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Important Notice

Sissy Omega – A Dystopian Forced Feminization Thriller is a dark erotic narrative that explores themes of submission, forced gender transformation, psychological manipulation, and the seductive danger of obedience within a dystopian regime.

This book contains highly explicit material intended for adult audiences only, including but not limited to:

	Erotic content: Graphic depictions of sexual acts, humiliation, forced pleasure, and obedience conditioning. 
	Forced feminization and identity reshaping: The male protagonist is reclassified as an Omega, stripped of autonomy, and transformed into a feminized submissive under systemic control. 
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	Themes of power imbalance: Authority figures exercise absolute control over the protagonist’s body and mind, blending dominance, degradation, and programmed desire. 
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If you crave tales of enforced femininity, whispered commands, silk corsets, and the haunting beauty of becoming something new under another’s will…
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PREFACE

Not every flower grows by its own will. Some sprout in alien mud, in forbidden gardens, in corners where light filters through, twisted.
And yet… they bloom.
This story was not born to be sweet. Nor to be fair. It is the tale of a mind broken and rewoven with new threads. Of a body subjected, transformed, molded by hands that did not ask—but knew exactly what they wanted.
It is the story of Kael Ardent, a man destined to shine, reclassified as Omega, torn from his life, from his future… and plunged into a world where obedience is beauty, and femininity is imposed with surgical precision.
But not all is punishment. Nor all surrender.
There is pleasure. There are caresses never requested but that sink deep. There are dresses that seem more honest than the uniform he once wore. There are mirrors that show truths sharper than any memory.
And above all, there are moments—mysterious, heartbreaking, sublime—when desire ceases to be imposed and becomes… authentic.
This book is for those who understand that sensuality can be a form of power.
That humiliation can merge with ecstasy.
And that transformation, even under the lash, can be a path toward the most unexpected freedom.
There are no heroes. There are no martyrs.
Only an Omega. Only Lys.
And everything she was able to feel…
… and choose.


PROLOGUE

The Order After the Gloom
No one remembered exactly the day the mist turned to flesh. Only that it crawled formless among the skyscrapers, wrapping around streets, hospitals, bodies. It had no color, no temperature. It did not burn, but devoured. The official records called it The Gloom. A comfortable, soft name. As if it had not cost millions of screams.
And yet, it was a gift.
So declared the manifesto of the Regime, broadcast endlessly on every access terminal, every public screen, every training hall where bodies learned to surrender. It was said that The Gloom had been the natural purge humanity needed. A biological corrective. A warning turned salvation.
“For centuries, humanity chose chaos. Elevated whim as virtue. Confused freedom with hysteria. Allowed emotion to dictate destiny.”
The manifesto bore no signature. It was collective. Total. It was said to have been written by all and by no one. A perfect synthesis of what had been lost and what must now be worshipped.
“When The Gloom fell upon us, it exposed our cracks. Some collapsed. Others survived. But survival is not merit. It is opportunity. The new humanity was built upon the most despised pillar of the old world: obedience.”
Thus a caste system was instituted, not as imposition, but as repair. A new language of the body, of duty, of desire. Old labels were discarded. Now everyone was born to a function.
Alphas: those designed to lead, command, decide.
Betas: the keepers of balance, enforcers, technicians, guardians.
Omegas: the most valuable. The most delicate. The most transformable.
“Every designation is a blessing. Every body, a promise. Perfection is not born: it is cultivated.”

In schools, it was taught that skin could lie, but instinct could not. That psychological tests revealed the core of every human being. That no one was forced to be anything. They were only helped to discover their true form. And for those who still doubted, for those who trembled with fear or desire, the regime’s most merciful tool existed: the neurosensory chip.
Inserted beneath the skin, almost imperceptible, it modulated pain and pleasure with a precision beyond pharmacology. A simple impulse was enough to straighten a hunched back. A correct pulse could teach one to smile unwillingly. Another, to beg with sweetness.
It was not torture. It was pedagogy.
“Omegas are not prisoners. They are the most fortunate. Their flesh is the raw material of the new order: soft, pliable, beautiful. They do not obey: they perfect themselves.”
The official text slid across the surface of screens like a religious prayer. In certain neighborhoods, it was recited before bed, just before the sensory capsules projected onto the walls the faces of smiling Alphas, of satisfied Betas, of Omegas surrendered in voluptuous grace. It was common for someone to awaken moaning, in sweet tears, without remembering why.
“The pleasure of serving cannot be simulated. That is why we teach it.”
In some of the Training Centers, instructors repeated that phrase while tightening corsets on backs that still held muscle, while shaving legs that still resisted, while painting lips with a pink shade whose official name was Purity number 3.
And yet, the regime was not blind. It knew that every order engenders a shadow.
From forgotten tunnels, abandoned ruins, old libraries now sealed off, a clandestine voice emerged. They called themselves The Hollows. The name was forbidden. Merely pronouncing it was enough to trigger automatic surveillance.
Its members spoke of conspiracies, of erased truths. They said that The Gloom was not a spontaneous plague, but a biotechnological weapon. They claimed the castes were a farce, a method of control disguised as harmony. That the Omegas were beautifully packaged slaves. That the chips were electronic shackles, not tools of “emotional support.”
“The Hollows are a direct threat to the soul of the new world,” declared the latest update of the manifesto. “They spread disinformation, they infect hope. They claim to defend freedom, but what they offer is the fall into the abyss.”
No law protects anyone who contacts them. No defense is valid. Punishment is immediate, exemplary. Bodies dissolved in silence. Families redesigned. Records erased.
“The price of freedom is collapse. The cost of obedience, by contrast, is pleasure.”
On the walls of state facilities, next to the ever-watchful cameras, one can read, engraved in white gold, the sacred maxim of the regime:
“Your designation is your freedom.
Humanity survived thanks to obedience.
And in obedience, it learned to desire.”
The Omegas who whisper these words before sleep sometimes do so with tears.
Sometimes, with a hand between their legs.
Sometimes… without knowing if those are their own.


CHAPTER 1 – THE LAST NIGHT OF FREEDOM

There was an almost animal fragrance in Kael Ardent’s sweat after training: a mix of salt, testosterone, and restrained euphoria. His muscles still vibrated with residual energy as he walked barefoot down the dormitory hall, a damp towel hanging from his hip, every drop falling slow onto the polished concrete floor as if marking a time already fading.
Outside, the lights of the Beta university complex flickered with promises: the final exam was near, the designation almost decided. Everyone spoke of promotions. Of status. Of glorious selections that would place them at the head of military academies, ministries, reproduction programs. The future shone with the same white brilliance as the screens covering the facades.
But for Kael, the future had a name. Vey.
She was waiting for him in his room, seated on the edge of the bed with her legs crossed and a smile hard to classify: it was not impatient, not lascivious, not tender. It was hers.
She wore the class uniform, a translucent blouse of artificial silk that clung softly to her chest, and a pleated skirt that marked the round curve of her hips as she sat. Kael watched her from the door, the hair on his forearms still damp, and something in him hardened immediately.
“You’re late.” Vey didn’t even look at him. She was playing with the digital ring on her wrist, spinning the hologram of a diamond that didn’t exist.
“I couldn’t leave without one last lap. The stadium… it smells different at night.”
She let out a sigh and lifted her gaze. Her hair was tied back in a shining braid, her neck bare. A Beta jewel hung from her throat: the symbol of the right to choose.
“Tomorrow, Kael. Everything changes tomorrow.”
He approached slowly, letting the towel slip from his hip. His body was bronzed, sculpted, the scars of practice still visible across his abdominals. Vey stroked his hip with a single nail, slowly, like someone examining a work of art before deciding if it deserved praise.
“Do you think they’ll make you Alpha?” she asked softly, with a tilted smile.
“What do you think?” He wrapped his arms around her and pushed her gently onto the bed, never looking away.
Vey let out a small moan, not of surprise but of concession. She knew Kael was pure fire. He always had been. Dominant on the field, protective in private, but with an untamed sweetness that kept her coming back again and again.
As he slid over her, his lips found her neck. Vey slowly opened her legs, letting the fabric of her skirt rise just slightly. She didn’t take off her clothes. It wasn’t necessary. Kael knew how to part them with just the right fingers, how to enter without asking, but with that blend of arrogance and tenderness that made her wet even before feeling him inside.
“Mmmhh… you, always so confident,” she whispered with a shiver.
“I will be until you tell me I’m not yours.”
She didn’t answer. She didn’t need to.
Their bodies merged in soft movements, little by little more demanding. He entered slowly, as if savoring the heat of her intimacy, while she arched to receive him with her whole belly taut. The bed creaked softly, the moans rising only slightly above the ambient hum of the fan.
“Ahhh… yes… Kael…”
His hand slid under her blouse, caressing a firm, throbbing breast. Vey gripped his thighs, pulling him deeper, and he gasped, burying his face in her hair.
“I love you,” he murmured against her ear, and she trembled.
And for a second—just a second—Vey thought about telling him the truth. That she had heard things. That the Council had received reports about Kael. That certain responses on the psychological tests had marked him as “unstable.” That there were whispers of a “reclassification.”
But she couldn’t. She didn’t want to ruin the night. Not while she had him inside, hard, hot, his lips brushing hers between thrusts that grew more urgent, more hungry.
“Nngh… y-yes… like that…”
Kael finished inside her with a muffled growl, his back arched and sweat running down his shoulder blades. She hugged him tightly, nails digging into his back.
No one cried. Not yet.

The next morning did not arrive with alarms. The notice was soft, almost gentle. A holographic notification appeared on the white wall:
“Citizen Kael Ardent – Final evaluation. Report to Module 14.”

Vey accompanied him to the entrance of the medical wing. She wore a high-neck white dress, discreet. Her face was pale.
“Everything will be fine,” she said, with a forced smile.
Kael did not respond. He had felt watched since waking. As if the air had eyes.

Inside the module, three technicians in gray received him. They asked him to undress. To breathe. To think of his parents. To repeat nonsense phrases. To identify emotions projected on a screen. He understood nothing.

Then a woman dressed in black appeared. Alpha. Medical authority.
“Kael Ardent,” she said softly. “An alteration has been found in your emotional threshold. Excessive attachment reactions, uncorrected sensitivity, questioning of the caste structure. In compliance with Protocol 6B, you will be reclassified as Omega.”

Silence.
The world did not stop. Not even tilt. It was Kael’s heart that fell first.
“No,” he said. It was the only thing he said.

Then he tried to stand. A hum sounded. A discharge shot through his legs. And before he could speak again, two Beta guards seized him by the arms.
“Let me go! This is a mistake! I’m Alpha, damn it!”
“The system does not make mistakes,” one replied. He did not even look at him.

They dragged him into the hallway. Through the polarized glass, Vey saw him.
He was naked, sweaty, his eyes bloodshot with rage and his voice broken from shouting. His perfect body, the one she had loved so many times, now twisted like that of a wounded animal. And yet, the face… the face was still Kael’s.

Vey wanted to run. To scream. To throw herself against the guards. To demand a second review. To tell them it was a mistake, that her Kael was not that.
But she did not.
Her fingers clenched against the fabric of her dress. Only a single tear fell.

He saw her. Through the glass.
She did not move.

Kael screamed her name one last time, just before the transport doors closed with a hydraulic hiss.
“VEEEEEY!”

Silence.
The vehicle started. The metallic sound of locks dissolved into the city’s hum. And where once there had been a man, a future, a body loved… now there was only a designation.

Omega 227. In transit to the Chrysalis Compound.
There, freedom would be replaced by obedience. Fury, by femininity. Desire, by programming.

And Vey… never spoke his name again. Not aloud.
But for many nights after, she still touched herself thinking of him.
Thinking of what they had done to him. Thinking of how he would look… in a dress.


CHAPTER 2 – THE REBIRTH OF OMEGA 227

The air inside the transport smelled of disinfectant and fear. Not the fear of screams or tears, but that deeper, quieter kind, the one that seeps beneath the skin and clings like a poisonous dampness. Kael did not speak. From his confinement in the rear compartment of the armored vehicle, he watched through the ventilation slit as the urban landscape gave way to empty roads, bordered by watchtowers and silent screens projecting female faces with soft smiles, graceful postures, small breasts, precise makeup.
The slogan on one of them still flickered as they passed:
“Beauty. Obedience. Usefulness. The ideal Omega begins with acceptance.”

Kael did not yet understand what it all meant. He only knew the rage still burned beneath his ribs and that his name had been stripped from the official orders. He was no longer Kael Ardent, elite athlete, potential Alpha with access to genetic property and an approved partner. His file was now sealed with a single word: Reclassified.

The vehicle stopped. The motor shut down with an electric whine. The guard who had been watching him stepped out without looking back. A new face appeared, this time female: a Beta with her hair tied back, lips painted the same red as the screens, fitted coat, black boots. She carried no visible weapons, but her authority was heavier than any baton.
“Out,” she ordered, as if speaking to a newly caught animal.

Kael stayed silent. He only stepped down. His ankles were shackled. His wrists bound in front. The gray uniform they had given him barely covered what was necessary. The cold bit at his thighs.

Before him rose the Chrysalis Compound.
The building did not look like a rehabilitation center. There were no bars, no alarms. Everything was white, luminous, serene. Glass walls revealed geometric gardens, quiet fountains, columns of synthetic marble. Omegas drifted through the halls like drugged swans, arms close to their sides, soft smiles, long lashes, graceful movements. It was like stepping into a perfume capsule. False. Perfect.

They led him down a long corridor. As he walked, a speaker whispered:
“Resistance is a symptom of confusion. Obedience is an act of love.”

At the reception module, three figures awaited him: an Alpha in a white suit, a Beta technician with a tablet, and a male figure in a black robe, face expressionless. None introduced themselves.

The Alpha spoke.
“Assigned number: 227. Former name: irrelevant. New name: Lys Vale.”

Kael laughed. A dry, discordant laugh, more torn from his throat than born of humor.
“I’m not answering to that.”

The Alpha didn’t look at him. She only gestured to the technician, who pressed something on his tablet.

A discharge.
It was not electric. It was as if a fist had ripped the breath from inside him. Kael’s legs buckled, his back struck the floor with a sharp crack, and his teeth clamped together so hard he nearly bit his tongue.
And still, he did not scream.
He only gasped, saliva mixing with blood in his mouth.

“Apology recorded,” the technician said tonelessly. “Discipline protocol implantation: approved.”

The Alpha crouched down and gripped his chin, forcing him to meet her eyes. Her scent was citrus, controlled, chemically clean. Her nails were the exact shade of the Omegas’ uniform: pearl white.
“Your old life is dead, 227. Here you will be reborn as something useful. Do you have any questions?”

Kael spat at her.
The gesture was clumsy. The spit barely grazed her cheek. She did not flinch. She rose, wiped it with a cloth handkerchief, folded it meticulously, and dropped it on the floor.
“Note this as ‘initial adjustment.’ Implant scheduled for tonight.”
Decontamination chamber.
Kael—Lys, according to the system—was stripped without ceremony. The shackles hit the floor with a final click. There were no doctors. Only automated attendants that removed his clothes, shoved him into a doorless shower, and let the water begin to run. First cold. Then scalding. Then warm.

The soap smelled of orchid.
There was no mirror.

They shaved his pubic hair without warning, with machines that barely touched the skin. There was no human contact. Only the hum of sensors that analyzed his body, took measurements, mapped potential curves. Every centimeter of him was scanned and stored.
A final sound: ding. Like the notification of a completed purchase.

Then the Beta from the reception appeared, carrying something in her hands. A white two-piece uniform: a long shirt down to the thigh, buttoned at the front; soft trousers without a zipper, snug at the waist but loose at the hip.
Androgynous clothing. Uselessly neutral. Neither masculine, nor feminine. As if the body did not yet deserve either category.
“Get dressed, Omega 227.”

Kael, still shivering, obeyed. Not out of submission. Out of cold.
As he buttoned the shirt, he noticed the inner seams were marked with tiny sensors. Contact points that barely vibrated when the buttons closed.
“This clothing,” she said, “will teach you how to move. How to sit. How not to forget which parts of your body must change. Every correct posture will be rewarded. Every mistake… corrected.”
“And what if I refuse?”
She smiled. For the first time.
“Nothing. Only that you will stay here until you forget why you were fighting.”

Night. Module 6C.

The room was white. A narrow bed. A chair. A mirror facing the bed. The air was perfumed with something floral, faint. There were no windows. No handles on the door.
When the technician entered with the implant, Kael was already waiting, seated. His knuckles were white from clenching his fists.
“We won’t tie you down,” the technician said. “You’ll do it willingly… or by protocol.”

Kael rose from the bed. His body still carried muscle, strength. But it did him no good.
The technician pressed something on his device.
The discharge dropped him to his knees.
This time he did scream.

The pain was not only physical. It was as if his marrow melted, as if every bone burned with a shame that was not his own. His body convulsed once, and then surrendered.
When he opened his eyes, he was face down, and something cold brushed against his left clavicle.
“The implant will lodge here,” the technician said. “From today, you will respond to control code 227-LYS. You will feel pain when you disobey. Pleasure when you obey.”

Kael wanted to spit again. He could not.
His tongue was numb.
“It won’t work,” he rasped. “I’m not one of them. I’m not that.”

The technician did not even look at him.
He only activated the needle.
There was a soft crack. An internal snap. A tingling behind the left eye. And then… silence.

Kael did not know if he had fainted.
But when he woke, the room was no longer the same. The lights were warmer. The air heavier. The mirror facing his bed had a red line glowing at its base, like a sinister smile.
And from the corner of the wall, a soft, artificial voice whispered:
“Welcome, Omega 227. From today, you are Lys Vale. You have been chosen to bloom.”

Kael did not answer.
He only closed his eyes.
And in the darkness beneath his eyelids, something began to move.
It was not pain. Not fear.
It was… tingling. Warmth. Like a caress he had not asked for.
A signal.
A beginning.
A crack.
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CHAPTER 3 – THE OMEGA IN TRAINING

The first days were punishment. The following weeks, conditioning. After that, reward.
So described the internal manuals of the Chrysalis Compound, those that the Omegas could never read, but which governed every second of their routine like oracles.

Kael… no longer existed.
Not his deep voice, not his determined stride, not the name he had once whispered against Vey’s skin.
Now he was Omega 227.
Now he was Lys Vale.
And Lys learned.

Each morning she awoke to the same automated murmur, the syrupy voice that seeped like vapor into her ear:
“Good morning, Omega 227. Today you will be even more perfect.”

The lights rose in a soft gradient. The mirror facing the bed activated its scanner function and projected a translucent outline with the correct postures, the ideal angles of hip, the desired curve of wrist for serving tea. The sheets, of synthetic silk, clung to her body with a programmed sensuality.
Lys tried not to look at herself.
But the mirror never stopped showing her.

Within days of the implant, the orders became flesh. The chip required no language. It was a subtle buzz beneath the clavicle, barely perceptible, that intensified if she went too long without crossing her legs. If she spoke without smiling. If she walked without gently swaying her hips.
And if she obeyed…
Oh, if she obeyed.

One day, during heel practice, her ankle faltered. Just a slight misstep with the heel. The chip discharged a sharp pain, like an invisible whip lashing her calf. She collapsed to her knees. The instructor—a Beta with an impassive face and an impossible waist—did not so much as flinch.
“Try again, Omega 227. This time, with grace.”

Lys rose. Slower. More careful. The training dress brushed against her shaven thighs. The heat from the overhead light made her forehead glisten. When she managed three steps in a row with the proper posture—back straight, thighs brushing, gaze lowered but present—the chip released a warm, pleasurable tingle that coursed through her lower belly with humiliating intensity.
The instructor gave the faintest smile.
“Well done, Omega 227.”

The buzz repeated. This time stronger. Like an invisible tongue trailing over a clitoris she did not have, but which her body was beginning to imagine.
Kael would have growled, spat, torn the cursed unit from his chest.
But Lys… wavered.
And said nothing.

Routine became necessity.
Each day, a ritual.

Makeup.
Applied before a touch-sensitive mirror whose sensors corrected the angle of eyeliner.
“Soft almond,” “ethereal eyelid,” “blush of unfaked emotion.”
If she applied the pink lipstick correctly and sealed it with a faint smile, the chip rewarded her. First as a tingle. Then as pulses that made her belly vibrate.
Once, when she achieved a perfect contour on her nose, the pleasure was so sharp that she let slip a soft moan:
“Ahhh…”
It escaped her unintentionally. A sound Kael had never made in his life.

Clothing.
Every garment, a test:
Corsets with closures that tightened automatically when detecting incorrect posture.
Lace stockings that emitted tiny vibrations to the rhythm of the correct step.
High-heeled shoes with pressure sensors that activated if she stepped poorly, or if her hips did not sway as she walked.
She learned to adjust her thighs. To keep her hands close to her chest.
To mimic sweetness.
Until it was no longer mimicry.

Tea. Conversation. Laughter.
All trained.
“An Omega does not interrupt.”
“An Omega does not ask.”

“An Omega suggests.”
Every mistake was punishment. Every success, reward.
And the chip… always knew.

It knew when there was pleasure, and when there was pride.
It knew if she was aroused.
And it knew when she was faking.

One night, Lys touched herself.
She did it without thinking.
Her body demanded it.
It was after a runway practice session. She had managed to walk for five full minutes in a black lace dress and twelve-centimeter heels, without a single mistake.
The chip hummed. First like a kiss. Then like a burning tongue.

Lys fell to her knees before the mirror.
Her body sweating.
Her skin gleaming.
Her thighs trembling.
And her hand lowered.

She stroked herself over the lace panties she had been assigned. The chip quickened its rhythm.
Zzzz…
“Ahhh… y-yes…”

The face in the mirror showed flushed cheeks, parted lips, eyes half-closed.
It was not Kael.
It was an aroused Omega.

And she came.
Quickly.
With a spasm of guilty, muffled pleasure, soaked in shame.
She remained trembling before the mirror, hand stained, the chip’s whisper still pulsing beneath her clavicle:
“Well done, Omega 227. Soon you will be worthy.”

And two weeks later, the gala arrived.
The event was not announced. Only a notification appeared:
“Special preparation. Assignment: In-person service, Ministry Gala. Exposure level: High. Surveillance level: Total.”

Lys was bathed with aromatic salts, exfoliated, perfumed.
Her hair was straightened, curled at the ends.
The dress was crimson, long, with a sweetheart neckline and an open back.
The heels, golden, sharp, with straps tied at the calf like ceremonial rope.

She was taken, along with other Omegas, in an armored transport.
In line. Silent.
All had been told:
“Today you will prove your worth. Do not speak. Do not look into their eyes. Only serve.”

The hall gleamed like an infected jewel. Crystals, soft music, hollow laughter.
Alphas. Betas. Counselors.
Dressed in finery. Glasses raised.
The elite.

Lys entered with her head bowed, the tray of drinks carried with grace. Her smile was textbook-perfect.
And then…
she saw her.

Vey.
Beautiful.
An ivory gown with gold accents.
Hair pulled back, lips painted a deep red.

And beside her…
Dain Corvus.
Beta Minister.
White hair cut with a razor edge. Black ceremonial suit.
His fingers pressed against the small of Vey’s back. Intimate. Possessive.

Lys almost dropped the tray.
The chip buzzed.
Error detected.
Posture compromised.

She corrected herself.
Bit the inside of her cheek.
Kept walking.

Vey looked at her.
For a second. Only a second.
And looked away.
Quickly. Almost trembling.
As if what stood before her was not a person, but a specter.
As if that figure in the red dress…
could not be Kael.
Because Kael no longer existed.

Lys fled.
She ran to the bathroom. Locked herself in one of the stalls. Her breathing ragged. Makeup starting to smear. Stockings tangled around her thighs.
She looked at the mirror.
“No… no… no…”

The chip hummed.
“Emotional rejection is not permitted. Breathe. Adjust. Accept.”

She tried to tear off the dress. To break something. To rip the chip out.
The pain was immediate. Paralyzing.
Her body went rigid. Every muscle petrified.
Her legs trembled.
She collapsed against the wall.
Her fingers clawed at the marble.

The chip switched registers.
And what came… was pleasure.
A wet wave. Intimate. Savage.
“Ahhh—n-no… no…”

Her body reacted on its own.
Legs opening.
Back arching.
Thighs shaking.
And Lys cried.
With pleasure.
With hatred.
With tears streaming down her face while her body dripped forced desire.

In the hall, the music went on.
Vey laughed, beside the man who now claimed her.
Kael—the athlete, the Alpha, the lover—
faded away.

And Lys—
the useful, obedient, perfectly humiliated Omega—
bloomed.


CHAPTER 4 – A FLOWER IN A CRYSTAL CAGE

The scent of wine still lingered in her hair.
Lys awoke with the sense that everything had been a perfumed nightmare: the gala, the dress, the sight of Vey in the arms of Minister Corvus. The sweetness of that memory in her mind had the shape of a dagger. There was something especially cruel in the way Vey had looked away. Not with fear. Not with pity. With indifference.
That hurt more than the shocks.

Kael had died before her. And she did not weep for him.

Lys lay still under the thin sheet, thighs pressed together, stomach knotted as though it still held inside the last moan the chip had dragged out of her. She did not know how much time had passed since then. Three days. Or perhaps five. The Compound did not measure time like the outside world. Here the days were cycles of obedience. The only thing that mattered was how much you had progressed.
And Lys… had progressed.

The training sessions intensified after the gala. As if being seen by the Council justified greater demands. The Beta Instructors assigned her new modules. New techniques.

Oral training.
The first time, Lys thought it would be with a fruit. A banana, perhaps, or a harmless silicone rod. But no.
The device was a dildo molded from the member of a real Alpha Minister. Mounted on a base with sensors and timers. Before her, an angled mirror. With every correct suction, the chip released a whisper of pleasure. With every controlled contraction of her jaw, a burning wave ran down her belly, teasing her nipples, making them harden against her will.
And worst of all: she learned quickly.
She already knew how to curl her tongue. How to look up. How to moan in a way that sounded natural.
“Ahhh… yes…” she would say, mouth open, saliva sliding down her chin, the chip humming ever stronger.
The instructor took notes.
“Omega 227: notable. Lacking refinement in the final gasp.”

Anal training.
It was done in the posture of submission: knees apart, ass raised, hands resting on a cushion shaped like a flower.
They applied a warm jasmine-scented lubricant.
The dildo—narrow at first, then gradually thicker—was inserted while holographic projections played of Alphas demanding submission. Shadows with commanding voices that told her:
“You are our gift.”
“Serve well and we will love you.”
“Obey and you will know pleasure.”

The chip synchronized with the rhythm of penetration.
Each time she relaxed her body, each time she pushed her hips back, she received waves that were not her own… but made her tremble.
One night, the orgasm came while she swallowed the dildo before the mirror, another moving slowly inside her.
And Lys… smiled.
Not because she wanted to.
Because the pleasure dictated it.
Because her body no longer resisted.

And then, an unexpected visit.
One morning, as she brushed foundation onto her cheeks, the door of her module opened with a different sound. Not the usual pneumatic shhhh. This one was sharper. More decisive.
A woman entered.
Lys recognized her instantly.
Not by her clothing—tight black suit, leather corset, steel-tipped heels—
nor by her walk—slow, predatory, as if the ground itself were made to surrender to her steps—
but by her eyes.

Slade.
Brielle Slade.
Alpha.

Ex-rival of Kael at the Strategy Academy.
He never managed to defeat him… until now.
Slade looked at her from the doorway. He said nothing at first. He only approached, unhurried, examining every detail: Lys’s makeup, her gleaming lips, the way her thighs tensed beneath the lilac training dress.
“Well, look what we have here.” His voice was smoke and velvet. “Kael Ardent. Or should I say… Lys Vale?”
Lys swallowed hard.
Slade smiled. And that smile was a perfume-soaked blade.
“I knew something about this profile felt familiar. I never forget the arrogant ones. Especially the ones who thought they were invincible.”
He drew even closer. Lifted her chin with a single sharp nail.
“I matched you once in the strategy simulator. And you cried like a child. Now… you can’t even close your legs without permission. What an adorable degradation.”
Lys tried to turn her face away.
The chip vibrated.
Zzzzt.
Her cheeks flushed.
Her breathing turned uneven.
Slade noticed.
“Is there still some Kael left in there?” he whispered in her ear. “Or are you nothing more than a hole decorated with obedience?”
“Y-you have no right…” Lys whispered, barely.
“Of course I do.” Slade spun on her heels. “The Ministry of Communications has granted me temporary custody of your body for seven days. They’ve tasked me with recording the real process of an exemplary Omega. And who better than you, Lys? My old nemesis… turned into a functional doll.”
Lys felt nausea. Not from the words. From the way her body had responded.
Her crotch was dampening.
The chip buzzed with a soft rhythm, like a slow clap celebrating her humiliation.
“We’ll go to my penthouse,” Slade continued. “There we’ll record each of your progresses. Your laughs. Your tremors. And your moans. All in high definition.”
The trip to Slade’s penthouse was quick.
The tower stood in the heart of Alpha District. Opaque glass, black marble, golden lights. The inner walls projected images of Lys in different stages of her training: drinking tea, walking in heels, licking the dildo with tears in her eyes. All archived. All reviewed.
Slade undressed her in front of the camera.
Not with violence.
With efficiency.
She removed the lilac dress. Then the stockings. Then the panties with her number stamped on them.
Lys stood. Completely naked.
Slade circled her like one evaluating a sculpture.
“Do you know what excites me most about all this?” she murmured. “Not that you lost. But that… you like having lost.”
Lys lowered her head. The chip gave an approving vibration.
Slade laughed.
She took her chin.
She kissed her.
It was a dominant kiss, aggressive, delicious. Slade’s tongue invaded her mouth as if she had every right, as if she had possessed her a thousand times before.
“Tomorrow we begin filming,” she said, while making her kneel. “For today… I want to see how deeply you can swallow failure.”
Lys obeyed.
Still with tears in her eyes.
But no longer with rage.
Because Kael would never have moaned with pleasure while sucking a prosthesis before his enemy.
But Lys did.
And in that moment…
the penthouse mirror caught her reflection:
An Omega on her knees, mouth open, lips gleaming with saliva, cheeks flushed.
And in her eyes…
a spark.
Of pain.
Of pleasure.
Of surrender.
But above all, of desire.
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CHAPTER 5 – PROPAGANDA OF FLESH AND SILK

The penthouse floor was so polished Lys could see her reflection in it.
On her knees.
With her mouth shining with gloss.
Her thighs parted.
Her hands resting on her lap as if their only function were to hold obedience.

Above her, a drone floated in silence. It recorded in 6K, with image stabilizer and facial zoom to capture the slow blinks, the tears at the edge of her eyeliner, the involuntary shudder when the chip rewarded a well-executed gesture.
“A sweeter smile, Omega 227. As if you wanted to please me.”
Slade didn’t speak loudly. She didn’t need to. Her voice was calibrated with the same algorithm as the chip: low, sensual, insidious. It was the kind of voice an Omega learned to obey with open legs and a wet throat.
“Yes… Lady Slade.” Lys’s voice was a broken murmur, a flower whispering before it opens.

Slade paced around her as if inspecting a gift before unwrapping it. She wore a long black dress, tight to the ribs, with a side slit that revealed the line of her thighs up to the hip bone. Sky-high heels. Perfume with notes of leather, vanilla, and punishment.
“We’re going to record three segments today. One for the academies. One for the Ministry of Family. And one for the Beta channels, where they like to see you… dirtier.”
Lys swallowed hard.
Slade snapped her fingers. A Beta assistant—male, young, spotless—handed her a remote with three buttons.
“Red: punishment. Blue: pleasure. Green… play.” She smiled as if choosing her favorite doll.

The first segment was “educational.”
Lys, seated on a velvet-upholstered chair, against a white background, legs crossed and wearing a light linen dress, had to answer pre-programmed questions:
“What is an Omega?”
“A flower in service of order, Lady Slade.”
“What is your role in society?”
“To beautify. To serve. To obey.”
“How do you feel when you obey?”
The chip buzzed. Zzzzzt.
A shiver ran down her spine. Lys squirmed slightly. Her lips parted. She wasn’t faking.
“S-satisfied…”
Slade pressed the blue button.
A wave of pleasure burst between her thighs. Her back arched. The dress outlined her hardened nipples. The camera caught it all.
“Perfect,” Slade whispered. “Like a little sissy educated for Mommy State.”

The second segment was for “interested parents.”
Lys, standing in the penthouse kitchen, wearing a sheer white apron with no underwear beneath. Thin heels. Nipples visible. Hair tied up with a pink ribbon.
She had to prepare tea and serve it with a smile.
Every mistake in the angle of her arm triggered a mild shock.
Every success… a reward.
When she did it perfectly—posture, smile, submissive gaze—Slade stroked her head like a well-trained pet.
“Say ‘thank you for correcting me.’”
“T-thank you… for correcting me.”
“Now lick my heel.”
And Lys did it.
Wet tongue, soft tip, muffled moan.
The camera zoomed in.
The gloss gleamed against the black patent leather.
Slade made her repeat the take four times.
In one, Lys moaned too loudly and they had to restart.
In another, the chip rewarded her with a surge so intense her legs trembled.
And in the last, Slade slipped a small vibrator under her panties, just before recording.

Lys didn’t ask to stop.
She only served.
And trembled.

The third segment was the cruelest.
Lys was in the bedroom. The set had white curtains, a low bed, soft music. She wore black lingerie with floral lace and a gag harness with a ring in her mouth. There was no sound. Only expressions.
The camera recorded her eyes when the training dildo slid down her throat.
Her body when it arched to receive it with moans.
Her tongue when she sucked it as if her existence depended on it.

The chip was on green mode.
Mind games.
Sometimes it rewarded her for swallowing.
Sometimes it punished her.
And Lys couldn’t anticipate it.
Everything was uncertainty, arousal, tears, need.

Slade watched from an armchair. A glass of wine. One leg crossed. Not touching herself. Just observing.
“Do you see how far you’ve come, 227?”
Lys paused. Trembling.
Saliva on her chin.
The dildo still between her lips.

“And to think,” Slade continued, “that once you shouted at me in front of the entire advanced tactics class. You said I was incompetent.”
Lys lowered her gaze.

Slade stood. Walked toward her. Pushed her onto the bed. Made her rest her hands down and lift her ass.
“Look at you now,” she whispered, pulling the lace apart between her cheeks. “So trained. So radiant. Such a glutton.”

The chip buzzed.
Lys moaned.

Slade caressed her between the thighs. Slowly.
Her finger found wetness. Heat. Need.
She brought it to her mouth. Tasted it.
“I could sell your submission bottled.”

The camera kept rolling.

Hours later, Lys lay on the floor, naked, covered with a soft blanket, still trembling. The chip pulsed at a slow rhythm, as if her body needed it not to turn off completely. Her legs were open. A tear slid down her temple.

Slade stood by the window. A communiqué floated before her. She smiled.
“Do you want good news, 227?”
Lys didn’t answer. She couldn’t.
“Vey is getting married. To Corvus. In three weeks. A national wedding. Broadcast across the country.”

Silence.
Only the buzz of the chip.

Slade turned. Looked down at her.
With pity… or mockery.
“Will you send a gift?”

Lys trembled.
And for the first time…
she thought maybe she would never see her again.

But she would.
From the screen.
With her belly full of induced pleasure.
With her lips trembling around the dildo.
With the chip celebrating her obedience.

Because now…
she was living propaganda.
And there was no way back.


CHAPTER 6 – BLOOMING UNDER GLASS

The transfer was silent.
There were no cuffs, no cages, no leashes. Only an order on-screen: “Omega 227: mobility authorized. Training level: advanced. Exposure level: moderate. Assignment: Eclipsa.”

Eclipsa.
A word no Omega spoke aloud without trembling.
It wasn’t a punishment.
Nor a reward.
It was the last trial before the forgetting of what they had once been.

The vehicle that carried her was white inside. Soft cushions, the scent of gardenia, and stabilized pheromones. No clothing was given. Only a short silk nightgown, ivory in color, sheer under certain lights. Smooth legs, delicate feet. The chip kept her calm, yet attentive. It pulsed like a borrowed heart.
“Breathe deeply, 227. Eclipsa blooms within you.”
An automated voice. Feminine. Artificial. Frightening in its sweetness.

Lys Vale did not respond.
But her thighs, firm and shaved, brushed together without meaning to.
And at her center, dampness was already staining the fabric.

The Eclipsa Hotel had no sign.
It was a slender tower of black reflective glass, with no visible windows. The lobby was lined with full-length mirrors and white marble streaked with gold. The lamps were suspended orbs, like bubbles. Everything was silence. Perfume. Stimulus.

Lys entered with five other Omegas. All of them Advanced level.
Some wore transparent lingerie.
Others, like her, silk gowns designed to slip away at the lightest tug.
All of them knew why they were there.
None spoke.

A Beta received them with a clear voice:
“Welcome to Eclipsa Level. Here you will practice the art of sexual presence. You will learn to be seen. Desired. Sampled.”

One of the Omegas tried to ask a question.
The chip activated.
She fell to her knees with a sharp gasp.
The Beta smiled with false kindness.
“Here, you only speak when asked. Remember: passivity is not weakness. It is refinement.”

Lys was assigned to Suite 614.
Inside, there was no conventional furniture.
At the center: a round white bed, surrounded by tilted mirrors.
In the corner: a tall leather chair with hidden straps.
A vanity with automated cosmetics.
And a tablet with her schedule: Session 1: Visual satisfaction. Alpha guest, Level 2.

Lys read it and felt the chip hum faintly, as if it guessed her blend of fear and… anticipation?
“No. I won’t enjoy this,” she told herself.
But when she opened the drawer, her hand trembled.

Inside lay black lingerie, lace open between the legs.
Stockings with auto-fasteners.
And a fine golden collar, with the word DELIGHT in cursive.

She dressed while trembling.
Not from shame.
From anticipation.

Then the first session began.
The Alpha did not speak.
He entered with steady steps. His face unseen: black mask, gloves, suit without insignias.
He sat in the chair across from the bed.
The tablet lit up with the command: “Show how you offer your body without touching yourself.”

Lys climbed onto the bed slowly.
The chip guided her hips.
Each angle rewarded.
Each soft moan amplified by hidden microphones.

She slowly opened her legs, showing the wetness already soaking her crotch.
She arched back.
Let her torso fall onto the bed, breasts lifted.
The Alpha didn’t touch her.
He only watched.
And that… made her moan.
“Mmmhh…”
An intense wave caressed her from within.
The chip celebrated.
She hated it.
And she came.
In front of the mirror.
In front of the man who never said a word.
Only recorded.

During the following sessions:
—Oral training without verbal contact.
—Scenic submission: crawling with a tail plug.
—Conditioned moan reflex at the sound of a deep voice.
—Training in the “pleading gaze.”

Lys learned.
Fast.
With grace.
With fire between her legs.

They taught her how to keep eye contact while swallowing.
How to flex her thighs to arch her back in a more “desirable” way.
How to make her voice tremble without sounding forced.

Sometimes, the chip gave her pleasure without any order.
Other times, it punished her for moaning too quickly.
It confused her.
It shaped her.

One night, after finishing a session with two Betas—only visual, no penetration—Lys stayed staring at the ceiling mirror.
She was naked, kneeling, with artificial semen on her chest (part of the training).
Her eyes… were crying.
But her mouth was smiling.
A soft smile.
Learned.
Beautiful.
“What am I becoming?”

The chip answered with an inner caress.
And her body shuddered.

And the last scene of the day:
Lys is taken to a room without light.
Only an armchair.
A microphone.
And a camera facing her face.
The order: “Confess your desire. Look at yourself. Masturbate. Admit you have changed.”

She resisted.
“I’m not a whore.
I’m… Kael. I was… Kael.”

The chip buzzed.
Not with pain.
With tenderness.
As if saying, “You don’t need to lie to yourself anymore.”

Lys brought her fingers between her legs.
She began to rub.
Looked at the camera.
“Mmm… I… I serve…”
“I’m a good Omega…”
“Mmmhh—aaah! P-perfect little slut… please… u-use me…”

And she came.
Screaming.
The orgasm shook her from inside.
Tears fell.
Her body convulsed.
The chip sang.
The room filled with amplified moans.
And she no longer knew if she was still acting.
Or if at last… she had been born.

While Lys sleeps, exhausted and naked, with the vibrator still inside…
a hidden figure watches her through the cameras.


CHAPTER 7 – CRIMSON SUITE

Lys’s body no longer woke like Kael’s.
It didn’t stretch seeking air. It didn’t seek strength. It woke wet. Open. Soft.
The first breath was a moan.
Her legs arched on their own.
And the chip caressed her before she could think.

She slept naked. Not by order anymore. By habit.
The touch of satin under her skin was like the tongue of an invisible lover always there, between her thighs, between her lips, at the base of her neck where a shadow of manhood still lingered.
A shadow that faded with every gasp.

That day, when she opened her eyes, she found a note on the pillow:
“Premium Session. Level 4. Alpha guest: physical. Full preparation. Speak like a doll. Serve like a flower. Shine.”

Her nipples hardened as she read it.
And for the first time, she smiled.
Not because the chip ordered it.
Because her body asked for it.

The preparation was ceremonial.
Two Omega assistants bathed her.
They applied exfoliants with the scent of honey and bergamot.
They shaved her pubic hair smooth, with a special cream that left her skin glowing and perfumed.
The makeup was dollface: rosy cheeks, lips with moisturizing gloss, eyeshadow with pearly shimmer.
Her hair, loose, wavy.
Clothing: none.
Only a black lace harness that opened her ass and crotch like fruit ready to be served.
Stiletto heels.
A white collar with the number 227 embroidered in silver thread.

In the suite, the mirror was already waiting for her.
She looked at herself.
And spoke aloud.
“I’m an obedient little slut… and I’m going to make him cum like never before.”

The chip buzzed with euphoria.

Then the Red Room.
A chamber draped in crimson velvet, heavy curtains, amber light.
At the center: a low sofa.
On it: the Alpha.
He wore no mask.
His face was mature, square-jawed, eyes dark.
The smell of leather, sweat, and something else.
True Alpha pheromones.

Lys recognized him without knowing his name.
A real male.
And her body knew it before her mind did.
The chip vibrated, but this time like an alarm of organic pleasure.
Not induced.

She gasped.

The Alpha looked at her. And spoke:
“Come. Show me why they trained you so much.”

She approached on all fours.
Swaying her hips.
Smiling.
Like a happy doll.
“Are you… going to use me, sir?”
“No.” He took her by the chin. “I’m going to turn you into an addiction.”

He laid her down on the sofa.
Spread her legs.
And licked her.

No announcement.
No guidance.
Only mouth, tongue, saliva.

Lys screamed.
“Aaaaah m-more! I… ooohh… I didn’t know it was possible.”

The tongue went down, up, circled.
The chip celebrated, but it was unnecessary.
Her body was already Omega.
And the pleasure came from the core of her new existence.

The Alpha penetrated her with two fingers.
Then three.
His movements were calculated, assured.
“You’re ready,” he said, voice deep. “Do you want me to fill you?”

Lys trembled.
“Yes… please… please fuck me! I… I’m good! I’m the best!”
She said it crying.
Not from sadness.
From need.
From desire.

The Alpha gripped her by the hips.
Pressed her face into the cushion.
Thrust into her all at once.
CLAP!

The first impact made her shriek.
“AAAAHH! Yeees! YES, YES!”
The second…
broke her.
CLAP! CLAP! CLAP!

The rhythm was brutal.
Her breasts bounced.
Her mouth opened on its own.
Tongue lolling.
Eyes rolling back.

“Tell me what you are,” the Alpha demanded.
“I’m an Omega! I’m yours! Fuck me, fuck me harder, I want your seed… AAHHHH!”

The orgasm detonated inside her.
She convulsed.
Twisted.
And came as she was pounded mercilessly.

The chip entered expansion mode.
Total saturation.
Reward.
Release.

Lys cried.
And laughed.
And moaned nonstop while the Alpha filled her.
Gluuuuck… guuuuuuh…
The sound was obscene.
And it was recorded.

But that was only the beginning—there was a second session.

Now she was at the center of a table.
Yes. Literally.
They bound her with soft straps.
Face down.
Legs spread.
Ass raised like a platter.

They covered her with rose petals and chocolate.
And five invited Betas arrived.
One after another, they used her.
With respect.
With hunger.

Lys was an altar.
One fucked her while another filled her mouth.
CLAP! Gawk! Gawk!
Another stroked her breasts.
Another recorded her face as she swallowed.

“Mmmggghhh slurp! I like it! I-I can’t take anymore!”

And they said between laughs:
“This one knows how to serve.”
“There’s nothing of a man left here.”
“This one’s luxury whore.”

The chip was no longer needed.
Lys was pure moan.

When she came the fourth time, her voice gave out.
By the end, she was dripping.
Breathing as if she had been born anew.

And the worst part…
She wanted to repeat it.

Afterwards, in the dark.
The chip pulsed softly.
As if asking: Do you have any doubts left?

And she…
slid her hand between her thighs.
Trembling.
“I-I’m good. I’m perfect. Fuck me again. Please.”

She moaned alone.
“I’m not Kael. He’s gone. I… I’m theirs. Everyone’s.”

And that didn’t scare her.
It made her come.


CHAPTER 8 – THE OTHER SIDE OF THE MIRROR

The penthouse was silent.
The kind of silence that can only exist after everything has been consumed.

Lys knelt on the black marble, still wet between her thighs, with finger marks on her hips and a golden collar that read TOY.
Her cheeks gleamed with traces of makeup and dried semen.
The chip had begun to emit very slow pulses, almost nostalgic, as if the euphoria of the previous night had left an electric hangover in her nerves.

In front of her, Slade watched from a wide armchair, one leg crossed over the other.
She was dressed in white.
The same woman who, years ago, had sweated blood trying to catch her in the academy rankings.
The same who now possessed her without lifting a finger.

“Sit straight, 227.
I want to see you properly while you thank me.”

Lys swallowed hard.
Her knees trembled. Not from fear. From the imminent pleasure she knew would come if she did it right.
“Thank you for… using me, Lady Slade.”

“Is that all?” The Minister’s voice was calm, but sharp. “After everything you swallowed, everything you moaned before the cameras, all you can say is that?”

Lys lowered her head.
The chip vibrated: warning.
The pressure behind her eyes grew.

“Thank you for degrading me!” she gasped. “For… breaking me. For making me useful… for making me… better.”

Slade smiled.
“And now what are you?”

Lys hesitated. One second. Two.
But the truth, the one that hurt, slipped from her trembling lips:
“A… good Omega. An… obedient slut. Yours.”

Slade leaned forward. Stretched her foot.
Pressed the tip of her heel beneath Lys’s chin.
“Prove it.”

And without thinking…
Lys kissed the shoe.
First the tip.
Then the leather.
Then the upper part.
Then the skin of the ankle.

Slade sighed.
“So different from that arrogant Kael… Where did your fire go?”

Lys moaned.

Slade’s laughter filled the room. She stood, walked in a circle, then stopped behind Lys and whispered:
“This isn’t over. I’ll return you to the Compound. But not to restart you. No, my flower… I have bigger plans for you.”

And she stroked her head like a rewarded pet.

After that promise, she was handed over to the agents and began the journey back to the Compound.
The transport was an armored vehicle, silent inside, with padded seats. There were four Omegas in total.
All quiet.
All still glowing.
Sweet perfumes. Crossed legs.

Lys sat in the last row, wrapped in a soft blanket, trembling.
But not from cold.

What happened to me?
Where did my rage go?
Why… did I get wet so easily?

The memories of Hotel Eclipsa struck her like flashes:
The Alpha who filled her as if her body were a sacred vessel.
The Betas who made her scream with her legs wide open.
The cameras. The moans. Her fake smile that… she no longer knew if it was fake at all.

“Kael never moaned like that…”

She placed a hand on her chest.
The heartbeat was soft.
Her nipples responded to the touch.
Her sex still throbbed.

Did I enjoy it?
Or did they drive it so deep into me that there’s no difference anymore?

But before she could continue the spiral of thought, the vehicle jolted.

BOOM!
An explosion.
The sound of tires shredding.
Screeching brakes.
The interior lights flickered.

“Emergency!” the driver shouted. “Zone blocked!”

Lys barely managed to see through the window: black smoke.
On the road, two trucks in flames.
Drones shot down.
And silhouettes moving through the dust.

The Hollows.

“Weapons ready! Code red!”

The hatch in the roof opened. An armed Beta fired outward.
Tat-tat-tat!
The metallic sound of bullets was answered by streaks of blue pulse-fire.
One struck the Beta in the chest.
He collapsed over an Omega, lifeless.

Panic erupted.
“Nooo!”
“Don’t touch me!”
“They’re going to wipe us!”

Lys shrank against the wall.
The chip began to emit erratic pulses, as if it didn’t know how to process the chaos.

KRAKKK!
The side door was torn away.

And through it came three figures in dark uniforms, faceless helmets, and pulse rifles.
“Drop your weapons!”
“We won’t hurt you!”

But the Omegas didn’t understand.
One of them cried, covering her face.

Lys lifted her eyes.
One of the assailants looked at her.
He pulled off his helmet.
His face was dirty with dust.
Beard grown.

He looked at her. Swallowed. Didn’t say her name. Only:
“We’ve got you.”

And he grabbed her arm.
Pulled her out of the transport while gunfire raged behind.

BZZZT!
The chip shrieked as she crossed outside the authorized perimeter.

Lys screamed.
“Aahhh—! My head! I… it burns!”

“Hold on!” he shouted, lifting her in his arms. “Just one more minute, hold on!”

An evacuation craft descended at the end of the valley.
Bolts of energy streaked across the sky.
Alphas on combat bikes closed in.
The battle had only just begun.

And Lys, dangling in the arms of strangers,
with the chip in pain mode,
her face streaked with tears,
didn’t know if she was being rescued.
Or kidnapped for the second time.
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CHAPTER 9 – THE SHADOW BENEATH THE GLARE

The Hollows’ makeshift helicopter flew low along the canyon.
The twin rotors wailed like wounded animals.

Inside, the Omegas huddled together in silence, wrapped in thermal blankets, unmoving.
Lys was among them, her head resting on her knees, her body still trembling with echoes of the destabilized chip. The orgasm had faded. The pain had lessened.
But what didn’t disappear… was the shame.
Not for what she had done.
But for how much she had enjoyed it.

In front of her, the rebels wore rough, dark clothes, marked with smoke stains and sun-toughened skin. Some bore tattoos of binary symbols. Others had crude implants. None looked seductive. None smelled of calibrated pheromones or corporate perfumes. They were human. Raw. Imperfect. Free.
And that scared her more than any punishment from the chip.

The Hollows’ base was inside an abandoned underground factory.
It had no elegance.
No mirrors.
No soft lights or seductive essences.
Only old metal, dirty concrete, and human warmth.

The Omegas were guided through a corridor of rusted walls into a kind of communal dining hall with long tables, improvised benches, and steam rising from massive pots. The smell: real meat stew. Freshly baked bread. Hot mint.

“P-please sit,” said a dark-skinned woman, firm yet maternal, who introduced herself as Anya. “Eat. No one will hurt you here.”

Disbelief floated in the air like a thick cloud.

Lys sat slowly, still trembling.
They offered her simple clothes: a white cotton blouse, loose pants without decoration.
She put them on with unsure hands.
For the first time in months, her nipples weren’t pressed under lace or latex.
It was… strange.

“Are you going to restart us?” asked one of the Omegas, shivering.
“Are you going to put another chip in us?” said another.

A murmur of panic began to rise.

And that was when he appeared.

Rook Castor.
Leader of the Hollows.
Tall, lean, sharp-eyed.
He wore a gray jacket with the sleeves rolled up, revealing long scars across his forearms.

The moment he entered, silence fell.

Lys had seen him before, in official Ministry videos: painted as a radical terrorist, a monster hungry for chaos.
But he didn’t look like that.
He carried no weapons.
He didn’t shout.
He simply walked to the center of the dining hall, and spoke in a calm but steady voice:
“You’re not prisoners. No one here is a prisoner.”

One of the Omegas sobbed.
Rook raised his hand.

“Today we intercepted the convoy because supply vehicles were passing through. The fact that you were inside was coincidence. A stroke of luck, if you want to call it that.”

Silence.

“I’ll speak plainly,” he continued, and his tone shifted. “You come from a place where everything was designed to be comfortable, seductive, enveloping. Every stimulus, every caress, every moan was calibrated to make you addicted to submission.”

Lys felt her stomach twist.

“But beyond that… there’s a real world. Dirty, complex. Free.”

Some Omegas averted their eyes. Others glared at him with anger.
One even muttered, “Liar.”

Rook paused.

"Do you know who designed The Gloom? Who authorized the global quarantine? Who created the Alpha/Beta/Omega classification?"
The Omegas blinked.
"Do you know why you exist?" Rook showed them classified documents, images of laboratories. "The virus was created. Your pain, your transformation, your induced pleasures… were designed."
There was no immediate reaction.
Only a murmur of distrust.
And then, tears.
One of the Omegas, curly-haired, stood up, staggering.
"So… we were manufactured? It was all a lie?"
"Yes," Rook said without hesitation. "But now you’re out. And you have two paths: Go back to them, pretend it was all for love… Or stay, free. Even if it hurts."
Several looked at each other.
"And what will we do here? What will we do being… like this?"
"You will be whatever you want. Not what they tell you."
The whole dining hall seemed to hold its breath.
And then, like a spotlight on a flower, all turned toward Lys.
She, the best.
The most refined.
The one who had been the symbol of perfect obedience.
"What do we do… Lys?" one of them whispered.
Lys swallowed hard.
Memories flashed before her eyes:
Slade laughing while she kissed his shoe.
The orgasm among five Betas.
Vey kissing Dain Corvus.
The pain. The pleasure. The confusion.
The surrender.
And without knowing why, she stood up.
"We must stay," she said.
Her voice was not loud.
But it cut through the air like a whip.
"We must learn more. We must decide. For the first time… without a blue button, without punishment. We must… see for ourselves."
Rook nodded.
He said nothing more.
He only touched his communicator and murmured:
"Neutralize their chips. All of them."
A pair of rebels entered with devices.
One by one, the Omegas were freed.
Some cried.
Others vomited.
But Lys…
felt a glorious silence.
Inside.
The chip had gone quiet.
For the first time, her body was only hers.
Rook leaned forward slightly.
"Welcome to the Hollows, Omega 227. If you decide to stay… you will fight with us for a different world. Not perfect. But yours."
And Lys, with goosebumps, with her thighs soft under the rough fabric…
longed to fight.
Because now, for the first time…
she had decided.


CHAPTER 10 – THE LITTLE SLUT WHO KNEW TOO MUCH

First week.
The common dining hall of the Hollows filled with… silent moans.
The Omegas didn’t talk much, but they never stopped moving.
They organized the shelves.
Cleaned the equipment.
Served the dishes.
Washed the floors.
Always with straight backs, soft smiles, and that servile gleam in their eyes.
Rook noticed it from the very first day.
No one had asked them for anything.
And yet, they did it.
Not out of fear.
Not out of obligation.
But because they didn’t know how to exist without obeying.
The chip was gone now.
But the conditioned reflex was still as alive as their need to please.
They had gone from being calibrated slaves…
to revolutionary housewives.
Some tried wearing pants.
Others, the majority, asked to return to the light robes the Compound had assigned them.
Dresses.
Slippers.
Rescued lace gowns.
One woman from the Hollows—Sen, an expert in communications—said it in a low voice while watching Lys direct the cleaning of a hangar:
“They all look at her. As if… they still needed someone to tell them how to exist.”
Rook nodded.
Lys hadn’t said much since her arrival.
But the way she moved, ordered, maintained the group’s emotional structure…
turned her into a kind of involuntary queen mother.
And yet…
She still didn’t yield.

By the third week.
“You know, you’re the only one who hasn’t slept with anyone,” Rook said bluntly.
They were in a narrow corridor. They had just checked a rusty hatch that the Omegas had turned into a laundry.
Lys looked at him.
She wore a simple white dress, high-necked.
Underneath, he knew—because he had watched—that she always wore fine lingerie.
She blushed, just slightly.
“I… haven’t needed to.”
“Really?” Rook raised his brows. “You. The best Omega. Doesn’t the phantom chip throb when one of my men takes off his shirt?”
Lys smiled.
“It throbs. But I learned to hold the rhythm. Sometimes… I enjoy it from afar.”
Rook laughed.
“I didn’t think an Omega knew how to restrain herself.”
She wasn’t offended.
On the contrary.
The word made her press her thighs together.
“Nor did I think a rebel leader could be so… pleasant.”

And then came the fourth week.
Lys was added to her first raid.
Logistical planning.
Recognition of delivery patterns.
Anticipation of automated routes.
Her knowledge of geosequences and satellite surveillance algorithms, inherited from her old Kael training, surprised everyone.
“She’s better than several of our engineers,” Sen commented.
Rook, in a low voice, added:
“And more attractive.”
Lys pretended not to hear.
But her cheeks burned.
She kept attending in light clothing.
Always feminine.
Always perfect.

That night was for celebration.
A small room on level two had been set up with warm lights, soft music, and glasses of red wine.
Rook was celebrating a recent find: access keys to the Ministry’s propaganda systems.
One step closer to seizing control of the message.
“An uncensored truth,” he said. “Even if it hurts.”
Beside him, Sen, Darien, a pair of data specialists.
And Lys, in a thin-strapped dress and lips painted coral.
The conversations flowed with laughter.
Lys felt comfortable.
Alive.
Free.
But when the others left one by one, leaving the bottle half-finished…
they were alone.
Rook looked at her.
She didn’t look away.
“You know?” he said, voice low. “Few here believe you still have something of your former self inside.”
“And you?”
“I think you chose not to kill it entirely. And that… makes you dangerous.”
Lys leaned just slightly toward him.
“And does that excite you?”

Rook held her by the nape.
“Everything about you excites me.”
And he kissed her.
It wasn’t a tender kiss.
It was a claim.
Lips opening.
Tongues exploring each other with hunger.
Mouths moaning just from meeting.
Lys sat on top of him.
She slowly opened her dress.
She wore nothing underneath… except a black lace set, sheer, embroidered with golden threads.
“I was always ready,” she panted. “I always wanted a real male… to fill me again.”
Rook pulled down the straps.
He sucked her nipples hard.
She moaned.
Her body reacted on its own.
“Ahhh! Yes! Y-yes, you needed me, I knew it!”
She rose above him.
Spread her thighs.
Sank down slowly onto his hard, hot cock.
“AAAHHH! Oh God! Yes, yes, yes! I feel every inch!”
Rook grabbed her by the waist.
He fucked her upward, hard, with restrained rage.
“Clever slut! You’re addicted to this!”
“YES! I’m yours! I’m a dirty Omega… but a smart one! Grrhhh—aaaAAHH!”
The orgasm tore her apart from inside.
She convulsed on top of him.
Shuddered with spasms.
And cried.
Rook held her tight.
Pressed her against his sweaty chest.
Kept thrusting into her, slow, deep.
“I never wanted an ornament. But you… you’re a damn masterpiece.”
Lys moaned, surrendered.
“Fuck me… until I forget the Compound… Fuck me until the world burns…”
And he did.
He took her on the improvised bed.
Entered her from behind.
Pulled her hair.
Made her lick her fingers after he came.
And when he finished inside her, deep inside, trembling against her back, Lys said:
“I’m not completely free. But now… I choose who I belong to. And I love it.”
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CHAPTER 11 – THE TRUTH OF THE PURE

The Hollows’ base had changed.
The walls were still the same: worn concrete, industrial lights, steam and the smell of old oil.
But the energy… was different.
Where chaos once reigned, now there was order. Where fear had ruled, now there was calm.
The Omegas no longer curled up by instinct.
Now they strolled through the corridors with soft smiles, many of them arm in arm with their companions.
Some shared rooms with the hollows who had taken them in.
Others, even, with rebel women who discovered in them something more than just a function.
And Lys… was no different.
Her days were useful.
Her mind, at last, exercised beyond pleasure.
She spent her mornings sorting files extracted from the Ministry’s old communications system, helping to trace nodes, program interceptors, correct errors in the coding of information packets.
She was no longer an obedient pet.
She was a key piece.
Though, of course…
beneath her practical clothes, she still wore lingerie.
Because desire hadn’t gone away.
It was simply better focused.

That afternoon, Rook came to find her.
He wore his field uniform: tactical jacket, sturdy boots, determined gaze.
A light rifle hung across his back.
And his presence filled the corridor.
“We’ve got new coordinates. An old facility to the south, might be from before the Reordering,” he said.
Lys nodded, closing her terminal.
“You want me to support them?”
“I want you to lead the entry. You know how to read their codes. And you’ve got the best aim of anyone, strange as that sounds.”
She smiled.
Not with coquetry.
With pride.
“Give me five minutes to change.”
He held her wrist gently before she could turn.
“Don’t change everything,” he murmured in her ear. “I want what’s underneath… to still be mine.”
She bit her lip, and nodded.
She was.

The convoy set out at dusk.
They crossed an eroded ravine, then a field of abandoned wind towers, until they reached a complex half-buried in the rock.
The map identified it as “Laboratory 07 – Emergency Protocol B.”
Lys led the technical team.
She wore gloves, digital goggles, and a slightly fitted military jacket that hinted at her curves beneath the fabric.
An automatic pistol hung from her hip, beside her inseparable decoding device.
In front of the rusted steel door, she murmured:
“Protocol 017: reverse-engineering entry.”
She keyed in sequences.
The system screeched, resisting.
But finally, with a metallic clack…
the gate opened.
A shadowed corridor.
Dead sensors.
Sealed files.
A sharp smell of dust, ozone… and sleeping death.
Rook advanced at her side, rifle low.

“This is where it all began,” he whispered.
Lys looked at the panels.
Darkened screens, tanks with shattered glass, tables with the remains of petri dishes.
A containment chamber in the back.
“Incubation Unit A,” read the sign.
The heart of the place seemed frozen in time.
And at the center, a main server.

Lys knelt down.
Connected her decoder.
Green lights began to blink.
Data streamed across the portable screens.
“Rook… this is… everything. The mother code of the Gloom. The implementation orders. The first subjects. This is enough to destroy them!”
Her voice trembled with excitement.
Her eyes shone.
She was sweating.
“With this… with this we can show the world the truth. We can bring the system down. We can free everyone!”

Rook remained silent.
He approached the panel.
Studied it.
And then said:
“Free them? For what?”

Lys blinked.
“What… what do you mean?”
He slowly turned toward her.
“Look around you, Lys. Your group. Your Omegas. Free? Really? Or just rearranged?”
She frowned.
“You gave us a choice. We decided to stay.”
“They decided because they’re programmed to follow, and they followed you,” he cut her off. “And that’s not their fault. It’s the fault of the design.”

Rook looked at the broken tanks.
“The Gloom was a primitive attempt. Crude. But… effective. The Alphas used it to subjugate. I want to use it… to purify.”
Lys took a step back.
“You want… to recreate it?”
“Improve it. Adapt it. And use it against the true culprits.”
“And the innocents?”
Rook looked at her.
And something in his gaze hardened.
“Do you really think there’s anyone innocent left out there?”

Lys swallowed.
The air grew colder.
Heavier.
The screens kept flickering.
She lowered her gaze.
Her thoughts tangled.
Slade laughing as he made her lick his feet.
Vey crying… but choosing another.
Kael’s body vanishing between damp sheets.
Maybe Rook was right.
Maybe everything had to be restarted.
Maybe… revenge could be sweet.

Back at the base, everyone celebrated the recovery of the core.
Soft music. Laughter. Hot food.
Lys kept apart.
Staring at her glass.
Feeling how the memory of the facility burned inside her.
But also… how she slowly opened, like a night flower beneath a red moon.

“What if all of this… is the best I can be?”

That night, it was she who sought out Rook.
She entered his private room.
Walls draped in black fabric.
A wide mattress.
Dim light.

Lys took off her jacket.
Revealed the lace corset she had worn underneath all day.
She knelt in front of him.
Unfastened his belt.
Drew out his thick, hot, throbbing cock.
“Do it for me,” he whispered.
She smiled.
Opened her mouth.
Sucked like an addict.
Licking from the base.
Circling her tongue around the head.
Taking him all the way down her throat.
“Nghhh! Mmhgg—aaah! Delicious! My male… my perfect male!”

Rook growled, gripping her hair.
“That’s how I want you. Like this. Not a heroine. A clever rebel.”
She moaned around his cock.
Swallowed him again.
Worshiped him with every gasp.

When she climbed onto him, she did it slowly.
Sinking down on every inch.
Riding him with broken moans, tears in her eyes, nails marking his chest.
“Fuck me… fuck me as punishment… as vengeance… for everything!”
“For Vey!”

PLAK!
He spanked her hard.
She screamed.
“For Slade! For every time I knelt! AHH—AAAHH! I LOVE IT! Fuck me, break me, purify me!”

And he did.
He filled her until she came on his cock, dripping.
Shaking.
Her body an open flower, filthy and happy.

And when she collapsed on top of him, panting, laughing…
she wasn’t thinking of taking anything back.
She was only thinking of how perfectly her body fit beneath her male’s.


CHAPTER 12 – THE LITTLE SLUT’S CHOICE

The nights with Rook had become routine.
Ritual.
Reward.
Lys woke up every dawn with her skin marked by teeth, thighs trembling, and her belly full.
The data of the new Gloom lined up on screens around her, encrypted formulas she had helped reconstruct, mother codes she knew how to unlock…
And every night, after a day heavy with achieved objectives, she returned to the shared bed with her male.
Rook was fire.
Lys was oil.
And when they touched, the revolution burned with soft moans and reddened flesh.

“You’re the heart of this new era,” he whispered as he took her from behind.
“And I… am the body that holds you up.”
She moaned.
She surrendered.
And for seconds, she believed everything was worth it.

But when she woke that morning, with Rook’s breathing still deep and slow, Lys couldn’t contain the tremor in her chest.
She sat on the edge of the metal cot, barefoot, her tousled hair falling over her shoulders.
She looked around.
The other Omegas slept in their rooms.
Sen purred between the sheets of a technician.
Two new girls laughed together in the kitchen.
And all of it, all of it… seemed so stable. So accomplished.
And yet…
She couldn’t breathe.

Because every stored datum.
Every reactive particle.
Every assembled module of the new Gloom…
was a bullet.
And though it was aimed at the Alphas, history had shown that projectiles didn’t distinguish ideals.
Only bodies.

Lys thought of Vey.
Of Slade.
Of herself.
She remembered the day of her classification, the hands that held her, Vey’s helplessness as he saw her taken away.
“How many more will be dragged like me?”

And then she knew.
She couldn’t go on.
Not with that weapon.
Not with that fire.

She dressed.
Loaded the data terminal.
And escaped.

The outskirts of the city were more heavily guarded than ever.
The drones detected her as she crossed the threshold of the gray zone.
Two betas intercepted her with loaded weapons.
“Identify yourself,” they ordered.
Lys raised her hands.
She wore a neutral robe, almost gray, no makeup, no jewelry.
But even so, her silhouette betrayed her Omega training.
“I am unit 227,” she said firmly. “I have returned. I bring data… and bombs. I want to speak with Minister Slade.”

The soldiers exchanged looks.
They acted quickly.
They restrained her.
They tagged her.

“Terrorist.”

They took her to the class-3 detention complex.
But Lys did not tremble.
When they asked if she had come alone, she said yes.
When they interrogated her about the weapons, she smiled.
“I am the weapon. And the only person who can stop me… is Slade.”

They left her alone.
Told her Slade was on the way.
The waiting room was strangely warm.
An old tub, steaming water giving off fragrant vapor.
Soft towels.
Shelves full of clothes.

Lys approached the water.
Dipped in a finger.
And then…
allowed herself the luxury.
She undressed.
Slipped into the bath.
And for the first time in weeks, she cried.
Not from sadness.
Not from defeat.
But from the intensity of everything she had lived.

The foam caressed her skin like Rook’s tongue once did.
The droplets slid down her neck like the tears of the Omegas who had followed her.
And her body, despite it all, was still soft.
Curved.
Made to obey…
but now filled with will.

When she stepped out, she wrapped herself in the towel.
And looked at the options.
There was everything.
Sober trousers.
Gray jackets.
Beta uniforms.
And on the side…
a velvet box.

She opened it.
Stockings.
Skirt.
Tight corset.
Red high heels.
A pair of pearl earrings.

Lys stared at them for a long while.
“No… this isn’t what I want,” she whispered.
But her hand was already caressing the lace.
Her skin prickled at the brush of satin.
And when she lifted a leg to slide on the stocking, her cunt throbbed.

The sound of nylon climbing her thigh was like a familiar murmur.
A whisper of identity.
Of pleasure.
Of surrender… voluntary.

She sat before the mirror.
Applied pink shadow, soft eyeliner.
Painted her lips a dark red.
It wasn’t obedience.
It was resignation dressed as desire.

The skirt clung to her hips.
Every step in the heels was a declaration.
This is who I am.
This is how they built me.
And I can’t help but love the result.

When the door opened…
Slade didn’t enter, she stormed in.
With the same military elegance, hair pulled back, lips painted like blades.
And when she saw Lys standing, made up, dressed… with a trembling smile…
she burst into laughter.
“Look what escaped the cage… only to dress up as a whore again!”

Lys didn’t lower her gaze.
“I am not a whore,” she said.
Slade approached, slowly, inspecting.
“No… You’re a bomb in lace. And you’ve come to explode right where it hurts the most.”

Lys drew a deep breath.
And answered, calm:
“Yes. But only if you… pull the trigger.”


CHAPTER 13 – BETWEEN TRUTH AND HEELS

Slade approached like a shadow scented with orchids.
She wore no uniform, no insignias, no tablets filled with protocols.
Only a tight black dress, red lips, and the natural dominance of someone who never needed to raise her voice to be heard.

In front of her, Lys was the opposite: exposed skin, short skirt, sheer stockings, heels far too high for someone who claimed she hadn’t come to offer herself.
And yet, there she was. Standing. Motionless.
Trembling not from fear, but from anticipation.

Slade’s gaze traveled over her as though she were reading a technical report layered with lingerie.
“What a curious thing you are, Lys Vale. The Omega who escaped the camp, became a terrorist, dressed herself as a soldier… and still comes back to me with perfect mascara and stockings neatly in place. Is that what you call redemption?”
“I didn’t come for you. I came to talk.”
“And dressed like this?”

Lys clenched her teeth.
The words would not come.
Because there was no way to explain what lace did to her when it brushed her skin. Nor the toxic peace she found in the click of her heels against marble.
She could not explain how the system had broken her so thoroughly that she could no longer conceive of herself without a skirt.
And perhaps… no longer wanted to.

Slade smiled.
A tilted gesture. Deadly.
“Whatever you came to say can wait. I can’t.”

She turned. Walked to a built-in minibar.
Poured two glasses of white wine.
Returned.
Sat on the nearest divan, crossing her legs as if at a diplomatic dinner, not in an interrogation room with a cross-dressed ex-soldier before her.
“Come. Sit. Let’s play.”
“What…?”
“You’ve played at being a woman better than many. Now let me enjoy it.”

Lys hesitated. But she did not move.
Her body did it for her.
The chair was too soft. Far too soft.
The glass slipped in her sweaty fingers.
And Slade was too close. Her knee brushed against hers. Her perfume enveloped her.
And the worst part: she spoke as if nothing mattered, as if the world weren’t collapsing outside the window.

“Slade, I have information about—”
“Shhh.” Slade’s finger pressed against her lips. “We won’t speak of wars now. Before politics, there is pleasure. The natural order of the world.”

Lys closed her eyes.
Slade’s hand slid down, slowly, along her neck.
Circled her collarbone.
Traced the clasp of the bra barely suggested beneath her buttoned shirt.
“Do you know what’s most delicious about power?” she asked. “That I don’t need to ask you for anything. I only need to be near… and you… open.”

Lys could not deny the wetness between her thighs.
Nor the soft moan that slipped out when she felt the pressure of Slade’s nails through the fabric of her skirt.
The hand rose.
Undid the first button.
Then the second.
Then the third.

“Why do you like this, Lys?”
“I don’t…”
“No? Then why are your nipples hard?”

Lys closed her eyes.
She tried to think of Rook. Of Vey.
Of the Gloom.
But all was haze against the firmness of the hand now lifting her skirt and revealing the white lace that made her feel so small.

Slade stood.
She went to the closet.
And came back holding something in her hand like a threat.
“Do you know what this is?”

Lys swallowed.
A harness.
Black. Synthetic.
With a perfectly curved dildo, smooth in texture yet firm.
“I don’t wear this for pleasure. I wear it to remind you who dominates this room.”

Slade strapped it on with the same calm as pinning an insignia.
“Come. Bend over. This isn’t punishment. It’s remembrance.”

Lys didn’t argue.
She knelt before her.
Not from obedience.
From desire.
From need.
Because part of her body—no longer entirely masculine, no longer completely foreign—craved to be taken as before.

Slade took her by the nape.
Guided her.
And when she penetrated her, there was no pain. Only that dirty, delicious mixture of humiliation and acceptance.
The sound of skin against leather filled the room.

Lys gasped, cheeks flushed, eyes glassy, voice breaking:
“Slade… aaah… please…”
“Please what?”
“Make me yours…”
“You already are, little slut.”

And in the end, when her body collapsed on the soft carpet, trembling with pleasure, Slade placed her at her feet.
“Kiss them.”
Lys obeyed.
Once. Twice. Three times.

“Now. Speak.”

The change was immediate.
Lys rose.
Reached for her terminal.
And with trembling fingers, projected the screens onto the white wall.
Documents.
Videos.
Audio fragments.
Passwords.
Dates.
The heart of the Gloom.

Slade set down her glass.
Stepped closer.
And read in silence for what seemed an eternity.
She said nothing.
Not until Lys had finished speaking.

“And why didn’t you keep it?”
“Because this isn’t justice, Slade. It’s vengeance. And I can’t be part of another system that kills to protect its lie. I love Vey… and you… I respect. You were my rival. The best. I can’t let the world sink without telling the truth.”

Slade exhaled.
Long.
Furious.
Almost with tears.
“This whole society… all the control… all the protocol… built on a political decision. On a fucking failed experiment.”

She looked at Lys, still kneeling.
“Thanks to you, little slut… maybe we have a chance.”

But when she turned toward the window, Lys heard her murmur, barely audible:
“Damn every one of those who built us. They turned us into weapons for their guilt.”


CHAPTER 14 – TRIALS OF FIRE

The sound of Slade’s heels receded down the hallway like an impatient metronome.
Each sharp strike against the marble left a pause.
And in every pause, Lys thought.

She was still on her knees, her cheeks warm from blushing, her lips swollen, her makeup flawless despite the trembling.
The data terminal rested on her thighs, screen still open, projecting the raw figures of The Gloom’s origin.
She had come back to speak.
And ended up moaning on the floor.
Again.

But the most disturbing thing wasn’t her physical surrender.
It was the uncomfortable certainty… that part of her had wanted to be exactly there.

Slade returned.
Not with the cruel smile from before, but with a tempered expression, thoughtful, her jaw tight and her eyes charged with cold fire.
“I’ve made calls,” she said, closing the door carefully. “You’re not going to like the plan. But it’s the only one we have.”

Lys rose slowly, smoothing down her skirt with little success.
Her stockings were already slightly torn.
Her dignity, even more.
“I’m not interested in your idea if it starts with another chamber.”
“My dear”—Slade approached and held her chin with two fingers—“all of this was always a chamber. The problem is you were never the one operating it.”

Lys looked away, but Slade didn’t withdraw.
“We have a moment. Only one. In the most visible, most lurid, most crowded of places.”
“Where?”

Slade turned toward the terminal.
With a flick of her finger, she projected an image onto the wall: lights, a stage, golden columns, and Omegas posing with ribbons crossing over their naked bodies.
Shiny makeup.
Sky-high heels.
And behind them, a phrase in ornate typography:

“THE OMEGA TRIALS – Sixth Edition”

“No,” Lys said at once.
“Yes.”
“No.”
“It’s perfect.”
“It’s a fairground of public humiliation!”

Slade lit another cigarette, inhaled calmly, and spoke through the haze of smoke:
“And it’s also the only space where I can slip a signal through without passing the Council’s filters. You’ll have thirty seconds. Maybe less. And the message we record will be projected as a ‘special spot’ between trials. Just a fleeting instant… but enough to make the truth explode.”

Lys shook her head.
Her heart hammered at her throat.
“I won’t submit again. Not like before.”
“What do you want then? A PDF report sent to the Ministry archives? We don’t live in the age of written pleas. This world feeds on spectacle. And you…”—Slade looked her up and down—“…are the perfect protagonist.”
“Because I look like a whore?”
“No. Because beneath all this paint, the torn stockings, the docile gestures, something authentic still beats. And that, my dear, is exactly what they’ll devour.”

Slade walked to the room’s touch panel.
With a few commands, she sent the order.
“I’ll register you as ‘recaptured Omega.’ One who tried to escape, to betray, but was reeducated. A living warning for the rest.”
“I’m not a warning!”
“No. You’re the scream no one sees coming.”

Lys fell silent.
Her reflection in the windowpane was everything she hated and everything she could never abandon:
The smooth skin.
The bust softly outlined beneath the blouse.
The shape of her mouth, the way her skirt seemed to beg for hands.
And still… she remained standing.
Not from strength.
From decision.
She sighed.

—And you? What will you do while I dance for the cameras?
—I’ll prepare the final shot. The file is already split into three cores. It just needs a signal to unleash itself through the government’s internal channels.
—And if my legs give out on stage?

Slade smiled.
—You’ve walked in heels through reeducation camps. You’ve served wine with tears hidden beneath mascara. You’ve moaned while planning the destruction of a nation.
—And I came back. For you. For Vey. For everything I lost.

Slade approached.
He embraced her.
Only for a second.
—Then make it count.
Make your humiliation burn hotter than their lie.

Hours later, Lys was no longer Lys.
She was “the exemplary traitor 227,” Omega recovered, offered as spectacle for the opening of the system’s most-watched program.
Her file was reactivated.
Her chip recalibrated.
Her body waxed, made up, prepared.

The costume was nothing more than a set of white leather straps, covering the bare minimum.
The neckline displayed the chest trained by months of hormonal induction.
The makeup gleamed under the spotlights.
A golden collar declared in fine letters:
“Property of the Council.”

Lys walked down the hallway leading to the stage.
Slade, from the command room, monitored the transmission lines.
Two minutes left.

And when the lights came on, when the cameras turned, when the audience raised their glasses and the commentators began their theater…
Lys smiled.
Not as an Omega.
As a bomb about to explode.
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CHAPTER 15 – THE SPECTACLE OMEGA

The presenter’s voice rose among brilliant fanfares and the crowd’s cheers, as if the Coliseum’s arena had been rebuilt with LED lights and orchid fragrance.
—Welcome, citizens of order! To the new edition of The Omega Trials!
An event where obedience wears lace and utility dances in six-inch heels!

The audience roared. Holograms of golden fire spiraled upward. Floating cameras circled like electric hawks.
And at the center of it all, the white marble runway stretched out like an altar.

—And now… the candidates —continued the master of ceremonies, his voice dripping with theatricality—. Twelve Omegas. Twelve stories. Twelve jewels of disciplinary redirection.
From the quiet sweetness of Omega 118 to the insolent beauty of Omega 342.
But among them all… there is one.

A figure began to rise from a circular platform beneath the stage.
Strobe lights.
Bursts of artificial perfume.
And an expectant silence.

—The one who fled. The one who infiltrated. The one who strayed… but returned to serve with her whole skin!
The crowd went wild.
—Omega 227! Lys Vale!

She wore an outfit that looked more like a provocation to morality than a uniform.
Satin white lace. Thin straps hugging her waist with millimetric precision.
Stockings held by glittering thread garters. Heels locked with nano-security seals.
And a wig perfectly affixed to her scalp.
It didn’t move. It wouldn’t come off.
It was part of her.

Her face, made up to perfection, showed flawless blush, dramatic eyeliner, lashes like wings.
But her eyes…
those did not lie.
They shone between fury and resignation.
Because behind every layer of concealer and every artificial curl, Lys thought:
This isn’t spectacle.
This is an execution dressed up as glamour.

The preceding hours had been a choreography of technical submission.
First, the chip.
They removed the old one —the one Slade had modified so many times— and placed a new one. Deeper. More “effective,” they said.
She could feel her heartbeat answering it like never before.
Any hesitation, any mental pause, was punished with a sharp jolt behind her left ear.

Then, the chastity cage: sealed by induction, with humidity sensors and micro electric charges calibrated to “correct deviations.”
The plug… inserted without discussion, remote-controlled.
And the final touch: the outfit sealed to her body.
It couldn’t be removed. It wouldn’t open.
Only the event’s technicians could take it off, with their internal codes.

Lys felt that all of Slade’s plan dissolved among layers of lingerie impossible to tear away.
—You offered me a chance… —she murmured in the dressing room, when one of the attendants finished fastening the clasps—. But you sold me as circus meat.

Her thoughts didn’t stop, not even when the runway gleamed beneath her feet.
The first challenge was announced with fireworks and canned laughter.
—The Total Beauty Challenge! Each Omega will receive a makeup set. The outfit you already have. And the winner will be the one who dazzles not only with her face… but with her perfect Omega attitude!

The cameras descended in a swarm.
A tray floated before Lys, laden with cosmetics.

Liquid shadows, blushes with reflective nanoparticles, lipsticks that vibrated with body heat.
Don’t think. Just act.
Do what’s necessary.
Make this work.

At first, Lys didn’t take it seriously.
But a light jolt to her thigh, followed by another to her neck… was enough to bring her body in line with the conditioning.
The chip seemed to read every blink, every poorly drawn curve.
And when she traced the eyeliner correctly, a delicate vibration caressed her.
Obey.
Obey and receive.
Look at you, little slut, you’re doing so well…

And so, Lys began to surrender to the rhythm of her reflection.
To smile.
To flutter her lashes coquettishly.

The other Omegas, more docile, more trained, noticed the change.
Some wrinkled their noses.
Others pretended not to see.
But when the judges, in their white coats and dark visors, walked down the line… it was Lys they lingered on.

One of them crouched down.
Lifted her chin with the tip of a pen.
—Name?
—Lys Vale —she answered in a melodious voice, tuned exactly as they had trained her.
—Origin?
—Reeducated. Recaptured Omega classification.
The judge smiled.
—Perfect.

Applause.
Thunderous.
False.

Night came. In the rest sector.
The Omegas’ rooms weren’t cells.
They were display cases.
Satin sheets. Warm light. Cameras in every corner.
The rules were clear: they would sleep in lingerie, in suggestive poses, made up, with their heels still on.
“So that submission never sleeps,” said the show’s motto.

Lys took nothing off.
She couldn’t.
She lay on her stomach, feeling the lace rub between her buttocks.
The plug pulsed at intervals.
A reminder.

And then, among the murmurs of the other Omegas —whispering about traitors, favoritism, and fake performances—, the back door opened.
Slade walked in.
Dressed for the night, as if coming from a secret gala.
She carried a black folder.

Lys sat up, with effort.
Slade approached without looking at the cameras.
—I have your transmission. It’s coded. Ready. But it will only open if you make it to the final challenge.
—And if I don’t?
—Then they’ll never know the truth. And you’ll go down as a national disgrace.

Lys lowered her head.
Slade left the envelope between the sheets.
—Earn that stage, little slut. And make it hurt.

She left.

And Lys, alone on the bed, heels still strapped on, sighed.
What am I now?
A messenger?
A doll?
A lace-wrapped bomb waiting to explode?

The fan above her bed droned with a hypnotic rhythm.
And before closing her eyes, she pressed the envelope to her chest.
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CHAPTER 16 – ALL EYES ON LYS

—Ladies, gentlemen, loyal citizens… the moment has arrived!
The presenter’s words exploded through the loudspeakers, followed by orchestral music laced with synthesizers that made the floating screens across the arena vibrate. Magenta lights, golden flares. The crowd roared. There was no room for subtlety: everything was glitter, bodies, and spectacle.

—After days of submission, beauty, docility, and trials… our Omegas are ready for the final challenge before the coronation. And yes… all eyes are on her!

The cameras locked onto her face.
Lys.
The framing was surgical: the curve of her painted lips, the drops of sweat marking her collarbone, the way her body trembled subtly beneath the purple stage lights. Her corset was laced to the limit, lifting her chest provocatively, while the lace of her outfit barely covered enough not to be censored… or perhaps only enough to be even more desired.

And she knew they were watching.
Every blink was evaluated.
Every shiver, recorded.

Slade, seated in the control box, crossed her legs with elegance.
But her eyes did not blink.

—We know what you’re thinking. Is it real? Is it an act? Is she rehabilitated, or just playing with us?

The presenter spun on his heels.
—We’re about to find out in our star segment. The challenge that separates the flower… from the fruit. The game that turns an Omega… into the people’s favorite.

The audience gasped, laughed, applauded, swollen with morbid expectation.
—The Final Challenge: The Chamber of Satisfaction.

A velvet curtain rose slowly, revealing a circular structure divided into individual compartments. Automatic doors. Closed booths. Holograms of masculine silhouettes shifted behind translucent glass.

The Omegas sighed in unison.
Some bit their lips.
One even let out an excited laugh.
And Lys…
Lys froze.

Her legs trembled under the weight of her locked heels. The cage pressing her sex vibrated with a high-pitched buzz, followed by a short, sharp electric shock. At the same time, the plug inside her expanded just a millimeter. A firm, controlled pressure.

And then…
A wave of heat burst across her lower back.
Not pain.
Pleasure. Programmed. Precise. Crushing.

Her vision blurred.
No…
This… this wasn’t in the plan…

The other Omegas moved forward first, their bodies swaying with mechanical grace.
Wide hips, toned thighs, painted lips.
One by one, they stepped into their assigned booths.

The lights dimmed.
String music swelled.
An artificial voice whispered:
—Perform. Serve. Be rewarded.

Lys stumbled forward, her steps unsteady.
Her thoughts drifted between scattered images: Vey’s face, Slade’s hands at her waist, the nights with Rock… the voice of her former self screaming at her to stop everything.
But her body would not obey.
The chip glowed red.

Her lips parted.
Her hands moved where they were meant to.
Her knees touched the padded floor of the booth.
And then the screen in her compartment projected a countdown.
10:00 minutes.

—Get into position, Omegas —the presenter’s voice rang from somewhere—. Remember: scored by quantity and by attitude!

The male shadows approached.
And Lys…
Lys vanished into the programming.

Everything was heat.
Everything was obedience.
Everything was response.

Her mouth moved without thought, as if it had been made for this.
Her back arched, her hips exposed, her tongue pliant, her throat flawless.
The plug rewarded her.
The cage restrained her.
The chip directed her.

Muffled moans through the walls.
Voices demanding more.
Lights pulsing to the rhythm of bodies.
And she…
She kept going, even when the timer hit zero.

It took a Beta assistant stepping inside to pull her away, holding her by the arms and guiding her out.
—It’s over —she whispered in her ear—. You’ve won, Omega.

But Lys… didn’t understand.
She was still gasping.
Still saying “yes.”

In the evaluation hall.
The Omegas stood aligned like wilted flowers under the spotlight of judgment.
Some cried from exhaustion.
Others smiled, drunk on induced dopamine.
Lys was standing. But unsteady.

And there, before all, the judges spoke.
—The highest score… for dedication. For technique. For number of satisfied subjects…
A pause.
—Omega 227. Lys Vale.

Applause.
Explosion of light.

Slade, in the control box, activated the microcommand.
The tablet vibrated against her thigh.
The signal was ready.

From the lace pocket of her outfit, Lys pulled the microdevice disguised as a compact mirror.
She drew a deep breath.
—To all Omegas. To all citizens. To those who believe order is natural…

Her voice, soft yet clear, was amplified.
The screens dissolved into black.
And then, a white light.

The files began to flow.
Charts.
Names.
Genetic engineering documents.
The truth about The Gloom.
The Council’s role.
The original purpose of the caste system.

The crowd, first confused, fell silent.
The cameras stopped aiming at her.
The presenter tried to cover the feed, but the audio no longer obeyed.

Slade closed her eyes.
It had worked.

And Lys…
Lys, still standing, makeup smeared and dampness streaking her face, lowered her head.
At last, not to submit.
But to close a cycle.


CHAPTER 17 – A FLOWER IN THE MUD

The world was no longer silent.
Nor subdued.
Screens once filled with ads for perfumes and perpetual feminization surgeries now displayed data, documents, testimonies.
Lys’s voice —broken at times, but steady— echoed like an electric chant in every alley, in every station, in every home not yet censored by the control system.

The transmission had lasted barely eight minutes.
Eight minutes that shattered years of lies.

In the peripheral districts, riots broke out. In the urban cores, public debates. In elite spaces, crises and discreet evacuations.
But in the barracks of The Hollows, something different happened:
Silence.

Rock had remained standing before the central screen, not uttering a single word.
Behind him, dozens of Omegas —many still wearing lace garments, not because they needed them, but because they had become part of their skin— watched the collapse of the system that had created them.

Lys didn’t know.
She was in an underground cell of the Ministry of Communications.
A cube without corners.
A bed without sheets.
A silence so dense she could hear herself breathing.

The chip was active.
It no longer stimulated her, nor punished her.
It only kept her in lethargy, like a flower covered in frost.

She didn’t know how long she had been asleep.
Only that every time she opened her eyes, the ceiling light was the same.
And every time she closed them, she dreamed of heels on white marble.
She dreamed that the body that hurt so much now moved with softness.
She dreamed that all the names torn from her, all the humiliations, were… someone else’s.
Or worse: desired.

Until an invisible door opened.
And Slade entered.
Dressed in black, without a uniform.
Without makeup.
With dark circles under her eyes.
And something in her face Lys couldn’t read.

Slade didn’t smile.
Didn’t sit.
Just looked at her.
—Wake up, Vale —she said at last, using her surname like a whip—. Enough time has passed.

Lys blinked. Her voice came out as a hoarse whisper.
—Where… am I?
—In the Ministry’s neutral zone. You were detained for violating security codes and leaking classified material. Technically… you’re still a terrorist.

Lys’s eyes widened.
—Then I failed?

Slade sighed. Her jaw trembled slightly.
—No. The chaos you caused… worked.

And then, without embellishment, she told her what had happened.
The Alpha high command hadn’t taken long to negotiate. The leaked data was irreversible. The Gloom, as it was known, had to disappear.
The files would be destroyed.
The castes, abolished.
The Alphas involved would face public trial.
The Omegas, freed. Their chips removed.
Their implants reversed, as far as possible.
A new order. A real chance to begin again.

Lys began to cry.
It wasn’t loud. Nor melodramatic.
She simply lowered her head and cried, like someone releasing a weight they hadn’t even known they carried in their soul.

But Slade didn’t cry.
She tensed.
Pressed her lips together.
Turned slightly away.
—There’s a condition —she added.

Silence.
The air thickened.
—What condition?

Slade closed her eyes. Then opened them again, but her gaze had no shine.
—The Alphas… asked for one final symbolic act. One last public transformation. One final Omega. A display of what this system was, never to be repeated again.

Lys knew it before she heard it.
—Me… —she murmured.
—Yes —Slade nodded bitterly—. You. They’re going to… perfect you. Permanent breast implants. Bone remodeling of the hips. Irreversible depilation. Vocal stylization. Full feminization of the face. And the chip… will be fused into your neural core.

An eternal cage.
A sealed flower.

Lys didn’t scream.
She didn’t rise.
She didn’t cover her face or protest.
She only lowered her head. And breathed.
Long.
Heavy.

—Did you… try to stop it?

Slade took a step back.
—I fought like hell. But… there was no choice. For them, they needed to close the cycle. One last “celebration” of what will no longer be.

Lys smiled. Painfully.
—It… makes sense, doesn’t it?

Slade frowned.
—What are you talking about?

—About all this. About me. About how it ended.

She hugged her legs. The lace of her uniform still clean.
Her nails painted pink.
Her lips cracked from lack of balm.

—All this time I thought I was fighting against it. That I wanted to take back what I was. But… every step I took, every decision, every doubt… brought me closer and closer to this.

She lifted her eyes. Red, but dry.
—What if I always wanted to be her, Slade? What if I failed the tests on purpose? What if I let Rock touch me because deep down… I was already Lys?

Slade opened her mouth.
Said nothing.

Lys laughed, without humor.
—I’ve fought enough. Don’t save me. Make this… mean something.

Slade turned, rage tightly contained.
She grabbed the dossier she carried under her arm and threw it onto the metal chair by the door.
—Don’t you dare resign yourself like that.

—And what else can I do?

—Fight. Even if you don’t win. Even if it’s already too late.

Lys shook her head.
—There’s peace… in stopping the resistance. And if I’m to become the last Omega, I want to do it with my head held high. And my legs smooth as silk.

At last, a tear slipped free.

Slade didn’t look at her.
She only opened the door.
And before leaving, murmured:
—This isn’t over. Not for you. Not for me. Not for what they built on our skin.

And she left.

Lys was alone.
But, for the first time in a long time… she wasn’t trembling.


CHAPTER 18 – ON THE EVE OF THE END

Time did not pass the same inside a cell of white marble.
For Lys, the weeks had been a carousel of silence, restricted conversations with Slade, and rituals that, however minimal, preserved her femininity intact. Every morning, she applied makeup with the disciplined hand of a courtesan, placing the shimmer precisely at the center of her lower lip, the soft pink contour along her cheeks smoothed by hormones and the chip.
The lace of her outfits was no longer a humiliation. It was a routine. A symbol. A part of her.
They didn’t demand it.
She chose it.
And that choice was her only weapon.

On the eve of the final surgery, Lys looked at herself in the circular mirror hanging in her cell like an artificial moon. She had gathered what little hair she had left after sessions of controlled alopecia, tying it with a pearl ribbon. She wore a pale blue satin skirt, white lace stockings, and a sheer blouse that revealed the edge of her brassiere. An outfit that screamed submission, but that she carried like a crown.

Suddenly, the door slid open.
A figure entered, dressed in a gray uniform without insignia. Moving with precision, with the silence of one who had lived years in the shadows. She took a step closer, then pulled back her hood.
It was a woman.
A Hollow.

—Lys Vale —she whispered—. I came to get you out of here.

Lys didn’t rise. She only tilted her head.
—You’re late.

The Hollow stepped forward again. Her gaze was fierce, unbreakable.
—You don’t have to do this. They want you as a trophy. But we can still get you out. There are safe routes. There is a life outside of this.

Lys listened carefully. Then she caressed her thigh over the stocking. The lace comforted her.
—If I leave… we only reopen the wound. They’ll say the Omegas fled redemption. That the new pact was a farce. No. This body… this ending… is necessary. To close. To cleanse.

The Hollow frowned, ready to argue, when another figure entered.
Shorter. Trembling.
—Lys?

The voice was a thread of crystal about to shatter.
Lys turned. And caught her breath.

Vey.
Her hair was longer. Her clothing, plain. In her eyes, the brightness Lys always remembered, but dulled by months of insomnia and guilt.

—No —Lys whispered—. Not you.

Vey approached slowly, as though afraid to break the moment.
—I tried everything. Everything, Lys. When they took you… I froze. I didn’t know how to fight. I was a coward. But I never stopped loving you.

Lys blinked. She felt the tear slide down her cheek, drag the mascara, and vanish at her painted chin.
—Why did you come?

—Because… it’s not too late. I can take you far away. To a southern coast. No one will search for you there. You’ll be free.

Lys lowered her gaze. She looked at her reflection in the polished floor. Her legs crossed with grace. Her ankles perfect in heels. Her soft nails. The brassiere pressing tight. She couldn’t remember the last time she had felt like “Kael.”

Her hand brushed against Vey’s.
It was smaller now. More delicate. Warmer.

—Do you still see me… as before?

—No —Vey whispered—. But I don’t want you to disappear completely either. Not without a fight.

Lys smiled at her.
—I already fought, Vey. I already survived. What comes now isn’t punishment. It’s… a confirmation.

The Hollow scoffed.
—You’re programmed to speak like that.
—And what if that programming is part of me now, too?

Vey wanted to say more, but Lys embraced her.
—Thank you for coming. Thank you for not forgetting me.

Frustrated, the Hollow activated her communicator and left.
Vey looked at her one last time, with melancholy tenderness, and followed.

Lys sat on the bed.
She slept little. But she dreamed.

And then… the day of the Public Transmission.
Giant screens in every city.
Lights. Applause.
A rotating circular platform, where Lys was displayed in a silk robe that left little to the imagination.

The presenter moved like a circus ringmaster, exalting every gesture.
—Citizens of the New Order! Today we close a chapter of our history. Today we celebrate the last Omega transition! A symbol of rebirth, of forgiveness, and of progress!

The crowd applauded.
Floating cameras zoomed in on Lys. Her painted face. Her faint but intact smile. Her lowered gaze. It wasn’t submission. It was ceremony.

—Let us welcome the one in charge of the procedure, Dr. Nessa Voss.

A tall woman, crimson lips, fitted lab coat, white hair styled like a runway queen.
Voss waved, turned, and spoke directly to the camera:
—It is an honor. Today we conclude a process. Not to repeat it… but to remember it.

She approached Lys. Caressed her cheek.
—Ready, dear?

Lys nodded. Wordless.

The doctor drew a small syringe with the sedative.
As the needle pierced, Nessa whispered by her ear:
—Don’t be afraid. I’m your fan. I’ve followed you since the broadcast at the hotel. And I’m going to give you the body you dreamed of. With every perfect curve. You’ll be happy, Lys. You’ll be free.

The sedative entered.
And Lys, closing her eyes, for the first time in a long time… smiled.


CHAPTER 19 – A NEW LIGHT

Lys opened her eyes slowly, as if the world were receiving her for the first time. Everything was white. Soft white, warm white, white perfumed with artificial flowers. The sheets beneath her skin felt like satin petals, and the air… as delicate as a powdered sigh.

In front of her, figures began to come into focus, faces that seemed familiar yet wrapped in a diffuse haze. Slade, standing to the left of her bed, carried the same feline expression as always—proud, but with something vulnerable hidden in her lined eyes. Beside her was Dr. Voss, impeccable, like a model from a luxury medical catalog, holding something behind her back.

Further on, she recognized the Hollow woman—a firm figure, scarred, her gaze shining bright—and also Rock, imposing, his silhouette sculpted in stone, but with his arms crossed as though he didn’t know how to belong in that soft room. Lastly, a little apart, almost in shadow, was Vey.

Lys blinked. Her voice, when she spoke, was sweet, melodic. Like a tune tuned by weeks of training and internal implants.
—Where…? Where am I?

The doctor smiled and, with the gesture of a presenter, drew the handheld mirror she had been hiding. She set it before Lys’s face, smiling in a half-moon curve.
—Welcome back, Lys. Look at yourself.

She lowered her eyes. And she saw.

A new face, like something out of a painted fantasy: soft cheekbones, glossy lips, wide lashes framing large, curious eyes. Her hair fell in soft waves to her shoulders. Her neck looked longer, slimmer. Beneath the sheet, she felt the subtle, constant weight of new breasts, firm, rounded with surgical precision. Her hips seemed to extend farther than she remembered, and her legs—even without touching them—she knew were wrapped in lace-trimmed compression stockings.

Her voice emerged soft, lulling, faintly dazed:
—Oh… is this me…? Like this…? Was I always like this?

No one answered right away.
Slade lowered her gaze. Vey pressed her lips together, turned, and walked toward the door with her shoulders hunched. Before leaving, her voice broke:
—I’m sorry…

The door closed behind her.
Lys tilted her head, confused.
—Who was she…?

—A friend —Slade whispered, sitting by the bed—. We’ll talk about it later.

The doctor nodded, made a note, and looked to Slade.
—When she’s discharged, she’ll be transferred. Her profile has been approved for full transition. All implants are integrated and the secondary programming is stable. She’s… ready.

Slade said nothing.
Rock left first, followed by the Hollow woman. Only Slade remained, until Lys turned her face toward her, lit with a nearly childlike smile.
—Can I… dress pretty when they let me out? I like it when they look at me.

Slade swallowed, nodded.
—Of course. I’ll take you home. I’ll take care of you.

A few days later, Lys was discharged from the hospital and moved to the penthouse in Citadel’s high zone.

The windows were immense, open to the rosy sky of dawn. The place smelled of aromatic coffee, velvet, and body cream. Lys floated through the halls like a domesticated butterfly, in a pale pink nightgown, a white robe embroidered with her name, and low-heeled slippers.

Slade, like an elegant shadow, guided her with patience. Never with orders. Only with suggestions Lys welcomed gladly, as if her world had grown simpler the more it relied on routine and softness.

Soon, the invitations began.
Public Ceremony: New Era Foundation.

Lys descended from the special transport dressed in gala: a bright red cocktail dress, cinched at the waist, with a side slit revealing her long legs in white lace stockings. Perfect high heels. Just enough jewelry, dazzling makeup. Her hair straight, gathered with two silver clips.

She walked as if floating. The cameras adored her.
The crowd, thousands gathered in the Citadel amphitheater, erupted in applause. They received her as a heroine, as a symbol of peace, as a living testament to the mistakes of an era… and its overcoming.

Among the multitude, Lys found a familiar figure.
Vey.

She radiated serenity. She was beautiful, in an ivory dress, on the arm of a broad-shouldered man impeccably dressed. She seemed secure, stable. Loved.
Lys walked toward her. Smiled sweetly.
—Hello… you… you were… Vey, right?
Vey swallowed. Smiled. Nodded.
—Yes, Lys. I’m Vey.
—Oh… I’m so glad to see you. They told me we were once important to each other. I don’t remember, but… I feel something lovely when I see you. Thank you for… for having been part of my story.
Vey only embraced her.
Lys smelled of vanilla and silk powders.

From afar, Slade watched in silence. She smiled.

Later, the three —Lys, Vey, Slade— sat together on a bench beneath the extinguished spotlights of the amphitheater, glasses in hand and light laughter spilling.
—You are my best friends —said Lys, blushing, resting her head on Slade’s shoulder—. I love you so much.
And she meant it. With a candor so bare it hurt.

Slade didn’t respond.
She only raised her glass.
And in silence, toasted.

To the past. To the lie.
And to Lys.
Who had survived.
And, in her own way… was happy.
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EPILOGUE – A FLOWER THAT BLOOMED

Five years later.
Citadel had changed.
The screens no longer repeated slogans or displayed perfect models with empty smiles. The avenues were filled with different, diverse people. Women in business suits walked alongside muscular Alphas carrying babies in their arms, and some Omegas —free, conscious, self-determined— wore their femininity as a banner, not as a sentence.

The central plaza vibrated with golden lights. Today marked the fifth anniversary of the Liberation, and all of Citadel seemed draped in sequins. Among the columns, the white halls, and the banners waving like veils in the wind, one figure stood out.
Lys Vale Wren.

She wore a sky-blue silk dress, with ivory lace at the bust, fitted to her feminine curves as if she had been born that way. Her hair was shorter now, an elegant bob at chin length, styled in soft waves that danced over her shoulders. The heels she wore echoed with every step, firm yet delicate.

At her side walked a man with a warm smile, Arnav Wren, her husband. He was not an imposing Alpha nor a harsh leader. He was kind, patient. His arm rested at Lys’s waist, and she, with subtle coquetry, intertwined her fingers with his from time to time, as if touching him helped her remember where she was, and who she had chosen to be.

On the other side, a wide-eyed little girl —adopted a year ago— watched the event with childish attention. She wore a dress similar to Lys’s, and her shoes clicked impatiently against the marble.
Everything seemed perfect.

But Lys had been waiting for this moment. She knew it the instant she saw Slade and Vey step through the glass doors, arm in arm, dressed for a gala they hadn’t wanted to miss.
She found them. She embraced them. She greeted them with a smile as bright as it was false.
—Will you come with me for a moment?

The three walked toward the upper level of the government building, where a balcony without cameras shielded them from prying eyes. The night wind lifted their hair. From there the entire city could be seen, glittering like an ownerless jewel.
Lys turned. Breathed deeply. And let the truth spill.
—I remember everything.

Silence.
Slade stared at her, unblinking. Vey, however, raised a hand to her mouth, as if something inside her still hoped to deny it.
Lys smiled with a tired sweetness.
—Dr. Voss… never erased my chip. She only did the aesthetic adjustments. I had authorized those… beforehand. Everything else was a farce. A ritual. A symbol. A… public ceremony to close an era.
—But why…? —Vey murmured— Why stay this way?

Lys stepped closer. Took both their hands, one from each friend.
—Because there was no turning back. Because sometimes… the pain is so great that you’d rather build a beautiful truth upon a ruin than dig it up again. Because being Lys… gave me something Kael never had: tenderness. Affection. Recognition. And yes… pleasure.

She lowered her gaze. Laughed softly, without mockery, without shame.
—I don’t regret it. I became a happy wife. A mother. A symbol. Maybe even a cliché. But I am free.
—And the world…? —Slade asked in a grave voice.
—The world is still wounded. But now it heals, little by little. Thanks to you. Thanks to what we did. Not to me alone.

There was a long silence. None knew what to say.
Lys stepped back. Smiled at them as if she were about to cry.
—Thank you for caring for me. For loving me in your own way. I won’t forget anything. Ever.

Slade swallowed hard. Vey was already crying, a silent tear sliding down her cheek.
Lys turned. Walked to the stairs. Then she stopped.
—Come by more often, will you? To the house. To see the little one. To drink wine. To talk about other things.
—Of course —Vey whispered.
—Sure —Slade replied.

And Lys disappeared down the staircase, descending to where her husband, her daughter, and a multitude awaited her, who would see her as the eternal symbol of an era that had ended… and of the future that was only just beginning.

THE END.
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AFTERWORD – A SMILE IN THE MIRROR

If you have come this far, you already know:
there is no turning back.

You have walked barefoot through the halls of the Chrysalis, felt the shocks, the flush of shame, the tenderness of soft gestures that conquer even the fiercest resistance. You have worn Lys’s skin as if it were your own —and wasn’t it?— feeling every surge of pleasure, every involuntary surrender, every curve traced not by nature… but by desire.

Because this story was never only about humiliation.
It was about revelation.
About how, when the world strips you of everything, you can find yourself in what remains. In a mirror. In a drop of gloss. In a moan that no longer sounds like pain. In a new name that does not ache to pronounce… but burns, like a delicious secret on the lips.

Lys Vale is no longer Kael.
Not because she was told she had to be.
But because she decided she wanted to be.

And that, my dear reader (my precious sissy, my mischievous spectator, my curious seeker of femininity), is what makes this story not a tragedy… but a birth. A dirty one, yes. A twisted one, wet, full of spasms and contradictions. But authentic.

If any part of you felt tingles with each transformation, if you wished to be the one walking in heels before the judge, the one blushing as the cage closed… then this book was for you.
And if not, perhaps it was for that part of you that still does not dare to look.

There are many ways to be Omega.
To serve. To desire. To love.
And none of them —listen well— is less valid for being sweet, submissive, or shamelessly slutty.

The world has changed. The rules too.
And you, now, have permission to bloom.

Sofia Bacon
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