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A Chicken Comes Home to Roost




My arrest took place at work. I was a waiter at an upscale restaurant in the west end. One that employed actual humans rather than biosynthetic androids or mechanical serving bots. Four cops walked in as I was taking the order of a couple with two small children. They scanned the room, spotted me, and ambled over.

“Steve Anderson?”

“Yes?”

“You're under arrest.”

No reason was given for my detention. I wasn't stupid enough to ask for one. A cop took the order tablet I was holding and placed it on the tabletop in front of one of the kids. My hands were pulled behind my back and cuffed. I was frog-marched outside as coworkers and patrons gawked.

I spent the next three days in a holding cell with prisoners whose alleged offences ranged from jaywalking to homicide. The number of men in the cell fluctuated from as few as fifteen to as many as thirty. A floor to ceiling see-through barrier separated us from the guards. The other three walls were bare concrete. The only furnishings were four or five metal benches fastened to the walls and a single lidless toilet.

Our keepers paid little attention to what happened on our side of the transparent wall. One of the inmates told me the barrier was soundproofed so the cops didn't have to listen to “screamers”.  We had a screamer the first day I was there, a man with long ratty hair who kept howling about demons and hellfire.  A big guy covered with tattoos beat him unconscious.  One or two of the cops glanced into the cell as the afternoon wore on, but they did nothing until suppertime, when they dragged his inert body away. We didn't see that guy again. I have no idea if he was dead or alive.

The food we were served would not have passed the minimum quality standards for prisoners of war. With modern autochefs it would literally have cost no more to assemble cordon bleu meals from raw elements like carbon than to make the tasteless sludge we were served.  The bad food seemed to be deliberately intended to add to our misery, even though no one in the cell had yet been convicted of anything.

There was no communication with the outside.  All phones and other personal devices were  seized when we were processed on arrival. The days of a free phone call following arrest were long gone.

The cell was cold, especially at night.  It smelled of piss and unclean bodies. The concrete floor had disturbing stains on it. The unpadded benches were commandeered by the largest and most violent prisoners. I slept—or more accurately half slept—in a crouch against one wall.

The boredom was numbing. But much worse was the constant dread of knowing that if you so much as looked at someone the wrong way it could cost you your life.

When I finally learned the reason for my arrest, I was stunned. I'd been charged with drug trafficking.

On the third day I was taken before a judge. My trial was brief.

The judge appeared to be in her mid-twenties, though with the advances in aging reversal of the last decade she could have been seventy.  She had a wide face, light brown skin, and long black hair tied in a bun.  Women were a relatively rare sight these days. The Crimson Death eight years ago had drastically culled the Earth's population, and had been especially lethal to females.

“Stephen Anderson, you have been charged with selling a prohibited substance and transporting it across state lines.  Specifically, you are charged with selling 200 grams of marijuana to”—the judge glanced at a console—“Timothy Jackson and with transporting said narcotic across state lines on or about September 23, 2034. How do you plead?”

I was shocked. I had never sold drugs to Tim Jackson. Or anyone else.  Tim had been a high school friend who had moved to a neighboring state to attend university. Pot had still been illegal in his new state, so I'd bought him a couple hundred grams with money he'd sent for this purpose and brought it to him when I'd gone to visit. I was a year younger than Tim, and had been in my senior year of high school.

I didn't have a lawyer. The legal profession had been largely eradicated after the military takeover at the height of the Crimson Death. The head of the new Triumvirate had been almost bankrupted by a multi-year divorce battle when he'd been younger, and after taking power had drastically shrunk and simplified the legal system. This had—along with extreme get-tough-on-crime policies—greatly boosted the popularity of the new regime.  Representing persons accused of crimes was no longer among the few services lawyers were allowed to offer. This hadn't made the justice system noticeably fairer.  But it was a hell of a lot faster.

The purchase I'd made for Tim had been a one time thing. I'd lost touch with him in the months that followed as he made new friends at university.

How the fuck did they even know about that?

As if reading my mind, the judge said:

“Mr Jackson confessed to buying the weed from you a few days ago.  He has confessed to a great many things since we arrested him for sedition.”

Tim had always been drawn to fringe politics.  I'd been somewhat glad that I'd lost touch with him when the new military government started purging suspected dissidents.  His dangerous politics had obviously caught up with him. I suspected that after being arrested he had been coerced into confessing to every wrong he had ever committed in his entire life, no matter how trivial.  And divulging every wrong he knew of that anyone else had ever committed.  I shuddered to think what they had done to him to extract these confessions.

“Your Honor, I didn't sell Tim Jackson any marijuana. I bought it for him as a favor.”

I realized immediately that I had just made a huge mistake.  I had gotten little sleep the last three nights, and my brain wasn't exactly firing on all cylinders.

“So you admit to buying marijuana for Mr Jackson, who at the time resided in a state where marijuana was still illegal. Do you deny transporting it across state lines?”

I swallowed nervously, unsure what to say.

“I shall take your silence as a no.  I hereby find you guilty of purchasing and transporting a prohibited substance across state lines. I sentence you to twenty years imprisonment.”

She banged her gavel.

“Uh, hey, wait, this isn't fair—“ Marijuana had been legalized across the country years ago, so how could I be convicted of something that wasn't even a crime anymore?  I was dimly aware that I sounded a little like the crazy guy who'd been in the common cell the day I'd arrived, but I couldn't help it.

“Would you like me to add another five years for contempt of court?”

“No, Your Honor.”

“Then shut up and get out of my courtroom.  I have nine more cases to hear before lunchtime, and I'll be damned if I'm going to miss my lunch.”

I fell silent.

Two big bailiffs took me by the upper arms and escorted me out of the small courtroom.


The Special Rehabilitation Program




I spent three more days in jail.  I was moved to a smaller cell shared with two other prisoners.  A gang member with tattoos on his face and a truck thief who was a full head taller than me.  There were only two bunks.  I slept on a blanket on the floor.

Shortly after breakfast on the third day, two guards fetched me.  I didn't ask where I was being taken.  Some of the guards had short fuses.

I was brought to an office the size of a walk-in closet. My handcuffs were removed, and I was invited to take a seat across a desk from a pretty young woman who introduced herself as Veronica.

Veronica was, I learned, my “case manager”.  She didn't look old enough to have graduated from university.  I guessed she was older than she appeared, and had undergone rejuvenation treatment.  As a member of the prison's administrative staff, she would be among the minority able to afford it.  She had long, fiery red hair, big blue eyes, and a voluptuous body that took some willpower not to stare at.  More likely than not she had made some modifications to her appearance at the same time she got rejuvenated. Most people who could afford nanotech rejuvenation also opted to have their bodies and faces permanently modified at the same time to make themselves as attractive as possible.

Veronica didn't waste time on small talk.

“I'm authorized to offer you a sentence reduction deal, Stephen.  One that will drastically reduce the time you spend as a ward of the state. If you're interested.”

“I'm listening.”

I wondered if the “deal” Veronica was about to offer was what I suspected it was going to be.  Two years ago, the government had implemented the Special Rehabilitation Program. People convicted of non-capital offences were offered a controversial alternative to prison.  One could have one's sentence waived by performing three months of what was euphemistically called “community service”. Essentially three months of sexual servitude to “repay one's debt to society”.

Male convicts had to agree to allow themselves to be transformed into women in order to participate. And to remain women afterward.  Advances in nanotechnology had made it possible to transform a person's gender right down to the DNA. The same technology could just as easily be used to swap that same person back to their previous sex. But it was illegal to offer female-to-male transitioning to anyone who participated in the Special Rehabilitation Program. Men outnumbered women four to one, and the government wanted to boost the female population.

About 96% of the inmates in the Special Rehabilitation Program were originally male. As a result, it had become colloquially known as Dicks to Chicks.

Participants older than thirty were rejuvenated to have the physical appearance of a twenty-one year old. Any physical deficiencies or flaws were corrected. And unless a participant was already exceptionally good-looking, her figure and face were altered to make her all but irresistible.

Her body was fortified to withstand far more use and abuse than an ordinary person could take. And endowed with built-in cellular self-repair capabilities that enabled her to quickly heal from most injuries. There were few restrictions on what customers could do to the girls being “rehabilitated”.

She was modified to be free of periods. Not for her comfort, but so that she would not have to take several days off each month while menstruating. She was temporarily sterilized so that she would not get pregnant while in the program. Sexually transmitted infections were not a concern, these having all been eradicated.

Lastly, unless a participant already had an extraordinarily high libido, her sex drive was boosted to a ravenous level. And unless she happened to already be pansexual, her brain was tweaked to broaden her sexual appetites. Most clients who used girls from Dicks to Chicks were thirsty males, but participants could be called upon to serve individuals of any gender or body type.

Most participants' ninety day contracts were auctioned to the highest bidder. If a newly-transitioned participant was lucky, her services would be purchased by an individual or a couple. But her contract could also be bought by a group, a club, or a private brothel. About a third of the girls were randomly picked to serve in “public recreation facilities”, where any member of the public could rent her by the hour or the night.

Participants could decline a customer, and could at any time refuse to continue serving a customer.  But unless the customer was doing something illegal, such refusal resulted in automatic expulsion from the program, and the inmate had to finish her original sentence in prison.

Dicks to Chicks had broad public support.  The “community service” component was especially popular with the innumerable males who were unwillingly celibate as a result of the Crimson Death.  Thanks to corporate patents, lifelike sex androids and the neurojacks that would allow one to immerse oneself in lifelike VR were beyond the means of much of the population, leaving many men perpetually thirsty and frustrated.  A surprising number of women supported the plan too. Women were incessantly gawked at, solicited, and harassed both in public and online.  And sexual assaults were a massive problem despite the death penalty having been mandated for rape.  The program was widely viewed as a way to reduce pressure on women by providing an outlet for all that pent-up male lust. And since only convicted criminals were used, few people had any ethical qualms.  Or if they did, they kept their opinions to themselves. Criticizing the Triumvirate was not conducive to good health.

Many of those who enrolled in the Special Rehabilitation Program, it was claimed, enjoyed it.  A sizeable number reportedly continued to perform sex work after their service term was up.  But not everyone liked it, even with their new ramped-up libidos and expanded desires.  Some participants backed out and elected to finish their sentences conventionally.  This was especially common among those who ended up in government or private brothels.

Since my conviction I had been pondering almost non-stop what to do if I was offered the option of participating. I did not want to spend the next twenty years rotting in prison.

I had often wondered what it would be like to be a girl. To experience sex as a woman.  I wasn't drawn to guys, but the idea of having a female body and making love to another woman was a huge turn-on. Some people who could afford to do so regularly switched back and forth between being male and being female.  If I'd had the financial means, I would have tried out being a girl years ago, and would likely have become one of those people. My curiosity—my desire to experience being female—would certainly be quenched if I enrolled in this program. But I didn't want to switch permanently. I enjoyed being a man and having a  cock. And if I went through with this, I would never be a man again.

If I participated, my body would be rejuvenated so that it was physically almost three decades younger. I had, like many people, been struggling for years to save up for aging-reversal treatment. My new body would not only be much younger but also far more robust and attractive than my existing one.

But the odds were extremely high that my contract would be purchased by a male or that I'd end up in a brothel. I had nothing against sex between males, but it wasn't something that personally appealed to me. I knew that my brain would be rewired as part of the transformation so that I would find heterosexual sex as a woman appealing. But the idea of having sex with guys made me uncomfortable, to say the least.

There was a remote chance that I could be chosen by a female or perhaps a lesbian couple.  Or a male who wanted to experience lesbian sex and had temporarily transformed himself into a female. And if my contract was bought by a guy, a male couple, or a group of male friends, or if I was picked to work in a brothel, I could always back out. I wouldn't be forced to have sex with anybody.  I'd be stuck spending twenty years in jail, and would never be allowed to transition back to being a man.  But I would at least be able to serve my sentence in a women's penitentiary instead of a more violent and dangerous men's prison.

In the end, I had reluctantly decided to participate in the program if offered the chance.

“You've probably heard of the Special Rehabilitation Program?” Veronica asked.

I nodded.

“If you participate, you only have to serve ninety days, instead of twenty years.  But you'll have to agree to be permanently turned into a woman.  Your body will be rejuvenated, fortified, and made extremely attractive.  But you'll have to perform three months of pretty intense public service. Is this something you're willing to consider?”

I swallowed nervously and nodded again.

Veronica went over the details of the program.

“So, would you like to enroll?” She smiled fetchingly.

“Yes.” My heart was pounding behind my breastbone.

“Awesome. I'll just need you to fill in this paperwork.” She handed me a tablet with a contract.

I took a deep breath and signed.

“Excellent.  Now I have some good news for you.”

I looked at Veronica quizzically.

“I already have someone who wants to purchase your contract.”

An image of some overweight, smelly, balding brute wanting nightly blowjobs for the next three months popped into my head.  I tried to push it away.

“A woman,” Veronica added.

I smiled for the first time since I'd been arrested.  This seemed too good to be true.  I tried not to get my hopes up.  I could still end up with a girl who was uglier than the truck thief sharing my cell.

Veronica seemed to read my mind.

“A very attractive woman.”

My relief must have been obvious.  It occurred to me to wonder how someone could have offered to buy my contract when no one outside this tiny room even knew I'd agreed to participate.

Veronica again intuited what I was thinking.

“Obviously we can't accept bids officially until the paperwork has been processed and your transition has been completed.  But don't worry.  I'm going to make sure this one gets accepted.  The bidder is my cousin.”

Veronica smiled.

“As it happens, you already know her.  Quite well, in fact.”

Someone I knew had bought my contract? I was baffled.  I couldn't think of a single female who would be interested in having me as a lesbian sex slave for three months.

“Your owner for the next ninety days will be Daphne Miller.”

Veronica grinned as she watched my eyes widen.

Daphne Miller was my ex-wife.


From Average Guy to Gorgeous Girl




My conversion from male to female took place an hour after my meeting with Veronica.  I guess they didn't want to give me time to have second thoughts.

I was taken to a white room.  A man in a lab coat introduced himself as Dr. Ndiaye.  He looked even younger than Veronica.  Doctors and most other medical personnel could afford rejuvenation, and I knew he was older than he looked.

Unlike the guards and most of the other employees I'd encountered in this jail, Dr. Ndiaye was warm and welcoming.  He nodded to one of the guards escorting me, and the guard removed my shackles. The two guards stepped back, but remained in the room.

“As you know, Stephen, this process will convert your existing body to a female one.  Nanomachines smaller than your blood cells will travel through your veins and capillaries and insert themselves into every cell.  They'll take apart and reassemble those molecules that need to be modified, effecting all the changes needed to turn you into a highly attractive young woman. Some cells, such as those of your existing genitalia, will be completely disassembled, while in other places, such as your breasts, completely new cells will be assembled from raw atoms. You'll be altered right down to your DNA. You'll even have XX chromosomes instead of XY chromosomes. The whole process takes about six hours, but you'll be unconscious, so you won't feel a thing.  When you wake up, you'll have a brand-new body.”

Dr Ndiaye smiled.

“I hope you're a girl who likes to be the center of attention, cause from now on whenever you walk into a room every eye will be on you.”

It was the first time anyone had referred to me as a “girl”.  It felt weird.  I hadn't even been transformed yet.  But I knew I was going to have to get used to it.

I wondered for the umpteenth time if I was making the right decision.  I was about to cross the Rubicon.  There would be no turning back if I didn't stop this now.  I would never be a man again.

But the alternative was twenty very long years in prison.

“Let's do this,” I said.

Dr Ndiaye sensed my unease.

“Don't worry, the procedure is completely safe. I've overseen this process hundreds of times, and never had it go wrong yet.”

He smiled again.

“And many of the people who participate in this program love their new lives as women.”

I noticed his use of the word many rather than all.  At least he was honest.

“Ready?”

I reluctantly nodded.

“Lie down on this table, please.”

I got on the gurney.  I had just stepped across the Rubicon.

Dr. Ndiaye inserted an IV needle into the back of my hand, and everything slowly sank into blackness.

“How are you feeling, Stephanie?”

Stephanie? Who's Stephanie?

I struggled to focus. My mind was clouded in a black fog.

The events of the day suddenly rushed back.

I'm Stephanie.

Someone tugged the IV from the back of my hand.  I opened my eyes.  A female nurse was standing over me.

“Hi Stephanie. I'm Maria, your nurse. It's always a shock when a patient wakes up for the first time in her new body. Don't worry, the procedure went flawlessly.”

Maria, like Dr Ndiaye and Veronica, didn't look old enough to have finished university.  She had pale brown skin, dark hair that was pulled back in a long ponytail, and rich brown eyes.  And a lush, curvy body that her tight uniform showed off nicely.

I looked down.  My aging forty-seven year old body was gone.  In its place was the body of a gorgeous young woman of perhaps twenty.  I had smooth, creamy skin and huge round breasts.  I lifted myself onto my elbows.  My penis and scrotum had been replaced by a pretty cleft.  My bush was smaller, and had been lightened from a run-of-the-mill brown to pale blonde.  My hips were wider.  My ass felt fuller.  My arms and legs looked smooth and soft, but felt toned and fit.

“Like what you see?”

I nodded.  Though I had known to expect this, I could hardly believe it.  I was a woman now.  A beautiful young woman.

“Would you like a mirror?”

“Yes, please.”

Maria handed me a mirror, and I saw my new face for the first time.  It was stunning.  My eyes looked ever so slightly bigger, and were a more striking shade of blue than before.  My nose was thinner, and my cheekbones a little higher and wider.  I had long, lush lashes and full crimson lips that needed no makeup.  My hair was the same straw blonde as my bush, and now extended below my shoulders.

“Wow,” I whispered.

Maria had no doubt seen this reaction many times, but she still had a bemused expression.

“You look fantastic, Stephanie.”

I lifted myself to a sitting position.  I was fully awake now, and felt better than I had in decades.  More alert.  More energetic.  Even stronger.  I tentatively cupped one of my breasts.  It was soft yet firm.  Pleasure radiated unexpectedly from the touch of my own hand. My new nipples, which  were much larger than my old ones, stiffened and puckered.  I pulled my hand away, feeling self-conscious. Maria smiled.

The two guards were still standing on each side of the door, like a pair of stone gargoyles.  The same ones who had escorted me here. I wondered if they had been there the whole time. Maria handed me a short, low cut dress and a pair of pumps.  The canary prison uniform I'd been wearing earlier had disappeared. I could feel the thirsty eyes of the guards on my body as I awkwardly pulled the dress on and then struggled into the high-heeled shoes.  Although as government employees they received a decent salary, and both had ruggedly handsome features and fit, brawny bodies, they were no doubt starved for female attention, like most men in this post Crimson Death dystopia.  I was going to have to get used to being stared at.

I realized, to my surprise, that I rather liked the attention.

“You'll have to wear this collar for the next three months while you're performing your community service.” Maria held a wide pink collar in her hand.  A pink leash dangled from it.  I had seen women being led around in public on such leashes. It used to be shocking, but like most people I had ceased being surprised by the sight.

Maria gently fastened the collar around my throat.  The ends melted seamlessly together as a built-in nanotech component fastened it shut at the molecular level.  The collar felt soft, but I was pretty sure I wouldn't be able to pull it apart with my bare hands, or even with metal-cutting tools.

“We have to put the handcuffs back on, unfortunately. Until the guards take you to the lobby and hand you over to your new mistress.”

I dutifully held out my arms.  The taller of the two guards stepped forward and manacled my wrists together.  My new body was shorter.  My eyes had been level with his chin before, but now only came up to his collar bones. The guards led me toward the corridor.

“Good luck, Stephanie.”


Daphne and Amira




Daphne was waiting in the jailhouse lobby.

The last time I'd seen her had been three years ago.  She'd been forty-six, two years older than me.

She appeared to be in her early twenties now.  Since we'd parted ways she had obviously come into some money and gotten rejuvenation treatment.  She didn't appear to have undergone any enhancements aside from aging reversal.  She didn't need to.  She was a natural beauty. Her raven hair was longer, and contrasted with her pale, delicate-looking face.  Her green eyes were just as bewitching as the day I'd met her.  And even though I'd been intimate with her for years, it was hard to keep my eyes off her voluptuous figure.

Another woman was with her.  This woman was also highly attractive.  She was taller than Daphne, who was herself tall for a girl.  She had light brown skin, jet hair that was cut in a bob, dark, vivacious eyes, and curves that were even more generous than Daphne's. The two of them rose from their seats as the guards brought me over.

“Hello Stephen.  Sorry, I mean Stephanie.” Daphne grinned.

“You okay to take her from here, ladies?”

“Yes.”

The guards removed my handcuffs and handed my leash to Daphne.

Daphne had been a hair shorter than me before.  She towered over me now.  The top of my head was approximately level with her lips. It didn't even reach her taller companion's chin. Daphne seemed amused by the difference in our statures.

“You look amazing, Stephanie,” she said. “I always knew you'd look sexy as a girl.”

I had no idea how to respond to the weird compliment, and remained silent.

“I'd like you to meet my wife, Amira.  Amira, meet Stephanie, my ex-husband.”

Amira was unable to hide a smirk.  She put an arm possessively around Daphne's waist.

“Let's get out of here,” Daphne said.

Daphne and her new lover led me outside.

Losing Daphne three years ago had been the dumbest mistake of my life.

We'd been together eight years.  She had been the best thing that had ever happened to me. We'd met in a writers' group. I'd been writing a dark science fiction novel set on a remote space colony. She'd been writing an ultra-spicy historical romance set in the colonial era Caribbean. We'd hit it off instantly, and quickly become friends. Then, one night after a few drinks at a neighborhood pub, more than friends.

Daphne could have had her pick of men. She was not only beautiful, but bright, charming and loyal. She had never strayed during the near decade we'd been married.

How I wish I could say the same.

I'd had an impulsive, booze-fueled one-night stand with a female co-worker while Daphne was out of town.  Daphne had learned of it. And that had been the end of our relationship. Divorce was no longer the drawn out, pugilistic affair that it used to be.  Daphne had been able to terminate our marriage within forty-eight hours.

I had been alone since she left.  The competition for women who had survived the Crimson Death was fierce, and average guys like me had almost no hope of finding a partner. Even if that had not been the case, I didn't want to replace Daphne with someone else. I wanted Daphne back. But Daphne was not a forgiving girl.

I was not surprised to see that Daphne had paired up with another woman.  She was bisexual, but was generally more drawn to women than men.  She'd wanted to experiment with nanotech gender swapping when we'd been together.  More specifically, she'd wanted me to temporarily transition into female form so that we could try out lovemaking as a female couple.  Such experimentation was not uncommon among couples who could afford the technology.  I was more than willing, but we hadn't been able to afford it.  The government was willing to pay for permanent male-to-female transitions as part of its efforts to boost the female population, but temporary male-to-female transitions and female-to-male transitions had to be paid for out-of-pocket, and were beyond the means of most people.  Daphne had hinted that she'd like it if I transitioned permanently to female, but I hadn't wanted to switch genders irreversibly.

I was astounded that Daphne had chosen to buy my contract.  When we parted, she had made it clear that she never wanted to see me again.  Had she changed her mind, and decided she wanted me back? Perhaps as a member of a throuple with her new wife?  The idea was exciting, but about as likely as the Triumvirate deciding to restore elections.  Had she bought my contract as a mercy to spare me from being abused by creepy strangers for three months?  She could be extremely compassionate.  She was the sort of girl who'd pick up a wounded fledgling and try to nurse it back to health.  But this too did not strike me as probable.  Did she intend to punish me for my betrayal?  The thought was frightening. She had a mean streak, and was very vengeful when crossed. And she could hold a grudge forever.

Daphne and Amira gave no hint as to their intentions. They escorted me to a black sedan limo in a parking lot across from the police station. Like all cars these days, it was self-driving.  Amira waved me into the back seat, then got into the front with Daphne.  A transparent partition separated the front and rear sections.

As the limo pulled into the street, Daphne snuggled against Amira. Their lips melted together.  I turned my gaze to the window.

The sun had just dipped below the skyline, leaving rose and saffron tinted clouds over the darkening downtown towers and sinking the artificial canyons below into twilight. Even before the Crimson Death and the chaos that accompanied it had reduced the Earth's population by 70%, most work was being performed by AI, robots, and nanomachines. And almost all white collar work still done by humans was done from home, much of it in virtual reality. As a result many office towers, storefronts, and shops were abandoned, their doors and windows perfectly sealed with custom nanofabricated plates. Some office towers had been converted into cheap, crowded housing.

There were people on the streets, but not many. Among them were a few homeless. They tried to stay out of sight or to look like they had somewhere to go. Vagrancy got you five years.  A couple of drug dealers hovered at intersections, trying to attract customers without drawing unwanted attention to themselves.  A cleaning bot slid down one sidewalk, deferentially and deftly maneuvering around the occasional human in its way.

We stopped at a traffic light.  Three women were on the sidewalk next to our vehicle, leading a fourth woman with a pink leash around her neck.  The leashed woman was naked except for a pair of pink platform stilettos. Many things were illegal under the Triumvirate, but nudity and public sex were not among them. The leashholder accosted the first man they encountered and exchanged a few words with him.  The girl on the leash dropped to her knees and began giving the man head.  No money was exchanged, at least that I could see.  It appeared that the women had bought their prisoner's contract in order to humiliate her by making her service random men.

The light changed, and our car pulled into the intersection.

I continued to wonder apprehensively what my new owners planned to do with me.

Daphne and Amira took me to an opulent South Asian restaurant in an upscale neighborhood on the outskirts of the downtown core.  Like the restaurant where I worked—or rather used to work—it had human servers.

Amira ordered for everyone.  Samosas, veggie biryani, and chicken tandoori. I hadn't realized how hungry I was till the food was placed before me.  I hadn't eaten since breakfast.  The food tasted heavenly after the slop I'd been fed in jail the last few days.

Amira ordered a bottle of wine.  Then a second one.  I was offered some, and gladly accepted.  I felt myself relaxing as the alcohol took the edge off my nerves.

We drew a lot of subtle glances and some not-so-subtle stares.  I sensed people noticing the pink collar around my neck, but such collars were a common enough sight that no one was shocked by them.  Rather it was simply the sight of three highly attractive women that was drawing the attention. I had known that women were routinely gawked at in public, but had not realized how much until now. It was obvious that most of the men at the other tables wanted to fuck us. All three of us, including me. I realized that I used to look at women the same way they were now looking at me, though I had tried to be discreet about it. It felt odd being on the receiving end. Instead of finding it offensive, to my surprise I found it arousing.  I felt a warm, almost tingling sensation in the unfamiliar flesh between my legs. Neither Daphne nor Amira paid the thirsty males the slightest attention. I did my best to ignore them too.

Daphne filled me in on the broad details of her life over the last three years. She'd met Amira at an art reception a year ago. She'd moved in with her two months later. Amira's father, I would eventually learn, was a bitcoin billionaire. He had invested a couple hundred dollars in the then little-known crypto when it had traded for less than a penny per bitcoin.  He had set up trust funds for Amira and her sister which would allow them to live very comfortably as long as they lived. I knew Daphne well enough to know that money was not the reason she had picked Amira as her new partner.  She wasn't that kind of person.  Amira had probably sensed that Daphne didn't care about her wealth, and loved Daphne for loving her for who she was instead of what she had.

Daphne and I had both wanted better lives for ourselves, and had both taken on whatever work we could find rather than trying to subsist on the guaranteed basic income that kept much of the population alive. With money no longer a concern, Daphne had quit her soul-squashing day job and was now devoting herself full time to her writing. Her novels were starting to gain a following. She was now also able to indulge in passions like international travel, something we'd both dreamed of doing together but not been able to afford. She wasn't boastful, but she was clearly delighted with her new life.

I brought Daphne up-to-date about my own life. There wasn't much to say. Up until my arrest I'd still been working as a server at the same restaurant where I'd been working when we were together. My social life was a wasteland.  I'd published three novels, none of which had sold more than twenty copies. I spun things as positively as I could, but I could tell that Daphne at best pitied me and that Amira thought me a total loser.

It was obvious that Daphne and Amira were in love from the way they looked at each other, talked to each other, and touched each other.  I found myself hoping that they were going to use me as a sex slave. Even if all I could do was pleasure them with my fingers and mouth. I wanted to touch Daphne again. To taste her. To pretend that there was still something between us.

Amira paid the bill, and Daphne led me by my leash into the darkened street.

“This room will be yours while you're with us,” Amira said.

Amira and Daphne's condo was a four bedroom penthouse suite in a ritzy neighborhood near the downtown core. It was just a couple dozen blocks from the apartment in a converted office tower that Daphne and I used to share, but seemed like another world. My new bedroom, the smallest of the four, was half the size of our old apartment.

“Make yourself at home,” Amira continued. “I'll get you some more clothes tomorrow. Our bedroom is the one over here, next to yours. Just knock on the door if you need anything. Or ask James, the autobutler.  Just say James.  He's already coded to respond to your voice. Say hello to Stephanie, James.”

“Greetings, Stephanie,” a disembodied but human-sounding voice said. The autobutler did not have a physical body, but was an AI that could see and hear everything that happened in the condo, and who could control every device within its walls.

“Uh, hi James. Nice to meet you.”

“You must be tired after that ordeal in jail,” said Daphne. “We're tired too.  So I hope you don't mind if Amira and I call it a night.”

Amira leaned down and detached the leash from my collar. The collar remained in place. It would stay there till my ninety days were completed. Amira's big boobs brushed against mine. My nipples hardened. The warm tingling between my legs returned, stronger than in the restaurant.

“Goodnight, Stephanie.”

“See you tomorrow, Steph.”

Without waiting for a response, the pair retreated into their shared bedroom and closed the door.  I heard giggling.  Followed by an almost eerie quiet.

I explored my new living quarters.  A king-sized bed with a luxurious wine-colored quilt and matching pillows occupied the center of the room.  A massive screen covered most of one wall.  A mahogany desk with a computer and VR headset occupied one corner.  I didn't have the neural jack that would allow me to fully immerse myself in a VR game or movie.  Relatively few people did.  But I could watch movies, listen to music, read books, or play 3D virtual reality games. Beside the desk was an autochef, which could quickly assemble any meal, snack or beverage I desired from raw atoms. There was a spacious en suite bathroom with a mini hot tub big enough for three people.  And a private balcony with a stunning view of the downtown skyline.

I should have been elated.  I had won the figurative lottery.  Not only did I not have to have sex with people I found repulsive, but I would be spending my 90 days of community service in a luxury condo with almost every imaginable creature comfort at my fingertips.  Yet I felt deflated.  I would have given up every one of my room's luxuries to be in the adjoining room with Daphne.

I lay on the bed.  I could hear Daphne and Amira passionately making out in the next room. A command to the autobutler would have soundproofed their room to the point where anything short of a hand grenade would have been inaudible. They appeared to be deliberately taunting me with what I couldn't have.

I ran my hands over my new breasts. The feel of my taut nubs brushing my palms was exquisite.  I squeezed them, and almost sighed aloud from the unexpected delight this brought. I slipped my fingers beneath the hem of my little black dress.  I hadn't been given any undergarments, and my fingers brushed my short-cropped bush.  I moved further south, and gasped with pleasure as I  touched my clit.

I could hear new sounds from the next room. Daphne was going down on Amira. Slowly, as if it was her first time exploring her lover's body.

I ran my fingers lightly over my slit, then massaged my clit with slow, circular motions. I reveled in the new, unfamiliar sensations.  A delightful tension built inside me.  I forced myself not to rush. I wanted to enjoy my first orgasm as a girl.

The moans next door got louder and more passionate.  Though I couldn't see what they were doing, an image of Amira holding Daphne's head in place between her thighs and grinding herself against Daphne's face embedded itself in my imagination.  I felt myself getting wet.  I slid my fingers a little lower, and dipped one between my folds.  The sensation of my own finger penetrating me felt odd, but pleasant. I brought my hand back to my clit and resumed rubbing. I squeezed one of my boobs with my other hand and toyed with my nipple. I couldn't believe how good all this felt.

Amira groaned as she reached her zenith.  She was making no effort at all to be quiet.  I bit my lower lip, struggling not to let out any sound as I too slid over the brink and experienced my very first female orgasm.

Amira and Daphne switched places. I brought my fingers back to my cleft and continued exploring. As a man, after coming I just wanted to roll over and go to sleep. But instead of making me sated and drowsy, my first orgasm had revved up my libido even more. I stroked one of my nipples. I couldn't believe how sensitive they were. I wondered what it would feel like to have someone suck on one. And how it would feel to have someone sucking me lower down.

By the time Amira and Daphne were finished, I'd lost count of the number of times I'd come.


My First Day as a Pleasure Slave




I woke up the next morning feeling more refreshed than I had in years.  I had fallen into a deep sleep, and had slept through the entire night.  In recent years my sleep had started to become a bit erratic, but it seemed that this problem had disappeared with my new, younger body. 

The aroma of coffee filled the air as I stepped out of my room.

“Did you sleep well, Stephanie?” Daphne asked.

“I did. And you?”  I was having trouble getting used to being called Stephanie.  I had yet to fully come to grips with the fact that I was now a woman.

“I slept great, thanks.” Daphne wrapped her arms around Amira from behind.  Amira turned, and they kissed.

“We're going out for the day,” Amira said.  “We're leaving in a few minutes, as soon as we finish our coffee.  Make yourself at home.  The autochef can make you whatever you'd like to eat. And if you need anything else, just ask James.

“You probably already know that while doing your community service you're not allowed to leave the property of your master or mistress unless they accompany you, so you won't be able to go anywhere.  But you shouldn't lack for entertainment here.

“And of course while you're doing your community service you're not allowed to communicate with anyone without your master or mistress present. So you won't be able to go online or make outgoing calls unless it's an emergency.

“We have one more rule you need to follow today while we're out.  No playing with your new body.  We want you to be nice and horny when we get back.  James will be monitoring your activity. If you break this rule, your contract with us is nullified. You'll go back to jail.”

Amira looked into my eyes.

“Understand?”

I already knew about the standard restrictions on my freedom while I was serving my ninety days.  I didn't like them, but had accepted that I'd have to live with them. The additional rule added by Amira and Daphne—no masturbating—was an unwelcome surprise. I was already feeling a little randy. My sex drive had been healthy before, and my transformation had made it stronger than ever.

“That's not really fair. I should be allowed to—“

“While you're in our care, you'll follow our rules. If you don't like it, you can go back to jail.”

It was obvious that Amira was not going to yield. Fuck.

Daphne kissed me on the forehead.  “Don't do anything stupid while we're gone.”

The two lovers kissed each other with enthusiasm.  Neither cared that I was right in front of them.  They downed the remnants of their coffee, picked up their purses, and left me to my own devices.

It was late afternoon when Daphne and Amira got home. They were carrying bags and parcels from posh clothing shops, which they placed on the floor.

“How was your day, Steph?” Daphne asked.

“It was alright.” I'd listened to music, watched some stand-up comedy, played a couple of VR video games, enjoyed some decent food, had a soak in my private hot tub, and drank two or three leisurely cups of coffee on my balcony.  What I'd really been wanting to do all day was go back to bed and experiment more with my new body.  But I didn't want to go back to jail.  I'd been tempted to ask the autochef for some booze or some other mood-booster.  But I'd refrained, suspecting that it might not be a good idea to be tipsy or high when Daphne and Amira got back.

“How was your day, Daphne?”

“Good. We got together with a couple of friends. We checked out a new restaurant and did some shopping. We got you some new clothes, Stephanie. Would you like to try them on?”

“Um...alright.”  I still thought of myself as a man inside a woman's body, not as a woman. The idea of trying on women's clothing felt awkward. Especially in front of Daphne and her new lover. But obviously I was going to have to get used to wearing female attire.

Most of my new clothes turned out to be lingerie.  Designer labels that would have been far out of my and Daphne's reach during our former life together. There were also several pairs of stilettos and a couple of dresses.  I tried the items on one after another. Everything fit perfectly.  Daphne and Amira must have gotten my new body's measurements from the prison's medical department. When shopping in a physical store, one had but to pick out what one liked from the displays, and a nanofabricator would assemble a perfect replica, custom-fitted to one's body, on the spot. Or, if one preferred, send the pattern to one's own nanofabricator to be assembled and waiting when one got home.

Daphne and Amira had me walk around the living room, modeling each item. My new lingerie left little to the imagination.  Some of it was virtually transparent. I wavered and stumbled in the high heels.  My weight was distributed differently.  My legs seemed longer. My ass stuck out because of the way I had to hold my spine to keep my balance. My boobs jutted out more. As I adapted, I noticed that my walk had a wiggle to it that hadn't been there before.

“Stephanie certainly is beautiful,” Amira remarked as I modeled the last item, a gossamer ivory chemise that barely reached my thighs.

“Yes, they did a top-notch job with her. I always knew she'd make a better woman than man.”

I tried to act nonchalant as the two of them discussed me like I wasn't in the room. But my discomfort at having my masculinity—my former masculinity—denigrated must have been visible on my face. Amira laughed.

“I can't believe Stephanie was stupid enough to cheat on you. But I'm glad she did.” Amira kissed Daphne possessively. Then she turned her attention back to me.

“Stephanie, when was the last time you had sex?”

I looked at the floor, embarrassed.  In the post Crimson Death world, unwanted celibacy was a fact of life for most men. Amira knew that, of course.

“Well?”

“I haven't had sex with anyone since Daphne left.”

“That's what I figured.”

My cheeks reddened.

“Daphne says you're really good at giving head. I hope your skills haven't gotten too rusty.”

Daphne grinned. “There's only one way to find out.”

It galled me that I was going to have to orally service both women and that neither of them was likely going to return the favor.  But that didn't stop my new body from responding. A warm glow spread through me. My nipples tightened.  My pussy moistened. The unfamiliar sensations felt peculiar. But pleasant.

“We had the nanofabricator make a few things for you before we picked you up from jail.” Amira opened a drawer in an end table and pulled out a pair of pink handcuffs.

“We don't want you jilling while you're looking after us. We want your attention to be on us, not yourself.”

Amira rose from the couch and circled behind me.

“Don't worry,” Daphne said cheerfully.  “We'll let you play with yourself after. As long as you do a good job.”

“It might be awhile, though.” Amira drew my arms behind my back and fastened my wrists together. “I'm going to need at least three or four orgasms.”

“Me too.”

Daphne and Amira both laughed. Daphne rose to her feet and stepped in front of me.

“Get on your knees, bitch!”

The abrupt change in Daphne's manner, from playful and teasing to demanding and demeaning, took me off guard. I just stood there. Amira stepped forward, so close that her breasts were almost touching my arm.

“Daphne just gave you an order, slut. Get on your fucking knees.”

I sank to my knees, folding my legs underneath me so that I was resting on my heels. Daphne was wearing a short scarlet dress with a neckline that plunged to her navel and matching stilettos that added ten centimeters to her height.  Her crotch was now level with my face.

My ex-wife smirked, clearly enjoying the sight of me on my knees before her. She slowly pulled her dress over her head and dropped it to the floor. She wore nothing underneath.  Her vulva, which had been wild and bushy the last time I'd seen it, was now shaved.  The familiar scent of her arousal teased my nostrils.  It was stronger than I remembered. Ladywood peeked expectantly between her lips. She stepped forward, bringing her muff so close to my mouth that I could feel the heat radiating from it.

“Eat me. Make me come in your fucking face.”

I didn't like the way Daphne was speaking to me. The way she was treating me like a street  prostitute. Or a slave. But I didn't dare say anything. Things were different now. Daphne was in complete control. She could have me sent to prison for twenty years on a whim. I had never experienced this sort of power imbalance with a lover before. It dawned on me that I was now in the situation that women had endured throughout most of human history.

I brought my mouth to Daphne's pussy. My body didn't care that Daphne was treating me like a sex object, or that she could destroy my life with a few words. My nipples had become hard pebbles, and my cleft was almost dripping. My lips meandered over Daphne's mound, inner thighs, and folds. She murmured approvingly and ran her fingers through my hair, the way she used to when I went down on her. In that moment I could almost imagine that my mistake never happened. That we were still a happy couple.

Almost.

Amira stepped closer and placed an arm around Daphne's waist. I looked up, and she grinned. I shifted my gaze back to Daphne's mound, wanting to escape the disdain in Amira's eyes.

I alternated between kissing and licking Daphne's warm, wet flesh. Daphne's fingers tightened in my hair.  Amira leaned down, and Daphne's lips met hers.  Daphne's breathing deepened. The scent and taste of her lust were growing stronger. Amira cupped one of her breasts and squeezed it. Daphne's moaned.  Amira slid her other hand behind Daphne's head, and their kiss intensified. Daphne gripped my hair with both hands and pulled me tighter against herself.

My new body was dying for attention, but with my wrists handcuffed behind my back I couldn't touch myself even if I'd dared.  A frustrated moan escaped me.  Amira broke their kiss and looked down at me with a triumphant expression. She returned her mouth to Daphne's and kissed her more passionately than ever.

Daphne started grinding herself against my face. I was astounded at how wet she was. Her honey trickled down my chin and into my throat. My own juices started to drip down my inner thighs. My clit felt like a tiny, straining hard-on.  One of my taut nipples brushed against Daphne's thigh, sending a jolt of pleasure through me and making Daphne moan into Amira's mouth. Daphne pushed her pussy more forcefully into my face. She was stronger than I remembered.  Her hands held me in place like in a vice. I could tell she was close to release.

I moved my mouth to Daphne's clit.  She came explosively.  I was on the verge of coming myself, but was unable to get over the edge.  I wanted to scream.

Daphne released my head and stepped away. Amira took her place. She was wearing knee-high leather boots, figure-hugging snakeskin leggings, and a sleeveless peach-colored tube top. She pulled the leggings halfway down her thighs, but didn't bother removing her boots or her top.

“My turn, slut.”

I had to raise myself to bring my mouth level with Amira's pussy.  My legs were still folded, but I was no longer able to rest on my heels.  It was uncomfortable, but fortunately my young new body had a lot more stamina than my old one.  Amira gripped my head and pulled me forward.

Amira's cooch was unshaved.  A massive bush of thick black hair spread in an unruly triangle above her slit and covered her wide outer lips.  Her clit was bigger than Daphne's. She already had a prominent lady boner.  She didn't allow me the chance to explore her as Daphne had, but brought me right to her clit.  The heady smell of her arousal was stronger than Daphne's. My already sopping pussy got even wetter.

“Suck me off, whore.”

I wrapped my lips around her clit and sucked.

“That's it, bitch. Suck it like a cock. Make me come.”

My face reddened. Daphne stepped behind Amira and circled her waist with her hands. 

“Fuck that cheating cunt's face, Amira. Don't hold back.”

She kissed Amira lightly on the side of the neck, then slowly moved up to her earlobe.  Amira moaned throatily.  Her grip on my head tightened, and she started thrusting.  She was a lot rougher than Daphne.  She was literally fucking my face.

My hips writhed as I attempted to rub myself against my panties. Daphne cupped Amira's left breast and stroked and pinched her engorged nipple through her top. Her other hand slid down to my head and pulled me even tighter against her lover's mound. Amira ground herself more forcefully than ever against my mouth. Her breathy grunts and sighs were merging into a single drawn-out moan.

Daphne kissed Amira hard. Amira shuddered and cried out.

“Oh fuck, I'm coming! I'm coming!”

Amira's clit throbbed between my lips. Her cum trickled down my chin.  My own pussy ached for relief. I would have given almost anything just to touch myself. I moaned into Amira's muff.

Amira stood still for a moment, then released my head.

“Jesus, Daphne, you're right. This bitch gives great head.”

My former wife kissed her lover again, then looked down at me with an inscrutable expression.

“I bet you'd love it if I went down on you, wouldn't you, Stephanie?  I bet you'd love it if I sucked your clit the way I used to suck your cock.”

I nodded, hardly daring to hope that Daphne was about to go down on me.

“Well, that's too fucking bad.  It's never going to happen.”

Daphne grinned as she watched my face sag.  Amira chuckled.

“You're going to be sucking Amira and me off some more, though.  A lot more. You're going to be very busy over the next three months.”

“I'm ready for another go with her right now, Daph.”

“Me too.”

Amira gripped me by the upper arm and raised me to my feet. She retrieved my leash from her purse and clipped it to my collar, then led me into their bedchamber. Daphne followed close behind.

Daphne and Amira's room was much bigger than mine. And even more luxurious.  In the center was a massive four-poster bed that looked like a mint-condition antique from an earlier century, complete with bed curtains and a canopy. The ceiling was an end-to-end mirror. Paintings and sketches adorned the walls.  Most of them depicted nude or semi-nude women, many of them passionately entwined in assorted positions. I was pretty sure that all of them were originals, not prints.

Daphne removed my leash and handcuffs.

“Take off your negligee and get on the bed.”

I did as ordered. Amira retrieved four sets of manacles from a dresser. She secured my wrists and ankles to the bedposts. My limbs were stretched so taut that I couldn't move them more than a centimeter in any direction. Daphne climbed onto the bed and knelt beside me. She ran a hand over my torso, settling on my breast. She teased my nipple, torturing me with pleasure.

“Her boobs are bigger than mine. I'm a little jealous.”

Amira joined her on the bed. She leaned over me and kissed Daphne.

“Your breasts are perfect, babe.”

Daphne did not look completely convinced. Amira kissed her again. Her hand abandoned my breast and found her lover's ass. For a few moments I was forgotten.

Daphne broke away and knelt astride my head. “That kiss got me all worked up, babe. I'm gonna have to do something about that.”

Daphne's perfect ass was poised above me. Her slit was directly over my mouth. She and Amira resumed kissing. Amira trailed a hand between her legs and caressed her folds, then slipped a finger in. Daphne tilted her head back and sighed. Amira pushed a second finger in, then a third. A drop of Daphne's warm nectar landed on my lower lip. A second fell into my mouth and hit my tongue.

I strained against my bonds. I desperately wanted Amira and Daphne to touch me the way Amira was touching Daphne. I nearly begged. But I knew that my entreaties would be ignored.

Amira and Daphne's kiss intensified. Amira's thumb brushed Daphne's clit. Daphne shuddered. More of her honey dripped onto my lips and into my mouth.

Amira moved behind Daphne and shoved one of her now well lubricated fingers into her forbidden entrance. Daphne gasped. Amira pushed a second finger in while continuing to play with Daphne's clit. She made Daphne come a second time.

Amira moved her hands to Daphne's hips. She lowered Daphne onto my face. Daphne's pussy covered my mouth like a sloppy kiss. My forehead and eyelids were buried beneath the soft, warm curves of her butt. Her rich taste and scent flooded my senses. She settled herself into position, resting her full weight on me. My head was pressed into the mattress. I could barely breathe.

“Eat me, slut.”

I pleasured Daphne with my mouth.  Daphne and Amira continued to kiss. They cooed and murmured endearments to each other. Daphne fondled and squeezed my breasts. I squirmed and moaned at the unexpected touch.  One of her hands moved down to my bush. She stroked my slit, letting her fingertip trail over my clit. I bucked against her hand. She pulled away before I could come. I groaned in frustration. The sound was muffled by her pussy, but still audible. Daphne and Amira giggled.

Daphne played with my breasts some more. Amira sat astride my belly. Daphne's hands abandoned my boobs. A moment later Amira let out a delighted moan. It appeared that her breasts were now receiving the attention that mine had just been enjoying. Amira slid forward so that she was sitting on my chest, flattening my boobs under her ass. I could feel her wetness against my skin, just above my hammering heart.

Daphne and Amira caressed and fondled each other. Daphne's pussy was getting wetter by the second. So was Amira's. Daphne ground her hips against my face, unhurriedly building herself toward another orgasm.  Amira rubbed herself against my breasts, effectively masturbating on me. I continued to moan and squirm.  My need to come was agonizing, but there was nothing I could do. My suffering just seemed to make them both hornier.

Daphne gasped and arched her body.  She flooded my mouth with so much female cum that I had to swallow. I couldn't remember her ever getting this wet when I had made love to her as a man.

Daphne and Amira traded places, so that Daphne was sitting on my chest and Amira was parked on my mouth. The two lovers resumed fondling and kissing each other. Amira ground her hips, fucking my face. She was heavier than Daphne. And she rode my face harder. The mattress jiggled from the force of her thrusts. I twitched and groaned. Neither Amira nor Daphne paid me any mind.

It was starting to feel like Amira was never going to come. But then she let out a long, sultry moan and let go in my mouth.

“Oh fuck, that was good,” she gasped.

The pair made me eat each of them twice more. They continued touching and kissing on top of me. When they were at last sated, they unfastened my restraints and helped me to my feet.

“You did good,” Daphne said. “You've earned permission to play with yourself tonight.”

She escorted me to their bedroom door and closed it behind me.

I made my way unsteadily back to my own room. I slid beneath my covers and brought my hand to my pussy. I came almost immediately. It was the most intense climax I'd ever experienced.

I continued to touch and explore myself. I visualized myself in my old male body, and fantasized that I was fucking Daphne. Then I imagined that I was fucking Amira. I fantasized that I pulled out of Amira's pussy before coming and fucked her face, choking her and making her taste her own juices on my cock.

My fantasy spontaneously shifted to me in my new body.  I pictured myself sandwiched between Daphne and Amira as the three of us explored each other's bodies with fingers, lips and tongues. I imagined Daphne and myself entangled in a soixante-neuf, rolling back and forth over the bed, while Amira watched and played with herself as she awaited her turn. Then imagined myself riding Amira's face, grinding her head into the mattress as I played with her big boobs and her sopping pussy while Daphne watched.

I made myself come at least a dozen more times before drifting into a deep, dreamless sleep.


I Like Having You Thirsty




Daphne and Amira did not emerge from their room the next morning till almost noon.

They woke up several hours earlier. I heard them making love through our shared wall, almost as clearly as if they were in the same room. This was followed by a leisurely breakfast in bed, prepared by their room's autochef. Then another slow, sensuous session of lovemaking. 

I was dying to further explore my new body.  Amira and Daphne had told me that I could play with myself last night, but I wasn't sure if I was now expected to hold off until given permission again. I decided not to take the chance. James, the autobutler, was monitoring my every move.  I didn't want to go to prison.

I ordered my autochef to make me a decadent breakfast of waffles, whipped cream, and maple syrup. Then I tried to distract myself with a violent alien invasion VR video game.

Daphne and Amira invited me to join them for lunch. Their attention was focused mostly on each other as we ate. They each had a glass of wine. They offered me one, and I gladly accepted.

“We'll be gone most of the afternoon,” Amira announced.  “We're going to see a theatrical performance of Fritz the Cat with some friends.  After that we're checking out a new Moroccan restaurant.  And then I think the two of us are going to go clubbing.”

“We'd invite you to come along, Steph,” Daphne added, “but a couple of the friends we're meeting today, Jeff and his new boyfriend Tom, don't approve of the Special Rehabilitation Program.  They wouldn't be okay with us leading you around on a leash.”

“We'd never hear the end of it,” concurred Amira.  “I don't know why we even let those two hang out with us.  I'm sick of Jeff's whining.”

“He's not that bad. And Sarah and April adore him.”

“Whatever.”

“Anyway, I'm sure you can amuse yourself, Stephanie.  Just remember, no jilling when we're out.”

My disappointment must have been obvious.  Acting is not one of my talents.

“Don't worry, pet,” Amira said in a faux soothing voice.  “We'll have some fun together when we get back from the club.”

Daphne cleared the last of her souffle from her plate, downed what remained of her wine, and rose to her feet.  Amira also stood up. They kissed, then reached for their purses.

Daphne blew me a teasing kiss before they walked out the door.

It was after midnight when Daphne and Amira got home.

I had spent the afternoon and evening playing video games, watching movies, and hanging out on the balcony listening to music and drinking coffee. I'd requested another glass of wine from the autochef, but been denied.

“I'm sorry, Miss Stephanie,” the autochef had said. “You aren't authorized to order intoxicants.”

Fuck you, too.

I was still trying to come to grips with being a woman. It felt surreal.  I couldn't quite get my head around the fact that I was never going to be able to fuck a girl again, or to have my cock sucked.  That going forward I would always be a she.

I was also having a hard time accepting that for all practical purposes I was now the sex slave of my former wife and her lesbian lover.

I was struggling with my new body's sex drive.  I had always had a strong libido as a guy.  Or at least what I had thought was a strong libido.  It paled in comparison to that of my new female body.  I was horny as soon as I woke up, despite having come multiple times the night before. By the time Daphne and Amira got home, my need was so intense it was torture.

Daphne's sex drive was higher than it had been when I'd been her husband.  We used to make love several times a week, but not—at least after the heady early days—several times a day.  Was it because Daphne was with a woman now, and was more attracted to women?  Was it a side effect—or a side benefit—of the age-reversal treatment she'd undergone?  Or had she had neuro-nanosurgery to deliberately increase her libido? It wasn't an uncommon procedure among those who could afford it and who had the means to make use of it.

I was watching a gangster movie when Daphne and Amira got back. Two rival gangs were kidnapping women and selling them as sex slaves. The two gangs were in the midst of a violent shootout with both each other and the police in a strip club owned by one of the gangs.

“Hey Stephanie!” Amira yelled.  “Come out here!  It's time for some fun.”

I heard Daphne chuckle.  She sounded drunk.

I emerged from my bedroom.  Amira and Daphne were in the living room.  Daphne was leaning against Amira, with one hand on Amira's shoulder, trying to remove her pumps.  One of the straps of Amira's skimpy dress had slid down her shoulder, partially uncovering one of her ample boobs.  She didn't seem to notice.

“Come here.” Amira's words were slightly slurred.

I joined Amira and Daphne in the middle of the living room.

“Daphne's horny,” Amira announced. Daphne giggled. “You need to do something about that.”

Daphne had gotten her shoes off.  She clumsily pulled her dress over her head and dropped it to the floor.  She wasn't wearing a bra.  She did have a thong, which she peeled off and tossed aside. She stepped forward. Her breasts brushed against me.

She stroked my cheek, then unexpectedly leaned down and kissed me. Amira's brow furrowed. Daphne's hand snaked behind my head.  Her kiss deepened. My lust flared as if a match had been dropped onto a pool of gasoline.

Amira circled behind me and placed her hands on my shoulders. Daphne stepped back, and Amira pushed me onto my knees. Amira returned to Daphne's side. My face was now level with Daphne's crotch.

“We've had guys hitting on us all night in the club. I'm not into guys at all, but it's made Daphne very horny. As you know she's very loyal, so she didn't fuck any of them. But she needs some relief.”

Daphne chortled. Amira brought her mouth to hers, and ran a hand over one of her breasts. Daphne moaned into Amira's mouth. Amira continued running her hands over Daphne's body, making Daphne groan and quiver. Amira broke away and drew my head closer to Daphne's slit.

“Make Daphne come, you worthless fuck. And don't take too long, cause I need to come too.”

Daphne tittered drunkenly.  No more than a centimeter or two separated my lips from her pussy. I could smell her lust.

“Hope I'm not too rank down there. We've been dancing almost non-stop for three or four hours. I'd offer to take a shower, but I can't wait any longer. I really need to come.”

Daphne gripped my head and took another step forward, bringing her kitty to my face.

“Fuck that cheating bitch's face hard, Daph.”

“Don't worry, I'm going to.” Daphne looked down at me. “Stick your tongue out.”

I obeyed. Daphne mashed herself against my face, using my tongue as if it was a sex toy. Her taste and scent were raunchier than usual. My own body ached to be touched. My pussy felt like an electric current was running through it. I moved my hands to Daphne's hips. Neither she nor Amira tried to stop me. I slid my hands around to her ass and cupped her perfect mounds. She moaned, tightened her grip on my head, and fucked my tongue harder.

“That's it, baby! Pound that loser's face!”

Daphne rutted like an animal. Female pre-cum trickled into my mouth and down my chin.

“Oh Jesus, I'm coming! I'm fucking coming!”

Daphne trembled as she flooded my mouth. She put her hands on my shoulders to steady herself.

I couldn't take it anymore. I attempted to bring my hand to my kitty.

“Don't you dare touch yourself, bitch!” Amira stepped behind me, grabbed both my wrists, and pulled my arms behind my back.

“Grab the handcuffs, would you darling?  This slut can't control herself.”

“Sure, baby.”

Daphne giggled and retrieved the handcuffs from the end table. She handed them to Amira, who snapped them into place.

“It's my turn, cunt.”

The raw smell of Amira's sexuality was even more intense than Daphne's. She pulled off her dress and cast it to the floor, then removed her bra and panties. Her panties had a noticeable wet spot. She roughly pulled my face to her muff.

Amira face-fucked me harder than anyone had ever face-fucked me before. I feared that she might actually break my nose as she pounded me like a guy fucking a hooker. She let out an animalistic scream of triumph and ecstasy as she peaked in my mouth.

“Keep going, slut. Suck me off.” Amira pulled my head a little higher, bringing my lips to her clit.

Amira didn't pound my face this time, but stood there and let me give her head. I felt her clit pulse as she hit another crescendo.

“I want to use her again after you're done.”

“Don't worry, Daph. Stephanie's not going anywhere till we're finished with her.”

Amira pushed me lower, bringing my tongue back down to her opening, and resumed thrusting.

Daphne and Amira didn't emerge from their room until almost noon again the following day. I had only been awake for a couple of hours myself.  They had made me service them for two or three hours. I had jilled off several times before going to sleep.

“Stephanie, come out and have breakfast with us,” Daphne called.

I pulled on a clingy white dress that barely covered my ass and matching ankle strap wedge pumps. I hadn't been given any clothing that didn't make me look like a bimbo or a streetwalker, and I didn't have access to the condo's nanofabricator.

I joined Amira and Stephanie at the dining table. We had tiramisu crepes smothered in drizzled chocolate and whipped cream.  Our rejuvenated bodies had the metabolism of healthy teenagers, and did not put on weight despite a steady diet of such decadent meals.

Amira and Daphne chatted about theatrical performances they'd seen.  They seemed to have forgotten that I was even there.  Then, out of the blue, Amira announced:

“Stephanie, starting today I don't want you jilling anymore during the night. I like having you thirsty when you're serving me. Really thirsty.”

Amira grinned as she watched the shock and dismay on my face. Daphne smiled.

How the fuck did these two think I was going to function if I wasn't even allowed to touch myself? I was already in a haze of lust all day.  I opened my mouth to protest.

“Don't worry, Stephanie. We don't expect you to be completely celibate. We'll let you jill off once in a while. But only while you're eating me or Amira. Or one of our friends. And only when we give you permission. Not every time.”

“Speaking of eating us, I'm feeling a little horny right now. How about you get on the floor and suck me off? And just so you know, this is not going to be one of the times when we let you jill.”

I silently cursed. The familiar itch that I wasn't allowed to scratch had as usual been present since I'd woken up, and the knowledge that in a moment this arrogant sex goddess was going to be humping my face only made it worse. That I felt degraded and resentful did nothing to dampen my amped up libido.

Amira turned her chair toward me, hiked up her dress, and parted her legs. She wasn't wearing panties.

“Well, what are you waiting for?”

I got on my knees and got to work.


A Blank Screen




The next two weeks were much the same.

Daphne and Amira went out a lot.  Lunches and dinners with friends. Tennis and volleyball matches. Theaters and art galleries. Afternoons at the beach.  And lots of late night clubbing.

Once in a while they brought me with them. They took me to a couple of restaurants, to an art gallery, and to a performance of A Midsummer Night's Dream. They also took me to a new comedy about the Dicks to Chicks program. Daphne and Amira laughed so hard they had tears running down their cheeks. I didn't find the movie quite so funny.

I was always on a leash when they look me out. It felt weird being led around like a dog. I was disturbed to realize that I was starting to get used to it.

Amira and Daphne each had their own private den/studio in the condo. When they were home, they spent much of their time in their shared bedroom and in their private rooms.  Like most people, they led active social lives online and often got together with friends in fun and exotic VR settings. They both had implanted jacks that allowed them to fully immerse themselves in these digital worlds, which were said to be almost impossible to distinguish from physical reality when one used a jack. They also both enjoyed VR films and games. Each also had her own personal projects. Daphne was working on a new novel. Amira was on the board of three local charities, two that helped homeless women and one that gave grants to female artists.

I had lots of time to myself.  I spent most of my time in my room or on my private balcony.  I watched movies and binge-watched entire series. I played solo VR games. I listened to music, read, and tried out new cuisines with the autochef.

I made several attempts to start writing a new novel. Each time I found myself staring at a blank screen.  It felt futile. My previous works had made enough money in total for me to treat myself and Daphne to a nice dinner at a good restaurant.  With more than half the population on universal basic income, there were more people churning out fiction, art, music, et cetera than ever before, and the competition was insane.  AI content generators massively added to the glut, though AI tended to produce formulaic pap aimed at mass-markets. Some consumers refused to buy AI-generated media and specifically sought out content produced by humans. But very few creatives were able to earn even a survival income, and most languished on universal basic income or endured unfulfilling and joyless day jobs. There used to be a time when writing was its own reward, but my inner muse seemed to have packed up and left.

What I really wanted to do was spend more time getting acquainted with my new body. Amira and Daphne never did anything to get me off, and continued to restrict my ability to pet the kitty. If it had been up to Amira, I don't think I would have been allowed to jill at all. As it was, I was usually allowed to get myself off about every third or fourth day. Daphne and Amira made me pleasure them on an almost nightly basis. Between my jacked-up sex drive and having to look after Daphne and Amira, I was in an almost perpetual fog of lust. It felt like I was going months between orgasms, not days.

As the days progressed I wondered what would happen to me once my 90 days were up. The future felt as blank as the empty screen staring back at me when I tried to write.


A Night Out




It was Day 18 of my “rehabilitation”.

Daphne and Amira had been out most of the day.  I didn't know where they'd gone. I didn't really care. All I could think of was how badly I wanted to play with my new body. It had been three days since I'd been allowed to jill.  It felt like six months. They had made me eat them before they left, leaving me seething with lust. When they got home I was trying to divert my attention with a violent Brazilian zombie apocalypse movie.

“We're meeting a couple of friends in a bar in a while,” Daphne said. “We'd like you to come with us.”

“And if you're a very good girl, in a little while we're going to let you come,” Amira added.

I turned from the rampaging zombies to Amira and Daphne. I could hardly believe I was finally going to get some relief. Or was I? What did Amira mean by a very good girl?

“Have you eaten, Stephanie?” Daphne asked.

“Sort of.” It was well past dinner time. I hadn't eaten a proper meal since lunch. I'd been bingeing on snacks, vainly trying to smother my raging libido with food.

“You can eat with us at the bar,” Amira said.

“We bought you a sexy new dress. And some gorgeous new stiletto boots to go with it.” Daphne held up two parcels. “I hope you like them. I'd like you to wear them tonight.”

I put on the dress and the boots. The dress looked like a long string of black tape that had been wrapped haphazardly around my body from my upper thighs to my boobs. There was more bare skin than fabric. The pink edges of my nipples were clearly visible, as were the undersides of my ass cheeks and the top of my blonde pubic triangle. The boots had ten centimeter heels and rose to just above my knees. It was the sluttiest costume I'd worn yet. I looked hot as fuck in it.

“We need to get going,” Amira said. “It's almost 8:00.”

Daphne clipped the leash to my collar and led me to the door.

The bar turned out to be a strip club.

Amira guided us to a booth at the back. A naked woman with golden skin and pointy breasts was gyrating on the stage. An all-girl neo-rock band was playing on the club's sound system.

“Got a dozen sexy men at my beck and call...any time I want I can facesit them all...”

The dancer squatted and twerked as if to illustrate the song's lyrics. It was pretty easy these days for any girl to assemble a harem of willing male sex slaves who would perform pretty much any sexual service she asked with little or no reciprocation.

Amira ordered a massive plate of nachos and a pitcher of beer for the three of us.  I downed my first glass almost in a single swallow.  I was hoping that the booze would dampen the fire between my legs, but it didn't help. Amira and Daphne looked at each other and smiled. Daphne poured me another glass. I drank more slowly this time.

The dancer finished her set. She was replaced by a tall girl with porcelain skin, huge round boobs, and raven hair that spilled to just above her ass.  She was wearing a pink collar. I had heard that some strip clubs bought the contracts of Dicks to Chicks participants and made the girls work as dancers. Those who got picked to work at strip clubs, I mused, were unbelievably lucky. They didn't have to let any creepy dudes fuck them. All they had to do was dance.

“Hi Amira! Hi Daph!”

Amira and Daphne stood up as two unfamiliar women joined us. One of them was even taller than Amira. She had dark, smooth skin and braided hair that came down to her waist. She had a lush, voluptuous figure, with massive breasts, incredibly wide hips, an enormous round ass, and thighs that were literally as thick as my waist. She wore black leather boots, a short black skirt, and a white crop top.  Her companion was a skinny girl with pale, freckled skin, small, pert breasts, long, lanky limbs, and vibrant red hair that was pulled up in a high ponytail on top of her head.  She wore black leather ankle boots, leopard skin leggings, and a lacy teal bralette. Her belly button was pierced with an emerald stud.

“Zaria! Alana! It's good to see you!” The four women embraced.

“This must be Daphne's ex-husband,” Zaria guessed.

“Yes. Her name's Stephanie.”

Zaria looked me over. “She looks good.”

“She gives good head, too.”  The four friends laughed.

“Have a seat. I'll order more food. And another pitcher.”

Zaria and Alana squeezed into the booth with us. Zaria lit a thick joint, inhaled deeply, and passed it along. I was allowed a toke once the others had each had a turn. Amira signaled a waitress—this bar had human waitstaff, all female and all attractive—and ordered more food and beer.

The raven-haired beauty on the stage was replaced by a petite girl with purple hair.  A waitress accosted the stripper who'd just finished her set on the steps at the side of the stage. She whispered something in her ear. Then she led her to the booth next to ours, which was occupied by three hulking young men. The tallest of the trio stood up and pulled out his phone. The waitress retrieved her own phone, and it appeared that a transfer of digital cash took place. The waitress left. The stripper looked apprehensive.

“Make that bitch take your cock all the way down her throat, Sam!” one of the men exhorted.

Sam said something to the stripper and pointed at the floor. The stripper knelt in front of him. He undid his fly and pulled out the thickest cock I had ever seen outside of porn. He gripped the girl's head and pulled her to his crotch. She struggled to open wide enough to take him in. She grimaced as he carelessly pushed her head down, driving his bulging erection deeper.

I no longer thought that the girls who got picked to work in strip clubs were particularly lucky.

Sam's buddies stood up and encircled them. One pulled out his cock and began stroking it. Everyone at our table and other nearby tables was watching. Some people stood up to see better.

Sam moved the stripper's head up and down over his cock. Her jaw looked like it was in danger of popping out of its sockets. Saliva and tears spilled down her face and dripped to the floor.

The stripper could have ended her ordeal at any time. Girls in the Special Rehabilitation Program had the right to ask whoever was using them to stop, and if they didn't immediately desist they could be charged with rape. Each girl was given a neural implant that could be used to trigger an alarm in her collar if she was unable to speak. But refusing to continue usually got the girl expelled from the program and resulted in her having to finish her prison sentence.

The stripper did not ask Sam to stop.

Sam clutched her head between his meaty hands and started thrusting. It was obvious that she was gagging, even though her whimpers and retches were drowned out by the throbbing music. Sam pounded her mouth for several minutes, then emptied his nuts into her throat.

“Swallow my load, cunt!”

The stripper swallowed.

Sam released her and stepped back. His two buddies grabbed her arms and hauled her to her feet. The one who'd been choking the chicken stepped in front of her. The other got behind her and dropped his pants and undershorts to his ankles. Neither was as formidably endowed as Sam, but both were on the large side.

“Fuck this gash hard, boys. She's costing me half a week's pay.”

“Don't worry, Sam. We will.”

The man in front gripped her head and pulled her face down onto his erection. His companion drove his cock into her pussy from behind, slamming it all the way in with a single hard thrust.

I was appalled by the brutal treatment of the stripper. Yet my pussy was so wet it was almost dripping. I hated myself for becoming aroused by this. None of the other women at my table seemed troubled. Such behavior was commonplace in settings like this. Even Daphne seemed inured. I suppose they figured that as convicted felons we were getting what we deserved.

“Those guys have the right idea,” said Amira. “We should let Stephanie work off some of her debt to society. Would either of you like to try her?”

“Definitely,” replied Zaria.

“Yes,” echoed Alana.

“Stephanie, get on your knees and make Zaria smile.”

I downed the last of my beer and got on my knees between Zaria's thick thighs.

“Not just yet, girl.” Zaria reached down, took my head between her hands, and pulled me higher. “Get me warmed up first.”

Zaria pulled her crop top off. She leaned against the padded wraparound seat, tilted her head back, and drew me to her exposed neck. My breasts brushed hers, sending a surge of pleasure through me. I planted several gentle kisses on her throat. She let out a soft mmmm.

The man facefucking the stripper cried out as he nutted in her throat. He was followed moments later by his buddy erupting in her pussy.

“Suck my cock again,” Sam ordered. “Lube it up good. Cause in a minute I'm going to fuck that beautiful ass of yours.”

Zaria nudged me lower. I trailed kisses down her chest and up the swell of one breast. Her nipple was already puckered and stiff when I reached it. I took it in my mouth and sucked. Zaria purred. I kissed my way to her other breast, detouring down the underside before finally grasping her engorged nub between my lips. My body ached for attention, but I didn't dare touch myself.

The girl at the next table yelped loud enough to be heard above the music as Sam penetrated her ass with his monster cock.

“That's it, Sam! Break the bitch!”

I knew the stripper's rejuvenated body was, like my own, designed to withstand savage treatment, and that any damage she sustained would be quickly repaired so that she could continue working. But she would still feel everything that was done to her. And would remember everything that was done to her as long as she lived.

Zaria pushed me lower. I kissed my way down her generous, curvy belly. When I reached her bush I detoured and lavished slow, sensuous caresses on her inner thighs. Her moans grew louder, and she spread her legs wider. The scent of her lust filled my nostrils. The heat between my legs was becoming an inferno.

Zaria pulled her miniskirt up. I was not surprised to see that she wasn't wearing panties. She had a short, dense bush. Her clit and inner lips were both larger than average, and bulged intimidatingly from her slit. She drew my head forward.

I explored Zaria's folds with my lips, tongue, and fingers. She grunted approval. Alana leaned in and kissed her lover. Zaria returned her embrace.

“Stick your tongue in. As deep as you can.”

I stretched my tongue as far as I could into Zaria's hot, rippled tunnel. She gripped my head with both hands and moved it back and forth, using my face as a dildo. Her wetness dribbled down my chin. I could feel my own juices dripping down the insides of my thighs. Alana's hands explored Zaria's breasts and played with her nipples. Their kissing intensified.

Zaria brought my mouth to her clit. Her ladywood was bigger and stiffer than ever. It was the size of the second joint of a thumb. I took it between my lips and gently sucked. She let out a lascivious moan and pulled my head closer, driving her lady boner deeper between my lips.

Sam let out a shuddering groan as he flooded the stripper's ass with cum. “My turn to butt fuck her!” one of his friends shouted. “I'm gonna fuck her mouth this time,” the other exclaimed.

Alana clambered onto Zaria's lap behind my head, so that she was face-to-face with Zaria. The gangling redhead had to stretch her legs wide to span Zaria's open thighs, but she was as limber as a ballerina, and did this with ease. She leaned in and resumed kissing Zaria.  Zaria's hands shifted from my head to Alana's ass.  She pulled Alana forward, sandwiching my head between her crotch and Alana's.  Her breathing was growing heavier. She thrust her hips, fucking my mouth with her big clit. Alana thrust too, grinding my head between herself and Zaria.

“Oh fuck,” Zaria gasped. Her clit throbbed as she creamed in my face.

The two women remained where they were for a moment. Then Alana rose to her feet. Zaria pushed me away and also stood up.

“Turn around, slut,” ordered Alana.

I shuffled around so that I was facing away from the bench. Alana grabbed a fistful of my hair and pulled me down so that the back of my head was resting on the seat and my face was looking up at the ceiling. My body was arched uncomfortably. Alana stood astride my folded legs, facing away from me, and slid her leggings down. Like Zaria, she wasn't wearing panties. She sat on my face, planting her wet cooch directly on my mouth. Her tight round ass buried my nose, eyes and forehead. She placed her legs on my torso, squashing my boobs under her thighs. There was no warming up with this girl.

“Eat me, motherfucker!”

I ran my tongue along Alana's groove. Her rich taste filled my mouth. She squirmed and cooed. I could feel her ass shifting on top of my face and hear kissing as she and Zaria resumed canoodling.

Sam's two buddies were pummeling the stripper from both ends. I could hear her whimpering and retching over the throbbing music.

Zaria's hand slid between Alana's thighs. Her fingers brushed my chin as she played with her lover's ladywood. Soon Alana's wetness was dripping into my throat. I twisted and flailed underneath her, desperate for air.

One of Sam's buddies cried out as he emptied his balls into the stripper. Alana shuddered and moaned as she too sailed over the edge.  Zaria kept rubbing Alana's clit. Alana's first climax was followed by a second, third, and fourth.  The other guy fucking the stripper groaned as he too shot his load into her.

Alana rose to her feet. I remained where I was, gasping for breath. Alana, Zaria, and Amira all laughed. Daphne smiled, but her smile looked a little strained.

“Hey, do you guys want to trade?” Sam asked. “We'll take a turn with your fucktoy, and you can take a turn with ours. What do you say?”

Amira, to my horror, looked like she was seriously considering the offer.

“No,” said Daphne, both to Amira and the three men. “Stephanie's not going to lose her virginity to a bunch of strangers. Sorry, not happening.”

The men were visibly disappointed. So were Zaria and Alana. Amira looked a little shocked. But she didn't attempt to override Daphne's decision.

I had never loved Daphne more than I did at that moment.

“I'm going next,” Daphne announced. “Stephanie, you can jill while you eat me.”

She guided my head between her thighs. I kissed and licked her hungry opening. I brought my hand to my clit and came almost instantly. I then ran my hands over Daphne, tracing the contours of her legs, hips, belly and breasts with my fingertips. I cupped and squeezed her ass and kneaded her full breasts. She squirmed and purred as I worshiped her with both hands and mouth. She ran her fingers through my hair and even brushed my cheek with her fingertips.

I tried to blot out our surroundings and to imagine that we were a couple again. I ran my hand up to her earlobe and caressed it with my fingers, then stroked her cheek, brushing her lips with my fingertips. She didn't swat my hand away. I moved back to her cleft and pushed two fingers inside as I sucked her clit. She came hard. I brought one hand back to my own folds and fondled my breasts with the other one. I quickly came again.

Daphne kept me between her legs for a long time. She had at least seven or eight orgasms. So did I.

Amira used me next. She didn't let me touch myself. She got me to stimulate her with my hands while I ate her, as I had done with Daphne. She let go in my face at least a dozen times.

Zaria and Alana both took a second turn with me. They didn't let me play with myself either, and got me to fondle and finger them as I gave them head. Alana used a small vibrator on herself as I ate her. It pulsed against my nose and upper lip.

By the time Amira, Zaria, and Alana were done with me, I was ravenously horny again. Daphne took another turn, and once more allowed me to look after myself as I looked after her.

Daphne, Zaria, and Alana wanted to hang out and drink some more, but Amira said she was tired and wanted to go home. Amira barely spoke to Daphne during the ride back. But when we reached the condo lobby, she put an arm around Daphne's waist, kissed her affectionately, and slid her hand down to Daphne's haunch and kept it there as Daphne led me by the leash to the elevator bank.


My Keepers' New Toys




“War continues to rage across the former European Union. German and French forces have reached the outskirts of Rome...”

Autonomous tanks that looked like giant mechanized spiders marched through a smoldering residential suburb on Daphne and Amira's living room wall.

It was Day 24 of my “rehabilitation”. I was alone in the condo. I hadn't been allowed to touch myself since the night at the bar five days ago. I was debating whether to give in and accept being sent back to jail or to just permanently put myself out of my misery.

“Protests continued to rock cities across China in reaction to the regime's controversial new decree that all males above the age of 16 must join the armed forces or accept permanent transformation into women. The casualty rates among Chinese troops are almost universally believed to be much higher than officially claimed as China escalates its attempts to re-conquer its rebellious territories in Africa and South Asia and threatens to retake its secessionist lunar and Mars colonies next...”

Amateur video of civilians writhing on the ground as their nervous systems were permanently fried by Chinese crowd-control weapons flashed on the wall. This was followed by footage of cat-and-mouse combat in the shattered downtown core of what might have been the capital of Tanzania or Mozambique.

“Argentina became the fifth country to grant full citizenship to AI entities deemed sentient...”

I heard the door open. Daphne and Amira were back.

“A flash incel riot was suppressed in Chicago.  Eighteen bystanders caught in the riot have been confirmed to have been killed. And at least twenty-three women were sexually assaulted during the violence. These figures are likely to increase as more information becomes available. Over fifty rioters were slain as government forces restored order...”

An aerial clip of fleeing rioters being mowed down by a military gunship played. Followed by footage of paramedics trying to help a young woman whose dress had been torn open and who was slumped against a car sobbing uncontrollably with her hands over her face.

Daphne told James to turn off the TV.

“Fucking incels,” Amira scowled. “They should put them all in Dicks to Chicks instead of killing them. And then put them to work in the government whorehouses for the rest of their lives.”

“Definitely,” concurred Daphne. “They wouldn't be complaining about being celibate after that.”

Amira smirked. “No, they'd never be troubled by that problem again.”

The pair turned their attention to me. An unsettling grin lit up Daphne's face.

“How are you this evening, Stephanie?”

I gave my ex-wife a sour look. I suppressed the urge to ask her how the fuck she thought I felt with a sex drive that could have served a dozen people and no orgasm for five straight days.

“Cheer up, Stephanie.” Amira reached into a black shopping bag. “We bought a couple of new toys this afternoon.”

She pulled out a massive strap-on dildo.

“I'm going to fuck my wife now.  And you're going to help me.”

Daphne's grin widened.

I was confused. You're going to help me? Did Amira plan to let me fuck Daphne with the strap-on? The idea thrilled me. I wouldn't be able to feel anything from the strap-on, of course. But I wanted to fuck Daphne. To be on top instead of on my knees. To feel her body writing beneath mine, like in the old days. To hear her moaning in my ear as she came.

Unfortunately this wasn't what Amira had in mind.

Amira stood in front of me. The artificial cock in her hand was at least 20 centimeters long. Eight inches, by the old system. It was attached to a baseplate with a belt that at first I assumed was meant to fasten around the wearer's waist. A second replica cock, half the size of the first, projected from the other side of the baseplate.

It dawned on me that this instrument wasn't meant to be worn around the waist. It was meant to be fastened to someone's head. With the smaller cock going in that person's mouth.

Amira smiled as she watched the shock on my face. She sat on my lap. Her full breasts brushed mine. My nipples puckered into hard little knots. Amira's smile widened. Daphne came over and stood beside her.

Amira nudged my lips with the head of the smaller, inward-facing cock. It looked completely lifelike. It even had veins.

“Open up, sweetie.”

I gave Daphne a pleading look.

“Better do what Amira tells you, darling.  She doesn't like repeating herself.”

I gave in and allowed Amira to push the fake cock between my lips. It wasn't as long as my cock had been, but it was thicker. My jaw and lips were stretched uncomfortably wide as it invaded my mouth. I'd never had a cock in my mouth before, real or fake.  I had never wanted a cock in my mouth before.  But to my shock, I was becoming aroused. The tweaking of my brain to broaden my sexual desires had clearly worked. My face reddened.

Amira grinned and continued pushing the replica cock all the way in. The tip reached the back of my tongue, making me gag. The baseplate covered my face from the underside of my nose to the bottom of my chin.  Amira wrapped the straps around my head and fastened them tightly.

I now had a massive cock jutting out where my mouth used to be.

Amira rose and helped me to my feet. Daphne retrieved the familiar pink handcuffs and handed them to Amira.

“Better put these on her. I can tell she's very close to the breaking point, and we don't want her cracking and trying to get herself off...”

“True. I'm surprised she hasn't caved already, to be honest.” I wasn't sure if I detected disappointment in Amira's tone.

Amira fettered my wrists behind my back. Daphne walked to a nearby armchair. She leaned forward and gripped the armrests. Amira followed her with me in tow. She placed a hand on my head and guided me down to my knees behind Daphne. Even from half a meter away I could smell Daphne's  arousal.

Amira pushed my head forward, nudging Daphne's opening with the tip of the outer cock. She gripped the base of the cock and ran it up and down Daphne's slit, teasing her into a near frenzy.

“Oh fuck...I need you to fuck me, Amira...fuck my pussy...please...”

Amira pushed my head forward, driving the cock all the way in with a single hard thrust.

“Oh Jesus, yes! Fuck me hard!”

Daphne's perfect ass was pressed into the upper half of my face. The bridge of my nose was pressed against her puckered asshole. I could no longer see. I could barely breathe.

Amira stepped forward, bringing her crotch to the back of my head. I could feel the dampness of her cleft against my hair. She gripped Daphne's hips. Daphne was mewling like an animal in heat. She pushed her hips back, grinding her ass into my face and driving the inner cock a little deeper into my mouth. I groaned. Saliva trickled down my chin under the baseplate and dripped onto my miniskirt and thighs. My kitty ached with the need to be touched.

Amira pumped her hips. Daphne thrust back. My head was sandwiched between them as they fucked.

“Oh God, yes! Fuck me harder!”

Amira pounded Daphne's cunt like a boxer pummeling a rival into submission. I grunted and groaned as my head was mashed between them and my mouth was fucked by the inner cock. More drool dripped from my chin. Daphne's moans became short, high-pitched gasps. The scent of female lust permeated the air like a mist. My thighs spread as if they had a mind of their own, instinctively opening me up to be filled. Cool air caressed the wetness of my panties. My hips wiggled and squirmed, vainly seeking a hand or mouth or cock.

Daphne ground her backside extra hard against my face and let out a moan that could have revived someone from a coma. Amira subjected Daphne and I to a last brutal thrust, then cried out as she came against the back of my head.

Amira released Daphne's hips and stepped back. I pulled the dripping outer cock from Daphne's now gaping hole. My own body was still aching for attention.

Daphne stood up, circled behind me, and unfastened the face dildo. Amira reached into the black shopping bag. My eyes widened as she pulled out an even bigger strap-on and secured it around her waist.

“Follow me,” Daphne ordered. She led me to the master bedroom. Amira walked behind us, her enormous fake penis wobbling disconcertingly close to my ass. Once we were in the bedchamber, Daphne removed my handcuffs.

“Take off your clothes and lie on the bed. On your back.”

Amira and Daphne chained me spread-eagle to the four bedposts. Daphne straddled me on her hands and knees in a sixty-nine and lowered her body onto mine. The feel of her naked flesh against my own was heaven. Her rigid nipples pressed into the soft skin of my belly. I would not have thought it possible for me to get any hornier, but I did.

Daphne lowered her pussy onto my mouth. She didn't touch my kitty, but I could feel her warm breath on my intimate folds. I was close to the edge, but had no way to get myself to the finish line.

“Suck me, you cheating skank!”

I took Daphne's clit between my lips. She let out a low, throaty moan.

“Fuck me again, Amira! Fuck me even harder this time!”

My heart sped up as I realized Amira was going to fuck Daphne with me underneath. The mattress shifted beneath the tall girl's weight as she joined us on the bed. She lowered herself onto Daphne. I was squashed into the mattress by their combined weight.

Amira brought her monster cock to Daphne's slit. It was, like the cocks on the face-dildo, extremely lifelike. It even had a set of gigantic nuts.

“Who told you to stop sucking, bitch?”

I resumed giving Daphne head.

“That's better. Don't even think of stopping again til we're done.”

Amira nudged her thick shaft into Daphne's ravenous hole. Daphne's swollen clit throbbed between my lips as her lover stretched and filled her. Amira didn't stop until her nuts were resting on my forehead. Daphne gasped as Amira forced the last few centimeters in. I was astounded that she was able to take the entire thing. My own cock, when I'd had one, had been a decent size. A little bigger than average, in fact. But Amira's was easily ten centimeters longer.

“Oh God, yes! Fuck me! Please fuck me!”

Amira started pounding Daphne's pussy. Her fake cock slid back and forth across my face, which was soon coated with Daphne's juices. Her balls slammed into my forehead each time she buried herself in my former wife. She steadily increased the force of her thrusts, making Daphne squirm and moan.

I continued sucking Daphne's clit. I didn't dare stop. Daphne's chin brushed my bush as Amira subjected her to a particularly savage thrust, missing my clit by no more than a centimeter or two. I nearly came. In that moment if Daphne had offered to eat me but told me I'd have to spend the rest of my life in prison, I would have said yes without a second thought.

“Fuck me harder!” Daphne screamed.

Amira did.

Daphne came violently. Her entire body shuddered. Amira kept fucking her. Daphne came again. And again. I lost count of the number of times she peaked. I continued giving her head as Amira pummeled her. Amira trembled as she suddenly came too. She moaned and sagged on top of Daphne, pressing me even more deeply into the mattress. I struggled to breathe.

Amira lifted herself off Daphne, and Daphne in turn got off me. Amira then sat on my chest. Her oversized cock hovered before my face, glistening with Daphne's cum.

“Clean my cock, slut.”

She shuffled forward, bringing the tip of her fake penis to my lips. I glanced at Daphne, silently pleading to be spared this final indignity.

“What are you waiting for, whore? My wife just told you to suck her cock.”

I gave in. It's only a toy, I told myself. It's not real.

Amira gripped my head between her hands and invaded my mouth. She didn't stop till the head of her monster cock hit the back of my throat, making me retch. My lips were stretched into a taut O. My jaw felt like it was going to pop out of its sockets. Amira looked down at me expectantly. My cheeks reddened as I began giving my first blowjob.

Daphne leaned over me, holding her phone. I realized with horror that she was filming me. She smirked as she watched my expression.

“I want a copy of that, Daph. I'm going to use a still from it as my new screen saver.”

“No problem.”

“Some of our friends might enjoy seeing this too.”

“Yes, I think they would.”

My blush deepened. Despite my mortification, my pussy was wetter than ever. A stain was spreading on the quilt under my ass. I struggled to free myself from my restraints, long past caring about the consequences if I jilled.

“Put some enthusiasm into it, bitch! Unless you want to go another five days without an orgasm.”

I didn't feel like I could survive another five minutes, let alone five days. I moved my head back and forth over Amira's tool, emulating women I'd seen in the porn movies I used to watch when I'd been a man.

“That's better. Keep doing that.”

Amira's grip on my head tightened. She began thrusting. I quit trying to move my head and let her fuck my mouth. Daphne captured the action from different angles with her phone.  My jaw ached. Drool spilled over my chin. Tears ran down my cheeks. I whimpered and moaned. Amira stared into my eyes, feeding on my suffering and humiliation. Her breathing was getting heavier.

Daphne propped the phone against a pillow near my face. She leaned down and whispered in my ear.

“Are you enjoying sucking my wife's cock, Stephanie?”

I ignored the question. I felt defiled and degraded. Yet my new body was burning with lust. I had never wanted to fuck Amira more than I did right now. I realized with a shock that not only did I want to fuck her—I wanted her to fuck me. I would have begged her to fuck my pussy if I'd been able to speak. Daphne smiled, seeming to read my mind.

Amira suddenly stopped and withdrew her  cock. She removed the strap-on and sat on my face. I started eating her without waiting to be told. Daphne fondled my breasts, teasing my stiff nipples with her fingers. My body arched at her unexpected touch.

“Would you like me to help you come, pet?”

I wasn't sure if I had heard right. Daphne leaned over Amira's thigh and gazed down at me.

“Hmmgh?”

“Would you like me to touch your pussy?”

I groaned beseechingly.

“Beg for it.”

I begged. My words were muffled by Amira's cooch, but the desperation and capitulation in them was unmistakable.

Daphne grinned. Her fingers trailed delicately down my midriff, pausing at my bush. I bucked and thrashed and moaned, desperate for her to go just a little further.

Amira ground herself more forcefully into my face. My muffled pleas grew louder and more frantic. I was crying tears of frustration now. Amira's cruel smile widened.

Daphne's fingers slid down to my clit. Neither she nor Amira had ever touched my pussy before. Daphne pressed my nub as if it were a button. My entire body convulsed. I nearly passed out.

Amira subjected me to several particularly brutal thrusts, then shuddered and came in my mouth. Daphne moved back to Amira and kissed her.

“I want to fuck her ass now,” Amira announced, once she had recovered enough to speak.

“No. We already agreed. Just her mouth tonight. We're saving her pussy and ass for...well, you know...”

Amira grinned and got up. Daphne retrieved her phone and began unfastening my ankles and wrists.

“You can play with yourself as much as you want tonight, Stephanie.”

She gave me an unexpected kiss on the forehead. Then she escorted me to the bedroom door and closed it behind me.

As soon as I was back in my own room, I plunged three fingers into my slit. I was so slippery and slick that it felt like my whole hand could disappear in there. I fucked myself hard, plunging my fingers in and out almost violently. I ran my other hand over my breasts. My new nipples were almost as sensitive as my clit. I came explosively.

My new body just got more revved up by my orgasm. I still had one hand half-buried inside me. I brought my other hand to my clit and stroked it. I discovered that the pleasure between my thighs increased if I widened my legs and arched my hips a certain way. I experimented with the pace and the positions of my fingers. I curled them inside me, and had an orgasm so powerful that I nearly collapsed.

I kept going. I kneaded my nub till it was sore, then rubbed it some more. A succession of erotic fantasies paraded through my mind. Amira and Daphne sitting on top of me, kissing and fondling each other while I labored beneath them. Me sitting on Amira, grinding my pussy into her face while making out with Daphne. Amira and Daphne pounding me with their fake cocks. I must have come twenty or thirty times.

I would only realize later that in every single one of tonight's fantasies I was a girl.


Ragers




The car was driving Amira, Daphne and me home from a play about a lesbian romance between two unhappily married women—one an aristocrat, the other a commoner—set in the blood-drenched days of the French Revolution.

Daphne and Amira were in the front seat. Their bodies were present, but their minds were lost in VR. I was as usual by myself in the rear.

The car abruptly pulled over.  The handful of other vehicles on the street also drew up to the nearest curb and parked.

Amira and Daphne stirred from their stupor.

“What the fuck?” Amira grumbled.

“The VR network is down. The entire Net is down.” Daphne sounded uneasy.

Amira looked around, then tried to open the door on her side. It wouldn't budge.

“Use the emergency manual override.”

Amira got the door open and stepped out. A few other stranded passengers emerged from their vehicles. The few pedestrians out and about were looking around warily.

A siren went off in the distance. It was followed by popping sounds that could have been small arms fire.  Private weapons were strictly prohibited, but insurrectionists and criminals with the right skills could override the restrictions built into civilian nanofabricators and produce military grade weapons fairly easily. Political resistance of any sort carried the death penalty, and street crime was also harshly punished, but there was no shortage of radicals, ragers, and gangsters who didn't give a flying fuck.

An authoritative voice boomed from hidden speakers built into the streetlamps.

“This area is now under a temporary state of emergency. Stay in your vehicles. If you do not have a vehicle, take shelter in the nearest building. Anyone still on the street will be presumed to be an insurrectionist and will be subject to immediate execution. I repeat...”

“Holy fuck...” Amira hopped back in the car and slammed the door. Other drivers did the same. Daphne looked around, her eyes wide, like a frightened animal in a trap.

A dozen massive combat drones, each the size of a car and bristling with weapons, zoomed overhead, moving toward the downtown core.

The unfortunates caught in the open were scrambling for shelter. This street was lined with old office towers that had been abandoned or converted into low-cost housing. The housing complexes used facial recognition to keep out non-residents, and were no help. There were street-level shops in some of the buildings, but most of them were deserted and sealed over. A cafe and a clothing store  were open on the north side of the street, as was a small diner on the south side.

A young couple with a baby carriage tried to reach the cafe. So did a man with a pink-collared ward on a leash. Several others tried to reach the diner.

The loudspeakers continued to drone their deadly warning. The cackle of gunfire—there was no doubt now it was gunfire—intensified. An explosion boomed two or three blocks away.  People screamed.

Barriers slid down the windows and doors of the clothing shop and the cafe. The door of the cafe sealed just as the couple with the infant reached it. The young husband pounded on the barrier. “Hey! Help! Let us in! Please! We have a baby! Please let us in!”

The guy pulling the leashed girl changed tack from the cafe to the diner. His captive, unused to high heels, stumbled and fell to her knees. He completely lost it. He screamed and kicked her in the stomach. She curled into a ball.

The last of the people on the other side of the street got into the diner. Barriers slid over the door and the windows.

The screaming from neighboring streets was getting worse. Another explosion boomed.

More guncraft zipped overhead. Most of them continued toward the core, but one of them veered off toward the street next to ours. Seconds later strafing gunfire echoed in the steel and glass canyons. The screaming from that direction intensified. Many of the screams were cut short.

Three men rounded the corner onto our street, running for their lives. I couldn't tell if they were ragers or just everyday people caught in the wrong place at the wrong time. A gunship appeared seconds later. A hail of bullets mowed down all three with surgical precision, narrowly but cleanly missing an immobilized car with a cowering family. The man kicking the leashed girl paused and gawked at the slaughter. The AI operating the gunship took a split second to decide whether or not he was more likely a participant in the riot or an innocent civilian trying to escape. A bullet shattered the top of his head. His body tumbled to the pavement, still clutching the leash. The girl hugged the asphalt, and the gunship bypassed her. It tilted in the direction of the couple with the baby, made another split-second evaluation, and moved on, leaving them trembling and clinging to each other. It moved to the next street.

The sounds of chaos and fighting grew increasingly distant. The couple with the baby took refuge in a laneway. The girl on the leash remained frozen in place, not daring to move.

It took the military thirty minutes to crush the insurrection. We were stranded in our cars for another hour before the Net was restored. The girl in the pink collar crawled to the sidewalk and sheltered in the doorway of an empty building. The couple with the baby remained out of sight in the alley. The loudspeakers continued to warn us to stay in our vehicles, then fell silent. I could hear my own heart beating.

Our car pulled into the street and set out for Amira and Daphne's apartment as if nothing had happened.


The Contest




The girl's name was Millie. When Daphne and Amira brought her home I initially assumed she was one of their friends. Then I noticed the pink collar around her neck.

It was Day 30. It had been three days since I'd last been allowed to touch myself.

“We rented a girl from one of the government brothels. We've got a fun evening planned. Well, fun for me and Daphne, at least.” Amira laughed.

“Millie used to be a cop. She was shaking down neighborhood working girls for protection money. Now she is one of the working girls. Not too fucking smart there, were you, Millie?”

Millie looked down at the floor and said nothing.

“Cops in Dicks to Chicks get tons of bids for private service. Mostly from people who don't like cops very much. Millie decided to take her chances with the government brothels. How's that working out for you, Millie?”

Millie frowned but kept her mouth shut.

“Millie's been serving at the brothel for, what is it, three weeks now?”

Millie nodded.

“Has anyone gone down on you yet, Millie?”

Millie looked up in surprise. She clearly had not expected this question.

“Answer the question, bitch.”

“No.”

“Would you like to have someone go down on you?”

“Yes. Hell, yes!”

Millie's eyes shifted from Amira to me. She looked me over and smiled. She had obviously concluded that if someone was going down on her, it was going to be me. The other collared girl. She licked her lips, her eyes alive with lust.

“Stephanie, my ex-husband, hasn't had her pussy eaten yet either.  Would you like to have your pussy eaten, Stephanie?”

A thrum of excitement coursed through my veins, and a warm glow spread through my new lady parts. I didn't say anything. I didn't have to. Daphne laughed.

“I'm going to offer the two of you the chance to take part in a little contest. You'll each get to eat one of us for one hour. Whoever gives us the most orgasms wins. The winner gets to have her pussy eaten by the loser. The loser doesn't get to come and has to serve all three of us until we have to take Millie back to the whorehouse. Want to play?”

I was dying to experience having someone go down on me.  Millie, like all Dicks to Chicks participants, was hot as fuck. She was almost as tall as Amira. She had honey blonde hair that spilled to her breasts, full, inviting lips, and big blue eyes. She was dressed in a barely-there crop top, a miniskirt hardly thicker than a scarf, and ten centimeter pumps, all matching cherry red. The fact that she had once been a man didn't matter. She sure as fuck wasn't a man now. The thought of her warm mouth on my pussy made me moist.

I could tell that Millie was equally keen to get my face between her legs. It would be a brutal night for the loser, who would have to service three horny women over and over without being allowed to touch herself. But by now I was used to being ravenously horny for days on end without relief.

Millie nodded her willingness. I did the same.

The nanofabricator—or rather the microscopic nanobots controlled by the nanofabricator—had assembled two tall, throne-like chairs in the living room. Each chair had a set of manacles attached to its front legs. And a hole in the seat that was just the right size for a human neck.

Amira led Millie by the leash to the nearest of the two chairs. I didn't have my leash on, just the ever-present pink collar. Daphne placed a hand on my shoulder and escorted me to the other chair. Amira issued an order to the chairs, which like most household furnishings had some AI built into them. The hole in the seat widened as AI-controlled nanobots built into it detached and reassembled molecules with lightning speed. Millie and I were guided into kneeling positions under the seats and made to raise our heads through the holes.

Amira gave another command. The holes contracted around our necks, forming a perfect seal that locked us in place. We were told to hold our arms out. The manacles built into the legs of the chair moved like tentacles and fastened themselves around our wrists with another perfect seal.

“You mind if I use the new toy, Daph?”

“Not at all, my love.”

Amira plunked herself onto the chair imprisoning Millie. Daphne sat on the other chair. My head was between her thighs. My face was so close to her kitty that I could feel the heat radiating from it.

Amira ordered the chairs to recline.  Daphne let out a sigh as she was tilted into a semi-horizontal position.  She slid forward, bringing her pussy to my mouth.

Amira instructed James to “play the video”. The floor to ceiling windows that formed the living room's outer wall turned opaque. A crystal-clear closeup of a girl's pussy appeared on each of the four walls and the ceiling. The actress stroked herself with her fingers.

“Well, what are you waiting for, you stupid sluts? Get to work!”

I started licking Daphne's cleft. She gasped and clamped her thighs around my head.

“Oh yeah, that's it,” crooned Amira as Millie began pleasuring her.

The girl masturbating on the walls and ceiling pumped her fingers in and out. Her amplified moans filled the room. Daphne got wetter.

Millie groaned. I couldn't see what Amira was doing, but I'm pretty sure she was fucking Millie's face. Amira was almost always more aggressive than Daphne. Amira also usually came faster. Which, I belatedly realized, was going to be a problem if I was to make Daphne come more times than Amira over the next hour. Daphne was just laying there and letting me do all the work.

The girl in the video pulled her fingers out, trailing strings of silky female precum. She moved them up to her clit. Her breath was coming in short, sharp gasps.

Millie groaned again. Amira seemed to be fucking her face pretty hard.

I knew that Daphne liked me to take my time and tease her, and that rushing could be counterproductive. She parted her thighs slightly, releasing my head from their grip and giving me more room to work. I caressed her inner thighs, her outer lips, and her cleft. My own need to come was torment.  I squirmed beneath the seat. Daphne moaned and caressed my hair with her fingers. I didn't think it was possible for my lady boner to get any harder, but it did.

The porn actress' fingers sped up. Her gasps merged into a single drawn out squeal.

“Oh fuck yes!” yelled Amira as she let go in my rival's face.

Daphne gripped my head with both hands and ground her muff against me. She let out a moan that rivaled that of the actress as she reached her first zenith.

“Don't stop!” barked Amira. Millie didn't stop. A moment later Amira was wracked by a second orgasm, and then a third.

Shit.

I probed Daphne's folds with my tongue, moving it up and down between them. She tightened her grip on my head and purred. But she didn't come.

The masturbating girl was replaced by a buxom blonde kneeling before a brawny man with a cock that rivaled Amira's strap-on. She was naked and her hands were bound behind her. She struggled to take the monster cock in her mouth.

Amira exploded in Millie's face.

I tried to raise my mouth to Daphne's clit. Daphne sensed what I was trying to do, and shifted her body so that I could more easily reach it. I took her ladywood between my lips and sucked.

“Mmm, yes, that's perfect,” Daphne crooned. “Keep doing that. Suck me the way that girl in the video is sucking that guy's dick.”

The porn starlet gagged as the man pushed her head down, driving his cock to the back of her throat. Amira climaxed again. Daphne tightened her grip on my head, bucked several times, and came too.

Amira ordered Millie to suck her the way I was sucking Daphne. It was pretty obvious that Amira and Daphne were imagining themselves to be the guy in the video and pretending that Millie and I were the girl. Or at least that they were imagining themselves to have cocks.

Amira came twice more. Daphne came once.

The man in the video erupted in the girl's mouth. She swallowed.

Two sultry lesbians replaced the kneeling girl and the guy with the monster cock. They were lying on a bed with a rich maroon quilt and matching canopy and bed curtains. They gradually kissed their way lower on each other's bodies, shifting into a side-by-side soixante-neuf.

Amira came yet again as the two sapphists writhed in ecstacy. Daphne came too. Her wetness trickled down my chin. My panties were soaked. I struggled against my restraints, desperate to touch myself, no longer giving a fuck about being sent to prison.

The lesbians were replaced by two T-girls fucking the throat and ass of a woman in a pillory.  Amira ground against Millie's face.  Daphne again loosened her hold on my head, and I alternated between kissing her thighs and bush, licking and probing her folds, and licking and sucking her clit. 

The dickgirls were followed by a menage of three or four women pinning a smaller woman to a bed and taking turns riding her face. Then a topless woman plowing a shorter woman doggy-style with a gargantuan strap-on.

Daphne came several more times.  I lost count of how many times Amira peaked.  Amira was indisputably in the lead.

“Well, the hour's up,” Amira announced after a particularly powerful climax. “I obviously had more orgasms, so Millie won.”

Amira and Daphne rose from their seats. Amira uttered a command, and Millie was released from her chair. I remained secured in place. My rival rose, a little shakily, to her feet. Female cum dripped from her mouth. Amira took her elbow and guided her to my chair.

“Time for your reward, Millie. Use her as hard as you want. And until you've come as many times as you want.”

Millie grinned. She peeled off her miniskirt, but didn't bother removing her top or her pumps. She sat in front of me. She had a thick, close-cropped bush that was the same honey color as the rest of her hair. Her lips gaped. This girl had been fucked more times in the last three weeks than most people were fucked in a year. She slid forward, pressing her cunt into my face. She was sopping wet. Her hands gripped my head.

“Make me come, bitch!”

Millie's raunchy taste mingled with Daphne's on my tongue. Her first orgasm hit almost instantly. It was followed quickly by several more. Her muscular thighs clenched my head so tight that I feared my skull was going to be crushed.

Amira put an arm around Daphne's waist, then leaned down and kissed her. Daphne wrapped her arms around her and pulled her closer. Amira slipped her hand under Daphne's skirt.

Millie pummeled my face like a rutting bull.  Her orgasms continued in rapid succession, a new one often starting before the old one had completely subsided.

Daphne tilted her head back and moaned.

Millie came harder than ever. Her mound slammed so hard against my nose that I felt like I'd been punched.

“Fuck, you're good at this!” Millie exclaimed. “Suck my clit now. Suck me off like that whore in the video.”

“How long did you book Millie for?” Daphne asked casually.

“Three days.”


Priya




“Stephanie, come out here! We got you something for your birthday.”

I had not expected that Daphne would remember my birthday. Or at least that she would acknowledge it.

It was Day 39. Almost a week since the end of my three-day marathon with Millie. Amira and Daphne had used me every night since. It had been four days since I'd last been allowed to touch myself. I was almost literally climbing the walls.

I emerged from my room. Amira and Daphne had a pink-collared girl standing between them.

“Say hello to your birthday present. Her name's Priya.”

“Um...hi Priya...”

Priya gave me a nervous smile. I couldn't help but stare. She was striking even by the standards of girls in the Special Rehabilitation Program. Her skin was a dark, rich brown. She had a wide heart-shaped face with big, liquid brown eyes, full, sensuous lips, and long black hair that fell almost to her waist. She was slender but curvy, with full breasts and a delightful ass.  She wore a short lavender dress with matching stockings, garters, and stilettos.

Priya was watching me discreetly. She knew right away from my collar that I was in the same situation as herself. I saw commiseration in her eyes.

“Priya was a drug trafficker, just like you, sweetheart,” Daphne said. “Stupid bitch tried to sell nanofab heroin to an undercover cop. She's serving her 90 day contract with Amira's sister Basma. Basma was kind enough to lend Priya to us for the weekend. We'll be trying her out ourselves tomorrow. But tonight, she's all yours. We're gifting you the use of her service contract for the night. You can do anything you want with her.”

“Well, not anything you want,” Amira interjected. “You don't have a penis anymore.”

Amira and Daphne both laughed.

“Priya was already a girl before she was put in the Special Rehabilitation Program,” Daphne continued, “so they didn't have to transition her, like they did you. Apparently she was quite hot, too. At least when she was younger. The kind of girl who probably wouldn't have looked twice at you when you were a man. I'm told the only changes they made to her looks were to knock two decades off her age and to make her boobs bigger.”

I could see Priya bristling as they discussed her like a refurbished car. But she masked her annoyance well.

“She was bisexual even before they put her in the Special Rehabilitation Program. Basma tells me she's very good at eating pussy. They boosted her sex drive so that she's more or less always horny, just like you. Basma hasn't let her touch herself for three days, so she should be nice and eager. Enjoy yourself, darling.”

Amira slid an arm around Daphne's waist.

“We're going out clubbing. We won't be back till late. So have fun. But I wouldn't stay up too late if I was you. You're both going to have a busy day tomorrow.”

“Happy birthday, baby! See you later!”

The lovers turned and disappeared into the hallway.

“Would you like a glass of wine?” I offered Priya.

“I'd love one.”

A few days earlier Daphne had adjusted the autochef's restrictions so that I could have a modest amount of booze each day. I got the autochef to give each of us a generous glass of cabernet sauvignon.

We were sitting on the couch. I was dying to have Priya look after me the way Daphne and Amira had been making me look after them. But as agonizing as my need felt, I couldn't bring myself to order Priya to go down on me. To use her the way everyone else had been using me.

“I'm not really a drug dealer,” Priya blurted. “A cop was mad cause I wouldn't date him. So he had a friend frame me.”

I knew next to nothing about Priya, but I believed her. There was no limit to what some sex-starved men would do to coerce women into having sex with them.

“I'm not a drug dealer either.” I told Priya about my ill-fated cross-border marijuana delivery to help my friend.

“I believe you.” I sensed that Priya meant it.

“Look, you don't have to do anything for me. I'd love to play with you.  I'd give almost anything for it. But I don't want you to have sex with me just cause you have to in order to stay in this so-called rehab program.”

Priya looked shocked. But also pleased.

“You can just stay here tonight and chill.” I felt like the world's biggest fool. I was passing up the opportunity to use this gorgeous girl as my de facto personal sex slave for the night. But a sex slave was not what I wanted.

“Thank you.” Priya's voice was so soft it was barely audible. She spontaneously hugged me. I was too surprised to respond for a moment. I wrapped my arms around her and hugged her back. Priya clung to me like a drowning woman.

“It's been so long since anyone's held me. I'm sorry.”

“It's okay. It's been way too long since anyone held me like this either.”

Priya pulled back slightly and looked into my eyes. It sounds ridiculous, but I felt like she was looking right into my soul. She leaned forward and kissed me on the lips. Her kiss was tentative, almost shy.  The gentle touch of her lips was heaven. She sighed, filling my mouth with her warm breath. I could tell that, like me, she was starved for affection. For being touched and held like a human being and not like a human sex toy.

Priya tilted her head slightly, and her lips parted. Our mouths melted together.  Our arms were still wrapped around each other.  She reclined on the couch, pulling me down on top of her.  A rush of almost electric pleasure rushed through me. My heart hammered against my breastbone. I felt like a bumbling teenager. I also felt more alive than I had in years.

Priya abruptly broke our kiss and gently pushed me away. I pulled back, confused.

“Stand up,” Priya instructed softly.

I rose to my feet. I was wearing a little black dress and my lowest, most comfortable pumps. It was the least slutty outfit in my small wardrobe. Priya lifted my dress over my head and dropped it to the floor. I was wearing a lacy black thong and a translucent black balconette bra that didn't fully cover my nipples.

I smiled. Priya smiled back. She brought her mouth back to mine, and we resumed kissing. Her kisses became more eager and passionate. Her erect nipples prodded my bare skin. I placed my hands on her hips and pulled her tighter against me. She trailed her fingers lightly down my spine. Her other hand stroked my hair. I was almost lightheaded with desire.

Priya pulled away from my mouth and kissed my ear and throat. She meandered down to my chest, crossing from one shoulder to the other above my breasts. Her fingers undid the clasp of my bra and gently pulled it away. The gentle scratch of the bra straps felt surprisingly sensuous as they slid over my skin. It was the sort of little detail I would have missed when I was a man.

Priya's lips descended into the valley between my breasts. She unhurriedly moved up the swell of my left breast and teasingly circled my wide, puckered aureola. My hands caressed her silky hair. I resisted the urge to push her down to my kitty. She took my nipple between her lips and suckled. It was the first time I'd had one of my breasts sucked. My knees nearly buckled. I couldn't believe how good it felt. Priya playfully kissed her way over to my other boob. I was starting to drip.

Priya moved back up to my lips. Then she slowly made her way lower, erratically trailing kisses over my chest and belly. My heart pounded faster than ever. I could hardly believe that this gorgeous goddess was going down on me. Giving me the pleasure I craved because she wanted to, not because she had to.

She reached the top of my thong. Her wandering mouth took a detour to one side. I forced myself not to pull her head back on course. She kissed her way to my hip, then down my upper thigh. She lavished several long, sensuous caressed on the inside of my leg. Then she bestowed the same attention on my other thigh. I was feverish with lust.

Priya pulled down my thong, and I stepped out of it. She planted teasing kisses on the triangle of hair covering my mound, then moved lower. She languidly kissed my outer lips while cupping and squeezing my ass. She hadn't even touched my clit or penetrated my pussy, and I was already on the cusp of coming. She kissed my cleft, moving slowly upward. She stopped just below my clit. She retraced her path down, then she slid her tongue into me.

I exploded in her mouth.

Priya unhesitatingly swallowed as I squirted in her face. She planted a few more kisses on my  slit, then took my engorged clit in her mouth and sucked it. I erupted again. I had to place my hands on her shoulders to steady myself. She continued sucking, making me come three or four more times. She gently pulled away and looked up at me.

I sank to my knees and wrapped my arms around her. I buried my face in the crook of her neck. She seemed surprised, but returned my embrace.

“It's your turn,” I said, once I had recovered my composure. “Stand up.”

Priya rose to her feet. I stood up too. I kissed her forehead, her eyelids, the tip of her nose, her chin.  She played with my hair in a way that made me tingle. I brought my mouth to hers. There was fire in her kiss.

I moved lower and pulled up her dress. She helped me lift it over her head and let it fall to the floor. Her bra and panties followed. I left her stockings, garters and stilettos in place.  I rose back to her lips and throat, lavishing kisses over them. I suckled her full breasts. She gripped my head, holding me tight against her.

“Oh fuck, yes...that feels so good...”

I kissed my way down her belly. I started moving to one side, emulating the pattern she had used. She placed her hands on my head and impatiently nudged me lower. I kissed her bush, her thighs, her outer lips, her cleft, and her swollen nub. She squirmed and ground herself against my face. She shuddered as her first orgasm hit her.

It would be the first of many to follow.

“What did you do before?  If you don't mind me asking.”

We were lying in my bed. Both of us were naked. Priya was lying against me, her face nestled on my shoulder.

“I was trying to establish myself as a VR artist. But you really need a neural implant to do that properly. And you can't afford that on universal basic income. How about you?”

“Novelist. Or wannabe novelist. I haven't really gotten anywhere yet. But I'm still trying.”

“This may sound crazy, but I'd like to see you again. When our community service periods are finished.”

My heart soared at these words. The last couple of hours with Priya had been the first time I'd felt happy since Daphne had left me.

“I'd like that.”

“I have forty-seven days left to go? How about you?”

“Fifty-one.”

“Promise me you won't give in? That no matter what they do to you, you won't break and let them send you back to jail?”

Silence hung in the air. I didn't want to make a promise that I wasn't sure I could keep. But I wanted to see Priya again. More than I'd wanted anything in a very long time.

“I promise.”

“I promise, too. Whatever they do, they won't break me. When my term is over, I'll be eligible for universal basic income. So will you. I can get us a cheap apartment in one of the downtown tenements. We'll exchange contact information so that when you're done you can find me.”

My lips rejoined Priya's. She kissed me back fiercely.

“Did you know Amira and Daphne before your transformation? I don't think too many contract owners give their fucktoys a birthday present.”

“Daphne...Daphne used to be my wife.”

“What happened?”

“I made a mistake. I slept with someone else. She found out, and she left. I guess she didn't feel that was punishment enough. So she and her new wife bought my contract.”

I looked into Priya's eyes, fearful that my infidelity would repel her.

Priya's brow furrowed, but she didn't push me away.

“It was the first and only time I strayed. I've regretted it ever since. But some mistakes can't be fixed.”

“How long were you with her?”

“Eight years.”

There was a long pause.

“I was with my last lover, Annalise, almost as long. She died in the plague.”

“I'm so sorry.”

“Me too. A part of you is always missing when someone that close dies. But you have to carry on. Or at least you have to try. I haven't been with anyone since she died. Not until Basma. And I'm nothing but a sex doll to Basma. You're the first person I've actually...the first person I've felt something for since Annalise.”

An awkward silence hung in the air. I tightened my arms around Priya. She hugged me back.

“Did you know Basma before she bought your contract?”

“No. Never saw her before.”

“What's she like?”

“Basma's okay. I'm glad I didn't end up with a guy. They tend to be rougher. Or worse, in a brothel. Basma uses me almost every day. Mostly my mouth and hands. Sometimes she uses toys. She typically keeps going till she's had several orgasms. She rarely does anything to get me off, but she usually lets me jill while I'm serving her. Once in a while she makes me serve guests in her condo. This is the first time she's lent me out to someone.”

“Amira and Daphne make me serve them almost every day too. And sometimes they share me with their girlfriends.  They never do anything to get me off. Sometimes they let me play with myself when I'm serving them, but most of the time they don't even let me do that. Often they don't let me touch myself for days.”

“That's really cruel. Basma made me go three days without touching myself before she lent me to Amira and Daphne, and I was going crazy. The way they jack up our sex drives when they reconfigure our bodies is insane.”

“I know.”

I heard the front door open. Daphne and Amira had picked up a couple of women and brought them home. All four of them sounded inebriated. I wondered if they were going to drag us out of bed and make us service them. Priya was clearly wondering the same thing.

They let us be. They shambled into the master bedroom, stumbling and giggling. More sounds, very intimate sounds, followed. My and Priya's bodies both automatically responded.

We made love one more time, then held each other until we fell asleep.


Serving the Insatiable




“Wake up, sluts. It's time to earn your keep.”

Amira didn't knock. She just barged into my room. Priya and I were entangled in each other's arms.

“Looks like you bitches are nice and cozy.” Amira laughed.

Daphne appeared behind her. Her expression was hard to read, but she wasn't laughing.

“Get yourselves washed up, put some clothes on, and come out and join us. And make sure you look sexy.”

Amira closed the door without waiting for a reply.

“Is Amira always this much of a bitch?”

I laughed. “Yup.”

We took turns in the shower. I was tempted to join Priya, and sensed that I would be welcomed, but knew it would be unwise to keep Amira and Daphne waiting longer than necessary.  Priya had only the outfit she'd been wearing the day before.  She was about the same size as me, so I offered her a clean dress from my small wardrobe. She thanked me and put it on.

I gave Priya a quick peck on the lips as we were about to leave my room. She gripped my head and kissed me back in a way that made me melt.

We went out to join Amira and Daphne and whoever they had brought home last night.

“Come join us for breakfast, girls,” Daphne invited. She, Amira, and two women I'd never seen before were seated at the dining table.

“You're going to need your strength today,” Amira added. The other women at the table snickered.

One of the strangers was a willowy woman with porcelain skin and straight jet hair that fell to her shoulder blades. She wore a burgundy cocktail dress with a short tiered skirt and a bodice that plunged diagonally from one shoulder to her waist, leaving one small, pert breast exposed. She appeared to be in her late twenties or early thirties. The other newcomer was a plump woman with golden skin and black hair streaked with blue and purple highlights. She wore a black miniskirt and matching bralette that showed off her generous cleavage. She appeared to be in her forties. Both women were attractive, but neither had the striking beauty of someone who had undergone nanotech body modification. All four women looked perky and alert. They had obviously taken hangover suppressants.

“Grab the food from the autochef and join us, Stephanie.”

I started grabbing plates from the three shelves inside the autochef.

“I'll help you,” Priya offered.

Once the food was on the table, Priya and I sat down with the others. There was a small smorgasbord to choose from. Bacon, sausages, and scrambled eggs. Pancakes with maple syrup and whipped cream. Fresh strawberries, watermelon wedges, and orange slices. Huge pecan butter tarts. An assortment of three or four juices. Coffee that tasted like the beans had been picked that same morning. There was enough food for a dozen people. Leftovers would be disassembled to their constituent molecules and repurposed by the autochef.

Amira introduced us to the two women they'd picked up the previous night. The taller one's name was Sumiko. The shorter one was Salma. The six of us dug into the food. Amira, Daphne, and their guests chatted about frivolous subjects, more or less ignoring Priya and me.

“Well, I think it's time for dessert,” Amira announced as she finished her second helping of the decadent meal.

“I could definitely go for some...dessert.” Sumiko giggled.

“Don't forget the boost.” Salma reached into her purse and dropped four red tablets onto the table.

Amira hadn't been kidding when she'd said we'd need our stamina. Boost was a drug that temporarily increased libido and sexual stamina. One tablet would make the user almost insatiable and indefatigable for four to six hours. Priya paled slightly as our temporary owners each downed a tablet with a glass of juice.

“Okay, sluts. Time to get to work.”

Amira instructed us to kneel back-to-back on the living room floor.

“Closer, you fucking skanks. Get nice and cozy, like you were in bed this morning. I want to see your asses touching.”

Priya and I moved closer. I felt her back and ass against mine. The touch of her body was both comforting and arousing.

“That's better. If you do a good enough job, I might let the two of you sleep together tonight. Would you like that, Stephanie? Would you like another night with this slut?”

I quashed the urge to tell Amira to go fuck herself.

Amira placed a finger under my chin and tilted my head up.

“Answer me, cunt.”

“Yes. Yes, I would like to spend another night with Priya.”

Amira circled around to stand in front of Priya.

“How about you, whore? Want to play with our fuck toy again?”

“Yes,” Priya answered without hesitation.

“Alright, make us happy, and we'll see.”

Daphne frowned. It was clear that Amira had not discussed this with her.

Amira stepped forward, bringing her muff to Priya's mouth. “Eat me.”

“We should be letting our guests use the toys first, darling,” Daphne chided.

“They'll get plenty of time with them. I've got a lady boner that can't wait. That's it, suck me off, bitch!”

Priya's hands found mine and gripped them. I squeezed back.

“Aw, look at that! They're holding hands. That's so fucking sweet!”

Sumiko and Salma both laughed. Daphne did not seem amused.

“Mind if I use the other one?” Sumiko asked. “The boost's already kicked in. I need to come.”

“Go for it.”

Sumiko straddled my folded legs and brought her pussy to my mouth. She cupped one of Amira's breasts, and the two of them began kissing. Amira gripped Sumiko's hips and pulled her closer, mashing her tighter against my face. Daphne stepped behind Sumiko and gave her ass a playful swat that made her squeal. She reached between her legs from behind and slid two or three fingers into her slit. Her fingers brushed my chin as they penetrated her. Sumiko quivered as her first orgasm of the afternoon hit her.

Sumiko and Daphne traded places.  I caressed Daphne's kitty with my fingers and lips. Amira's hands found Daphne's ass. Daphne leaned down and took one of Amira's engorged nipples in her mouth.

Salma had pulled a purple dildo from her purse and was easing it into her eager hole. Sumiko brought a hand to her kitty and began building herself toward orgasm number two.

It was going to be a long afternoon.

“Okay, sluts. You can both sleep in Steph's room.”

Amira had just come in my face for what must have been the twentieth time that afternoon. My chin dripped with her and the other women's cum. A pool of it had accumulated on the floor between my legs. My own body was aching for release.

“I think Priya should sleep on the floor of our bedroom,” Daphne said. “I might get horny during the night and need a face to hump.”

“Naw. They did good. Let them have some fun.” The marathon of orgasms had left Amira uncharacteristically mellowed out.

Daphne frowned, but let it go.

“I guess I'll get going.”  Sumiko was pulling her cocktail dress back on.  “I had a great time. We should hook up again.”

“Definitely.”

“I should get going too.”

“Okay. I'll call you.”

Amira turned her attention back to us. We were still kneeling back-to-back on the floor.

“The two of you can make yourselves something to eat with the autochef in Steph's room. We'll see you in the morning.”

Priya and I shakily rose to our feet. I took Priya's hand and led her to my bedroom before Amira changed her mind.


My Muse Returns




Basma didn't pick Priya up till the following evening. Amira and Daphne spent the day at a symposium hosted by one of the charities for which Amira served as a volunteer director. So Priya and I got to spend an extra day together.

Our sex drives were relatively muted when we woke up, still sated from the prior day. We cuddled and chatted for hours. We talked about our pasts. Our interests and aspirations. The dark days of the plague and the military takeover. And my weird experience of being transformed from male to female.

I showed Priya some of my writing. She said that she could see me becoming a bestselling author if I could just find a way to get my books in front of the right readers. And she seemed to really mean it. She showed me some of the VR videos she had made. She had real talent.

There was a small table with two stools on my private balcony, and we ate lunch there. It was a perfect late summer day, warm but not baking hot, without a cloud in the sky. The autochef, at my request, made us a gourmet pizza and a pitcher of beer. I put on some music, and after we ate we slow danced on the small balcony. Priya nestled her head on my shoulder. I had never felt happier.

We eventually went back in, and before long we were making love. We explored and played with each other's bodies for hours. Priya took lovemaking to a whole new level. She was like a symphony where other women I'd been with were like a three-chord neo-rock garage band. She knew how to make any part of the body an erogenous zone. And how to slow down and take her time. I lost count of how many times we made each other come. That I no longer had a penis didn't matter.

We had dinner on the balcony. General Tsao's chicken with vegetable fried rice, expertly prepared by the autochef. And more beer. Priya sat on my lap as we ate, eliciting giggles from us both. Once the food was gone she nestled against me, and didn't move till Basma came for her.

I felt an emptiness once Priya was gone that I hadn't felt since Daphne had walked out of my life. But along with this sadness I felt an excitement about the future that I had not felt in years. I had something to live for again. The next few weeks would not be easy. But all I had to do was get through them, and then I would be with Priya once more.

Daphne and Amira came home for a couple of hours, then went clubbing. I found myself drawn for the first time in weeks to take another stab at my novel. I turned on the computer, and the words started to flow. The story seemed to tell itself.

I was still at it after midnight when Amira and Daphne got home. They sounded drunk. They didn't bother me, but made their way to their room. Our shared wall's soundproofing was set to high, so what happened after I neither knew nor cared.

I worked till almost dawn. I was delighted with how the story was turning out, and eager to continue. I stepped back out onto the balcony after shutting down the computer and enjoyed the warm, clear night one last time before at last climbing into bed and asking James to turn off the light.


Dinner at Titanic




“Order whatever you want, Steph.”

We were in an upscale restaurant called Titanic. Daphne and Amira were both in an unusually good mood. It was Day 44. Three days had passed since I'd last seen Priya. It felt like a month.

The interior of the restaurant was a replica of the luxury 500-seat first class dining room of the restaurant's ill-fated namesake. It was divided into sections separated by pillars and arched doorways. The tables each seated six guests. The tables and chairs were made of ornately carved wood. Tables not in use were covered with heavy white tablecloths, dishes, cutlery, and white cloth napkins folded into cones. The chairs had padded seats and backrests. The floor was covered by a rich crimson carpet. The ceiling and walls were the color of ivory. The plaster on the ceiling had been hand-shaped into ornate flower and leaf patterns. The pillars in the corners were topped with disembodied busts of Neptune and Ceres.

The menu featured everything first class passengers would have enjoyed. Selections included filet mignon, poached salmon, roast duckling, and French ice cream. The cheapest meal on the menu would have cost me and Daphne a month's earnings in our former life.

We had a bottle of wine with our meal. Then another. Once our waiter had opened the second bottle and left, Amira announced:

“Tomorrow is going to be a big day for you, Stephanie. You're going to lose your virginity.”

I nearly choked on my wine.

“You're finally going to experience being fucked as a woman.”

I swallowed nervously. Obviously they intended to turn me over to one or more guy friends tomorrow night. Or would they be turning me over to some stranger, or group of strangers?

The two lovers grinned as they watched my face. I seriously considered cancelling my participation in the Special Rehabilitation Program and letting them send me back to prison.

But that wasn't an option anymore. Now that I had met Priya.

I resolved that whatever they did to me, I would get through it.

Amira picked up the menu.

“Shall we order some dessert?”


A Big Surprise (Actually Two of Them)




“Get out here, pet.”

I emerged from my bedroom. I was surprised—and relieved—to see that Amira and Daphne were alone.

They had been gone since breakfast. They had not told me where they were going, which was unusual. It was now dinnertime, and I had just finished eating. 

Daphne was wearing black ankle boots, baggy camouflage pants, and a sleeveless black T-shirt. Amira was wearing leather biker boots, faded blue jeans, and a loose, sleeveless tunic top that came down to her mid-thighs.

Daphne had instructed me to be wearing a particular outfit when they got home—a clingy, ultra short miniskirt, an equally revealing tank top, and ridiculously high stilettos, all a matching shade of bubblegum pink. She'd also told me to put my hair in a double-ponytail, with one ponytail jutting from each side of my head. And to be wearing eyeliner, mascara and lipstick. I looked even girlier than normal.

“Kneel.”

I got on my knees. It appeared that Daphne and Amira were just going to make me eat them. A routine evening.

“You first, darling.” Amira gestured for Daphne to stand in front of me.

I wasn't sure, but there seemed to be a bulge in the front of Daphne's pants. Yes, there was definitely a lump where none should have been.

Oh fuck.

Daphne slowly undid her pants. She was grinning. Her baggy trousers fell to her ankles. She wore nothing underneath.

At the base of Daphne's mound, where her clit had been, was a cock. A big cock. It was already semi-erect.

“What's the matter, Stephanie?” Amira teased. “Haven't you ever seen a penis before?”

“Actually I don't think she has seen one this close before. Have you Stephanie?”

I looked up at my former wife, silently imploring her not to ask me to do what I feared she was going to ask me to do. My new body had been hardwired to crave sex with people of any gender, and was reacting with excitement to the sight of Daphne's new appendage. But my brain was not so enthusiastic. Intellectually, I didn't think there was anything wrong with homosexuality. But I still  hadn't fully shed my self-image as a heterosexual man. That self-image would be undergoing a drastic adjustment if I willingly let that cock in my mouth. That it was Daphne's cock made it feel even more humiliating.

There was no mercy in Daphne's eyes. I lowered my gaze back to the behemoth between her legs. It was growing.

“I think I'll put some handcuffs on Stephanie, in case she gets too excited and tries to play with herself.” Amira retrieved the handcuffs and secured my wrists behind my back.

“We spent the afternoon at a gender modification clinic. They used nanotechnology to give us penises. We've both always been curious to experience having a cock. A real cock. Daphne likes me to fuck her with a strap-on dildo once in a while, but she doesn't really enjoy giving blowjobs. And I'm really keen to experience what it feels like not only to fuck with a flesh-and-blood cock but to experience having my cock sucked. But I have no interest at all in having a cock anywhere inside me. Daphne and I were going to rent a girl from one of the brothels for a few days. But then you conveniently ended up in the Dicks to Chicks program.”

“I can't wait to feel your mouth on my cock, darling. I used to fantasize about this when we were together.”

Daphne's cock continued to grow as I stared at it.  It was a lot bigger than my own cock had been.

“Well, bitch, what are you waiting for? Suck Daphne's cock!”

I reluctantly brought my lips to Daphne's rod. I had to open my mouth uncomfortably wide to get it in.

“Oh fuck, that feels good...”

“I can't wait to try her.” Amira stood beside Daphne and put a hand on her shoulder. There was a bulge in her pants.

“Come on, you useless slut. You can do better than that. Take it deeper.”

I forced my head forward, taking in more of her cock. It was still growing. The tip nudged my tonsils.

“Take it deeper, cunt!” Daphne grabbed my ponytails by the base and roughly pulled me forward, forcing herself in further. The head of her cock rammed the back of my throat, making me retch.

Amira smiled. “That's better, Stephanie. You'll need to learn how to take our cocks right to the nuts. But since this is your first time, we'll go easy on you.”

Daphne ground her cock into the back of my throat, nearly making me throw up. Amira laughed. She moved her hand to Daphne's waist and gave the side of her throat a kiss. When Daphne had been my wife, she had never taken my cock all the way to the back of her throat like this. I felt utterly debased and humiliated. Yet my body was alive with arousal. I wanted Daphne to come in my mouth. I wanted her to push me onto my back and fuck me.

“Suck my cock the way I used to suck yours.”

I was painfully aware as I sucked Daphne's jaw-breaking boner that I was never going to experience having my own cock sucked again. For the millionth time I cursed my stupidity in cheating on Daphne.

I thought Daphne's cock had reached its full size, but it grew even thicker and harder as I pleasured her. My jaw and lips were both stretched almost as wide as they could go. I wondered fearfully how much bigger it was going to get. Daphne was still gripping my ponytails, making it impossible for me to pull away. I remembered laughing when a male friend joked about using ponytails as handlebars when making a girl give him head. The joke didn't seem very funny anymore.

“Oh Jesus, this feels sooo fucking good. I can see why you guys love it so much when we suck your cocks. I hope you're enjoying this, Stephanie. You're going to be doing this a lot from now on...”

Amira let her pants fall around her boots and began stroking herself. Her cock was already erect, and it was huge.  She kissed Daphne's shoulder and fondled her breasts. Daphne turned to her, and their mouths met. I was dying to touch Daphne the way Amira was touching her. And to be touched the way Amira was touching Daphne. The two of them were using me like some sort of human Fleshlight.

Despite my indignation, my libido continued to rage. A wet spot was forming in my panties. I whimpered and moaned. I couldn't help myself. My eyes were watering, trailing mascara and eyeliner down my cheeks.

Daphne and Amira's kisses intensified. Daphne began thrusting in my mouth. Her cock had finally stopped growing. I sensed that she was close to release.

“Oh fuck, I'm gonna come!”

Daphne's cock throbbed. A jet of hot, sticky spunk splashed the back of my throat. It had a salty, bitter taste that took me by surprise. I understood now why Daphne never swallowed.

“Yes! Yes! Yes! Swallow it, cunt!”

I swallowed. I didn't have much choice.

Daphne pumped more cum into my mouth. My hips squirmed and thrust as if I actually had someone to fuck. I was thankful that my hands were restrained, making it impossible to give in to temptation and touch myself.

At last Daphne's geyser subsided, and she pulled out. A thread of white goo trailed from my lower lip to her cock.

“My turn!” Amira stepped in front of me.

“Oh Jesus.” Amira's cock was even bigger than Daphne's.  It must have been 30 centimeters long—twelve inches by the old measuring system. Literally twice the size of my own missing manhood. It wasn't only long. It was also frighteningly thick.

“I...I don't think that's going to fit in my mouth, Amira...”

“You better fucking hope it fits, bitch.”

Daphne had pulled out her phone and was recording my humiliation.

Amira grabbed my ponytails and pulled my head forward, pressing the tip of her cock against my lips. I reluctantly opened up. She drew me forward, driving it in. I couldn't open wide enough to prevent the head from brushing against my teeth. She didn't seem to notice.

Amira kept going till she bumped the back of my throat. My jaw felt like it was on the verge of being dislocated. I groaned. I looked up at her, pleading with my eyes. In vain. I shifted my gaze to Daphne, but no help was forthcoming from that quarter.

“Fuck, you're right, Daphne, this does feel good! We're definitely going to do this regularly from now on.”

Amira didn't make me leisurely suck her off the way Daphne had. She fucked my mouth hard. I grunted and groaned and squirmed. I felt like a nuclear reactor was melting down between my legs. Was it possible to die from not being allowed to come?

Amira's thrusts grew faster. Her breathing became heavier. Drool dripped and pooled on the floor between my legs. The wet spot in my panties was spreading.

“Oh shit, I'm coming!”

A blast of cum hit the back of my throat. More followed. It went on and on. I swallowed as much as I could, but some spilled down my chin and even out my nostrils.

“That wasn't bad, Stephanie. You seem to have a talent for sucking cock.” Amira pulled out, and I sagged forward, sputtering and gasping.

“Now it's time to take your virginity. Get up.”

The thought of having those two monster cocks inside my pussy both terrified and thrilled me. I was afraid they would rip my vagina apart. Yet I wanted Daphne and Amira to fuck me. I wanted them to pound me as if they wanted to break me.

I struggled to my feet and followed Amira to the master bedroom. Daphne fell in behind us. She gave my ass a playful swat.

Amira unlocked my handcuffs and ordered me to lie on the bed. She didn't bother restraining me again once I was in position. My heart was hammering. But my kitty was wetter than ever.

Amira made a sweeping gesture toward Daphne. “You first, hon.”

Daphne climbed onto the bed and positioned herself above me on her hands and knees. Her hanging hair caressed my face. Her breasts brushed mine, her taut nipples nudging my own. A rush of pleasure washed through me.

Daphne reached between my thighs and ran her fingers along my cleft. I nearly came on the spot. She gazed into my eyes and smiled, enjoying the power she held over me. She slipped two fingers in. Quickly followed by a third, and then a fourth. She slid them in and out, fucking me with her hand.  My body hummed with pleasure. My muscles abruptly tensed, clenching her fingers. My back arched as a massive orgasm overtook me. Daphne grinned.

She withdrew her hand and lowered her body onto mine.  The sensation of her curvy figure pressing down onto me was sublime. I closed my eyes and imagined that we were man and wife again.

My eyes shot back open as she prodded me with her cock.

She slid the tip along my cleft. I was so wet that it glided between my lips. I spread my legs wider. She continued to tease me with the head. I came as it nudged my clit.

She lowered her cock to my entrance and pushed herself in. I winced as her thick meat pried me open. But I made no effort to stop her. It hurt. But it felt so good.

She slowly, steadily pushed deeper, filling and stretching my tight pussy. My cervix, uterus and other organs were compressed and flattened. I whimpered and moaned.

“Oh my God...oh fuck...holy shit...”

Daphne lowered her mouth to my ear.

“Want me to stop?”

“Fuck no!  I want you to fuck me!”

Daphne raised her head, looked down at me, and smiled. She forced the last few centimeters in, stretching me to what felt like the breaking point. She pulled partway out, then slammed back in. My entire body quivered from the impact. She repeated the process, driving herself all the way in with each thrust. I remembered all the times we had fucked when I'd been a man.  Most often in this same position, but with me on top. It felt weird being the one getting fucked. Weird, but wonderful.

Daphne quickly increased the pace. My smaller body jiggled beneath her onslaught. I wrapped my arms around her, then slid a hand down her back and cupped her ass. She slammed into me harder than ever and moaned. Jets of hot spunk filled me.  I cried out as I peaked again.

Daphne's climax was a long one. Her massive balls seemed to have completely refilled in the short time since she'd emptied them into my throat. She lay on top of me for a few moments, catching her breath. Then she pulled out and got up.

Amira wasted no time taking Daphne's place. Fear gripped me as she swung her giant cock into position. She didn't stroke my pussy or otherwise indulge in foreplay, but just rammed it in. I yelped. I felt like I was being split apart. Yet accompanying the pain was an intense pleasure.

Amira fucked me hard. She couldn't get her cock all the way in—it was too big. But she tried. I whimpered and groaned as she pummeled me. My eyes watered. The bed jiggled and squeaked. I wanted to fuck her back, but her weight pinned me against the mattress, and all I could do was lie there and take it.

I came twice before Amira unloaded inside me. When she was done, she remained on top of me for a short time, catching her breath and recovering as Daphne had done. Then she withdrew and sat astride my hips. Her enormous cock was still almost fully hard, and glistened with my juices. Her big balls rested on my belly.

“Wow. Having a cock feels even better than I expected.”

“I know. It's amazing! Poor Stephanie. She's never going to have one again.”

Amira smirked at Daphne's cruel jibe. She shuffled forward on her knees so that she was straddling my chest. She planted her shins and feet on my arms, pinning them to the mattress, and sat down, flattening my breasts beneath her ass. She gripped my ponytails and pulled my mouth back to her cock.

“Make me hard again, slut.”

I let her push her cock in. The raunchy taste of my own cum filled my mouth. I felt myself getting wet again. Amira pushed her meat to the back of my throat.

“Mind if I fuck her while she's sucking you off, babe?”

“Not at all. Go for it.”

Daphne and Amira repositioned me so that I was on my hands and knees. Amira sat in front of me and drew my mouth back to her cock as Daphne got behind me and nudged the entrance of my kitty.

“I hope you didn't have any plans for the rest of the night, Stephanie.”

It was well after midnight when Amira and Daphne were finally sated. I half limped, half stumbled to my own bed.

Despite having come numerous times, once I was in my own bed I immediately slid my hand between my thighs. I imagined that I was a man again, and that I was pounding Amira's pussy the way she had pounded mine. My fantasy morphed into a fantasy of me in my new female body being fucked by Amira. My old male self-identity was wrestling with my new female one, and my female identity was winning.

My body arched like a bow as one of the most powerful orgasms of the night consumed me.


Rear-Ended




“Stephanie, get your pretty ass in here!”

I had just gotten out of the Jacuzzi in my en suite bathroom. I pulled on a short terrycloth bathrobe and some slippers and joined my ex-wife and her lover in the master bedroom. They were sitting side by side on the edge of the bed. Amira wore dark purple leggings and a loose white tank top. Daphne wore a semi-transparent black negligee. Amira's arm was around Daphne's shoulders. It was obvious the two of them had been kissing.

“It's time we tried out that nice new ass of yours, Stephanie. Take off your clothes and turn around.”

It had been a week since Daphne and Amira had taken my virginity as a woman. And now they were about to claim my ass, the only part of me that remained for them to conquer. I was surprised they had waited this long. They were clearly drawing out and savoring the process of turning me into their lesbian fucktoy, as if I was a dessert they were forcing themselves to eat slowly rather than wolf down.

The thought of having Daphne and Amira's giant cocks in my ass was frightening. It was also galling. Daphne had never let me fuck her ass when we'd been together. But now she and her lover were about to fuck mine. Despite my anxiety and indignation, my kitty, to my embarrassment, was tingling with excitement.

I dropped my bathrobe, stepped out of my slippers, and reluctantly turned around. Daphne and Amira exchanged a long, deep kiss. Amira stood and walked over to me. She gripped one of my cheeks and gave it a rough squeeze.

“She really does have a nice tush. I'm gonna enjoy breaking it in. Mind if I go first this time, Daph?”

“Not at all, my love.”

Amira led me to the nearest wall and turned me around so that I was facing her. She grabbed my hips and lifted me into the air. She pushed me against the wall and kissed me hard. Amira had never kissed me before. I parted my lips and welcomed her invading tongue. I could feel her rigid nipples and her growing cock pressing into me through her clothing. I was getting wet.

“I'm going to fuck her pussy and lube my cock with her juices before I fuck her ass.”

Daphne joined us. She stood so close I could feel her breath on my cheek.

“Do it! Fuck this traitor's ass until it's so stretched out no one will ever want to fuck it again.”

Amira lowered me to the floor and stepped back. She pulled off her top, then her leggings. Her daunting cock was now fully hard. My heart was pounding. I knew that—thanks to enhancements added during my transformation—my new body's ass was self-lubricating, like a vagina, and self-cleaning. And that it was designed to be able to take even the most massive cock without being ripped in half. But I was definitely going to feel it.

Amira brought her fingers to my pussy and stroked my folds. Amira had never stimulated me with her hand before. I gasped at the unexpected pleasure. She brought her fingers to my clit and massaged my ladywood. She quickly brought me to the edge but withdrew before I could come.

Amira gripped my hips and lifted me into the air again. She lowered me onto her cock. I was sopping wet, but even so I felt the strain as she penetrated me. I moaned. Despite being fucked multiple times by her and Daphne, I was still not used to their size. She lowered me until her cock was buried to the balls.

She pushed me against the wall, flattening me against it with her lush body. My feet dangled above the floor. I placed my hands uncertainly on her hips, then slid them down over the round curves of her ass. She drew back slightly, then drove her cock back in.

I shuddered and came.

Amira fucked me hard. Rapid-fire Ungh ungh ungh sounds escaped me as she pounded me against the wall. Droplets of my own wetness splattered the tops of my hanging, twitching feet.

I came three more times.

Amira lifted me off her cock, lowered me to the floor, and turned me around. She slid a finger into my ass. It was a little uncomfortable, yet also felt rather good. A second and then third finger followed. She slid her fingers in and out, slowly fucking me with them. I let out a low moan.

Amira withdrew her fingers and lifted me back into the air.  My heart raced as she began lowering me again. I felt the bulbous head of her hard-on, slick with my own cum, nudge my cheeks. Then it was prodding my maiden rosebud.

She lowered me onto her rigid meat, prying me open. I screamed.

“Looks like Stephanie's having trouble with your size, my love,” remarked Daphne with faux concern.

“She better get used to it. This feels good.”

Amira lowered me some more, driving her giant cock deeper. My ass struggled to expel the invading flesh. I could feel my insides being compressed and rearranged as she slowly, inexorably impaled me. It felt like she was pushing a forearm into me. I grimaced as she forced the last half dozen centimeters in.

She began fucking me. She went slowly at first, easing her thick meat back and forth without ever fully withdrawing it. My ass felt like it was on fire. The pain started to dim as my body adjusted to her size, and the motions of her cock started to feel good. I wanted to touch myself, but couldn't squeeze my hand between my mound and the wall.

“That's it, babe. Destroy that slut's ass.”

Amira  needed no encouragement. Her thrusts steadily grew more and more powerful. She ground me against the wall as if she meant to flatten me. Her big nuts slapped my ass and upper thighs. Her breathing was getting heavier.  My body started to quiver from the force of her pounding. To my surprise, I felt another orgasm welling within me. She dug her fingers into the flesh of my hips hard enough to leave bruises and fucked me harder than ever. My body shuddered and twitched as a fresh climax washed through me like a tsunami.

“Oh fuck, I'm coming!” Amira cried.

A gush of hot wetness spewed deep into my ass. Amira let out a long, sultry moan. She kept fucking me, pumping more thick, sticky cum into me. I groaned as a series of aftershocks hit me.

It took awhile for Amira's balls to fully empty themselves in my backside. When at last she was spent, she lifted me from her cock and lowered me to the floor. I was shaky and weak, but managed to stay on my feet. Cum dribbled from my now gaping rear.

“Your turn, darling.”

Daphne grinned and took Amira's place behind me. Amira grabbed me beneath the armpits and lifted me onto my ex-wife's straining erection. I groaned as she filled and stretched my ass. She wasn't as big as her lover, but she was still massive.

Once I was mounted on Daphne's cock, Amira stepped forward and pressed her own cock between my pussy lips. She was already hard again—the recuperative ability of Amira and Daphne's nanotech dicks was astounding. She shifted her position slightly, then drove herself in, filling me in a single brutal thrust. I cried out in astonishment and pain. Amira slid her hands around Daphne's ass, and Daphne did the same to Amira.

The two of them began fucking me simultaneously.

I soon felt myself sliding into another orgasm as they mashed me between them. And then another. And another. I came so hard I nearly lost consciousness. Within minutes Daphne was emptying her nuts into my ass. A moment later Amira erupted inside my pussy.

This time when Amira set me back down on the floor I did collapse. Daphne laughed. Amira grinned. Both of them were still semi-hard.

“Let's give her a few minutes to recover, and then do that again...”


An Evening at the Art Gallery




Amira and Daphne walked a few steps ahead of me, leading me by my pink leash. We were at the opening night reception of an up-and-coming local artist. I was wearing a short scarlet dress that didn't entirely cover the bottom of my ass cheeks. Daphne wore a black gown that was held together with thin strips of fabric that left the sides of her legs, hips, torso, and breasts almost completely bare. Amira had a one-strap indigo gown that fashionably left one breast exposed.

There were perhaps forty or fifty people there in person. And no doubt many more participating via VR. Human waiters circulated with complimentary hors d'oeuvres, wine, and cannabis. As was the case in most public venues, men greatly outnumbered women. Every thirsty guy in the place seemed to be watching us. Amira and Daphne had already rebuffed two pickup attempts and an offer to rent me.

The exhibited artist recorded nightmares—both her own and those of other people—and with the aid of AI transformed them into movie-like VR vignettes. Still shots and flatscreen video excerpts of her work were displayed in electronic frames on the gallery walls. Those with VR jacks could see the pieces in VR. Even without a VR jack, her work was stunning. And disturbing.

We paused at a picture of a horde of demonic creatures with enormous black wings flying above dark storm clouds carrying shrieking, dangling humans by arms, legs, and even hair. Daphne and Amira plugged into the VR version, leaving me staring at the still image displayed on the wall. After a short while my attention wandered.

As a result it was I who saw Basma first. And behind her, attached by her own pink leash, Priya.

Priya spotted me. Her face lit up. A moment later Basma noticed us, and called out to her sister. Amira and Daphne snapped out of their trance. Our masters embraced and kissed each other on the cheeks. Priya and I both gazed quietly at each other, keeping our feelings masked.

Basma and Priya joined our group. Priya and I walked side by side behind the others. Priya's hand brushed against mine. I turned to her and she smiled, letting me know that it wasn't an accident. I smiled back.

Our warders paused before a montage of stills. The accompanying blurb indicated that the VR version was twenty-five minute long, longer than any of the other pieces we'd seen.

Priya gave me a mischievous look, then asked “Basma, may I use the washroom?”

“Sure, Priya. I'll take you there after we look at this.”

“No need to trouble yourself. I know the way. I've been in this gallery lots of times.”

Basma considered it.

“It's okay, sis,” Amira said. “We're in a private building. She only has to be with a leash-holder in public spaces. And she knows she'll go back to prison if she takes one step outside the building without permission.”

“I guess it's okay. Yeah, go ahead.”

Basma dropped Priya's leash.

“I need to use the washroom too. May I go with her?”

“Sure. Whatever.”

Daphne tossed my leash to the floor. A smile flickered across Priya's lips. She quickly replaced it with a veneer of nonchalance. I forced myself to keep my own expression neutral.

“Come, I'll show you where the washrooms are.” Priya took my hand and led me away. Basma, Amira and Daphne had already turned their attention back to the exhibit.

Priya led me past the washrooms to a stairwell. I gave her a quizzical look. She just smiled. I followed her up the steps. She brought me to a landing that opened onto a rooftop garden. The gallery was three stories high, taller than most nearby buildings. The night was clear and warm. A crescent moon hung above the skyline. Quite a few stars were visible. Before the Crimson Plague one never saw stars this close to downtown. Too much artificial light. But there were a lot fewer people now.

Priya led me through a maze of raised beds filled with beautiful and exotic plants. We seemed to have the roof to ourselves. She brought me to a circular raised bed at the center of garden. It was surrounded by benches and covered by a grove of small trees. A set of steps was built into the wall, allowing one to ascend onto the raised platform. I followed her to the center of the little grove.

Priya took my face in both hands and kissed me hungrily. We savored each other for several moments. Then Priya pulled away and whispered:

“We don't have much time. Let's make it count.”

Priya hiked her short dress around her waist, pushed her panties down, and lay on her side on the grass. I followed her lead and lay down beside her in a soixante-neuf. The delightful scent of her arousal teased my nostrils. Her hand touched my waist, then slid over my ass. She brought her mouth to my mound. If I'd been standing it would have been a challenge to keep my knees from buckling. I planted soft, teasing kisses around and then upon her cleft. We explored each other with lips and tongue. I cupped her ass, pulling her tighter against me. She squirmed and thrust gently, unable to control herself.

We quickly brought each other to our first orgasms. Priya rolled on top of me and ground herself into my face, quickly bringing herself to a second climax. A moment later I came too. We switched so that I was on top, and both peaked a third time. We reverted to side by side. Priya wrapped her thighs around my face, and I did the same. We shuddered as release numbers four and five gripped us.

“Well, well, look what we have here.”

Priya and I froze at the sound of the unfamiliar male voice. We unclasped our thighs from each other's faces and looked up to see three men standing beside us. All three had wineglasses in their hands and appeared to be quite inebriated.

“Looks like we found a couple of runaway slave girls, Bruce.” The speaker was tall and gangly. Dark hair spilled past his shoulders in a tangled mess that did not appear to have seen a comb since the start of the European Civil War.

“You're right, Lenny,” said Bruce. Bruce was shorter than Lenny, but still taller by at least half a head than Priya and I. He had a long, scruffy beard, a multitude of tattoos, and a massive paunch. “They're both wearing pink collars. And no owner in sight. Definitely runaways.”

“We're not runaways. Our contract-holders are downstairs. We're here with their permission. We need to go back to them now, or they'll come looking for us.”

None of the men even acknowledged that Priya had spoken.

“Those Dicks to Chicks bitches are programmed to be sluts,” proclaimed the third man, a gnome-like fellow with unruly orange hair.  He was grinning ear to ear. He looked as if he was literally about to drool on himself. “Those hoes will fuck anybody.”

“Charlie's right. These sluts will fuck anybody. They can't get enough.”

Priya attempted to stand. Bruce placed a meaty hand on her head, preventing her from rising further than her knees. An obscene bulge strained the front of his pants.

“That's high enough, bitch. You're gonna suck my cock before I fuck you.”

Priya attempted to pull away. Bruce backhanded her.

I hopped to my feet and lunged at Bruce.

“Let her go, you fucking—“

Lenny grabbed my arms and yanked them behind my back.

“Settle down, bitch. You know you're both going to enjoy this as much as we are.”

I struggled to free myself, but the fucker was stronger than he looked.

Priya punched Bruce as hard as she could in the crotch. Bruce screamed and doubled over.

I brought the heel of my stiletto down savagely on Lenny's shoe. I think I broke one or two of his toes. He howled and clutched his injured foot. I tried to stomp on his other foot. He attempted to retreat and fell on his ass. It would have been comical in different circumstances.

Charlie gawked at his two felled companions, then turned and ran.

Priya jumped to her feet. She backed away from the cursing, sobbing men and pulled her panties up. I did the same. She grabbed my hand. We hopped off the raised bed and ran for the stairwell.

Charlie was also trying to reach the stairwell. He glanced over his shoulder, and from the frightened look on his expression it was clear he thought we were pursuing him. Momentarily distracted, he drunkenly crashed into a knee-high raised bed and went sprawling and shrieking face-first into a rosebush.

We chose a different path and circled around him. Moments later we reached the stairwell.

“I'm gonna kill those fucking bitches!” Bruce shrieked.

We charged down the stairs, taking them two or three steps at a time.

Daphne, Amira and Basma were still in front of the montage where we had left them.

“There you are!” Basma exclaimed.

Priya and I were still holding hands, and belatedly let go of each other.  Daphne noticed, and frowned. Basma stared at Priya's face. A trail of dried blood ran from Priya's left nostril to her lip. Our nanotech bodies healed rapidly, and the bleeding had already stopped. But the blood was still there.

“Priya, what happened to you?”

“I...I wanted to show Stephanie the rooftop garden. Three guys attacked us.”

“Fuck! Are you okay?”

“Yeah, we're okay. I punched one of them in the nuts, and Steph stomped on his buddy's foot.”

“Should we call the police?” Amira wondered aloud.

“They won't do anything. There's no cameras on the roof, so it would be their word against Priya and Steph's.”

“Fuck, I wanna find those incels and give them a punch in the nuts myself.”

Bruce and Lenny stepped into the room. Lenny was limping. Bruce's face was red. Charlie was nowhere in sight. I suspected that he was halfway home already. The two goons spotted us and scowled.

Amira gave them a withering look. They glowered and left the room.

“Was that them?” Basma asked.

“Yeah.”

“Motherfuckers,” Amira spat.

“Do you think they'll report this to the police?” Daphne asked.

“I doubt it. If they do, they risk execution for attempted rape if they don't keep their stories straight. Or if there was anyone on the roof they didn't see who witnessed it.”

“Why don't we get out of here and grab a coffee?” Basma suggested.

“Sounds good to me. Daph?”

“Okay.”

Amira picked an indie cafe far from the gallery. Basma and Amira both asked us again if we were okay. We assured them we were fine. They treated us to snacks and a glass of wine. Amira and Daphne sat across from Basma, leaving Priya and I sitting across from each other beside them. They  talked about incels and crime, then discussed the dark and otherworldly VR art we had just seen.

Priya and I stayed quiet and let them visit. Priya extended her bare leg under the table and ran it up and down against mine. I reciprocated.  We kept our expressions poker-faced, but our eyes said everything that needed to be said. Our warders didn't notice. Except maybe Daphne.

When Basma led Priya to her car, I felt like a part of me was leaving with her.

I wondered if I would see Priya again before our “rehabilitation” was over.


Embers Burning Beneath the Ashes




“You still have feelings for Stephanie, don't you?”

It was the day after our visit to the art gallery. Amira and Daphne had forgotten to adjust the soundproofing between our walls. They had been watching a movie with an actress who resembled Priya.

“Are you fucking kidding me? I hate that bitch. She cheated on me.  She means nothing to me.”

“Then why are you so annoyed that her and Priya are crushing on each other?”

“I don't give a fuck if Stephanie and Priya like each other. I just find Priya irritating, that's all. The way she looks at you when you give her a command. She obeys, but there's a defiance underneath the subservience. I don't like her attitude.”

Amira mulled this over.

“You sure about that, Daph?”

“Yeah, I'm sure.”

Amira dropped it. They switched to a different movie, then turned it off and went to sleep.

I was stunned. Could Daphne, somewhere deep down inside, still be in love with me? Before I met Priya I would have been thrilled by the possibility. But I realized that what I had felt for Daphne was gone.

The soul had finally left the body of that long-dead relationship. And it wasn't coming back.


All the Way In




“Darling, it's time you learned how to deepthroat.”

My ex-wife grinned as she watched my expression. The prospect of having Daphne's gigantic cock—and Amira's even bigger one—shoved balls-deep into my throat was daunting. Yet, to my embarrassment, it was making me horny.

We were in the master bedroom. I was wearing a semi-transparent black negligee that Daphne had earlier instructed me to put on. Daphne and Amira were wearing matching crimson bathrobes that barely reached their thighs. Both were already semi-erect.

“Get on the bed,” Amira ordered.

“Remember how you used to want me to deepthroat you, back when you were my husband? And how I never did?  It's kind of ironic, isn't it, that now you're going to deepthroat me and my wife.”

Ironic was not the word I would have used.

“Come here, slut.” Amira pointed to the edge of the bed. “Lie on your back with your head hanging over the side, so that your mouth and throat are more or less in a straight line....”

I hesitantly got into position. I was almost light-headed with fear.

Daphne stroked the side of my face. “Don't worry, sweetie. I know this is your first time. I'll go easy on you.”

She undid her bathrobe and dropped it to the floor. She leaned forward over the bed—and me—and pinned my wrists with her hands. Her cock had gotten harder, and jutted proudly in front of my upside-down face. She brushed my lips with it.

“Open up, baby.”

Fuck.

I opened my mouth. Daphne slowly pushed her oversized cock in. She took her time, savoring the feeling of being engulfed by my straining mouth. I squirmed and groaned. She paid no heed to my discomfort, and continued forcing her way deeper. She slid between my tonsils and into my throat, cutting off my air supply. I knew that my new body could go as long as an hour without oxygen, but it was uncomfortable and distressing. My throat was stretched tautly around her thick meat. Her immense sack was pressed into the upper half of my face as she buried the last few centimeters. I could feel her all the way to my collar bones.

“Fuck that bitch hard, Daph! Fuck her the way she fucked that dirty slut she cheated on you with!”

Daphne started humping my throat. Amira encouraged her to fuck me harder. Her thrusts grew more aggressive, making my body quiver. Her nuts slapped my forehead. Saliva streamed over my upside-down face and through my hanging hair to puddle on the floor. Daphne moaned. I could tell she was already close to peaking.

“Stop for a minute, would you, hon? I want to reposition her so that I can join in.”

Daphne hammered my throat a couple more times, then halted. I sputtered and gasped as she pulled out. Amira ordered me to get on my hands and knees. She knelt behind me, gripped my hips, and pulled me back. I gasped as she invaded my pussy. Daphne knelt in front of me, grabbed my head, and pulled my face onto her cock. In this position she couldn't get it in past the back of my mouth—the angle between my mouth and throat was too sharp—but she tried.

The two lovers fucked me hard from both ends. I feared that they might literally break my back or my neck. I considered using the emergency stop signal built into my collar. Then I thought of Priya.

I let the two bitches fuck me.

Amira and Daphne spit roasted me for no more than five or six minutes before I shuddered in the throes of an unexpected orgasm. I groaned around Daphne's cock while simultaneously gushing over Amira's. Daphne erupted in my mouth almost instantly. Amira stopped pounding me, not wanting to come just yet.

“Swallow my wife's load, whore.”

I swallowed the gooey mess filling my mouth.

“Now it's my turn.”

Amira pulled out and got off the bed. She made me lie on my back with my head hanging over the edge again. She pinned my wrists as Daphne had done and brought her hard-on to my mouth.

“I'm going to fuck your throat now. And you're going to take all of it.”

Amira drove her cock in more roughly than Daphne had. It was slathered with my cum, and the taste of my own orgasm filled my mouth. I groaned as it slid over the back of my tongue and into my esophagus. I felt her straining flesh behind my larynx. Then under my collar bones. And then inside the upper reaches of my chest. Her massive balls met my face.

Daphne climbed onto the bed and sat on me as if I was a piece of furniture. She idly fondled one of my breasts, teasing my taut nipple. Amira leaned forward and kissed her.

Then she began thrusting.

Daphne continued to play with my tits as her lover fucked my throat. She took one of Amira's nipples in her mouth. Amira moaned and shoved her cock in harder. Daphne wiggled forward so that she was sitting on my boobs. She reached behind Amira and gripped her ass.

“Fuck the bitch harder. Pretend you're fucking me.  Fuck me hard, baby!”

Daphne wrapped her legs behind Amira's thighs and pulled her even closer. Their mouths met. Amira's thrusts grew more violent. My lungs burned from lack of oxygen. Amira and Daphne ignored my increasingly pathetic whimpers and moans.

Amira cock started pulsing. A torrent of spunk spewed into my throat. I'm pretty sure some of it reached my stomach. The volume was astounding. It was the biggest load Amira had ever produced.

I wondered how many more times she and Daphne were going to fuck me tonight.


We're Keeping Her




“I like having a sex servant too, Daphne. But I'd rather get another girl when Stephanie's term ends next month. You still feel something for her. You keep saying you don't, but I can tell.”

It was 2:00 a.m. The two of them had just gotten home from clubbing. They were both drunk. I woke up to the sounds of them staggering into the living room.

“I want to keep Stephanie. I like tormenting her. I like making her pay for what she did to me.”

“I hate cheaters too. But three months is enough. It's time to let it go.”

“No. We're keeping her.”

“You still feel something for her. Deep down inside, there's a part of you that still loves her.”

“Fuck you.”

Daphne stormed to their bedroom and slammed the door. Amira stayed in the living room and had James play a movie.  Eventually she got up and joined Daphne in the bedroom. I couldn't hear what transpired after that.

It was Day 60. I had one month left to go. Stephanie couldn't legally keep me here after my ninety days were up.

Could she?

I wanted to be with Priya, not Daphne and Amira. Did Daphne still think I was so smitten with her that I'd willingly remain her sex slave just to be around her? Or did she have some plan to induce—or coerce—me to stay?

Daphne was in most respects a good person. Or at least used to be back in the days when the two of us had been a couple. But she had a ruthless streak.

It was nearly dawn before I fell back asleep.


Reunited




On Day 70, Daphne and Amira loaned me to Basma for the weekend.

Basma picked me up shortly before lunch on Friday. She motioned me to the back seat of her car and got in the front. As the driverless sedan pulled away from the curb, she slouched against the backrest. Her features softened into the vacant lights-are-on-but-no-one's-home expression of someone plugged into VR. I watched the half empty streets roll by as the car drove us to our destination.

Priya was kneeling on the living room floor, naked except for the ever-present pink collar, when we arrived. Her head was lowered demurely.

“Priya, you remember Stephanie, don't you?”

“Yes, Basma.”

“Why don't you welcome our guest properly, Priya.”

Basma led me to the center of the living room and positioned me in front of my lover. Priya's face was level with my pussy. She looked up at me, her features poker-faced. But the glint in her eyes told me she was as delighted to see me as I was to see her. I wanted to drop to my knees and hug her. I forced myself to follow her lead, and kept my expression deadpan.

“Well, what are you waiting for? Eat our guest's pussy.”

Priya gazed up into my eyes. The barest flicker of a smile crossed her lips, letting me know that there was nothing more she'd rather be doing than giving me pleasure. She lowered her eyes, placed her hands on my hips, and guided me forward.

Basma watched with a lustful leer. She looked like a shorter and even more voluptuous version of Amira. She appeared to be in her early twenties, no doubt the result of nanotech rejuvenation. She was wearing a slinky black dress that showed off her curves and black gladiator sandals whose criss-crossing straps rose almost to her knees.

Priya kissed my belly just below the navel. Her hands slid behind me and cupped my ass. She kissed her way down to the top of my bush. Then she leaned down and kissed the top of my foot. Her hands embraced the curves of my calves. She languidly ran her tongue over my skin. She kissed her way higher, caressing my shins, my knees, my inner thighs. Her hands simultaneously moved higher, caressing and exploring. My heart was banging so hard as she neared my pussy that it felt like it was trying to break out of my chest.

Priya's hands returned to my ass as her tongue reached my folds and delved in. I placed my hands on her head and ran my fingers lovingly through her silky hair. She pulled me tighter against herself. Her fingers joined her mouth, stroking and teasing my lips and my entrance. Her mouth found my nub as she plunged three fingers into me.

I came so hard I had to clutch her shoulders to steady myself.

“Good girl, Priya.”

Basma pulled her dress over her head and dropped it to the floor. She wasn't wearing a bra. She peeled off her thong and tossed it away. She nodded at Priya, who demurely moved out of her way. She stepped in front of me.

“Let's see what Daphne and my sister have taught you, Stephanie. I hope you're as good as they say you are...”

She placed a hand on my head and gently but firmly pushed me to my knees.

“So, how do you like serving my sister and your ex-wife, Stephanie?”

I was taken off guard by Basma's question. Priya and I were sitting across from her at the dining room table. The three of us were having a late lunch of bulgogi and fried rice. The autochef had, as always, prepared the spicy Korean dish perfectly.

“Um...it's been an experience...”

“Amira told me about her and Daphne's...experiment. Maybe I should try out having a cock.”

I blushed and looked down at my plate. Basma laughed.

“Eat up, girls. You've got a demanding afternoon ahead.”

We glanced at each other uncertainly, then resumed eating.

Basma chuckled and raised another mouthful of bulgogi to her lips.

To say that our afternoon was demanding was an understatement. I'm pretty sure Basma took a hit of boost. She was literally insatiable for the next five or six hours.

We pleasured her with mouths, hands, and sex toys. As one of us looked after her kitty, the other massaged and caressed her neck, shoulders, breasts, ass, or feet. We brought her to orgasm after orgasm. She let us play with ourselves—and each other—as we served her. She seemed to enjoy it when one of us came. And both of us came a lot.

She got us to lie side by side on the living room floor and rode our faces, switching back and forth between us. She came at least half a dozen times from this. Then she instructed us to kneel face-to-face and kiss each other. We kissed long and deep. We could taste her in each other's mouths, but neither of us cared. Priya's hand snaked between my thighs and brought me almost instant release. I did the same for her.

Basma put on a huge strap-on dildo and fucked each of us in the pussy, mouth and ass. She brought each of us several orgasms. The dildo had a built-in vibrator, and she enjoyed a multiplicity of releases of her own.

She made us sixty-nine and then fuck each other with strap-ons. She jilled as she watched us, then joined in. She fucked Priya's mouth as I fucked Priya's pussy, then fucked my ass as Priya fucked my face. I could taste my own cum on Priya's dildo as she and Basma spit-roasted me. I came cataclysmically.

The last light of the day had taken on an orange tint when Basma was at last sated. “Holy fuck, that was good!” she exclaimed. “I must have come a hundred times.”

Neither Priya nor I responded. We were both sprawled like rag dolls on the living room floor, utterly spent.

“I'm going to meet some friends now in VR. And then I'm going to bed. Priya, you can make something for yourself and Stephanie with the autochef. Since I don't have a third bedroom the two of you will have to bunk together. Unless Stephanie wants to sleep on the couch. I don't really care. I'll be in my own room for the rest of the night, so you can hang out in the living room if you want. I'll see you in the morning.”

“Thank you, Basma.” Priya took my hand and led me to her room. We fell on her bed and almost instantly fell asleep.

“Mmmm, this is nice...”

“Yes. I love being cozy with you like this.”

We were in the Jacuzzi in Priya's en suite washroom. Priya was sitting between my legs, leaning back against me. I kissed the back of her head.

We had the day to ourselves. Basma had told us we could relax and do whatever we wanted. Her chemically-induced sexual frenzy yesterday seemed to have drained her.

Priya turned to face me. “Can I ask you something?”

“Of course.”

“You became female to avoid a long prison sentence. Not cause you wanted to. Do you ever regret letting them change you?”

“I don't regret it. The last two months have been hard. But it hasn't been all bad. If this hadn't happened, I never would have met you. For that alone, it's been worth it.”

Priya smiled. I leaned in and kissed her.

“Do you see yourself as a woman now? Or do see yourself as a male trapped in a woman's body?”

“I see myself as a woman. More and more every day. I love my new female body. Especially since I met you. I was always curious as to what it would be like to be a woman, even as a teen. Daphne wanted to turn me into a girl, and I was really tempted to do it. If I could have switched temporarily to try it out, I would have done it long ago.”

“Would you go back to being a male if you could?”

“I'd love to be able to switch back and forth at will. To sometimes be female and sometimes be male. But if switching back to male meant I could never be female again, then no. And if it meant not seeing you anymore, then absolutely not.”

Priya kissed me.

“I'm bi, lover. My feelings for you wouldn't change if you switched back to being a guy. You'd still be you. I do adore you as a female, though.”

Priya leaned back against me. Our lips met again. It was a long time before either of us pulled away.

“If you really want, you might be able to switch back and forth between male and female at some point. The Triumvirate could change its policies. Or even—well, who knows what the future holds?”

I intuited that Priya wanted to say that the Triumvirate might not last forever, but didn't dare suggest this out loud, knowing that Basma's autobutler was listening.

“As long as I have you, I'm happy. I don't need to switch.”

We kissed some more. Then I asked “Can I ask you something now?”

“Sure.”

“You know that I cheated on Daphne. Aren't you worried that one day I'll betray you too?”

“Yes. Yes, I am. I've thought about it quite a bit. It's very obvious that you regret it. That it was an impulsive mistake. That you didn't mean to hurt her.”

Priya stroked my hair.

“Sometimes people deserve a second chance.”

I hugged her tight. I was falling hard for this girl.

It both exhilarated and scared me.

That evening Basma took us to a restaurant that specialized in food grown in boutique farms rather than assembled atom-by-atom by industrial autochefs. She asked me questions about my life, and seemed genuinely interested in the answers. She even said that she had bought and read one of my novels, having become curious after learning from Amira that I was a writer, and that she had enjoyed it.

When we got home Basma excused herself to return to VR. She seemed to spend most of her time there. She told us to make ourselves at home, and disappeared into her bedroom.

“Gee, whatever shall we do now?” I asked playfully.

Priya smiled and kissed me on the lips.

“I think we can find something to do....”

Basma was joined the following day by a female friend who was also an occasional lover. Her name was Malika. She had alluring brown eyes, a fetching smile, shiny black hair that fell halfway to her waist, and rich, light brown skin. She had a slim build, with a tight round ass and small, perky breasts. Like Basma, she looked much younger than she probably was.

The four of us had lunch together. Basma's autochef prepared an assortment of Middle Eastern and South Asian dishes accompanied by a couple of bottles of rosé wine. The two friends chatted and sipped wine for a while after the food was finished. Priya and I remained at the table but did not speak unless we were asked a direct question. Priya slipped off one of her pumps and ran her foot playfully over my shin and calf.

“What do you say we try these two bad girls out?” Basma asked her friend playfully. “It's our duty to help them reform and become honest and productive members of society.”

Malika chuckled.

Basma offered Malika a red boost tablet, then took one herself. Priya would later tell me that Basma typically did boost a couple of times a month, and that for her to take it again just two days later was unusual.

Priya and I were subjected to another sexual marathon. Most of our time was spent serving Basma and Malika, often while they kissed and fondled each other. But Basma and Malika also had Priya and I look after each other a couple of times while they watched and then joined in.

Once the boost wore off, Malika went home. Basma said she was tired and didn't feel like escorting me back to Daphne and Amira's place. She couldn't send me back alone in the car as it was illegal for Special Rehabilitation Program wards to be anywhere in public without their contract holder or another responsible person. She phoned Amira and asked if it would be okay if she brought me back in the morning. Amira was fine with it. It took an effort for me to contain my glee.

Priya and I were both exhausted. We got the autochef in Priya's room to make us something to eat and then spent a couple of hours silently holding each other as late afternoon faded into early evening. Then we watched a movie. We fell asleep in each other's arms.

We woke as the first light of dawn was filtering through the window. We made love, then held each other. I didn't want the moment to end. But eventually Basma knocked on the door and asked us to join her for breakfast.

After breakfast Basma took me back to Amira and Daphne. Priya and I pretended that our parting meant nothing, both of us sensing that it was best if our temporary owners were unaware of our feelings for each other. I could see the pain in Priya's eyes as we took what we both expected would be our last look at each other until our sentences were finished.

It started to rain on the drive back. I watched droplets of water bead on the windows of the car as it drove us in silence through the almost empty streets, taking me further and further away from the woman I loved.


The Party




My eyes widened when Basma unexpectedly showed up at the door with Priya. I tried to suppress a smile, but didn't quite manage. Daphne's brow furrowed.

“We're having a few friends over tonight for a little party,” Amira said. “You and Priya are going to be the entertainment.”

“We figured we should get an extra girl.” Daphne added. “Some of our male friends are pretty thirsty.”

Male friends?

I had mixed feelings about being used by men. I was by now used to having my throat, pussy and ass fucked by Daphne and Amira. But having actual men use me was a step beyond that. A big step beyond.

My kitty moistened as I imagined myself being ravaged like the dancer in the strip club. But my brain recoiled. Though I now saw myself as a female, some vestige of my former hetero male self was still in there, and was not happy about this.

“I'm going to enjoy watching you as Priya gets turned into a cum dump,” Daphne taunted.

I looked at her with contempt. She pretended not to notice. I couldn't believe I had once loved this woman.

“The guests won't be here till 8:00 or 9:00,” Amira said. “The two of you can chill out in your room til then.”

It was only 3:00 pm. We had five or six heavenly hours to enjoy each other's company.

“I don't care if you play with each other while Priya's here,” Amira continued. “But I strongly advise both of you to get some rest. You've got a very demanding night ahead of you.”

“Thank you, Amira.”

I took Priya's hand and led her to my bedroom.

“We're going to get through this.” Priya kissed the top of my head.

We were lying on my bed, watching an inane comedy. My head was nestled against Priya's shoulder.

“Your new body is designed for this. And we won't have to do this much longer. Soon it will be just you and me. If anyone else joins us in bed, it will be because we want them to. Not because of this fucking so-called rehabilitation program.”

I wasn't so sure that we'd get through this as easily as Priya seemed to think. I'd seen a news report not long ago about Dicks to Chicks participants who had died during sex parties like this. Determined to avoid going to prison, they didn't use their collar alarms, or didn't use them in time. Leash-holders were not punished unless it was ascertained that they had done something deliberate to kill their ward. I said nothing of this to Priya, instead answering her with a kiss.

“I don't know what it is about you, Steph. We've only known each other a few weeks, and barely had any time together, but I feel a real connection with you.”

“I feel it too. I haven't felt anything like this for a long time.”

“Remember our promise. Whatever they do to us tonight, don't give in. Don't let them send you back to jail. There's just ten days left to go before your contract ends, and five for mine. We can do this.”

I wished that I felt as confident as Priya. I didn't say anything, but just held her tight.

“Soon all this will be behind us, Steph. It'll just be you and me. Together.”

Somewhere outside, a raven cawed.

Amira fetched us from my room at 9:00. People had been filtering into the condo for the last hour or so. Amira brought us to the living room and introduced us as “this evening's entertainment”.

There were about twenty guests. Most of them were male, but a handful were female, including Zaria  and Alana, the lesbian couple Daphne and Amira had shared me with in a booth at the back of a strip club. Many of them had a drink in their hand. Some were smoking pot. Mercifully none of them had the frenzied look of someone on boost. I don't think Priya and I would have survived if they had used boost.

Most of the partiers had the youthful model-perfect looks of someone who'd undergone nanotech rejuvenation and modification. Most of the women had voluptuous, boyant figures. Most of the men were tall, handsome, and brawny.

Every eye in the room was on us. I swallowed nervously. Priya found my hand and gave it a reassuring squeeze.

The nanofabricator had assembled a huge circular bed in the middle of the living room. There was no headboard or footboard. It was covered with black satin sheets and several matching pillows.

“Lie on the bed,” Amira ordered. “On your backs, side-by-side.”

Daphne turned to her guests. “So you all know the rules. James had placed your names in random order. Up to three people at a time will be able to use each of the sluts. If you're in a couple, and one of your names is called, your partner can join in. Once everyone's had a turn, we start over again, and keep going till dawn. James, who gets to go first?”

“Mistress Zaria.”

Zaria and Alana looked at each other and grinned.

Zaria was wearing a silky crimson dress that hugged her big, curvy body. Alana was clad in well-worn jeans and a loose T-shirt. Her long, fiery hair was no longer in a single ponytail on top of her head but in two side ponytails. Zaria pulled off her dress and pumps and stepped onto the bed. The mattress sagged beneath the weight of the ebony-skinned giantess. She was still wearing a lacy bra and thong, both the same rich red as her dress. Her willowy partner removed her clothes and joined her on the bed.

Zaria looked back and forth between Priya and I, trying to decide who to use first. She picked Priya. She stepped over my lover's chest, straddling her. She unclasped her bra and trailed it over Priya's breasts, teasing her nipples with the dangling strap, then tossed it aside. She removed her thong and dragged it across Priya's face before letting it fall beside her bra. Alana stepped behind Zaria and kissed her neck while running her hands lovingly over her wide hips, big belly, and gigantic breasts.

Partygoers clustered around the bed to watch. Many of the men already had visible erections tenting their pants. Daphne was recording the scene with her smartphone, capturing our humiliation for posterity. Several other guests were also recording the menage.

“Who's next, James?”

“Master Damon.”

Damon appeared to be about thirty. He didn't have the perfect looks or the ripped physique of many of the other men, though he certainly looked healthy and fit. He wore a sleeveless black T-shirt with a neo-rock band I'd never heard of, faded black jeans, and black biker boots. Long black hair fell to his shoulder blades. A tattoo of a snarling wolf adorned one forearm. He grinned as if he'd won the lottery as he peeled off his clothes.

My eyes nearly popped out of my head when I saw his cock, which was already standing at full attention. It appeared that he had had one nanotech enhancement. Either that, or he'd been near the front of the line when God was handing out penises.

Daphne grinned. “I hand picked men for this party who are exceptionally...well-endowed. I want your first heterosexual experience as a woman to be special, Stephanie.”

Damon climbed onto the bed and roughly fondled my breasts. My nipples stiffened beneath his fingers. He took one of my nipples in his mouth and sucked hard. I gasped with pleasure. One of his hands slid down to my kitty and stroked it. A warm glow spread through me. My legs spread without any conscious command from my brain.

“That slut ex-husband of yours looks like she can't wait to get Damon's cock inside her, Daph.”

“Yes, I can see that.”

I blushed and looked away.

Zaria lowered herself onto Priya's face. The smaller woman's head was completely buried beneath her formidable ass and mighty thighs. Zaria let out a satisfied grunt as she settled herself on my lover.

“Uuuunnnggghhhh!”

Priya clutched Zaria's thighs. She seemed to be trying to push her off. Zaria shuddered and came.

“I hope Priya can breathe,” a girl with an indigo Mohawk said with mock concern.

Alana plopped herself on Priya's chest. She didn't appear to give a fuck whether or not Priya could breathe. She wrapped her arms around her taller lover and kissed her passionately. Priya groaned under the added weight.

I protested. “Daphne, the two of them are too heavy for Priya!”

“Priya can use the alarm in her collar if she wants to stop.”

Priya's groans grew louder as Zaria's wide hips ground her into the mattress. But she didn't use the alarm. Alana kissed Zaria's throat, chest, and breasts. Zaria quivered and let go a second time in Priya's face.

Damon continued to play with my kitty. I exhaled softly as his fingers repeatedly brushed my clit, nearly sending me over the edge. His other hand kneaded one of my breasts. I resisted the temptation to play with my other boob, not wanting to look any sluttier than I already did.

Damon suddenly withdrew his hands and raised himself to his knees. He shuffled forward, straddling my body and pinning my arms under his shins. He sat on my chest and roughly pulled my head forward.

Oh fuck.

“Suck me off, whore.”

The tip of Damon's engorged cock flattened my lips against my teeth. There was no point in resisting. I opened up. My jaw was stretched almost as wide as it could go as he pushed his cock in. It steamrolled over my tongue and between my tonsils. I retched as it hit the back of my throat.

Damon looked down into my eyes and smiled, relishing his complete control over me. There was no pity in his gaze. No awareness that a stroke of bad luck could land him in my place. I was nothing but a plaything, to be used and cast aside.

“What are you waiting for, cunt? Start sucking.”

Daphne frowned at his use of the word cunt. Amira didn't seem to care.

I began sucking. Damon moaned approvingly. I could barely breathe. His grip on my head tightened, and he began thrusting, grinding his cock repeatedly into the soft flesh at the back of my throat. I whimpered and groaned. My eyes watered. So did my pussy.

Zaria came yet again, then switched places with Alana. Priya grunted as the skinny redhead sat on her as if plopping into a favorite armchair. Alana aggressively gyrated her hips, as if she was trying to flatten Priya's face.

“Who's turn is it next, James?”

“Master Nolan.”

Nolan was tall even by the standards of the titans gathered around him. He was muscular but not muscle-bound. Obsidian skin contrasted with sharp, crystal blue eyes. He wore a black silk dress shirt, black trousers, and black leather Chelsea boots. He peeled off his clothing and joined the menage. I got only a glimpse of his erection before he was blocked from my view by Damon's body. My heart sped up. He was even bigger than Damon.

Nolan knelt between my legs. He fondled and squeezed my breasts, brushing my already stiff nipples with his thumbs. His hands slid down to my hips, then cupped and kneaded my ass, drinking my curves in with his fingers and palms. Waves of pleasure coursed through me.

“Damn, this bitch's body is magnificent!”

I felt a strange pride upon hearing the degrading compliment.

Nolan's fingers explored my folds with butterfly lightness. My legs spread wider, encouraging him. A fingertip brushed my clit, making me moan. He pulled away before I could come. Then, with a  single sudden, hard thrust, he pushed two fingers in, burying them to the knuckles. My back arched and I wailed around Damon's cock as I came on Nolan's hand.

Nolan withdrew his fingers and returned his hands to my ass. He lifted my lower body into the air. Damon stayed where he was, keeping my upper body pinned to the mattress. Nolan's turgid cock nudged my slit, searching for my opening. It was thicker than both Damon's and Amira's. My heart jackhammered against my breastbone. How the fuck was that going to fit without ripping me in half?

Daphne leaned over to better capture my expression with her smartphone. I blushed more deeply than ever.

Nolan found my entrance and pushed his cock in. I groaned as my pussy was pried open wider than ever before. My feet found his chest, and I braced my legs against him. My pussy silently howled in protest as he forced his way deeper. I felt like I was being torn apart. Yet with the pain was an intense, exquisite pleasure.

“You like that, don't you, slut?”

I could only moan inarticulately around the thick meat filling my mouth. But my wetness told Nolan all he needed to know. He pushed deeper. I trembled as I was filled more completely than I would have believed possible. My uterus and other internal organs were flattened against the base of my rib cage. His outsized balls bumped against my ass cheeks.

Alana shuddered as what must have been her eight or ninth orgasm racked her body. At last satisfied, she rose from Priya. Zaria got up too. Priya lay where she was, gasping and panting, her face glistening from crown to chin with female cum.

“James, who gets to go next?”

“Master Diego.”

Diego was standing on my side of the bed, so I was able to get a pretty good look at him as he peeled off his clothes and shoes. A body and face that looked like they belonged on the cover of a men's fitness magazine met my apprehensive gaze. My eyes wandered lower, to be greeted by an erection that rivaled Nolan's. I inwardly shuddered as I imagined that monster permanently stretching out Priya's tight pussy. Diego saw my gaze and smiled before he circled around to Priya's side of the bed.

Nolan began fucking me. He went slowly at first, allowing my straining body to adapt as best it could to his enormous size. His thrusts gradually grew faster and more forceful. Damon's thrusts got rougher too, matching Nolan's. The sounds they were making made my pussy drip. I grunted and groaned around Damon's cock. Neither of the men paid any attention.

Diego didn't immediately mount Priya. He got between her legs and started feasting on her pussy. Zaria and Alana hadn't let her come the entire time they had used her. Her head tilted back and she clutched the bedsheets.

“Oh my fucking God. Oh Jesus, yessss...”

Those were the last articulate words Priya was able to get out before she came like an exploding bomb in Diego's face. Diego gripped her ass and kept going. Jealousy surged within me, but there was nothing I could do about it.

Nolan pounded me hard enough to make my body shake. Damon fucked my mouth as if he was trying to drive his cock through the back of my skull.  Thick, ropey strands of saliva spilled down my chin and onto the bedsheets. Tears streaked my cheeks. Daphne leaned in for another closeup.

Diego climbed on top of Priya, lined up his cock, and drove it in. She screamed. Priya hadn't slept with that many men. Basma and her friends sometimes fucked her with large strap-ons, but I very much doubt she'd ever had anything inside her the size of Diego's cock.

“Want to quit, Priya?” Daphne called out. She sounded downright gleeful at the prospect of Priya dropping out and going to prison.

“No,” grunted Priya. “I do not fucking want to quit. Keep going, Diego!”

My jealousy grew. Even though I knew she was saying this to avoid prison. To stay with me.

Diego made soothing sounds and planted gentle kisses on her face and throat as he pushed his way deeper. She whimpered and groaned but didn't ask him to stop. She cried out as he forced the last few centimeters in.

Diego gave her a few minutes to adjust to his mass, then started fucking her. She gasped and moaned. Not entirely from pain. I burned with jealousy. I wanted to be in Diego's place. To be fucking her with a cock and making her make those sounds.

Nolan's grip on my ass and hips tightened, his fingers digging deep into my soft flesh. He erupted inside me. I could feel his cock pulsing as he filled me. Damon exploded in my mouth, coating the back of my throat with blast after blast of hot cum. I had no choice but to swallow.

An orgasm of my own hit me fast and hard. Like Damon and Nolan's releases, it went on and on. I quivered and moaned. The muscles in my vagina contracted around Nolan's jetting cock as if they were trying to crush it.

Diego exploded inside Priya. Priya cried out. I'm pretty sure she was coming too.

“James, give me the next four names.”

“Master Gabe, Mistress Lisa, Master Chang, and Master Nick.”

Diego, Nolan and Damon extracted themselves from us and rejoined their peers. Priya's hand snaked over to mine and squeezed my fingers.

Then the next group was upon us.

Lisa shuddered as she had her fifth or sixth orgasm in my face. She and Gabe had copied the position used by Nolan and Damon, but with Lisa sitting on my face. The pair did not seem to have known each other prior to this evening, but were kissing and fondling each other as they used me.

“This girl is amazing,” Lisa exclaimed. “I could ride her face all night!”

“Don't even think of it!” one of the other guests yelled jovially. “The rest of us need a turn too.” Several people laughed.

“One turn might be enough for you, Jag. But it's gonna take a lot more than one go to satisfy me.” More ribald laughter.

“You'll all get your turns,” Lisa promised. “The night's just getting started.”

Lisa was a statuesque blonde with the big boobs, curvy hips, and full round ass that was typical of women who'd undergone nanotech alternation.  That full round ass was now planted on my forehead. My tongue was deep inside her kitty. She had instructed me to stick it out and then lowered herself onto it. She alternated between grinding back and forth and bouncing up and down.

Gabe, like most nanotech-enhanced men, was tall and ripped. And had a cock that felt like it belonged on a horse. That cock was now buried balls-deep in my pussy. He was fucking me with a hard, steady rhythm. He and Lisa had been using me for quite awhile. I could tell from his breathing and his hardness that he was extremely aroused. But he was forcing himself not to come.

Chang and Nick were both fucking Priya. Chang was underneath, embedded deep in her ass. Nick was on top, impaling her pussy. They were the two tallest men in the room. I had gotten a look at Priya being sandwiched between them before Lisa parked herself on my face. Her head had been turned to me as it was pinned between their chests, her expression a mixture of distress, arousal, and embarrassment. From her subsequent whimpers and grunts, it was obvious that Chang and Nick were above average in more than just height. I seethed with fresh jealousy.

“I think Priya could take one more person,” Daphne proclaimed. There was a recklessness in her tone that frightened me. “James, who's next on your list?”

“Master Matthew.”

I couldn't see Matthew, but heard the rustling of him removing his clothes and then felt the mattress shifting as he clambered onto the bed.

“How am I going to do this? Her head is buried between Chang and Nick.”

“Lie on your side with your dick in front of her face and then just shove it into her mouth,” said Amira. “Your cock is certainly long enough.” Several people laughed.

The mattress shifted again as Matthew lay down beside Priya and the two men who were rearranging her insides. He moaned throatily as he pushed his cock into her mouth. Priya gagged.

“That's it, bitch! Take it all the way in. Choke on it!”

Matthew let out another deep, carnal moan as he hit the back of her throat, making her retch. He began fucking her mouth.

“God, it's making me so horny watching this loser's girlfriend get pounded while I'm sitting on her face,” Lisa murmured. The wetness of her pussy confirmed the truth of her words.

“That little slut is hot,” declared Gabe. “I hope Chang and Nick and Matt don't break her before I get a chance to fuck her.”

Gabe and Lisa resumed kissing, more passionately than ever. Lisa ground her twat and ass into my face. Gabe's pace picked up. I could tell he was close to release.

“Oh my fucking God, I'm coming again!” Lisa shouted as she bathed my face in more of her cum. Gabe's cock throbbed as seconds later he began jetting inside me.

Chang grunted as he let go in Priya's ass. A moment later Nick and Matt erupted almost simultaneously in her pussy and throat. Priya groaned around Matt's cock as she too reached her zenith.

I moaned into Lisa's cunt as a fresh orgasm rocked me. Lisa came in my face again. Gabe was still pumping me full of spunk.

“James, who's next?”

“I think Steph could take one more,” Daphne said with a wicked grin. “What do you think, Amira?”

I was being spit roasted by a pair of hulks named Jagger and Tom. I was lying on Tom, his massive cock buried inside me. Jag was kneeling to one side, gripping my head between his bear-like paws and fucking my throat.

“Oh she could definitely take another one. She's still got one unfilled hole.”

Daphne giggled. She was more than a little drunk.

“James, who's up next?”

“Master Abe.”

Abe, a clean-cut, athletic blonde, was already naked and stroking his meat. He joined us on the bed. He fondled and kneaded my ass checks, then slid his fingers along the crack between them. I gasped around Jag's cock as he plunged two fingers into my forbidden entrance.

Priya was sandwiched between two standing men, her pussy and ass impaled on their cocks. Both towered over her; her feet dangled and twitched more than a dozen centimeters above the floor. The force with which they were pounding her between them would probably have broken bones if her body had not been fortified to take such punishment. She let out a helpless ungh each time they slammed her between them.

Abe pushed a third finger into my ass and fucked it with his hand for several minutes. Then he squatted behind me, straddling both my and Tom's legs. His hard-on brushed my ass-cheeks. He squeezed his hand between my belly and Tom's and found my clit. His hand must have been brushing Tom's cock, but neither man seemed to care. Abe knew what he was doing. Within less than a minute he brought me to a shuddering orgasm.

Abe continued massaging my clit while sliding his thick cock up and down my crack. He paused at my rosebud, then pushed forward. I screamed around Jag's cock. My ass, like that of every girl in Dicks to Chicks, was self-lubricating, like a vagina. But an entire bottle of personal lubricant couldn't have prepared me for a cock that size. My body instinctively tried to expel the invading flesh, but to no avail.

Abe pushed deeper, relentlessly burying more and more of his monster cock in me. I could feel my insides being temporarily shifted into new positions to accommodate it. He continued to rub my clit. Pleasure from both from his fingers and from the two cocks inside me washed over the pain like surf washing over a stony beach.

Abe didn't stop until his balls were pressed against me. He gave me a moment or two, then started fucking my ass. He went slow at first. My body stopped trying to expel him. There was still pain, but it gradually dimmed as my pleasure simultaneously increased. I tried to thrust back, but it was like trying to push back against a bulldozer.

Abe was leaning over me as he ass-fucked me. He gripped my shoulders and fucked me faster and harder. A whimper escaped me as his fingers deserted my clit just as I was nearing another orgasm. He quickly matched the rhythm of the other two men. Daphne climbed onto the bed to better record my humiliation with her phone.

Jag tightened his grip on my head and fucked my mouth harder. I retched as his enormous cock slammed again and again into the defenceless flesh at the back of my throat. Tears were running uninhibited down my cheeks. Salty precum dripped onto my tongue and trickled down my gullet. Drool continued to spill down my chin and puddled on the bed covers.

Tom and Abe picked up the pace, matching Jagger. An orgasm hit me like a punch from a heavyweight boxer. My eyes rolled up in my head. Jagger's cock pulsed. A geyser of thick, warm cum hit the back of my throat. Moments later both Abe and Tom erupted inside me. My body quivered as the three leviathans emptied their balls into me. I was dimly aware that the two men fucking Priya were also coming. And that Priya was howling in ecstasy.

The men hadn't even withdrawn from us yet when Daphne called out:

“James, who's next?”

The biggest cock that night belonged not to one of the men, but to a girl named Emma.

Emma was a longtime friend of Daphne's. If circumstances had been different, if  they'd both been single when they'd met, I'm pretty sure they would have been lovers. We'd socialized with Emma often, and even I had noticed the longing that was sometimes evident between them.

I barely recognized Emma now. She'd obviously undergone aging reversal and body enhancement. Perhaps Daphne had gifted her the treatment as a birthday or Christmas present. Or maybe she'd found a way to raise enough money on her own. She'd always been a clever girl.

Emma used to be a willowy blonde. Her pretty face was unchanged aside from looking twenty years younger. But she now had the lush curves that were common among women who received a nanotech revamp. And she was a lot taller. As tall as most of the guys in the room. I'm pretty sure that if we'd been standing face-to-face the top of my head would not even have reached her chin.

Emma now had a penis. I don't know if she was experimenting, like Daphne and Amira, or if it was permanent. My eyes widened as she removed her loose sweatpants, freeing her straining erection.

The other guests had all had their first turn. I wondered if Daphne and Amira had instructed James to save her for last. I turned to Daphne, who gave me a puckish smile.

Emma fucked Priya first. Priya let out a muffled wail as she slowly filled her with her monster cock. She fucked Priya slowly at first, then increased her speed. She paused several times when she was close to the edge. Priya came multiple times. I could only watch helplessly as I lay beside them.

At last Emma let go and nutted inside Priya. Her climax went on and on. Priya came yet again.

Emma turned her attention to me. She ordered me to lie on my back. Then she instructed Priya to sit on my face. Priya looked like she was going to protest, but seemed to realize it would do no good. Fresh arousal stirred between my thighs as my lover parked herself on my face. She quivered as my tongue caressed her. I recoiled as Emma's cum—and that of everyone else who had fucked Priya tonight—spilled into my mouth. I had no choice but to swallow it. Priya looked down at me apologetically. But it was clear that she was turned on.

Daphne leaned forward, capturing this latest indignity with her phone.  The smile on her face would have chilled an axe murderer.

“That's it, slut,” Emma exhorted. “Don't stop. Make that whore girlfriend of yours come.”

Priya's thighs tightened around my face. She reached down and stroked my hair. Her hips began to thrust. She may not even have been aware of it. Emma leaned down and ran her tongue playfully over one of Priya's breasts, then began sucking on it. Her hand squeezed Priya's other boob, then slid down to stroke Priya's clit.

Priya came explosively in my face.

“My turn,” said Emma, grinning sadistically. She ordered Priya to her feet. Priya avoided looking me in the eyes.

Emma sat on my chest. Her shins pinned my arms against the mattress. Her enormous cock was already hard again. It was wet with Priya's juices.

“Clean your whore's cum off my cock.”

I struggled to take her cock in my mouth. It was too thick. She pushed it in anyway. It brushed against my teeth as she forced it forward, but she didn't seem to care. I groaned as it flattened my tongue and stretched my lips. She kept going till it collided with the back of my throat, gagging me.

“Can you taste how horny my cock made your girlfriend?” Emma taunted.

I moaned something that approximated the word yes. Daphne's phone hovered near my face.

“Suck me.”

I started sucking. Emma let out a satisfied moan.

“How many times did you come when I fucked you, skank?” Emma asked Priya.

Priya looked down without answering. Daphne laughed.

“You were so fucking stupid to cheat on Daphne, you know that? You had the best wife in the whole world, and you blew it. And now look at you.”

I ignored the taunts. I was struggling not to throw up. The tendons and ligaments in my jaw were stretched almost to the breaking point. Saliva ran down my chin, and fresh tears spilled down my cheeks. My lungs ached from insufficient oxygen.

“Oh fuck, that feels good. You've trained this slut well.”

“Thank you. She seems to have a natural talent for this.”

My cheeks reddened. Daphne smirked.

“Jesus, I'm going to come! Fuck, yessss...”

Several blasts of hot, gooey jizz hit the back of my throat. I did my best to swallow it all.

Emma pulled out, rose to her knees, and looked at Priya.

“Now I'm going to fuck your girlfriend. And when I'm done, you're going to clean the slut...”


The Day After




It was 4:00 am when the last guest shot his final load into me, and Priya and I were finally allowed to limp back to my room. We tumbled into bed, too exhausted to even clean ourselves, and fell into a coma-like sleep.

We woke several hours later, and stayed up. Basma was to collect Priya just before lunch. Neither of us wanted to spend our last few hours together sleeping.

Priya got in the shower. I joined her. We washed each other's bodies and made love under the hot jetting water.

We had coffee and breakfast pastries on my balcony. The sky was clear and the air warm but not yet hot. It was a perfect summer morning.

“Last night was intense,” Priya remarked.

“That's a good word for it.”

“How are you feeling?”

“Tired, but okay otherwise. I felt like I'd been run over by a truck when we fell into bed. My insides actually felt a little fucked up. But my body seems to have healed itself already.”

“Same here.”

“I gotta admit, I was jealous watching you fucking and sucking all those people last night.”

“I felt the same way watching you.”

We both laughed.

“We just have to get through a few more days of this. We can do it.” Priya kissed me.

“Yes. Just a few more days.”

Basma arrived at 11:30 am. Priya and I were still in my room. Daphne and Amira had left us alone all morning.

When we heard Daphne letting Basma in, Priya pushed me against the wall and kissed me as if she wanted to devour me. I kissed her back with matching zeal. We knew that this was almost certain to be the last time we saw each other until our rehabilitation contracts ended.

Our kiss was cut short by Daphne rapping on the door.

“Time to go, Priya.”

Priya brought her lips to my ear and whispered “I love you.” It was the first time either of us had said these words.

“I love you too, Priya.” I held her tight. We kissed again, ignoring the banging on the door.

“Priya!” Basma snapped. “Get your ass out here!”

We reluctantly pulled apart and joined Basma, Daphne, and Amira in the living room. We refrained from holding hands, sensing that this might irritate Daphne. Daphne didn't want me as her lover anymore, but clearly she didn't want anyone else to have me either.

“How was she?” Basma asked as she fastened Priya's leash to her collar.

“Adequate,” groused Daphne.

“She was great!” declared Amira. “Thanks for lending her to us.”

“No problem.”

The two sisters hugged. Then Basma led Priya out the door.


Daphne's Offer




“Your contract ends in eight days, Stephanie.”

Daphne and Amira were sitting across the dining table from me. The outer wall of the combined living and dining room had been set to transparent, and morning sunlight streamed in. I looked up from my plate, but didn't say anything. I was literally counting the hours until my “community service” was over and I could be with Priya again.

“I've been talking with Amira, and we've decided to let you stay with us after your community service ends.”

Amira did not look particularly enthused by the idea of me staying.

“You'll be expected to continue looking after our needs, just as you've been doing. And you won't be allowed to be intimate with anyone else, except when we share you with friends. But you'll get to continue living here with us in this nice comfy condo, instead of rotting in some crime-infested tenement on universal basic income.”

Daphne grinned impishly.

“You'll have to convince us you really want to stay, though. What do you say? Would you like to continue living here and being our pet?”

If Daphne had extended this offer two months ago, I would have said yes without hesitation. But I no longer felt anything for Daphne. Other than resentment over the way she and Amira had been treating me and Priya. I knew Daphne had been hurt and angry at my infidelity, but leaving me had been ample punishment. I no longer wanted things to return to how they'd been. I no longer cared if she ever forgave me or not. The burning flame of love I'd carried for so long was nothing but cold ash.

“Uh, thank you very much. I appreciate the offer. But I'm going to pass.”

“What?” This was clearly not the answer Daphne had expected.

“Once my ninety days are up, I just want to move on with my life.”

Daphne's face darkened. I had rarely seen her look so pissed.

“It's that slut Priya, isn't it?”

I said nothing.

“What if we offered to let Priya stay here with you?”

“Thanks, but we'll be okay.”  I forced myself to stay cool. I didn't want to antagonize Daphne. I still had to get through five more days.

“You just made a very bad choice,” Daphne stood up and stalked to the master bedroom, slamming the door behind her. Amira wordlessly followed.

Daphne was not someone who made idle threats. I wondered fearfully what she intended to do.


A Brutal Choice




Neither Daphne nor Amira spoke to me for the rest of the day. They ensconced themselves in their bedroom for a couple of hours, then went out.

I told myself that there was no sense worrying. I would just have to endure whatever punishment they meted out. Going back to jail and never seeing Priya again was not an option.

I tried to distract myself with movies and video games, with little success. I tried meditating, but that didn't help much either. I had a few glasses of wine, which did help. James cut me off after my fourth glass. I wondered what James would do if I told it to eat me. I decided it might be best not to find out.

Amira and Daphne returned shortly after dark. I was lying in my bed, trying to distract myself with a fast-paced disaster movie. They went straight to their bedroom. Minutes later I heard them kissing and cooing. It appeared that they had not only turned the soundproofing off in the shared wall but gotten James to amplify the sounds. Soon they were doing more than kissing.

I was dying to touch myself, but forced myself to refrain. I seriously considered asking James to manacle me to the bed so that I didn't succumb. My pussy was dripping when they finished.

Once they were done they evidently reset the soundproofing to high, for I heard nothing at all for the rest of the night.

Amira and Daphne continued to ignore me the next day. I knew that taunting me for a night and not allowing me to get myself off was not going to satisfy Daphne. Not by a long shot. My anxiety festered and grew.

They went out that evening. They didn't tell me where they were going.

I had just fallen into a fitful sleep when they got home. My eyelids shot open as they stumbled into the main room, giggling. They conferred in hushed tones. I couldn't make out what they were saying, but it was obvious they were both drunk.

They barged into my room. James turned the light on without them having to ask.

“So sorry to wake you, princess. But we need your services.”

I sat up, still blinking in the sudden light. Amira pulled my blanket away, fully exposing my naked body. She pulled off her shoes, clambered onto the bed, and pushed me onto my back. I didn't resist. Amira and Daphne could do whatever they wanted to my body. I was determined to get through this.

Amira sat on my thighs, pinning me to the bed. She and Daphne had recently gone back to the gender modification clinic and—at least for now—no longer had dicks. Amira wasn't wearing panties under her short black dress, and I could feel her bare cooch against my skin.

Daphne clumsily removed her clothes and joined Amira on the bed. She straddled my head on her knees, pinning my arms to the bed with her legs, and planted herself on my face. Her mound was pressed against my nose. A slight stubble had grown in. She tasted stronger than usual.

The woman I would once have given my life for gripped me roughly by the hair and snapped “Make me come, bitch!”

I caressed and licked the warm flesh pressed against my face. Daphne crooned. My body squirmed and bucked.

“I'm going to miss this stupid bitch.” Amira gave one of my breasts a hard squeeze. “She really does give good head.”

“We'll get another one. She can easily be replaced.”

Amira laughed.

Daphne rode my face hard. She leaned back, and she and Amira kissed and fondled each other. She came at least half a dozen times. Amira then took a turn and enjoyed half a dozen releases of her own. As soon as Amira got up, Daphne parked herself on my mouth again.

“Tomorrow we're bringing your girlfriend over,” Daphne remarked casually. “You'll have a chance to say goodbye to her before she goes back to prison.”

Priya was going back to prison? Had Basma had somehow broken her and made her drop out of the Special Rehabilitation Program? Priya had been just one day away from the end of her service contract.

“Noooo!” I wailed. My cry was muffled by Daphne's pussy. Daphne came harder than I had ever seen her come before.

I was starting to hate her.

“Not only is Priya going back to prison, but you're going to help us make that happen.”

Priya had not yet been kicked out of the program. There was still hope. But Daphne seemed very confident that she could bully me into somehow helping her get Priya sent back to jail. And there were plenty of ways that masters could legally torture their pink-collared wards. I feared that I would not be strong enough to hold out. And I feared what Daphne would do to me if I didn't capitulate.

Daphne dismounted and put her dress back on. Amira hadn't bothered taking hers off.

“Sweet dreams, darling.”

They went to their own room. Daphne told James to turn the light off as she closed the door. I was plunged into darkness.

I could still taste both of them. I wanted to shower, but it didn't feel worth the bother. Images of what Daphne might do and of life without Priya swirled in my mind.

I pressed my face against my pillow and cried.

Basma delivered Priya early the following afternoon.

Daphne summoned me from my room. Priya was naked. Her hands were bound behind her back. She looked terrified. But her eyes lit up when she saw me. I wanted to run over and hug her, but knew without even asking that I wouldn't be allowed to touch her.

The nanofabricator had constructed a Medieval pillory in the center of the living room. And a small table with an assortment of whips and canes, a bowl filled with what looked like charcoal, and a branding iron. I looked from the torture implements to Daphne. Daphne smiled.

Basma led Priya to the pillory. Priya was trembling.

“Please, don't punish Priya. It's me you're mad at. If you have to punish someone, punish me.”

“We are punishing you, baby. Priya's just the tool we're using to do it.”

Basma untied Priya's arms. She and Amira secured Priya's neck and wrists in the pillory. She was forced to stand with her upper body bent forward. Daphne picked up a cat-o'-nine tails and held it appraisingly.

I stepped between Daphne and Priya.

“No, Daphne. Don't do this.”

“I'm not going to do anything, sweetie. You are. If you refuse, we're nullifying your contract, and you're going back to jail.”

“Do it, Stephanie. Do whatever they tell you. Our bodies are designed to heal from stuff like this. I'll recover. I love you! Don't let them send you back to jail.”

I looked pleadingly from Daphne to Amira to Basma. Basma looked away. Amira looked uneasy, but met my gaze. As for Daphne, I might as well have sought sympathy from one of the walls.

“Well, what are you waiting for? Whip that whore's ass.” Daphne handed me the cat.

“Do it, Stephanie! Do it for us. Do whatever they tell you.”

I reluctantly circled behind my lover. I lifted the whip, but was unable to bring it down.

“I'm not gonna ask you again, Steph. Whip that slut's ass, or you're going to prison, and you'll never see her again.”

I took a deep breath. I brought the cat down on my lover's bottom. I did it as gently as I could, but she still winced.

“You need to whip her a lot harder than that, princess. I want to see blood.”

I gave the woman I used to love a baleful look. I brought the whip down harder. It left a dark welt on Priya's skin. Priya yelped.

“Aw, look. The princess is crying,” mocked Daphne. Priya was enduring the punishment stoically, but my eyes had started to water.

“Don't stop, princess. Punish that worthless drug-dealing skank. I want you to make her wish she was never born.”

I whipped Priya again. She grimaced, but didn't cry out. She didn't want to give her tormentors the pleasure of hearing her scream. And she didn't want me to hear her pain and stop.

I struck Priya a fourth time. Tears were running freely down my cheeks. Priya grimaced but stayed silent.

Daphne seized the whip from me. She cracked it savagely across Priya's ass.  This time the knotted thongs drew blood. She brought it down several more times. On Priya's back, ass, thighs, and upper arms. Priya shuddered but continued to stifle her cries. Her body was criss-crossed with bloody welts.

I couldn't take it anymore. I stepped in front of Daphne, blocking her from striking Priya again.

“If you want to hurt someone, hurt me. Priya's innocent. She's never done anything to you. I'm the one you hate.”

“Are you willing to go back to prison for this whore?”

“She's not a whore. And yes, if that's what it takes to keep you from hurting her, I'll go back to prison.”

“No, Steph, don't! I can take it. Don't let them take you away from me. I love you!”

Daphne put the whip back on the table. She lit the charcoal and placed the branding iron in the bowl. My stomach sank. Basma was pale. Amira looked like she was going to say something, but didn't.

Daphne lifted the metal rod and pressed its glowing tip against Priya's ass. Priya screamed. A circular burn about five centimeters in diameter—the width of three fingers—marred her beautiful skin. A wisp of smoke rose from the raw wound. The smell of burnt flesh permeated the air. I nearly vomited. Basma looked like she was in danger of losing her lunch too. Even Amira looked shocked. Daphne had a crazed, bloodthirsty look in her eyes.

Priya was sobbing now. I looked at Daphne with unconcealed hate.

“Your turn, darling.” She poked the rod into the bowl of smoldering embers, then held it out to me. “Next one goes on Priya's face.”

“Fuck you.”

Daphne was startled. She wasn't used to me standing up to her.

“I'm done. Send me back to prison if you want. I won't do this to Priya.”

Daphne looked furious. I feared for a moment that she would jab me in the face with the branding iron.

“Let's see if Priya loves Stephanie as much as Stephanie loves her.” Daphne unfastened the pillory's headboard, freeing Priya. Priya tried to hobble over to me. Amira placed a restraining hand on her shoulder.

Daphne gripped the back of my neck. I tried to break free. An unspoken command to my collar sent a jolt of pain through my entire body and made all of my muscles go limp. I collapsed to the floor. Priya attempted to come to my aid, and was zapped by her own collar.

Daphne and Amira hauled me to my feet and dragged me to the pillory. They pressed my neck and wrists into the semicircular groves in the bottom half of the headboard, then lowered the top half and locked it.

“You sure about this, babe?” Amira whispered to Daphne.

“Yes.”

Priya struggled to rise. Basma helped her to her feet. Priya didn't attempt any further resistance, knowing it was futile.

“Priya, the next five minutes are going to decide whether you spend the next thirty years rotting in a women's penitentiary or walk out of here tomorrow as a free woman. The choice is yours.”

Tears trickled down Priya's face. But she glared at Daphne with defiance.

Daphne pulled the branding iron from the bowl and handed it to her. Priya's hands remained at her sides.

“I want you to fuck up Stephanie's face, Priya. I want you to fuck her up so much her own mother wouldn't recognize her. You can't do any permanent damage. She'll heal. In 24 hours her body will be back to normal, without any scars. She disobeyed my orders, so she's going back to prison regardless of what you do. You're not going to see her again. At least not for a very long time. But you can save yourself. You can find another lover. You can have a good life.”

Daphne held out the branding iron a second time.

Priya spat in her face.

Basma's eyes widened. Amira's jaw dropped. Daphne backhanded Priya so hard she staggered and nearly fell.

“You fucking bitch!” I screamed. The pillory rocked as I struggled to free myself.

Daphne lifted the branding iron.

“No, Daph.” Amira stepped between Priya and Daphne. “That's enough. It didn't work. Give it up.”

“No!” Daphne lunged at Priya. Amira and Basma held her back. “I'm going to kill that little slut!”

Priya backed away. Her lip was bleeding. Her back, ass and thighs were criss-crossed with open wounds. The burn on her left buttock looked like raw meat. But her eyes blazed with defiance.

“Stephanie's mine!” Daphne howled. “She belongs to me! That little whore can't take her!” Rage suddenly gave way to sobbing.

Amira unlocked the pillory. “Go to your room. Take Priya with you.”

I took Priya's hand and led her to my room. She was limping. As soon as we were inside, James  closed the door. I heard the lock click into place. Amira and Stephanie had never locked me in my room before.

“Are you okay?” I felt like an idiot as soon as I uttered the words. Priya was definitely not okay.

Priya clung to me and sobbed. I held her tight.

“I don't want to lose you,” she murmured.

“I don't want to lose you either. I'd rather die.”

Priya tightened her grip.

“Me too.”

Daphne raged for ten or fifteen minutes. Amira and Basma eventually calmed her down. I heard the front door open. It appeared the three of them had left the condo.

Priya and I held each other for what seemed like forever. I suggested that Priya lie down, and she did. The molecular machinery built into our modified cells was already at work. Her wounds had stopped bleeding, and were already a little smaller. The autochef was able to provide a painkilling balm, which I rubbed over her injuries. I lay beside her, and we held each other some more. I gently kissed her head and face. We didn't have sex. Just holding each other and being together was enough.

Later I got the autochef to make us something to eat. Priya's wounds were noticeably improved. The spot where she'd been branded was smaller and less raw looking. She was able to sit without pain. We ate on the balcony. The autochef was no longer allowing me alcohol, so we had hot chocolate.

“We'll probably end up together in the state women's penitentiary,” Priya said hopefully. “We can still be together. I'd rather be together in there than outside without you.”

“Me too.”

“My sentence is ten years longer than yours.”

“Fuck it. I'll do something to get ten more years added. I won't leave you.”

Priya took my head between her hands and kissed me.

“I don't want you to do that.”

“I know.”

We kissed again. In the hours that followed I found better ways than analgesic balm to soothe Priya's pain.


A Morning of Surprises




I stirred to the sound of a gentle knock on the door.

“Girls, would you join us at the dining table?”

I opened my eyes. Morning sunlight was streaming through my window. Priya was nestled against me. Her body tensed at Amira's summons. My heart felt like acid had been poured over it. Were we now to be pulled apart, with one or both of us being sent back to prison?

Priya raised herself to her elbows. I realized with a shock that her pink collar had detached itself from her neck and was resting on the bedsheets. Her community service had ended at midnight. Basma had not cancelled her contract. She was a free woman.

My own collar was still securely fastened around my neck. I still had several days to go.

“Girls, come and join us for breakfast. You have my word that no one will hurt you.”

Priya and I looked at each other uncertainly. We stood up and pulled on some clothes. Priya kissed me like she was never going to see me again. For all either of us knew, she might not.

“Please,” Amira said. “I'm sorry about what happened yesterday. We want to make things right.”

Priya and I looked at each other again. I offered her my hand, and she took it.

We stepped into the main room. Amira gestured at the dining table, which was laden with a decadent breakfast. Daphne was already sitting there. Yesterday's rage was gone. She looked uncertain. Nervous.

Priya and I reluctantly sat on the opposite side of the table. We were still holding hands. Amira offered us coffee. Amira sat down beside Daphne.

“We're both very sorry for what happened yesterday. Daphne thought it was a given that you'd want to stay with us, Stephanie. She didn't expect you to...to fall in love with someone else.”

Daphne's discomfiture visibly increased.

“We'd like to make the two of you an offer. But first, let me say this. Stephanie, whatever you decide, your contract ends today. We can't release you from community service, but Priya is a free woman now, so if you want we can transfer your contract to her. She'll be responsible for you until your contract expires in a few days. Or you can stay here as our guest. Not our servant, but our guest.”

Priya and I looked at each other, hardly able to believe what we were hearing.

“I'd like to have my contract transferred to Priya, please.”

“Okay. But first, I want to make you an offer.”

Amira paused and took a sip of coffee.

“We'd like the two of you to stay with us. To continue serving us the way you have been. But with the guarantee that there will never be any more corporeal punishment. Or forced chastity. The two of you will share Stephanie's room, and will be free to do whatever you want with each other when you're not serving us. We can have designated hours when you'll be on call and when you'll be on your own time, and you'll have three days off per week, just like you would if you were working for a company. And to sweeten the deal, I'm willing to offer you one hundred thousand satoshis. We'd like you to commit to a one-year employment contract as private sex workers.”

Priya and I listened in stunned silence. Amira took another sip of coffee.

“Well, what do you think?”

We looked at each other, then back at Amira and Daphne.

“I...um...thank you for your offer. But I really just want to move on with my life. I just want to be with Priya.”

Priya beamed.

“I feel the same way. A hundred thousand satoshis is a lot of money. But I just want to be with Stephanie.”

Daphne rose and quietly walked to her bedroom, closing the door behind her.

“I thought you might say that. But I promised Daphne I'd try.”

She pulled out her phone and brought up an app.

“Stephanie's contract has been transferred to you, Priya. Take good care of her. You're both free to go.”

We looked at each other again. Priya threw her arms around my neck, and we embraced.

“Don't tell Daphne, but I transferred a few thousand satoshis to Priya's account. To help the two of you get on your feet. And I got you a phone so that you can get online without having to go to a library or community center. I also booked you a nice hotel room for the next month so that you have some breathing room while you look for a place to live. I've messaged you the details.” She handed Priya a new phone.

“Oh my God. Thank you so much.”

Priya and I stood up. Amira offered us each a hug, and we accepted it.

We turned to each other and smiled. Neither of us looked back as we walked out of the condo and into our new life.
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