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0: Three Days After the
Start






This is a desperate act. I am making it up as I go
along and I am terrified. I am naked and I am laying on a bed that
just two nights ago I shared with a compassionate lover and I am
offering myself now under entirely different circumstances. That
night was about acceptance and about learning more about my new
body. Now? Now I am doing it to save my life.

He steps into the tiny little bedroom and I can hear
the intake of breath. He wasn’t expecting to find me fully nude.
Here I am, though, laying on my stomach with my pale bottom raised
in the air at such an angle that he can't help but have the kind of
view designed to get the attention of any male anywhere. 

He shuts the door behind him and says nothing, and
that's how I know that at least part of my desperate gamble has
paid off. I have his attention. He's distracted.

I stay still, looking straight ahead and waiting for
him to undress. His belt clunks noisily when it hits the floor. I
hear his shirt rustle and the vest coming with it and I can hear
him breathing heavily. He didn't expect this, but he's young and
he's fit and he's still in the prime of life that teaches you never
to ask questions when a woman lets you discover her naked on a
bed.

He straddles me and I feel the brush of his boxers
on my goosepimpled skin. I feel something else there, too,
something that lets me know that while he's now going to still make
the pretense of giving me the massage, he's ready to be fully
distracted. I take my time, though. I rock my hips once or twice to
make my high tight buttocks tease him through the boxers, but I
don't say anything and don't make any move.

I need the massage. I'm a nervous wreck and I am
half expecting the police to be waiting for us when the private jet
touches down on the mainland. I'm frightened. I'm thinking about
the bodies. The dead one on the bed and the blood I still see every
time I close my eyes. The live one bound and gagged in a closet
that could cut this escape short if it's discovered before we touch
down.

I need this to take a long time. I need him
distracted. It can't finish quickly. I think this even as I feel
his masculinity get the better of him and note he's shoved his
boxers down to put himself between my legs with an urgent grunt. He
won't be deterred. I made it too easy. I overdid the initial
seduction. I'm panicking. He'll finish and then he'll think clearly
and he'll start asking questions and then my new life will be over
before it even had a chance to begin. 

I have only been a woman for a few short days, but I
now need every trick in the feminine arsenal. I need to draw this
out, turn the few fast strokes he wants into an hour or more of
languid passion. I need his head spinning. I need him to forget
everything but the sublime pleasure of his body and mine. We're
going to make love, now, and my life very literally depends on
it.

He pushes. It begins. But of course, that's not
where this all actually begins. I think this thought when I feel
him enter, think about how strange the sensation still is and
wonder what I'd say to the person tied up in that closet if I could
do this all over again.


 1: Proposition

 


I spent the better part of five years
building my company from the ground up. It was hard work and not
without its share of hardship, especially for me personally. I
skipped more than a dozen paychecks in the interests of keeping the
machine moving and everyone else paid and on the job happily. It
was going to be worth it. That's what I told myself. And for a
while there, it really seemed like it would be.

The New Years' party we threw on top of our
building in the middle of bustling, revitalized downtown was really
the first sign that we made it. We had a sushi chef, an
up-and-coming folkdub DJ, and an entire holographic lightshow
powered by, of course, FluxOS. We were sure to get a lucrative
buyout offer in the next couple of weeks. Once that happened, oh,
then I'd not do anything stupid. I'd make a down payment on a
house. I'd buy Audra the ring I'd been promising her for a long
time now. I'd get some better clothes, maybe upgrade my Proxima-S
to an XT and spec out the rest of my wetware to the latest and
greatest, buy a few comics, and then wisely and quietly invest the
rest. Oh. And I'd buy that house on Kauai, the one I'd seen two
years ago and knew was about to come back on the market again.

That was the plan.

Of course, they have that saying. Want to
make God laugh? Tell him your plans.

It wasn't our fault. The Metro Blue Line was
the prototype installation for FluxOS. Our software was installed
on every major system and subsystem for the entire leg of the city
commuter rail system. In the first three months, train lateness was
all but eliminated. Better than that, the electric trains were
using energy more efficiently and overall so well-organized that
the Blue Line added two extra departures to every single terminus,
reducing wait time for a train from seven minutes to five. Flux was
doing its job. The city already had an order in for the rest of the
rail system and we were starting to hear from commercial air
carriers and even airports themselves. We'd never get a chance to
do those deals, we knew. Now that we had some initial success, a
buyout was coming, if not from one of the information conglomerates
than from the new biotech firms. Putting Flex in charge of things
like regulating heartbeat or metabolism efficiency was beyond my
personal capabilities, but that's what a buyout is for, right?

His name was Lloyd Farnsworth. He was driving
the number three Blue Line eastbound and he was doing it with two
stims of viper in each arm. He'd just broken up with his girlfriend
and he left her a suicidal message on all her social pages. This
all came out in the investigation. It didn't matter. Flux was still
a computer system and no one likes the idea of a computer taking
control of something that a human being cannot violently take
control back from in the event of an emergency. Was Flux in control
of the train when it was traveling at twice its usual speed through
an interchange where it collided with the westbound train, killing
26 and wounding twice that number? No. Flux was not. Had Lloyd
Farnsworth engaged every single priority override reducing Flux to
little more than a talking clock that shouted warnings Lloyd
ignored in his quest to end his miserable life? Yes. Did any of
this matter to our prospective buyers? No. It fucking did not.

The media didn't bother to find out any of
those details I just mentioned. What they did manage to disseminate
to a world eager for the 140-character synopsis was that a train
running Flux had utterly failed to prevent a human tragedy. Flux
was tainted, as was the name of Lyle Estevez, its founder and
principal architect. The contract for the rest of the Metro was
canceled. The interest of the NorCal info conglomerates vanished.
Our funds dried up and within six months I had to lay off the
entire company. I gave up the fancy office and moved the equipment
and computers we still had into a 500 square-foot utility room in
the garage of a different office building where I'd at least avoid
the daily shame of looking the doorman in the eye.

I tried to keep it going. In the weeks after
the initial shitstorm I worked really hard on redesigning Flux so
it would be smart enough to ignore its overrides if human lives
were in jeopardy. No one cared. Lyle Estevez? He was that guy whose
faulty software got, among others, a beautiful white schoolteacher
pregnant with her first child cut in half by a crumpled subway car.
Lyle Estevez was done in this world, even if Lyle Estevez wasn't
hip to that just yet.

Audra left me in month seven. "I was patient
all during the startup," she said in her note. A note. After three
years, a note in an apartment evacuated of all her possessions was
all I rated. "I was patient during the startup but I can't do it
again. I can't watch you kill yourself and let the rest fall by the
wayside. It's time to settle, but I don't want to feel like you're
settling for me."

Obviously this hurt. I tried to pretend like
it didn't, but the truth is that I'm not very good at relationships
and forming human attachments. I liked Audra and it was one of the
most beautiful miracles I'd ever experienced that she broke through
the static and made me feel something for her. Losing her was
especially painful because I didn't know how I was going to get
that back with another human being.

I threw myself into the work and am ashamed
to say that I let it all turn a little Howard Hughes. I didn't care
at the time, though. I just needed to get back on top. I was
desperate to reclaim it all. I needed it like I needed oxygen. If
not Flex? Something else. I was good at software. I was good at
machines and understanding the rules that governed their worlds. I
also understood how a careful intervention with just one or two
well-placed lines of code could dramatically alter an entire
system. It didn't have to be Flex. I could come up with something
else and change the world in some other way. The only real problem
was Lyle Estevez. The world knew my name. I was a fucking hashtag
there for a while. The world was not going to let me have a second
chance. That was the problem. Machines you could reboot. Companies
you could rebrand. People? No such luck. Or so I thought.

I was still going into the "office" though it
was making less and less sense the more hermitlike I became at
home. I think I kept paying the rent I couldn't afford on that
space because the part of me that hadn't completely regressed knew
it was vital for my humanity to keep barriers between the places I
where I lived and the places where I worked.

On this particular day, I was staring into a
monitor and scanning through the lines of code for pre-Flux
prototypes I'd made to see if there was anything worth salvaging. I
didn't hear the knock on the door the first time. The second time,
I was so startled I made a noise of surprise. I didn't get visitors
down here, even accidental ones.

The door opened and my visitor didn't wait
for me to invite her in. "Pardon me," she said briskly. "This can't
possibly be the right place. I'm looking for - oh, but of course
you're Lyle Estevez."

She was wearing red pantsuit and carrying a
leather portfolio. Her shoulder-length red hair was put up in a
businesslike bun that let a few curly wisps out to bounce when she
moved. Her lipstick matched the pantsuit. Perfectly. I key into
details like that, and I remember thinking you could hold a Pantone
swatch to her lips and blazer and it'd be a perfect match. It was
an expensive suit and cut to fit her. Not a reporter, I decided,
though that had been the reason for my initial shock. A lot of
reporters chased me down when the story about the dead pregnant
teacher was selling a lot of adspace. No, she looked like a lawyer.
Worse. Some family member had decided that they had a case and
hadn't done the research to learn I was already ruined AND legally
exonerated.

"As you can see, there's not much to sue," I
said, hoping to cut her off. "Your loyalty to your client
notwithstanding, you're not going to recover your expenses, let
alone make anything going after me. " I'd used this same line the
last two times and it was effective.

"Mr. Estevez, I'm not here to sue you," the
woman said. She smiled. Her eyes twinkled. Actually twinkled. "I'm
here to make you an offer."

"I've got nothing to settle with either."

"You're not really listening to me, " she
said, taking the only other chair in my tiny office. She had to
clear some notebooks and a tablet with a cracked screen off first
and I became mildly embarrassed at the state of my place. "My
client is interested in acquiring your company. He's prepared to
make a rather generous offer that I have already advised him is far
too generous given your level of desperation." The smile never left
her face. I imagined this woman with shark's teeth just for a
moment. She had a predatory look to her when she said the last
part.

"I might be on hard times, but I'm plenty
familiar with tactics for lowballing and bullying. If you think
tearing me down is a way to destabilize me and make me an easy
negotiation, you're wrong. You're far better off just leading with
your deal and maybe we won't waste each other's time."

Now I was back to thinking she was a
reporter. Not your standard pot-stirrer or on-camera personality,
but the more dangerous kind. An "investigative" reporter whose job
was to generate scandals. She'd be wearing a wire. Probably she had
an implant to record whatever she saw. She'd come here, offer me
money, enough to make my head spin, and then say that I just needed
to do something illegal. Or admit maybe that there were known flaws
in FluxOS that did in fact make me liable for the crash. Entrapment
as journalism. Dangle the carrot and then make the puppet dance. It
didn't need to be true. It just needed to make for a good embedded
video.

"Fine. Let's be brief. Two million. Paid in
four quarterly installments. My client's company acquires Flux
Horizons, Inc. and all its assets and intellectual property. It
also acquires all its obligations and liabilities, which is the
part I am frankly against. You take the deal and you're off the
hook for any further legal actions. If you have debts, those become
my client's debts. In exchange, he owns every line of code you
created for Flex as well as any patents and all tangible assets of
the company, such as they are." She said this last part with a
distasteful look around my cramped and cluttered workspace.

It was, of course, an absolutely stunning
offer. On one hand, I'd been looking at a buyout worth a hundred
times that just nine months ago. On the other hand, it was enough
money to live on at my current frugal level for quite some time. I
could afford to move somewhere else (to a different country most
likely) and try again. I'd heard rumors that they could do some
pretty cheap and astonishing gene therapy over in Southeast Asia.
Maybe a new face would be enough to start over successfully. Be
some other Lyle Estevez.

I had to snap myself back to reality. I'd let
the stars get in my eyes. She's surely seen it. Now she'd spring
the trap. I needed to cut that off at the pass in case she really
was trying to entrap me.

"If there's a catch," I said quickly, "I'm
not interested. If you tell me I have to do something illegal and
even unethical, I'm going to throw you out of my office. If it's
anything other than a straight business deal, you might as well get
up right now and show yourself out Ms.-"

"Childs," she finished for me. "Your
hostility's completely understandable given your position and
what's probably happened to you. I have some sympathy for the
public raking you've no doubt experienced. But your reaction's
unwarranted in this case. Nothing illegal. Nothing unethical. My
client has a specific reason for his interest in you, in
particular, and he can be somewhat eccentric, but it won't land you
in prison or appearing before Congress." She opened up the leather
portfolio and passed it over to me.

Inside was a paper-thin tablet screen. The
latest and greatest from TurtleBox - a Living Window. I wanted
one.

The tablet displayed a legal document. There
is literally no point in reproducing the document here. I can't
think of a single reason why a narrative would be enhanced by
printing a multi-page legal document when you could avoid wasting
someone's time and describe only the important details. In my case,
there were two significant things about the contract Ms. Childs
handed me. The first was that the terms of the deal were exactly as
she'd described up until that point. The second was that the deal
included me personally.

That clause was the entire last page of the
contract. It was the part that gave me pause. It was the catch.

"So the two million is contingent on me going
with the company," I asked. "I have to stay there for a year to
collect the money in full?"

"Correct," Ms. Childs said. "Have you
finished reading?"

I had not. I flicked the screen and felt the
pleasant haptic hum on my fingers as it simulated the touch of
turning pages. I coveted this tablet. The haptics were more than
just a blank "solid" touch simulation. It could replicate textures.
Touch a picture of an orange on the screen and you could feel the
dappled bumpy skin. Touch a cat and you'd feel its warm fluffy fur.
That was the one they used in the commercial. The one all the tech
blogs tried first, however, involved a naked woman. That worked,
too, I heard, though I imagined the people who bought it for the
first demo might actually outnumber the people who bought it for
the latter. Kittens. I should have done some kind of kitten-based
startup.

I was distracted from my kitten reverie by
the words on the final page of the contract. The exact terms for
getting the money were more explicitly defined. Now I saw that I'd
been wrong. My services as a programmer for one year weren't the
real catch for the money. The real catch was here. Ms. Childs had
been correct in that I would not be asked to do anything against
the law or against any professional code of ethics. But she'd been
grossly underselling the "eccentric" part.

"I don't know if I can do this," I said when
I finished. "I'm not-"

"My client assumed you'd be reticent," she
said primly. She snapped her fingers loudly twice. The screen on
the TurtleBox refreshed. Cool. She had implants, all right.
Networked controllers between her body and the device. Expensive.
Especially here in the States where there was regulation.

The screen now displayed a handwritten
letter. It was Identi-Courier - certified electronic communication.
They required a thumbprint for delivery authentication and could
even carry embedded data if you had an implant. I saw this one was
addressed to me. I placed my thumb to the envelope. It validated
and the letter unfolded on the screen for me.

The letter was unsigned but referenced Ms.
Childs and did, in fact, say the writer expected I'd have an issue
with the last page of the contract. It offered a trial with a more
explicit description of what would be required for that first trial
run. Ten thousand for a one-night trial. What that involved was
still enough to make my mouth dry.

My terminal pinged. A popup in the corner of
the screen appeared from my online bank. I had just received a
notification of ten thousand dollars placed in escrow.

Delivery coded to the thumbprint.

One day. Ten thousand.

"Fine," I said, passing the tablet back to
Ms. Childs. "I'll take the trial."

"The tablet's yours," Ms. Childs said. "No
matter what you decide. Again, he’s too generous. Further
instructions will be delivered to it later this evening."

She rose and turned on her heel. "I don't
know if I'll see you again, Mr. Estevez," she said without looking
back. "But I'll say this: my client is a good man. Don't judge him
too harshly. We're all more than we seem under the skin."

 


#

 


I went home a short while after Ms. Childs
departed. The spell of the money had time to wear off and I was
thinking clearly again. As nice as it would be to take the money
and have a shot at a life reboot, I wasn't the least bit
comfortable with the things outlined in the document. While not
illegal or unethical, many of the things I would be required to do
more than pushed the boundaries of what society was prepared to
accept. This was probably a kind of entrapment I'd not been
anticipating.

Yes, I thought to myself as I entered my now
mostly-vacant apartment, it was a different kind of trap. As if it
weren't bad enough that I was a negligent designer whose software
got people killed, now I would be a tabloid story. And for as
little as ten thousand of a promised two million. The answer would
have to be no. I'd activate the tablet this very moment and cancel
the transaction. The escrow money would go back to Ms. Childs'
employer and that would be that.

What stopped me was the message under my
door. It was from my landlord and it was a very polite eviction. My
music was too loud (loud music helps me code), I was behind on my
rent, and the super was convinced the building's roach problem had
originated in my unit. The super was probably correct. The month
since Audra moved out was not my most hygienic.

My deposit would not be refunded, the
eviction stated kindly, owing to the expenses of the roach problem
in the building. As a courtesy, I'd have a week to secure somewhere
new. I should not expect a good reference if I listed the building
in my next application.

Of course I knew that while the roach problem
and the music were both legitimate, I was only a few days late on
the rent. I was being evicted because the neighbors knew who I was
and didn't want to be near a "child killer." This had been made
abundantly clear to me by the notes pushed under my door and the
ones left on my car in the garage and some of the things the
boldest even said to me in the elevator.

I would need a new place to live. I would
also need a deposit and a large one given my lack of references. I
could live in the office for a short period, perhaps, but there was
not enough room for even my meager possessions. This would mean
storage. Storage in the city was only mildly cheaper than a place
to live.

Ten thousand dollars.

Desperation.

I undid the elastic strap and opened the
leather portfolio to wake the TurtleBox. A new certified letter was
waiting for me on the home screen. Once again it was keyed to my
thumbprint. The instructions Ms. Childs promised were inside.

I read the letter twice and then replied with
the only word I'd been instructed to use if I accepted:

Yes.

Twenty minutes later, the TurtleBox chirped
and informed me a private car was waiting at the curb of my
building. I locked the door behind me and went down to the
street.

I got in the nondescript black car. Leather
interior. Solar electric drive. Dark glass between me and the
driver. Twenty-year scotch in a small built-in well and controls
for the music accessible from the backseat. An expensive car from a
top-notch service known for its discretion. I'd used one of these
cars a year ago when I was being romanced by all the big tech
companies. It was a flashy touch, but also made me feel much safer
about the possibility of entrapment.

I knew this company. I knew their reputation
was for exceptional service and complete protection of their
clients. Their drivers were all former stunt drivers who knew how
to handle a car and evade paparazzi. Nothing involving this car was
going to be photographed. Rumor was the cars had military stealth
technology and could disrupt most bugs and photographic
devices.

There were a lot of questions I wanted to
ask, but I knew the driver wouldn't answer even if I'd been
permitted. The instructions on the tablet were quite specific,
though. I was not to speak to anyone. I was not to ask any
questions. Every question I'd need to ask had already been
anticipated and would be answered without my needing to do the
asking. There would be one stop before my destination, the
instructions informed me. Once there, I was to do exactly as the
people waiting for me requested. They were aware I was not going to
speak. They had been paid in advance. None of them would speak of
my presence to anyone ever. I was to relax and if I needed it, have
a drink in the car to calm myself.

The car stopped after about twenty minutes.
The driver, a big dark-skinned man with impressive muscles, opened
the door for me and escorted me inside with wary glances down both
sides of the street. He waited at the door as a sentry while I
stepped further into what was unmistakably a beauty salon. I
suddenly wished I'd had that scotch in the car.

 



 


2: Prepared




Two women were waiting for me inside the
salon. I noticed as they escorted me to the rear that the place was
completely empty save for the three of us. Neither of the women
spoke to me. They just walked me to a quiet back room filled with
scented candles and comfortable furniture. They had me stand in the
middle of the room, using only their hands and gentle gestures.

It took everything in my power to keep from
speaking or asking questions. The instructions I'd been sent were
very explicit, however, when it came to what counted as a default
on the agreement. If I spoke before I was given the signal, I could
kiss the ten thousand dollars goodbye. If I offered anything other
than a knee-jerk resistance to anything that was going to happen
prior to the same signal, I would also lose out on the money.

I had an idea what to expect. The letter made
my benefactor's interests clear enough. I just hadn't known how far
I would have to take it. In this exclusive spa/salon that had
clearly been reserved for me and me alone, I got my first taste of
just how extensive the proposition would have to go.

 


I find you very attractive. I've also
followed your career and know you to be smart, clever, and
personable. I have an idea that I'd enjoy your companionship a
great deal. I'm somewhat particular in that regard, however. If you
were to be my companion, I'd require you to get something of a
makeover.

 


Those were the words that began a very
specific description of what would be required. Now, as the silent
beauty professionals began to undress me, I had my first
instinctive bout with getting cold feet.

I'm self-conscious about my body. For most of
my youth, I was skinny. Incredibly skinny. I had an inhuman
metabolism. I could eat literally anything I wanted and not gain so
much as a pound. Added to my angular features, my preoccupation
with computers, screens of any kind, and video games in particular,
I also didn't develop much in the way of muscle tone. In the last
two years, however, it all started to catch up with me. I've been
filling out around the middle. There's a little jiggle to my thighs
and a softness to my previous heart-shaped face and strong chin.
Also, while I've never been able to grow a beard or much in the way
of chest hair, I have hairy legs. With Audra, we'd been together so
long we were more or less comfortable with each other's physical
defects. With two strange women easily five years younger than me
and in peak physical condition, being undressed down to boxers I
wished weren't so worn and faded was a little humiliating.

One of the women placed her hands on my hips.
I felt her manicured fingers slip under the elastic of the boxers.
Here's when I almost spoke. This was surely too far. They
wouldn't-

They did. She did it efficiently and with
only the required amount of looking at what was underneath. A sharp
look from the second kept me from speaking and so far, at least, I
could keep my eyes on the prize and the ten thousand dollars.

"I need to ask you some questions now. You're
allowed to nod," the first one said as she stood. She folded my
boxers and put them in a pile with my other clothes. "Have you ever
been to a place like this before?"

I shook my head.

"Have you ever been to a salon for anything
other than a haircut?"

I shook my head again.

"That's fine. You don't have to worry. It's
not going to hurt. Just relax. We're here to help. And there's no
need to be embarrassed. We're professionals."

The women posed my arms out at my side. They
then approached and started lathering their hands with a pale green
lotion from big pump dispensers. Starting at my ankles and working
upwards, they spread the lotion on in an even, thick coat. I
twitched a little when it got to my inner thighs and their firm
hands pushed my legs farther apart. I also got a little
less...shrunken when I felt the second woman's soft hands caressing
my butt, rubbing the lotion in all the way to the small of my back.
The only region they didn't cover was my pubic region.

The lotion had an odd smell to it. At first
it was cool and had a scent that was kind of like melon and kind of
like cucumber. After a minute or so, however, I noticed a stronger
chemical smell. It wasn't like a burning, exactly. There was a hair
smell to it. I wasn't sure how to categorize it at first, but at
last remembered that I'd smelled something kind of like this at
salons I'd taken Audra to, usually near the big perm machines where
elderly women sat and read magazines and gossiped endlessly.

Something burned a little on my inner thighs.
I winced. I wanted to say something, obviously, but didn't want to
default on the money. Luckily, one of the women noticed and touched
my shoulder. I noticed they'd both been quick to thoroughly clean
their hands when they'd finished lathering "Does it tingle?"

I nodded.

"This way. Just another minute."

She and the other woman led me to a
half-shower behind a screen in the room. There were a pair of
handheld showerheads and a pair of strong sponges hanging from
ropes next to the faucets. At their direction, I stood inside the
stall and waited for them to warm the water. Then they began to use
the sponge to rub my legs down, adding a little water only when
they'd first dragged a sponge. They were using hard purposeful
strokes. That's when I realized what they were doing and what
they'd put on my legs.

Hair remover. Chemical hair remover.

In a matter of minutes, these two women
cleaned the hair that'd been chemically burned off my legs and ass
and washed the dark black leavings down the drain. I shivered in
the water, wondering if I'd not thought this plan through before
accepting it. One of the women set her sponge down and picked up a
wet/dry shaver. "Please hold still. We need to get you
trimmed."

I didn't know what she meant at first. Hadn't
she just washed all my hair down the drain?

Not all of it. Of course.

I'm not really one of those "men who groom."
I use nail scissors to keep my pubic hair from getting repulsive
but I've never felt the need to keep myself as hairless in the
undercarriage as a porn star. I was thinking this when I felt the
first woman since Audra in years put a hand between my legs and
cradle my balls. I held still and looked away when the buzzing of
the shaver began. I looked at the wall and at the pattern on the
ceiling and anything that wasn't a strange woman running a pair of
clippers against the sensitive and oh-so-easy-to-nick skin of my
privates.

It took a few minutes and they were some of
the longest in my life, especially because at that point even the
strangeness and terror of what was happening couldn't prevent my
penis from growing under the stimulation. I didn't get a full-on
hard-on, but I sure did expand. The women were shockingly
professional, though. If anything, the one doing the clipping
seemed pleased because it gave her an easier time when the clippers
left my balls and started hacking at the thicket surrounding my
groin.

When she was done I had no hair at all on my
testicles. She'd trimmed the rest down to a quarter inch, enough to
look like there was still hair, but show the pale skin beneath. The
water had stopped and she bid me step out of the shower while her
associate swept up the carpet of dark hairs she'd left in our
wake.

My first few steps with shaved legs and a
nearly hairless pelvic region were strange. I felt a breeze. That's
the thing I think I felt most keenly. There was a definite breeze.
And such smoothness. My legs when pressed together were like silken
butter. I couldn't help myself. I touched the sides of my legs. It
was not unpleasant. Actually, I found it quite nice. The skin on my
legs and yes, on my privates, seemed suddenly more sensitive. There
was a greater resolution of sensation there that was surprising as
it was rewarding.

I would have touched more, but I was already
being led to the next station. At this point, the women handed me a
robe. It was off-white and made of satin and cinched in the waist.
If the few steps in the breeze when naked were a revelation of
touch, the feel of soft shiny satin on my bare and hairless legs
was a stunner and a half. "I'll get you a glass of water before we
continue," the shorter of the two women promised.

I was escorted to a chair which they tipped
back. "Close your eyes," one of the women instructed. I did as I
was told. The soft music increased in volume. I felt something warm
and wet being applied to my eyebrows. "It's very important to hold
still now," one of them told me.

Something hot-

I jerked.

"Try to hold still, it will be easier."

Easier? I'd felt the hot wet sensation lower
now, between my legs. It only lasted for a second and alternated
with a similar feeling on my other eyebrow. Then I felt their hands
pressing firmly on the areas and it was soothing after the hot
sting. My eyes were closed. I couldn't see what they were doing,
but I guessed. This was not something I would be able to-

Pain. Hot white sharp pain. The one on my
face was nothing compared to the one between my legs. I opened my
eyes, but everything was blurred by the tears that came unbidden to
them.

A gentle feminine hand touched my hand and
squeezed it gently. "Shhh, I know," she said soothingly. "It's a
bitch the first time. But you're doing good. And you're halfway
done. You want to keep your contract, right? Sssh. It only hurts
for a second. And the first half looks good, I promise. Hold
still."

I wanted to remind her she'd lied. She'd said
at the beginning it wouldn't hurt at all and here she and her
partner were hurting me in a deep and personal way. More hot wax,
now on my pubic region, leading down to my shrunken and quivering
penis. More on my eyebrow. An admonishment to take a deep breath
and once again, a sharp ripping yank of the paper and the wax and
my own body hair. More sniveling from me and more kind words. Then
they did it to my upper lip and my neck for good measure.

When the waxing was over, I felt raw but also
stunned. It was an experience I'd never had before and hadn't
properly prepared for. One of the women touched my testicles with
one finger and said, gravely, "Imagine that right here. That's what
I do monthly, more or less. You get used to it. And you did good...
for your first time." They rubbed the affected areas gently with
something cool and soothing and I kept quiet, though I'd chewed the
inside of my cheek raw by that point. Then they sat me up, closed
the robe, and escorted me to a chair in the proper salon part.

It was my first encounter with a mirror since
we began. It was shocking and not surprising all at once. I'd known
they'd waxed my eyebrows and done the same to the worst of my
facial hair, but I hadn't expected to look so...clean and
refined.

Hands were in my hair. While not long, it was
certainly a little shaggy. Personal grooming had fallen by the
wayside in the past couple of months. The taller of the two women
pushed my hair around to the left or right, scrutinizing my
reflection in the mirror. "Do you want to be fun or severe," she
asked me, then. "He left a choice or two up to you. One nod for fun
and two for severe."

I didn't know exactly what that meant and had
to go purely by the words at first. The instinct was to go severe.
I didn't like being manipulated like this. I didn't like this
feeling that was getting stronger the longer I participated in this
indecent proposal - this feeling of powerlessness. Yes. I wanted to
be severe to have even an illusion of power. Make me feared.
Imposing. Anything to counter the thin sculpted brows with a severe
arch that were looking me back in the mirror.

I didn't feel severe, though. More
importantly, I didn't think I'd survive the night if I was trying
to be something I didn't feel. Ten thousand dollars. A new place to
live. I'd back out of the rest if I could take the ten thousand and
run. Fun seemed like it might be easier to cover up. I'd need to
look like Lyle when this was done. Fun sounded like it had more
wiggle room for the normal life I still planned to have when the
evening was ended. I nodded once.

The choice seemed to please the woman and her
associate. They both smiled and conferred in quiet whispers.
Scissors and combs came out. They trimmed the worst of the shag and
then took me to the back to wash and condition my hair and then
returned me to the chair. I'd expected this part to take maybe a
half hour. That's how long I was used to sitting in a barber's
chair. I had some length, but nowhere near as much as a woman. I
didn't expect they'd get out all these other tools, including a set
of tiny flat-irons, meticulously straightening every strand of my
hair. But that's what they did. An hour later, I was looking at my
reflection in the mirror with long dark strands pinned up in random
directions while they finished the straightening. Then the tall one
took out a razor and started hacking away at my hair in quick
efficient strokes. More spray. More blower. More brushes and
combs.

The oddest thing started to happen. I was
looking at my reflection in the mirror the whole time, but the face
looking back at me was starting to change. The straighter hair,
pinned up and then trimmed to swoop down dramatically in front of
one eye, the gradual shaping of my head of hair into a short flirty
feminine style that flipped up at the ends? It looked
transformative. I realized I'd made a possible error. "Fun" looked
girly. Young and girly and very difficult to pass off as a man's
hairstyle. Well, I comforted myself, there was always the shaved
head look if it came to that.

The shorter girl titled my head to the side
and sprayed down a few sections of my hair. Then she ran something
pink through them, pressing hard on the now-straight-and-shiny
black locks. When she was done, she sprayed something again and
titled my head back to let me see the shocking pink streaks. "Those
will wash out," she explained. "But they look hot."

"Mmm-hmm," her associate agreed. "Let's
finish it off."

Finish? I thought we were done. But I suppose
I should have guessed. Makeup. We were serious about the complete
transformation.

"Last chance for a drink of water without a
straw," the shorter girl advised me. I took the drink. If I could
have spoken, I'd have asked for something stronger. But I drank the
whole glass. My mouth was still dry, though. She sensed this and
took the glass for a refill. Her associate pulled out a few large
travel cases full of makeup and studied me in the meantime. "Close
your eyes and be still," she instructed.

She began her work.

 


#

 


I stopped being surprised at the person
looking back at me in the mirror somewhere around the third hour.
With the hair styled and my already thin and admittedly girlish
facial features highlighted by an expert makeup job, I was
confronted with a convincing forgery of a woman's face. The
hairstyle, helped too, as did the manicure and pedicure and of
course the nail polish. The only thing that looked wrong were the
eyes. My eyes were wide and disbelieving and clearly uncomfortable.
And that was before I got taken to the back room.

The table was gone and in its place was a
full-length mirror, a simple stool, and a few boxes tied with big
silk bows. The candles and music remained and did a very poor job
of soothing me. "The other choice is which of those you'll wear,"
the taller woman said simply. "Do you want help?"

I stepped closer to the boxes and lifted the
lid of the first.

I did need help. I was far too embarrassed by
the box's contents to ask for it however.

I shook my head and the two women backed out
gracefully. "The car will be waiting when you come out," the
shorter told me simply. "And if you change your mind, all you have
to do is knock."

Each of the boxes contained a pair of
high-heeled shoes, stockings, and undergarments that I knew were
the expensive kind that came from a high-end celebrity boutique.
There was a bra in a small size that'd look mostly okay on my flat
chest, some panties that matched, and a few other odds and ends in
two of the boxes that I guessed somehow made into a garter belt or
a corset of some kind. I didn't know much about lingerie at the
time. I certainly didn't know all the words.

What I did know was that I had a choice of
three colors. The first box had a simple white ensemble inside of
it. The panties had a full satin back and were trimmed with lace
and one little bow at the back and matched a lacy white bra that
closed in the front. There were stockings and the lowest of the
three heels in that box. The second box was black and had high-cut
bottoms made of sheer fabric that gathered in the center. The top
half covered the breasts and then had a boned half-corset that
covered the midsection. It was overall a sexier outfit, especially
because the corset ended in garters that hooked to the supplied
stockings. The black spike heels here also an inch taller and far
more wobbly.

The final box had red clothing inside. The
panties were a lacy thong with a satin panel in the front. The bra
was cut low and made of matching satin, as was the garter belt that
attached to sheer red stockings that had the outline of lips
patterned across them. The heels were the tallest in this set, but
platformed. They were also transparent. Stripper shoes, I
remembered thinking to myself.

I didn't like the choice presented in any of
the three boxes. The white outfit was simple and would be easiest
to wear, but there was a virginal bridal quality to it that made me
uneasy. I did not know what was going to happen when I reached my
destination, but the provided clothing offered a hint. I didn't
like it. I didn't want to do it. I had not properly thought my
choices through. But it was too late. I'd come this far. And there
was another clause in the contract I hadn't worried about until
just now: if I defaulted before the end of the evening, I was on
the hook for the services provided to prepare me. I knew how much
the car cost and it was more than I had in my savings before even
factoring in four hours at this exclusive salon.

So the white outfit was out. I couldn't do it
in so little. The red outfit also seemed to advertise too much in
the opposite direction. It looked over-eager and bared parts of me
that I didn't feel like baring or that were worth baring. The black
outfit wasn't exactly classy, but it also mostly covered the things
like my slight poochy belly that made me feel uneasy. The shoes
were by far the most intimidating, though. Still, there was a cool
collected quality to the ensemble in black that might make it
easier to get through the night. The kind of woman who wore this
might be able to feel in charge of herself, I caught myself
thinking. I wanted to feel in charge of anything.

Probably that had been the point of the
choice. Probably this was playing right into whatever little game
I'd foolishly agreed to take part in. I didn't much care. A few
hours. An indignity. Some indecency, perhaps. And then I could be
done.

I took off the robe and looked in the mirror,
getting my first good look at what'd been done to my nether region.
All the hair was gone save for a thin little strip pointing down to
my flaccid member. It didn't stay entirely soft for long. Apart
from my male anatomy and a lack of defined breasts or hips, from
the front I looked shockingly womanly. In fact, had it not been for
the dangling parts, I'd have welcomed this woman into my bed and
made hours of love with her. That got me a little aroused and I
felt my first real sense of not-quite-shame and
most-definitely-confusion.

Focus.

I started with the top and had a hard time of
it until I figured out that since it was strapless, I could turn it
around and do the difficult little metal hook-and-eye closures
where I could see them and then flip it back around and tug it up
to adjust it. The panties were harder to get right. At first,
putting them on was no big deal, apart from the fact that there was
no real place to put my junk. The feel of the satin and the sheer
lace back that hugged my bottom and gathered at the center was
unlike anything I was used to feeling in terms of underwear
pressing on my package. It was soft and delicate and it got me
halfway to hard almost right away. That of course made things more
difficult. Now I really didn't fit in the underwear and the silken
front panel was now touching even more surface area of my hardening
cock and making a loop that would lead me to ruin.

Here's a funny thing: I don't know why at
that moment I cared so much that it looked wrong. I shouldn't have
cared. If anything, I should have walked out of the dressing room
with an erection poking messily over the top of the waistband for
all the world to see that it hadn't worked. You could put lipstick
on this pig, but it was still a pig underneath. Yet some part of me
was displeased at my unruly penis for breaking the illusion. I
wanted the panties to lay flat against my body with no sign of a
manly bulge. I wanted to look the part.

The solution came in focusing on getting the
stockings on and attached to the garters. It was a lot harder than
it even looked in movies. A lot of concentration and contortions
went into getting them attached to the stockings, especially the
two elastic straps in the rear that I couldn't see or easily reach.
By the time I had them on and the thick black line of the seam
running even down the backs of my hairless legs, not even the
sensation of stocking on smooth skin was enough to provoke a
reaction before I'd seized my softening member and shoved it
between my legs and pulled the panties up tight to hold it in
place. If I crossed my legs in front of me, I noticed, it almost
looked feminine.

Someone knocked on the door. "Almost ready in
there," one of the women asked.

I almost answered, but caught myself at the
last moment. A knock came again and this time the women let
themselves in.

"Well," said the shorter one. "That's not a
bad job for your first time." They proceeded to help me with the
shoes, strapping my feet into them and offering some guidance.
"Don't walk heel toe like you're used to. Place your feet directly
down. You'll have an easier time if you don't try to walk like
you're in regular shoes. Think about walking like they talk about
it in science classes. It's not walking. It's a controlled fall.
Each and every step." Then they got me up and had me practice a lap
around the room. It was difficult. The room was carpeted and the
spike of the heel wobbled if it didn't land just right. I quickly
learned the trick of smaller steps and was pronounced more than
able to get to the car. "The rest will come with practice," the
short one assured me.

The tall one came back with a simple black
dress. "For the lobby, mostly," she said mysteriously, and then
slipped it over my head and did up the catch at the back.

"Gorgeous," the shorter one pronounced. "And
we're running a little late, so that will have to do. This way,
darling."

They walked me from the room. I feared
meeting the eyes of the driver. He'd seen me go in as a man and
would now see me coming out dressed like this. He was, however, as
professional as I knew his company to be. He didn't look at me
except in a protective fashion. I was escorted from the salon to
the car and then we were on our way again. Now I helped myself to
the scotch in the car. I'd been admonished repeatedly to use a
straw or risk ruining the lip gloss, but I didn't care that much. I
needed to take a long hard drink or I was in danger of cracking up
entirely. If a little smudged red gloss was a dealbreaker, I was
certainly not going to pass the trial.

The scotch was good. It was warming, at
least. In the tiny dress with my smooth legs mostly out and exposed
to the air, I needed the warm. The courage, I hoped, would come
when the alcohol got to my brain and did its damn job.

We did not drive for too long before we
stopped at the VIP entrance of a posh hotel not too far from the
revitalized downtown corridor where FluxOS had been located. The
driver got out, beat the bellman to opening my door, and whispered
to him before opening the door for me himself.

"Right this way, Miss," the bellman said
stiffly.

I had no choice. The driver of the car
followed a step behind us in his bodyguard capacity as we stepped
into the lobby of the grand hotel. I wobbled once, but managed to
keep my feet and neither of my escorts did more than flinch in
readiness to catch me if I should fall. The heels clicked loudly on
the marble floor of the lobby. I suddenly felt like I was
attracting too much attention. The shoes were so loud.
Click-clack-click-clack. Every eye in the lobby would be on me.
They'd see me. They'd recognize me as Lyle Estevez. Cameras would
flash. Implants would spin up and record video. I'd be trending
before I even hit the elevator.

None of that happened. I was instead shown to
a private elevator hidden in an alcove before we had to cross the
grand lobby to the main elevator bank. There was only one button
inside linked to a keycard the bellman swiped. "All the way to the
top," he said. "The car will wait for instructions from the room."
Then he and the driver withdrew. The elevator doors shut. I left my
stomach on the ground floor when the elevator rose. It didn't catch
up with me until the doors opened directly into the most lavish
expensive-looking penthouse I'd ever seen in any flick.

The whole suite was done up in black marble
and deep woods accented with gold that I was certain was actual
gold. The lights were dimmed and fading in gentle patterns that
mimicked a fire or intense warm candlelight. Soft music played. I
saw champagne on ice in a tall bucket in the foyer. Next to it was
a hand-lettered card.

The card had my name on it.
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The card had exactly one word inside.

 


Wait.

 


I looked around the expansive suite. Out the
big windows, I could see all of downtown, now lit up brightly and
filling the night sky with a gentle blue and orange glow. I could
almost see the rooftop of the building that used to house FluxOS
and caught myself fondly remembering that party on New Years. The
party where it all could have gone so, so right.

"You look absolutely stunning."

The voice behind me startled me. I hadn't
heard anyone come in, and to now hear the gentle baritone of man's
voice not five feet behind me gave me something of a start. I
turned, and wobbled on the spike heels, forgetting for just a
moment what I was wearing and how precarious my balance had
become.

The man before me was in his mid thirties. He
had a square jaw and an athletic build. Even under his expensive
suit, it was easy to see he kept himself in good shape. His hair
had just a few streaks of grey in the temples and he kept it short
and no-nonsense. His eyes were blue, but not the piercing blue of
an actor who's too pretty to live. These were kind, gentle eyes and
they matched his disarming and courteous smile.

"My name is Everett," the man in the suit
said calmly. He didn't step any closer to me. He just smiled and
stood there. I was conscious of him looking at me. And then, seeing
me silently staring back at him, he added. "You're free to speak,
now. I apologize. I thought it might actually be easier for you if
you were spared having to act the part."

"I don't quite know what to say," I said,
feeling odd when I heard my voice. "Act the part?"

"The part of a man who feels obligated to say
that he doesn't like the feel of soft things or the luxury of being
groomed or pampered or the finery afforded to a woman. That's the
kind of thing a man is expected to say, even if he is actually
enjoying the things being done for him. I only wanted to spare you
that. The humiliation comes from being expected to resist. Even if
you don't want to."

I stared back at this man, trying to read the
purpose behind his eyes. Still those eyes remained gentle and kind.
"Why do this to me?"

"Because I'm lonely. Because I don't really
believe I'm doing anything 'to' you but only 'for' you. Because I
have money and influence and I desperately lack in companionship.
Because of all the things I left you in my letter. And because we
danced together once and I've never been able to get the image out
of my head."

Now I was confused. I'd never seen this man
before in my life. I'd certainly never danced with another man. "I
believe you've got me confused with someone."

He walked to the champagne bucket and busied
himself for a moment with unwrapping the foil and untwisting the
wire holding the cork in place. "It was a Halloween party. Fancy
dress. Just last year. A fundraiser a lot of the local tech
companies were putting on to put dataports in kids in third-world
countries so they could have uplink. I was the minotaur. You were
the pop star. The one with the song last year that everyone was
singing. The one where she has sex with a robot in the video. We
danced. You were a little drunk and very much into the role and
re-enacted part of the video with me. I knew it was all a jest, but
I've never been able to shake the feeling that took me, then. I'm
too old to have a crush and am too well-mannered to call it a
lusting."

The champagne popped at that moment and foam
burbled out and ran down the length of the bottle in his hand. He
didn't immediately mop it up with a towel. He was still just
looking at me. And I was looking back at him, because I remembered
this party, now. I remembered my outfit, too, a skimpy pair of
sausage-casing hotpants over fishnets. A bioluminescent wig and
matching flawless makeup. A scandalous top that I'd thought to fill
with perhaps too-real prosthetics purchased from a fancy vidflix
makeup company in town. More than too much tequila which has always
made me do wild things.

"I got my ass grabbed at that party. A
lot."

"Of course you did. You had the words 'Feel
Me' written in bioluminescent ink over your buttcheeks. And they
were very, very inviting. I didn't know I was dancing with a man at
first. I'd blame the minotaur head's poor vision but it was mostly
the way you moved."

He poured two flutes and carried one to me.
Now I didn't know what to think. I didn't know what to say, either.
"That party. Yes. It was my last time with tequila."

"I should hope not. But I understand. I found
out who you were later. I followed your career closely and have to
say that I thought FluxOS was a brilliant piece of codework. I know
you had help, but it was your brainchild, wasn't it? Semi-sentient
code? Knows its author's base intentions and writes subprograms on
its own to patch the gaps human error and lazy coding don't see?
It's really... brilliant."

Now was my second turn to flush since he'd
been talking. Somehow this man talking about my work was more
embarrassing than when he was complimenting how good I looked in a
dress. "Well... that's all over now."

"It doesn't have to be." He pressed a flute
of champagne into my hand. "I'm serious about acquiring it."

"I'm tainted goods. It will get out that it's
mine and they'll run the Metro crash pictures all over again. And
if they find out- I mean, no offense, but if anyone sees me like
this..."

"Have some faith in me," the man who called
himself Everett said gently, touching his flute to mine. "I've made
a lot of money in my day and I know how to rinse things like that
straight from the public mind. And as for you... let me just ask
you. Does wearing that dress revolt you to the core?"

"Well, no, I-"

"Does being smooth all over make you feel
sick inside?"

"No, that's not-"

"Did you like even a little of it? Do you
like what you see when you look in the mirror?"

He moved in closer, now. He was so, so good
at this part. I would have waited. I would have tried to make
friends first and be completely forgiven for the things I'd asked
someone like me to do. I would not have pressed an advantage until
I was 100% sure it was going to go my way. I recognize in hindsight
this might have been one of my problems in business, too.

Everett put a hand around my waist and drew
me against him. He didn't even spill the champagne. One minute I
was standing next to him and in one bit of fancy footwork he had me
backed against him, feeling him warm and close to my body through
the thin material of the dress.

His breath was on my neck. His next words he
whispered right in your ear. "The only thing I will ever ask of you
is honesty. I think you make an absolutely beautiful woman. I want
to know if you feel like one, yet."

I swallowed hard. What was happening? "How
would I know what that feels like?"

"It feels like being desired and cherished.
But wanted. Badly."

His mouth nipped my neck and I felt it all
turn to gooseflesh. That little shiver went down my spine and
before I knew it I was backing further against him. I was aware of
his warm, firm body holding me tight to his. I felt what was
unmistakably an erection against my behind. I felt warm. The warm
feeling began in my bottom but spread outward slowly and surely. I
was suddenly reminded of what I was wearing under the dress. I
smelled the perfume they'd dabbed on my neck before letting me out
of the chair. I was conscious of my smooth legs clamped tightly
together under the dress. I did feel wanted, I realized then. It
was as flattering as it was arousing and that itself was a very
confusing thing to realize. I babbled. "I'm a little... I don't
know. I feel drunk."

"Drunk as an excuse? Or drunk as an
invitation?"

"Excuse me?"

He didn't answer with his words. A hand was
now on my stomach, caressing softly through the flimsy dress. The
warming feeling spread. "Lyle," he said at last. "Lyle, I'm not
going to do anything more that you don't ask me to do. At this
point, if you want to walk away, you can have your ten thousand
dollars. But if you stay, the very first thing I'm going to do is
make you feel better than you've felt in a long, long time. And the
second thing I'm going to do is let you say what happens next." As
he said this, he dropped the hand that was over my stomach lower,
so that his fingers were brushing over my abdomen.

Through the dress, I felt his fingers grazing
the line of the panty. It pressed into my now hairless skin and I
thought of the naughty little landing strip that was all the women
in the salon had left me of my pubic hair. I thought about this man
discovering that little secret. I wondered what he'd say. I
wondered if he'd be revolted or if he'd find it sexy.

It suddenly mattered to me if he found me
sexy. I guess I wanted to be desired some more. At the end of the
day, it's all that any of us wants. What you look like or how
acceptable what you'll do to be desired matters next to nothing in
the heat of that moment. Not as long as you’re desired and you know
it.

Maybe I was always a little curious what it'd
be like on the other side.

Whatever the reason, when he tipped my own
champagne flute to my lips, I sipped eagerly before whispering.
"I'd like to continue, please."

Everett took the champagne flute from me. He
then put my arms above my head and pulled the dress over my head.
He stood back for a moment, leaving me to stare out the windows at
the lights of downtown below. I saw him in the reflection of the
big bay windows. I saw myself, too. I barely saw Lyle Estevez. I
just saw a girl in black lingerie, standing nervously with all her
weight on one wobbly heel while a strong man took in the sight of
her from behind. "Truly magnificent," he breathed.

His hands came back to me. One returned to my
stomach and the other found my chest. He gripped me hard and pulled
me tight against him, making me gasp out loud. His teeth found my
neck and bit down once, not hard enough to break the skin, but hard
enough to elicit a high-pitched shout from me.

"Tell me if you want me to stop," he growled
in my ear.

I didn't. I wanted to know what would happen
next. The most curious thing came over me when he grabbed me like
that. I became excited. My pulse quickened and my head got that
wonderful kind of dizzy you get when a first date goes better than
expected.

The hand that was on my stomach slid lower.
It rested right over me, over the secret I'd wrestled between my
legs. "Don't be afraid," the husky voice whispered in my ear.

His fingers closed, cupping me. He was right
on me now, could feel the unladylike bulge through the thin satin.
I grunted quietly.

I suppose I thought he'd be repulsed. He'd
feel a penis through the panties and would realize this was all
insane. He'd take his hand away and send me packing. What a silly
thought to have had. Instead, I felt his fingers dance and tease
and play over my softened manhood until it wasn't uncomfortable
anymore. Then those teasing gentle finger drags started to feel
good. The pressing through the satin and laze onto my most
sensitive skin made me squirm and then they made me far less
soft.

The embarrassment I felt at the perfectly
natural response to his stimulation was eradicated by the approving
growl in my ear from him. "Good girl," he whispered to me and then
nibbled on my earlobe and made me squirm from it in such a new and
wonderful way. Now I was hard enough to be pushing at the panel of
the panties. I felt his fingers trace the outline of my cockhead
and then tease that one tiny little wet spot from the beginning of
my arousal. "Good girl," Everett whispered again and that's when I
knew he had me.

I couldn't stop. I wanted him to keep
touching me. I believe I even moaned for this exact thing and
backed against him, not trusting myself to not fall over on my
heels.

He was so good. He supported me with one hand
and never stopped kissing and stroking me with the hand holding me
up. The one between my legs, meanwhile, absolutely refused to let
my now-erect and eager cock come free of the panties. Instead he
expertly rubbed me through them, until I was moving my hips and
gyrating against his hand in a pleading fashion. I wanted him to
touch me directly, now. I wanted it badly.

"What is it you want," Everett asked me
quietly.

"You know what I want."

"It's important that you say it."

"I want you to take me out and I want you to
make me cum." I didn't hardly recognize my own voice when I spoke
those words. My heart was beating fast and I was operating on that
reckless abandon you feel when you're just so horny you no longer
give a fuck about manners or social graces if they're getting in
the way of a good hard cum.

Everett kissed my neck. He gripped me tight
and pulled me against him and I felt his erection now obvious
through his pants pushing at the sheer lace back of my panties.

"If I do that," he said when I'd stopped
gasping, "you'll cum like a boy. I'll do that for you. But I wonder
if you'd rather cum like a girl. Haven't you ever wondered?"

I had.

I don't feel bad admitting that right now. I
don't think there's anything that strange or wrong about admitting
it, either. The truth is, I'd wondered more than one time in my
life. It also cannot be understated just how incredibly turned-on
I'd become in the short time since he'd begun on me.

Of course, it hadn't been such a short time,
had it? Everything that had transpired from the moment I'd set foot
in the beauty salon had been a part of it. Slowly a little at a
time, I'd surrendered the most overtly masculine parts of myself,
trading them for softer and more feminine ones. I'd been shaved and
waved and perfumed and painted like a girl, and not just any girl,
but one who was pampered and admired. I'd been clothed in expensive
and ethereal garments that emphasized and reminded me of my
inherent sexuality with every step I took. Being romanced as one
here in this room was really just the final step.

"What do I... what do I have to..."

He turned me slowly, leaving one hand over my
now wet and sticky panties. He kissed me. He didn't do anything too
forceful. He didn't try to push a tongue in. He just kissed me in a
manner that was possessive but also calming. "You come with me. And
you relax and you remember that I only have your pleasure in
mind."

I let him lead me from the living area to the
suite's master bedroom. I let him guide me onto the big king bed
and lay me on the down comforter.

He loomed over me for a moment, smiling, and
dropped low to kiss me from my collarbone up to my neck to my lips.
Then, with a playful smile, he went lower.

My heels he pulled off with practiced ease.
Then he ran his fingers up the length of my legs and over the
stockings until the pleasant tingles were back and I was squirming
from the sensory stimulation he was giving me.

His hand went higher, to my soft inner thighs
and now I was vocal as I now wanted his hand back on me. I wanted,
I realized, for Everett to yank the panties forcefully down around
my knees and let me loose so that I could feel his hand on me and
get the release I was now craving.

That didn't happen. Of course it wouldn't
happen. I'd consented to more than that. I'd asked to cum like a
girl. Everett, to his credit, gave me a taste of the entire
experience. He put his mouth to the tented satin bulge between my
legs and kissed me there, kissed and sucked and teased his tongue
around the swollen outline of a cock that was now doing its best to
poke its way through the top of the underwear.

I gave up all pretense of anything other than
my want. Maybe I'd never thought about myself and my desires too
closely before. Maybe it was just that hot. Whatever the reason,
when I felt his warm mouth pressed over the bulging area where the
panties had my balls trapped - that was it. From that moment on, I
wanted it. No one had ever paid that kind of delicate attention to
me before, and certainly not with only their mouth and a few
strokes of their fingers. It was foreplay on a whole other level.
It was a slow, wonderful mounting build of pleasure and, most
important of all, attention.

I moved my hips against his mouth. I felt his
hands push my thighs father apart and in the end found myself
staring at the triple crown molding on the ceiling and making sharp
gasping noises.

I meant to warn him it was coming. I let
myself get a little carried away, though. I'd been thinking soft
general thoughts about the pleasure between my legs with no
specific thought to where it came from. I was aware of the
constriction of my garments. I was aware that one of the garters
snapped right off my leg when I jerked. I was conscious that in the
past few minutes it started feeling good to be dressed like this.
It didn't feel naughty so much as it felt exciting. New. Different.
And without even taking the panties off, I was hard and aching and
about to cum. That thought was the one that set me off. I was
dressed like a girl, I looked beautiful like a girl, and I was
going to cum like this with a man licking between my legs.

My insides tightened and I made a loud
shouting noise. It took me completely by surprise. I looked down in
time to see my cockhead poking out of the elastic waistband and
spurting ropes of white warm fluid over my hairless stomach. Some
of it got on the lingerie and for that I actually felt bad that
something so pretty was now stained and ruined. Everett reacted
quickly and put his mouth over me for the final few spasms. When I
was done, he got up, went into the bathroom, swished his mouth out,
and then went into the bathroom off the master bedroom. I heard
water running before he returned with a warm wet rag in one
hand.

I just lay there on the bed. My ears were
ringing and my head was heavy with what I'd done and how I'd felt
about it. When he returned, Everett sponged my stomach clean and
mopped the garment up as best he could. Then, in a quiet voice, he
inquired simply, "are you okay?"

"Yes," I said in my own quiet voice.

"I've started running a bath for you. There
are some clean things to wear in there as well for you. Or I can
call the car and you can go immediately."

I lifted my head, suddenly confused. Didn't
he want me to reciprocate? Surely he wanted to get off as well. Had
I been that bad? Had I done something wrong? Did I cum when I
wasn't supposed to? "I don't understand," I said, my mouth suddenly
dry. "Was I bad?"

His kind eyes found mine and he smiled
bigger. "On the contrary. You were magnificent. It was all I'd
hoped for and more."

"But then, didn't you want me to-"

"To what? Engage in anal sex? Give me oral
sex in return? Lyle, I'm conscious of what a trusting thing you did
and how far outside your comfort zone you must be. I genuinely like
you and care about you. I'd not betray that trust or guilt or
blackmail you into anything you don't actually WANT. Those are the
rules of the entire arrangement."

I stammered then. He smiled and took my hand
in his own large warm hand and pulled me to a sitting position.
"I'm not sure how I feel. What you did. It was very... I felt
nice," I finished lamely.

Everett got me to my feet. "Have a bath. Have
a little privacy. I'll have a glass of champagne and read. Take
your time."

The bath sounded good. Even though I'd had so
much done to me, the idea of warm comforting water surrounding me
was good. I also wanted out of the lingerie. As my pleasure faded I
was conscious that it was constricting and also more than a little
uncomfortable to wear for long periods of time. It occurred to me
as I undressed in the bathroom and slipped into the large clawfoot
tub that my ideas about women might be more than a little
ignorant.

Since my teenage years I'd always imagined
that lounging about in boned corsets all day was luxurious for
them, just as the lingerie catalogs would have me believe. The
moment I got this faux-corset off, though, I felt suddenly free and
relaxed. The stockings were likewise a treat to be rid of. Only the
panties gave me any kind of regret to be off with them. Those had
felt almost magical. That I'd cum from being merely touched and
kissed through them was a kind of revelation and a feat I knew
would have been impossible in anything but maybe the silk boxers
Audra had given me last Valentine's.

I found myself thinking about luxuries like
that while I sat in the water. Luxury in general was a thing I'd
given up on having in my life again anytime soon. Now I was
suddenly in the crown of opulence. Fine champagne. Underwear more
expensive than most of the things in my own closet put together,
most likely. A bathtub I wanted to take with me and never get out
of. The first orgasm in a long time that made me smile to imagine
the sensation of having it. The first orgasm not by my own hand
since Audra left, to be honest.

It was hard not to think about it. It was
hard not to imagine holding on to some of that luxury a little
longer. The price was steep, though I was now convinced of both
Everett's care and his attention to discretion. However he intended
to accomplish it, I was certain that if I were to stay on as his...
woman that no one would find out about it and that no damage would
come to me or my reputation. So then, the only real question was if
I was willing to live like this for the period of the contract.

Had I enjoyed myself? It was tough to say.
The transformation had been traumatic at times and downright
shocking at others. At the same time, I was getting more and more
comfortable with the sensuality that had been brought to my body.
There was luxury in that, too, I knew. And as for the sex? There'd
be more, of course. There'd be more I'd be expected to do. There'd
be more I'd need to enjoy, in fact, to live up to my end of the
contract.

I wasn't sure I could think of Everett in a
sexual way, at least not objectively. Here in the tub, though,
looking at my smooth and hairless body and running a finger over
the tiny line of hair that led to my nethers, I had a strange and
pleasant feeling. I didn't know for sure what it felt like to be a
woman. But it felt like what I thought feeling like a woman would
feel like. A confusing thought, but also a very definitive one.

I liked feeling like a woman. There was
pleasure and satisfaction in how pretty I looked and how convincing
I had been. The bellhop in the elevator had shown no sign that he
believed me to be anything other than a woman. Everett's reaction
was even more flattering. I liked that he liked me. He was right
about that part, at least. The feeling of being desired got me
horny.

Very horny. I was stiffening in the tub.

That's when I knew. I had no idea if I'd like
all the things to come but I wanted to experience them. Allowing
myself to even imagine them was returning my erection to me - an
erection that looked all the more erotic on my smooth now-feminine
form. Doing the things a girl does excited parts of me I hadn't
ever known were there.

I think, in hindsight, I might have suspected
I've always had the inclination. I'd worn that pop star costume at
that party and had danced all night and been proud of having my ass
grabbed. I'd also gone to bed drunk but with a silly smile on my
face knowing that I'd given the minotaur I'd been grinding on a
stiff one that I'd felt through my hotpants.

I wanted to do more of the things that girls
do. If I could do them with Everett, then I realized that I could
be sexually aroused by the idea of doing those things even if I
didn't feel sexual things about him objectively as a man.

I wanted. I desired. I would do it.

I got out of the tub and toweled off and saw
there were two piles of clothing waiting. One was a pair of unisex
street clothes that I assumed were for me to wear if I wanted to
escape and be escorted back to my home with just the ten thousand.
The other was a satin sleepshirt and a matching pair of shorts.
They were striped pink and extremely soft to the touch. Beneath the
shorts I saw a pair of white stretchy panties with a note next to
them.

 


Optional. If you'd prefer to keep everything
tucked. I don't care one way or another. - E

 


There was a matching satin robe hanging from
a hook by the door. I put on the pajamas and then did up the robe,
which was more of a kimono that came barely to my knees. I found
soft slippers just outside the door and put them on as I returned
to the bedroom. Everett wasn't there.

I got nervous, then. He'd see me and I'd have
to say things and I worried now if I was going to be too
embarrassed.

"I hear slippers," a voice called from the
living area of the suite. "Now I'm nervous. I hope I'm not
mistaken. I hope I'm not setting myself up for a
disappointment."

He was nervous? He was just as scared?
Suddenly I felt less anxious. I stepped into the living area.
"You're not," I said quietly.

He sat up from the couch, setting his own
shiny TurtleBox on the sofa and turning to face me. When he got a
look at me, I saw relief on his face. "I can't tell you how
beautiful that sight is to me. I didn't think you'd..." He trailed
off and I thought I saw the hint of a flush in his cheeks. "I
actually figured you wouldn't even complete things at the salon.
And then you came and you..."

"Came," I said with a nervous smile of my
own.

"I wasn't going to-"

"I know," I said to spare him any more
awkwardness.

"I'm overjoyed. Really and truly. Come have
another glass of champagne?"

Now I felt my ears get hot. "I'm sure it's
gone flat by now. I'm afraid I wasted it."

"I had a fresh bottle sent up. I was going to
send it with you as a parting gift if you'd opted not to stay."

He got up and busied himself once again
pouring the drinks. "I have no idea what comes next," I confessed
to fill the silence.

"We toast," Everett said, popping the cork.
"We talk and we get to know each other and we absolutely don't talk
business unless you would feel more at ease doing that. When we've
had enough champagne and you're tired, you'll sleep here. I have a
smaller suite with its own key elsewhere in the hotel. I'll go
there and we'll have breakfast here in the morning."

I blinked. "You don't have to-"

"I would never presume. You're not-" He
frowned, now, popping the cork. "You're not becoming my whore. I
want to make that perfectly clear."

"You haven't treated me as-"

"Please let me finish," Everett said shortly.
"I want your company. I want your companionship in this form. I
have no other expectations. If you decide you'd like a physical
relationship, I'd obviously want that. But the money's not to buy
your sex, not ever. I would never be that...cruel. In exchange for
the change to bring FluxOS to the world and for your own
companionship in this form, I want to offer you every possible
comfort and safety. I can buy lots of things with my vast fortunes,
Lyle, but I cannot buy trust. That I have to earn and I'll do what
I can to earn yours."

He handed me the flute. Now he was close
enough for me to see his facial expression and really study him up
close.

I believed him. More than that, I saw how
nervous he really was. He hadn't expected this to happen. He was
terrified to have bared so much to me and I realized then that ten
thousand was barely anything to him and that he'd risked me
exposing him for this one chance. It was sobering. I liked him,
then. We were the same in very different ways. I didn't want him to
feel anxiety because of me. I'd made up my mind.

"Actually? I'd feel better if you stayed. I
feel good now and the champagne will cushion a little more of my
nerves, but when I wake up in the middle of the night and realize
this all actually happened, that's going to be a bit scary. I'd
really..." I swallowed champagne here, hoping courage came with
that swallow. "I'd really feel better if there was a warm body next
to mine. It's been a long time since I had that."

Everett clinked his glass to mine. "I would
like nothing more in the world."

 



 


4: Gadget




As it turned out, I slept soundly through the
night. When we finally went to bed, Everett settled on the far side
of the big king. I was a little chilly in the thin and shiny
pajamas and with sleep about to come on, anxiety also returned. I
was drunk enough (we'd had most of the bottle) to be brave enough
to ask for a cuddle. I fell asleep for the first time as the one
being spooned and when I woke in the morning my first thought was a
disappointment that he wasn't still holding me.

Everett wasn't in the bed. I found him in the
living area. A big table had been wheeled in by the windows and on
it was a lavish breakfast spread. In the chair facing me was
Everett, in a hotel robe and holding a small china cup of coffee in
one hand. He rose, set down the coffee and went to pull the facing
chair out for me. "Good morning," he said with a smile.

I smiled uncomfortably. He saw it almost
right away.

"The harsh light of day, eh?"

I nodded. "You'll have to give me a few
minutes. Or longer. I'm not sure."

"It's completely understandable," he said.
"Contrary to what certain demagogues are still trying to prove, you
can't make someone feel an attraction or change their sexual
orientation. You're either wired for it or you're not. That's what
I believe, at any rate and what experience has borne out. I suspect
you have, perhaps, a little of the wiring, but on a level that
requires you to be in a certain headspace."

I tugged my robe shut and reached for the
coffee. Coffee, I thought, might at least unmuddle my thoughts. "I
think... so long as I believed I was a woman, I could feel natural
about liking men. But now-"

"Harsh light of day," Everett said again. "I
wondered about that. There is one thing I could offer. It's
entirely up to you."

He reached under the breakfast table and took
out an oblong silver box. It was narrower than a shoebox and only
about half as deep. It was tied up in a matching silver bow. He
passed it to me. "In light of all the discretion I have provided to
you," Everett began, "I would appreciate some reciprocal silence on
your part if this turns out to be going too far."

Now he at least had my curiosity. I took the
box from him and undid the bow. It was surprisingly lightweight,
and when I opened it up to see what was inside, I was half
expecting some kind of fancy sex toy. Seeing what the box
contained, I wasn't sure that it was NOT a sex toy, but I was also
unsure that it actually was.

The thing in the box was in two pieces. Both
had a dozen or more microfilaments extending from small pieces of
microwafer. I recognized the portplugs at the other end of some of
the filaments. Wetware. Biotech. Machinery designed to integrate
through the human body - provided you already had a platform for a
peripheral like this to interface with. One of the pieces looked
like it was meant to fit to one of the optical ports near my
temples. The other, with a pair of plugs, was meant to socket into
the mainframe, which most people kept near their wrists. "What
exactly am I looking at," I asked after a moment.

"First of all, I don't even know if it's
compatible," Everett told me. "They said you need a double wrist
port and a one terabyte per second transfer speed off the optical.
I assume since you worked with computers you probably have the
platform. If you need upgrades, I'll pay for them."

"I have a double in each wrist," I told him
proudly. "And an optical one each side. 10 tb/s. All Proxima. All
last year's model, but it should be more than enough of a platform.
But what is it?"

Everett looked uncomfortable for the first
time. "What's in that box is... not exactly legal in this country.
It was given to me as a gift from a friend a while back, but it...
it wasn't right for me. It didn't really solve the problem he
thought I would have."

"Everett?"

"It's a genetic sequencer and reconstructor.
It can rebuild your genetics to any other pattern it has acquired.
Depending on how good a sample you take, the reproduction can be
flawless."

I stared at him. I'd heard rumors about these
things, but I always assumed they were wild stories. Then again,
I've never been very good at navigating the underworld of any kind.
I didn't even know who to ask in college about buying a fake ID
until two months before I didn't even need a fake anymore. "This,"
I said slowly, "is one of those body-stealers?"

"You don't steal the body. The person you
sample barely feels it. But it will make your body into an exact
duplicate of theirs. Cosmetic data needs to be sampled for it to do
that, so as I understand it if you want to make sure you have all
the tattoos and scars in the right places, you need to see them
completely naked, but..." Everett shrugged nervously now. "If you
found it easier to think of yourself as my female companion if you
were actually female... this would be a way to do that. I find you
attractive as you are, but if you want the adjustment..." He kept
trailing off. I saw now that he was legitimately nervous of my
reaction. "I would not consider this cheating," he finished. "Far
from it."

I lifted the gadget and turned it over,
examining the craftsmanship. The design was bespoke. I sort of
imagined this was the kind of item you buy in a back alley of a red
light district. This looked like it came from a high end
electronics store. It might've come from TurtleBox if I didn't know
their entire product line by heart. But good looks don't mean
everything. Wetware is entirely different than hardware. I'll take
any hardware gadget out for a test drive to see if it's useful to
me. I'm very picky about what I plug into my body.

I told Everett this and he nodded as if he'd
anticipated my question. He passed me the leather-bound Living
Window he'd gifted me the previous day. "I had it tested. It's all
been forwarded to you. Ace did the certification. I paid top dollar
for the rush job and for their silence. But then again, I think
they evaluate a lot of wetware that's not strictly legal for high
end customers like me.

I took my tablet from him and opened my email
and found a forwarded copy of the Ace certification. No malware. No
adware. No worms. No virus and more importantly, no virus
precursors.

The new hot thing in corporate raiding is to
give someone a piece of tech that's completely clean for all
machine-related malware but, because it's tied into your body,
manages to pass just the wrong kind of signal to your immune
system. Now all of a sudden the CEOs got all the symptoms of
pneumonia but nothing that medicine can actually cure. Or, if
someone is especially malicious, it triggers an allergy response.
The lawyer's throat closed up like had a peanut allergy? All of a
sudden we can't go to trial? Oh, that's too bad.

Still, this thing was capable of rewriting my
entire genetic code. Were we even in the realm of safe anymore?

"It might be too much," Everett said, seeing
my face. "Too much or too soon. I'm sorry. I was only trying to
help."

I saw it again in his eyes. I'd assumed he
was some kind of wacko pervert. Who else would use his money and
his power to make me go through what I'd gone through? And yet,
meeting him and talking to him and seeing his eyes all told me a
different story. A man who was trapped by enough of his
circumstances that he'd been rendered terribly lonely. He was using
the money as a pretext, but really, this was a man who was just
lonely. I could understand that. I could relate to that. I'd felt
the whole world turn on me over the past year. I was just as
trapped as him, just on the other side of the spectrum.

"I assume you have plenty of resources on
call," I said after a moment. "Doctors. Techs. People who can be
here very, very quickly if something's not right?"

Everett blinked. I'd caught him by surprise.
"Here? Now? You mean.."

Was I ready to be completely honest with him?
Maybe not. With myself? Yes. Yes, I wanted to try it. The thought
of borrowing someone else's body and seeing what it was like was
thrilling. The thought of being in the body of the opposite sex?
Exhilarating. How many people could claim to have ever tried that?
How many people were out in the world who had ever been given the
opportunity to really not just know but feel things on the other
side? I also had to admit that after just a day's exposure to the
accoutrements of femininity, I was hooked. The idea of being able
to properly fit into some of those things? That was exciting enough
to make me feel aroused.

"Tell me more about how it works," I asked
him. "How long does it last? What are the side effects? What else
do I need to know about how it works?"

"I'll tell you what I know," he said in the
shakiest voice I've heard so far. "I saw it work, just once. The
friend gave a demo at a small party. Back room kind of thing. It
needs a DNA sample, a light touch from your hand's enough to get
it. Then you need a voiceprint and a visual map. The more you get,
the better the copy, but as long as you get a basic amount, it can
build the rest from standard libraries. When you're ready, there's
a cocoon period of about two hours. It looks unpleasant, but I'm
told it's largely painless. When it's done, it breaks down on its
down. You come out and you're you. Only not you. It lasts until you
want it to stop."

I looked at the filaments in my hand. "How
does it install? It looks plug and play."

"It is. You feed it in and let it do the
rest."

"If it goes bad, you have people qualified to
get it out of me? You can't just yank wetware. It installs simply,
but has to be carefully removed by someone experienced."

"Yes," said Everett. "I have people. But if
it comes to it, I'm experienced."

"No, I mean-"

"Yes, I know what you mean," he cut me off
quickly. "I didn't tell you where I got my money, did I? Or what I
do? Or even my last name, which I'll tell you now is Janson." He
smiled and waited for me to work it out.

I am ashamed to admit it took me a minute.
"You're E.P. Janson. You're the owner of Proxima?"

"Former owner. I cashed out three years ago.
I value my privacy too much. I still have stock, but I turned over
my majority share to pursue other things. I'm more fascinated by
solving problems and inventing than I am with the day-to-day of
running a company. At any rate, yes, I know a thing or two about
wetware."

This made up my mind. If he'd looked at it
and felt it was worth a try, I wanted to try it. I now also had the
utmost confidence that if something went wrong and I needed these
things yanked, I would be in good hands. I rolled up the sleeve of
my kimono. "Well then," I said, "let's give it a try. No time like
the present. Unless we need to get out of the room before
check-out?"

Everett smiled. "I own the suite.
Permanently. It was going to be yours until you picked out
something more your style for the year."

Installing the gadget took less than five
minutes. The optical one, frankly, was far more unpleasant than the
wrist port, even if it did sting as it made microcuts in the skin
of my arm and sealed them back up to embed itself under my skin.
The optical implant, on the other end, fed in through the port in
my left temple and snaked so far in that I felt my stomach turn
over with sudden nausea.

I heard a deep chime almost in my skull and
when I opened my eyes saw the faint blue letters of a heads-up
display floating in front of my vision. The effect was
disconcerting, but only for a moment. I keep a Vaxt 4500 in my
right optical port, so I'm used to HUDs over my vision. You can
code faster and longer if you don't have to deal with the eyestrain
of looking at a monitor. The Vaxt superimposes the code chains over
my vision and adjusts brightness and font size as it constantly
monitors my eyestrain from its connection to my actual optic
nerve.

The HUD for this gadget was also, to its
credit, well designed. The bootup screens walked me through a short
tutorial of the mental shortcodes and eye gestures used to operate
the device, and in a few minutes my stomach was normal and I was
running diagnostics and tutorials all at once.

"Lyle?"

Everett's voice startled me and I jumped.
"Sorry," I said. "I didn't mean to tune you out here. Lots to
figure out. I think I've mostly got the hang of it, though. The
samplers are embedded in my fingers, that was the little sting I
felt when we put it in." I flexed my hand and via the HUD switched
the device from PASSIVE to SAMPLE mode. A message blinked in front
of my hand while I showed Everett the almost invisible little
needles that were poking out of my fingertips.

<SAMPLE MODE READY>

I thought myself back to passive mode and the
needles retracted.

<PASSIVE MODE. DIAGNOSTIC COMPLETE. SYSTEM
at 100%>

"Are you feeling okay," Everett asked me.

"Yes," I said. "Everything's fine so far.
It's telling me we're ready to go."

I walked into the bathroom. "Lyle," Everett
called from behind me. "You're sure you're okay?"

I found what I was looking for still on the
sink by the tub - the unisex clothing I was to wear if I wanted out
of the deal. "Yeah," I answered as I started removing the satin
pajamas and getting into the nondescript jeans and turtleneck. I
probably sounded more than a little distracted when I spoke, but I
was deep into the menus of the gadget, now. That's just how I get
with a new tech toy. I want to know everything there is to know
about it. I explore every menu and submenu. "I'm just getting ready
to take it out for a drive is all."

Everett frowned when he saw me come out of
the dressing room in that outfit. "Are you sure? Because it looks
an awful lot to me like you're leaving."

I had half an idea now about the easiest
place to test this new toy as soon as possible, but I didn't want
to tell him all the details. Part of me was embarrassed, sure, but
part of me also wanted to surprise him. "Well, I need to leave the
penthouse in order to test it, of course. Unless you want me to
copy you. But I think that'd be unnerving to say the least. I need
to go out and get a sample."

Everett stood and reached for his jacket.
"I'll drive you wherever you want to go."

I held up a hand. "Give me three hours. I'll
be back and when that happens, you'll have plenty to do. Do you
trust me?"

It wasn't a fair question. How could he
possibly trust me yet? But how could he possibly say no?

"Three hours?"

"Or less if I'm lucky. Oh. I hate to ask
this, but do you have a credit chip that I can use?"

Everett frowned harder, but he reached into
his pocket all the same. "You have ten thousand of your own now,
don't you?"

"I do, but I don't have a chip on me. You
told me to leave my ID at home, remember?"

Everett handed me a chip. It was etched in
platinum. Good lord was he rich. Money around money. "There's a
twenty-five thousand limit on that."

I laughed. "Is this just for
incidentals?"

"Impulse purchases, yes. I trust it's
sufficient?"

"Honestly, I'll be fine with a thousand. But
thank you. See you in three hours."

"I'll be here. Hopeful."

I smiled and pressed the call button for the
elevator. "You and me both."

 


#

 


I had the bellman get me a cab and waited
until the door was shut and we were underway before I directed the
driver to change our destination. He took me where I wanted to go
with no comment and when the ride was complete I paid him to wait
and swiped a hundred-dollar tip on his reader to let him know I was
serious.

It cost me another hundred to get inside
without an ID and then another fifty as a cover charge, but I never
worried about my lack of ID. This was one place you could count on
money talking. What did turn out to be a problem was my appearance.
I'd forgotten that even in these clothes, my hairstyle was overtly
girly. The fact that my makeup survived a night of high emotion and
me sleeping in it also didn't help.

A big black man stepped from a little office
and sized me up. He was so muscular that he wasn't even able to put
his arms flush to his sides. "Welcome to Details. I'm Tyrone," he
said in a low rumble. "I'm the manager here. I just wanted to say
hello. You're more than welcome to be here, ma'am, but I wanted to
let you know that there are an awful lot of men in here. We have a
club that caters exclusively to lesbians. Everyone in here is
professionals, mind you, and they'll take care of you real good in
there. That's a promise. We want our guests to feel comfortable, is
all."

"I'm not a lesbian," I said pointedly. I made
my voice a little deeper on purpose to emphasize this fact.

Now Tyrone looked suspicious. "Oh shit.
You're a dude? Damn. My apologies, sir, that was truly a-" And now
he frowned harder. "Hey. Again, we don't discriminate, but if
you're here to get up to some kind of kinky shit, know that we will
forcibly eject you. Dress code might be an issue. Crossdressing, it
also confuses the male customers, you feel me?"

I held his gaze level. "What exactly about
how I'm dressed makes you think I'm a crossdresser? Tyrone, was it?
You're the bouncer?"

"Manager," Tyrone replied quickly, but he
lost a lot of the swagger he'd come out with. A new thought came to
him. I saw the confusion on his face and then him arrive at the
only solution that could make sense to him. "Oh damn. I didn't
recognize you at first, sir. My sincere apologies, once again. We
get a lot of musicians. Just not so early in the day. I gotta
apologize. The noon hour's mostly lowlifes and freaks."

I decided not to push my luck and ask him
which skinny eyeliner-wearing rock star he'd mistaken me for.
Instead I nodded and clapped him on the shoulder. "Relax, Tyrone.
It's all good. Do you mind if I go in?"

Tyrone flashed perfect white teeth and held
the inner door open for me. "Be my guest. Have fun in there."

As strip clubs went, Details was one of the
good ones. Legend went it was one of the oldest in town and because
it catered to such ludicrously high rollers, it never fell into
disrepair, even when licensing and regulations got stricter a few
years back. The carpet is always clean, the girls are all
exceptional, and no one gives you a hard time unless you make
trouble or act like a complete pig. An actual gentleman's code of
conduct is framed above the bar, and this place has always been
known to enforce it.

I took a seat at a table in the rear of the
club and tried to act like this was the kind of thing I did every
so often, and not just once in a blue moon for bachelor parties.
Noon on a weekday was far from the hour of bachelor parties,
however. The only other people in this club were hard cases, gross
businesswangs, and otherwise grimy perverts. I felt a little ick
myself for even being among them, but then I remembered my mission.
Truly I was the biggest scum in here. I was here to steal a body.
Still, I had to know if it worked. I'd only borrow. Just for a
little while...

On the stage, a short blonde with perfect
round breasts paraded around a pole. To the beat of an old horror
rock song remix, she popped off her top, teasing her fingertips
around her nipples until they jutted out stiff and firm. Cupping
one heavy breast in each hand, she lifted them one at a time to her
mouth for her to lick in slow, languorous strokes of her
tongue.

A digital display mounted to the top of the
pole animated a dollar sign every time someone in the club swiped
their credit chip over the poledancer icon on their cocktail
tables. I joined in. It was a good show, and I'd always enjoyed a
tiny blonde with big tits. Ten dollars left Everett's chip and
joined the pool the dancer was collecting. It joined enough other
dollars that the LED-driven pole changed colors from green to blue
and began flashing rapidly.

The girl on stage saw this and shimmied her
shoulders, making her large heavy breasts bounce to scattered hoots
and applause from the crowd. She blew a kiss to most of us and
shouted a big thank you to us before turning and bending over to
slowly peel her little red thong from her ass. We hit the magic
threshold. The show would go fully nude, now. If we kept tipping,
there'd be toys, probably, or maybe a second dancer would join her
onstage for a little fun.

The interactive tables/pole system was
actually my first paying coding job. They were pretty standard by
now, but a decade ago, it was a novelty only a few clubs had. Being
here now, back on the bottom but with a big opportunity in front of
me, was a strange kind of nostalgia.

A girl in a blue bra and a matching miniskirt
that barely covered her crotch interrupted my half reverie. "Hey,
honey," she said in a lazy drawl. "Is your husband in the back with
someone?"

"Do I really look that much like a lady?" It
was an honest question. Granted, it was dark in here, but I really
thought that if I wore normal plausible clothing for a man and had
no other deliberate affectation, I'd not be taken at face value for
a woman. This was truly surprising. I didn't know for sure how I
felt about it, but I thought in that moment I felt pretty darn good
about it.

The dancer smiled awkwardly and touched my
hand with her own. She leaned in closer to speak into my ear over
the loud music. "Shit. I am SO sorry. It's dark in here and I
worked all last night, too. You're the one Tyrone told me about,
aren't you? The rock star?"

I should have known word was going to get
around. Was I honestly thinking he wouldn't tell the dancers there
was a celebrity in the room with a pretty fat wallet?

"I'm not that big a star," I protested. This
was at least truth.

The girl sat down next to me, scooting in
close in the booth so that we'd have no choice but to be close
enough to feel each other's body heat. I could smell her perfume,
too. It was fragrant and floral, but not overpowering and not,
thankfully, that fruity spray that has forever been trademarked by
strippers the world over. I turned to get a better look at her.

She was both beautiful and exotic. Her hair
was dark and shiny and her skin was a deep olive that matched her
stunning green eyes. She had a larger nose and full lips that I
guessed meant she had middle eastern genes in there somewhere. She
had a frankness and a casual tone that I found disarming and
refreshing. Every other time I've ever been in a strip club, it's
felt like a hustle. I know it is a hustle, objectively, but
I appreciated this girl's going to the trouble to not make it
insultingly obvious.

"No, no," she now said. "You've got that
look. I've seen you somewhere before. I just know it. In the
news?"

This was getting a little close to home. I
touched her hand in return. I meant it to be a friendly and
conspiratorial gesture. "I'd really prefer to stay anonymous if
that's okay."

Her hand drew back sharply. At first I
worried I'd broken strip club protocol. No touching unless
invited. That was one f the rules up on the big sign over the
bar. "Sorry," I apologized.

She returned her hand to mine quickly. "Don't
be. I just had a little pain or something. Too many games in my
spare time. Carpal tunnel. But we need to do names. I'd like to get
to know you better? Is that okay? My name's Ariel. I'm going to
call you Hal."

<SAMPLE ACQUIRED>

The little words danced over the stripper's
face and then vanished. I thought away most of the display and just
left a little progress bar in the lower left of my vision. The gene
sequencing was already underway. It'd been so easy I'd done the
sampling almost subconsciously. She really had only felt the
mildest of stings. Amazing. Scary

I tried a laugh to cover my reaction.
"Hal?"

She laughed. It was a bright happy laugh.
"Well if you're not going to tell me your real name I'm going to
make up a dorky one."

"What about you? Ariel's not your real
name."

"Of course not.

My HUD flashed again.

<SAMPLE FULLY SEQUENCED. QUALITY
EXCELLENT. BEGIN VISUAL MAPPING?>

I thought in the affirmative and shifted on
the couch to make her better fill my vision. It was fascinating to
watch the optical implant taking measurements and start compiling
its database. Glowing outlines traced her features and vanished,
replaced by measurements and other vital statistics. There was so
much data, and it was collecting all of that data almost too fast
for me to take it all in.

Ariel put her hand on my knee and rubbed it
gently. "So Hal - are you planning to just sit and watch or can we
have a little fun?"

An alert on the HUD warned me there was too
much background noise to get a voiceprint. I'd wondered about that.
And I needed to see her move. I nodded in the affirmative. "What
kind of fun did you have in mind?"

"We go somewhere a little more private. I
dance for you. I help you relax." She said this right up against my
ear, making sure to brush her ample chest over my upper body when
she went to lean in. I inhaled the floral scent of her and realized
this wouldn't be the worst thing I'd ever had to do.

"Okay," I answered. "Sure. Lead on."

She peeled herself off me and took my hand,
leading me a step or two behind her like a trained puppy towards
the private area in the rear of the club. While she walked, I found
myself staring at her hips while she walked. The tiny blue skirt
bounced with each swivel of her hips. On her tall stripper
platforms, her gait had an exaggerated sway to it. Every step she
took made her hips pop at a thirty degree angle. It was hard to
look away.

<VISUAL MAP 45%>

The more steps she took and the longer I
stared at her, the higher that meter climbed. By the time the
bouncer in the back had my credit chip swiped and I was being led
to a small booth in the rear the meter was at 58%.

Ariel pushed me back and helped me get
comfortable on an array of pillows and cushions on the seat. She
smiled and crawled forward, straddling my lap. Off came the little
blue skirt, leaving her in the tiniest g-string I'd ever seen. Her
smile got bigger. She draped the skirt over my shoulders. It
smelled like her. Sweet and flowery and overtly feminine. Then she
sat back on my lap and circled her hips over me. She concentrated
for a moment and then I saw her features relax in confirmation of
what she felt beneath her. I couldn't help myself. She was
beautiful.

"Feeling good," she asked. I nodded in the
affirmative. "Good," she said, and reached behind her to unhook the
bra. That she shrugged off with her shoulders in a practiced
maneuver that made it fall from her dark breasts . She draped this
on me as well and then giggled.

Ariel leaned forward and pressed her breasts
to my face. She moved slowly and deliberately, brushing soft warm
skin over my mouth and nose and eyes. The scent of her got the
better of me. I closed my eyes and grunted quietly when I felt her
nipples drag agonizingly slowly over my eyelids.

<NEED MORE VISUAL DATA>

Of course. I'd forgotten. I needed my eyes
open in order to do the mapping.

Ariel had her hands on my chest and
underneath my shirt. Buttons came loose as she explored my chest
with her slender fingertips. "Tell me about you," Ariel asked.
"What do you do for a living?"

I opened my eyes and saw her green eyes
sparkle from the strobes on the main stage. She had a nice smile.
"I'm a programmer," I told her lamely.

"That's so cool," she said, sitting up and
reversing her straddle. God. Her ass was amazing. Without the skirt
in the way, I saw that it was large, round, and perfectly smooth.
Her whole body was smooth and tan with not a mark anywhere. I
shouldn't have been surprised. I had chosen a famous club with a
reputation for stunningly beautiful women, but she was so far from
Audra and her sometimes-too skinny frame, her pale skin, and her
thin lifeless dirty blonde hair that I couldn't help but make
comparisons and regret choices in my life.

She bent forward, waggling her ass and then
grinding it down hard in my lap. She tossed her head and whipped
her hair over one shoulder, checking to make sure I was still
enjoying myself. I was. She could feel that I was, almost
certainly.

<VISUAL MAP 140% VOICEPRINT 49%>

To my surprise, the visual map meter
continued to climb past 100%. That made sense. 100% was the minimum
it needed for reconstruction. The more she moved and the more
details I observed up close, however, the stronger the match.
That's why I'd chosen a strip club, of course. Where else could I
get that kind of detail quickly and with a degree of consent? The
voiceprint still needed work, though. I needed to get her talking.
But how to talk to strippers? This wasn't a thing I had a lot of
experience in.

"You're beautiful," I babbled. The worst.

"Thank you," Ariel replied. She bent down
low, raising her rear in the air and pushing it back within inches
of my face. I saw the thin scrap of g-string between her legs
stretch as tight as it could go and all but fail to cover what was
beneath it. The visual map spiked to 245%. These most private
areas, it made sense, were the lest likely to be casually mapped.
Getting those details was drastically improving the template.

My mouth watered. It took every ounce of
right-headed thinking to resist the temptation to break the rules
and touch her. Just put my hands on that gorgeous round ass and
pull it to my face. Put my tongue between her legs and lick her
through the g-string like Everett had done to me last night. Make
her squeal with just my tongue over my panties.

<squeal like her>

That thought came out of nowhere, but in the
heat of my sudden arousal I found it very normal. I'd have her body
soon. I'd find men to make me squeal like her. I could live at
least part of that fantasy.

<be like her>

Ariel's round bouncing bottom was back down
on my lap as she simulated riding me reverse cowgirl. She smiled
again. "I see you really like that. Your girlfriend look
anything like me?"

I was breathing heavier. I wanted things all
of a sudden. I wanted to be out of here. I wanted to get home and
trigger the transformational process. It would feel so good to be
like her. Have that perfect body and be sexed the way a curvy tight
young body deserved to be sexed.

<the way you deserve to be>

I must have been hornier than I'd been in an
age. These naughty little thoughts didn't make a lot of sense.
There was a kind of external feel to them, like they were a voice
in my head that wasn't the usual voice in my head.

"Hal?"

Ariel lifted herself off me and placed her
hands under my shirt, pushing me back on the pillows so I was
laying down and looking at her from above. She stood up, towering
over me, rocking her hips and running her hands over her chest. She
pushed her natural breasts together to make a deep valley of
cleavage. "Sorry," I said. "Distracted."

"That's fine, baby," Ariel replied. She
hooked her thumbs in the strings holding the tiny panty up and
inched them down a little at a time. "Do you have a
girlfriend?"

"She dumped me a while back," I answered
truthfully. "But no, you don't look anything like her."

"My mother's Lithuanian," she answered. "My
father's from Kuwait. I was born here, though. American girl. Don't
tell my parents in case you meet them. My dad does software too,"
she said with a devilish smile. The voiceprint climbed to 89%. We
only had to do a little more talking.

"What does he want you to be doing with your
life?" I felt strange asking a personal question. Then again, there
was a lot of fiction tossed around places like this. Men lied to
make themselves feel good or to try to impress a girl or both.
Women lied to keep themselves safe and anonymous from anyone who
mistook a transaction and performance for an actual human
connection.

"Go into the family business maybe. I'm
saving money from this to pay for a patent and fabrication. I
invented a thing that purifies water," Ariel answered between
licking breasts and teasing my legs open with the platform of her
shoe. I blinked. That was a strange lie to tell. I had a feeling it
wasn't. This was a little bit of truth mixed in. I was suddenly
fascinated. More importantly, the talking was working. The
voiceprint was rising.

It was hard to think about talking. The
g-string was coming down. She effortlessly stepped free of it and
dropped to her knees, hovering her completely bare pussy over my
face. "Good god," I must have breathed, because she giggled.

The floral scent I'd been getting from her
was suddenly so appropriate. Her vulva was hairless and gave a
perfect view of soft dark lips outer labia that didn't quite meet
or cover the delicate wavering pink folds of her inner labia. It
looked unmistakably like a flower. "Do you think I have a pretty
pussy," Ariel asked me as she loomed over me.

"Yes," I answered breathlessly. The visual
map hit 300%. Voiceprint hovered around 95%. The background noise
was making it difficult to get it all the way to 100.

"I sometimes wish it was all a little less
out there," she confessed. "But a lot of men seem to like it. Do
you want to feel it?"

I blinked. "What?"

Her crotch dropped lower, so that the
twisting soft pink petals all but grazed my nose. "Do you want to
feel it on your face? You can hold my hips, but you keep your mouth
closed and your head still. Okay?"

"Yes."

I did as she asked. I couldn't help but close
my eyes the moment I felt her press her sex to my cheek and drag it
in slow wavy patterns across my face. I'd never in my life been in
the presence of a woman so completely in control of her own
sexuality.

<want control>

I did, I thought to myself, feeling her soft
folds trace patters over my eyes and forehead. I wanted something
like control.

"Song's ending," Ariel said regretfully,
lifting herself off my face and looking expectantly down at me.
"Would you like to go again? We could do another half hour."

I blinked and checked the HUD. The visual map
was resting at 303%. The voiceprint at 101.

<READY FOR COCOON>

That message blinked in green in front of
naked expectant Ariel. It was the only thing that kept me from
spending more of Everett's money. Well... spending more of it on a
dance.

"I should get back to the hotel," I told her
reluctantly. "Gotta get ready for tonight. But listen... can I tip
you some more? That was incredible."

Ariel smiled and winked and climbed off me,
getting back into the barely-outfit so fast I suddenly had no
illusions about the businesslike nature of what had transpired. She
held out a small reader from behind a pillow and let me swipe my
chip and key in an amount. I'd spent 500 for the dance and the tip
for the bouncer in the back. I gave her another 500 of Everett's
money as a tip. When she saw, her eyes got big. "Are you sure you
don't want another dance? You tipped me enough for VIP."

"I gotta go. But maybe you're closer to your
patent, now."

She gave me a (mostly) professional hug (we
were in eyesight of the bouncer) and I thought, just for a moment,
I'd heard her sniff. "That was really cool. Come see me again. I'll
take care of you."

I got out of the club quickly. The smell of
her was all over me and it was a good memory to dwell on in the
bright sunlight as I rode back in the taxi towards the hotel. The
driver, thank god, did not try to bond with me and talk about
anything I might have done in there. I didn't want to talk to him.
I was still thinking about the beautiful dark-skinned dancer and
her perfect vulva and how it had felt against my face.

It was easy to spend someone else's money. I
didn't think Everett would complain when he learned what the money
had bought. I also felt I had a responsibility to compensate Ariel.
500 wasn't nearly enough, I now worried. I'd just stolen from her.
It was her body. Hers and hers alone and now there was a digital
copy. I'd copied the most intimate and personal thing any human
could possess. I should have felt more in the way of revulsion or
remorse. The sad truth was that I mostly was eager and excited.

I would only borrow it. Just to see if it
worked. Just to see if it was easier to give Everett what he wanted
and get the money to start my life over. If it worked, I mused, I'd
see if there was a way to hack the device. It would feel less
awkward if I could just appropriate parts from several different
people to compile a unique composite. That'd feel like less
of an invasion at least. That's what I hoped for, at any rate.

I tipped the driver a second time for his
silence and efficiency when we got back to the hotel and found a
new concierge waiting to escort me back up to the penthouse.
"That's a nice perfume, ma'am," was his only comment in the
elevator. I realized I smelled like stripper and wondered if he was
being sincere. Then again, I'd liked it on Ariel. Objectively I
knew it might be a cheap scent, but experientially...

Everett was waiting in the living area when I
emerged. He sat up sharply when he saw me.

"Wow," I commented. "You really didn't think
I'd be back, did you?" I tossed him the credit chip and started
walking towards the bathroom. "Are you ready for me to try
this?"

"You're serious? How did you- you went out
there to get-"

"Yes," I said. "I got a suitable test. But if
it works, nothing here is going to fit me."

I was mentally scrolling through the HUD
while I spoke to him, calling up some of the piles of data I'd
harvested from my time with Ariel. Height. Weight. Waist-to-hip
ratio. Standard dress size, slacks size, lingerie sizes. These I
wrote down on a pad of hotel paper and handed them to him. "What's
this," Everett asked as he looked at the list.

"Shopping guidelines. The guide says that
yeah, it'll take about two hours. So you have time to find me some
clothes."

I shooed him out of the bathroom and for good
measure the adjoining bedroom.

"Lyle," Everett commented with no small
amount of amazement, "you're acting different. You actually seem
eager."

"You gave me a brand-new gadget. I want to
see what it does," I answered with a grin. That was part of it, for
certain. Was it the whole reason? I no longer knew. "Don't come in
the bathroom. You can leave the clothes in the bedroom."

"What if something goes wrong?"

"I don't think it will. Somehow, this all
seems real. You wouldn't believe how much data I could see during
the acquisition mode. But if two and a half hours pass and you
don't hear a sound from me, come in and get help if it's needed."
Then I shut the bedroom's double doors on him and walked into the
bathroom.

The onboard manual for the device said that
you could trigger the actual transformation anywhere, but that it
was best to do it somewhere private and undisturbed, like a
bathroom. It also advised that the cocoon process could be somewhat
messy. A shower or tub was advised.

I was uneasy about this last part. I'd seen
that word earlier. Cocoon?

I got out of my clothes (required, according
to the manual) and stood naked and shivering in the tub. Being more
hairless than I was used to being was making me feel the chills a
lot more. I stood in the big clawfoot tub and mentally thought the
HUD back into it's largest and most visually-intrusive mode. A big
bar flashed across the center of my vision.

<READY FOR COCOON>

Mentally, I triggered the next phase.

Nothing happened at first. Then I felt a wet
oozy sensation and got a little chilly. I looked down and saw to my
horror that my skin was secreting some kind of thin and runny
mucus. The slime turned a pale green as I watched it spread. I was
sweating this strange cool gel. It was everywhere, suddenly,
spreading over my face, my genitals, my legs, my stomach, my back,
my eyes...

I felt the sting, then, a paralyzing painful
stab and realized that I could no longer move my limbs. I couldn't
even blink. In the next instant, a thicker glob of mucus oozed over
my eyes. I went numb and then I blacked out.

 



 


5: Emergence




The feeling of cool numbing was the first
thing I was conscious of. Claustrophobia set in shortly after and I
instinctively jerked my arms and legs, desperate to free myself
from whatever it was that was keeping me from moving or seeing or
feeling properly. My limbs felt heavy and jelly-like when I tried
to move them. It was a singularly terrifying experience from
someone who doesn't particularly like dark and enclosed spaces.

My hand pushed through the shell first. My
legs moved next and I both felt and heard something cracking and
crumbling around me. The mucus-like gel I'd been covered in right
before I blacked out had hardened into a brittle shell.

Cocoon, I thought. They weren't kidding.
Disgusting.

Feeling was returning to my limbs and I was
starting to regain finer muscle control. I pulled at the crackling
organic material, clearing my face and shaking it free of my
fingertips and hair.

Hair.

I didn't need a mirror. I'd been in the
presence of that long and impossibly shiny dark hair just a few
hours earlier. I felt it sweep across my cheek and smelled it when
the owner of that hair had been looming over me. Fear gripped me
first, followed by excitement. I now went to work in earnest,
stepping totally out of the crumbling cocoon shell and pulling
large shards of it free from the obviously female body
underneath.

My body. Her body? Mine.

<you>

My vision was still a little blurry as I made
my way to the mirror, but I could already tell the impossible had
happened. I'd been so up close to this body. I already knew it was
a stunningly good match. Maybe even a perfect match.

It was perfect.

The nude and nubile body of Ariel the dancer
blinked back at me in the mirror. Her shoulders rose and fell,
making her large heavy breasts bounce ever so slightly with the
firm barely-elasticity of an early twenty-something. She was
breathing heavily, close to hyperventilating from the shock of her
own reflection. It took a concerted thought to remember this person
was me, was a person who had control over the fact that she was
going to pass out if she didn't calm down.

"Lyle," The voice on the other side of the
door was accompanied by a heavy pounding. Everett. "Lyle? Lyle! Is
everything okay? Do you need help?"

"Fine. Fine," I croaked. My throat was dry
and froggy like it had not been used in a long time. It hadn't been
used ever, I reminded myself. It was newly shaped by whatever
terrifying rapid gene therapy I'd just subjected myself to. "Don't
come in," I added, but that part came out in a breathy rasp that I
wasn't sure Everett had heard.

He didn't. The door opened and in burst my...
what? Host? Sponsor? Special Gentleman Friend?
Concerned...something? His eyes darted around the bedroom and then
turned to the bathroom. He gasped.

I was too shocked to cover up, and even if I
had, I would've covered up like a guy. Having more things to be
modest about was going to take some getting used to.

"Ly- my god..." Everett took another step
forward, transfixed by the sight of me before him. I just stared
back at him.

I shivered. The numbness was wearing off and
I was suddenly conscious of a draft in the air.

He had me in the next instant. His big arms
wrapped around me and he held me tight against him, naked,
shivering, and completely shell-shocked by my transformation. As
before, he didn't waste time and it was exactly the thing that
needed to be done. His hands roamed by body. They explored my
shoulders, traveled down my back and palmed the slope of that round
protruding booty I'd so admired not long ago. When he did this, I
felt it. This is hard to describe. I felt it differently than I'd
even felt it when I'd been dressed as a girl. This was a keen sharp
glowing sensation that started at his fingertips and zipped through
my bottom to my spine and my groin. I wanted this not-quite-tickle
to keep going. I didn't ever want it to stop.

Now the tips of his fingers slid beneath my
buttocks tracing the curving bit of extra sensitive flesh where my
ass met the tops of my legs. I shivered again and Everett stopped
teasing with fingertips and held me closer. "I'm sorry," he
breathed, "you're just... it's more than I thought you'd...how did
you..."

"I feel good, I whispered in a voice I'd
heard whispering in my own ear. Her voice. Mine? Feminine.
Higher-pitched with a bit of a smoker's edge to it. "You can keep
touching me."

"I will," Everett promised, but then stepped
back, eagerly drinking in the sight of my body with his eyes. I
thought about being embarrassed, but that didn't really happen. I
felt proud, like him looking at me naked was one of the best things
that could happen to me today.

<it's what you're for>

Such a strange thought and of course
completely untrue. Most of all, that thought, in that same
semi-external voice, was not the kind of thing I believed in. It
wasn't possible that this device had somehow copied her thoughts.
Gene therapy and nanotechnology was fringe science, but something
we'd known was on the verge of possibility for a while now. The
brain and the mind remained as ineffable and uncapturable as ever.
It wasn't some kind of latent stripper thought. It had to have come
from me.

Standing in the bathroom of this swank
penthouse suite wearing nothing more than a smile, I began to
realize that having a thought like that wasn't entirely
implausible. The initial confusion and nausea was past and the
disconnect between my brain and the body my brain wasn't used to
being in control of was already fading. I noticed I was shifting my
weight and naturally holding myself in a feminine posture, with one
hip rocked out as far as I'd seen Ariel push hers while she walked.
When I shifted, I felt my hip actually pop into place on the other
side. My smooth thighs barely brushed each other.

Muscle memory. There had to be something like
that at work. Maybe I didn't have Ariel's brain, but I'd seen the
implant mapping her movements. I'd seen it building a skeletal
approximation and charting the mechanics of her movement while she
rocked and ground and swayed over me.

The implant in my head was patched into my
optic nerve. It also had to be patched into my head in order for
the thought-based commands to work. If that was the case, I
reasoned, it was probably sending tiny corrections to the orders my
brain was giving my muscles in order to mimic the way this body's
original owner was supposed to move in it.

It was imperceptible to me, however. When I
stepped closer to Everett, I felt more agile and graceful than I'd
felt in my life. My skin tingled pleasantly in anticipation of
being touched.

<be touched and used and fucked>

Of course I was aroused. Having this body,
one I'd barely been allowed to touch, completely under my control?
Yes. I wanted to try it. I was going to take it slowly, however.
Throwing myself at Everett five minutes after stepping out of the
cocoon was crazy.

"Should I ask where you got this body,"
Everett said as he gaped at me. "Dare I ask what you spent my money
on?"

"I found a very nice girl with an affinity
for dance that needed an investor for her business," I said with a
playful smile. "I figured this was kind of a paying-it-forward sort
of opportunity. She's extremely personable. Athletic, too."

He took me in his arms again. One arm slid
around my waist while the other pressed against my back. I made a
soft noise and then his mouth found mine.

We'd not kissed like this. There was a hunger
there behind it that surprised me. His tongue was aggressive,
pushing past my closed lips until I opened my mouth and let him in
there. Out tongues met and when they did, I was conscious of a
welling pleasure between my legs. It wasn't urgent, just nice. A
positive reinforcement. I was only too happy to take that
reward.

I put my hands on him and pressed closer,
draping my arms around his shoulders and turning my head to an
angle as we continued to kiss. His tongue wrestled with mine until
I was giddy with pleasure. I felt it, then. I felt what it was like
to be desired. I'd gotten a taste of it last night, it's true, but
this was in a category of its own. It was the difference between an
apple you buy in the grocery store and one you pull fresh off a
tree in one of those outmoded and ultra-pricey organic farms.

The arousal was different than when I had
something else down there. Before, when I'd begun to feel sexy,
there was a ramp-up from neutral to ragingly horny, but the ramp
was short. Once a threshold was crossed there was just
uncomfortable all-consuming need to get my dick off. The kind of
arousal I felt at this hot-and-heavy makeout session was, by
contrast, on a more gradual scale. I was able to feel a pleasurable
amount of want without letting it consume my every desperate
thought. I could be quite happy existing at this heightened level
of pleasure for quite some time, I realized, and not need it to
necessarily escalate to sex.

Was this what it was like to be a woman? Was
the explanation as simple as women having a finer-tune control over
their arousal and a bigger ramp to ride it on? Or was this all just
the gadget, or partially the gadget and partially my brain coping
with being completely rewired to feel from differently-clustered
nerve endings. What was it I'd read? All the nerve endings spread
over the entire surface area of a penis are concentrated in the
tiny little knob of the clitoris? All that sense in one tiny little
area. My brain would need some conditioning for that.

<sex just sex will fix it all>

Everett broke off the kiss and stared into my
eyes. I stared back. "I wasn't sure you'd like it this much," I
whispered. "I don't have anything... down there. Are you sure you
find me... I mean. I'm a woman like this. Completely. I don't know
if you actually find that-"

He didn't let me finish. He made a noise that
was almost like a growl and took me around the waist. He
half-dragged me to the bedroom and before I knew it I found myself
being forcibly pushed backwards on the bed.

My head hit the pillow. I breathed in
sharply, took in the sight of Everett shedding clothes like a
madman. He tore off his tie and popped open the buttons of his
expensive silk shirt like it was a dime-store rag he didn't care
about. Next came the belt and before I had a chance to do anything
more than gape at the sight of his astonishingly-fit body, he was
nude but for black boxer briefs and crawling on top of me. Dark
patches of manly chest hair scritched not-unpleasantly against my
beasts as he settled on top of me, pinning my hands above the bed
with strength I found utterly arousing.

Everett's mouth found mine and pressed
against it possessively. I was conscious of his hard-on through the
boxers, rubbing purposefully at my new and strange-feeling pubic
area. Then something he was pushing on really hit home and I cried
out from the surprise of the strong stimulation. My hips bucked
under him reflexively and he took his mouth off me just long enough
to ask me if I was okay.

"It's still you in there," he continued. "To
answer your question. It's still you in there and I find that, even
in the most convincing of all disguises, completely and utterly
arousing. The only thing that could have me more anxious to have
you would be to know how badly you wanted me back."

I gasped again. He was pressing his hardness
against me and pushing against my pubic bone in such a way as to
make me incredibly squirmy. That long ramp to please-please-fuck-me
was getting shorter and quickly. I just didn't know what to say. I
didn't know what it would mean. I didn't know, in short, if I was
ready for how it would feel to have him inside me.

"It so different," I panted. "Feels like a
dream."

"I want to have you," Everett all but snarled
at me. "I want to take you. I want to be buried completely in you
and I want to hear you moan like a whore if that's what you're
feeling."

His words had a powerful effect on me. I
squirmed as he held my hands, but of my own volition I opened my
legs to him. With easier access, he ground down hard. He must have
hit just the right spot, because all of a sudden every nerve ending
in my body felt like it was lighting up. I jerked violently as he
held me down. I thrashed my head and about screamed into the
nearest pillow.

"Does that mean you want it," Everett teased.
He knew it did. He only had to look into my eyes to probably see
that while I was scared to say it and didn't properly know what it
would mean to say it, I knew I couldn't stay like this. I was too
far up the ramp. I had to know what was at the top. I had to know
what the drop felt like on the other side.

Everett took the signal and effortlessly
pushed his underwear down. Now I felt his hardness, the wet tip of
the crown of his cock pushing gently against my hairless lips. I
thought unconsciously of the beauty attendant who told me about her
painful waxing regimen and realized Ariel had done the same.
Recently.

I could feel him. I could feel the shape of
his round head smearing wet slippery pre on my vulva. I could feel
the heat coming off of him. I swear I could feel the pulse of him.
I knew that feeling from the other side. The swell of your cock
that knows how close it is to being the one place it's meant to be
but so seldom gets to inhabit. He must be feeling some version of
the desperation I sometimes felt, only more keenly. He was on top
of a beautiful tan woman with perfect breasts, generous curves, and
deep green eyes that were filled with both confusion and terrible
want.

I realized only then that he'd taken his
hands from my wrists to remove his underwear. Still I held my arms
above my head, as though I'd been told to keep them there. I felt,
in that moment, like a prized possession. My hands were lifted. My
legs were open. My head was back and I was looking up at the
ceiling as I'd done the night before, but in an entirely different
body. I wouldn't prevent what would be done to me. I wouldn't feel
anything but pleasure. This was what I wanted, I realized. I wanted
this feeling. I wanted him. I wanted him to push forward. I wanted
him to take me.

"Tell me what you want," he said, almost as
if he read my thoughts.

<to serve>

No. That wasn't right.

<to be used>

Closer. Yes. But sweeter. "I want you to be
my first," I whispered.

It was such a thing to say. Me, in this body,
the body of a woman who kept her body in shape to explicitly and
overtly advertise sex with her every movement. Me, playing the
virgin who somehow would have gotten this far in life without
giving up her womanhood to any number of willing pricks. The
contrast was as perverse as it was pleasurable. I became aware of a
wetness in me, a swampy heat that needed airing out. The perversion
of it turned me on.

<the dirtier the better >

That thought felt good. That one made
sense.

He pushed in gently but deliberately. My
mouth opened as I felt myself being pushed apart between my legs.
His warm hardness slid in with a barely-audible squish and then a
very loud sigh from me.

I thought I knew. I thought I'd be prepared.
The exquisite pleasure of it was partially psychological.
Penetration only yields so much for a woman. I knew this
objectively. It was the proper pressure on the proper spots at the
proper time that was really supposed to be the business, but the
psychological impact of knowing, consciously, that I had a woman's
body and had a man's erect penis in me brought a wave of pleasure
on its own.

A man had his dick in me.

He kept pushing, looming over me and
thrusting forward until I couldn't help myself and had to move my
hands and put them against him. There wasn't so much pain as there
was a sensory overload. My brain wasn't used to getting these kinds
of signals. My personality wasn't used to the most present and
conscious information my body wanted to convey to me.

A man was pushing his whole penis into me. A
man was fucking me. I was being fucked. He would cum in me and I
wouldn't stop him.

<want it>

<want his cum>

<want his sex>

Everett waited a beat and withdrew partway
and then pushed in deeper. I moaned again and scratched at his
chest. He responded by putting his mouth over one of my nipples and
sucking it in his mouth.

If I thought I'd known sensory overload
before, this was an entirely new level. Audra played with my
nipples sometimes. She licked them or sucked them like she thought
this was a sensitive place for me and I always allowed it and never
said that I mostly felt silly because Audra was the woman I was
going to marry one day and therefore would be the last pussy I'd
ever be having.

When Everett sucked my breast, though, I
understood why Audra did it. She must have thought I'd feel the way
she felt, the way this felt. It was enough to drive me absolutely
mad with lust. All on their own, my legs opened. He pushed the rest
of the way inside and settled his weight on me. "How does it feel,"
he asked.

"To be a woman?" This came out more as a gasp
than intelligible words, but he understood well enough.

"To be you in a woman's body."

While he asked me this, Everett was already
starting to move his hips. In he went. Out he went, at least
partway, and then in he went again. I sensed him in me, sensed the
change in the body I'd barely come to know when it was filled and
plugged up with his erection. I also felt his strength. Every
thrust into me rocked me gently, and while I struggled to find the
words to put together to answer his question, Everett was building
to a steady rhythm that had me rocking like a ship at sea.

<what you were meant for>

It was easy to think something like this. Now
that we were properly fucking, now that I'd accepted that this was
happening, it was shocking how quickly I was adapting to my new
self. In and out he pushed, always giving me an extra little bump
right at the end that made me shout uncontrollably. My vagina was
open to him now and swallowed him up with every firm stroke in such
a practiced and easy fashion that I imagined, just for an instant,
that I really was Ariel.

<you are you and you are a woman and you
are made for fucking>

So naughty to think that. So delightfully
naughty. So deliciously sinfully-

"Fuck me. Fuck me harder." I was pleading
when I said it. I was anxious and when he responded, going faster
and bumping into my pubic bone more forcefully with each and every
stroke, I started out-and-out squealing. I felt silly at first, but
then, giving in to the wild abandon of it was so incredibly
rewarding that I couldn't stop.

Every time I made a loud pornstar cry, every
time I moaned when he bottomed out in my now sopping-wet pussy, I
got hornier and hornier. It was a deadly cycle. Each bump made me
urge him harder. Each time he increased the pace and force the
reward was greater. Soon the bed was slamming against the wall and
we were nothing but a pair of entwined and sweaty bodies making
urgent grunting noises.

He came in me. I'd been close, I think, but
not quite able to round the bend. I knew from experience on the
other side that he should have warned me, maybe, or given me some
kind of verbal cue, but then again, I'd not been capable of actual
speech for some time and I didn't imagine he was either.

It didn't feel like much when it happened.
Mostly what I sensed was the jerk of him in me and the change in
his overall demeanor and expression. He held still when it
happened. I was still with him, just breathing hard and enjoying
the steady hum of my own arousal. He kissed me then, and while we
shared a slower, longer, less frantic kiss, I sensed something leak
from me. It was just a drop or two, but a wetness that was not mine
and most definitely his. He had his cum in me. He was on top of me
and his cum was leaking from my red and anxious pussy.

Everett realized then that I might not have
been quite finished and did his best to try and get things going
again, but nature was working against him and I didn't mind. I'd
never had a proper orgasm as a woman, so I didn't really know what
I was missing. It had all felt good. Better than good. I would do
it again.

I told him this while he held me on the bed.
With the initial excitement of our coupling behind us, he now
busied himself studying my body. I admit I was just as curious. I
laid still on the bed and my hands joined his in now touching,
stroking and gently squeezing my body. "I'm glad to hear you say
that," he admitted. "But I'm worried about side effects. Maybe we
shouldn't use this too much. Or what if the woman you borrowed this
from sees you?"

I wasn't too worried about that. I figured
Ariel and I probably would probably be running in very different
circles for a while, now.

<never go back>

I didn't want to go back. Not just yet. I was
glad Everett was being cautious, but I'd really just barely had
this experience. I wanted more. I was for damn sure going to take a
chance to explore this.

I smelled like sex. Everett brought this to
my attention, and so before I was allowed to open the pile of boxes
and bags he'd had delivered while I was cocooned, he had me return
to the bathroom to rinse the most obvious signs of our naughtiness.
I didn't complain too much. After washing the shards of cocoon down
the drain, I drew another bath and relaxed in the warm water. I was
really starting to like this bathtub. Everett came in a few moments
later, sure to knock respectfully.

I didn't make any effort to cover up in the
water. Modesty was less of an issue for me after what he'd done.
Besides, this wasn't really my body. I didn't need to be as
self-conscious of it.

<it's your body now and it's for men to
stare at and touch and squeeze and fuck>

I liked the way he looked at me. I shifted in
the tub to lean over the edge. Suds slid off my breasts and back
into the water. "You're magnificent," Everett remarked.

"It's feeling natural. I was a little dizzy
at first, but I'm shocked at how fast I'm adapting."

"You're certainly more... outgoing."

"It's hard to describe," I admitted. "I have
impulses and thoughts I didn't think I was capable of having.
They're so out of character. If you weren't watching, I might
already be masturbating."

Those words just fell out of my mouth but I
realized they were truer than I'd thought. My wet and slippery body
was tempting in the water. Coming so close to orgasm in the bedroom
still had me revved up, too. I realized I'd not come all the way
back down to the bottom of the ramp. What was this? A playful
state? Flirty?

<ask for it again and ask him to make you
moan and be so good for him so good and obedient>

"Lyle?"

I blinked. "Sorry. What?"

Everett was frowning at me. "Nothing. You
looked faraway for a second. I was just making sure you were
okay."

"Yeah. Maybe just too relaxed," I said, with
my mouth dry. The intensity of the impulses was, now that we
weren't in the midst of the act, disconcerting. "Let's get me
dressed and let's leave the room. I need some fresh air and to be
somewhere where I won't be tempted to immediately have sex
again."

<sex you were made for sex>

Yes. I definitely needed to get out for a
while.

Everett handed me a towel and helped me from
the tub, and then like a gentleman took his leave to let me towel
off.

 



 


6: Travel




Everett had been busy while I was cocooned.
Waiting for me when I came out of the bathroom was an entire
wardrobe for my new body. He'd spent thousands, probably tens of
thousands to outfit me. Dresses, blouses, pants, underwear - both
practical and highly impractical. Shoes ranging from flats to
platform heels. There was jewelry, too, and makeup, though those
boxes frightened me quite a bit. I didn't know the first thing
about putting on makeup. Doing my own for Halloween had taken hours
and a internet walkthrough video that I paused and replayed maybe a
dozen times and still didn't come out looking much like the
instructor.

"Where do you want to go," I called from the
bedroom, mulling over my choices for clothing. I'd only gotten as
far as underwear before realizing that this required more planning
than it did as a male. Depending on where we were going, the black
satin bra I'd chosen and the matching full-backed bikini bottoms
might not be completely covered by the outfit the outing
demanded.

"I was thinking dinner," Everett said. "But
we may not come back before the end of the night. There should be a
suitcase there. Put a few things in it and wear something you're
comfortable moving in for now."

Food. I suddenly realized part of my
lightheadedness wasn't so much a mind-body disconnect as it was
total ravenous hunger. And thirst. I had a terrible thirst. Now
that the pressing matter of sex had subsided, my body's other
hungers were now manifesting with a vengeance. "Dinner. Yes. Sounds
amazing. I could eat a horse. Just maybe nowhere too fancy? I'm
still self-conscious."

"You have nothing to be self-conscious
about," Everett promised while I guzzled water from the tap in the
bathroom. "But it will be very casual, I promise."

Casual sounded good. I decided not to push it
too hard in the fashion department. There was a pair of designer
jeans in the stack, studded with rivets over the pockets. Jeans I
thought I could handle. Poor stupid me. So many things to
learn.

The jeans were impossibly tight. It took me
an age to wiggle into them and get them over my round ass and
zipped. I had to squat and stretch them for a few minutes before I
didn't feel like I was in some kind of straitjacket for legs. Once
they were on, though, good gawd. I had an incredible ass, all
right. As beautiful as it was naked, there was something to be said
for a good pair of jeans.

I was feeling so confident about the jeans
that I chose a wrap blouse that dropped the neckline provocatively
low in the front. Everett had been smart about the clothes. The
blouse, like most of the things in the wardrobe, was in a neutral
shade that wouldn't clash hideously with anything else that I might
conceivably pair with it. He'd chosen every item with meticulous
care to ensure that I, with my poor grasp of such womanly matters
as fashion, wouldn't make any hideous drag queen mistakes when it
came to dressing myself. They'd all go together.

"What do you mean 'pack a few things?' Are we
not coming back here tonight at all," I asked while straightening
my top. My breasts looked strange in the top. Only then did I
remember from watching Audra that once a bra was on, you needed to
kind of grab and release each breast to make it fit in the bra
properly. Now the top was lopsided and baring some of the satin cup
and then, dammit, I realized I needed to be wearing a lighter bra
with a light top.

"I'm not sure just yet," Everett said. Liar.
I heard the smile in his voice. He was planning something. "But
better safe than sorry. I'm still making this up as we go along.
I'd honestly not expected it to work so well or for you to take to
it so quickly."

"Really," I said through the bedroom door.
"You're gonna wish you kept it for yourself. The longer I wear it,
the more I like it. I can't believe I hesitated."

I cheated and just switched to a black top. I
didn't want to bother with trying to get a different bra on
properly. Luckily, there was another wrap top in a darker color
that didn't show the black bra through. I got that on and picked
out a pair of platform wedges that I judged wouldn't be too hard to
walk in compared to the dreadful spike heels of the previous
evening.

Here I got my next surprise. That vague
muscle memory or induced muscle movement that came from capturing
Ariel's movements applied to wearing tall heeled shoes. My practice
walk back and forth in the bedroom was as natural and graceful as
if I'd been wearing them my whole life. Impulsively, I threw the
spike heels into the bag with a change of clothes, the satin
pajamas, and the matching kimono. Then I put one of the pricey
looking lingerie ensembles in the bag with a change of underwear,
some of the makeup (I'd have to learn), and two dresses. That ought
to cover it, I felt. I didn't know what to expect, but I liked the
idea that Everett was planning some kind of surprise. I'd be lying
if I didn't admit that I was also enjoying this extravagance. Fancy
clothes. Expensive suites. Champagne at night and room service
breakfasts. Lingerie from a boutique that catered to vidfilm celebs
and the stupidly rich.

Jewelry was a harder thing to figure out. I
learned the reproduction was so exact that I had three holes in my
right ear and two in my left. Recalling I thought I'd seen a jewel
in Ariel's belly while she was writhing on top of me, I inspected
and saw there was indeed a small hole. Everett hadn't anticipated
anything other than the standard two in the ears, so that's all
that was provided, and in the end I settled for a pair of
medium-sized silver dangles and a matching bangle bracelet.

I wasn't wearing any makeup, but Ariel had
such naturally-fine complexion that it didn't look bad, just
casual. I opened the doors and showed Everett and asked what he
thought I should do about it.

First he just stared at me and shook his head
in amazement. Then, when I reminded him that I was getting hungry.
"I'd sort of assumed you'd still be more... male if you were
staying with me," Everett confessed. "And as such anticipated you'd
need more than just a little help with makeup." He lifted the
phone.

Half an hour later, the hotel's on-call
beautician left the room with me looking put together, but not
overdone. She'd even given my hair a blow-out with a roundbrush and
I was now looking very presentable for the outside world.

"Ready to go," Everett asked.

"You still haven't told me where we're
going."

"You're right," Everett said mysteriously. "I
haven't."

A bellhop arrived next to collect our bags
and take them downstairs to the car. This was starting to feel more
and more like a trip.

"What exactly is going on here," I asked
him.
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Everett kept quiet about his plan even when I
started to gather enough clues to venture guesses. Even then, he
still managed a surprise or two. I thought I had it all figured out
(even though I couldn't believe it) when the driver made a turn
towards the airport, but then the car kept going past the domestic
gates and turned down a road I'd not even known was there.

"I don't understand," I said.

"Well, I figured you didn't want to answer
questions or get your identity screened when you lacked the
identification to go with that particular body," Everett explained.
"Besides," he added as we drove on the road past a security gate
and rounded the corner towards a private hanger, "what's the point
of owning a jet if I never get to fly in it?"

The jet was small and modest (as modest as a
personal airplane can possibly be, I suppose) but sleek and
stylish. Everett carried my bag up the stairs and then stood aside
to let me pass into the cabin.

The interior took my breath away. The cabin
was done up in black leather and deep wood and softly lit
throughout. The five oversized seats each swiveled and had their
own footrests that extended when necessary. There was a wall in the
rear of the cabin with a large screen built into the wall and to
the left a door that Everett told me led to a small bedroom/bath
suite he'd put in. "I did trips to Asia and Australia one time too
many to not want a bedroom and a shower," he told me with a first
hint of embarrassment at his wealth and excess.

I'd never in my wildest dreams thought I'd
ever get to ride in anything so... amazing. Words failed me. His
mention of international travel jogged something in my head,
though. "Everett, I don't have a passport like this and I didn't
pack any, um, male clothes. How are we supposed to-"

He took my hand and guided me to a pair of
recliner seats facing each other. "Don't worry. Just a domestic
trip to Hawaii. Two or three days to enjoy the sun and for me to
frankly spoil you beyond your wildest dreams. While we're gone,
I'll have some people make some arrangements for you. But tonight
we don't need to worry about any of that. Once we take off, we'll
have a meal and relax."

Food. Yes. I wanted that. I took my seat and
watched in utter amazement as the captain entered the cabin to
personally greet us and ask if we were ready to depart. When we
said we were, he nodded, went to the cockpit, and let Ross, our
flight attendant, deal with shutting the door and getting us a
glass of champagne for takeoff. I worried about spilling, but
Everett showed me there was a special cupholder in my seat for
champagne flutes. "Though the absolute best way to keep your
champagne from spilling," he said with a smirk, "is to just hurry
up and drink it, girl."

Champagne on an empty stomach wasn't a
terribly smart idea, but I did as he suggested. By the time we were
airborne, I was feeling carefree and more than a little giddy. I
was used to the body and used to the voice, but new things kept
reminding me of my altered state in unexpected ways. My breasts,
for one, were a new thing I was learning to maneuver and gesture
around.

I also for the first time had to be careful
not to eat my own hair, a problem I'd never had to anticipate until
Ross brought out a meal of chicken marsala and roasted vegetables
that was by far the best food I'd ever had on an airplane. As I
eagerly wolfed down the first few bites, my blown-out hair swept in
front of my face and embarrassingly ended up in my mouth twice
before I gave up and tucked it back.

"I eat kind of like a monster, don't I?"

Everett just laughed. "I didn't notice at
breakfast but I don't think you ate much at breakfast. You'll
learn."

"I wish I shared your confidence." Ross came
by and refilled my water glass for the second time. I had an
astonishing thirst.

"Lyle," I don't think you realize how quickly
you've adapted. Compared to the first steps you took in the body...
Everything about you is getting more and more graceful. You're
falling into it and you probably don't even realize it."

"I still feel kind of awkward."

"I think it's almost entirely mental at this
point. You're completely convincing. And utterly arousing when I
remind myself of the secret. Though this reminds me that we can't
keep calling you Lyle. Do you have a more feminine name in mind for
yourself?"

I put my fork down and gaped at him. "Oh.
You're right. Gosh."

"The simplest thing would be to feminize your
current name. Lyla?"

I frowned. "Ugh. I think I kind of hate that.
Unless," I added hastily, "it turns you on. The reminder of who I
am under all this."

"Not if it doesn't make you completely
comfortable. I wonder how we go about picking a name for you. You
have an exotic look to you. A more ethnic name?"

"People will expect me to know something
about my ethnicity."

"You could have a Latin name. That's your
background isn't it?"

"I speak terrible Spanish."

"The first rule of a creative collaboration,"
Everett admonished, "is to contribute constructively. Shooting down
ideas with no viable alternatives is not a best practice."

"Are we creative collaborators?"

"I'll remind you that I'm about to acquire
your company for a tidy sum of money. And while I thoroughly
enjoyed our extracurricular activities thus far, the deal also
stipulates that I'm acquiring your technical expertise. So yes,
we're collaborators. And our first brainstorm is going to be your
name."

"Fine. Gabriella?"

"A fine name that seems like it's for someone
else. You look more like... Maria? Too common. Marion? Too
British?"

"Angela. Antonia."

"Did you know that when people make up a fake
name for themselves, it almost always starts with an 'A'? The ABCs
are that pervasive in our heads." Everett grinned at me. "But let's
see... something that's high class and maybe a tad exotic. Nala.
Laverrne. Patricia."

"Patricia?!!"

"Contribute."

"Giselle, Jezebel, Darci, Quinne,
Victoria..."

"How do you feel," Everett asked me.

"Huh?"

"You're you but you're a different you.
What's it feel like?"

I paused and considered, having a sip of the
wine that accompanied my now-devoured meal. "I feel good. It's
unlike how I was the other night, when I as worried I didn't belong
or that people would see me. I don't mind that they see me, now,
but I also don't need for them to see me. I don't feel shallow. I
like how I look in the mirror and I like that I'm attractive but I
don't want that to be the end-all for me. I think about the girl I
borrowed this body from and I think about how she was stripping to
save money for a business and I admire that." Thinking about her
was when it came to me. "Oh. Well. I dunno if it's- you're gonna
think this is silly. I just thought of the name and then realized
why it'd be silly."

"There are no bad ideas in a brainstorm. Tell
me the name."

"Jasmine."

Everett's eyes lit up. "You look very much
like a Jasmine. And it does all the things you were talking about
it. Tell me why it's silly, I don't understand."

"The stripper called herself Ariel. I just
swapped princess names."

Everett's lips twitched into a smile. "I
think that's actually perfect. You're her and you're not. It's not
your true name for either of you. A copy of a facade. It has a nice
iterative quality to it. Really, Jasmine, I think it's perfect."
Now he smiles again. "I just saw you smile. You liked when I called
you by your name. It's decided. Jasmine."

He was right. Hearing him say it out loud
gave me the most wonderful rush of gooseflesh. How strange.

<how right>

<such a good princess>

<such a good girl>

I smiled and lifted my wineglass. "Okay,
we'll try that on for a while and see if it sticks. Better than
Lyle."

Everett clinked his glass to mine and we
drank to it. Ross appeared as if by magic to clear dinner away and
informed us we still had many hours of flight time remaining. He
asked if we'd care for entertainment.

"I think a film in a bit would pass the time
nicely, Everett remarked. "Maybe we'll begin in an hour." Ross
nodded and departed. When he was gone, Everett reached into a
pocket and took out his TurtleBox. "Would you be up to discussing a
few business matters," he asked me.
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We talked business and handled a few of the
base transactions while we enjoyed a cup of coffee. When we moved
to some chairs with a better view of the screen, I'd signed papers
transferring Flux Horizons to a private holding company that
Everett and Jasmine would jointly control as soon as some legal
paperwork cleared that paved the way for me to legally be Jasmine
who-still-needed-a-last-name and really a whole identity. That,
Everett promised me, he had people for, but would take longer than
a plane trip to get sorted.

We shared a bowl of popcorn and watched an
old Cary Grant movie that I'd never seen before but quite enjoyed.
I kicked off the platform wedges and snuggled under a blanket
Everett gave me that was softer than anything I could imagine. The
discomforts of this body, like frequently being chilly, the painful
shoes, the constricting jeans, and the extreme difficulty that I
encountered when all that champagne and wine hit and I realized I
needed to figure out how to pee sitting down were balanced, at
least, by the comforts and luxuries available to me freely as the
fairer sex. Almost. I cannot stress enough to strangeness and
helplessness of urination for the first time as a woman and the
fear that took me that if I kept this body long enough I'd
experience my first... woman's troubles. But would I? How complete
was the copy?

When I came out of the bathroom in the little
bedroom suite I found Everett reclining on the bed. "We have almost
an hour, still," he said with a smile.

"We don't have anyone here to fix my makeup
and my hair," I reminded him. But I was smiling, too.

"Take off those jeans," Everett commanded.
His tone was firm and decisive and I found myself doing as he
asked.

<so good and so obedient>

<be a good princess for him>

Now I was wearing no pants. He got off the
bed and held me for a moment and kissed me gently, then sat me on
the bed and pushed my legs apart gently. "I don't mind if you make
any noise," Everett told me as he knelt at the edge of the bed.
"But I will remind you that if you're too loud, Ross will assume
you're in trouble and come running to offer his assistance."

His hands had me by the hips and in one
smooth motion pulled my underwear down around my ankles. He placed
his head between my legs and breathed in deeply. "You even smell
like a woman," he growled. "Magnificent. I can smell your arousal.
You have no idea how that excites me. You like this. Being a woman.
For me."

<always>

"Yes," I said softly, accepting little
thoughts that came to me with greater and greater ease. "It's
exciting."

He kissed my inner thigh, just as he'd done
that first night. Then he kissed the same spot on the other thigh.
His tongue came out and dragged sensually over the soft smooth
flesh of my legs, coming closer and closer to the spot I suddenly
wanted it to most definitely reach as quickly as possible.

"I owe you an orgasm," Everett said in almost
a whisper.

Before I could react, his mouth pressed tight
to my lower lips in a long forceful kiss. I felt his tongue dance
between my outer labia. I was aware of the rounded end of his
bulbous nose pushing past my folds to nestle up against my-

The shock made me jump. So strong. So
intense. His mouth on that one exact spot.

He looked up and his eyes met mine and though
I couldn't see his mouth, I knew he was smiling. He knew what he'd
found, even if I didn't fully comprehend it just yet.

Now his tongue pressed hard and flat across
my sex. He held it there and moved it slow and with great pressure.
When it slid between my lips, it pushed in deeper and once again,
his nose brushed against something that sent shocks through my
spine. In the wake of those little shocks, though, came an
intensity of pleasure. The ramp from before? Much shorter this
time. In a few more strokes of his tongue, I was making urgent
little moans and running my hands through his coarse dark hair.

"You will now need to stifle some sounds,"
Everett said ominously.

I was going to ask why, but then his tongue
slid higher, to that point at the top of my now-opened flower where
all those nerve endings were located. His strong forceful tongue
pushed and circled that bundle of nerves again and again. Faster.
Faster.

I panted and breathed in and out and jerked
my hips off the edge of the bed. I worried I might smother him.
When his lips closed to surround my clitoris and sucked
ever-so-gently, my legs closed automatically around his head. They
stayed like that, clamped tight while I put my wrist in my mouth
and bit down hard to keep from making an embarrassing amount of
noise. Penetration had been pleasurable. This was heroin.

<stay like this forever and always feel
this good and always be so so obedient>

<good girl>

<good princess>

<so obedient>

<so good>

<so pleasurable>

My orgasm came far too quickly. I would have
made it go on and on if I could, but the dirty thoughts in my head
and the promise of doing this, living for this, having a year or
more of endless boundless pleasure in a body that was built for
this and built well for the task took me and encompassed my desire.
I shook and and felt Everett's strong hands holding the curve of my
buttocks tight as he milked every last little shudder from my
body.

When I was done, he stood, wiped his chin
with the back of his hand, and went to fetch me a towel.

"Where are you going," I asked. "Isn't it...
isn't it your turn?"

Everett paused in the bathroom and then came
back, beaming as he handed me the towel. "Jasmine, you're simply
astounding. No. That was the one I owed you for so rudely finishing
ahead of you earlier. But I'm charmed and delighted you want more.
The next time I want to be slow and beautiful, though, and I don't
want to be interrupted by the safety precautions that come with an
airplane that will be landing soon. I'll let you get dressed and
see you back in the main cabin.

He departed. I cleaned up and got my
underwear and the jeans back on and paused to look at myself in the
mirror before returning to him.

The woman in the mirror was not just smiling.
She was glowing.
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It was dark when we landed and got our bags
transferred to the car. Everett drove us himself through the
terrible Honolulu traffic. He escorted me to a private condo at the
top of one of the ritzy high-rises on the Waikiki strip, promising
me that we'd have as much fun as we could possibly stand the
following day. I was in no mood to argue. We got ready for bed with
a brief pitstop in a fully-nude state to properly christen the bed
in the room. By now I was over the initial deer-in-headlights mode
that came from being in a body that was not my own and I was able
to properly enjoy the sexing from the very start. By the time I was
actually able to slip on the satin pajamas and slide under the
Egyptian cotton sheets with Everett, I was ready for sleep to take
me.

Well... I was and I wasn't, to be honest. I
was obviously exhausted and looking forward to sleep, but I was
also kind of afraid that somehow the whole thing was going to wear
off and I'd wake up the next morning in my Lyle body or worse
still, wake up and discover this was all a brain fantasy and that I
was really in the ER because the gadget hadn't worked and I had in
fact nearly been killed by it.

I didn't have long to dwell on those kind of
thoughts, however. After going three rounds in one day plus travel
and the incredible strain on my body the transformation had put me
through, it only took a few quiet minutes in the dark for me to
drift completely off.

In the dream I was somewhere cold and
concrete. It was kind of like a tornado shelter, I remember
thinking, or somewhere secluded with no windows and bodies clumped
close together. Someone was touching me from behind. At first it
was the casual jostling of bodies being too close together, but
then I realized that the hands were groping and grabbing me in very
deliberate and intimate ways. Hands were on my chest, a male chest
like I was used to having, and massaging and kneading my breasts
until they felt decidedly painful. I complained loudly and thrashed
somewhat, and then felt a third hand between my legs grabbing me
there and holding me.

The third hand squeezed and I felt instant
pleasure, the kind of zero-to-horny you can only have in dreams
when your body is freed of the pretext of caring about feelings and
can go straight to the erection like was its secret plan all along.
I remember thinking that this wasn't fair. I hadn't liked the way
the hands were on me and didn't want my body to betray me in this
base and obvious fashion.

I was powerless, suddenly. The hand between
my legs groped and massaged me and I heard a familiar but
unidentifiable voice whisper insistently in my ear. "You were made
for this. Stop trying to fight it and just let go. Let yourself be
what you were always meant to be. A repository for cum. A pretty
girl whose only purpose in life is to feel herself stuffed full of
her master. So good. So obedient. Such a beautiful princess. You
want it. Tell the truth. Tell me you want it."

I was now uncontrollably horny. My erection
was freed and I was aware of getting a hand job that felt more like
a blow job than anything else. I wanted to say yes, not because I
believed the things that were being said but because it would
hasten the cum I suddenly had to have.

"Stop fighting. Stop fighting and just
submit. It will feel so much easier once you submit and just let
go. So easy to stop having to pretend you don't want it it. So easy
to admit you want to be on your knees in sweet beautiful
submission. Enslaved by your desires and free to serve the way your
slave heart desires. Say it. Say it and kiss your submission."

Someone held something in front of my lips,
then. It was silver and oblong like a very large pill. I had my
lips closed tight to keep it from entering, but now there were more
hands on me. I looked down and saw the ones that had been rubbing
my chest painfully hard were achieving results. Before my very eyes
my chest swelled and bloomed a pair of soft creamy breasts that now
gave off a pleasure that almost masked the one between my legs.
Almost. New hands were rubbing my ass from behind, groping and
squeezing and moaning in my ears.

"Kiss your submission and begin it," the
voice yelled in my ear. "Do it now."

The hand pushed the silver pill-shaped thing
against my closed and trembling lips.

I woke up to the first rays of light peeking
underneath the blackout curtains of the room. The pillow and sheets
around me were drenched in sweat and I was panting and suddenly
terribly afraid.

The gadget HUD was up and blinking in front
of my vision with a soft blue glow. A message was just fading out
as I focused on it, but I saw the word it had been flashing
repeatedly before it winked out.

<submit>

 



 


7: Sunshine

 


I was disturbed by the dream. It was early,
still, just cresting seven. We'd had a late night and I had no idea
how late Everett was going to sleep. I didn't know how to talk to
him about the dream, either. I also didn't think it was a good idea
to be wearing the implant much longer. Not until I understood why
the HUD had been perhaps leaking things I didn't want into my head.
Was it the source of the voice I'd heard earlier? I didn't know. It
was time to take some action.

My first instinct was to cocoon immediately
and get my actual Lyle body back. Everett would be disappointed,
but there was no point taking chances about that.

I got as far as taking the fancy satin
pajamas off and climbing into the condo's fancy shower before a
pair of hesitations gripped me. The rational one (or perhaps the
rationalization) said that if I didn't fully trust the gadget the
last thing I should do was place myself in a mostly-helpless state
with it free to act on me for another two hours. The second reason,
which I'm sure wanted me to take the free excuse of the first was
that I had this wonderful sexy body. Examining my smooth skin and
running my perfect manicured fingernails just barely over the
gentle and sometimes bounteous curves of this body gave me the most
wonderful little chills.

I didn't want to give it up just yet. But
yes, it would almost certainly be more dangerous to try to revert.
If the thing really was acting partially on its own for some
purpose I didn't understand, the last thing I should do was keep
using it. Better to stay in this body which I at least mostly still
controlled and take advantage of the fact that the most essential
part of Lyle for my purposes was still intact: I still had my own
mind and my own skills when it came to technology and
programming.

I needed a terminal. The TurtleBox Everett
gave me was good for plenty of things but it was an end-user
device. I needed a dev environment and I needed something that
would let me patch in and look at the code and firmware for the
device itself. I'd look for hidden subroutines. I'd look for
stealth background processes that might be responsible for dreams
like the one I had.

I told myself as I slipped naked from the
bathroom and into the living area of the suite that I was maybe
overreacting. I'd had a busy and confusing day and my brain, in an
effort to do the important sense-making and processing of the
terabytes of data that came in via my senses every waking day was
probably doing the best it could with a dream like that. I'd been
so disoriented when I woke up that I'd momentarily imagined it was
earlier in the morning than it turned out to be. It might have been
a final afterimage of the dream when I saw that word flashing from
the HUD. It had been a word from the dream after all. The dreaming
brain bleeds over sometimes in those first waking moments.

It could be all that. But as long as I was
awake, there was no point in taking chances. I'd go out and see if
I could find a store in the Waikiki shopping district that would
sell me a terminal. At minimum, I could take a walk and clear my
head and be feeling more like myself by the time Everett was awake.
Feeling like myself - what a strange and complicated thing that had
become in the past 24 hours.

I didn't want to disturb Everett by hopping
up and down trying to squeeze back into the riveted jeans. There
was a summer dress in the suitcase I only sort of remembered
putting in there. It was lined in the top and I intuited from that
and the deep scoop back that this dress was meant to be worn
braless. Fine by me. After hours and hours of travel, I'd been
relieved to get out of my bra once I reached the hotel room.
Lingerie ads didn't tell you how uncomfortable a bra could be or
how sweaty your boobs got after extended wear.

The dress slid over my head and once I'd
gotten my breasts positioned in the half cups sewn into the dress,
the halter rested comfortably and the pleats of the dress settled
just low enough to cover my bottom and the mostly-sensible beige
underwear I selected to go underneath it.

The dress itself was a designer label, in a
bright and contrasting print that masked the panty lines. I
realized I was meant to wear a thong with something that was going
to rest that snugly against my behind. Then again, with a booty
like mine, a lot of things were probably going to rest that snugly.
I just wasn't feeling brave enough to explore the world of thongs.
Not when I didn't know how far I was walking. The print would mask
this minor fashion error and I would wear something else the rest
of the day. Now I just needed to get my terminal. Yes.

Money.

Everett wouldn't mind, would he? His pants
were still here in the living room where he'd about ripped them off
the moment he saw me changing in the bedroom last night. Sure
enough, I found the credit chip in his front pocket, the one that
was so fancy that no one would dare ask to see an ID with it. Now I
encountered my next problem. In a dress I had no pockets. No
pockets and no purse. It hadn't occurred to me OR Everett. I hated
to do it, but the solution was obvious enough. The platinum and
gold-finished chip went between my breasts where the volume of my
generous chest was more than enough to hold it snugly in place.

The platform wedges went well enough with the
outfit. I waited until I was on the other side of the suite door to
put them on so the loud stomping of my girl shoes on the marble
floor of the suite wouldn't wake Everett. Slipping the room key in
my cleavage with the chip and resolving to at minimum get a purse,
I left the condo and took the elevator to street level.

Apart from the surfers, for whom the morning
was mostly winding down, the streets were pretty empty. The brisk
sea air smelled good to me and there was just enough of a breeze to
feel good without making me worry about the dress. Walking in a
dress in this body was fundamentally different than the dress I'd
worn the night I'd gone to see Everett for the very first time.

Now I had hips. I had hips and a booty that
swung in sharp countermovement to the rest of my body every time I
took a step. The muscle memory was even stronger this morning and I
felt a satisfying pop back and forth if I really concentrated on
wiggling my bottom while I walked. I probably looked like a
streetwalker putting so much sex into every step, but on a
nearly-empty sidewalk I was only too happy to experiment. I saw an
ABC store clerk stare when I passed one of the ubiquitous island
convenience stores and smiled over my shoulder as I passed. The old
Japanese man just leered back at me and while I was sure that look
would be less desirable if I were to keep this body, I welcomed my
first official stare from a stranger.

Thirty years ago, there was a sharp divide
between the high end designer side of Waikiki and the seedier
tourist-trap junk mercado that was its "International Marketplace."
In the last ten years, gentrification completed its sweep and drove
out most of the peddlers of landfill souvenirs and knockoff tech to
replace them with still more boutiques and celebrity chef pop-up
kiosks. A back corner of it, though, still dealt in hardcore
electronics and other essentials.

Oahu made a play five years back to be a
startup incubator with generous tax incentives to startups. I'd
strongly considered moving Flex Horizons here back then, and had
been persuaded not to only when I heard that Hawaii is still just
so fucking beautiful that it's hard to convince anyone to work
startup hours when there's sun and sand and surf a short drive
away. Still, I remembered being shown the Tech Alley of the
Marketplace by an enthusiastic "business liaison." I'd been
unimpressed at the time but I remembered noting they at least had
the basics for dev'ing. I headed there now.

Most of the fancy stores weren't open yet,
but the little pushcarts and microstores of the Tech Alley were
luckily open with hawkers waving their wares in my face as I went
past.

Most of the stuff they were pushing was crap
- obvious knockoffs or outmoded tech that I'd not touch unless
truly desperate. Fortunately, I found a small store in the back
crammed with a lot of "I swear it fell off a truck" merchandise
that was authentic if dubious in its origins. I found a KWS 3400 XT
in the corner. Only a year old and more than enough machine for my
purposes. It was also compatible with my wrist port and the
debugger installed in my right temple. I liked most KWS products
and knew they had a rock solid reputation. I wished this particular
model didn't have decals of a mostly-naked woman with a flaming
sword across the side, but that wouldn't affect it doing its job
and no one was going to see it strapped to my wrist except maybe
Everett. I could cope.

The clerk ran Everett's chip and most
definitely didn't want to see any kind of ID so long as the $1500
went from the chip to his account. He wrapped up my purchase and
tried to sell me a few other things before I was able to slip out
of the shop. "You so pretty," he remarked in broken English as I
stepped out of the shop. "Like a model. What model do with
terminal?"

"Model things," I said over my shoulder and
smiled as I saw his puzzled expression.

The marketplace was coming alive now. Hawkers
were shouting and waving their wares in earnest as I passed. Some
lacked the decorum to do more than wolf-whistle at me. One guy
selling knockoff POV cameras snapped my photo no less than a dozen
times, and I'm certain every single one of them was zoomed in on my
ass. I tried to tone down the hip-swing, at least until I left the
back alleys of the Marketplace.

Back in the miles-long outdoor shopping mall
that was the main drag of Waikiki, I slowed my pace and breathed
deeply. I had a big task ahead of me and a troubling problem if my
fears proved correct, but at this exact moment it was impossible
not to be caught up in the extreme pleasure of being in paradise.
Even if I was in the most over-commercialized and plastic part this
particular paradise had to offer, the sun was coming out, the sky
was blue, the air was sweet with flowers and soft from the clean
air and easy humidity. I'd get to the bottom of my little mystery,
yes, but I'd also have some fun, too.

The condo complex Everett's place was at the
top of had retail on its ground level. They'd all been shut up when
I left on my errand, but on the return trip I saw they were mostly
opening up. I saw a small coffee shop and while I was certain he
had everything taken care of in that department (he seemed to have
a plan for everything) I thought about what a nice gesture it would
be to bring Everett a cup of coffee and a pastry to start his day.
The line was long at this hour and wrapped outside the tiny coffee
shop. I dutifully got in line and that's how I saw that the shop
next door sold bikinis.

There was one in the window in particular
that caught my eye. It had a pattern of blue and green waves, but
done in an abstract watercolor style. It had string ties with gold
toggles and catches. It was probably impractical for the water, but
only just. It would look nice, I was almost certain, on my tan
skin. I also realized that I'd not packed a swimsuit of any kind. I
didn't know we were going to an island when I'd packed, after
all.

Unbidden, the implant now switched on and
superimposed tracing outlines over the suit on the mannequin and
then the ones I could see behind it on the rack. Mesh wireframes
filled in around the outline. I forgot to be worried that the
implant was acting on its own. I was so amazed at the advanced
extrapolations it was capable of. In mere moments the implant was
telling me that the one on the mannequin was too small, but that
there were two on the rack that would most definitely fit. It also
gave me a percentage score for how flattering the suits would look
on me. The blue suit had two different top and bottom styles. One
combination, top A and bottom B, rated an 89%.

Maybe Everett intended to take me bikini
shopping this morning. It was a nice day out there, though, and the
sooner we could get out in it, the happier I was going to be. If I
took care of the shopping now, I'd also free up an hour or more in
his secret itinerary that I could convince him to let me spend with
my terminal digging into the firmware. Also, how could he pass up
something on me that scored an 89% on a "flattering metric?" He
couldn't. He couldn't wait until we landed to have me when I'd been
in jeans, after all.

I abandoned the coffee errand and went into
the shop next door.

The shop turned out to be a classy high-end
boutique. There were some practical surfing suits towards the back,
but the majority of the store was clearly catering to rich wives
who probably owned a different swimsuit for every day of their
trip. For some reason that fact struck me as being just the height
of luxury. I wanted to know a little of that luxury for myself.

I found the top and bottom the implant was
suggesting and picked them up off the rack before someone else took
them. There were two other women in the store and they were each
holding at least four separates on hangers already and still
browsing with precision and purpose that I admired.

"Ma'am," would you like me to start a room
for you," a salesgirl said behind me. At first I demurred because
of course I had a secret piece of advanced technology that already
told me that what I was holding would not only fit but look
absolutely stellar on me. I realized this was suspicious at best,
however, and nodded. She took the suits and hurried to the back
room with them and left me to browse.

It would also look oddly out-of-place to try
on exactly one suit, have it fit perfectly and leave, so I was now
more or less obligated to choose a few more things just to make it
look good. Nodding and exchanging small smiles with a tall redhead
next to me, I thumbed through the racks and lifted out the
occasional piece to consider it like this was a thing I knew
anything about at all.

The HUD knew things, though, and whenever I
examined a top or a bottom, the ocular implant took measurements
and did projections based on the very precise model of my body it
had stored. If I really wanted to know, the HUD would also provide
me with data on how any given suit would move with me. How much
support would my breasts have? How much bounce if I were to run
down the beach? How high would any given set of bottoms ride up my
round ass in the course of walking to and from a cabana?

On impulse I gathered a few more choices: a
white bikini that was heinously impractical for getting wet that
had s parrot embroidered on the left breast and another one on the
butt, a pink one with gold shiny ties that was by far the skimpiest
of the bunch, and a red monokini that I just wanted to try on that
tapered to a tiny little strip in the front with big cutouts in the
side and a daringly low scoop over the bottom that was just barely
a thong. That one scored a 94% on the flattering metric, almost
assuredly because of the way it drove attention to my curvy
bottom.

With my additional selections, I found the
salesgirl and she let me to a little room in the back. It was a
small changing room with barely enough room to stand, and a
communal mirror for the three small stalls to share. It was private
from the rest of the store, but I had a moment of completely
out-of-place locker room embarrassment that I might be seen by
another woman in a state of barely-undress. Crazy, I know, given I
was shopping for the minimum clothing needed to be in public on a
beach, but this was how my mind was working at the moment.

I tried on the white one first, as it was the
most readily available. The HUD was correct, it definitely fit me,
and the mostly-white was a good contrast with my caramel skin. It
was a halter top that tied into a big bow that I wasn't able to
replicate at first, but the HUD stepped in and I felt my hands
guided by little impulses I didn't feel fully in control of and
suddenly I had the top tied up.

In the tight top, my breasts were all but
spilling out of the cups. I worried it looked bad, but when I
peeked my head out of the curtain and saw the mirror was free, I
was surprised to see that while this suit definitely had my breasts
on prominent display, it was the bottoms that made me think twice.
The suit was cut high on the sides and low on the top, like a
throwback pair of seventies underwear, the kind that shows a lot of
ass crack at the top in a way that is maybe sexy but mostly made me
feel exposed. My ass, I saw, looked too fat to be in those tiny
little bottoms and I didn't like the way my round cheeks made the
embroidered parrot also look fat.

"You wax?"

The voice came from my left and I saw to my
shock that I'd been joined by another customer. She was young,
maybe in her early twenties, about five foot two and Asian. She
looked Japanese to me. The facial features were a clue, as was her
pale skin and the straight brown hair with red and blonde
highlights that spoke of Tokyo high fashion. She was also stacked.
I know it's kind of a stereotype and my own experience is
admittedly narrow, but you don't often see Japanese girls with big
tits. And these were definitely tits, make no mistake.

She'd come out in a pale pink two-piece that
was more of a bra top with bottoms that, like mine, were cut
skimpily low. It was hard to focus on anything lower than her
navel, though, because that baby pink bikini top was doing its
damndest to hold back her simply massive chest. She wasn't fat, not
in the slightest, but her breasts ballooned out from her tiny frame
like a pair of round grapefruits. She was young and her skin was
taut and smooth and the valley between her breasts sloped perfectly
into a pinched triangle that was accented by a necklace she wore
that was shaped like a cupcake and then encrusted with diamonds and
rubies for frosting.

She repeated her question when she saw me
staring. "You wax?" And then she gestured at my bottoms and I
realized she was talking about my bikini wax.

"Um, yes," I answered, completely stunned by
her question.

She adjusted the bottoms and made a noise of
disgust. "All these suits are for girls smooth like little
preteens," she complained. I noticed there was a tuft of hair
poking out the top of her waistband, and was going to say something
noncommittal to steer off this topic when my companion chose that
moment to strip her bottoms off in disgust right here in the middle
of the changing area. "No good," she complained.

I stared. Not only did she seem to object to
waxing, but this girl had a full-on bush. Thick curly dark hair
puffed out and all but obscured her genitals. Without a hint of
shame, she stalked back to her tiny fitting cubicle and came back
with a pair of yellow bottoms that were cut much higher, but far
less flattering on her tiny frame.

"That one makes your butt look too big," my
frank companion said, nodding at mine. "Unless you're dating a
black guy. They like that. Latin guys, too."

I stammered a little and then said that no,
my companion wasn't black or Latin and I didn't know how he felt
about my butt size. I excused myself to go back into my little
changing cubicle. and tried on the blue suit next. This one was cut
a little, umm, cheeky in the back, but rode higher up on my hips
and when I came back out in it, still adjusting my breasts in the
top, I was already far more pleased with the results.

"You can change out here," the big-breasted
Japanese girl said to me. She'd swapped her top for the yellow one
and I felt a momentary stab of regret I'd missed seeing her breasts
naked. "Those rooms are too small. We've seen it all before anyway,
yeah?"

I was looking at the rest of her jewelry now.
It was all very impressive. Expensive stuff in her ears, in her
navel, and on her fingers and wrists. Tens of thousands just worn
for an idle morning of bikini shopping. "I'm just a little shy," I
answered.

"Shy of what? You already look amazing." She
now glared jealously at me. I saw from her face that the HUD was
right. This suit looked good on me. All the right curves were
emphasized. The jewel tones of the suit drew attention to all the
right places and the lines of the suit accentuated but didn't
exaggerate any of my curves. This was the business.

"Seriously," the girl continued. "I'm so
jelly. Second try and you find one that makes you look like a
model. I have such a hard time finding a suit. Too many problems.
My big knockers or my hairy puss. Hard to cover it all up and look
sexy. My husband, he likes the bush, though. He's so dirty. I'll
complain I can't find a suit that doesn't have pussy hair poking
out and he gets hard right away. Wants to jerk it and look at me
with stray pussy hair poking out of my panties. He's lucky he's
rich. Pervert." She giggled when she said this and I admit that I
was so shocked by the causal way she'd just described something so
intimate that I laughed as a stress response. When I laughed, she
smiled, and it wasn't the cold bitchy smile she'd given me before.
This one was friendly.

Maybe it was the knowing that I'd made a
friend, even an unlikely one like this. Maybe it was the
camaraderie of a women's dressing room. Maybe it was because I
still had a man's brain and in spite of her being hairier than I
liked she was hot enough to make me want to touch her.

I wanted to help her. If the implant could
measure suits and suggest the right one for me...

I scanned her. The moment I made the decision
to start acquiring her measurements I discovered the implant had
already been scanning her into the buffer in the background.
Troubling, since I'd not consciously asked it to do that, but for
right now a pleasant bonus. When the display came alive and the
glowing lines and mesh wireframes wrapped around her body as she
moved, I learned we had a 85% scan already, with already some
detail from when she flashed her bush at me and walked with no
bottoms back into her changing room. A few more minutes of casual
conversation and preening and I had the numbers up to 139%. Not as
flawless a capture as my current body, but more than enough for the
HUD to make some predictions about swimsuits and body movement in
said swimsuits.

<MAKEUP PATTERN SAVED>

Huh?

I'd seen a flash and detailed scan of the
girl's face and had been earlier admiring her flawless makeup, the
smoky eyeshadow and the perfect job she'd done with eyeliner to
make her eyes pop on her pretty oval face. I liked her lips, too,
and that shiny glossy look. Had I just saved that? Would I be able
to... just change my face? Apply makeup via the gadget? Was that
what it meant?

The salesgirl stepped into the back and asked
how we were getting on. I now found myself studying her makeup. She
had pink eyeshadow and too much blush for a day look (the implant
informed me) but the little glitter pattern over he eyelids was
eye-catching and playful and her mascara was arresting when you
took the time to appreciate it.

<MAKEUP PATTERN SAVED. MIX AND MATCH
AVAILABLE.>

I was correct, I thought. I could start a
collection of looks from women better at makeup than myself.
Exciting. And very useful.

The salesgirl admired me in my suit and had
very complimentary things to say to me, which got me a bitchy look
from my new friend, but that soon faded when I began describing
suits I'd seen when browsing. The implant was feeding me extremely
precise information about what they were, where they were located,
and what sizes were available. I definitely needed to spend some
time with the gadget and really dig into what it was capable of
doing and why so many things were happening in the background
without my knowledge. This was certainly proving convenient for the
moment, but it was going to a place I wasn't entirely comfortable
going.

The salesgirl returned with my suggestions in
a range of sizes. I'd been smart enough not to rattle off my new
friend's exact sizes. That was going to raise some suspicion or at
minimum a really creepy thing to do. As it was, the girl regarded
what I'd suggested with suspicion, then shrugged and started
stripping the unflattering suit off right there in the open area,
prompting the salesgirl to look away hastily. I stared. I couldn't
help it. She had small dark nipples. On such large breasts, they
were super cute. I remember thinking that. This girl could play the
cuteness card, the special one that looked all sweetness and
innocence but was ready for a naughty fuck and she wanted you to
know and hold both of these facts in your head as long as you could
stand it. No wonder she was adorned with so many diamonds just for
trying on swimsuits on vacation. She was a pro at this. Would I
ever get that talented? No. Probably not. This was a year-long
arrangement and nothing more. At the end of it I'd go back to my
life and-

<stay this way forever and be like her and
have your pussy used and filled until you beg and scream and
moan>

I was staring. My friend noticed. She gave me
a suspicious look and I quickly asked her if she liked the fit
better. Saved. She took my staring for concern that I'd been wrong
about the suit.

I hadn't. This girl had short hips and the
bottoms she now wore lifted up her young firm bottom and plumped it
enticingly while still covering up the area that needed covering.
The top was clearly a little more full-coverage than she might have
liked, but it also had the support to lift her heavy breasts up and
make them defy just enough gravity to give her a doll-like
silhouette. She turned and examined her behind in the mirror. Even
the color, a pale green, was still in the palette of the
semi-childish look she was milking for all its worth

<have breasts like her and be milked and
sucked dry until you moan and beg to be taken and used and locked
up and never ever released>

I shivered involuntarily.

 

"Time to get out of the changing room and
onto the beach," my new friend said when she misinterpreted my
shiver.

"That's good advice," I agreed, and then saw
her holding out a hand primly to me.

"Thank you for the help," she said in what
was clearly an effort to be grateful that she was probably unused
to. "I'm Nami."

"Pretty name," I said. "I'm L- Jasmine."

"Like the princess," she giggled, and then
stripped her clothes off one more time with no shame whatsoever to
return to her changing cubicle. "Bad static back here," Nami
commented.

Static?

<SAMPLE ACQUIRED. SEQUENCING. PLEASE
WAIT...>

Shit. I'd accidentally sampled her.

<VISUAL MAP 163%. VOICEPRINT 102%. SAVE TO
MEMORY SLOT 1 WHEN SEQUENCED?>

Double shit. I'd actually completely acquired
her. The temptation to have Nami's body just saved in a little
memory slot in case I ever wanted to change things up was... large.
I knew I shouldn't have been using the implant any more. I knew
that I definitely needed to dial things back until I'd had a chance
to look under the hood. I knew all these things. But I couldn't
motivate myself to do a single one of them. What was happening to
me? Was it just that addictive?

<SAVED to MEMORY SLOT 1>

I must've thought it. I was certainly feeling
weak enough. I needed to get out of there. I needed to get back to
the condo and talk to Everett and spend some time breaking down the
code.

I dressed quickly (the beauty of the dress, I
was learning) and in the end chose the blue suit and the red
monokini. Add some sandals, a white gossamer sarong, and some
oversized bug-eye sunglasses with a designer monogram and I dropped
$1100 of Everett's money in that hotel store. It had been an
expensive morning, but on the plus side, I had girly things to show
for it and I doubted he'd now begrudge me the KWS terminal.

As I was getting ready to leave the store, I
saw Nami slipping a pair of the same sunglasses I'd just bought
into her purse on the way out the door. No one noticed. She
shoplifted? The rich. Too bizarre.
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Everett was cross that I'd gone out on my own
and left him alone in the room, but the clouds parted when I shared
my bikini purchases with him. "I'd planned to take you out after
breakfast," he said. "But... put it on. The sexiest one. We'll have
breakfast on the beach. I need to see you in that. As soon as
possible."

I changed back into the blue bikini (the red
was probably the one he meant, but I wasn't feeling confident
enough to lead with that one my first time in public.

Makeup.

I shut myself in the bathroom and locked the
door. "I just want to try something," I promised Everett. Leaning
over the sink, I concentrated on my own smudged and slept-in makeup
and waited for the HUD to activate and bring up the pair of makeup
patterns I'd captured. Sure enough, it even had the ability for me
to choose elements from both and combine them into a look I wanted.
I took Nami's glossy lips and simpler eyeshadow but added the
glitter from the salesgirl.

<EXECUTE?>

I thought in the affirmative and felt my face
getting wet and sweaty. It took a bit of effort to resist the
impulse to mop my brow. The thin wet film oozed and I closed my
eyes to avoid having to look at the unsettling sight in the mirror.
The rest of my body stayed in my control, but my face was now
frozen. I couldn't move it even a micron. Numbness set in and
darkness settled over my face. I had to breathe carefully through
the tiny openings left for my nostrils.

I had just long enough to think this had
maybe been a terrible mistake before I felt the shell crack on my
face and the pins-and-needles sensation returning to my face. I
reached up and started peeling the translucent green shards
away.

As I'd hoped, my makeup was now flawless. How
fascinating. And in under five minutes instead of the 30 minutes or
more it had taken the hotel beautician. Astonishing. Astonishing
and troubling.

I opened the door and donned my sandals and
let "muscle memory" guide my hands in tying the cover-up in a way
that'd hang off my hips stylishly. I took Everett's offered arm and
put on my sunglasses and let him escort me out of condo complex and
down to the white sands just outside the complex's doors.
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The condo catered to folks rich enough that
on the sands closest to the condos there were cabanas that didn't
count as an infringement on Hawaii's law that all beaches were
public. One of these cabanas had Everett's name on it and there was
already a pitcher of ice water and a mini bar set up in the corner
with pastries, coffee, and fresh fruit set out.

I lounged with him for a while and discovered
a stack of women's magazines under my seat. In a moment of mild
boredom and curiosity I opened one up and began to read it.

"You're acclimating quickly," Everett
observed.

"Opposite," I said, though this seemed less
and less true the longer this went on. "I'm trying to give myself a
crash course." The best thing about women's magazines turned out to
be the number of advertisements for jewelry and makeup, both of
which had tons of high-detail close-ups of women in perfect makeup.
They might be a little dated, but I quickly scanned and added a
dozen or so looks to my library. What was it they always said? You
could never go wrong with a classic? Most of these were timeless
enough that with a little of the mixing and matching I'd be more
than capable of putting together some competent looks without
having to rely on a woman coming in to help me. I shared this
discovery with Everett and he just shook his head in amazement.

"I can't stop looking at you," he admitted to
me. "I just can't help myself. You're stunning. More than stunning.
And you hold yourself like a creature of pure sex. I want to shut
the flaps of the cabana and have you right here."

Something stirred in me. Public sex. Sex on
the beach. Maybe it was an impractical male fantasy, but I didn't
care. Even imagining it, imagining his strong body and his hairy
chest pinning me down to this lounge while thrust in and out of me
forcefully and possessively was enough to make me squirm in my
seat. Maybe he wouldn't even get my bottoms down. He'd pull them
aside and slip in me and he'd hold me in his lap and make me ride
him, his face buried in my chest while we writhed and moaned
together.

"You're smiling now," Everett observed. "What
are you thinking about?"

"Nothing," I said, looking away hastily. I
put the magazine down and got up to pour myself a glass of water.
As I bent to take a glass, I felt his hands on my hips. His hands
roamed my backside and gave me a squeeze on the bared part where
the cheeky suit rode halfway up my buttcheeks. I shivered, but not
from cold.

"Pardon me, sir, I didn't realize this was a
bad time."

The hands left me and I stood up in
surprise.

It was the lawyer. Ms. Childs. She was
standing at the entrance to our cabana in a red-and-white vintage
strapless bikini that was fighting a losing battle to stay around
her frame. She didn't have the breasts to pull that top off, the
implant told me despite my not wanting it to.

I silenced the distraction of analyzing every
female in a bikini and now got over my initial surprise to see Ms.
Childs here. Though she was dressed for the beach, she still held
herself in a businesslike fashion. There was a TurtleBox in her
hand and a portfolio of papers underneath that.

"I see you're managing to relax," Everett
commented briskly, taking the tablet and papers from her.

"You don't pay me to relax," Ms. Childs
replied. But then she lifted her sunglasses and smiled. "Too much.
Thank you for the gift, by the way. I think it fits perfectly."

I realized she was talking about the polka
dot bikini and got unreasonably and irrationally jealous. First of
all, no, it didn't fit her well at all. Her chest was too tiny.
There was nothing but friction to hold the top up and she didn't
have enough of a figure to keep it from slipping. The pattern and
vintage cut flattered her pale complexion and made her, with her
red hair piled high on her head, look like a pinup girl from a
bygone era. But no, that was not the suit for her.

This catty thought was from the strange
jealousy I felt at knowing that Everett had bikini shopped for his
lawyer. Oh, sure, he'd done lots of shopping for me, I knew, and
he'd indirectly financed the one now wedged half up my butt from
where his wandering hands had just pushed it, but that suddenly
didn't matter to me. What mattered was a strange hurt I felt that
there was another woman who benefitted from his attention. It was
distressing on its own and more distressing that after just 24
hours in a real woman's body I was having thoughts like this that
were most definitely mine.

<keep him happy and make him cum and be so
so obedient and he will always cherish you>

I cleared my throat. "Hello again, Ms.
Childs."

"I'm so sorry," Ms. Childs said with a sudden
frown on her face. "I don't believe I've met you."

Everett's grin overtook the entire bottom
half of his face. "Isn't it absolutely remarkable? Have you never
seen its equal? Penny, this is Jasmine. Jasmine used to have the
last name of Estevez."

It was a funny way of putting it that threw
into relief the fact that my identity was now so flimsy that I only
had a first name. I was no more real than, in many ways, the
stripper I'd borrowed this body from. When Ms. Childs realized what
he meant by that turn of phrase, she took off her sunglasses and
stepped into the tent to peer at me as closely as she might examine
a statue in a gallery that caught her eye.

"You can't be serious," Ms. Childs commented.
I hated the way she said that. I was feeling catty again. Was she
serious about that swimsuit? I let the HUD map her but only because
I wanted to see the flattery score and gloat. 56%. Ha.

"I'm perfectly serious."

"Lies." She looked at me, frowned again, and
then smiled a forced smile that set my hair on edge. "Apologies for
this in advance, dear." Before I could stop her, one hand was on my
breast. The other was between my legs where fingers forcefully felt
around at my crotch in a way that was not at all comfortable. She
pulled her hand back when I made a pained noise. "So terribly
sorry, dear. I had to find the lie. Everett, the beautiful creature
in front of me has natural breasts and no penis. This is not Lyle
Estevez. Unless you... oh heavens, you didn't..."

Her hand caught my wrist again and lifted it
to examine the ports that were only mildly visible beneath my skin.
The gadget had healed skin totally over the ports and done such an
expert job of blending that you had to really hold them up to the
light. "Oh," Ms. Childs commented when she saw and felt what was
just beneath the skin. "Shit."

"Relax, Penny. So far, so good. Lyle's
adjusted beautifully. You'll regret passing up the gift, I'd
wager."

Oh. So he'd offered it to this lawyer as
well? I was feeling less special with every passing moment.

"Not for me," Ms. Childs said, tugging at her
bikini top uncomfortably. She turned from me with a passing smile.
"Congratulations, all the same. Though I'm not sure what to do
about your legal concerns. We still needed signatures on a few
things." She indicated the TurtleBox and frowned. "Do you still
sign your name like you used to?"

"Yes," I said defensively. I didn't like this
woman. I didn't like her reminders that I was Lyle, either. I had
been trying hard and enjoying settling into a more Jasmine-like
mindset. This was a buzzkill.

Everett took the tablet from her and thumbed
through the assorted papers. "Let's just get this taken care of as
quickly as possible. And then, Penny, before you go off and have
your fun, I need to put you to work one last time. Jasmine here is
going to need some things. An ID, a passport, a banx chip, and
enough of a credit trail to settle into her identity enough that
she could do things like buy a car or a house without my being
there to do it for her.

Ms. Childs and I both gawked at him. She
recovered first. "I thought this was just for a year. If that."

"A year's a very long time. You can get up to
a lot. I also don't want Jasmine to feel like a caged bird in any
sense. It's important to me. I know you'll make it happen,
Pens."

Ms. Childs frowned again, then looked at me
and shrugged. "It won't be easy."

"We prepared for a version of this. It just
needs a few more things. Different DNA and different retinal and
fingerprint scans make things easier and harder all at once. But
you're a pro. I know you'll do fine."

Ms. Childs made a noise like she was anything
but a professional and replaced her sunglasses. "Very well. Though
it seems overboard."

"That'll be enough. Enjoy your miniature
holiday, Penny. The sooner you make arrangements, the happier and
tanner you can become. If your skin allows that."

I smiled at this because of course I was tan
and had bigger breasts and was not the one being dismissed by
Everett to go be anywhere that wasn't this bungalow. As crummy as
I'd felt to suddenly be jealous of her, I derived genuine
satisfaction from "winning" this round. She saw me smile, and gave
me a withering look in return. "Don't be so smug, honey." That's
what her look said. I was shocked at how readily I parsed this. Did
I now speak a secret nonverbal language shared by bitches the world
over? I hoped so. That sounded exciting.

"Was she on the plane last night," I asked
the moment Ms. Childs left us alone in the cabana. "I don't
remember seeing her," I added in a voice I hoped was not too
bitchy.

"She came in on commercial this morning,"
Everett said distractedly. He was going through the papers and
skimming through documents on the Living Window at a frightening
pace. "She'll fly back with us on the private jet. In a few days.
I'm not sure how long we'll stay." He looked up from the documents
and smiled at me. "You look so beautiful in a bathing suit that I
kind of want to stretch this out. I also want to make love to you
on a beach no less than three times, one of them by moonlight.
Waikiki's a little public to get up to much mischief. I think we'll
have to explore. But yes, I'm getting ahead of myself. There's a
surprise for you here."

Now he placed the tablet in front of me. More
legal documents. "This puts Lyle Everett's name on a shell company
that can be paid the sums we discussed, but to an account in Grand
Cayman that will leave your money unmolested by Uncle Sam. That
company is licensed to do business in this country, however, and
can also own property. If you sign this document, that makes it all
official. A quarter million becomes yours immediately." Everett
held out a credit chip not unlike the one he'd given me for
discretionary spending. "This is keyed to your original DNA, so
it's not much good at the moment. As soon as you have a last name
and a proper identity, we'll add Jasmine to the account. But again,
I'm getting ahead of myself. The surprise. Sign."

I did. It was different using a hand that was
not Lyle's but the signature was a close enough approximation.
Everett keyed to a second document. This was a deed. "What am I
looking at," I asked.

"The shell corporation's first purchase. A
small house in Princeville on the island of Kauai. I believe it's
the one your home browser's been looking at off and on for the last
year or more."

I froze. The house. The one I'd wanted to buy
when I sold Flux. How had he known? He broke into my computer? I
stammered. "How long have you been watching me," I asked, which was
not the question I really should have asked first.

"Long enough to know you were the one I
wanted," Everett said. "It is the house, isn't it?

It was. I knew the address by heart. "I don't
know what to say."

"You don't say anything, Lyle, you just buy
it."

"That house has got to be worth ten
million."

"Twelve. But you're buying it for nine
because you're paying cash that I fronted the company while you
were reading about the seven best ways to make a man love sex all
over again." Everett held up his wrist and I saw he'd connected his
own terminal to it. "By the way, I hope you read that article
carefully, because I believe a proper thank-you will involve all
seven of those techniques being used to break in every room of your
new waterfront home."

I just babbled. I almost cried. I was just so
overcome by sudden emotion. I signed. I signed the other forms
closing the sale and transferring all the assets and IPs the
appropriate places and then I shut the bungalow drapes and I kissed
him.

I didn't stop there. I pushed him down on his
lounger and crawled into his lap and just lay on top of him. My
breasts pressed to his body through the fabric and his big hands
found my ass and kneaded it hungrily.

Everett tugged at the big string holding my
top around my neck. I felt the pressure on the back of my neck give
way and the little strings and gold toggles drift free. "Up," he
ordered and up I sat. I settled on his lap in a straddle while he
sat up to meet me. His hands continued to knead my ass in a gentle
unrelenting massage that was starting to make me feel very nice
indeed. I liked the attention to my ass. I liked the strong way he
gripped it and squeezed it and clenched his fingers around it like
he intended to own it and own it for a long time. Maybe he did own
it. Maybe one of those documents had a clause transferring legal
ownership of my ass to him irrevocably. I didn't care.

No. I did care.

<want him to own your ass>

I did, just then. I liked the hot sexy idea
of it.

Everett's mouth found my nipples. I arched my
back, pressing my breasts to his mouth for him to suck. I wrapped
my arms around him and rocked on the bulge in his swimshorts that
was growing with every fevered noise I made. "You will have to hush
up," my man cautioned me. "Sound carries on the beach and we want
to be stealthy, yes?"

I dared to put a hand between my legs and
found him there. I tugged the waist ties and freed his cock and let
him suck and bite my nipples while I held in screams and rubbed him
against the blue-and-green stretchy fabric that stood between me
and his slick hardening cock.

I hadn't held him in my hands much at that
point. He'd mostly been on top and when a man like Everett is on
top, I learned, you let him call the shots. Now that I sat in his
lap with his erection slipping between my fingers and his mouth
clamped even tighter, almost painfully tighter on my nipples as a
response, I had my first taste of what it would be like to be in
the driver's seat of sex.

I knew what I was supposed to do. It felt
whorish, perhaps, but in the good way. I wanted to suck him off. I
wanted to get on my knees and look him in the eye and then slip my
lips over his cockhead and blow him. Blow him as a thank-you for my
dream house. Blow him to earn my dream house, even. A man gives you
a twelve million-dollar house and he gets a blow job. As simple as
that.

Whorish? Maybe. As I pressed my face up
against the purple-red swell of him and rubbed it over my
suddenly-unsure lips, I wondered if this was too far. Was this too
obvious? Too cheap? Would I even like the taste? Would I
accidentally hurt him with my teeth? I remembered clumsy and
painful encounters like that with girlfriends in school. I
remembered how much it hurt when enthusiastic teeth nipped
something sensitive and how much is killed the mood. Mostly,
though, I worried that I cheapened Everett''s generosity with such
a vulgar display.

I worried, but after a sharp thrust of his
hips that more or less forced him into my mouth, I worried a lot
less. It was the good kind of whoring, I thought as he filled my
mouth. His cock was wet and warm and salty. There was a pleasant
affirmation in womanhood there. It was accompanied (at least for
me) with the knowing that while I might complain, I was making the
easiest trade in the world.

A small indignity in the kneeling. A slightly
sweaty unpleasant taste. Some discomfort as he eagerly tugged at
your hair or muttered some dirty talk that would embarrass him to
hear played back later. A mouthful of something warm and wet and
chalky-tasting, like a Rolaids gone bad that you either swallowed
bravely only to get the shudders like you do after your first-ever
taste of whiskey. A rinse and a kiss and the maybe indignity of a
pat on the ass or a honk on the boob with a vaguely misogynist pet
name for you. And in exchange?

A house of my own. Money and clothes and the
lap of luxury and the most valuable thing in the world to me now:
unfettered free time to pursue my own interests in between serving
his, which, like the blow job, were not demanding or lengthy as
they might have been.

This was most definitely the good kind of
whoring.
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With my companion's desires suddenly capped,
I'd earned a little of that so-valuable free time. Oral sex in
semi-public made Everett a little sleepy, and within ten minutes of
my swallowing his load, swishing my mouth, and getting my bikini
top back on and sunscreen applied, he had a book over his face and
was gently (cutely) snoring on his lounger.

I thought about opening up the curtains and
getting a little sun, but there was a temptation nearer and dearer
to my heart to indulge in this moment of clarity. I'd slipped the
KWS terminal into my condo-provided beach bag and now took the
opportunity to connect it to my free wrist port and sync it to the
coder's HUD I had installed on the other optical port.

The first thing I did was open a secure
sandbox environment. When you're coding wetware, you want to erect
some walls to keep your mistakes from bleeding into your head and
doing damage. There is no pressing 'undo' on the human body. Even
the miraculous technology I now had integrated into my system
wasn't a do-over for a damaged body. Not if I did something to my
brain, for example.

The new tech fought pretty hard to keep from
being minimized. I thought it'd be pretty routine to wall it all
off, but it took more than a little doing and a lot of
concentration. It also took a lot of water. Coding brains work best
on a lot of fluids. Dehydration hurts cognition, and you need
cognition to program.

It took almost half an hour just to wall off
all the little bits of the implants that were connected to all the
different parts of me. I was stunned at how extensive it went and
to how many different senses and cognition centers it was patched
into. The code itself was also elegant, spiraling in abstract but
beautiful patterns over my consciousness and through everything
from sense experience to memory formation and motor control. It all
made sense when you thought about it, though. The illusion was so
perfect and so convincing and the gene sequencing was so intricate
and optimized to do all it needed to do in just about two hours
that it demanded the very best in engineering. The very best in
everything. Of course it would be elaborate. Of course it would be
extensive.

After an hour, Everett stirred, but hadn't
yet woken up fully. I was now deep into the subsystems and
dependent code and only comprehending maybe every third line of
instructions. I lacked the background in both biotech and human
genetics to follow a lot of it. From what I did understand,
however, it all looked on the up and up. I was unable to find
anything that looked like a subroutine that tried to control dreams
or insert thoughts. What I did learn was that this was the third
version of the firmware, updated less than a month previous, and
that a lot of the background operations I didn't remember asking
the gadget to perform were things it did automatically for any
human body that registered a significant attention to detail from
the wearer's brain.

I had been extremely interested in Nami's
body, I admitted. I also had to tell myself that thus far I'd been
incredibly lucky in meeting women at a strip club and in a changing
room who didn't mind long stares and who were both in far greater
states of undress than your standard person walking down the
street. To be a successful product, the gadget would obviously need
to function for its users under less... ideal circumstances than
the ones I provided. It probably needed to anticipate an interest
and start capturing before its user even consciously realized this
was desired.

I was half musing and still idly browsing the
code when I realized there was a thread to follow here. How did it
anticipate? There'd been technology since the turn of the century
capable of reading the difference between a brain that's interested
in something and at rest. That had to be part of it, but on some
level, I knew that wasn't the whole story. It read thoughts like my
terminal and measured concentration, so it was clearly patched into
the thinking reasoning brain.

That was when I found it. The code for those
procedures had an input (in from my thoughts) but also an output.
It didn't look to be connected to anything, but the open
socket was puzzling. What did it need an output for? Was this the
problem? Was there a glitch or a bug that was leaking things out of
this unused output socket?

I found other sockets, now, too, that didn't
look to be connected to anything I could find. Some made sense,
like the motor control, but others were nebulous and named with a
meaningless string of letters and numbers.

It's dangerous to mess with code you don't
fully understand and I knew better than to delete anything or even
comment it out in case this somehow caused something truly deadly.
Still, I was worried about these sockets.

One thing I could do was write a little extra
module in the software. I still had code fragments and routines in
my head and in my cloud storage from parts of Flux. It took fifteen
minutes to grab the relevant chunks and compile together a little
passenger program that would ride shotgun on the device. Using
Flux's thinking-and-reasoning routines, the program's job would be
to just observe and report all the things that fired while I wore
the gadget and went about my life. Those would all be logged and
analyzed by the Flux agent for patterns. In essence, it was the
Flux agent's job to learn and understand what the sockets were for
and when they fired. If it saw anything that looked like thought
control, dream control, or anything potentially threatening to the
host body and the host personality, it would throw up instant
firewalls.

Everett sat up with a snort and a gasp. I
laughed and set the program, called FluxWatch, to compile and run
as part of the gadget's firmware. Then I shut down the terminal and
placed it inside my bag.

"What's that you're working on," Everett
asked me.

"An idea for a game," I lied. I didn't want
him thinking I was suspicious or ungrateful for the generous
gift.

"Oh? What about?"

"Stripping."

Everett raised a brow. "Inspired by your
recent experiences? Or an interest in a new hobby?"

I blushed and smiled. The banter was welcome.
I'd been alone for so long that to have someone to make playful
vaguely sexy jokes with was like fresh air after months of being
somewhere stale. "It was stupid. Nothing came of it."

"Do you always jump right into coding?"

"I find it relaxes me. Like restoring classic
cars. But I'm not actually very good at games."

"Hell of a terminal you got yourself there. I
like the decals. Do I need to get you a sword like that?"

"Let's see how the water is," I
suggested.
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The water was a little chilly and the waves
pushed me around a bit and at one point almost pulled my bottoms
down, but my first foray into the water while wearing a bikini was
mostly successful. I borrowed a boogie board from a teenage boy who
was only too glad to let anything he owned touch my body and he and
Everett both gave me a half lesson in riding the little mini waves
near the beach. I was largely terrible at it, but had a good
time.

While the boy tried to give me one more set
of pointers and made a very clumsy attempt to give my butt an
"accidental" grope while "teaching" me some posture tricks, I
noticed Everett talking to some other people in the water. When my
final attempt to ride a wave ended with me soaked and sputtering
and tugging my not-for-watersports halter top back up before my
boobs spilled out, I thanked the boy who forgot to say I was
welcome because he was openly gaping. I gave him a wink and waded
over to Everett and his acquaintances feeling more than a little
pleased with myself.

<he'll jerk off to you tonight and you
love it>

Yeah. I did.

"Jasmine," Everett called, waving me over.
"Come meet some friends!"

Everett was standing in the water with a
good-looking guy in his late twenties. He was wearing his expensive
watch in the water and that was actually the first thing I noticed.
Then I noticed his companions.

They were in their early twins, both with
strawberry-blonde hair and dark natural suntans. They were in
matching white bikinis that were little more than a few triangles
tugged over the naughtiest parts with the bare minimum of string.
When wet, the suits were more than a little see-through. Twins.
Identical twins in matching bikinis and both laughing and carrying
on with high silvery laughs that I heard from twenty feet away. As
I approached, the pair of them rejoined their male companion, one
on each arm. Wet slick bodies pressed to this man while he smiled
at Everett.

"Jasmine, meet a friend of mine. We play golf
together. I had no idea he was on vacation, too. Jonah, this is
Jasmine." Everett gestured me close and I intuited there was a
little friendly male competition going on here. Instinctively I
joined Everett at his side, pressing my hip to his and holding out
one hand to shake this man's.

"Pleased to meet you?"

Jonah chuckled and released my hand. "Wow,
your ladyfriend's got a hell of a grip, Evster. Though I'm sure you
can think of some uses for that, honey." His perfect shiny-toothed
smile came back and I found myself mildly repulsed. I hated guys
like this.

Everett must have read this. He placed a
calming hand on my back and petted me gently. "Behave, Jonah. This
isn't the clubhouse."

"You still owe me for the last game," Jonah
replied.

"Maybe we'll make it dinner. Your, erm,
companions should join us. Though they look familiar. Isn't one of
them working out of your office?"

Jonah chuckled and nodded to the twin on his
right arm. "That's Whitney, here. She's my assistant. Her sister
here, Dahlia, she's a little more... domestic. You never take me up
on my invitation to come by the house or you'd have met her,
too."

I frowned. Did all these business types dress
their office help up in bikinis? Would I have become like them if
Flux had sold and I'd joined their ranks?

The men started talking about financials and
trading a lot of posturing talk about their business ventures and
fortunes and tax shelters. I was more than capable of following
what they were saying, but to be honest, I was jealous. I forgot
the luxury I'd been enjoying and felt kind of left out recalling
how I'd had a chance like that and had felt it slip right out of my
fingers.

"They'll go on like this for hours," the one
called Whitney said with a big roll of her eyes. She'd slipped off
Jonah's arm and come around to join me and her sister. "Wanna come
lay out with us? Or get a mai tai?"

I was a little thirsty. A mai tai probably
wasn't the way to rehydrate, but I did welcome the idea of an
escape. Being near something that I couldn't have was a little
harder to take than I anticipated. I'd just signed away the
entirety of my codebase and company interests for a beach house and
a bikini budget and was suddenly having a little buyer's remorse
about that decision.

Camaraderie. Okay, Lyle, that door is closed
to you, I thought to myself. Another one is opening. Go be with
these girls and talk shop with other kept women. Take comfort and a
small amount of revenge and charge it all to his room and his card.
Remember all the good things. "Sure. A mai tai sounds awesome."

The girls flanked me and we waded back to the
shore. "Gawd, I shouldn't have listened to you," the one I was
trying to keep track of as Dahlia complained to her sister. "It got
totally transparent in the water!"

"So," her sister asked with a smile. "You've
got a hot body."

"We'll get kicked off the beach! It's
indecent!" Dahlia scurried to the sand and found a towel to cover
up her pert backside as she tried to pat her top dry enough that
her dark nipples wouldn't be as visible.

"The only thing indecent is this weird
Catholic-school residual body guilt you have," her sister commented
dryly, not making a grab for the towel but rather bending over to
give a man in his fifties an eyeful that his wife saw and did not
appreciate.

I just smiled. The sisters bantered in such a
practiced back-and-forth that it was clear this was a classic
conflict between the shy Dahlia and her exhibitionist twin Whitney.
"Jasmine," she said, "tell her she's gotta show off the goods. I
keep trying to teach her, but she always does this. And it's all an
act, of course. She just likes to play at resisting. The minute
Jonah shuts the bedroom door and snaps his fingers, she's the first
one with her lips around his cock."

"Whitney!" Dahlia's gasp was loud and
scandalized and I had to admit I was worried because we were now
walking across the sand towards the beach bar and there were plenty
of people around to hear it.

"Sorry," her sister apologized. "And sorry,
Jasmine. We're just fooling around."

"Mmmhmm," Dahlia agreed. She smiled at me.
"And he does have a nice cock. The kind that makes you forget all
your problems."

I nodded like I knew what she meant even
though that was such a strangely specific thing to say that I
didn't really understand at all. So far my experience with oral sex
was that it required a lot of concentration.

We leaned over the bar and had absolutely no
trouble getting the attention of a bartender. Shortly we were
sipping generously strong mai tais and gabbing amiably enough about
whatever topic popped into the twins' heads. Most of those topics
managed to come back around to sex.

"So did you just meet him," Whitney
interrogated while I nibbled on a piece of pineapple. "He was
giving you that look."

I blinked. "What look?"

"The one like he never wants to let you out
of his sight."

I hadn't noticed this look and said so but
now Dahlia was nodding as well. "I saw it. He'd put you in a trophy
case if he could and never ever let you out."

"Except to tap that awesome butt," Whitney
giggled. When she saw my expression, her own sobered. "Have you
done anal yet," she asked me seriously. This was as serious and
sober as she got, it seemed.

"No," I said, and had fully been planning on
saying more when the two twins immediately looped their arms around
each of mine and escorted me to a table away from eavesdroppers to
give me tips I hadn't wanted and wasn't sure it was entirely
appropriate to give a person you just met about the best way to be
sodomized if it happened to be your very first time.

While Whitney went into completely
unnecessary detail about whether it was best to "train" my ass
before working up to his cock, I noticed Dahlia's foot was resting
on mine. We were both barefoot and her toenails, pedicured and
perfect, dragged gently over the skin of my foot. I liked it. The
tops of my feet, it seemed, were one of those secret spots on my
body that I'd not yet learned about. The gentle barely-touch of
Dahlia's foot was welcome and soothing. I caught her eye and she
smiled at me. It was a hungrier smile than I'd expected. There was
promise there, if I cared to act on it.

"I just have to ask," I blustered. "It's
not... weird with the two of you being sisters? I don't have
siblings, but I can imagine even good friends I grew up with and I
can't think of anything weirder and more embarrassing than being in
a threesome together."

"Well it's not really about us fucking each
other," Dahlia explained. "We're naked together and yeah, we touch
each other and kiss sometimes, but it's all for Jonah. And the sex
is all about Jonah, too. We both just have the same lover and
sometimes at the same time."

"We both let Jonah take our anal cherries on
the same night," Whitney continued. "It was an amazing night. No
one talked. There wasn't any music. He lined us up right next to
each other and took turns putting it in each of us, a little at a
time until we were both begging him for more. I think we must have
gone for hours. Dahlia and I couldn't hardly walk the next day and
spent the whole morning sitting on bags of frozen peas." She
giggled. "When we told Jonah we couldn't walk he said 'perfect' and
had us get back on our hands and knees and he did it again. That's
the real trick. You have to do it a few times to realize how much
you're really going to love having him take your ass." Her hand now
caressed my backside in a sisterly fashion that turned lewd only
when her fingers closed together to give my bottom a big squeeze.
"And I can already tell you have a booty that's meant for fucking,
sis."

I cleared my throat, suddenly uncomfortable.
"Wrong girl. I'm the new friend. She's your sister."

Dahlia's foot rubbed mine again, stronger
than before. "We're all sisters, in a way," she commented. "Hang
around us enough and you'll be calling us 'sis' right back."

Whitney clapped her hands and then slipped an
arm around my waist, pulling my hip to hers. I felt Dahlia repeat
the gesture from the other side so that I was hip-to-hip and
sandwiched between the twins. "Gawd, wouldn't it be fun if you were
our sister, too? That'd be the best. Sis, I want to keep her."

I blushed. I blushed harder when I felt
Dahlia's fingers sliding underneath the waistband of my bikini
bottoms. They didn't do any more than tease but that was in many
ways more sensual and tingly than if she'd done more. "I think I
should get back to Everett soon."

"Ugh, he'll be busy for hours," Whitney said
with disgust. "He and Jonah just talk and talk for hours. They go
into Jonah's office and do business things or just yell at each
other for hours."

I frowned. "They're not friends?"

"No one's friends in business," Dahlia said
sagely. "And those two are most definitely in business first and
foremost. Luckily it buys enough things to distract from when we
can't have cock."

"Oh," exclaimed Whitney suddenly, "we might
be in luck. Here they come." Then she pouted her big lips and
looked mock-sad. "Except that this means we can't go shop together
and have sister time."

"Awwww," complained Dahlia.

I looked up with relief to see Everett and
Jonah approaching from the beach. They each had towels around their
necks and were both looking pretty hunky as they walked. Jonah was
in better shape, maybe, but I realized that I liked Everett's hairy
chest and his stubble and his big hands. He looked more real.
Living in a fabrication of my own, I needed that reality to keep me
grounded. Dahlia and Whitney seemed nice enough, and I liked the
thought of maybe having friends to help me shop (and yes, give me
sex advice) but I didn't want to end up like them. I was pretty
sure they would disapprove of me coding or doing anything
productive during free time that didn't make me prettier or better
at sex. They were pros at what they did and I was a rank amateur. I
was fine with that, though. It was, after all, only supposed to be
a year.

I waited.

Nothing happened.

Every other time, I'd ever considered going
back to being Lyle at the end of the contract an erotic thought had
immediately followed to tempt me into staying like this. Not this
time.

Had something been firewalled. Did FluxWatch
do its job?

There was no time to check. My terminal was
in my beach bag and Jonah and Everett were now with us.

"I'm so glad to see you three hitting it
off," Everett said as he joined me. The moment Jonah was in the bar
the girls released my hips and went to join him. They did it in
perfect unison as though they'd been well-trained. It was a little
scary, to be honest, to see how quickly they did that.

"Oh, we had lots to talk about," Dahlia said
with a giggle.

Jonah traded a sly look with Everett. "Oh
really? Do tell."

"Girl stuff," said Whitney, still through
pouted lips. Jonah squeezed her rump through the suit and she
giggled playfully.

"Jasmine, Jonah and I were thinking about
having dinner tonight. What do you say? We'll all go out for sushi
and drinks. Jonah and the girls are leaving in the morning and I
expect you'll want to island-hop tomorrow and go see your new
purchase?"

I wasn't totally sure I was ready to go out
to dinner in public, especially with worldly girls like Dahlia and
Whitney who might at any moment see through my disguise, but I was
more or less trapped. I read it in Everett's expression and the way
he said that less to me and more to his business colleague. This
was happening. Us girls were being asked just so we could give our
men the pleasure of hearing us say yes.

"Sure, honey," I said, leaning my head on his
shoulder. "But you'll have to give me time to get ready."

"I could use a shower myself," Everett said.
He patted by behind and nodded to my half-finished mai tai. "Drink
up and then let's get our things and head back to the room. Jonah,
see you and the your lovely companions at... six?"

"Better make it six-thirty, Evster," Jonah
said back with a too-big smile. He was holding both girls around
the waist and looking every bit like an unapologetic playboy. "We
might get distracted. These two are a handful."

"More than a handful," Whitney announced
proudly, shimmying her chest to make her breasts wiggle in the tiny
top. "Just like you wanted."

We said our goodbyes, gathered our stuff, and
headed back for the room. "How was it making friends," Everett
asked as we rode the elevator.

"Strange," I answered truthfully.

"Could you ever see yourself being like the
twins?"

I laughed. "I don't think I have the
personality for it."

"You have the body."

"And the body does try to influence the
personality."

"Really? How do you mean?"

I blushed. I'd been about to talk about the
strange thoughts and dreams. I wanted to tell him about my
suspicion that I'd circumvented some kind of mental leak, but that
would mean owning up to lying to him earlier about what I'd been
coding. I just didn't want to worry him or disappoint him. I really
wanted to avoid awkwardness and any kind of conversation that'd
spoil such a perfect day. "Just that it starts to feel really
natural," is all I said to diffuse things.

"Maybe it'd feel as natural to be like them
in time."

I smiled at him. "You sound hopeful."

Everett shook his head. "No, no. Remember, I
said from the beginning that I don't care so much about the body. I
want what's in your head. I'm just hoping the body is making it
easier for you to share that with me."

"Oh it is," I said.

We'd reached the room. Once inside I untied
my top and wiggled my bottom out of the rest of the suit, walking
confidently towards the bathroom while my man stared from behind.
"You know," I said without slowing or looking over my shoulder, "I
think there's more than enough room for two in this shower."
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The hot water barely hit my skin before I
heard him enter the bathroom behind me. I'd invited him in here
with me on an impulse, but not the kind that gripped me before,
when thoughts that didn't feel like mine would occur to me.

This felt fundamentally different. It felt
forced to me. Like I was trying to make something work. I couldn't
put my finger on just what felt strange and then there was no time
anyway. Everett was naked and stepping into the big marble shower
with me.

He put one hand around my waist and drew me
against him. My backside pressed against him and I felt him get
almost instantly hard. His warm firm penis pressed at the point
where my legs met my behind, but didn't stay there. He pulled back
and then tucked it up, so that I he could get in close and his
whole length wedged between my cheeks.

His breath was hot on my neck and we didn't
speak. He just held me there under the water and nibbled on my
neck. His hands caressed me around the waist and slid forward to
rub my stomach. I leaned against him and put my head back, out of
the spray of the water. Soon his hands were on my breasts, cupping
them like a hand bra and just holding them so, so gently it was
like they were barely there at all. The bare minimum amount of
holding and lift.

We stayed like this, me breathing in and out
while Everett kissed my neck and nibbled on a shoulder and snorted
big hot breaths. I moved and he held me still, tightening his grip
on my breasts and urging his stiffened cock firmly between my
buttcheeks. Now I gasped and tried to turn to face him, but he held
me tighter, his erection trapped against my ass and now so hot and
warm against me I imagined it would burn.

Steam filled the shower. Sand and salt from
the sea washed off and gathered at the drain while we stayed under
the water and moved in small, slow sways. At last Everett let me go
and took hold of a sponge. He soaped it up and bid me keep
perfectly still while he set about roughly guiding the soapy sponge
over my entire body. Soon I was sudsy and slippery and while not
exactly aroused, feeling a lot more in the moment. Everett put the
sponge in my hand and I understood he meant for me to do the same
to him. I did.

I spent a long time on my task, crouching out
of the spray of the shower and making sure to evenly distribute
suds from his feet to his calves to his knees and then up higher. I
soaped his back and spent a while on his chest and shoulders, but
when I got to his arms he made a grunting like he could stand it no
longer and pulled me to him.

Our bodies slipped against each other. We
were so slick from the water and the soap that friction all but
left the equation. My breasts in particular were suddenly free to
mash about and slide over his chest and not even the tufts of thick
black hair on his chest were enough to slow them down.

There was something enjoyable about being all
slippery up against another body. I opened my mouth to say
something to this effect and he was quick to silence me with a
kiss. I got the hint. There was not meant to be any speaking during
this encounter. We'd be quiet and do all the talking with our
bodies.

The water was washing the soap off our bodies
as we mashed ourselves up close to each other. Everett's hand
landed on my backside and the sound was amplified by the wetness
and the echo chamber that was this shower. I made a little noise of
surprise, but didn't have time for more than that. Roughly he
turned me around and positioned me with my hands against the far
wall of the shower, half bent over with my ass pushed out in front
of him. I had a half fear that what the twins had discussed with me
was about to come to pass, but without the profuse amount of
lubrication Dahlia and Whitney both agreed needed to be present,
especially the first time.

I was barking up the wrong tree. Though
Everett slapped his wet and slippery cock against my buttocks a few
times, he was after my pussy, and that's what he went for soon
enough. I had enough time to make a little nervous moan and then he
was pushing into me.

It hurt this time. I knew shower sex was a
thing for movies and porns and anything else that doesn't feel the
need to be bound by the rules of reality, but I hadn't realized how
important lubricant was for a woman until it was suddenly all
washing down the drain. I grunted and cried out louder and Everett
at least slowed his entry to give me time to get accustomed to
it.

Soon enough, though, he was increasing his
pace. I sensed his urgency, the desire he felt to be in me so
completely he'd feel the cushion of my butt compressing against
him. I knew this posture was about that for him. Had he known the
twins had been having a frank conversation with me about anal sex?
Was this his way of letting me get used to the idea?

What had the twins said to me? I had an ass
that begged to be fucked? Maybe it was just that. Maybe he needed
to have even the semblance of the act to sate himself. Maybe he was
more than content to fuck me but wanted to look at my ass while he
did it.

Now he picked up the pace. He fucked me in
the shower without saying a word and without letting me change my
position. Once or twice he gave me a tap with his palm on either
cheek, but it was still mostly gentle. It was more like he was
trying it out to see how I'd react.

I wanted to react favorably. I wanted to moan
and squeal and let him know that this was all fine with me. It
didn't feel unpleasant, even if it wasn't the nonstop pleasure I
felt before. I wanted him to know that I was just as into this deal
now with a full 24 hours in the body as I'd been the moment I broke
out of the cocoon. I was just having a harder time with all of this
than I'd imagined I'd have.

He finished in me and then pulled out and
turned me around to kiss him. "You'll want to take a few minutes
and wash up," was all he said to me. Then he left the shower and me
to deal with the sticky mess that cum makes when it touches warm
water.

I stayed under the water for a moment longer
and washed the sea and stray suds from my hair.

I wondered if I might have made a mistake. I
wondered if I'd firewalled too many things. I was feeling a little
sick in this body, though it might be sunstroke and too little to
eat and a mai tai on an almost empty stomach. It might even be that
yes, shower sex just isn't very much fun for a lady. But it also
might be that I'd quarantined signals that SHOULD have been getting
to my brain that helped it accept this very different body and how
it felt things like pleasure.

I resolved while toweling off that I'd go
back in and cautiously re-enable some things I'd strictly been
policing. Messing with wetware, I reminded myself, was potentially
fatal. I'd barely dug into the codebase and then recklessly written
something to screw with that. Not smart.

Everett was waiting in the bedroom and
looking apologetic when I got in. "I'm sorry," he said. "I think I
was too rough. I thought you were liking it, but now that I play it
back, I think I might have misunderstood."

"It was a little uncomfortable," I admitted.
I'd only brought one dress with me that was suitable for a fancy
night of going out. It was a white sheathe dress with cutouts on
both sides above the midsection. A fatal place to have a cutout for
anyone whose body was not in as good condition as mine, but if you
had the prerequisite then it was simply a dynamite dress. Not
appropriate for everywhere, but here in paradise, it was perfect.
90% formal and 10% filthy slut.

"I love it," Everett said when I turned to
let him zip me up. Then he kissed my shoulder. "I truly am sorry,
Jasmine."

"It's a learning experience for both of us,"
I said. He smiled back at me.

I chose a makeup look that was simple but
definitely from the collection of evening looks I'd captured from
the magazines earlier today.

My hair, I also learned, could be subtly
shaped via a similar process, though it took a little longer and
was super gross to watch happening in a mirror. As disgusting as
the transformation process might look, however, I had my face on
and my hair piled on my head in a classy up-do that only needed a
pin or two that I could apply with the instruction of the HUD in
under twenty minutes. The upshot was that I, the girl, was dressed
and ready to go out a full ten minutes before Everett had
everything together.

Ten minutes wasn't a tremendously long time,
but it was long enough for me to quietly fish the KWS terminal from
out of my beach bag and boot up FluxWatch. Sure enough, the log
showed plenty of signals the rest of my new biotech had tried to
pass on to my brain. I didn't have time to scroll through the log
because I could hear Everett had stopped shaving and would be ready
soon.

All I had time to do was dial down the
sensitivity of FluxWatch. It would be more permissive of casual
signals but still definitely interdict large thoughts or things it
judged to be especially chin-scratching in nature. Then I
recompiled and ran it before I hastily disconnected the terminal,
shoving it in the cushion of the couch as I saw Everett entering
the condo's living room. I joined my arm with Everett's and we
stepped out to go to our dinner date.
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We ordered more sushi than I had ever
imagined a group of people could order. At first I was
conservative, sticking to the safer (cheaper) rolls on the menu,
but the twins quickly stepped in to show me the error of my ways.
"First of all, that rice is gonna make you fat," Whitney said.
"Secondly you'll fill up too fast and, um, I don't think that's the
proper order anyway. If you're going to eat sashimi, you order it
first or else the sushi chefs get all offended."

Before I knew it I was eating fatty
(endangered?) tuna that was admittedly delicious and also
horrendously expensive. Everett poured me hot sake and he and Jonah
managed to keep the business talk to a minimum.

The girls were wearing sequin club dresses
that clung to their body and just barely covered the panties I
wasn't quite sure they were wearing. Dahlia's was light green and
Whitney's was light blue and every time they laughed their breasts
bounced in the low-cut little sequin dress and made sparkles play
across our faces like we were facing four miniature disco balls. I
think they'd inverted the classy/slutty ratio, but they were also
drawing every eye in the restaurant and the sushi chefs on two
occasions sent over free sushi creations with their
compliments.

One hour stretched into two. I loosened up
and found that as long as we kept to safe-for-the-dinner-table
topics like fashion and not sex, the girls were fountains of
knowledge and actually a lot of fun. The trick, I learned, was to
kind of switch off the Lyle part of my brain that was uncomfortable
and not be so damn judgmental.

<It's more fun this way. Let go of who you
used to be and be this person instead.>

I had another sake (my third) and was
suddenly feeling really, really nice. I was glad I'd relaxed the
FluxWatch parameters, too. I think it might have had some automated
processes to help my brain not reject the body. I'd assumed they
were some kind of sinister invasions of my thoughts, but I now
thought they must have been there to keep me from losing my mind or
getting sick somehow.

I might also have improved the design.
Instead of dumbly and constantly feeding me messages, Flux was now
moderating the gadget and sending me them only when needed to keep
me healthy and happy. I was almost certain I'd not have the dark
and intensely sexual dreams or thoughts anymore unless that was a
thing I decided I wanted to start having.

<They're fun. They'd be good friends for
you. They could teach you so many things.>

One of the twins was playing with my foot
under the table. I assumed it was Dahlia since it'd been her giving
me the foot massage earlier, but I felt a second foot a minute
later. Both twins smiled at me from across the table. Whitney
arched a plucked brow at me and sipped her sake. "Have another,"
she suggested. "Keep up with the girls, Jas."

I kept up with them. We'd walked to the
restaurant and I was feeling good. I had friends. I'd been accepted
by a pair of stone-cold hotties as one of their own and just that
easily, I was giving into peer pressure to fit in with the other
girls.

<Fitting in is good. Look at them. Of
course you want to be like them. Of course you want this kind of
life. Forever.>

After four sakes and a lot of talk and the
giddy rush of running up a four-figure sushi bill, I was feeling
wonderfully reckless. Conversation at the table was turning more
playful, too. I felt a hand creeping up my thigh, and saw Everett
sitting next to me and giving me a smile. When I looked back at the
girls, I saw them smiling, too, and then felt their feet return to
mine.

"The next part is totally up to you," Everett
whispered in my ear. "I think they'd like to come back to our
place, though."

<Do it. Have a little fun. Be a little
naughty. Why not? It's not really your body. It's not really you.
It's Jasmine.>

I got a little dizzy and reached for my water
and felt a hand pass me a sake instead. Jonah. He smiled invitingly
at me and traded a look with the girls who giggled. I realized that
they were all waiting on me for the decision.

<Jasmine wants to be a little naughty.
Jasmine wants to enjoy her young tight body. Jasmine wants a crazy
night of fucking. Doesn't she?>

I swallowed the sake for courage and nodded,
leaning my head on Everett's as though I was suddenly seeking
shelter and protection.

"Okay," I said. "Let's go."

I didn't realize how tipsy I'd gotten until
we started walking. I was giggling and carrying on and stumbling
down the Waikiki sidewalks and babbling about how I was so, so
sorry and that I didn't remember being such a lightweight. "Honey,"
Whitney giggled, "you had, like, half a bottle of sake. Holy shit,
can you drink!"

She and Whitney escorted me, one on each arm,
back to the condo. Jonah hung back with Everett and I heard him
comment to my man in a voice that I don't think he thought we could
hear. "Look at them. That's some grade A ass, my friend. Let's not
break up a winning thing. Look how good her booty looks bookended
by these slits."

I wasn't offended. I didn't even listen to
whatever gruff thing Everett said in reply. All I heard was how
good I looked with Whitney and Dahlia.

<It feels good. So good.>

We were in the condo. I didn't know what came
next. Even in my drunkenness, the awkward moment of "so how do we
start this orgy?" was something I was aware of. Fortunately (?)
Whitney and Dahlia were for more comfortable with the idea of sex
being something that happened with more than two people in the
room. They initiated, pulling me to the couch, one reaching for the
zipper of my dress while the other leaned in to give me a first
exploratory kiss.

I'd kissed women before. I thought I knew
what that would be like. Kissing a man as a woman had been the
thing I figured was going to be the newer experience, but I was
wrong. My own soft mouth against the full plump lips of the tanned
beauty pressing herself to me was exquisite. Soft feminine hands
got me out of my dress and soon had me laid out on the couch while
the twins took turns undressing each other.

They were, in fact, not wearing any underwear
under their slutty little dresses. Both of them had only the
tiniest traces of tan lines, and then so tiny and covering such the
bare minimum that I knew these women were in the habit of tanning
nude and were only showing lines because they'd been obliged to
wear bikinis on public beaches for this trip.

They were perfectly identical. The pair of
them were flawless and their bodies were like those of Greek
goddesses. Goddesses with boob jobs who did 500 squats a day. The
only differing detail I could see as they approached me and
stripped off the underwear they both said was so very cute and
virginal of me to have worn out tonight? A tiny ink tattoo to the
left of the little groomed landing strip of pubic hair they each
had. Both were little black J's but in each was inscribed either a
'W' for Whitney or a 'D' for Dahlia. The 'J', I realized as Whitney
straddled my face, was for Jonah.

"You're shaking," Dahlia commented. "You act
like you've never eaten pussy before." Before Whitney's dark body
obscured the view I watched Dahlia crawling on the couch and put
her hands between my legs.

Whitney lowered herself then, rocking forward
so that her vulva, which was pink and with long inner labia that
flowered outward and glistened from her own arousal brushed the tip
of my nose. "I don't believe that," Whitney said. "You just play
the virgin because it's hot," she declared. "I know a hot slut when
I see one, though, and Jasmine's a dirty, dirty slut underneath.
Aren't you, sweety?"

She squatted down. I inhaled in shock and got
a deep whiff of her scent - feminine but musky. Pheromonal, almost.
There was promise and want in the scent and I took another
voluntary breath to get a better deeper experience of it. Then she
ground her wetness into my face, over my eyes, my nose, and then to
my mouth.

<You can let it go now. You can be dirty.
Just like they promised. A hot slut. A dirty dirty little fuckdoll
who wants to make her new friends cum.>

Dahlia's fingers wiggled between my legs and
I felt myself opening my thighs to her with a lusty moan that was
the end of me pretending or consciously resisting. It felt good
again. Any pain or bad experience from my last act, the shower, was
more than erased. I was back in the moment.

<Fuckdoll.>

I did feel like a doll. I let the twins
position me how they liked and was rewarded for my agreeable nature
with incredible pleasure. Everett might have been decent, but
Dahlia was practiced at cunnilingus in a way that made me squirm.
Her tongue pushed into me and then dragged forcefully in patterns I
couldn't predict over my quickly-aroused sex. I became like a
relay. If Dahlia's tongue pushed into my slit, I did the same with
my tongue to Whitney. If she opened her mouth wide and tried to
suck my labia into her mouth, I reciprocated to Whitney.

The relay worked the other way, too. If
Whitney squealed from something pleasurable I was doing, I hummed
and squealed into her pussy and Dahlia did the same to me. Having
my pussy hummed into turned out to be an excruciatingly wonderful
sensation that made my hips buck. "See," I heard Whitney comment
from above me, "I told you. Only a complete fucking whore would
writhe like that."

"How's she doing on you, sweetness," I heard
Jonah ask. I had a moment to wonder what he and Everett were doing.
I couldn't see them and wondered if they were just standing and
watching their women eating each other out and high-fiving.

"She eats pussy like a regular pro," Whitney
reported. Now she bent her knees to get lower and really grind into
my face. Her hands held my head steady and I admit that I loved
it.

<Love her hands on you. Love her praising
you. So good to be praised. So good. So obedient. Obedient little
fuckdoll. Could be just like them. Could beg to be their sister.
Sister Fuckdolls Forever.>

Hot dirty nasty thoughts flooded my brain as
the sweet agony of desire rushed from between my legs to the rest
of my body. I grabbed Whitney's hips and my hands made a slapping
sound in the quiet of the room that was accented by a pleased sound
from Whitney. "Damn, slut," she purred. "You like this, huh? Like
my pussy? Fuck, I love how you lick me. Don't stop. Be fucking
filthy, sis."

Dahlia's tongue flitted rapidly across my
clit and I moaned into Whitney's snatch and mimicked the move on
the pussy I was responsible for. I was rewarded with moans of
pleasure.

"Okay, girls, enough fun," Jonah commanded.
To my extreme disappointment, I felt the twins pull back. No. They
couldn't. I'd been close. I'd been loving it. God, how I wanted to
cum right then. I think I might've blurted that out loud because
all four of my companions now laughed out loud.

"Jasmine, you're magnificent," Everett told
me.

I could see him again. He was naked and he
hand his erection in one hand and... Jonah's in the other. I
gasped. It was a sight I'd not been ready for but probably should
have expected. This was my first orgy, but I understood there was a
certain relaxing of taboo under the best of circumstances and of
course, Everett's own proclivities were known to me. That's how I'd
gotten here. What was shocking in the extreme, though, was the size
of Jonah. He'd looked plenty fit on the beach, but his erection was
a good inch longer and thicker than Everett's and even in Everett's
big meaty hands, it looked massive compared to the one belonging to
my lover.

<Want to know how it feels.>

I did, but I was ashamed of that thought. The
girls were one thing, but I'd never betray Everett in front of him.
I was truly grateful to him. I was starting, even though it'd only
been a few days, to develop feelings for him. Stockholm Syndrome?
No, it didn't feel like that. I think I really liked him. There was
a connection, maybe?

"Girls, take care of my friend here," Jonah
instructed.

The twins complied instantly, though. Whitney
bent to kiss my lips before she moved away. "I love to taste myself
on another girl's lips," she said wickedly. And then she added,
"I'll see you soon enough, lover," with a touch of unsettling
certainty. Then she was at Dahlia's side and they were draping
themselves over Everett. I met his eyes and saw him looking
hesitant.

"Going-away present," Jonah told Everett.
"Just accept the gift, buddy. And in the meantime, I'll keep your
ladyfriend occupied."

I gaped as Jonah approached. "I don't know,"
I whispered.

Jonah waved his heavy cock in his hand, the
head peeking through his foreskin. Even that was terrifying.
Everett was cut. I'd been circumcised, as well. Those were the only
two erections I'd ever directly encountered. Looking at Jonah's as
it waved imposingly, commandingly in approach, I froze like a deer
in the headlights. "Oh, come on, you don't need to play the virgin
now, honey. I heard the noises you were making. Come on. Everett's
enjoying my hospitality and I'm going to enjoy you."

He took my by the shoulders and pulled me
back down on the sofa with him. He was so strong. Of course Everett
had been strong and forceful too, in a way that I responded to, but
there was an authority to Jonah. As though permission was already
given. For everything. Ever.

He got my legs open and looked into my eyes,
the tip of his penis brushing my flowered sex and making me writhe
and moan wantonly in spite of myself and my better instincts. His
eyes were burning with purpose and want and I found myself staring
back into them. "This is gonna change you, sweetie," he whispered
to me. "For the better. You're gonna thank me. And you're gonna
thank your sisters."

<Yes. Yes. Please let it happen. Please do
it. Do it now.>

No.

<Yes. So yes. So much fucking yes.>

I opened my mouth but no sound came out. He
slid inside me in one powerful thrust that robbed me of speech, of
breath, and of thought. He was big and he was strong and he was
taking me in a very real way that made the rest of the world blank
out. I forgot about the noises I heard coming from Everett and the
girls. I forgot about the condo and about Hawaii and even the
couch. The world was my naked wet, wanting body and the six and a
half inches of rock hard cock that was ramming repeatedly into my
wanton little snatch and making me moan and squeal like a porn
star.

Jonah was relentless. He fucked me hard and
steady and with no regard for anything other than what was going to
feel good to his cock.

<Please him. Make him cum. That's what
you're for. For. So good. So hot. Such an obedient little fuckdoll
princess.>

<Slave.>

<Fuckslave.>

<$#!%$^%#%@%@%T@!. $!#$!#$!$!#$!#>

My vision blurred. Something burned in my
brain. All of a sudden I felt pain, incredible pain. I looked up at
Jonah and saw his eyes, shut tight in concentration, fly open in
surprise.

He'd cum in me, I now realized. He'd released
in me without me even really knowing. I could feel it running out
when he pulled out suddenly.

There was a blue glow between my legs. I
didn't think about that just then.

"The fuck is the matter," I heard Jonah
growl. My hearing was strange. All the sounds in my head were as
though I was suddenly underwater. "The fuck," Jonah repeated.
"Fucking Thrall already, cunt."

<AR!#$!#$!@#T@TY ERROR
ERROR!$#!$!#%!##%>

<FATAL ERROR. ARGUMENT NOT FOUND.>

I think I heard Everett make pained grunt.
Then I blacked out.
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My sleep was dreamless.

I woke up feeling wet, and not the kind of
wet I'd largely been. This was cold and filmy.

Someone slapped my cheek. "Lyle. Lyle."

I opened my eyes with great effort.
Everything was blurry and just colors and shapes that were taking a
very long time to resolve.

The voice, semi-underwater, came again.
"Lyle. Wake up. Now. What did you do, Lyle?"

The shape in front of me resolved into Ms.
Childs. She was back in a power suit, but her pale skin was now
bone-white and her expression was stricken. "Mmmnngh," I moaned.
Then I saw. Then I retched.

Everett was next to me. He was naked on the
bed and his blood was soaked through half the mattress. There was
blood everywhere. Everywhere. I'd been lying next to him and I was
half-covered in it myself.

Ms. Childs slapped my cheek again. "Wake up.
What happened? Why did you kill him? Oh Jesus, what's
happened?"

Kill him? Why would I- What had happened?

"This isn't- I didn't-"

"Who did, Lyle? Who if not you?"

"There were others. We had - there was just
sex. I- I-" My head spun. My mouth was dry and I was more hung over
than I'd ever been in my life. My eyes burned and my head throbbed.
I was sick this time, over the side of the bed. I saw Ms. Childs
step back, her mobile in her hand. "What are you doing? Please, you
have to help me."

Ms. Childs took another step back. "I'm
calling the police. I can't believe you killed him."

My head spun all over again and my blood ran
cold. This couldn't be happening. This was a dream. Another dark
weird dream.

Only it wasn't. I knew it wasn't. Too many
other things were real. My dress was on the floor with my underwear
in the next room where the twins had stripped me.

The twins. Where were they? Where was Jonah?
What had happened when he'd finished in me? I'd seen numbers and
things and-

Ms. Childs was on the phone. Police. No. I
needed to figure this out.

I moved without thinking. I charged at her,
and she was so surprised at this movement that I caught her
off-guard. The phone fell from her hand and she stumbled backwards.
We collided and went down in a mess of limbs. Ms. Childs recovered
quickly. There was something in her hand.

Blue flash. Something hot whizzed past my ear
and I saw sparks in my peripheral vision.

Ms. Childs had a stunner. Holy shit, she had
a stunner.

We wrestled and not for the first time I was
grateful for the muscle tone and comparative strength of a
stripper's body. I was more than a match for Ms. Childs even in my
groggy and hungover state. In two quick twists I had the defense
weapon in my hand. "No. Please. Listen to me," I begged.

The phone was on the floor and flashed green
to show it'd connected with emergency services. I reached over and
killed the call, but was distracted long enough that Ms. Childs got
out from under me. "Murderer," she hissed.

I fired instinctively. She was coming right
at me and my fingers closed around the little chrome trigger and
hit her right in the chest.

The stunner packed a punch. There was barely
a kick in my hand, but the blue flash knocked her back a good foot
and knocked her out cold. Stunners come in a lot of different
strengths. I expected that someone like Ms. Childs would be
carrying the kind that was a dark alley deterrent, not the kind
this was, the kind carried by professional bodyguards. Non-lethal,
but bringing a few hours of unconsciousness with a direct
close-range hit.

I dropped the stunner and clapped a hand over
my mouth.

This was all happening. This was all real.
Everett was dead. I'd just shot his assistant with a stunner and
she'd been in the process of calling the police to report me as
Everett's killer.

I couldn't have done it. I knew that
somewhere deep inside myself and yet I also knew that something was
now very, very wrong. The evening took a dark turn in the moments
before I blacked out. That part I remembered. What had happened?
Did I black out drunk? No, I remembered the implant glitching
out.

The implant. There was nothing in front of my
eyes. The HUD was dark. Had it gone haywire? Had it turned me
homicidal?

I ran to the couch, still naked and still
with Everett's dried blood on my hands and chest. My terminal was
still there where I'd hidden it before going out. I didn't even
bother with clothes. I just slapped the terminal back into my free
wrist port and connected.

The implant's firmware had indeed crashed. It
was idling in a "safe mode" waiting for someone to clear its error
logs. I pulled a dump of those to my debugger and had meant to
leave it at that, but the moment the logs were pulled, the implant
started to reboot. Blue lines and text flashed in front of my
vision and then everything was back to how it had been.

FluxWatch was flashing serious warnings. All
but the most basic functions of the implant were quarantined. It
gave me its report now.

[Foreign Event Logged]

[Malicious Third Party Software
Quarantined]

[Malicious Techno-Organic Material
Ejected]

Ejected.

Something blue and glowing.

There was a stain on the couch where I'd
been. It was, in fact, a little blue. I'd not imagined that. Third
party software? Foreign material? What did that mean?

Jonah?

Jonah had blue glowing cum. I remembered
that. That was the stain. Blue glowing cum was not normal.

He'd tried to do something. What was he
grunted at me before I blacked out?

Come on. Fucking Thrall already.

Something bad happened and Jonah most
definitely had something to do with it.

I'd been framed. For some reason, Jonah and
maybe the twins had killed Everett and framed me for his murder.
Moreover, they'd tried to do something to me and the implant I had
in me would have responded had it not been for FluxWatch.

I needed to get out of there. But where would
I go? I was on a goddamned island. I was on an island with no
ID.

It was such a bad idea.

It was a bad idea, but it was the only one
that was going to buy me any kind of time to clear my name.

I grabbed the suitcase with whatever was
still in it. I put the her phone in there and also the portfolio
she'd seemingly dropped in the hall. I put on a robe from the
bathroom and then knelt to gently frisk the body of my dead lover's
unconscious assistant. I found what I was looking for in her blazer
pocket. Her room key. She was staying in the same complex and she
was on the same floor. Perfect.

Luck was on my side. It was early enough in
the morning that the halls were empty. I encountered no other
guests and since this was a condo, there wasn't daily cleaning
staff to see me dragging a travel suitcase or the unconscious body
of Ms. Childs a thousand yards down the hall and into her room. I
remembered too late that I'd forgotten the stunner. Damn.

I didn't want to risk going back. If the call
to the police went through and they followed up, they'd do it by
tracing her call. I had no idea how long until they'd respond to a
hangup with no evidence of distress, but I couldn't running into
the cops coming out of the elevator with Everett's blood on my
naked body.

In Ms. Childs' smaller but still opulent
condo, I took a minute to catch my breath. I was still hung over
and dizzy and trying to think through the absolutely insane plan
I'd just made. It still made sense. It was still not a good
plan.

I stripped her naked, re-attached my
terminal, and cautiously monitored the running processes while I
instructed FluxWatch to pull the locks off acquisition and sampling
software.

I shouldn't have been surprised. I already
had a full voiceprint for Ms. Childs from when she'd visited us at
the beach. The body scan was mostly complete, too, owing to the
catty little scan I'd done when I was jealous of her ill-fitting
swimsuit gift from Everett. What I really needed, though, were her
fingerprints, which I very carefully made a visual scan of. I did
the same with her eyes, which was tricker with her unconscious.
Then I tied her up with some belts and a torn bedsheet and gagged
her as well and stuffed her in her own closet. I felt bad about
this and covered her body with my robe. There was blood on her
clothes and I intended to destroy this blazer. It wasn't fair that
SHE be framed for murder any more than me.

Two hours was a long fucking time. Did I have
two hours?

Could I risk what would happen for those two
hours?

No. No, I could not.

But I couldn't afford to waste time,
either.

I climbed in Ms. Childs' shower and loaded
her template into the gadget's hopper. Here was the scary part. I
couldn't risk it operating at anything less than flawless. That
meant disabling FluxWatch. I didn't like the thought and didn't
trust this foreign technology in me. There was no time. I was in
danger. It had to happen now.

<BEGIN TRANSFORMATION?>

Yes, I thought.

Slime covered my body. I went numb and then
blacked again.
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Pounding.

I heard loud insistent pounding. It startled
me so badly that I jerked forward. Shards of dried cocoon shell
tumbled from my body as I gasped for breath and all but tripped
falling out of the tub.

Breathing was painful for the first few
gasps. I was far more disoriented, this time, but some of it came
from the dysphoria of having a body that was not the one I'd
had.

Yes. Pale skin. Red curly hair around my
shoulders. Small firm breasts with generous freckles dotting their
surface. Tuft of pale hair between my legs. I was her.

Pounding. Louder.

Not my heart. The door.

Someone was at the door. Shit.

I moved fast, shaking slimy bits of the
cocoon off while throwing my robe back over myself. I reached the
door too late to check on the real Ms. Childs and determine if she
was still out. I had an idea who was on the other side of the
door.

I was right. It was the cops. "Pardon,
ma'am," said the officer in the front, a portly Samoan with a kind
face who looked only mildly concerned.

"Oh," I croaked. Damn. I forgot about the
vocal frog that came after a transformation as dramatic as mine.
"Is there-" I cleared my throat and then tried again. "Is there a
problem?"

"Everything all right, ma'am?"

"Oh. Yes," I said in a perfect replica of the
voice I'd heard from Everett's lawyer. Mostly perfect. It sounded
boomier and more present coming out of my own head than it had on
the other side. Still, I was sure this was normal. "Sorry," I said.
"Getting a cold I think."

"Sorry to hear that, ma'am. We got a call on
emergency services from your phone-"

"Oh, gosh," I said, and cleared my throat
again entirely for effect. "I'm such an idiot. I was trying to dial
my physician and hit the wrong contact in my phone. I didn't think
it'd connected."

The cops nodded to each other. The big one in
front was not looking me in the eye. My robe was coming open, I
realized. I'd not cinched it tight enough for Ms. Childs' narrower
if taller frame and a breast was in danger of peeking out. I didn't
bother to fix my robe. Modesty as an instinct came second to
distracting the police. "We figured it was something like that,"
the lead cop said.

"Thank you for being so on the ball," I said
with what I hoped was a cute smile.

"Have a nice day, ma'am. Hope you feel
better," he added.

"Mmmhmm," I said, feigned another cough, and
shut the door quickly.

I spent a good minute with my back against
the door, breathing heavily before I remembered to look through the
peephole and confirm they'd gone. They had. Safe. For now.

Ms. Childs was still thankfully unconscious
in her closet, though she did spook me when she stirred once. I
shut the closet door and got to work. I'd gotten away with the most
risky part of this, but I was far from out of the woods.

I found her suitcase next to the bed. There
wasn't much in it. Some surprisingly lacy underwear (I guess she
liked a little feminine reminder underneath the brisk business
attire), a blazer/skirt combo that needed pressing but was
otherwise fine, and some sensible pumps. Good enough.

I took the skirt and blazer into the bathroom
and ran the water as hot as it would go while I gathered up every
shard of cocoon I could find and washed them all down the drain or
flushed them down the toilet. I washed the last bits off of myself
and then, seeing the steam had mostly relaxed the creases in the
skirt, took them back out to the bedroom where I efficiently put on
Ms. Childs' clothes. I put my terminal and the other things I'd
salvaged from our condo in the suitcase. Then I found Ms. Childs'
phone and after a moment of searching, dialed the number for our
pilot. I needed to get back to the mainland post-haste, I
explained. My employer and his girlfriend were flying commercial to
the Kauai and would meet the private jet in two days' time. In the
meantime, how quickly could we be ready to go?

I was told it'd be a few hours, but maybe as
little as two. That was the best I could do, I knew, and asked the
pilot to please expedite if possible.

It was dangerous to stay here in the hotel.
So many hours.

I barely made it to the toilet before I threw
up. The enormity of what I'd done and the position I was in was
returning to me. Everett. Dead and bled out in his condo. If I
wanted to clear my name, I'd have to leave him there. It about
broke my heart to think of that. The poor man.

Jonah. I'd get him. I was going to find that
son of a bitch and bring him to justice. I didn't know how exactly
I was going to do that, but I knew it needed to be done and would
have to be done by me.

"I'm sorry," I whispered to Everett if he was
watching. Then I rinsed my mouth and zipped up Ms. Childs'
suitcase, pausing only to go back to the tap and drink two more
glasses of water. Thirst again. Hunger, too. That would have to
wait.

Her ID was in the pantsuit I'd taken off her.
I put that in my blazer pocket with a banx chip and a credit chip
keyed to her identity. There was a gold-and-platinum chip in a
secret pocket of her slacks just like the discretionary one Everett
gave me. I kept that one in the end and left Ms. Childs her credit
chip. That one would be traceable anyway. Then, after checking she
was still out cold, I left her room and pressed the elevator call
button.
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I emptied the discretionary chip in an ATM in
the lobby of the condo complex. There was about four thousand on
it, which I distributed between my suitcase and a pocket in the
interior of the blazer. The chip I threw in the nearest wastebin
just in case there was GPS in it. I wished I'd thought to take the
one Everett gave me for spending from his condo, but it was
somewhere in the room and I was definitely not going back in
there.

There was still a little time to kill, but it
seemed better to stay near the airport and away from the grisly
mess upstairs. I flagged a cab to the airport. Maybe I'd get lucky
and the plane would be ready sooner.

Luck. Not a thing I was having in abundance
today.

Some of it turned up at the hanger. It was a
weekday morning and there were less jets ferrying islanders.
Everett's pilot, who was named George, was also extremely good at
his job and we mostly had our plans filed by the time I got there.
The thing I was obliged to wait for was a safety check. "I imagine
there's some kind of business thing if he's sending you back so
soon, honey" George said with a sympathetic smile. "He always works
you so hard."

I nodded and shrugged, and that was the
extent of our small talk. Within the hour we were lifting off and I
was sitting in the cabin and trying very hard to keep my hands from
shaking.

Ross the flight attendant kept coming back to
check on me. "Are you sure everything is okay," he kept asking me,
and didn't seem satisfied when I tried to assure him that it was.
Once we hit ten thousand feet he came back to inform me there
hadn't been time to load a meal but did I want some kind of snack.
I did, but I didn't want any more scrutiny from Ross. I just wanted
to be left alone. I just wanted time to think. I sent him away with
a request for just some trail mix and a water, but he came back a
minute later frowning. "Aren't you allergic to peanuts, ma'am?"

I froze. Damn. I'd not thought this through.
"Don't you keep something for me that I can have?"

Ross frowned again, but came back with dried
apple slices and a water. "Are you sure everything's okay,
ma'am?"

"Yes," I snapped. "Why wouldn't it be?"

"We got a call just now. Honolulu police were
looking for Mr. Janson and wanted to know if he was onboard."

I tried to make my face a mask. "The police?
What did they want?"

"They wouldn't say, ma'am. They were looking
for you, as well, and I confirmed that you were onboard."

"I'm afraid I don't know anything about it,"
I said neutrally. Then, because I figured it was bad for Ms. Childs
to not know everything about her boss at all times, I took out her
phone and made a show of sending him a message. There were two
missed messages from unfamiliar Honolulu numbers. Police, no doubt.
Damn. "How much longer is the flight," I asked.

"Four hours or so, still to go," Ross
informed me. "Shall I call them back and try to get you some
additional information."

"No!" It came out too startled and too sharp.
I knew instantly I'd screwed up. Did he suspect something? Had he
been testing me? What had the police said? Had they found the body?
Worse, had they discovered poor Ms. Childs? Four hours. They were
going to find her. They knew there was a different Ms. Childs on
this plane. Damn. They'd be waiting for me. And now I had this nosy
flight attendant who might make things worse.

"Ma'am?"

"I'm sorry. I'm just a little testy. Everett-
erm, Mr. Janson cut my vacation short so he could spend more time
with that new girl and the work he sent me back to do is frankly
bullshit. I just am feeling... very... overwhelmed. I was hoping
not to think about work until I had to land." It was a flimsy
excuse that I was half making up as I was going, but it was doing
the job of distracting Ross. Gossip. He was into the idea of a
little gossip. Would he react to other naughty things?

He was also letting his eyes drift. Amazing.
I'd never noticed while in a man's body how fucking obvious it is
when a man's eyes drift anywhere that's not the face part you're
supposed to be communicating with. This kid was looking at my legs
and trying to see how high up the skirt I might be affording a
view.

I was new to wearing skirts and wasn't doing
a very good job of guarding the view, it was true, but this proved
to be my salvation. It gave me an idea. It was not ideal, but I
knew it might do the trick, or at least buy me a little time. I
stopped crossing the legs at all and opened the gap to a good inch
or two, enough to not flash anything, but let a shadow from my
thigh suggest that he was very close to learning what I assumed he
wanted to learn. What color? Wearing any at all? "I've been under
an incredible amount of stress lately," I said with a dramatic
sigh. "I'm out of good ideas about how to relax. I don't suppose we
pay you to give, say, a massage?"

I didn't care what the answer was to that
question. I'd opened my legs another few inches now, timed
perfectly when I asked the question for him to think of sex and
pussy the moment I was suggesting a workplace excuse for him to lay
his hands on my body. "Well, it's not in the job description, but
you're my only passenger and it is... my job to make sure you're
comfortable," he said slowly.

I reached up and touched his arm. This was
instinctive, but I knew this was a thing a woman would do to make
the suggestion more explicit. "I'd be so grateful. Would you mind
terribly? My shoulders and my spine are just a mess of stress. It's
making me all cross and irritable. Moreso than usual," I added, and
this got a laugh from him. Good. Hopefully that erased a little of
his doubt that I was who I said I was.

"No, ma'am," Ross said. "I guess I wouldn't
mind at all."

"Bring us a glass of wine, too," I asked,
using my very best do-this-because-I'm-pretty voice. He was a
flight attendant. He'd do it anyway, but I wanted to give him
another hint that this wasn't going to be just a massage. I needed
a moment to myself, but a moment he wasn't in my sight was a moment
he could be looking at the news or redialing the police.

I saw in his eyes that I had him. This might
work.

Ross went to fetch wine and I slipped into
the little bedroom in the rear of the plane and as quickly and
efficiently as possible got undressed. I'd let him discover me nude
on the bed with my ass in the air and I'd keep him distracted and
pleasantly and happily fucked long enough to pass the time. Maybe
I'd even enjoy it.
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He slid into me and my nerves actually
peaked. I don't know why I thought this would be relaxing. My heart
rate was elevated from the stress and panic of the day and adding
my body's biological response to sex had me dizzy and
swimmy-headed.

I didn't feel the first few strokes hardly at
all. Then his body settled on top of mine and his hands found my
wrists and I learned that Ross was a hesitant lover at first, but
when he sensed an opening, he really went for it.

I made a few little squeals and played at
resisting him. He grabbed my wrists harder and laid his full weight
on me and I stopped my pretend struggles. I let him bask in the
pleasure of his dominance, moving my body gently to his rhythm. We
didn't speak much at first. I'm not sure either of us really knew
what to say.

He pushed and stroked into me harder and
harder until I felt him fully hilted in me, heard him grunt in
absolute delight at the way he was compressed against my ass. Then
the stroking in and out in those big long movements went away. He
pushed in and in and in again, not wanting to withdraw more than
was absolutely necessary. Like he wanted to fit even more of
himself in me than he already had. An urgent frantic humping like a
dog trying to breed a bitch as quickly as humanly possible.

I liked it. I liked the steady slap-slap-slap
of his balls against my pussy, the deep and frenzied dicking that
was hitting a good spot in me and had the sense to keep doing it
until I was taking some pleasure. This body was different, I
realized. Different in its needs and wants, different in the shapes
of its insides as well as its outside. Different in its pleasure
points and even in the signals and cravings it was sending to my
brain.

I liked it, but I had to put a stop to it.
He'd finish too quickly like this, having exactly what he wanted.
As much as he was enjoying this domineering act, it wouldn't do. I
would need to remind him of some actual authority.

"Stop." I whispered it like a command, not a
plea, and he obeyed. "Roll over," I added. "Lay on your back with
your hands at your sides."

He did as he was told, sliding out of me with
an audible moan but positioning himself on the other side of the
cramped little bed and looking up at me with nervous anticipation.
His eyes left me for a second. They went to the door.

"Relax," I ordered. "There's no one else on
the plane, right?" Ross nodded. "Then we won't be disturbed,
right?" Ross nodded again. I climbed over him and repeated the move
I'd been on the other end of the fateful night before.

Now that he was out of me, and now that the
excitement of the moment was past, I realized that Ross had done a
number on me. My sex was red against my pale skin and sore from the
inconsiderate beginning to our sex. With the endorphins fading, I
hurt a little. He'd used a little spit, but that wasn't enough
lubricant and this body didn't seem to make as much of its
own as the one I'd been in previously. How strange. So much to
learn.

I squatted on the flight attendant's face,
brushed my lips over his mouth and dragged them over his nose and
back again. "Get me wetter," I insisted.

He complied. His technique was sloppy
compared to the twins and even to Everett. There was too much
tongue trying to go into me and not enough running over the surface
or paying attention to where I actually had pleasure. I sympathized
with him as a former stupid inconsiderate man myself and would have
been more compassionate if I'd not learned recently how the right
way feels and now how unsatisfying it really can be to have a lover
who thinks the pleasure is in penetration.

His inexperience and poor technique were
frustrating sexually, but they worked to my advantage. "We have a
lot of time left on this flight," I decreed to him, teasing his
erection with a hand behind my back while I ground down on his face
again. "Time enough to give you a lesson or two on the proper way
to eat pussy."

The lesson stretched for a good half hour or
more. I climaxed once from what to me felt more like the act of
sitting on this boy's face and barking commands at him. Ms. Childs,
it seemed, was a lot like the porn archetype she most closely
resembled. Maybe that was all me. It didn't matter. When I'd taken
my second, I was feeling far more relaxed and able to control
myself enough that when I mounted him and permitted his hands on my
body, I had control over my own body and his as well.

After more than twenty minutes, I had him
groaning and was starting to feel sore myself. If I kept this
going, I was going to pay for it, but then again, I couldn't afford
to keep this body much longer. I slapped his cheek playfully and
permitted him the first and only kiss on the mouth he'd get from
me. Then I milked him in two long, slow, squeezes and whispered he
could have it his favorite way again.

Ross needed no second invitation. He fell on
me and was buried back against my ass with alarming speed. In his
tortured heightened state he needed very little more of the
hump-hump jackhammer position he favored to release and moan in
delight. I pulled him down with me on the bed and we lay there for
a long time, drenched in sweat. The absolute ideal thing happened
next: the boy who was such a typical man in bed went for the hat
trick and fell asleep two minutes later.

I used the tiny shower in the cabin to clean
myself up and wash the sweat and sex off and then efficiently
dressed. All the while I plotted my next few moves. I had to assume
we'd land safely, but what I did next would make a big difference I
was certain.

Ross woke up and stumbled out of the back
about forty minutes before landing looking positively terrified he
was going to be fired. I gave him a permissive smile and he was
mine. He even carried my little suitcase down the stairs for me
when we reached the hanger. George and the copilot didn't know what
to make of it and I didn't stick around for them to try. I had a
timetable.

 



 


10: Run




I "accidentally" made sure to leave Ms.
Childs' phone in the back of the cab that took me to my old
apartment. I didn't know how long I had, but I didn't imagine it
would be THAT long. The link between Lyle Estevez and Everett
Janson was going to be pretty easy to trace once anyone looked at
the documents. This would be my one and only chance to raid my
apartment.

What to take? Nothing traceable, so any
computing devices with onboard wireless networking that I'd
definitely used as Lyle were out of the question. I wanted to take
my terminal, but I couldn't risk it. Besides, the KWS was getting
the job done even if I liked my Proxima better. I did have a spare
tablet in a box at the bottom of a drawer. It was meant to be a
present for Audra, but it turned out she'd bought herself one the
week before Valentine's Day (inferior but pink) and so I'd held
onto it. It wasn't activated and was clean for me to take and use
if I needed it. What else? Clothes?

My original idea had been that I'd get my
male body back and go into hiding, but that didn't make a lot of
sense. Lyle Estevez was going to be wanted for questioning and they
were going to find possibly-illegal biotech in him when they did
and then he'd most definitely be charged with murder and at minimum
fleeing the scene.

I could borrow some other guy's body. Except
that would mean going out and sampling someone else in a body that
was going to be wanted soon, too. Risky.

That's when I remembered Nami.

I had a spare body. The girl from the
dressing room. Fully sampled. Ready to go except for the fact she
didn't have anything to wear. She was completely unconnected,
though. I'd have time to track down Jonah and the twins. I'd have a
chance to find something to exonerate myself. Room to breathe and
time to figure out what they'd tried to do to my implant and what
this was all about.

It was not a good plan, but it was at least a
plan.
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I took a cab to a low-rent shopping area not
too deep into the downtown recovery zone. There aren't as many
cameras down there and the little bodegas that sell everything from
electronics to perfume knockoffs to wedding dresses tend to deal in
cash and have minimal security systems. Lucky for me, some of them
were still open. I towed the suitcase behind me the whole time and
wished it wasn't drawing so much attention, but then again, a white
girl shopping on the wrong side of the gentrification line was
going to draw some attention no matter if she looked like she was
lost on the way to the airport or not.

I bought the first things the HUD told me
would fit the Nami template with only the minimum amount of
attention paid to if anything would fit. There was a decent
discount clothing shop at the bottom end of the fashion district
that sold underwear, knockoff shoes, and dresses that were
borderline slutty but didn't draw too much attention. I picked
mostly neutral colors but couldn't avoid buying electric pink
underwear - it was the only size that fit Nami's astonishingly
large chest.

<It's going to be fun.>

A horrible thought in spite of everything
that was happening, but it was also one I couldn't ignore. Ms.
Childs' body was now definitely feeling sore from the marathon sex
session and malnourishment, but in spite of this, it experienced a
pleasurable little surge when the clerk rang up the lacy pink
undies. They were racy for casual wear, and the dress I'd bought to
go over them was just a little too sheer, I noticed (too late and
at the register). The only good news? The clothes were dirt cheap,
so I was able to pay out of the cash I scrounged from my apartment
and not yet touch the four thousand in discretionary I'd
appropriated from Ms. Childs. That, I suddenly realized, was going
to have to last me.

There would be time to think about all that
later, though. For the moment, I needed to ditch this body before
too many more people saw it. I'd avoided looking at the news, but
by now, it had been more than 11 hours since I'd abandoned
Everett's body in that hotel room. The odds it was still
undiscovered were minimal. Far more likely was Ms. Childs being
awake and free and leading the police to the body and then to me.
That could happen at any point.

One last risky part of the plan.

The fashion district was a two mile walk to
the garage-level office I was renting to work out of. I'd done the
walk a lot as a man, but as a woman, hearing the click-click of Ms.
Childs' heels on the sidewalk and the loud attention-getting squeak
of the suitcase rollers I towed behind me, I was aware of the eyes
of every man, vagrant and worker alike, that fell on me while I
walked. It was, in a day full of terror and panic, the most
unsettling and unpleasant dread so far.

My hands were shaking as I pushed the keycard
against the reader on the door of my building's after-hours
entrance. Now was a short and sort-of-safe walk to my office, which
I also admitted myself to, and then a moment or two of panting and
low deep sighs of relief at having made it this far unmolested.

I'd used Lyle's keycard on the door. They'd
know I'd come here. Luckily, I knew the cameras in this garage and
was reasonably certain I'd walked a path out of their sight all the
way to this office, so while they'd know Lyle was here, they'd not
know I looked like this.

Time. No time.

My office was little more than a utility
closet, but the one thing it had was an actual closet. I went here
now, after first locking the door and hitting the switch to frost
the glass on my front door and concealing the suitcase in the
extreme rear of the closet. I then stripped naked, wedged myself in
the farthest corner of the closet and arranged as many mops and
boxes in front of me as I could.

In the dark of the closet, I loaded Nami's
pattern and engaged it.

Pain, slime, and blackness took me.
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I heard the footsteps just in time to keep
from making any noise or knocking anything down.

There was someone in my office. A pair of
someones. Men's voices, indistinct through the cracking shell of
the cocoon and the heavy door of the closet. I blinked out of habit
and felt the shell crackle and disintegrate. The noise of it was
excruciatingly loud to my ears.

The closet door opened and I froze. I'd
concealed myself, but even so, slivers of light splashed across my
still-blurry vision and I was certain they'd seen me. The voices
were loud enough to be discernible now.

"Nope. Nothing here. Just a bunch of junk.
What a slob."

"Building security shows him showing up
here."

"Yeah, but where? He probably grabbed some
cash or something and bolted."

"I'm not calling this in without a lead."

" Come on, we're at the end of a shift. Let
the detectives or the feds deal with this."

The closet door shut then and I let out the
breath I didn't realize I'd been holding. Shortly the two men I
presumed were cops departed my office and shut the door behind
them. I counted to two thousand before I dared to move.

By now the pins-and-needles sensation was
leaving my limbs and my vision was clear, but I had a hell of a
pounding headache. The cocoon shell was different this time, too.
It was drier and thinner and more crumbly. It took only a few
twists and movements of my body to get free of it.

Back in the office, I took my first steps in
this short, exceedingly curvy Asian girl's body. I didn't have a
mirror, but it certainly looked like the transformation was
successful. The big hairy mess of unkempt pubic hair was there,
that much was certain.

<This body is absolutely perfect for you.
You're going to love it. You're going to have so much fun and fuck
and suck and slut and serve and kneel and submit. Submit and be a
good little dolly girl. Perfect obedient little princess
fucktoy.>

I didn't even wait to get dressed. The KWS
terminal slid into my wrist, found the ports and connected.
FluxWatch re-engaged and began aggressively filtering. I didn't
care about the pain. I was working on a hell of a headache that
wouldn't stop and these strange voices where not welcome to join
the party. Now that it served its purpose, the implant was going to
as much of a lockdown as it was safe to keep it under.

The wandering thoughts stopped quickly. I
wiggled into the racy pink underwear (discovering Nami's complaints
about her bush to be not as big a deal as she'd suggested) and
tugged the simple black dress over my head. Right away, I saw the
breasts were going to take some serious getting used to. There was
a weight on my chest, a constant and newly-present mass that I
couldn't help but be extremely conscious of. With so much of the
implant-assisted motions and movements on lockdown, I also didn't
immediately adapt to the change in my center of gravity. So much
flesh also had that many more places for a bra, especially a cheap
one, to pinch and push. I promised myself I'd do something about it
the moment I had a place to hide out.

I wiggled my feet into the also uncomfortable
cheap shoes and shook my hair to get rid of the last cocoon shards.
Nami's shorter straight hair was at least easy to accomplish this
with. I didn't know why the shell was thinner and more brittle this
time, but the good news was that it was turning to powder. I didn't
have time to risk sweeping up the evidence of my cocooning. I
needed to get out of there.

There was a cop watching the door when I
slipped out of the garage. He stopped me and my heart dropped all
the way to my stomach.

"Excuse me, miss?"

"Yes," I croaked. Damn it. Again. I needed to
be better about the vocal chord issue. "Sorry, officer. Long
day."

"You work in that building?"

I nodded. The cop now looked at me with
suspicion.

"They let you dress like that?"

I fixed him with a cold look. It worked. He
backed down visibly. "I clean," I said, thinking quickly. And then,
and I'm ashamed of this part, I smiled and faked a bit of a
stereotypical accent, breaking my English. "I clean at night? Big
office." And before he could say anything about it, I kicked the
suitcase. "Cleaning supply. I go second job now. Cocktail." Then I
gave him a big dumb smile.

He held up a tablet and showed me my own
picture - Lyle, that is. "Sorry to bother you, ma'am. Have you seen
this man anywhere?"

"Mr. Estevez? Not today."

"You're sure."

"Of course. He gone for days now."

I was proud of myself. The lies were coming
so easily and I was playing the part well enough that I could see
him relaxing his natural suspicions. Now the cop changed the photo
to a security camera photo of me as Jasmine with Everett. "You ever
see this woman? The WOMAN," he shouted in an insultingly loud voice
as though that'd make it clearer to my immigrant self.

I leaned forward, let a little boob spill out
over the top of my dress. It worked on the plane, maybe it'd work
here. "No, no," I said after a moment.

Over his shoulder, I saw something absolutely
wonderful. A cab with the light on. I waved it down.

"You're working two jobs and you're taking a
cab?"

Damn. He was suspicious again.

"Bus too dangerous," I said. And then, in a
moment of inspired cattiness I couldn't resist, I added, "you
should be better police. Catch criminal. Stop harassing girls."

The cop frowned, admonished me to call if I
saw that woman or that man, and let me get in my cab with my
suitcase.

"Where to," the driver asked me.

"A cheap hotel," I said. He turned in the
seat to look at me. "Not cheap like that," I said, reading the
look. "Not for fucking. For sleeping and not spending a fortune and
not getting robbed."

This made the cabbie chuckle. He put the cab
in gear and drove.
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I paid cash for the room, left my suitcase by
the door, and promptly drank four glasses of water after washing
down some aspirin I found in the motel vending machine. I was
thirstier than I'd imagined. Then I lay on the bed and waited for
the headache to dissipate. I fell asleep and didn't wake until
there was light poking through the blinds.

The bra was killing me. I had the dress off
and the bra off a moment later, massaging the deep marks where the
wire dug into my tender flesh. Then thirst had my attention and I
drank another two glasses of water in succession.

I hadn't peed and I didn't need to and that's
when I realized that my headache, the brittle shell of the cocoon,
and my thirst might all be connected. I didn't know where the
gadget got or discarded some of the biological material it needed
to reshape a human body, but I realized that it was probably using
a lot of what I took into my own body each time. Going from Jasmine
to Ms. Childs had mostly been a shedding process, but from the
skinny woman to this shorter, but fuller girl had used up a lot.
There'd barely been enough, it seemed like, and I'd severely
dehydrated myself in the process.

I turned on the entertainment system in the
room and skimmed the channels. I found what I was afraid of on the
local in-hotel network. Police bulletins and sketchy reports about
a bizarre murder on the islands that claimed the life of a
billionaire philanthropist and former tech giant. Everett's face
came on the screen and I felt my stomach lurch.

I forced myself to watch until the end of the
report in order to confirm they had no real leads on the location
of Lyle Estevez or the mysterious female companion. They did have
footage of a sock blanket-covered Penelope Childs being put in the
back of an ambulance while speaking to a serious-looking detective,
but there was no mention of the wanted pair being the same person.
Had she told them about the gadget? Were they keeping that quiet?
Or had Ms. Childs not wanted to invite the question about where I'd
gotten the gadget in the first place? It was impossible to be
certain. I had to assume my disguise wouldn't hold forever.

My finances were not going to hold forever,
either. After the deposit necessary for a cash payment on a room, I
had only two thousand left and my room at this motel expiring after
just six days. If I scrimped on everything but the bare essentials
of a wardrobe, food, and water, I'd maybe be able to afford staying
here for ten or eleven days, but then I'd be on the streets and
penniless.

The problem was worse, of course. I had no
money, but no way to get more money, either. I had no ID. There
were places to get a convincing fake, but that cost a lot more
money now that they were biologically coded to their owners. Who
would hire me without an ID? Who would pay me when I had no
records, no tax ID, no nothing?

The answer to the question of where I could
lay my hands on a large amount of cash with few questions asked and
probable access to the kind of underworld connection I'd need in
order to get an ID was shockingly obvious to me. It was also mildly
repulsive and even a little intimidating. There were skills
involved. Skills I might have had a few days ago but almost
certainly lacked now.

Or did I?

The beginnings of an idea had come to me
while I'd been sleeping and now, as I tugged the dress back over my
breasts and dug in the suitcase for the terminal, excitement filled
me. The biggest concern was the precious time this would cost me.
But I needed more time than I could afford. I didn't know anything
about Jonah or the twins and I needed things to safely research and
investigate without drawing attention. This would, in some ways, be
the safest way to buy that time.


 


 


11: Audition




It was late afternoon when I finished my
work. I used precious cash on another cab ride and hoped that I'd
not made a serious error. Ten steps out of the cab, I was starting
to think I had.

There was a different bouncer waiting outside
today. He was a big guy, light skin, covered in serious-looking ink
that showed off a lot of skulls and text in looping cursive that
wrapped around the skulls. He looked me over and frowned when I
approached. "No cover," he pronounced.

"Actually," I said in the best approximation
I could manage of Nami's spoiled imperiousness, "I'm looking for
Tyrone."

The bouncer looked me over again, now most
definitely undressing me with his eyes. I was almost certain he
could see the electric pink underwear through the sheer fabric of
my dress. Probably he was hoping to see more while he was at it.
"Wait here," he said at last, and then ducked inside the dark
atrium of the strip club and spoke into a radio on his wrist. He
straightened a moment later and nodded at me. "Go on in. Tyrone'll
see you at the bar."

I thanked him and made my way into the smoky
gloom of the club. The "bar" of course didn't serve anything harder
than energy drinks, and the bartender charged me a painful 20 bucks
for one of those. I really could have used a downer more than an
upper at that moment. I was nervous. Incredibly nervous. All the
fear and anxiety from everything that drove me here was piled on a
legitimate case of the nerves from what I was about to do.

The burly black manager of the club slid onto
the stool next to mine and made no attempt to hide the blatant
once-over he gave me. "Yeah, I don't know you," he began. "I got a
good memory for bodies and I don't know that body. Who told you to
ask after me?"

I pushed the drink aside. "I heard you were
hiring." It was a blatant lie. I had no idea if he was hiring or
not but the direct approach and the commanding lilt of my voice
were all I had going for me. Up close, Tyrone was intimidating in
both his size and in the deep bass rumble of his voice. I swallowed
and summoned everything I had to look him right in the eye. Eye
contact. Confidence. Personal connection. This was important and I
needed to show him I could do it.

"I'm not sure where you mighta heard
that," Tyrone said with the hint of a patronizing smile.

"Are you or aren't you?"

"Usually folks who want a job come with some
kind of resume," Tyrone challenged. He was grinning now, showing
shiny white teeth. He sounded less gruff and more bemused now. "I
don't see no resume, girl."

I was ready for this. I got up off the stool,
making sure to never break eye contact with him. Without waiting, I
pulled the little dress over my head and draped it on the stool. I
pushed a hip out and rolled my shoulders back to thrust my ample
chest outward towards him. "See it now," I asked him.

I watched him nod thoughtfully, though the
amusement at my presumptuous was still there on his face. He still
thought this was a game and he'd send me on his way. I couldn't let
that happen.

My HUD was back up, though. It was running
off the Vaxt implant this time and not the one Everett had given
me. My afternoon coding project was now re-routing most of the
essential body systems through the clean neural implant and
ignoring the suspect one. Advantage one: no more crazy thoughts or
dreams. Advantage two: I was pulling muscle memories and behaviors
from templates other than the one from the body I was currently
wearing. It was a hack job, repurposing the mix-and-match code
blocks that handled makeup application, but the upshot was I was
going to pull some of Ariel's stripping experience into Nami's
body.

I did this now, strutting towards the club
manager with an exaggerated swing of my hips. I almost wobbled on
one shoe, but that was the new software trying to blend Ariel's
taller, more muscular movements into Nami's softer shorter rounder
body. Thankfully, Flux was supervising, making adjustments with
every step I took.

I crawled into Tyrone's lap before he could
stop me, wiggling my ass into his crotch and draping my arms around
his shoulders to hold myself steady while pressing my big heavy
tits almost up against his face. Now I pushed my shoulders
together, smooshing my breasts together to exaggerate the cleavage
and make them all but spill out the cups of the bra.

"You got a nice body," Tyrone admitted. He
put a hand on my hip and shifted me so that my ass pushed over his
legs where he could grip it from behind. "Pretty firm. You curvy
for an Asian girl. No disrespect, mind you. Are them titties
fakes?"

"Feel for yourself."

He did, putting a dark meaty hand on the
nearest breast and roughly squeezing it through the bra. It hurt a
little and my mouth opened. "Damn," Tyrone commented, "you cute
like that, girl. Mouth all open and looking all surprised." His
tone of voice changed along with his vocabulary. He was using an
affectation, deliberately sliding into an urban dialect that I was
almost certain he used to flirt with girls. He hadn't spoken like
that to me when I was Lyle. I took this as a good sign and forced a
giggle. This also made him smile. Now he was kneading my breast
between his fingers while the other one groped the cheek of my ass.
One of his fingers was drifting to the center, wiggling under the
little pink thong to try and tease my anus. I held still, made eye
contact and let him do whatever he needed to do.

"How's my resume look?"

"Looks fine from here. I can start you as a
server. We can go in the back and do paperwork on that. You can
balance a tray? Be personable? Wear something that shows off your
great big titties and get customers to buy the girls drinks?"

This wouldn't do. I needed more than cocktail
waitress tips to keep even the crap room in the hotel. "Waitresses
get shit tips," I pronounced. "What if I wanna dance?"

Tyrone's big hand came up and lightly smacked
the bottom of my ass in gentle reproach. "Gotta work your way up,
baby! Think every young runaway who comes in here gets to ride the
pole right away? No disrespect again, but this is clearly your
first time. We run a good place. We have quality entertainers with
some experience. You wanna dance, you can practice when it's slow
or after hours or pay one of the other girls to teach you, but they
ain't gonna be too friendly to that since they be training a
potential replacement."

Nerves came back. But I was prepared for
this. "I can dance. Give me a shot. Let me audition."

Tyrone chuckled. His hand released my breast
and pushed me off his lap. "Okay. We slow right now. Free pole over
there in the corner. You get one song and we'll see what you got.
But if you're wastin' my time, I ain't gonna be too inclined to
keep my server offer on the table."

I nodded and walked with him to a pole in the
back of the club, the one furthest from the door and the handful of
afternoon patrons leaning back in their chairs and watching the
other dancers. Tyrone gestured to the pole and had me walk a little
ahead of him. I obliged, making sure to shake my ass as much as
possible while I walked. I was borrowing Ariel's hip-pop walk and
it was by now more than adjusted for my new body. I thought I heard
an appreciative sigh from my potential employer and allowed myself
one small smile. Then I felt his big hand give me a directing pat
on the ass.

"Get on up there, next song's about to start.
And wow me, girl."

I hopped up on the stage and took two deep
breaths. The brass pole was cold to the touch and smudged from
fingerprints and other things that probably weren't fingers. Then
the song started.

It was, thankfully, an old song and one that
I knew from the clubs. Good steady beat and at a speed I could keep
up with. Flux would be working overtime to keep up, but there was
no time to worry about that. Time to dance.

I started with a few slow turns around the
pole, making a few low dips and wiggling my shoulders to make my
breasts jiggle in the bra. I ran my hands over my body, thighs to
hips to waist to chest, making as much eye contact as possible
while I did it. Tyrone kept his face neutral. Not wowed.

I popped the bra clasp, relying on muscle
memory that wasn't mine to make my large heavy breasts fall free of
the restrictive garments with as much flair as I could muster. The
bra I flung safely to the corner of the stage and now, with my
breasts free to sway and bounce while I moved, took a few turns on
the pole. I kept my feet wrapped around the base, my arm out as I
turned, then stopped and gripped the pole with both hands, facing
it and squatting. I straightened my legs, bending my spine into as
much of an "S" shape as I could manage, and swung my ass back and
forth.

"Not bad," I heard Tyrone say. "But that's
all strippercise shit. Show me the business or get down now."

He wanted to see tricks. He wanted to see
skill. I'd been hoping to coast on seduction and flaunting a
frankly amazing body, but I knew that this was perhaps
unrealistic.

I wrapped my legs around the base of the pole
and hiked myself up with mostly my thighs and a little help from my
upper body. Then, mentally crossing my fingers, I let go, bending
backwards at the waist until I hung bat-like upside down from the
pole. My thighs burned, but I kept going, releasing one leg from
its grip and tightening the other one so that I would start to spin
as I descended. It was a simple trick but that one had my knees
shaking. I could use Ariel's muscle memory to know the routines,
but the inherent problem, I discovered, was that I didn't have her
muscle tone any longer. Nami's lifestyle was softer and less
physically demanding, clearly.

I arched my back and with great effort got
myself righted, hugging myself tighter to the pole. I was failing
this audition, I knew. Not sexy enough. Not anything he hadn't seen
a million times before.

Panic wanted to join me, but I couldn't let
it be there right now. I had too much riding on this.

I don't know why I did it. I just understood
on some level that a desperate act was the only thing that would
save me. It took a moment of concentration, but I covered it by
grinding gently on the pole and whipping my hair around. All the
while I disabled the triple backup locks I'd written for Flux and
the Vaxt to hold back impulses from the bodystealer implant. Tyrone
wanted to see something new? We'd see what happened when I let
other thoughts-

<want to show him that you're a
slut>

<want him to know you're for
fucking>

<Show him your holes and show him how
empty they are and how badly they need to be used.>

<Used.>

<You live for sex. You live to obey. You
live for the pleasure of obedience. Surrender. Surrender to your
baser nature and be rewarded.>

<Fucktoy Princess Doll>

It hit me hard and with an unrelenting pace
that surprised me. It was like every single nasty dirty corrupting
thought the implant wanted to feed me had just been dammed up and
waiting to be released. Now they hit me one after another, flooding
my consciousness and, it turned out, my incredibly receptive
body.

I'd not had a time to enjoy this new body.
There hadn't been time or occasion. Now I was suddenly and keenly
aware of it as though for the very first time. The sensitivity of
my nipples. The way they ached with the most wonderful intensity
when they brushed the cold brass of the pole. The way they
stiffened to cylinders from the cold and from the certain knowledge
a big man was staring at them. The tender flesh of my breasts
bounced when I moved. It was more than I'd experienced in the other
two bodies by a factor of 3. I liked the jounce and jiggle now. I
liked the counter movement and the freedom to show something off
that felt truly freed and bared outside of my clothing.

<It makes you happy. Giggly and happy and
with not an empty thought in your perfect bimbo fucktoy
brain.>

<This is what you're for. Entertain him
and make him want you. Want to fill you. Pump his cum in all your
holes and never stop until you're brainless and happy and his
forever.>

I realized that I was somehow on the floor at
the base of the stage. I was on my knees and massaging my massive
breasts between my tiny fingers and moaning loudly. Now I opened my
legs wide and slapped a hand between them. The self-inflicted
pussy-spank made me squeal louder and in Nami's high-pitched voice
it came out in the most adorably fuckable way possible.

Now I had Tyrone's attention. I wasn't going
to stop. Fuck the pole. I cat-crawled towards the end of the stage
and then turned and hoisted myself down so that I was facing the
stage and bending my ass into his face. Those big hands found my
hips like handles and did exactly what I'd hoped they'd do: pull me
back into his lap.

I felt him hard beneath me and took that to
be a good sign, but didn't let up for a moment. Now I was somewhere
I could comfortably rely on Ariel's muscle memory. I spread my legs
and straddled his lap from behind, moving with the music and
simulating a reverse-cowboy with plenty of contact.

Tyrone's hand held my hips firmly, actively
guiding me to grind and circle my hips on just the spots he wanted.
It felt wonderful. He was strong and controlling and it made my
body come alive.

<Because this is what you're for. It's
your purpose. Be his. Be his fuckdoll. Fuckslave.>

"Now here is where you've got some talent,"
Tyrone hissed in my ear, loud enough to blot out thoughts so strong
and insistent now that they made my vision blur and my head ache. I
needed to dial the security back up on the implant. I needed to do
it soon, but I didn't have the willpower to do it right at this
moment. Not when it felt this good. Good. Right. Perfect.

<He'll make you so perfect and obedient
and full of cum.>

"Turn around, girl, let me have them titties
again."

I obeyed, settling into his lap and not
slowing down my rocking, grinding, needy constant attention to his
lap. I suddenly wanted him. I wanted him in me. Wanted it more than
I wanted the rest of this. The job? The escape? The money? The
chance to clear my name and get my life back? No. I wanted this
bulge free where I could see it and know if the stereotype was as
true as my ass was insisting it would be. He was huge. I could tell
from how far down his leg I could feel the bulge.

<Never go back.>

<Be this way forever.>

I moaned again just as he took my tits in his
hands and mashed them together forcefully. It was another
high-pitched squeal that made me sound like a teenage girl in my
new high and squeaky voice. "Yeah," Tyrone growled, looking at me.
"You're shit on the pole but you got a talent in laps, babygirl.
You could earn here. Of course, you gotta tone down that act a
little. A little too much for the club, feel me?"

I couldn't help it. I moaned again. It was a
hot thought joining the assault of all the other hot thoughts in my
head. Plus, I'd really liked what he'd called me. Babygirl.

<Naughty little girl for him.>

<Babygirl fuckdoll.>

"Damn, babygirl," Tyrone chuckled. "I'd be
mad about that immediate disobedience if it weren't so fuckin'
adorable. We don't have a stacked petite Asian girl in this joint
right now, it's true. And if you tone down the overt sex and tease
a little more, I can see how having our own J-Pop princess slut'd
round us out." He squeezed my tits again when he said "round" and I
made a pleased little squeal that was entirely genuine. "You got
some talent in a lap, all right," Tyrone said. "But maybe we go
back to the office. You're drawing eyes and you ain't signed or
legal to work here, yet."

It wasn't a question for me to answer. Tyrone
was already lifting me off his lap (so strong!) and getting up
himself. Now he led me (still topless and in just my little pink
thong) across the club to the door behind the bar that I'd seen him
exit from. While he did this, through extreme force of will, I told
the Vaxt and FluxWatch to put all the locks back on the rogue sex
thoughts coming from the corrupting implant. It hurt to feel the
voices recede this time. They'd made everything work and feel so,
so natural. The absence was like a cold shower in the middle of a
welcome horniness.

The office was pretty bare and there was kind
of a funky smell in the air, but I stood on the other side of the
desk he now sat in while he went through some forms.

"Take a seat," Tyrone instructed. "Or, I
guess, you're gonna need your ID to get started with. Mickey at the
bar should have the stuff you left behind the counter. Your ID in
there?"

I shifted. "Do I need an ID?"

Tyrone lofted an eyebrow. "I gotta know
you're legal, babygirl. You look it now, but them little squeals
and the low light of the club have you looking mighty young. Don't
get me wrong, it's good for business, but it's gonna get us exactly
the kind of attention we don't want here. Me and the new owner, we
like a low profile."

My heart sank. I'd come so close. "I don't
have an ID at all," I said in a small voice. "I'm living in a hotel
and I'm almost out of money. This was my last shot."

Tyrone's eyes bugged out a little. "Damn," he
said. "I mean, I hear hard luck stories a lot in this business.
Every single one of these bitches got some kind issue they're
working through on their own time. But that's too bad, princess. I
was just getting to like the idea of having you around."

Desperation seized me. "If I promised I'd get
one soon, could I- just for a while...I could do server stuff if it
was a problem."

Tyrone chuckled. "Oh. Now you suddenly ain't
too good for server work, huh? Even with the 'shit' tips?"

I nodded. It was cold in this office and
under the harsh fluorescents I felt far more exposed and vulnerable
than I had flaunting my stuff on a stage for anyone to see.

Tyrone looked at me for a long moment. "You
know criminals, some of them have this thing they do to build
trust. They share some dark secrets with each other so now they
each have something on each other. Now they've got a bond. They're
bad guys who do bad things, but they can trust each other not to do
some of that bad shit to each other because of the secrets. I'm not
about to share secrets with you because I don't need you to trust
me. But now is the time to be honest with me." He pushed out from
behind the desk, beckoning me to come sit in his lap.

I was so relieved to not be immediately
tossed out on my ass that I joined him, straddling him in the chair
and being still this time. I looked into his dark eyes while he put
a hand on my backside and took a deep breath. "Honest about
what?"

"Tell me why you don't have ID."

"I'm running from something. I can't use my
real ID and I don't have a fake. Or any records here."

"And no clue how to set that up?"

"Right."

He palmed my ass more aggressively, like he
was spurring a horse to go a little further and do it much, much
faster. "And what is it that you're running from?"

Honesty (after a fashion) seemed the best
policy. "Murder. I didn't do it," I quickly added.

"Girl, I don't think you have the strength or
the stones to kill a man except by suffocating him between those
titties. Is that what you did?"

I blushed and shook my head.

Now Tyrone looked thoughtful. While he
thought, he palmed my ass and rubbed it with his large hand,
switching from a rub to more of a petting motion. In spite of my
situation, I found myself aroused by that. "There are ways to get
you set up. It costs. Some of that can come from your tips. I don't
want to know a lot of details more than that, but it's still a hell
of a risk. There are some things you could do for me that would
make me feel better about taking such an obviously big risk."

"Like what," I asked too quickly.

I saw him smile, a big broad smile that
showed he knew he had me. His hand gave my ass one more gentle pet
and then came up to rest on the top of my head. Then, with the
gentlest pressure, he started to push down. When I didn't
immediately respond, Tyrone's smile flickered and the hand on my
head pushed me down harder.

I understood, then.

I slid out of his lap, landing on the ground
in front of his chair and on my knees before I had a chance to
catch my breath. "That's a good girl," Tyrone whispered above me,
the way he might talk to a new pet. "Now get to work and make me
feel good about my bad decision."

I knew what he wanted, why he was putting me
in this position. I'd thought this might happen, but only rarely.
Only when I needed a little extra money. Not as a condition for my
employment. Then again, he was offering to get me fully set up with
an ID and other things I'd desperately need if I had to stay in
this body much longer. His hand now rested on the back of my head,
pulling it between his legs. The grip was firm and commanding. I
knew what was next.

My trembling fingers undid his belt and
worked fast to get his slacks unbuttoned when the hand at the back
of my head increased the force it was using. Hurry up, I
understood that to mean.

I did. My heart was beating quickly as I
pulled down his zipper and pulled the flaps of the fly back. Was I
nervous? Yes. Was I also suddenly and inexplicably excited? Also
yes. I'd felt it earlier. I wanted to see it. It was like a
hardwired instinct of the body I had. It had to see and had to know
how big. How-

His cock came out and grazed my cheek when I
got it free. I wasn't able to contain a startled gasp and was
rewarded with a small chuckle from above me.

He was long, the longest I'd seen in person
so far. Dark and thick enough that my tiny fingers had to stretch
to get all the way around it. It was almost inhuman. So big. So
strong. The idea of fitting it anywhere in me was suddenly
daunting. And yet, for its fearsome appearance, Tyrone's big, thick
cock had a semi-hypnotic effect on me. It called to me.

"Ever seen one that big, babygirl?" Tyrone's
tone was playful and confidant. So confident! Why did that excite
me further?

I tore my eyes away from the monster cock and
looked at him to shake my head. He smiled smugly and used his hand
to pull my head closer to it. "Well then you'd best start
acclimating yourself, princess."

My nose was now pressed right against the big
thick vein on the underside of his monster. A thick musky masculine
smell rolled off him, and I got the scent of him thoroughly up my
nostrils. The hand pulled me closer, urgently, and I thought I
heard Tyrone growl quietly. I opened my mouth. I pressed it to the
underside. I kissed him once.

It just seemed like the thing to do. I needed
a moment to work myself up to it. This was fundamentally different
than when I'd done it for Everett. That had seemed like both a
loving act and manageable. This, what Tyrone was making me do, was
an act of dominance. To take him into my mouth would be to
literally service him. It wasn't an act of even whorish gratitude
for being given a vacation house (my house! Gone!). This was an act
of submission. A defining of roles. But who was I kidding? For the
money, the ID, the background, the secrecy from the authorities?
For all those things Tyrone already would own me. This was just the
signing of the contract. I'd signed enough contracts lately. What
was one more? How could it get much worse?

My tongue came out and dragged languidly up
the length of him. He was salty and a little sweaty, but I didn't
let it deter me. When my tongue reached the fat glistening crown, I
dared a look up at him, saw his big toothy smile and the tiniest
little nod of encouragement from him.

My lips wrapped around his cockhead and
closed gently, enough for me to make my first tentative suck. It
was only the second cock I'd ever sucked in my life. I was
frantically trying to remember what about it I liked as a man. I
knew the sucking was partially a misnomer. A little suction felt
good, but of course the point was to at least partially mimic the
feel of being in a vagina and vaginas aren't vacuums. Teeth were
bad, I knew, but it was much, much harder to avoid them scraping
against him when that swollen tip already was filling a sizable
portion of my tiny little mouth.

Tyrone grunted louder and I worried I'd hurt
him. There's definitely been a scrape. When I looked up, though, I
saw his smile wider than it had been this whole time so far. "Damn,
babygirl," he groaned. "You got a tiny little mouth. We gonna have
to train that shit. I bet you never had it so full, huh?"

I couldn't do anything more than blink at him
in return and he laughed and gave my head a gentle push, moving his
hips forward at the same time to push more of him past my lips and
into my mouth. I jerked instinctively, but his hand was firm and
steady. Another inch slid past my lips and now my mouth was most
definitely full. His incredible girth pushed my tongue flat down.
Now he moved that first quarter of his length in and out of my
mouth gently and without letting up. A second hand joined the one
guiding my head, so that he now held me between his two powerful
hands like a clamp.

I did my best to just be passive. Suck or
tickle with my tongue whenever it had the room to move. It was a
challenge to even keep my lips together and keep the seal tight.
Still, I did my best, and the wet messy noise of air escaping
whenever my lips failed pleased Tyrone. I heard him chuckle the
time it made the loudest and wettest sound so far.

"Is this my little Tokyo princess' first time
with a BBC," he chuckled, pulling himself out of me long enough to
allow me to gasp for air.

"BBC," I asked in confusion.

That made Tyrone pleased beyond all previous
measure. His hands pulled my head back down on his cock. The fat
tip pushed past my lips and another three inches followed, pushing
so deep into me that I had to fight to keep from pulling back when
I felt the cockhead jamming towards the back of my throat. "Big.
Black. Cock."

Tyrone's voice boomed in my ears. I saw spots
and had to close my eyes. He held me there, lips stretched
uncomfortably far apart and close to gagging from the touch in the
back of my throat. There was no muscle memory to help me suppress
the reflex. After all, what I possessed was not real muscle memory.
All I had was the implant helping send the right signals to an
unfamiliar body to help my brain control it in order to mimic
something it had seen. I'd not seen Nami or anyone attempting to
fellate an overendowed man since getting the implant.

"You gotta get used to that feeling,
babygirl," Tyrone coached. He pulled back ever so slightly and then
pushed back into my mouth. "You got a nice tight mouth, and that's
good, but we're gonna get it trained to take me in there. Just work
on this. Don't overextend. There'll be time and lots of practice to
get the whole thing in there. And then we'll work on ya other two
holes."

My body twitched and I thought it was from
the sheer amount of flesh trying to force its way inside my mouth,
but I realized then that the absolutely filthy way he'd promised to
more or less ruin me had turned me on.

God.

I was turned on. I was excited about this
possessive act. In this tiny curvy fuckable body I was, free of the
influence of the implant, becoming aroused at the idea of being
taken and possessed by this big strong man. I felt, in spite of the
reality, safe like this. All I had to do was keep this man happy
and he'd take care of me. Protect me. Let me make money and be
sheltered and all I had to do was keep his dick happy.

"Yeah, you got raw talent. All that needs to
be refined," Tyrone grunted. "But you got the raw spark. With some
training, we'll have that mouth a well-trained cocksleeve for my
big fat dick." This pronouncement seemed to excite him as much as
it did me. He moved his hips and pulled and pushed my head faster,
forcing my head to bob up and down on the almost top half of his
immense cock. He kept fucking my mouth while grunting loudly, that
the only sound apart from my own muffled grunts and the wet
slurping sounds when air passed my lips or was forced from my
mouth.

I put my hands around the base of his cock
without being told to do it. It started with me wanting to keep him
steady since it was easier to control the gag reflex if I could
count on the angle of his thrust staying the same each time. When I
did this, though, I heard him grunt with such pleasure that I got a
little bolder, stroking the half that wouldn't fit in my mouth
vigorously. Maybe I could finish him faster like this.

I wanted him to finish. My lips were going
numb and I was having a hard time breathing with my heart rate up
and only my tiny nostrils clear to take in air. He didn't seem
ready to stop anytime soon, though. Such stamina. God.

"That's it, girl, you're learning quick. Give
them balls a little tickle while you're down there," Tyrone ordered
and my fingers obeyed to the sound of a pleased moan from Tyrone.
"Oh shit, that's good. I'm gonna nut soon," Tyrone declared. "You
want that? You want my cum, don't you? Take good care of me and
I'll be good to you, princess."

Abruptly, he pulled back, pushing my face off
him so that his swollen shiny tip was an inch in front of my face.
It was like staring down the barrel of a loaded gun. I was about to
ask if I'd done something wrong when the "gun" went off.

A volume of cum I'd not been expecting was
suddenly painting my face. The hot liquid got in my eyes and stung.
More spattered my nose, my lips, and dripped down my chin. The rest
(that much!) he directed over my breasts, until I was thoroughly
marked and coated by him. Some dribbled into my mouth when I gasped
for breath and the sticky sweet taste of him took me by surprise.
It didn't have the same taste as Everett. It wasn't as...
unpleasant.

It felt bad to think this. It felt like a
betrayal. A kind and generous man was dead and I was now on my
knees in front of a rough, unscrupulous and possessive man who'd
used me roughly and degraded me and I found myself preferring the
taste of his cum.

"You look good like that, babygirl," Tyrone
commented, waving his still-hard cock in front of my face. "That's
a beauty treatment for you right there. Now clean me off and you
can get cleaned up yourself."

I understood what he meant and, humiliated by
the act and my own arousal, bent forward and sucked his cock clean
while still drenched in his ejaculate. When I finished, Tyrone
tucked himself back into his pants and handed me a towel from a
drawer in his desk. He kept towels in his desk?

This kind of thing happened a lot in here,
then. What was I getting myself into?

"Stand up," Tyrone ordered. I did as he
asked, wiping the majority of his cum off, but conscious of a
lingering stickiness and the smell of sex rolling off me in waves.
"Pull them panties down." I did this, too. "Damn girl," Tyrone said
with a chuckle. "You gotta take care of that bush. Customers, they
like to see that pussy without bringing their own hedge clippers.
Plus, it seems like you're gonna be one of them girls who
offer...special services. So let's be hygienic."

I nodded and grimaced. "Sorry."

"You call me Mr. Caplan out there or 'Boss'
once we're friendly. In here, when it's just us, you call me Daddy,
you got that?"

My cheeks burned with shame. "Yes,
Daddy."

"Good. Now then, we didn't even get your
name. You're gonna need a professional name and you're also gonna
need one for that ID Daddy's gonna take care of for you. Get you a
bank account, too, so you can deposit your tips and get set up.
I'll tell you what: one of those names I'm picking and one of them
you're picking. You pick your professional name. Daddy picks the
name you have out in the world. So you don't forget who you owe.
Sound fair?"

I didn't have a choice. I nodded. "Yes,
Daddy."

"Good girl. I heard the respect that time.
We're gonna get along fine. Now then, what're we calling you out
there when you be shaking them fine titties in the face of
customers?"

I had a moment to think and then looked into
his expectant face. He wanted an answer now.


 


 


 


12: NIKKI




The first week was the hardest.

I spent my remaining money down to a mere
three hundred dollars buying clothes and outfits for working in the
club. I owned exactly two outfits suitable for going out into the
world. The rest went to strippable bikinis, ridiculously tiny
miniskirts that showed half my ass even when they were worn
properly, and body glitter.

Tyrone had me on a lot of shifts the first
week because he wanted me to "learn the ropes." Really he liked
having me around because part of learning the ropes for him
involved me getting better at fitting his entire monstrous cock
down my throat. At the end of the first week I'd blown him a dozen
or more times. He was right, though, being able to take him was a
trainable skill. By the tenth attempt, I had more than half of him
in my mouth and could have the tip bump the back of my throat
without freaking out or gagging.

I came in early or stayed after closing to
practice on the pole. That really put me through the ringer. There
was no shortcut for building muscle tone and strength. I'd wake up
every morning in so much pain I didn't think I'd even be able to
walk. It took more discipline than I'd had for anything in my life
but coding to stick with it and move through the pain. I had a new
respect for strippers after just two days. I have never in my life
had to work so hard.

Most of the other girls were guardedly
friendly. At the end of the day we were all competing for the money
on the other side of our shared dressing room, but all the other
girls seemed to understand that a certain amount of working
together could raise the critical mass of the entire club.
Collectively, we had the power to encourage the spending power of
the room and put every single patron in a more generous mood. Then
we were on our own to entertain and collect from whoever we managed
to catch the eye of and persuade.

To that end, two of the girls even offered to
stay after closing to help me with my moves. One, Tiffani, (real
name Sandra) was by far the nicest and friendliest. She wasn't
particularly inventive with her routines, but she didn't really
need to be. She had a doll-like perfect California girl face and
with her sparkling personality, she was able to charm pretty much
anyone she sat down with into opening their hearts and their
wallets to her. I learned a lot from her about the way to talk and
behave and encourage the kind of intimacy that led to big tips and
further intimacy if I managed the upsell.

My other tutor was a black girl named Jade
(real name Shelly) and we became friends when she instantly
observed after meeting me that black girls always seemed to take
the stereotypical Asian girl names as their stripper names. When
Tyrone introduced me as 'Nikki,' she nodded in approval but
jokingly suggested that if I wanted to be 'Roshandra' she wouldn't
hold it against me.

Jade had incredible legs and astonishing
strength in them. She could hang upside down and then hike herself
up and down the pole without even using her hands. She could
translate the power in her legs into speed which she taught me was
the key to some of the physics-defying moves. I'd cribbed some from
watching the others with the implant switched on but had been
utterly able to replicate them. Speed turned out to be the key.

"You gotta treat this like a sport, not
dancing like you're on Broadway or some shit," she told me when I
collapsed on the stage in a pool of my own sweat after our second
practice session. "This isn't ballet, this is fucking football and
you gotta push yourself every day or you won't build the body you
need to stay competitive."

Jade was extremely competitive, but in a fun
way that turned it into a goal-oriented exercise. "You know what I
do," she asked, handing me one of the bottles of water we charge
customers ten bucks for. "I pretend they just made pole dancing a
new Olympic sport and I'm training to make the American team. I
imagine them interviewing me and I realize I need to be able to
talk about how hard I work every day and then I think about being,
like, the Mary Lou Retton of stripping and that's such a nice
fantasy that I push myself and totally forget I work in this
hole."

The only girl in the club I didn't instantly
get along with was, surprisingly, Ariel. Once I learned the
reasons, though, I guess I shouldn't have been too surprised.

Saturday night shifts were of course highly
coveted. Tyrone had me working a lot to learn the ropes, but he
mostly kept me to the lunches or early evening shifts when
customers were light just in case I messed up in a really
spectacular fashion. I'd been told not to expect the big-spender
shifts like Saturday night for a long time. But then, on my second
Saturday, Tyrone told me to stay clocked in. He didn't say why.

I made $1400 that night, mostly from the lap
dances. Thanks to Tiffani's coaching, I was developing a talent for
getting a customer into the private booths, but my real talent was
keeping them there. They'd buy 1 song and stay for 3 or five once I
had my top off and pressed in their faces. I made a lot of the cute
girl noises Tyrone approved of and I was just so warm and so soft
and so cute that they couldn't help but extend the time.

Tyrone skimmed 400 off my tips (after he'd
already taken club fees and bouncer tips for the VIP area) to go
towards the documents and ID he promised me I'd have in a day or
two, but he pronounced himself pleased with my progress. That night
I fit almost two thirds of him in my mouth and when he released
straight down my throat I held still and made sure to keep my big
green eyes locked on him. He liked that and told me I could have a
Sunday night shift if I wanted. That's when I met Ariel.

The first time Ariel saw me working I was
busy giving a very generous regular client a 5-song lapdance (total
net after skims: $200). She recognized the entire routine as hers
(it was the only one I had at that point) and was in a sour mood
about that. It didn't help that the regular was usually there to
see her and she counted on his money as part of her weekly
budget.

I of course apologized the minute Tiffani let
me know why Ariel was being so cold towards me, but that also me
with almost immediate friction. "Whatever," she said, not even
bothering to make eye contact. "Welcome, I guess." And then she
went out to work the room.

"Give her a little slack," Tiffani whispered
once she was gone. "The reason you got immediately on the Saturday
night shift was because Ariel missed work." She lowered her voice
even further. "She missed work because the cops came to her door.
And the feds. They thought she did that murder in Hawaii that's
been on the news. She spent all night downtown being interrogated.
They finally called Tyrone and he had her on video working here
when they said the murder happened. Thank god. Still, she's really
pissy."

This made me freeze. I'd not even thought
about that. The cops were showing pictures of Jasmine with Everett
- and Jasmine was, of course, an exact copy of Ariel. I'd stolen
from her and then almost framed her for murder.

There was a debt there. I needed to pay it
back. I added Ariel to the list of wrongs that needed putting right
because of everything I'd been up to since Ms. Childs first walked
through my door.

I had money now, and Tyrone was good as his
word. An ID naming me as Lacey Scott Lee, 23, from Rancho Cucamonga
with an SSN, a bank account, and even a driver's license and health
insurance were now on a DNA-coded ID I kept in the designer
knockoff purse I bought with my first night's tip money. After two
weeks of working in the club, I had $4,000 and change stored up and
could afford to keep the hotel room.

Of course, better than a hotel room would
have been an apartment, but there wasn't really time for that. I
barely had time to even work on my actual project. The money was
good and having a life and an ID bought me the room to breathe, but
working for the club had become an all-consuming vocation. I didn't
even fire up the Vaxt or keep working on deciphering the
bodystealer's code or sinister programming for the first week. The
second week I fell asleep every time I got started and then it was
time to go back to work or to the gym I now frequented with
Jade/Shelly.

The trail was getting cold and I was letting
it get away from me entirely. Three weeks in, I had made only
minimal progress in tracking Jonah or the twins. I had no last
names for them. I didn't even know which hotel they stayed in. And
while I'm a gifted computer programmer, the trope that gifted
programmers are automatically experts at breaching secure
firewalled servers and reading encrypted transaction data is a
farce from the vidfilms. I'd spent three fruitless five-hour
sessions just trying to track down the credit chip used to pay the
sushi bill (I vaguely recalled Jonah picking up the check) only to
discover that if he had paid, he'd done it with a traveler
chip the same as Everett had given me and Ms. Childs.

I was ready to give it all up entirely. I'd
say goodbye to Lyle and Jasmine and Everett's unsolved murder and
vanish into Lacey Scott Lee, a 23 year-old Japanese-American with a
pornstar name on her driver's license and who stripped at a
downtown gentleman's club as 'Nikki.' I'd keep getting blowjob
lessons from Tyrone and then he'd probably move on to the other
openings as he'd promised, at least until he lost interest in me
and traded up for whatever young ingénue wandered into his lair
next. With the implant I could prolong my "youth" long enough to
maybe stockpile some real money and then what?

I didn't know. Who was Lacey? Who would she
have to become? How long before the naughty seductive voices broke
through my defenses and the flood of pent-up brainwashing pummeled
me into whatever dark purpose it had in mind?

I'd been working for a month when Tyrone
pulled me aside one Saturday night. Tiffani, Jade, and Ariel were
already in his office and I assumed we'd all been graduated into
some kind of orgy that was necessary for us to keep our jobs.

Instead, Tyrone sat behind his desk and
smiled. "As you know, we got a new owner a few months back. You
four are some of our top earners and you fit the diversity bill
quite nicely indeed. There's going to be a few changes around here,
but I wanted you girls to know you all perfectly safe. Tyrone got
your pretty little asses covered. That said, the owner'll be in the
house tonight to evaluate and I'd like it very much if he and his
guests stay entertained. Anything they want, you feel me? VIP
treatment and your tips are covered by me and the house tonight."
Tyrone then opened a safe behind his desk and pulled out four
neatly wrapped stacks of cash, which he distributed to each of us.
They were stacks of hundreds. There had to be a couple thousand
there.

Tiffani whistled. "Boss..."

Tyrone looked stern. "So you all are paid and
paid well for tonight. Don't let me catch you hustling. You're
pre-paid at more than any of you has ever pulled down in a
four-hour shift. Tonight you're hospitality, feel me?"

We all nodded, slipped the money into our
purses, and then hurried to the lockers in the dressing rooms.

"Here," Ariel said, the first word she'd
spoken to me this week. She tossed me a new padlock from inside her
locker. She gave one to each of the girls. "Not that I don't trust
Tyrone, but with that much we shouldn't rely on house-provided
locks, yeah?"

We all thanked her and double-locked our
little metal cubbies. "What do you think he means by changes," Jade
asked while she wiggled into a lime-green g-string.

"No clue," Tiffani said. "Rumor is the new
owner's loaded and does a lot of tech stuff. Probably we're getting
new tipping systems and all that hologram shit that they're doing
in Vegas. Ugh. I hate computers."

"No, he made a point of telling us we were
safe," Ariel added. "That means some girls are getting fired. Or
something." We all hushed for a minute and looked to make sure we
were alone in the dressing room.

"Tyrone always keeps the staff small enough
that we all get to earn," Tiffani argued. "Nikki's the first
regular he hired in six months."

This earned me a cold look from Ariel, but it
was short-lived. Another thought occurred to her. "Maybe this new
owner's bringing in girls of his own."

Even I felt myself bristle at this
suggestion. I'd only just come to this world and already felt like
an insider threatened by the idea of new blood that would cut into
my earning.

"No point in speculating," I said, hiking up
the fishnet stockings I wore with my shiny purple breakaway dress.
Tyrone liked me to play up the Tokyo thing onstage, and my outfits
frequently tended towards video game characters. "Someone mist me
and let's get out there."

Tiffani did the honors, spritzing glitter and
cherry blossom scent over my breasts and a little more between my
smooth legs. Then she gave me a playful swat on the rump. "Damn,
that jiggle," she said with a smile and looped her arm around mine
to escort me to the floor.

Tiffani and I frequently worked the floor
together. We were a good contrast in body types and the pair of us
fed each other's bubbly and giggly personas in a way that was
disgusting to any self-respecting woman and kryptonite to a man
with perversion on his mind. We were heading towards the unofficial
"High-roller" section where the hostesses liked to seat our regular
big-spenders when I saw them.

Jonah. Whitney. Dahlia.

"There's the new owner," Tiffani whispered in
my ear. I thought at first she must have been talking about someone
else, someone who would distract me from this most unlikely of
coincidences. Then I saw that Jonah and the two girls were the only
ones in the section.

Impossible.

And yet...

I looped my arm tighter around Tiffani and we
marched together purposefully towards the table. My heart was
pounding in my chest. I kept thinking that Jonah would recognize
me. And then I realized he would.

Ariel.

I had to keep her away from him.

Damn.

Damn, damn, damn. We'd just started to get
along. But if Jonah saw her, there was no telling what he'd do.
He'd assume she was the same girl he'd seen with Everett the night
it all went wrong. He might try to do whatever he'd been trying to
do with his dangerous glowing cum. Probably he'd just kill her.

There was only one thing to do. I'd have to
monopolize his attention and keep him so completely distracted he'd
not see Ariel.

"I need a favor," I whispered to Tiffani as
we approached.

"Yeah, we can do lezzy things," she said
agreeably. "I won't freak out. It's for a good cause, right?"

"No," I whispered fiercely. "Not that. I
think I know this guy. He's... racist."

Tiffani frowned. "I'll protect you. Besides
he'd never-"

The lie came shamefully quickly to me. "No,
it's not me. It's Ariel. He hates Arabs. Like, you know..."

Tiffani frowned harder. "How do you know this
guy?"

We were almost to the table. "I just do,
trust me on this. We gotta keep him from noticing Ariel or we're
all screwed."

"She'll be pissed at you. Again,"
Tiffani hissed at me.

"Why? I'm not stealing tips. We're pre-paid.
And she and Jade are better on the poles anyway. Help me?
Please?"

"How do I know this isn't you trying to get
time alone with him? I'll have to leave you to orchestrate all
this."

"Tyrone said we're all four of us safe,
remember? And trust me, this guy is a scumbag. I'm taking a bullet
for you."

"If you screw me, Lacey..." Her use of my
"real" name out on the floor let me know how serious the threat
was.

"Tiff. Trust me." I didn't dare assume the
intimacy of taking the same liberty back with her. It was meant as
respect and luckily for me, she saw it as such.

Jonah and his two girls were sitting in the
big comfy leather couches. Flying in the face of club rules, there
were small bottles of vodka sitting next to each of their energy
drinks that we'd clearly provided for them. Top shelf. A dozen more
were in a small ice bucket discreetly placed under their table.
When the girls laid eyes on the pair of us, they both clapped their
hands. "Damn, Jonah, look at all the banging hotties here! We're
gonna get jealous," the one I was certain was Whitney said
loudly.

The twins were wearing matching skintight
dresses in blue and green again, but they'd changed their hair. Now
they wore it flat ironed straight. There were blue and green
streaks in their hair, too, matching elaborate eyeshadow that
blended between the two colors. Their breasts were pushed up and
out of the provocatively low neckline of the dress to show off the
goods and the matching diamond necklaces they were each wearing.
One had a "W" charm at the end, also crusted in diamonds. The other
had a "D" and both were resting just at the spot where the chasm of
their cleavage tapered to a point.

"Not to worry, girls," Jonah replied
smoothly. He held out a hand to me and I took it. In one simple
motion he pulled me to his lap. "We're not shopping tonight. We're
just checking on the investment. Although weren't you two pouting
recently that you wanted another sister?"

"Hi there," I said, hoping to cut him off
before he reminded the twins of who they'd been wanting to add as a
sister. "My name is Nikki."

"Hello there, Nikki. You certainly have a
pretty impressive rack for a short little Asian girl," Jonah said
with not a trace of suavity.

"Thank you," I said with a forced giggle.
"This is my friend Tiffani. Welcome. Tyrone said we should take
care of you. Tiff, they're gonna need more mixers for all that
vodka. Can you go see about that?"

Tiffani shot me a look but smiled and started
to hurry away.

"Don't you have servers," Dahlia pouted.
"Tiffani should stay with us. She's blonde like us."

"VIP service," Tiffani answered smoothly.
"You'll like how I serve." She gave them a provocative wink and
hurried off to leave them wondering.

Now I was alone with the three of them. My
heart beat quickly. I was terrified. But I would not be alone with
them for long. I needed to make the most of it.

"So Tyrone says you're the new owner," I
prompted, wiggling my bottom into his lap and leaning forward to
put my breasts right in his face. The little shiny purple dress was
now riding totally up my ass and showing it off for all the world
to see. "We've heard so much about you," I prompted further.

Jonah's hands slid over my body like I was a
toy he'd just received and was getting ready to play rough with. He
made a noise of displeasure, jerked his head, and I immediately
felt the two girls pulling at the snaps that broke the shiny purple
dress apart. Suddenly I was perched on Jonah's lap in a tiny purple
triangle bikini that covered little more than my nipples and my now
waxed-smooth pussy. "Better," he said.

The girls giggled and settled on either side
of us while Jonah pawed at me. His fingers found my nipples and
pinched them hard enough to make me squeal. "Ooh, she makes the
cutest noises," Whitney commented merrily.

Jonah tugged at my nipples some more. He kept
pinching and yanking them until they were sore but erect and
pushing the tiny bikini top a good inch away from my breasts.
"Yeah, this is an impressive pair of tits," Jonah commented. "If
only you had a cuter face. But that's the kind of thing we're here
to fix."

I rocked my crotch against his lap, shifting
to a straddle to give him the semblance of my full and undivided
attention. He wasn't stiff yet. Damn. I'd work harder. Luckily, I'd
been here a month. I knew lots of tricks. But time was short. "Fix?
How?"

"Let's just say that my work puts me in touch
with some pretty next-gen tech. And thanks to some recent
acquisitions, I'm about to make some serious forward leaps on it.
You're lucky girls, you're gonna be front-and-center for the latest
and greatest."

I was already used to men bragging to me
while I grind in their lap. They made vidfilms or were secret
millionaires or former athletes or powerful politicians. They'd say
anything when they got a nice pair of scented tits in their face
and a pair of wide eyes ready to be impressed. In my short time on
the job, I'd already heard it all. But I knew how to keep them
talking.

Off came my top, pulled free effortlessly and
practiced. I held my breasts up with my hands like a shelf and
pushed them together, squeezing and jiggling them for him while my
mouth hung provocatively open and my bottom wiggled on his lap. "I
love computers," I said with a giggle. "Do you make sex games?
Those new holograms in Vegas?"

"Better," Jonah promised. "I make dreamgirls.
If you're lucky, you'll be one of them. I think I've got the last
missing piece."

"Jonah's so clever," Dahlia bragged. "He just
bought this company. The guy died and the estate was a mess and
Jonah got it all for almost nothing with his lawyers and his big
brain and his big-"

One of Jonah's hands smacked Dahlia right
across the chest. She yelped from the tit-spank but then smiled.
"Don't bore her with business, Dahlia. That's not your job, now is
it?"

"No, sir."

Jonah smiled and pulled my hands from my own
breasts and replaced them with his. I let him. My own mind was
racing, now, though. Everett's company? The new one? The one I was
supposed to own part of? Did that mean Jonah had just stolen Flux
from me? And how did that fit into-

My breasts ached. Jonah's grip was too strong
and my tender flesh wasn't used to such rough treatment.
"Naturals," Jonah commented. "You had me fooled. They were so
massive and high and firm I figured fakes, but no, I don't feel
anything there. Strange. But nice." He kissed each breast in turn,
like a scumbag version of a gentleman's gesture. Then he mashed my
breasts together again, buried his face between them and blew.
Motorboated me. "Sorry," he said amid peals of laughter from
himself and his girls. "Couldn't resist."

I felt demeaned in the extreme. But it fed my
desire to get him. Get him now. Kill him? No. I needed him alive. I
needed to clear my name and see this son of a bitch exposed
and-

"She'd be a good sister," Whitney enthused.
"Can I touch her, Jonah? Sir? Pwease?"

Jonah lifted me off his lap and placed me
between the twins. "Just for a minute. Nikki, you were told to take
care of us, right?"

I heard him undoing his belt. My stomach
sank. No. I couldn't. Couldn't risk it. Not again.

"Y- yes," I said in what I hoped was my most
bubbly tone of voice. My voice cracked a little. Jonah didn't
notice, but the girls did. Whitney reached out a hand and started
to rub my abused breast.

"Sssh, he's wonderful," she promised.

"I think we need to get a thorough test
drive. Tyrone says he has four solid girls here that I'll want to
keep. I'm gonna 'sample' all four of you tonight, so don't worry,"
Jonah said silkily. I heard a zipper coming down, even over the
booming bass of the club music. "We might as well start with his
little J-Pop Princess. That's what he calls you, did you know
that?"

"Just climb on him and ride," Whitney
encouraged. "You'll love it."

I made a hesitant sound but then the
strawberry blonde in the green dress grabbed my hand and squeezed
it. I felt a tiny prick, like a static shock and then I heard her
gasp in pain. Words filled my vision.
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I was only just making sense of the fact that
someone had tried to sample me and that Flux had intervened and
done...something? It saw something it didn't like and deployed a
fix to me and also to wherever the thing it didn't like had come
from?

I heard Dahlia gasp and turned my head to see
that Whitney was convulsing. A sheen of green aloe-scented sweat
was drenching her skin. It looked almost like... the cocoon
gel?

Now Jonah was pushing me off him roughly.
"Get her to the car," he was barking at Dahlia. His pants were
zipped back up. He was already heading for the door.

Tyrone appeared at my side and grabbed my arm
rough enough to make me shout. "What the FUCK did you do, bitch,"
he growled at me.

"Not her," Jonah muttered, hustling the
shaking Whitney out the door with Dahlia. "One of my girls is sick.
Gotta do this another night. Keep them girls around, Ty, I just
need to get this one to the hotel and lying down. Fucking South
American flu."

In the dim light of the club, I saw Jonah
dragging the stumbling Whitney out to the parking lot. Her legs had
stopped working and she more or less had to be dragged the final
two steps. Cocoon paralysis? In the dark, though, it just looked
like she had the sweats.

Tyrone still had my arm gripped tightly.
"Tell me what happened," he snarled at me.

I told him. I told him everything except the
part about the implant and the strange messages. I told him about
what Jonah said to me, exactly how and where he touched me and
about Whitney's strange seizure and sweats. It was easier to just
give Tyrone the whole story. When it was done, he let go and shook
his head. "Sorry, princess. Didn't mean to be so rough or jump to
conclusions. When the owner goes running off, I gotta be worried,
feel?"

I nodded. "I understand, Boss."

"You got something on your shoulder," Tyrone
said, then, and I looked down and saw a little of the green gel
Whitney had been leaking caked and hardening on my shoulder. "Damn.
Whatever that girl had was nasty." He patted my rear, then. "Go get
yourself cleaned up and take a few. Or actually... take the rest of
the night off. You're paid. Money's his. He wants me to set all
this up again, he can buy you girls a second time. If you really
wanna keep earnin' that's fine, too. Again, my apologies."

I nodded and went to the dressing room to
clean up. Sure enough, by the time I got the gel scraped off my
shoulder it was hard and brittle to the touch. Cocoon shard.
Whitney was wearing a gadget like mine.

I took a cab home (expensive, but I didn't
want to bother with Lacey owning a car yet) and thought about what
happened all the way back to the hotel.

Jonah was the club's owner. At least one of
Jonah's girls was wearing a bodystealer implant. Jonah had tried to
do something to me that night in Everett's condo and my implant
hadn't liked it.

The girls were always begging Jonah for
another "sister."

The green gel.

The strange blue cum.

Fucking thrall already.

Thrall.

That's what Jonah growled at me that night in
the condo. And what had he said tonight? He wanted me to have a
cuter face and said he could fix that.

I make dreamgirls and if you're lucky you'll
be one of them.

Jonah had some kind of implant, too. A
different kind. A kind that made you like... the twins?

I didn't have all the pieces yet, but I knew
one thing. Twice now, I'd accidentally foiled whatever designs
Jonah had for a girl he was planning to take. My software mods
interfered with his first direct attempt and tonight had defended
against something Whitney was going to do - and retaliated against
her. FluxWatch deployed its "fix" back to Whitney and that's why
she'd started getting sick. Her implant triggered some kind of
emergency cocooning.

I knew one more thing: he would be back. The
person who was undoubtedly responsible for Everett's murder and the
collapse of my entire life was up to something unpleasant, but by
pure chance, his orbit had crossed mine again. I was in a position
to reach him.

I would seduce him. I would gain access to
his circle and his secrets. I would bring him down, get revenge for
Everett, and take my life back.

Which life? Well, whichever one I wanted.
However I accomplished my objectives, one thing was clear to me. I
needed to make sure that I came out on top.

I went to bed with plans. I woke with
designs.
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I don't know exactly what's happening to me.
I don't like it, though. There are hard thoughts that want me to
think them and I hate that. That's not how he likes me to be.
Master likes me to be simple and a little bit silly but most
importantly, he doesn't like when I do too much thinking.
Especially the hard thoughts. Master does the hard thinking and Sis
and I, all we have to do is obey.

It feels so good to give into his desires. To
let his control be complete over us. I get horny every time I even
think about obeying him. That makes me almost always horny because
there's only one thing I need to really do in life: be ready to
make Master cum.

The hard thoughts have been gone for a long
time. It has been so wonderful, like having weight and
responsibility taken away, leaving me free to just have the
pleasure that I want. Obey and get pleasure. Bliss. My pussy is
sopping wet from just these thoughts.

Other parts of me are wet, too. This isn't
the fun kind of wet. I'm cold and sticky all over and there's a
sharp pain in my arms and legs. The wetness is on the outside, but
the pain is inside, like little razor blades that feel like they're
inside my blood vessels. They're moving higher and higher and the
more pain I feel, the easier it is for the hard thoughts to get to
my brain.

I remember things I've all but forgotten
about.

The handsome guy at the store.

Store.

I worked at a lingerie boutique. There was a
hot guy who came in shopping for his girlfriend. I wanted to have a
little fun and I knew he was flirting. I agreed to model some
naughty panties for him to see if they'd look good on the
girlfriend I totally intended to make him unfaithful to. I'd feel
bad about that just now except that I don't think she was real.

He had a nice dick, I remember that, now. It
filled me and rubbed right on my g-spot when he had me pinned to
the wall and fucked me standing up. He was rough and insistent and
I liked that. I liked the feel of him and the way that he pummeled
me, like he wanted me to just give in. I like strong alpha guys. I
was into it.

Then he got strange. He took it too far. He
called me his slave and promised me I was going to serve him and
submit to him and when he came in me it hurt. I remember there was
something blue leaking out of me and then I felt like I did when I
got high, in that first moment when the drugs really hit and you
realize the world is going to be different. Only it didn't quite go
away.

I wanted him to be my Master. I wanted his
control and knew he would come for me. When he did, though, later
that night, he wasn't him. He was a girl in a tight rubber suit. He
looked.... exactly like me. I thought it was a dream or a mirror or
maybe I was high and didn't know it, but I KNEW the girl who looked
like me was him inside. I felt myself going all obedient and simple
and getting on my knees in my own kitchen, kneeling to my twin.

Two more people in rubber came in, along with
an Asian man in a bad mood. My twin got down on her knees next to
me when he snapped a finger and then we both put our cheeks to the
ground and our asses to the air. The rubber people fucked us both,
again, silently and quickly and my last thought before blackout was
that I couldn't wait to be a slave forever.

All of this happened and all of this I didn't
remember until now.

I am in some kind of shell. A cocoon. People
outside are yelling and I have the impression I'm in some kind of
moving vehicle.

Jonah. Master's name is Jonah.

He is not my master.

I no longer feel that needy throb in my sex
when I think of him or obedience to him.

He held me captive. He did things to my mind
and my body and now something's gone wrong and I can think again
and am free.

There are words in front of my eyes.

<FOREIGN BODIES PURGED>

<BAD ARGUMENTS QUARANTINED>

<FLUXWATCH v 2.1 is online>

<Welcome back, Whitney. It seems that you
are in a spot of trouble.>

<Stand by for assistance.>
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