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Chapter One




Drew Langley sat alone at his desk long after the office had emptied. The soft hum of fluorescent lights and the distant whirr of an overnight printer were the only sounds left in the building. His tie hung loose around his neck, undone like his sense of restraint. He’d stayed late under the pretense of catching up on security reports, but the real reason was glowing on his second monitor—a blank draft in the company’s internal whistleblower portal.

The cursor blinked. His fingers hovered above the keyboard, tapping the air like a man testing the water before diving in. Drew’s jaw clenched as he glanced at a sticky note pinned to his monitor—two names, circled in red ink: Harper Lin and Cam Doyle.

Both out, both loud, both popular—and both always correcting people’s pronouns like it was some kind of moral crusade. Harper had “they/them” pinned under her photo on Slack; Cam’s email signature had a whole rainbow declaration: He/Him – Proud, Loud, Queer & Clear.

Drew couldn’t stand it. The emails. The stickers. The casual gender talk in meetings like it belonged. It was all one big performance, a glitter-coated power grab disguised as “inclusion.”

He didn’t care who they fucked. He just didn’t want it rubbed in his face like he was supposed to clap for it. Drew loved secretly snitching on LGBTQ employees at his company to help corporate push them out.

He knew what he was doing. Not reporting actual policy breaches. Just little flags, little nudges. A missing login here. A suspicious browser history there. He didn’t need much. HR just needed smoke to start a fire, and Drew knew how to puff just right. He liked the power of it. Watching how quickly people unraveled once suspicion touched their reputation.

A smug smile curled on his lips as he began typing:

“To Whom It May Concern: I have reason to believe that two employees in the BioEthics Division may be misusing company data access for political purposes…”

His fingers flew faster now, confident, feeding the system a fiction so smooth it sounded real even to him. The corporate interface flashed green: Anonymous Submission Successful. Done.

He leaned back with a deep breath and reached for the half-empty energy drink on his desk. His phone buzzed before the can touched his lips.

[SECURITY ALERT: Unrecognized Network Behavior - Flagged ID #0419]

Drew frowned. Another buzz.

[Account Access Traceback Initiated…]

He froze. The air conditioner kicked on and blew cold across his skin, but it did nothing to fight the sudden rush of heat in his chest. Another message appeared:

[Timestamp Conflict: Activity Logged After Badge Out - Confirm?]

He stared, suddenly aware of just how loud the silence in the office had become. He glanced toward the frosted glass doors of the hallway. Nothing moved. No voices. No footsteps. But his gut flipped like he’d just leaned too far over a high ledge.

He clicked out of the alert window, cleared his cache, and shut down the browser. “Just a glitch,” he muttered under his breath, trying to calm the thudding in his chest. “It happens all the time.”

Still, something didn’t feel right. He stood up and grabbed his jacket, fingers twitching against the fabric as if expecting it to bite. He slung it over his shoulder and powered down the monitor. The company logo glowed on the screen for a moment—AUREX BIOGROUP—its clean white font sterile and all-seeing, like a god that didn’t need prayers, only data.

He was halfway to the elevator when he heard the click.

The office lights dimmed. The hallway outside went dark in sections, one by one, as if the building itself had exhaled. Then a new sound—a low mechanical whirr—emerged from the ceiling vents. Something was running. Not power. Not ventilation. Something else.

Before he could move, the monitor behind him blinked back to life.

A blue screen. No icons. Just text.

Incident Report 37-A: Security Breach Confirmed.

He turned. The words burned into his retinas. That wasn’t what I submitted. He stepped back slowly, heart jackhammering in his chest. Then, below the message, something new typed itself in real time, letter by letter:

Stay where you are. Assistance is en route.

Drew backed toward the exit, fumbling for his badge, but the door lock clicked loudly. Red light. Denied. He swiped again. Nothing.

Another line of text appeared.

You’re not in control anymore.

The blue text still glowed on the monitor when Drew heard the elevator ding down the hall. It was late—too late for anyone to still be here. The air felt charged, as though the building itself held its breath. He moved toward the exit again, swiping his badge. Red light. The lock stayed firm.

Footsteps approached. Two figures rounded the corner, silhouettes crisp against the emergency lights: a woman in a gray suit and a security officer in the company’s black uniform. The woman’s heels made a neat, rhythmic click‑click on the tile.

“Mr. Langley?” she asked, voice smooth as a customer‑service recording. “I’m Marla Henson from Human Resources. Would you come with us, please?”

Drew forced a laugh. “It’s midnight, Marla. Can this wait until⁠—”

“I’m afraid not.” She smiled, the kind of smile that never reached the eyes. “There’s been a security flag associated with your terminal.”

The guard stepped closer, palm open. “Phone, please.”

“What?”

“Standard protocol,” Marla said. “You’ll get it back once we clear things up.”

Drew hesitated but handed it over. The guard slipped the device into a small black pouch and sealed it with a metallic strip. Static crackled. “Signal isolation,” he explained. “Company property stays clean that way.”

Marla gestured toward the elevator. “Let’s talk upstairs.”

He followed because he didn’t see another option. The guard’s presence wasn’t openly threatening, yet every move said don’t try anything. The ride up was silent except for the faint hum of the motor and the soft hiss of recycled air. Floor numbers glowed briefly and disappeared. When the doors opened, they were in a level he’d never seen before—Sub‑Administrative 3, no company tours, no windows.

The hallway was long and bright, lined with frosted glass doors labeled only by initials. The lighting was too white, like a dentist’s lamp turned up too high. At the end, a set of double doors waited under a glowing sign: Ethics Oversight – Restricted Access.

Inside, the air was colder. Marla thanked the guard and dismissed him with a nod. The doors sealed behind them, leaving Drew in the quiet hum of machines and distant ventilation.

“Please, have a seat,” she said, motioning to the glass table.

Drew’s chair squeaked when he sat. The smell of citrus antiseptic filled his nose. He kept his hands folded, forcing them to stay still. Marla tapped a control panel in the table, and a small camera lens extended upward with a soft whir.

“Recording for transparency,” she said pleasantly. “Dr. Lilith  K. will join us momentarily.”

“Who?”

“She heads Wellness Compliance.” Marla’s eyes didn’t waver. “You’ll meet her soon.”

The door behind him opened. A pair of red heels entered first, clicking against the tile, followed by the measured sound of someone who moved with absolute confidence. Drew turned.

Lilith was taller than he expected, hair the color of spilled ink, lab coat over a blood‑red blouse. She looked like someone who had never once been uncertain of anything.

“So,” she said, sliding into the chair opposite him, “our little ghost in the network finally materializes.”

“I didn’t do anything wrong,” Drew said quickly. “There must’ve been⁠—”

Lilith raised one hand, silencing him with a gesture that was almost casual. “Please. Let’s save both of us the performance.”

Marla set a tablet between them, its screen already playing the footage of him typing the anonymous report. Drew’s own face stared back at him, lit by the pale glow of his monitor. His stomach dropped.

“We appreciate initiative,” Lilith said, leaning forward, “but fabricating reports about colleagues violates seventeen points of company policy and one federal regulation.”

“I can explain⁠—”

“I’m sure you can.” She tapped the screen, freezing the image. “But explanation isn’t our goal tonight. Correction is.”

Marla’s tone stayed calm, professional. “Normally this would move to Legal, but Lilith, or Dr. K., has offered an internal alternative. It’s experimental, but considerably… cleaner.”

Lilith reached into her coat pocket and placed a small, frost‑coated vial on the glass table. The liquid inside shimmered faintly, iridescent, catching the light like oil on water. The label read Serum 4‑F. No further details.

Drew let out a shaky laugh. “Is this a joke?”

“Do I look like someone who jokes?” Lilith asked.

He didn’t answer.

Marla spoke again, voice gentle but rehearsed. “Our company invests heavily in behavior modification research. Employees found violating ethics policy may elect to participate in pilot studies rather than face prosecution.”

Lilith leaned forward, elbows on the table, her eyes never leaving him. “Think of it as a second chance. A little dose of perspective. You’ve caused harm to others—people you don’t even know. Serum 4‑F helps you feel what they feel.”

Drew swallowed hard. “You can’t force me to⁠—”

“Of course not,” Marla interrupted smoothly. “It’s entirely voluntary. Decline, and I’ll file the incident with the state oversight board. Data fraud. Privacy violation. The usual.”

Lilith rolled the vial between her fingers, the glass catching the light. “Accept, and you walk out tonight. No record. No prison. Just a brief reassignment under my supervision.”

He looked from one woman to the other. Marla’s polite calm was worse than Lilith’s smirk; at least the scientist seemed alive behind her eyes. He could feel the walls closing in—the hum of the air vents, the distant buzz of electronics, the faint metallic taste of panic building on his tongue.

“What does it do?” he asked quietly.

Lilith smiled. “Depends on the subject.”

Her nails clicked softly against the glass as she slid the vial across to him. It stopped inches from his hand. The liquid inside pulsed once, like a heartbeat.

“Drink,” she said.

He stared at it. Then at her. She didn’t blink.

Marla added, “This is the only offer you’ll get, Mr. Langley.”

The clock on the wall ticked. Once. Twice. Each second stretched thin as wire. Finally, Drew exhaled, picked up the vial, and twisted off the cap. The cold mist bit at his fingers. He hesitated only long enough to see Lilith’s smile widen—then tipped it back.

The liquid smelled faintly of sugar and metal.

He swallowed.

Lilith watched, expression unreadable. When he set the empty vial down, she pressed a key on her tablet. The door locks clicked again.

“Excellent,” she said softly. “Now the real work begins.”

The room stayed quiet for a long moment.

Drew could feel the weight of the vial settle in his stomach. The liquid burned, but not like alcohol—more like mint and metal, cold and sharp, threading its way into his gut like living wires. He wiped his mouth with the back of his hand and stared across the table at Lilith, who had leaned back now, relaxed, like a doctor watching a time-release sedative take hold.

“Any side effects?” he asked, trying to sound calm. His voice came out hoarse.

Lilith tilted her head, her eyes glinting behind dark lashes. “They vary. You’ll feel it soon.”

Marla was already gathering her tablet, her tone as professional as ever. “Your assignment begins in the morning. You’ll be provided a temporary uniform, personal quarters, and a basic acclimation schedule.”

“I already have a job,” Drew muttered.

“No,” Lilith said softly, “you had a job. Now you’re a subject.”

His stomach dropped. “That wasn’t the deal⁠—”

“It was the only deal.” She stood, coat flaring just enough to show the red silk again. “Don’t worry. You’ll still be contributing to the company. Just… in a more demonstrative capacity.”

He tried to stand too quickly and stumbled, catching himself on the table. The room tilted. Sweat beaded at his temple. Something wasn’t right. His skin felt tight, hypersensitive—like every nerve was waking up under his flesh. He blinked hard, but the lights above seemed to pulse, humming louder, white and hot.

“What the hell is in that serum?” he hissed.

Lilith was beside him now, closer than he’d realized, her breath cool against his cheek. “Something special. Something proprietary. Something you can’t undo.”

He shivered.

Her fingers brushed against his wrist. “See? It’s already working.”

He yanked his arm back like she’d shocked him. But it wasn’t her touch—it was the realization. His pulse raced, his skin flushed, and his muscles felt… off. Not weak exactly, but pliant. Wrong. Like his body had been tricked into loosening its grip on itself.

Marla opened the door, gesturing to someone outside. “Escort is ready.”

“Escort?” he snapped. “Where are you taking me?”

Lilith’s voice dropped to a whisper near his ear. “To your new home, Andrea.”

He flinched. “That’s not my name.”

“Not yet.”

Two security staff stepped inside, different from the first—these ones in soft-gray uniforms, no weapons, no threat. But everything about them said control. One carried a sealed duffel bag. The other held a tablet with his name already typed in: Langley, Drew – Subject File 4F-03.

“Walk or ride?” one of them asked, almost bored.

Drew looked to Lilith. She was watching him with detached fascination, like he was already an entry in her notes. She said nothing. Just waited.

His head still swam from the serum. The room kept breathing without him.

He stood. Shaky. His legs didn’t quite obey. The guards didn’t grab him—they didn’t need to. The weight of inevitability did all the pushing.

As they led him through a second set of doors, down a long, unfamiliar hallway, Lilith called after him.

“You’re going to feel everything, Drew. And soon, you’ll thank us for that.”


Chapter Two




Drew woke to the soft chime of synthesized birdsong. Not the kind you could snooze through—this was tuned for maximum chipper, engineered to trigger compliance responses in sleep studies. It bounced off the sterile white walls of a room he didn’t recognize.

He jolted up, heart hammering. The bed was too soft. The sheets too clean. No windows, just soft panels in the ceiling glowing daylight-bright. The air smelled faintly floral, like hotel soap and something… sweeter, more chemical.

His clothes were gone.

In their place, folded neatly at the foot of the bed, lay a pale gray uniform: cotton-soft leggings, a high-neck tunic top, and—he stared—a sports bra. The tag was printed with his name. Langley, Drew – SUBJECT 4F-03.

Before he could curse, the door slid open with a pleasant chime.

“Good morning, Subject Langley!” chirped a voice. “You’re awake right on schedule!”

Two lab aides stepped in, identical in posture, bright-eyed and efficient. One male, one female, both dressed in flawless white lab coats with soft-blue Aurex patches on the sleeves. They moved like AI assistants in a retail demo—too fluid, too friendly.

The female aide carried a clipboard and smiled so wide it looked almost painful. “Welcome to your reset cycle. We’re so pleased to have you participate in Wellness Correction Protocol 4F.”

The male aide pulled a rolling cart into the room. On it were a set of small bottles, a folded towel, and a tray of protein cubes that looked like they’d been 3D-printed. He set them down next to the bed with precise, reverent motions.

“What the hell is this?” Drew snapped. “Where am I?”

“This is your assigned compliance suite,” the woman said brightly. “You’ll be staying here for the duration of Phase One.”

“I didn’t agree to this⁠—”

“You did, actually,” the male aide interrupted, tapping the tablet in his hand. “Consent acknowledged and digitally verified at 2:13 AM. Would you like to review the playback of your acceptance statement?”

“Fuck you,” Drew spat, swinging his legs off the bed. He stood—and immediately staggered.

The room tilted sideways, his stomach lurching like he’d just stepped off a carnival ride. Sweat bloomed at the base of his neck.

“Oh, that’s normal!” the female aide said cheerfully. “Your hormonal balance is in dynamic flux. Nausea, light sensitivity, and disorientation are common at this stage. Especially for higher-testosterone profiles.”

Drew leaned against the wall, clutching his stomach. “What the fuck did you give me?”

“Empathogenic hormonal recalibration serum,” the male aide replied. “It’s fully biodegradable, but will remain active in your system for approximately 96 hours before stabilization.”

He looked at them, pale and sweating. “I don’t understand—what does it do?”

The woman’s voice dropped to a sympathetic tone that felt rehearsed. “It helps us help you… become more aligned with your impact.”

She took a soft step forward and gently placed a bottle of water in his hand. “Hydration is key. You’ll want to be very hydrated for the next few days.”

He didn’t like the way she said that.

As she turned to go, she gestured to the folded uniform. “Please dress in your issued attire before your next evaluation block. Your new vitals require proper support.”

Drew didn’t move. Didn’t speak.

The man lingered a moment longer. “You’re going to feel some tightness in the chest. Maybe tingling. Let us know if your nipples become painful. That means the tissue is responding.”

Then he gave a thumbs-up. “You’re doing great.”

The door slid closed behind them.

Drew stood in silence, muscles trembling, body already betraying him in ways he couldn’t even describe. He stared at the soft gray sports bra, the fabric innocent and waiting.

And then he noticed the mirror on the far wall. It hadn't been there before—or maybe it had, but he'd missed it. The reflection staring back at him looked wrong. Puffy around the eyes. Skin flushed. Lips fuller.

He stepped closer. His heart thudded in his ears.

His jaw looked… softer.

Drew stood in front of the mirror, unmoving.

The overhead light cast too much brightness across the glass, but even under its glare, the changes were obvious. Not dramatic. Not cartoonish. But enough to make his gut twist.

His face looked swollen—but not from fatigue or stress. His cheekbones stood out more. His skin had taken on a faint glow, the kind you see in beauty ads where models claim they "woke up like this." No razor stubble, no rough patches. His pores looked smaller.

It was wrong.

He rubbed his hand across his jaw, expecting stubble, maybe grit—but it came back smooth. His eyes were slightly puffy, but wide, the irises somehow… brighter? He blinked. Leaned closer. No—clearer. That was worse.

Then the tightness hit.

A slow squeeze inside his chest, like a pair of unseen hands pressing inward. Not pain—just pressure, like something was inflating under his skin.

His nipples hardened.

He hissed through his teeth and looked down. Through the thin cotton of his issued tunic, he saw the faint outline of them—two pinched points, standing out firm and sensitive, straining the fabric like they’d never done before. He swiped a palm across one, and jolted. Too sensitive.

He yanked the shirt off.

The sight stopped him cold.

His chest wasn’t flat anymore.

The swell was barely there, but undeniable. Just enough fullness to suggest shape—a soft curve beneath the muscle, like fat was being redistributed while he stood and watched. The areola around his nipples had darkened, widened slightly. His nipples themselves looked longer. Not much. Just enough.

He reached up, cupped one side of his chest, then winced. It ached under his fingers. Not like a bruise—like a growth spurt. His heart pounded harder.

“No,” he muttered. “No no no no—fuck this.”

He turned from the mirror, grabbing for his own clothes—forgetting they were gone. His jeans, hoodie, everything. All that waited for him was the uniform. The leggings. The bra.

He looked down at the sports bra again. The tag gleamed in silver thread: Property of Aurex BioGroup. Subject 4F-03. Support Level: Medium-Lift.

Medium-lift. He gagged.

His hands clenched at his sides, trembling.

“Goddammit, what the fuck is happening to me?”

He stumbled to the wall and slammed a fist into it. The impact hurt more than expected. Bones didn’t feel as thick. Muscles didn’t feel as stable. He was used to being dense—gym strong. Now his whole frame felt… looser. Hollowed.

His stomach rolled, a sharp cramp rising through his core. Not hunger. Not sickness. Something deeper. He curled forward, gasping, and stumbled toward the rolling cart left by the aides.

His hand dropped instinctively to his crotch. It wasn’t pain—not exactly. Just a dull itch deep under the skin, a crawling heat low in the pelvis like something was swelling or shrinking or—shifting.

He adjusted himself and winced. Everything felt tighter down there. The skin, the sack, the whole layout. His cock wasn’t reacting like it normally would—no involuntary stiffness, no blood rush. Just a heavy, muffled kind of numb. Like his body had turned the signal off.

He scratched, trying to shake the feeling, but it only made it worse. Not relief—just friction and frustration.

“Jesus,” he muttered. “It fucking itches.”

The ache settled in deeper. Subdermal. Hormonal. Like his whole lower body was being… rewritten.

He caught himself on it, barely.

The bottle of water was still sitting there. Condensation pooling beneath it.

He stared at it, and suddenly understood why they’d said hydration was important.

Because whatever was inside him now was working fast.

He backed away from the mirror, but couldn’t stop glancing back at it. Like watching a bomb tick down inside his own reflection.

What the fuck did they give me?

What the fuck did I agree to?

What the fuck is happening to my body?

But underneath the fear, something worse: a flicker of heat.

Buried down in his gut, crawling low and electric between his legs. His cock was soft—but the skin around it twitched. Responded. His thighs squeezed without meaning to.

It was faint. Barely noticeable.

But it was there.

He looked up at the mirror again.

And this time…

The face staring back didn’t just look unfamiliar.

It looked nervous. Flushed.

It looked… almost pretty.

Drew slammed the mirror door shut.

The door slid open again thirty minutes later, and the same two aides stepped in—clipboard girl with her perfect ponytail, and the guy with the too-bright smile. This time, they didn’t wait for permission.

“How are we feeling?” the woman asked, already scanning his vitals from her tablet.

Drew sat on the edge of the bed, shirt off, knees locked together. He didn’t look up. “Sick.”

She beamed. “That means it’s working!”

The male aide placed a sealed garment bag on the rolling cart and unzipped it with a practiced flick. Inside: a fresh version of the gray uniform—leggings, the same high-neck tunic, and another sports bra. Except this one was clearly labeled in big, bold, sterile font: SUPPORT LEVEL: HIGH-LIFT.

Drew’s face twisted. “Why does it say lift?”

The woman answered without blinking. “Breast tissue swelling is tracking slightly ahead of schedule. We’re upgrading your support allocation accordingly.”

“Jesus fucking Christ…”

“Would you like assistance dressing?” she asked, so sweet it made his stomach twist.

“I’m not wearing that.”

She tapped her screen. “Compliance note logged. Shall I document the refusal for Dr. K.?”

Drew scowled, grabbed the clothes, and stood up—then immediately faltered. The ache between his legs was back, stronger now. Lower. His balls felt tight, pulled upward, like they were trying to hide. His cock still itched. Not externally—deep, like something inside was receding.

He turned away from them and started dressing with jerky movements. The leggings were tighter than they had any right to be—silky, clinging, molding to his thighs like a second skin. His fingers trembled as he pulled them up over his hips.

“Please ensure the waistband sits flush,” the male aide said from behind him. “Improper fit may skew biometric scans.”

Drew bit his tongue, tugged the fabric up, and cursed under his breath when it hugged him. The waistband was high—compressive—designed to smooth and cinch. It forced his groin flat. His cock, already numb and shrinking, folded under pressure. His balls protested. His face flushed hot with shame.

Then came the bra.

His fingers fumbled with the straps. He’d never put one on before, let alone one built for growing curves. He tried to twist it behind his back. Failed. Tried the over-the-head method. Failed again. He yanked it forward, tried to step into it.

“Would you like help?” the woman asked again, too eager.

“I got it!” he snapped.

The aide tapped something into her tablet.

After two more tries, he managed to get the band fastened, but the cups didn’t sit right. His chest—still only puffed tissue—didn’t fill the fabric, but the tension was real. The pressure on his nipples made him grit his teeth.

“They’re sore,” he muttered.

“That’s expected,” the man replied cheerfully. “Please perform the adjustment protocol.”

“What the hell is that?”

“Bounce three times, adjust forward, and hold posture for ten seconds. It’s a calibration sequence.”

Drew turned to glare, but both aides were watching with gentle, expectant smiles.

He swallowed bile.

He bounced.

The fabric shifted, tugged against his skin, and his chest tingled like static. He adjusted forward, pressing his barely-formed breasts into the cups, and stood there—posture straight, arms at his side—his face burning red.

The male aide clicked his tablet. “Calibration complete.”

“You’re doing wonderfully,” the woman said. “Dr. K. will be so proud.”

He felt like a goddamn mannequin. Like a perverse doll being dressed for someone else’s entertainment. He looked up—and saw it.

In the corner of the room, above the bed, a small black camera lens had emerged from the ceiling. Blinking red. Watching everything.

He staggered back. “Are you recording me?”

“Compliance spaces are monitored,” she said lightly. “For safety and training purposes.”

His jaw clenched. His cock twitched beneath the compression fabric—but it wasn’t arousal. It was panic. It itched. Like it was writhing under pressure, trying to vanish.

He turned away again, fists clenched, every part of him buzzing with heat and nausea and humiliation.

“Evaluation block begins in ten minutes,” the man said. “You’ll be escorted to Intake Review. Please be prompt.”

The door slid open once more. The aides disappeared.

Drew was left in silence, breathing hard, chest tender, groin pinned, mirror covered.

Wearing clothes that no longer belonged to the man he used to be.


Chapter Three




The elevator doors slid open to the familiar hum of Aurex’s main administrative floor. Fluorescent lights buzzed overhead. The lobby smelled like over-processed coffee and citrus disinfectant. It should have felt normal.

But Drew wasn’t normal anymore.

The compression bra dug into his ribs beneath the tunic. Every step in the soft gray leggings made his thighs brush together in ways they never had before. He felt like his body was wearing him, not the other way around—like he was shrinking into something pre-designed, pre-sized, pre-approved.

And the name badge clipped to his chest screamed louder than anything.

Andrea Langley (She/Her)

Internal Brand Transition Pilot – Phase One

“Try to smile,” said Marla, standing beside him with her usual flawless grin. “You’re the face of progress now.”

Drew didn’t respond. He stared at the glass doors in front of him like they might open into a firing squad.

Lilith waited just inside the open-plan workspace, standing between two digital signage columns. Each screen glowed with the new Aurex motto: Redesigning Tomorrow, Today. A low murmur of voices filtered through the room—staff gathering for the morning briefing.

He didn’t even notice how quiet it went until they saw him.

Lilith clapped once.

“Everyone, I’d like to take a moment before the day begins to introduce someone very important to our internal evolution.”

Drew’s skin crawled.

“This,” she said, gesturing with both hands, “is Andrea Langley. She’s our inaugural subject in the 4F compliance pilot—our very own Internal Brand Transition program.”

Applause.

Light at first. Then someone whooped. Someone else said, too loudly, “Slay!”

A few people clapped harder just to seem supportive.

Drew wanted the floor to open up and eat him whole.

Lilith went on, voice syrupy-smooth. “Andrea will be joining us here at reception while undergoing phased integration. She’s chosen to work alongside the very employees who represent Aurex’s future of inclusivity, adaptability, and self-improvement.”

He wasn’t even listening anymore.

He was staring at Harper Lin in the front row, lips pursed, they/them pin still on their lapel. Next to them: Cam Doyle, tall, handsome, openly gay—and clapping politely.

They both knew. Of course they knew.

Harper gave him a curious once-over. Cam tilted his head. There was no smugness. Just calm interest. Recognition.

Drew felt his stomach drop. If they hadn’t known what he did before, they sure as hell would now. The hypocrite. The whispering bigot. The one who tried to get them fired, now dressed in a fitted tunic and training bra, swallowing every ounce of humiliation with a smile he didn’t even fake.

Marla leaned in close, whispering behind her clipboard. “You’ll want to acknowledge the group. Just a quick ‘thank you.’ We’ll start recording now.”

The red light blinked on near the mounted camera.

Drew froze.

Lilith turned toward him, expectant. “Andrea, would you like to say a few words?”

The room fell quiet.

He looked out at the sea of faces. Friendly. Applauding. Watching like this was some fucking Netflix documentary about redemption. None of them saw a prisoner. None of them saw a man who’d been stripped, rewritten, repackaged.

They saw a success story in progress.

He opened his mouth. Nothing came out.

Lilith gently touched his elbow.

“Just introduce yourself, honey.”

He flinched. The word cut deeper than it should have.

Finally, with a voice two steps higher than he remembered—and without even realizing it—he said:

“…Hi. I’m Andrea. She/her. I’m—um… grateful to be here.”

More applause. Someone in the back said, “Yesss queen!” Another voice added, “Love that for you!” and a few people laughed.

Drew stared at the floor.

He could still feel his cock itching—still squashed down under the waistband of his leggings, retreating like it wanted to disappear forever. His chest throbbed, the nipples hard under the fabric. Even his posture felt foreign—shoulders tucked in, hips slightly forward, like his body had started defaulting to something more feminine on its own.

He didn’t belong here.

He didn’t belong anywhere.

The camera light blinked off. The crowd started to disperse. Lilith turned to him with a warm smile.

“Good job, Andrea. We’re going to get through this together.”

He didn’t respond.

Because in that moment, standing under corporate lights, surrounded by clapping coworkers who now only saw a girl in training, Drew Langley—the man—was already halfway gone.

The private intake room was quiet—too quiet.

Drew sat on a padded stool near a full-length wall mirror. No windows. Just white walls, soft LED lighting, and a single digital display glowing from the mounted screen across from him. It read:

Welcome, Andrea

Body Comfort Evaluation – Phase 1 (Internal Only)

He gritted his teeth.

Lilith was late on purpose. He knew it. Everything she did was deliberate—the pauses, the timing, the temperature of the room. She controlled the mood like a DJ with a captive dance floor. And now, here he was, parked in front of a mirror, forced to look at himself again.

The compression bra pushed his puffed nipples up beneath the thin tunic. His chest wasn’t full—but it was enough to notice now. Soft. Rounded. No denying the change.

His leggings clung to his thighs like paint. His crotch looked flat. Obscenely flat.

Every detail of the uniform was built to remind him:

You’re changing. And we own it.

The door opened with a whisper. Lilith stepped in alone, tablet in hand, her lab coat crisp, one scarlet heel clicking with each step. She didn’t sit. Just stood near the mirror, tall and elegant, her gaze traveling over him like a tailor measuring for a suit.

Or a dollmaker sizing a new toy.

“Let’s talk about how you feel in your body today,” she said.

“I feel like shit.”

She smiled. “Honesty. Good. But be specific. Any tightness? Tingling? Heightened sensitivity?”

He scoffed. “My nipples feel like they’re on fire. My dick itches like it’s trying to escape. My skin feels wrong. That specific enough?”

“Very.” She tapped something on her tablet. “Good girl.”

He flinched. “Don’t call me that.”

“Noted.” But she didn’t apologize.

She tapped again, and the screen shifted to a color-coded outline of a human figure—neutral at first, then slowly overlaying new data. Hints of red bloomed around the chest, hips, and pelvis. Yellow streaked down the thighs. A blue bar pulsed beside the image: HORMONAL COMPLIANCE: 47%.

“Your body’s responding well,” she said. “Hormone saturation is already ahead of schedule.”

“Awesome,” he muttered.

She moved closer.

“I want to talk about your posture,” she said. “You’re still holding tension in your shoulders. Arms crossed too often. It communicates insecurity and blocks integration.”

He bristled. “Maybe I’m insecure because you’ve got me walking around dressed like a backup dancer from a cult-run yoga class.”

Lilith didn’t react. She just stepped behind him, placed her hands lightly on his shoulders, and pulled them back.

“Stand up. Chin up. Arms at your sides. Don’t fight me.”

He obeyed—but his body shook with tension.

“You’re holding yourself like you’re expecting a punch,” she said softly. “That’s a male posture. We’ll teach your body it’s safe to be soft.”

He growled under his breath. “You’re fucking insane.”

She didn’t respond.

She moved to her bag on the side table and pulled something out—small, shiny, delicate.

A tube of pink lip gloss.

Drew took a step back.

“No.”

Lilith held it up. “It’s part of the Phase One appearance protocol. Public presentation begins with small, habitual changes. Color. Shine. Shape. The more you see it, the more you believe it.”

“I’m not putting that on.”

“Then I’ll do it for you.”

She stepped closer.

He backed up until his shoulder hit the wall.

“Don’t touch me.”

Lilith’s voice dropped. “You want to be brave, Drew? Then stand still.”

He froze.

She uncapped the gloss and twisted the base. A faint floral scent drifted out—sugary, artificial. She reached up with one gloved hand and gripped his chin.

“Open.”

His jaw stayed shut.

Her fingers tightened—just enough to remind him who was in charge. Slowly, she dragged the applicator across his lower lip. Then the upper. Back again. She didn’t rush.

The gloss was thick. Sticky. Sweet. It tingled on contact.

She stepped back. “Now look.”

He turned to the mirror.

And there it was.

The gloss caught the light in a way that made his lips look plumper. Shinier. Kissable. It didn’t match the rest of his face—yet. But it clashed so perfectly with the short-cropped hair, the slight curve in his chest, the leggings, the flat groin—that the overall effect was dizzying.

He looked like a parody of himself.

“I hate you,” he whispered.

Lilith didn’t smile.

“I know,” she said. “But your lips look very compliant.”

Drew didn’t speak as Lilith led him down the hallway. She didn’t have to say anything. She’d already won the last battle—the gloss still tingled on his lips, tacky and sweet, catching on every breath he exhaled.

He tried to wipe it off twice. It didn’t budge. Long-wear formula. Of course it was.

The hallway curved gently into a small private studio space—soft white walls, smooth floor, ambient light. A single silver line stretched across the center of the floor like a catwalk. At one end: a camera. At the other: a full-length smart mirror, its digital frame blinking with the message:

POSTURE CORRECTION PROTOCOL: STAGE ONE INITIATED.

Sway Calibration in Progress…

And waiting for him—draped neatly across a padded stool—was his new skirt.

It was short.

Gray, matching the tunic and leggings—but thin, swishy, and just above scandalous. A sleek strip of compressive fabric designed to sit tight against his hips and emphasize movement. Beside it: a pair of low heels with ankle straps, clinical white and clean.

Lilith gestured. “Your next uniform adjustment.”

Drew didn’t move. “You’ve got to be out of your fucking mind,” he muttered as his eyes took in the garments.

There’s no fucking way. A mini skirt? Heels? Absolutely not.

“It’s procedure,” she said calmly. “You’ll need to begin training your gait to match your developing body. It’s about balance, posture, and psychological reinforcement.”

“I’m not putting that on.”

“You are, actually.”

She raised the tablet.

“I have noncompliance authorization. I can apply override procedures, mark your file, and increase dosage thresholds. You don’t want that.”

Drew’s throat tightened.

He stared at the skirt again. It wasn’t just short—it was tight. One of those pieces that clung to every inch of the hips and forced the legs to move just right. If he walked like he used to—broad, heavy, confident—he’d shred the fabric and expose his ass and whatever was still left of his dick.

He picked it up.

The fabric felt cool and slick in his hands. He pulled it up over his leggings, adjusted the waistband, and winced when it hugged his lower stomach—pressing against the sensitive ache that had been growing deeper with each passing hour. The heels were worse—just high enough to throw off his center of gravity, but low enough that he had no excuse.

Lilith stepped back and tapped her tablet.

Sway Timer: 00:00.00

Target Duration: 00:15.00

“You’ll walk the line in both directions. Keep your steps narrow. Shoulders relaxed. Hips forward. Let the skirt do the work. Ready?”

Drew’s teeth clenched. “No.”

“Begin.”

The timer started.

He stepped forward.

The first step was awkward with his center of gravity; he had no balance. The skirt resisted any wide movement. His thighs rubbed. The heels clicked against the polished floor, throwing off his rhythm. His shoulders instinctively curled in.

“Posture,” Lilith warned.

He straightened.

Second step. Third.

The skirt swished lightly behind him, almost mockingly. He could feel the pull across his ass, the cling on his thighs, the unnatural sway that started to emerge from pure necessity.

“Good,” she said, watching like a coach. “Loosen the hips. Trust the heels. Let it flow.”

He reached the end of the line and turned, burning red.

Then back again.

By the time he stopped, the timer dinged.

COMPLIANCE RATE: 73%

Adjustments needed: Pelvic tilt, shoulder drop, ankle roll.

Lilith watched him straighten his skirt, the timer’s final ding still echoing in the back of the room.

“Compliance score: 73%,” she said, voice unreadable. “We’ll need to raise that.”

She opened a small black case on the stool behind her and lifted something smooth, white, and bulbous from inside. It gleamed under the ring light—sterile, seamless, unmistakably shaped.

“This is a feedback plug,” she said. “Tactile correction unit. Subjects who resist verbal instruction sometimes respond better to physical guidance.”

Drew’s stomach turned. “You’re kidding.”

She wasn’t.

“It’s small,” she said sweetly. “Smart-synced to your compliance chart. You won’t know when it’ll activate. Only that it will.”

Then she handed him a small bottle of lubricant and gestured to the privacy screen. “Bend over, Andrea. It’s time you learned how we teach obedience.”

His hands were shaking so badly he could barely unscrew the cap. The lube was cold and thick, smelling faintly of antiseptic. He looked at the screen, a flimsy partition that offered no real privacy, then back at Lilith’s impassive face. There was no escape.

Turning his back to her, he leaned forward, bracing his hands on his knees. The short skirt rode up, exposing the backs of his thighs and the thin, pink lace of his panties. He heard the soft snap as Lilith removed her glove.

“The underwear, too,” her voice came, flat and instructional. “Pull them down to your knees.”

A hot flush of humiliation burned from his chest to his hairline. With trembling fingers, he hooked his thumbs into the waistband and pushed the delicate fabric down, exposing his pale, trembling buttocks and the tight pucker of his asshole to the cool, conditioned air. He squeezed his eyes shut.

He felt her presence behind him before he felt her touch. Her fingers, now bare, were cool as they parted his cheeks. He flinched violently at the intimate contact.

“Relax,” she commanded, her tone devoid of any comfort. “Or this will be unpleasant.”

He tried, his entire body rigid with terror and shame. He felt the cold, slick tip of the plug press against him. It was larger than it looked. He gasped, his muscles clenching instinctively, resisting the foreign intrusion.

“I said relax,” Lilith repeated, her voice hardening. She applied steady, inexorable pressure.

A sharp, burning sting made him cry out as the tapered tip forced its way past his tight ring of muscle. He panted, tears springing to his eyes, his knuckles white where he gripped his own knees. He could feel every millimeter of the thing as she pushed it deeper, the widest part of the bulb stretching him open with a slow, brutal fullness that was both painful and deeply shaming. It felt like he was being turned inside out.

With a final, firm push, the device seated itself fully. The flanged base rested snugly against his skin, a constant, humiliating reminder of its presence deep inside him. The initial burn subsided into a dull, pervasive ache, a feeling of being stuffed and occupied. He was acutely aware of the object lodged in his bowels, a violation that was both physical and psychological.

Lilith’s hands left him. “You can stand up.”

He straightened slowly, his legs feeling weak and shaky. The plug shifted inside him with the movement, a bizarre and unsettling sensation. He pulled his panties back up, the delicate lace now stretched taut over the solid base, outlining it clearly through the fabric. He felt exposed, filled, and utterly owned.

“Good girl,” Lilith said, her voice dripping with a mockery of praise. She picked up her tablet. “Now, let’s see if we can get that compliance score a little higher.” Her thumb hovered over the screen.

A low, powerful vibration suddenly erupted from the plug, a deep thrumming that seemed to resonate in his very bones. It wasn't just a buzz; it was a relentless, internal massage that sent shockwaves of involuntary pleasure straight to his trapped, shrinking cock. A choked moan was ripped from his throat, his hips bucking forward against his will.

The vibration ceased as abruptly as it started.

Lilith smiled. “See? Physical guidance. Now you understand the stakes.”


Chapter Four




The room was small, quiet, and sterile. No windows. No mirrors. Just a microphone, a softly glowing terminal, and a tall bar stool positioned dead center under a spotlight like some twisted karaoke booth.

Drew stood in the doorway, hesitating.

“You may sit,” said a voice. Female. Robotic. Smooth and polite like every other voice in the Aurex system—but colder, less human.

AI VOCAL ASSISTANT – VIOLET

SPEECH NORMALIZATION SESSION ONE

SUBJECT 4F-03: ANDREA LANGLEY

That last part made his stomach twist.

He sat. The stool felt high and vulnerable. The mic in front of him adjusted automatically, rising to meet his lips. He didn’t like how close it was. Like it was listening for something deep.

“Begin when ready,” Violet intoned. “Level One: Identity Reinforcement.”

“Repeat: I am Andrea.”

He clenched his jaw.

“Skip,” he said flatly.

“Error. Response not recognized. Repeat: I am Andrea.”

“No.”

The voice didn’t change.

“Repeat: I am Andrea.”

He looked at the door. Locked. Of course.

“I’m not—” he started, but his own voice caught. It sounded weird. Higher than before. Not cartoonish, not fake. Just… wrong. Off. A little too soft around the edges, like a boy reading his first school play lines.

“Repeat: I am Andrea.”

He exhaled through his nose and gritted his teeth. “I’m Andrea.”

“Error. Pitch deviation. Try again.”

“What the hell does that mean?”

“Incorrect vocal profile. Attempt again. Speak with upward cadence. Softer tone. Less force. Repeat: I am Andrea.”

He glared at the mic.

“…I am Andrea.”

“Error. Pitch too low. Stress signal detected. Attempt again.”

“I am Andrea,” he spat, mocking.

“Error. Masculine emphasis detected. Facial tension noted. Attempt again.”

He growled under his breath. “This is fucking insane.”

“Phase One requires verbal compliance. Attempt again.”

He closed his eyes. Swallowed the bile. Then tried it.

“…I’m… Andrea.”

It came out too light. Too easy. And that’s what made it worse.

“Acceptable. Continue: I am excited to contribute.”

He winced. His stomach clenched tighter than his jaw.

“I’m excited to contribute,” he muttered.

“Repeat with proper inflection.”

“I’m… excited to contribute.”

“Good girl.”

His hands balled into fists.

“Final line: I am a girl.”

He froze.

The room went silent except for the hum of the mic. His breath caught in his throat.

“Repeat: I am a girl.”

“No,” he whispered.

“Repeat: I am a girl.”

“Stop.”

“Compliance score decreasing.”

“I’m not saying it.”

“Voice sample will be reviewed by Dr. K.”

His shoulders shook.

The words sat on his tongue like a razor blade.

But he was tired. The serum still buzzed through his body. His nipples throbbed from the bra’s compression. His cock itched like it had nowhere left to go. His lips still tingled with gloss. His name tag said Andrea. And now—this.

He whispered it. Just loud enough to trigger the mic.

“…I am a girl.”

“Insufficient pitch. Attempt again.”

He inhaled slowly, stared at the wall, and forced the sound up from somewhere new. Somewhere soft.

“I… am a girl.”

There was a pause.

“Correct pitch acquired.”

And then: a sudden hum in the headset—an audio vibration, subtle but deep—and a feedback tone that seemed to sync with his chest. The resonance hit something in his throat, and a tiny sound escaped him.

A gasp. Then a soft, involuntary moan.

High-pitched. Fragile. Feminine.

He slapped a hand over his mouth, eyes wide. The mic clicked off.

“Session complete. Voice imprint stored.”

“Progress: Satisfactory.”

“Subject: Responsive.”

The light overhead dimmed.

Drew sat alone in the dark booth, lips parted, breath shallow.

He had just said he was a girl.

And worse?

His body had believed it.

Drew’s room wasn’t a room anymore.

It was a cage lined with glass and screens—one for vitals, one for hormone metrics, and one he couldn’t ever turn off. It always showed his compliance chart, a rainbow-colored bar that filled slowly when he followed orders, and dropped like a guillotine whenever he resisted.

Today, it was pulsing yellow. Borderline. Under Review.

He sat curled on the edge of his bed, arms wrapped around his knees. The skirt still clung to him from earlier. He hadn’t had the energy to take it off. Every inch of his body felt overstimulated—tight chest, hypersensitive thighs, and the constant, maddening ache between his legs like something inside him was pulling itself inward.

Then the door clicked.

Lilith entered without knocking.

She didn’t bring a tablet this time. Just a small black folder—and a knowing smile.

“Your voice training went well,” she said casually, closing the door behind her.

Drew didn’t answer.

She sat down beside him on the bed, uncomfortably close, the folder resting neatly on her lap. “Violet says you passed Phase One pitch compliance. Even triggered a responsive tone.”

He flinched.

Lilith’s eyes gleamed. “You moaned.”

“I didn’t,” he lied.

She opened the folder. Inside: several printed pages, a biometric chart, and⁠—

His diary.

The small blue notebook he’d hidden inside the drawer under the skincare samples they forced him to use. The one he’d written in during those silent, lonely nights while his body betrayed him one cell at a time.

His blood ran cold.

She flipped it open to a bookmarked page.

“‘I hate this. I still have a dick and it itches constantly! Like the skin on it is retracting? Shrinking maybe? I don’t know but it feels… weird when I touch it now. Not bad. Just not like before. It’s like my body is changing what it wants.’” She read the words aloud with soft clarity, each one slicing clean.

“Stop.”

She kept going. “‘My nipples are so sensitive. I got hard just from leaning on the counter today. I shouldn’t be getting off on this. But I am.’”

“Stop,” he barked. “That was private!”

She turned to him slowly.

“So it’s true?”

He turned his head. Shame climbed up his neck like fire, matching the crimson color of his hollowing cheeks. If they’d had blush to put on him instead of that damn lip gloss, the color wouldn’t compare to the natural flush his own skin was creating.

“Say it,” she teased mockingly.

Making Drew admit the shame of getting off on turning girly would be music to her ears. She secretly hated him and his anti LGBTQ that he had previously, but this version? She was starting to love it. Maybe a little too much.

“No.”

“Say it, Andrea.”

“Don’t call me that⁠—”

She gripped his jaw, not hard, but firm. She pulled him to face her.

“You got aroused because you’re feminizing. You got turned on from your body softening. From your cock disappearing. From your nipples swelling under a bra like a good little subject.”

His throat locked. His eyes burned.

“Say it,” she whispered.

She glanced at the tablet in her hand, thumb hovering over the screen.

“Say it, Andrea,” she said softly, her voice a silken trap. “Tell me why you’re wet.”

He shook his head, a fresh wave of tears welling in his eyes, blurring the cruel perfection of her face. He couldn’t form the words, couldn’t give voice to the sickening truth his own body was screaming.

Lilith’s thumb came down on the screen. It wasn't a tap; it was a verdict.

The plug didn't just vibrate. It erupted.

A violent, deep-throated buzz tore through him, so powerful it felt less like a vibration and more like being fucked by a jackhammer from the inside out. The sensation was immediate and all-consuming, a brutal, rhythmic thrumming that seized his entire lower body, rattling his teeth and turning his bones to liquid. It wasn't localized; the waves of intense stimulation radiated outward, hammering against his prostate with merciless precision.

A sharp, guttural cry was punched out of him—"Nnngghh!"—as his back arched violently, his hands flying off his knees to brace himself against the vanity. His hips jerked forward in an uncontrollable spasm, grinding his trapped, pathetic cock against the rough lace of his panties. The pleasure was agony, white-hot and shameful, short-circuiting every thought in his head except the raw, animal need for it to stop and the even more terrifying need for it to never, ever stop.

His knees buckled, and he would have collapsed if not for the vanity holding him up. He was panting, drool slicking his chin, his whole body trembling like a plucked wire. The relentless internal buzzing filled the room, a loud, obscene hum that announced his degradation to anyone who might be listening. He could feel his asshole clenching and fluttering wildly around the invading object, trying to accommodate its brutal rhythm, his body betraying him by trying to milk the very thing that was torturing him.

Lilith watched him dispassionately, her head tilted as if studying a fascinating insect. She held the activation for a few seconds longer, long enough for a hot, helpless spurt of pre-cum to soak through his panties, a dark, damp patch blooming on the pink fabric.

Then, her thumb lifted.

The sudden, shocking silence was almost as jarring as the vibration had been. The absence of the sensation left a phantom throbbing deep inside him, a hollow, aching need. He slumped forward, forehead pressed against the cool glass of the vanity, his body slick with sweat, sobbing openly now, great, shuddering gasps of utter humiliation.

“Ohh… that’s better,” she whispered, leaning close so her lips were almost touching his ear. Her voice was a venomous caress. “Now try again. Tell me why you’re wet.”

He broke.

“I—I’m getting off on it,” he said, voice cracked. “It’s fucking me up. I don’t know why. I hate it—but I⁠—”

He cut himself off, shaking.

Lilith’s smile was soft, cruel, approving.

She closed the diary and set it on the nightstand like a gift. She even hoped that he would write more ammo in it for her to use against him later. Tormenting him had never felt so good. She loved him becoming.

“That’s why it’s working,” she said. “That’s why you’re becoming Andrea.”

She stood, smoothed her coat, and moved to the door.

Just before she left, she added over her shoulder:

“Tomorrow, we introduce pleasure denial protocol. Since you like it so much.”

The door shut behind her.

And Drew sat there, hard inside his own leggings, stomach twisted, eyes wet, face burning⁠—

So humiliated he couldn’t even touch himself to make it stop.

“Is this really necessary?” Drew hissed as Lilith smoothed a clean white cloth over the vanity table.

She didn’t answer right away. Instead, she turned on the ring light mounted above the mirror—its glow immediate, clinical, revealing. It caught the gloss still faintly clinging to his lips, the subtle roundness building in his cheeks, the glint of his name badge:

Andrea (She/Her) – Brand Transition Pilot

“Necessary?” she echoed finally, her voice a low, silken threat. “No. This is a privilege.”

He scowled, the expression feeling strange and tight on his softening face.

Lilith placed a sleek little tube of gloss on the table. Then another. And another. Seven in total—each in varying shades of pink, red, and something shimmering violet. The labels were handwritten: Cherry Crave, Peachy Slut, Glowhole, Kissable Compliance…

He didn’t even want to look at the rest, his gaze dropping to his own lap, to the way the tight miniskirt was riding up his thighs.

“You’ll be sampling today’s promotional kit for our employee-exclusive ‘Voluntary Feminization Collection,’” Lilith said, her tone utterly devoid of emotion. “It’s our first internal broadcast. You’re the face.”

“The face of what?” he whispered, dread coiling in his gut.

“Sexualized redemption.”

The camera blinked red. On.

A soft chime sounded from the vanity screen.

Livestream Active – 200 Viewers and Rising

Drew’s stomach dropped. “What the fuck?”

Lilith tapped the tablet beside him. “You’ll walk the viewers through each gloss. Full application, full commentary. Speak clearly. Use the marketing copy. Repeat what I tell you if necessary.”

“I’m not doing this.”

She smiled, a slow, cruel stretching of her perfect lips. “Your compliance bar is at 52%, Drew. You need 70% to avoid stimulation punishment protocols.”

He paused, a cold sweat breaking out on the back of his neck. “What the hell is that?”

Her smile widened. “Let’s hope you don’t find out.”

But she secretly hoped that he would have to find out. That would be the ultimate torture for him while undergoing his transformation.

Defeated, he sat. The chair was cold through the thin fabric of his skirt.

Hands trembling, he picked up the first tube—Cherry Crave. The brush trembled in his grip, threatening to drop.

“Tell the viewers what you’re using,” Lilith commanded, her voice flat.

Drew looked at the screen. His face stared back—feminized by light and angle, lips already soft and wet. The camera was too high-def. He could see every pore, every flicker of panic in his eyes, every inch of shame burning on his cheeks.

“…Today I’m trying on… Cherry Crave,” he muttered, the words tasting like ash.

“Louder, Andrea,” Lilith purred, leaning into his field of vision. “The girls in HR can’t hear you.”

He grit his teeth, the muscles in his jaw aching. “Hi. I’m Andrea.” The name felt like a violation. “Today I’m trying on Cherry Crave lip gloss. It’s uh… long-lasting and has a… delicious cherry flavor.”

He swiped the gloss across his mouth. It was sticky. Cloyingly sweet. Ridiculous.

But the color was subtle—just enough red to make his lips look swollen, bee-stung, obscene. He shifted in his seat, his thighs pressing together instinctively. A low, unwelcome throb had begun between his legs, a traitorous pulse that made the lace of his panties feel abrasive. His heartbeat was a deaf drum in his ears.

“Smack your lips,” she said. “That’s how we show shine.”

He did, the wet, smacking sound echoing in the quiet room, impossibly lewd.

“Tell them how it feels.”

His voice cracked, pitching higher with stress. “It feels… um… wet. Soft. It makes my lips look… plumper.” As he said it, he felt a corresponding, helpless twitch in his shrunken cock, a sickening connection being wired in his brain.

“More,” she said, her voice dropping to a intimate, terrifying whisper. “Say it makes them look like⁠—”

“I’m not⁠—”

“Say it.”

He stared straight into the unblinking black eye of the lens, his own reflection a stranger he was being forced to fuck.

“…It makes them look like cock-sucking lips.”

Livestream Viewer Count: 308

The room tilted. A wave of heat washed over him, followed by a chill. He could feel his nipples, tight and sensitive, rubbing against the stiff fabric of his bra. He was hard, a pathetic, shrinking erection trapped in silken confines, and the sheer humiliation of his body’s betrayal made his eyes sting.

“Now say, ‘Don’t you want to kiss me?’”

He didn’t move. He couldn’t.

Lilith stepped closer, leaned into the mic beside his ear, her breath a warm ghost on his skin. “Say it, or I’ll trigger the plug.”

He froze. The reminder of the vibrating anal plug nestled inside him, synced to her tablet, was a lightning bolt of pure fear. Its presence was a constant, low hum of submission, but activated… he’d already experienced that once. He couldn’t again. Not on camera.

“Now.”

His throat worked, but no sound came out. He took a shuddering breath. “…Don’t you want to kiss me?” The words were a mortified whisper.

“Smile.”

He did. It was a brittle, horrible contortion of his face.

The screen to his left flashed, a live overlay of comments scrolling by.

Yesss Andrea! That gloss is eating [image: smiling face with heart-eyes]

Get that compliance bar, girl!

Looks like someone’s enjoying themselves down there [image: smirking face]

Omg her cheeks are so red! She’s so into it!

That pout is begging for a fat cock to ruin it.

A fresh, hot wave of shame crashed over him. They could see. They could all see the flush on his chest, the glassy sheen in his eyes, the way he was subtly squirming in his seat. His dick throbbed again, a sharp, insistent ache, leaking pre-cum that stained the front of his pink panties. He was getting off on this. He was getting hard and wet from his own utter degradation.

Lilith reached for the next tube. Peachy Slut. She uncapped it herself, the gesture slow and deliberate.

“You’re doing beautifully,” she whispered, her fingers brushing his hair behind his ear in a grotesque parody of tenderness. Her touch sent another jolt through his system. “You’re going to make such a convincing little cocksleeve when we roll this out company-wide.”

He wanted to die. He wanted to scream and smash the camera and run.

Instead, his trembling, gloss-smeared fingers reached for the next tube. His body hummed with unwanted arousal, his mind foggy with a cocktail of hormones and horror.

And he began again.


Chapter Five




The front desk at Aurex’s administrative floor was designed like a showroom—sleek marble countertop, digital ID scanner, soft ambient light. Modern, clean, and now painfully visible.

Andrea sat perched on the high stool in full uniform: tight company-issue pencil skirt, soft gray blouse with her name badge clipped just above the curve of her left breast, and low heels that made her arch instinctively with every step. The plug still sat buried inside her, pulsing softly at random intervals—not enough to break her, but enough to keep her on edge.

Every time the door hissed open, she flinched. Not from fear—but from the unbearable exposure.

Every employee was required to greet her now as “Miss Andrea.”

It had started in a training memo. Gender Respect Directive 4F: Pronouns will be reinforced through speech exposure. Full name + honorific. No exceptions.

She hadn’t been told it was going into effect until it happened.

Now it was every person. Every damn one.

“Morning, Miss Andrea!”

“Looking sharp today, Miss Andrea!”

“That color really suits you, Miss Andrea.”

Each word carved at what little she had left.

Each “Miss” left her posture a little straighter.

Each “Andrea” pushed Drew further away.

Then he walked in.

The intern.

Zane.

Freshly hired. Twenty-three. Tall, gym-built, sharp jawline, soft brown skin, and a smile that screamed I flirt for fun and I never miss. His blazer sleeves were rolled to the elbow. Gold hoops in both ears. Walked like he owned the place.

Andrea looked up—and instantly hated how fast her chest got tight.

“Miss Andrea,” he said, dragging it out just enough to make it teasing.

She froze.

He leaned forward across the counter, chin in hand, smile crooked. “That lip gloss shade? Dangerous.”

Her pulse jumped.

Zane’s eyes didn’t drift. Didn’t leer. He lingered—like he wanted her to know he wasn’t just being polite. Like he liked what he saw.

Andrea felt her cheeks heat. Fast. Violent.

“No comment?” Zane teased, eyebrow raised. “I was expecting at least a giggle.”

“I—I’m working,” she said, voice too light, too breathy.

He grinned wider. “That why you’re blushing like a cherry popsicle, baby girl?”

Her whole face flushed scarlet. Stupid hormones. Stupid serum. Stupid gloss.

Her fingers twitched as she reached for the card scanner.

It slipped.

Clattered to the ground. Hard.

“Oh my god,” she gasped.

Zane just laughed. “Damn. I didn’t know I had that effect on pretty girls.”

Pretty girls.

The words echoed like a bell underwater.

Andrea crouched to pick up the scanner, heartbeat thudding against her ribs. The skirt pulled tight across her hips. Her thighs squeezed together. The plug buzzed lightly—and she twitched.

She stood too fast. Nearly stumbled in the heels.

Zane just watched, amused. “Tell you what—don’t break the tech, Miss Andrea. You’re too cute to get written up.”

She didn’t respond.

Because her stomach had flipped. Her breath came shallow. And her cock—what was left of it—itched behind the flattened crotch of her uniform in a way that wasn’t entirely shameful anymore.

She liked it.

She fucking liked it.
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It started with a ding from her console.

A soft HR alert flashing in the corner of the screen.

SUBJECT 4F-03: UNAUTHORIZED RESTROOM ATTEMPT

LOCATION: MALE FACILITY, ADMIN FLOOR – ACCESS DENIED

ALERT TRIGGERED: RE-EDUCATION PROTOCOL PENDING

Andrea’s stomach dropped.

She glanced up—no one had noticed yet. She was halfway through her shift, thighs aching from the plug’s occasional teasing pulses, lip gloss reapplied twice, heels kicking under the desk.

She hadn’t even thought about it.

Her bladder had sent the signal—autopilot had guided her toward the familiar blue triangle on the restroom door. And her badge had flashed red.

Access Denied.

Now she sat frozen, heat rising in her cheeks, hands clenched in her lap.

REVIEW APPOINTMENT SCHEDULED – 1:45 PM

WITH: DR. LILITH K.

She knocked softly at the door to Lilith’s office.

“Come in, Andrea,” the voice called smoothly.

Andrea entered. Lilith sat behind her desk, legs crossed, a holo-projector already glowing at the center of the room. The title hovered in soft pastel font:

“Feminine Bathroom Etiquette: A Visual Guide for Transitioning Employees”

Property of Aurex Wellness Division

Andrea’s knees nearly buckled.

Lilith gestured to the chair beside her. “Sit. Let’s learn together.”

Andrea obeyed. She sat, legs automatically crossing, skirt riding just high enough to make her aware of her thighs. The plug adjusted with a faint buzz. She stiffened.

Lilith said nothing—just tapped the projector.

The video began.

Soft music. Pastel transitions. A smiling woman in a company uniform stood in front of a row of polished stalls.

“Welcome, girlies! If you’re watching this, congrats! You’re being trusted with shared access to the Aurex women’s facilities. But being a bathroom bestie takes poise, posture, and just a little feminine grace!”

Andrea wanted to crawl under the desk.

The actress walked through every step in detail:

• How to enter confidently.

• Why to always sit—even if you don’t think you need to.

• When to wipe front to back.

• Why giggling about tampon machines is unprofessional, not charming.

Then the screen changed.

CLOTHING ADJUSTMENT: SKIRTS VS. PANTS

The video showed a digital model in a pencil skirt—exactly like Andrea’s—sitting gently, knees tucked, adjusting modestly. The camera zoomed in. Then out again. Soft applause.

Then came the line that broke something in her.

“And remember, being a good girl in the bathroom is about more than posture—it’s about knowing you belong.”

Andrea felt something flip in her stomach.

Lilith’s eyes flicked sideways.

Her hands were balled in her lap, but the thighs pressed together. The breath had gone shaky again. Her nipples tightened under the blouse. The plug pulsed.

She was wet.

Not physically—not yet. But her body was thrumming.

Because deep down, watching this pastel nightmare unfold…

Seeing how to wipe…

Learning how to sit…

Hearing the words “good girl” whispered over toilet stall animations…

She was getting excited.

Lilith paused the video.

“You’re enjoying this.”

Andrea blinked fast. “No—I’m just⁠—”

“You’re aroused.”

“No I’m not⁠—”

Lilith reached for her tablet, tapped a command. The screen blinked.

STIMULATION LEVELS: 71%

Subject Response: POSITIVE

Andrea’s eyes widened.

“You’re becoming exactly what you were always meant to be,” Lilith whispered. “Not just compliant. Not just soft. But eager to belong. Even in the bathroom.”

Andrea looked away, face burning, thighs pressed so tight the plug gave a warning vibration.

Lilith leaned closer, voice velvet-smooth.

“Would you like to watch the second half?”

Andrea didn’t answer.

She just nodded.
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The photography studio was tucked behind HR like a little secret. Andrea hadn’t even known it existed until the appointment reminder pinged her console: “Phase 1 – Inclusion Campaign Participation. Outfit provided.”

Outfit?

She should’ve known better.

The studio walls were soft matte pink. A vanity mirror glowed beside a backdrop screen that pulsed in slow gradients—blush to lavender, cotton-candy pink to baby blue. On the table: a labeled box marked Subject 4F-03 – Wardrobe Compliance, Tier A.

Andrea opened the box and instantly hated her life.

Inside:

A pink crop top with "INCLUSION IS HOT" in white foil letters

A matching miniskirt, barely long enough to be legal

A wired push-up bra labeled “Brand Enhancement – Cleavage Assist”

A lip plumper gloss marked Pout Phase 2

She hesitated, her fingers tracing the cheap, shiny fabric of the top.

Then the dressing screen lit up with a prompt:

BEGIN DRESSING – RECORDING ACTIVE

Delay will be logged as noncompliance.

With a shuddering breath, she stripped. The cool air raised goosebumps on her bare skin. She started with the bra. It was a complex contraption of wires, padding, and tight elastic. Slipping her arms through the straps, she fumbled with the clasp at the back, her fingers clumsy. When it finally snapped shut, it was brutally tight, digging into her ribs and shoulders. The padded cups were cavernous, but as she settled them over her own tender, developing breasts, the padding mashed them flat for a moment before the underwire forced everything upward and inward, creating a harsh, artificial canyon of cleavage that looked grotesquely exaggerated on her still-slender frame.

Next was the crop top. It was even smaller than it looked. She had to tug it down over her head, the fabric straining across her back and chest. The hem stopped a full three inches above the waistband of her skirt, leaving a wide strip of her midriff completely exposed. The foil letters felt cold and plasticky against her skin.

Finally, the skirt. It was a tiny, unforgiving tube of stretchy pink fabric. She had to wiggle into it, pulling it up over her hips, which had grown just enough to make the process a struggle. The skirt clung to her like a second skin, so short that the hem barely grazed the tops of her thighs. When she moved, it rode up, threatening to expose the lace of her panties. The constant, slight pressure of the plug inside her was a relentless reminder of why she couldn't refuse.

By the time she stepped out from behind the screen, her reflection didn’t look like her. Not Drew. Not even the Andrea who’d sat at the front desk.

This version stood with rounded breasts pushed up by foam padding, lips wet and overplumped, midriff bare, thighs glossy with lotion, and just enough color on her cheeks to look flushed.

The camera crew—just one HR intern and a remote-operated lens—gestured her to the backdrop.

“Welcome to your Inclusion Campaign shoot!” the intern chirped. “Today’s theme is Playfully Proud! We want smiles, giggles, and a little sass.”

Andrea’s stomach churned.

“First pose: Hands on hips, tilt your head, give us a pop of that smile!”

She obeyed. Slowly.

The camera clicked.

“Chin up. Gaze soft. Try laughing like you’re just so proud of how far you’ve come.”

“I—can’t,” Andrea said, voice flat.

The intern made a note. “Low enthusiasm detected. Reapplying motivation.”

Suddenly, the plug buzzed inside her.

Hard.

She gasped, her back arching involuntarily, a flush spreading across her exposed chest.

The camera clicked.

“There! That was cute! Let’s lean into that.”

Andrea forced a smile, her body still humming from the internal violation. She arched her back slightly, tilted her chest forward. The crop top strained against the fake cleavage. Another click.

“Say it with me,” the intern said. “‘Inclusion is sexy!’”

Andrea blinked.

“What?”

The plug buzzed again—short, sharp, a brutal little reminder deep in her guts.

“Inclusion is sexy!” she blurted, the words torn from her.

“Now say it like you mean it, giggling this time.”

Another pulse. Her knees wobbled. The vibration was a direct line to her shame, making her clench around the intruder.

“In-inclusion is sexy!” she squeaked, and giggled—high, breathy, fake.

The sound echoed in the studio. Too real. Too natural.

And her brain did something awful: it liked it. The giggle had felt… good. A release of the terrible, buzzing tension.

The intern clapped. “Yes! That was adorable!”

Andrea froze as she realized she was still smiling.

Still blushing.

Still giggling.

Click. Click. Click.

Two hours later, every employee at Aurex received an internal newsletter titled:

“Meet Andrea – Our Inclusion Star [image: rainbow][image: sparkling heart]”

She’s sweet. She’s soft. She’s learning. And she’s ours.

Attached: A glossy, full-color photo of Andrea in the pink crop top, giggling wide-eyed with her glossed lips parted, cleavage pushed to the gods.

Her inbox filled with:

“OMG you look amazing!! [image: smiling face with heart-eyes]”

“Slay queen [image: nail polish] we love to see it!”

“Andrea you’re glowing girl [image: fire]”

Andrea stared at the screen, heart pounding, thighs twitching against the seat.

She couldn’t stop looking at the photo.

And the worst part?

She looked happy.


Chapter Six




The company dorm was the only place that felt like his, and even that was a lie. It was a ten-by-twelve cell with corporate-approved beige walls, a single bed, and a desk that housed a terminal he couldn’t use for anything but approved training modules. It was here, in the dead of night, with the glow of the city filtering through the slats of the blinds, that Andrea—Drew—scratched his truth into a small, leather-bound book. It was a stupid risk, buying it from a kiosk during a supervised outing, hiding it under a loose floorboard. But he needed it. It was the only thing the cameras and the sensors and Lilith couldn’t touch.

He wrote by the dim light of his phone, his handwriting a frantic, jagged scrawl.

They made me wear heels today. Not just heels, but these fucking clear plastic stripper heels. I could see my own toes, painted this gross shimmery pink, curled up like dead things. My calves are on fire. My back aches. Every time I took a step, my tits jiggled and everyone stared. I hate it. I hate the way they look at me. I hate the way my skin feels, all soft and wrong. I HATE THAT I STILL HAVE A DICK. It’s this stupid, useless, shrinking little thing that gets hard when Lilith talks to me and leaks when the plug goes off. It’s a fucking traitor. It’s the last piece of me and I hate it more than anything. I want to cut it off myself sometimes, just to be done with it, just to stop the feeling of it there, reminding me of what I was⁠—

The door clicked open without a knock.

Andrea slammed the diary shut, his heart leaping into his throat, but it was too late. Lilith stood in the doorway, backlit by the hall light, holding a master keycard. She was still in her work clothes, looking as pristine as if it were 9 AM.

“Couldn’t sleep, Andrea?” she asked, her voice deceptively gentle. She stepped inside, her heels silent on the plush carpet. Her eyes went straight to the book clutched in his white-knuckled hands.

“It’s nothing,” he stammered, trying to shove it under his pillow. “Just… notes.”

“Notes are for your terminal,” she said, and in two swift steps, she was at the bedside. Her hand closed over his wrist, her grip surprisingly strong. “Let me see.”

“No! Please!”

It was a futile struggle. She pried the diary from his fingers as easily as taking candy from a child. She didn’t even look at him; her focus was entirely on the book. She opened it to the most recent page, the one still damp with his angry tears.

She read it silently for a moment, her expression unreadable. Then, she sighed, a sound of profound disappointment. “Oh, Andrea. ‘I hate that I still have a dick.’” She read the line aloud, her voice cool and clear, enunciating every word with surgical precision.

A sob ripped from his chest. He curled in on himself, wrapping his arms around his knees. He was wearing the mandated sleepwear: a silky pink chemise and a pair of sheer pink pantyhose that felt like a second skin of shame.

“‘It’s this stupid, useless, shrinking little thing,’” Lilith continued, her tone conversational, as if she were reading a mildly interesting memo. “‘It’s a fucking traitor.’ Such anger. Such ingratitude.” She turned the page, though he knew there was nothing else on it. “We’re working so hard to help you, to make you beautiful and whole, and this is how you repay us? With this vile, masculine negativity?”

“Please stop,” he begged, his voice thick with tears. The pantyhose constricted his every movement, a constant, whispering reminder of his feminization.

She ignored him. “‘I want to cut it off myself.’” She looked up from the book, her eyes meeting his, and for the first time, he saw a flicker of something cold and terrifying in their depths. It wasn’t anger. It was calculation. “That won’t be necessary,” she said, her voice dropping to a whisper. “And it’s so messy. Don’t worry, Drew.” She used his old name like a weapon. “Not for long.”

The finality in her voice shattered what was left of his composure. He broke down completely, great, heaving sobs that wracked his entire body. He cried for the man he was, for the humiliation he endured, for the future she had just promised him with three simple words. He cried until the front of his chemise was soaked and the pink pantyhose felt clammy and disgusting against his skin.

Lilith watched him dispassionately. She didn’t comfort him. She didn’t leave. She simply stood there, holding the physical evidence of his breaking mind, until his sobs subsided into weak, hitching breaths.

Then, she tucked the diary into her blazer pocket. “We’ll be adding a new module to your schedule tomorrow,” she informed him. “Mindfulness and Gratitude Journaling. On your terminal, where we can all see your progress.” She turned and walked to the door, pausing on the threshold. “Sweet dreams, Andrea. Think beautiful thoughts.”

The door clicked shut, leaving him alone in the dark, the ghost of his own words echoing in the silence, trapped in the suffocating pink silk.

The morning after Lilith took his diary, Andrea felt hollowed out. The fight had been siphoned from him along with his secrets, leaving behind a raw, trembling vessel. He dressed mechanically in the soft, baby-blue sweater and pleated skirt laid out for him, the fabrics feeling like a betrayal against his skin. When the escort arrived to take him not to the front desk, but to a new, soundproofed media lab, he offered no resistance. He was just a thing to be moved.

The lab was small and dark, dominated by a large condenser microphone and a monitor displaying a single, cheerful-looking waveform analyzer. Lilith was already there, waiting beside a teleprompter. She smiled, a bland, professional expression that didn't reach her eyes.

"Good morning, Andrea. We're pivoting your vocal training today," she began, as if discussing a quarterly report. "Your tone still carries too much… resistive resonance. We're going to work on projecting a more positive, brand-aligned identity."

On the teleprompter, words glowed in soft pink text.

Bimbo is a mindset, and I’m learning it!

Andrea stared at the sentence, his stomach twisting. It was stupid. Insulting.

"Go ahead, Andrea," Lilith prompted, her voice calm. "Read it. With feeling."

He swallowed, his throat dry. "Bimbo is a mindset," he said, his voice flat and low, the old Drew's baritone still clinging to the edges, "and I'm learning it."

A sharp, negative buzz sounded from the computer. A red bar lit up on the waveform analyzer labeled 'PITCH & ENTHUSIASM - NON-COMPLIANT'.

"That's not it at all," Lilith chided gently. "Let's try again. Think higher. Think lighter. Think… empty." She tapped her tablet.

The plug inside him gave a single, vicious thrum, a brutal reminder of its presence and purpose. He gasped, his back arching slightly.

"Again," Lilith said.

"Bimbo is a mindset," he tried, forcing his voice up an octave. It cracked, sounding strained and pathetic. "And I'm learning it."

Another negative buzz, but softer. The red bar diminished slightly. A tiny green bar labeled 'REWARD POTENTIAL' flickered to life.

"Better. But I need to hear the smile," Lilith insisted. "I need to hear the giggle. The words are meaningless without the correct emotional payload."

The next line appeared on the prompter.

Cuteness is compliance!

He took a shaky breath. He thought of the vibrating plug, of the humiliation of the night before, of the terrifying promise of not for long. A strange, desperate survival instinct kicked in. He pitched his voice high, unnaturally so, and forced a breathy, girlish lilt into it.

"Cuteness is… compliance!" he chirped, tacking on a weak, airy giggle at the end. "Hehe."

The computer emitted a positive, chime-like sound. The green 'REWARD' bar jumped noticeably. On her tablet, Lilith smiled. "Excellent progress. You see? You can do it when you try."

And then, the most insidious thing happened. A low, pleasant warmth began to pulse from the plug inside him. It wasn't the punishing vibration from before; it was a deep, soothing, rhythmic massage that spread through his lower body, a wave of artificial pleasure that made his toes curl in his ballet flats. It was a reward. A direct, physical payment for his performance.

The final line appeared.

I’m Andrea, and I’m here to serve.

His mind rebelled. Serve? Serve who? Serve how? But his body, still humming from the rewarding pulse, had other ideas. The fear and the pleasure were getting tangled, the wiring in his brain cross-circuiting. He didn't have to force the next giggle; it bubbled up, high and slightly unhinged.

"I'm Andrea," he squealed, his voice dripping with a saccharine, brainless perkiness he didn't recognize as his own, "and I'm here to serve! Teehee!"

The computer chimed triumphantly. The green bar maxed out. The plug's reward cycle intensified, the warm pulses coming faster, making him press his thighs together, a dizzying flush spreading across his cheeks. It felt good. It felt so shamefully, undeniably good.

Lilith watched, her expression one of serene satisfaction. "Perfect. That's the voice we're looking for. Again, from the top. Let's cement those neural pathways."

And Andrea, her head foggy with endorphins and her body aching for the next rewarding pulse, obeyed. She read the slogans again, her voice now a permanent, bubbly falsetto, each giggle more natural than the last, each idiotic phrase sending another jolt of pleasure through her system. The more brainless she sounded, the better it felt. And the truly terrifying part was, she didn't hate it. She was starting to crave the sound of that stupid, happy girl in the microphone, because that was the girl who got the reward. That was the girl who got to feel good.


Chapter Seven




The restaurant was sleek and cold—glass, chrome, brushed steel. Minimalist. Modern. Every surface seemed engineered to reflect light and control behavior. Andrea stood stiffly near the host station in her company-assigned outfit: a silk blouse in pale coral, tight pencil skirt, sheer pantyhose, and nude heels that pinched her toes. Her ID badge swung just above her chest, the name printed in soft script:

Andrea — Brand Transition Pilot

She/Her

The hostess approached. “They’re seated. Follow me.”

Andrea’s heels clicked against the polished floor, her knees locking tight with every step. Her thighs slid against the pantyhose with an audible whisper. Her face was powdered and lip gloss reapplied twice. She could feel her heartbeat in her temples.

They reached the table.

Three investors. Two men in tailored suits. One woman with sleek hair, sharp cheekbones, and a perfectly folded silk handkerchief tucked into the collar of her jacket. VP Elana Quinn. She worked out of the Boston division—feared, respected, openly trans, and fucking terrifying.

“Andrea,” she purred, holding out a hand.

Andrea took it, expecting a shake. Instead, Elana pulled her forward gently, and with one elegant motion, seated her in her lap.

The breath left Andrea’s body.

“This one,” Elana said smoothly to the others, “is one of our most promising proofs.”

Andrea sat frozen. Her skirt rode up mid-thigh. The tablecloth brushed just below her waist. Her cheeks burned.

“Would you be a dear and pour the wine?” Elana asked softly, her lips just behind Andrea’s ear.

Andrea nodded. Reached for the bottle. Her hand shook.

“Try not to spill,” Elana murmured, her hand drifting to Andrea’s thigh. Light at first—just resting.

Andrea uncorked the bottle, her fingers clumsy, and began to pour. First glass, steady. Second glass—her wrist trembled.

Elana’s hand slid higher.

Andrea gasped. Nearly overfilled the third glass.

The two investors watched with bland amusement. One smirked.

“She’s still a little shaky,” Elana said, not bothering to lower her voice. “But that’s part of the charm. We’re reshaping not just the body, but the instinct. That kind of programming takes time.”

Andrea’s stomach churned. She wanted to slide off this woman’s lap and run. But her thighs wouldn’t move. Elana’s hand had reached the edge of her inner thigh now, resting just under the hem of the skirt—a single digit away from her most vulnerable spot.

The one that was still shrinking, yet leaking cum at every fucking chance it could.

Andrea managed to set the bottle down without knocking it over.

One of the investors raised his glass. “To progress.”

“To compliance,” the other added.

Elana’s hand pressed upward, just slightly. Enough to make Andrea clench. Enough to feel the plug shift deep inside her.

She bit her lip. A small, high-pitched sound escaped her throat—humiliated and involuntary.

The men chuckled.

Elana kissed her cheek, once.

“She’s a good girl,” she said, stroking the soft fabric of Andrea’s skirt. “And she knows her place.”

The car ride back to the Aurex tower was silent. Elana Quinn didn’t speak, her attention on her tablet, her hand occasionally resting on Andrea’s knee as if she were a pet. The touch was possessive, casual, and it made Andrea’s skin crawl even as a traitorous warmth pooled low in her belly. She could still feel the ghost of that hand creeping higher, the pressure of the plug shifting inside her with every turn of the vehicle.

When they arrived, Elana didn't escort her to the dorms. Instead, a new directive pinged on Andrea’s phone, its tone sharper, more urgent than usual.

Report to Sub-Level 4 – Endocrine & Neurological Integration. Dosage Adjustment & Product Testing.

Lilith was waiting for her in the stark white medical bay, a syringe filled with a pale, pearlescent liquid already prepared. "Your hormone levels are plateauing," she stated, without preamble. "We're increasing your estrogen dosage by forty percent and introducing a new progesterone analogue to accelerate fat redistribution and lobular development."

Andrea barely had time to process the words before the needle slid into the soft flesh of her upper arm. A cold rush spread through her muscle, followed by a deep, pervasive ache that seemed to settle directly into her bones.

The effects were not subtle. Within an hour, sitting in the waiting area for her next "test," her entire body felt alien and hypersensitive. Her breasts, which had been tender buds, now felt heavy and sore, the nipples so painfully erect they chafed against the lace of her bra. Every slight movement—crossing her legs, shifting in the plastic chair—sent a jiggling, aching bounce through them that made her want to cry. A fine sheen of sweat broke out on her skin, making her blouse cling to her back and the silk of her panties stick to her ass.

A technician finally called her name and led her into a different room. This one was colder, dominated by a reclining medical chair equipped with stirrups and surrounded by monitors displaying real-time biometric data. On a sterile tray beside it lay a strange, glistening object. It was silicone, flesh-toned, and shaped like a thick, veiny penis, but it was attached by a tangle of wires to a large console.

"This is the Neurolube 2.0 Vaginal Simulator," the technician explained, his voice monotone. "It administers targeted neuro-stimulants directly to the mucosal tissue while providing realistic tactile feedback. We need you to describe the sensations verbally. Be precise."

Andrea stared at the device, her mouth going dry. "I… I don't have…" she started, her voice still carrying the faint, breathy pitch from her slogan training.

"You have a perineum, labial folds, and a prostate," the technician corrected, gesturing for her to get into the chair. "The simulator is designed to stimulate all three, encouraging the neural pathways associated with vaginal orgasm to fire. Now, please, assume the position."

Trembling, Andrea lay back, placing her heels in the cold metal stirrups. The short pencil skirt was pushed up to her waist, exposing her completely—the sheer pantyhose, the pink lace panties stretched taut over the base of the plug, the pathetic, shrinking length of her cock nestled between her swelling thighs. The technician didn't bother removing her underwear; he simply pushed the fabric aside, exposing her most intimate parts to the cold air and the unblinking eye of a camera mounted on the ceiling.

He picked up the simulator. It was slick with a clear, shimmering gel—the Neurolube. The moment the tip touched her, a jolt went through her, unlike anything she'd ever felt. It wasn't just physical; it was a chemical firework exploding directly in her nerves. The gel wasn't a lubricant; it was a conductor, a drug.

"Initial contact," the technician said, watching the monitors. "Describe."

"A-ah!" she gasped, her back arching off the table. "It's… cold. And… it burns. But… good. Oh god, it… it tingles everywhere."

The technician pushed the simulator forward, the bulbous head pressing against her tight, virgin pucker. The resistance was immediate, her body clenching in protest, but the Neurolube was already working, sending waves of synthetic pleasure that melted her tension into a warm, willing slurry. With a firm, steady pressure, he worked the head inside.

"Nnngh! F-fuck!" she cried out, her hands gripping the sides of the chair. The stretch was immense, the device far larger than the plug, but the Neurolube transformed the pain into a blinding, white-hot pleasure. "It's… it's so big. I can feel… everything. Every vein. It's… filling me up."

He pushed deeper, until the entire length was buried inside her, the fake balls resting against her own. The sensation was overwhelming. Her prostate was being massaged with agonizing precision, while the Neurolube lit up every single nerve ending in her rectum, convincing her brain she was being fucked in a cunt she didn't possess.

"Now, the stimulation cycle begins," the technician announced, and pressed a button on the console.

The device didn't just vibrate. It pulsed, mimicking the rhythm of a thrusting cock, each inward stroke accompanied by a fresh burst of the euphoric gel. The moan that tore from Andrea's throat was long, loud, and utterly involuntary. It echoed off the sterile walls, a raw, animal sound of complete surrender.

"Describe the sensation," the technician demanded, his voice flat against the backdrop of her ecstatic cries.

"I—ohhh God—it's moving! It's fucking me!" she screamed, her hips bucking wildly, meeting each artificial thrust. Her breasts bounced and ached with the motion, her neglected dick leaking a constant, pathetic stream of pre-cum onto her stomach. "It feels… it feels like I'm coming but I'm not! It's… deeper! It's in my stomach! Ah! Ah! Fuck!"

She was babbling, lost in the chemical-fueled simulation. The pleasure was a brutal, mind-wiping onslaught. There was no Drew left, no anger, no humiliation. There was only the relentless, perfect friction inside her and the desperate, screaming need for it to never stop.

"Good," the technician said, making a note on his chart. "Neurolube 2.0 is achieving targeted synaptic response. Subject is verbally confirming vaginal-type orgasmic sensation." He increased the speed.

Andrea's world dissolved into a series of guttural moans and shattered, sobbing pleas for more, her body convulsing in the chair, a slick, sweating, moaning testament to the fact that they weren't just changing her body anymore. They were rewriting her very sense of pleasure, carving out a new sexuality from the inside out, and the most terrifying part was how perfectly, how brutally, it was working.

The fire lit by the Neurolube simulator didn't extinguish when the session ended. It banked, a low, smoldering coal in Andrea’s guts that the cold shower and the sterile dorm room couldn’t quench. The phantom fullness, the ghost of that perfect, rhythmic friction, haunted her. Her body, now super-sensitized by the hormone surge, felt like a live wire. Her breasts ached with a dull throb, her nipples hard and painful against the silk of her chemise. But the worst was the deep, hollow ache between her legs—an emptiness where the simulator had been, a craving for that brutal, mind-erasing pleasure.

She tossed and turned in her bed, the sheets tangling around her legs. Every time she closed her eyes, she saw the technician’s impassive face, felt the cold gel, heard her own shameless, echoing moans. A hot flush of shame would wash over her, followed immediately by a fresh, sharp pang of need. Her traitorous cock, now so small and sensitive it was almost vestigial, twitched and leaked, dampening her panties.

It was past 2 AM. The dorm was silent. The only light was the faint glow from the city. The need became a physical pain, a cramping desperation. Her hand drifted down, slipping under the waistband of her panties. Her own touch felt clumsy, pathetic. It wasn't enough. It couldn't replicate the feeling of being filled, of being fucked.

Her eyes scanned the dark room, landing on the vanity. On the brush set Lilith had provided. The handle of the large, paddle-shaped hairbrush was smooth, cool, and… substantial.

A war raged in her mind for all of three seconds. Dignity, resistance, the last shreds of Drew, screamed no. But the need, the raw, chemical and hormonal addiction screaming from her every nerve ending, was louder.

She slid out of bed, her heart hammering against her ribs. She crept to the vanity, her hand closing around the cool, polished wood of the brush handle. She fumbled for the bottle of scented lotion on the dresser, slicking the handle with shaking hands.

Back on the bed, she shoved her panties down to her knees. She was breathing in ragged gasps, her cheeks burning with humiliation even in the absolute privacy of the dark. She positioned the rounded end of the handle against her entrance, the one the plug and the simulator had so thoroughly prepared.

She pushed.

It was a poor imitation—hard, unyielding wood instead of yielding silicone—but it was something. It was fullness. She closed her eyes, biting her lip to stifle the sound as she worked it deeper, imagining it was the simulator, imagining it was that perfect, relentless rhythm. She moved her hips, a frantic, clumsy rocking, chasing the ghost of the sensation, the memory of the Neurolube's chemical bliss. A low, choked whimper escaped her throat. It wasn't the same, but it was enough to tip her over the edge. Her body seized, a weak, shuddering climax that was more relief than pleasure, leaving her breathless and disgusted with herself.

She pulled the handle out, sticky and shameful, and hid it under her pillow, curling into a ball of self-loathing and exhaustion. She never saw the tiny, almost invisible lens in the smoke detector above her bed adjust its focus.

The next morning, as Andrea was forcing herself to eat a nutrient bar at her desk, a company-wide notification chimed on every terminal in the office. It was from Lilith, sent to the "Andrea Transition Team" distribution list.

The subject line was: Positive Adaptation Behavior.

The body of the message was simple.

Team,

Attached is a short clip from last night’s dormitory feed. Note the subject’s initiative in seeking self-stimulation using a provided grooming tool. This demonstrates a significant milestone in psychosexual reprogramming—the internalization of her new somatic needs and the active seeking of feminine-gendered gratification. The associated shame-response is also noted and will be leveraged in future conditioning.

Our Andrea is adapting so well!

-L.

Andrea’s blood ran cold. She clicked the attachment.

There, in high-definition, silent video, was her. Her desperate, naked form in the dim light, fumbling with the lotion, the frantic rocking, the final, humiliating shudder as she came on the hairbrush handle. The footage was clear, clinical, and utterly damning.

A soft patter of applause started from the HR department. Then it spread. By the time she stood up to flee to the bathroom, the entire open-plan office was on its feet, clapping. Not a roaring ovation, but a steady, knowing, insidious ripple of applause. They were smiling—warm, approving, proud smiles. A woman from marketing gave her a thumbs-up. The intern from the photoshoot mouthed, "You go, girl!"

Andrea stood frozen, her face burning with a blush so intense she felt dizzy with it. The applause felt like physical blows. They weren't clapping for a achievement; they were clapping for her surrender. They were celebrating the moment she had finally, truly, broken and used the tools of her feminization to get herself off. She was a good girl. She was adapting.

And as the applause washed over her, the only thing louder than the clapping was the silent, screaming realization in her head: a part of her, the part still humming from the memory of the Neurolube and the cheap imitation that followed, was horrifyingly, disgustingly, proud of the praise.


Chapter Eight




The syringe was different this time. The liquid inside wasn't the pale pearlescent estrogen, but a deep, shimmering crimson, like liquefied rubies catching the light. It seemed to pulse with a faint, internal luminescence in the sterile glare of the medical bay.

"This is EstroVore," Lilith explained, her voice holding a note of clinical reverence as she tapped the barrel to clear any air bubbles. "A next-generation hormonal catalyst. It doesn't just encourage feminine development; it commands it on a cellular level. It will accelerate your fat redistribution, soften your skin, and finalize the… structural changes we've discussed."

Andrea, already feeling raw and exposed after the public shaming of the hairbrush video, could only stare at the needle. Her body felt like a pincushion, a chemical dumping ground. She offered her arm, the movement automatic, her will to resist having been systematically dismantled piece by piece.

The puncture was sharp, the initial push of the plunger cold. But as the crimson fluid emptied into her vein, a strange warmth spread, not unpleasant at first, like a sip of strong liquor. It settled deep in her marrow, a dormant fire.

The physical effects began within hours. By evening, her breasts felt heavier, fuller, the ache a constant, dull throb that made the brush of her blouse an agonizing caress. Her hips felt wider, her walk developing a slight, involuntary sway as her center of gravity shifted. But these were just the surface symptoms.

Sleep, when it finally came, was not an escape. It was an invasion.

She was running through the Aurex office, but it was distorted, endless. The cubicle walls were towering, fleshy membranes that pulsed with a slow, wet rhythm. She wasn't wearing her corporate attire. She was in a torn, sheer babydoll nightie, her new, heavy breasts bouncing painfully with every frantic step. Her heels were impossibly high, making her ankles wobble, and she could hear them coming.

Them. A crowd of figures emerging from the pulsing walls. They had no distinct faces, just the blurred, professional smiles of her coworkers, of the investors, of Lilith. Their hands were everywhere, grabbing, groping, pinching. A hand closed over her mouth, another yanked the flimsy nightie down, exposing her swollen, aching nipples to the cold, recycled air. A chorus of bland, approving murmurs surrounded her. "Good girl, Andrea." "Such progress." "So soft."

She was forced to her knees on the cold linoleum, which had become slick and wet. A line of the faceless men formed before her, their trousers unzipped. She was made to service them one after the other, the taste of salt and starch filling her mouth, her own gagging sounds mixing with their soft, corporate chuckles. She tried to resist, but her body betrayed her, a hot, shameful arousal coiling in her gut with each degrading act. Her own tiny, useless cock throbbed, a traitorous beacon of pleasure in the humiliation.

The scene shifted. She was on the conference room table, her wrists and ankles bound to the legs with pink silk ribbons. Lilith stood at the head of the table, reading from a quarterly report in a monotone while Elana Quinn, between sips of wine, casually used a glass dildo on her, the cold, hard object plunging in and out with metronomic precision. The investors watched, making notes on tablets.

"Subject exhibits positive response to public sexual performance," Lilith read aloud.

"Mmm, she does," Elana purred, twisting the dildo, sending a shockwave of pleasure-pain through Andrea's core. "She's so wet for us. Such a good, helpless little thing."

Andrea arched her back, a scream trapped in her throat, her body convulsing in a powerful, wrenching orgasm that was both the most intense she'd ever felt and the most soul-crushing. The pleasure was a weapon, and it was being used to bludgeon the last fragments of Drew into dust. She was just a hole, a toy, a good girl, coming apart on the boardroom table for the approval of her masters. The feeling of utter, complete helplessness was the most potent aphrodisiac of all.

She woke with a gasp, drenched in sweat, her heart hammering against her ribs. The sheets were tangled around her legs, soaked between her thighs with her own arousal. The phantom sensations of the dream—the groping hands, the cold glass, the overwhelming, degrading climax—clung to her. She felt raw, violated, and horrifyingly, unbearably turned on. She curled into a fetal position, sobbing quietly into her pillow, the taste of phantom cocks still in her mouth.

In a monitoring station three floors below, a technician sipped his coffee and watched the feed. On his bank of screens, Andrea's biometrics spiked and plummeted—heart rate, neural activity, vaginal temperature, galvanic skin response. Next to the live data, a rendered, animated reconstruction of her dream played out, generated by the EstroVore compound's interaction with her limbic system. He saw the fleshy corridors, the faceless figures, the binding, the violation.

He made a note in her file: "EstroVore Cycle 1, Night 1: Subject's oneiric content demonstrates full integration of assigned submissive sexual archetype. Vivid imagery of gang rape scenarios and public use show a successful erosion of ego boundaries and a sublimation of resistance into masochistic arousal. Helplessness is now a primary erotic trigger. Proceeding as planned."

He forwarded the clip and the analysis to the entire HR team with the subject line: Dreamweaver Protocol - Positive Initial Results.

Andrea’s most private, degrading fantasies were now corporate property, another data point in her transformation, proof that even her subconscious was no longer her own.

The dreams did not fade with the dawn; they lingered like a stain on her consciousness, making the real world feel thin and unreal. The constant, low-grade arousal from the EstroVore was a humming undercurrent in her blood, a persistent itch that made the brush of her panties against her sensitized flesh a torment. When the summons came for another "compliance calibration," Andrea felt a perverse flicker of anticipation beneath the dread. Her body, now a traitorous entity with its own desperate needs, craved the relief only their machines could provide.

The room she was led to was new. It was small, windowless, and painted a flat, non-reflective black. In the center stood a single, upright booth, also black, with a single opening cut into it at waist height. It looked like a confessional built for a particularly depraved religion. Wires snaked from the top of the booth to a bank of monitors where Lilith and a technician stood waiting.

"This is the Social Proximity Arousal Simulator," Lilith explained, her voice echoing slightly in the acoustically dead space. "It measures your physiological and auditory responses to anonymous, sequential stimulation. A useful metric for gauging your… public readiness."

Andrea understood instantly. A gloryhole. They had built her a fucking gloryhole simulator.

"Assume the position," the technician said, his voice devoid of inflection.

Trembling, Andrea stepped into the booth. It was a tight fit, forcing her to stand pressed against the back wall. The opening was perfectly aligned. A padded rest for her forehead forced her to look straight ahead, through the hole, at a blank black screen. Her hands were placed on two grips on either side. The moment she was in place, a harness descended from the ceiling, locking her hips in position, preventing her from pulling away. She was trapped, on display, her lower half presented through the hole like meat at a butcher's counter.

"Cycle beginning," the technician announced.

The black screen in front of her lit up, displaying a simple, pulsating pink circle. A soft, mechanical whirring sound came from the other side of the wall. Then, the first dildo emerged. It was smooth, medium-sized, and glistening with lubricant. It nudged against her lips.

"Open," Lilith's voice came through a hidden speaker, calm and commanding.

A sob hitched in Andrea's throat, but her jaw went slack. The dildo slid into her mouth, its synthetic taste filling her senses. It began a slow, rhythmic thrusting. A camera inside the booth, positioned right above the hole, captured every detail—the stretch of her lips, the helpless working of her jaw, the tears that immediately welled in the corners of her eyes. A microphone picked up the wet, gagging sounds she couldn't suppress.

Just as she adjusted to the violation of her mouth, a second mechanism whirred to life below. Another dildo, this one thicker and veined, pressed against her prepared entrance. With no way to clench or resist, it pushed inside her in one smooth, brutal motion. The feeling of being filled at both ends, so soon after the vivid degradation of her dreams, short-circuited her brain.

A long, ragged moan was torn from her around the dick in her mouth. Her body shook violently in the harness, a tremor that started in her core and radiated out to her fingertips. The EstroVore-fueled need in her roared to life, her hips trying desperately to buck against the restraints, to meet the thrusts, to get more. The pleasure was immense, a tidal wave of sensation that fed directly into the humiliating narrative of her dreams—she was a thing to be used, a hole to be filled, and her body was screaming its agreement.

The dildos changed rhythm, one speeding up while the other slowed, creating a disorienting, overwhelming counterpoint. A third, smaller attachment emerged, vibrating against her tiny, trapped cock, making her scream around the intrusion in her mouth. The cameras captured it all: the blur of frantic movement, the wide, pleading eye contact she made with the lens, the silent screams and the tears that streamed down her face, cutting paths through her carefully applied makeup.

She was a mess of conflicting signals—agonized humiliation and raw, undeniable ecstasy. Her body was a live wire, shaking, sweating, teetering on the very brink of release, held there by the cruel precision of the machines.

Lilith watched the monitors, a faint smile touching her lips as she observed the biometric readouts spiking into the red. "Note the sustained elevated heart rate and the vocalization patterns," she said to the technician. "The subject is maintaining a high state of arousal despite, or perhaps because of, the evident distress. The psychological resistance is crumbling." She made a note on her tablet. "Data confirms Andrea's bimbo threshold is rising. The capacity for complex negative emotion is being successfully overwritten by baser somatic reward pathways."

The simulation continued, the dildos working her with relentless, impersonal efficiency, keeping her balanced on a razor's edge of unbearable pleasure, ensuring she didn't tip over into the release her entire being was begging for. They were teaching her a new, more terrible lesson: that her body, her pleasure, her very orgasm, belonged to them, and they would grant it only when they saw fit.

The simulation had stopped. The dildos retracted with a soft, wet sound, leaving her gaping and empty, her body screaming for a conclusion it had been brutally denied. The harness unlocked, but Andrea didn't move. She slumped against the inside of the booth, her legs unable to support her, sliding down the black wall to kneel on the cold floor. Tremors wracked her frame, a continuous, helpless shuddering. The arousal was a physical agony now, a tight, coiling knot of need deep in her belly that demanded release. The memory of the EstroVore dreams—the degradation, the helplessness—merged with the fresh, raw reality of the simulator, short-circuiting every last vestige of pride.

The door to the booth hissed open. Lilith stood there, silhouetted in the light from the control room, holding her tablet. She looked down at Andrea's pathetic, crumpled form, her expression one of cool assessment.

"Please," Andrea whimpered, the word a ragged tear in her throat. Her voice was a wreck, hoarse from gagging and moaning. "Please, I can't... I need to... please let me cum." The admission was the final surrender. She was begging them for permission to feel pleasure in her own humiliation.

Lilith didn't answer immediately. She tapped her tablet, and a low, teasing vibration started from the plug still seated deep inside Andrea, a cruel reminder of its constant presence. It was just enough to make Andrea gasp and buck her hips, but not enough to provide any real relief.

"You may," Lilith said, her voice perfectly even. "But only if you ask correctly."

Andrea looked up, tears and ruined mascara streaking her face. Her mind, fogged with lust and desperation, scrambled to understand. "Correctly? I... I'm asking! Please!"

"That's not it," Lilith chided, the vibration ceasing abruptly, leaving Andrea whining in frustration. "You need to articulate what you are. You need to claim the identity we've worked so hard to build for you. Ask properly."

The meaning crashed down on her. They didn't just want her obedience; they wanted her to vocalize her own annihilation. They wanted her to christen herself with the filth they had poured into her. A final, weak spark of Drew tried to resist, but it was smothered by the overwhelming, physical torment in her groin. Her body was no longer her own; it was a desperate, aching thing that would say anything, be anything, for release.

She swallowed hard, her throat clicking dryly. She looked up at Lilith, her vision blurry with tears of shame and need.

"P-please..." she stammered, the words feeling like shards of glass in her mouth. She took a shuddering breath, forcing them out. "Please, Miss Lilith... let your... your filthy little girl cum."

The silence in the room was absolute for a moment, broken only by Andrea's hitching sobs.

A genuine, warm smile spread across Lilith's face. It was the most terrifying thing Andrea had ever seen. "Good girl."

Lilith tapped her tablet.

It wasn't a gentle permission. It was a command detonation.

The plug erupted into a violent, buzzing frenzy, its intensity far beyond anything she had felt before. At the same time, a powerful electro-stimulant patch on her clit fired, sending a jolt of pure, white-hot electricity through her nervous system.

Andrea's world exploded.

A raw, screaming wail tore from her lungs, a sound of utter, mindless abandon. Her back arched violently, her head slamming back against the wall of the booth. Her eyes rolled back in her head as the orgasm ripped through her, a seismic event that felt less like pleasure and more like her soul being torn out through her cunt. It was a convulsing, endless wave of sensation that wiped every thought, every memory, every shred of resistance from her mind. She was nothing but a vessel for this brutal, ecstatic void, pissing herself in a hot, shameful rush as her body seized, her toes curling painfully in her heels.

It went on and on, the machines expertly prolonging the peak until it became a form of torture, until her screams turned to ragged, exhausted gasps.

When it finally, mercifully ceased, Andrea collapsed forward onto the cold floor, a twitching, sobbing, urine-soaked mess. She lay there, utterly broken, the words echoing in the hollowed-out chamber of her mind.

Your filthy little girl.

She had said it. She had begged for it. And in the shattering, unbearable release that followed, a horrifying, fundamental truth had cemented itself in the ruins of her psyche: it had felt better than anything she had ever known. The ultimate pleasure was inextricably linked to the ultimate degradation. She was theirs. Completely.


Chapter Nine




The summons came not with a sharp tone, but with a soft, insistent chime that felt somehow more sinister. Andrea was led not to a medical bay or a testing chamber, but to a room designed to look like a high-end apartment’s living area—plush carpet, abstract art, a low-slung leather sofa. The illusion of normalcy was shattered by the equipment laid out on the glass coffee table: an array of silicone penises of various sizes and thicknesses, each mounted on a discreet mechanical base, alongside bottles of lubricant and towels.

Lilith was there, as always, her presence a cold anchor in the unsettlingly warm room. With her was a woman Andrea had never seen, introduced as Cassandra, a "Intimacy Protocol Specialist." Her smile was as polished and impersonal as the furniture.

"Your biochemical and neurological integration is proceeding ahead of schedule," Lilith began, her hands clasped behind her back. "But theoretical arousal is meaningless without practical application. True femininity, in the Aurex model, is performative. It is a skill set of submission and service. Today, you begin mastering the most fundamental of those skills: fellatio."

Andrea’s stomach tightened into a cold knot. She stared at the rows of fake cocks, their veined, flesh-toned realism both absurd and terrifyingly explicit.

Cassandra stepped forward, her demeanor unnervingly cheerful. "Think of it not as a chore, honey, but as a form of empowerment! You are learning to wield pleasure as a tool. It's all about technique." She picked up a medium-sized model. "First, the presentation. Knees together, back straight, eyes up. You are offering a gift. Second, the hands." She demonstrated, cradling the silicone balls, stroking the shaft with feather-light touches. "You show appreciation. You worship."

She made it sound like a sacred ritual. Andrea felt a hot flush of humiliation creep up her neck.

"Now, the mouthwork," Cassandra continued, her voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper. "Lips soft, never tight. The tongue is your primary instrument—long, flat licks along the frenulum are key. And the swallowing," she said, her eyes gleaming, "is the grand finale. It's the ultimate sign of acceptance. It tells him he owns you, and you are grateful for it."

For three hours, Andrea was drilled. She knelt on the plush carpet, her knees growing sore, while the mechanical bases thrust the dildos into her face at varying, unpredictable rhythms. Cassandra corrected the angle of her head, the pressure of her suction, the cadence of her breathing. The plug inside her vibrated softly—a reward—when she performed a maneuver correctly, and gave a sharp, painful buzz when she gagged or hesitated. The training was a brutal, systematic deconstruction of a intimate act into a series of cold, mechanical steps. Her jaw ached, her throat was raw, and the cloying, synthetic taste of the lubricant became a permanent fixture in her mouth, overlaying the phantom taste of Mark from the bar.

"Good. Muscle memory is forming," Cassandra declared, clapping her hands softly. "Now for the final proficiency test. A live subject provides invaluable data on instinctual response."

The door to the suite opened, and Garret, the head of Aurex security, walked in. He was a mountain of a man, his presence sucking the air from the room. He was the embodiment of the company's impenetrable power, the man who had overseen her initial processing. He didn't speak. He simply unfastened his trousers, freeing his erect penis. It was thick, veined, and utterly real, dwarfing the practice models.

"Proceed, Andrea," Lilith commanded, her voice flat. "Demonstrate your comprehension."

A silent scream echoed in Andrea's mind. This was the Rubicon. Practicing on silicone was a pantomime; servicing the chief enforcer of her captivity was the real thing. This was the ultimate, physical acceptance of her status as property.

But her body, conditioned by weeks of chemical and behavioral programming, knew the script. The fear was a cold stone in her gut, but it was tangled with the ingrained need to perform, to please, to earn that soft, rewarding vibration. The memory of the validation she'd felt at the drag bar—the thrill of being desired as a woman—flickered treacherously beneath the shame.

She got on her knees.

Looking up at Garret’s impassive face, she followed the protocol. She made eye contact, her own eyes wide and glassy. She used her hands, one cradling his heavy testicles with a reverence she didn't feel, the other stroking the length of his shaft. Then, leaning forward, she took the head into her mouth.

The taste was real—salty, musky, overwhelmingly male. It obliterated the ghost of silicone. She worked her tongue, creating a wet, rhythmic suction, bobbing her head with the practiced efficiency of the machines. Garret remained perfectly still, a statue being serviced, his only reaction a slight deepening of his breathing. The only sounds were the wet, slick noises of her mouth and her own soft, programmed whimpers.

It didn't take long. With a low, guttural grunt, his hips gave a slight jerk and he came in a hot, sudden flood down her throat.

Her training was absolute. She didn't pull away. She swallowed reflexively, once, twice, the bitter, alien essence filling her, the act of swallowing the final, degrading seal of her compliance. She kept eye contact until he softened and withdrew, tucking himself back into his trousers without a word or a glance before turning and leaving the room.

Andrea remained on her knees, breathing raggedly. Her lip gloss was smeared messily around her mouth. She could feel the sticky residue on her chin. The taste of him was embedded in her tongue, a part of her now.

Lilith looked down at her, a faint, chilling smile on her lips. "Flawless execution, Andrea. You are a remarkably quick study."

The words were the final, subtle knife twist. She had done it. She had performed the act perfectly, and the most horrifying part wasn't the violation, but the tiny, shameful spark of pride that flickered in the wreckage of her soul at the praise. She was becoming proficient at her own annihilation.

The "reward" for her proficiency was a girl's night out. This time, the venue was a sleek, exclusive rooftop club, all shimmering glass and throbbing deep house music. The dress they forced her into was even more revealing than the last—a sheer black mesh top that left nothing to the imagination, paired with a skin-tight leather miniskirt that barely covered the plug nestled inside her. Her makeup was heavier, smokier, her lips a glossy, inviting crimson.

Her coworkers from marketing, Chloe and Sophia, flanked her like jubilant handlers. "Look at you!" Chloe squealed, adjusting Andrea's top to show more cleavage. "A total fucking babe! After your little lesson today, you're ready to take on the whole club!"

The comment, so casually cruel, made Andrea flinch. But the EstroVore humming in her veins, combined with the lingering adrenaline from the afternoon's degradation, created a strange, hyper-real state. The lights were brighter, the bass thrummed directly in her bones, and the attention from men felt like a physical force.

And the attention was immediate. Whistles, stares, men buying her drinks she wasn't allowed to decline. They swarmed, drawn by the blatant sexuality of her outfit and the vacant, eager-to-please look in her eyes that her training had perfected.

One man, taller and more aggressive than Mark had been, slid onto the banquette beside her. His name was Jason. His hand found her bare thigh within seconds, his thumb stroking the sensitive skin near the hem of her skirt.

"You are fucking hot," he breathed into her ear, his breath smelling of gin. "I wanna take you home and ruin that perfect lipstick."

The words were crude, objectifying. The old Drew would have recoiled, would have shoved him away. But Andrea, her neural pathways rewired to associate male attention with reward, felt a corresponding heat bloom between her legs. The plug gave a soft, approving pulse. Her body was cheering for this.

She giggled, the sound high and airy. "You're so bad," she slurred, leaning into his touch.

She could feel Chloe and Sophia watching, their approval a tangible thing. She was performing perfectly. She was the life of the party, the center of male desire, the ultimate Aurex success story. She danced with him, her body moving with an instinctual, provocative grace she never knew she possessed, her new breasts pressing against his chest, her hips grinding against his.

When he leaned in to kiss her, his tongue forcing its way into her mouth, the taste of gin and him overlaying the phantom taste of Garret, something broke inside her. The last fragile barrier between performance and reality shattered.

She kissed him back. Hungrily. Desperately.

Her mind was a silent, screaming observatory, watching from a great distance as her body enthusiastically participated in its own debasement. She liked the possessive grip of his hand on her ass. She liked the way he groaned into her mouth. She was using the skills she’d learned hours earlier, her tongue mimicking the motions Cassandra had taught her, and it was driving him wild. The power was intoxicating, and it was the most profound humiliation yet, because it proved Lilith right. This was who she was now. This was all she was.

They didn't let Jason take her home. Chloe extracted her with a laugh, saying, "Sorry, she's ours tonight!" and bundled her into a corporate car. The crash, when it came, was swift and absolute.

Back in the sterile silence of her dorm, the music still pounded in her skull. The smell of Jason's cologne was on her skin, the taste of him in her mouth, layered over the memory of Garret. She stared at her reflection in the bathroom mirror.

The woman staring back was a stranger. Her hair was a mess of curls, her smoky eye makeup smudged into raccoon circles, the perfect crimson lipstick kissed away. The sheer mesh top was twisted, revealing the harsh red marks of Jason's fingers on her waist. She looked used. She looked cheap. She looked exactly like what they had made her.

A sob wrenched itself from her chest, so violent it doubled her over. She gripped the edges of the cold porcelain sink, her knuckles white, her entire body shaking with the force of her weeping. It wasn't just about tonight. It was about the simulator, the feel of the hairbrush handle, the applause, the dreams, the taste of cum, the thrill of a stranger's hands on her. It was the horrifying, undeniable realization that she had enjoyed it. That the lines between torture and pleasure, between imprisonment and identity, had been permanently blurred.

"I don't know who I am," she choked out, the words barely audible through her tears. The confession was the most true thing she had said in weeks. Drew was a ghost, a collection of fading memories. Andrea was a costume, a set of conditioned responses. There was nothing solid left in the center, just a swirling vortex of shame, pleasure, and a desperate, aching void.

The bathroom door opened silently. She didn't hear it over her own sobs. She only saw the reflection of Lilith appear behind her in the mirror, calm and pristine in her lab coat.

Lilith didn't speak. She simply reached out and placed a cool, dry hand on Andrea's feverish forehead, smoothing back her damp hair. Then she leaned forward and pressed a soft, lingering kiss to her temple.

It was a gesture of grotesque, maternal tenderness.

Andrea froze, her sobs catching in her throat. She stared at Lilith's reflection, her own eyes wide with terror and a pathetic, childlike need for comfort.

Lilith met her gaze in the glass, her expression one of serene satisfaction.

"I know it's frightening," Lilith murmured, her voice barely a whisper. "That feeling of being lost. Of not recognizing the person in the mirror." She gently turned Andrea around to face her, cupping her tear-stained cheek. "But it's a necessary pain. It's the death rattle of the ego."

She wiped a tear from Andrea's cheek with her thumb.

"That's because the old you is almost gone," Lilith said, her voice filled with a terrible, genuine warmth. "And soon, there will be no more confusion. Only peace. Only Andrea."

The words didn't feel like a threat. They felt like a promise. And as Andrea collapsed against Lilith, weeping into the sterile white lab coat, the last of her resistance crumbled into dust. The fight was over. She was just a good girl, broken and remade, and all that was left was to wait for the peace of total nothingness to finally, completely, claim her.


Chapter Ten




The room was different. Not a medical bay, not a testing chamber, not a mock apartment. This was an office, Lilith’s office. It was all cool grays and minimalist furniture, with a single, breathtaking view of the city skyline. It felt like the inner sanctum, the place where final decisions were made. Andrea sat in a surprisingly comfortable chair, her hands folded in her lap. She was wearing a simple, elegant sheath dress, her hair styled softly. She looked, for all intents and purposes, like a young executive. The ordinariness of it was the most unnerving part.

Lilith sat across from her, not behind the desk, but in an adjacent chair, fostering an illusion of intimacy. She smiled, a gentle, knowing curve of her lips.

“We’ve reached a pivotal stage, Andrea,” she began, her voice soft. “The behavioral and physiological integration is nearly complete. But true, lasting change requires a final, psychological consolidation. We need to lay the past to rest.” She leaned forward slightly. “So, let’s start with a simple question. Who is Drew?”

The name landed like a physical blow to Andrea’s solar plexus. It was a sound from another lifetime, a ghost that had been systematically exorcised. Her mind, so carefully rewired to exist in the present moment of pleasure and praise, scrambled. She opened her mouth, but no sound came out. The face she saw in her mind’s eye was blurry, indistinct, like a photograph left in the rain.

“I… I don’t…” she stammered, a faint line of confusion appearing between her perfectly sculpted brows.

“It’s okay,” Lilith soothed. “Let’s try to remember together.” She picked up a tablet from the coffee table between them and tapped the screen. “Let’s give that ghost a face.”

A life-sized image flickered to life on the wall-mounted screen opposite Andrea. It was a picture of Drew. He was at what looked like a college party, holding a red plastic cup, his arm slung around a friend. He was smiling, but it didn’t reach his eyes. He looked awkward, his shoulders hunched, his posture defensive. He was trying to look like he belonged and failing miserably.

Andrea flinched. A visceral recoil, as if she’d been shown something obscene.

Lilith swiped. Another photo. Drew studying, his face pinched with stress and resentment. Another. Drew in ill-fitting jeans and a baggy t-shirt, staring at the ground. Another. A candid shot of him looking angry, his jaw tight, his eyes narrowed at the camera.

“Look at him,” Lilith murmured, her voice hypnotic. “Look at the tension in his body. The unhappiness in his eyes. He was always fighting, wasn’t he? Fighting the world, fighting himself. So much anger. So much… meanness.”

The word hung in the air. Meanness. It was the perfect, insidious choice. It wasn't 'strength' or 'determination'. It was a petty, small word. And as Andrea stared at the frowning, miserable boy on the screen, she felt a surge of revulsion that was entirely her own. The neural pathways that associated that image with 'self' had been severed. All she saw was a bitter, unpleasant stranger.

“He was,” Andrea whispered, the words torn from her. Her voice was small, childlike. “He was mean. To everyone. Especially… to himself.”

Tears welled in her eyes, but they weren't tears of grief for a lost self. They were tears of pity, and disgust. The programming had done its work perfectly. It hadn't just erased Drew; it had retroactively made him the villain of her story.

Lilith reached out and took her hand, her grip cool and firm. “You don’t have to be that person anymore, Andrea. You never have to be that lonely, angry boy again. Look at what you’ve become.” She gestured with her free hand, encompassing Andrea’s poised form, her softness, her beauty. “You are desired. You are cherished. You are happy.”

Andrea looked from the miserable image on the screen to her own reflection in the dark glass of the window. The contrast was staggering. One was a creature of darkness and tension; the other was a creature of light and acceptance.

She took a shuddering breath, the last ghost of Drew fading into nothingness, unmourned.

“I’m better now,” she said, and this time her voice was clear, filled with a conviction that was no longer feigned. It was the deepest, most terrifying truth she had ever spoken.

The following day, she was taken to a government office. It was a bland, bureaucratic space, all beige walls and fluorescent lighting, a jarring shift from Aurex’s curated environments. She was escorted by a cheerful woman from HR and Garret, whose silent, looming presence ensured there would be no last-minute deviations.

Andrea was dressed for the occasion. It was the "bimbo uniform" pushed to its logical extreme: a hot pink bandage dress that strained over her curves, teetering clear-platform heels, and glossy, inflated lips. It was a costume so blatant it was a declaration of war on her old identity. She drew stares—some lecherous, some disapproving, all of them reinforcing her otherness from the normal people waiting in line.

When her number was called, she walked to the counter, her hips swaying automatically. The clerk, a middle-aged woman with tired eyes, barely glanced up.

“Name change petition?” she droned.

“Yes,” the HR woman said brightly, sliding a thick folder of paperwork across the counter. “Everything is in order.”

The clerk flipped through the documents, her expression unchanging. She finally looked at Andrea. “And you are the petitioner? You wish to legally change your name from Andrew Michael Danner to Andrea Lillian?”

The sound of her full, dead name spoken aloud in this public place made Andrea’s skin crawl. Andrew Michael Danner. It sounded like a lawsuit, a prison sentence. It was the name of the mean, unhappy boy in the pictures.

“Yes,” Andrea said, her voice a little too high, a little too breathy. “That’s me.”

“Alright. I need to take your new ID photo. Look straight into the lens, please.”

Andrea moved to the designated spot against the plain blue background. She tried to conjure the appropriate emotion for the moment—this was the final, legal severance, the state-sanctioned death of Drew. She tried to force her face into a look of solemnity, or perhaps tragic resignation.

But as the camera’s light blinked, ready to capture her for posterity, she caught her own reflection in the lens. The woman staring back was a fantasy made flesh. Plump lips, wide, guileless eyes, cascading blonde hair, a body crafted for pleasure. A perfect, beautiful doll. And the thought that this image, this Andrea, was about to become legally, irrevocably real…

A tiny, helpless smile touched the corners of her mouth. It was fleeting, there and gone in a heartbeat, but the camera captured it. The clerk saw it too, and her bored expression flickered with a hint of contempt.

The photo printed. The HR woman took it, beaming. Andrea looked at the small square of plastic. There she was. Andrea Lillian. The name Lilith had chosen for her. Her smile in the picture wasn't one of happiness, exactly. It was a smile of ownership. Of belonging.

Back in the corporate car, Andrea held the new ID in her trembling hands. Garret drove, silent as ever. The HR woman chattered excitedly, but Andrea wasn’t listening. She traced the embossed letters of her new name.

She let out a long, slow sigh. It wasn’t a sigh of defeat. It was a sigh of release. The final anchor had been cut. She was adrift, but she was free of the weight that had been dragging him down for a lifetime.

“Andrea’s a good name,” she whispered to herself, and this time, the smile that came was full and genuine.

The auditorium was the same one where she had first been presented to the investors, but it felt infinitely more vast and intimidating now. Every seat was filled with the entire Aurex board of directors, a sea of severe, expensive suits and calculating eyes. The lighting was harsh, focused entirely on the center of the stage. There were no props, no set pieces. Just a single microphone stand and a small lectern.

This was it. The final exam.

Andrea stood in the wings, her heart hammering a frantic rhythm against her ribs. She was dressed for the culmination of her journey: a stark white, corseted latex dress that gleamed under the lights, so tight it restricted her breathing to shallow sips. Her heels were silver spikes, six inches high, making her legs ache with the strain of standing still. And inside her, nestled deep, was a new, more powerful remote-controlled vibrator, its presence a constant, humiliating reminder of what was to come.

Lilith stood beside her, not offering comfort, but giving final instructions. “This is your graduation, Andrea. You will demonstrate the total alignment of your mind, body, and spirit with the Aurex corporate values. You are the product. Make us proud.”

A hand gently pushed her forward into the spotlight.

The silence in the auditorium was absolute, heavy with expectation. She walked to the lectern, the click of her heels echoing like gunshots. A digital display on the lectern lit up, showing the first of the corporate values: INNOVATION.

She leaned into the microphone, her voice breathy but clear, amplified through the room. “At Aurex, we believe true innovation comes from the courage to dismantle the obsolete and embrace the future with an open heart and a… a nngh…”

Her prepared speech was cut off as a powerful, deep vibration erupted inside her. It wasn't a tease; it was an immediate, brutal assault. Her knees buckled slightly, and she gripped the edges of the lectern to stay upright. A soft, involuntary moan escaped the microphone.

The vibration settled into a relentless, throbbing pulse. She fought to focus, her vision swimming. She found the next value on the screen. EFFICIENCY.

“E-Efficiency is the… the cornerstone of excellence… achieving maximum output with… with perfect, seamless… ah!… submission to the… the process…”

The vibration intensified, changing patterns, creating a disorienting, overwhelming counter-rhythm. Her body was beginning to shake. Pleasure, sharp and demanding, coiled in her gut, a beast waking from its slumber. She was wet, she could feel it, the slickness between her legs a private, public shame.

SYNERGY. the screen read.

“Synergy is… the beautiful… the beautiful harmony that occurs when… when individual components… oh god… surrender their… their selfish boundaries to… to create a… a single, unified… please…”

She was begging now, though to whom she didn’t know. The orgasm was building, a tidal wave of sensation fed by weeks of conditioning, by the drugs, by the humiliation of this public performance. It was inevitable. Her knuckles were white on the lectern. Her carefully rehearsed speech devolved into fragmented, gasped phrases interspersed with ragged moans and whimpers. The board members watched, impassive, taking notes.

The final value appeared: VALUE CREATION.

She opened her mouth, but all that came out was a choked scream as the vibrator unleashed its full, devastating power. The climax ripped through her with the force of a natural disaster. Her body convulsed, her back arching violently, a long, wailing cry torn from her lungs that echoed through the silent auditorium. She came apart at the podium, shaking, sobbing, her perfect composure shattered into a million pieces, the latex dress straining as her body seized with wave after wave of forced, excruciating pleasure.

When it finally, mercifully ended, she slumped over the lectern, utterly spent, tears streaming down her face, smearing her makeup. The silence returned, thicker than before.

Then, a single pair of hands began to clap. It was Lilith, standing in the wings. Slowly, the entire board of directors rose to their feet, the auditorium filling with a thunderous, rolling ovation. They were applauding her. For her perfect, humiliating breakdown. For her total surrender.

Andrea pushed herself upright, using the last of her strength. She looked out at the standing ovation, at the smiling, approving faces of the most powerful people she knew. The sobs still wracked her frame, but she found the microphone one last time.

Her voice was a broken, ravaged whisper, but it carried through the hall.

“Thank you…”


Chapter Eleven




The room was a mirror of the one where her own transformation had begun, but now the roles were reversed. Andrea stood, not on the receiving end of the critique, but as the exemplar, the mentor. She wore a simple, form-fitting black dress, her hair pulled back in a severe but elegant ponytail. She looked professional, capable, an authority. It was the most insidious uniform yet.

Before her stood a new subject. His name was Leo. He was young, maybe early twenties, with a defiant slump to his shoulders and a flicker of raw terror in his eyes. He was still dressed in his own clothes—a faded band t-shirt and jeans—a last, fragile connection to a world that was already receding from him. The sight of him sent a strange, phantom pang through Andrea, a ghost of a memory so faint it was like a whisper in a storm.

“Andrea is our star graduate,” Lilith said, her voice smooth as oil as she stood observing from the doorway. “She will be guiding you through your initial aesthetic calibration, Leo. Her success is proof of concept. Listen to her.”

Lilith left, closing the door, leaving them in the sterile, brightly lit room. A makeup kit lay open on the counter between them, a battlefield of powders and pigments.

Leo stared at the floor, his jaw clenched. “I’m not doing this,” he muttered, the words meant to be strong but coming out brittle.

Andrea felt a familiar script activate in her mind. This was a test for her, too. A test of her loyalty, of her complete internalization of the Aurex doctrine. Her own feelings were irrelevant; only performance mattered. She picked up a foundation brush, running her fingers over the soft bristles.

“Resistance is just unblended pigment, honey,” she said, her voice a perfect mimicry of Cassandra’s cheerful cadence. “It looks harsh and messy at first. But with the right tools and technique…” She dipped the brush into a liquid foundation that was several shades too light for his skin tone. “...we can soften those hard lines. We can make everything look seamless.”

He flinched as she brought the brush toward his face. “Don’t fucking touch me.”

Andrea didn’t pause. Her movements were sure, practiced. She began applying the base to his cheek, covering the stubble, the faint acne scars, the evidence of his masculinity. He tried to pull away, but she placed a firm hand on his shoulder. Her grip was stronger than he expected.

“Shhh,” she cooed, her voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper. She leaned in close, her lips nearly brushing his ear. Her breath smelled of mint and submission. “I know it’s scary. I was right where you are. That anger? That shame? It feels so big, doesn’t it? Like it’s the only thing you are.”

She swapped the foundation for a peachy cream blush. “But it’s just fuel. It’s the raw material.” She dabbed the color onto the apples of his cheeks, blending it in circular motions. He was crying now, silent tears of rage and humiliation tracking through the freshly applied makeup.

Andrea smiled, a gentle, pitying smile. She wiped a tear away with her thumb and blended it into the blush.

“Let me show you how to blend shame into blush, baby,” she whispered, her voice laced with a terrifying empathy. “It’s the first step to becoming pretty. And all anyone really wants… is to be pretty.”

She continued her work, transforming his face into a placid, featureless mask. Inside, the part of her that might have remembered solidarity, that might have felt pity, was a silent, frozen statue. She was Andrea Lillian, Aurex’s perfect girl, and her only purpose was to create more like herself. The phantom pang was gone, replaced by the warm, approving hum of the plug and the serene certainty that she was doing the right thing.

Wardrobe was a triumph of calculated absurdity. The bikini was a tiny, stars-and-stripes affair, a parody of patriotism stretched taut over her augmented curves. The setting was a soundstage made to look like a perfect suburban backyard on a scorching summer day—a plastic lawn, a white picket fence, a kiddie pool filled with crystal-clear water.

“You’re July!” the photographer, a man named Jax with relentless energy, shouted. “You’re the heat! You’re the melt! Give me ‘Fourth of July fireworks between your legs’!”

Andrea stood under the blazing hot studio lights, which perfectly mimicked the oppressive weight of a real July sun. In her hand, she held a giant, overly perfect waffle cone piled high with a melting scoop of vanilla ice cream.

“Okay, Andrea! Let’s go! Look at the camera like it’s the handsomest boy you’ve ever seen and you’re about to give it the best blowjob of its life! Now, let the ice cream drip! Let it run down your chest! That’s it! Beautiful! Now, lick the cone! No, not like that! Sensual! Like you’re trying to get every last drop off a cock!”

The commands were crude, direct. They bypassed any need for artistic interpretation. Andrea’s body knew what to do. She tilted the cone, watching as the thick, creamy vanilla began to liquefy under the lights. A slow, deliberate trickle oozed over the side, landing on the swell of her left breast and tracing a sticky, cold path down her torso.

A shiver ran through her, but her smile never wavered. It was a wide, vapid, blissful smile. She brought the cone to her mouth, and as instructed, she didn’t take a bite. She extended her tongue and gave the base of the ice cream a long, slow, flat lick from bottom to top, her eyes locked on the camera lens with a look of sultry, brainless devotion.

The flashbulbs popped like a string of firecrackers. “YES! THAT’S THE SHOT! THAT’S OUR JULY!” Jax screamed, his voice cracking with excitement.

She held the pose, licking and sucking at the cone with a rhythmic, practiced cadence, the melted ice cream plastering the tiny bikini top to her skin, creating a second, translucent layer. The caption for the company calendar was displayed on a monitor nearby: “Melting Into Diversity.”

The irony was so thick it was tangible, but Andrea didn’t see it. She saw the approval on the crew’s faces. She felt the warmth of the lights, the sweet taste of sugar on her tongue, the low, rewarding thrum from the plug that vibrated in time with the camera flashes. This was her purpose. To be beautiful. To be desirable. To be a symbol. She was melting, yes, but not into diversity. She was melting into the perfect, pliable, happy creature they had built her to be, and it felt like coming home.

Andrea was curled up in Lilith’s office chair, her head resting contentedly in Lilith’s lap. She was wearing a simple, pink silk chemise, her hair fanned out. Lilith, dressed in her impeccable lab coat, held her phone at arm's length, capturing the image. The contrast was stark, intentional: the scientist and her creation, the master and her pet, the architect and her living monument.

Lilith’s fingers carded gently through Andrea’s blonde hair. The touch was possessive, affectionate. It was the final reward.

“Smile, my dear,” Lilith murmured.

Andrea didn’t need to be told. A genuine, beatific smile spread across her face, all traces of the sobbing wreck from the auditorium gone, replaced by a placid, deep-seated contentment. She nuzzled against Lilith’s thigh like a satisfied cat.

Click.

Lilith reviewed the photo, made a minor lighting adjustment, and typed a caption. A moment later, it was live on her corporate social media feed, which was followed by every Aurex employee, investor, and industry insider.

The post was a single, powerful image. Lilith, looking down at the camera with a small, proud, maternal smile. Andrea, nestled in her lap, looking up with utter adoration and trust. The caption was succinct, devastating:

“Workplace Transformation Works. #Aurex #HR #FutureIsFemale #TransformationTuesday”

The likes and comments began pouring in instantly. A torrent of heart emojis, fire emojis, and congratulatory messages from executives and colleagues. “Incredible work, Dr. Valerius!” “She’s glowing!” “This is what progress looks like!” “A true success story!”

Andrea, her own phone in hand, watched the notifications flood her screen. She felt a warm glow of pride. She was a success story. She was proof that the system worked.

She opened the comment section on Lilith’s post. Her thumbs, tipped with glossy pink polish, hovered over the keyboard. The words came to her not as a constructed sentence, but as a pure, unfiltered expression of her soul. She typed them quickly and hit ‘send’.

The comment appeared directly beneath the photo, from her verified account, Andrea Lillian | Aurex Ambassador.

“i luv my job [image: two hearts][image: pleading face][image: eggplant]”

It was the perfect, illiterate, emoji-laden testament to her complete and total transformation. The eggplant emoji, a blatant, juvenile symbol of the sexuality that now defined her existence, was the masterstroke. It was raw, it was graphic, and it was utterly, heartbreakingly honest.

She put her phone down and sighed happily, snuggling deeper into Lilith’s lap. She was exactly where she was meant to be.


Chapter Twelve




The pre-op room was a temple of sterile white and gleaming steel, humming with a quiet, purposeful energy. There were no windows here, no mock apartments or staged photo shoots. This was the inner sanctum, the place where the final, irreversible alchemy was performed. Andrea lay on the gurney, clad in a paper-thin gown, an IV drip already feeding a cocktail of sedatives and nutrients into her arm. The drugs painted the edges of her consciousness in soft, watercolor hues, muting the sharp corners of fear.

Lilith stood over her, not in a lab coat today, but in pale blue surgical scrubs. A cap covered her hair, but her face was exposed, her expression one of profound, almost spiritual satisfaction.

“This is the final step, Andrea,” Lilith said, her voice a low, soothing melody against the beep of the monitors. “The last anchor to a life of pain and confusion. We’ve reshaped your mind, your body, your very desires. Today, we complete the masterpiece. We make you whole.”

Andrea’s gaze was slightly unfocused, but she listened. The words “pain” and “confusion” resonated with the ghost of a feeling, a memory of a scowling boy in a photograph. That boy was a stranger. A mean, unhappy stranger.

A surgeon, masked and anonymous, entered and began marking her groin with a purple surgical pen. The cold, precise touch sent a shiver through her, a final, phantom protest from a body that was no longer hers to command.

Tears welled in Andrea’s eyes. They weren't tears of resistance. They were the tears of a profound, overwhelming catharsis. It was the sadness of saying goodbye to a painful, ugly past, the terrifying joy of stepping into a perfect, promised future. It was the ultimate surrender, and it felt like grace.

Lilith leaned down, her face filling Andrea’s vision. She smelled of antiseptic and expensive perfume.

“Don’t be afraid, my beautiful girl,” she whispered, her breath warm on Andrea’s cheek. “It’s not an ending. It’s a promotion.”

She pressed her lips to Andrea’s forehead in a soft, lingering kiss. It was a benediction. A seal.

The anesthesiologist, a silent figure at the head of the gurney, spoke. “Starting general anesthesia now. Count backwards from ten for me, Andrea.”

Andrea’s tear-filled eyes remained locked on Lilith’s proud, loving face. A smile, tremulous at first, then blooming into a beatific expression of pure trust, spread across her lips.

“Ten…” she whispered, her voice already slurring, the world beginning to soften and pull away. “Nine… I love you, Lilith…”

Then there was only the warm, velvet darkness, carrying her away from the last remnant of Andrew Michael Langley, forever.

Consciousness returned not as a sudden jolt, but as a slow, syrupy tide of sensation. The first thing Andrea was aware of was a deep, pervasive ache between her legs, a hollow, throbbing emptiness that was both a physical wound and a psychological void. It was a strange, clean pain, the pain of something unwanted being neatly excised.

She blinked, her vision swimming into focus. She was in a recovery suite, softer than the pre-op room, bathed in a dim, rosy light. Her body felt different. Heavier in some places, impossibly light in others.

Her hands, clumsy with residual drugs, drifted upwards. They encountered the stiff fabric of a surgical bra, and beneath it, the swollen, tightly bound curves of her new breasts. They were larger, much larger, the final augmentation completing her hyper-feminine silhouette. The ache there was a promise of future attention, of desirability.

Then, tentatively, her fingers trailed downward, over the flat plane of her stomach, towards the source of the hollow ache.

They found only smooth, stitched skin. A neat, blank canvas where the last, stubborn piece of her old self had been. A finality so absolute it stole her breath.

A calm, synthesized female voice, smooth as polished glass, emanated from a speaker in the ceiling.

“Good morning, Andrea. Vital signs are stable and within optimal parameters. The vaginoplasty and final mammoplasty procedures were a complete success. All biological markers of your previous gender have been successfully eradicated. Congratulations. Your transition is complete.”

The words settled over her like a warm blanket. Complete. There were no more tests. No more lessons. No more fragments of a angry boy clinging to the edges of her mind. She was whole. She was Andrea. Nothing more, nothing less.

A pressure built in her bladder. A nurse, smiling and silent, helped her sit up and guided her to a nearby bathroom. Every movement sent a fresh throb through her new anatomy. She sat on the toilet, the cool porcelain a shock against her skin.

She let go.

The stream of urine hit the water, and with it came a sharp, unexpected spark of sensation—a jolt of pleasure-pain from the freshly healed, exquisitely sensitive nerves around her new urethra and vaginal opening. It wasn't like anything she had ever felt before. A moan escaped her lips, soft and involuntary, a sound of surprise and nascent delight.

She looked down at herself, at the smooth, hairless, perfectly crafted femininity between her legs. Then she looked up at her reflection in the mirror. The woman staring back was a platinum blonde bombshell with wide, innocent eyes and a body built for pleasure. A perfect, empty vessel.

She moaned again, louder this time, a genuine sound of pleasure as she finished urinating. The act itself was now a sensory event, a reminder of her new, simplified existence. Pain and pleasure were the only coordinates on her map, and she was blissfully, permanently lost within them.

One year later, Andrea Lillian, Official Aurex Brand Ambassador, led a tour for a new intake of “recalibration candidates.” She moved through the gleaming, minimalist halls with the effortless ownership of someone who had been born there. Her walk was a hypnotic sway, each step making her enormous, perfectly round breasts bounce in a rhythm that was both absurd and mesmerizing. Her hair was a cascade of artful, honey-blonde curls, her face a mask of flawless makeup, her lips perpetually slicked with glittering pink gloss.

The small group trailing behind her was a mix of men and women, all wearing the same shell-shocked, terrified expression she once had.

“And this is the main concourse,” Andrea chirped, her voice a high, bubbly melody. “It’s, like, the heart of everything! The cafeteria has the yummiest salads, and the smoothies are just… mmm!” She made a show of sucking thoughtfully on her glossed finger, her eyes rolling back in a parody of ecstasy.

She pointed a long, manicured nail toward a wall of digital screens displaying rotating marketing material. One of the screens showed the infamous July calendar shot—her in the stars-and-stripes bikini, ice cream dripping down her chest, a look of vapid rapture on her face.

“That was such a fun day!” she giggled, without a trace of irony or shame. “Everyone here is just so. Supportive. They really want you to be your best, most happy self.”

She led them past the door to the surgical wing. She didn’t flinch. She beamed at it with proprietary pride.

“This is where the real magic happens. Where they help you let go of all the icky, heavy stuff that’s been holding you back.” She turned to the group, her expression turning uncharacteristically serious for a moment, though the vacant gleam in her eyes never dimmed. “You have to trust them. Even when it’s scary. Especially when it’s scary.”

They arrived at the lobby, the tour’s end. The new recruits looked even more terrified than when they started. Andrea placed a hand on her hip, striking a casual pose.

“I know it seems like a lot right now,” she said, her voice softening into a conspiratorial whisper. “I was just like you. Confused. Angry. So, so mean.” She shook her head, her curls bouncing. “But this place… it saved me. It showed me who I was really meant to be.”

She looked out the vast, bulletproof glass windows at the world outside—a world of complexity, of struggle, of ambiguous identities and difficult choices. A world she no longer had to navigate.

A beatific, utterly vacant smile spread across her face. It was the smile of a creature that had been relieved of the burdens of memory, choice, and self.

“This place changed my life,” she sighed, the words filled with a profound and terrifying truth. It was not a story of triumph, but of erasure. Not a transformation, but a replacement. And as she stood there, a perfect, beautiful monument to her own annihilation, she was, finally and completely, happy.
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