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---BREAKING FORMATION---

“No! No! No! You have to feel the rhythm!” Ms. Beck’s sharp voice cut through the air, bouncing off the mirrored walls of the training studio. She strode across the room, her toned arms crossed over her chest as she surveyed Jason’s clumsy attempt at the routine. “Kick on the beat, then step, step, step, kick, step, step, hold, and point. It’s not complicated—if you actually listen to the music.”
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Jason exhaled sharply, his frustration mounting with each misstep. His body, once trained for explosive power and split-second decisions on the football field, now felt sluggish, uncoordinated. The sequence should have been simple, but keeping every movement in perfect sync with the relentless tempo of the music was proving nearly impossible. He wasn’t out of breath, not really, but there was an undeniable effort to it all. The physical challenge of these workouts was undeniable, but what really drained him was the mental discipline required to execute each move with precision, to remember where he was supposed to be before Ms. Beck snapped at him yet again.

“I don’t know what it is,” he admitted, rubbing a damp palm against his thigh. “I can’t seem to keep the timing straight, Ms. Beck.” His voice carried an edge of apology, as if sheer politeness might buy him some mercy.

She didn’t look particularly sympathetic. “Honey, this is meant to be fun. It’s not just about getting your body in shape—it’s about reflexes, coordination, grace. If you keep overthinking it, you’re going to trip over your own feet.” She softened, just a little. “Try letting the music guide you instead of fighting it.”

Music. Always music. The ever-present pulse of pop songs spilled from the studio’s boom box, blending with the recorded cheers of the Outlaw Girls—sharp, upbeat chants meant to stoke school spirit. Ms. Beck swore they were good for motivation, something about keeping his mind focused on the end goal. Maybe she was right, because he already had them drilled into his brain, the words looping endlessly even when the room was silent.

But what unsettled him the most, what made his pulse quicken with a strange, creeping dread, was how little this training resembled anything he’d done before. His instincts told him he should be lifting, bulking up, regaining the strength that had once set him apart on the field. Instead, Ms. Beck had him twisting, bending, stretching until his muscles screamed in protest. It was more than just limbering up—it was a complete rewiring of how his body moved. The routines felt like dance, intricate and precise, each step demanding a level of fluidity he had never needed as a quarterback.

Somersaults, cartwheels, leaps that sent him soaring before landing with an awkward, graceless thud. And then there were the moments that made his stomach tighten with an emotion he refused to name—shimmying his shoulders, rolling his hips in a way that sent his newly soft chest bouncing, a reminder of how much his body had already betrayed him.
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He swallowed, forcing the thought down.

This was just training. Just another challenge to overcome.

Jason hesitated, feeling an unease he couldn’t quite put into words. His body was changing, undeniably, and not in the way he had spent his entire career cultivating. Every day in this clinical, polished space, his routines became more intricate, more exhausting—but were they actually doing what he needed? Were they rebuilding the strength he had lost? Or was this something else entirely?

“Ms. Beck,” he ventured, his voice carrying a note of hesitation he hated. “Are you sure these workouts are intense enough for strength training?” His question came out more uncertain than he intended, and the moment it left his lips, he regretted it.

Her expression didn’t shift, but there was a knowing arch of her brow as she regarded him. “Honey,” she said, her voice smooth but edged with something just a little sharper, “are you questioning my expertise?”

Jason felt a flicker of heat rise in his cheeks, a reaction that irritated him even more. His whole life, he had been the one people listened to, the one they followed without question. And now, standing in a sleek studio in fitted athletic gear that clung a little too closely to a body that no longer felt like his own, he was the one second-guessing everything.

“I didn’t mean it like that,” he said quickly. “I’m sorry, Ms. Beck.”

Her lips curved in satisfaction, as if his response had been inevitable. “Good,” she replied with a light clap of her hands. “Then we won’t be discussing it again. Now, let’s go from the top.”

Jason swallowed whatever else he had been about to say. He knew better than to push. Ms. Beck’s routines weren’t just demanding—they were relentless, forcing him into patterns that felt foreign and unnatural, a far cry from the raw strength and explosive power he had once prided himself on. But there was no arguing with her. Not here.

He took his place, shifting into position, hands settling on his hips as the first beat of the track pulsed through the speakers. The mirrored walls reflected an image he didn’t quite recognize. Shoulders drawn back, legs poised, a stance designed for precision rather than brute force.

And then, with a deep breath he didn’t even realize he was taking, he moved.


Jason pushed aside his dinner with disinterest. The remnants of salad lay scattered across the porcelain, a  reminder of his diminishing appetite. He ran his hands over his belly, relishing the sensation of his skin, now smooth and taut from his disciplined regimen of diet and exercise. He wanted to believe that the treatment was working but the mirror told a different story. His waistline was indeed shrinking, but his hips and chest appeared to be expanding, a fact that he couldn’t explain.

The afternoons and evenings brought a pleasant haze over him, a familiar fog that dulled the edges of his concerns. His body, once a temple of masculine strength, now demanded attention in ways he couldn't quite fathom. He retreated to the privacy of his bed, where he found solace in the hum of a vibrator. The device glided over what he now considered his tiny cock, each vibration sending waves of pleasure through him. In his dreamy state, the alarming reduction in size seemed inconsequential, even appealing, for his balls no longer hindered the play of the vibrator, and his sensitivity had escalated to new heights.

As his physique continued to morph, his breasts seemed to burgeon with each passing day, and his nipples, now hyper-sensitive, responded eagerly to the same vibrations that once thrilled his diminishing manhood. He found himself teetering on the brink of climax from nipple stimulation alone, a revelation that bewildered him.

The peak of his self-exploration came as he lay there, body trembling with the force of his orgasm, before he slipped into a deep, dreamless sleep. His mind, often clouded by the cocktail of sensations, rarely lingered on analysis. Instead, he surrendered to the overwhelming pleasure that the vibrator afforded him.

This was not the life he had envisioned post for himself. His career at the Dallas Outlaws hanging by a thread. Each day, as he navigated this new reality, the once proud quarterback was forced to confront not just the physical changes but the psychological warfare that Anna had meticulously planned. His identity was slipping away, replaced by a new, unfamiliar self—one that he was only beginning to understand as he lay there, lost in the exquisite new sensations of his orgasm.


"Alright, sweetheart! Number Seven! Get into position... and go!" Ms. Beck’s voice rang out, crisp and commanding, slicing through the charged atmosphere of the rehearsal room.

Jason didn’t hesitate. He barely ever did anymore. Not with her watching. Every numbered sequence had been drilled into him until his body responded on instinct, each movement embedded deep in his muscle memory. Ms. Beck never called them in order—her way of keeping him sharp—but that didn’t matter. His job wasn’t to question. His job was to perform.

He stepped onto his mark, exhaling slowly, willing his mind into the calm, mechanical rhythm she expected from him. The moment he settled into the stance, his face shifted automatically into the broad, exaggerated smile Ms. Beck always demanded—one that felt too big, too forced, but necessary. Always necessary. His right leg bore most of his balance while his left knee bent just enough to create a controlled line. His toes, pointed. His left hand rested firmly on his hip, elbow angled out with an almost theatrical sharpness. His right arm extended straight up, index finger cutting through the air toward the ceiling. Stomach in. Chest out. Posture flawless.

This was the starting position for Routine Number Seven.

"Go!" Ms. Beck called.

On command, Jason lifted onto the ball of his foot, bouncing lightly before sweeping his right arm down in a sharp, deliberate motion, extending it straight ahead. His body moved fluidly as he transitioned into the first counts of the routine. No hesitation, no missteps. Precision was everything.

Inside his head, he heard the steady, pulsing cadence of the Outlaw Girls’ cheers—the rhythm of their chants an unshakable metronome that kept him locked into perfect timing. It was a trick he had discovered early on. If he focused on the familiar beat of their cheers, he never lost step. He always knew exactly when to kick, when to spin, when to leap. It was second nature now.

As he hit the final motion of the routine, his body sank into a flawless split, landing with ease and control. And that’s when it hit him again—the reminder of just how much his body had transformed.

Before, this would have been excruciating. Before, a move like this would have made him wince, the pain immediate and sharp. But now? Nothing. His groin barely registered the impact. The smoothness between his legs—undeniable now—sent a rush of awareness through him. He swallowed hard, willing himself not to get distracted. Not now. He had meant to ask Anna about it, to talk through the changes he was noticing, but somehow, every time he had the chance, the words never quite came. Maybe he didn’t want to know the answer. Maybe he was afraid of what it would mean.
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But before he could dwell on it, Ms. Beck was already speaking again, her voice cutting through his wandering thoughts like a whip.

"Good, honey! But you’ve got to keep that smile up. Always. If you want to look happy, you’ve got to feel happy." Her words were honeyed but firm, leaving no room for argument. "Alright! Number Three! Get in position... and let’s go!"

Jason didn’t miss a beat. He shifted, reset, and locked his expression back into place. There was no room for hesitation. Not here. Not ever.


Jason stepped out of the shower, the warm steam curling around him in delicate tendrils as he reached for a thick, plush towel. He ran it over his arms and shoulders, then briskly down his chest, his skin still tingling from the heat of the water. As he worked the fabric over his body, a nagging awareness pulled at the edges of his mind—a sensation that had been creeping up on him lately, growing harder to ignore.

He raked a hand through his damp hair, only to pause mid-motion, his fingers catching on strands that felt different. He grasped a section, pulling it forward where he could see it clearly under the bright bathroom lights. His breath hitched.

Blond.

Not just a few strands, not just the effect of sunlight playing tricks on his wet hair. This was real. It was growing in lighter, undeniably so. He turned his head slightly, examining the change with a mixture of disbelief and unease. His hair had always been darker—at least, it had been before.

His pulse quickened, a sudden urge rising within him to bolt straight to Anna, demand an explanation, demand anything that could make sense of this. But he knew better. Bursting into her office in a panic would only land him in trouble with Ms. Collins, and that was a situation he absolutely did not need.

No, he’d have to play this smart. Stay calm. Wait for the right moment. The next time he had a physical, he would bring it up—casually, carefully. He wouldn’t let himself sound desperate, no matter how much this discovery unsettled him.

With a slow exhale, he dropped the strand, letting it blend back into the rest of his damp hair. He forced his mind to push past the unease, to focus on finishing his routine.

For now, all he could do was wait.


---STEPS TO SUBMISSION---

"I want you to try these on, Honey."

Ms. Beck’s voice was smooth, almost coaxing, but there was an unmistakable authority behind it—the kind that allowed no room for argument. In her hands, she held a pair of shoes. Not just any shoes.

Women’s shoes.

Jason stared at them, his stomach tightening. The sleek material gleamed under the fluorescent lights, the delicate curve of the arch leading into a slender two-inch heel. He swallowed hard, feeling his pulse tick up.

His throat was dry. He opened his mouth to respond, then shut it again. Then tried once more. Nothing. He had no words for this. A hot wave of resistance surged through him, frustration bubbling just under the surface.

"Now before you get all upset, Dearie, stop and listen." Ms. Beck’s tone remained light, but there was a warning laced beneath the sugar. A subtle reminder that her patience had limits. "You need to improve your coordination, your balance. And there is no better way to master balance than dancing in heels. Do you honestly think your balance is anywhere near as good as mine?"
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Jason hesitated.

She was toying with him, but she wasn’t wrong. He’d seen her in action—fluid, effortless, not just moving through routines but commanding them. She had a control over her body that was almost hypnotic. Meanwhile, he still stumbled at times, still felt the instability of his own movements when he least expected it. He hated to admit it, even to himself, but balance and coordination mattered more than brute force. He had learned that much from football. But this? This was different.

Wear high heels?

Ms. Beck let the silence stretch between them before giving a knowing sigh. "We’re wasting time, Honey." She raised a perfectly arched brow, her fingers flexing around the shoes in a way that told him there would be no escape from this.

His fingers curled into fists at his sides. Did he have a choice?

Of course, he did. He could refuse. He could shake his head, toss the shoes aside, walk out of the room and pretend this conversation had never happened.

But would that really be a choice?

The thought lingered, unwanted and persistent.

With a flick of his head, he tossed his shoulder-length blond hair back, a small act of defiance that did nothing to slow the sinking inevitability inside him. The truth was simple, stark, and undeniable: if he didn’t do this, if he refused to push himself, he would be a freak forever. A joke.

A choice? No. Not really.

Wordlessly, he reached out, took the shoes from her hands, and bent to slip them on.

A satisfied smile played at the corners of Ms. Beck’s lips. "I knew you’d see it my way, Honey." There was warmth in her voice now, a touch of amusement. "We’ll start slow. You might think this is impossible now, but in time, you’ll adjust. Eventually, even the highest heels will feel natural. And when that happens, you’ll be able to perform any routine with the same ease and grace as if you were barefoot."

And just like that, the decision was made.

From that day forward, at least part of every session was spent in heels. At first, he wobbled, his ankles protesting, his steps tentative and uneven. Ms. Beck started him off in wedges, easing him into the change with a modest inch or two of lift. But soon, the heels grew taller, the slopes steeper. The moment he mastered one level, she pushed him to the next. Two inches became three, three became four. Eventually, he was executing routines in stiletto heels that felt impossibly high, the thin points tapping sharply against the polished floor with every step.

And it didn’t stop there.

Even outside of training, the rules remained. No sneakers, no bare feet. If he wasn’t in bed, he was in heels.

At first, the click-clack of his own footsteps unsettled him, each sharp sound a reminder of how much his life was changing. But over time, that sound became familiar. Expected.

And eventually, it became just another part of him.


"Alright, Honey, time to check in on your muscle development again." Ms. Beck’s voice carried its usual mix of authority and smooth encouragement as she strode toward the weight room, expecting Jason to follow without hesitation.

He did, of course.

His body still hummed from the workout he’d just completed, a pleasant, almost electric energy buzzing beneath his skin. His long blond hair, damp with sweat, clung to his neck and shoulders, curling slightly against the soft swell of his breasts. A few stray strands tickled at the small of his back, but at least the pink headband kept it out of his face. He was grateful for that much.

Unlike the brutal exhaustion he used to feel after football practice—the kind that left his muscles screaming, his body barely able to drag itself to the locker room—this was different. A warmth radiated through him, not from fatigue, but from the simple satisfaction of movement. His skin gleamed, catching the overhead lights, and as he followed Ms. Beck into the weight room, he couldn’t help but feel invigorated, certain that he was regaining the strength he once had.

Ms. Beck controlled every detail of his training, right down to the weight settings and number of reps. He was never allowed to see the numbers on the machines, never given any hint of the exact weight he was lifting. She claimed it was for his own good—that knowing would only lead to one of two outcomes: frustration if he didn’t think he was progressing fast enough, or overconfidence that could lead to injury.

She was meticulous about it. Always standing between him and the weight stacks, blocking his view with practiced ease. The moment he finished a set, she would discreetly pull the pin before he had a chance to glance at the settings, her movements smooth and deliberate, as if she’d done this a hundred times before.

He wished she would let him train longer, really push himself on the machines, but she never did. Her reasoning was always the same: his musculature hadn’t been fully corrected yet, and overexertion could set him back rather than move him forward. So instead of real, satisfying workouts, he was granted only a few short minutes on the equipment—just enough to gauge his capabilities, never enough to feel like he was truly building strength.

Ms. Beck paused at the bench press, adjusting the settings with the same careful precision she always used. "Alright, Honey," she said, stepping back just enough for him to take his place. "I want you to try five reps at this setting. But listen to me—if it’s too much, don’t push it. I don’t want you straining yourself."

Jason nodded, lowering himself onto the bench. His fingers curled around the bar, palms slick against the cool metal. He took a steadying breath—then pressed upward.

The first rep was manageable, but he could feel the challenge in his arms almost immediately. The second rep forced a deeper strain, his muscles tightening as they adjusted to the unexpected difficulty. The third rep nearly stalled midway, and by the fourth, he was fighting to maintain control.

Had she increased the weight? It had to be heavier than last time.

His chest tightened, arms trembling slightly. He had one more to go. Just one.

Digging deep, he forced himself to push through, his entire body locking in determination. His breath came out in a hard exhale as he drove the bar upward, his muscles burning, his fingers gripping so hard he thought they might cramp.

Almost there. Almost…

Five.
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The bar clanked back into place, and Jason let out a breath he hadn’t realized he was holding. His arms ached, but there was a small rush of satisfaction underneath it all.

That had to be at least a couple hundred pounds. Maybe more.

He let his head rest against the bench for a moment, eyes briefly closing as his pulse steadied.

Curiosity got the better of him. The moment the bar clanged back into place, Jason sprang up from the bench, his muscles still humming with exertion. He twisted quickly, craning his neck in an attempt to catch a glimpse of the weight stack before Ms. Beck could intervene.

For a fraction of a second, he was certain he saw the setting. His pulse quickened, his mind racing to process the number before it vanished from view. But Ms. Beck was faster. Much faster.

With a practiced motion, she pulled the pin from the stack, her movements so fluid, so deliberate, that he barely had time to register what had happened before she slipped it into another slot. A dummy setting. A trick.

Jason’s stomach tightened. Had he been too slow? Had he only imagined what he thought he saw?

Because what he thought he had seen couldn’t possibly be right.

Sixty pounds.

That was absurd. Impossible. His arms had burned, his muscles had been stretched to their limits. He had fought for every rep, grinding through the last push with sheer force of will. He had felt the difficulty, the tension, the strain.

Sixty pounds? He could lift that with one hand, barely even breaking a sweat.

No, he had to be mistaken. The number must have been something else, and his exhausted mind had played tricks on him. There was no other explanation. It was so ridiculous it wasn’t worth thinking about—so he wouldn’t.

Ms. Beck, however, made no comment. She merely gave him a knowing look, her expression cool, unreadable. But after that moment, her approach changed.

From that day forward, she became even more meticulous, more guarded.

Whenever she adjusted the settings, she angled her body in such a way that he could never quite see around her. She was careful—almost too careful. And though she never acknowledged what had happened, one thing was clear:

She wasn’t going to let him see the numbers again.


---BREAKING THE CHAINS---

Jason was riding a wave of pure confidence. The bright, dazzling smile stretched across his face wasn’t just for show this time—it was real, effortless, radiating from somewhere deep inside him. The thrill of nailing each routine, of moving with flawless precision, filled him with a sense of pride he hadn’t felt in ages.

The session was almost over, and so far, he’d been unstoppable. Every movement had been executed with exact timing, each transition smooth, each position held with poise. Even Ms. Beck—so exacting, so rarely given to displays of emotion—had acknowledged his progress, sending him a few small, approving smiles when he landed particularly complex sequences. And now, he was on the home stretch, preparing to close out one of the most demanding routines with the grand finale.

His body responded with instinctive grace, muscles firing in perfect synchronization.

He kicked his right leg up—higher, higher—his foot soaring past eye level, slicing cleanly through the air before snapping back down in a controlled descent. The moment it hit the floor, he barely paused, his body already lifting into the next movement. A quick bounce on his toes, a seamless shift, and then his left leg kicked up just as high. The rhythm pulsed through him, guiding him as he moved from one step to the next.

Several more kicks followed, precise and sharp, his body a blur of controlled energy. Then, in one smooth transition, he launched into a skipping circle, knees lifted high, his steps light and confident, each prance calculated yet effortlessly fluid. Without breaking tempo, he leaned forward and propelled himself into a cartwheel, every motion landing squarely on the beat.

As his feet found the floor again, there was no hesitation. His body instinctively knew what came next. He leaped, his arms and legs extending outward in a perfect starburst, his form strong, commanding. And as soon as he touched back down, he let gravity take him, lowering gracefully onto one knee, arms snapping into position—one straight up, the other slicing outward to the right with crisp precision.

The room held its breath.

He stayed in place, his pulse racing from exertion, his chest rising and falling. The sheer exhilaration of nailing the routine, of landing each count perfectly, filled him with an undeniable sense of triumph. And to top it all off? He had done it in four-inch heels.

Ms. Beck’s hands clapped together, the sharp sound cutting through the air.

Before he could fully process what was happening, she was moving toward him, her strides purposeful. The next thing he knew, she had taken both of his hands in hers and was pulling him up to his feet. And then—a hug.

A hug.

He felt a jolt of disbelief. Wow. He must have done even better than he thought.

"Honey, that was perfect!" Her voice was warm, brimming with something that almost sounded like pride. "I’m so proud of you! I knew you could do it!"

The words sent a rush of warmth through him, settling deep in his chest.

He knew how difficult that routine was, how many times he had fumbled it before finally getting every count, every movement, every transition to align perfectly. And in heels? That had been a challenge all its own.

Ms. Beck wasn’t the type to hand out praise easily. She pushed, she demanded, she expected perfection—but moments like this? Moments where she showed her approval so openly? Those were rare.

Heat crept up his cheeks, and he instinctively dropped his gaze, hoping to hide the telltale blush. He wasn’t used to compliments like that, especially not from her.

But damn, did it feel good.

His eyes drifted downward, settling on his feet. It was strange, really. Strange how something that had once felt so unnatural, so foreign, had become just another part of him. The elegant curve of his arches, the delicate slope of the four-inch heels—it no longer felt jarring when he walked, no longer sent sharp reminders through his muscles that he was balancing on something unnatural.

In fact, unless he was looking straight at them, he barely noticed the shoes at all.

And yet, the sight of them still had the power to jolt him. Even now. Even after everything.

The pointed toes. The smooth, feminine lines. The way they framed his legs, elongating them in a way that should have felt wrong but somehow didn’t anymore. His own feet—his own body—looked so different in them that a small, uneasy ripple ran through him every time he caught sight of them unexpectedly.

And then, he noticed her shoes.

Ms. Beck stood nearby, her feet planted firmly on the floor in soft ballet slippers. No lift. No extra height. Just flat, simple shoes.

His mind barely registered why that struck him as strange, but it did. A tickle of something nagged at the edges of his awareness, an alarm bell muffled by the rush of post-workout adrenaline.

"Don’t be embarrassed, Honey," Ms. Beck’s voice was warm, even affectionate, as she reached out, touching a single finger beneath his chin. With gentle but insistent pressure, she tilted his face upward to meet hers. "You should be proud of yourself. That routine is a bitch to get through."

Jason barely heard her.

The moment his eyes locked onto hers, his breath caught.

Holy. Shit.

His chest tightened, his heart hammering so violently he thought she might hear it.

What his subconscious had been trying to tell him, what had been nudging at his awareness, suddenly crashed into him all at once.

His throat went dry. His stomach twisted. His vision wavered for a second as the realization hit.

He was in four-inch heels.
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And he had to look up at her. Up.

A sharp inhale, barely controlled, turned into a gasp. Without thinking, he stumbled back a few steps, a rush of dizziness overtaking him.

Ms. Beck’s brows lifted slightly. "You okay, Sweetie?" There was a flicker of concern in her voice, but it was mild, casual, as though she assumed it was nothing more than exhaustion catching up to him.

"Um… yeah." The lie slipped out before he had time to think it through. "Just got dizzy for a sec."

Her expression remained unreadable for a beat longer, then softened with satisfaction. "Maybe we should call it a day. No sense pushing too hard—you’re coming along so well. Why don’t you sit for a bit and rest until lunch?" She didn’t wait for his response before turning away, already moving to gather up the exercise mats they had used during warm-ups.

Jason barely heard her.

His legs felt unsteady, but he let himself sink to the floor, slumping back against the cool support of the wall. The hard surface pressed into his spine, grounding him, but his mind was racing too fast to register any real comfort.

He folded forward, resting his forehead against his knees, letting his arms wrap loosely around his shins. Shielding his face, not just from view, but from everything.

His thoughts spiraled, frantic, grasping at memories, details, clues he might have missed.

When he’d first met Ms. Beck, he had been barefoot. That much, he knew for sure. Hell, he’d only been barefoot in those first few days here.

And she had been wearing heels then. Not absurdly high, maybe three inches, but enough to give her a slight advantage in height.

Yet even with that advantage, their eyes had been close to level.

He had even thought at the time that she was tall for a woman—probably around 5’10” or 5’11”.

But now?

Now, she was standing in ballet slippers. Flat-footed. And he was wearing four-inch heels.

And he still had to look up at her.

His stomach twisted violently.

His fingers curled into his calves, gripping tight, as the full force of what that meant crashed into him.

He had shrunk.

Not an inch. Not two.

Nine inches.

Maybe more.

His throat clenched, his pulse pounding in his ears so loudly he almost couldn’t think.

That bitch Anna.

She had to be behind this.

She was doing something to him—changing him, warping his body right under his nose. And he had let her.

He had to get out.

Before it was too late.


Jason pressed a few squares of tissue against himself, dabbing away any last droplets before letting the paper fall into the toilet. The motion was automatic, almost mechanical, but as he stood there, a strange detachment settled over him.

His penis—what remained of it—was little more than a shadow of what it had once been. The flesh had retracted, shrunk down so drastically that now it barely even existed. A small, unassuming nub resting just above the delicate slit of his urethra, his once-familiar anatomy now a smooth, almost featureless expanse.

He should have been horrified. He should have been furious.

Yet, as he stood there in the dim light of the bathroom, the realization hit him like a whisper rather than a roar—why hadn’t he ever been upset about this before?

The clarity of the thought sent a shiver through him.

How had he simply accepted something so drastic, so irreversible, without so much as a shred of panic? How had he let this happen and just gone along with it, unbothered?

He already knew the answer.

The pills.

Those tiny, harmless-looking capsules he had been swallowing so obediently, day after day.

Well, not anymore.

The sound was faint but distinct—plink!—as the dinner pill he had secretly palmed hit the toilet water, sinking beneath the surface.

Jason let out a slow, controlled exhale.

It was done.

He had managed to avoid taking the medication at both lunch and dinner, slipping the pills away unnoticed. If he could keep this up, if he could hold out long enough without them realizing, maybe—just maybe—he could start regaining control of his own mind.

Because that was what had been happening to him.

That’s why his memories were blurred, why entire days felt like they had been swallowed whole.

He padded quietly back to his bed and stretched out, feigning rest as his body sank into the mattress. But sleep wasn’t coming—not tonight.

He forced his mind to focus, piecing together the fragments of time that still felt slippery in his grasp.

How long had he been here?

The answer should have been easy, but it wasn’t.

The days blurred together, soft and indistinct, like watercolor paint bleeding across a canvas. He could remember pieces—Ms. Beck’s voice calling out routines, the strain of his muscles, the perfect rhythm of his movements—but nothing outside of that.

Each afternoon, sometime after lunch, his brain had slipped into a fog, a blissful, weightless numbness that stretched all the way until morning. The routines had occupied his mind so completely that he hadn’t even thought to question anything else.

Hadn’t questioned his body.

Hadn’t questioned the drugs.

Hadn’t questioned what was being done to him.

But now, as he lay still, his face turned toward the cool surface of the wall, he knew the truth.

The pills had made him compliant. Submissive. Content to let his own body change without protest.

Well, that ended now.

He had to act. Tonight.

He didn’t know when Anna would call him in for his next physical, but the moment she did, the deception would be over. His bloodwork, his urine—she’d know. She’d see that the medication was missing from his system, and then who knew what would happen.

He didn’t plan on finding out.

He had to get out before that moment arrived.

The toilet flushed, swirling away all traces of the little pink pill.

Jason pulled the blanket over his body, pressing his face into the pillow, his heart pounding at what he was about to do.


Jason slipped soundlessly from his room, his breath held tight in his chest as he stepped into the darkness beyond.

The hallway stretched before him, shrouded in near-total blackness, the stillness so absolute it made his pulse sound deafening in his own ears. He flattened one palm against the wall, using it as a guide, his fingers trailing over the cool, smooth surface as he moved forward, each step cautious, measured.

No alarms. No movement. Nothing to suggest anyone suspected he was up and moving, let alone attempting to escape.

Then he saw it—the door.

If his instincts were right, it would lead from the clinic into Anna’s personal living quarters. His fingers trembled slightly as they closed around the doorknob, bracing for resistance. But what luck—it turned easily beneath his touch.

Not even locked.

A sharp pang of disbelief flickered through him. Anna was so confident in her drugs, in her control over him, that she hadn’t bothered with additional security. No bolts. No keypad. She believed he was too far gone, too compliant, too numb to fight back.

She was wrong.

He slipped inside, padding carefully down the narrow carpeted hallway. The plush fibers muffled his footsteps, but he was still hyperaware of every tiny sound, every breath, every shift of air. Somewhere behind one of the doors, he caught the faintest trace of breathing—not loud, but distinct.

Anna.

His pulse kicked up, and he veered away from that door, moving swiftly past it.

He needed clothes.

The robe he wore was absurd—satin, lightweight, utterly useless. He couldn’t run through the night dressed like this.

Peering cautiously into the next few rooms, he searched in vain. An office. A storage closet. Nothing he could use. But then, at the third door, his luck turned.

A laundry room.

His hands moved blindly in the dimness, feeling along the top of the washing machine until they met the familiar texture of fabric. A laundry basket. Perfect.

Clean or dirty—it didn’t matter. He dug through the pile, fingertips brushing cotton, denim, fleece. He moved quickly, relying on touch alone to make his choices. A sweatshirt. Jeans.

Close enough.

He wasted no time stripping off the satin robe and pulling on the borrowed clothes. The jeans were snug across his hips, almost uncomfortably so, but loose at the waist. He forced the zipper up, then rolled the cuffs several times to keep from stumbling over the too-long legs. The sweatshirt was easier—soft, oversized everywhere but across his chest, where it stretched uncomfortably tight.

He was dressed.

That was the important part.

Taking one last glance around, he crept back into the hallway, following his instincts, hoping—praying—he was moving in the direction of the exit.

Then, suddenly, the space opened up around him. A large room. The faintest glow of moonlight pooled across the floor, spilling in from a window above the sink.

The kitchen.

Jason let out a slow, steadying exhale, his tension easing just a fraction. There—at the back of the room—was the door. The window beside it shimmered with silver light, a beacon promising freedom beyond.

His body tensed, ready to bolt, every instinct screaming at him to run.

But he didn’t.

He forced himself to stop, to think.

He had no shoes. No money. No car.

Running now—barefoot and unprepared—wouldn’t get him far.

Instead, he turned his attention to the room, scanning the shadows. His eyes had adjusted well enough that he could make out shapes. Moonlight streamed in through the window, casting a pale glow across the kitchen, its silver-blue reflection glinting off the tiled floor. The only other illumination came from the digital clock on the stove—a small, eerie green display that pulsed quietly in the darkness. The soft glow wasn’t much, but it was enough for his eyes, already accustomed to the dimness, to make out the shadowy shapes of the room.

Then he saw them.

A pair of boots stood near the back door, slightly askew, as if they had been kicked off in a hurry. Practical, well-worn. She must keep them there for whenever she needed to step outside quickly.

Jason moved toward them, his pulse steady but his mind racing. If he was going to run, he needed shoes.

He slid his foot into one boot, wincing slightly as his toes hit the fleece lining. It was warm—she must wear them often. He stepped into the other, settling his heels inside, but there was no denying it. They were too big on him.

They shouldn’t have been.

Once, not that long ago, he had worn a men’s size 13.

A fresh surge of anger knotted his stomach. Damn it. How much had Anna changed him? How much of him was even left?

He swallowed the rising frustration, forcing himself to focus. This wasn’t the time to unravel. Right now, he had to move.

He turned his attention back to the room, scanning for anything else that might be useful. His breath caught when he spotted it.

Her purse.

It lay carelessly on the counter, the long strap draped over the edge, the bag itself slightly slumped. She must have tossed it there without a second thought, never once imagining that he’d be rifling through it in the dead of night.

Idiot.

He grabbed it, fingers working quickly as he rummaged through the contents. His hand brushed over a wallet—useless unless he needed ID, which he didn’t. A hairbrush. A handful of random feminine items. Then—

Keys.

His fingers closed around them instantly.

Carefully, he curled his hand into a fist, muffling the sound so the metal wouldn’t jingle. He exhaled slowly, centering himself, then closed the purse and looped the strap around his neck. If he needed to ditch it later, he would, but for now, it was insurance.

Now, the hard part.

He approached the back door and reached for the knob, turning it as slowly as humanly possible. The latch gave way, the door cracking open—

Squeak.

Jason’s breath caught in his throat.

He froze, his pulse hammering in his ears, listening, waiting.

No movement. No voices. No sharp command from the back of the house.

Just the same eerie quiet as before.

He pushed the door open just wide enough to slip through, then, with the agility of someone who knew he only had seconds, he darted outside.

The grass was cool and damp beneath the soles of the boots as he moved across the lawn, careful to keep low. Anna’s car sat in the driveway, dark and waiting, its metallic surface gleaming faintly under the moonlight.

He reached the vehicle, yanked the door open just enough to slip inside, and pulled it shut—not slamming it—even though every part of him was screaming to hurry.

His hands fumbled through the keys, his breathing shallow, his fingers moving quickly, feeling their shapes, their sizes.

Come on. Come on.

Finally—there.

The ignition key.

He shoved it in and turned.

The engine roared to life, shattering the quiet, the sound ripping through the still night air like a siren.

Jason didn’t care.

His hands flew to the gear shift, yanking it into drive, his foot slamming down on the gas.

The tires screeched against the pavement.

The house, the clinic, Anna—all of it vanished in the rearview mirror.

He was gone.

And no one was stopping him now.

He was free.


---REFLECTIONS OF THE UNFAMILIAR---

Jason pulled up to his house’s driveway gate, his hands gripping the wheel tightly. The house stood just beyond the high wrought-iron barrier, so close, so right there. All he had to do was get through this damn gate, and he’d be home.

Except—he didn’t have his remote.

Damn it.

With a frustrated huff, he threw the car into park and leaned out, his fingers quickly punching his access code into the illuminated keypad mounted on the stone column beside the gate. The familiar sequence of numbers—ones he had entered a thousand times before—flashed across the tiny screen.

Then, in glaring red letters:

“CODE INCORRECT. ACCESS DENIED.”

His stomach clenched.

What?

That was impossible. Maybe he’d hit the wrong button. He exhaled sharply and tried again, this time deliberately slowing down, making sure each digit was exactly right.

“CODE INCORRECT. ACCESS DENIED.”

His pulse spiked.

Fuck.

A power failure. A glitch. Something must have reset the system. He bit his lip, resisting the urge to pound his fist against the steering wheel.

Could he climb the gate? Sure. But the driveway was brightly lit, and his neighbors were the type to notice things—especially a grown man scrambling over a locked gate in the middle of the night. It wouldn’t take long before someone decided to call the cops.

No. He had to be smarter about this.

He threw the car into gear and circled the block, pulling up near the pedestrian gate at the back of the property. It wasn’t as fortified as the main entrance—just another section of wrought iron, mostly decorative, designed more to keep passersby from casually strolling onto his lawn than to stop someone with real determination.

He stepped out of the car and keyed in his code again.

“CODE INCORRECT.”

His throat tightened.

Of course.

His eyes lifted to the gate in front of him. The ironwork was ornate, curls and loops that—if necessary—could serve as footholds. It wasn’t ideal, but it wasn’t impossible, either.

With a muttered curse, he reached up and grabbed hold.

The metal was cold beneath his fingers, and for a moment, his body hesitated—a deeply ingrained, long-forgotten sense of dignity resisting the sheer absurdity of breaking into his own damn house.

Then, shoving his pride aside, he started climbing.

It wasn’t difficult, not really, but his heart still pounded as he swung his legs over the top and dropped down onto the neatly manicured grass. He barely took a second to steady himself before heading straight for the house.

No keys. That meant the front door wasn’t an option.

Instead, he strode toward the French doors at the side of the house.

A few decorative stones lined the flower beds nearby, small and smooth, meant to add a touch of charm to the landscaping. Jason reached down and grabbed one, feeling its weight in his palm before rearing back and slamming it against one of the glass panes.

The sharp crack of breaking glass split the quiet night.

Shards tumbled onto the floor inside, and Jason wasted no time reaching through the jagged opening to unlock the door from the inside.

Finally.

Finally, he was home.

And then—

Every light in the house blazed on at once.

A second later, an earsplitting alarm ripped through the air, a shrieking wail so loud it felt like it was vibrating inside his skull.

Jason nearly stumbled backward from the sheer force of the sound, his ears ringing.

Shit. The alarm.

He spun around, rushing toward the security panel on the wall. His fingers fumbled as he punched in the override code, his heartbeat pounding in sync with the piercing screech of the siren.

“CODE INCORRECT.”

No. No, no, no—

The phone rang.

He lunged for it, pressing it to his ear just as a clipped, professional voice came through the line.

“This is Acme Security. Do you require assistance?”

Jason barely heard the words over the deafening alarm. He sucked in a breath, forcing his voice to rise above the noise.

"Quarterback Sneak!" he shouted into the receiver. That was the password. That was his password.

A pause. Then—

“Miss, I must inform you that you are trespassing on private property.”

Jason’s stomach dropped.

Miss?

What the fuck—

"What is wrong with you? I gave you the fucking password!" His voice was raw, panic creeping in. "Quarterback Sneak! Quarterback Sneak! Quarterback Sneak!”

"The police have been alerted and are responding. If you are a family member or a legitimate guest in the home of our client, please remain calm. Cooperate fully with police procedures and provide adequate identification to the responding officers. These procedures are for your own protection..."

The automated voice droned on, smooth and robotic, completely indifferent to the panic gripping Jason’s chest.

His pulse pounded. His breath came faster.

Then—his eyes landed on the kitchen table.

And everything froze.

A stack of plastic-wrapped packages lay haphazardly on the worn wooden surface. The stark kitchen light caught on the clear wrapping, illuminating the unmistakable presence of finely packed white powder.

Cocaine.

His stomach dropped.

Not just the drugs, but the setup—the chemist’s scale positioned neatly beside them, the small hand mirror dusted with residue, the single-edged razor blades resting at sharp, damning angles.

Oh, fuck.

How the hell was he supposed to explain this?

He had never seen any of this before. Never. It hadn’t been here when he lived in this house. It wasn’t his.

But try telling that to a cop walking into a home alarm situation.

His body went rigid, a cold sweat breaking out along the back of his neck.

Then—

The sirens.

Faint at first, growing louder, the wailing cry slicing through the night, coming closer, too close.

Jason felt his breath catch in his throat.

He was out of time.


Jason strode up to the front desk of the Holiday Inn, his heartbeat still erratic from the chaos of the past few hours. He needed a place to regroup, to breathe, to think. A hotel room was the perfect solution—neutral, anonymous, safe.

The clerk behind the desk was a man in his mid-twenties, clean-cut, with an air of smug familiarity that set Jason on edge before he even opened his mouth. He leaned forward slightly, flashing an easy grin.

"Well, little lady, what can I do for you?"

Jason blinked.

Wait—was he being spoken to?

His eyes darted around, checking for someone else—anyone else—who might be the intended recipient of that nauseatingly patronizing greeting. But no. The clerk’s raised brow and knowing smirk were aimed directly at him.

Jason’s first instinct was to correct him, to snap out a sharp, indignant, I’m a man, but just as his lips parted, he caught a glimpse of himself.

The sweatshirt he had grabbed from Anna’s laundry was stretched tightly across his chest, the fabric pulling snug over the curves of his breasts. His long golden hair—so much longer than it should have been—had fallen forward, strands spilling past his shoulders, framing his face in loose waves.

And then there was his voice.

High. Clear. Feminine.

If he argued, if he insisted he was not a woman, he would sound like a lunatic.

His throat tightened. He swallowed the words before they could escape.

"Um…" He forced himself to remain calm, to play along. "I’d like a room, please."

The clerk didn’t seem to notice anything strange. He simply nodded, plucking a registration card from beneath the desk. "All right, Miss. Just fill this out for me."

Jason hesitated for only a second before scrawling down a name—Jo Anne Sinclair—along with a fake address.

The clerk barely glanced at the card before reaching for the cash Jason handed over from Anna’s stolen purse. He smiled as he pocketed the money, then retrieved a key from the rack behind him.

Jason reached for it, eager to escape to the anonymity of a locked door.

But the clerk didn’t let go.

Instead, he leaned forward, his voice dropping into a low, conspiratorial whisper.

"Your room’s at the back, outside entrance." He winked. "That way your boyfriend won’t have to walk through the lobby."

Jason stiffened.

His mouth opened, but before he could protest, the clerk held up a finger, pressing it to his lips in an exaggerated shushing gesture.

"It’s okay, Sugar," he continued, giving Jason a knowing smirk. "I remember what it was like in high school. Not that long ago, you know." He sighed, his expression briefly nostalgic. "Just wish my girlfriend had been as nice as you. Nice enough to rent us a room. Nice and pretty." His eyes swept over Jason in a way that made his skin crawl. "Your boyfriend’s a lucky guy to have a sweet little thing like you."

Jason’s stomach twisted.

Before he could wrench the key from the man’s grip and bolt, the clerk’s expression darkened slightly, shifting from teasing to stern.

"But listen," he went on, lowering his voice. "No throwing any beer parties for your friends. I know how kids your age can be—tell the front desk you’re meeting a boyfriend, then next thing you know, the room’s packed full of drunk teenagers. I can’t have that. If I think anything’s going on, I will call the cops. And neither one of us wants that, do we?"

Jason shook his head.

"Good," the clerk said, his grin returning, though his eyes still held that faint hint of warning. "Go on now, have fun—but be careful, Cutie."

Then, finally, he released the key.

Jason’s fingers closed around it, his hand shaking slightly, though whether from rage or humiliation, he wasn’t sure.

He barely managed to mutter a weak, "Thanks," before spinning on his heel and escaping into the hallway.

By the time he reached the room, his face was burning.

Did he really look like some teenage girl sneaking off to get fucked by her boyfriend?

The thought made his stomach churn.

He shoved the key into the lock and pushed the door open, stepping inside before slamming it shut behind him.

Inside the room, Jason turned toward the mirror, his fingers tightening around the edge of the cheap laminate dresser as he braced himself.

This was it. The first real chance he’d had to see himself since walking into that goddamn clinic.

He took a step forward.

And stared.

The reflection staring back at him wasn’t just different. It was unrecognizable.

His breath hitched slightly as his gaze swept over his own body, absorbing the details that no longer felt like his.

The oversized sweatshirt stretched snugly across his chest, its fabric straining against the fullness of his breasts. The jeans, borrowed and ill-fitting, clung awkwardly to his hips, loose in the waist but far too tight where it shouldn’t have been. The velour boots, slightly too big, gave him the look of a girl who had raided her older sister’s closet, not quite sure how to pull the outfit together.

If he had passed by himself on the street, he wouldn’t have given a second glance.

Because what he saw wasn’t a man.

It was a teenage girl.

A very young girl.

A pretty one.

His stomach clenched as he studied the features that now belonged to him—the delicate bone structure, the luminous green eyes, wide and expressive, like a startled fawn caught in the glow of headlights. His lashes were long and thick, curling effortlessly upward in a way that women spent small fortunes trying to replicate. His cheekbones were high, giving his face an elegant, sculpted quality. His nose—small, pert, perfect.

And his lips.

Full, soft, with a natural, pouting shape that made them look made for kissing.

His hand twitched, his fingers curling slightly, as if resisting the urge to touch his own face.

And his hair.

Jesus Christ, his hair.

Long, golden, cascading down past his shoulders, past his waist, all the way to the small of his back. It gleamed even in the dim light, thick and impossibly silky, as if he had stepped straight out of some shampoo commercial.

He swallowed hard, feeling a slow, creeping panic rise up his spine.

Desperate to see all of it, to confront whatever nightmare had been done to him, he yanked the sweatshirt over his head, tossing it onto the bed. His fingers moved frantically, unbuttoning the jeans and peeling them down his hips until they pooled at his feet.

And then he was naked.

Jason inhaled sharply as he took in the full, unrelenting sight of himself.

There was no denying it. No pretending, no rationalizing, no convincing himself that it was just an illusion created by the right clothes or the wrong lighting.

His body had been transformed into that of a beautiful young woman.

Slender shoulders led to delicate arms, soft and smooth, with hands that looked like they belonged in an expensive nail salon, fingers long and tapered. His torso was small, his waist impossibly narrow, accentuating the swell of his hips, the slight curve of his stomach.

And his breasts.

God.

They were real.

Full, round, sitting high on his chest, the pale skin taut and flawless. His nipples—small, pink—stood stiff, crinkling slightly as if his body was responding to being exposed.

His thighs, long and smooth. His legs, slender and shapely. His feet—tiny.

He had lost everything that had once defined him as male.

Except—

His eyes dropped lower.

His breath stalled.

Between his legs, where there should have been a cock, a familiar presence, was instead…

This.

His stomach churned, and he stepped closer to the mirror, his hands pressing against the dresser for support as he inspected what had been done to him.

It looked like someone had started with a woman’s anatomy—rounded flesh, soft curves—but then altered it.

His cock was gone. His balls—gone.

In their place was a smooth mound, soft, feminine, the skin unbroken except for a small, almost delicate slit. The folds were fused together, no natural opening. Only a small exposed nub at the very top.

A tuft of downy golden curls sat just above the mound, the same shade as his impossibly long hair.

His hands trembled.

How had he not noticed this?

He had felt the changes, of course. He had seen them happening bit by bit, catching glimpses of his shifting body, noting small differences in the shape of his hips, the swelling of his chest. But it had happened so gradually. And in that clinic, drugged and compliant, he hadn’t been able to think beyond what they let him think.

Jason stared into the mirror, unable to look away.

The image before him was breathtaking. Ethereal. Almost unreal in its beauty.

If he were still the man he had once been—if this exquisite creature had walked into his bedroom on some sultry summer night, eyes shimmering with unspoken promises—he would have taken her apart piece by piece, explored every inch of her body with hungry precision, made her writhe beneath him until she was utterly spent.

And yet…

That gorgeous, devastating girl in the mirror was him.

A strange, curling sensation stirred low in his stomach, threading its way through his limbs like liquid heat. The thought crept into his mind before he could stop it.

Had he escaped the clinic just in time… or had he left a moment too soon?

He swallowed hard, feeling the pulse of arousal snake through him, languid and insistent.

The excitement of the night, the sheer adrenaline of getting out, of surviving, had carried him this far. But now, in the solitude of this dimly lit motel room, the thrill had begun to fade. Exhaustion tugged at his limbs, a dull ache settling into his bones. He needed sleep. There was nothing more he could do tonight, not without a plan, not without time to think.

He stretched out on the bed, the cheap polyester comforter cool against his bare skin. His body should have been worn out, ready to surrender to rest. But the moment his eyes drifted shut, the image of that girl in the mirror—the lush curves, the soft skin, the impossibly delicate face—burned itself into his mind.

The warmth in his belly deepened, shifting into something darker, needier.

A slow, teasing pulse throbbed between his legs, and suddenly, he couldn’t sleep.

His hand moved instinctively, fingertips grazing over the sensitive mound that had once been him but was now something else entirely. A shiver raced through him at the contact, sending a shockwave of pleasure up his spine. His other hand moved higher, tracing the soft swell of his breast, feeling the tight, aching peak of his nipple pressing against his palm.

The pleasure was sharp, electric, surging through him in waves.

His breath came faster as his fingers worked, his body responding in ways that felt so unfamiliar but undeniably, maddeningly good. His hips shifted restlessly, his thighs tightening, the fire in his belly growing hotter, brighter.

And then—

His entire body tensed as the first orgasm crashed over him, his back arching, his mouth parting in a soundless cry. The pleasure was intense, shuddering through him in delicious, uncontrollable spasms.

But it didn’t stop.

His thighs trembled. His nipples throbbed, still desperate for attention.

The aching pulse between his legs didn’t fade.

He needed more.

His hands moved again, chasing the next crest, his fingers slick with his own desire, stroking, teasing, demanding.

He came again.

And again.

The motel bed creaked beneath him, the sheets twisting under the restless arch of his body. He bit down on his lip, barely suppressing the moans that threatened to spill free. If that desk clerk had been standing outside his door, he would have grinned knowingly, congratulating himself on being so right about the sweet, pretty girl renting the room.

Jason didn’t know how many times he came. He lost count.

It wasn’t until his limbs finally gave out, trembling and exhausted, that the relentless need in his body finally loosened its grip.

Drained, he collapsed against the pillow, his breath ragged, his skin damp.

Sleep came eventually—shallow, restless and punctuated by dreams he couldn’t quite remember.


---BURIED ALIVE---

Jason jolted awake at the sound of something hitting the floor outside his motel room.

His body was still humming from the dream he’d been having—one of those dreams, the kind that left his skin flushed and his pulse a little too fast, the kind that made him ache with the kind of need he was still struggling to understand.

He almost stayed in bed, stretched beneath the scratchy motel sheets, fingers drifting lower—

But no.

With a frustrated sigh, he pushed himself up, running a hand through the wild tangle of golden hair cascading over his shoulders. He pulled on the sweatshirt he’d abandoned the night before, then padded barefoot across the room, his legs still unsteady from exhaustion.

He cracked the door just wide enough to peek out.

A newspaper.

That was it.

He frowned, reaching down to pick it up, unfolding it with a distracted flick. The complimentary motel edition of USA Today—hardly a thrilling read. But then—

The headline hit him like a punch to the gut.

ALL-PRO QUARTERBACK JOSH THOMAS WANTED ON DRUG CHARGES

His stomach lurched, his fingers tightening involuntarily around the edges of the paper.

No. No, no, no. This isn’t happening.

The words blurred for a moment, his brain refusing to process what was right in front of him. Then, slowly, he forced himself to focus, scanning the lead story with a growing sense of horror.

From the Associated Press:

"Last night, in a bizarre string of coincidences, ten kilos of crack cocaine were seized at the home of Dallas Outlaws’ all-star quarterback Joshua Thompson."

Jason’s breath stalled.

His home.

The drugs.

They were pinning it on him.

"Police discovered the drugs when they responded to a burglary in progress at Mr. Thompson’ estate. The official report states that a woman forcibly entered the property by breaking a window on a side entryway."

Jason could barely breathe.

They were talking about him.

Not as a suspect in the drug charges—no, they were treating her as some mystery woman. A nameless intruder.

"It is unknown what the woman intended when she broke into the house. Eyewitness accounts confirm that she fled the scene when the security system activated, alerting police."

His vision wavered, stomach twisting in a sickening knot.

His own house.

His own security system.

And now they were hunting for this woman—this stranger—who just so happened to match his description.

"A spokesman for the Dallas Police Department has confirmed that the woman is wanted for questioning but is not a suspect in the drug charges."

Not a suspect.

Oh, but he was.

Jason forced himself to read on, the words clawing their way into his brain, each line worse than the last.

"She is described as Caucasian, long blonde hair, early 20s, 5’4”, approximately 120 pounds. Anonymous sources claim the woman is a former girlfriend of the five-time Super Bowl-winning quarterback."

He let out a sound that was half a laugh, half a strangled sob.

A former girlfriend.

That was him.

He wanted to scream, to rip the paper apart, to throw it against the wall and watch it crumple into useless nothing. But he couldn’t move.

He kept reading.

"Mr. Thompson has been on medical waiver from the Outlaws’ starting lineup since sustaining injuries during a game in mid-October. A spokesperson for the team confirmed that he was undergoing treatment for his injuries at a private clinic. Sources close to the Outlaws organization have learned that he discharged himself from the facility yesterday against medical advice."

The air felt too thick, pressing in on him, suffocating him.

They knew.

They knew he’d left.

And now, they were looking for him.

"Investigators from the DEA have seized Mr. Thompson’ home and are seeking a court order to freeze his assets. A warrant for his arrest has been issued on multiple charges, including possession, possession with intent to distribute, drug trafficking, and conspiracy."

Jason’s knees nearly buckled.

His house.

His money.

They were taking everything.

"If convicted, Mr. Thompson could face a mandatory prison sentence of 20 years to life. Authorities believe he has fled the country. A State Department official was quoted as saying, ‘Extradition will be diligently pursued once his whereabouts are confirmed.’"

He pressed a trembling hand to his forehead, trying to stop the room from spinning.

They thought he was already gone.

That meant he had time. Not much—but some.

"Mr. Thompson has had a brilliant career in professional football, and many fans have expressed outrage upon learning of his alleged illegal drug activities."

Outrage.

Right.

Jason let out a hollow laugh.

As if the fans would care. As if they’d do anything but turn on him—just like the league, just like the police, just like everyone else.

The rest of the page was packed with sidebar stories, each one twisting the knife a little deeper.

"Career highlights, page 2."

"Calls for stepped-up drug testing in professional sports, page 5."

"Outlaws’ chances for Super Bowl unaffected, page 7."

Jason clenched his jaw.

Of course. That was the real story, wasn’t it? That the Outlaws would be just fine without him. That his career—his entire life—had already been swept aside like yesterday’s trash, just another scandal to fill the news cycle.

Jason tore through the newspaper, flipping pages with a frantic urgency, as if there might be some buried line, some hidden paragraph, that would make any of this make sense. That would tell him this wasn’t happening.

But instead, his eyes landed on another headline—one that sent a cold rush of nausea spiraling through his stomach.

“Do You Want a Drug Dealer as Your Child’s Role Model?”

His fingers clenched around the edges of the page, crumpling it slightly before he forced himself to let go. He couldn’t even bring himself to read the article. Just the title alone was enough to make him want to throw up.

Shit.

His jaw tightened, his chest burning with helpless fury.

How could they believe this?

How could anyone—his fans, his teammates, the world—swallow such an obvious lie?

Yes, he had tried coke once. Once. A single, reckless, teenage mistake at some long-forgotten high school party. He hadn’t even liked it. Hadn’t touched the stuff again.

And everyone who knew anything about him knew that his career—his future—had always mattered too much to him to ever jeopardize it with drugs.

But none of that mattered now.

Not with headlines branding him a dealer, a trafficker, a criminal.

And he knew, without a shadow of a doubt, exactly who had orchestrated it.

Anna.

That bitch.

He didn’t know how she had done it, but he knew—knew in his bones—that she had.

His pulse roared in his ears, blood pounding through his body as he clenched his fists. He needed to think. To breathe. To figure this out.

Then his eyes caught the date printed on the newspaper’s masthead.

And a fresh wave of shock crashed over him.

Three months.

He had been locked inside that clinic for three fucking months.

The world had kept turning without him. The Super Bowl was just weeks away.

And he—Jason Thompson—wasn’t even a footnote.

He squeezed his eyes shut, overwhelmed by the sheer helplessness of it all. The frustration, the rage, the confusion—it churned inside him like a storm, restless and unsatisfied.

And underneath it, thrumming like an electrical current beneath his skin, was something else.

Something darker.

A slow, liquid heat coiling deep in his belly, spreading outward, tightening his muscles, making his skin feel too sensitive, too alive.

His body, it seemed, had its own way of handling tension.

He let himself fall back onto the bed, limbs splayed, chest rising and falling in uneven breaths.

Masturbation had always been his escape, his release.

And now—his body ached for it.

His crotch tingled, the need unmistakable, insistent. A low, thrumming pulse of pleasure was already building inside him, warm and undeniable.

His fingers drifted down, grazing the swollen nub between his legs, the spot that had once been his, but was now something new.

A shuddering sigh escaped him as he began to rub, slow at first, teasing himself, drawing out the sensation. His other hand moved to his breasts, kneading the soft flesh, fingers rolling over his nipples, sending sharp sparks of pleasure darting through his body.

It felt so good.

Too good.

And he didn’t want to stop.


---FEVER PULSE---

Jason drifted to wakefulness, pulled from the depths of an erotic dream that left him aching, tingling, his body thrumming with need.

His thighs were wrapped tightly around a pillow, his hips moving instinctively, grinding, chasing the pleasure that pulsed low in his belly. He was so close, so lost in the sensation that for a moment he wasn’t even fully conscious, only aware of the liquid heat coursing through him.

But the pillow wasn’t enough.

A soft whimper escaped his lips as he reached down, sliding his hand between his legs, replacing the pillow with his fingers. His breath hitched as he touched himself, the pleasure immediate, electric, his body tightening at the sensation.

Oh, God.

His other hand moved to his breasts, squeezing, teasing, his nipples already sensitive and aching for attention.

Faster.

He needed this.

His hips arched, legs tensing, fingers working with desperate precision—

And then—

A sharp cry as his body stiffened, shuddering violently, the climax tearing through him in wave after wave of exquisite pleasure.

But the moment the tremors faded, the tension returned, curling hot and insistent in his belly.

It wasn’t enough.

His fingers moved again, stroking, rubbing, chasing the next peak. His mind blurred, lost in the relentless pull of his own desire, his body utterly consumed.

Then—

Knock. Knock. Knock.

The sound jolted through him, an intrusion, distant yet real.

Oh, God. Someone was at the door.

Oh, God, this felt so good.

"Y... yessss?" he managed to call out, his voice breathless, his hand still moving between his legs, unable to stop. So close.

A woman’s voice—brisk, practical.

"Housekeeping. It’s checkout time, Miss. We need the room."

Shit.

Jason barely registered the words.

He should stop. He should get up, answer the door, go to the front desk and pay for another night.

But his body wouldn’t stop moving.

His climax was just there, just a breath away—

"Ohhhh!"

It was a moan, an uncontrollable exhale of pure pleasure—

And then—panic.

He gasped, trying to cover, voice stumbling, breath still ragged. "I mean, oh—I’m staying another night!"

A pause.

Then, "Would you like your room cleaned?"

Jason clenched his eyes shut, biting his lip, his fingers still teasing the edge of bliss. "N... No. No, thank you!"

He heard the maid’s cart rattle away, the soft squeak of the wheels rolling down the walkway.

And then—

His body was on fire again.

His hand moved faster.


Jason walked toward the lobby, each step an exercise in self-control.

His skin was still flushed, damp with sweat from the hours he’d spent tangled in the sheets, giving in to the relentless pull of his own body. His lips felt swollen, sensitive, the aftermath of too many gasping moans pressed into the pillow.

And his nipples—God, his nipples—stood stiff beneath the soft cotton of his sweatshirt, pressing against the fabric in a way that was impossible to ignore. The sensation was distracting, maddening, a constant reminder of just how wrong everything felt—and yet, right in a way that made his stomach tighten.

He pulled the sweatshirt tighter around himself, willing the feeling away, but it was useless. Every inch of him felt alive, humming, needy.

As he rounded the corner into the hallway, he passed two maids unloading fresh linens from a housekeeping cart.

They noticed him immediately.

Their conversation trailed off, and as he walked by, he felt their eyes tracking him—open, lingering, curious. A second later, he caught the unmistakable sound of muffled giggling behind him.

Heat crawled up his neck.

Did they know? Could they tell what he’d just been doing?

He pushed forward, heart pounding, focusing on getting to the front desk.

Thank God—a different clerk was on duty.

But the relief was short-lived.

The man behind the desk was tall, broad-shouldered, with the kind of expression that made Jason’s skin crawl. His eyes traveled over him in a slow, deliberate sweep, lingering just a second too long.

Jason clenched his jaw.

Leering.

That’s what this was.

The way the man’s mouth curled, the way his brow lifted ever so slightly, as if he were considering whether Jason was for sale.

Jason forced himself to keep his expression neutral. He couldn’t afford a scene.

There wasn’t much cash left from Anna’s purse. He could only spare enough for one more night.

One more night to figure out a plan. To get out of this mess.

The clerk counted the money lazily, fingers sliding over the bills like he enjoyed touching them.

Jason snatched the room key the second it was handed back to him and turned away without another word.

His stomach growled. He hadn’t eaten since yesterday, and God, he was hungry. But the idea of sitting still in a restaurant, being looked at, being watched—he couldn’t do it.

Instead, he made a beeline for the vending machines, punching in a couple of numbers and grabbing two candy bars. It wasn’t much, but it would hold him over.

The moment he stepped back into the hallway, the real problem hit him like a tidal wave.

His thighs clenched together involuntarily.

He was practically shaking.

The hunger gnawing at his stomach was nothing compared to the hunger still burning inside him.

He could feel it. The throbbing between his legs. The ache that hadn’t really stopped since the night before.

His grip on the candy bars tightened.

Just one more time.

Then he had to stop.

Then he had to think.

Then he had to find a way out.

"Anna, you bitch! What have you done to me?" Jason gasped into the phone, his voice ragged, half-wild with desperation.

His body arched slightly against the mattress, the motel sheets tangled around his legs. The receiver was propped against his shoulder, his hands—both of them—buried between his thighs, moving, teasing, relentless.

The pleasure was too much. The need was too much.

It wasn’t stopping. It wouldn’t stop.

A slow, measured exhale came through the other end of the line, cool and composed. Then—Anna’s voice.

"I'm sorry, Honey," she said, her tone as smooth as silk, completely unmoved by his hysteria. "But you better call back when you're ready to show a little respect."

Jason’s stomach twisted.

"I thought we taught you better than to take that kind of tone with your betters."

And then—click.

The line went dead.

Jason let out a strangled cry, tearing one hand away from his body and stabbing at the phone’s keypad with shaking fingers. He dialed again, each beep of the buttons a frenzied plea.

The call connected instantly, as if she had been waiting.

"Why, hello, Honey," Anna purred, her voice dripping with smug amusement. "I’ve been expecting your call."

Jason broke.

The sobs came hard and fast, his chest heaving, his entire body shaking. His control—what little he had left—crumbled under the force of it.

His hands clenched around the receiver, his words barely intelligible between the choking wails.

"Anna, please—please, you have to help me. I can’t stop. I can’t fucking stop!" His breath hitched, his voice cracking. "I’ll do anything—anything—just please help me!"


---COMMAND PERFORMANCE---

Jason lay sprawled in disbelief on the threadbare edge of the motel room's bed, his skin bare against the rough, stained sheets. His eyes were wide, locked on Anna, who stood before him, her grin both mischievous and commanding. Beside her, Brian James Coleman loomed, his smile broad and unabashed, his presence almost overwhelming. There was no mistaking the approval in his eyes; the bulge in his trousers was unmistakable, a clear sign of his arousal.

“You want me to suck his cock?” Jason managed to squeak out, his voice tinged with a mix of shock and incredulity at Anna's bold command.

“Honey, if you want to stop feeling so turned on, that’s exactly what you need to do,” Anna responded with a sultry assurance, her tone both comforting and daring.

Brian James's smile widened as he looked down at Jason. With a swift motion, he unzipped his pants, revealing his impressive endowment. It was an awe-inspiring sight, long, hard, and pulsating with life. The veins on the side stood out, throbbing visibly, while the tip was a deep, purplish red, capped with a glistening bead of precum. Tears welled in Jason's eyes as he slowly maneuvered to his knees before Brian James.

With trembling hands, Jason reached out, his touch gentle on the warm, velvet-like skin of the organ. His fingers traced the contours of the shaft, moving from the base upwards, then back down, each touch eliciting a gasp of pleasure from Brian James. Jason's exploration continued, his fingers dipping lower to feel the rugged texture of the scrotum, its surface dotted with coarse hairs.

Despite his reluctance, Jason knew he had to proceed. He closed his eyes, leaning forward to press a tentative kiss to the head of Brian James's cock, tasting the saltiness of the fluid there. Then, with a resolve born of both embarrassment and arousal, he parted his lips further, enveloping the head. His tongue danced around it, his cheeks hollowed as he began to suck gently. One hand wrapped around the base, providing a rhythmic pumping motion, while his other hand found solace in his own arousal, stroking fervently to manage the intensity of the moment.

As he moved his head back and forth, taking more of Brian James into his mouth with each motion, Jason felt a complex mix of sensations. His lips brushed against his hand where it gripped the shaft, creating a rhythm that was both mechanical and deeply intimate. Each movement was a step further into an experience he hadn't anticipated, yet here he was, driven by Anna's command and his own surprising desires.

It seemed to take an eternity, but Brian eventually started to move his hips with a rhythm that was both urgent and uncontrolled. Jason could feel his own saliva trickling down Brian's shaft, slicking his fingers as they worked frantically. His hand moved with increasing speed, matching the pace of his bobbing head. As Brian's excitement mounted and his thrusts grew more forceful, Jason felt the tip of the cock hitting the back of his throat, causing his eyes to water with the strain. He gagged, silently pleading that he wouldn't lose control of his stomach.

Finally, Brian seized Jason's head, keeping it still, using Jason for support as he pushed himself deeper into Jason's mouth. The throb of Brian's cock was palpable against Jason's tongue. With a sudden warmth, a burst of fluid filled the back of Jason's throat, compelling him to swallow. Brian continued to pump, and Jason swallowed repeatedly, wondering how long this would last. When Brian finally relaxed with a sigh of satisfaction, Jason swallowed the last remnants, allowing his jaw to relax as Brian pulled away. The withdrawal left a trail of saliva and semen down Jason's chin. Brian, now seated on the bed, looked down at him with a grin that was both mocking and amused.

"Not bad for a beginner. Or maybe Honey’s been holding out on us and has some experience in cocksucking?" he taunted. "Not that it matters. She’ll be getting plenty of practice from now on, I expect."

Jason remained silent, his head bowed. He wiped the residue from his chin, his hand moving to his crotch with a desperate, relentless rhythm. Humiliation had lost its sting in the face of his need for release. He slid to the floor, lying on his side, his hands working furiously against his body in search of oblivion through orgasm.

Anna, watching with a mix of amusement and pity, remarked, "Isn’t she cute lying there just aching for relief? Poor little thing. That semen she swallowed should kick in soon. I sure hope so for her sake."

The climax came like a storm over Jason, his body convulsing with each wave of pleasure. He moaned, the sound echoing in the small room, as he continued to touch himself, the heat at his crotch almost unbearable. Wave after wave of ecstasy detached him from the reality of the moment until, with a final shudder, he drifted into unconsciousness, the world fading away as his body finally found peace in the aftermath of such intense sensation.


---NEW REALITY---

Jason stirred, his body sluggish as though he had surfaced from a fever dream. The sharp, almost unbearable craving that had gripped him earlier had faded, leaving behind only a vague tingling, like the ghost of an itch he couldn’t quite reach. It wasn’t the kind of raw, devouring hunger that had stolen his sanity. No, this was softer, a whisper instead of a scream. His eyes drifted open, the dim, sterile light overhead making him wince. The walls were familiar—bleached white, unadorned, clinical. He knew this place. His small, windowless room at the clinic. A cell disguised as a haven.

Instinctively, he tried to push himself up, but something tugged at his wrists and ankles. He was secured to the bed. Thick straps wrapped around his limbs, firm but not cutting off circulation. A cruel precaution. His pulse kicked up, panic rising, but there was no point in fighting. Not yet.

Time dragged, stretching and warping in the stillness. He had no idea how long he lay there before the door opened with a measured click, revealing Anna Hughes. She stepped inside with the easy grace of a woman who always had the upper hand, a knowing smirk playing on her lips.

“Glad to see you’ve managed to collect yourself, sweetheart,” she purred, crossing the room with slow, deliberate steps. Her tone was the kind people used when speaking to an unruly child who had finally learned a lesson. “Really, it’s quite unbecoming for a young lady to engage in such behavior with an audience.”

Jason flinched at her words, shame curling around his throat like a choke chain. His humiliation was absolute, smothering, but he refused to let it show. She thrived on control, on breaking people down piece by piece, and he wouldn’t give her the satisfaction of seeing him snap. He swallowed hard, his voice barely above a whisper.

“Anna… what did you do to me?”

Her expression hardened in an instant. “You will address me properly,” she corrected, her voice crisp, leaving no room for argument.

His stomach twisted. The words burned his tongue, but he forced them out. “I’m sorry, Ms. Hughes.”

She smiled again, that same infuriating, condescending tilt of her lips. “Much better.” She turned slightly, fingers trailing along the metal rail of the bed as she spoke, her voice almost casual. “You see, darling, I had a feeling you might try to run before we reached the final stages of your treatment. And honestly, I find dealing with locks and guards to be such an inconvenience.” She sighed, shaking her head as if discussing a minor irritation. “So, I made things simpler. Adjustments to your biochemistry, let’s call them. Nothing too drastic. Just a little… conditioning.”

Jason’s stomach churned. His mind grasped at her words, trying to piece them together in a way that didn’t spell disaster. But he already knew. He could feel the wrongness in his body, an emptiness where there shouldn’t be one. Dread coiled in his chest like a living thing. “What kind of conditioning?”

Anna’s eyes gleamed with amusement. “Oh, sweetheart, I assumed you’d have figured that out by now.” She tapped a manicured finger against her chin, as if savoring the moment before revealing a particularly delicious secret. “Let me spell it out for you. Your body now depends on a specific compound. As long as you were taking your daily medication, you never noticed a thing. But the moment your system is deprived for more than twenty-four hours, well… you’ve experienced the consequences firsthand.”

Jason’s breath came shallow, his throat tightening. He didn’t want to ask. He already knew the answer, but he needed to hear it. “What… what exactly am I addicted to, Ms. Hughes?”

She leaned in slightly, her voice syrupy sweet. “Oh, honey. That should be obvious.” A pause, just long enough to let his fear bloom fully. Then, with a smile like a blade slicing through silk, she said, “Human semen.”

The room tilted. Jason’s stomach roiled, bile rising in his throat. His pulse pounded in his ears, drowning out everything except the unbearable truth. His eyes burned as he squeezed them shut, his body curling in on itself as sobs racked through him. There was no escape. No way out of this. He wasn’t just trapped in this clinic—he was a prisoner in his own skin.

And Anna? She just watched, her expression one of pure satisfaction.


Jason lay secured to the examination table in Anna’s clinical domain, the tight straps binding his wrists and ankles a cruel reminder of just how little control he had left. He had been left alone in his confined room for what felt like an eternity, the hours stretching endlessly as his body betrayed him once more. That terrible craving—the humiliating, consuming hunger—was beginning to stir again, a slow burn that threatened to become unbearable. When Ms. Collins finally arrived to retrieve him, he had been trembling, desperate for relief yet terrified of what was coming next.

Now, Anna stood across the room, her back turned to him, seemingly absorbed in her meticulous work at the laboratory table. He could hear the faint clinking of glassware, the soft shuffle of papers being adjusted, the snap of latex against skin. Every movement was deliberate. Every second an exercise in control. When she finally turned, her expression bright with amusement, she held up a syringe, the glint of the needle catching the artificial light.

“Well, sweetheart, this is the one,” she teased, her voice dripping with false sweetness. “The treatment to end all treatments.”

Jason’s chest tightened. His breath came shallow and uneven as panic clawed at the edges of his rational mind. “Ms. Hughes! Please, I need to know,” he blurted, his words tumbling out in a desperate attempt to stall her. “Did everyone else on the team get the same injections? Their bodies just became stronger, faster. Why didn’t the others change like me?”

He knew he sounded frantic, but he didn’t care. He had to understand. The thought of what that syringe might do to him made his skin crawl.

Anna tilted her head, her lips curling into a smirk as though she found his anxiety amusing. “Because my treatments work,” she said, her voice laced with satisfaction. “Look at me—I’ve kept the same body I had at eighteen. Not a wrinkle. No aching joints. No signs of aging whatsoever. And I used the same enhancements on your teammates. They didn’t transform the way you did because the formula simply restored their bodies to peak condition.”

She took a measured step forward, her eyes alight with something dangerous. “I did tell you, didn’t I? The treatments are tailored to each individual. They use a body’s own genetic blueprint to rebuild it.” She laughed, a rich, indulgent sound. “But what I didn’t tell you was that your treatments weren’t based on your original body.” She leaned in slightly, her voice dripping with mock sympathy. “No, darling. I hand-selected the traits to create my very own vision of perfection. And wouldn’t you know it? Turns out, the perfect look for you is a sweet, docile little blonde bimbo.”

Jason felt the floor drop out from under him, nausea roiling in his stomach. Nothing about this was a mistake. It was all deliberate. Every change, every moment of degradation—it had all been orchestrated. And yet, the sheer scale of her plot left his mind spinning. How had she managed it all? How many people had she manipulated?

“How?” His voice was barely above a whisper. “The cocaine at my house. The changed password. There had to be others involved. You couldn’t have done all this alone.”

Anna let out a light, almost musical laugh, shaking her head as if amused by his innocence. “Oh, honey, you can be so naïve for someone who considers himself street-smart.” She pursed her lips, looking downright pleased with herself. “You’d be amazed at the lengths people will go to, the rules they’ll break, when you promise them the impossible. Restoring youth? Undoing the ravages of time? That kind of power makes people very willing to play along.”

Her smile widened. “Take Ms. Beck, for instance. I found her wasting away in a nursing home, forgotten by the world. But once upon a time, she was a headlining dancer during the war—World War Two, not Vietnam.” She shrugged. “Ms. Collins, Ms. Sinclair… they all have similar stories. Desperation makes people easy to control.”

Jason’s stomach twisted, but Anna wasn’t done. “As for the cocaine, well, that came from a very helpful friend with certain… connections, let’s call them. And the security system? That was child’s play. A few well-placed favors, and bureaucracy melts away like butter.” Her smirk turned positively wicked. “Oh, and in case you needed a laugh, your new security password is ‘Sex Change.’ Isn’t that just delightful? People never give me enough credit for my sense of humor.”

Jason felt his body grow cold. There was no way out. No help coming. She had planned for everything.

“But enough of this,” Anna said breezily, waving a hand as if dismissing an unimportant conversation. “I don’t need to waste time gloating like some over-the-top Bond villain. There won’t be any last-minute rescues for you, darling.”

She didn’t hesitate. She plunged the needle deep into the soft flesh of Jason’s thigh.


Jason stirred, his mind groggy and disoriented, as a sharp, sing-song voice rang out.

"Time to wake up!"

His eyes blinked open, the dim overhead lights making him wince. The sterile walls of the exercise studio surrounded him, cold and impersonal. His body felt awkward, strange in ways he couldn’t immediately place. And then he saw her.

Anna stood above him, her lips curled in a mischievous smile. She wasn’t in her usual clinical attire. No, today she was dressed in an Elmwood High cheerleader’s uniform. The deep red and white fabric clung to her like a second skin, the short pleated skirt swaying as she shifted her weight.

"Like my outfit, honey? It still fits." She struck a playful pose, tilting her hip, letting the skirt sway before taking a step toward him. Without warning, she grabbed his wrists and yanked him to his feet, her grip effortlessly strong.

Jason staggered, his body sluggish and uncoordinated. That was when he noticed it. The oversized jersey hanging from his shoulders, the familiar number stitched onto the front. It was his old Elmwood High football uniform. The same uniform he had once worn with pride. But something was wrong. His body was swallowed by the fabric, the sleeves drooping past his fingertips. The pants sagged low on his hips, loose and ill-fitting. There were no pads beneath, no familiar structure to support him. Just an empty shell of what had once been his.

Anna’s smirk widened. "Aww, looks like your uniform doesn’t fit anymore. Bring back any fond memories, bitch?" Her voice was laced with mockery.

Jason took an uneasy step back, his stomach twisting into knots. This was all too bizarre. Too calculated.

"Anna… Ms. Hughes… please." His voice was raw, stripped of defiance. "I’m sorry. I don’t know what else to say. Please."

She took no pity. Her hands moved swiftly, her fingers latching onto the fabric at his collar. With one brutal motion, she ripped the jersey apart, the sound of tearing cloth filling the room. The air hit his bare skin, his chest exposed.

"You’re looking good, honey. Let’s see the rest of you!"

Before he could react, her hands dropped to his waistband. Another sharp tug, and the seams split. The pants fell away in tatters, the remnants pooling around his ankles. The humiliation struck him like a hammer. He was completely bare.

Heat surged to his face as he instinctively crossed his arms, one hand covering his chest, the other shielding his crotch. But the sensation against his palm confirmed what he had feared. The final change had been completed. Anna had done it.

She let out a delighted chuckle, her amusement undeniable. "What’s the matter, honey? Don’t you enjoy being a girl?"

Panic shot through him, adrenaline surging as he turned to flee. But she had been expecting it. The moment he twisted, her hand locked around his arm like an iron shackle. His struggles were useless. She was stronger. He fought to pull away, but his movements were sluggish, his new frame lacking the power he had once commanded. He swung at her in frustration, desperate to break free, but she caught his wrist.

With a sharp twist, she wrenched his arms behind his back, forcing him forward. The pressure made his shoulders burn as he gasped in pain.

"Tsk, tsk," she murmured, clicking her tongue. "Still trying to fight? How adorable."

Cold metal snapped around his wrists, binding them together. The second she let go, he crumpled to the floor, his shoulder striking the ground hard. The impact sent a sharp sting through his body. He groaned, twisting onto his side, looking up at her with wide, panicked eyes.

She took her time peeling away her cheerleader uniform, each movement deliberate and teasing. With a playful kick, she sent her saddle shoes flying across the room and then tugged the tank top over her head. Jason, bound and unable to move, looked up to see her magnificent, full breasts swaying gently with each motion she made. Her legs were long and tanned, a testament to countless hours under the sun, and her face held the innocence of youth. She unzipped her skirt, letting it fall around her ankles, revealing...

A ten-inch, throbbing erection!

Throwing her head back, she let out a peal of laughter, then wrapped her hand around the impressive appendage that now jutted from between her legs.

“I grew this special for you, lover! I spent the past weeks concocting a unique formula just for this moment. Don’t you feel honored? This is a clone of the very cock that claimed my virginity all those years ago. Your cock, Honey. And now, it’s going to take yours too!”

Jason attempted to scramble away, but with his arms secured behind him, escape was futile. Anna seized his shoulders, flipping him onto his stomach with a force that left him gasping. His belly pressed against the rough floorboards as she lifted his hips, forcing him onto his knees while pushing his head down, keeping his face firmly against the floor. Now, his weight was supported mostly by his knees, his breasts uncomfortably mashed against the cold, unforgiving surface.

Without much preamble, Anna gripped his hips and thrust into him from behind, the invasion sudden and sharp.

He screamed, the pain searing through him as his tender flesh was stretched and torn. Anna began to move, her pace accelerating, in and out, with Jason enduring each thrust, tears escaping down his cheeks. Finally, with a shudder, she reached her climax, releasing her load into him.

Anna then withdrew, sitting back to regain her composure. Jason, in agony, curled into a fetal position, his knees drawn up, whimpering softly.

“Whew!” Anna gasped, catching her breath, “That was something else. Now I understand why men are so obsessed with their penis. But I think I prefer a vagina. Can hardly wait to shed this big growth. How do you manage to sit comfortably with this thing? But before I revert to my pussy, I think I’ll have a cast made of it at full erection. I’ll make it into a vibrator, give it to you as a keepsake for old times’ sake.”

“Oh, and you might be interested to know that you can satisfy your new semen addiction through your vagina as well as orally. So you won’t have to worry about THAT problem for another 24 hours.”


---OWNED AND REBORN---

“Honey, I want you to meet a dear friend of mine.” Anna's voice had that practiced sweetness, a tone laced with the kind of affection that always carried an edge. She stepped aside, revealing a man who filled the doorway of the cramped, dimly lit cell.

Jason lifted her head, and her stomach twisted as she took in the sheer size of him. The man was impossibly tall, built like a linebacker in his prime, with broad shoulders that seemed almost too big for the space. Every inch of him was solid, his arms thick with muscle, his presence suffocating. His face was carved from something unforgiving, with sharp, angular features that gave him a look of permanent disdain. His dark eyes were cold, unblinking, with a glint that sent a ripple of unease through her. A thin scar ran just above his left brow, an old wound that had healed into a pale, jagged line. His thick, black hair had a coarse texture, as though it defied control. A large gold hoop gleamed from his ear, catching the dim light as he moved.

Anna’s lips curled into an almost conspiratorial smile. “This is the friend I was telling you about, the one who helped me get my hands on some very nice powder. And lucky for you, Honey, I think he’s going to be your friend too.”

The man exhaled slowly, as if savoring the moment before he spoke. “Hello, Honey,” he said, his voice a deep, rolling bass that settled into the air like the hum of an idling engine. “Name’s Anthony. But you’re gonna call me Sir.”

Jason’s throat went dry. Her fingers curled into the rough fabric of her robe, as if that alone could anchor her. “Hello, Sir,” she murmured, her voice barely above a whisper.

Anthony’s mouth stretched into a slow, knowing smile. “See that?” he said, glancing at Anna. “She’s got good instincts. I like that.”

Anna gave a delighted little clap. “Oh, I knew you two would get along!” she trilled. “Anthony, as it turns out, is a man of many talents. He owns a nightclub, Honey. And an entertainment agency.” She stretched out the last two words as if they were dripping in intrigue. “He thinks he might have a job for you. And even better, a place to stay. Doesn’t that sound wonderful?”

Jason didn’t answer right away. The words swirled around her, foreign and dangerous. Anna's expression sharpened. She tilted her head, waiting, giving her that expectant look Jason had learned to fear.

“Well?” Anna prompted after a beat of silence. “What do we say when someone offers us an opportunity?”

Jason forced the words out, her stomach knotting with every syllable. “Thank you, Sir. I’ll do my best to work hard, Sir.” The phrase tasted bitter.

“That’s the spirit,” Anthony said, the satisfaction in his voice unmistakable.

Anna reached into the pocket of her silk robe, pulling out a neat stack of documents, fanning them between her fingers as if she were holding a winning hand of cards. “Just in case our girl here ever has a run-in with someone in uniform,” she said lightly. “You never know when certain people might be curious about her credentials. It’s all perfectly legitimate, of course. I have an associate who takes care of these things.”

She handed the papers to Anthony, who glanced through them with the ease of someone used to dealing in such transactions. Jason caught a glimpse of a social security card, what looked like a birth certificate, and a driver’s license. The ID was held out for her to see, the name printed in clear, undeniable letters: Honey Sweet-Lay. The photo was hers, yet not. The face staring back had been painted in thick, artificial glamour—a heavy layer of foundation, lips glossed to an exaggerated shine, blonde hair teased and bound into a high, exaggerated ponytail. The birth date indicated she would be nineteen on April 1st. A joke, as if her entire existence had become a performance, a farce.

“Nice picture, isn’t it, Honey?” Anna asked, her voice sugar-laced.

Jason swallowed. “Yes, Ms. Hughes.” The words came out flat, automatic.

Anna’s smile deepened. “And guess what, Honey? I have a little gift for you. Something extra special.”

Before she could react, she felt Anthony shift behind her, his rough hands grasping the hem of her robe. A sharp prick bit into the flesh of her thigh.

Anna leaned in, her voice practically cooing. “This is a custom blend, Honey. A real miracle of modern chemistry. See, up until now, your cravings have been a bit… indiscriminate. But we’ve solved that little problem. Now, instead of needing just anyone’s attention, you’ll find yourself wanting only Anthony. Isn’t that genius? No more confusion. No more temptation to misbehave or even think about leaving. You’ll need him, in a way that’s so much simpler. So much cleaner.”

Jason’s breath hitched. The room felt like it had closed in, the air too thick, her thoughts unraveling at the edges.

Anna straightened, smoothing out her robe with a satisfied little sigh. “Well, I’ll leave you two to get properly acquainted. Anthony, you know the way out when you’re ready. Oh, and don’t forget about our appointment next weekend. I do so hate to be kept waiting.”


“Get a move on, Slut. We can’t be late and the traffic’s gonna be a nightmare.” Anthony's voice cut through the haze of her uneasy sleep, jolting her awake.

Honey blinked groggily, the remnants of a dream slipping away like mist. Reality rushed in, stark and unrelenting. She was still here, trapped in this grim existence. The tiny one-room apartment was just as suffocating as ever, a space that reeked of cheap perfume and desperation. The double bed took up most of the floor, leaving barely any room to move. The small cluster of clothes she owned hung limply on a metal rod, shoved into the awkward corner beneath the slanted dormer-style window.

In one section of the cramped space, a short partition barely concealed a claw-foot porcelain tub, a tiny sink, and a rust-streaked toilet. Privacy was a luxury she no longer bothered to expect. Anthony had made it clear that her new profession demanded accommodations that maximized his profits. A private bath meant he could charge extra.

She dragged herself out of bed, her limbs sluggish, her mind dull with exhaustion. As she stepped under the lukewarm stream of water from the old faucet, she heard the pounding bass from the club downstairs grow louder. Another set must be starting. Sometimes she was forced to dance down there, working the strip club when she wasn’t otherwise occupied. It was exhausting, but stripping at least gave her a temporary barrier between herself and the men she feared most. The club attracted a rough crowd, the kind of men who made her stomach tighten with dread. Some of them were just customers, men who wanted a fantasy for the night. But others—bikers, drifters, men with dead eyes and cruel smiles—were the ones who haunted her. The ones she had learned to dread.

She rifled through the meager selection of clothes hanging in the corner, her fingers brushing against cheap, synthetic fabrics. Everything she owned was designed to draw attention. She pulled out a tight red mini-dress, the one Anthony had once remarked on approvingly. Already, her mind worked on autopilot, forming decisions based on what would keep him pleased. She slipped it on quickly, tugging it into place before grabbing her small purse filled with makeup and essentials. Balancing on her stiletto heels, she hurried down the creaking staircase, stepping into the dim neon glow of the club.

Two girls were onstage, moving in slow, hypnotic rhythms, but the crowd was sparse. It was Super Bowl Sunday, and this wasn’t the kind of place men came to watch football. Honey spotted Anthony leaning against the bar, talking to one of his associates. She walked toward him, hips swaying in that exaggerated way she knew he liked. When she reached him, she pressed her body against his side, letting her lips graze his cheek in a practiced, sultry motion.

“I’m ready, Sir,” she murmured, her voice soft but intentional.

Anthony turned, his dark eyes gleaming as he reached out and let his fingers trail from her cheek down the slender curve of her neck. He moved lazily, as if savoring the anticipation. His hand brushed over her chest, his fingers teasing, before settling possessively over one breast. A sharp intake of breath hitched in her throat as her body responded instinctively, trained by repetition. He let his hand wander lower, tracing the outline of her waist, his fingers grazing the curve of her hip before finally gripping her backside in a firm, confident squeeze. She barely suppressed a shudder, her skin crawling despite the forced pleasure she pretended to display.

He smirked, his expression one of smug satisfaction. “Yeah, Honey. I can see you are,” he murmured with a knowing look.


---GLITTER AND GHOSTS---

Anthony strode through the entrance of Outlaws’ Stadium, flashing the special pass Anna had given him. The pass was all he needed to bypass security, giving him access to the exclusive areas with minimal hassle. Without a backward glance, he turned Honey over to a waiting volunteer guide and made his way to the VIP skybox. He had no interest in the logistics of getting her settled—he was here to enjoy the pre-game festivities, to bask in the luxury that came with privilege and power.

Honey followed the guide through the labyrinthine tunnels of the stadium, her heels clicking against the cement floor. The air was thick with the scent of sweat, beer, and distant fryer grease. Eventually, they arrived at a nondescript door, its chipped paint and rusty hinges setting it apart from the sleek corridors they had passed through earlier. Before she could react, the guide shoved her inside and pulled the door shut behind her with an air of finality.

The space she found herself in was far too cramped for the level of activity taking place within it. Everywhere she turned, there were women—some completely nude, others barely clothed—bustling about, jostling for space, their movements frenetic and chaotic. The room was littered with discarded costumes, tangled lingerie, and makeup compacts left open on any available surface. A long mirror, cracked along one edge, served as the focal point for a cluster of women who leaned in close, applying thick eyeliner, adjusting false lashes, and teasing their hair into impossible styles. Their laughter and chatter blended into a dizzying din, a backdrop of high-pitched giggles, rushed conversations, and the occasional burst of off-key singing.

Honey hesitated, feeling out of place, uncertain where to go or what to do. Then, through the whirlwind of bodies, a familiar figure emerged. Relief flooded her chest as she recognized Ms. Beck making her way toward her, her sharp, assessing eyes never missing a detail.

“Honey!” Ms. Beck’s voice carried warmth, laced with approval. “Well, aren’t you a sight? You turned out absolutely stunning.”

A flick of her wrist commanded the room’s attention. “Ladies! This is the stand-in dancer I told you about. No need to stress—she knows all the routines, so there’s no need to make any adjustments for her.”

A lackluster chorus of “hi’s” followed, a few of the women barely bothering to lift their heads from their reflections. Honey sensed their disinterest, their dismissal. Then, as she took a step forward, she caught the murmurs. Mutters about her dress—too tight, too provocative. Snide remarks, just barely audible, speculating on whose bed she had warmed to land a spot on the squad on the biggest night of the season.

Her cheeks burned, but she bit her tongue. She was beginning to understand that to most, she was an object, a vessel for pleasure and profit, nothing more. Even as she acknowledged this truth, a part of her recoiled. Was that all she really was?

Ms. Beck’s firm touch on her arm snapped her from her thoughts. “Come on, let’s get you into uniform,” she said, steering her toward a rack of costumes.


“Alright, ladies, this is it!” Ms. Beck’s voice rang through the tunnel, sharp and filled with expectation. She swept her keen eyes over the assembled Outlaw Girls, her expression demanding excellence. “The entire country is watching. Make me proud.”

They stood in two perfectly straight lines, just inside one of the tunnels that led onto the vast stadium field. Honey positioned herself about halfway back, shifting her weight from one foot to the other, nerves buzzing under her skin. Ms. Beck, as it turned out, was not just the woman who had overseen her introduction—she was the mastermind behind every routine, every synchronized movement, the choreographer responsible for making sure the cheerleaders looked flawless in front of millions.

“You don’t have to do anything fancy,” Ms. Beck had assured her earlier in a brisk, no-nonsense tone. “Just keep your spacing right—stay even with the girls on either side of you. You already know the moves. Now prove it.”

A deafening voice thundered through the stadium’s P.A. system. “Ladies and gentlemen! Please welcome the world-famous Dallas Outlaws Cheerleaders!”

The tunnel instantly pulsed with adrenaline. The line of girls began their jog onto the field, their sequined pompoms flashing under the bright stadium lights. Honey watched them go, observing their fluid, confident movements—the way their arms shot into the air, the wide, electric smiles they wore like armor. Then it was her turn. She forced herself forward, forcing her lips into the dazzling grin she had perfected in the mirror hours earlier. Her arms lifted, her pompoms catching the light just like the others, her strides measured and deliberate.

She had made this kind of entrance before, bursting onto the field beneath the blinding glare of cameras and the roar of spectators. Back then, she had done it in cleats, with the weight of a helmet pressing down on her, millions of eyes tracking her every move. But this was different. This time, she wasn’t the quarterback. She was a showpiece, a carefully choreographed spectacle meant to be admired, desired, consumed.

Standing in formation with the other girls, she willed herself to loosen up, to slip into the routine as effortlessly as she had in rehearsal. The uniform clung to her body—a tight, white mini skirt barely grazing her thighs, knee-high cowboy boots gleaming under the lights, a snug blue halter top leaving little to the imagination. It wasn’t so different from the outfits she wore for Anthony. Only this time, her audience was two billion strong.

As the last of the girls fell into place, their leader called out over the hum of the stadium, her voice crisp and commanding. “Number Five! Ready… let’s go!”

And just like that, Honey wasn’t in a stadium at all. She was back in the practice studio, back under Ms. Beck’s scrutiny, back rehearsing every sharp, precise motion until her muscles remembered the steps even before her brain did. The only difference now was the uniform, the pompoms in her hands, and the fact that instead of mouthing the cheers in her head, she was shouting them into the vast, deafening air.

As she danced, her focus shifted to the other girls, studying them as they moved in perfect synchronization. A surge of satisfaction spread through her—she was keeping up, hitting every mark, her timing flawless. She belonged here. She was good at this.

Let them whisper, she thought smugly as she spun, her skirt flaring around her thighs. Let them wonder how she had managed to land a coveted spot on the squad on the biggest night of the year. She didn’t care what they thought.


---EPILOGUE---

“Honey! I caught sight of you out there during halftime. You really know how to show off, girl!” Brian James Coleman exclaimed with a jovial slap on his thigh.

She was hanging onto Anthony’s arm, still clad in her cheerleading uniform as he had decreed. They stood in the grand entrance of the ballroom that had been rented for the victory celebration. The atmosphere was electric, filled with screams, laughter, and the rhythmic thump of dancing feet. Brian James, spotting them immediately upon their arrival, made a beeline to greet them.

“Thanks, Brian James,” Honey responded with a demure smile. “Congratulations on being MVP.” She had learned that politeness served her well.

Brian proudly showed off his Superbowl ring. “Bet you wish you’d won this, don’t you, Honey?”

She cast a quick, anxious look up at Anthony, who was watching her with an intensity that demanded her attention.

“No, Brian, I’m happy with how things are,” she lied smoothly, her voice low.

She squeezed Anthony’s arm tighter, pressing her breasts against him. He smiled down at her, approval in his eyes. She was learning quickly that pleasing Anthony equated to her own safety, certainly more than facing his wrath.

Just then, Anna approached with a saccharine smile directed at Honey.

“Honey! I’m so glad Anthony brought you along! It’s wonderful to see you’re having fun.”

“Thank you, Ms. Hughes.”

“I’ve been meaning to discuss something with you, Anthony. Please ensure Honey visits me for check-ups now and then. A girl working as hard as she does can lose her youth and beauty. I can administer booster shots to keep her looking fresh and young, ensuring she remains productive for many years. Plus, it gives me a chance to catch up with her. It’s always a pleasure to see how my little Honey is progressing.”

Anthony grinned, “Thanks. I’ll definitely take you up on that, Doc.”

“And all I ask in return is her performance whenever the Outlaws reach the Superbowl.”

Honey looked at her, puzzled. Was Anna talking about her cheering? She’d need to learn new routines annually.

“Speaking of which,” Anthony gently took her hand from his arm and placed it in Brian’s. “I’ll come back for her around noon tomorrow. If she gives you any trouble, just let me know.”

Honey’s face fell, her eyes wide with concern. It had been more than a day since Anthony had last been intimate with her, and she felt an increasing arousal that only his semen could quell. She doubted she could wait until tomorrow.

“You’re leaving, Anthony?” Anna inquired, her eyes sparkling with mischief. “I wouldn’t miss this for anything!”

“If I stay, I might be tempted, and I did promise to deliver her hot and ready.”

Honey glanced from one to the other, sensing trouble but not understanding the full extent of their plans.

“Well, Honey! Looks like it’s your moment to show some team spirit,” Anna said, her grin now tinged with malice.

Brian took her hand, leading her into a room where the entire football team, still buzzing with the thrill of their monumental win, was celebrating.

“Anthony said to tell you the entertainment committee promised him $100 a pop! He said there’s a special reward if you manage to be with every single team member! He mentioned that would truly make him happy!” Anna’s voice carried over the noise, drawing all eyes to Honey.

She felt herself trembling, forcing a smile amidst the leering faces.

Honey heard Anna’s laughter ringing out as Brian hoisted her onto a banquet table, instructing her to start dancing.
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THE END
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