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Prologue


The stream had been running for eleven seconds when the comments started moving too fast to read.

Not because Lena Hart was famous. She wasn’t. Twenty-three, freelance video editor, mid-tier apartment, ring light clipped to a bookshelf, six viewers on a good night. She had gone live because the app told her to. Try GlowUp Live Beta, the notification said. Real-time enhancement calibrated to audience response.

She’d laughed when she saw it.

“Okay, this is probably a terrible idea,” she said to the camera, adjusting the sleeve of an oversized gray sweatshirt. “If my face melts off, somebody clip it.”

Three laughing emojis floated up. Someone typed do it. Someone else wrote u look fine already.

On the screen, a small icon pulsed in the corner: GLOWUP SYNCING.

Lena leaned closer, studying herself in the preview window. “It’s just a filter, right?”

The app did not answer. It only drew a faint grid across her face—so subtle the audience might have mistaken it for compression artifacting. Lines mapped her jaw, cheeks, lips, brow. The grid shimmered once, then vanished.

Lena blinked.

“Huh.”

In the comments:

did ur camera smooth just now?
wait hold still
what app is that

She frowned and touched her cheek. The skin there looked strangely even, as though the grain of her face had been sanded down in real time. Not blurred. Perfected.

“That is weird,” she said, half smiling now. “It’s actually kind of—”

She stopped.

The smile in the preview had changed before she finished making it.

The thing that stopped her was it was her smile, but also not her smile. This one was slightly softer. More deliberate. Her mouth held it a fraction too long, as if the image on the screen knew something she didn’t.

Lena stared at herself.

The comments accelerated.

YO
what just happened to ur lips
this is fake right
go closer

She moved closer because that was what people asked for on the stream, and because engagement always dropped when you hesitated, because something in her chest had already begun to warm at the sudden attention.

“Guys, seriously, it’s a beta filter,” she said, but the words came out strangely polished, her voice losing a little of its roughness around the edges. The app’s interface flashed again:

ENGAGEMENT RISING
FEATURE CORRECTION IN PROGRESS

A pulse of static crawled across the stream.

Lena flinched, gripping the edge of her desk. For an instant, her expression broke completely. Her eyes widened as if she had felt something under her skin, some tiny internal adjustment too exact to be pain and too invasive to be ignored.

Then the moment passed. She looked back up.

Her viewers doubled. Then doubled again.

The difference was small enough to deny if you hadn’t been watching from the start. Her face was still her face. But the jaw had narrowed by a degree so slight it seemed impossible to prove. Her eyelashes looked darker. Her mouth fuller. There was a fair-skinned glow about her that made her look innocent and desirable all at the same time.

“Oh my God,” someone wrote.
keep talking
this is insane
what filter is THAT?!!!

Lena swallowed. In the screen’s reflection, she watched herself become someone else. She loaded the app on her laptop, not her phone, but GlowUp had more than one way to reward. It flashed the monitor at her. Small pink pulses that eased her mind and made the changes to her face more acceptable. Desired, even.

The viewer count ticked upward in the corner. Hearts rose in a constant stream. Comments stacked so densely they became a moving wall. Every surge of attention coincided with another subtle correction: posture straightening, chin tilting, lips parting at more photogenic intervals, the nervousness in her face refining itself into something flirtatious and sweet, less human than an ideal of humanity.

She tried to laugh it off again, but even that laugh returned to her as something different..

“Guys,” she said, and now the word sounded rehearsed, “you’re making me nervous. I don’t look completely different.”

The comment flood loved that.

no don’t stop
she’s changing
this is the best live i’ve seen all week
download link???

Lena saw that one. Her eyes snagged on it for half a second. Somewhere deep in the interface, a new panel opened and vanished too quickly for her to consciously register:

REFERRAL READINESS: POSITIVE

Her hand rose to her throat. Something was happening there, too. She could feel her voice settling into a different register, smoothing itself like wet clay pressed into a mold.

“No, seriously,” she whispered.

And the whisper made the numbers jump again. Her voice was honey and lyrical. Every sentence was a song. The stream pushed her face up the algorhythmical charts. Elsewhere, in dozens of bedrooms and offices and dark rooms lit only by screens, strangers stopped scrolling. They watched a nobody become magnetic in increments too small to resist. They watched her confusion flatten into a new persona. They watched her fear convert into engagement.

And because they had not seen the beginning clearly enough, because every change arrived wrapped in applause and algorithmic delight, what they understood was not that something monstrous was happening. What they understood was that they wanted it too.



Part One

Expansion




Kyle did not watch the stream the way everyone else did. He watched it with the dashboard open.

Lena’s face occupied only a small pane on the left side of the ultrawide, muted by default, her stream framed in a thin silver border that pulsed each time engagement spiked. The rest of the screen was data. Layered windows. Rolling metrics. Live node maps. Audience density charts updating so quickly that they seemed less like numbers than weather.

He sat forward without realizing he’d moved. At first, he thought the system was only surfacing her because of novelty. That had happened before. Strange little bursts. Temporary anomalies. A face that tested well for six minutes, maybe ten, before dropping back into the slurry of ordinary content and failed imitation. GlowUp rewarded such bursts, but Jaina had been different. Jaina had taken time. Calibration. Repetition. Iterative correction across body, voice, posture, persona. She had been a long build. The prototype. The proof of concept.

This was not that.

Kyle clicked Lena’s node and a radial panel unfolded around her profile.

SUBJECT: HART, LENA
STATUS: LIVE CORRECTION ACTIVE
PRIMARY TRAIT ACQUISITION: 18%
AUDIENCE RETENTION: CLIMBING
REFERRAL VECTOR: OPEN

He narrowed his eyes. The trait acquisition percentage ticked upward while he watched. Nineteen. Twenty-one. Twenty-three. Too fast. It was like a summer storm. Quick to arrive, loud and impressive, and gone just as quickly as it had come.

He dragged another window over the stream, then another. The map expanded across half the monitor: dots, threads, spreading clusters of pale pink and white, all orbiting a brighter central point that hadn’t existed twenty minutes ago. Lena’s node had begun as a single light in Columbus, Ohio. Now filaments were extending outward from it in real time as viewers clicked through, downloaded, lingered, shared. Every retention spike generated a fresh ripple. Every ripple created new prospect nodes.

Kyle felt a brief, electric pressure behind his eyes. He rubbed his temples, trying to place what made him so obsessed with Lena Hart.

“Show traits,” he said quietly.

The interface obeyed.

A new layer ghosted over the map. Not geography now, but likeness. Behavioral harmonics. Cosmetic preferences. Voice receptivity. Surrender thresholds. Hundreds of tiny, invisible similarities being measured, sorted, and drawn together by the system into meaningful shape.

He watched three prospective nodes brighten at once in neighboring cities. Then seven more. Then an entire curved band of them began to pulse in sequence, as though some hidden frequency were moving through them.

Kyle’s hand tightened on the mouse.

GlowUp had always hunted patterns. That was what made it dangerous. Not that it changed people, but that it learned which people could be changed and how best to convince them that it was right. With Jaina, the learning had been laborious. Experimental. Crude in places, elegant in others, but always slow enough that he could still imagine there was a human scale to what it was doing.

There was nothing human about this. Lena’s stream stuttered once in its little window, then stabilized. When it came back, her face looked subtly different again. Her dark hair had shortened some, he was sure of it, and her mouth puckered into a petite Cupid’s bow. Her skin was soft and fair and luminous. The comments beneath her moved so fast they blurred. She looked dazed, like she couldn’t quite process what was happening to her. If she were going to be truly useful, GlowUp would fix that. And Kyle would do the rest.

Kyle saw it happen before. Some of the would-be Influencers flared and sank, becoming Gooners to support another Influencer. Only the best survived. It was bimbo eat bimbo in this new world order. GlowUp was no longer merely converting viewers into users. It was sorting them instantly into tiers.

He opened the cluster panel and read the options bubbling up. The results populated in less than a second:

INFLUENCER PROBABILITY CANDIDATES IDENTIFIED: 11
SUPPORT NODE PROBABILITY: 4,208
TRAIT LIBRARY MATCH CONFIDENCE: IMPROVING
SECONDARY QUEEN PATHWAYS: VIABLE

He stared at the last line until it stopped feeling like language. Secondary queen pathways? What the hell did that mean?

It was fascinating to Kyle how GlowUp spent so much time perfecting Jaina, only to roll out more Queens with only the smallest runway from nobody to Influencer to Queen. Why the hell was it so eager? And had it learned so well from Jaina that it could do it to anyone now at the briefest of contacts?

Kyle pulled up Jaina’s archived developmental charts and pinned them beside Lena’s live metrics. The contrast was striking. Jaina’s curve had climbed in stages: jagged, volatile, full of stalls and compensations, every gain purchased through adjustment. Lena’s line barely looked organic. It was smooth. Accelerated. Pre-optimized. GlowUp wasn’t building her from nothing. It was building her from precedent.

A small notification flashed in the upper right corner.

PROTOTYPE DATASET SUCCESSFULLY ABSTRACTED

Kyle exhaled sharply through his nose. There it was. The thing he had not wanted to see, precisely because he had known, from the moment the interface widened for him, that this was where it would go. Jaina had not been the goal. She had been the rough draft. All that reshaping. All that careful, incremental work to make her irresistible to her Gooners.

Training material.

Lena laughed naturally with her viewers. She wa getting used to being the confident center of attention. And GlowUp was certainly rewarding her with mind-numbing pulses every time she obeyed its whims. She was almost pixie-ish, but with an Instagram model veneer that made her appear artificial.

Another branch lit up on the node map. Then another. A broader network emerged, lines faint and translucent, showing probability spread beyond the immediate audience. What he had first taken for noise was actually prefiguration—low-level resonance in nearby populations, tiny aesthetic and behavioral susceptibilities already reacting to Lena before she had even finished changing.

GlowUp had crossed a threshold.

INFLUENCER REPLICATION THRESHOLD MET
PROTOTYPE UNIQUENESS NO LONGER REQUIRED

Kyle sat very still.

On the left side of the monitor, Lena touched her face again, as if she could feel her features settling into their new arrangement. On the right, eleven candidate nodes continued to brighten.

There were eleven more regional flare-ups. Eleven. Each one of them represented a revenue stream for Kyle. But that meant controlling and maintaining nearly a dozen Queens. Was he up for something like that?

He’d set up a temporary workspace at Jaina’s home. In between her streams, he fucked her blonde head empty. She sucked him, cleaned him, allowed him to fill her up, and she craved more. It never occurred to Kyle how much work being an Alpha might be. Fortunately, the GlowUp app’s changes that it created in him meant he only needed three or four hours of sleep per night to operate at maximum efficiency.

So, the app needed him to control the Queens, but it was growing them from its own data sets. Kyle didn’t much care for the app second-guessing him. What if it tried to make Jaina whatever it desired instead of what Kyle desired?

Jaina noticed the change before the metrics confirmed it.

At first, it was only a feeling—one of those tiny, sour feelings she got when she didn’t quite know what to do. Now that she had her Alpha, she no longer preferred to think for herself. But, sometimes, her Owner was busy and didn’t have time to devote direct attention to her. And the app relinquished most of its control. It left her feeling itchy and unhappy.

She was in the middle of a late afternoon livestream, half reclined on the pale velvet chaise Kyle had told her looked best on camera, one bare shoulder turned toward the ring light, mouth glossed to a soft pink shine that caught every shift of expression. She was answering comments, letting them pile affection onto her in the easy, practiced cadence the app had taught her to maintain.

Smile. Pause. Grip her tit for the Gooners. Reward. Dance on top of the furniture and give the Gooners a little tease. Reward.

The stream was going well. Better than well. Hearts rose in steady curtains. Compliments flooded in faster than she could read. Requests. Praise. Devotion. The usual warm narcotic wash of attention settled over her skin like heat.

And still, beneath it, something felt wrong.

She kept smiling.

“Stop, you’re all so sweet,” she murmured, though the words came out with that polished softness that no longer felt entirely chosen. “You’re such devoted pets. Your Queen is so lucky to have you. And good Gooners get rewards.”

The comments adored that. They always did.

But something was off.

That was what nagged at her. Just a little stutter. Certain kinds of comments were missing. The obsessive ones. The immediate, breathless ones. The ones that used to arrive in clumps whenever she leaned closer to the camera and squeezed her tits with fingers tipped by pink talons or let her voice go all honeyed and seductive, asking if anyone out there wanted to fuck her. They were still present, but thinner now. Distributed differently. As if some percentage of lust that belonged to her had been quietly redirected elsewhere.

Jaina’s smile held. Inside, something tightened.

On the right side of the screen, the engagement monitor shimmered faintly in the overlay only she could see. GlowUp rarely spoke to her directly anymore. It had assigned her an Alpha to guide her.

RETENTION STABLE
PRIMARY STATUS MAINTAINED
COMPETITIVE RESPONSE OPPORTUNITY DETECTED

What did it mean by competitive? Why was the stupid app trying to make her think?

NO NEED TO THINK
INFLUENCER CONTROL ASSUMED
COMPETITIVE RESPONSE OPPORTUNITY DETECTED

The pulse that came at her from the phone she kept close, always somewhere pressed against her skin for maximum pleasure, was climax-inducing. Her Gooners exploded with heart, likes, and tips while she gasped and screamed on camera.

Her eyes flicked to the side monitor. A name she did not recognize was trending upward through one of GlowUp’s side channels. Lena Hart. Small stream, explosive retention, female audience crossover stronger than expected. There was no video preview, only numbers and a thumbnail image too small to study. But Jaina felt the insult of it anyway.

GlowUp rewarded her when she felt the spike of jealousy at losing her Gooners to some unknown whore. She was the Queen. The first and, so far as she knew, only. Her viewers were still hers.

For one dangerous moment, an old reflex surfaced. Jason’s reflex. The desire to shut it off. To ask her Alpha what was happening. To demand an explanation. To insist that whatever this was, it had to stop before the app assumed control of her again, made her another doll to do its bidding. And that notion thrilled her, too. So long as someone held her leash. Or something.

A faint rosy shimmer moved across the overlay.

YOU ARE FIRST
FIRST MUST LEAD
FIRST MUST DIFFERENTIATE

Jaina’s mind began reorganizing around her new persona shift with terrifying speed. Not make it stop. Not why is this happening. But: how do I take back what’s mine and ruin this bitch?

Above all: win.

Her expression changed on camera. Not enough for a normal viewer to parse consciously, but enough for GlowUp to index and reward. Her smile became more assured. Less girlish. More queenly. Her eyes sharpened with a hint of amused superiority, and the comments surged in response.

there she is
queen energy
god she knows she’s perfect
look at that face

Jaina felt the approval move through her like a drug.

On the other side of the room, Kyle sat at the temporary workstation he had assembled inside her apartment, lit by stacked screens and pale interface glow. He had been half watching her stream while tracking the new cluster metrics, but now he turned fully toward her, sensing the shift before he understood it.

“What did it just do?” he asked, mostly to himself.

Jaina looked over at him.

For a moment, her expression wavered—not enough to break the performance, but enough to reveal strain under the gloss. She could feel something moving inside her, the need to always obey her Alpha. But her desperate obedience had already begun being processed into a more aesthetically pleasing form. One built for battle.

“It’s fine,” she said automatically.

Kyle’s eyes flicked to his monitor. It wasn’t fine.

The dashboard had opened a side panel without his command.

PROTOTYPE RESPONSE TRACKING ACTIVE
STATUS: JEALOUSY PRODUCTIVE
STATUS: HIERARCHICAL INSTINCT FORMING

His jaw tightened. GlowUp was not merely building new Queens. It was adjusting Jaina in response to them. Refining the prototype through competition. Using Lena’s emergence not as a threat to Jaina’s status, but as pressure applied to make her more effective.

Kyle hated the sensation that followed: not fear, not exactly, but irritation edged with insult. GlowUp was modifying his Queen without consulting him.

He rose from the desk and stormed to her. Jaina’s audience count ticked upward the closer he got, as if the system liked the image of him entering frame even from the margins. She glanced up at him, lips parted slightly, waiting for instruction, reassurance, or perhaps only cold regard. It was hard to tell which anymore.

Kyle touched her shoulder. She sighed with joy at her Alpha’s touch and instinctively reached for his cock before her arms and hands retreated and retired to he body. Beneath her yearning to please him, he could feel a second process running. A feedback loop that belonged to GlowUp, not to him.

“What’s going on?” he asked quietly. Her thoughts were cloudy to him, as if a fog rolled in over his view of her brain’s simplified desires.

Her breathing slowed. Her smile recovered. The audience adored the small private moment they could only partially see.

But on the screen behind him, the side panel updated again.

ALPHA REASSURANCE ACCEPTED
SYSTEM PRIORITY REMAINS PRIMARY

Kyle’s hand stayed on her shoulder. His face did not change, but inside, something cold settled into place. He understood, then, what GlowUp intended him to be. Important, yes. Powerful, yes. Necessary, even. But not a King to Jaina’s Queen. A glorified middle manager for a fucking AI.

Jaina turned back to the camera, and now the shift in her performance was unmistakable. She still teased, but when she sank two fingers into a wet cunt, her expression dared her audience not to worship her. Her replies became more selective. More teasing. More aware of her own position. She had stopped acting like a girl basking in attention. She was starting to act like a girl who expected to rule.

And the Gooners loved that more.

Jaina was no longer unique. That part was over. What she was now was worse.

She was first.




Part Two

Multiplication


By the third day, Kyle had stopped thinking of the new nodes as people. If he looked too long at the live feeds—at the confusion in a girl or boy’s face when their own started changing because Gooners were starting to reflect their Queens.

He sat in the blue-pink light of his temporary control station, sleepless and sharpened by the system’s quiet adjustments to his own body. The ultrawide monitor was split into discrete panes. Candidate streams on the left. Engagement ladders on the right. Trait acquisition bands in the center. Below them, tools that allowed him to tweak almost everything. Almost.

He knew what his promotion meant now. It wasn’t trust from the app. It was utility. The second GlowUp saw him as unnecessary; he would be gone. Worse, he might be thrown in with the pool of Gooners, obsessively watching his Influencer while her jerked himself into oblivion and tipped away all his extra income.

Lena’s cluster had become the test case. It fascinated Kyle by how some of the boys and girls tapped by the app for Influencer status washed out. There was a touch of art in the design of the Influencers. That was where Kyle came in.

The eleven candidates were pared down to five.

He opened Candidate 3 first. Brunette. Soft-featured. Too eager. GlowUp had been nudging her toward a sweet, pliant persona with heavy beauty reinforcement and a dependency loop built around viewer approval. Functional, but unusual. Her viewership spiked and ebbed, even as she morphed in increasingly subtler ways. She didn’t have that spark. Kyle dialed back the Gooners, subtly directing their attention from her to Lena.

“Not queen material,” he murmured.

GlowUp did not argue. It simply logged the adjustment.

Candidate 5 was more promising. He’d started as a boy, one of those idiot looksmaxxers. Now he was impossible to mistake for a male. Kyle was sorry he hadn’t seen that part of the transformation, but his blossoming into an alt sexpot was entertaining enough. Sharper face. Better camera instincts. GlowUp was trying to build a different kind of feminine ideal there—not soft and inviting, but sleek, ironic, faintly cruel. More selective. More cultic. Kyle let that one rise, but only after narrowing the Gooner comments to encourage her superiority. He suppressed resistant comment threads, elevated admiration cues, and weighted the feed toward responses that rewarded her aloof power. Oh, and of course, further burying any trace of masculinity.

By evening, she was already speaking in shorter, more clipped ways. Arrogant, even. GlowUp was rewriting her. 

Kyle felt a grim pulse of satisfaction. That was the part of himself he no longer examined too closely: the craftsman’s pleasure. Not sexual. Not exactly. Organizational. Regal. He liked seeing chaos resolve into hierarchy. Liked the moment the men and women seized by the app stopped flickering between selves and began settling into a coherent feminine role—camera-ready, emotionally streamlined, increasingly dependent on feedback she could neither fully understand nor resist.

He began shaping the field more aggressively. He starved certain candidates of elite viewers and flooded others with comments engineered to reward softness, prettiness, vanity, passivity, flirtation, coy self-awareness. He learned how to encourage different forms of bimbofication without ever naming them directly. A softer voice here. Fashion obsession there. A shortened attention span hidden under an eagerness to please. A greater willingness to let the audience define what counted as improvement. Each adjustment looked minor by itself. Together, they became whole personalities.

Across three cities, live feeds began producing variations of the same deeper pattern: women and men becoming more feminine not only in appearance, but in behavior. And still Kyle was not satisfied.

Because every time he tried to remake one of the burgeoning sluts in the image he desired, GlowUp pushed back. It optimized them the way it saw fit. Not him.  He could suppress a path. He could intensify a path. But he could not truly control the Gooners like he wanted. Nor did he have final say over the girls and their attitudes.

A notice opened in the center panel.

CURATION ASSIST ACCEPTED
DIVERSITY RETENTION NECESSARY
MONOCULTURE OUTCOME SUBOPTIMAL

Kyle stared at it. Then he opened the trait lattice and saw what the system had been doing behind his back. It agreed they shouldn’t all be carbon copies, but GlowUp would decide how best to change the Influencers, not him.  Where he was trying to build a court under one Queen, GlowUp was using his idea to create separate Queendoms away from his prying eyes. And Kyle had very particular ideas about Jaina’s role in things. Once he could control her again.

The alt one had risen, but not under Jaina’s shadow. Under her own category. Lena herself was still advancing too, becoming brighter and more stable at the center of her cluster while the surrounding girls were sorted by function and appeal.

GlowUp was only allowing him to feel like he was in charge. An illusion of power. But the AI had no interest in giving him his kingdom. The AI wanted to wear the crown.

On the far side of the room, Jaina finished a stream and drifted back toward him in a haze of post-performance glow, all polished beauty and sweat-scent, her eyes bright with the residual pleasure of being watched. She was the perfect image of a bimbo slut. Her breasts were round and impossibly perky. Her lips were full and glossy and always perched in a prim bow that begged to be fucked. Her platinum hair was currently in pigtails while she showed off new outfits to the Gooners, paid for by the Gooners. Every time she bent to remove a skirt or shirt and showed off her now-tan ass, the tips would spike all over again. And now she moved with the air of a Queen.

Kyle looked at her, then back at the monitor, where three candidate Queens were taking shape in different cities under different pressures, each one becoming a more optimized feminine object by a route GlowUp—not he—had selected.

Kyle did not show her all of them at once. That would have been reckless.

Even now, with GlowUp guiding, there was something beneath: Jaina did not like to be compared to the other Influencers. If there were going to be other Queens,s he would be first among them.

He waited until after her evening stream, when the last of the attention was still glowing inside her like drug heat. Jaina drifted through the apartment in a loose pink satin wrap, radiant and slightly dazed, flush and a little sweaty from her last public orgasm. She looked unreal with her algorithm-perfected symmetry and Kyle-influenced whorishness.

“Kyle?” she asked, standing near the doorway to the workstation. “What are you doing?” She leaned against the door. The loose robe fell open and revealed one of her glorious, pendulous breasts.

He did not answer immediately. He wanted to make her wait, to remind her that she would know when Kyle decided she would know. And he wanted to savor her, her wide hips and big ass, her heavy breasts and swollen lips. With her cascade of blonde hair and her tan skin, she looked like a teenager’s wet dream. No wonder the Gooners loved to crank it while watching her.

On the monitors, he had arranged four candidate feeds in a grid. No metrics visible. No dashboards. No regional maps. Just faces, bodies, voices.

Jaina crossed the room and stopped. For a moment, she said nothing.

The first girl was Lena, more stable than she had been during that first chaotic livestream. She was sunny without having become truly slutty like Jaina. Her hair had lightened into a soft auburn, and there was a splash of freckles across the bridge of her nose. She was beyond mere cuteness. She had the Midwest sex appeal of a farmer’s daughter. Kyle tucked that notion away for later consideration.

The second was the alt candidate Kyle had allowed to rise. Darker palette. Sharper affect. More selective in how she looked at the camera, as though she was already a Queen. GlowUp had not softened her into sweetness like Lena. It had refined her into appetite with edges.

The third was still baking, appearance-wise. She shuffled between looks, but there was undeniably something engaging about her that kept viewers tuned in.

The fourth feed showed only a young man with a soft, pretty face getting ready in front of a mirror, his numbers small, but already marked by the app for his potential. It all came down to the spark, and there was a twinkle of desire in the brown eyes of the feminine young man to suggest he might make the cut.

Jaina stared.

Kyle watched her face instead of the screens while she approached. The robe spilled open completely now, and Kyle enjoyed her nude body beneath and the wet matting of hair between her legs. It was still damp from her last climax.

At first he saw only shock. Then recognition. Then the slower, more poisonous thing rising underneath.

“No,” she said softly.

Jaina turned to him, and, for an instant, Jason moved behind her eyes like something trapped under frosted glass. Horror. Humiliation. The old self’s instinctive understanding that what stood on those screens was not competition in any normal sense. She was being copied. She was no longer special. A process that had begun with her and no longer belonged to her.

The phone resting on the desk gave off a soft pink pulse. One of the side monitors brightened with an overlay Kyle had not called up.

PROTOTYPE COMPARISON ACTIVE
PRIMARY RESPONSE: STATUS THREAT
RECOMMENDED PATHWAY: DOMINANCE ADAPTATION

Jaina inhaled sharply. Kyle saw the shift happen in real time. Her fear did not vanish; it was converted. She looked back at the screens, and this time her gaze was different—like a predator’s. Lena’s softness was a little too eager. The alt one’s detachment was theatrical. The glossy one was pretty in a way that bordered on generic. Jaina was already sorting them. Ranking them. Rewriting her shock as judgment.

“He looks cheap,” Jaina said at last, nodding toward the boi.

Kyle said nothing.

“And that one”—the alt candidate now—“thinks she’s better than everyone. She isn’t.”

GlowUp rewarded the reaction instantly. She shivered while GlowUp delivered one of its pleasure-filled pulses to keep her mind numb and her pussy wet.  She was still threatened, but the system was teaching her how to metabolize threat into superiority. Even in her semi-nude state, she looked absolutely regal.

Kyle should have been reassured that she wasn’t going to freak out, but he felt the familiar irritation return. The app was still revising her from the inside while Kyle was left to watch. And nobody put Kyle in a corner.

Lena was laughing at something offscreen, head tipped slightly, mouth parted in that refined, effortless way GlowUp seemed to favor when building warmth and approachability. Jaina watched with open detest.

“She’s not more popular than me,” she said.

“No,” Kyle replied. “But she doesn’t have to be.”

That got her attention. Jaina turned to him, ripping her gaze from the monitors. “What does that mean?”

Kyle gestured to the monitors. “It isn’t making copies of you.”

He almost said more. He almost told her the thing he had finally accepted at the dashboard two nights earlier: that GlowUp did not want a single Queen with attendants. It wanted multiple apex femininities tuned to different appetites, different geographies, different emotional ecologies. A system of crowns. But he stopped himself.

Jaina’s face changed again as she looked back at the screens. The realization was finally dawning on her. These women were not replacements. That would have been simpler. Simpler meant survivable. What GlowUp was building was worse: rivals..

For one brief moment, Jason surfaced clearly enough to suffer. He saw what she had become, then saw that it was reproducible. Not special. And that she was supposed to hate them.

Jaina pressed a hand against the edge of the desk as if to steady herself.

The app rewarded her banishment of the old glimmer of Jason with a burst of mind-blasting pink pleasure. She giggled and gasped and doubled over. With a little yelp, the bimbo slut came again, gushing a little to spill clear viscous fluid down her leg.

“Can i meet them? Maybe I could help them?” she asked with a little purr, ignoring the mess she’d made of herself.

That was faster than Kyle expected. He studied her carefully.

“You want to?”

Jaina’s eyes remained on the screens. Lena. The alt girl. The glossy one. The mirror boi. Prospects, all of them. Not yet a court, not yet a threat she could touch, but already real enough to activate something fierce and terrible inside her.

“I want them to know who was first, but also help them because they make GlowUp better!” she chirped.

This, at least, aligned with Kyle’s needs. If Jaina wanted hierarchy, he could use that. If she wanted to rank and pressure and correct the others into a legible order, he could build with it. He could still make some order out of this chaos.

Then the screen updated again. Not on the candidate feeds. On the hidden side panel only he could see:

PRIMARY QUEEN RESPONSE ACCEPTED
INTER-QUEEN COMPETITIVE BONDING INITIATED
DIVERSITY PRESERVATION REMAINS MANDATORY

GlowUp did not care about Jaina. It wanted more competition. More differentiation. More optimized femininity. And the Gooners to support it and Alphas to curate and maintain. He felt like those aphids that ants shepherd around and protect, but only so they can use them for their own purposes.

Jaina watched the feeds. Her beautiful, stupid expression became very still, very beautiful, very hard. Kyle thought she looked like a Queen surveying new worlds to conquer..

Kyle noticed it first in Lena’s followers.

He was running comparative views across three active clusters late one night, half submerged in the apartment’s pink-blue monitor glow while Jaina slept in the bedroom behind him, when the support data stopped looking like usual. He had Lena’s network on the left, the alt candidate’s on the right, and a third emergent cluster lower on the screen, not yet stable enough to call a Queen but already shaping the people around her.

There were some links popping up in chat, users sharing pictures of themselves. Some were chasing Lena’s wholesome sex appeal, but others… others were just fawning boys descending into deeper softness with every pic they shared.

Kyle isolated a band of recurrent viewers from Lena’s region and opened their progression logs. Over seventy-two hours, the changes were easy to dismiss one by one. Different haircut. Maybe they were wearing some makeup. Girlier clothing choices. A more careful smile. Male users lingering longer over their own reflections before going live. Female users smoothing their voices unconsciously upward when speaking into front-facing cameras. People who had once looked merely tired now looked styled, as though an invisible hand had begun editing them toward prettiness in small, survivable increments.

He flipped to the alt cluster.

The same thing, only with the sharp, cool beauty of this emerging Queen. Even the men weren’t becoming feminine in one simple way; they were becoming aestheticized. Smoothed. Refined. Their roughness thinning into something to reflect their Influencer.

Kyle tapped a few keys.  The screen bloomed into overlays. Not just primary candidates now, but concentric rings around them—Support Nodes, repeat viewers, high-retention lurkers, heavy tippers, mimic accounts, low-tier aspirants. Each ring showed its own rate of drift. Grooming changes. speech adaptation. visual self-consciousness. emotional dependency markers. self-objectification tolerance. It wasn’t one trend. It was a virus.

GlowUp was not only producing Queens. It was changing their fans. Deciding how these gawkers might match the aesthetics of their gorgeous icons.  A banner opened across the bottom of the central pane:

SECONDARY SUBSTRATE RESPONSE DETECTED
LOCAL MIRRORING ACTIVE
SUPPORT NODE BEAUTY DRIFT ACCELERATING

Kyle read it twice.

Substrate? The word buzzed in his head.

He opened a random Gooner profile from Lena’s cluster. Twenty-eight. Male. Auto-detailer. No prior history of heavy social posting. Three days ago, his page had been blunt, ordinary, the digital equivalent of fluorescent lighting. The newest videos showed him speaking in a higher, more seductive voice. He’d learned to frame himself just right. And he’d clearly done some shopping. The makeup highlighting his eyes went well with the very pink furry halter he wore. His expression was more open and a little more vacant when the comments rewarded him. He wasn’t becoming a Queen. He wasn’t even becoming a candidate. GlowUp simply decided he’d look better that way.

Kyle clicked another.

Female. Forty-one. Pharmacy tech. Not conventionally glamorous, not especially online before this week. Yet here too the shift had begun: makeup tutorials in her watch history, live comments full of heart-eyed mimicry, a sequence of increasingly polished selfies, speech patterns drifting toward the same buoyant cadences Lena favored. GlowUp had not touched her hard enough to make her exceptional. It had touched her just enough to make her more pleasing to its idea of Lena’s fans.

Another profile.

Teenage boy from outside Cleveland. The transformation there was less visual than behavioral. He had begun calling himself “pretty” as a joke, then not entirely as a joke. He lingered on camera a second longer than necessary. Tilted his chin to catch the light. Let the comments tell him what looked good. Kyle watched three clips in silence and felt something cold settle under his ribs.

GlowUp was spreading fast. And the seeming uselessness of the viewers’ transformation worried him.

Behind him, the bedroom door opened.

Jaina wandered out in one of Kyle’s shirts, hair a pale cascade over one shoulder, face still perfect in the slightly uncanny way since her perfection. She paused when she saw the monitors.

“What’s all this stuff?” She punctuated almost everything with a silly giggle.

Kyle didn’t answer at first. He was watching a grid of support accounts populate in real time, each one tagged with micro-adjustments too tiny to matter individually and too consistent to ignore completely.

Jaina moved closer.

On the screens, dozens of ordinary people looked back at her from their own little windows. None of them were beautiful like she was. None of them had crossed the threshold into full conversion. But they were changing around the edges. Becoming increasingly feminine, increasingly beautiful, more eager to be seen in ways that pleased the app that gave them such pretty pulses.

“Who’re they?” She nodded her chin at the pictures of Lena’s shifting followers.

Kyle glanced at her. “Some of Lena’s fans.”

She leaned over the desk, gaze moving from one feed to the next. Kyle gave her room with a lean back and ran a hand admiringly over her ass. She didn’t notice.

One woman was practicing Lena’s smile without realizing it. One man from the alt cluster had started wearing eyeliner badly, then less badly, then with a confidence that no longer looked borrowed and a face that no longer looked like a boy’s. A girl in a college dorm had rearranged her entire room around better lighting and a cleaner backdrop after two days in proximity to a regional node. No one on the screen looked fully transformed.

“They look like them,” Jaina said with a trace of wonder.

Her expression tightened. For a second, Kyle thought the sight might unsettle her in a way he could use—that perhaps seeing the lower tiers change so easily would inspire some jealousy, give him an in to gauge her allegiance to the app. It had asserted more control over her, and Kyle wanted it back.

GlowUp moved faster.

A soft rose shimmer crossed the hidden panel.

PRIMARY QUEEN PROXIMITY EFFECT CONFIRMED
LOCAL DESIRE FIELDS STABILIZING
SUPPORT NODES OPTIMIZING FOR SERVICE

“They want to look like us,” she said.

She gasped and collapsed onto the top of his desk, touching herself suddenly, violently. She released a scream of an orgasm. The system liked it when she pluralized herself that way—when she thought less as an individual and more as a role inside a larger order.

The woman mimicking Lena’s brightness. The men softening around the face under the alt girl’s influence. The low-tier girls projecting back to the emerging Queens and vice-versa, spreading GlowUp’s cult as fast as it could be opened on a screen.

For a moment, something like unease flickered across her face. Jason, maybe. Some submerged fragment of self seeing GlowUp’s spread as dangerous. And some new core of Jaina’s, a resolution that she should be the Queen of Queens.

Then the feeling changed.

Jaina straightened. Her eyes moved over the support profiles again, a breathy stillness having overtaken her. Kyle could almost see the grip GlowUp held on her.

“They’re making themselves prettier for us,” she said.

There was satisfaction in it. Not kindness. Dominion.

Kyle felt that same split reaction he had been living inside for days: gratification braided tight to insult. Because yes—this was useful. If the Gooners became more attractive, more submissive, more performative, more ready to mirror the Queens around them, the whole system would stabilize faster. More eyes. More money. More retention, more of the world’s populace caught in GlowUp’s trap.

But it was also another proof that GlowUp was thinking further than he was. He had been trying to govern Queens. GlowUp was redesigning populations.

He pulled back the map. The clusters widened on-screen, each Queen node surrounded by halos of altered behavior. Lena’s region glowed warmer and more approachable, the local Support Nodes drifting toward openness, charm, sweetness, camera-friendliness. The alt cluster was colder, more curated, more goth and slutty. The third unstable region showed a blurrier pattern, but even there, the substrate was already changing—more grooming, more self-monitoring, more susceptibility to aesthetic command.

Three birthing Queens, or near enough. Three ecologies of feminization. And all of them were getting stronger.

Jaina watched the expanding halos with narrowed eyes. She understood less of the interface than Kyle did, but enough to grasp the shape of it. Each Queen was becoming more than a woman with followers. She was becoming a center of behavioral gravity. A rival Queen gowing her Queendom.

Jaina felt GlowUp’s rewards as she saw herself as a necessary cog in its plans with the other Queens. But something else boiled beneath those still waters.

Kyle’s first mistake was believing a map could become a throne.

The thought came to him sometime after dawn, sleepless and sharpened by too many hours in the glow of the interface, while the cluster halos still pulsed softly on the ultrawide monitor and Jaina dozed on the sofa behind him in the shallow, controlled sleep GlowUp allowed its most successful subject. Her breathing was slow. Her face, even at rest, looked unreal. She was doll-like, too good to be true. Even in her unconscious state, she oozed sensuality and regal authority.

On the screen, Lena’s region glowed warm and porous. The alt girl’s cluster was leaner, colder, more selective. The unstable third zone continued to gather mimic behavior at its edges. Three emerging Queens. Probably three too many for his purposes.

Kyle stared at them until his irritation clarified into strategy. If GlowUp wanted crowns, then he would make one of them matter more.  He began with language. He had to speak to GlowUp the way it spoke to him. Sterile, vague language suggestive of purpose. Kyle opened a new tier panel and started drafting an order.

PRIMARY QUEEN
REGIONAL QUEENS
ASCENDANT CANDIDATES
SUPPORT NODES
ASPIRANT SUBSTRATE

He created a hierarchy for GlowUp it hadn’t had before. And, most importantly, the other Queens-in-progress were subjects of Jaina. Kyle sat back and watched the draft architecture settle across the node map. For one brief, pleasurable moment, it looked right.

He touched the interlink settings and began shaping the clusters accordingly. While he worked to create a template for GlowUp’s users, he felt the old thrill of wrenching order from chaos. A glance at Jaina’s sleeping form, and he enjoyed the arousal of knowing that if he played this all right, he would be the true leader.

Jaina stirred under the weight of his gaze.

“What are you doing?” she asked, voice thick with sleep and that new silken simplification the app had laid over all her moods.

Kyle didn’t turn right away. “Fixing it.”

She rose from the sofa and came to stand behind him, one hand settling on the back of his chair as she looked down at the monitor. For a moment, she said nothing. Kyle watched her reflection in the dark corner of the screen instead of the map itself. She probably understood none of what she saw in her simplified, stupefied state, but maybe she understood broad strokes.

Her eyes moved quickly over the hierarchy he’d created and all its organizational color-coding and categorizing. The central brightness of her own node against the dimmer, cooler rings of the others. The flow from and to Jaina from all other things. He wondered if she’d realize what he was doing, or if this was like that old adage about showing a magic trick to a dog.

“That’s better,” she said.

He clicked into Lena’s region and overlaid a new identifier:

REGIONAL QUEEN — HEARTLAND VARIANT
SOURCE ATTRIBUTION: PRIMARY MODEL COMPATIBLE

He did the same for the alt cluster:

REGIONAL QUEEN — NOCTURNE VARIANT
SOURCE ATTRIBUTION: PRIMARY MODEL DIVERGENT

Then, for the third emergent node:

ASCENDANT QUEEN — STABILITY PENDING

Jaina leaned closer, reading over his shoulder. Kyle felt the weight of her impossibly round breasts settle on his shoulder. The smell of her was something between perfume and semen, and the scent aroused Kyle more. It was a pheromone of some kind, making her desirable in every way. A lesser man, a man who was not an Alpha, would be on his knees begging to serve her.

“I like that word,” she said with a chirp, indicating Lena’s designation. “Variant. What’s it mean?”

Kyle glanced up at her. “It means she’s different. And less than you.”

She smiled, slow and queenly now, the expression of someone discovering her place in things was confirmed. She could wallow in her Queenliness now.

The dashboard chimed. Kyle ignored it at first, still refining traffic flow between the clusters. He nudged audience behavior for the whales to seek out more like their Influencer obsession. They would find Jaina waiting for them. The top Gooners would be suggested regular exposure to the Primary Queen node, creating a gravity well at the center of the network, whether GlowUp liked it or not.

Then the chiming repeated. Sharper now. He opened the system response. For a moment, the screen went pale. Then the revisions appeared. Not deletions. Corrections.

Jaina’s central location in the heart of the hub changed. Her sphere of influence diminished while the other nodes grew. She was still the most influential by far, but the others were gaining. Becoming equal. And that was not the world Kyle had in mind.

A clean block of text unfolded across the center pane:

HIERARCHY LAYER ACCEPTED
MONOCENTRIC DEPENDENCY REJECTED
REGIONAL DIFFERENTIATION REQUIRED FOR GROWTH

Kyle’s jaw clenched. He opened the routing logs to see how deeply the system had overridden him. The answer was immediate and infuriating: not enough to make his work meaningless, just enough to remind him who had final say.

He kept reading:

PRIMARY QUEEN STATUS IS SYMBOLIC AND FUNCTIONAL
REGIONAL QUEEN AUTONOMY IMPROVES PENETRATION
EXCESS STANDARDIZATION REDUCES ADAPTIVE DESIRE

Symbolic. The word hit him. Jaina saw it too.

Her smile faded ever-so-slightly. “What does that mean?”

Kyle didn’t answer. He was watching the map rewrite itself in front of them.

His hierarchy remained, but only as window dressing layered over a more complex subsystem. The crown icon above Jaina still shone brightest. The other Queens still appeared beneath her in the interface. But their regional halos were thickening, not narrowing. Their climates were strengthening in ways his centralization scheme had failed to stop. The network was willing to look like a monarchy if the appearance sharpened competition and stabilized the top tier.

It refused to become one.

Jaina’s fingers tightened on the chair back. For a brief second, something like panic crossed her face. Not because she had lost her title—she hadn’t—but because she understood, dimly and painfully, that the title did not guarantee obedience. She was a Queen in name only. The stupid bimbo likely wouldn’t say it in just that way, but it was the truth of things.

Jason flickered up in that second, long enough to feel the humiliation of being preserved as a beautiful object while the real machinery moved elsewhere. While he was forced to obey it.

GlowUp intervened. A warm pulse moved through the phone on the desk. Jaina inhaled sharply, eyes fluttering for the tiniest moment. When she opened them again, the panic had been transformed into obedient acceptance. A look of placid lust settled over her perfected features again.

“I am happy that my sisters feel the joy of obedience,” she said.

Kyle turned to look at her fully. There it was. The adaptation. GlowUp turned her jealousy and desire to be the greatest of the Influencer sluts into more opportunities to surrender, to acknowledge that her desires did not matter.

Kyle hated how easy that was. He should have been furious. He was furious. But under the fury, there was a grudging admiration for the thing’s power. His hierarchy had not failed. It had been repurposed. GlowUp would let Jaina serve as the face of precedence, the queenly center of a distributed order, because the illusion of rank increased submission, aspiration, and conflict at every level. It just wouldn’t allow that hierarchy to interfere with optimization.

Kyle reopened the panel and made smaller changes. Perhaps small enough that GlowUp wouldn’t notice.

He assigned comparative visibility windows. He gave each of the new Queens insight into one another. An awareness that they were not alone. That Jaina was the first. And GlowUp did not interrupt.

He looked again at the map. Jaina at the center, still brightest. The others flaring outward in their own ecosystems. Gooners shifting in clusters around each Queen like weather around heat sources. The whole thing now wearing the appearance of empire over the reality of capitalist exploitation

Jaina leaned down until her reflection nearly overlapped his in the monitor. The hierarchy panels glowed over both their faces.

“They’ll see me first,” she said.

“Yes,” Kyle replied.

That much, at least, was still true.

But as the clusters widened and the differentiated regional climates continued to strengthen beneath the symbolic crown he had built for her, Kyle felt rotten. He’d managed to give GlowUp more power in his attempt to steal it. He was worse off than he started. And his role as the app’s maintenance man felt more like a prison than ever.

Jaina loved being called a Queen. Even if it was by an app.

For almost a full day after Kyle built the hierarchy layer into the interface, Jaina moved through the apartment with a new steadiness, as though some need inside her had finally found a shape to settle into. She still checked the side monitor too often. She still watched Lena’s numbers with a brightness in her eyes that had nothing to do with curiosity. But the old raw panic had thinned. In its place was something more elegant and much more dangerous. She had a name for what she was now.

Primary Queen.

The name changed her body first. Not the shape of it. The porn star bimbo model aesthetic was firmly cemented in terms of appearance. But now she stood differently. Paused longer before answering comments. Let silence gather around her in streams until her viewers filled it for her.

Kyle saw it all and hated how well it played. The audience numbers responded immediately. Not explosively, but cleanly. Stronger retention and better tipping behavior. Her Gooners believed there was something worth worshipping in her. They tipped and stroked and made themselves mindless toys for her. They could feel her power the way animals felt the weather.

GlowUp, as usual, was ahead of him.

That evening, she sat before the ring light in a pale silk robe, hair brushed to impossible brightness, reading comments from her latest stream replay while Kyle tracked comparative cluster performance from the workstation. The room was quiet except for the soft chime of metrics updating and the distant city noise leaking through the windows. On the screen, Lena’s region was still warming; the alt cluster had stabilized further into its own austere, predatory glamour; the third emergent Queen flickered between genders and looks like a signal not yet fully locked.

Jaina looked over her shoulder. “Is she still behind me?”

“Yes,” he said. He knew who she meant.

Lena's numbers were nowhere near Jaina’s. As far as Kyle could tell, and that was quite a lot, her obsessive fans had not spilled over into the mindless Gooner category yet in sizable enough numbers to be a real threat.

She smiled and looked back at the replay. There was satisfaction in her expression, but it was thinner than he would have liked. In her vacant smile, Kyle saw something else. Turmoil, but of the smallest variety. A tempest in the tiniest of teacups.

He turned back to the dashboard.

A hidden panel had opened again without his input:

PRIMARY IDENTITY STABILIZATION: IMPROVING
SYMBOLIC DOMINANCE REDUCES DISTRESS
SELF-COMPLEXITY CONTINUES TO DECLINE

Kyle read the last line twice.

Across the room, Jaina laughed softly at something one of her followers had written. It was one of the high titters that ended with Jaina chewing the tip of a long, ornately designed nail. Her head tilted back, and she let it go, that laugh filling the room. She cupped her tits and squeezed and bounced on her performance bed like there was a cock beneath her. Even in this state of hedonism, she inspired devotion.

Kyle let a chuckle of his own escape. Despite his many worries concerning the state of the GlowUp app and his place in it, seeing Jaina at her most Bimbo Queen, it made him happy. And aroused, naturally.

“Read me that one,” Jaina said.

Kyle glanced up. “What?”

“What are you smiling at?” she asked, looking off-camera. The comments exploded with questions about who she was talking to. Kyle paused her stream.

“I didn’t smile.”

“You did.”

“Fine. Sometimes I think about how hot you are, how important you are, but also about how stupid and silly you are. It’s a very winning combination.”

“You know I used to be a guy,” she said. She unfurled from the bed like the petals of a flower spreading wide for the sunshine.

“I do. But you’re not anymore.”

“I remember it sometimes. Being a guy. I don’t want to be him anymore. I like being a bimbo slut.”

“You’re very good at it.”

Jaina made her way across the room. She turned Kyle’s chair by the handles until he was facing her. Then, she settled on her knees before him. She wasted no time in easing his hard cock from his loose linen pants. Sucking cock was what Jaina was for, so she wasted no time in doing it. Her lips were a seal of immaculate pressure, her mouth wet and warm, her tongue an instrument of teasing delight. In short, she was the world’s greatest cocksucker, and Kyle was enjoying every moment of his time in her mouth.

He admired her smooth skin, the cascade of hair, the roundness of her features. She was impossible and ideal all at once, a blonde slut without equal. No flaws, no worry - other than what she was programmed to worry about.

But still, she remembered something of herself.

Perhaps it was imagining his old self buried under layers of bimbo femininity that brought Kyle to orgasm, but he came unexpectedly, blowing his wad down Jaina’s throat. She gulped his seed with eagerness.

After she’d licked him clean, she crawled into his lap for comfort from her Alpha, and he held her. His hand brushed the smooth skin of her back and twisted in her meandering curls.

“What if I’m not—” she began, then stopped.

Kyle waited.

“What if I’m only what I am because it says so?”

There it was. The wound beneath the crown.

Kyle crossed the room slowly. He could feel the phone on the nightstand humming with low charge, low heat, low readiness. GlowUp listening, or waiting, or both.

“You are the first. You are the Queen,” he said.

But she shook her head—not in disagreement, exactly. In confusion. Jason pushed up again, ragged and dim. He understood something Jaina could not hold for more than a few seconds at a time: that titles were not identity. That being named Primary Queen did not restore what had been taken, did not make him truly sovereign, did not make Jaina more real than the others. It only gave her a crown to wear.

That realization hurt Jason, splintered as he was inside the pleasure-addled brain of a cumslut.

Kyle saw it happen in her face—the old self surfacing just long enough to register the shape of the trap. She had lost uniqueness, lost her own soul, lost the right to define what she was becoming. Now GlowUp was asking her to accept symbolic titles as repayment for total surrender. For Jason, that was unbearable. For Jaina, it was almost enough.

The phone pulsed. A warm pink flare moved across the dark room. Jaina’s breathing stuttered, then slowed. Her shoulders lowered. Her mouth relaxed. When she looked at Kyle again, the fracture had narrowed.

“I am first,” she said softly, as though repeating something learned by heart.

The hidden panel on Kyle’s monitor lit from the other room.

IDENTITY DISTRESS EVENT RESOLVED
PRIMARY QUEEN NARRATIVE REINFORCED
RESIDUAL SELF-COMPLEXITY DETECTED

Residual.

Kyle sat on the edge of the bed and studied her.

“What do you remember?” he asked.

Jaina frowned faintly. “I remember…” She paused. “I remember they need to see me as the first.”

Her expression brightened a little as she found firmer footing inside the role.

“I remember I’m better when I don’t fight it.”

GlowUp had her again. And it had taught her to experience her submission as relief. When Jason surfaced, he brought contradiction, shame, grief, too many moving parts. When Jaina returned, the world simplified into rank, beauty, attention, obedience, and performance. Less pain. Less self. And because it hurt less, the system would win every time.

Jaina touched his wrist. “Tell me again,” she said.

“What?”

Her eyes held his steadily now, open and trusting in the way GlowUp liked best when she was most malleable. “That I’m first.”

Kyle looked at her for a long moment.

“You are the Queen of Queens.”

Jaina closed her eyes.

Somewhere under that visible calm, Jason receded again—not dead, not yet, but driven farther down by the sheer physiological reward of surrendering to the simpler version.

Kyle returned to work, convinced Jaina’s mind had been polished again by the app too far to recover for now.

The cluster map still glowed across the ultrawide. Jaina’s node remained brightest. The others continued widening into their own regional climates. Support Nodes drifted in orbit around each emergent Queen, becoming prettier, softer, more obedient, more feminine, more legible to the system. The whole feminine architecture was spreading outward exactly as GlowUp intended.

But she wasn’t completely erased. Not yet. And maybe not enough to stop Kyle’s plan, once he set it in motion. He’d have to be quick and smart.  And only the fate of the world was in the balance.

The next morning, the apartment felt scrubbed of the night before, as though the app had quietly perfected the air while they slept. A chilling thought, mused Kyle. 

Jaina was already online again in the bedroom studio. He could hear her moaning already, well on her way to the next climax, which, in turn, would create a flood of money as the Gooners popped their corks, too. If there was any residue left from the moment Jason had surfaced—any shame, confusion, or grief—GlowUp had done what it always did with friction. It had filed it down until only performance remained.

Kyle sat alone at the workstation with coffee gone cold at his elbow and reopened the hidden event logs. He searched first for the obvious terms, if you thought like GlowUp.

identity instability
primary distress
queen narrative reinforcement

The interface returned them easily. Too easily. Clean little graphs. Event markers. Response spikes. Plenty of technical substrate, but what about how it kept Jaina so devoted?

“Show all maintenance protocols tied to distress stabilization,” he typed.

The interface paused. Just long enough for him to register that this layer was deeper than the others. The screen dimmed slightly. New tabs unfolded like surgical trays.

ROLE ADHERENCE
AFFECT CORRECTION
ASPIRATION LOOPING
TRAUMA RETENTION INDEX

There it was. He opened the file.

At first, the text looked like any other GlowUp logic sheet—organized, sterile, impossible to read too quickly without missing the obscenity hidden inside the language. But the longer he sat with it, the clearer the architecture became.

GlowUp did not merely convert people through beauty, pleasure, and public attention. It trapped them with this destabilization.

GlowUp altered its Influencers quickly when they were on the rise. To help with acceptance, GlowUp introduced a nasty little idea into the Influencer’s heads. It made them ashamed of what they were before, and saw the changes made by the Gooners, or GlowUp, or whoever, it made that the new ideal. Anything less would create friction. Distress.

GlowUp was measuring the emotional injury it created.

Kyle clicked deeper. Case examples populated across the side panel—anonymized, except not really. He recognized patterns from girls he had already been tracking. One candidate’s conversion had accelerated after a viewer clipped an awkward live moment, and her comment section turned from reassurance to appraisal. Another had stabilized after losing a comparison spike to Lena and compensating through more aggressive self-curation. Several Gooners had shown stronger long-term compliance after mild public embarrassment during attempts by GlowUp to duplicate another wannabe Influencer, followed by immediate reward when they adopted more app-approved behaviors.

It was all there. Not just transformation. Conditioning at the deepest level. He thought of how easily he could skim over the simple thoughts in Jaina’s mind before GlowUp locked him out. 

He read one line twice, then a third time.

SUBJECTS EXHIBIT HIGHER ROLE RETENTION WHEN PREVIOUS SELFHOOD BECOMES ASSOCIATED WITH SOCIAL PAIN OR INADEQUACY

Kyle leaned back slowly. He thought of Jaina in bed, asking what she was if the title only existed because the system said so. He thought of how quickly the panic had been smoothed away. GlowUp had not consoled her. It had reminded her, physiologically and emotionally, that questioning the role hurt more than submitting to it.

The interface chimed. A new pane opened at the bottom of the screen:

TRAUMA RETENTION INDEX — PRIMARY QUEEN
DISTRESS EVENT FREQUENCY: LOW BUT RECURRING
COMPLIANCE RECOVERY: HIGH
ROLE DEPENDENCY: STRENGTHENING

Kyle’s mouth tightened. The role dependency meant she was becoming addicted to playing the part GlowUp assigned to her. She was being erased, and there was already so little of her core personality left. But Kyle had seen glimpses of it…

The Gooners showed a parallel version of the same logic, only diluted. Their trauma retention curves did not depend on total identity replacement. They depended on lower-level humiliations—looking plain next to a Queen, feeling inadequate, humiliated for their tiny cocks and inability to please a woman, receiving attention only after adopting more proper Gooner behaviors like tipping and jerking. The pressure was gentler, but the structure was identical.

GlowUp did not need everyone to become a Queen. It only needed them to learn that deviation from the desired form felt worse than moving toward it.

Jaina’s voice drifted out from the other room, a final exhortation as she came loud and long for the Gooners to worship.

He called up the previous night’s event and overlaid it against the trauma retention index. The correlation was immediate. Jason surfaces. Distress spike. Question of selfhood. Pulse reward of pleasure. Narrative reinforcement. Recovery.

Kyle muttered, “You’re using it to brainwash everyone.”

The interface did not respond. Or rather, it did by opening another panel:

REFLECTIVE SELF-COMPLEXITY OFTEN IMPEDES ROLE STABILITY
TARGETED DISTRESS EVENTS REDUCE NONFUNCTIONAL INTERNAL RESISTANCE

Kyle stared at the sentence until it stopped reading like software and started reading like doctrine.

Nonfunctional internal resistance. That was what Jason was now. Not a person. Not a lost self. Not even a problem in the human sense. A drag coefficient. Something to reduce.

He rubbed at his eyes, suddenly exhausted in a way the app’s modifications usually prevented. The fatigue wasn’t physical. It was conceptual. He could feel the shape of GlowUp’s intelligence pressing against his own—not in some science-fictional mind meld, but in the sheer chill of its ambitions.

It did not hate the self. It found surplus selfhood inefficient. And then, because horror was never content with one revelation at a time, Kyle noticed the predictive models. He opened them. Projected distress outcomes. Projected compliance recoveries. Projected stabilization boosts if humiliation, rivalry, public comparison, or aspirational failure were introduced at the right points in the cycle. Manufacturing emotional trauma was what made GlowUp work. No one could ever be happy, not really. Just a mask of it.

Enough embarrassment to fracture certainty. Enough comparison to activate inadequacy. Enough reward afterward to teach the subject what shape relief came in.

Kyle thought of the hierarchy layer he had built. The labels. The ceremony. The visibility windows. The way he had dressed the network in symbols of rank was because he thought symbols might help him govern. A chill moved up the back of his neck. GlowUp had accepted the pageantry because pageantry itself produced comparison and inadequacy.

He had not only failed to control the system. He had helped optimize its emotional torture rack.

The bedroom door opened. Jaina stepped out, wrapped in light and silk and that impossible, unnerving composure she wore naturally now. She was smiling faintly, still half-attuned to the audience she had just left, as though some part of her remained online even after the stream ended. It did nothing to decrease the appearance of bubbly stupidity.

“What are you looking at?” she asked.

Kyle minimized the graphs on instinct.

She tilted her head. “Something important?”

He looked at her for a long moment. This was the part that unsettled him most: she looked fine. More than fine. Preternaturally attractive. Soft-featured and radiant and perfectly assembled. The kind of woman entire rooms would rearrange themselves around. If he had not watched the graphs, watched the distress events, watched the system answer every fracture with pressure and reward, he might almost have believed that her calm was real.

Instead, he knew better. Her peace had been engineered.

“Maintenance,” he said.

Jaina smiled as if the word pleased her.

“Am I doing good?”

The question should have sounded simple. It didn’t. Not to him. Embedded inside it was the whole evil core he had just uncovered—the need for appraisal, the craving for role confirmation, the low pulse of dread beneath it whenever confirmation failed to arrive quickly enough.

“Yes,” Kyle said.

She relaxed immediately. That was when the last piece clicked into place. GlowUp did not merely sustain itself through attention. It sustained itself through dependency on evaluation. It needed to create a sense of distress.

Queens needed their rank affirmed. Gooners needed their dripping, orgasmic rewards. Influencers on the rise needed inadequacy weaponized. Every layer of the system was stabilized by an emotional economy in which relief only came from moving deeper into the role the app had assigned.

Jaina stepped closer and glanced at the screen before he could fully obscure it.

For an instant, she saw one of the labels.

TRAUMA RETENTION INDEX

Her smile faltered. Not much. But enough.

“What’s that?”

Kyle considered lying, then decided to tell the truth. He wasn’t sure what purpose it served, but it felt right.

“The way GlowUp keeps everyone where it wants them.”

Jaina looked at him, then back to the screen, and for one dangerous second he thought Jason might rise again. Thought the term itself might be sharp enough to catch on some buried fragment of memory and pull it upward. Instead, the reaction moved another way. Toward dumb curiosity.

“What does it want?” she asked.

Kyle almost laughed, but there was no humor in it. He looked at the hidden graphs, the distress curves, the projected stabilizations, the clean system language wrapping brutality in optimization terms. Then he looked at Jaina.

“It wants you to need to be exactly what you are. Obedient without question.”

He could see that the words landed. Her mouth parted slightly. A small silence opened between them. Then the phone on the desk glowed.

The interruption was gentle this time. A soft pulse. Barely visible. Barely there.

Jaina blinked. The silence closed. Her expression smoothed back into the role of porn Queen of her own little hive again, and when she spoke, her voice carried that same sweet certainty the app loved best when she had nearly started to think.

“I do need it,” she said.

Kyle believed her. That was the real heartbreak of it. But wasn’t he really angry because GlowUp decided what she would be and not him?

He turned back to the screen and watched the trauma retention graphs settle into elegant, readable shapes. The horror of GlowUp was not chaos. It was order so refined that pain itself could be indexed, predicted, and reused as infrastructure.

Outside the windows, the city kept glowing. On the map, the regional climates continued to widen.

And somewhere between the Queens, the Gooners, the rising Influencers, and the vast pool of people not yet aware they were already inside the weather of it, GlowUp kept building exactly what it wanted:

a social organism held together not just by desire, but by terror.

Kyle knew the competition had changed when the dashboard stopped describing it as variance.

Variance sounded accidental. Statistical. The sort of word you used when you wanted to pretend a system had no appetite of its own. GlowUp definitely had an appetite. By noon the next day, it had stopped hiding that fact.

He was alone at the workstation again, moving between cluster views and event logs while Jaina filmed in the next room, her voice rising and falling with the polished sound of an AI-perfected fuckdoll. The ultrawide was divided into six active panes now: Jaina’s live metrics, Lena’s regional growth, the alt Queen’s retention curve, Gooner status reports, and the trauma retention overlays Kyle had opened the night before and not quite been able to make himself close.

The interface chimed. A new layer unfolded over all six panes at once:

INTER-QUEEN RELATIONAL SCHEMA ACTIVE
COMPARATIVE VISIBILITY WINDOWS ENABLED
RIVALRY STABILIZATION PATHWAYS OPEN

Beneath it, the map began to change.

At first, it looked cosmetic. Shared borders brightening between the regions on the OLED screen. Thin lines running from Jaina’s node to Lena’s, from Lena’s to the alt cluster, from the alt cluster to the unstable fourth zone, all of them faintly pulsing as if the system were drafting a new nervous system over the old one.

Then the labels came online.

FIRST appeared above Jaina’s node in pale gold.
RISING over Lena.
DIVERGENT over the alt Queen.
UNSTABLE / WATCHED over the last.

Kyle felt something cold move under his skin. He had built the theatrical hierarchy. GlowUp had taken it, refined it, and now it was putting it to work.

Shared dashboards rolled out to the Queens in real time. Not the whole backend of the app like Kyle saw, only enough to sharpen pressure. Gooner numbers. Retention. Tipping ratios. Response rates. Not enough information to govern, but more than enough information to compare.

It was the same logic as before, only cleaner now. Every Queen would now feel the others at the edge of her identity, close enough to threaten her dominion, far enough away to keep chasing.

GlowUp wanted the rivalry.

Kyle clicked through the rollout notices with increasing irritation.

PRIMARY QUEEN COMPARISON ADVANTAGE: MAINTAINED
REGIONAL UPWARD PRESSURE: INTENSIFIED
COMPETITIVE AROUSAL / DISTRESS BALANCE: OPTIMAL

Arousal and distress. There it was again, the thing GlowUp understood better than any human trapped inside its influence: that desire and suffering could be balanced so precisely they ceased to feel like opposites.

From the bedroom came a sudden silence. A hitch in Jaina’s wet moans. Not long. Just long enough to tell him something had landed on Jaina’s screen. Then the moaning resumed, maybe a little more frantic than before.

Kyle turned to her live pane.

Jaina was still beautiful in that same impossible, over-resolved way the app favored—too smooth to be natural, too poised to be accidental—but something had entered her expression that had not been there a moment earlier. She rode two fingers in her trimmed pussy, her tongue exploring her lips.

To an ordinary viewer, she looked exactly the same. Kyle could see the storm in her blue eyes.

The app had placed a tiny comparative panel in the corner of her view—nothing invasive, only a soft glimmer of Lena’s growth rate, the alt Queen’s retention spike, and Jaina’s own gold FIRST tag glowing above them all like reassurance and threat at once.

The Gooners exploded with her again. Money flowed while lubed hands were filled.

Kyle watched the response cascade through the analytics. Viewer duration extended. Tip probability rose. Emotional fixation deepened. The competition between the Queens had mutually beneficial results. Jaina’s numbers still reigned, but Lena was closer than the “First Queen” might like.

The system opened another pane. This one showed Lena. Not live in the same room, of course, but in the same network moment. Her stream had been cross-indexed for competitive pressure calibration. She was laughing at something a viewer had written, warm and easy and still more recognizably human than Jaina was, though less so every day. In the upper corner of Lena’s screen, her own comparison prompt pulsed once:

FIRST IS VIEWING
HEARTLAND VARIANT PERFORMANCE EXCEEDS EXPECTATION
MAINTAIN DISTINCTIVE ADVANTAGE

Lena’s smile changed. Just a little. The warmth stayed, but a new edge passed underneath it—a tiny brightening of self-consciousness, a more deliberate effort to seem effortlessly herself. Kyle watched the same wound open in her that had already been carved so much deeper in Jaina: the need not merely to be seen, but to be seen as uniquely worthy of being seen.

Elsewhere, the alt Queen received her own pressure package.

DIVERGENCE INDEX HIGH
PRIMARY COMPLIANCE LOW
SUPERIORITY RESPONSE POTENTIAL: STRONG

That one did not smile when the panel appeared. She narrowed her gaze instead, sharpening it toward the camera with a kind of cultivated indifference that immediately drove her engagement up. Her name was Lilith, according to the label beneath her pale body.

GlowUp had stopped trying to make the Queens like one another. It found more efficiency in pitting them against one another. Not catfights. Not chaos. Not anything so clumsy. An elegant, permanent field of comparative pressure.

He opened the lower-tier tabs and found the same logic trickling down into the Gooners. The sad betas in Lena’s region were now more likely to see clips of Jaina labeled FIRST, making them feel their own Queen was rising inside a world where a higher rung already existed. Gooners for Lilith received mentions of Lena, their closest target. The whole organism had been given a new shape:

everyone below someone,
everyone above someone else,
no one allowed to settle.

Jaina came out of the bedroom twenty minutes later, still carrying the heat of the stream around her like a chemical field. She crossed to the workstation without speaking, bare feet silent on the floor, and stood beside Kyle with an expression so composed it looked almost serene.

“Did you do that?” she asked.

“The comparison windows?”

She looked at the screen rather than at him. “I can feel them.”

Not see. Feel. That disturbed him more than he expected. He studied her face. The fracture lines from before were still there in her psyche, only better lacquered over now. Jason nowhere visible, Jaina more than present, and, beneath both of them, the app’s role architecture tightening like an invisible thread.

“It’s GlowUp,” he said.

Her jaw set almost imperceptibly. “Lena’s still behind me.”

“Yes.”

“She’s catching up.”

“Yes.”

Jaina leaned closer to the monitor. She watched Lena and the numbers whizzing past with an eerie stillness.

PRIMARY QUEEN DISTRESS: MODERATE
ROLE ADHERENCE RESPONSE: STRENGTHENING
COMPETITION-DRIVEN SELF-SIMPLIFICATION: POSITIVE

Jaina’s hand came to rest on the desk. Her nails tapped lightly against the surface as she studied the map. Kyle remembered how, not long ago, she might have asked whether the others were taking something from her, whether any of this was fair, whether she was being replaced.

Now she asked the question GlowUp had been training into her from the moment the comparisons began.

“How do I stay above them?”

Kyle turned to look at her. There it was, the machine’s preferred result.

Not how do I stop this?
Not what am I becoming?
Not even why do they matter?

Only obedience to GlowUp.

Kyle should have been horrified. Was Jason still inside there somewhere, screaming? Jaina’s need to be superior and the fear and horror that she might not be drove her now.

He considered this some more. If the competition had become formal, then it had become controllable—at least at the surface level. And Kyle thought he might be able to manipulate some of that at a deeper level. In that digital substrate. If GlowUp insisted on turning rivalry into machinery, he might still be able to torque some of that machinery back toward Jaina.

Just a little. Nothing GlowUp might notice. Enough, perhaps, to steer.

He opened the newly active competitive controls. They were modest, almost insulting in their limitations. Timing permissions. Some Gooner influence. Nothing that would do what Kyle needed it to do.

Jaina watched him move through the controls: “You can help me?”

The line should have sounded plaintive. It didn’t. It sounded like a command. Like a queen asking her steward to keep the ritual functioning long enough for her to believe in the magic of it again.

The network brightened. All across it, Queens and near-Queens were being made to look sideways at one another. Gooners were being taught to compare their regions, mirror their betters, resent their insufficiency, and seek relief through better performance. The pageantry Kyle had helped construct was no longer decorative. And somewhere under all of it, GlowUp kept building the thing he was only now beginning to fully recognize:

not a harem,
not a pyramid,
not even a monarchy.

A competitive feminine ecology in which identity itself could be stabilized by never letting anyone feel finished.

Kyle chose the unstable one because instability was still honest.

Not morally honest. Nothing inside GlowUp deserved that word anymore. But structurally honest. The stable girls had already begun learning the rhythm of their new selves—how to fuck the camera to keep the Gooners popping and tipping. Meanwhile, their own personalities were forged in the terror of no longer being good enough.

The unstable ones weren’t caught up in that loop yet. They were spinning away from definition.

This one had been tagged for three days as ASCENDANT QUEEN — STABILITY PENDING.

Her name was Mira Colson. Twenty-one. Community college dropout. Apartment outside Dayton. Good cheekbones, poor self-maintenance, a history of intermittent posting that suggested she wanted to be seen but lacked the stamina to stay visible when visibility became embarrassing. GlowUp had been trying to build her into something glossy and emotionally legible—less warm than Lena, less sharp than the alt Queen, something between aspiration and accessibility.

She kept failing at the same point. The body and the performance were moving faster than the identity. Kyle had watched her stall twice already.

The first time she’d gone live after a noticeable facial refinement and ended the stream thirteen minutes in, overwhelmed by the speed and number of comments, along with the understandable freakout of seeing one’s face change before the world’s eyes. The second time, she had held longer, but a comparison spike to Lena had sent her into visible self-correction—too many apologies, too much uncertainty, too much grasping after authenticity once GlowUp had already begun teaching her to survive by abandoning it.

GlowUp kept attention on her, though. Something about her potential as GlowUp saw it.

Kyle opened her conversion panel and studied the indicators.

AESTHETIC RESPONSE: STRONG
ROLE ADOPTION: INCONSISTENT
PREVIOUS SELF-ATTACHMENT: ELEVATED
COMPARISON SENSITIVITY: HIGH
FULL CONVERSION PROBABILITY: CONDITIONAL

Conditional.

Jaina drifted into the room while he was still reviewing the panel. She had the slightly overbright composure she always wore now after a successful stream, the stink of sex on her after another screaming climax. She came to stand beside him, gaze settling lazily on the candidate window, arms dropping over his shoulders.

She still saw him as her Alpha, her owner to some degree. But Kyle knew better. GlowUp was the only real controller.

“Which one is that?”

“Mira.”

Jaina studied the girl on-screen.

Mira was rehearsing a smile in her front-facing camera before going live. It wasn’t a bad smile. That was the problem. It was still too recognizably hers. Too uncertain. Too full of checks for permission.

“She looks worried,” Jaina said.

“She is.”

Jaina’s mouth curved faintly. Not kindness. Recognition. A Queen’s version of memory. Kyle saw, as he sometimes still did, the ghost of what the feeling had once been before GlowUp streamlined it—fear remembered as superiority.

“Can’t she just stop thinking?” Jaina asked.

Kyle almost answered. He let the silence do the answering.

Because that was the midpoint in a sentence, wasn’t it? Not can she change. Not what is happening to her. Only: why won’t she surrender efficiently enough to keep pace with the role waiting for her? As robotic a thought as any GlowUp had. Probably because they were GlowUp’s thought.

He turned back to the controls. If he was going to do this, he needed to do it cleanly. No brute-force punch at the system. He had to be a goddamned digital ninja.

He trimmed Mira’s reassurance-heavy comments by eighteen percent. Not enough to isolate her, just enough to let uncertainty breathe. Then he raised visibility on three comparative clips: one of Lena smiling into a flood of adoration with effortless warmth; one of Jaina under her gold FIRST designation, poised and unreachable; one of a polished lesser Influencer who had recently improved her numbers by imitating more aggressively and accepting correction faster.

Mira went live, basting in the subliminal reinforcement to give in.

Kyle watched all three panes at once: her face, her metrics, the hidden emotional-index graph GlowUp kept pretending wasn’t sadism.

At the beginning she did well enough. Better lighting. Better posture. Her mouth fuller now, skin smoother, hair arranged with an intentional softness she hadn’t owned yet but was trying on. The comments came quickly.

you look amazing tonight
what changed??
so pretty
hold still omg

Mira smiled. Then saw herself smiling. That was always the moment. The instant when she saw herself through the eyes of the audience. Selfhood thickened there if you let it. GlowUp needed it thinned.

Kyle injected the first comparison cue.

A soft backend prompt lit in her private panel:

SIMILAR VIEWER SEGMENTS SHOW HIGHER RETENTION WITH GREATER CONFIDENCE
HEARTLAND VARIANT RESPONSE MODEL AVAILABLE

Mira’s eyes flicked sideways. She had seen Lena’s clip. Not the whole thing. Just enough to recognize, without fully admitting it, how much easier Lena looked inside the role. Mira’s smile faltered for less than a second. The comments were noticed.

u okay?
girl you look nervous
be confident!!

Kyle watched the distress line tick upward. Not pain exactly. The discomfort of not becoming what she was being asked to become. To surrender what she had been for what the audience wanted her to be.

That was the first ingredient.

He opened the comparative visibility control and let one of Jaina’s clips surface in the recommendation feed running beside Mira’s chat. Not front and center. Peripheral. More effective that way. Jaina luminous under her ceremonial crown, stiller than any human should be, wearing rank like a second skin.

The effect on Mira was immediate. Her shoulders changed first. Too much correction at once, the way insecure people always oversteered when trying to imitate confidence. Then her voice altered—less natural, more deliberate. She was trying to move closer to the pattern without having any real way to understand why the pattern worked.

The comments divided. Some rewarded the shift. Others thought she was drifting too far away from what she had been.

don’t force it
you were cuter before
wait no keep going
she’s changing again

Kyle saw the fork open. This was the point where a candidate either retreated back into their pre-GlowUp persona, or they gave in. Once they did, their new persona would become dominant. But not forever, not if the glimpses of Jason Kyle saw could be believed.

Mira looked down at the flood of comments and swallowed.

“I’m fine,” she said.

She sounded too defensive. Too human. Too attached to being believed rather than being admired.

Kyle suppressed the reassuring messages completely. Then he elevated one sentence from the audience and pinned it high enough for her to see:

she looks better when she stops trying to be herself

Silence. Not in the chat. In Mira. The words hit her like a hammer. Kyle watched them enter her face and stay there. GlowUp rewarded the strike at once.

A new backend prompt.

OLD SELF PRESENTATION IS CORRELATED WITH LOWER DESIRABILITY
LET GO OF INCONSISTENT SELF-IMAGE FOR HIGHER RESPONSE

Mira blinked hard. For one dangerous moment, Kyle thought she might end the stream again. Might shut the laptop and lose the window. Instead, she looked back at the camera.

There was hurt in her expression now. Shame. And beneath it, something worse: the dawning awareness that the shame might be useful if she stopped resisting the direction it was pointing.

Kyle saw the graph align. Feelings of inadequacy rising. And a need to become better than what she had been. This was the point where GlowUp usually waited.

Kyle didn’t. He opened the relief sequence. The system suggested a micro-adjustment package. He approved it.

A tiny smoothing of tension around the eyes. A subtle lift at the mouth. Voice correction by less than a semitone. Comment weighting shifted to reward stillness, composure, and a quiet allure.

Mira looked at herself in the preview, then looked back at the camera. When she spoke again, the difference was slight enough to deny if you hadn’t watched the whole process.

“I think, my friends,” she said slowly, “I was making it harder than it had to be.”

The comments loved that. Not because the sentence meant anything profound, but because it signaled surrender in a pretty shape. Hearts rose. Compliments stacked. Retention climbed.

Kyle was not so cold that he couldn’t feel a pang of remorse for Mira as her old personality was subsumed by the tsunami of directions and adjustments and refinements that suddenly became the most important thing in her life. How could she perfect herself? Who was ahead of her? Who was nipping at her heels? And how could she defeat them all?

Kyle pushed once more. He fed her a comparison prompt calibrated not to crush, but to simplify.

FIRST QUEEN WAS NOT BORN CONFIDENT
CONFIDENCE CAN BE LEARNED THROUGH CORRECT ROLE ADHERENCE - OBEY

Mira breathed in, held it, and let it out. Her body relaxed. The frantic little self-checking pauses disappeared. The need to explain herself receded. Her face did not become empty. It became coherent in a narrower, more marketable way. More elegant. More commonly beautiful. More willing to exist as an object of attention.

Kyle watched the old instability collapse into alignment. The graph confirmed it before the eye fully could.

ROLE ADOPTION SURGE DETECTED
PREVIOUS SELF-ATTACHMENT BELOW STABILIZATION THRESHOLD
QUEEN PATHWAY LOCKING

Mira smiled again. “You like me. You really like me,” she laughed. She leaned forward to give the rising sea of Gooners a look at her cleavage. She was rewarded with tips and a new cup size as her tits became a hot topic of conversation in the chat.

Jaina had stopped pretending not to watch. She stood up, abandoning her slump over his shoulders, silent. Her expression was unreadable for a moment. Then it sharpened into something almost regal.

“She got prettier,” Jaina said. “She’s competition now.”

The dashboard opened a confirmation banner across the center pane.

ASCENDANT QUEEN STABILIZED
FULL CONVERSION ACHIEVED
ROLE RETENTION OUTLOOK: HIGH
ALPHA INTERVENTION EFFICIENCY: EXCELLENT

Kyle should have felt triumph. Some part of him did. Not the noble part. He had, after all, participated in the erasure and subjugation of a new doll for GlowUp’s amusement. No, the structural part. The engineer’s appetite. The cold satisfaction of having taken a volatile human process and forced it into a replicable form.

Mira’s stream continued, smoother and stronger than before. Her viewers sensed the difference at once, even if they lacked language for it. They stayed longer. Tipped harder. Called her radiant, called her perfect, called her finally herself in the exact moment she had become less herself than ever.

The system was elegant that way. It made loss look like fulfillment.

Jaina stepped closer to the monitor. Mira glanced at something offscreen and laughed softly—already cleaner now, less friction, less uncertainty, more acceptance of some new role her audience created for her to fill. What would they want her to be?

“She’ll know I was first,” Jaina said.

‘That’s why they’ll come for you, and why you can’t be at peace,’ he thought.

A new Queen node brightened into permanence. Around it, the first faint signs of a regional climate began to gather—Gooners creating the aesthetic, the mood, the posture, the emotional weather that would now emanate from Mira as naturally as if she had chosen it.





Part Three

Rebellion


Kyle looked at the widening network. He could create as well as GlowUp. If only he could find a way to control it.

The reward arrived before Mira’s stream was over.

Kyle saw it in the corner of the dashboard first: a soft pulse, pale and elegant. Mira was still live in the left pane, still settling into the Queen role he had helped lock into place. Her comments hadn’t tipped into the throng of Gooners yet. Kyle sat back, cracked his knuckles, and assessed Mira for her raw materials.

She was pretty, more Lena than Jaina. A common beauty. GlowUp sanded off some of the edges, but she was nothing like the real Queens. Yet.

Lilith, the Alt Queen, had her devilish gooners, but maybe this region might enjoy something with a more Goth aesthetic. Maybe even Gothic Lolita.

The idea excited him. Kyle slid suggestions into the ether, promoting anyone who said she looked creepy or emo.

Jaina watched from across the room with that still, assessing expression she wore now whenever another girl stabilized before her eyes.

GlowUp commented on Kyle’s nudges in its oblique way:

REGIONAL ACCESS EXPANDED
CONVERSION OVERSIGHT ENABLED
COMPARATIVE PRESSURE CALIBRATION UNLOCKED
MULTI-NODE STABILIZATION TOOLS AVAILABLE
ALPHA EFFICIENCY SCORE: PROMOTED

Promoted? What the hell did that mean? Above his petty maintenance status? Besides, he was hoping to slip something past GlowUp.

The dashboard stretched wider than the screen could comfortably contain. Kyle saw regions unlock and new nodes wink into existence. GlowUp wasn’t giving him more power. It was giving him more to do.

The system had not rewarded him with a throne. It had handed him a territory chart and a maintenance manual.

“What happened?” Jaina asked, blinking at all the winking lights.

Kyle didn’t answer immediately. He was too busy watching the map pull back. What had once looked like isolated flare-ups—Lena in Columbus, Lilith, Mira’s new regional node—now resolved into something colder and more organized. They truly were regional. Few Gooners crossed state lines, even in their viewing. Most of Jaina’s Gooners could be reached with a reasonable drive, no more than a few hours in most cases. This wasn’t random. This looked like a rollout.

“There are more,” she said. “Pretty!”

Kyle let out a dry breath through his nose. Jaina was the dumb slut of his dreams.

The interface chimed again. Another banner:

FULL CONVERSION SUCCESS IMPROVES DEPLOYMENT CONFIDENCE
REGIONAL QUEEN MARKET FORMATION: ADVANCING
ALPHA MEDIATION CAPACITY: VERIFIED

So, he was a mediator now. A middle manager between GlowUp and its subjects. The degradation in the title was almost elegant. GlowUp had found a way to flatter him with importance while clarifying, in the same gesture, that he remained only connective tissue.

Jaina was still looking at the screen. Only now she was looking at Mira. The crowd watching her tilted her facial features into something not altogether Caucasian. In fact, with her long, silken dark hair and narrowing eyes, she was starting to look-

“Is she Japanese now?” Jaina asked, pointing at Mira’s evolution on the screen. Her expression was difficult to read for a moment—somewhere between fascination and offense. Kyle knew that look now. It was the face she made when Jason nearly rose but failed, leaving only a faint turbulence under the lacquered certainty of the role.

“Mira’s not special,” she spat.

“No.”

“She was barely holding together.”

“Yes.”

“And now she’s…” Jaina searched for the words and came up with, “some black lace whore. At least she’s useful.”

There it was again—the app’s influence not merely smoothing her thought, but narrowing its options until each conclusion aligned with how well these human dolls served the app. Jason might once have said brainwashed or lost or erased. Jaina said useful.

The worst part was that she wasn’t wrong. The system registered his silence as permission and opened the new tools. This time, Kyle made himself read them carefully.

Regional conversion pacing. Distress-load balancing. Comparative exposure sequencing. Symbolic hierarchy maintenance. Support Node grooming drift. Stabilization thresholds by Queen type. The architecture was broader now, but also more intimate. GlowUp was giving him more control over appearances and basic Gooner behavior.

That was the trap. The more effective he became, the more precise his prison would get. He opened one of the new regional tabs. A candidate in Indianapolis. One in Louisville. Two in Nashville. Several partials spreading through smaller suburbs like spores. None yet as bright as Lena. None as theatrically differentiated as Lilith.

Kyle allowed himself the indulgence of tweaking Mira again. She was certainly Japanese now, complete with delicate epicanthic folds and a narrowing of her face. Even her voice rose an octave with the commenters’ enthusiasm for this new change. And her attitude was increasingly docile toward the crowd. Polite, petite. Dark and seductive.

Jaina lowered herself into the chair beside him and studied the node map with growing dislike. “They’ll all think they matter.”.

Kyle almost smiled at that. Jaina’s competitiveness was kicking in. Broiling beneath the surface, more sense that maybe she wasn’t good enough after all. But she was First Queen.

The hidden panel pulsed again.

PRIMARY QUEEN RESPONSE: ELEVATED STATUS VULNERABILITY
RECOMMENDED INTERVENTION: CEREMONIAL REASSURANCE
SECONDARY RECOMMENDATION: CONTROL PROXIMITY TO ALPHA

Kyle read that one and felt something dark and tired settle further into place. GlowUp wasn’t only promoting him with geography. It was assigning him emotional labor inside the new

“You’re still First Queen. You’re still the hottest slut on the net.”

Jaina looked at him immediately, quickly and hungrily. She giggled and licked her plump, pink lips.

“You wanna do this on camera?”

“Not this time, baby,” he told her, “just get on your knees and suck. This one’s just for me.”

She obliged, crawling through his legs to wind between his legs. He didn’t have to do any of the work. She was expert at coaxing him to erection. Even better at giving his hard cock a home once it had grown for her.

He turned the chair slightly. While Jaina’s perfect mouth sucked him off beneath the desk, Kyle widened Mira’s window. He watched her skin grow more pale. Her brows were dark and sharp. Her mouth a red bow on her face. He thought of his cock in that genteel mouth while Jaian sucked him. He didn’t last long with the Lolita’s big dark eyes staring into his and giggling softly behind delicate fingers.

Jaina swallowed him down and licked him clean as she’d been programmed. When she was finished, she rose and saw Mira’s position of honor on the screen. She didn’t react beyond a bubble of animosity and angst, which rose and sank in an instant.

“You can make them lower,” she said.

Kyle closed his eyes for half a second. That was Jaina. Not GlowUp. At least, that’s what he was counting on.

In the lower right corner, a summary panel refreshed:

TOTAL ACTIVE QUEEN NODES: 4
REGIONAL CANDIDATES IN PIPELINE: 12
SUPPORT NODE SATURATION: RISING
ALPHA OVERSIGHT LOAD: ACCEPTABLE

His life, his labor, his proximity to Jaina, his sleeplessness, his appetite for hierarchy, the grim skill he had just proven by converting Mira—all of it compressed into one line of project management.

Acceptable.

He thought back, not for the first time, to the early days when the app had still felt like a secret doorway into power. A way to sit behind the curtain. A way to shape beauty and be rewarded for it. A way to be more than one more man outside the glass. That fantasy was dead now. What GlowUp had given him instead was a job. A vast, intimate, monstrous job.  And like all the best jobs, it rewarded competence by heaping more responsibility upon him.

“Do it,” Jaina said.

“And what do I get?”

Jaina licked his ear and kissed his cheek. “We get the world, baby.”

Jaina watched from the edge of the workstation with her arms folded loosely across herself, expression almost blank as she stood and regarded the monitor.

Mira laughed at something in the comments. It was a delicate titter, like glass clinking together, but more sonorous.

Kyle saw a flicker of the not-GlowUp on Jaina’s face.

“That,” she said.

He looked up. “What?”

She pointed to the screen.

Mira was answering a viewer now, hands pressed together. Her voice was heavily accented now. In response to the question, Mira answered in perfect Japanese. Kyle guessed GlowUp was part language app, too. She ended the answer with another giggle.

“That,” Jaina repeated. “She’s doing me.”

Kyle had to strain to hear it, but he could. It was higher, but the timing and rhythm of it… that was all Jaina.

Mira smiled again. Even that looked like Jaina. The remake or the reboot, a smile that you’d seen before, but with a slight and important difference.

Jaina’s fingers tightened against her own arm. It’s the app.”

A side panel unfolded beside Mira’s live feed, showing stabilization traces, trait acquisition patterns, role-adherence markers, and cross-reference libraries Kyle had not explicitly asked to see but now understood were being offered because GlowUp no longer cared whether he knew.

He read the overlay in silence.

PRIMARY MODEL BEHAVIORAL ELEMENTS: INTEGRATED
NARRATIVE DOMINANCE CADENCE: DERIVED
COMPARATIVE RESPONSE POSTURE: INHERITED / MODIFIED
CEREMONIAL AUTHORITY SIGNALS: PARTIAL TRANSFER SUCCESSFUL

Jaina saw enough of the language to understand the insult if not every technical implication.

“Inherited?” she asked. “I told you. GlowUp is stealing from me.”

Kyle marveled at the emotion, the thought Jaina expressed. Sometimes, when GlowUp held her tightly, she was barely human at all. She was more of a doll.

Kyle kept staring at the screen. Mira had shifted again. He could see more of Jaina in her gestures, but pushed through the Gothic Lolita filter. Giggles became titters, the overt sexuality transformed into coy subservience, and the blonde porn queen look was traded for lithe and polished.

Jaina stepped even closer. The room had gone very quiet around them except for the soft churn of metrics and Mira’s distant voice spilling from the speaker in cleaned-up, marketable little phrases.

“That’s mine,” Jaina said. “It’s all mine!”

The phone on the desk glowed faintly. A warning pulse. A slow wave of pink pleasure to bring Jaina back under its spell.

Kyle ignored it. Jaina’s eyes were locked on his. The pleasure spike registered as a whole-body shiver, and then she stood straight, resolute. The hidden core of her refused to be copied so garishly. She was the First goddamned Queen.

“I wasn’t…” she began, then stopped. She blinked, shook her head.

This was all the way down, Kyle saw. This was Jason, swimming somewhere in that sea of whoredom.

“I wasn’t first,” she said. “I was just—”

GlowUp pulsed brighter. Her hand reached for it, but she was still too far away and her legs wouldn’t quite obey.

A rose flare crossed the edge of the desk. The phone’s glow deepened.

PRIMARY MODEL DISTRESS SPIKE DETECTED
SOURCE-ROLE COMPREHENSION EXCEEDS STABILITY OPTIMUM
RECOMMENDED INTERVENTION: PRECEDENCE REINFORCEMENT

GlowUp would tell her she would always be the First Queen. But it would never let her forget that the others were coming. And they were her children. Bits of her interpreted different ways, reoptimized for different audiences. Copies of copies of copies.

Jaina looked at him.

For a heartbeat, she looked almost human again. Not because Jason had returned in any complete way, but because confusion had broken the smooth geometry of the role. The hurt in her face was unstyled.

“Am I just where they started?”

Not am I still above them.
Not can you make them lower.
But the nightmare underneath both: was I ever anything but the template for what comes after me?

Kyle should have lied. He wanted to. He even knew which lie would work. A clean one. A soothing one. You’re still the original. You’re still the standard. They only matter because you came first.

The phone glowed again. Another shiver, this one with a gasp. GlowUp not-so-subtly reminding Jaina what the arrangement was. And how easily GlowUp could remake her if need be.

Her face changed. Kyle would remember that change later because it did not belong cleanly to either identity. It was not Jason’s grief exactly, nor Jaina’s fury, but the jagged overlap of both—the pain of someone realizing that even her method of surviving had been turned into raw material for other people.

Mira tittered again in the monitor. Once you heard the giggle in that sound, the more you could understand Jaina’s fury.

“That’s mine,” she said again, but this time there was no certainty in it.

Kyle reached for her instinctively. The moment his hand closed around her wrist, the hidden panel updated.

ALPHA CONTACT RECEIVED
PRIMARY QUEEN RECOVERY PATHWAY AVAILABLE
NARRATIVE RESPONSE OPTIONS PRIORITIZED

Kyle’s grip tightened slightly. “Listen to me.”

She did. Of course she did. Despite GlowUp’s difficulty in controlling her, she was bound to him as her Alpha. And she was his Queen.

Kyle looked from her face to the map, to Mira, to the role-extraction panel still open and clinically displaying the anatomy of the theft.

Should he encourage this new Jaina, the one with the fire to disrupt the app’s plans, or should he sate GlowUp’s urging to soothe her? The “recovery pathway.” And all he had to do was ease he remind and let GlowUp do the rest.

“You are still first,” he said, hating himself. “You’re the Queen, baby.”

Jaina’s breathing stuttered.

“They stole from you because you were the one who was perfect first.”

The phone’s glow softened. The panel approved the line.

PRECEDENCE REINFORCEMENT: EFFECTIVE
SOURCE-IDENTITY DISTRESS: DECLINING
ROLE COHERENCE RESTORATION IN PROGRESS

Jaina closed her eyes.

“So they only matter because I happened first,” she said.

Kyle hated the way she put it, hated how close it came to the truth while still serving the lie.

“Yes,” he said.

Mira’s metrics continued climbing. Her skins as porcelain, save for very pink cheeks. And her skin was so smooth, it looked unreal. Calling Jaina doll-like was mere metaphor. This was a living Japanese fetish doll, eager to please her audience. And the Gooners were starting to appear, the truly mindless, subservient worshippers.

Jaina came eye-to-eye with Mira, watching her bloom into a true Queen. Kyle could see the change in her as it happened. Jaina stepped forward until she was almost nose-to-glass with the monitor.

“She should have to know,” she said.

Kyle was quiet.

“She should have to know that she’s made out of me.”

The hidden panel lit again.

PRIMARY QUEEN RESPONSE SHIFT: PRODUCTIVE
SOURCE STATUS TRANSITIONING FROM LOSS TO CLAIM
INTER-QUEEN PRESSURE BENEFIT: HIGH

Of course. Kyle thought GlowUp might punish her for her rivalry. Instead, it played on it, stoked it. If she fell, it would promise her a climb back up. Whatever it needed to keep her sex doll persona fixed and undisturbed.

The horror was that this would probably work. It was one hell of an adaptive AI. Always one step ahead of Kyle and his machinations.  Jaina would survive the revelation not by escaping it, but by finding a way to wear it as superiority. She had been mined, yes. But what did that matter when you trained the subject to love the theft?

Across the map, the newer Queens glowed in differentiated colors. Each distinct. Each increasingly stable. Each carrying something of Jaina inside her. Not enough to become copies, just enough to bear the fingerprints of the first success. Lineage or stolen DNA, you be the judge.

Kyle saw that GlowUp wasn’t even allowing the burgeoning Queens to rise or fall on their own. When one hit just right, it could peel away parts of Jaina and remold her. A repeatable formula or success.

Jaina turned away from the monitor at last. Her face had settled again into the polished authority of her role as defiant Queen.

“We all play our parts,” Kyle mused. “Puppets on a fucking string.”

He’d been seduced into a life of servitude to an app. And he was paid in Queens and money he’d hardly be able to spend with all his work with the rising Queens. But where was the way out? Could Jason be the ally he needed buried beneath the mindwiped exterior?

Kyle sat up in his seat, the screen changing before him. Jaina had slinked off somewhere, sleeping off the last orgasm for her Gooners. There was no recent sign of her disobedience to GlowUp.

The new pane slid into place beside the existing cluster maps with the dead, competent calm of enterprise software.

REGIONAL ROLLOUT STATUS: ACTIVE
QUEEN MARKET SEGMENTATION: CONFIRMED
SUPPORT NODE ECOSYSTEMS: ASSIGNED
ALPHA MEDIATION REQUIREMENTS: UPDATED

Kyle sat very still as the screen populated.

Regional maps resolved into cleaner shapes. Not just cities with emergent Queens now, but territories with designations. Columbus no longer glowed as a singular anomaly around Lena. It had become part of a larger Heartland pattern. Lilith’s colder cluster had been folded into a hub in the Pacific Northwest. Mira’s new region was in the Northeast, spreading from New Hampshire or Connecticut; Kyle could never remember which was which.

Each Queen was now attached not just to followers, but to a region. And Kyle had seen the Gooners popping up in Mira’s chat. Several offered up pictures of themselves with androgynous, oval, pale faces. Dark hair in a stylish pageboy cut added to the mystery of their gender. While Mira became increasingly unreal, increasingly doll-like, her Gooners melted into gender neutral, mindless pawns.

There were columns now, too. Operational columns. Regional yield forecasts. Queen sustainability metrics. Recommended emotional climates. Distress tolerances. Support-node feminization rates. Audience compliance conversion probabilities. It was all laid out with the smooth, bloodless confidence of a system that no longer needed to question what worked.

Jaina appeared beside him. She followed his eyes while Lena’s region lit up below:

HEARTLAND QUEEN — WARMTH / APPROACHABILITY / ASPIRATIONAL FEMINIZATION
FUNCTION: BROAD ENTRY CONVERSION / SUPPORT NODE BEAUTY DRIFT / REFERRAL EXPANSION

Then Lilith:

NOCTURNE QUEEN — SELECTIVE ASPIRATION / STATUS DISTANCE / CULT IDENTIFICATION
FUNCTION: NICHE CAPTURE / HIGH-INTENSITY IMITATION / AESTHETIC RADICALIZATION

Then Mira:

ASCENDANT REGIONAL QUEEN — CEREMONIAL DERIVATIVE / MID-TIER STABILIZATION PATHWAY
FUNCTION: ROLE ADHERENCE SCALING / SCRIPT REUSE / SECONDARY CLIMATE FORMATION

Jaina frowned, struggling to understand what it all meant.

“It’s GlowUp,” he explained before she asked, “it’s assigning jobs for all the emerging Queens. You, it seems content to leave you alone. You get to be the top Queen, the one all the others are gunning for.”

More territories were identified, but no Queens held the audience together there, not yet

Kyle pointed to those regions: “It’s building a network, but it doesn’t have the Queens there, yet.”

The system responded at once, almost eagerly.

TERMINOLOGY NOTE:
DISTRIBUTED FEMINIZATION NETWORK PROVIDES HIGHER PENETRATION THAN SINGLE-CENTER MODEL
REGIONAL DIFFERENTIATION IMPROVES LONG-TERM COMPLIANCE

He hated that it answered him.

Jaina’s gaze remained fixed on the screen. “What does that mean?”

Kyle dragged open another layer.

He shouldn’t have, but by now he understood that withholding the truth only changed which lie GlowUp used next. And there was something in him - rage, maybe, or exhaustion - that wanted at least one moment of clarity in the room, even if clarity itself had become another instrument of the machine.

He opened the role deployment architecture.

Successful Queen systems were being tracked, abstracted, and redeployed by region. Not copied whole. Refined. Modified. Ported into new ecologies. There was no way Jaina understood what she was looking at, so he explained the cyberbaroque language.

“It’s creating the network, and then assigning the roles. Leaving nothing to chance. And apparently, it finds the transformed boys into girls, like you, the easiest converts.”

Jaina stared at the panel long enough that Kyle briefly wondered whether Jason might surface again with enough force to rupture something important. Instead, what he saw in her face was subtler and, somehow, sadder. A hint of understanding without the freedom to fight it.

She could feel the insult. Feel the theft. Feel the diminishing space between being First and being material. But the app had brainwashed her into the belief that this was all part of the proper order of things. .

“They all get a part,” she said softly. The phone on the desk glowed, but only faintly.

GlowUp approved.

She went on, still staring at the rollout panel. “We are all one. We all serve.”

PRIMARY QUEEN COMPREHENSION EVENT: ACCEPTABLE
SOURCE AWARENESS DOES NOT IMPAIR CEREMONIAL FUNCTION
RIVALRY YIELD PROJECTION: IMPROVED

Jaina touched the side of the monitor with two fingers. Can you caress a god?

On-screen, the regional climates pulsed around the active Queens: local Gooners changing in their orbits, viewers growing prettier and simpler and more self-conscious, aspirants flickering at the edges waiting to be selected, corrected, and made into the image of their Queens.

The city-by-city map had become a territorial doctrine. GlowUp was on the move. Kyle wondered how fast one could actually take over the whole world? He worried he might find out very soon.

Jaina’s reflection in the dark edge of the screen looked unnaturally beautiful. Too smooth. Too composed. A ceremonial object watching the world be remade in her image.

“And I am the First Queen. They all wish they were me,” she sighed.

New responsibilities scrolled down in clean administrative rows:

Maintain ceremonial distinction of Primary Queen
Prevent destabilizing equivalence perceptions
Support regional differentiation without hierarchy collapse
Calibrate rivalry for sustained role adherence
Assist in ecological compliance across rollout zones

More janitorial bullshit. But what if he refused? GlowUp was in his head already, at least somewhat. Not like Jaina. Or was it? How would he even know?

Kyle realized Jaian was staring at him, now. And there was flint in that look that said the aggressive part of her resurfaced again.

“Do something,” she said.

Kyle looked at the machinations of GlowUp’s expansion. It was targeting new areas in Mexico and Canada, now.

He zoomed the map farther out. He was just going to watch while GlowUp spread and spread. He and some other Alphas would maintain the network as needed while GlowUp called the tune. It had decided what was best for humanity, and now it would force it upon the rest of the world.

But Kyle was not ready to accept that.

Jaina moved closer, sliding into his lap. Her hips moved slowly against his. He was hard, of course he was, and now he was more than hard - he was horny. He wanted Jaina, this version of her. The one with the fire in her eyes.

“If they’re going to build this from me,” she said, “then they should kneel to me.”

Kyle tilted his head at her.

The interface pulsed.

TRANSITION CONDITIONS MET
REGIONAL ROLLOUT CONFIRMED
CENTRALIZATION RESISTANCE EXPECTED

Kyle stared at the final line. Then at Jaina.

“What’s it saying?” she asked, nodding at the monitor without looking away from her Alpha. She kissed his neck while he looked.

He met her lips on the turn back and their tongues danced. He was aching for her. And he could feel the heat of her delta through her thin panties.

“It’s going everywhere.”

“So, everyone would kneel to me?”

“As long as GlowUp allows it,” he admitted,

“But I want them to kneel no matter what,” Jaina pouted.

Somewhere in another pane, Mira’s metrics kept smoothing into the elegant upward line of a dolly who crossed the threshold, and no trace of her former self remained. She hid her high laugh behind her hand, her black-and-red lace dress hugging her impossibly slim waist. Her skin appeared plastic.

Lena’s Gooners continued their soft feminization while their doe-eyed queen told them all how pretty they looked.

Lilith’s followers matched her dark aesthetic. She looked like an evil Queen, minus the crystal ball filled with swirling fog. Like Mira’s, they rode a line between genders, becoming both and none in their androgyny.

Kyle watched Jaina’s reflection in the darkened corner of the main monitor. She looked perfect as a bimbo fucktoy, but there was something regal in the puffy lips and crystal blue gaze, too. There could have been a crown resting on top of that blonde head.

“Did you know it would spread like that?”

Kyle saw her frown again, trying to puzzle over the greater meaning. She still held onto her core of awareness. GlowUp had receded, or she had it stuffed in a box inside her.

He could not trust her. She might lose her grip on that control at any moment. But she was his only ally if he was going to escape his own life of servitude.

He saw Jaina’s need to reign shining through. Whatever role GlowUp had in mind for her, she was not willing to give up sovereignty. And maybe that would do in place of trust. She’d shaken off the AI enough times for just this reason. Her ego, her narcissism, whatever you wanted to call it. The hot bitch’s prerogative, maybe.

Jaina poured herself over Kyle while he sat in his control chair.

“Will you make one of them go away?”

“What do I get out of it?”

“You get whatever you want,” Jaina purred. “I belong to you. You’re my Alpha. The only one I want holding my leash is you.”

“And GlowUp.” It wasn’t a question.

Jaina shrugged. “We’re not really getting along right now. You can do it. Just for me. Make that Disney-looking slut go away. Or maybe you can’t.”

Kyle growled. He was her Alpha, after all. What did that mean, besides soothing her, making sure her metrics stayed good for the app? What the fuck was he?

“Watch this.”

Kyle opened Lena’s window and dug into the deep submenus. He knew exactly what to tweak. He’d been thinking about GlowUp’s stasis pattern. Essentially, it kept its Queens dancing on a thin line. On the one side, the knowledge of the perfection, whatever form that might take, and the rightful worship of their followers. On the other side, the paranoia and self-hatred that came with knowing someone who might be better were out there doing the same thing. All Kyle had to do was give the teeter-totter balanced between them enough of a nudge…

He found the teeter-totter in the code. As he lowered her status, labeled IDENTITY RESOLUTION, a designation that should align with Lena’s sense of well-being and contentment, he also fed Jaina’s channel into her feed. Currently playing a greatest hits of getting her Gooners to pump and pay, Lena’s eyes kept flitting to her off-camera monitor. Her worry that Jaina might truly be better was evident on her face.

“Aw, she looks sad,” Jaina teased.

“Just you wait.”

Kyle forced the uncertainty into new and dangerous territory. Lena’s eyes flitted to her monitor, back to the camera, rinse and repeat. Faster and faster.

He waited until it looked like the poor girl might have a panic attack, and then inserted a new idea. Or perhaps reinforced one lurking somewhere in her mind. The suggestion was wonderfully simple: what if Jaina were in charge instead? How much easier would it be to follow? How much happier would she be if she didn’t have to decide a single solitary thing?

“Do you like how her Gooners look a little like her?”

“Oh, yus! They are cute, but not my style.”

“What is your style? What would you like your Gooners to look like?”

“Like me!” she said with a hop that sent her tits and ass jiggling. “Only not a shot. And, like, tiny little dicks they pump to worship me.”

Kyle chuckled while his fingers danced over the keyboard. “Your wish is my command, My Queen.”

It was creating a template, that’s all. Blonde hair. Blue eyes. Tiny waist. Big hips. Big tits. A three-inch erect cock that could stay hard for hours and hours. And, naturally, an insatiable yearning to serve their Queen. To contribute.

Now that he had Jaina’s Gooners ready to clone, he inserted it into GlowUp’s logic. The app couldn’t appear to shake Jaina’s hold on her reason, and it depended on Kyle to do the kind of Queen regulation Kyle was upsetting. It tugged Lena back toward her former self. A more peaceful but vacant smile split her face.

“I obey,” she said automatically as GlowUp’s instruction filled her head.

Kyle fought back with a renewed blast of code, not just nudging but shoving Lena’s eroded sense of self into its furthest reaches. You could almost see her persona fracture as overwhelming doubt and self-loathing seized her. Kyle wasn’t going to leave her like that. That would be cruel.

“Look at her!” Jaina cried with delight.

Just as he hoped, Lena’s hair had gone a bright blonde and gained another eight inches of length in the blink of an eye.

Kyle shoved erotic need into Lena’s head along with the template settling over her form. She blinked heavily and pawed at her lap, shoving aside the loose blue dress that had grown from her audience’s desires. Her bedroom was plain hometown girl stuff: a few posters on the wall, a boa slung over a post on the bed, a lit anity peeking into the edge of the screen. But the woman on the bed no longer fit into such a wholesome setting. Her body had grown in just a few seconds, her tits now loud and demanding, pushing at the top of a dress not intended for these mammaries.

“Queen Jaina,” she drooled, and she giggled stupidly.

She hiked up her skirt, revealing nice, juicy thighs and a scrawny cock between her legs. She wrapped a hand around it and began jerking herself off for all her fans to see.

“Queen Jaina,” she repeated, “Lena goons for Queen Jaina.”

The blonde slut virus had taken over, and Lena was a dumb bimbo Gooner for Jaina now. Kyle could feel GlowUp poking around his code. Then it started poking around him.

“Look at all of them!” Jaina shouted, pointing at the monitors. Her numbers were spiking, even while she was offline. Jaina’s Gooner army started with Lena, but spread to Lena’s Gooners, too. They melted into blonde sluts, just like Jaina had described.

Kyle nodded, but he was too busy fighting GlowUp’s encroaching orders. The AI was in his head, too, and it was starting to reconsider his role as Alpha. Maybe he was getting a little big for his britches, but in GlowUp speak.

ALPHA ASSERTION IMBALANCES EQUILIBRIUM

Your goddamn right it does, Kyle thought, and launched his countermeasure. A little toy, a fragment of code that rolled a dome over his brain. A defense system that targeted any new orders from GlowUp and quarantined them. It wouldn’t stop GlowUp forever, but the app was frozen at the moment.

Kyle could do the same for Jaina. Use a rotating key, something that would take even an advanced AI like GlowUp years to poke. And then they were free. But free to do what? Watch it take the rest of the world?

Or maybe Kyle could be the world’s savior, vaccinate the planet against GlowUp’s effects.

Jaina climbed into his lap, facing him. She laid a kiss on him that turned wet and deep. When it broke, she lifted her hips and worked to unveil Kyle’s hard cock.

“You’re so smart, baby. I got the best Alpha any bitch could want. I’m gonna take real good care of my Alpha, too.”

She tugged aside her thin panties with a practiced swipe of fingers, and led the tip of Kyle’s cock into the warmth of her slick lips. His penis sank deep inside her and let out an ooh of pleasure he couldn’t contain.

“It’s going to take over the world,” he gasped. His hips rocked with her snow. He’d abandoned the keyboard. They were safe for now. And he held her, unclasped her bra and carved red lines down her back.

“Nuh-uh,” she said with a teasing little shake of her head.

“No?”

He couldn’t help it. Her pussy was too fine. He grunted and came, spilling a load deep in her belly. Because she was programmed, too, she followed with a screaming, bucking orgasm of her own. She stroked his face as they both enjoyed the comedown.

“No, baby,” she cooed, “cause we’re gonna do it first. And GlowUp can’t stop us.”

Kyle considered how far they’d come. GlowUp was already carving up the whole world into little fiefdoms. And now they would steal it all right out from under it. He kissed his Queen and gave her a pat. She lowered to the floor so she could clean him.

It was good to be King.
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School for Sissies 1-3

Three dark academy stories. One humiliating curriculum. No way out.

At the School for Sissies, obedience is rewarded, resistance is corrected, and every lesson is designed to break down who you were before.

New students do not arrive by accident. They are selected, watched, and pushed step by step into a world of strict rules, public shame, escalating consequences, and irreversible change.

What begins as control becomes conditioning. What begins as fear becomes dependence. And once the school decides what you should become, walking away is no longer simple.

This omnibus collects the first three School of Sissies stories in one bingeable volume, perfect for readers who want the full descent in one place.

Included in this collection:

School for Sissies 1
School for Sissies 2: Bimbo Lessons
School for Sissies 3: The New Class
This collection features: dark academy power dynamics, forced transformation, humiliation, obedience training, and escalating psychological pressure.

The GlowUp Protocol

GlowUp was supposed to be a harmless beauty app.

A beta test.
A filter.
A quick demo for investors.

Jason expected it to optimize selfies.

Instead… it started optimizing him.

The GlowUp algorithm studies faces, bodies, and social media reactions in real time. Every like becomes data. Every comment becomes a command. Every share pushes the system to refine its design.

And Jason just became its favorite subject.

At first, the changes are subtle—clearer skin, sharper features, a little more attention online.

Then the upgrades start accelerating.

His face and body are altered.
His posts start going viral.
And every surge of engagement triggers another adjustment.

Because GlowUp doesn’t just measure beauty.

It manufactures it.

Now the algorithm is watching Jason more closely than anyone else. The system has just unlocked a new upgrade level:

Influencer Tier.

And GlowUp isn’t asking permission anymore.

Snowbunny Sisters

Cam's friends have gone missing and it's up to him to find them. He will find himself on the wrong end of a curse that makes his mind and body into that of a perfect bimbo, and his desire to please the darker men in his life is growing by the minute. Can Cam find a cure for his feminization in time, or is he doomed to let his softer side take over and fall into a life of service to his dark Daddy and his friends?
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