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1.

The corridor stretched before them like a fluorescent cage. Neon lights flickered overhead, casting jagged shadows on the walls, where slogans etched in chrome glared down: STRENGTH THROUGH UNITY. CONCEIVE, CONTRIBUTE, CONQUER.

Sage’s boots squeaked against the polished floor, each step pulling him deeper into the sterile heart of the complex.

Kael moved ahead like a predator, his strides long and deliberate. The muscle in his jaw flexed as he glanced back, sunlight from the distant window catching the dragon tattoo coiled at his collarbone. Sage lagged behind, fingers tightening around his ID card until the edges bit into his palms. The plastic felt cold, clinical—a reminder of what waited ahead.

“Quit dawdling, Sage.” Kael’s voice cut through the hum of the corridor’s air vents. “The clinic’s only gonna take an hour.”

Sage’s throat tightened. He glanced at his reflection in a nearby window—a pale, narrow frame swallowed by his oversized uniform. Wrong. Everything feels wrong.

“What if… what if the injection doesn’t work?” he whispered. “What if I’m not strong enough?”

Kael halted, turning sharply. When he spoke, his tone softened—almost kind—but his eyes stayed sharp, appraising. “You’ll be stronger than you’ve ever been by tomorrow.” He clapped Sage’s shoulder, the gesture meant to reassure, but Sage flinched at the weight of it. “You’ll need it—once you’re assigned a wife, she’s going to take all the power you can give her.”

The wink that followed was casual, careless. Sage’s breath hitched. Why does he say these things?

Kael started walking again, leaving Sage rooted in place. The internal voice roared louder, relentless:

Why do I feel so… wrong? Like my skin’s too tight. Kael’s always been a magnet for luck, but me? I’ll never measure up.

A holographic ad flickered above them, projecting a family of Alphas—two towering figures, their faces stern, flanked by three children with glowing fertility markers on their wrists. Sage’s chest ached. What if my wife hates me? What if the serum…

“Hurry up,” Kael snapped, already halfway down the hall.

Sage broke into a trot, his breath shallow. The propaganda slogans blurred into a taunt: CONQUER. CONCEIVE. STRENGTH.

The waiting room smelled of antiseptic and dread. Holographic screens pulsed above the benches, their blue light casting cold grids on the walls. A ticker at the center blared: “Neo-Eden’s Fertility Rate: 1.8 Children per Couple. Target: 3.0.” Sage’s stomach lurched.

Kael shoved him forward, his voice booming. “Stand taller, Sage. You look like a Beta reject.”

Sage straightened, his uniform straining against his narrow frame. His eyes darted to a poster plastered above the nurse’s desk: HYPERFERTILITY SERUM: DESIGNED FOR OPTIMAL REPRODUCTIVE COMPLIANCE. The image showed a woman with exaggerated curves, her eyes glazed, a needle in her arm.

They were directed into the exam room. The nurse—a woman with a face like stone—scanned their IDs. Her lips moved soundlessly as she read Sage’s file.

“Names?” she droned.

“Kael Veyre and Sage Marrow.” Kael’s reply was crisp, his dragon tattoo gleaming under the harsh lights.

The nurse’s gaze flicked between them, then down to Sage’s chart again. Her hand hovered over a tray of vials—blue for males, pink for females. For a heartbeat, her fingers closed around a pink vial before she snatched it back, plucking a blue one instead.

A drop of pink serum splattered Sage’s sleeve. He flinched, the liquid warm against his skin.

“Why’s the needle so big?” he whispered, staring at the syringe in the nurse’s hand.

Kael rolled his eyes. “Relax. It’s just a booster. You’ll feel like a god afterward.”

The nurse didn’t smile. She swabbed Sage’s arm, her touch mechanical. As the needle sank in, Sage gasped—not from pain, but from the sudden heat that flooded his veins, pooling in his groin.

“Side effects may include increased stamina, aggression, and… arousal,” the nurse intoned, avoiding his gaze.

Sage’s face burned. Kael snorted. “Oh, you’ll like it. My serum did the same. You’ll want to rut like a beast afterward.”

The exam room smelled of copper and disinfectant. A padded chair sat at the center, its surface cold against Sage’s bare arms. The biometric screen above it flickered, its numbers scrolling too fast to read: HEART RATE: 128. STRESS LEVEL: CRITICAL.

The nurse approached with the syringe, its liquid glowing an unnatural cerulean blue. “Hold still,” she said, her voice monotone, clinical.

Sage’s pulse thundered in his ears. The serum burned as it entered his vein—not painfully, but like a spark igniting gasoline in his veins.

“Side effects may include increased stamina, aggression, and… arousal.” The nurse’s gaze darted away, as though the word itself was taboo.

“Arousal?” Sage echoed, his voice cracking.

Kael burst into laughter from the corner, where he leaned against the wall, arms crossed. His dragon tattoo pulsed faintly—a side effect of his own serum, Sage guessed. “Oh, you’ll like it,” Kael drawled. “My serum did the same. You’ll want to rut like a beast afterward.”

The nurse set down the empty syringe—and left the empty vial on the counter. It sat directly next to another pink one with a label that screamed: HYPERFERTILITY SERUM: FERTILITY-ENHANCED, SENSITIVITY BOOST: 90%.

Sage’s breath caught. His arm tingled, as though the blue serum had somehow heard the pink vial’s promise. A warmth spread through his chest, pooling low in his belly.

“Don’t be such a baby,” Kael said, though his smirk faltered. He stepped closer, eyeing the pink vial. “That’s for females. You’re getting the good stuff.”

But Sage wasn’t listening. His fingers trembled as he reached for the vial, then recoiled—what if the nurse saw?—and instead gripped the edge of the chair.

The biometric screen’s numbers spiked.

The exam room door clicked shut behind the nurse, leaving Sage alone with Kael. The biometric screen above the chair still flickered, its numbers now slowly descending.

Sage’s body hummed.

It wasn’t pain, exactly—not yet. Instead, a heat pooled in his veins, spreading from the injection site like liquid fire. His fingers twitched, and he realized, with a jolt, that he was breathing too deeply. The scent of Kael’s cologne—spice and sweat—suddenly overwhelmed him, sharp enough to make his throat tighten.

“Relax,” Kael said, though he didn’t look at Sage. He was staring at the pink vial on the counter, his jaw clenched. “It’ll wear off.”

“Will it?” Sage’s voice came out hoarse, unfamiliar. His palms were slick against the chair’s armrests.

The serum’s effects weren’t just physical. His mind felt… lighter, as though someone had peeled back a layer of his thoughts. Memories surfaced unbidden: the way Kael’s hand had rested on his shoulder earlier, the warmth of his breath when he’d laughed. Sage’s cheeks burned.

The heat in his veins surged again, this time settling low in his abdomen—a familiar ache, but sharper, hungrier. He crossed his legs, confused.

“Your turn to laugh at me, isn’t it?” Sage forced the words out, but his voice wavered. “I’m… I’m not even stronger yet.”

Kael turned, and Sage froze. The dragon tattoo at Kael’s collarbone glowed faintly under the room’s harsh lights.

“You’re not weak,” Kael said, softer now. “You’re… a Beta. But that’s gonna change big time.”

Before Sage could protest, Kael stepped closer. The air between them thickened. Sage’s pulse spiked—not from fear, but from something craving.

“Don’t,” Sage whispered, but his body leaned in anyway.

Kael’s thumb brushed his cheekbone. “You’ll sprout hair there in no time,” Kael said. “You’re gonna be an Alpha once this stuff kicks in.”

Sage’s breath hitched. The serum’s promise coiled in his gut.


2.

The alley reeked of damp concrete and rotting trash. Flickering streetlamps cast jagged shadows, their light yellowed by age. A holographic ad for Neo-Eden Fertility Supplements buzzed overhead, its voiceovers staticky and distorted.

Sage’s legs felt like lead. With each step, his muscles screamed, as though the serum had turned his blood to molten iron. His chest burned—not from exertion, but from a strange, gnawing sensation, as though his ribs cradled a smoldering coal.

“Kael…” Sage gasped, clutching his sternum. “My chest… it’s like there’s a fire under my skin.”

Kael halted abruptly. He grabbed Sage’s upper arm, his grip bruising. “Stop being a baby,” he growled. “It’s just the serum. You’ll be strong tomorrow. Now shut up and walk.”

But Sage’s knees buckled. The world tilted, and he stumbled, landing against Kael’s chest. The impact sent a jolt through him—not pain, but something sharper, a thrill that made his breath hitch.

Kael caught him, one arm snaked around his waist. Sage’s face pressed against Kael’s throat, inhaling the scent of his sweat and cologne. Why does this feel… good?

“Steady,” Kael muttered, though his voice wavered. He didn’t let go.

A stray cat slunk out of the shadows, its eyes glowing like twin embers. It rubbed against Sage’s leg, purring. Sage recoiled, startled by how soft his skin felt as the cat rubbed the fabric of his cuffs.

“Get lost,” he hissed at the animal, but his voice came out breathless, unfamiliar.

The cat’s purr deepened, as though sensing the shift in Sage’s scent—a primal change even the alley’s creatures could detect.

“You’re trembling,” Kael said, not unkindly. “It’s just the first wave. You’ll crave more soon.”

Sage’s pulse spiked. The burn in his chest spread, pooling low in his belly. Sage’s breath caught.

The alley walls blurred. Sage’s legs turned to water, the serum’s heat now a searing river in his veins. The hunger—where did it come from?—gnawed at him, sharp and feral, as though something inside him had woken and was clawing its way out.

“Kael—” he tried to say, but the word dissolved into a choked gasp. His knees buckled, and the world tilted. The streetlamp above flickered, casting jagged shadows that seemed to reach for him.

He fell.

But the fall was strange—not the crash he expected, but a floating. As though the alley had swallowed him whole, and gravity no longer mattered. His body felt impossibly light, as if he were made of smoke, yet the hunger burned hotter, sharper, now centered in a place he’d never dared to name.

Arms caught him. They were Kael’s arms, strong and sure. The serum’s pull was too potent. He was drowning in sensation: the rough texture of Kael’s jacket against his cheek, the heat of his breath, the scent of him, sharp and primal.

“Stay with me,” Kael growled, but Sage couldn’t. The darkness was calling, and with it came visions—a flash of Kael’s hands on his hips, a warmth spreading between his legs, a sound like a moan that might’ve been his own…

Then nothing.

–

His body still hummed, even unconscious. The hunger didn’t fade; it thrummed, a pulse in his core that matched his racing heartbeat. He felt Kael carrying him, the rhythm of his steps, the press of his muscles beneath Sage’s trembling frame.

Why does he smell so good?

The serum’s heat seeped deeper, rewriting him in ways he couldn’t understand. His skin tingled, as though new nerves were sprouting beneath the surface. A part of him ached to press closer to Kael, to let the hunger be fed—but another part recoiled, terrified of what was happening.

When he stirred, it was to the sound of Kael’s breathing, steady and close. His eyelids fluttered open to a blur of Kael’s collarbone, the dragon tattoo glowing faintly in the dark.

The hunger was still there, now a throbbing need he couldn’t name.


3.

Kael’s apartment smelled of sweat and days’ old rain. The “Perfect Family” poster glared from the wall—a pristine Alpha couple flanked by three children with glowing fertility markers. Sage’s fingers trembled as he stared at it, the serum’s heat now a constant hum beneath his skin.

“You’re awake,” Kael said. Sage turned his head to look at him. Kael stood there in the center of the room, not shirt, his tattoo glowing in the dim light. Sage felt a head rush as he met his friend’s eyes.

“I’m, I, uh,” Sage sputtered. “I collapsed?”

“Yeah,” Kael said, looking almost amused. “I brought you back here. You’ll sleep in my bed until the serum wears off,” Kael ordered. “You’ll need your strength.”

“I can sleep on the couch,” Sage protested, but his legs betrayed him. They felt rubbery, unsteady, as though the serum had siphoned his will along with his strength.

Kael’s dragon tattoo glowed faintly as he gripped Sage’s elbow. “Don’t argue. You’re not a child anymore.”

Sage lay back, suddenly feeling lightheaded. Kael walked over and kneeled down. Kael’s hands were already at his waist, tugging at his pants. “Let’s get you out of these,” he said, voice brisk, as though undressing Sage were no different than adjusting a weapon.

Sage froze. The serum’s hunger surged, sharp and unfamiliar, pooling between his legs. His breath hitched as Kael’s fingers brushed the small of his back, warm through the fabric.

“Relax,” Kael muttered, pulling the pants legs off, exposing Sage’s legs to the cool air of the room. Kael’s hands moving efficiently, too focused on the task to notice Sage’s racing pulse.

The bed was stiff, but Sage sank into it anyway, too drained to resist. Kael stood over him, studying him with a mix of irritation and… something else.

“You’re burning up,” Kael said, pressing his palm to Sage’s chest. The contact sent a jolt through him, a spark that made his hips twitch.

“Get some sleep,” Kael ordered, his thumb brushing Sage’s collarbone. “The serum’s just adjusting.”

Sage nodded, throat tight. When he tried to speak, his voice emerged softer, smoother—a sound that startled him. “Thank you,” the voice said.

Kael pulled the blanket up to his chin, his dragon tattoo flickering like a warning. “Just rest until I return.”

–

The dream pulled him under like a velvet tide.

She was the one straddling Kael now—a version of himself with curves that defied the serum’s propaganda posters. Her hair spilled over Kael’s shoulders, long and dark, and her fingers traced the dragon tattoo coiled at his collarbone. Kael’s face was a storm of arousal and fury, but he didn’t push her away.

“You said I was weak,” she purred, her voice a deeper, silkier timbre than Sage’s own. Her hips rolled against him, the fabric of his uniform straining beneath her. “Now feel how strong I am.”

Her hands slid beneath his jacket, nails scraping his spine. Kael’s breath hitched, and she grinned, triumphant. “Yes… let go. Let me take what’s mine.”

He woke with a gasp, the dream’s heat still clinging to his skin. His bones ached, as though his skeleton had been reshaped overnight.

The hunger hadn’t faded. It throbbed now, a pulse in his core that synced with the serum’s rhythm. His fingers drifted downward, brushing the gentle curve of his chest—

A sharp pain lanced through his ribs. He gasped, clutching his chest. Beneath his palm, his heartbeat raced, frantic.

“Just… the serum,” he whispered to the dark, but the words sounded foreign, even to himself.

Sage lay still, listening to the silence. His body hummed, alive in ways it never had before—a machine being rewired, one shuddering spark at a time.

The bed was warm, Kael’s body pressed against his back. Sage’s nakedness hit him first—no shirt, no uniform, just the newness of his body: softer hips, fuller chest, the ache of a woman’s core throbbing between his legs.

And he was hard, the serum’s hunger sharper now, a primal need that refused to fade.

Kael stirred beside him, his hand curled around Sage’s waist. “You’re too loud,” he grumbled, but Sage felt the shift beneath him—the way Kael’s fingers tightened, the hitch in his breath.

“I—I wasn’t—” Sage stammered. The dream’s version of himself had been bold, but now, reality stripped him of courage. He wanted to turn away, but his hip brushed Kael’s thigh—and the contact sent a jolt through him.

“Stop moving,” Kael growled, but Sage’s body betrayed him. His erection tented while his hips arched instinctively into the other man’s thighs.

The serum’s changes were undeniable now. His skin burned beneath Kael’s fingers, his erection pressing shamefully against his thigh. He was female in the dream, but here… what was he?

Kael’s hand moved from Sage’s hip to his throat, brushing the new softness there. “What did you dream about?” he asked, too quietly, too curious.

Sage’s breath caught. You. Me. The things we almost did.

He said nothing.

Kael released him abruptly, sitting up. “I’m going out. Don’t go anywhere while I’m gone. Just rest.”

Kael rose from the bed, releasing Sage from his engrossing contact. But as he stood in the door, throwing on a shirt, Sage caught the way Kael’s eyes looked down at him.

“Rest up,” Kael said, and then was gone.

Alone, Sage adjusted his erection with his hand, which was mercifully subsiding. His hand drifted lower to the uncharted terrain between his legs.

There, a warmth pulsed—a slick, velvet crease where none had existed before. He hesitated, then pressed a finger to the center. The contact sent a jolt through him, sharper than anything he’d felt before.

Think of him, he told himself. The image came unbidden: Kael’s hands on his hips, his voice a growl—“You’re not a kid anymore.”


4.

Sage’s hips bucked. The serum’s heat pooled in his core, a fire that spread with every touch. His fingers found the nub of nerves above the crease, small and swollen. It throbbed under his touch, and he circled it, desperate for release.

Closer. Faster. His breath came in ragged gasps. The pleasure spiraled, a crescendo he couldn’t name, until—

He came.

But there was no ejaculation. Instead, a wave of wet warmth flooded between his legs, slick and unfamiliar. His muscles clenched involuntarily, a pulsing rhythm that echoed the serum’s thrum. He cried out, muffled by his palm, the orgasm a foreign language his body finally understood.

Afterward, he lay trembling, the sheets tangled around his waist. His fingers were damp, and he stared at them in horror and awe.

What have I become?

The serum’s answer was a hollow ache, already beginning again.

His fingers were already there, circling the swollen nub above the slick crease between his legs. The serum’s heat had pooled there for hours, a relentless ache he couldn’t outrun. Now, he let it consume him.

Think of him.

Kael’s face flashed in his mind— dragon tattoo glowing, to press his palm against Sage’s chest. “Relax,” he’d growled, and Sage’s body had betrayed him, arching into the promise of it.

The nub throbbed beneath Sage’s touch, impossibly sensitive. He pinched it gently, and a gasp tore from his throat. His hips bucked involuntarily, the sheets slipping down to expose his bare thighs. The serum’s effects had softened his skin, left him slick with need—a woman’s need, foreign and terrifying.

His other hand fisted in the sheets as he slid a finger into the velvet crease. It was too much, too new, yet his body craved more. He added another, thrusting shallowly, the friction a searing brand against his raw nerves.

“Stop being a baby,” Kael’s voice hissed in his memory. “You’ll thank me later.”

Sage’s breath came in ragged gasps. The serum’s hunger wasn’t just physical—it was a voice, urging him deeper. His fingers moved faster, slick now with his own wetness, the scent of arousal sharp in the air. He pressed harder on the nub, nails scraping the tender flesh beneath, chasing the edge he couldn’t name.

Closer.

Kael’s face dominated his thoughts—the way he’d gripped Sage’s waist earlier, possessive, like he owned this new body. “You’re burning up,” Kael had said, and Sage’s traitorous core clenched at the words.

He hooked his fingers inward, hitting a spot that made his vision blur. The pleasure was a live wire, shocking and delicious. His back arched, hips pistoning into his own hand, and he bit his lip to stifle a moan.

“Rut like a beast,” Kael had laughed at the clinic. Sage’s cheeks burned, but the words fueled him now.

The climax built like a storm—every nerve alight, every touch magnified. His chest heaved, sweat beading on his lips, and he feverishly thrust his fingers deeper, chasing the peak.

Then—

It hit.

Not an explosion of release, but a wave—a molten pulse that radiated outward from his core. His muscles spasmed, slick warmth flooding between his legs, and he came with a muffled cry, the sound foreign even to himself. His body shuddered, trembling as aftershocks rippled through him, leaving him boneless and breathless.

The door clicked downstairs. Sage froze mid-breath, the sound of Kael’s boots echoing through the apartment. He’s coming back.
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His body still hummed from the earlier climax, the serum’s ache refusing to fade. Panicked, Sage scrambled out of bed, sheets tangling around his legs. His new hips caught on the fabric, a reminder of how foreign his body had become.

Hide. Now.

He lunged for the bathroom, slamming the door behind him. The room was small, lit only by a flickering vanity light. The mirror above the sink reflected his face—softer, younger somehow, lips swollen from his own frantic kisses.

Sage’s breath came in shallow bursts. The serum’s hunger clawed at him, but now there was no privacy to indulge it. Not yet.

He tugged Kael’s shirt higher, exposing the new curves of his chest. The nipples were darker now, pebbled and sensitive. He traced one with a fingertip, wincing at the sharp pleasure it sent spiraling downward.

Focus.

He stepped into the shower stall, the cool tile a shock against his heated skin. The serum’s changes were most evident here—the way his hips widened, the soft slope of his belly, and there, between his legs: a slick, pink crease, glistening with arousal.

Sage’s hand trembled as he pressed a finger to it. The entrance was tight, but his body betrayed him, parting eagerly. Two fingers slid inside, and he gasped at the memory of Kael’s touch—the way he’d gripped Sage’s waist, possessive, as though marking territory.

Stop.

But the serum’s pull was relentless. He circled the nub above the crease, the same spot that had undone him earlier. The bathroom walls seemed to close in as pleasure surged, sharp and primal.

Then—

The bathroom door rattled.

“Sage, hurry up!” Kael’s voice, sharp, impatient. “I need the toilet.”

Sage froze mid-touch, his fingers buried inside himself, breath ragged. The mirror reflected his flushed face, lips parted, hair damp from the shower. Let him see, a dangerous part of him whispered.

Let him know.

“Go away,” Sage snapped, but his voice came out lighter and higher than normal—a sound that startled even him.

Kael’s fist pounded against the door. “Now.”

Sage hesitated, then with a sudden surge of defiance, he opened it.

He stood there naked, trembling, every new curve on display: the soft slope of his hips, the swell of his breasts, the glistening crease between his legs still slick with arousal. His eyes locked onto Kael’s, daring him to flinch.

Kael froze. The dragon tattoo at his collarbone flared crimson, brighter than Sage had ever seen it.

“What… are you?” Kael’s voice broke.

Sage didn’t back down. “I don’t know,” he said, the new timbre of his voice a weapon. His hand drifted to his chest, brushing a nipple that hardened under Kael’s gaze. “I’m changing. It’s the serum. Look. Really look.”

Kael’s eyes raked over him—hungry, furious, terrified. His own arousal strained against his pants, but he didn’t look away.

“This is a mistake,” Kael growled, but his fingers twitched, as though he wanted to touch.

Sage stepped closer, the serum’s boldness fueling him. “Or a gift.” He pressed his palm to Kael’s chest, feeling the frantic heartbeat beneath. “You said I’d rut like a beast. Now… watch me.”

Kael’s restraint snapped. He grabbed Sage’s wrist, but his touch was rougher than before, possessive. “Get dressed,” he barked, though his dragon tattoo pulsed wildly.

Kael shoved him out of the bathroom’s doorway, but not before Sage caught the way his eyes lingered on Sage’s new body—one that demanded attention, that refused to be hidden anymore. Kael entered the bathroom, slamming the door behind him.

Moments passed. Sage fumbled to put on a discarded shirt, the fabric rough against the sensitive places on his body. His heart throbbed.

Sage stood in the center of Kael’s bedroom, trembling. His fingers brushed the soft swell beneath his shirt—new flesh that shouldn’t exist. The mirror across the room mocked him, reflecting a stranger with fuller lips and haunted eyes.

After a long while, the toilet flushed. Kael reemerged from the bathroom. He froze. For a long moment he stood there, studying Sage.

“You’re having some kind of reaction to the serum,” Kael said finally. “It’s probably temporary.”

“Temporary?” Sage’s voice cracked. He lifted his shirt, exposing the faint swell of breasts. “Do these look temporary to you?”

Kael’s dragon tattoo flickered. “Don’t be stupid.” He strode toward Sage, eyes burning. Sage felt the blood drain from his face. He could taste the powerful Alpha’s breath on his tongue.

“Something’s wrong,” Sage gasped, voice catching. He felt woozy.

“You’ll be fine,” Kael growled.

“Kael, help me!” Sage grabbed Kael’s wrist, pressing his palm to the softness of his chest. “You took me there. You told me to get the injection!”

Kael jerked back as if burned. “I didn’t know they’d—that you’d—”

“What?” Sage stepped closer, tears blurring his vision. “That I’d turn into a girl instead of a man? That I’d need you?”

Kael’s resolve fractured. For a heartbeat, his hand hovered near Sage’s cheek—a gesture almost tender. Then his fingers curled into a fist. “Stop this. You’re confused. The serum’s messing with your head.”

“It’s not just my head?” Sage said softly as he guided Kael’s hand lower, past his waistband, to the slick heat between his legs. “Is this just in my head?”

Kael recoiled. “You’re sick,” he hissed, but his hips pressed forward, betraying his arousal. “Your body is having a bad reaction, something. It can be fixed.”

Sage didn’t fight. “Fix me, then,” he whispered. “Or let me fix you.”

Kael’s breath hitched. “Shut up,” he growled, eyes full of fury.

Sage didn’t flinch. He pressed his body against Kael’s, their chests aligned, his hardened nipples grazing the Alpha’s sternum. “Do it, then,” he whispered. “Hurt me. Prove you’re still the Alpha.”

Kael’s hands found Sage’s hips, fingers digging into the new fullness there. For a heartbeat, Sage thought he’d shove him away—but Kael’s grip tightened, pulling him closer.

“You’re a mistake,” Kael growled, his lips brushing Sage’s ear.

Sage arched into him, his back curving like a bow. “Then make it right.”

The kiss was violent—teeth clashing, tongues warring—a collision of rage and need. Kael’s hands roamed roughly, mapping Sage’s transformed body: the dip of his waist, the swell of his ass, the slick heat between his legs.

“See?” Sage gasped, clawing at Kael’s shirt. “You crave me just like I crave you.”

Kael tore the fabric away, his tattoo blazing. He pinned Sage against the wall, his erection grinding against Sage’s thigh. “You’re sick,” he snarled, but his hips rolled forward, betraying him.

Sage laughed, the sound broken. “We both are.”

Kael’s mouth trailed down Sage’s throat, biting, sucking, marking him as his. Kael’s fingers rubbed Sage’s short hair, urging him lower—

A knock shattered the moment.

“Anyone home?” A voice outside—gruff, unfamiliar. “Harvester sweep. Open up.”

Kael froze, his breath ragged against Sage’s collarbone. For a heartbeat, Sage saw it—fear.

Then the Alpha stepped back, his face hardening into a mask. “Stay calm,” he ordered, voice cold. “And stay quiet.”

Sage slumped against the wall, his body throbbing with unfinished need. As Kael strode to the door, he whispered, “Keep me safe, Kael.”

Kael didn’t look back.

But his dragon tattoo still glowed.
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The front door slid open, revealing three Harvesters in black polymer armor, their helmets featureless except for a single red sensor lens.

The lead Harvester stepped forward, a scanner humming in his gloved hand. “Routine compliance check,” the leader droned, his voice distorted by the helmet. “We want to make sure there’s no one in there who isn’t registered in this residence.”

Kael blocked the doorway. “I’ve done nothing wrong.” The Harvester tilted his head. The scanner chirped, its red beam sweeping the room. “There’s someone in there with you. Someone female.”

Sage froze in the shadows of the bedroom, his hand clamped over his mouth. The serum’s heat radiated from him—sweet, fertile, wrong for a Beta male.

“You’re mistaken,” Kael snapped, but the Harvester shoved past him, boots clanking on the steel floor.

“Regulation 9.7.4: No one may fraternize with members of the opposite sex except for legal partners. Breeding rules.” The scanner’s beam swept toward the bedroom. Kael’s hand shot out, gripping the Harvester’s wrist.

“Touch that door, and I’ll have your rank stripped.” A beat of silence. Then the Harvester laughed—a metallic, inhuman sound.

“You think your Alpha status protects you? We answer to the Convergence Council, not your caste.” The scanner flared red, locking onto Sage’s heat signature. 

Sage pressed against the wall, his heartbeat a frantic drum. The Harvesters’ boots echoed closer. Think. He curled himself in a ball, hoping to obscure his budding breasts, the parts of his body which didn’t belong.

The Harvester came closer, scanning Sage’s body from head to toe.

“Ah,” the Harvester crooned, scanner pulsing. “Anomaly confirmed.” He sneered down at Sage.

“What the hell are you?” he asked. “Male or female?”

Kael lunged, slamming the Harvester against the wall.

“You dare—” The other two Harvesters raised shock batons, crackling with violet current.

“Stand down, Alpha.”

Sage stepped into the light, his voice dripping with false meekness. “Wait. I… I can explain.” The Harvesters froze. Sage’s transformation was partial—softened jaw, swollen lips, hips rounded—but undeniably female.

“I’m a Beta, but, I…I’m not what I used to be,” he whispered, tears glistening. “I belong to him.” He gestured to Kael. The lead Harvester’s helmet tilted. “Explain.” Sage approached, hips swaying, his scent thickening the air. “The serum… it changed me. I’m his wife now.”

Kael’s eyes widened, but he played along, slipping an arm around Sage’s waist. “She’s mine. Registered and claimed.”

The Harvester hesitated, then lowered his baton. “You have 48 hours to file the paperwork. Fail, and we’ll be back here to take her to be reassigned.” 

When the door sealed behind the Harvesters, Kael turned on Sage with a look of savage fury. “Wife? Are you insane?”

Sage smiled, triumphant. “You kissed me like a husband.”

Kael’s tattoo blazed. “This isn’t a game. They’ll kill you.”

“Then claim me,” Sage said, backing him against the wall. “Make it real.” Kael’s resolve shattered. Sage trembled as Kael prowled toward him, feeling like a leaf caught in a storm. Sage felt the heat radiating from the Alpha’s body as he drew nearer.

“Sage,” he whispered, and in that moment Sage could see the deep hunger that had consumed him reflected in the eyes of another. Kael’s tattoo glowed. “You’re not yourself.”

“Yes, I am,” Sage whispered, voice trembling with earnestness. He stepped closer, head bowed, lashes lowered. “Let me show you. Please let me.”

Kael stiffened. “Don’t.”

But Sage sank to his knees, the gesture fluid and natural, as though his body had always known this posture. His hands rested palm-up on his thighs—a silent offering. “Let me… thank you for protecting me” he pleaded, gaze lifting to Kael’s.

The Alpha’s breath hitched. Sage’s lips were parted, swollen from fear, his throat exposed in vulnerable submission. The serum’s work was undeniable: the delicate slope of his shoulders, the flutter of his pulse, the sweet scent that clung to his skin.

“You don’t know what you’re asking,” Kael growled, but his fingers twitched at his belt. Sage could see the stiffness pressing against his thigh, twitching and eager for release.

“I do,” Sage murmured. He leaned forward, cheek brushing Kael’s thigh, his breath warm through the fabric. “Please.”

Kael’s resolve fractured.

His fingers wrapped around Sage’s head—not roughly, but possessively—tilting it back. Sage’s lips parted further, a silent invitation, tears glistening at the corners of his eyes.

Sage didn’t hesitate. He took Kael in slowly, reverently, his tongue swirling in a rhythm that felt right, natural. A whimper escaped him—not from pain, but from relief, as though his body had finally found its purpose.

Kael’s grip tightened. “Sage—”

But Sage pressed deeper, throat fluttering around him, hands clasped behind his back in perfect submission. His eyelashes dampened with tears, his muffled moans vibrating against Kael’s skin.

The Alpha cursed, hips jerking forward instinctively. Sage took it all—the thick, heavy weight of him, the salt-bitter tang flooding his tongue—without protest. His throat constricted reflexively, tears spilling down his cheeks, but he forced himself to relax, to accept. Kael’s fingers tightened in his hair, not yanking, but guiding, as Sage’s lips stretched wider.

“Fuck,” Kael rasped, his voice shattered. His other hand braced against the wall, knuckles white, as though anchoring himself to reality.

Sage moaned around him, the vibration wringing a ragged groan from Kael’s chest. He hollowed his cheeks, sucking gently, rhythmically, his tongue pressing along the sensitive vein beneath. Kael’s thighs trembled, his breath coming in sharp, fractured gasps.

“Sage—fuck!—”

Sage didn’t stop. Couldn’t. His own arousal coiled tight, a molten knot between his legs, as he lavished every inch of Kael with worshipful attention. The Alpha’s hips stuttered, his thrusts growing erratic, and Sage leaned into it, nose brushing the coarse hair at the base of his cock.

Kael came with a choked snarl, spilling hot and bitter down Sage’s throat. He swallowed greedily, lips sealed tight, refusing to waste a drop. When Kael tried to pull away, Sage followed, suckling gently until the Alpha shuddered, oversensitive.

Only then did he release him, lips lingering on the flushed tip. A thin strand of saliva connected them briefly before Sage wiped it away with the back of his hand, gaze lowered.

“I’m sorry,” he whispered, though he wasn’t. His voice was raw, ruined, perfect.


7.

The apartment hummed with the aftershocks of what they’d done. Sage knelt on the floor, lips still slick with seed, cheeks flushed. Kael leaned against the wall, his breathing uneven, uniform disheveled. The dragon tattoo at his collarbone flickered weakly, like a dying ember.

“This isn’t you,” Kael said finally, voice hollow. “The serum—it’s rewriting your instincts. We can fix it. Get a counteragent from the clinic.”

Sage tilted his head, the motion fluid, feminine. “Do you want to fix it?”

Kael’s jaw tightened. “You’re not thinking. You’re acting on… on biology.”

“And you’re not?” Sage rose gracefully, the borrowed shirt slipping off one shoulder. “You came in my throat, Kael. Not your Beta friend’s throat. Mine.”

The Alpha flinched. “This is a mistake.”

“Then make another.” Sage stepped closer, fingertips brushing Kael’s clenched fist. “You told the Harvesters I was your wife. I can do it. I can bear your children. Let me try.”

“You can’t,” Kael snapped, but the anger had bled out of his voice. “Not like this. Not… not yet.”

The word hung between them—yet—a confession neither could take back.

Sage pressed his palm to Kael’s chest, feeling the frantic heartbeat beneath. “Pretend, then,” he whispered. “Just for tonight. Pretend I’m her. Your bride. Your mate.”

Kael’s breath hitched. “Why?”

“Because you want to.” Sage’s lips grazed his jaw, light as a moth’s wing. “Because I need you to.”

The dragon tattoo flared crimson again. Kael’s hand slid to Sage’s hip, thumb brushing the delicate curve. “You’re not a girl,” he said hoarsely.

Sage guided Kael’s hand lower, over the swell of his ass, the heat between his thighs. “Aren’t I?”

Kael shuddered, his resolve crumbling. His forehead dropped to Sage’s shoulder, breath hot against the sensitive skin. “This is madness.”

“Then let’s be mad.” Sage carded his fingers through Kael’s hair, tugging gently until their eyes met. “One night. No Alpha or Beta. Just… us.”

For a heartbeat, Kael hesitated. Then his grip tightened, possessive, primal. “You’ll regret this.”

Sage smiled, soft and sad. “No,” he said. “I won’t.”

The kiss was tentative—a brush of lips, a shared breath. Then Kael’s control shattered, and he devoured Sage like a man starved, his hands mapping every new curve, every wrong and right inch of him.

Kael’s hands were firebrands on Sage’s skin, scorching paths across the new softness of his waist, the delicate arch of his spine. Sage shuddered as Kael’s lips found his throat—not the brutal claim of before, but something slower, hungrier. His body hummed with contradictions: the familiar twitch of his small, neglected cock, the unfamiliar throb beneath it, where slick heat pooled between folds still half-formed.

“You’re shaking,” Kael murmured against his pulse, fingers skimming the hem of Sage’s shirt.

“Not from fear,” Sage breathed. He arched into the touch, guiding Kael’s hand lower, past the jut of his hipbone, to the unformed place of pleasure nestled between his legs. “Here. Feel how I’m changing.”

Kael stilled, his breath hitching as his fingertips grazed the swollen nub above Sage’s entrance. “Fuck,” he hissed, recoiling as though burned. “It’s… it’s wet.”

Sage caught his wrist, pressing Kael’s palm firmly against him. “Yours,” he insisted, voice breaking. “Don’t make me beg. Take me. Like this. Now.”

The Alpha’s growl vibrated through Sage’s ribs. With a swift and confident motion, Kael picked him up and dropped him onto the bare mattress.

Kael straddled him, the hard line of Kael’s erection massive and imposing against his own fragile cock. The friction drew a whimper from him—high, feminine—and Kael’s hands clamped around his hips, holding him still.

“Look at you,” Kael snarled, though his thumbs stroked the crease where Sage’s thigh met his new sex. “Desperate. Needy. Is this what you wanted? To be some… creature?”

Sage rocked forward, grinding down, and Kael’s curse dissolved into a groan. “Yes,” Sage gasped, clawing at Kael’s shirt. “Your creature. Your bride.”

Kael’s control shattered. He tore Sage’s underwear away, his calloused fingers plunging into the slick heat below. Sage cried out, back bowing, as Kael’s thumb circled the swollen bud with ruthless precision.

“You’re dripping,” Kael breathed, awed and revolted. “Like a bitch in heat.”

Sage’s hips jerked, chasing the pressure. “Then breed me,” he pleaded, the words mangled by desire.

Kael’s free hand fisted in Sage’s hair, wrenching his head back. “You can’t take a cock yet,” he mocked, but his own hips bucked upward, grinding his erection against Sage’s ass. “This little hole?” He thrust two fingers deep, curling them cruelly. “It’s too small.”

Sage sobbed, his body clamping down around Kael’s hand. “I’ll—I’ll stretch,” he babbled. “For you. Please—”

Kael’s lips crashed against his, swallowing the plea. His fingers pumped faster, the heel of his palm grinding against Sage’s clit until the world dissolved into white-hot static. Sage came with a shattered cry, his cock twitching pathetically, his cunt clenching around nothing.

When the haze cleared, Kael was staring at his glistening fingers, his expression unreadable. Sage slumped against him, boneless, his cheek pressed to Kael’s pounding heartbeat.

“It’s not enough,” Kael said finally, voice rough.

Sage nuzzled his throat. “Then give me more.”

He writhed in the Alpha’s embrace, the damp heat between his legs smearing against Kael’s pants.

“I can’t wait,” Sage gasped, grinding down. “Please. Use me. However you want.”

Kael’s hands clenched his hips, stilling him. “You’re insatiable,” he growled, but his cock twitched beneath Sage, betraying him.

“Only for you.” Sage nipped Kael’s earlobe, relishing the shudder it provoked. “Take what’s yours.”

For a heartbeat, Kael hesitated. Then he rolled onto his side, releasing him from their entangled limbs. “Lube. Now.”

Sage scrambled for the bedside drawer, fingers trembling as he fumbled with the bottle. Kael’s gaze burned into his back, making him feel more naked than mere nudity ever could.

“Hurry,” Kael snapped, palming his cock through his pants. “Or I’ll take you dry.”

The threat sent a jolt through Sage. He crawled back, head bowed, and poured the slick gel into his palm. Kael’s erection sprang free—thick, veined, terrifying. Sage’s breath hitched as he stroked him, the precome beading at the tip smearing across his fingers.

“Good girl,” Kael muttered, though the praise felt like a blade.

Sage’s neglected cock twitched, dripping onto the floor.

“Turn. Present.”

Sage obeyed, knees spreading, chest pressed to the floor. His ass lifted in offering, the pink furl clenched tight. Above it, his new folds glistened, still too small, too unfinished.

Kael’s breath stuttered. “Fuck. Look at you. Begging for it.”

A calloused thumb brushed Sage’s hole, dry and cruel. “This virgin ass… you think it can take me?”

“Yes,” Sage whispered, pushing back. “Please.”

“Filthy slut,” Kael snarled, lining himself up.

The first thrust stole Sage’s breath. Fire ripped through him, his body clamping down, but Kael didn’t stop. He sheathed himself to the hilt in one brutal stroke, the slap of skin echoing off the walls.

Sage whimpered, tears pooling on the floor.

“Quiet,” Kael ordered. “You wanted this. Take it.”

He withdrew slowly, savoring the choked whimper it tore from Sage’s throat, then slammed back in. Sage’s vision blurred—pain and pleasure twisting into something holy, a sacrament of shame. His cock drooled, untouched, a traitorous leak of precum staining the floor, as Kael’s thrusts grew savage. Each snap of his hips punched a broken moan from Sage’s lips, each brutal drive deeper than the last.

This is wrong, Sage’s mind screamed—a relic of the Beta conditioning drilled into him since childhood. Men don’t take cock. Men don’t beg. But his body sang with perverse glory, every nerve alight. The stretch burned, yet the fullness completed him, as if Kael’s cock were a key turning in a lock Sage hadn’t known existed.

“Your cunt’s useless,” Kael panted, fingers digging bruises into Sage’s hips. “But this hole…” He punctuated the words with a thrust so deep Sage’s toes curled. “Fuck… it’s made for me.”

Sage’s laugh came out ragged, delirious. Made for you. The words should have humiliated him. Instead, they lit a fire in his gut. He was made for this—for the searing stretch, for the way Kael’s grunts filled the room like hymns. For the wrongness of it all.

A memory flashed—his father’s voice, years ago, sneering at a neighbor rumored to service Alphas in back alleys. “Disgusting. No son of mine would debase himself like that.” Sage had nodded, dutiful. Now, debasement was his ecstacy.

Kael’s hand slid around Sage’s throat, squeezing just enough to blur the edges of his vision. “You love this,” he growled, hips pistoning. “Love being my filthy little whore.”

Sage couldn’t deny it. The ache of his ass, the slap of skin, the wet sounds of Kael’s cock plunging into him—it all coiled into a perverse ecstasy. His untouched folds throbbed below, weeping slickness that dripped down his thighs. Wrong, his training hissed. Wrong, wrong, wrong.

He leaned into the shame.

“Harder,” Sage begged, voice shattered. “I can—ah!—take it.”

Kael snarled, obliging. His pace turned punishing, each thrust slamming Sage’s knees wider across the floor. The pain crested, then melted, leaving only blinding heat. Sage’s cock jerked, spilling a thin stream onto the tiles untouched—a Beta’s climax, weak and fleeting, but enough to make his pussy clench around nothing, craving more.

“Pathetic,” Kael mocked, but his hips stuttered, his rhythm fracturing. “Coming like a—fuck—like a Beta.”

Sage moaned, high and broken. The insult shouldn’t have aroused him. It did.

Kael’s fingers dug into his hips, pulling him back onto his cock as he spilled with a roar, heat flooding Sage’s guts. The knot swelled, locking them together, and Sage shuddered at the ownership of it—this violation that felt like absolution.

For a heartbeat, there was silence. Then Kael’s breath tickled his ear, venomous. “You’re ruined now.”

Sage smiled into the floor. Yes.


8.

The room reeked of sex and shame. Sage lay slumped against Kael’s chest, the Alpha’s knot still lodged inside him, their sweat cooling in the stale air. Kael’s hand hovered over Sage’s lower back, trembling, as though unsure whether to push him away or pull him closer.

“You’re bleeding,” Kael said finally, voice stripped of its earlier venom.

Sage shifted, wincing as the movement tugged at torn flesh. “Doesn’t matter.”

“It does.” Kael disentangled himself with surprising care, easing Sage onto his side. The loss of fullness made Sage whimper, but Kael ignored it, dampening a cloth at the sink.

Sage watched him through half-lidded eyes. Kael’s dragon tattoo had faded to a dull smolder, his shoulders hunched—not an Alpha now, just a man.

“Here.” Kael knelt, avoiding Sage’s gaze as he dabbed the blood from his thighs. The cloth was warm, gentle, at odds with the brutality of minutes before.

“You don’t have to—”

“Quiet,” Kael snapped, but the order lacked heat. His thumb brushed a bruise on Sage’s hip, his touch lingering. “I… I went too far.”

Sage caught his wrist. “I wanted it.”

“That’s the problem.” Kael’s jaw tightened. “You shouldn’t.”

The Convergence poster on the wall glared down at them—Population Harmony Through Designated Pairings—its smiling Alpha couple a grotesque parody of their tangled limbs.

Sage sat up, ignoring the ache. “Look at me.”

Kael didn’t.

Sage cupped his face, forcing their eyes to meet. “I’m not a Beta anymore. I’m her now. Your woman. Your mate.”

“You’re not,” Kael hissed, but his hands rose to frame Sage’s waist, as though drawn against his will. “This is the serum. It’s made you sick.”

“Then let me be sick.” Sage pressed closer, his supple breasts flush against Kael’s chest. “Let me be yours.”

Kael’s breath hitched. “They’ll kill you.”

“You won’t let them.”

For a long moment, Kael said nothing. Then his arms slid around Sage, crushing him in a grip that bordered on painful.

“Fuck,” he choked into Sage’s hair. “Fuck.”

Sage held him, stroking the tense line of his spine. “I’m here,” he murmured. “I’m not leaving.”

When Kael finally pulled back, his eyes were red-rimmed, raw. “You’ll regret this.”

“Never.” Sage kissed him, slow and sweet, savoring the way Kael’s lips softened under his. “You’re all I want. However you need me—brother, mate, whore.”

Kael flinched. “Don’t call yourself that.”

“Why?” Sage guided Kael’s hand to his throat, where bruises bloomed in the shape of the Alpha’s fingers. “It’s what I am now.”

Kael’s thumb traced the marks. “No,” he said hoarsely. “You’re… you’re mine.”

The words hung between them, fragile as glass.

Sage smiled, tears spilling over. “Then keep me.”

Kael’s resolve crumbled. He gathered Sage into his arms, carrying him to the bed with a tenderness neither knew he possessed. The sheets were still tangled, still damp, but Kael wrapped them both in a clean blanket, his lips pressed to Sage’s temple.

“Sleep,” he ordered, but his arms tightened around Sage, anchoring him.

Sage nestled closer, his head pillowed on Kael’s chest. The Alpha’s heartbeat steadied him, a lullaby of contradictions—fear and longing, ruin and rebirth.

Outside, the city hummed with drones and distant sirens, but here, in the eye of the storm, they were just Kael and Sage.

For now, it was enough.

–-

Sage stirred on the mattress, every muscle protesting. He heard Kael enter the room and turned to realize that he’d gone out. The sight of Kael’s silhouette in the doorway still quickened his pulse. He had a black duffle bag in his hands.

“Sit up,” Kael ordered, voice gruff. He tossed the bag onto the bed, its contents spilling out in a cascade of silk and lace.

Sage froze. Nestled among the ration packs and medkits were garments he’d only seen on regime-approved wives—a satin chemise the color of dusk, stockings with delicate garters, a wig of chestnut curls that mirrored the women on the propaganda posters.

“For me?” Sage breathed, fingertips brushing the silk.

Kael looked away, jaw taut. “From now on, when we’re alone… you’ll dress as a woman. You’ll be a woman in everything.”

Sage lifted the chemise, the fabric whispering against his calloused palms. “Everything?”

“This,” Kael gestured to Sage’s bruised thighs, the bite marks on his throat— “isn’t a Beta’s body anymore. We’ll forget what came before. You’re my woman now. Act like it.”

Sage’s chest tightened. He’d dreamed of this—begged for it—but the reality of Kael’s concession left him trembling. The wig slipped through his fingers, strands catching the dim light.

“Put them on,” Kael said, softer now.

Sage obeyed, fingers fumbling with the rivulets of hair as they danced in the dim light. When he settled the wig atop his cropped hair, Kael inhaled sharply.

Sage stepped gingerly into one stocking and then the other, amazed at how the fabric caught the light, the color oily and bright at the same time.

Next came the chemise. The silk slid over his sensitive skin like a lover’s caress, the bodice cinching his waist, the neckline framing the soft swell of his breasts.

“Turn.”

Sage stood, the stockings whispering as he pivoted. Kael’s gaze raked over him—hungry, haunted—and Sage felt the power in that look. He’s unraveling too.

“Well?” Sage prompted, voice pitched higher, sweeter.

Kael closed the distance between them, calloused hands skimming Sage’s hips. “You look…” He swallowed. “You look like her now.”

Sage stilled. “Her?”

“The woman you’re becoming.” Kael’s thumb brushed the lace edge of the chemise. “The one I…” He trailed off, fists clenching.

Sage caught his hand, pressing it to his chest. “Say it.”

Kael’s eyes shuttered. “The one I need.”

The admission hung between them, fragile as the silk binding Sage’s new form.

“Then take me,” Sage whispered, guiding Kael’s hand lower, beneath the chemise. “As your woman. Properly.”

Kael’s restraint snapped. He kissed Sage with a desperation that bordered on prayer, the wig tumbling to the floor as they collapsed onto the mattress. The stockings ripped, the chemise tore, but Sage didn’t care—the clothes were a shell.

He was the revelation beneath.


9.

The market buzzed with the sterile chaos of Neo-Eden—vendors hawking lab-grown produce under the watchful glare of acid-yellow surveillance drones. Sage adjusted the wig’s chestnut curls, the synthetic strands itching his scalp, and clutched the woven basket Kael had thrust into his hands.

“Stay close,” Kael muttered, his palm a brand at the small of Sage’s back.

Sage nodded, the high collar of his dress chafing his throat. The fabric clung to his new curves, the skirt swishing around his thighs with every step. He’d practiced walking in the heeled boots for hours in the safety of Kael’s apartment, but now, under the drones’ lenses, his gait felt clumsy, fraudulent.

A vendor shoved a tuberous vegetable into his face. “Fresh synth-carrots! Gene-spliced for vigor!”

Sage flinched, but Kael stepped between them, his bulk shielding Sage. “We’ll take two,” he growled, tossing credits onto the counter.

The vendor leered at Sage. “Your wife’s skittish, Alpha.”

Kael’s hand slid possessively to Sage’s hip. “She’s delicate.”

The word sent a shiver through Sage. Delicate. Feminine. His.

They moved through the stalls, Kael’s touch a constant anchor. When a courier drone veered too close, Kael yanked Sage against his chest, the basket tumbling from his grip.

“Eyes open,” Kael hissed, but his fingers lingered on Sage’s waist, thumb stroking the lace beneath his dress.

Sage bent to retrieve the basket, the motion deliberate, his skirt riding up to expose the stockings Kael had fastened that morning. A nearby Alpha whistled. Kael’s snarl cut through the noise, and the man paled, retreating.

He’s jealous, Sage realized, giddy.

At the spice stall, Sage feigned interest in saffron packets while Kael negotiated with the vendor. A passing laborer jostled him, and Sage’s wig shifted, the hairline creeping upward.

Kael noticed instantly. He spun Sage around, hands rough as he yanked the curls back into place. “Careful,” he warned, but his thumbs brushed Sage’s temples—a fleeting tenderness.

Sage’s breath caught. “Do I look…?”

“Like mine,” Kael said, too quietly. The words warmed him more than the sunless sky ever could.

The market’s synthetic sunlight glinted off the chrome stalls, casting harsh shadows over the crowd. Sage adjusted the wig’s itchy curls, his heels clicking too loudly on the pavement. Kael walked a half-step ahead, his broad shoulders parting the throng, but Sage’s attention snagged on a new sensation—a dull ache low in his abdomen, like a fist slowly clenching.

“Hurry,” Kael said, glancing back. “The Harvesters patrol this sector at noon.”

Sage forced a smile, his fingers tightening around the basket. “I’m fine.”

But he wasn’t. The ache sharpened as they passed a vendor selling gene-spliced orchids, their petals unnaturally violet. Sage’s breath hitched, a cold sweat prickling his neck. He pressed a hand to his stomach, the fabric of his dress damp beneath his palm.

Not here. Not now.

At the protein stall, Kael haggled with the vendor over lab-grown pork. Sage leaned against a support beam, his vision swimming. A wet warmth trickled between his thighs.

No.

He ducked behind a stack of crates, hiking his skirt. A faint smear of blood stained his silk panties—not the bright red of a wound, but darker, thicker. Menstruation. The word flickered through his mind, absurd and terrifying.

“Sage.” Kael’s voice cut through the noise. “What’s wrong?”

“Nothing,” Sage lied, smoothing his skirt. “Just… tired.”

Kael’s eyes narrowed. He gripped Sage’s chin, tilting his face to the light. “You’re pale.”

A cramp twisted through Sage’s core, and he doubled over with a gasp. The basket clattered to the ground, synth-apples rolling across the pavement.

“Fuck,” Kael hissed, catching him before he collapsed. His hand slid to Sage’s lower back, and he stiffened. “You’re bleeding.”

Sage shook his head, but Kael lifted the skirt’s hem—just enough to glimpse the crimson streaking his inner thigh.

“We’re leaving,” Kael growled, hauling Sage against his side.

“The Harvesters—”

“Now.”

The crowd blurred as Kael shouldered through it, Sage stumbling beside him. The cramps came in waves now, each one deeper, rawer, as though his organs were rearranging. Sage bit his lip to stifle a whimper, but a tear escaped, streaking the rouge on his cheek.

“Almost there,” Kael muttered, more to himself than Sage.

A drone buzzed overhead, its lens swiveling toward them. Kael yanked Sage into an alley, pressing him against the graffiti-scarred wall.

“Can you walk?”

Sage nodded, though his legs trembled. “What’s… happening to me?”

Kael’s jaw worked. “The serum. It’s… accelerating.”

Another cramp stole Sage’s breath. He clutched Kael’s arm, blood smearing the black fabric. “Am I dying?”

“No.” Kael’s voice cracked. He scooped Sage into his arms, cradling him like something fragile. “I won’t let you.”

The alley walls narrowed as Kael ran, Sage’s head lolling against his chest. The pain crescendoed, a white-hot brand in his pelvis, and he buried his face in Kael’s shirt, breathing in the scent of sweat and his lover’s terror.

Make it stop, he wanted to beg. Fix me.

But he knew that there was no going back.

The shortcut through the industrial sector reeked of coolant and decay. Sage clung to Kael’s arm, the wig’s curls damp with sweat, his abdomen cramping with a pain that sharpened with every step.

“Almost there,” Kael muttered again, though his grip tightened.

A figure emerged from the smog—tall, broad-shouldered, the Convergence Council insignia stitched onto his work overalls. Sage froze. Jarek. His childhood friend, now a labor foreman.

“Kael?” Jarek squinted, then his gaze dropped to Sage. “And… Sage?”

Kael stepped forward, blocking Jarek’s view. “Move.”

But Jarek leaned around him, eyes widening at Sage’s dress, the smudged lip tint, the lace peeking from his collar. “Holy shit. A gender violation—”

The pain in Sage’s gut spiked. He doubled over, a wet heat spreading between his legs.

“Get out of my way,” Kael snarled, shoving Jarek aside.

Sage’s vision grayed. He stumbled, the wig slipping askew, his hands pressed to the warm dampness soaking through his skirt. “Kael, I’m—bleeding—”

Kael swore. Sage’s head lolled against his chest, the world tilting as Kael broke into a sprint.

“Stay with me,” Kael ordered, voice cracking.

Sage’s fingers curled into Kael’s shirt. “Hurts…”

The cramping intensified, rhythmic and vicious, as though his body were tearing itself apart. He glimpsed startled faces, heard shouts, but Kael never slowed.

At the apartment, Kael kicked the door shut and laid Sage on the bed. The wig fell away, revealing Sage’s sweat-slicked buzz cut.

“Where?” Kael demanded, hands shaking as he lifted Sage’s skirt. The small and useless nub that had been his male organ had all but vanished. Blood spilled out from Sage’s widening lips, running down his plump thighs. It seeped from deep inside his body.

“Kael—”

“Quiet.” Kael pressed a towel between Sage’s thighs, his touch uncharacteristically gentle. “The serum… it’s changing you too fast.”

Sage whimpered. “Am I dying?”

Kael’s jaw worked. “No.” But his eyes betrayed him.

The bleeding began in earnest that night—thick, clotted rivulets that seeped through the fabric pads Kael had scavenged from an old medkit. Sage lay curled on the mattress, knees to chest, each cramp a vise twisting deeper than the last. The room stank of copper and sweat, the only light a flickering hologram of Neo-Eden’s skyline.

“Breathe,” Kael ordered, pressing a heated compress to Sage’s lower abdomen.

Sage choked back a sob. “It hurts.”

“I know.” Kael’s voice was gruff, but his hands betrayed him—gentle as they wiped the blood from Sage’s thighs, steady as they tucked the stained blankets around him.

By midnight, the pain shifted. No longer tearing, but opening. Sage felt it—a fissure splitting him wide, his body rewriting itself in real time. He clutched Kael’s wrist, panic rising.

“Something’s—ah!—something’s wrong—”

Kael shoved aside the blankets. In the hologram’s ghostly light, they both saw it. Between Sage’s legs, the nascent folds of his pussy glistened, pulsing with each cramp, widening.

“Fuck,” Kael breathed.

Sage’s laugh came out hysterical. “Is it… is it working?”

Kael didn’t answer. He pressed two fingers to Sage’s entrance, slick with blood and something else—clear, slippery. Sage jerked, a broken moan escaping him.

“Sorry,” Kael said, though his fingers lingered. “You’re not… ready.”

But Sage was. The serum’s final push roared through him, bones shifting, muscles knitting into new configurations. He screamed, back arching, as his hips flared wider, breasts swelling against the sweat-soaked sheets.

When it ended, Sage lay trembling, his body a map of agony and awe. Kael stared at him, eyes wild, like a man who’d glimpsed something sacred and blasphemous.

“Done?” Sage rasped.

“Almost.” Kael’s thumb brushed a stray curl from Sage’s forehead—a gesture so tender it ached.

They didn’t speak as Kael cleaned him, replaced the soiled pads, smoothed aloe over the stretch marks blooming across Sage’s hips. When he finally slid into bed, Sage turned into his arms instinctively, his face buried in Kael’s chest.

“I’m here,” Kael muttered, hand splayed over Sage’s spine. “Sleep.”

Sage’s breath hitched. “We can be married, right? Now that I’m… finished?”

Kael gave no answer, but his presence was warm and comforting and his breathing was even and low.

Sage slept fitfully, his dreams a fevered montage of scalpels and silk, but each time he woke, Kael’s hand was there—anchoring, claiming, keeping.

By dawn, the bleeding had stopped completely. By dawn, Sage’s body was whole.
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The bathroom steamed from the shower’s scalding spray, fogging the mirror as Sage traced the new contours of his body—the tapered waist, the full breasts crowned with dusky nipples, the smooth plane where his cock had been. But it was the heat between his legs that demanded attention.

He sat on the toilet lid, legs spread, fingers trembling as they brushed the swollen lips. The pain had subsided, leaving only a throbbing emptiness. One tentative touch sent a jolt through him, his back arching off the seat.

Oh.

His cunt was slick, aching, the clitoris a hard pearl beneath his fingertips. He circled it slowly, breath hitching, thighs falling wider. The sensation was nothing like his old Beta body—deeper, richer, a symphony where there’d once been a single note.

“Kael,” he whispered, unsure if it was a plea or a curse.

His fingers dipped lower, breaching the entrance with ease. The walls clenched around him, greedy, and he moaned, head thumping against the tile. Tighter. Hotter. He added a second finger, scissoring gently, the stretch a sweet burn.

The shower’s drip echoed his movements. Slick. Slick. Slick.

He imagined Kael here—kneeling between his thighs, those calloused hands pinning his hips, that brutal mouth devouring him. His free hand found his breast, pinching a nipple as he fucked himself faster.

Close. So close.

A fist pounded the door. “Sage!”

He froze, fingers buried to the knuckle.

“You’ve been in there an hour,” Kael growled. “You sick?”

Sage’s cunt pulsed around his hand. Tell him. Let him see.

But he withdrew, wiping his fingers on a towel. “No,” he called, voice steady. “Just… adjusting.”

Silence. Then, “Hurry up.”

Sage stood on shaky legs, the mirror now fogged beyond recognition. He looked at his naked body, fully feminine and complete.

I belong to him now, he thought, pressing a palm to his still-quivering core. He’ll claim what’s his.

When he opened the door, Kael leaned against the wall, arms crossed. His gaze dropped to Sage’s chest, the shirt clinging to damp skin.

“Better?” Kael asked, voice rough.

Sage stepped into his space, close enough to smell the musk of his impatience. “Yes,” he said, smiling. “Ready.”

The bedroom air crackled with the weight of unspoken hunger. Sage stepped closer, guiding Kael’s hand to his chest. “Touch me.”

Kael’s fingers skimmed the swell of Sage’s breasts, thumbs brushing nipples that pebbled instantly. “You’re… perfect,” he rasped, as though the admission confused him.

“Don’t stop.” Sage pressed Kael’s palm lower, over the flutter of his navel. Sage guided him under his waistband to the smooth strip of skin above his cunt. “Touch me here.”

Kael’s touch hesitated at the threshold. “Does it… hurt?”

Sage spread his legs wider, the movement dripping with intent. “Only when you’re not inside me.”

The dam broke.

Kael shoved Sage onto the bed, following him down in a tangle of limbs and teeth. His mouth found Sage’s throat, his collarbones, the new sensitivity of his breasts. Sage writhed, keening, as Kael’s tongue swirled around a nipple, his fingers finally—finally—dipping into the slick heat below.

“Kael—”

“Quiet.” Kael’s voice was a growl, but his fingers moved with devastating precision, circling Sage’s clit before plunging deep. “So fucking tight.”

Sage’s hips bucked. “More—please—”

Kael withdrew, grinning savagely at Sage’s whimper. “You’ll take what I give you.”

He kissed his way down Sage’s body—a trail of fire—until his breath ghosted over Sage’s cunt. Sage tensed, but Kael’s tongue was merciless, laving his clit with rough strokes before spearing inside.

“You taste,” Kael muttered against him, “like mine.”

Sage came with a cry, back arching off the bed, but Kael didn’t relent. He lapped at Sage’s trembling flesh until the overstimulation bordered on pain, then flipped him onto his stomach.

“On your knees,” Kael ordered.

Sage obeyed, presenting himself—a sacred offering. Kael’s cock brushed his entrance, and Sage braced for the burn.

“Look at me,” Kael demanded.

Sage turned his head, meeting Kael’s gaze as the Alpha sheathed himself in one brutal thrust.

The stretch was exquisite—a fullness that bordered on transcendence. Sage moaned, high and broken, as Kael bottomed out.

“Mine,” Kael snarled, hips snapping forward.

“Yours,” Sage gasped, nails tearing the sheets. “Always—ah!—yours—”

Kael’s rhythm faltered, his control unraveling. He gripped Sage’s hips, fucking into him with a desperation that mirrored Sage’s own. The mattress frame slammed against the wall, a metronome of their ruin.

But Sage barely heard it.

Kael’s thumb found his clit again, rough and unrelenting, and Sage’s vision whited out. The pleasure was unbearable—not the blunt force of his old male orgasms, but something layered, expansive, radiating from that single throbbing point. Every circle of Kael’s thumb sent shockwaves through him, his cunt clenching rhythmically around Kael’s cock as if trying to fuse them together.

“There,” Kael growled, grinding deeper, his thumb pressing harder. “Take it. Take all of it.”

Sage’s back arched, his mouth open in a soundless scream. The sensations collided—the stretch of Kael inside him, the bruising grip on his hips, the fire at his clit—until he couldn’t tell where his body ended and Kael’s began.

“I’m—I’m—”

“Come,” Kael ordered, biting the nape of his neck. “Now.”

Sage shattered.

It wasn’t an orgasm—it was an unmaking. His thighs trembled violently, his cunt pulsing around Kael’s cock in frantic waves, as though his body were trying to milk every drop of the Alpha’s claim. The pleasure crested, then crested again, each peak higher than the last, until Sage was sobbing, tears smearing the sheets beneath him.

Kael didn’t relent. He fucked Sage through it, his thrusts turning jagged, his breath ragged in Sage’s ear. “That’s it,” he rasped, voice thick with awe. “That’s what you’re made for.”

Sage’s fingers clawed at the mattress, the friction of the sheets against his oversensitive clit almost painful. But pain didn’t exist here—not when Kael’s cock dragged against that spot inside him, not when his thumb kept circling, circling, wringing another broken cry from Sage’s throat.

“Again,” Kael demanded, and Sage obeyed, his body convulsing in a second climax, thinner but no less devastating.

Only then did Kael allow himself to fall. He buried himself to the hilt, his roar muffled against Sage’s shoulder as he spilled, hot and endless, deep inside. Sage felt it—the twitch of Kael’s cock, the flood of warmth, the rightness of being filled—and whimpered, his own spent body trembling in aftershocks.

They collapsed in a tangle of limbs, Kael’s knot swelling to lock them together. Sage’s cheek pressed to the sweat-damp sheets, his mind blissfully blank.

Kael’s hand slid over his hip, possessive even in exhaustion. “Mine,” he muttered, half-conscious.

Sage smiled, drifting.

Yes.


11.

The afterglow clung to them like a second skin, Sage’s body still thrumming from the aftershocks. Kael’s knot had barely softened, his breath warm against Sage’s neck, when the door exploded inward.

Sage jerked upright, sheets pooling around his waist. Kael rolled to shield him, but the Harvesters were already inside—three faceless helmets, stun batons crackling.

Jarek stepped through the wreckage, grinning. “Told you they’d be busy.”

Kael lunged, but a baton slammed into his ribs, dropping him to his knees. Sage scrambled back, the sheets torn away, his nakedness suddenly weaponized.

“Unregistered coupling,” droned the lead Harvester, cuffs snapping around Kael’s wrists. “And you—” The sensor lens fixed on Sage’s exposed cunt, still glistening. “Aberant Beta male.”

“Don’t touch him!” Kael roared, surging against the restraints.

Jarek laughed, crouching to leer at Sage. “Look at you. All that trouble to become a whore.”

Sage spat in his face.

The Harvester’s gloved hand closed around Sage’s arm, yanking him off the bed. He stumbled, legs trembling, Kael’s spend trickling down his thigh.

“Sage—” Kael’s voice broke.

Sage met his gaze. I’m not sorry, he tried to say.

The Harvester shoved him toward the door. Sage stumbled, but held his head high, the wig long discarded. Let them see. Let them know what he was.

As they passed Jarek, Kael snarled, “I’ll kill you.”

Jarek smirked. “You’ll be dead by dawn.”

The last thing Sage saw was Kael’s dragon tattoo blazing crimson in the dark—a promise, not a farewell.

–

The Reprocessing Facility reeked of antiseptic and despair. Sage sat naked on the steel exam table, the room’s chill raising goosebumps across his skin—not from shame, but fury. They’d taken Kael somewhere else. Alive? Dead? The not knowing was a blade twisting in his gut.

The door hissed open. A doctor entered, flanked by two nurses in sterile masks. His lab coat bore the Convergence Council’s insignia, but his eyes were bright and curious.

“Subject 11-G,” the doctor said, scanning a holographic chart. “Former Beta designation. Full hormonal and anatomical transition confirmed.”

“Fuck your designations,” Sage spat. “Where’s Kael?”

The doctor ignored him, nodding to the nurses. “Full scan. Now.”

Sage didn’t resist as they strapped sensors to his wrists, ankles, temples.

“Present yourself,” the doctor ordered.

Sage stood slowly, unashamed. He was magnificent—full breasts crowned with flushed nipples, hips flared for childbearing, and between his thighs, a glistening pussy still swollen from Kael’s claim.

Let them see. Let them see what they made.

The doctor stepped closer, gloved hand hovering. “May I…?”

Sage spread his legs wider. “Why? Haven’t you seen a woman before?”

The doctor’s laugh was soft, astonished. “Not like you.” His finger traced Sage’s inner thigh, avoiding the sensitive flesh. “The serum has certainly done its work. I’ve never seen a subject whose body responded so well to the transition.”

Sage froze. “What do you mean?”

The doctor tapped his chart. “You were part of a secret trial. A program to ensure the continuation of the human species at any cost.” He leaned in, voice dropping. “You’re the future, 11-G.”

The nurses exchanged glances, uneasy.

“Where. Is. Kael?” Sage repeated.

The doctor straightened. “Alive. For now.” He paused, studying Sage. “His safety depends on your cooperation.”

Sage’s pulse roared. “How?”

A syringe appeared in the doctor’s hand, filled with viscous silver liquid. “Let us study you. Help us ensure the continuation of the species and your Alpha…” He smiled. “Lives.”

Sage nodded.

“That’s a good girl,” the doctor said, reaching for a syringe.

The needle pierced his arm. Cold spread through his veins, but Sage kept his eyes open, fixed on the ceiling.

Hold on, Kael. I’m coming.

–

The walls were white. Too white. Sage blinked awake on a padded floor, the sterile tang of recycled air burning his nostrils. Kael crouched beside him, shirtless, his dragon tattoo dull beneath the fluorescent lights.

“Where—”

“Observation chamber,” Kael interrupted, voice low. He nodded to the mirror spanning the far wall—their audience. “They want a show.”

Sage’s throat tightened. “What kind?”

Kael’s jaw flexed. “The kind that proves you’re… compliant.”

Sage understood. Compliance meant survival. Survival meant escape.

He rose on unsteady legs, the too-bright lights glinting off his bare skin. They’d dressed him in a medical gown, sheer and open-backed. For easy access.

“What do they want us to do?” Sage asked, louder now—for the watchers.

Kael’s gaze darkened. “What comes naturally.”

Sage stepped closer, fingers trailing Kael’s chest. “Then let’s perform.”

The observation room’s chill seeped through Sage’s paper-thin gown, the sterile air sharp with antiseptic. He knelt, the cold floor biting his knees, his gaze fixed on the two-way mirror. Behind it, shadows shifted—faceless Council scientists documenting every twitch, every gasp. Let them.

Kael stood rigid, his uniform crisp, his jaw set. But Sage saw the tremor in his thigh, the faint sheen of sweat at his temple. His cock, half-hard under Sage’s tentative touch, betrayed him. Sage reached out and unzipped the Alpha’s pants, revealing his mounting erection. 

“Do it,” Kael repeated, voice stripped of warmth. “Make it convincing.”

Sage’s lips parted, breath ghosting over the flushed head. He dragged his tongue along the vein beneath, slow, deliberate, savoring the salt-bitter precome. Kael’s hips jerked—a tiny fracture in his control.

Good.

Sage took him deeper, the stretch burning, his throat fluttering around the intrusion. The mirror reflected it all: the obscene glide of lips, the spit-slick shaft, the way Sage’s lashes fluttered as he hollowed his cheeks. See this? he screamed silently. See your perfect Alpha unravel?

Kael’s hands rested on the crown of his head. “Faster.”

Sage obeyed, bobbing ruthlessly, gagging when Kael thrust into his throat. Tears blurred his vision, but he didn’t close his eyes. Let the watchers see his tears. Let them choke on their own voyeurism.

Sage redoubled his efforts, hollowing his cheeks, nails digging into Kael’s thighs. The Alpha’s breath turned ragged, his thrusts erratic. Sage could taste it—the moment Kael’s resolve shattered.

“Fuck—” Kael’s release hit the back of his throat, bitter and thick. Sage swallowed every drop, lips lingering at the tip, tongue swiping the slit.

“Enough,” Kael growled, pulling Sage to his feet. He spun him toward the mirror. Sage arched, the fabric of his hospital gown riding up. Let them see his arousal.

The door hissed open.

A voice, mechanized and cold: “Procreation protocol initiated. Proceed to Breeding Suite 7.”

Kael’s arm tightened around Sage’s waist.

Round two, Sage thought, smiling. Let’s give them a fucking masterpiece.
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The Breeding Suite was a mockery of intimacy—sterile white walls, a steel-framed bed bolted to the floor, and the ever-present two-way mirror leaching the warmth from the air.

The penetration was slow, Kael’s control fraying with every inch. Sage arched, nails scoring Kael’s back, as the Alpha buried himself to the hilt.

“Mine,” Kael growled, hips snapping forward.

“Yours,” Sage gasped, heart fluttering. “Only yours—”

The rhythm was brutal, necessary, their sweat-slicked bodies slapping together under the blinding lights. Sage came first, silent tears streaking his face, and Kael followed with a shudder, spilling deep.

They lay tangled, Kael’s knot anchoring them, until the intercom crackled.

“Subjects 11-G and 4-R. Report to Director Vorn.”

Kael withdrew, his seed trickling down Sage’s thigh. They dressed in silence, Sage’s gown replaced with a crisp gray jumpsuit, Kael’s with black tactical gear.

The director’s office was all glass and steel, her gaze sharp as a scalpel. “Impressive compliance,” she said, steepling her fingers. “Preliminary scans suggest viable conception.”

Sage’s hand drifted to his abdomen.

“However,” she continued, “should the embryo prove defective, we’ll require… recalibration.”

Kael stepped forward. “Touch him again, and I’ll—”

“You’ll what?” The director smiled. “You exist at our discretion, Alpha. Remember that.”

Vorn slid a tablet across the obsidian desk. “Sign here. Both of you.”

Kael didn’t move. “Why?”

Vorn arched a brow. “Your union is already consummated. This merely… formalizes it.”

“Not that.” Kael’s knuckles whitened on the chair arms. “Why did you do this to him? Turn him into—into this?”

“Sage is part of the next generation,” Vorn said. “Some Betas will have to be made female to ensure the survival of the species. Sage was the ideal candidate for the transformation.”

Kael didn’t touch the stylus. “Now that we know this, why let us go?”

Vorn steepled her fingers, her gaze unreadable. Sage placed a hand on Kael’s arm, stilling him. “It doesn’t matter,” he said softly. “We’re leaving.”

Kael’s jaw flexed, but he signed. Sage followed, the digital ink blooming crimson under his fingertip.

“Congratulations,” Vorn said, reclaiming the tablet. “You’re now recognized under Population Harmony Statute 9.7.4. Any deviation from Convergence law will result in immediate recalibration.”

The dismissal was a wave of her hand. The door slid open, revealing a corridor bathed in sterile white light.

–

The facility’s gates hissed open, releasing them into Neo-Eden’s twilight haze. Sage inhaled sharply—the air reeked of smog and fried synth-meat, but it was free. Kael’s hand found his, calloused and sure, as they stepped onto the crowded transit platform.

“Where now?” Sage murmured, his other hand resting on the faint curve of his abdomen.

Kael didn’t answer, steering them through the throng of laborers and drones. Neon signs bathed the street in garish pinks and greens, their light glinting off the moisture clinging to Sage’s lashes.

They stopped at a vendor’s cart, its grease-stained awning sagging under the weight of decades. Kael tossed a credit chip onto the counter. “Two skewers. Extra spice.”

Sage leaned into his back, warmth seeping through Kael’s tactical gear. The scent of charred meat made his stomach lurch, but he accepted the skewer anyway, nibbling the crusted edges.

A flower vendor trudged past, her cart piled with engineered violets that glowed faintly in the gloom. Kael chased her down, returning with a single bloom.

“For the kid,” he grunted, tucking it behind Sage’s ear.

The petals hummed with bioluminescence, casting soft blue light on Sage’s face. He touched it, marveling. “It’ll die here.”

“So we plant it somewhere better.”

Sage kept the flower, a fragile beacon in the dark.
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The apartment was a cocoon against the world—drapes drawn against the smog-choked sky, a single lamp casting honeyed light over mismatched mugs and a thrifted rocking chair. Sage sat at the kitchen table, his swollen feet propped on Kael’s lap, the hem of his oversized sweater riding up to expose the taut curve of his belly.

“Here.” Kael pressed a steaming mug into his hands. “Peppermint and ginger. The vendor swore it’d help.”

Sage sipped, the heat unknotting the nausea coiled in his chest. Kael’s thumb dug into the arch of Sage’s foot, easing the ache. “Better?”

“A little.” Sage leaned back, watching Kael’s face. “What if they come for her? For us?”

Kael’s hands stilled. “Then we face it. Together.”

The city’s heartbeat thrummed through the walls—distant sirens, the clatter of the monorail, the ever-present murmur of crowds. But here, in this cramped third-floor walk-up, there was only the creak of the rocking chair, the tick of the radiator, the soft swish of Kael’s palms sliding up Sage’s calves.

Sage set the mug aside. “We could run. Find somewhere—”

“Where?” Kael’s voice was gentle. “This is ours. For as long as we have it.”

He stood, lifting Sage easily, and carried him to the bed. The sheets smelled of sweat and sleep. Kael’s palm settled over Sage’s belly, his callouses catching on the thin fabric.

“She’s kicking,” Sage whispered.

Kael pressed his lips to the spot. “Brave thing.”

Sage ran his fingers through Kael’s hair, grown shaggy and unkempt. “We’ll keep her safe. However we can.”

“We will.” Kael’s promise was a rumble against Sage’s skin.

They lay tangled in the half-light, Kael’s breath warm on Sage’s neck, Sage’s hand curled around Kael’s wrist. The baby settled, soothed by the rhythm of their two heartbeats.

“It’s enough,” Sage said, though he wasn’t sure if he meant the apartment, the tea, the hands on his belly.

Kael’s arm tightened around him. “It is.”

Outside, the sirens wailed. Inside, the radiator hissed.

For now, it was enough.
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When 18-year-old Lincoln is handed a mysterious pair of jeans by his stepdad, Carl, he has no idea how much his world is about to shift. The jeans, seemingly ordinary, except that they were designed for a girl, become the catalyst for a transformation Lincoln never saw coming. At first, he dismisses the strange fit and the faint whispers of change in his body, but as the days pass, the jeans mold to him in ways he can’t explain. His hips flare, his waist narrows, and his mind begins to wander into uncharted territory.

As Lincoln struggles to make sense of the subtle but undeniable changes, he finds himself drawn to Carl in ways he can’t ignore. The line between resentment and attraction blurs, and Lincoln is forced to confront a new version of himself—one that challenges everything he thought he knew about his identity.

Soon he is prancing around in a frilly skirt and high heels, reluctantly, or is that just what he tells himself? Is it the jeans, or is it something deeper? As Lincoln’s transformation progresses, he embarks on a sizzling journey of self-discovery, one that leaves him questioning whether the changes are physical, mental, or something far more mysterious.
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Best friends Mike and Chris arrive in Las Vegas planning to paint the town red, but their trip takes an unexpected turn when they stumble upon a mysterious and alluring woman named Madame Luna. With a whispered promise of "teaching them to appreciate women," she leads them down a path of transformation that will change their lives forever.

As they surrender to Madame Luna's magic, Mike and Chris find themselves transformed into two gorgeous women, Mia and Christina. With their new bodies comes a newfound sense of freedom and desire, and they soon discover that being women is more than just a physical change - it's a sensual awakening unlike anything they're prepared for.

As they explore the city and themselves, Mia and Christina delve into a world of passion and pleasure, where the boundaries of their former lives are pushed to the limit. With each new experience, they become more confident, more seductive, and more insatiable.

Join Mia and Christina on their journey of self-discovery and transformation, as they navigate the ups and downs of their new lives and indulge in the ultimate fantasy. Will they ever go back to being men, or will they find that being women is where they truly belong? Dive into this sultry and seductive tale of transformation and find out.

Still Friends

I've been in love with my best friend Erin since, well, since she was a boy.

Fooling around with this creepy old pendant we found, Aaron accidentally became Erin. Now I'm the only one in the world who still remembers who she used to be.

But things have changed. We've grown up and now Erin lives rent-free in every one of my fantasies. The worst part? There's no way I can tell her because she still wants to change back somehow. And even though she seems confident, a sporty girl who pretends nothing bothers her I know the other side. That's why I would never do anything to risk our friendship.

We're still just friends. The thing is, I don't think I can keep my blistering attraction to her a secret forever. She just sees me as a friend, which is why she doesn't realize how she tortures me every time she steals my clothes to wear or turns her hip in that flirty way of hers. I just can't take the pressure, and soon she's going to have to know how I feel.

The Dating Game

A musty old board game in the corner of an attic offers the only source available for two weary travelers. So what if one of them will have to play as a girl? That's just how The Dating Game is played, right? The two friends roll to decide which one of them will be the "lady" for the remainder of the game.

Only, this is no ordinary game. When Liam draws a card, he's instantly transformed into the girl on the card. Liam will have to play along as he is forced into ever more romantic situations on what is supposed to be the "perfect date." Each card seems designed to not only remind Liam of his gender swapped state but also to get the two friends uncomfortably close. To make matters even more humiliating for Liam, Evan has been made more handsome but is otherwise unchanged. Fighting resentment and discomfort, Liam will have to play according to rules set by The Dating Game. But what if the game actually starts to become fun?

This is an instant gender transformation story featuring a character who reluctantly comes around and starts to enjoy his feminization. Enjoy!

His Plus One

Jake Sterling demands only the best in life. Fine Italian suits, the richest Scotch, and women whenever he wants them. That's why when he learns that his friend Marshall needs a date to a wedding, Jake decides to help him out by turning to Elite Companions, a service that specializes in providing beautiful women on command.

There's one hitch, though. Jake wakes up in the body the woman he hired. Now attending the wedding as Lindsay, Jake gets a whole new perspective on life in a new body that has strong urges that this former badboy has trouble resisting.

Will "Lindsay" be able to pull off her epic transformation and become the girl Marshall needs to make everyone at the wedding jealous? Find out in this latest magical transgender, gender swap romance by Lexi Twist!
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