
        
            
                
            
        

    



	Erased by Her Hands No Force 

	She Ordered His Sex Changed and Sold

	 

	A Novel by J.E. Cullen

	 

	 

	[image: Image] 

	DragonFly Publishing

	 

	DragonFly Publishing is an independent press committed to bringing fresh voices and original stories to readers everywhere. We believe in the power of storytelling to inspire, entertain, and transform the imagination. Our mission is simple: to publish high-quality books that connect with readers across genres and generations.

	The dragonfly, a symbol of creativity and change, reflects our vision — agile, curious, and always moving forward. At DragonFly Publishing, every book is more than words on a page; it is a journey crafted with care, designed to leave a lasting impression. 


Copyright © [2025] by J.E. Cullen

	All rights reserved.

	No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means—electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise—without the prior written permission of the author, except for brief quotations used in reviews or scholarly works.

	This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, organizations, places, events, and incidents are either the product of the author’s imagination or used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental.

	This book contains mature themes, adult language, and explicit content intended for readers aged 18 and older. Reader discretion is advised.

	The author asserts all moral rights to this work.

	All characters, storylines, settings, and dialogue are the intellectual property of the author and protected under international copyright law.

	Cover design and interior formatting by J.E. CULLEN

	First Edition: August, 2025

	ISBN: 979-8-9997553-1-5

	 


Author Bio:

	J.E. Cullen

	 

	J.E. Cullen is the pen name of a retired male author whose work delves into the quiet disintegration of identity under the weight of psychological control, feminine supremacy, and engineered transformation. With a PhD in psychology and multiple advanced degrees in computer engineering, Cullen fuses clinical insight with literary precision to construct immersive, unsettling narratives that reveal how obedience is not always demanded—sometimes, it is welcomed.

	 

	His fiction is a meditation on consent, autonomy, and the mechanisms by which power shifts without force. Cullen’s novels—Immaculate Conception and Celestial Obedience — They Will Not Ask Permission—explore speculative futures where gender is rewritten, desire is reprogrammed, and resistance quietly ceases to exist. Through meticulously constructed worlds and emotionally resonant characters, he reveals how systems of control evolve not through violence, but through seduction, suggestion, and surrender.

	 

	Cullen does not write of revolutions. He writes of erasures—of the slow, deliberate unraveling of masculine certainty, the reshaping of self beneath a feminine gaze, and the gentle, irreversible slipping away of the word no.

	 

	Cullen’s work is not about rebellion. It is about the quiet dismantling of resistance, the rewiring of desire, and the dissolution of will—one smile, one directive, one transformation at a time.

	 

	Cullen writes not to shock, but to illuminate. His stories ask: If your submission was never demanded, only nurtured—was it ever truly yours to withhold? 
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Prelude - No Force

	 

	Erased by Her Hands – No Force

	He saw her once—across a quiet room filled with whispered wealth and curated distance.
No names. No introductions. No accidents.
She stood alone, unapproachable, framed by shadow and silk, her presence so deliberate it felt like a signature.

	Three days later, she appeared inside his home.

	He hadn’t given her his address. He hadn’t invited her.
But the access system accepted her like it had always known her.
She moved through the estate as if it were hers.
And from that moment on, it was.

	He didn’t resist.
He called it fate.

	That was the genius of it.

	She never asked for power.
She simply took it—in pieces, in gestures, in silences.
She praised his softness, softened his routine, replaced control with comfort.
He thought he was falling in love.
He was falling into compliance.

	Everything had been arranged in advance.

	The hormones masked as vitamins.
The speech tapes buried beneath ambient noise.
The implants ordered before he’d even worn a dress.
The sale negotiated before he’d learned his new name.

	He was not her husband.
He was her project.

	And when the time came, she sold him—not out of malice, but with the calm efficiency of a woman who knew the value of precision.
No arguments. No signature.
Just a quiet exit, a private jet, a final delivery.

	He thought she had seen his soul.
She had seen his price.

	 

	 

	 


Chapter 1 - The Recluse

	 

	[Jim Vale existed behind a fortress of glass and absolute silence. Perched atop the Pacific cliffs like a sealed observation bunker, his estate was all reinforced concrete and panoramic windows welded shut, its perimeter humming with motion sensors that reacted faster to a scuttling lizard than a human voice. It wasn’t built to keep intruders at bay—it was built so no one would ever dream of entering.

	Inside, he ghosted through a vacuum of stillness. His bare feet whispered across imported limestone floors, each tile pressure-graded to cradle his soles. Every morning, for 1,104 days straight, he traced the same corridor, passing no other soul, accompanied only by the distant roar of waves crashing into rock and the mechanical heartbeat of the air-filtration systems. The horizon beyond his windows blurred into nothing; he ceased to see a view, only an indifferent backdrop.

	His fortune was neither flashy nor inherited—it was codified. A former quant, Jim had traded the glass towers of Midtown for a sunlit sanctum on the edge of the sea, hacking markets with algorithms that sliced through volatility like scalpels. Profits bled into his accounts in quiet, inexorable currents—no fanfare, no ego, no losses worth mentioning.

	Jim himself stood five feet tall, a slender figure with a distinctly feminine build. Long limbs endowed him with a liquid grace, yet his narrow shoulders and soft jaw betrayed an almost otherworldly fragility. Most days, he swam laps alone in the rear-terrace pool, his lean form cutting through water by ritual, not vanity.

	He swam without music. Without lights. The water, chilled to an exact temperature, accepted his body in silence and pulled it forward. Each stroke was the same length. Each breath timed against the far wall. The glass sides of the pool distorted the ocean beyond it—one fluid frame inside another. His reflection, when glimpsed mid-turn, appeared not like a man, but like a displacement of light.

	He never looked twice.

	Time for him was counted in currency pairs and closing positions. The market wasn’t a battlefield but a relentless equation to be solved again and again until entropy claimed victory. His only interruptions were the autonomous systems he’d coded: lighting that shifted with his neural-mood readouts, meal protocols tuned to metabolic imperceptibility’s, motorized blinds that tracked UV drift.

	A single live-in attendant named Carson ensured the house remained immaculate. Silent as a shadow, Carson moved through rooms with surgical precision—laundry folded into invisible stacks, surfaces sterile, meals assembled like laboratory specimens. Jim never spoke to him; Carson was less a person than an extension of the architecture, confined to a discreet lower-level suite yet ever-present, never interrogated.

	Occasionally, Jim caught a glimpse of Carson in motion—descending a stairwell, adjusting a placement of linens, clearing a plate that had been set down precisely fifteen minutes earlier. He never interrupted. He did not nod. Their proximity remained spatial, not social. Carson knew where to be and when. Jim neither encouraged nor discouraged his presence. The house responded, and Carson simply… moved.

	Evenings bled into muted gloom. Jim sipped from a stemless glass perpetually balanced between half-full and half-empty, eyes flicking over synthetic volatility charts rendered in alien scripts. Voices intruded only when necessary—clipped analyst reports, ceaseless data feeds—and he muted laughter like a contagion.

	Dinner was a quiet punctuation, never announced. The meal—precisely 610 calories, calibrated to balance satiety and metabolic flexibility—appeared on the kitchen island at the same time each evening. Tonight, it was grilled white fish, black rice, and three slices of peeled cucumber arranged in a mirrored line. He ate in silence while reviewing the Tokyo futures market through a vertical screen angled at thirty degrees. The food tasted of nothing. That was preferable.

	The house itself was antiseptic perfection: clean lines, engineered hush, every surface gleaming with reflected light yet radiating no warmth. He floated from bedroom to trading desk to glass-walled gym without so much as touching a doorknob. A domestic AI tracked his every pattern, alerting him only to anomalies it never questioned.

	He reveled in the unbroken flow of function. Nothing distracted. Nothing interfered.

	On rare nights he stepped beyond his glass shell—for an exclusive dinner, a private gallery showing—but he was always invisible. His face, calm and unreadable, vanished behind mirrored reflections. Guests remembered the view, the quiet rigor of his surroundings—but the man himself remained a ghost.

	 

	 


Chapter 2 - The Encounter

	 

	The invitation had arrived in a sealed envelope—heavy cardstock, hand-addressed, no return label. There were no logos, no sponsors, only a date, a time, and the words: “Private Salon – Observation Only.” He hadn’t planned to attend. He rarely did.

	But something in the paper’s texture—too matte, too deliberate—stilled his hand above the waste bin. It was the kind of event that didn’t exist online. That wasn’t archived or whispered about afterward. It was meant to vanish after it happened.
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