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​You are chosen!
"Perfection Has a Price"
A dystopian thriller

A dystopian fetish story about full submission,
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​Chapter 1: The Beginning of Perfection
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The Birth of a Vision

He was never given a name worthy of remembering. To those who whispered of him in the highest circles of power, he was only "Him."

Fifty years ago, he was a boy trapped in a decaying home—a place where love had rotted away, leaving only the cold grip of control. His father, a ruthless military man, believed in breaking boys into men. Every two weeks, like a ritual, the child was dragged to a barbershop. The clippers would buzz, the hair would fall, and his father would nod in approval, whispering the same words:

"Discipline. Order. No room for weakness."

But the hair always grew back. The rebellion, the imperfection, the defiance—it always returned.

His mother, lost in her drug haze, never stopped the abuse. The bruises, the nights spent locked in a basement with only his thoughts. The silence.

Silence became his weapon. Control became his salvation.

As he grew, he learned that power was not in the hands of the loud, but in the minds of the patient. With a dead family behind him and nothing but intelligence and cold rage in his veins, he manipulated markets, rising to power through crypto, high-frequency stock trading, and silent acquisitions of real estate across the world.

But money was never the goal.

Perfection was.

And so, the Society was born.

A world where chaos was eradicated. Where every man was sculpted into an exact, identical being. No room for defiance, no rebellion, no imperfection.

Only perfection.

Only him.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​Chapter 2: The Invitation
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Greg Anderson Receives The Message

Greg Anderson had a perfect life on the surface—29 years old, a successful financial consultant, and the kind of thick, full head of hair, his hair his pride. Perfectly styled every morning. He took time to style his well maintained side part, every morning before he would walk out the door to the office. An appointment at a stylish salon every two weeks, making him look so dapper. He had that perfect thick hair, that made men envy him.

That was why he was chosen, success, perfection and that eager personality.

When the message arrived on his phone, it was 1:07 AM. He had just finished scrolling mindlessly through his feed when his screen flickered and the notification appeared:

"You are chosen."

A QR code. No sender. No explanation.

His stomach twisted. He sat up in bed, the glow of the screen reflecting in his green eyes.

Chosen? By who?

He tapped the message, but it provided no additional information. The QR code expanded, and beneath it, an address:

NW7 Street, Café The Donut.

His hands felt suddenly damp.

The Donut Café

Greg walked into the café at precisely 3:00 PM the next day.

It was... not what he expected.

Warm lighting. The faint smell of cinnamon and coffee in the air. Only four other people inside—all quietly sipping their drinks, absorbed in their own world.

Then, the moment of unease—

"Welcome, Mr. Anderson."

Greg’s spine stiffened.

A man in a black suit, white shirt, and black tie sat in the corner, waiting for him.

How did he know his name?

Something in the recruiter’s face was too perfect. His features were sharp, symmetrical, disturbingly clean. His hair was hidden beneath a hat, but his presence was absolute.

Greg hesitated, then approached. Something told him this was the point of no return.

The 27-Minute Interview

"Please, sit down."

The recruiter’s voice was smooth, deceptively calm.

The first few questions were casual—where he worked, what he enjoyed in life, whether he believed in self-discipline.

Then, the shift:

"How do you define control?"

"Would you trade freedom for perfection?"

"If you could be reborn into a better version of yourself, would you take the opportunity?"

Greg laughed nervously, but the recruiter never broke eye contact.

Then came the final question:

"Do you want to belong to something greater than yourself?"

The recruiter glanced at his watch. 27 minutes had passed.

Greg felt an inexplicable sense of urgency, dread, and curiosity.

A sleek black tablet was placed in front of him. The screen was empty, except for his name and a question:

"Do you accept?"

Greg stared. His mouth went dry.

Five minutes.

That was all he had.
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​Chapter 3: The Decision & The Limousine
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Greg’s mind raced.

He knew nothing about this.

He knew nothing about them.

And yet, he felt as if his entire life had led to this moment.

The recruiter said nothing. He only waited. Calm, expectant, patient.

The seconds ticked by.

Greg’s hands hovered over the screen. His heartbeat thundered in his ears.

Four minutes left.

The café around him felt like a dream now—as if he had already left reality behind.

Three minutes.

His instincts screamed at him to walk away—but the unknown was intoxicating.

Two minutes.

The recruiter didn’t pressure him. That was the worst part. The silence was the pressure.

One minute.

Greg took a breath. His finger hovered over the screen.

Then—he touched it.

The moment his fingerprint registered, something pricked his skin. A sharp, tiny sting—so fast he barely noticed.

The recruiter smiled.

"Congratulations, Mr. Anderson. Welcome."

Greg blinked. His vision felt slightly distorted, as if the world had just shifted on its axis.

"Please follow me."

Greg rose to his feet. His legs felt heavy, as if something had just permanently changed inside him.

The café felt smaller now—as if it had been shrinking around him this whole time.

He followed the recruiter to the door.

Outside, the black limousine was already waiting.

The driver opened the door. The dark leather interior stretched before him—sleek, endless, inviting.

Greg hesitated for only a second.

Then, he stepped inside.

The door closed behind him with a soft, final click.
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​Chapter 4: The 26th Floor
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The limousine’s silent ride stretched into an eternity. Greg stared out the tinted window, watching the city blur and shift around him.

He realized, suddenly, that he had no idea where they were going.

There were no street signs. No landmarks.

Only the endless road ahead.

His phone, which he had checked instinctively, had no signal. No GPS. No way to know if he was even still in the same city.

Something about that sent a quiet shiver down his spine.

Then, finally—the car slowed.

Greg turned his head just as the limousine pulled up to the building.

A massive structure of glass and steel.

No logo. No name. No numbers.

It simply stood, blank and featureless, yet somehow all-consuming.

The door beside him opened.

"We’ve arrived, Mr. Anderson."

The recruiter’s voice was smooth, professional. Too professional.

Greg hesitated.

His heartbeat quickened as he stepped out.

The air was too still. Too silent. The streets around the building were empty, as if this place existed outside of reality.

The moment he walked toward the polished glass doors, they slid open soundlessly.

He stepped inside.

And the world changed forever.

The Reception Hall

The first thing Greg noticed was the sterility of the air.

It smelled like... nothing.

No faint traces of perfume, no warmth of coffee or human scent. Just a perfect, clinical emptiness.

The second thing he noticed was how quiet it was.

No footsteps. No conversations. Just the faint, distant hum of unseen machinery.

And then, before he could process anything further—

"Welcome, Mr. Anderson."

Greg froze.

A woman in an immaculate white suit stood behind a white marble desk, her expression unreadable, her presence absolute.

She knew his name.

Just like the recruiter.

Greg opened his mouth to respond, but she was already motioning toward the elevator.

"Please proceed to the 26th floor."

His breath caught.

"The elevator is labeled ‘T.’"

T.

Greg turned his head.

At the end of the long, glass-walled corridor, a single elevator stood waiting.

Unlike the others—sleek and labeled with traditional numbers—this one bore only a single, black letter T.

T for Transformation.

Something inside Greg tightened.

Still, he walked forward.

The Elevator to Nowhere

The moment Greg stepped inside, the doors slid shut behind him.

Sealed.

Trapping him.

The soft glow of the interior reflected his face back at him. This was the last time he would see himself this way.

He just didn’t know it yet.

The elevator descended first.

Greg felt his stomach dip.

Then, with an almost imperceptible shift, the elevator changed direction.

And he was rising.

The numbers did not appear.

Only the silent motion upward.

Up.

Up.

Until—

A soft chime.

The doors slid open.

And Greg Anderson stepped into his new existence.

The Transformation Floor

The room was blinding white.

Greg instinctively squinted, his vision struggling to adjust.

His shoes made no sound on the pristine floor.

Everything was silent.

The assistant stood waiting for him—a man, this time. Tall, perfectly dressed, his black suit and white shirt pressed to absolute flawlessness.

Greg’s mind barely processed the details. He was still trying to understand where he was.

The walls were seamless. There were no windows, no clocks, no doors visible beyond the elevator behind him.

Just sterile, endless white.

"Mr. Anderson, follow me."

The assistant’s voice was smooth, calculated.

Greg followed, unable to do anything else.

The Final Walk as Greg Anderson

Greg’s pulse quickened as they moved through the corridor.

Something felt wrong.

The hallways were too perfect, too controlled.

They passed several closed doors, each one completely unmarked.

Greg swore he heard something faint—a soft buzzing, a mechanical hum from behind one of the doors.

The assistant said nothing.

Neither did Greg.

Then—they reached it.

A single white door, different from the rest.

For the first time, Greg noticed writing above it.

Two words.

"Aesthetic Optimization."

His breath caught.

The assistant pressed his palm to the wall beside the door.

A click.

The door opened soundlessly.

And Greg stepped inside.

The Room Where Men Become Perfect

At first, Greg’s mind couldn’t process what he was seeing.

The room was massive, filled with technological precision.

A single reclining chair stood in the center—sleek, almost surgical in design.

Greg felt the first real twinge of fear.

On the far wall, a large screen flickered to life.

A document appeared.

His name at the top.

Greg Anderson.

Followed by a single blinking cursor.

Then—before Greg’s very eyes—

The letters began to delete themselves.

One.

By.

One.

Greg felt his stomach drop.

His name was being erased.

And in its place—

A new name appeared.

A name he had never seen before.

His new identity.

His new existence.

Greg’s lips parted, but no sound came out.

He turned to the assistant, his pulse pounding in his ears.

"I don’t understand."

The assistant’s expression did not change.

"There is nothing to understand, Mr. Anderson."

A pause.

Then—

"Please take a seat."

Greg’s eyes flicked to the reclining chair.

And in that moment—

He realized.

Something irreversible was about to happen.
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The Mind That Knows Before the Body Does

Greg Anderson had always trusted his instincts.

That gut feeling—the unexplainable sensation of something being off—had saved him more than once.

And now, it was screaming at him.

His body was still, moving as it was supposed to, following the assistant, keeping his posture composed. But inside, something was unraveling.

A feeling too large to name, too vague to articulate.

Something big was about to happen.

Something bigger than him.

His breath came slower now, not because he willed it, but because his body had started to prepare.

For what?

He didn’t know.

That was the worst part.

It wasn’t fear. Not in the way a man feared a sudden explosion or a gun pointed at his chest.

It was a fear that settled deep, one that felt like it had always been there, just waiting for the right moment to rise.

His stomach coiled tighter with every step.

The Silent Horror of Realization

The white walls. The hum of machines behind unseen doors. The perfectly sterilized air, too pure to be natural.

Greg walked without resistance, but his mind was clawing at an invisible barrier.

Something was off.

Something was terribly, terribly off.

His rational mind tried to reason with him.

"You signed up for this."
"You had a choice."
"You can still walk away."
But then—why weren’t his feet stopping?

His throat tightened, but he didn’t say a word.

Not a single protest.

Not a single sound.

His voice had been taken before he even realized it.

Or had he given it up himself?

His pulse drummed in his ears as they reached the final door.

The words AESTHETIC OPTIMIZATION stood above it, and for a moment, it was like looking at a tombstone.

The assistant placed his hand against the smooth wall beside it.

The lock clicked.

The door opened.

Greg didn’t move.

For the first time, he hesitated.

That was when he felt it—

Something unseen, something untouchable—but something undeniable.

A force.

Not a physical one, not a hand pushing him forward.

Something deeper. Something primal.

It wasn’t the assistant. It wasn’t the recruiter.

It was the place itself.

It was the process waiting inside that room.

Greg’s body knew before his mind could process it.

The way a man knows the moment before a car crash happens.

The way an animal freezes before the predator strikes.

And yet—

He stepped inside.

Because there was no other option.

There had never been another option.

The Room of the Unknown

Inside, the light felt wrong.

Too bright. Too clean.

There were no corners, no imperfections.

Greg’s gaze snapped to the reclining chair in the center of the room.

At first glance, it looked almost ordinary—a hybrid between a lounge chair and something you’d find in a high-end medical spa.

But it wasn’t.

Everything in him recoiled.

His mind tried to tell him it
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