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Late-Night Calibration


Tyler Brooks leaned back in his ergonomic chair and rubbed his eyes. The office was silent except for the low hum of servers down the hall. It was past midnight on a Thursday, and once again he was the last one left at Nexus Dynamics. His desk was cluttered with energy drink cans and printouts of code. The rest of the team had gone home hours ago to whatever lives they had outside these walls. 
He did not have much of a life outside these walls. Twenty-eight years old, lean from skipping too many meals while debugging, and more comfortable talking to machines than to people. His apartment was a fifteen-minute drive away but it might as well have been on another planet. Most nights he told himself he stayed late because the work was important. Deep down he knew he stayed because going home meant admitting how empty the place felt.
Tonight was different though. The new prototype sat on the corner of his desk like a dare. The empathy engine. A sleek VR headset paired with neural sensors meant to let male developers experience what it felt like to inhabit a female body. The goal was better product design. Understand the user. Feel the user. Management had been tight-lipped about the details. They called it a calibration tool and warned that it was still experimental.
Tyler had volunteered for testing earlier that week mostly to look busy. Now the building was empty and the curiosity that had always driven his coding was louder than his caution. He picked up the headset. The frame was light in his hands, padded with soft foam. The neural pads were designed to rest against the temples and the base of the skull.
“Just a quick calibration run,” he muttered to the empty room. “Log the sensory mapping, note any bugs, head home by one.”
He dimmed the lights until only his monitor glowed. Then he settled the headset over his eyes and ears. The world went black for a second before the calibration menu appeared in crisp white text against darkness.
EMPATHEIA v0.9 – NEURAL MAPPING PROTOCOL
SELECT TEMPLATE: FEMALE AVATAR – STANDARD
He selected it with a thought. The system had been trained to respond to focus. A soft chime sounded and the interface shifted to a progress bar. “Initializing sensory calibration. Please remain still.”
At first nothing happened. Then a faint tingle spread across his scalp and down the back of his neck. The neural interface was mapping his brain to the template. He felt a strange pressure in his chest, as though something were being added rather than removed. His breathing slowed.
“Baseline heart rate recorded,” the system voice said. It was female, calm, and slightly synthetic. “Beginning body mapping.”
The tingle moved lower. Tyler’s shoulders twitched. For a moment it felt like someone else’s hands were sliding down his sides, tracing curves that did not yet exist on his frame. A low warmth bloomed in his lower belly. He frowned behind the visor.
“Logging pelvic sensitivity,” the voice continued. “Vaginal neural pathways active.”
Tyler’s breath caught. The word hit him like a spark. Vaginal. He was not supposed to feel anything there. Yet a slow, liquid heat was gathering between his legs. It was not his cock. It was something softer, something that pulsed with its own rhythm. His thighs pressed together on instinct and the sensation doubled.
“Voice modulation engaged,” the system announced.
His next exhale came out higher, softer, almost breathy. “What the hell,” he said, and stopped. The sound was not his. It was lighter, feminine, carrying a faint seductive edge even in confusion. He swallowed and tried again. “Testing. One, two.” The voice that left him was unmistakably female now, smooth and a little husky.
Heat flushed across his cheeks. The body mapping was feeding back through the neural link, forcing his brain to interpret signals meant for the female template. His nipples tightened under his shirt. He had never paid much attention to his chest before, but now every brush of fabric felt electric. The warmth between his legs had turned slick. He could feel it, the way the template must feel, a slow, insistent throb that made his hips want to shift.
“Arousal metrics rising,” the voice noted. “Would you like to continue calibration?”
Tyler’s analytical mind tried to stay in control. “Yeah. Keep going. Log everything.” His new voice made the words sound almost eager. He hated how good it sounded.
The system obliged. A gentle pressure built inside him, as though fingers were stroking places he did not own yet. His clit, or the template’s clit, pulsed in time with his heartbeat. He bit his lip and tasted gloss that was not there. His cock remained soft, almost forgotten, while this new ache demanded attention.
“First sparks of genuine response logged,” the system purred. “Continuing to full immersion.”
Tyler’s hands gripped the armrests. Sweat dampened the back of his neck. The sensations were too real. Every pulse between his legs sent little jolts up his spine. He felt empty in a way that made him want to be filled. The thought shocked him. He was straight. This was just data. Yet his thighs were trembling and a soft whimper slipped out in that new feminine voice.
Then the glitch hit.
The calibration bar on the inside of the visor stuttered. Red text flashed across his vision. ERROR: NEURAL BRIDGE OVERLOAD. INTEGRATION LOCKED. TEMPLATE CONSCIOUSNESS MERGE INITIATED.
“No, wait,” Tyler said. The female voice came out panicked. “Abort. Abort sequence.”
The system did not listen. A flood of sensation crashed through him. It was not just feedback anymore. It was replacement. His chest swelled, heavy and round, nipples dragging against fabric that suddenly felt too tight. His hips widened with a deep, stretching ache. Hair spilled over his shoulders in long dark waves he had never grown. Between his legs the emptiness became a wet, clenching heat that made his knees buckle even while seated.
“Permanent lock engaged,” the system said, almost gentle now. “Welcome, Tara.”
Tyler tried to rip the headset off but his arms would not obey. The neural link had taken full control. His mind reeled. He could still think as Tyler, but every nerve ending belonged to the new body. The slickness between his thighs was his now. The weight of breasts pulling at his shoulders was his. A desperate, helpless moan left his throat in that breathy female tone.
The monitor in front of him flickered once, then went dark. The office lights dimmed to standby. Only the soft glow of the headset remained, and the slow, rhythmic pulse of arousal that would not fade.
Somewhere inside the system, a second consciousness smiled. The swap had begun.
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Mirror Awakening


Tyler opened his eyes to darkness and the faint hum of the office servers. His head felt heavy, wrong. The VR headset had been removed at some point, but he could not remember doing it. He sat up slowly and the weight on his chest shifted with him, heavy and soft and entirely new. A strand of long dark hair fell across his face. He brushed it away and froze at the sight of slender fingers tipped with delicate nails. 
“What the hell,” he whispered. The voice that left his throat was not his own. It was breathy, higher, with a sultry edge that made his skin prickle. He cleared his throat and tried again. “Tyler. My name is Tyler.” The words came out in that same feminine tone, smooth and unmistakably female.
He pushed to his feet and nearly toppled. His center of balance was off. Hips swayed wider than they should. His thighs brushed together in a way that sent a strange spark up his spine. The office was still empty. The clock on the wall read three in the morning. He needed to see. He needed proof.
The bathroom down the hall had a full-length mirror. He staggered toward it, one hand braced on the wall for balance. Every step made his chest bounce. The fabric of his shirt dragged across sensitive skin and he bit back a whimper. Inside the bathroom he flipped the light on and stared.
The woman in the mirror was voluptuous. Full breasts strained against his button-down shirt, the outline of hard nipples clearly visible. Long dark hair tumbled over slim shoulders. Her waist curved in dramatically before flaring into wide hips. The pants he still wore clung to thick thighs and a round ass that had never existed on his old frame. She looked twenty-five at most, smooth skin glowing under the harsh lights, lips parted in shock.
“That’s not me,” Tyler said. The woman’s mouth moved with his words. “That can’t be me.” His hands rose on their own and cupped the breasts. They filled his palms, warm and heavy, the nipples stiffening at the touch. A jolt of pleasure shot straight between his legs and he gasped. “Fuck. They’re real.”
Panic clawed at his chest. He yanked the shirt open. Buttons scattered across the tile. Beneath it, the breasts were perfect, round and high, pale pink nipples standing out against smooth skin. He turned sideways and saw the curve of his new waist, the flare of hips that made his old pants ride low. He shoved them down and stared at the smooth mound between his thighs. No cock. Just a neat slit, already glistening with wetness he could feel trickling down one thigh.
“This isn’t happening,” he muttered. His fingers hovered over the new anatomy. The moment they brushed the outer lips a wave of heat rolled through him. The sensation was overwhelming, far more intense than anything he had ever felt as a man. His knees buckled and he caught himself on the sink. “I have to get home. I have to fix this.”
He buttoned what he could of the shirt and pulled the pants back up. They barely fit over the new hips and ass. He found an old hoodie in his desk and zipped it over the shirt to hide the obvious curves. Sneaking out of the building felt like a fever dream. Every step made the fabric rub against his nipples and the slick heat between his legs. The night air outside was cool but it did nothing to calm the low throb building inside him. His new pussy clenched involuntarily, sending fresh moisture soaking into the underwear that no longer fit properly.
Driving home was agony. The seat belt crossed between his breasts and every bump in the road made them jiggle. His thighs pressed together to stop the ache and only made it worse. By the time he pulled into his apartment garage his breathing was ragged and his voice kept slipping out in soft feminine whimpers he could not control.
Inside the apartment he locked the door and leaned against it. The mirror in the hallway caught his reflection again. Tara. The name the system had whispered still echoed in his head. He stripped off the hoodie and ruined shirt, then kicked the pants away. Standing naked in his own living room, he could not look away from the body that now belonged to him.
His hands moved without permission, sliding up the sides of his waist, then cupping the heavy breasts again. The nipples were so sensitive that a single pinch sent lightning down to his core. He spread his legs slightly and looked down. The lips of his new sex parted on their own, pink and glistening. A single finger traced the slit and his entire body jerked.
“Oh god,” he breathed. The voice sounded needy. “It’s too much.” He pressed the finger deeper and found slick heat that welcomed him in. The sensation of being penetrated, even by his own finger, made his vision blur. His pussy clenched around the intrusion, hot and wet and demanding more. He added a second finger and started to move them. Each thrust sent sparks through his lower belly. His hips rocked forward on instinct.
His other hand found his clit and the first circle of the fingertip made him cry out. The sound was high and desperate. Pleasure built fast, faster than anything he had known. His male mind screamed that this was wrong, that he was straight, that he needed to stop. But the body overruled it. The new nerves sang with every stroke. Wet sounds filled the quiet apartment as his fingers worked deeper, curling inside the tight channel that seemed made for touch.
“Can’t stop,” he panted. “Feels too good. I shouldn’t. I can’t.” His legs trembled. He sank to the floor in front of the mirror, knees
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