obvious reasons.  But once you pass the health screening, we’ll be free to tell you more about what’s in store.”  
 
    “Right,” I said.  “I guess I have to do a physical for insurance purposes or something, right?”  
 
    “Something like that,” he said. “Follow me.” 
 
    Dr. Waters turned and led me through a small lobby and to an examination room, where he handed me a clipboard.  He said it was a simple nondisclosure agreement, and I signed it.  After that, he put me through the most thorough physical I’d ever experienced.  No stone was left unturned.  No crevice unexplored.  And through it all, I was naked, which brought up all sorts of insecurities, mostly concerning my body. 
 
    I hadn’t just inherited my mother’s height.  If only I’d just been short, things would’ve been a lot easier for me growing up.  But in addition to passing on her short stature, my mother had also given me her petite nose, heart-shaped face, and her proportions.  It wasn’t as dramatic with me as it was with her, but my hips, bottom, and thighs were far thicker than they should’ve been, which, unless I was careful with how I dressed, made me look like someone else’s torso had been attached to a woman’s lower-body.   
 
    I hated it.  Sure, on a girl, it would’ve looked great.  It would’ve been practically normal.  But for me?  A guy without any real muscle?  I looked like a freak.  It was the source of most of my anxiety, and it had been the cause of more than a little teasing growing up.  In high school, I’d even gotten the nickname “Girl Butt”, which had been shortened to “GB”.  And while I tried not to let it define me, the teasing had certainly taken its toll, and I was incredibly insecure with my body.   
 
    Not that Dr. Waters paid it much attention.  His face betrayed little emotion as he put me through my paces, eventually sending me on my way – thankfully, in clothes – to get bloodwork and get drug tested.  After that, I was told to wait in the lobby as they examined my test results.  That twenty minutes was probably the most anxious I’d been in my whole life.  I kept going over just how wrong things could go.  What if I had some undiagnosed disease?  What if I didn’t fit the parameters of what they wanted?  I would get eliminated before I even got started.  So, twenty minutes felt like days, and I was more than a little relieved when Dr. Waters reappeared to tell me that I’d passed their physicals with flying colors. 
 
    “You’re perfectly healthy,” he said.  “Which brings me to the next part.  Do you know what this program is about?”  
 
    I shook my head, saying, “Just what the ad said.  I couldn’t even find any information about this production company when I searched online.” 
 
    “Not surprising,” the doctor said. “Follow me.  We’ll get you all set up, and one of our producers will get you up to speed before we go any further.  We want you full informed before you make your final decision.” 
 
    “Oh, okay,” I responded before he led me down another hall and to what looked like a conference room.  Surrounded by a handful of chairs, there was a long, oval table in the center of the room.  He directed me to sit on one side, then took a seat across from me.  We chatted amiably for a few minutes, making small talk about the weather, various current events, and just about anything else that could fill the uncomfortable silence.  Thankfully, we weren’t there for long before the door swung open, admitting a tall, slender woman in an expensive-looking skirt suit.   
 
    She wasn’t pretty, really, but she was striking, with a long, aquiline nose, almond-shaped eyes, and caramel colored skin.  She introduced herself as Jacqueline Lancaster before taking the seat next to Dr. Waters. Then, she asked, “What do you know about this program?”  
 
    I told her what precious little I’d gleaned, finishing with, “Honestly, I don’t know much.  Just that I need the money.”  
 
    “Of course,” she said.  “The basic premise is this: you will live the next six months according to popular vote.”  
 
    “Popular vote?” I asked. “Like how?”  
 
    “We start with a two-week long preliminary period, during which the fans of our program will get to know you,” Lancaster said. “After that, once everything comes online, people will vote in real-time as to what you do.  Some choices will remain your own, but once votes cross a certain threshold, you’ll have to do whatever they tell you to do.  It can range from where you eat lunch to what you wear, and everything in between.”  
 
    Honestly, it wasn’t as bad as I expected.  At least I wouldn’t be living in a house with a bunch of strangers who had been selected specifically based on how much drama they would cause.   
 
    “To accomplish this, you’ll have a simple heads-up display implanted in your retina,” she said.  “It will pair with a nearly microscopic microchip implanted at the base of your skull.  And before you ask – yes, this is all FDA approved and perfectly safe.  We’ve been using it in military applications for years.”  
 
    I had read something about the heads-up display online, but I didn’t know much more about it.  However, if it was completely safe – and she said they could provide all the documentation necessary to prove that it was – I couldn’t really see a reason not to let it go forward.  Besides, nothing had really changed.  I knew I was going to have to do something strange to get that money.  And if I was honest, the idea of letting other people make decisions about what shirt I wore was more of a minor annoyance than anything else.   
 
    “So, how do I win?” I asked. 
 
    “Oh, there’s no winners or losers, here,” she said. “You stay in the program for the full six months, and we pay you a million dollars.  Plus your stipend, of course.  However, I must stress that should you choose to drop out early, there may be legal repercussions and fees.  We’re investing money in you, Mr. Harper.  We expect to get our money’s worth.” 
 
    That seemed fair.  And it wasn’t like I was going to drop out, anyway.  Six months of annoyance for the rest of my life? That was a good trade no matter how I looked at it.  So, I just nodded, then asked, “Where do I sign?”  
 
    As it turned out, Miss Lancaster had all the necessary documentation with her, and she quickly laid out everything for me to sign.  I did so without much trepidation, thinking that I’d finally hit the jackpot.  It was like they were giving away free money, and I wasn’t going to do anything to mess it up.   
 
    After all the paperwork was attended to, Dr. Waters led me to another room, inside of which was what looked like a dentist’s chair.  It wasn’t, though.  There were enough differences that I could see that, but the basics were similar enough that I made the connection.  A few minutes later, and the procedure was finished.  The only side effects were dilated eyes and a tiny bandaid at the base of my skull.  When everything was done, I was given the keys to my new apartment, as well as the move-in date, which was only a few days away.   
 
    I left the facility sure that my life had just taken a turn for the better.  Finally, things were going my way.   
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter Three 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    “Are you sure about this, Will?” asked Seth, carrying a box into the apartment.  He set it down, saying, “It seems kind of shady.”  
 
    I rolled my eyes, then said, “Oh, come on.  It’s just reality television, except on the internet.  It’s like Big Brother or something, but with a twist.  I think it’s really innovative, and I’m kind of looking forward to it.”  
 
    That statement was only partially true.  While there was a part of me that had begun to look forward to letting loose and just letting someone else make my decisions for me, I was still incredibly nervous about my every move being on the internet.  And I had been assured that the apartment they’d furnished for me, while extremely well-appointed and nicer than anything I could’ve dreamed of affording on my own, was equipped with hundreds of cameras to capture everything.  And that was disregarding the implant in my eye, which in addition to acting as a heads-up display, also functioned as a camera.  Wherever I went, there would be eyes on me.  But each time I started to doubt my decision to participate, I reminded myself that there was a million dollars on the line. 
 
    “Really?” he asked. “It seems kind of…I don’t know…I mean, the eye implant, I get.  I’ve read all about those, and it kind of makes sense.  But there’s really no reason for whatever chip they put in your brain.”  
 
    “Do you realize how big of an opportunity this is for me?” I asked.  “A million dollars, Seth.  I know you’re going to be a big, rich doctor and all, but for someone like me, it would take me twenty years to earn that much money.  And that’s not even considering the fifteen-hundred bucks a week I’m getting as a stipend.”  
 
    Seth sat down on the couch, looking around.  I took the opportunity to do the same.  The apartment itself was a bit generic.  The furnishings were modern, chic, and probably expensive, but they also seemed a little cold – like they belonged in a magazine devoted to urban living.  The same could be said for the building itself, which was an upscale apartment building in the center of the city.  Clearly, no expense had been spared.  There was even a seventy-inch television with all the latest game systems in the living area.   
 
    “It is nice, I guess,” Seth said, echoing my own thoughts.  “I wonder how much a place like this costs.” 
 
    “More than my parents’ monthly mortgage payment, I’m sure,” I said.  “You know how expensive it is to live in the city.  And this is dead center.  It’s kind of ridiculous, honestly.  I was expecting them to cheap out on living accommodations, but –” 
 
    My mouth fell open as the words died in my throat.   
 
    “What?  What’s going on?” asked Seth, noticing my distress. 
 
    “The HUD came on,” I said.  It looked much like what I’d seen in the various multiplayer roleplaying games that I’d played.  There was a menu bar, as well as a transparent chat box, down which was scrolling hundreds of comments from various people with all sorts of screen names.  If I didn’t focus on it, it was pretty unobtrusive.  Easily ignored.  But with a flick of my eyes, I could slow the scrolling text, as well as access the various menu functions.  “This thing is even attached to my email account.” 
 
    “Really?” said Seth.   
 
    I grinned. “Why the hell aren’t these available to the public?” I asked.  “This is so freaking cool!”  
 
    Seth shook his head, saying, “I don’t know, man.  But I’ve got to get to class.  I’ll talk to you later, okay?” 
 
    “Yeah, sure,” I said distractedly; I’d found the web browser, and I was already looking at social media.  “See ya later.”  
 
      
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
      
 
    For a few days, I couldn’t stop playing with the HUD.  Like a child who’d just gotten his first smartphone, I was addicted to it.  However, over that first week, I became accustomed to it, and after a while, I hardly even noticed it was there.  With a flick of my eyes, I could even close everything out, so it wasn’t nearly as intrusive as I thought it would be.  So, I was a little surprised when I got my first directive.   
 
      
 
    DANCE. 
 
      
 
    It was a simple command, and it had popped up in my HUD, despite the fact that everything was closed out.  Still, as surprised as I was, the timing lined up with my expectations.  Whatever acclimation period they’d allowed had clearly elapsed; now it was time to earn my million dollars.  So, despite the fact that I’d never been much of a dancer, I rose, used the expensive stereo that was part of the entertainment center in my new apartment, and fired up a song.  That’s when I started to dance. 
 
    Or that’s what I called it.  It was more of a shuffle.  But it was close enough that I thought it would satisfy the requirements.  I was wrong. 
 
      
 
    DANCE LIKE A GIRL. 
 
      
 
    By ignoring the directive, I made my very first mistake.  At first, I didn’t feel anything, but as the seconds dragged on, I started feeling uncomfortable, like my every nerve was vibrating, all at the same time.  It wasn’t an itch, precisely, but that’s just about as close as I can come to describing it.  I pushed through.  I’d been careful to read the agreement I’d signed, and there was nothing that said I actually had to obey the commands.  As long as I didn’t officially drop out – and why would I? – I would get my money.   
 
    Soon, though, I found out why they hadn’t included that in the contract, because the strange not-quite-itch soon became much more identifiable.  My skin erupted into pain as it felt like I was being stung by a thousand bees, all at once.   
 
      
 
    PUNISHMENT LEVEL: ONE ACHIEVED.  ACCELERATING TO LEVEL: TWO IN THIRTY SECONDS. 
 
      
 
    Level one?  Did that mean… 
 
    Thirty seconds later, I let out a wail as the pain redoubled, but this time, it was accompanied by creeping nausea.   
 
      
 
    PUNISHMENT LEVEL: TWO ACHIEVED.  ACCELERATING TO LEVEL: THREE IN THIRTY SECONDS. 
 
      
 
    Even as the seconds ticked away, I panicked.  I tried to tell myself that the pain wasn’t real.  I wasn’t being jabbed by a thousand, identical needles.  But it was useless, because whether the source was external or not, the pain felt real enough.   
 
    Just before I reached the third level of torturous pain, I started moving my hips in a ridiculous mimicry of how I’d seen women dance.  That seemed like it was enough to forestall the pain – at least for a little while.  Until I got the directive. 
 
      
 
    DANCE LIKE A SLUTTY GIRL. 
 
      
 
    Fuck! 
 
    I didn’t want to chance more punishment, so I bent my mind toward obedience.  I wasn’t used to moving the way I was being told to move, but pain can be a powerful motivator.  So, before long, I was gyrating my hips and shaking my ass the way I had seen women dance on television and in movies.   
 
    That’s when I made the mistake of flicking my eyes toward the scrolling text.  What I saw there was almost enough to outweigh my fear of the pain.  Every other line was making fun of me, the most obvious target being my girlish hips and plump bottom.  Some called me derogatory names.  Others said what they’d love to do with that “bubble butt”.  It was the most humiliating experience of my life.   
 
    But it wasn’t finished, because another directive raised the stakes.   
 
      
 
    DO A STRIPTEASE. 
 
      
 
    I let out an audible groan.  However, the pain I’d experienced had been so great that I didn’t even consider disobeying the directive.  So, slowly, I did my best to imitate the female strippers I’d never even seen in real life.  I’d never even been to a dance club, much less a strip club.  But I compensated for my lack of real-life experience with knowledge gleaned from the internet.  I’d seen plenty of strippers on various porn sites, so it wasn’t long before I was down to my underwear, which came off soon after.   
 
    So, there I was, dancing naked, twerking and shaking my hips like a stripper, in an apartment armed with hundreds of cameras, and all the while, the commentary of my “fans” reaffirming all my insecurities.  If I’d ever held any illusions about my body before, they were stripped away when hundreds of people commented on how “girly” my body looked.  Moreover, my penis was the subject of plenty of mockery all its own, with those same commenters talking about how small it was.   
 
    If I’d been humiliated before, there was no word for what went through my mind as I danced naked in the center of my apartment’s living room.  Tears streaked down my cheeks, but still, I didn’t stop.  Not until another message erupted across my HUD. 
 
      
 
    DIRECTIVES COMPLETE.  REWARD EARNED. 
 
      
 
    Suddenly, pure, unadulterated pleasure bloomed in my mind.  It was almost like experiencing an orgasm, though there were no outward physical signs of what was going on.  It was completely in my head. 
 
    “Oh, God,” I muttered, dropping to the floor.  I huddled there, my knees in my chest as mingled embarrassment and pleasure fought for my attention.   
 
    And that was just the first day.   
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter Four 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    The next week followed much the same pattern, with the dancing directives being repeated three or four times a day.  Eventually, I started to notice a few peculiarities, the most important of which was the fact that there seemed to be something of a cooldown on how often I could receive directives.  Once I’d gotten three directives in a row, I had a few hours before my life could be hijacked again.  That, at least, gave me some degree of hope that I could get through the six months I’d signed up for.   
 
    However, I confess that I was more than a little troubled by the sexual nature of the directives.  I knew the whole program was designed so that a bunch of strangers could control pieces of my life, but the perverse nature of those directives were incredibly distressing.  More than once, as I danced for their entertainment, all the while being alternately praised and derided for my feminine curves, I wondered when they’d take the next step and make me do something even more humiliating.  My only real solace was that my parents didn’t know about any of it.  In fact, they didn’t even know where I lived, much less how I was paying the rent. 
 
    In addition to figuring out the directives’ limitations, I’d also learned the price of disobedience.  If I refused a directive, my reward was pain that kept getting worse the longer my refusal persisted.  However, I’d also discovered that, upon completion of any trio of orders, I was subjected to the same euphoric feeling I’d let after satisfying my very first directives.  Increasingly, despite the humiliating nature of the directives, I found myself looking forward to them, if only so that I could experience those fleeting moments of ecstasy.   
 
    It was just as one of the pleasure faded after a particularly long striptease, during which I did my best to twerk, that I heard a knock at the door.  Panic gripped me.  No one, save Seth and the administrators at KDA Productions, knew where I lived.  Immediately, thoughts of crazed and perverted stalkers flashed through my mind, but my grim reverie was soon interrupted by another knock at the door.  I slipped on my pants and a tee-shirt, then went to the door.  Thankfully, when I peeked through the peephole in the door, I saw that it was just a mundane delivery man holding a small cardboard box.  After taking a deep breath, I opened the door.   
 
    “Delivery for Will Harper,” said the man.  He was tall, with a square jaw, but little else going in his favor, in terms of looks.  “That you?”  
 
    I nodded, saying, “Yeah.  Do I need to sign?” 
 
    Turns out, I did, and I completed the transaction, signing his electronic pad before collecting my package.  Once I was back in my apartment – with the door locked firmly behind me, of course – I looked at the sender’s name on my package.  It was from the production company, so I had no reason to be suspicious.  I opened it, but before I could see what was inside, text erupted across my HUD. 
 
      
 
    YOU HAVE RECEIVED A GIFT FROM ONE OF YOUR FANS.  CONGRATULATIONS. 
 
      
 
    There was a link at the end of the message, and with a flick of my eye, I clicked it to see the name of the fan who’d sent me the gift.  More, there was an assurance from the production company that everything had been inspected, and that it was completely safe.  So, with my safety assured, I tore through the packing material inside the box to find hard plastic packaging.  I wrapped my fingers around it, tugging it free of the foam peanuts.  But when I looked at it, I was more than a little taken aback.   
 
    I held a package of four dildos, each realistically shaped, in ascending sizes from the smallest, which was about four inches long and as wide as a pair of fingers pressed together, to a true monster that must’ve been ten inches long and as big around as my wrist.  I didn’t know what to think, much less do.  So, for the next hour or so, I just stared at it.  In fact, I was so wrapped up in my thoughts that I almost didn’t even notice the latest directive that crossed my HUD. 
 
      
 
    COAT THE SMALLEST DILDO IN LUBRICANT AND USE IT TO MASTURBATE. 
 
      
 
    Oh, fuck… 
 
    It was one thing to dance like a girl, but this?  I had never had anything more than a finger up my ass, and even that was only the very tip.  I’d certainly never done it for pleasure.  But the directive was very clear.  If I wanted to stay in the program – and I very much did, especially after I’d already humiliated myself so thoroughly; I didn’t want it to be for nothing – I had little choice but to obey the directive.   
 
    On top of that, I could already feel the tingles that preceded the painful consequences of refusing a directive.  Soon, I’d be on the floor, curled in a fetal position as my entire body was wracked by indescribable pain.  I knew that, because I’d tried to resist a few days before in an effort to see how far I could take it.  Not far, it seemed.   
 
    My eyes flicked toward an icon on my HUD that I’d so far ignored.  It was a tiny, red “X” in the bottom corner of my vision, and I knew what it represented. I could click that, and my time on the program would be over.  My humiliation would stop.  But I’d also lose the chance at life-changing money.  And on top of that, I was certain that there’d be some kind of financial consequences attached to leaving so early.  The producers had made certain that I understood that.   
 
    No.  There wasn’t a real choice, there.  I couldn’t give up, now.  I needed that money.  And besides, lots of guys – even straight ones – liked anal stimulation, right?  That didn’t make them gay.  It was a thin thread to which to cling, but I did so with a death grip.  And as I struggled to get into the hard, plastic, everything-proof packaging, I almost even convinced myself it was true.  My only consolation was that, as soon as I started opening the package, the tingling prelude to the pain of refusal subsided, replaced by nausea-inducing anxiety.   
 
    Still, I stubbornly persisted, finally retrieving the sex toy.  It felt heavier in my hand than I expected, given its small size.  It was also very realistic looking, with all the necessary parts of a real penis.  I stared at it for a long moment, trying to figure out how I was supposed to go about doing it.  I had seen plenty of pornographic videos of women using various sex toys, even going so far as to patronize a couple of cam girls.  However, I’d never once considered using one myself.  I was a little lost, and after only a couple of minutes, my hesitation caught up to me as the warning tingles started to ramp up.  I quickly retreated to the bathroom, stripped down, and climbed into the huge tub I’d been provided. 
 
    The toy itself had a suction cup on the bottom, so, without many other ideas, I stuck it to the tile wall.  It held firm, even when I tugged on it.  So – that was one problem solved.  I didn’t waste much more time, because the tingles had obviously had enough of my hesitation, because they’d started to escalate.  Soon, they’d become outright pain – unless I took further steps to obey the directive.  So, it was only a handful of seconds before I grabbed the bottle of lubricant that had come with the toys, squirted a generous dollop onto my palm, and quickly coated the entirety of the toy in the slippery stuff.  A second later, I was on my hands and knees, poised with the dildo only inches away from my ass.   
 
    Was I really going to do this? 
 
    The answer was clearly yes.  In the short week since it had all begun, I’d already come so far.  I couldn’t stop now.  Otherwise, everything else I’d done would have been for nothing.  So, after setting my jaw, I reached back and gripped the toy to keep it steady.  Then, finally, I rocked gently back, and soon, I felt the toy’s head nestled at the entrance of my ass.  I pushed, but it wouldn’t go in.   
 
    I needed to relax.   
 
    I took a couple of slow, deep breaths, then forced the muscles in my anus to relax.  Still, I was tight as could be, and when I finally managed to get the dildo inside me, it was all I could do not to scream in pain.  I felt like I was being ripped in two.  Each of its four inches were agonizing, but, gritting my teeth, I bore the pain.  I had no other choice.  And sooner than I expected, I felt my cheeks pressing against the cold tiles.   
 
    I almost smiled at the accomplishment, even in spite of the pain.  But then I remembered just how many cameras were in the apartment. I remembered that there were hundreds, if not thousands of people watching me at that very moment.  It was nearly enough to bring tears to my eyes.   
 
    I forced those thoughts out of my mind.  They weren’t helpful.  Not when I wasn’t finished. 
 
    So, biting my lip, I slowly rocked forward, feeling the dildo slipping back out of me.  When I finally reached the end, I pushed back, and after I’d taken it all, I leaned forward once again.  Back and forth.  Over and over.  Just like a girl.   
 
    At some point, the pain faded.  It didn’t disappear altogether; I knew I’d be sore when everything was said and done.  But the bulk of the pain was gone.  And as I fucked myself on that dildo, it was replaced by something else.  Something disturbing.  Something undeniably pleasurable.  I’ve never hated liking something so much in my whole life.  But I couldn’t stop.  I didn’t dare.  So, I likewise couldn’t ignore the orgasmic energy building within me.   
 
    Reaching up, I started playing with my cock, but only a second later, a new directive appeared on my HUD. 
 
      
 
    DO NOT TOUCH YOUR PENIS.  MASTURBATE LIKE A GIRL. 
 
      
 
    “Oh, come on!” I cried, but I didn’t disobey.   
 
    Without the added stimulation of yanking on my own cock, I focused all my efforts on slamming my ass back on that dildo.  And I was rewarded when, like a bubble bursting, I came, wave after wave of pleasure coursing through my entire body.  I spurted semen from my ignored manhood, and my ass spasmed out of my control.   
 
    I don’t know how long it lasted.  Nor did I really care.  But eventually, I collapsed onto that cold surface, breathing hard as the tiny dildo slipped out of me.  I lay there in my own cum, wondering what just happened. 
 
    Even as the orgasm faded, my mind was flooded with yet more pleasure – my reward for a directive obeyed – and I couldn’t help but smile a small smile.  At least until I saw the next directive. 
 
      
 
    REST FOR TEN MINUTES, THEN GET THE SECOND LARGEST DILDO.  RIDE IT.   
 
      
 
    I groaned, but in the back of my mind, I couldn’t help but look forward to it.  If the smallest one was that good, what would a bigger one feel like?  Soon, it seemed, I would find out. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter Five 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Gripping my car’s steering wheel, I stared at the latest directive, wondering if I’d finally reached my breaking point.  Shifting in my seat, I tried to find a position where I wasn’t distinctly aware of the jeweled buttplug nestled between my cheeks.  That had been yesterday’s directive – to go out to a local sex shop and buy the butt plug – and I was still trying to get over the embarrassment I felt while asking the clerk the series of questions I’d been ordered to ask. 
 
    “Does this one feel good?” 
 
    “Do you think it’s big enough?”  
 
    “Do you think my boyfriend will like it?”  
 
    On and on they went, each question more humiliating than the last.  And all the while, the clerk looked like she was on the verge of bursting into laughter.  Or maybe that was just my imagination.  Either way, I left that shop thoroughly embarrassed and thinking that things couldn’t get any worse.  I was wrong, because the next morning, I received the day’s instructions. 
 
      
 
    AN APPOINTMENT AT A LOCAL SPA HAS BEEN MADE FOR YOU.  BE AT THE FOLLOWING ADDRESS AT TEN O’CLOCK. 
 
      
 
    The local spa turned out to be a new place that seemed to provide a host of services, ranging from a full-service salon, a massage parlor, esthetician, and nail salon.  They even provided waxing, the thought of which caused me all sorts of anxiety.  But as had been the case the week before when I’d received the dildo set in the mail, I had little choice but to acquiesce to the directives.  So, I’d gotten dressed – putting the buttplug in when I’d been told to do so – and made my way to the indicated address.   
 
    But I was frozen in place.  I could scarcely move, let alone force myself to go into that building – because I knew what was coming.  I wasn’t stupid.  I’d read enough of the scrolling commentary to know what was in store.  And I wasn’t sure I could take it.  Of course, I’d thought much the same thing dozens of times before fucking myself silly with the various dildos – I was up to the second biggest one – and I still went through with it on those occasions.  So, I knew it was only a matter of time before I gave in.  Even so, I waited until I felt the warning tingles before I pushed myself out of the car and started walking toward the spa. 
 
    I knew the buttplug had changed my stride, and that change, combined with my girlish hips and ass, made me look a bit sissy-ish as I covered the ground between my parking spot and the front door.  I ignored it as I pushed through the door to be greeted by a woman in white shorts and a black, polo-style top.  She stood behind a half-circle counter, upon which rested a pair of computer monitors.   
 
    “Mr. Harper?” the attendant said.  Stitched onto her polo shirt was a name: Becky.   
 
    “That’s me,” I answered with a polite smile. “I think I have an appointment.” 
 
    “Of course, of course – you’re in for a treat!” Becky said, typing something on her keyboard. “Just one second.  If you’ll have a seat, your esthetician will be right with you.”  
 
    I sat down in the indicated waiting area, but I wasn’t there long before another woman appeared.  She was blonde, beautiful, and possessed of the kind of perky energy that always reminded me of the cheerleaders who’d never had time for me in high school.  I saw on her shirt that her name was Taylor.   
 
    “Welcome to Serenity Spa, Mr. Harper!” she said, smiling broadly.  “I’m Taylor, and I’m going to be guiding you through the full Serenity experience today.” 
 
    “Great,” I muttered.  “What’s that include?” 
 
    “Waxing, nails, hair, and a massage!” she said.  Then, she leaned close, conspiratorially saying, “We’ll also be taking care of that other problem.” 
 
    “Oh,” I said. “O-okay.” 
 
    “Just follow me!” she said, practically bouncing down an adjacent hall.   
 
    And so, my torturous day began.  I hesitate to say which was the worst part.  The waxing, which left me completely devoid of body hair, save for a tiny patch above my penis, was incredibly painful.  And humiliating.  But the anal bleaching, which was the “other problem” Taylor mentioned, came with the technician’s running commentary about how my boyfriend was just going to love it.  So, it was a bit of a toss-up between the two.   
 
    The hair and nail salons, by comparison, were a walk in the park, even if they both left me looking so feminine that I hardly recognized myself.  Apparently, the arrangements for my appointment had included instructions on the expected results, so the beauticians and nail technicians had just laughed when I had objected to what they were doing.  So, I was left with a short bob for a hairstyle and long, pink nails.  At some point, someone had even put something on my lips that had caused them to puff up to twice their size.   
 
    The only wholly good part of the experience was the massage.  However, given that it was given by a huge man with distressingly strong hands that roamed all over my body, it wasn’t entirely without stress of its own.  I was especially tense when he spent nearly thirty minutes massaging my plump ass.  He even complimented my jeweled buttplug, which elicited a blushing “thank you”.   
 
    When I left, I got what would be my final directive of the day.  It said: 
 
      
 
    FROM NOW ON, YOU WILL BE EXPECTED TO MAINTAIN YOUR HAIR AND NAILS. 
 
      
 
    It was the first time I’d gotten a long-term directive, and I wasn’t certain how to react.  I found out the next day when I experienced quite a lot of pain before figuring out that I was supposed to do my own hair.  I hurriedly went to the vanity and did my best to emulate what the beautician had done the day before.  It wasn’t a very good attempt, but the results weren’t as important as effort.  At least for now, as I found out from the next directive. 
 
      
 
    LEARN TO DO YOUR OWN HAIR. 
 
      
 
    I didn’t hesitate to go online and watch videos on the subject.  Certainly, I tried to tell myself that it was just to satisfy the terms of the directive. However, I couldn’t deny that there was a part of me that had liked the way I looked after leaving the salon, and I was eager to replicate those results on my own.   
 
    Later that day, I got another package – this time, it was a series of lotions and oils with directions for a new skincare regimen.  The predictable directive that came with it was to follow that regimen.  And like everything else that had come before it, I obeyed the directive, knowing full well that I didn’t have much choice in the matter.  And besides, the lotions and oils left my skin feeling silky smooth and smelling like flowers.  No one would object to that, right?   
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter Six 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    I shouldn’t have been surprised when the latest directive slid across my HUD.  After all, I’d been the subject of those orders for a handful of weeks, so I should have been used to it.  However, the nature of the directive took me off guard, so I found myself hesitating to fulfill my end of the bargain.  So, in warning, the directive flashed again.   
 
      
 
    GET DRESSED FOR A NIGHT AT THE CLUB. 
 
      
 
    I knew that I didn’t have long to comply, so I quickly went to my closet and chose my outfit.  Just a pair of jeans and a nice shirt, but it all felt a little wrong on my smooth, increasingly soft skin.  I couldn’t really think about it, though, because a new directive popped up as soon as I was dressed appropriately. 
 
      
 
    GO TO THE FOLLOWING ADDRESS, GO INSIDE, AND START DANCING. 
 
      
 
    After that was an address that I quickly put into my phone, and once I was in my car, I followed my GPS’s directions to the city’s club district.  All around me were the latest, trendiest clubs, all with ridiculous, meaningless names.  But I ignored them, especially when I found my destination: a club called The Open Closet.  On the surface, it didn’t look all that different from the others I’d passed along the way, save that the line to get inside was almost exclusively male.  But I didn’t need that observation to tell me what kind of club it was, though.  I was at least worldly enough to recognize a gay club when I saw one.   
 
    Disobeying the directive never crossed my mind, though.  I knew that wasn’t an option, except if I was willing to throw all my work thus far away and end my participation in the program.  I wasn’t, so I soon found myself standing in line, my stomach tying itself into knots as I shifted nervously from one foot to another.  All the while, I kept thinking that something was going to keep me from going inside.  Maybe they would take one look at me, somehow intuit that I wasn’t gay, and turn me away.  Or perhaps I wouldn’t meet some arbitrary attractiveness standard.  Or any of dozen other possibilities that seemed incredibly unlikely.   
 
    The line moved at a glacial pace, but eventually, I stood in front of the bouncer – a broad shouldered man whose tight, black tee-shirt couldn’t even begin to contain his bulging muscles.  He could’ve twisted me into a pretzel without breaking a sweat.  But thankfully, he just took a look at my ID, took the cover charge, and let me inside.   
 
    As I went through the small lobby, I could hear dance music thumping in the next room.  I tried not to notice the men all around me, but they certainly noticed me.  A few even smiled when I let myself make eye contact.  I felt like vomiting, I was so nervous.  But my feet led me through the short hall and to the main room, almost of their own accord.  I was on autopilot as I found my way to the dance floor and started dancing.   
 
      
 
    DANCE LIKE YOU’VE BEEN PRACTICING. 
 
      
 
    I almost stumbled when the latest directive flashed across my HUD.  There was some ambiguity there, but in my heart, I knew what it meant.  So, like I’d been doing for weeks, I soon started moving my hips, twerking, and otherwise dancing like a girl.  Even as I danced, though, I could feel tears welling up in my eyes.  I didn’t want to do this in public.  No – I didn’t want to do it at all, much less at a gay club where things might be misinterpreted.   
 
    I chanced a look around, and I was a little encouraged to see that I wasn’t the only one moving in a less than masculine way.  That made me feel better, if only a little.  That feeling, however, disappeared a few minutes later when I felt a hand on my backside and something stiff and phallic grinding against me. 
 
    I’m not stupid.  I knew that the way I was dancing was practically an invitation, especially with my body being what it was.  However, it still came as a surprise to feel a man grinding against me and making no efforts to mask his obvious erection.  If it wasn’t for the directive, I would’ve run from the dance floor, then and there.  But I was too afraid of the pain that might accompany such an abandonment.  So, I kept dancing, and my impromptu dance partner kept grinding his cock against my ass.  It wasn’t until the song ended that I chanced a look back at him, and I was a little startled to see that he looked about as normal as any other guy there.   
 
    Sure, he was handsome.  I could objectively admit that.  And judging by what I’d felt during the dance, he was quite well-equipped down below.  But other than that, there really wasn’t anything extraordinary about him.  He smiled at me, and I almost fainted from the humiliation – especially as I saw the overtly sexual chat text streaming down my HUD.  But it was nothing compared to what I felt when he leaned close, and in a shouted whisper that only was only barely loud enough for me to hear over the music, he said, “You want to go somewhere a little more private?”  
 
    I didn’t need the directive to tell me where it was headed.  I’d been living by the whims of my “fans” for long enough that I knew precisely what the next directive would say.  However, I still felt my shoulders droop when I saw the text scroll across my HUD. 
 
      
 
    GO WITH HIM. 
 
      
 
    I didn’t speak.  Even if I could’ve been heard over the music, I didn’t trust myself.  If I opened my mouth, I was certain I’d be sick.  Or I’d say something horrible.  So, I just nodded, and in seconds, he was leading me from the dance floor and toward the bathroom.  When we went inside, I was a little surprised to see that it wasn’t the seedy place I had expected.  Everything looked clean and new.  It was still a bathroom, though, and I wasn’t so naïve that I didn’t know what was probably coming next.  I could only hold out hope that I wouldn’t be forced to do something I very much did not want to do.   
 
    My dance partner pulled me into one of the stalls – was it actually bigger than normal?  It certainly seemed so.  But I didn’t have long to think about that before the man unzipped his fly, revealing the cock I’d felt grinding against me on the dance floor.   
 
    I gasped at the size, and the man grinned.  “I get that a lot,” he said.   
 
    Doubtless, that was the truth.  The thing made my manhood look boyish by comparison.  But I wasn’t simply struck by its size.  It was the entire situation that had nearly overwhelmed me.  But that was soon replaced by dread when the next directive flashed across my HUD. 
 
      
 
    SUCK HIS DICK. 
 
      
 
    At that moment, even after everything I’d already been though, I was only a hair away from quitting.  My eyes flicked toward the appropriate menu where I knew I’d find the button to do just that.  But I hesitated.  I had already come so far.  I had already humiliated myself.  What was one more step?  Besides, for the kind of money waiting for me, most guys would suck a dick, wouldn’t they? 
 
    I was dropping to my knees before I even made a conscious decision.  Part of it was that I was so used to doing as the directives dictated that it was more like I’d simply chosen not to fight it, rather than to proactively take action.  Still, while I knelt there on that tile floor, with his cock only inches from my face, I found myself hesitating just long enough for the familiar consequences of disobeying a directive began to make themselves known.  The moment the nausea assaulted my stomach, I leaned forward and wrapped my lips around the man’s monstrous manhood.   
 
    I would like to say that I don’t remember much of it, that I zoned out as I satisfied the requirements of the directive.  But that wouldn’t be true.  I felt every inch of him gliding in and out of my mouth.  I tasted his salty precum.  I smelled the faint musk of his dance-induced sweat.  And most of all, I was distinctly aware that I was sucking a cock.  Even so, when he pulled out, gave his cock a couple of quick pumps, and came all over my face, the only thing I could think about was the pleasure associated with achieving a directive.  It was stronger, now.  Almost tangible.  I could even feel my anus contracting involuntarily around the buttplug nestled between my cheeks.   
 
    I don’t know how long I knelt there, but by the time I came back to myself, my partner had gone.  He’d gotten what he wanted, after all.  He didn’t need me anymore.  I was still kneeling there, stunned and still reeling when the next directive came. 
 
      
 
    CLEAN YOURSELF UP AND GO BACK OUT TO THE DANCE FLOOR. 
 
      
 
    I rose from the floor, then quickly went to the sink, where I wiped the sticky semen from my face.  Someone – another boy like me, I suppose – handed me a wet wipe, saying, “This will work better, sweetie.”  
 
    I took it, and soon, I was clean.  As I left the bathroom and went to the dance floor, I knew my night had only just begun. 
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter Seven 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    For the next couple of weeks, my nights were filled with fellatio, and not with me on the receiving end.  All the while, I was prompted by one directive after another to continue to improve my technique, so I had little choice but to do just that.  And to my continued horror, I did get better.  Soon, as the number of times I’d sucked cock continued to rise into the dozens, I found myself enjoying the challenge of getting each of them off more quickly than the last.  I told myself that it was so I wouldn’t have to endure the act longer than necessary, but in the back of my mind, I knew it was a combination of wanting to achieve the pleasure that came with satisfying a directive and the natural inclination to improve.   
 
    I should’ve anticipated the next step, but I was so caught up in simply doing as I was told that I hardly even thought about what the future might hold.  So, one morning, as I sat on the couch, watching television, I was surprised when there was a knock at my door.  I rose languidly – it had been a long night at the club, after all – and traversed my living room to answer it.  Unsurprisingly, there was a delivery driver on the other side, and piled onto a hand truck beside him were a half-dozen boxes. 
 
    After exchanging greetings, he wheeled the boxes inside, telling me, “There’s another two loads after this one.”  He extended his tablet to me, saying, “Sign here, yeah?”  
 
    I did, and over the next few minutes, he delivered another dozen boxes.  I didn’t have the heart to open them in front of him, and even after he’d left, I stared at the boxes for a long few minutes – at least until I got my latest, predictable directive: 
 
      
 
    OPEN THE BOXES. 
 
      
 
    After taking a deep, steadying breath, I found a boxcutter in one of my kitchen drawers, and did as I’d been directed.  My breath caught in my throat as I saw what the first box contained.  Pile after pile of women’s underwear stared up at me, and my heart nearly stopped as I predicted what would be required of me.  In a daze, I slowly unpacked the box, trying not to notice the contents.  I was unsuccessful, and I couldn’t help but stare at the gathered panties, bras, camisoles, and other underthings. 
 
    I knew what I’d find in the other boxes.  It was nigh inevitable.  But still, as I opened the rest of them, I hoped that I was wrong.  I wasn’t, and just as I’d predicted, each contained another piece of what I feared would become my new wardrobe.  By the time I was finished, a wide variety of dresses, skirts, shorts, jeans, and tops had joined the pile of underwear on my couch.  Some were fairly innocuous, but others were so obviously feminine that I could scarcely look at them without blushing.  There were shoes, too.  Sneakers, sandals, and heels – they were all stylish, all expensive-looking.  In the end, I unpacked an entire women’s wardrobe, so I could easily predict what was coming next. 
 
      
 
    PUT YOUR OLD CLOTHES IN THE BOXES AND TAKE THEM TO THE TRASH. 
 
      
 
    With gritted teeth, I obeyed the command.  I hadn’t brought that much with me when I’d come to the new apartment, so my old clothes didn’t fill even half the boxes.  Still, I obediently took everything to the dumpster downstairs.  When I got back, I was told to get cleaned up.  I did, and when I got out of the shower, the directive I’d feared the most slid across my HUD. 
 
      
 
    DISCARD THE CLOTHES YOU WERE WEARING, AND PUT ON THE INDICATED OUTFIT. 
 
      
 
    On my HUD, a photo of a pair of black, lace panties, a padded bra, a pair of denim shorts, and a simple tee-shirt flashed across my screen, so it didn’t take me long to find the indicated articles of clothing.  Even so, when I did, I could only stare at them.  Naked in the center of my living room, I found myself hesitating.  I knew I was at a crossroads.  If I took this step, if I obeyed this directive, I would be stepping over a line.  It was a testament to how normalized my nightly excursions to the club had become that I didn’t even consider the notion that I’d long since left that line far behind.  It wasn’t until the discomfort of disobedience started to creep over me that I cast my misgivings aside and began to obey the directive.   
 
    The panties came first, and given my abnormally feminine dimensions, they fit extremely well.  Far better than my old boxer briefs ever had, at least.  The lacy fabric hugged my round bottom in such a way that I had to keep reminding myself that I didn’t want to wear them.  The shorts, which came next, were similar in that respect.  Certainly, they were far shorter than any I’d ever worn before – they only barely covered my cheeks before ending in frayed edges – but they still fit extremely well.  Throughout my life, I’d always found it difficult to find properly fitting bottoms.  If I matched the size to my waist, the hips and butt were far too tight, most to the point of being unwearable, but if I matched the hips, the waist was multiple inches too big.  But these?  They fit almost like they’d been tailored, which should’ve told me something about the shape of my body.   
 
    After I’d put on the shorts, it was time to put on the bra.  At first, it was an exercise in frustration as I tried to hook the thing closed behind my back.  It wasn’t until I twisted it around, tightening it in front, and then turning it back around, that I got the thing on.  It was a relief, to say the very least.   
 
    Finally, I slipped on the tee-shirt only to find that it wasn’t cut like the tops I normally wore.  Instead of a loose fit, it hugged my body, with sleeves capped at just past mid-shoulder.  On the front was a graphic unicorn, no doubt meant as a kitschy, hipster-esque statement.  In another life, I might’ve considered it cute, but I was far too distressed by my new attire.  Still, I needed to see what I looked like, so I retreated into my bedroom where there was a full-length mirror.   
 
    And I was floored by what I saw.  Certainly, I wasn’t wearing any makeup.  And my short-ish hair was messy and unkempt.  But from the neck down, I looked as feminine as most women.  The combination of my feminine figure and the effects of the padded bra were profound.  And even if I wasn’t made up, there were seeds of femininity in my face, as well.  I’d never really seen it before, but I looked at least as much like a woman as a man – probably more – and that combined with my overtly feminine body to completely negate any masculinity I had left.   
 
    I think that’s when I broke. 
 
    At some point, I collapsed to the floor and started weeping – not because of what I was being made to wear.  That was out of my control, just like everything else up until that point had been.  Rather, I wept because everything seemed to fit me so well.  Looking at my reflection, it seemed that I’d always been meant to be a girl, which threw my entire self-image into disarray.   
 
    I don’t know how long I lay there weeping.  Minutes?  Hours?  But at some point, I decided that it wasn’t my fault.  I couldn’t help the way I looked any more than I could resist the various directives I got each day.  I could only try to endure.  So, as I started sorting my new wardrobe and putting it away, I endeavored to do just that.   
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter Eight 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    I slipped a pair of jeans up my smooth legs and over my red panties, snugging everything into place.  I hadn’t been told to do it, but I’d found that everything fit remarkably better if I tucked my manhood away.  Throughout my life, I’d always been a little self-conscious about my size – among other things, if I was honest – but as I tucked myself between my legs, I’d been kind of thankful that I wasn’t bigger.  In any case, when I zipped my jeans up, I presented a completely smooth, flat front. 
 
    Next came my top – a green, sleeveless crop top that left my flat belly exposed.  In the past, because of my discomfort with my body, I’d worn mostly baggy clothes.  That usually gave people the impression that I was fat, or at least a little chubby, which was far from the truth.  Aside from my wide hips and plump bottom, I was extremely slim.  And if there was one thing I reluctantly liked about my new wardrobe, it was that it was close-fitting enough to make my fitness obvious.  If only that hadn’t come at the cost of pushing any notions of masculinity to the side, it would’ve been gratifying.   
 
    Not that most people recognized that I was a boy dressed like a girl, of course.  Over the previous few days, I’d been forced to go out more than once, and everyone I encountered assumed that I was female.  I’d even been hit on a few times, and though the experience was a little off-putting, I was well enough accustomed to male attention that I took it in stride.  I was even a little flattered. 
 
    After checking myself in the mirror to ensure that my makeup wasn’t smudged or my hair out of place, I left the apartment.  I was lost in thought as I rode the elevator down to the lobby, so when the doors opened to reveal my friend, Seth, I was a little taken aback by his sudden appearance.  We stood there staring at one another for a long moment before I said, “Well, this is a little awkward.” 
 
    Finally, the spell seemed to have been broken, and he said, “What the hell?  Will?  Is that you?”  
 
    I pushed my jaw-length hair behind my ears, saying, “Yeah.  I guess.”  
 
    “Seriously, man?  What the heck?  Why are you dressed like that?  And where have you been? I haven’t seen you in almost two months!” he said.  “You don’t log onto the game anymore, and everyone’s –” 
 
    I sighed, my shoulders sagging.  “It’s this thing I’ve been doing,” I said.  “And it’s Billie now.  With an ‘ie’.”  
 
    That had been dictated by one of the most recent directives, and I couldn’t help but admit that it fit me a lot better.  When I was dressed like a girl, nobody batted an eyelash at the name “Billie”.  Will was a little more suspicious, though. 
 
    “You need to explain what’s going on,” he said.  “Like, right now.” 
 
    I sighed.  “It’s the program,” I said. “They dictate what I do, okay?  I can’t resist it without tapping out, so this is how it’s going to be until they tell me otherwise.” 
 
    “That doesn’t make any sense,” my friend said.  “You’re just letting other people make your decisions for you?  How does that even work?” 
 
    “I can’t talk about it,” I said.  Strictly speaking, I could, but I simply didn’t want to explain things to my friend.  It was easier to just accept it and move on.  “Just…if you’ve got a problem with it, it’s probably better if you leave me alone.  But for now, I’ve got to go, okay?  I have a hair appointment.”  
 
    Then, I pushed past him, leaving him behind in stunned silence.  The last thing I wanted to do was cut him off or to leave him; he was my best friend, after all, and we’d spent most of our lives as such.  But I didn’t want him around to see all the things I’d done.  More, I didn’t want some assholes on the internet to suddenly decide to torment me by making me do things with him.  So, it was for the best, leaving him behind.  Painful, but probably the best I could do in that situation. 
 
    And then there was my latest directive, which had been the reason I was leaving the apartment in the first place.  I wasn’t certain whether delaying my trip by talking to my friend would prompt the pain and discomfort of disobedience, but I wasn’t willing to take my chances.  After everything I’d already done, I had recently made up my mind that, regardless of what I was told to do, I would follow my orders.  Otherwise, everything, all my humiliation, would have been for nothing.   
 
    After leaving Seth behind, I got in my car and drove to the address specified on my HUD.  It turned out to be a pharmacy, where I was directed to pick up a prescription.  After doing so, I opened the bag in my car, only to see that I’d been saddled with a course of female hormones.  I didn’t even need the next directive to know what I would be required to do.  Still, it popped up anyway. 
 
      
 
    USE THE HORMONES AS DIRECTED. 
 
      
 
    My ever instinct told me to refuse, to tap out and accept my losses.  Sure, it’d be difficult to live my embarrassment down – after all, the tiny camera in my eye had broadcast my humiliation across the internet – but I’d at least be able to go back to a somewhat normal life.  But my resolution to see it through to the end quickly won out, and I slapped a hormone patch onto my upper arm.  Once that was done, I followed my next directive, which sent me to my salon.  There, I had my hair restyled and dyed a platinum blonde.   
 
    After leaving the salon, I only had a couple of other stops to make, but the first was the one I’d been looking forward to the least.  In fact, my heart was beating out of my chest when I pulled into the plastic surgery center.  Aside from knowing where I was going, I had absolutely no idea what was in store.  But given the course I’d already taken, I could easily imagine just what my fans had in mind.  Still, I had made my choice, so on unsteady legs, I made my way inside. 
 
    Thankfully, most of my worry had been for naught, because my appointment was for fairly mundane lip injections.  Still, as I looked in the mirror after the procedure was finished, I couldn’t help but feel a little anxious.  My lips looked ridiculous – like I’d been stung by an entire hive of bees.  And while I knew the swelling would go down, I’d seen enough examples in the doctor’s before and after catalogue that I knew that my previously boyish lips would look like they belonged on an Instagram model.   
 
    But as had been the case thus far, I knew better than to object, resist, or disobey.   
 
    The next day, my predictions came true when I looked in the mirror to see that my lips, while smaller than they’d been right after the injections, were plump and pillowy; I couldn’t help but think that my various partners would love to see them wrapped around a big, thick cock.  In fact, it was all I could think about as I got dressed – in a sundress and one-inch, wedge heels – for my daily outing, this time to the local outdoor mall that was mainly populated by a string of local boutiques.   
 
    “Will?” came an unfamiliar voice.  “Is that you?” 
 
    I turned to see a face I hadn’t seen since high school – that of my old crush, Felicia Franklin.  She looked just as good as ever, but that wasn’t surprising.  She’d always been beautiful, and in the five years since we’d graduated, not much had changed.  Blonde hair, blue eyes, and a body that could only belong to a college cheerleader, I was quickly reminded why I’d been smitten for most of my high school years.   
 
    But accompanying that reminder was the knowledge that I’d never had the courage to make a move.  We’d only ever been friends, and that only because, as freshmen, we’d been paired together as lab partners.  Even though she was smart, popular, and beautiful, and I was just about the opposite in every respect, we had become friends.  Or rather, I’d fallen in love, and she’d tolerated it.   
 
    I smiled broadly as a directive flashed across the screen. 
 
      
 
    FROM NOW ON, YOU WILL TELL EVERYONE YOU ARE TRANSGENDER. 
 
      
 
    “It’s Billie, now,” I said.  “Long time, no see.  You look great, Felicia.” 
 
    “Me?  What about you?  You look amazing!” she said.  “I’d heard some rumors, but I didn’t…I didn’t know you were…you know…” 
 
    “Transgender,” I said, the smoothness of the statement a little startling in my ears.  “Yeah.  That’s me, I guess.”  
 
    “When did that happen?” she asked. 
 
    I shrugged.  “I don’t know,” I said. “It was kind of gradual.  But how have you been?  Are you still with what’s-his-name?”  
 
    “Landon,” Felicia said. “No.  We broke up a few months ago when I found out he cheated on me with most of my so-called friends.  What’ve you been up to, lately?  You still going to school?” 
 
    I shook my head and made an excuse about still trying to find my niche.  She took it in stride, saying that I’d obviously had other things on my mind, and we continued making small talk until she asked why I was at the mall.  I told her I was just shopping, and she suggested that we do so together.  I couldn’t think of an excuse why we shouldn’t, and so, one of the most uncomfortable afternoons of my life commenced. 
 
    It wasn’t the shopping part that distressed me.  I was well enough accustomed to female clothing that that didn’t bother me much.  However, what did bother me was the fact that Felicia seemed completely at ease being naked around me.  She thought nothing of inviting me into the dressing room with her while she tried on this outfit or that, exposing herself without even a hint of self-consciousness.  Nor did she consider my privacy a priority, and more than once, she followed me into the same dressing rooms to watch me change into whichever outfit we’d picked out.  It was simultaneously titillating and depressing, the former for obvious reasons and the latter because it had become painfully obvious that Felicia didn’t consider me a man anymore.  Not that that was especially surprising, given my dress and the declaration that I was transgender, but it still hit me pretty hard.   
 
    At the end of it all, we exchanged numbers and went our separate ways.  I knew, though, that soon, my new gender would spread like wildfire among everyone I’d ever known.  That included my parents.   
 
    As I got home that night, I wondered if it was all worth it.  I was committed, surely, but I couldn’t help but ask myself if I’d made a huge mistake.   
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter Nine 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    I sat in my car in my parents’ driveway for nearly fifteen minutes before I worked up the nerve to open the door.  Most of that time, I spent staring at my face in the vanity mirror as I gripped the steering wheel with white knuckles, wondering all the while if I was making a huge mistake.  On the surface, I was deeply uncomfortable with the plan; it was one thing to dress and act like a girl around mostly strangers, but it was something else entirely to come out as transgender to my parents.   
 
    I kept telling myself, over and over, that I didn’t have a choice.  I’d already made it a third of the way through my time in the program, and I wasn’t going to let all that time go to waste.  However, with the prospect of telling my parents that I was, in fact, a girl instead of the boy they thought they had raised was daunting indeed.  I wasn’t sure if I was really up to it.   
 
    Certainly, I could predict their reactions.  My father wouldn’t be happy about it.  He might even say something overtly bigoted.  But he would begrudgingly accept me because, at the end of the day, gruff as he was, he did love me.  He wanted me to be happy.  And despite his generally conservative bent, he would be willing to accept that my happiness was contingent on my femininity.   
 
    My mother, on the other hand, would probably go much further than mere acceptance.  She would embrace me as the daughter she’d probably always wanted.  And, as surprised by it as she would no doubt be, she would be happy with the turn of events.   
 
    I wasn’t certain which would be worse, my father’s inevitable, yet grudging acceptance or my mother’s embrasure of my womanhood.  However, what I did know was that once everything was over and I tried to back to living my normal life, I would have a lot of explaining to do.  There was every chance that there would be no putting this particular genie back in the bottle and that I’d have to spend the rest of my life hearing about my brief stint as a transgender woman.   
 
    However, as had been the case since I’d agreed to participate in KDA’s program, I knew I didn’t really have a choice.  Of course, even that was a bit of a lie I kept telling myself.  I had two choices, in fact.  One, I could do as I’d been doing and follow the directives I was given.  Or two, I could drop out.  A simple flick of my eye would be all it took to avoid all these uncomfortable situations.   
 
    But then what?   
 
    I’d have to move back in with my parents, for one.  For another, I’d be forced to confront a half-decade of academic failure.  Even as my best friend made his way through medical school, I’d spend my days at some dead-end job and my nights on one video game or another.  Eventually, Seth would outgrow me.  He’d get through medical school and, as a successful doctor, he’d eventually meet a woman, get married, and have a family.  I had no such prospects, and I knew he’d leave me behind sooner or later.  Everyone would.  And that would be my life, meaningless and lonely.   
 
    Getting through the program would change all of that.  I wouldn’t have to take some horrible, nine-to-five job that didn’t pay enough while expecting far too much.  I could even go back to school and pursue something that truly interested me.  Maybe I’d meet someone there.  Girls liked guys who had money, right? 
 
    In the end, I hadn’t joined the program on a lark.  It was my last chance to do something meaningful with my life.  Otherwise, I’d be trapped in mediocrity for the rest of my days.  It would change everything.  I only had to get through the hard parts now so I could have a life of freedom later.   
 
    So, with that thought gripping my mind, I stepped out of the car and went to my parents’ door.  I knocked, which felt weird all on its own; usually, I’d just go inside.  But it wasn’t my house anymore.  My mother opened the door with a smile that faded as she looked me up and down.   
 
    “Hey, mom,” I said.  For my “coming out”, which had been dictated by my latest directive, I’d chosen a loose, knee-length, floral skirt and a conservative white blouse.  On my feet were a pair of cute sandals I’d gotten during my shopping trip with Felicia.  My now-blonde hair was freshly styled, and my face was decorated with natural-looking makeup.  All-in-all, I looked like a fashionable young woman, which, if I really looked at it from the right perspective, that’s precisely what I was.  At least until the end of the program.   
 
    “William?” she breathed.  “Is that really you?” 
 
    “It is,” I said.  “Can I come in?” 
 
    Speechless, my mother stepped aside and let me inside.  The place looked much the same as when I’d left a couple months before, but it somehow felt different.  It wasn’t my home anymore.   
 
    My father, who was sitting in his favorite recliner, looked up as I walked in.  A few brief flashes of emotion distorted his face – confusion, recognition, anger, then placidity, all in quick succession – before he spat, “I knew it.”  
 
    Those three words felt like a physical blow, and I almost stumbled in surprise. 
 
    He knew it. 
 
    It was like everything came into focus, all at once.  He knew it.  He didn’t yell.  He didn’t scream.  He didn’t even ask what was going on.  He simply took one look at me and declared that he’d expected this all along, like the fact that his son was standing before him in a skirt wasn’t all that surprising.   
 
    If I had actually been transgender, the words might’ve been comforting.  Reaffirming, even.  But for someone who was only pretending?  It was a shock to the very core of who I’d always thought I was.  That he wasn’t surprised to see me dressed the way I was meant that he probably thought this had been brewing for some time.  He likely hadn’t ever thought of me as a man.   
 
    My mother said something, but I didn’t really hear it.  Nor did my shock fade as I seated myself on the living room loveseat, my eyes glued to the carpeted floor as I tried to make sense of the implication of those three words.  I failed.   
 
    “So,” said my mother, sitting next to me.  She patted me on the thigh, saying, “You wanted to tell us something, right?  Am I correct in assuming that you’re transgender?”  
 
    “I…um…yeah,” I said.  “I am.” 
 
    “Told you,” my father said.  “Ever since he was little, he’s been headed in this direction.”  
 
    “Oh, stop it, Gary,” she said. “Let him – no, her; sorry, sweetie – talk.”  
 
    And talk I did.  I recited the speech I’d rehearsed a hundred times in front of the mirror, trying my best not to sound like I was doing just that.  Still, I was certain that it came off as wooden, even as I lied about always wanting to be a girl but being too afraid to say so.  It didn’t help that my father just nodded along like it was a reaffirmation of everything he already knew.  But he didn’t yell.  He didn’t scream.  He didn’t try to convince me I was just going through a phase.  I’d been prepared for all those.  I had not been prepared for his knowing nods, though.  So, when I’d finished, I couldn’t help but say, “I didn’t expect you both to be so accepting.  It’s kind of throwing me off.”  
 
    My father smiled, then, and he said, “We’ve expected this for a long time.  I don’t mean to steal your thunder hear, but this isn’t really much of a surprise.  I think I speak for your mother when I say that we’re happy for you for finally coming to terms with what everyone else already knew.” 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter Ten 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Over the next month, I fell into something of a rhythm.  Not only did I continue to crossdress – as if I had any choice in the matter – but I was also directed to go out as often as possible, including to various clubs, where I continued my adventures in fellatio.  However, instead of going to various gay clubs, I soon found myself doing the same with straight men.  None of them even thought to question whether or not I was a genetic girl, a fact that I was both thankful for and ashamed of.  On the one hand, I was understandably thankful that I didn’t have to deal with all the issues that came along with being openly transgender.  I wasn’t so deluded as to think it wouldn’t become a factor; I was well aware of the issues and dangers that faced such women.  But on the other hand, I was also ashamed that those same men couldn’t really see even a trace of masculinity in me – or at least not enough to make them question my gender.   
 
    All this and more went through my mind as I stood in front of my bathroom mirror, still wet from my shower, and staring at my reflection.  My hair had continued to grow, reaching down to just shy of my shoulders, and it clung to my scalp, still as blonde as the day I’d had it dyed.  I’d been in for a few touch-ups since then, but it seemed that my fans liked me as a blonde.  However, in addition to that longer hair, my body had been subjected to a few more changes as well. 
 
    First on that list was the most prominent.  Where my flat chest had once been were a pair of tiny breasts tipped by puffy, extended nipples.  Doubtless, they were the result of the hormones I’d been taking.  However, almost as noticeable as my new, budding breasts, was the fact that my hips had actually grown a little, and my bottom had followed suit.  Before, they’d been wide for a man, but now, my developing hourglass figure was becoming notablje, even for a woman – especially when coupled with my plump, heart-shaped derriere and my slim waist, that only accentuated everything else.   
 
    The changes weren’t limited to my body, though.  Even my facial features had been affected, becoming softer and more rounded than ever before.  Of course, this was supported by my pouty lips, as well.  In short, to say I was developing a womanly body was an understatement.  I was already there, from a lot of perspectives, and I knew the changes would only become more dramatic the longer I was on the hormones.   
 
    It might’ve been easier to handled, had I been permitted to ignore what I was becoming.  However, the scrolling comments I was so often subjected to made no effort at subtlety.  Barely a comment went by without someone mentioning my “phat ass” or my “sweet tits” or all the things my male fans wanted to do with me.   
 
    Of course, it didn’t help that I gave them so much content already.  There wasn’t a day when I didn’t use the dildos I’d been gifted – I had finally gotten comfortable with the biggest of the bunch – and I hardly went more than a few hours without my trusty buttplug nestled firmly between my cheeks.  And when I didn’t have it there, I felt empty in a way I can’t really describe. 
 
    With a sigh, I left the bathroom and went into my bedroom, where I had an outfit laid out.  Like most of my clothes, it had been picked by my fans, but unlike most, it didn’t even make an effort at modesty.  The dress was short, tight, and bedazzled with more sequins than I could count, the shoes were four-inch heels, and the underwear looked like it was made for appearances rather than comfort.  So, when I finished dressing, I felt simultaneously sexy and completely exposed. But that was the point, I think.  I was going out to the club, so I thought I knew what was going to happen. 
 
    I was wrong.   
 
    From the moment I stepped out onto the dance floor, I was mobbed by horny men.  Normally, I’m not one to brag, but whatever else could be said about my transformation, I made for a very attractive woman.  Even if I’d been unable to objectively see that each time I looked in the mirror, the sheer number of men who’d been propositioning me from the very first time I stepped out dressed like a woman would’ve been enough to tell me that much.  However, even knowing that didn’t prepare me for how quickly I became surrounded. 
 
    But curiously, there were no directives governing my actions.  In the past, it didn’t take more than a few minutes for my fans to steer me into a bathroom, back alley, parking lot, or car so I could blow some random guy.  This time, though, almost half an hour of dancing passed, and I didn’t get a single command.  I even started to enjoy myself a little.  So, when the directive did come, I almost tripped over my own feet.   
 
      
 
    FIND A MAN AND CONVINCE HIM TO TAKE YOU HOME WITH HIM. 
 
      
 
    I wasn’t so naïve that I didn’t get the implications.  There was more than a blowjob at stake.  Though I’d gotten used to pleasuring myself with my various dildos,  and though I probably should’ve expected the escalation, the directive did surprise me.  I wasn’t ready for it.  But as had become my mantra, I told myself that I didn’t really have a choice. 
 
    Curiously, it wasn’t long after I got my directive that a man propositioned me.  Normally, I’d have guided him to a nearby semi-private space and given him the blowjob of his life.  But this time, I knew I had to take things a step further.  So, instead of going to the bathroom, I took him to the lobby and asked if he wanted to go back to his place.  It wasn’t subtle.  And I could tell that he was surprised.  But I also knew that he wouldn’t turn me down.  Even if he’d known what was between my legs, that probably wouldn’t have become an issue until after we’d done the deed, so to speak.   
 
    The entire ride back to his house was nerve-wracking.  He drove, so I sat in that passenger’s seat, my stomach tying itself into one knot after another, as I imagined what was to come.  I’d be lying if the idea hadn’t crossed my mind.  After all, I’d been using those dildos enough to imagine the real thing in the favorite toy’s place.  And on top of that, I’d sucked so many cocks that I’d lost count, so I was well past my squeamishness on the subject.  However, it was one thing to think about it, even to fantasize about it, and it was something else altogether to actually let a man fuck me.   
 
    But that’s precisely what I had in store, provided I didn’t do the unthinkable and disobey the directive.  And that wasn’t going to happen, so by the time we reached his house – a single story starter home in a decent, but not great neighborhood nearby – I had resigned myself to going through with it.  And by the time we’d made it inside, I was so worked up that I practically ripped his pants off in an effort to get to his cock.   
 
    I admit, there’s a part of me that had begun to enjoy sucking dick.  Maybe the old adage that you enjoy what you’re good at it came into play.  Or perhaps it was the pleasure I inevitably got from satisfying the requirements of a directive.  It might’ve even been some latent homosexuality making its place known.  Whatever the case, as I wrapped my bee-stung lips around his meaty member, I felt a very familiar feeling of contentment washing over me.  And that was merely the beginning.  There was much more to come. 
 
    I only sucked his cock for long enough to get it good, hard, and wet before I rose from my knees and started undressing.  My long hours of practicing dancing came in handy, and as I gyrated my hips, I discarded various articles of clothing.  First, my dress.  Then, my bra.  And finally, my barely-there panties.  I was happy to see that, although the sight of my shriveled penis did cause him a to do a double take, he didn’t say anything.  Nor did he stop me.  He wanted what I had, and he wasn’t going to let a little thing like the presence of a dick stop him from getting what he wanted. 
 
    I shoved him onto his leather sofa, then knelt to drag his pants off.  In seconds, I had him naked from the waist down as I looked up at his throbbing, saliva-slick cock.  Even as I stared at it, I could feel my ass spasming in anticipation.  I hadn’t worn my buttplug that night, so it was eager to be filled. 
 
    Rising, I turned around, showing him the ass he’d been groping so desperately back at the club.  He did so again, and for the first time in my life, I regarded my thick, round bottom as a blessing, rather than a curse.  Certainly, men seemed to like it.  And as a girl, it fit in a way it never had when I was a man.   
 
    I straddled my nameless partner – I’d been so desperate to get back to his place with him that I hadn’t even paid attention when he’d said his name – feeling his cock brushing against me.  My breath came in short, excited bursts as I lowered myself, inch by inch, until I felt the head of his dick brushing against my anus.   
 
    The moment of truth had come.  Once I let him inside me, I would be crossing yet another line.  But for once, I didn’t care.  I sank onto his cock with a grateful sigh, and I couldn’t keep the smile from my face as I felt him filling me up.  He wasn’t quite as big as my biggest toy, but he wasn’t that far off.  More than that, though, there was a definite difference in the way it felt.  I could go on and on about what those differences were, but it all boiled down to one, simple fact: the dildo was cold, lifeless plastic covered in latex, while his cock was flesh and blood, with everything that came with it.  As I lowered myself, inch by precious inch, I knew which one I preferred.   
 
    After spending so many weeks playing with my toys, I knew precisely how to get myself off, which was the primary reason I’d taken charge and gotten on top.  So, as I started bouncing up and down on him, I was in control of the tempo and the angle.  He only had to stay hard and slap my ass from time to time.   
 
    I don’t know how long it lasted, but I knew it wasn’t some marathon session that lasted all night.  Instead, the experience was compact.  Fierce.  It burned bright, even if it didn’t burn long, and at some point, I felt the familiar yet sometimes elusive feeling of an orgasm building within me.  It was like the pressure was building inside a bubble, and when it finally burst, wave after wave of pleasure rolled through my body.  That was familiar, though I cherished every second of it.  What wasn’t familiar was feeling him spew what felt like a gallon of hot, sticky semen inside me.   
 
    It wasn’t until that period of post-coital clarity that I realized something very, very important.  The directive hadn’t specified that I should sleep with the man.  It had only said to go home with him.  I’d made that decision all on my own.   
 
    But I wasn’t upset with it.  In fact, even later, when the Uber dropped me off at the club where I’d left my car, I couldn’t help but wonder why it had taken me so long to take this final step.   
 
    I didn’t even mind all the comments flowing through my HUD and calling me a “shemale slut”.  Because in a way, I’d made peace with being precisely that.   
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter Eleven 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Over the next few weeks, my life devolved into an endless cavalcade of sex.  I found my partners at clubs, on various dating apps, and once, I’d even had a male prostitute, hired by my “fans” show up at my front door.  And each and every one of them ruthlessly fucked me, much to the delight of my fans.  And, to a lesser extent, my own delight as well.   
 
    It was a difficult thing, coming to terms with the fact that I enjoyed being fucked by men.  My rapidly disappearing masculinity objected, of course – how could it not, when I was getting plowed once or twice a day?  But those complaints were small.  Insignificant.  Impotent.  They were a reflection of the very manhood that was their source, and it wasn’t long before they’d begun to erode entirely, replaced by something new.   
 
    Growing up, I’d been subjected to plenty of bullying, mostly of the verbal variety.  My athletic failures – the results of my father trying to fit his round son into a traditionally masculine square peg – prompted some of them, but my social anxiety was probably just as much to blame.  I was called all sorts of names, ranging from the mundane to the overtly bigoted, but through it all, I never considered the notion that the most homophobic might actually be right.  However, as I sank into a sea of cocks, I could scarcely think of anything else.   
 
    I think the worst part was that I didn’t even need the directives to make me do it, most of the time.  No – more often than not, I went of my own accord.  I subjected myself to one cock after another, not because some nameless fans wanted me to, but rather because I craved cock.  It was ironic to think that, for all my life, I’d considered myself straight, but I’d never even sniffed sexual relations with a woman.  But I’d been a “girl” for less than a month, and I’d already had sex with dozens of men.  If that wasn’t proof I was on the right track, I wasn’t entirely sure what was.   
 
    Still, though, I had plenty of ideas about what I’d do when the program was over.  I’d stop taking those hormones that had progressively transformed my body.  I would throw out all those feminine clothes, replacing them with a wardrobe more fitting the masculine idea I wanted to embody.  And I would go back to being the male version of me.  Over and over, I told myself that what I was doing was temporary, but even so, I wasn’t entirely fooled by my bold predictions.  I think, deep down, I knew I would never go back to being Will, and there was a big part of me that wasn’t upset with that seemingly inescapable fact.  It was with those thoughts twirling around in my head that I found myself standing at the door of Seth’s dorm.  I knocked, and only a few seconds later, he answered. 
 
    Idly, I studied my friend.  Seth wasn’t a bad-looking guy, I realized.  Sure, he was a little rough around the edges, but the seeds of an attractive man were there.  Plus, I knew from first-hand experience, gained in various gym locker rooms growing up, that he was pretty well-equipped down below.  And in the grey sweatpants he was wearing, his bulge was even more apparent than ever.  Almost as soon as my eyes flicked over that delightful thing, a few more-than-friendly thoughts erupted across my brain.  Images of me kneeling before my friend and lovingly sucking his cock flashed through my thoughts.   
 
    I banished them.  If there was one guy that I had deemed off-limits, it was Seth.  He was my friend, not a sexual plaything, and I didn’t want something like that getting in the way of our friendship.   
 
    “Hey,” he said. “Thanks for coming.  I wasn’t sure if you would.” 
 
    “I’ve been busy,” I muttered.  Over the previous few weeks, he’d invited me over more than once; I’d stayed away, mostly because I didn’t want him to see what I’d become.  He knew, of course.  Even if my mother hadn’t told his, I was certain that he’d have found out about my transgender nature from someone along the way.  So, he certainly wasn’t surprised to see that I was wearing a pair of short, denim shorts and a tight tank top.  I hadn’t even worn a bra, but my breasts – barely A-Cups – were very apparent.   
 
    He invited me inside, and I quickly found my way to his desk chair.  As a resident advisor for the dorm, his was a bit bigger than what the undergrads had, but it still wasn’t a large room.  So, we were pretty close together when he sat on the nearby bed. 
 
    “So, how have you been?” he asked.  “What about that online thing you’ve been doing?”  
 
    He only had the vaguest idea of what the program entailed, and that only because I’d told him about the HUD and the chip at the base of my skull.  But the explanation of the rest of the program had been more than a little vague.  He didn’t know that most of the major decisions had been the result of one directive or another, and I wanted to keep it that way.  Maybe once everything was done and I went back to normal, I’d tell him.   
 
    “Good,” I said, modulating my voice into a much higher register than was my normal tone.  That had been an ongoing directive – to talk like a girl – and one I’d fully embraced.  After all, I knew precisely what I looked like, and I very much wanted to avoid any suspicions that I wasn’t what I appeared to be.  If I’d used my normal voice, which wasn’t very deep in the first place, I would’ve been the subject of at least some suspicion.  It was much easier to simply talk like what people expected, given my appearance.  So, I’d found some guides online, and, after hour after hour of practice, I’d managed to learn how to talk like a woman.  And after so much practice, it had become almost second-nature.  “Only a few more months left, and I get the money.” 
 
    “Oh, that’s awesome,” Seth said.  “What’re you going to do after?” 
 
    I shrugged, saying, “I haven’t really thought about it.  Get a new car.  Maybe buy a house.  I’m not sure, though.”  
 
    “Can I talk to you about something?” he asked, running his hand through his hair.  “I know you’ve been really busy, so I figured I’d just jump right into it.” 
 
    My heart started beating out of my chest as I considered all the worst scenarios, most of the centered on his discovery of the nature of the program.  What would he say, if he knew what I’d been doing for the past few months?  The tiny camera in my eye, as well as the ones in my apartment, made privacy impossible.  Anyone who followed the program would know exactly how many men I’d been with.  And knowing Seth, he wouldn’t approve.   
 
    It wasn’t as if he was a prude.  He wasn’t.  Unlike me, he’d even had sex with a couple of girls.  But he’d never struck me as a particularly lascivious person.  And I knew him better than just about anyone else.  So, knowing that, his disapproval was easy to predict.   
 
    “Um…sure,” I said.  “Go ahead.” 
 
    “Right,” was his response.  “Well, I’ve been thinking a lot about you lately.  You know, with you being trans and everything.  I even went online and did some research so I could be a better friend, you know?” 
 
    “That’s…that’s really sweet,” I said.  Even my speech patterns had changed, less because of any directives, and more because I’d simply adapted to what people expected when they looked at me.  I don’t know if it was subconscious or what, but almost from the moment I’d started going out dressed like a woman, I’d found myself mimicking the women around me to the point that my own mannerisms and speech patterns had become virtually indistinguishable from those of a real woman.   
 
    “I guess,” he said. “It seemed like the literal least I could do.  But then I found this blog by a prominent trans woman, and she said the biggest hurdle for her transition was money.  Apparently, the surgeries and everything are really, really expensive.” 
 
    That stood to reason. While I hadn’t done any research myself – the last thing I wanted was to give my fans any sort of ideas about what my next directives should be – but I knew that any sort of plastic surgery was well beyond my means.   
 
    “Anyway, I did some more digging, and I found this charity group at the university,” he went on.  “I don’t think many people know about it, but it’s kind of awesome.  They’ll pay for all sorts of stuff.  And this is where you might be mad – I kind of applied on your behalf.”  
 
    “W-what?”  I said, my mind already leaping to all sorts of conclusions. “Why would you do that?”  
 
    “I thought you’d appreciate it,” he said.  “I even went on record as a reference.  Being a med student here, I guess it kind of held some weight, because they chose you.  Isn’t that awesome?”  
 
    “I…I don’t know what to say…” 
 
    Of course, that’s when a new directive slid across my HUD. 
 
      
 
    SAY THANK YOU. 
 
      
 
    “Thank you,” I said, my voice barely more than a whisper.  Then, I got another directive. 
 
      
 
    ACCEPT THE GIFT. 
 
      
 
    Oh, God.  Even as I thanked him some more, and we went over the details of how I could accept the charity’s help, I felt like I was going to throw up.  Soon, it seemed, I’d be going under the knife, which would take me that much further from the manhood I desperately wanted to return to.   
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter Twelve 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    I sat in the hospital lobby, periodically glancing up at the welcome desk, praying all the while that someone – or something – would intervene on my manhood’s behalf.  Perhaps some B-list celebrity would come through the door and obnoxiously exclaim that everything had just been a prank.  Given how far I’d already come, I wasn’t entirely certain if that would’ve made me feel better or worse, but at least it would keep me from going into surgery.  That had to be worth a little humiliation, right? 
 
    Over the previous week, I’d had two separate consultations with a doctor who I was told was the best plastic surgeon in the city, and via various directives, I’d been guided to put myself right in the path of an entire suite of surgeries.  From breast augmentation to facial feminization and everything in between, I knew that, after everything was finished, I’d be virtually unrecognizable as a man.  That was, of course, the point.  No one else knew that I’d been forced into this.  They thought they were helping me, just as they thought that when they gave me various compliments on my already feminine figure, I’d take them as they were intended.  I didn’t, though.  Far from it, in fact.  It had gotten to the point where I found myself on the verge of screaming, but through it all, I kept up the charade of womanhood.   
 
    I don’t know if it was habit, a resolution to see the program through to the end, or some other unknowable reason, but I never truly considered putting a stop to it.  Of course, I knew that those surgeries would be largely irreversible.  The implants would be easily removed, but everything else smacked of permanence.  Still, I scarcely even thought about refusing Seth’s gift.   
 
    Finally, after sitting there for a few more minutes – all the while, feeling so anxious that I thought I might be sick – a nurse appeared and called me back.  I followed her through the lobby and down a hall, ending up in a small room with a wooden cubby inside of which I was told to leave my things.  I’d dressed down for the occasion, so it didn’t take me long to discard my leggings, underwear, and tee-shirt, leaving me standing there, naked and shivering while I stared at myself in the room’s lone mirror.   
 
    I knew it would be the last time I saw this version of myself, so I found myself unable to look away from my budding, but noticeable breasts, my curvy figure, and the shrunken evidence of my true gender.  Everything was about to change, and there was little I could do about it.  Tapping out wasn’t an option.  Not after everything I’d gone through.  So, with a sigh, I looked away and donned the provided, pink hospital gown, tying it in the back.  Then, I sat on the examination table to wait.   
 
    I wasn’t alone for long, because only a few minutes later, the nurse returned and, after taking my vitals, guided me to a hospital bed, where I was instructed to lie down while she started my I.V.  I tried to make small talk, but my voice quivered with every word, so eventually, I just gave up, offering only a tight smile to the woman as she provided a running commentary of mundanity.  I could scarcely pay attention to it over the feeling of my heart beating out of control.   
 
    Part of my problem stemmed from the peculiar nature of my situation.  I hadn’t chosen it, and I didn’t really want it, either.  That’s enough to freak just about anyone out.  But the fact that I’d never been under the knife before also played a role in my unease.  Thankfully, my issues weren’t terribly uncommon, and the nurse had been prepared to ease my way into surgery, giving me “something to calm me down” via my I.V.  Things got a touch easier after that, and I was mostly calm as I spoke to the doctor, then the anesthesiologist, and then the surgeon again before being wheeled through the hospital and into an operating room.  Before I knew it, the anesthesiologist was putting a rubber mask over my face and telling me to count backwards from ten.  I complied, but I didn’t make it past five before sinking into unconsciousness.   
 
      
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
      
 
    I awoke to a blinding light that turned out to be a normal, florescent bulb on the equally normal ceiling.  Confused, I tried to squirm, but moving anything on my exhausted body was a chore.  Thankfully, before panic set in, the doctor was looming over me.  He asked me a few questions about how I was feeling, and soon, he proclaimed that the surgeries were a complete and utter success.  Relief flooded my mind, but it was quickly replaced by a familiar anxiety as I looked down to see a bandaged mound on my chest.   
 
    My breasts.   
 
    And they were hurting, too.  Not badly, but still, it was uncomfortable.  In addition, there were twinges of pain at my waist, on my face, and on my neck.  There might’ve been more – but as the anesthesia continued to wear off, everything kind of blended together into a cacophony of low-level agony.   
 
    Thus, my recovery began, and over the next few days, I drifted in and out of drug-fueled unconsciousness, hardly even noting the passage of time.  Seth was there for much of that time.  My parents visited, too. And even Felicia, my former crush and current shopping friend, came by to wish me well.  Thankfully, through it all, my HUD remained inactive – a precaution the program had taken to prevent complications during the surgery.  It meant that my recovery wouldn’t count towards the program’s required time before I got my money, but the peace of not having to worry about directives or my fans’ comments while I recovered was more than worth the extension.   
 
    A week after the surgery, the bandages started to come off, but it wasn’t until a few days after that that I saw the results.  At first, I was a little horrified.  My face was still a mass of swelling and bruises, my waist still bore its own contusions, and my breasts were still quite inflamed.  But even through all that, I could see hints of what I would look like when everything healed.  Not that I didn’t know what to expect – I’d been there at the consultations, after all – but it was one thing to talk about it, another thing entirely to see the results on my own body.   
 
    It took me another few weeks before I was fully recovered, during which I was released from the hospital to mend in my own apartment.  Felicia took it upon herself to become my caretaker, a fact which, at first, was uncomfortable.  However, I soon grew thankful for her sacrifice as she proved invaluable.  It was embarrassing in the extreme, especially on the occasions when she had to help me into the bathroom, but eventually, I grew numb to it.  In addition, I slowly grew accustomed to the pendulous weights hanging from my chest – a reality which I couldn’t quite decide was a good or bad development.   
 
    So, almost a month after my surgery, I found myself inspecting the results with a more critical eye.  Until that moment, I’d mostly avoided it, but I knew that I couldn’t do so forever.  After all, it wouldn’t be long until I was released by my doctor, and after that, I would go back on the program.  They wouldn’t let me ignore the transformation, that was for certain.  So, it was better to get the shock out of the way on my own terms, so I didn’t freak out when they rubbed it in my face. 
 
    Upon looking at my reflection, the first thing that came to mind was that I was beautiful.  My face had lost all traces of masculinity.  The facial feminization procedure had molded my jaw and brow into more feminine proportions, and the surgeon had performed a subtle rhinoplasty to give my nose a slight upturn.  On top of that, my eyes seemed wider, my cheekbones a little higher.  Before, I’d looked like a girl, though without makeup, my looks had had a definite masculine cast to them.  Now, though?  That had disappeared entirely.   
 
    My eyes shifted down my slender neck to my narrow shoulders – a holdover from my old life – to my chest.  My budding, A-Cup breasts were gone, replaced by a pair of firm C-Cups that proudly jutted from my chest, tipped by twin, eraser-sized nipples.   
 
    My gaze slid downward, past my breasts and to my waist – there was still a tiny bit of bruising there, where they’d performed the liposuction that had rid me of almost three inches in circumference.  In a pique of curiosity the day before, I’d actually measured it, and I’d quickly discovered that, at twenty-two inches, it was even narrower than the surgeon had predicted.  Thankfully, he hadn’t added anything to my bottom or hips, as was common for these kinds of procedures.  If he had, I’d have looked like a cartoon character.  As it was, my dimensions probably weren’t far off the feminine ideal.   
 
    But even with all that, the most troubling facet of my transformation was tucked between my legs.  I still had my manhood, even if it was shrunken and barely qualified for the label.  However, the directives had insisted upon an orchiectomy, which had left my scrotum empty and shriveled.   
 
    No matter what else happened, I knew I could never go back to my old life.   
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter Thirteen 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    It almost felt like old times.   
 
    Certainly, I was wearing a pair of tight leggings and a tank top, with a sports bra underneath.  My hair was tied in a high ponytail, and I wore a little makeup, too.  And then there was the commentary flowing across my HUD.  But other than that… 
 
    Well, no – it wasn’t anything like old times, I guess.  I was just fooling myself as I tried to maintain that self-delusion.  I was different, and my relationship with Seth had obviously changed.  Nothing drove that home quite like the fact that I kept catching him sneaking glimpses at my cleavage.   
 
    There were similarities to days gone by, though.  Growing up, we’d spent more nights than I could count playing various co-op video games.  Drinking Mountain Dew and eating Doritos while we tried to beat one game or another, they were good memories.  But as I sat there, controller in hand, I was having some difficulty remembering what I’d ever found so interesting about it.   
 
    Not that I let that color my attitude.  After all, Seth had done so much for me.  Never mind that it wasn’t really what I’d wanted.  If he hadn’t found that charity, I’d have only been a month-and-a-half getting a million-dollar payday and resuming my old life.  But now?  That old life seemed a million miles away.  And that wasn’t even considering that an additional six weeks had been tacked onto my term to allow for my recovery.   
 
    “What’d your mom and dad say?” Seth asked, shattering my reverie.   
 
    “About what?  The surgeries?” I asked, not looking away from the television screen. 
 
    “Yeah – it must’ve come as a surprise, right?” he said.  “I mean, they couldn’t have expected it.” 
 
    I shook my head, my high ponytail swinging as I answered, “I guess not.  Dad’s been acting really weird, though.  He’s been…I don’t know…nice.  Like, way nicer than he ever was before.  And mom’s over the moon about having a daughter.” 
 
    My mother’s reaction was predictable, but my father’s was anything but.  Going from his screw-up son to daddy’s little girl was a shocking turn of events, for sure, and I still hadn’t quite grown accustomed to it.  It was good that I didn’t really seem them that often, else I’d have gone a little crazy, due to the sudden shift in how they treated me.   
 
    Seth, ironically, was the one person who’d continued to treat me the same.  Or mostly, at least – glances at my breasts or bottom notwithstanding.  It made me feel far more comfortable with him than with anyone else, so we’d started spending more time together.  However, I had a feeling that, with my HUD turned back on, it would yank me away to continue my sexual escapades.   
 
    “Can I ask you something?” he said, pausing the game.  I turned to look at him, and it was clear from his expression that he had something on his mind.  So, I nodded and told him to go ahead.  “Were you always like this?”  
 
    I knew what he meant, but still, I feigned ignorance and said, “Like what?”  
 
    He sighed.  “A girl,” he said. “I know you’ve said you’ve always been transgender, and that you were just too scared to do anything about it.  But I’m not stupid, Billie.  This all started when you did that internet reality show thing.  I’m just worried that it’s responsible for all this.”  
 
    I stared at him in silence for a long moment; he’d come remarkably close to hitting the mark.  But one of the conditions of my participation in the program was that I couldn’t tell anyone any details about it.  So, I had no choice but to lie. 
 
    “I’ve always been like this,” I said.  “Growing up, I kept it bottled up, but I’ve known I wanted to be a girl for almost as long as I can remember.”  
 
    “Oh,” he said.  “And you like guys, right?”  
 
    Oh, God. 
 
    “Mostly,” I admitted, suddenly realizing that it wasn’t a lie.  I did like men.  Or more particularly, their cocks.  And over the course of my recovery, I’d found myself obsessing over getting back out there and resuming my previous actions.  Even my various toys were poor substitutes for the real thing.  “Why do you ask?” 
 
    He shrugged.  “I was just thinking…you know…we’re friends, right?” he said, stumbling over his words a little.  “And maybe it might make sense to…well…you know…as something more than friends.” 
 
    I shouldn’t have been taken aback.  Most men in Seth’s position would probably have been thinking the same thing.  I knew how I looked, and I’d seen the evidence of Seth’s attraction.  So, the fact that he wanted me like that wasn’t terribly surprising.  But then again, he was Seth.  My best friend since childhood.  I hadn’t really thought of him in that context.   
 
    “Are you asking me out?” I asked.   
 
    He shrugged again, then said, “What if I am?  What would your answer be?”  
 
    That was a good question.  My sexual appetite was screaming at me to drop the controller and jump his bones, right then and there.  The scrolling comments on my HUD were suggesting the same thing.  And Seth was a decent-looking guy, after all.  And he had a nice-sized cock, as well.  I knew I could work with that.  But what about our friendship?  What would happen if we had sex?  Surely, that would complicate things.   
 
    Regrettably – or maybe thankfully, depending on the perspective – the decision was taken out of my hands when a new directive flashed across my HUD. 
 
      
 
    KISS HIM. 
 
      
 
    I don’t know if it was simple conditioning or my own desires forcing me into action, but I dropped the controller, then leaned over, putting my plump lips on his.  In a split second, our tongues were wrestling as his hands found my narrow waist.  And God – it felt good.  Aside from the familiar pleasure of obeying a directive, it felt like an entire flock of butterflies were dancing in my stomach.  More than that, I could scarcely stop myself from wanting it to keep going.   
 
    Seth was thinking along those same lines, because his hand crept under my top, settling on my breast.  As we made out, he massaged my chest, his other hand finding the small of my back.  Soon, my own hands started moving of their own accord.  One of them slipped under the waistband of his shorts to find his hardening cock.  It was warm and rigid, and growing bigger all the time – just like I liked.   
 
    I knew where it was going.  So did my fans, judging by the commentary.  So, the next directive was unnecessary.  Still, it absolved me of any blame. 
 
      
 
    SLEEP WITH SETH. 
 
      
 
    I had few qualms about obeying, and soon, I pulled away from him.  Breathless, I gave him a sly grin before climbing down to the floor, where I knelt between his legs.  With both hands, I reached up and dragged his shorts down his surprisingly muscular thighs to free his impressive manhood.  It stood up like a flagpole, proud and quivering with need.  It couldn’t have stopped myself from wrapping my lips around it, even if I wanted to for some reason.   
 
    As my head bobbed up and down, a million thoughts swirled through my mind.  First, there was incredulity – I was sucking my best friend’s dick, after all.  I’d never expected that, even as I’d had my body and sexual preferences transformed.  But as unexpected as it was, it felt familiar and comfortable – like I was precisely where I was supposed to be.  But mingled with all of that was a simple sense of shame.  It was weak, barely perceptible, and easily ignored, but it was there all the same.  And it was accompanied by a single thought – this wasn’t me.  However, given how my life had changed recently, I wasn’t certain how valid the notion was.   
 
    There were other thoughts, other emotions – but overriding everything was the singular pleasure that came along with obeying a directive.  It was stronger than ever before – almost as if I’d reached the culmination of my journey, like I’d finally reached a goal I’d been unknowingly working towards all this time.   
 
    But it was only the beginning.   
 
    It wasn’t long before I stood, then stripped for him.  Moving languidly, I didn’t precisely give him a striptease, but it wasn’t all that far off, either.  Either way, it ended with me completely naked and shivering with desire.   
 
    “Fuck, you’re gorgeous,” he said.  “I didn’t know you –” 
 
    I straddled him, putting my finger over his lips to cut him off.  As flattering as his words were, I didn’t want to talk.  I wanted him inside me, and I wasn’t going to let a conversation derail my desires.   
 
    In only a few seconds, I lowered myself onto his saliva-slick cock.  It entered me without a hint of difficulty; it was like all my time with my toys and the various partners before my surgery had led me to it.  So, there was no pain, and the spit was all the lubricant I needed.  I moaned as all eight inches of the thing slipped inside me, hitting all my spots as it did.  Once it was completely inside, I sat there, reveling in the fullness of it.  I could’ve stayed there for the rest of my life and been perfectly happy.   
 
    But I knew the pleasure that awaited, so, slow inch by gradual inch, I raised myself until only the head remained inside me.  Then, I dropped back down.  Up again, then back down.  I repeated the motion, finding a slow, but methodical rhythm as the pleasure of it started to build inside me, expanding, bit by bit, with every motion until, minutes later, I exploded with a gasp. 
 
    My every muscle clenched, all at once. My toes curled.  My jaw flexed.  My fingernails dug into him.  And all the while, I kept bouncing, screaming, “Fuck me!  Give it to me! Fuck me!  Like that!  Like that! Fuck!  God!  Fuck!” 
 
    The orgasm coursed through me, wave after wave of ecstasy emptying my mind of any doubt as I surrendered to its grip.  Meanwhile, Seth came too, spewing his seed deep inside me.  I accepted it gratefully, regretting only that I couldn’t taste it.   
 
    Slowly – ever so slowly – the pleasure dissipated, replaced by mingled fatigue and satisfaction as I collapsed onto his chest.  I lay there, gasping, for a long moment before saying, “Well, that was fun.”  
 
    Seth laughed at the understatement, and I couldn’t help but join in.  We stayed there on his futon, his cum steadily dripping out of my ass as his cock deflated, and all either of us could do is giggle. 
 
    It felt good.  For the first time in months, I felt like I was finally getting something I really wanted.   
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter Fourteen 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    I don’t know what really changed.  Perhaps it was the fact that I was willingly doing all the things my fans would’ve wanted me to do anyway.  Or maybe they lost interest.  Whatever the case, over the next couple of months, the directives became increasingly rare.  From time to time, I’d get an order to wear this outfit or that lingerie, but for the most part, my life became my own.  And I spent it with Seth. 
 
    After that first time, Seth and I became inseparable, and not as mere friends.  Barely a day went by that we weren’t together, both in the more mundane sense of simply hanging out, or in the biblical sense.  I became as familiar with his anatomy as I was with my own, and if I’m honest about it, I was blissfully happy.  After all, we were already great friends; taking that relationship to the next level was the kind of comfortable development that can’t result in anything but full contentment.   
 
    On top of that, my other relationships continued to develop.  Felicia and I had lunch a few times a week, and I quickly found her to be the sort of friend I could truly depend on.  She wasn’t judgmental, but she was brutally honest when the situation dictated such was needed.  Still, I was a little taken aback when, while having coffee, she said, “You’re in love with him, aren’t you?”  
 
    “W-what?” I asked.  “With who?”  
 
    “Seth,” she said.  “Obviously.” 
 
    “Why would you say that?” I asked. 
 
    “You’ve been talking about him for the past twenty minutes,” Felicia said.  “You’re clearly in a relationship, even if you two don’t want to define it.  I’m honestly a little jealous.  I’ve never had anything like that.”  
 
    Her words cut through me like a knife.  Until that moment, I had avoided putting a label on whatever was going on between Seth and me.  But with her statement, it had all come into focus in a way that made me wonder why I hadn’t seen it before.  I’d always loved Seth, at least as a friend, so it shouldn’t have been a surprise to see that I’d fallen for him in a more romantic way.   
 
    Still – I hadn’t completely abandoned my manhood.  There was a part of me – an admittedly small part, but it was there nonetheless – that expected me to go back to some semblance of my old life.  It was silly, especially after how much I had changed, inside and out, but the notion stubbornly clung to the back of my mind like a barnacle, unwanted and difficult to dismiss.  I think I’d convinced myself that whatever surgery could do, it could undo just as well.  Or maybe I was just in denial.  I don’t know.  Either way, I couldn’t fully accept the reality that I did, in fact, love a man, much less my best friend.   
 
    “I like him, but I don’t know if I would call it love,” I said, taking a hasty sip of my latte. 
 
    “You don’t have to call it anything,” Felicia said. “Anyone who knows you can see it written all over your face.  Besides, Seth is a catch.  He’s going to be a doctor in a couple of years.  And he’s handsome.  That’s not even considering how much fun you two have in the bedroom.” 
 
    “Ugh, I shouldn’t have told you about that,” I muttered. 
 
    “My point is that you shouldn’t run from this,” she said. “Most of us would kill to be with somebody like Seth.” 
 
    She wasn’t wrong.  By all accounts, Seth was the catch she described.  Handsome – so long as he put in some effort – and a future doctor, he was everything most girls wanted.  But was I most girls?  I didn’t know.   
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    “That went better than expected,” said Seth, his hand resting on my thigh as we spooned on the bed in my apartment.  “I didn’t think your parents liked me much before.”  
 
    They hadn’t, but that was as much because they had always seen Seth as a symptom of my apathy.  We’d always spent our time playing video games or reading comics, so it was easy for them to associate those activities with my best friend.  However, as we’d gotten older, they had inevitably started to see him as a reminder of everything I’d thrown away.  Where I’d flunked out of school, he was a medical student with a bright future ahead of him.  That obviously engendered more than a little jealousy.  But standards changed when they were looking at him as my partner, as opposed to a mere friend.   
 
    “You should’ve heard my mom in the kitchen,” I said, recalling the conversation we’d had while gathering the appetizers for the parental meet-and-greet.  They already knew him, of course – he’d spent at least as much time at my house as at his, growing up – but this meeting was a formality they insisted was necessary, given the change in our relationship.  Meeting the boyfriend was every parents’ prerogative, apparently.  “She kept going on and on about me – and I’m quoting here – snagging a doctor.  As if that’s why we’re together, now.”  
 
    “Together,” he said, his hand creeping higher, where he started caressing my stomach.  “I don’t think I’ll ever get tired of hearing that.  Or thinking of you as my girlfriend.”  
 
    “You mean that, don’t you?” I asked, resting my hand on his. 
 
    “Of course I do,” was his response.  “I love you.”  
 
    Those three words changed everything.  Certainly, he had implied that he felt that way, but hearing him say it aloud – that was a gamechanger.  At first, I didn’t know how to respond.  But then, it felt like I was enveloped by a warm, fuzzy feeling.  I liked hearing that he loved me.  It highlighted how I felt about him in return. 
 
    “I love you, too,” I said, the words slipping from between my lips as little more than a whisper.  He heard it, though.  And more than that, he recognized the significance.   
 
    “You mean that, don’t you?” Seth asked. 
 
    I turned to face him, then, in a louder, more declarative tone, I said, “I wouldn’t have said it if I didn’t feel it.  You know me better than that.”  
 
    Then, his lips were on mine, and rational thought fled in the face of our passion.  When he pulled away, he said, “I think this calls for a celebration.” 
 
    “Oh, yeah?  What do you want to do?” I asked.  That’s when I noticed his erection.  I said, “Oh, that.”  I grinned mischievously.  “I think I could get onboard with that.”  
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter Fifteen 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    “I need to tell you something,” said Seth, sitting in the driver’s seat of my car.  He’d helped me pack everything up for my move out of the apartment.  With the program coming to an end, I’d be moving back into my parents’ house, at least until I could find my own place.  After all, now that I’d satisfied the requirements of the program and had the technological accoutrements removed, I could afford to support myself.   
 
    The final month of the program had continued much the same as it had since Seth and I had gotten together.  What few directives I received were mostly focused on our relationship, so it hadn’t been an onerous burden at all.  So, the time had passed in something of a blink, and I was finally free.   
 
    “What’s going on?” I asked, glancing in his direction.  He looked troubled.  “What’s wrong?” 
 
    “Can I ask you a question, first?” was his responding question. 
 
    “Of course,” I answered. 
 
    “If you could, would you go back to the way you were?” he asked.   
 
    “No,” I answered.  “I know it wasn’t…wait…” 
 
    As far as Seth knew, I had never really changed.  I had only given in to my transgender nature.  So, the way he’d phrased his question, like I had changed – or rather, been changed – came with some serious implications.  Chiefly, that he knew everything. 
 
    “Yes,” he said, almost as if he could read my mind.  “I know everything.  I know about the program.  I even watched you.  So, the question remains – would you go back if you could?” 
 
    In something of a daze, I shook my head, saying, “N-no.  I don’t think so.” 
 
    “Why not?” 
 
    I answered, “I don’t know.  Before, I was aimless.  I didn’t realize it at the time, but I was really, really unhappy.  I didn’t have anyone.  But now?  I…I actually have a life.” 
 
    It went deeper than that.  Not only did I have a life, a partner, and a new best friend, but I’d very much become accustomed to all the attention I got as a woman.  Before, I’d been practically invisible.  I’d been, at best, a background character in my own story.  However, ever since I’d transitioned into femininity, that had all changed.  Suddenly, people had started noticing me.  What’s more, they treated me better.  People were nicer.  More apt to help.  And it wasn’t just people who were interested in me.  Men, women, old and young – it didn’t matter.  Being attractive was part of it, but more than a little was due to simple confidence.  I knew I was beautiful, and what’s more, I knew I wasn’t as worthless as I’d felt as a man.  I didn’t want to go back to that.  Not for anything.   
 
    Of course, there were other factors that contributed to my answer.  I liked having such a wide variety of clothing available to me.  Dresses, skirts, shorts – the possibilities with my wardrobe were nearly endless.  I’d even come to enjoy dancing, which was something I never thought I’d say.   
 
    And then there was the sex.  As a man, I’d never even come close to it, save for when I pleasured myself.  But now?  I had all the sex I wanted.  And sure, it was different from what I’d always imagined, but not in a bad way.   
 
    All that and more made going back to manhood an unattractive option, the impossibility of such a reversal notwithstanding.   
 
    “I debated whether or not to tell you this, but going forward, I don’t want there to be any secrets between us,” Seth said, running his hand through his hair.  “I love you too much to let that happen.” 
 
    “Just tell me what’s going on,” I said. 
 
    “I did it,” Seth said.  “Everything.  It was me.” 
 
    I didn’t know what he was talking about, so I said, “You’re going to have to be more specific than that.” 
 
    “I wrote a program,” he said.  “It allowed me to hijack the voting for your directives.  I was in control of all of them.  I’m the reason for everything that’s happened to you.”  
 
    For a moment, I was too stunned to think.  I couldn’t react.  I simply stared at him, unsure of how I was supposed to respond.  And then I felt my stomach twisting into knots as my heart leapt into my throat.  Finally, I managed to croak, “It was y-you?”  
 
    He looked away, and I could see the tears gathering at the corner of his eye.  He said, “It was.  I’ve always loved you, Billie.  Ever since we were little.  But I knew you’d never be with me.  Not as you were.  I also knew you were unhappy, so I decided to set you free.  It was all for your own good.”  
 
    I slapped him.  Then, I slapped him again.  And again.  Over and over until I was hysterically swinging my open palms at him.  None of them had much force behind them, so he bore the blows with enviable stoicism.  Or maybe he knew he needed to be punished.  Either way, he let keep going until my hysteria petered out.  I sat there, sobbing as I tried to wrap my mind around what he’d done.   
 
    I had been manipulated every step of the way, and by the person I thought I could trust more than anyone else in the entire world.  That stung, even if I could see his reasoning.  I wanted to ask why he didn’t just tell me.  I wanted to yell and scream and berate him for taking my life into his hands.  But I didn’t, because I knew – deep down – that he’d done it all because he loved me.  More, I knew it was probably the only way I could’ve found anything remotely approaching happiness.   
 
    As a man, I hadn’t simply been apathetic.  I had been lazy.  Rudderless.  Unambitious.  And ultimately, I had been incredibly unhappy.  I knew that.  My parents had known that, which was why they’d so readily accepted the new me.  And so had Seth.  However, he was the only one who’d chosen to do something about it.   
 
    I knew it wasn’t a healthy way of looking at a very real betrayal of my trust, but I couldn’t be angry with him.  Not knowing that he’d basically saved me from a wasted life.  So, without warning, I climbed over the center console and passionately kissed him.  At first, he was surprised.  Clearly, he hadn’t anticipated it going like this.  But soon, the kiss overwhelmed any misgivings he’d nurtured.   
 
    Finally, a few moments later, I pulled away, saying, “Don’t think I forgive you.  Not yet.  I’m still incredibly angry, and I expect you to spend the rest of your life making it up to me.”  
 
    Seth gave me a sheepish grin, then said, “So, is this happily ever after, then? Even after what I did?”  
 
    I sighed, then explained my reasoning.  After that, I said, “So, I guess it maybe is happily ever after.  Or that’s what I hope, at least.  A lot of that depends on you, though.  Are you ready to make me the happiest woman in the world?”  
 
    “I…I am,” he said. 
 
    “Well, that’s a start,” was my answer.  “Now, let’s get out of here.” 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
  
  
 nav.xhtml

    
  
    		Free Will


    		Chapter One


    		Chapter Two


    		Chapter Three


    		Chapter Four


    		Chapter Five


    		Chapter Six


    		Chapter Seven


    		Chapter Eight


    		Chapter Nine


    		Chapter Ten


    		Chapter Eleven


    		Chapter Twelve


    		Chapter Thirteen


    		Chapter Fourteen


    		Chapter Fifteen


  





cover.jpeg





