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"Alex, you're months late," said my landlord, Mr. Kovac, seriously. The rent was putting me against the ropes, and I had to start deciding whether to pay and live here or eat and live on the street.

"I'm sorry, I'll have the money this week. I promise," I begged, knowing it was almost impossible to get that cash. My job didn't pay enough, and I was cornered.

The landlord left, and as he walked away, I couldn't stop thanking him for giving me a few more days. I closed the door and sighed. I was truly ruined. What could I do? A 21-year-old college kid working as a cook in a dive bar. I couldn't get that money. I thought about going back to my parents', but after everything—the arguments, the fights—I couldn't handle it.

Today was Sunday, midday. I was off. That gave me a slight advantage; I had the day free to think about where to get the money. It's not like I hadn't thought about it during the week, but maybe without other responsibilities, I could come up with something better today. Steal? No, I don't think I have the guts. Sell drugs? Where would I even get them? No, ruled out. Prostitution? Well, I don't think it's such a bad idea... No, ruled out.

All kinds of thoughts passed through my mind until my phone rang. It was Cory, my best friend and coworker.

"Alex, darling. Are you up for grabbing a coffee?" he asked enthusiastically.

"Cory, you know I don't have a damn dollar," I replied, resigned and maybe a little sad.

"I asked if you were up for going, not if you had money to pay," he insisted, inviting me.

And there we were, the two of us. Drinking coffee in a bar in the city center. I usually ordered a cortado—enough to appreciate the bitter taste of the coffee and the sweetness of the milk. I love this coffee. Cory drank his daily Americano.

"So, how are you?" Cory asked, as if he didn't know the situation I was in.

"Bad, Cory. Bad. I have no money; it's not enough for anything. Yesterday I had to eat plain pasta without anything, I couldn't even afford cheese. And the landlord needs his money now."

"That's sad, Alex. What you're telling me is heavy."

"Well, maybe you... Could you give me a loan?" I asked, with a tiny pinch of hope, although I already expected the 'no.'

Cory let out a small laugh.

"No, Alex, it's not like I have money to spare," he admitted. "But, I have this. Bam!" He slammed a small flyer onto the table.

"What is this?" I asked with interest, looking at the paper.

"A pharmaceutical company is looking for healthy young athletes to test hormones that improve genetics. They pay up to five thousand dollars!"

"What?!" I blurted out, smiling. It was as if the answers to my prayers were right in front of me. I am everything they asked for. Young, healthy, and athletic. Bingo!

I took the flyer and read it myself: Atlas Pharmacy is looking for you! Are you young, healthy, and athletic? We offer you $5,000 to test new hormones on yourself, ready to improve genetics and give you an athletic boost.

"Are you going to go?" I asked Cory.

"Honestly, I thought about doing it. But this week I'm very busy, and I think registration closes soon. So I'm leaving this opportunity to you. You should show up tomorrow morning."

I felt calmer after knowing and reading this. Five thousand dollars just to test some hormones for a week. Easy money. I wouldn't even have to show up for work. I would already have the money ready for the landlord! For this month and the next. It's excellent!

I went home with the flyer. I showered. I prepared my "dinner," this time deciding to put cheese on my pasta because this gave me the opportunity to use a little of my saved money. I went to rest and thought about how grateful I should be for this. I've been struggling financially for months, and my pride doesn't allow me to even call my parents or ask them for a little money.

What happened with my parents? Well... It's a little weird to tell. I liked—I like, actually—wearing women's clothes. "Dressing up," you could say. Femininity is something I love. Unlike us men, women have such soft and delicate bodies. And sometimes that gives me a little envy. Dad discovered me on one of my nights off wearing my ex-girlfriend's clothes and insulted me. He called me a faggot, 'gay,' and so on. I didn't even try to defend myself; I just felt so humiliated and trapped there that I decided to escape. One day I left. Neither they nor I tried to find each other, and honestly, I think that's fine. If I can't be myself with those who gave me life, I'll have to be me with myself and no one else.

I woke up the next day with a lot of desire and enthusiasm. With the flyer in hand, I left for the pharmaceutical company.

I arrived. A white block that loomed huge over the avenue. A blue 'A' logo covered the middle of that block, and 'Atlas Pharmacy' highlighted the brand of that place. I entered; it was a place so white, sterile, and technological. Like being in one of those futuristic movies. The receptionist attended me with a smile from ear to ear; I presented the flyer, and with a mischievous smile, she asked me to wait in the reception room.

Seconds later, a tall doctor, a bit muscular with sharp grey eyes, came out.

"Is it him?" he asked the receptionist, who nodded. "A pleasure, sir. I am Doctor Thorne," shaking my hand.

We shook hands, and he invited me to his office. I took a seat, and in front of me was a huge paper full of letters—must be the contract, I thought—and far from reading it, I didn't stop looking Doctor Thorne in the eyes.

"Do you know what the experiment is about?" he asked, intrigued.

"Look, Doctor, I know you're looking for healthy young men and that you pay for it."

The Doctor laughed.

"That's right. We pay well. We are looking for healthy young men because our next hormonal advance could mean a great leap for humanity. We are talking about superior genes, men and women alike."

"Sure... Yes," I nodded. The reality is that I didn't know what he was saying, nor was I interested.

"We are going to inject you with hormones, which may or may not vary depending on the ampoule injected. Once you inject the hormones, you must wait five days and return here to finish the experiment, which will last about 6 days. That is, this Saturday."

"Does that mean I can start today and get paid on Saturday?" I asked enthusiastically.

"If you wish, we can start right now," he replied. "But first, you must sign those papers," showing me the contract in front of me.

Regardless of what it said or the Doctor's words, the only thing on my mind was the money that could enter my account this Saturday. So I took the pen to my right and signed without putting an eye on the thousands of words lying on that paper.

Minutes after signing, it seemed that the loving and welcoming atmosphere vanished by magic. They kicked me out of the Doctor's room without a word and sent me to reception, telling me they were preparing everything to start.

An electronic hum flooded the waiting room. It was Doctor Thorne opening the 'experiment' room. From inside, his voice was heard: "Patient 42, come in."

The receptionist, looking at me, invited me inside with her gaze.

That room was the opposite of what I had in mind. I expected a standard consultation, a stretcher, a 'syringe' where the hormones would be put in, a desk, or whatever. But I found a disguised operating room.

The air inside was ten degrees colder than in the hallway, and it smelled intensely of industrial antiseptic and stainless steel. The lighting came from overhead fluorescent lights that hummed and made everything look too sharp, too real. There were no windows. The walls were white tiles reaching up to the ceiling, designed to be easily cleaned with a hose if something... splashed.

"Come in, Subject 42," Doctor Thorne said, his voice sounding flat in the acoustically dead room. "Take off all your clothes, fold them carefully on that chair, and put this on." He threw me a light blue hospital gown, open at the back.

I swallowed hard. My confidence had completely evaporated after seeing all the central equipment in the room.

My eyes went to the center of the room. There, under a surgical light, was a chair. Not a massage table. It was a monstrosity of chrome metal and padded black leather. It had restraint straps on the armrests and, most terrifying of all, two metal stirrups protruding from the bottom, waiting for legs willing—or forced—to open wide. It looked like a mix between a medieval dentist's chair and a delivery room. My stomach turned.

"Is this... necessary?" I asked fearfully.

Doctor Thorne didn't even look up from his iPad.

"For the feminizing compound insemination procedure, yes. It is standard. Get up. Legs in the stirrups. Now."

I climbed onto the chair with great fear. For $5,000, I thought they would draw blood or something. I never thought they could open me up like a Christmas turkey.

Doctor Thorne sat on a wheeled stool right between my open legs. He adjusted the surgical light until the heat of the bulb burned the skin of my perineum. I felt exposed, ridiculous, with my knees in the air in those cold stirrups.

"Relax the sphincter, Patient 42," he ordered, taking a metal instrument from the tray. "We are going to dilate the canal to ensure the compound reaches the correct depth."

Sphincter? The treatment will be via the anal cavity? It can't be; I've never had anything there, and now I'll be part of an experiment. How could I relax my ass?

I felt the cold metal of the speculum against my entrance. Without preamble, he pushed. I gasped, my hands gripping the edges of the chair. The doctor turned a small screw on the instrument, and I felt it opening me. Click, click, click. The mechanical sound echoed in the room.

"Excellent vision," muttered the doctor, looking inside me as if checking a car engine. "Receptive mucosa. Ready for the deposit."

My ass was open. But what deposit? This can't be happening... But for $5,000, I couldn't complain.

Thorne left the speculum in place, keeping me wide open. He took a huge syringe, without a needle but with a long, flexible tube at the tip. The cylinder was full of a thick, pearly white, viscous liquid.

"This is the Fem-X7 Compound," he explained coldly. "Rapid-absorption synthetic estrogens and testosterone blockers. The consistency is thick to adhere to the internal walls."

He introduced the tube through the speculum, pushing it deep, dangerously close to my prostate.

"Here it comes."

He pressed the plunger. I felt a warm, heavy pressure filling me. It wasn't painful, but it was... invasive. I felt the hot liquid flooding my insides, stretching me, occupying a space that shouldn't be occupied. It was a sensation of sickly and delicious fullness.

"It's medicine, it's just medicine," I repeated to myself, although my body reacted as if I were being bred.

That reaction from my body translated into my penis leaking. I could see from here how my penis, with a weak erection, dripped pre-cum as if it were being used. I didn't know what that liquid was, but the heat with which it filled me made me desire more. I could feel the sweetness just by feeling it inside me.

When the syringe was empty, the doctor withdrew the tube, but a large amount of that "medical semen" threatened to come out.

"No, no. We don't want to waste a $5,000 dose, do we?" Thorne said.

He took another object from the tray. A medical silicone anal plug, but with a wide stainless steel base.

"This will keep the compound inside until it is fully absorbed." He removed the speculum abruptly and, before I could close up, pushed the plug inside me.

My body closed around the object with a spasm. Now I was full, plugged, and legs open.

"Good boy... I mean, good subject," the doctor corrected, giving me a dry slap on the inner thigh with his latex glove. "Now, wait for the hormones to do their work."

It feels hot... It feels good. Shit, why is my cock still leaking? I'm with my legs open, with a hot, whitish liquid in my ass, and my body is loving it. But this is wrong! Why does my body react this way?

Suddenly, I felt my body go numb, as if it were being flooded with anesthesia. Immense sleepiness tormented me, and by the time I realized it, I was asleep.

I woke up. I looked around and noticed something very strange; I was in my house, but I didn't remember how I got there. Suddenly, an extremely sweet smell, like caramel, flooded my nostrils. It was me who smelled that way—so sweet and feminine.

I was covered up to my neck. I removed the sheets from over me, and a fine brush against my nipples made me let out a sharp scream. My nipples felt so sensitive that the friction with the sheets sent an electric discharge straight to my crotch. Something extremely strange was happening.

Still lying in bed, I looked down and appreciated my body. That was when I let out another sharper, perhaps more feminine scream.

I was naked, and I noticed that two huge female breasts had grown on me. They were two tits, round and firm. A woman's tits. Like that woman you love, the one you notice on the street when you see her cleavage, the one you see in porn. I had tits! I didn't believe what was happening; this must be a dream, I thought.

I realized what was happening. Is this part of the experiment? Having tits?

For some strange reason, I liked the idea of having tits. Think about it: you're a man, and the next day you have two huge tits on you. I laughed and assumed the idea that maybe the side effects of the experiment would be carrying two huge tits.

I grazed one of the nipples with my fingertip, and an electric shock traveled down my spine straight to my crotch. I gasped. The sensitivity was overwhelming. It was a hundred times more intense than anything I had felt before the experiment.

I started squeezing them, weighing them in my palms, fascinated by how they bounced. I pinched a nipple, and my knees went weak. A liquid heat spread through my lower belly. My breathing accelerated. I was getting aroused. I was getting hot with my own body.

"God, I need to touch myself," I thought, my mind clouded by a lust that didn't feel masculine, but urgent and enveloping.

I lowered my hand hurriedly towards my boxers, looking for the familiar relief. My hand went straight to where my cock had always been, expecting to find it hard and throbbing to calm this need.

But my hand grabbed... nothing.

I stopped dead. I pulled down my boxers in one tug, panic mixing with excitement.

It wasn't there. My cock, my balls... had disappeared. The area was completely smooth, hairless, perfect.

In its place, there was a soft line, pink and moist lips glistening with their own natural lubricant.

I stared at my new crotch in the mirror. I should be horrified. I had been castrated. They had turned me into a complete woman. But as I looked at that slit, I felt an internal contraction, a deep throb asking to be filled.

I slid a finger, trembling, over my clitoris.

"Oh..." I moaned. The sensation was explosive.

I didn't hesitate anymore. I threw myself on the bed, opened my legs, and sank two fingers inside me. I was wet. I was ready. And for the first time in my life, I knew everything was exactly where it should be.

I realized that maybe the experiment "worked" and Alex wasn't here anymore. Doctor Thorne made sure to kill Alex. Now I, the girl in the bed, masturbating with her own fingers, shoving them into the vaginal cavity with such enthusiasm... she just wants to go back to the clinic to thank him.

Hours passed. I spent an insane amount of time masturbating. When my clitoris was so sensitive I couldn't even pass a finger over it, that was when I got out of bed.

With my legs still weak, I stood up. The first sensation upon standing was strange: the total absence of weight between my legs. Walking felt different, light, almost aerodynamic without anything hanging or getting in the way.

I walked naked to the full-length mirror in the corner of the room. I knew what I had touched, but I needed to see it. I needed to confront Doctor Thorne's complete work.

I stopped in front of the glass, and the air escaped my lungs.

The person staring back at me wasn't Alex, the gym-addicted college student. She didn't even look like his sister. She was a completely different creature, a porcelain doll that had taken my place while I slept.

My square jaw had disappeared, replaced by a soft, delicate facial oval. My hair, that boring military cut I wore all my life, was now a short, silky "bob," a shiny brunette framing my new face and accentuating the length of a fragile, elegant neck.

My eyes went down, scanning the rest of the damage—or the miracle.

My shoulders were ridiculously narrow, making my new breasts, still with pink nipples swollen from how I had handled them, look even bigger on my slender torso. My rib cage had compacted, giving way to an unreal wasp waist that flowed into gently widened hips, creating a perfect feminine curve.

And down there, the most radical change.

Where my "pride," my male bulge, had always been, now there was absolutely nothing. No loose skin, no trace of who I was. Just a soft Venus mound, slightly bulging and perfectly smooth, without a single hair. A small pink slit shone with the recent moisture of my own pleasure, undeniable proof that it worked.

I brought a fine hand to my mouth, touching my soft lips while the girl in the mirror did the same with an expression of shock mixed with deep lust.

"My God..." she whispered with my new melodic voice. "He really did it. He really erased me."

I didn't feel panic. I didn't feel rage. Seeing that small, exposed, and absolutely female figure in the reflection, I only felt a wave of heat and a terrifying certainty: Alex had died in that clinic, and the girl standing here now... she was desperate to be used.

I sat in the dining room, wearing a robe because I didn't know what clothes to wear yet. On the dining table was the flyer with the pharmacy's number. I decided to call them, to let them know their 'experiment' was working.

"Alex," the receptionist answered.

"Alexia," I replied, with a voice so melodic and soft.

"I see you're adapting very well." The receptionist let out a small laugh, as if she were pleased.

"It took me by surprise, but this... is much better than I thought."

"Alex, Alexia," she corrected herself. "I'm glad you're liking it. When it happened to me, it shocked me too, but today I am the happiest woman on earth."

That answer left me frozen. The receptionist's femininity had caught my attention from the first moment; she was a beautiful and perfect woman. With hair so long that hitting her shoulders provoked thousands of looks from men. Knowing she was part of this too generated much more confidence in me than before.

"So now what?" I asked, because I might be happy with the results, but I still need the $5,000.

"The experiment consists of how your hormones and your body adapt to the environment. You will have to present the final results this Saturday first thing in the morning. This week I would recommend you rest."

I understood. Getting used to this body can take time. And the experiment ends this Saturday. But what could I do now, in this body so beautiful and delicate, on a Tuesday?

Suddenly, a dry knock, almost furious, touched my door. Who could it be?

The knocks on the door echoed like gunshots, snapping me out of my trance in front of the mirror.

"Alex! Open the damn door! I know you're there!"

It was Mr. Kovac. The landlord. A huge man, with hands like shovels and a horrible temper. I owed three months' rent. My old self, Alex the man, would have looked for an excuse, would have tried to negotiate man to man.

But when I heard his deep voice on the other side of the wood, I didn't feel the usual rational fear. I felt a vibration in my lower belly. My nipples, brushing against the fabric of the robe I had put on in a hurry, hardened instantly.

Careful, thought my logical brain. Obey, whispered my new biology.

I walked to the door with trembling legs. Upon opening, the enormous figure of Mr. Kovac blocked the hallway light. He smelled of cheap tobacco, stale sweat, and... masculinity. That smell hit my nostrils and made me dizzy.

Kovac stood with his mouth open, fist raised mid-knock. His eyes scanned my body—my soft legs, my narrow waist, the cleavage of the robe—with a mix of confusion and predatory hunger.

"Who... who are you?" he growled, lowering his hand but not backing away. "I'm looking for Alex. That useless guy owes me money."

I opened my mouth to say "It's me," but the words didn't come out. My throat closed. Under his heavy gaze, I felt incredibly small. Defenseless. My fighting instinct had disappeared, replaced by an overwhelming need to appease the beast.

"He... he's not here," I whispered. My voice sounded singsong, soft, submissive.

Kovac took a step forward, invading my personal space. I had to tilt my head back to look him in the eyes. His presence was suffocating.

"Not here?" Kovac smiled, a crooked and dirty smile. "Well, gorgeous, someone has to pay. He owes three thousand dollars. And you are in his apartment... in a robe."

He cornered me against the entrance wall. I felt the heat of his body radiating towards mine. My hormones went crazy. My new vagina throbbed, lubricating itself, desperate for attention. My brain screamed "Tell him to stop!" but my body arched towards him, seeking his approval.

"I don't have money..." I moaned, biting my lower lip painted natural red.

Kovac lowered his gaze to my lips, then to my crotch. He understood the message my pheromones were screaming.

"There are other ways to pay the rent, doll," he said, moving his rough hand to his fly. The sound of the zipper coming down was the loudest sound in the world. "If you're Alex's friend, surely you know how to do favors."

He took out his cock. It was thick, dark, and smelled of man. Of authority.

I didn't think. I didn't make a conscious decision. It was pure instinct, like a knee reacting to a medical hammer. My legs lost strength, and I fell to my knees.

It wasn't humiliation. It felt... correct. As if that were my natural place now. I looked at the bulge in front of my eyes, and that chemical hunger Doctor Thorne had injected into me took control.

"Good girl," Kovac growled, placing his heavy hand on my head. "Pay the debt."

I opened my mouth, feeling my soft lips stretching to accommodate him, and let myself be used, officially converted into the prettiest currency in the building.

Hours after that event, Mr. Kovac asked me to tell Alex not to worry about the rent money anymore, but that he would come to visit his 'friend' every month. Either way, I didn't have to worry about that money anymore! Which means the $5,000 I collect from the experiment would be all mine. And I only had to let myself get face-fucked by such an authoritarian man...

This wasn't gay, it wasn't wrong. I was a woman, and like a woman, I had to be used as one.

Days passed. I didn't have much to do; my routine was waking up, masturbating furiously in bed, and seeing what clothes from my ex-girlfriend I could wear. I couldn't do much; I had to rest at home.

Today, Saturday, I had to visit Doctor Thorne. To take advantage of the occasion, I wanted to look pretty.

I got in the shower. Rubbing my soft skin and preparing for today, a little nervousness invaded me. Maybe I was a little afraid that the experiment would end and I would return to the Alex from before, the boring Alex, the unhappy one who had to hide to dress how he liked.

I left the bathroom wrapped in steam and went straight to the closet. My old gym shirts and baggy pants now seemed like useless rags. My body screamed to be exhibited.

I found what I was looking for. An outfit that seemed to have magically appeared in my drawer—or maybe it was always there and my male brain had ignored it until today.

First, the black top. It was a tiny garment of ribbed, elastic fabric. Passing it over my head, I had to maneuver carefully to accommodate my new breasts. The black fabric clung to my pale skin like a second dermis, gently compressing my breasts but highlighting their volume. I didn't wear a bra; I wanted the Doctor to see exactly how my hardened nipples pushed against the dark fabric, demanding attention. The top ended just below my ribs, leaving my flat stomach and wasp waist completely exposed to the air.

Then, the white shorts. Denim, dangerously short and high-waisted. Pulling them up my long, depilated legs, I felt the rigid fabric embrace my widened hips. I turned around to see how it shaped my ass, lifting it and leaving it half-covered.

But the real impact was closing it in front.

I buttoned it and looked down. The white fabric pulled tight over my crotch. The image was hypnotic: it was completely flat. Where before there would have been an uncomfortable bulge of wrinkled fabric trying to hide my manhood, now there was a smooth, immaculate surface. The central seam of the shorts dug slightly into my mound, marking a subtle and obscene "camel toe."

I looked in the mirror one last time. The contrast of black on my chest and immaculate white over my nullified sex was perfect. She looked innocent at first glance, but anyone who looked twice would see what she really was: an empty doll, washed and dressed, ready to return to the laboratory and thank her creator.

I put a little gloss on my lips, smiled at my reflection—a lewd smile I didn't recognize—and walked out the door. Doctor Thorne hated when people were late.

I arrived at the pharmacy. The receptionist, waiting for me with a smile, welcomed me and asked if I was ready for today. Ready for what? I asked myself.

She accompanied me to the operating room where I started the experiment.

Doctor Thorne didn't even blink when he saw my outfit. To him, my black top and white shorts weren't fashion; they were simply wrappers hindering access to the product.

"You're on time, Subject 42," he said, checking his watch. "Your estrogen levels are off the charts. Your male psychology should be completely suppressed. Now, let's test the durability of the hardware."

He made a gesture, and a side door slid open.

My heart stopped. Nurses didn't enter. Six men entered.

They were dressed in green surgical gowns, but without pants. They wore masks that hid their faces, dehumanizing them completely. They were big, muscular, and all of them were rock hard.

"This is Alpha Control Group," Thorne explained coldly. "They have testosterone levels increased by 200%. Their job today is to administer a continuous load of biological fluid to test the retention capacity of your new orifices."

"Doctor... all of them?" I asked, my voice trembling.

"It's an endurance test, darling. Not a date. On the table. All fours."

I obeyed. My body moved on its own, climbing onto the padded central table. I arched my back, raising my ass encased in the white shorts, offering myself.

"We begin with simultaneous oral and posterior capacity," Thorne ordered.

The first "Alpha" approached my face. There were no kisses, no words. He simply took out his thick, throbbing cock and pushed it against my painted lips. I opened my mouth and accepted it to the hilt, tasting the clinical musk.

At the same time, I felt strong hands grabbing my hips. Someone pulled my white shorts down in one tug, leaving my ass and my new crotch exposed to the cold air. I heard the sound of a latex glove applying lubricant.

"Pause," Thorne said. "What we have built here is a complete simulated reproductive system. And we need to know if the internal dividing wall withstands maximum pressure."

He looked me in the eyes, cold as a scalpel.

"Get ready, 42. We are going to perform simultaneous insertion. Vagina and rectum. At the same time."

My heart raced. My new hormones fired a discharge of adrenaline and lubricant. My small pink slit, which had barely been touched by my own fingers that morning, throbbed with fear and anticipation.

"Birthing position," Thorne ordered.

Two of the "Alphas" positioned themselves between my open legs. They were huge. One held my thighs, opening me until I felt like I was splitting. The other positioned himself underneath.

"Synchronization... Now!"

It was an electric shock.

I felt the first head, thick and hot, pushing against my rear entrance, dilating my sphincter to the limit. But before I could adapt, I felt the second head, moist and hard, sliding through the lips of my new vagina.

I screamed. It wasn't a male scream. It was the high-pitched wail of a woman being stretched beyond belief.

"Push!" Thorne shouted.

Both men sank into me at once. The sensation was overwhelming. I felt them filling me completely, occupying every millimeter of space inside my pelvis. I could feel, through the thin membrane separating my two channels, how their cocks rubbed against each other inside me. I was literally walled in by male flesh.

"Excellent," narrated the Doctor, leaning in to inspect the union of their bodies with mine. "The elasticity of the vaginal neo-tissue is perfect. No tears."

The men started pumping.

It was chaos. When the one behind pushed, the one in front came out a little, and vice versa. I became a piston of flesh, being rubbed, stretched, and massaged from the inside in two opposite directions. My clitoris, trapped in the middle of the friction, vibrated with unbearable intensity.

My breasts bounced violently against the black top with every double thrust. My mind went blank. There were no more thoughts, only sensation.

"Please!" I moaned, not knowing what I was asking. To stop? To continue?

"Hold it, 42," Thorne said. "We are reaching the breaking point."

I felt both men tense up at the same time. The cocks inside me throbbed, swelling even more.

"Insemination!" the Doctor ordered.

And then, the flood. I felt the heat boiling in my ass and, for the first time in my life, the unknown and delicious sensation of being filled with hot semen in my cunt. I felt heavy, full, overflowing. A true breeding female fulfilling her only biological function under the laboratory lights.

My mind of Alex was gone. I was 42. And my only purpose was to return to serve the men Doctor Thorne put in front of me.


Epilogue

The sound of my heels echoed against the wooden floor of the coffee shop, attracting looks. I loved that sound. It was the sound of female authority.

I saw Cory sitting at the back table, nervously checking his watch. He was ten minutes late. Before, as Alex, I would have been running, sweating, and apologizing. Now, as Alexia, I knew a beautiful woman is never late; others simply arrive too early.

I approached the table and slid my purse onto the empty chair.

"Is this taken?" I asked, using my softest tone.

Cory looked up, annoyed, ready to tell me he was waiting for a friend. But the words died in his throat. His eyes widened like saucers, scanning my low-cut silk blouse, my impeccable makeup, and the way my breasts rested casually on the table as I leaned in.

"Excuse me...?" he stammered, blushing. "I'm waiting for... for Alex."

I let out a crystal-clear giggle and sat down, crossing my legs elegantly. The white shorts rode up a little more, showing my tanned thighs. Cory swallowed hard, his eyes glued to my legs.

"Alex isn't coming anymore, Cory," I said, smiling and biting the straw of my iced coffee. "But Alexia is here."

"A-Alex?" he whispered, leaning forward, searching for some trace of his gym buddy in my doll face. "What the hell happened to you? The experiment?"

"The experiment was... a resounding success," I said, winking at him. "Doctor Thorne said my body responded 'magnificently' to the treatment."

Cory shook his head, still in shock, but I noticed his gaze dropping to my cleavage again and again. The attraction was undeniable. His best friend had disappeared, but the girl in front of him was making him hard.

"But... what about the debt?" he asked, trying to regain sanity. "You owed months of rent. Kovac was going to break your legs."

I smiled, remembering the landlord's visit that morning. And the night before. And this morning again before leaving.

"Oh, don't worry about Mr. Kovac," I said calmly, playing with a strand of my hair. "We reached a... refinancing agreement. Let's say I have a new payment method that he likes much more than money."

"Payment method?"

"Yes. It turns out being a girl has many fiscal advantages, Cory. I don't pay rent anymore. Doctor Thorne gives me my 'vitamins' for free. And my best friend is going to buy me this coffee, right?"

Cory stayed silent for a second, processing everything. Processing that his friend was gone forever. He looked me in the eyes, and then, slowly, a complicit smile appeared on his face. He relaxed in the chair, opening his legs in that masculine posture that now seemed so delicious to me.

"Of course, Alexia," he said, his voice becoming a little deeper, more flirtatious. "Whatever the lady wants."

I raised my coffee in a silent toast.

Alex was dead. And Alexia had never been happier.
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