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Sara, Dan, Leona – I stole these the bodies by your
request.

Kay- yours got held up in customs. Be patient.

You guys were awesome, thanks for contributing.

 


Oh yes, and YOU, Bailey. Thank you for being a good
friend and a great reader. Hope you enjoy the wink.

-Solar Harris

California, July 2014
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Her name was Marianne Joseph. She was
five-foot ten, 180 pounds, and built with a French curve.

We met at a speed-dating event, the kind of
crazy roll-the-dice kind of evening where you get five minutes with
each single on your list and you try to hit it off on first
impressions alone. Make a connection as fast as possible. Be your
best version of yourself. Pray there's chemistry.

I was definitely praying.

As it happened, Marianne was not at all the
kind of woman I'd ever paid much attention to or had any particular
desire for in my life as an abstract, but in person, it didn't take
very long before I wanted to be with her. Three minutes, to be
exact.

She had personality to go with her looks.
Full-figured didn't begin to describe it. Her breasts were the size
of small cantaloupes and were arranged in her retro polka-dot dress
in a fashion that Peggy Sue's mother wouldn't have approved of.
Peggy Sue didn't have H-cups, though. Marianne did. They balanced
her wide 42-inch hips and were not out of place with her pale,
thick arms and stocky but shapely legs.

I never once thought Marianne Joseph was
fat. I thought she was buxom. Curvaceous. And beautiful in a way
that made me feel shallow all over for the way I'd been thinking of
beauty up to that point. The best part of her, though, was her
personality. She was lively and energetic and down-to-earth in a
refreshing way that made me feel uncomfortable about how almost
glacial I could be whenever I was in her position. Stripping made
you a hard person if you weren't careful. Jaded.

While we swapped quick biographical facts, I
noticed a tiny mark where the neckline of her throwback polka dot
housewife dress met the pinup curls of her dark brown hair. A hint
of a tattoo? A tattoo that was the logo of an outmoded operating
system that went away decades ago, but was still very popular in
the modern-day codepusher circles.

I learned with absolute certainty her
measurements down to her dress and shoe size in the first ten
seconds - but that's because I had the implant to help me. My
implant learned a lot more from her over the next ninety, including
extrapolating that tattoo. I commented on it to her, and she
instantly lit up. She worked for a data engineering and security
company. She took her job very seriously. I shared my respect for
her and also waxed nostalgic about the OS. It was the first one I'd
ever written an application for, as part of a summer coding camp my
late parents were good enough to send me to attend.

We were really hitting it off. Marianne
Joseph was exactly the kind of woman I'd have associated with in
the life I had before. I'd have offered her a job, first, and
probably discovered I liked her personality when it was too late -
when the line between us as potential more-than-friends was too
heavily demarcated from us as coworkers.

She had a wonderful brassy smoker's voice
and deep brown eyes that were accented by thin and carefully
groomed brows that moved and arched with her animated speech. Her
curls bounced when she talked. While I was by necessity paying
close attention to all these subtleties, capturing and logging
them, she would have held my attention all on her own.

I decided from the minute I laid eyes on her
that I needed to see her naked. I got a little worried when after
five short minutes it turned out that I really liked her.

We met up afterwards. We found a different
bar and ditched the organizer's extra strange games for the night.
She had a Manhattan. I had a beer, a wheat one with calories I
didn't care about because this wasn't a body I was going to be
keeping much longer. She had a second Manhattan and then got down
to brass tacks.

"So are you going home with me or what?"

I just liked her. It made the rest of this
so much harder.

She poured me a scotch when we got back to
her modest but impressively remodeled split-level She put on some
Coltrane and came out of the bathroom a short time later in a pair
of full-backed sheer panties in a colorful floral pattern and a
matching bra that covered a lot of her creamy smooth flesh, but
also set off the rest of her. She had a little extra around the
middle, but it was exciting. Arousing, even. When she moved it was
without a hint of shame or regret that she didn't cut the same
figure as the retro pinup girls and classic cheesecake drawings
that hung framed in her living room. She was confidant and bold and
beautiful. I was captivated.

We got undressed and went to her bedroom and
I spent some time kneeling at the foot of her bed, my mouth between
her legs until she sang my praises and demanded more. I obediently
laid on the bed and let her climb on top of me. She rode me and I
put my hands on her thick, beautiful body and found myself thinking
she was glorious. Everything about her was a revelation. Being
inside of her was a gift on par with any woman I'd ever been
with.

She didn't comment when the tiny sampler
needles embedded in my fingertips extended and snatched a few drops
of blood for DNA sequencing. She didn't find it odd that I wanted
to see her with the lights on, to look at every square inch of her
beautiful naked body. She certainly didn't mind when I encouraged
her to be as talkative as she'd hinted she could be during sex,
even though the voiceprint capture was already at 200% and above. I
just liked to hear her taking pleasure.

I was stealing from Marianne Joseph, even as
we made love. While a borrowed penis attached to a body I didn't
own (borrowed from a VIP in the club) disappeared inside of
Marianne, I was busy stealing her genetics. The implants and
biocomputer embedded beneath my skin and wired into my brain were
building a database and a thorough scan that would let me have an
exact copy of her, just as I now wore the skin and rock-hard
erection of a guy who told me what a bigshot he was while I'd been
stroking him off in the high-roller VIP room of Tyrone's club.

I hated being a thief. I hated stealing from
Marianne because getting a good scan of her had meant getting close
to her and liking her as a person. But I needed something and I
needed her body to get it. I would repay her. I kept a list of all
the people I'd stolen bodies from. I would make it up to them
somehow. And now Marianne was on that list.

I looked forward to repaying those debts
more and more with each day that passed. I would do it the day I
was free. When I could be me again. When I wasn't running from a
murder investigation and chasing a mysterious and evil man who
might be worse than a killer. When the nightmare could be over.
When I'd be Lyle Estevez again.

 


#

 


I got an error the following morning, when I
stood naked in the shower of my new apartment and tried to trigger
the cocooning process. It was an error I'd never gotten before, but
this one made some sense.

<Insufficient Mass. Need Raw
materials.>

Most times, when I came out of the cocoons I
was thirsty or borderline dehydrated. Oftentimes, I came out
ravenously hungry. I'd realized this was a conservation of mass
issue. The implant could shed body materials via the cocoon gel to
make me smaller and draw on my body's reserves of materials and
minerals to redistribute and reshape, but then I needed to replace
those. I'd done so many rapid shifts during my initial flirtations
that I'd been very sick for a time. Keeping the same body and
building it up got me better.

Shifting to that random bigshot's form from
my new primary, a short but well-endowed Japanese-American stripper
- that one cost me. I ate a lot of gross things before I was in any
shape to go out.

Marianne Joseph had more mass than even that
guy, though. More bone. More flesh. More blood. More fat. There
wasn't enough with what I was carrying to build her.

The implant gave me instructions right over
the heads-up display for this scenario. It only took flipping to
the troubleshooting section of its onboard manual to find it.

I reluctantly got dressed and went out to
first the grocery store and then the garden center, letting the
implant guide my hand in selecting items that had the raw materials
it would need to construct. Then I went home and filled the tub
with the mix of food, oils, fertilizers, and butcher shop discards
(including bones and bone marrow) and then stood in the middle of
it. The smell was unpleasant and the texture was worse. Far more
distressing: the cocoon time would be double for such a heavy
reconstruction. The implant also warned me it would take almost
three hours to revert to my standard pattern.

The time window would be extremely short.
But this needed doing.

I triggered the process and waited for the
aloe-scented green gel to cover and immobilize me. Then I went
unconscious.

 


#

 


The shell was thick and harder to crack out
of when I awoke. I was expecting a mess when I pushed free, but the
tub was almost clean. I'd absorbed nearly all but a thin layer of
repulsive sludge. A five minute shower got the dried and brittle
green shards washed off, and most of the sludge down the drain.

I was in a woman's body. The same glorious
curvaceous body I'd had on top of me the previous night.

I took a moment to explore that body in the
shower, from the opposite perspective. The pleasing but somewhat
cumbersome weight of my large breasts, so much more at the whims of
gravity and frankly a little uncomfortable if I moved too suddenly
and triggered too much jiggle. The smooth but equally-jiggly
surface of my large rear squeaked as it brushed the wall of the
showertub when I exited to towel off.

If my implant had still been operating with
its factory-installed OS, it would no doubt have been feeding me
insidious invitations to touch and fondle myself. Run my fingers
through the thick curls of my new, dark pubic hair. Tease the
rounded puffy folds beneath. Put a thick finger inside that
honeypot and taste what came out.

I wouldn't do that to Marianne, who'd shared
herself so wonderfully with a stranger that night and who would
probably be upset that he vanished before the morning without even
leaving a number.

I dressed in the clothes I'd bought on the
way home from that tryst, bought at a trendy store I couldn't quite
afford that catered to full-figured women who also liked to look
drop-dead sexy. Satin underwear scalloped in lace that were
high-waisted to accent the curves not highlight them in
unflattering ways. A matching bra in purple that sacrificed some
support I now feverishly wished I'd understood the need for now
that these massive bazongas were aching with each footstep.

In my time on the run, I'd been in a woman's
body for most of it, and I had a mostly "hate" relationship with
bras. They were painful, uncomfortable, sweaty things that I was
mostly glad to be rid of in my line of work as a stripper. But the
ones I shook in men's faces for money were an anomaly. They were
almost certainly fakes the implant and gadget hadn't known were
implants, so it improvised and built uncommonly firm but natural
boobies that didn't have so much give or bounce that they were
uncomfortable. Marianne's? Those I felt.

I didn't want to copy her exact style, but a
dress with a gathered waist and some flare to the skirt had been
flattering on Marianne, and I was new to the body type. I was also
(still in the core) a man, and a man who knew still so little about
the infinite complexities in a woman's day-to-day life. I stuck to
what worked for Marianne.

I put on the bright yellow matching pumps
and let the implant cocoon my face and hair for ten minutes to give
it a different pinup girl style cribbed from a magazine. Then I
slipped the three things I'd need in a new and expensively trendy
purse that complemented her look and walked three blocks to a
nearby hotel to have the bellman get me a cab. When you swap bodies
because you're on the run, I've learned, it's best not to take too
many chances. Cabbies have routes, and they have good memories for
faces. I gave the cabbie the address, adjusting to the way the
brassy assured voice sounded in my own had versus how it had
sounded across a table from me.

We drove. Straight into the kind of place I
wish I didn't know about.

 


#

 


South of the city, there's a new tech
enclave around what once used to be one of the big ports and
marinas for the coast. When shipping changed, real estate was cheap
and tech companies were right there to snap it up. So now the
Marina District is what they Call "Silica By the Sea" - it's where
all the trendiest startups are going and it's also where they work
and play. I went to the wrong school to be immediately part of that
whole scene. When I started Flux Horizons and we were hard at work
on Flux, I started getting the invitations to come to the parties.
At the time, I felt accepted.

Brogrammer culture didn't agree with me. But
the lure of the money that went along with some of those
high-fives, the kind of crazy capital and acquisition deals that
flew around SBtS? That was too hard a call to resist.

There are bars down there. Bars where angry
picked-on nerds have realized the tables have turned. The shoe's on
the other foot, now, and they're the rich ones with all the power.
If you're a woman in a bar like this, you're not going to have a
good time. In the event you're a code jockey, you'll spend the
whole evening proving yourself and trying to earn the respect of
the sloppiest and most sluggish male coder in the place. If you're
a pretty girl and you can codepush, you're going to be called a
fake if you're lucky and worse if you're not. And if you're a woman
with no obvious connections to money or software, then you're
probably hoping to hitch your boat to one of these rising stars.
Expect to be treated worst of all.

The only other time I was ever in the Tick
Tock Lounge, a famous dive-brought-back-from-the-dead in the middle
of SBtS, I was twenty-two, loaded, and in the company of guys who
went on to sell to Seekr and make 8 figures personally on the deal.
They taught me negging. I'm ashamed to say I thought it was
harmless at the time.

I was back in the Tick Tock Lounge tonight
and in this particular body for a reason. Some of it might be
karmic payback.

His name was Shaun Grayson. He was tall, had
red hair, and sported a ridiculous handlebar mustache that he dyed
black at the tips. That was all the fashion at the moment. He wore
a hat inside and was rudely wearing a non-biological
eyeglass-fitted heads-up computing headset from the turn of the
century more or less as a fashion piece. I wasn't in the bar for
more than ten minutes before he started chatting me up. He
backhandedly called me fat about three times before he offered to
buy me a drink "that doesn't have too many calories."

I was polite and took it. I took even cruder
insinuations, all designed to cut at my self esteem. I let him
whittle me down, tiny remark after tiny remark, before he did what
he thought was turning on the charm. By now, the rules of "negging"
stated, I should have been feeling so completely worthless, so
utterly unworthy of the sexual energies of anyone in this bar, that
even the tiniest opening from him should feel like a life preserver
thrown to my fat ass lost at sea.

The fact of the matter was I was used to the
body enough by now, and I was entirely certain that I could snap
this prick in half. But I needed him. I chose him specially. I'd
been watching him on my days off for almost a week. And I needed to
just let him be vile to me. I needed him to touch me.

I got my chance when he got around to saying
that the one upside to "all that extra meat" is that I'd got a
"truly world class pair of sweater-stretchers." Not that I needed a
sweater, of course, he added. Implied: Because I'm so fat and well
insulated. Like a seal.

Fucker.

I reflected as I followed him back to his
loft that my entire worldview changed since the events that forced
me to inhabit a woman's body. In the weeks since, I could have
stolen a male body and more easily integrated. I had the one I'd
used to borrow Marianne's pattern, after all.

What kept me in a woman's body? I never
thought about it that much. It just seemed suddenly easier. Being
the opposite sex was a reminder that I wasn't me. I couldn't be me.
Couldn't be Lyle. Being Lyle was still dangerous. But here on the
other side had its own problems. I hadn't understood just how much
more difficult some things would be, like dealing with the men of
the planet. Even now, Shaun's last words were in my ears while I
parked my own car by his. "You'll want to take your own car so you
can be gone by morning."

God's Gift to Chunky Girls told me that like
it was a favor. And I smiled and acted grateful and looked properly
honored when I joined him on his building's landing. He let me
inside and did the courtesy of offering me a drink before the fun
starts. I demurely refused and he got one for himself, and then
told me we could leave the lights off if I felt ashamed of my
body.

Here's what I knew about Shaun Grayson:

He belonged to "chubby chaser" boards. He
trolled blogs for "BBW" photos and even belonged to a couple online
dating services that specialized in thick girls who would do nasty
things.

He thought he covered his tracks, but he was
not one of the rockstar coders of his generation. He was a
mid-level flunkie for a totally-not-setting-the-world-on-fire
app-making company, and he was not Zero Cool material by a
longshot. I found all this out and more within ten minutes of
unleashing a Flux-powered search bot from my own terminal.
Marianne's borrowed body was everything Shaun Grayson liked. It was
just fitted with a more agreeable personality. Trojan fucking
horse.

I told him I wanted to see him naked with
the lights on but that we could turn them off for me. He was
flattered and disrobed in a comical way that was not the least bit
smoldering. I acted suitably impressed and awed all the same, even
by the patch of red fur over his little pale pecker. I mapped his
whole body with zero remorse.

I turned off the lights and I touched him. I
sampled him and he yelped from the tiny pinprick of the sampler
needle and then, yes, I fucked him.

I laid down on the bed and let him undress
me and I opened my legs to him and while he had his dick in me, he
was very sweet. I was his nirvana, after all, and as he vanished
into my thighs and fondled, groped, and squeezed my massive breasts
out of the bra, I made him talk dirty to me. I had him talk and
talk until the voiceprint capture was maxed out. I rolled tape on
all the filthy things he said to me, too, even his desire to make
my belly even fatter by pumping a baby into it. On tape, I captured
him admitting he wanted to make fat girls even fatter any way he
could, because they made his little peener go all hard and
spurty.

The boy fell asleep after (I think) cumming.
It was hard to tell. He just shivered and then rolled over and told
me he loved me. The usual shit.

Once he was asleep, I pulled my KWS terminal
from my handbag and connected to his home network. I let some
Flux-powered icebreaker bots loose on the encryption and found,
just like I knew I would, a version-controlled code repository for
the work he brought home. I copied all of it to my KWS terminal and
then, while I was in there, posted some bannable things to all the
chubby-chaser boards on Shaun's behalf. Then me, his stolen data,
and even some of his stolen clothes walked out of the apartment and
drove back home long before his neighbors saw me. He wouldn't be
shamed by his choice of a one-night stand. I couldn't be identified
later by police.

 


#

 


When I fell out of the cocoon a few hours
later, there was a whole mess of shards on the floor, and I was in
the body of the worst man I'd had the pleasure of fucking by a
longshot. It took a while to wash down all the shed mass in the
form of dried green goo. I did it quickly, though, and without
complaint. I wished I could have enjoyed the sex in Marianne's body
as much as she' enjoyed me. I wished I hadn't put even a copy of
her beautiful breasts within 50 yards of someone like Shaun
Grayson, and worse still, that I'd not allowed his worthless cock
inside a perfect replica of her sex.

I didn't need long. I got dressed as
shabbily as he would for a day off coding and went to his place of
work. The guard waved me in and I found Shaun's cube. Credentials
from his home terminal got me into his work terminal. In there it
took me ten minutes to get half of what I needed. The other half,
though, gave me problems.

I was out of time. I just cut my losses and
zipped out before the guard could even comment I was in earlier
than usual and leaving even earlier. Then I went home with my
partial victory and cocooned yet again.

 


#

 




That many shifts was dizzying and had me
severely dehydrated. When I came out of it, I guzzled a good forty
ounces of water straight from the tap and then hurried to get my
life in order. I was back in the body I now considered home. I had
to get to the strip club. Further revenge and corporate espionage
could wait. I was late for my shift.
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//MELANIE

 


I had to make him wait.

If I came back in the room too soon, well,
that would never do. It would make him think things that were
definitely not true. It would confuse him even worse than he
already was. He needed time. Time to reflect.

I had a little time to reflect as a
consequence, and so of course I used it. I'm fairly practiced by
this point at putting the outfit on, anyway. I like how tight it
is, and I like looking at myself in the mirror. Holding that tool
lazily in my hand giving it a gentle stroke. Slow. In control.
Yes.

I kind of wished it hadn't come to this. I'd
have preferred something cleaner and more professional. But I'd be
lying if I said I wasn't going to enjoy this. It had been a
stressful first month and a little recreation sounded like just the
ticket to relieve the tension.

That first month. I'd been prepared for it
to be rough, but it wasn't until I actually started doing the job
that I understood just how much pressure and scrutiny were going to
accompany it. Everyone watched me. They watched to see how I was
going "shake things up" while I was mostly just trying to figure
out how to get Seekr out of a tailspin and back on the road to
profitability. They watched me to see if I was going to crack when
it became clear just how in the toilet the company might actually
be. They watched me to see if I was going to cry or be a cunt. Some
just plain watched, I'm sure. Melanie Sykes. In over her head - and
what a pretty little head it was.

Truthfully, Seekr was getting its ass
roundly kicked in pretty much every sector it dared to have a
presence in, and it was losing to me. Or rather, it was losing to
the company I used to work for - the one that shall remain nameless
in the halls of Seekr. No joke, they didn't like the name spoken
out loud. They acted like it was Voldemort or something, as if the
mere invocation of my former employer or any of the other big
NorCal information conglomerates might be enough to curse Seekr now
and forever. When really, they did it to themselves.

They should never have gotten into telecom.
They should never have tried to disrupt the vidfilm studios'
business model with their own DRM-embedded marketplace. They should
have given up a long time ago on search engines and chat and not
fought a losing battle for pride. Seekr should have focused on the
one thing it was actually doing better than anyone else:
mind-reading.

I didn't need to be a mind-reader to know
that my position was tenuous, however. No one likes the idea of a
woman in charge of a tech company. For all the enlightened crap we
like to spout about the end of the glass ceiling, the truth is a
little uglier. They got rid of the glass ceiling because when you
look at glass from certain angles, you could still tell it was
there. Small men can be ever so clever. They made a big show out of
removing the glass ceiling and replaced it with an invisible force
field while everyone was distracted watching the glass one get
smashed.

I had my work cut out for me. I was at that
moment the new CEO of Seekr. I was a woman in charge of
down-but-not-out billion-dollar tech company that still had a
pretty decent search engine and customizable homepage, which is how
I could track the number of articles written every day about my
business acumen vs. my bangability.

Most women in my position would probably be
pretty upset about being objectified in that manner. Most women in
my position would spend a disproportionate amount of time trying to
squash all those stories about the tight red dress I was seen in on
my first day, or my penchant for low-cut t-shirts and shoes with
more than a three-inch heel. But I'm not most women, and I ended up
in the position I am today because I know a little bit of business
judo.

If you're smaller and weaker than your
opponent, you use their force and their energy against them. You
move with it instead of trying to withstand it. You turn their own
momentum into energy that lets you flip them over on their backs
and grind your stiletto into their necks. So if they want to make a
big deal about the fact that you've got a nice pair of firm, round
breasts, the worst thing you can do is waste all your time covering
them up or pretending they don't exist. The best thing you can do
is use them to your advantage. Keep the men distracted. Make them
think that their dicks are in charge. And when they do, that's when
you strike. That's when you break them.

Men are going to say this is cheating.
They're going to say my actions are a classic case of a woman
trying to have it both ways, saying "think of me as a person and
not a sex object" and simultaneously exploiting the fact that I
give them all hard-ons to get what I want. Of course a millennium
of systematized patriarchy is somehow not "cheating," right?
Creating a culture that is fundamentally founded on the fear or
hatred of women is somehow not "cheating," right?

Yeah. I didn't really ever give that or
"them" much thought. I'd read all the same books they'd all read
and those books all said "use your advantages" and "win at all
costs" and in my case, it just so happened I enjoyed the cost.
There was no real problem as far as I was concerned. That's how I
got where I was, on the same level footing as any male CEO. But
it's not how I'd stay there. I'd do that by being really fucking
smart.

Seekr started as a search engine a few
decades ago, but where we really put all our best people and
efforts was something really unique. We could read your mind. This
isn't to say we could extract thoughts or memories from you, but we
knew you. We knew the thoughts you shared online and we knew what
you read and watched and bought, and more than that, we knew your
decision-making process. Through a hundred disconnected pieces of
information, we built a personality test and we could, in fact,
model your personality. We could then use that personality with 93%
accuracy to predict your decisions in 12 distinct categories. I
wanted to take that further, though. I was pretty sure I knew how
to do it, too.

I had a prototype I wanted to show to J.T.
Robb, the chairman of the board and the one I ultimately would
answer to as an influential shareholder and the architect of the
buyout that installed me as the CEO. Honestly, I thought it was
going to go well. But he barely looked at it.

"Melanie," he said to me before I was even a
third of the way through the slides, "I really appreciate the
effort you've made on all of this. And you're going to be great at
this job. Really great. But you don't need to feel the pressure to
instantly change the world. The shareholders just want stability
right now. We hired a pretty woman, we're riding a nice PR boost
from that, and that's all that is really required for the time
being."

"That's it? Stand still, look pretty?" I
asked, incredulous.

"For the time being. This isn't a race, it's
a marathon. The stock will keep rising on the goodwill from this
progressive move. Honestly, we've already got a bigger spike than
when rumor leaked we were thinking of buying that thinking computer
startup. What was it called? Flux? Flex? Who cares? The point is,
you're good for perceptions all on your own. Just have an even hand
on the rudder and all will be well."

I stared at him and did an admirable job (I
think) of masking my sudden and intense disappointment in him. I
killed the projection and closed up my terminal. "Okay, then. But
I'm here to work. When the honeymoon's over, I'm going to do things
with this company. It's why I'm here. We're still good with
that?"

"Of course we are," J.T. said magnanimously.
"All things in time." And then he saw me out of his office and he
committed the one unforgivable sin: he patted my ass on the way
out.

The thing about that ass pat? I knew what it
meant. It wasn't a sexual invitation. It was a reminder. Invisible
force field. Feel that, Melanie? You hit the limit. Now be a good
girl and remember you serve at the pleasure of the board. Of
men.

I thought about that pat for the better part
of the next three weeks. I thought about it again, now, in my
little dressing room adjoining the private room I set up myself for
guests like the very special one in the next room. Twenty minutes.
Just about right, I judged. I'd only needed about ten to get
dressed properly. The rest was just to let him sweat and get a
little turned around in his own head. Then I stepped back out into
the room.

I let J.T. get a nice long look at me. It
was really all he could do. After all, his ankles were chained to
the back of the horse and his wrists were chained to the front. He
was bent over the leather bondage horse and completely naked and he
was there because he'd asked, begged, to be put there.

I let him look. I think he still thought
he'd be getting out of this, somehow. We'd been playing a fun
little game and oh look, the sexy minx likes to play dirty! She has
a private dungeon? In the back of his head, I have no doubt he was
planning to blab about my little playroom to everyone at the club.
"You see? She's like all women. She wants to be tied up and
fucked and the rest of it is just a show." I'm sure he figured
all the teasing and playing we'd been doing the previous weeks was
just some kind of complicated female game and that at just the
right moment I was going to ask him to turn the tables on me. I'd
pout my lips and beg him to chain me up and flog my naughty little
girl's behind and then comfort it with his big hard man's dick.

He didn't know the one secret I could keep
even from the search engines and Big Data I helped build. It was a
tough secret to keep, but I was careful. Not knowing that secret
now cost him. It cost him dearly.

In the time since the ass-patting, I'd of
course been flirtier. But there was always a price to the flirting.
Little things at first. Kiss my hand, get a look under my blouse.
Kiss my shoe, get touched through the pants in his office. Call me
"ma'am" in public and get a little handjob through the pants. But
never out of the pants.

I jerked him off through his pants two or
three times before he indicated it was time for more. I now owed
him sex, he made clear. When he did that I didn't touch him
or look at him for a week.

He came back far more contrite. A company
car, a nice one, was authorized for me, I think as an act of
contrition. And he was very much in the habit of calling me "ma'am"
after that. In fact, he didn't slip up once.

Such a good boy. I called him that for the
first time a week ago, when the through-the-pants handjob returned
and he made a big wet mess all over the expensive suitpants. I gave
it a little squeeze when he was done, enough to milk some of his
mess through. And then I gave him the choice of getting up to walk
to the executive washroom to clean it up right then in front of
anyone who might be in there while it still just looked like a
silly spill, or waiting until everyone left when it would be dry
and obvious the way only cumstains can be.

He chose the latter. That's how I knew he
was ready. He was ashamed of what the others would think, yes, but
also, in that little dark corner of his mind, proud. Proud of being
a good boy for me. Proud of the big mess he would let dry and wear
to his home like a badge of honor. Excited about the risk of his
wife seeing and knowing.

He came to me tonight to hear the rest of my
pitch, but of course he had other things on his mind and I let him
indulge those thoughts. When I asked if he wanted to make me wet,
he was very ready to agree. When I told him I would get so wet to
see him on my bondage horse, he hesitated, but it only took a quirk
of my brow to make him obey.

I had him well-trained. He now did lots of
little things he probably wasn't even aware he was doing. He obeyed
far more readily.

Of course he got naked. He thought it was
going a little further than he'd like when I brought out the cuffs
and the chains, but I made him a promise and he agreed to it. Do
this one thing for me and then I'd go get changed and give him the
one thing he so desperately needed. He nodded like an excited puppy
and let me get him good and snug on the horse.

And then I left him and went into the
dressing room to change into my very favorite outfit, the one that
was now having a visible effect on the chairman of my board.

I think he'd been expecting lingerie or
maybe the boldness of plain, vulnerable nudity. When he took me in,
my thigh-high leather spike-heeled boots, the leather unitard with
the high collar and matching gloves, what must have he been
thinking? And of course, what those gloves were handling? That
probably sent his head spinning.

I was going easy on him, all things
considered. I had an impressive collection of strap-ons and they
varied in terms of both their sizes and their lengths and their
textures. This one was smallish and black and had a lovely little
curve to it with a rounded knob. It was designed to massage the
prostate. Assuming he was good and didn't fight too much, he would
actually enjoy it.

I approached him with it in one hand,
absentmindedly stroking the dong like a man might. "What the hell
is that," he sputtered.

"Why it's a dildo, of course," I exclaimed.
"You've seen one before, I'm sure. Now, pet, let's not waste time
playing boring games. It's a dildo and it's going inside of you.
But first you're going to kiss it. You're going to kiss it and
you're going to be loving with it because it obeys the golden rule.
Be loving to it and it will be loving to you. Be difficult
and..."

He understood. And here's the important
thing about what I do: he was at this point only pretending he
didn't want it.

J.T. was a classic type I'd been meeting
since I started in the business world more than a decade and a half
ago. He felt threatened by women, but only because he was
intimidated. We were past that, though. He knew where he stood and
how good it felt to be on the bottom if there was a woman like me
on top.

He whimpered. I put a gloved hand on his
bearded chin and stroked it softly. I purred and touched him gently
and rubbed the rounded bulbous black silicone tip over his lips. I
calmed and soothed him and waited for him to realize it was going
to be okay.

"Do what you want to do. No one here is
judging you. Do what will make you feel good. My good boy."

His lips parted and with only one little
whimper, he kissed. Then he kissed again and only offered a
moment's shamed noise of protest when I guided the back of his head
forward, pulling his mouth over the thin shaft.

"This is just a little one," I said gently
when he'd gotten it good and wet. "But it's going to feel like a
really big fat dick if it's the first time you've ever had anything
like that. Do you want me to let you out? You don't have to go
through with this if you don't want it. But you kissed and sucked
like such a good boy. I think you might want it."

I'll never forget the look J.T. gave me,
then. He wanted me to die, I'm certain, but only because I'd woken
it up in him. That tingling hunger a bottom gets when it wants a
thing it knows it isn't supposed to have. The intoxicating urgent
need to go a little further, have more, more, insisting that
he was still in control when he knew he wasn't and hadn't been for
a while.

He was so hard. His erection rubbed
uncomfortably against the side of the studded leather upholstery. I
touched everywhere around it, but never directly on it. The only
thing I allowed to touch him there was just the sweet warm air I
blew from my lips. Then I circled back around and rubbed the dildo
on his trembling lips.

"Kiss."

He kissed. My good boy.

I patted his head and trailed my fingers
lazily over him from head to trembling bottom while I circled. I
touched one cheek and then the other and danced my fingers lightly
on its pale smoothness.

I wasn't a monster about it when the time
came. I drizzled a generous amount of lube over the dildo and an
equal amount over his tight little pucker. It was the numbing kind,
too, the kind that would hopefully help him relax. And then I
pushed with my hips, so that the rounded tip touched gently to his
backdoor. "I'll stop if you say so," I told the trembling chairman.
"Do you want me to stop? Stop and never touch you again? Leave you
alone? Not so much as a brush of my hand over your groin in a
meeting. All professional. Do you want that?"

I knew his answer. But it was important he
say it out loud. "No. No, ma'am. Please don't stop."

"This is the price for more nice touches.
But I think you're going to like it. Like it better, even."

"Yes, ma'am."

I pushed into him and he made the sweetest
little "ohhhoooohh" sound. "Good boy," I purred. "Now this is easy.
Just enjoy. Be still. Look pretty."

He liked it. He liked it so much he
sheepishly asked for it again the next day. I of course refused. I
decided when he got things. That's how this was, now, for us. Those
were the rules.

He was far more open to my ideas after that.
Far more open in general. No pun intended.

 



 


 


//LYLE

 


I both loved and hated bachelor parties.

On one hand, a bachelor party brought a lot
of drunk horny guys into the club. They were going to drop
some cash, and it wouldn't be the handful of singles. There would
definitely be some VIP-room transactions on behalf of the Doomed
Man.

The problem with bachelor parties always was
that for every big ticket fella, there were six dudes minimum
hanging around trying not to spend any money. Giving the waitresses
a hard time about how much the drinks cost. Refusing to tip the
servers because they weren't naked and "don't I get to see some
titties if I give you a tip? Is that not why I'm here?"

Fuckers.

All of a sudden these guys all became shrewd
businessmen, too. They wanted to talk. They wanted to negotiate.
"This here is my buddy's big night. Isn't there some kind of
discount for that? He's never gonna see another naked woman again.
Come on, honey, help me out?"

I really hated the ones who called me
"honey. I didn't like the presumed relationship that word implied
when we'd been speaking for all of three minutes. I really didn't
like how calling me "honey" almost always meant that he was going
to (yup, there is was) put a hand on my ass while he talked to
me.

Oh, sure, I was a stripper. I was wearing a
pair of lacy boyshorts that were pretty darn cheeky in the back. I
had my hair in pigtails with little butterfly ties and had on a
corset top that pushed my rather considerable chest almost all the
way over the top. I was in 7-inch Lucite platforms, the kind with a
slot in the base to push a buck or ten inside. Those were mostly
about the height, though. They helped me be a solid 5'8 and look a
guy like this boner in the eye while he tried to "negotiate." But
the rest? This was a uniform I wore to encourage men to think about
my body and how nice it would be to part with their hard-earned
money to spend some time pretending it was theirs.

I like to think I was never like that. But
the truth of the matter is, you don't really need to spend too long
in a woman's body before you really become conscious of the hundred
little things most men may not even realize they've been
conditioned to do. The obvious shit, like staring at her chest
while she talks? That happened four or five times a day to me, and
not while I was on the clock in the club. Guys stopped when they
passed me on the street and made no small secret of pausing to give
my ass a good long and hungry look. There was lots of calling me
"baby" and "honey" and all that shit.

Jade was my savior that night, though. She
came up behind the bachelor party's ambassador and wrapped her dark
chocolate leg around him and massaged his chest while she purred a
hello. And she had him, just that easily. College boy liked them
dark, and he suddenly forgot all about trying to put together some
kind of combo deal. Jade made it clear his chance to catch a little
jungle fever was going to be a fleeting one. He handed a big stack
of bills to his second-in-command and then wandered to the back
room with Jade with a sheepish smile.

We were pretty good at reading the guys and
really good at reading the room. My friends and I (and I was lucky
to now call them friends) we worked well together. We made money
and we exchanged very little power or self-respect in the bargain.
In fact, I have to say riding the pole and grinding on a few laps
was without a doubt one of the most liberating and confident things
I ever did with my life.

If that wasn't enough, I was also healthier.
I ate better. I exercised to keep my edge. I was in the best shape
of my life... even if that shape wasn't the shape God graced me
with. Or even the genetics.

I got lost in the job for a while. It was
fun and it was easy once I got into the rhythm. I let it become my
life. My primary life.


 


//JORDAN

 


I thought Becky would never leave.
Seriously, that bitch took forever to get ready lately. She was on
the night shift. Shouldn't it matter less? It was dark and everyone
was busy killing themselves on the soundstage. Who cared what
anyone looks like?

I was of course aware of my own
hypocrisy.

But really, tonight was a big one for me. I
had the day off the following day and Becky was expecting to pull a
16-hour stint because it was their last day with Gabriella Porto
before the mega-star jetted off to the Bahamas. I would be in the
clear. The apartment: mine. The night: mine. I had every intention
of taking advantage of it.

At least I wasn't stealing her stuff
anymore. There was a period there where I was, I'm ashamed to say,
totally raiding my roommate's underwear drawer. I always made sure
to take from the bottom of the drawer, mind you, and I ALWAYS
washed anything I tried on, even though I took great care to never
get too aroused in anything of hers that I was wearing. Mostly.
Some of her stuff was just so sexy that I couldn't help myself.

Still, I was trying not to get turned on. I
was borrowing Becky's bras and panties for taking some pictures,
after all, and getting turned on means a troublesome erection that
spoils the illusion of the photograph.

The illusion that I was a girl.

As of that night, I had almost 2300
followers. When I started taking the pix in Becky's stuff, I had
maybe 30, and it was mostly because I was reblogging a lot of other
"trap" girls who were posting their selfies and photo sessions. I
wanted to join in on that. Mostly I felt like I was mooching and
felt a little dirty about how often I stroked off while looking at
some other gurl while not putting myself out there to return the
favor.

That's what made me steal from Becky for the
first time. I was just going to do one little session. Something to
put up and maybe get a couple compliments.

I've never really worried about the whole
"internet is forever" thing. We had a governor who was a camgirl
for a while to pay for law school, so if that's not proof that it
doesn't matter anymore, I don't know what it is. Yeah, there's a
screening process at a couple jobs if I wanted to get high enough
up that ladder, but I was twenty-one. There was time for that shit
later. I couldn't even run for President for another fourteen
years. Anything I put up now is just going to be charmingly vintage
by the time it mattered.

So I stole this little pair of white satin
panties with little red hearts on them. Lucky me, I was petite and
even though my feet were a little big, Becky's were too, and I
could squeeze into her size 8 heels. I put on my favorite pair of
hers, a strappy silver set of sandals with a good four-inch heel.
My little boi clit I tucked carefully into the little cotton panel
and with a little adjustment and some concentrated thinking about
baseball I got a pleasingly smooth look to the front. Those
panties. So cute. It took some serious work to stay soft and
tucked. I'm a sucker for satin on my clitty.

There wasn't a matching bra (sad times) but
then again Becky always was kind of practical. She probably didn't
have a single bra that matches a single pair of panties in her
drawer. Lucky me, I did find a simple pink one from before her
growth spurt and that fit me well enough.

Becky and I had been friends for a few years
and we got the apartment together our final year in college because
we were just compatible friends who both wanted to not live in
scummy campus housing. There was never anything romantic in that,
though I did maybe want something to happen at the beginning.

Most of the time I knew her in college, she
was pretty flat-chested, but it turned out she was one of those
lucky girls who got a second visit from the boob fairy. That and
the college weight gain hit together and she grew a nice pair of
Cs. Those bras looked silly on me with no tits of my own, but
again, I was really lucky Becky's kind of a packrat. Her
pre-blossoming bras were wedged at the bottom of the second drawer,
to the left and under some sweaters.

I filched the pink lace bra and by using the
outermost set of hooks got it around my broader but not-too-manly
chest.

The wig I had for a while by then. That was
how the whole thing started in earnest - Halloween parties, of
course. That magical night when you can go out looking like a
fucking slut gagging for the first dick to cross your path and you
can do this even if you're a MAN because if anyone asks, you don't
have to say anything other than you thought it'd be a funny joke,
bro. You certainly don't have to tell anyone that you're leaking
pre through the panties you definitely didn't need to be wearing
under the costume. You don't need to say you've got a stiff one
tucked into that lacy little thong and it's stiff because it's just
so exciting to be out as a girl and know that men are staring at
your ass and trying to figure out if it would be gay to tap
that.

Just for the record, it would be very gay to
tap that. But you'd fucking love it.

So yeah, I'd had the cute flirty little
auburn wig for a while. It was the foundation of the "drag bag" I
kept buried in the bottom of the closet in my room, along with the
Halloween slutty genie costume and a few other odds and ends. I
have my own panties (stolen from the laundry room) but Becky's are
the ones I really wanted to be wearing in the photo session.

Did I worry she'd ever see the photos and
recognize them?

No.

Yes.

Well, maybe it was both. But if she ever saw
the photo then she's been browsing a forum that probably means
she's dirtier than I knew and at that point, gawd, yes, I'd fuck
her while wearing her own panties.

Sorry.

I am kind of a dirty slut. I have a lot of
time alone with myself and the internet. It tends to make me
dirtier the longer I spend like this. Where were we? Oh, yes, the
photos.

ANYWAY, I borrowed Becky's makeup and did
myself up using online video tutorials. Kind of amateurish by my
later standards, maybe, but pretty damn good for photo work. I took
about a dozen pix. I used the tripod and the timer and also took
the obligatory duck-lips mirror shots to be charmingly retro, like
I'm an early noughties cameraphone girl. Then I got a little
naughtier. All the trap girls take at least one pic that's totally
prim and girlish EXCEPT for that flaccid dick spilling lewdly out
of the front of her panties. Having that pic in your photoset makes
the whole set, in my humble opinion. After all, what's the point of
being a "trap" if at the end of it you don't lightly spring said
trap?

I got about fifty likes. In this, I got
lucky. One of the big tastemakers re-shared it and linked back to
me and then I started massing followers. That's where the whole
thing started. Quite unexpectedly, I got this little collective of
other gurls or admirers who started reposting my photos and
messaging me wanting to know when there would be more.

This is when I got smart. I got myself a
wishlist so that the biggest admirers could bankroll my sexy outfit
collection. Wishlists. What an incredible invention. They can't see
your address or your real name but they sure can pay for the shit
you want and it gets mailed right to your door in discrete
packaging.

I borrowed Becky's undies once or twice
more, but by then I didn't really need them. I wanted
to do something naughty with them.

The thing about being like me and living
with a girl is that over time you start to develop this weird
obsession complex with her very femininity. You kind of hate her
for having a pussy and a perky bottom and a nice pair of tits, but
you love being close to it. And then you want her. You want to have
her body. You want to fuck her, hate-fuck her maybe, just put it in
her and pin her down and try to take her femininity from her like
some kind of psychic vampire.

I stroked off wearing this little pair of
crotchless panties she got as a joke from her previous roomie. I
remember when she showed them to me and swore up and down she
couldn't think of anything more uncomfortable than wearing them. It
was a safe bet she'd not ever put them on. As I said before, I know
Beckers and she's very practical in these things. Didn't stop me
from jizzing all over them on her own bed whispering her name over
and over again.

Everyone does those kind of things, right?
It didn't make me some kind of crazy psycho. I just really, really
wanted what she had and it was a really frustrating day for me at
work. I needed a release and I was just so goddamn jealous of her
pussy and how stingy she was with it. Seriously, I can't remember
the last time she did a thing that wasn't work or politicking to
get more work. Her wardrobe was almost all jeans and t-shirts and
her makeup collection was appalling.

Three months of photosets and wishlists
later, I had a better panty collection and way more makeup,
jewelry, and hot shoes than my actual female roommate. I wanted to
just trade places with her. I woulda given anything for a chance
like that. It's what I went to bed at night whispering into my
pillow, praying the world worked like it did in science fiction
stories or where there are deals with the devil or anything at all
like that.

Would I trade my soul for the chance to be a
real girl?

Fuck yes. Eternal damnation? Chances are, I
was already headed there, right?

I mean, take yesterday for example. While
Becky was at work, I got dolled up in the new extra-flirty pink wig
a lovely follower sent me, some super cute four-inch mirror
sandals, and an expensive little lacey corset-and-panties combo
that is a really dirty take on Alice in Wonderland. I accessorized
this with my best oversized thick-framed nerd-girl glasses and a
fake tattoo on one arm that looks just fine on my holocam and
totally sells the whole alt-girl vibe. Then I signed into one of
the camgirl services I keep a profile on and waited for my usual
crowd to flock. It took about five minutes for my room to be full.
I played retro goth music and fucked myself with a six-inch blue
"demon" dildo for tips.

The holocam was a gift from the wishlist and
became my very favoritest gift from whoring because it made me
crazy bank. Only high-rollers could afford to have these sci-fi
hologram projectors in their homes, so I didn't have to deal with
any of the usual bullshit from "beggars" and "demanders" in
traditional cam rooms.

Look, dude, you dropped a small fortune to
watch this dong vanish into my hungry white bottom in full
life-sized 3D in the comfort of your own living room like I'm
slutty Princess Leia. Don't give me this "I don't have money for
tips." crap. Pony the fuck up or my mod is gonna kick your ass out
of my room at the slightest nod from me.

So yeah, last night over a two-hour session
in which I fucked myself, sucked the dong clean, and then stroked a
big white load off into my hand while talking dirty, just fucking
filthy to a bunch of faceless perverts on the other end of the cam?
I made rent. For the month. And then I posted a few 2D snaps and
got a few new wishlist gifts.

I woulda done all of that ANY Tuesday night.
Being paid for it? Fucking scandalous.

Tonight, though, I took a new step.


 


 


//DAHLIA

 


Master Jonah was really upset.

I'd never seen him like this before and it
was more than a little scary.

I didn't understand exactly everything that
happened, but I knew that part of it was because Whitney got sick
inside that gentleman's club. That wasn't the whole reason, though.
I was not smart enough to understand all the reasons. He said that
to me the other day and it made me cry because Master Jonah never
says harsh things to me.

I went to my happier place, but my Shoe
Closet didn't make me feel any better. I went to the Panty Room
next, because maybe I was so sad that I needed to wear frillier
naughtier undies until I felt better. That always worked in the
past.

Usually Whitney and I, we'd go to the Shoe
Closet or the Panty Room in Daddy Jonah's big luxurious mansion and
we'd play dress-up. We'd pick out each other's slutty shoes and
naughty little teddies, (always matching or always in our signature
colors) and then we'd go have a snack or watch the vidfilms on one
of Daddy Jonah's big leather couches and spend the whole day
walking through the mansion in nothing more than a sheer lace teddy
and six inch thousand-dollar heels. If Daddy was home on those
days, we'd try to make him interested in sexing us. If we were by
ourselves, we'd usually tease the servants or mess around a little
as just the two of us. Special Girl Time. But not too much of that.
Daddy Jonah usually likes to watch that.

But then Whitney got sick and I ended up all
by myself. I wasn't even allowed to see her. That made me sad, even
though that's not really a thing I was allowed to be or feel. If
Daddy Jonah caught me being all mopey, he'd be upset. I don't look
as fuckable with my smile on upside-down.

There didn't used to be very many sad days
in Master Jonah's mansion. Daddy's girls should always be happy
anyway, is what he'd usually tell us. We were not properly smart
enough to have any of the big thoughts that lead to sadness. He'd
say that, too, and the magical thing about Daddy Jonah was that
when he said things to us, they come true.

I sometimes felt a little strange being a
grown-up who called her master "Daddy," but those were also the
kind of big thoughts I was not allowed to have anymore. It was a
problem, though. I used to be the good one and Whitney used to be
the naughty one. I used to be the one so worried about if the thing
we were doing was TOO pervy or TOO kinky and Whitney was always the
adventurous one who would lead the way and make it feel so, so good
once I got over my little inhibitions. Some of those inhibitions
were faked, but Daddy liked games and Corrupting Dahlia was one of
his very favorites. Making him happy was my absolute favorite
thing. When he got happy he wants to put it inside of me, and I
loved when he puts it inside of me most of all.

I felt complete. I felt more real than I've
ever felt. It was like I could hear his thoughts in my head. When
he was really focusing, when he really put everything he could into
it - when his spunk glowed in the dark? That was the best. That's
when he wanted to put more than his spunk in me. That's when he
wanted to put his will into me. I would cum so hard. I would cum
so, so hard when he did that. And then I'd be a good girl for him
again for a really long time.

Daddy hadn't even wanted to touch me for a
month now.

I can't believe it all went so wrong.

Things were going so well last month!
Master's company was expanding. He was smiling and celebrating and
that's when he relaxed the Rules. I was supposed to be Daddy's
secretary at work and Whitney started out as his maid. Once or
twice, because we spent most of the time looking identical, we'd
swap roles, but that was before he put the little brand by our
pussies so he'd be able to tell us apart. The last time we swapped,
it was just because Whitney really wanted to get fucked on Daddy's
desk at work, but the minute he got her business pants down and saw
the "W" he gave her a spanking instead. And then he chained me up
at the foot of the bed for a week because of that. We were good
girls after that and did the jobs that Daddy wanted us to do.

So I was there a year ago when Daddy somehow
became the new CEO of the company. Everybody else at the office was
really surprised, but there were naughty pictures Master Jonah took
of me and his boss and I thought they were really fun and sexy, but
I guess the rest of the company didn't think so.

I didn't understand what all the fuss was
about. Daddy told me it was his boss' birthday and he liked grown
up girls to dress like little bitty girls. I didn't see what was
wrong with that. I called Daddy 'Daddy,' didn't I? I never dressed
like a little girl, of course, that was just a game we played. But
I understood that as a present, Daddy wanted me to surprise Mr.
Craig.

He made me go in the cocoon for it. I
haven't been in the cocoon in a long time, but Daddy said this was
a special occasion. So he took me to the college campus and we
watched a freshman orientation for a while until I had a sample
from a pretty blonde coed and then we went home and Daddy put me in
the slimy green cocoon and I came out looking just like that
girl.

I snuck into Mr. Craig's office and I took
off all my expensive business clothes the minute Mr. Craig got in
the door. He was all flustered and red-faced and upset when I
started, but when I took the business pants off and he saw that I
had a diaper on underneath? Then he locked the door.

I sucked my pacifier the whole time I wasn't
sucking his cock.

Master Jonah took secret pictures. And
that's how he got to be in charge of the company. He was so happy.
And he got so much richer. We got the big mansion and the private
jet and started going to fancy parties and getting bottle service
all the time! Whitney and I didn't need to be Daddy's servants
anymore because he could afford real servants who weren't as stupid
as me and Whitney. We were allowed to concentrate on what we were
best at, which was keeping his cock happy.

Last month, we were supposed to go so many
places, and I was so excited when we met one of his important
business friends, Mr. Everett. And I liked his girlfriend SO MUCH.
What was her name?

Jasmine.

Jasmine had such beautiful caramel skin. I
was so jelly. She had a celebrity's body, too. She was like all the
most successful vidfilm stars. She looked like she came from about
four different races and got the hottest parts from all of
them.

Jasmine was SO nice, too. She had drinks
with us and was so cute and virginal and we got to give our new
friend advice on buttsex, which was just so adorable because as
Whitney whispered to me later, "that girl has a bottom that's made
for dicking."

We went out for dinner that night and I
couldn't help myself. I spent half the night dreaming that maybe
Jasmine would come stay with us for a while. I just really wanted
her.

That's when things went all strange and hard
for me to understand.

We were gonna have a big fun night of
sexytimes! Daddy and Mr. Everett were even getting along, which
they never used to do. I was going to get to taste Jasmine's
pussy, which I'd been imagining was going to taste like spicy chai
tea.

And then Daddy wanted the first fuck with
Jasmine and that's when I got really excited, because I saw Daddy's
cock and the tip was glowing blue like when he puts his thoughts
and his will in me and I came all over the sofa, a big wet squirty
cum because I knew that Daddy was going to collect Jasmine and make
her a sister for me and Whitney. I hoped he wouldn't make her get
an implant and a cocoon right away. I liked her body. Maybe, I'd
hoped, he was going to put me and Whitney in cocoons to make us
look like Jasmine's sisters!

It went wrong, though. Daddy wasn't able to
put his will in her. And he got really angry and he ordered me and
Whitney to get our dresses and wait in the hall. And then he was
shouting at Mr. Everett through the door.

"What in ever-loving fuck did you
think you were doing?!!" Master swears his swear words extra loud
when he's angry. He used loud swears like that the night he
punished me for swapping jobs with Whitney.

"It shouldn't matter!" That was Mr. Everett.
He sounded scared.

"Who the fuck is wearing that skin?
Which little boytoy is in there acting like your beard? Did you
modify it?"

"No of course not. You know I'm not
actually a genius. Why are you so upset? If you didn't want
it used, why did you send one to-"

"She's passed out and I've got some kind of
cyber VD. My dick is on FIRE."

"You motherfucker, you were going to THRALL
her?!!"

"You owe me motherfucking everything.
You're off-book."

"I've changed my mind."

"You don't get to do that."

"What are you going to do about it?"

Then there was a lot of fighting and
wrestling and a little while later Master came out and dragged me
and Whitney back to our suite and he made us rehearse our lines
very carefully about how we went home with him and never went to
Mr. Everett's and never saw them after our sushi.

The strange thing is that when Daddy really
wanted us to behave, he never made us just practice. He put the
blue cum in us and we became good girls and thought whatever he
wanted us to think. He didn't that night, though. He hadn't
since.

They said something on the news that Mr.
Everett had an accident. And then the police came looking for
Jasmine because they said she was a suspect in a murder and Daddy
cut our trip short. He spent days in his office but when he came
out, he owned Mr. Everett's company and he was in a better mood for
a while.

Daddy even had a special Doctor come to
visit him, a Mr. Charlie, and pretty soon he was feeling more like
himself. He took me and Whitney to the bedroom and he had me fuck
my pussy with a big toy he called "Brutus" while he put his cock in
Whitney again and again until there was blue glowing cum dribbling
out of her mouth and her pussy and her ass and I'd never seen her
look so blissfully brainlessly perfect. Then it was my turn.

It felt better than it had ever felt before.
It felt like he was in my blood and I realized how perfect I was
going to be for Daddy from now on. I wasn't just his girl anymore.
I was going to be his fuckslave. He was going to make me and
Whitney live in his bedroom soon and we'd be willing holes for
anyone and everyone he brought in there to enjoy us and that was
going to feel like the best thing ever. It would happen in a few
days, Daddy said, but first he wanted some fresh girls on standby
to be his assistants when Whitney and I transitioned to our new
lives as breedholes.

We went to a club Daddy bought and he was so
nice! It was maybe supposed to feel a little shitty, being
told to choose the new girls who would sit with Daddy, but all I
could think about was how completely yummy it was to be under
Daddy's power and to serve him with my slave heart and my
slaveholes.

Whitney picked a short little Asian girl
with simply monstrous titters. She was so a sex object
already. She'd be perfect for Daddy, the kind of candy that he'd
have on his arm that would let the other men know how completely
superior was in every possible way. Whitney looked pleased with her
choice. And then something happened.

They touched. Whitney got really sick. Her
cocoon came when it wasn't supposed to and Daddy had to get us out
of the club in a hurry and by the time we were in the limo Whitney
was fully sealed up. It took a while to get to the mansion and
Daddy was swearing the whole time. He had Mr. Charlie on the
telecom and was using his loudest and most naughty swears with Mr.
Charlie. They're such bad words that I'm not even allowed to say
them.

We had to give up on that limo. By the time
we got home, the green goo spread over the entire interior and
Whitney was sealed up inside of it and Daddy couldn't break the
cocoon apart to get her out.

They put Whitney in a special room, now, one
I was not allowed to visit. I was a good girl so I didn't break
rules, not even to find my "sister."

Daddy said the plans were canceled for now.
I had to be his helper again and he needed me to be a little
smarter than I'd been lately because his needs changed. He needed
another helper, a different kind of helper.

We were going out. We were going to find
Daddy a new helper.
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//LYLE

 


The first month was definitely the
hardest.

It's amazing how quickly you can get used to
almost anything, though. No matter how onerous or difficult it
might be, no matter what the hardships are, the truth is that we're
pretty adaptable creatures. We can cope with the plot twist, even
if we cry or moan like we can't. We can change and adapt and that's
a pretty beautiful thing about being a human being.

That doesn't mean it isn't fucking
difficult. The word "hard" is right there in "hardship," after all.
It's going to hurt. It's going to be unpleasant. But it does
get better.

I stopped feeling sorry for myself about
three weeks into my stint as Lacey Scott Lee, a five-foot
Japanese-American girl who stripped under the stage name of "Nikki"
and had a "special" relationship with the owner of the club who
took care of securing that identity. There was a lot to feel sorry
about, but thinking about it didn't really do anyone any good.

What good did it do to remember that not
long ago I'd been Lyle Estevez, a software engineer on the top of
the world? That was before an accident I was in no way responsible
for ended my company's future and sent me straight to rock bottom.
I'd just been getting used to THAT hardship when a mysterious
benefactor made me an offer too good to be true: a bailout. Seed
money on a new life. And the price? Live as a woman for one year.
Better than that. Live as the kept woman of a reclusive billionaire
and giant of the software industry in his own right.

This is the part that really had me hurting,
though. Because the fact of the matter was that I'd fallen for
Everett. He was gentle and caring and generous. Even when it came
to his particular kink - girlish men like me who could convincingly
pass as a woman, he was never skeezy about it. He cared first and
foremost about my comfort and offered me an out almost right
away.

The thing was, I'd liked it. I'd never been
in a relationship that was so real in spite of the makeup and
clever tucking. It happened fast, but I'd been in enough bad
relationships (one I would have married had she not bailed) to know
there was something real and refreshing hiding in here.

I did a thing I've never done before in a
relationship. I jumped into the deep end of the pool. The moment
Everett showed me the "gadget," a piece of illegal biotech a friend
had brought back from Bangkok, I knew I was going to try it out.
And while I didn't think about the ethical implications until I had
it installed in my body and was at a strip club covertly capturing
body scans, voiceprints, and genetic material from a buxom
mixed-race stripper named Ariel, I made up my mind quickly that I
would use the unregulated device. And I did.

The gadget seemed like a miracle, even if it
was a kind of sticky and painful one. Two hours to completely alter
my entire genetic structure, giving me an exact copy of Ariel's
body as my very own. A real woman's body. Ready to start my new
life as "Jasmine," and jetting off with Everett for a Hawaiian
vacation to celebrate. We were happy, even if the device did seem
to have a mind of its own. Even if it did have some troubling
software glitches. Those I felt confidant I could fix.

Paradise did not last. Not long after we met
up with some old "friends" of Everett's, I woke up next to his
bloody corpse, framed for his murder and forced to go on the run.
For the second time I realized I'd hit rock bottom.

It's easy to think the world has it out for
you. It's easy to think about just laying down in a corner and
waiting for them to come get you and letting it all end.

For better or worse, I have never done the
easy thing in life.

I stopped feeling sorry for myself because I
had no room for it in my life. Hiding in a new body with a new
identity took work. Trying to earn a living as a stripper (one of
the few jobs my borrowed body and lack of documentation could get
me) took discipline and a fitness routine that even with the
gadget's augments took up a lot of mental and physical bandwidth.
Using all my free time to reprogram the implant and purge the
malicious code hiding inside of it took up the rest. There was no
room left for sniveling or wishing things had gone differently.

Because, you see, not long after I'd settled
into a routine of surviving as Lacey and performing as Nikki, an
amazing thing happened.

The man I suspected of murdering Everett
came into the club. He was introduced to me as the new owner who
was visiting to scout talent for some new venture of his. His two
ever-present girlfriends were acting funny, though, and when one of
them touched me, something went very strange. She got sick and
convulsed and all three left suddenly, but not before I realized
what I was seeing.

This man, Jonah? His "girls" were like me.
They had body-stealing implants, and my own reprogrammed implant
had defended itself when they'd tried to do something to me.

Jonah. He was the one I wanted. I could
bring him to justice. I could expose him and be cleared of
Everett's murder and have my life back. More than that?

I could have revenge.

It wasn't the most noble of motives for
picking myself up and carrying on, but it was a powerful one and it
did the job.

I threw myself into Nikki.

I grew accustomed to her short but curvy
body, to not being able to see my toes over my big rack. I got used
to sitting down to pee and not being able to keep anything in
pockets. I got better at matching shoes and putting together
outfits that didn't scream "hot mess" from a hundred yards away. I
moved into a studio apartment with my new fake ID and cash deposit
of small bills that had been tucked into one of my day-glo
g-strings.

I threw myself into a fitness regime to
build the muscle tone needed to do the kind of work that brought
the money in. I danced in a lot of laps and got so, so good at
lying to the men who plopped my cute little frame into their lap
about how tonight was my first night ever stripping.

I got so talented at curving my spine and
rolling my bare-but-for-the-glitter breasts over the face of the
faces of the stammering boys that they believed my fake accent. I
sold them the fantasy that I was new, new to everything, and even
when this wasn't true anymore, when this was the third boy this
week who tipped me an extra hundred to "welcome" me to America and
pay for my "Ingrish" classes, they believed because I was that
good, and of course, because they wanted to believe more than
anything.

I got good at blowing Tyrone, the boss of
the club, and at training my mouth to take his heavy black cock all
the way down my throat. I got so I could hold it there, with my
eyes bulging almost as much as my throat until he counted to
twenty, a record for me and for any of his "special" girls. I threw
myself wholeheartedly into pleasing Tyrone, sitting on his lap
while he counted the day's take and letting him absentmindedly
massage "them big titties" - and at making appreciative little
noises while he did it. I purred like there was nothing I could
imagine that was more pleasing than to be a lapcat and a fashion
accessory.

It always amazed me, actually. Here was a
man whose business, whose actual business was running a bunch of
talented liars like myself. Our job was to help sell the experience
his customers were willing to trade large sums of cash for - so
long as the fantasy was completely believable to them. He knew we
were liars. He knew we sold experiences to the men whose laps we
sat in that were just what they wanted to believe. And yet, Tyrone
always seemed to believe that he was different. He always seemed to
assume that we made it up for all the boys in the front of the
house, but when we came back here to his office, things were
different. Here we were his and it was all real.

It can be a very dangerous game.

Then it become real. I remember the moment,
the moment when I realized he'd earned the right to swagger like he
did. The moment, with him fully in me, when I promised the things I
promised for just one more incredible cum. That's when I knew he
deserved it. That I liked being his. If I had to be completely
honest, I'd rank Tyrone up there as my second favorite sexual
experience in any of my lives or bodies.

The first, though? Still Everett.

I never forgot about him. I never forgot
about revenge. I never forgot that Jonah was out there, that sooner
or later he'd return to the club. He would be coming and I would
need to be ready.

I was ready that Tuesday when Tyrone sent me
a text telling me something special was going down that night.

I thought I was ready, at least. It turns
out I was prepared for something, but I wasn't ready for
anything.

 


#

 


Jade and Tiffani got texts from Tyrone as
well. None of them had any clue what was going on, but we agreed to
meet up for coffee and to do a little shopping. The text from
Tyrone had also been pretty explicit about dress code for whatever
the mysterious evening event was going to be.

"To the nines, bitch. To the nines," Jade
(whose real name was Shelly) mocked while she sipped her iced green
tea. Her shiny black hair whipped around while she rolled her eyes
skyward towards the heavens. "Homeboy thinks he's the second coming
of gangsta rap sometimes. So charmingly retro. I think my dad
listened to gangsta rap when he was a young gunthug," she said with
only a little mocking in her voice.

I never knew whether or not to laugh when
Jade said things like that. She was black, the same as Tyrone, and
though I was currently riding inside the body I'd copied off of a
petite Japanese girl, I was still a relatively anglicized Hispanic
man in the thoughts and personality department. I didn't know if
this was one of those "we can talk about our own but don't you dare
join in" moments. My family had a lot of those land mines.

I had to put that and all other Lyle-related
thoughts in a box just then. Tiffani (real name Sandra) was talking
to me.

"You've been spending a lot of 'quality
time' with the boss-man," she teased. "Did he drop any hints about
what this was all about?"

"I'm not fucking tricking if that's what he
thinks this is," Jade declared. All three of us muttered our
agreement. This was uneven ground. We weren't about to let Tyrone
decide his little office privileges translated into him pimping us,
but we also all three of us needed the job and in our own ways owed
Tyrone for a good turn at a time when we were each in need.

Jade had been about to lose visitation
rights on her kid when Tyrone lent the club's expensive lawyer to
smack down her dirtbag husband. Tiffani was going to drop out of
college for the second time when tuition spiked, but Tyrone
invented a "benefits package" for her that covered the difference.
Me, I had a fake identity courtesy of the big man. But that didn't
translate into prostitution no matter how you did the
arithmetic.

Dancing and stripping, that was
entertainment. And sure, lots of girls picked up a little extra on
the side giving guys the "VIP" treatment, but that was always at
her discretion and frankly discouraged by management if it was
leaving the premises. Fucking for money? At the behest of your
boss? No. Just no.

"I think it's got something to do with that
other business," Tiffani mused. "Remember that weird guy who came
in the club that night with the matching blondes? Jade, you were
gone that night, but Nikki was there."

Even though we were hanging out in public as
friends, we tended to still use stage names with each other. I'd
felt strange about it at first, but Jade said it was, in a weird
way, a safety precaution. The three of us in particular were
getting to be pretty close, and if we used our real names with each
other, there was the possibility we'd slip up while we were
working. It didn't matter so much to me. I'd answered to so many
names in the past few months it was all a big jumble of identities,
anyway, but Shelly and Sandra only had one identity to go home to
and the fact was that you could never be too careful in our line of
work.

Most of the guys were harmless and knew the
rules and the boundaries. It only took one, though. It only took
one to cross a line and go to an unhealthy place.

"Was that the fucked-up night?" Jade asked,
interrupting my reverie.

"Yeah," I confirmed.

"I missed half of it," Tiffani confessed.
"Nikki's the only one who saw the whole thing. What happened? One
of his twins OD'd on something?"

"I'm not sure," I lied. "I'm kinda
sheltered. What's it look like when someone ODs on viper?"

Jade pursued her lips tightly. I winced. I
forgot, in my enthusiasm to deflect with my lie, that Jade's
ex-husband was a viper addict. He had her on the stuff for a while,
too. "If you weren't mopping up puke and shit, it wasn't a viper
OD," she said at last. "But you know those rich-types. Whatever the
chemists cook up that hasn't yet been classified as an illegal
drug, those dudes always end up with it first. They're never the
ones who take it too far, though," she added darkly, and I knew her
thoughts were with the poor sweating and convulsing girl they'd
hustled out of the club.

In a way she was right. The chesty blonde
had been using something new and probably illegal and had
definitely been taking it too far at his behest. I had the same
probably-illegal thing embedded in my own arm and wired to my own
optic nerve and brainstem.

Well, almost the same. Mine was neutered,
held in check by software I'd written to prevent it from taking
control of my thoughts and hijacking my body.

"We need shoes, minimum," Tiffani declared,
breaking the awkward silence that had settled over our table. "My
best shit is all scuffed from the club."

"Don't wear your good stuff to work," Jade
chided, snapping out of her own reverie. "What's the matter with
you? It's just going to get ruined one way or another. I lost a
pair of vintage Jimmy Choos when a bachelor puked up all the shots
his bros poured down him. They don't fucking make Choos
anymore. I don't know what I was thinking."

"I don't like the cheap plastic platforms,"
Tiffani complained. "They make me feel cheap. I like to feel
expensive. Helps me remember that I am expensive when they
start trying to make me feel bad about myself for the rates."

"That's not your problem to own," Jade
reminded her. And she was right. The guys didn't understand that
fully half the 800 they turned over for the back-room treatment
went to "gratuities" for Tyrone, the bouncer, and the waitress who
brought the "two-drink minimum" shots just in time to run down the
clock. We cleared 450 usually on a 30-minute dance. Still good
money, but the guys always tried to make you feel bad about taking
their 800. Jade was absolutely right, though. We couldn't let their
jeers get to us.

"I don't mind new shoes," I put in. And I
didn't. I had only been living as a woman fully for a few months.
You don't fully appreciate how many things you need to live
as a woman until you have to buy them all at once. It really takes
a lifetime of small purchases to not make it overwhelming. If one
of the girls ever asked if I wanted to go shopping for [blank], the
answer was always "yes." Yes, in fact, I needed [blank]
because I probably just found out from her that [blank] was even a
thing that existed.

"It's decided," Tiffani said solemnly.
"Shoes must be acquired."

We finished our coffees and took Jade's
fast, fun, convertible to the mall to pick up our shoes. As we
rode, I realized it was getting much, much easier. Easier to be
Nikki. Easier to forget. I couldn't let myself forget.


 


//JORDAN

 


I was going out. I was just waiting for
Beckers to get her ass out the door and make sure she was gone for
real. Once she left I got busy putting my face on and picking the
hottest thing in my collection to wear. I found a party for CDs and
T-girls about an hour south in the marina, and I’d made up my mind
to go. I wanted to shake my ass in public. I wanted to meet up with
some of the other gurls I sometimes chatted with who had been
pressuring me to come out with them.

I know this sounds chickenshit, but I really
was kinda nervous to take this step and go out en femme. I
talked a pretty big game behind the safety of a holocam, but I’d
never gone out. I'd never been close enough for someone else to put
their hands on me.

And other things. To follow me to my car? To
hurt me? To really hurt me? When you spent the last year of your
life staying skinny and petite to look as girly as possible, you
thought about things like this. You thought about how you've made
yourself small and frail and weak and how that makes you cute, yes,
but also physically vulnerable.

But I wanted to go out. It was my night. I
could just tell something amazing was going to happen.

I opted in the end to wear pants, but only
because I had these skintight fake snakeskin leggings that did
amazing things for my ass and for me, that's where the moneymaker
lived. One of super-frilly corsets that came from the wishlist went
amazing with it - thank gawd for a resurgence in the trend where
you can wear lingerie out to a club and call it a top.

It was a little bit of work to lace it up
properly, but thanks to modern technology and a little
as-seen-on-TV gadget that mounted on my bedroom door, I had a way
to get it good and tight on myself. Fully laced up, I now had an
adorable itty bitty waistline and the overall effect was that I
looked like I had more going on in the hips department than I
actually did.

Paired with some strappy platform wedges
that bordered on stripperish but wouldn’t cause me to take an
embarrassing fall my first time out on a dancefloor, I felt pretty
satisfied. I almost wore the pink wig again, but at the last minute
felt it too drag-queen and not trapgirl at all, so I ditched it. My
natural hair was almost shoulder-length at this point anyway and
I'd been keeping it suitably androgynous. The nerd-girl glasses,
though? Those totally made the look.

I was nervous the whole drive over. Leaving
my car with the valet, my hands were shaking and I felt, for the
first time, like a dumb kid. Then the valet stared at my ass when I
walked past him. Didn’t even make a thing of it. Stared at it and
looked me up and down, and I could tell it was not one of those
"look at the freak" stares. He wanted it. He wanted my cute
ass.

It was all the encouragement I’d need.

Inside, there were all kinds. There were the
obvious sad crossdressers who put on a wig and didn't even bother
to shave their legs - and it made me kind of wonder what their
thing was. Like, did they think they were passing? Was that not the
point? Was it some kind of avant-garde thinking I didn’t really
understand? Was it, like, just a social thing for them and not
intensely motivated by sex, like it was for me? I couldn’t
tell.

There were also the bitchy drag queens at
the party, the ones who got made up a little too much, but looked
cool in a way like it was a fashion trend from Tokyo or something.
Those bitches were haughty and brassy and loud, but I liked hearing
their laughter. It made me feel safe and comfortable.

There were some transexuals in the room,
too, in varying stages of transition. Some were at the bar, a lot
were dancing with men, and a few were doing their own thing in the
middle of the dance floor looking like the hot bitches they were. I
wanted to be one of them someday, get some actual tits and an
attitude and keep a flat stomach.

There were some of the other kind there,
too, the ones not on hormones who were trying, like me, to pass
with what we'd got. Mostly, I noticed, those ones kept to
themselves. They ran the gamut of the hawtness scale from
straight-up ratchet to bangable in the extreme.

There were men there, too, of course.
Chasers. Old queens. Anyone who still didn’t feel like they were
safe being who they wanted to be in a regular bar on a regular
night. Some of them were passably attractive - at least. I wouldn't
mind a dance with one or two of them. Maybe, I thought, one of them
would buy me a drink. Dance? Put his hands on me and let me grind
on him a little?

There were girls, here, too. Some dykes,
some women who probably just were excited to be the ones out in a
bar who won't have to fend off every other man in the place that
night. Some I couldn’t be sure about - were they with one of the
gurls here? Were they just friends? Hard to tell.

One of them was at the bar next to me. She
was in the company of a guy in a really sharp suit. Gawd, the two
of them were just absolutely stone-cold the most beautiful people
in the room. It was arresting, really.

Him, he had movie-star good looks. Sandy
hair and a square jaw and a suit that probably cost thousands. The
alligator shoes (actual alligator, just insane, the tariffs on
anything that's not synthetic were crazy) probably cost as much as
his suit and yes, I checked out his shoes.

Her? Like a porn star. Tight little sequin
dress and strawberry blonde hair that just fell over her shoulders
in waves that I could only dream of having without using a weave.
Ass that wouldn’t quit and big round breasts that got pushed out of
the dress like they were just there to be a shelf for all the
diamonds she wore around her neck.

She noticed me staring, but gave me a big
smile. Perfect teeth, too. Who was she? What were these two people
doing here at a t-girl night in a dive bar in the Marina?

She must have seen me ogling her, because
all of a sudden she caught my eye and gave me a big smile. "Hi
there," she said over the noise of the bar. "You look really hot.
I'm jealous of your cute little ass."

I blinked and then smiled. I got compliments
all the time, but usually from men. The approval from a woman meant
a lot to me. I felt like I might actually not be one of those sad
deluded trannies. I might actually pass. And from the hottest girl
in the room, even if it was her original genetics? I felt pretty
damn good.

"Thanks," is all I lamely said at the
beginning. "Obviously, you're really hot yourself."

Her smile was the smile of a queen bee, but
a friendly one recognizing one who was worthy to be in her
presence. "You're too sweet! But seriously, you look awesome. How
come you're not out there shaking that cute ass on the dance
floor?"

I shrugged. Truthfully, I was a little
scared. I wasn't wearing a wig, so there was no danger of that
flying off at an embarrassing moment, but apart from a little
hip-wiggling in front of the holocam, I'd not done a lot of
dancing. It would be my most obvious male tell. "Not sure how good
I am at dancing."

A hand slipped around my waist and all of a
sudden a man with a scruffy half-beard and a t-shirt under a cheap
blazer was next to me, hip pressed awkwardly to mine while he
leaned on the bar. His hand shook with nerves. He went straight to
leaning in to speak directly into my ear. "You're beautiful. Would
you like to dance with me?"

I could smell a sourness on his breath that
did not at all attract. The sheer awkwardness of this attempt to
put the moves on me also was decidedly unattractive. But I saw my
new friend in the sequin dress wiggling her bottom on the way to
the dance floor with her hot date and it suddenly seemed like the
safest possible place to be. I followed them.

The DJ was good. He was doing some actual
mixes and was kicking up plenty of recent synthpop and folkdub hits
with some extra beats. Even the most rhythmically challenged could
just let the sound waves from his big subwoofer push them around
the dance floor and get the hint on where the hipbumps should
go.

I was on the floor and dancing with a guy.
Even if he was kind of a creeper, I was doing something new and it
was an exhilarating next step for me. My dance partner was just as
excited - I noticed that when he spun me around. He tried urging me
to grind my ass back into his crotch. Standard dance move if you're
feeling lewd in the club, maybe, but he certainly didn't merit. I
obliged him, though, because I'd caught the eye of the pretty
blonde who mouthed "do it" and gave an appreciative "woo!" when she
saw me wiggle my bottom into him.

He had a hard-on. An obvious hard-on. All
for my butt. Part of it made me feel a little awkward, but part of
me also enjoyed it.

His hands got bolder, encouraged no doubt by
his obvious tenting erection. He grabbed my hips but then put his
hands higher to rest on where my breasts would be if I had them.
This gave me pause. I wasn't wearing breastforms because the corset
would have showed them. There wasn't anything resembling boob to
actually grab or squeeze.

I liked being desired. But tonight I was a
girl, and girls aren't supposed to permit men to squeeze their
boobs in such an obvious and open attempt on the dance floor in
front of everyone. Didn't this guy know that? Did he care?

I twisted in his arms and wiggled my bottom
again to distract him, while brushing his hand down and away from
my chest. This backfired in the biggest way possible, however. He
interpreted this as a sign to grope lower. Now the hand was on my
abdomen and drifting lower, wanting to squeeze what was between my
legs.

I was never sure if he was doing this
because he just wanted to confirm I was, as advertised, a girl with
a dick, or because he was trying to get me hard too, make me feel
good, make me want to go in the bathroom with him or to his car or
even his home.

That was not going to happen. I wouldn't
even be able to get past the sour smell of his breath to kiss him,
let alone have his dick in any part of me. I needed an escape
before he got the wrong idea. A little fun dancing was one thing. I
didn't want him hanging on me all night or interpreting a hot dance
as an invitation to call dibs on me for the night.

My new friend the hot blonde was back close
to me and I mouthed "help" at her. She arched a questioning eyebrow
back in my direction, but saw that I needed some kind of out. "Come
here, hotness," she called loudly, and disengaged from the handsome
guy.

Thank god for the social convention that
girls dancing with each other, especially sensually, trumps all
other invitations to dance. No man is ever going to be upset his
dance partner left him to go grind and wiggle and get a little
lezzy with another girl. Even as... different as I am, I'm into
that. It just looks hot. And getting invited to do it with this
girl? I was suddenly feeling it.

She put one arm around me and pulled me
against the warm, soft curves of her body. Sequins dug into my skin
- that's how close we danced. She put on a good show, too, hefting
her breasts and offering them with a playful wink. I took the hint
and kissed - no, licked from one to the other with exaggerated
pornstar movement. She wooed again and I giggled and then she did
just what my dance partner had done, spun me around and pulled me
by the waist tight against her. She was bigger than me and I fit
naturally against her soft curves. I wiggled my ass happily against
her crotch and she purred in my ear. When her hand drifted over my
crotch this time, I didn't fight it.

I couldn't help it. I got a little hard with
her hand on me. I expected her to feel it and pull her hand back
sharply. But she didn't. She squeezed harder and purred in my ear
and I meowed because I was giddy and excited and could see there
were plenty of eyes on us. Then I got a look at us on the wall of
mirrors.

I. Looked. So. Hot.

We both did. I looked like the little young
plaything of this busty blonde and I liked that. I liked it even
better when her date stood in front of me and sandwiched me between
the two of them. This guy didn't smell sour. He smelled like
expensive aftershave and sandalwood. And he was so slick.

He had a presence to him and a refinement.
When he put a hand on my hip and pulled me close enough that I was
able to move to the Latin beats of the current song, I found myself
loving the confident masculine control.

My dance partner with the sour breath gave
up, recognizing that I'd not be back and that he'd need to reel in
and cast again. A moment of sadness took me. Now that a rescue was
no longer needed, my new friends would probably want to get back to
each other. My heart sank.

"What's your name?" the guy in the suit said
into my ear.

My name was unisex, but it was my boy name
and could be traced back to me if I wasn't careful. I probably
should have used the one I used online (Amanda) but for some reason
I didn't want to lie to this guy. I wanted the thrill. "Jordan," I
answered over the noise of the club.

"You're really cute, Jordan," the guy said.
"My girl really likes you."

In response, she found my stiffie and gave
it a gentle pat. "Hi Jordan," she breathed into my other ear. "I'm
Dahlia. That's Jonah. You can call him Daddy if you want."

Wow. That was so hot I almost fainted. The
pair of them had me pressed close between them and I was imagining
my face in Dahlia's big pillowy tits while I fucked her. But this
was maybe too much. "I only just met you," I protested. "I might
stick with Jonah."

"Oh come on, no fun. I bet if we went
somewhere more private, you'd want to call him Daddy. You're
bulging your panties. You're gonna get 'em all wet. That's so hot.
I remember when I wore panties."

That did it. I felt the little thong holding
my dick back slip and knew, just knew my boner was going to be
visible in the leggings. I needed to get to the bathroom and find a
discrete way to re-tuck. Embarrassing. But I didn't want to
leave. They felt so good.

Jonah's hand on my waist didn't loosen.
"Would you like to come home with us, Jordan?"

I hadn't planned on anything like that. I
hadn't planned on anything more than a little flirting and a little
light making out - or this, a little grinding on the dance floor.
Of course I wanted to get fucked, eventually, but it was
supposed to be baby steps tonight.

He kissed me then. It was my first time ever
kissing a man, and I was so disarmed by the sudden and forceful way
he put his mouth on mine that I didn't pull away. His stubble
scratched my skin. He tasted nice (a little minty) and he didn't
immediately use his tongue.

I didn't fight. Dahlia had her fingers
wiggling against my butt and Jonah had me pulled in close, so that
I could feel his body, firm and strong. I felt small and weak and
somehow very feminine and subby. It was so hot. I kissed him back
and loved knowing that everyone in this little club could see me
making out on the dance floor with this guy. They were probably
thinking I was slutty. I liked that best of all.

"Yes," Jonah answered for me. "You're coming
home with us."
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Tyrone wasn't pimping us out.

Just before six, a long black car came to
pick us up from Tiffani's place, where we'd all chosen to get
ready. Against my better judgment, I let Jade talk me into an
electric blue club dress with bright pink color blocking. She got
away with a lot of the neon bright colors with her dark, dark skin,
but I shied away from things like that when going out into the
"real" world. For one thing, I didn't like dressing like a stripper
unless I was actually stripping. For another, I was still, on the
inside, a man on the run. I didn't like drawing attention to
myself, especially with the real owner of this body also running
around somewhere in the world.

The original whose body I wore an exact copy
of had been a somewhat spoiled but friendly tourist I'd met while
trying on bikinis in a Waikiki boutique. She'd also been a
shoplifter. Thanks to the biotech socketed into my brain, I had a
copy of those skills just like I had a copy of her short and chesty
body, the tiny mole just above her left buttock, and her dark
purple inner labia which were a little bit longer than the
outer.

Since acquiring her pattern and making it
the one I now wore full-time, I'd made a few changes. On Tyrone's
advice, I'd added a few fun pink neon streaks running through my
shiny straight black hair. He liked that they played up the "Tokyo
Princess" image he was so enamored of. I liked them because it
reminded me of the pink chalking the stylists had done to me in my
original male body the night I first dressed as a woman for
Everett.

I needed reminders. It was so easy to get
lost in being Nikki. It was even easier to get lost in being Lacey
Scott Lee, the name on the driver's license Tyrone helped me get as
a new legal identity. Being Nikki was playacting. Being Lacey was
life, and the life was one I was sliding into naturally as a warm
bath.

The other addition to the body, a small
tattoo on my tailbone, was a souvenir of just how easy it was to
think of Lacey as my real life. I did it for Tyrone. He'd wanted me
to get the mark. I'd agreed. Making Tyrone happy was good for my
survival. But maybe I liked it a little, too. Which is another
reason why I was nervous, but still definitely getting in the
car.

On the super tall platforms whose pink
leather straps matched the color highlights on my dress, I was
almost the same height as Tiffani. I was worried about walking in
them as they were higher and with a more pronounced arch than
anything I'd worn so far, but the implant helped with that, too.
Two minutes watching Jade effortlessly strutting across Tiffani's
living room in the most extreme shoes I'd ever seen her wear was
all it took for the implant to capture her movements and map them
to signals it sent to my muscles. My gait adjusted itself on its
own, and I let it adjust my posture to alter my center of gravity.
By the time I got to the car, I walked like I'd been born wearing
those fierce pink platforms.

The implant's ability to override things my
brain was traditionally in charge of was what made it so dangerous.
I'd taken care of that, though. My own software, the initial cause
of my being in this predicament, was now protecting me from the
nefarious code hidden inside the mysterious gadget. The code that
tried to brainwash me into becoming some kind of mindless fucktoy
like the girls Jonah had with him. The code that was written by
someone mysterious for a purpose I only half understood, but who
hadn't counted on someone like me coming into contact with this
sophisticated trap.

Now it worked for me. I controlled
it. Its powers were mine to use and augment. And I'd been most
definitely augmenting. If tonight went wrong, I had ways of keeping
us safe.

The inside of the car was nice, set up like
a miniature limo, so that we could face each other and pour
ourselves a vodka if we wanted. I didn't. Not knowing what was
waiting for us, I needed my wits in charge. Using the gadget
sometimes took concentration.

"Nikki," Tiffani said quietly once we were
on the road. "I don't mean this as an insult, but you've got kind
of a round ass. That dress is skintight on you, and it's awesome,
but I could totally see pantyline when you were getting into the
car."

I winced. I hadn't noticed. I was still new
to being a girl, after all, and doing an automatic ass-check wasn't
on my checklist before leaving the house. I hadn't planned on such
a tight dress when I'd put on bikini underwear this morning.
"Damn," I said in reply.

"It's our fault, honey," Jade said quickly.
"We shoulda checked each other out. We were just running late."

"Only one thing for it, now," Tiffani said
with an open hand. "Panties. Hand them over."

I squeaked. "What?"

Jade nodded solemnly. "Yeah, you can go
without. It's no big. Tyrone won't mind, I'll tell you that right
now. Ditch them."

"Here in the car?!!"

Jade gave me a patient smile. "Niks, I've
seen your puss nightly."

She had a point. I was mostly nervous about
going somewhere indeterminate with no underwear on under my
barely-dress. But I did as they asked and we tucked them into the
pocket of the seat. Hopefully we'd be riding this car home and I
could retrieve them. If not, well, I supposed the driver's night
just got made.

The car stopped in front of a classy hotel
and my heart sank a little bit. It was the same hotel I'd gone to
meet Everett that very first night. An uncomfortable sense of déjà
vu settled over me while we rode the elevator to the top. Well...
almost the top. We stopped one floor below the ultra-private
penthouse I'd been to visit Everett at. As we stepped out of the
elevator and walked down the elegant hallway, I spared a thought to
wonder what had become of that penthouse now that the first man I'd
ever felt real romantic thoughts towards was dead.

"This feels like hooking," Tiffani
nervoused. "We're all agreed, right? We're bailing if he wants us
to fuck anyone."

"Agreed," Jade said.

"Yeah," I said, distracted. I was thinking
about Everett. I was thinking about the breeze beneath the hemline
of my attention-grabbing sheathe dress. I was thinking about the
long inner lips of my labia dangling out for all to see and feeling
childishly self-conscious and paranoid that they were so long they
would hang below my hemline. The longer I spent in this body, the
more I had thoughts like this. I thought more about looking right
since getting a woman's body than I'd probably done since I turned
17. The culture of beauty was pervasive.

The door to 2100 opened and admitted us.
Tyrone was waiting inside and looking hella sharp. "There's my
ladies. And damn, if you three ain't stunning as all get-out."

In an expensive suit, Tyrone's big muscles
and sturdy frame made him into an imposing but sophisticated
presence. He had his big diamond studs in his ears and
barely-tinted designer glasses on that made him look like a famous
musician and not the proprietor of a gentleman's club. When he
smiled, his perfect white teeth contrasted brilliantly with his
deep chocolate skin. I liked that smile. I knew it was a real one,
the one he used when we were all on good terms and he didn't want
some shit from us. Good. I relaxed.

Tiffani took the lead and kissed Tyrone on
each cheek. "Hey, Daddy."

"Hey, pretty girl. Lookin' good. All of
ya'll are looking real good." Tyrone gestured to the rest of
the suite. "Come on in. Sandy, get your friends some champagne and
come meet an important man."

Jade gave me a look. He'd used Tiffani's
real name. So this wasn't us out as pros? Then what was this? And
who were we meeting?

Tyrone put one arm around my waist and the
other around Jade's and guided us into the living room of the
suite. "Lacey, Shelly, I want you to come meet Mr. Gerard Saks. Mr.
Saks is a hotel mogul. He owns this hotel, in fact."

We were in the living room now and I saw a
thin man with small round glasses and greying temples get up from
his chair. He was dressed far more casually than Tyrone, in the
style of most west coast rich-types. When Saks crossed to us, he
shook my hand in an entirely businesslike fashion and did the same
to Jade, who was not at all sure what to make of having to be
Shelly all of a sudden.

"Please, get comfortable," Saks said. "We've
got some business to discuss, and I freely admit you lovely women
are here kind of in an interview capacity. I apologize for the
secrecy, but I play my cards close to my chest."

Tyrone looked at me. "You remember the VIP I
had you girls entertain a few weeks back? The one who bought the
club and had plans for a new venture? Yeah, we ain't doin' that
anymore. I don't know what kind of drugs he had those girls on, but
I don't do that shit. No fuckin' drugs. We're getting out of that.
I got out of the hustle game and I don't want junk anywhere near my
business. Legal shit only. Mr. Saks might be able to get us out of
that deal and get us set up for something better."

Something in my head clicked. "Saks? I know
that name. The same Saks as the Saks Tower in Vegas?"

Jade shot me a look, like maybe we hadn't
been told we could speak, but I saw Saks smile and then Tyrone
smile proudly at me. "I told ya," Tyrone said genially. "They're
smart. All of them are smart. We don't do bimbos, even if they got
bodies like centerfolds."

Saks sat back in his big armchair and
smiled. "Are you familiar with the rest of my ventures? Lacey, was
it?"

I had the implant. The implant had cellular
radios and wireless connectivity and it could beam information
right over my vision if I wanted it to, but I didn't need to look
it up. Gerard Saks and Saks International were going to install
FluxOS in their new high end luxury hotels. Real-life Jarvis, a
thinking, adapting computer system that controlled everything from
climate to ordering groceries when the fridge was low. It was a
billion-dollar contract and my best chance of saving Flux Horizons,
Inc. after the accident on the Metro. But they'd gone with a
competitor in the end. Still, I knew lots abut Gerard Saks, even if
I'd never gotten high enough up the pitch process to meet him in
person.

Small fucking world.

"You own over a hundred hotels and
condominiums on four continents. Saks Tower is one of three
properties you maintain in Vegas, and it is special because it
doesn't have a casino. The two hotel/casinos on the Strip you also
control are boutique hotels that don't have your name on them. Each
has no more than a hundred rooms and, unlike the rest of the big
conglomerates, if there's a celebrity chef with a restaurant in
your hotel, it's the only one of its kind and that chef is there
nightly."

Gerard Saks looked impressed. "Your employer
tells me he has an idea for a larger hotel experience. Beautiful
men and women on hand to entertain and provide company of all
kinds. On the casino floor, in the club, even as dining companions.
High end companionship, like from a bygone era of decadence. It's
very Vegas, very now.

"Obviously, there'd be more adult
entertainment as well, but the idea as he pitched it to me was the
overall experience. Companionship. The full fantasy. I didn't think
it would work because I didn't think he could produce the talent.
But I'm starting to reverse that opinion." He spread his arms,
then. "So let's have dinner. Let's enjoy some companionship and see
if your idea floats, Tyrone." And then to us, he said "I expected
to compensate each of you to the tune of a few thousand, but if you
give me an evening worth paying for, I'll of course increase
that."

I traded only one look with Tiffani and
Jade. Starting the night with a good Saturday's haul was one thing.
Maybe doubling it or more? And just for talking? This could be a
good life.

Tiffani smiled first. "I take it I'd be
allowed to talk about my graduate research?"

The night went well from there.
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We left three hours later, credit chips
tucked in our cleavage with five figures transferred to them -
each. Tyrone escorted us out of the suite and down the hall to the
elevator and he was all smiles. "You ladies did me proud
back there. All three of you. You made a bundle, so you know the
man was impressed, but this means nothing but good things for us.
We're going to Vegas, baby."

Jade half-smiled, but looked pensive. "My
family is here, Ty. I could lose visitation if-"

"Girl, with the money you'll be making you
can take days off at a time. A week a month. And you can fly home.
Send that little girl of yours to a private school and college and
keep her away from this life of sin and ruin." When he said that
last part, though, he smiled his big toothy smile. This was hardly
sin and ruin anymore. This was a very good job. The amount of
hardware I could buy with tonight's take? There would even be some
left for shoes.

Near us, I heard the tell-tale thump-thumb
and cries of someone having some very loud and passionate sex in
one of the rooms. Tiffani giggled and even Tyrone chuckled. Then
the elevator dinged and we started to get in.

Tyrone caught my hand as I moved to join
Tiffani and Jade inside. "Lace, will you hang back a few? I want to
ask you about some of that stuff you talked with Mr. Saks
about."

"See you tomorrow?" I asked Jade as the
doors closed. She gave me a wink before they shut all the way. I
smiled and turned to Tyrone. "Is this still business... Daddy?"

He grinned broadly. "Doesn't have to be,
babygirl. But I do like to reward good behavior. He flashed a room
key and led me just two doors back down the hall. So slick. He'd
been ready just in case?

As if I could say no. As if I wanted to say
no.

We made it into the room and the door was
barely closed before his big hands were on me. He grabbed my hips
and pulled me in tightly to him, palming my ass through the dress.
Big fingers teased over the crack of my ass and the wandered to the
hemline. When they found it, he tugged it half up, so that my bare
behind popped out the bottom of the dress. He grunted his approval.
"I thought not. No panties. There you were, talking big impressive
numbers and company portfolio stuff and the whole time you had
nothin' under that slip but your bare-ass pussy."

Tyrone unbuttoned his jacket and shrugged it
off, then dropped to his knees and pushed my legs apart with strong
commanding hands. I obeyed, suddenly too breathless to speak.

From the first, I responded to Tyrone. I
loved his absolute alphaness. He was cultured and well-spoken, but
he was just the right kind of rough when it came to the bedroom. He
was a man who knew what he wanted - and when he wanted me, I wanted
to give myself to him. It was only right. It was only how it should
be.

Tyrone's fingers walked up the inside of my
bare thighs. With my legs spread wider, the bottom of the dress
rode up all the way to my stomach, showing off my now
completely-smooth vulva to his appraising eye. When I'd come to
Tyrone, I had a thick bush, so dense and hairy you could barely see
my lips, as was the fashion these days, especially in Japan.
Stripping's still a hairless profession, though, and he'd only had
to tell me once to have it waxed.

I could have used the gadget to remove the
hair. It also did my cosmetics and could even copy hairstyles I
scanned visually from a magazines. You would think that avoiding
such a painful ritual would be an ideal use. But no, I went with
Tiffani weekly for a wax and I actually enjoyed it. It stung, yes,
and my red sore vulva didn't appreciate it, but it made me
feel feminine - the bad with the good. The real experience.
Also, I liked having a ritual of grooming with a girlfriend,
especially an intimate one like that. I liked showing it off to the
man who expressly asked me to keep myself that way.

Tyrone grinned and showed my his fat, long
tongue. "Did it get you wet? Knowing you were talking stock prices
and technology infrastructure with not even a little g-string
covering up this pretty snatch of yours?" He didn't wait for an
answer. He was planning to inspect firsthand. The fat long tongue
dragged slowly over my sex, resting flat and firm over the entrance
and then dipping in slowly. He had a big tongue and a strong one,
to boot. I moaned when he teased in between my dangling petals. I
wiggled when he slid the tongue back out and slapped the dark
purple lips with a few lazy strokes of his tongue.

I hadn't been even thinking about my lack of
underwear once the dinner party got well underway. Now, though, it
didn't take much. He was attentive, but still possessive in a way
that I just loved.

He clapped his hands on my bare ass and gave
me an encouraging squeeze. I knew what to do and pushed my hips
forward gently. "Thank you, Daddy," I breathed, and I meant it. At
the beginning, during my little office visits with Tyrone, these
had been lines I was saying. Now, though... I meant it. I was
grateful for his attention to me before his monstrously large penis
even entered the equation. I was grateful for him choosing me to
celebrate with tonight. I was excited about getting. That.
Dick.

When he had me panting and circling my hips
urgently over his big strong tongue, Tyrone gave my left asscheek a
firm and commanding smack. I knew what that meant, too. I was
well-trained by this point. Without a word, I rose and kissed him
on the mouth. Luckily, with my super-tall shoes, I only had to be
lifted a little to reach his mouth. I tasted myself on his tongue,
a thick white tang there that I obediently let him deposit from his
tongue to mine. Some guys like Tyrone are too macho to say they
like eating pussy. Tyrone, though, he not only liked it, he knew it
got me hotter to know he did it.

Kiss concluded, I did what was expected
next. I turned and pulled the rest of my dress over my head and
walked to the bedroom with a deliberate slowness, popping my hips
wide and letting Tyrone admire the small tattoo he'd had placed
just in the tiny crack of my perfect heart-shaped ass. A little
miniature spade with a "T" inscribed inside of it.

You had to be right up close, practically
eating my ass to really see that it was a mark and not a mole or a
freckle. But it was there. The tiniest and subtlest but
un-ignorable proof that he owned my ass.

He did. I didn't talk about it with anyone,
but I was Tyrone's bitch. I'd been his, fully owned, for almost two
weeks, the very night he took my rear for the very first time. What
a different experience it had been from the other time I'd not been
facing my lover when he entered - the rough time in the shower with
Everett. As much as I thought I might have fallen in love with
Everett, that one uncomfortable encounter always upset me a little.
He'd pushed too hard in all possible ways. Of course, he'd
immediately felt bad about it, but the difference was that when
Tyrone decided to assert that privilege, he'd known it was time.
He'd known I'd give as easily as my quivering rear pucker. By the
time he'd gotten half of his monster in me, I was shaking and
cumming as much from the mental headspace he'd put me in as from
the direct stimulation.

Of course, he'd been training my ass for
weeks with progressively larger toys, some of which I was
instructed to wear to bed and even out to grocery shop or pick up
my stripper outfits from the dry cleaners. When it was time, there
were no half-measures. He took me fully, got all the way in and
held himself there, letting me get used to his size and his girth
and the strength of him, holding my tiny body around his fat dick
like a stroker toy. "Feel that, babygirl," he'd whispered in the
dark of the bedroom. "Feel that?"

"Yes, Daddy." God did I feel it.

"You been calling me that for a while, but I
think you're thinking different, now. Now that you feel all that
dick in you." How did he know that? How did he know that I was
having a hard time keeping my thoughts focused? That he'd pushed so
deep and into such an intimate and special place in me that I was
almost free of thought? I felt primal. I felt wanton and like I
just had to squeeze, squeeze all around him.

"Damn," Tyrone grunted, and gripped my ass
in response. "That ass is hungry for my BBC. I think it might be in
love."

"I think it is," I gasped, in the throes of
ecstasy.

"I think it wants to be mine. I think it
wants me to own it. In fact, I think this ass got owned by my dick
the minute it got my snake shoved up in it." His growl was deeper
and more possessive.

And that's when I knew. I was thinking
differently. The implant wasn't talking to me. There wasn't any
external force shaping my thoughts or desires or instincts. This
was just me. The me that was born Lyle Everett was being touched by
him. He'd gotten past the artifice and the body of Lacey Scott Lee
and was in my actual head. Tyrone had succeeded where the implant
and even dear sweet Everett had failed.

He had me thinking of myself completely as a
woman. He had me, a man who'd never even curiously looked at gay
porn, bending over and begging for more dick in my ass. He had me
fully and 100% thinking of myself as a woman. And wanting to stay
that way.

"We gonna get you some ink," Tyrone said as
he started gently pushing in and out of my gaping ass. "Don't
worry, it'll be tiny. But I'll know and you'll know and anyone
who's close enough to be somewhere they shouldn't be is gonna see
that this ass is for black cock only. And specifically my black
cock. You gonna wear my mark and you gonna be my owned bitch,
Lacey. You want that? You want me to own your ass? You want to
declare your ass is solely for my big black dick?"

I said yes. I practically screamed it when
he shoved himself all the way back in again. I shuddered and I came
and I promised the minute he was done pumping his bitch full of his
hot black seed he could take me to the tattoo parlour of his choice
and he could burn his brand into my ass that very night.

Now, in this hotel room, I got on my knees
at the foot of the bed and I undressed my Daddy, making extra
effort not to wrinkle his fine clothing, even though my pulse was
racing and I was so excited to get him naked.

I was so well-trained. From the moment I had
his big floppy cock in my hand, I stroked it with my fingers and
kissed it with my lips. I worked up a lot of spit just how he
liked, and I drooled it, extra-nasty-like over his member and
spread it all around with my tongue. I knew he liked to get hard in
my mouth, so I didn't wait for a full erection to open my mouth and
get him inside of me.

My mouth was the first thing he'd trained. I
was good at blowjobs by now. It was the only part of my body I used
with club patrons, and then only for top dollar in the VIP room.
But every dollar I made from that little activity was because
Tyrone taught me how to be a good little cocksucker.

He fit in my mouth and was semi-hard, but
still soft enough that he could curve down my throat and I could
swallow him down without the panicked terror that came from
deep-throating Tyrone when he was fully-hard. I looked up at him
and saw his bright shiny smile in the dark. "Damn, girl, look how
much you've learned. Like you been sucking BBC your whole life."
The thug talk was for my benefit. It always was. He knew I liked
it, the rough urban affectation that made me feel a little trashy.
A little sluttier. A little more owned.

He got hard fast and I held him all the way
down my throat for a five-count before I had to pull off and gasp.
Not my best effort or record (20 seconds) by a longshot, but Tyrone
didn't complain. This wasn't school and class wasn't in session.
Tonight was a celebration. He was about to close a big business
deal and he wanted to cap the night off by burying his dick in my
smooth pale ass. I was going to let him.

I was going to beg him for it.

Tyrone liked it when he heard my cute little
plea. I used my babytalk Japanese popstar voice when I asked him,
the one I mostly used on customers, and he chuckled at that even as
he smacked my ass and positioned me on the bed with two pillows
under my midsection. "Babygirl, I can almost think you'll be sad to
spend more of your time being a dinner date than being naked and
riding on some dude's lap. You my little Tokyo princess sex kitten,
ain'tcha?"

"Daddy, I could be anyone you wanted," I
purred. And I meant it.

That was the moment I wondered if something
had changed. If I wasn't just interested in Tyrone because he made
me cum. If I really liked him. Wanted him.

Wanted to tell him the truth.

But no. That was insane. He'd not react
well. Sure, he'd enjoy the idea I could adjust my appearance. But
the part where the core part of me he'd been so enthusiastically
dicking was male? No. That would not go well.

Thump-thump-thump. Someone else was going to
town on someone. The shrieks were high-pitched and girly and I
heard someone muffled yelling "I don't care. Do it. Take me. Give
it to me. Master, yes, Master!"

Tyrone groped my ass and spread my cheeks,
rubbing his thumb over the tattoo while his dick smacked my right
asscheek. "Someone gonna give us a run for our money. Let's show
'em how it's done, girl."

We did. For two hours. When we were done, I
was exhausted, filthy, and hoarse from squealing. I was also more
certain than ever that Tyrone had just become more than just a fuck
to me. I fell asleep confused and nervous and also deeply, deeply
sated.

 





 


//DAHLIA

 


I liked the pretty crossdresser Master Jonah
picked out. She was cute and nervous and trying so hard to look
grown-up and worldly, but you could just tell she'd never done it
before. Of course, I didn't fully understand why Master Jonah was
so intent on getting a boy to begin with. After all, Doctor Charlie
could do anything with anyone.

Then again, those were smart thoughts and
questions that I didn't need to have in my head. Master was very
clear about that. He didn't have the time he used to in order to
keep fucking the smarts out of me, but he had other ways and those
felt good too. The remote he kept on his implant was one of them.
He used it on me twice in the club and I loved it both times. That
buzzing deep pleasure all the way in my core while he put his will
straight in me - oh, it was the best.

I helped him seduce the pretty crossdresser
Jordan. It was easy. The little thing was desperate for attention
and looked like she was regretting her wish to be desired by men
after just five minutes dancing with that sad lame guy with the bad
breath. When we invited her to come home with us, she didn't need
to think too long about her answer.

We didn't go home, though. No point risking
an incident in case something went wrong again. It went wrong last
time, after all. Doctor Charlie swore to Master that the problem
was fixed, but I don't think Master thought too much of Doctor
Charlie's promises. "It might get messy again," Master said to me
while we waited for the car. "I'm counting on you to be smart in
this one thing, Dahlia. You know what to do?"

"Yes, Master."

Pretty Jordan heard me when I said this and
cocked her head at me. "You call him 'Master?'"

"For games," I covered quickly. I could feel
Master Jonah's stare burning behind me. I wasn't supposed to call
him that in public. It was just so confusing how he made me call
him both! Sometimes I could call him "Daddy," but "Master" was only
for home and for the thoughts in my head. And I could see why. The
pretty young crossdresser was looking a little nervous all of a
sudden. To calm her down, I bumped my hip to hers playfully and
gave her bottom a squeeze. "You like games, right?" So young and
tight. Master liked a little more cushion. Maybe she'd want that,
too. Would he give it to her? I didn't know. But I was excited.

She seemed to read my excitement as
excitement for the games and not for what Master might do to her.
She relaxed and nodded. In the light outside the club, I saw her
blush and it was just so cute.

<Be good. Be seductive. Lull the little
sissy and make her weak and pliable. So fun to be simple. So fun to
let all those pretty thoughts run away and think only about
pleasing Master. Serving Master. Good slave.>

Master gave me strong thoughts, his will so
powerful and forceful in my empty dolly head. It felt so good to be
filled by his thoughts. I got wet like I'd not gotten in a while.
Tonight, I suddenly knew, was going to be so, so much fun.

The car took us to a fancy hotel. Master
Jonah owned the penthouse at the top of the hotel. It was one of
the things he got when he bought Mr. Everett's company. I was so
excited. I knew about it, but I'd never been taken to see it. While
we were in the car, I put Jordan in Master's lap and he whispered
quietly in her ear while rubbing her through the snakeskin pants
she was wearing. She looked nervous the first time he put his hands
on her, but by the time we pulled up to the valet, she was even
letting him put his hand where she'd resisted that other guy
touching. I saw a little bulge and thought it was just the most
adorable thing.

Jordan was looking much calmer and happier.
She even seemed a little starstruck. I don't think she'd ever
ridden in a private car before, and she'd certainly never been to
such a nice hotel. When the elevator kept going higher and higher,
her mouth fell open and she stared out the big glass windows while
the city skyline dropped away below us.

Master slid behind her and put one hand back
on her crotch. She didn't resist and instead just backed her cute
little behind into him. She stole a glance at me, wondering if I
was going to get mad, but I just gave her an encouraging smile.
This was the point, after all. She didn't need me to worry about
sharing Master. Master was going to have so many girls soon. And I
was his.

<His and so obedient. So perfect and
pretty and willing. Completely under His Control. Completely
brainless and simple and His.>

If Jordan was a little starstruck by the
elevator, her jaw fell all the way open when the doors parted and
we stepped directly into the swank penthouse suite. The whole top
floor of the hotel was ours. Master's.

The room had an effect on her. That was the
point, I knew. Seduction comes in all forms, after all. "Oh my
gawd," she breathed. "Do you guys live here?"

"No," Master said smoothly. He didn't say
any more than that. And that made it all the more impressive. He
didn't even feel the need to explain himself. It was enough for
this young thing to know this wasn't even home, but just a place we
were going to use tonight for sex.

It was probably three times the size of the
place Jordan came from, I figured. I smiled to see her take a few
wobbly steps on shoes she hadn't fully mastered walking in -no
matter how cock-of-the-walk she thought she might be. There were
still things she had to learn.

"This is seriously ritz," Jordan continued,
exploring the expansive main room and admiring the view out the
curved glass windows.

Master nodded at me and I understood without
even needing to hear his will in my head. I went to Jordan and
slipped an arm around her tiny waist and walked her to the edge of
the room to look down through the floor-to-ceiling glass panels at
the streets and tiny lights below. "It's pretty, isn't it?" I asked
quietly.

She leaned closer. I could tell she felt
more comfortable next to me. That's why Master brought me along,
after all. It was my job to make the new playmate relax and feel
more comfortable. "I didn't really plan to stay out this late," she
said after a minute.

"Just stay and have one drink," I said
smoothly. I curled my fingers around her waist and teased at the
firm boning of that corset top she was wearing. Then I pressed my
hip harder to hers, making the contact as complete as possible
while still being nonthreatening. "You don't have to do anything.
We're just happy to share a little time and some nice things with
you. Of course..." I let the next part trail off quite
deliberately. I made sure she was looking me in the eye when I said
the next part. "Of course, you could also stay the night. That
would also be fine. And again, nothing you don't wanna do. We can
just laugh and talk and drink and sleep cuddled up to each
other."

I watched the spark in her eyes and it
surprised me. Defiant. The shy femboy she'd been in the club was
vanishing the longer we talked. "I'm a big girl," Jordan said
seriously. "You don't need to worry about me." Then she checked her
phone as if we didn't hardly matter.

It was true. The person alone with us here
in the hotel room had more spirit. More spunk.

<Spunk. Soon. Yes.>

"You keep checking your phone," Master said
from behind us. I felt one hand rest on my ass and give it an
encouraging squeeze. I made my little purr that I always made. I
loved the casual way he possessed me. His other hand was probably
on her butt and giving it a similar, but more exploratory squeeze.
"You're sure we're not keeping you from something else?" aster
asked Jordan. "Someone else?"

"No," she said simply. "Not like that. I
just.. I have a roomie. She doesn't know. About me. Like this. I'm
just trying to make sure I get home before she comes back. I don't
want to have to explain... this."

"Why should you need to explain?" Master
grunted in her ear. "You look so incredibly fucking hot. Have you
fucked her?"

"No."

"I hear regret there. You want to?"

"Maybe as a spite fuck." Her eyes twinkled
again. I swallowed. Had we chosen well? This one had more than
spirit. "I want her body," Jordan continued. "Like... want it. To
have. I'm so jealous. And she takes it for such granted."

Oh. Perhaps we chose well after all.

Master didn't even hesitate and definitely
didn't show any of his cards. Instead I saw his hands tease and
play with the big ribbon laces cinching the corset up. He tugged
one playfully. "You make a wonderful girl. Would you stay like this
if you could?"

"Gawd, yes. My life as a girl is a million
times better than my life as a boy."

"But you have men looking at you. All the
time. Desiring you. Thinking about nothing but getting you naked
and bent over something so they can put their dicks in you."

Jordan laughed. "Mrow. What's wrong with
that? Isn't that the dream? I'm sure Dahlia likes the
attention."

I smiled and leaned in closer, putting my
lips right against hers. "Oh, I like it, but I found a perfect man,
now. He's the only one for me. He's my everything. But I do miss
having... a sister."

I kissed her then. It was soft and it was
sweet and I made sure to take the lead and pull her closer to me,
but it wasn't like it had been in the club. This bitch had a mind
of her own all of a sudden, and she tried to be the one in charge
of the kiss. Her mouth closed tight against mine and her tongue
jammed forcefully into my mouth. I tried asserting myself, but my
tongue was too slow. Quickly she had it pinned with her own, and I
saw the gleam of satisfaction in her eyes when she broke the kiss.
"Maybe you'll be mine," Jordan taunted playfully.

Master was so swift. He got behind her and
had his hands on the hem of her snakeskin leggings and pulled them
down, panties and all. Jordan made a surprised shout, but was too
stunned by the reversal to do much more. Her boy clit bobbed freely
in the air and got pressed right up against me. It was already hard
and it was a decent size. Most guys would have loved that, but I
think she must have hated it, since it made it that much harder to
tuck it down into a pair of lacy panties.

"Hey now," Jordan protested, but Master
didn't let her saw more than that. She made a little "ooh" noise
and I knew Master had a finger wiggled up her hole. He rose and
palmed her bottom, pressing her into me.

"I think you misunderstood the rules of
playtime," Master said gravely. "You're on the bottom. This bottom
goes under me. Do you have a problem with that, sweetie?"

I could see her face and thought I saw the
trace of annoyance, but it went away. Master had talented fingers.
More than that, he had presence. It was hard to say no to him when
he really wanted to use his presence.

<Remember when you fought? Remember when
you were broken and changed? Remember when you gave yourself to
Master?>

I suddenly couldn't help myself. Something
deep inside of me hummed and I felt pleasure like I only felt when
Master was especially pleased.

<Remember when you kissed your
submission?>

"Kiss me again," I commanded. I didn't give
Jordan time to debate me. I put my lips to hers and drew her bottom
lip into my mouth and chewed it playfully before pushing my tongue
past her teeth and making it dance with hers. There was still
plenty of spirit in her, but she was distracted with Daddy's hand
on her ass and his finger in her pert butt.

"Damn," Master said with obvious lust. "You
have the hungriest asshole I've ever felt. It just wants
this finger. It wants more than that, I bet. Dahlia, do you think
she wants more?"

I broke the kiss and put a hand between her
legs, found her hard and gave it a few gentle tugs. Then I spit in
my hand and lubed it up to give it a proper sliding stroke-off.
Jordan moaned and put her head on my chest. I let her keep her face
on my tits and just stroked-stroke-stroked her until she was
wobbling again on her shoes and bending ever so slightly at the
waist to get properly bunged by Master.

"I've never been fingered before," she
whispered into my chest."

"Really," I said with mock surprise. "Daddy,
do you believe her?"

He smirked over her shoulder at me. "No. Not
even a little. This is an ass that's known fucking."

Jordan lifted her head and made a pitiful
noise. "I've use toys. On holocam and stuff. And for fun. But no
one else has ever... I was just supposed to be dancing
tonight."

"Do you want me to stop?" Master said
seriously.

Another moan. I stopped stroking, just to
make it clear I wasn't influencing her. "No," Jordan
whispered."

"Do you want more?"

"Yes."

"Yes, what?"

"Yes, Master."

He smiled at me. Jordan understood. Now was
the time to call him Master. I resumed my wet and slippery handjob
and tried not to be jealous. "Good girl," I said to her." How much
more?"

"Whatever you want. Fuck. I feel like such a
girl. It's so good."

"You want to be fucked like a girl?"

"More than anything." Her moan this time was
over-the-top, but the desperation behind it sounded totally
sincere. I giggled. It was so exciting to watch Master work. Was
this how he got me? I didn't remember.

<You don't need to remember. You don't
need to think. You only need to obey. Be a good girl. Be his. Serve
him and make him happy and turn this sweet sissy into his wiling
and loyal slave. Do it and get your reward. Breeder.>

"Yes." I said it out loud. And then I got to
my knees and I put my lips around Jordan's wet, hard cock and I
sucked it with more enthusiasm than I'd had since Whitney got sick.
I needed to do something. Suck a cock. Make my mouth useful. Calm
the raging burning humming need in my core for sex. Obedience.
Pleasure.

Jordan was sweet and hot in my mouth. I kept
it simple, barely using my tongue, but instead just making my mouth
a warm and wet place for his stiff clitty, disappearing it from her
view. She didn't need to see her cock right now, not if she wanted
to be a girl.

Master grunted his approval and I felt his
finger thrusts translated in the motion of Jordan's hip thrusts
into my willing mouth. "You want me to fuck you like a girl? You
want me to be your Daddy?"

"Oh my gawd. Yes."

"Am I going to take your cherry,
Jordan?"

"Yes, Daddy, you're going to pop my cherry.
You're going to fuck my virgin ass."

"And I'm going to make you a real girl."

"Please. Please, Daddy."

"Daddy Jonah."

"Daddy Jonah."

"Not feeling so bossy anymore, Jordan? More
like a good pussy?"

"Mew."

He laughed at that and I heard his finger
pop out of her wanton butt and then her anguished cry. "A real girl
acts like Dahlia, Jordan. A real girl sucks a cock before it goes
in her hole. Do you want to suck my cock and get it ready for your
hungry little butt?"

I knew my cue and pulled off Jordan's
erection, once again giving her an unwanted cock to deal with and
reminding her ever-so-subtly that Master was the only way to feel
like a girl again. She nodded frantically and got to her knees
right next to me. I gave her butt a little pat and we both
positioned ourselves in front of Master while he unbuckled his
belt.

"Have you ever sucked a cock before," I
asked her.

"Not a real one. I've pretended on toys for
cam shows before."

I smiled and patted her bottom one more
time. "You know what you like. It should be easy enough for you.
Just do what I do.

Master's cock was my favoritest ever. It was
the only one I clearly remembered having, but it was so good. Why
would I need to remember any other? It was thick and long and veiny
and always leaking plenty of sweet precum that I like to use my
tongue to spread evenly over the crown. I held him by the base and
dragged my tongue over him as a warm-up demonstration and then gave
it over to my student.

Her technique was fine, but her hand shook
when it closed around Master's shaft for the first time. Her lips
trembled with nerves before they closed over the head for the first
time and she gave her first suck. I looked up at Master and saw him
smile at me. His special smile

His hand rested on the back of her head,
holding it in place. "Don't stop," he instructed patiently. "That's
a good girl. I bet that feels good. Do it just like a real girl
does. Just like the beautiful slut you want to be."

I knew my job. And it was so easy. So
simple. Just keep Daddy's cock happy. Make it stay hard and get it
feeling good and wanting to cum.

Cum the blue cum.

It happened fast. Master could almost cum at
will. I'd seen it before. But I don't think it took too much. With
me rolling my tongue over all the parts Jordan wasn't brave enough
to fit in her mouth just yet, and with the knowledge of what he
wanted to do, I'm sure Master Jonah was pretty ready to cum.

Jordan looked surprised. Then when more of
the blue glowing special cum of Daddy's spurted from her lips and
dribbled down her chin, that surprised look became almost orgasmic
joy.

"You're mine," Master said. He pulled his
cock from her mouth and knelt down to be at almost eye level. I
stayed at his side. I liked to watch the way her eyes would glaze
over, going empty with the sudden wonderful sense of him being in
her. His Will. His Power. His Control.

"I'm...yours," Jordan mumbled
tonelessly.

"Just relax," Master said calmly. "Just
relax and let it get in you. It works better in your ass. You'll
ask me to pump more of it into your ass in just a moment. But for
now? Now just let it work. You're mine. Mine. You're under my
power. Your body is mine. Your thoughts are mine. Your mind is
becoming mine more and more with each passing second. You're my
slave. You're my thrall."

"Thrall," Jordan gurgled. She slumped back
on her ankles and her cock spasmed futilely as the pleasure of
accepting her thralling took hold.

"Who am I?"

"Master."

"Good slave. And what are you?"

"I'm your Thrall, Master."

"Yes. You most definitely are. You're a
devious one, I think. You'll serve me well. Serve and be rewarded.
Tonight's your lucky night. Tonight you're going to get everything
you ever wanted in life. Does that sound good to you, slave?"

"Yes. Yes, Master."

Master chuckled and turned my head to give
me a long, sweet kiss. "You did well, Dahlia. You'll always be
special to me. And you brought us a fine prize. You'll make a
wonderful breeder. Now go have a bath. Jordan's about to ask me to
thrall her deeper. She's going to beg me like a good slave to put
more of myself in her and to deflower her pretty ass. Losing your
virginity should be special, right, sweetness?"

I nodded emphatically and rose. "Yes,
Daddy."

"I'll be a Daddy in a real sense soon.
Pretty Dahlia."

<You are so good. You are so pleasing.
You make Master proud and happy and he'll pump you full of seed and
make your belly fat and round. He'll shoot his sperm up into your
womb until you're knocked up. Bulging. Bred. And then you'll know
bliss. Then you'll know everything.>

<Want it. Need it. Have to Have
it.>

As I left the living area to use the big
bathtub in the suite, I was just in time to see a slack-jawed and
vacant-eyed Jordan get on her hands and knees and offer her
trembling bottom to Master.

Their shouts were loud and emphatic. I heard
them in the bathroom. I'm sure the people on the floor below could
hear them. They fucked twice, easily, and the second time I very
clearly heard Jordan screaming.

"I don't care. Do it. Take me. Give it to
me. Master, yes, Master!"
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I didn't have a shift in the club for
another full day. After I finally left Tyrone in the early hours of
the morning, I went back to my own small apartment and (after a
long bath to ease the worst of the soreness from the previous
night's workout) went back to work on my project.

I was still using the KWS terminal I'd
bought in Honolulu. The sleek attachment painted with flames and
the half-naked gamegirl on the front wasn't the classiest piece of
development hardware for someone to use, but it fit in my wrist
ports comfortably by now. Wetware is a lot like a pair of shoes.
The more you used it, the more it shapes to your body and gets all
the stiffness worked out.

In the case of the small rectangular box
that got socketed into the main rig embedded under the skin of my
forearm, it meant less headaches and less likelihood of infection
in one of my ports. It also knew the ins and outs of the other
piece of new wetware in my body, the one responsible for altering
my genetic structure and stealing the DNA, movements, and voice of
anyone I had even casual contact with. That gadget was now fully
integrated into my body. Even if I changed bodies, the basic
framework stayed. I couldn't get it out. So I used the terminal to
keep it from controlling me.

I began this session like all sessions,
booting up the FluxWatch diagnostic and reviewing the intercepted
messages. There were the usual ones, all the times the illegal
gadget had tried to control my mind and make me think and feel
things that served its nefarious agenda. FluxWatch safely
quarantined all of those and didn't let them get into my actual
brain.  

What I was working on now was unlocking more
of the implant's power without exposing me to any additional risk.
I'd used the sampling function to capture the movements of fellow
dancers without exposing myself to the gadget's brainwashing, but
now I wanted more. If it could teach me to walk in tall shoes or
mimic the movements of a pole dancer, could it help me learn other
things?

I was really close on the code for that. I
just needed to be absolutely certain that I wouldn't accidentally
leave a gate open somewhere for the mind-controlling messages to
escape and turn me into a sex slave. Today was for the third sweep.
Then I'd give it a try.

Probably I was perfectly safe. Flux was my
own invention, a major step forward in thinking and adaptable
software that could reason and anticipate the needs of its user.
Employed to quarantine the bad shit trying to control me, it would
probably plug any leaks I missed automatically. But I didn't want
to trust in that. Better to sanitize my own code and close all the
loops I could.

I found nothing in this sweep, just as I'd
failed to find anything the previous session. It was good enough
for me. I took a deep breath and compiled to the main unit, the one
patched straight into my brain.

The blue glowing HUD of the strange black
market device blinked over my vision and then the deeper amber
color of FluxWatch's messages joined it.

[MonkeySee 100% built. Ready.]

"Here goes," I said to the empty apartment.
"The real test."

I turned on the TV and skimmed the channels.
I'd splurged for a decent channels package from the info
conglomerates. 200 network channels and 3500 of the top user
channels, all indexed, searchable, and on-demand. You could get
lost in there. Enough content was streaming simultaneously to last
for days and enough was stored to play continuously until the end
of time. Browsing would take too long. I was just looking for
something impossible.

Here's a fun fact that is 100% true: when
recording artists started using the AutoTune plugin at the end of
the 20th century, they used it to make their real-life tone-deaf
voices do things on the recordings do things no human voice could
do. Be on pitch. Harmonize. But also biologically-impossible
things. Stuttering and bizarre drops and rises in pitch. Sliding
warbles that were beyond even talented legendary vocalists. We
thought.

Kids grew up listening to those songs. They
sang along with them. And do you know what? Those kids, trying to
imitate the singers they idolized? They figured out how to make
their voices behave like AutoTune. They could sing themselves
acapella what it took the original artist and a tech using ProTools
and a powerful computer to create. Human bodies can do things we
think might be impossible. It's all about training.

Another fun fact: you can make "dumb"
software do smart things. Computers are simple, really. The trick
to programming is understanding that (until Flux and other thinking
software) computers don't improvise. They don't fill in the gaps or
use common sense. So when I captured a pair of augmented breasts in
that dressing room, I never TOLD the implant I thought they were
implants. When it built me this copy body, it did what it had to to
make these natural but have that shape. In many ways the superior
option. I was going to use that same "flaw" in the gadget's
architecture now to give me super powers.

This is why I was scanning the channels. I
was looking for the equivalent of AutoTuned songs right now. A
worthy test.

I found it in an ancient 20th century action
movie playing on one of the pirate channels that had amnesty under
the settlement from a few years back. I watched the fight sequence,
then scrubbed back and played it again. This time I let the implant
work. It mapped and built skeleton rigs over each of the actors and
then extrapolated the 2D image to 3D space. Their punches, leaps,
and wire-assisted kicks got translated by a system that was built
to only parse reality. Here was the hack: would the gadget perform
the necessary calculations and augment the muscle stimulus in my
body to let me do a wire-assisted backflip kick that not even the
martial arts legends could do without help from special
effects?

The progress bar grew. I watched the scene
again. And then I went into living room and pushed all the
furniture to the corners. I took a deep breath. I closed my
eyes.

I let the gadget do the thinking and the
talking to my muscles.

I flipped.

I flipped and I landed and I twisted into a
handspring. I came out of that, almost knocked over a vase, caught
it, tossed it, handsprung across the room, caught it, and set it
down before I spun with my hands out in front of me in a perfect
imitation of tiger style.

I knew kung fu.

 


#

 


I was late to work the next day. I got
carried away in the excitement of my new abilities and stayed up
quite late searching through my content package for good skills and
moves to capture.

The sports channels were good for basics. I
watched some skateboarding championships for a while and was
already feeling more in control of my balance and weight
distribution than I had after months of watching my fellow
performers stripping and poledancing. I learned lots of martial
arts, both possible and impossible. I even picked up a little
parkour. That in particular was addictive. Absorbing even a little
of that shit had my muscles tingling and me feeling like a superman
who just needed to get out on the rooftops and fly.

So I was learning to do impossible things.
That was exciting, but even more exciting was the tech under the
hood. After ten straight hours of shoving new skills in through the
implant, I only had a little tiny headache. I'd increased the
implant's cognitive load by a factor of ten. I could really do
stuff now.

But I was late. For a Saturday night
shift.

Jade and Tiffani were already on the floor.
So were about two dozen other girls. We'd staffed up ever since we
started getting popular. The regular girls like me had guaranteed
slots, but the new crowd rented time, more or less. They paid
Tyrone $500 a week for a chance to try and earn more than that back
on the floor. It was a harder life than mine, even, but the club
was getting popular and while we needed the extra flesh, we needed
top quality. Anyone who couldn't earn $500 a week more than they
needed to live wasn't for this place.

Tyrone gave me a look when I got to the
dressing room and made sure that I really got that look.
"Don't be thinking our relationship affords you special
privileges in my club," was what that look said. I made a
suitably apologetic face and hurried to get out of my street
clothes and into my first outfit of the evening.

"Cutting it a little close," an icy voice
next to me said simply.

I looked up and winced.

Her long shiny black hair, her caramel skin
and generous curves. Her jade green eyes. Looking at Ariel was
still like looking in a mirror. For a while, after all, it had
been.

I'd gone to Details to give the gadget its
first field test and once there I'd copied Ariel's body, voice, and
movements to use as my own without her ever knowing. I'd stolen
from her and worn a duplicate of her body to make love to Everett,
jet off to Hawaii with him, and even steal the body I was wearing
now while trying on bikinis to model for Everett. And then I'd
gotten Ariel's description tied to the Everett's murder
investigation.

Ariel, who still hadn't ever told me her
real name, did not like me. "Why do we need real names," she'd
asked stubbornly one night. "We're not friends. We're not going to
be friends. You're just here to steal my tips and horn in on my
regulars." That was the most she'd ever spoken to me in the
dressing room.

I owed Ariel. I owed her big, first for
stealing her body and then for causing the police to show up at her
door thinking she was me. And I owed her for taking refuge in the
club where all the trouble I'd caused had ever started. I tried
being nice, but she never seemed to really believe I wasn't doing
it to serve some secret agenda of mine that would screw her in the
end.

Neither of us seemed too into the idea that
we were working this shift together. But this was the job. There
was money to be made.

Tonight I'd elected to forgo my usual
metallic miniskirt outfits and go for the Gothic Lolita look. I did
my hair up in high pigtails with little adorable skulls on the hair
ties. Then I squeezed myself into a frilly black faux corset that
was trimmed in white and done up with shiny pink satin ribbons. It
was all designed to break away and zip back easily, but the ribbons
hid the zip flawlessly. With my large breasts and tiny waist, it
was still a little difficult to get it zipped right, and a lot of
me spilled out the top. That was kind of the point in a place like
this, right?

I was still getting used to having
fully-waxed ladyparts. There was something really lewd about the
sight of myself in a tight-fitting corset with my ample bosom all
but popping out of the top and nothing on below the sloping curve
of the corset. Nothing but the bare, nude lips of my vulva and the
dark dangling flaps of my inner labia sticking out below. It was
obscene, extra obscene with the lacy "gothic schoolgirl" look I was
using tonight. It only added to the prepubescent vibe in a way that
I found suddenly disconcerting.

To avoid thinking about this, I finished
dressing quickly. I wiggled into a tiny pair of black underwear
that showed off an ass that (thanks to months of lap dancing) was
far more toned than the one belonging to the girl I'd stolen the
body from. I did my makeup in the exaggerated gothic style the
retro Japanese look required and paused to inspect myself in the
mirror.

"Needs more eyeliner," Ariel commented
simply. She was going for a more classic stripper look. A cute pink
bra, highwaisted lace panties that showed off her toned legs and
round behind, and tall strappy shoes that wound up around her
calves. She left her hair down and it was such a simple and
devastating look on her that I suddenly felt a little bit like a
poser having put all this work into my look. Maddeningly, she was
also right.

Ariel went out to go start circulating and
making money and left me to correct my makeup while swearing into
the mirror. The gadget let me copy any makeup style I wanted, but
the facial cocoon took about five minutes, and after the incident
in the club with Whitney, I couldn't risk ever triggering it here.
There would be far too much explaining to do if I was seen. No,
this would have to be the old fashioned way. Since girls mostly did
their makeup here before going on, I'd had to learn to do my own
makeup. In this one area, I was still a boy. I was still far from
totally great at the subtle and years-learned skill of doing your
own makeup.

Tonight when I got off work I would have to
watch and map some makeup how-tos on the creator channels and
absorb some of those skills, I decided. I should have done that
last night instead of uploading gunplay and martial arts into my
skull. Not smart thinking.

Luckily, it would be pretty dark out there
in the club proper. I wasn't dancing on stage tonight (I earned
more giving private dances, anyway) so there wouldn't be any lights
on me, at least. The job I'd done was serviceable. And it would
have to do.

The club was packed that night. There were a
ton of girls moving through the crowd, and it was standing room
only. Tyrone had done his work well. The reputation of the club for
quality girls and a posh, more gentlemanly experience was spreading
virally. Most of the guys in the joint were impeccably dressed,
going for a hipster retro vibe in three-piece suits like skinny
gangsters with a penchant for facial hair or hats. I would have
judged them harshly had I still been a man. In this body, in this
job, I welcomed the social pressures that made them drop so much
money on appearance. I had on one hell an appearance tonight
myself, after all.

I pushed my way through the crowd and made
small talk with anyone who made more than casual eye contact with
me. I never chatted with anyone for too long, and I never gave a
hard sell. Did they want to spend some quality time together? No?
That's fine. I hoped they were having fun and moved on. The
customers appreciated the light touch and no hard sell. I also
appreciated not having to make the hard sell. It hardly ever
worked and there were too many guys in here to waste time with one
who wanted to argue too much or waste too much time.

I ended up talking to a nice guy, a little
young, but the type that looked like he was in town on business. He
was lurking near the back and making a face like he was hella
nervous. I liked the look of him, and so I slunk up next to him to
talk.

"Hi there," I said simply, leaning in to
touch his arm. Contact was important. He needed to feel at ease and
understand that I was approachable. Not gonna bite.

"Hey," my nervous boy said back.

"You look like you're waiting for someone,"
I said into his ear. It wasn't so loud he couldn't hear me, but
this, again, let me put my mouth close to his ear.

"My friend," he said. "I lost track of him
somewhere in here."

Probably a lie, I decided. I'd met his type
a few times. Goes out of town on a trip, gets lonely, thinks it's
the safest way he'll ever get to set foot in a club, and gets up
the guts to go to a strip club. Works up the extra nerve to go
inside and two steps in the door has an attack of conscience like
you would not believe.

The thing about these guys? They've been to
the ATM already. They've got the cash in their pocket. This was
premeditated, meticulously planned, and it's just a matter of
getting past the (likely) Catholic school guilt that's got them
hanging in the back.

I put my hand around his waist and pulled
myself in close, keeping it very casual, but also not being shy
about letting my big soft chest push against his shirt. "Well, if
he's gone somewhere, we might as well make the waiting a little
more enjoyable. What do you say?" I didn't let him answer that
question right away. Instead I said, "My name is Nikki. What's
yours?"

"Darren," he said reflexively.

"Darren, that's an awesome name, " I gushed.
"Very cute. And I think it suits you. I like your sandy hair. Very
Darren." The patter came easy to me, now, but I never lied. He was
cute. The name did suit him. I did like his hair. "Can we go hang
out somewhere, Darren? I want to play with your hair." This was the
least genuine thing I'd say. I didn't have any particular desire to
play with his hair, but the horrible trick of this all was to pick
something out of the ordinary. Something believable.

The rookie girls would lead with something
like "I bet you have a big cock," and that felt as phony as it was.
A cute Japanese girl with monstrous knockers who wanted to muss up
his hair? Believable. The hope, the possibility that this might be
genuine, that's all a guy wants. A chance to hope.

He agreed to the terms and let me lead him
to the section in the back where we had benches set up for
semi-private lapdances. He didn't seem ready to part with the cash
for the private VIP area, but I thought I might talk him into
it.

The benches were new. Tyrone put them in
three weeks previous when the club had started filling up in a big
way. The "freelancers" mostly used this area, but this Saturday was
extra packed. I saw Tiffani in the far back corner, grinding on a
bored-looking businessman who had his hands on way too much of her.
Where was the bouncer for this section? That was VIP shit, not for
the benches. I shot Tiffani a look, but she mouthed "he's rich" to
me, and I suddenly understood. The VIP areas were all full. She was
out here because she had nowhere else to be.

Vegas would be good. I was getting tired of
the meat market already.

As I sat Darren down on the bench and
dropped into his lap, I realized it was happening again. I was
starting to think of this as my real life. I was thinking about
moving to Vegas and my real life as a stripper - when of course
that was crazy. I would be gone soon, just as soon as I had enough
money.

"Are those real?" Darren asked, making a
quiet noise of delight when I pushed "those" into his face.

I decided to accelerate the fun. Smoothly, I
unzipped the corset and popped it off. I set it in the corner of
the bench and rolled my shoulders back to push my now-freed breasts
into Darren's smiling face. Yeah, I'd called it right. Now that he
was back here, he was happy. He'd be a changed man after a few
minutes. "You can touch a little, if you want," I whispered. "Give
them a feel."

He needed no second invitation. His fingers
cupped my breasts and he made a noise of definite appreciation.
"Those are amazing," he breathed. "God, you have amazing tits."

"Thank you, baby," I cooed. I put my hands
in his hair as promised and tousled it playfully. Then I pushed
forward on his lap, brushing the softness of my tits over his eyes
and the edges of his parted lips. I tweaked my nipples a few times
to get them nice and stiff, loving how these nipples got so hard
and erect. Then I did one of my very favorite moves, tracing the
outline of his lips with my nipples like a pair of pencils, one at
a time, lining his lips and making him tremble.

I could feel him through his thin pants. I
was aware of his obvious erection down the right leg of his pants.
 I reached down and gave it just one squeeze and then twisted
around to sit on his lap and give him a view of my behind. He liked
this, and didn't need much help to put his hands on my hips and
guide me.

I rode him like this for a full song,
simulating a little reverse cowgirl on his very wiling lap. I
noticed a little wet spot on his left inseam and was treated to a
feel of the raging firmness of his boner when I made my ass slip
between his legs and rocked there a few times. "Oh, you must like
me," I giggled, flashing a smile over my shoulder. "Wanna do
another song? It's special rates right now. Three songs for
200."

He nodded his agreement. "Can we go
somewhere more private?"

Oh,
ye-who-played-at-this-being-your-first-time in a strip club. You
were a secret pro, weren't you, Darren? I could probably clear 300
after Tyrone's skim on this kid. Maybe more. "Tell you what," I
said playfully. "I don't want to stop feeling this cock just yet.
Let's stay here one more song. And then we'll find a place in back.
It's busy, but I have a lot of power here. I'll give you this one
for nothing if we can go to the VIP after this. It's 500 for half
an hour. Sound good?"

He nodded. He winced a little, so I knew
this was money he had but had hoped would last longer. To help him
make up his mind, I brushed my hand over where his erection was
hiding. I felt it actually twitch against my touch and knew it was
gonna be okay.

I was just about to twist back around when I
noticed that Ariel was back here, too.

She was with a strange-looking guy, and
that's what made me pause. He was Asian.. In the dim light, I
guessed Vietnamese or maybe Thai. Young guy, sharp suit, but the
thing that stood out about this guy was his briefcase.

First of all, we have a coat check for that
shit. I was about to say something when I saw it was handcuffed to
his wrist. Huh. I guessed it must have been important and
that he'd probably flashed an awful lot of cash he was prepared to
drop for the bouncer at the door to permit him to carry it inside.
Funny. The guy had a nice suit, but he didn't have the posture or
the gait of someone who was the kind of rich that involved
handcuffed briefcases.

Lucky Ariel. She'd hit the jackpot almost
assuredly.

I guided my now-VIP's hands back up to my
tits and let him openly grope and squeeze them while I kept shaking
my ass in his face and then riding his lap. I wanted to see what
Ariel was getting up to. Besides, if she was out here, there was
simply no VIP space to be had.

The only open space was right next to me.
Ariel sat him down and immediately popped her bra off. She
straddled his lap and grabbed the rail above the bed to do a little
gyrating above his lap. When he reached for her, though, the
handcuff wouldn't let him raise his hand all the way up to her
breasts without lifting the suitcase. I heard him swear.

"Wait a minute. I trust you. And I want to
squeeze those luscious tits."

"Why don't I have the servers check that for
you, baby?" I heard Ariel ask him.

"Can't let it out of my sight. But god I
want to squeeze that ass."

Darren must've heard Ariel's guy say that. I
felt his hands rove the curve of my bottom and play with the tiny
string holding my underwear up. He snapped it once, experimentally.
I didn't stop him. I was busy mouthing "what the hell?" to Ariel,
who just shrugged at me while the guy fumbled for a key to undo the
handcuffs.

The guy was really working himself up. He
sounded giddy and was almost shouting above the music.
 "You're so fucking hot," I heard him stammer to Ariel. "It
must be so good to touch you. To squeeze your boobies. To put a
finger in your ass. To fuck your face. Fuck your tits. I wanna fuck
it. I wanna fuck it so bad. I want you as a slave."

I stopped riding Darren and sat forward. I
suddenly didn't like the sound of this guy. Ariel and I might not
have been friends, but the girls in this place looked out for each
other. She shot me a look, too. Where was the bouncer for this
section? Fucking Saturday nights. This place was too full. There
were too many girls and too many guys and not enough muscle to keep
it in bounds.

That's when I saw it. Something in the guy's
hand. Something tipped with blue, glowing fluid.

I was off Darren faster than I'd ever moved.
The muscles did all the work and over my vision I saw MonkeySee go
live and start sending impulses to my muscles to keep the motion
going. I reached Ariel in three fluid steps and pulled her away
just as her john stabbed the air where she would have been with the
bizarre glowing stick. Some of the blue fluid leaked on the floor.
Then he went for me with it.

"You can't take it from me! I get what I
want! I want that ass!" He was on something - that much was
certain. The sudden turn-on-a-dime mood swing and the raving made
it seem like viper. But I wasn't taking any chances. It might have
been wiggins or some of that new chemical shit that made PCP look
like a child's tantrum. When he stabbed at me with the strange
weapon, I moved with the stab, grabbed his arm, and twisted it
back. I heard a pop and then his cry of pain, but he dropped the
weapon and crumpled fast. I let go and that was my only
mistake.

The little bastard was fast. He ran,
snatching his glowing leaking weapon as he went, pushing past the
too-late bouncer and into the chaos of the club.

"What the FUCK," was all Ariel said. She was
shaking and looking at me in shock.

Tyrone was on the scene quickly. The panic
was bad for the club and all lapdancing ceased in the benches area
the minute I broke the guy's arm. My own poor client, Darren, was
just gaping at me and wondering what in holy hell was happening.
"Get her in the back," Tyrone muttered to me. I nodded and
collected Ariel, taking her hand in mine and giving her a
reassuring squeeze. Then, while Tyrone was busy comping lapdances
and overpriced drinks for the assembled group, I paused and
snatched the strange briefcase off the bench. The crowd was so
thick and Tyrone was so distracted with his offers of free shit
that no one really noticed.

"Thank you," Ariel said to me when we'd
reached the back. "Nikki. Thank you."

I helped her into a chair in the dressing
room. "You okay? He cut you or anything?"

She inspected herself. No marks. "No.
Doesn't seem like it. What the hell kind of knife was that?"

"I think it might have been a syringe," I
said truthfully. Blue. And glowing. Not a coincidence, I
thought to myself.

"A syringe? What the fuck?" Ariel shivered
and I brought her one of the silk robes we kept in the back.

"I'll find you some water."

"Seriously, it's okay. I just had a little
scare. You can go back out there and earn."

I shook my head. "No, no, I'll stay here
with you."

Her gaze hardened, and then the hardness all
went away. "Why are you being so nice to me?"

"I'm always nice to you, Ariel."

She paused, considering that. "Yeah. I
suppose you are. Do your tits hurt?"

The question was so strange that it caught
me off guard. "What?"

"They bounced like no one's business when
you were doing that crazy judo move. Jesus. I've never seen naked
kung fu before."

"You're about to say something really
racist, I can just tell-"

She laughed. I laughed. Then we remembered
ourselves and I remembered that I had, in fact, taken that guy out
in no more than a g-string and strappy heels.  "Thank you,"
Ariel said in the end. "For looking out for me."

"We all look out for each other here."

Ariel looked like she wanted to say more,
but the moment passed. Tyrone was backstage. "Hey. Everything okay
back here?"

"Yeah, Boss," Ariel replied. "Just a little
shaken up. Nikki thinks the guy tried to inject me with some
shit."

Tyrone's scowl darkened. "He got away. But
we're gonna shut down a little early tonight. You're good with me
tonight, girls. I'll see some money comes your way. Take the rest
of the night off."

Ariel shook her head. "Boss, it's Saturday
night. I got bills."

Tyrone scowled. "I said money was comin' the
way of your fine ass. I don't want you out there being spooked.
Nikki, girl, that was flashy, but I got a lot of requests for the
kung fu girl with the big ta-tas to come play rough. We gonna talk
about your secret karate lessons. At some later date. You get home
too and ice that hand down. I'll call and check in with you
later."

Then he was gone. Ariel stood up, shrugged,
and pulled some clothes from her locker.  "Well. Guess that's
that."

"Want a ride home?"

"I'm really fine." Some of her hard edge was
back.

"Look. I'm not trying to All About
Eve you or anything. I swear."

"I know," Ariel said coolly. "But I ain't
weak. I just got surprised is all. I'm suitably grateful. I won't
be such a cunt to you from now on. Huzzah. We had a character
moment. Let's not push things."

I nodded quietly and let her change, putting
on some clothes of my own and taking my time getting some of the
makeup off. I hated driving home in it.

It wasn't until Nikki left that I remembered
the briefcase I'd filched.

There was an unfamiliar logo stamped in the
leather, and below that, two words I'd never seen before:

Mai Roo.

A hammer and a screwdriver employed as a
crude pick (strippers are prepared, yo) busted both locks
with just a few strikes. Then the suitcase hissed open, ejecting a
spray of coolant gasses.

The inside was lined in velvet and foam and
it held just two objects. I recognized both.

One was a piece of biotech with long wispy
filaments that was designed to feed through a wetware port in a
person's temple and patch directly to their optic nerve and
brainstem. The other needed at least a double wrist port and once
attached, embedded itself into the skin and wound connections
through the rest of the body. I knew what these were because I had
them in me.

This was another body-stealer.

The guy at the club had been coming for
Ariel.

I was already dialing the cab on my way out
the door.
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Buzzed.

I felt so fucking high and it was just the
best. That's what it felt like, at least. I knew they gave me
something, but I felt so good that I didn't care. From the moment I
sucked his dick, I couldn't think about anything else. I couldn't
hardly hear anything else.

I wanted to be Master's good girl. I wanted
to do everything he said. More than that, I wanted to make him
happy. I wanted to make his cock hard. His yummy, yummy cock. As
hard as I could make it. And then he'd put more of it into me. More
of him.

The thoughts ran through my head like a
freight train and mixed with other thoughts of a more serious (and
boring) nature. When I pulled my panties back up and then my
leggings, I didn't bother with the tuck. I let my raging hard boner
show through the snakeskin pattern and moaned appreciatively when
Dahlia grabbed the package and massaged it while we rode the
elevator back down. I know the doorman saw us messing around like
this while we waited for the car, and I didn't care even a little
bit.

I was thinking about Becky while we rode to
Master's mansion. She'd be getting in soon. She'd notice I was
gone. But would she worry? I didn't think so. What worried me more,
perversely, was her discovering some sign I'd not been careful
enough to conceal. A sign like some makeup left out or my drag bag
not fully concealed. The fact that I was worried about this while
riding in Master's private car to a place where he promised he
could let me be a girl fulltime was just so hilarious.

Gawd, I felt good. I've never tried stims of
any kind, but this is what I always imagined they would feel like.
All my senses were a little more alive. My erection, a thing I was
forever trying to hide, was now tenting my girly outfit in a
totally obscene fashion and all I felt was proud.

"She has such an active clitty," purred the
girl in the sequin dress. Dahlia. Such gorgeous fucking tits. I
wanted them. I wanted her body. Her life. What would happen when we
got out of the car? Would the high wear off? Were they going to
murder me?

Master kept me talking while Dahlia petted
me in the car. He asked me a lot of questions about myself and
about Becky and before I knew it, we were there and I'd made a big
wet naughty spot through my leggings. Probably I'd ruined the
panties underneath. I was so far gone, I moaned about this out
loud.

"Oh, sis, we have a whole room full of
panties," Dahlia giggled as she led me up the walk. "If you're even
allowed to wear them."

"Gotta have something to hold back that
enthusiastic boyclit," Master intoned behind me. He palmed my ass
and led me past ornate sculptures to the front door and admitted
us. "The maid's gotten sick," he said, "so there's no one here to
greet us." This made Dahlia sad for some reason, but I didn't
press. I was liking the steering and controlling hand on my bottom.
I liked how my bottom felt warm and happy whenever it was touched
like this. It was such a nice feeling that I didn't really pay
attention to where in the house I was being led.

The next thing I knew, I was being shown to
a brightly-lit room with a big chair in the middle of it. The chair
was a surgical chair, and my heart skipped a beat. These were
expensive chairs. They did assisted surgery, and let one man do
what a whole team normally did.

"Oh my gawd," I gasped. "Can you do boob
jobs here?" The idea of it alone was like Christmas to me. I wasn't
thinking about anything other than the notion these nice people
were going to give me a present and make my dreams come true.
Everything was so much better once I gave Master a blow job. Tits!
Real tits of my own!

Dahlia traded a look with Master and they
both laughed quietly. This made me a little indignant. I didn't
like being made to feel like a dumb kid. Some of my annoyance must
have showed on my face, because Dahlia reached for my cock and gave
it a reassuring little grope. "Oh, so much better, sis. So much
better."

A new man stepped into the room, a smiling
Asian man with a big white smile. He was wearing surgical scrubs.
"Is this one? You're sure?" He gave me a once-over that made me
feel somehow insulted.

"Yes," Master said behind me. And then in my
ear, he said "sweetness, you're going to sit in the chair now and
you're going to let Dr. Charlie do what he needs to do."

"Are you giving me tits?" I gushed.

"First things first," Master said. "Then
you'll have everything you ever wanted."

"More than you ever dreamed," this Dr.
Charlie agreed. He was staring at me and I realized his gaze was
focused on my obvious bulge. Pervert. I loved him for it.

What was this? I was always sassy, but
whatever high I was riding had me feeling almost shameless.
Shameless and so agreeable whenever Master spoke. I got in the
chair like he told me to, and I stayed still when Dr. Charlie asked
me to because that's what Master wanted. I let him put the mask
over my face and I counted backwards from ten and got to about six
and was thinking about Master when it all started to go away.

 


#

 


I woke up feeling groggy and dry in the
mouth. I had a bad headache and was conscious of a deep throbbing
in my wrist. That was strange. I fully expected to feel sore in the
chest.

My vision came back slowly and I was
surprised to find myself on a soft king bed in the most beautifully
girly bedroom I'd ever been in. Everything was pink and purple and
made of satin or lace or both. It was the kind of princess room you
see on TV, owned by spoiled and full-figured American princesses,
daughters of long-suffering and uncouth second-generation
immigrants who made too much money. The kind of spoiled whores I
always wanted to trade lives with.

A hand rubbed my arm. Master.

"Welcome back, pretty one." His handsome
face had a little more stubble on it, but my gawd he was so pretty.
.

Disappointment took me next. I looked down
and saw... nothing but my usual flat chest. I was stripped, too,
down to just the lace panties I'd been wearing underneath my outfit
with only a little satin dressing robe wrapped around me.
 

Now I was confused. "What did you do to me?"
I tried to sit up, but Jonah held me back. Jonah? Master?

"Easy now," he said quietly. "Your dose is
wearing of after all that time sedated. Before it fully does, I'm
going to talk to you rationally. I think you and I could go far. I
think we could do wonderful things. And I think I've got just the
thing to make you happier than you've ever been. Better than just a
pair of bolt-on prosthetic tits. Better than a tracheal shave.
Better than SRS, which is just so incredibly crude and risky, even
in today's enlightened age. I can offer you the body of any woman
you want. A different one every week if that's what you want. How
does that sound? Would you want that?"

I nodded. My heart skipped a beat in the
meantime. Could he possibly mean it? How?

"I require something, first," Jonah
continued. Yes, the drug was definitely wearing off. I didn't feel
as giddy. I didn't think of him as readily as my master.

"What," I said in a raspy voice.

"Loyalty. Obedience. Absolute. There are
things I need you to help me accomplish. Do them for me, and you'll
have everything you ever wanted and more besides. You want your
roommate Becky's body? You'll have it when it's done. You want her
on a leash and spending the rest of her beautiful years as your
wretched and deeply slutty sex slave? You'll have it. Want to
borrow a pop star's body and fuck your way through the Ten Most
Beautiful Leading Men of Tinseltown? You'll have it. Want to never
grow fat or saggy? I can give you that. All you have to do is give
me your promise and your obedience."

I looked down at my throbbing wrist and saw
three small plugs embedded there. The skin around them was red, but
the surgical work looked clean.

Oh, shit. Wetware. Biocomputing. They put a
computer in my body. Probably a whole platform for cybernetics. How
long had I been asleep?

"Well?" Jonah's tone got a little more
impatient. "Did I choose well? Something tells me that I did. I
hope I won't need to make you a complete thrall to get what I
want."

I touched my forehead and found another pair
of plugs just under my hairline. This had to have cost tens of
thousands just to install in me. If the hardware was good, it
probably cost six figures. I'd never in my life earn the kind of
money on my own to afford this. "Everything I want," I said
shakily, "even those impossible things?"

"Not impossible," Jonah said. "Very, very
possible." He took out a sleek leather briefcase and popped the
lid. When the coolant fog cleared, I saw three strange devices
inside. "This is the answer to your prayer. The key to every wish
you've ever had. A free pass to having the kind of life you've
always, always wanted."

"Wetware?"

"The very best. This piece patches into your
eyes and your brain. It scans, maps, and stores the appearance,
movements, and vocal character of your target." He held up the
larger, stranger piece. "This samples their DNA. All you need is
the lightest casual contact and it pulls enough information to
completely reshape your genetics. Spend two hours in a cocoon and
you'll come out a perfect copy."

I gaped at him. It was science fiction.
"You're bullshitting me."

"Honey. You really think Dahlia grew those
tits on her own? She used to be a man. Just like you. At least,
genetically. You're already far more a woman than Dale ever was.
You're of a similar mind as me, even. And you could end up being
far more useful to me. But I need an answer."

I didn't blink. What was there to say no to?
A comfortable life like Dahlia led? The body I've always dreamed
of? Hell, all the bodies? More than just the surgical illusion, an
actual woman's body. To dress up and get fucked with. And swap out
for another.

The chance to be Becky. Have Becky.
Fuck.

"Sign me up," I whispered. "Sign me up right
the fuck now."

He did it right then and there. It was my
first time getting fitted with anything like this, and when he
threaded the filaments into my skull I got so dizzy that I had to
ask him to stop. He didn't, though. He just pushed past and when I
heard it click against the port, I shut my eyes and concentrated
very hard on not throwing up. The wrist attachment hurt worse. Once
it was threaded, there was a burning sensation while it embedded in
my skin and I felt very, very wrong for about five minutes after it
connected.

"That's just integration," Jonah said, the
only soothing words he spoke during the whole procedure. "The
nanofibers need to route through your whole body. It's going to
burn a little all over, but it will pass. It's already bonded to
you. You're already mine."

I opened my eyes. I found him looming above
me. He'd crawled onto the bed and had himself positioned over me,
staring into my eyes with his own cold possessive ones. "Yours," I
croaked. "I don’t know about that. I said I'd help you, but-"

"Don't get cute with me, Jordan. It's too
late for that. It's in you. You're a tool of mine, now. But that
doesn't mean you won't enjoy it." He bent down, kissed me on the
lips, and I felt his pronounced stubble scrape against my face.
It'd been hours. I probably had some stubble, too, and I was
uncomfortable suddenly. He broke the kiss. "What's the matter?"

"I'm not as girly as I was last night. It's
awkward."

Jonah laughed. "Charlie touched-up your more
prominent male characteristics while you were under. He thought
you'd feel more comfortable that way. Me, I don't care. You
shouldn't, either. Soon, the world will be mine and you're going to
be the one to help me get it." He lowered himself on me, pinning my
body with his weight. It was such a dominant and male thing to do,
and I responded. My erection must have been painfully obvious, but
he didn't do more than smile at me. It was a cold smile, though.
 "Tell me, Jordan," he whispered in my ear. "Are you ready to
be a woman?"

"Yes," I whispered, and I meant it. There
was some hinky shit going on here, but I was so far beyond caring.
I wanted the prize. I wanted it to start now.

He caressed me through the satin robe and I
got harder, the way I always do when satin rubs on my skin.
Girly things. More girly things. I wanted all the girly
things. So when he told me what I'd have to do, to really prove it,
to really seal the deal and let it begin, I didn't hesitate. "Yes,"
I breathed again.

He got off me enough to let me roll over. He
pulled the satin robe from me when he did this, leaving me in just
the little lace thong. Then he put a pair of pillows under my
stomach, so that my pantied ass rose high in the air. He left me
like this for a long minute. I felt his mouth on my bare asscheek
and then a little nip when his teeth grabbed the waistband and
tugged it over my shaking nervous bottom.

He dragged my panties down with agonizing
slowness. He drew out the encounter and when his tongue found my
asshole and began to slowly circle it, I couldn't help myself. I
made a guttural noise of pleasure and wiggled my bottom urgently
for him. "I can't wait to be a girl," I whispered into the
pillow.

"Your body's already integrating with the
technology I've put in you," Jonah whispered back, rubbing his
fattening cock over my asscheeks. I heard him apply wet, noisy lube
to it and then felt him smear the warm tingling liquid over my
butthole. "And it's preloaded with several patterns we took the
liberty of downloading from Dahlia's unit. You won't even have to
go shopping for a pattern to acquire."

Little lights flashed in front of my eyes. I
thought I'd shut my eyes too tight, but when I blinked they were
suddenly in focus and I saw they were words and graphs. Heads-up
display.

<System Online. Version 3.4.1 - Jonah's
Toys>

<REMOTE CONNECTED>

He was behind me. I felt him grip my hips
and his nails dig into my haunches. Then he was between my legs,
guiding himself upward to my hole. The fat swollen purple crown of
his cock pressed up against my anus. I tensed. Something was
different from the time in the hotel room.

Jonah didn't wait. He pushed. My practiced
and suddenly well-used bottom opened up for him and wrapped around
him tightly. With all that lube and the months of using toys on
holocam shows, my hungry ass sheathed him tightly. I felt Jonah's
weight settle on top of me, strong and pinning me down. "Much
better. God, you have a well-toned ass," he grunted. "And so
feminine. Like a teenage girl. Fucking you like this makes it
easier to fool myself into thinking you're a real girl, Jordan. I
really prefer girls."

I groaned. I liked it. So help me, I liked
it better than the toys. His flesh was hot and uneven and was
controlled in its deep penetrating strokes by a mind that was not
mine and I could not anticipate. I was so hot all of a sudden. When
I'm hot, I talk dirty. I have an incredibly dirty mouth on me. "You
prefer girls, but you're sure as fuck putting your cock in my boy
ass right now," I taunted.

His hand came down in a rough smack. Heat
bloomed over my right cheek and I grunted in surprise. It had been
the spank of discipline, not sex. "You'll be a girl. You'll be a
girl and be one soon. But I'm fucking your ass for a reason. To cum
in it. I need to be sure. I don't have time and I need you
absolutely mine. And then you'll do the assfucking of any boys who
need their asses fucked," he grunted harshly at me. "Like a good-"
Thrust. "Obedient." Thrust. "Slave."

<Be a good slave. Serve Master. Get
thralled. Be his thrall. Get his cum and get his control. Sissy.
Femboi. Slut.>

I saw the words flash so fast they were like
a blur, but the meaning burned into my brain just as Jonah buried
himself all the way, balls deep in an ass that had never known a
cock before this. "Oh god," I moaned.

"Pop," whispered Jonah silkily. "Pop goes
the cherry. In goes the cum. Out comes a pretty slave." It was far
from his first time in my ass. But it felt like the first all the
same.

He came in me, then. Without warning. I felt
the warmth pumping in and then a burning sensation that was a
hundred times more intense than when I'd swallowed his cum in the
penthouse. Here, on this big princess bed, laying on a pair of
pillows with my ass lifted to get pummeled, I about blacked
out.

The high was intense. The blue glowing words
in front of my face got brighter and felt like they were burrowing
straight into my brain.

<Absolute Obedience.>

<You live to serve. You want pleasure.
Pleasure comes from submission. Submit.>

<You are a slave. You are his
thrall.>

<Master.>

<Obey Master. Be rewarded.>

<Say it out loud. So good to say it out
loud. So good to be his. Want him to always fuck you. Want him to
always control you. Want him to change your name. Want him to
change your body. Want him to fill your mind.>

I came then, too, intensely, ejaculating
into the pillows propping me up from the bed. And still he pumped
my ass with his big hot dick.

"Master," I moaned.

"Yes. I'm your master. I'm your Owner. And
you're my-?"

"Slave. Thrall. Obedient."

"Good girl."

<REMOTE ENGAGED. Pattern B loaded.
Engaging at request of Remote.>

I felt Jonah withdraw a minute before my
skin turned clammy and tiny pains, like pinpricks rippled through
my body. I shivered and felt wet. Momentarily, I thought Jonah must
have pulled out and shot further load over my back and legs. But
then I realized it was leaking from my forehead and over my
chest.

I rolled off the pillows and was about to
try and brush the strange green mucus away from my chest, when I
realize I couldn't move my arms. I couldn't move anything.

Paralysis set in quickly.

<Cocooning.>

"Two hours, my slave," I heard Jonah
promise.

My vision became obscured by the green mucus
now oozing over my face and the rest of my body. I almost panicked,
but there was a deep happy calm from my ass that was spreading to
the other extremities.  There were also the words, an endless
barrage that flashed across my eyelids.

<Want to fuck.>

<Want to suck.>

<Want to be his forever.>

<Want to serve and fuck and suck and have
Master fill your holes. Easy not to think. Easier to obey. Obey and
get rewards.>

<Want rewards.>

<Want a pussy. Want tits. Want a round
firm butt. Want soft pillow lips. Want to please and fuck and suck
and get Master's cum. Want to make Master happy and comfortable.
Want to bring Master everything he wants.>

<Want to make more thralls for
Master.>


 


//MELANIE

 


Seekr had lots of new toys to hold my
attention. I had their tech, especially the predictive AI to keep
me busy at the start. There were other mothballed projects, too -
things we'd given up on when we ceded the way to the NorCal info
conglomerates. A lot of them weren't worth pursuing, but one or two
were worth a small team to see if we could get something useful out
of it.

Mostly I spent my time on the predictive AI,
trying to get it past just an algorithm that could suggest products
you needed and actually start knowing your mind and your moods. We
had major progress on that score. It was just a matter of tying the
blog site we owned to the mail site we owned and pairing it with
shopping APIs and feeding all that to the beast on our servers. It
needed my almost constant attention to push the people at Seekr
towards linking all their ecosystems, and in the end I had to be
kind of a bitch about it. I didn't lose sleep over that. They
called me an Ice Queen before I ever started the job. They hadn't
hired me for being Susie Get-Along.

I also had my, ahem, private toy: a chairman
of the board who, after three or four sessions, really liked
everything that happened in the dungeon and who was eager for more.
That I had to be careful with. Too much of that kind of recreation
was risky, but would also reduce the specialness of our time
together in his mind, which in turn reduced his usefulness to
me.

Besides, men like him (and men in general
when you came right down to it) didn't hold much attraction for me
when it came to companionship.

I belonged to a very discreet site, one
whose entire reputation rested on keeping the affairs of powerful
executives like me a secret. I hadn't been especially active on it
recently, but now that I was comfortably settled into my job at
Seekr, I found myself feeling a little lonely. I wanted a night
out.

There were a lot of messages waiting for me
on my profile, but I preferred to do the finding. It reduced the
chances of a sting. I'm sensitive to the fact that everyone on this
site was supposedly vetted and also anxious to avoid a sting, but
my position was so precarious at the moment that I couldn't afford
to be outed on terms that were not 100% my own.

I should have come out a while ago. I'd
planned to do it right at the beginning of my tenure at Seekr, but
the stock drop from my hiring was so vindictively white hetero male
that I knew announcing my fondness for the companionship of women
might send it right over the edge. So I stayed closeted a little
longer. There are protections against discrimination in the
workplace, but there's no protection from losing your job because
bigots start dumping your company's stock.

I didn't find anyone I wanted to meet after
my first two logins, but the third proved to be the charm, just
like they said. The only problem was that she'd messaged me. She
did the finding. She did the asking. Her name was Quinne and she
was a little young for me. Also a potential problem. She was 26,
with stunning blue hair and bioluminescent tattoos that ran along
her shoulderblades and over her collarbone. I wondered from the
photo where else they might be.

She was not a good choice for me in any
number of ways. Young meant she'd want to go out somewhere vibrant
and crowded. The beautiful hair, razored into a short bob, was an
attention-getter the same as the tattoos. Eyes would be drawn to
her and then they might recognize me as well.

But I wanted.

I'd never been with a girl like that.
Looking at her photo made my heart race. She was so different than
my usual type and it excited me to think about the possibility of
intimacy with a neo-altgirl. Even hard-ass executives like a little
strange now and then.

She looked fun and interesting, and her
profile and personality tests were highly-compatible with mine. I
thought about her all day. I sent the message that night and was
surprised to find her online.  She replied. We chatted over a
secure port I created. We talked about holoflix and games we both
liked to play and after an hour, she suggested we meet in VR, and
that gave me slight pause because Seekr owned and operated the
servers for the largest of the VR avatar-based worlds and I wasn't
ready to tell her exactly who I was. She was not to be deterred.
She lent me one of her spare avatars, and I logged in with that and
we chatted over voice while virtual approximations of us rode a
Ferris wheel and took a hoverpod tour of a tropical island.

It was a really great night. I was up until
almost three and I broke my own protocol when it was time to sign
off. I suggested we go out in person for a drink. Quinne agreed and
we made plans for the following evening.

I left the house in a tight white skirt that
I made certain showed neither pantyline nor underwear, and a
ruffled blouse that gave me a nice silhouette. I opted for
pantyhose in a nod to hipness and retro, even though I secretly
loathed pantyhose and the uncomfortable swampcrotch that resulted
from extended wear. I also dyed my hair, one of those new nano dyes
from Japan that bonds to the hair for exactly twelve hours and then
flakes off without actually staining the hair. I went out as a
brunette, a nice nondescript brunette who wouldn't be recognized as
Melanie Sykes even if eyes locked on her pretty blue-haired
companion.

We met at a quiet lounge with dim lights and
stiff drinks, the kind of place that prides itself on being a
"classic" watering hole where they hand-cut the ice cubes and have
a library of bourbons.  I approved of her choice. I was a
bourbon gal.

"I didn't think you'd come," Quinne said
when I joined her at a small booth in the rear.

"Why not?"

"Because you're Melanie Sykes. I knew it
right away. But the hair color's a good idea. I almost didn't
realize it was you until you walked right up to me." I blushed and
then felt a small panic rise in me, but her hand rested on mine and
she gave me a very nice smile, one that put me completely at ease.
 "Relax. I'm not going to tell anyone. Honestly, I'm fucking
psyched. You're a hero of mine. I didn't know you were gay."

"Bisexual, probably, though I lean strongly
towards the girl side of the equation when it comes to wanting a
cuddle or a little companionship."

"Gay enough for me," Quinne agreed with a
mischievous smile.

My pulse quickened. A pretty lesbian calling
me gay was like a drug. Partially, the rush was the relief of being
somewhere and with someone where I didn't have to have the shield
up. Talking about it openly, cheerily, was also exciting. I had to
keep that part so carefully buried in most of my life that being
open about it felt naughty, but the fun kind of naughty. Like
admitting to someone you like that you want to try ass play and
hearing back from them that they're pleased you want to talk about
ass play. It made you want to get down to the part where she puts a
finger in your butt.

We drank bourbon and I complimented her
tattoos and she pulled her blouse off one shoulder for me to admire
the design, a fairy with spiral wings that ran all the way down her
shoulder blades. A matching fairy was on the other side. In the dim
light of the bar, they pulsed and gently glowed and looked almost
alive. They also lit her soft round face dramatically from beneath.
I wanted her so badly.

"Are those the only ones you have?" I asked
it so transparently, so obviously interested in something (pussy)
that wasn't just tattoo placement (pussy) that even I knew it was a
clumsy attempt.

Quinne just smiled in reply. "I'm sorely
tempted to let you find out."

Given my attitude towards men in the
bedroom, the next thought came as something of a surprise to me. I
didn't want to be the one in charge if we went to bed together. She
was so collected and self-assured, and I liked her tattoos and her
confidence. I wanted to let this younger beauty call the shots. I
wanted it badly enough that I felt a little mess in my underwear.
"I... really like how you talk."

"Do you go to bed with many women?"

"No."

"But you prefer it?"

"Yes."

"Yeah. You're gay enough for me."

I felt a hot rush to my crotch and my face
when she said those words again. I must have had the look all over
my face, too, because she instantly smiled. Her hand found mine
under the table and guided it to rest on her knee.

"You liked when I said that."

"Yes."

"You don't get to say things like that very
often."

"No."

"Well... say it for me."

I flushed. "Say what, exactly?"

"Tell me you're gay."

"I'm not strictly-speaking-"

"Fuck the dictionary definition. You've got
your hand on a pretty girl's knee. You want to put it higher. You
want to kiss me. You want to go back to my loft and roll around
naked with me and have me lick your pussy. It's not about semantics
right now. It's about the idea behind it. Say it out loud."

I was so wet I was worried about the white
skirt I was wearing. She'd taken control so quickly and it was
so wonderful the way she had. I wanted to say it.

"I'm gay enough for you."

"Quinne. And not for me. For you."

"Quinne, I'm gay."

"Yes you are, you gorgeous lezzy dyke. And I
want to fuck you. Do you need another drink, or are you ready to
get out of here?"

I was more than ready.

 


#

 


There wasn't much inside Quinne's loft and I
didn't much care or have that much time to really pay attention to
it. She had me pinned to the wall two minutes after we got in the
door. I dropped my keys somewhere by the kitchen and we didn't get
much farther than the couch before my blouse was off and she was
sucking on my breasts. The blouse and bra were strewn somewhere
unknown between the kitchen and sofa.

She had such enthusiasm. Such vigor.
Everything I tried to sit up or try to reciprocate, Quinne pushed
me back down on the couch with a dainty but insistent hand. The
last time she did it, she left a bright red mark on my pale
skin.

"You're forceful," I gasped while she teased
one of my very-sensitive nipples between her teeth."

"You love it."

I think my eyes must have widened, because
hers sparkled in the dim light of the room. Delight. Triumph. She
pinned my hands up above my head and ground her pelvis against
mine. I pushed back up urgently. I thought I heard the zipper of my
skirt give way. She heard it, too, and bent to kiss me hard on the
mouth. I groaned into the kiss.

"Seems like you're pretty hot for girls.
Ever been with one like me?"

"No," I admitted.

"But you like them young and pretty?"

Her hand found the side zip of the skirt and
gave it a hard yank. I gasped hotly. This rough and urgent play was
hitting all the spots I most wanted to be hit. "I just like them. I
just like you," I gasped.

She cooed and pulled the skirt down over my
hips and wasted no time. A caress of my leg drew upwards and higher
in one fell swoop to plant three fingers firmly over my mound.
Without even the slightest pause for permission, Quinne massaged
with those fingers. "So flattering," she teased. Her fingers
curled, burying my panties into the wet spot.

I groaned and Quinne pushed harder. With her
free hand, she undid her own top and pulled her hand away amid my
groans of reluctance to get it and her bra off. Then she bent
forward and put her firm, small breasts in my face. I opened my
mouth and licked at them urgently, but she always pulled the small
perky nipples back just out of range when I got close. "No fair," I
moaned. "I want those."

"Of course you do," Quinne said practically,
returning her hand to my legs and pushing in firmly and precisely.
Her thumb found my clit and rubbed it in gentle rhythmic patterns
while she sat straddled over me. "You're probably very used to
getting what you want. Aren't you, sweetness?"

I felt my ears get hot and the blood rush to
my cheeks. All the blood that wasn't rushing between my legs. My
halfhearted imagining that she might let me be on the bottom and
that I might like it was far from a hypothesis now. It was full
fact.

She obliged me, just a little. Her small
firm breasts bobbed low enough for the nipples to graze my lips and
I opened up and captured one hungrily. I sucked on it, gentle at
first but then with a little more vigor when I heard Quinne make a
happy sound. She dropped another inch lower and I sucked more of it
into my mouth. And then... it must have been my imagination, but I
could have sworn I tasted something. On the tip of that nipple.
Intensely sweet, like a sugar rush. So... so fucking good.

She lifted herself away and rubbed the
breast I'd been sucking on.  Strange. For a second, I'd
thought she had another bioluminescent tattoo on her breast. I'd
seen something glowing faintly blue there on the tip of the nipple.
But then it was gone and I was distracted by the next teasing brush
of a nipple I couldn't quite suck. "Did you like that, honey?"

"Yeah," I grunted, lifting my hips up to her
fingers.

The smack she gave my pussy was a light one,
but stung just enough to make her point. I grunted and dropped my
hips back to the couch with a frustrated little moan. "So greedy."
Quinne teased. "You don't really want to be in charge tonight, do
you, sweetness?"

I liked when she called me that. It was soft
and feminine and all the things I wasn't normally used to being in
the outside world. I closed my eyes in gentle enjoyment and was
just readying myself to ride another pleasure wave when a second
pussy-spank came, just as abruptly as the first and slightly
stronger. My eyes shot open and I sucked in air. It was like
walking into a table and the peculiar and uncomfortable sting took
a minute to die down.

"Answer me, honeypot. Answer me when I talk
to you."

"No. I don't want to be in charge."

"What's my name?"

"Quinne."

"From now on, it's Miss."

"Miss," I panted, and was rewarded with the
return of her thumb to my clit.

"Do you like calling me that, sweet?"

"Yes, Miss."

"I think you do. You're messing your panties
something terrible. I don't know if all this will come out in the
wash. Satin stains something terrible. I know from experience. I
borrowed a roommate's pair one time and got far too turned on while
wearing them."

I didn't ask about the roommate. I wanted to
just lift my hips up to her and beg her to pull them off. But I'd
already learned my first lesson from the other side of the power
relationship. I kept still and just looked up at her. "You can take
them off if you want, Miss."

She drew her hand back, about to give me
another smack, and I knew that's what it would be. But when she put
it back, she gave me the lightest of taps. "You can do better. You
know what you did wrong? Of course you do."

"I told you that you could do a thing if you
wanted. When you already know you can do anything."

The thumb pressed into the satin and pushed
it firmly over my clit until I moaned out loud, shamelesssly loud.
"Good girl, sweetness. You've played these kinds of games
before?"

"Yes, Miss."

Quinne bent down and kissed me. Her firm,
pointy nipples grazed mine and her mouth was hot and sweet when it
found mine. Her hand never left its place between my legs, and in
fact now rubbed and pushed my sensitive skin through the soiled
panties with a firm and strong purpose behind it. The kiss was so
good. I didn't want it to stop and it didn't, in fact, stop for a
good long while. When we finally parted, she smiled and stayed
leaning over me. "Something you want to ask me, pet?"

"Please take my panties off, Miss." God. It
felt so good to be like this. I couldn't do it very often, but this
girl was good at pushing my buttons. It was a fun game, not the
structured BDSM, and it was just a little test drive for being a
bottom. I knew myself and knew my heart and knew I couldn't do this
all the time, but that night it was just what I wanted and she gave
me just enough of it to keep my body tingling and my senses
humming.

Quinne frowned and brushed her lips
ever-so-gently over mine. "Oh, I'm not sure that's such a good
idea."

I couldn't help it, and squirmed and made a
plaintive moan. "Please, Miss. Please. I want you to take off my
wet sticky panties and play with my pussy some more." Gawd. Was
this what my bottoms felt like when I teased them? It was a drug,
this denial. I knew it objectively, I had my own versions of the
drug, but I was feeling it more intensely since I'd... sucked her
nipples?

"Why isn't it a good idea, Miss? Please, I
want it so bad. I'll be so good."

"Oh pet," Quinne chided me. "There's a
problem. If I get your panties off and look at your wet creamy
pussy, I'll want to fuck you. I really shouldn't do that. I'm not
sure you'd like it."

I'd not been so anxious to cum in years. I
didn't think I could be at my age. I was as horny as I'd been in my
college years, when I'd discovered I had kinky bents. Back then I
was certain I knew no one else in the computer science track who
might possibly be interested in a dishwater blonde with thick
glasses who was too shy to tell them she was into whips, chains,
and looking at girl-on-girl porn on her terminal. Lonely nights in
my dorm with my hands between my legs while thick Brazilian girls
and barely-legals scissored on the image projected in the corner of
my Gargoyle HUD were the last time I'd needed a hard loud cum as
badly as this.

"No. I want it. Please, Miss. Take them off.
I'd want you to fuck me. Fuck me bad."

She giggled and released my wrists, then
watched me expectantly. I didn't move my hands to touch her. "Oh
my. You do want to be good. But still, I don't think you'd
stay well behaved once we started fucking. Tell me, pet, have you
ever played with handcuffs?"

I spilled my fucking guts to her. I told her
about my dungeon. I told her about my strap-ons and how I had them
because while it was fun to turn the tables on a man, I really
owned a dozen different sizes and belts because I wanted to fuck
other girls. I told her more than I should have told anyone for a
woman in my position on a first date. But I couldn't help it. I was
high on my own horniness and this inked-up blue-haired pixie was
the kind of ass I'd been wanting to have for years. I needed it
tonight. Needed it worse than anything.

Quinne looked as though she were considering
and then led me by the nipple to her bedroom. She laid me on her
big four-poster bed and secured first my wrists and then my ankles
to the bed with fuzzy pink handcuffs that she made sure were so
tight that I couldn't hardly move. Then, when I was twisting
uselessly in my restraints, she took a pair of scissors from a
bedside table and cut my sopping underwear from me. I wasn't mad
about the destruction of my underwear. They were thoroughly ruined
and the idea of driving home sans panties after a night of fucking
a hot girl had me positively squirmy.

"Oh, look at you," Quinne teased, unclasping
her own skirt and pulling her tights down with it. She stood at the
side of the bed in a shockingly girly pair of cotton panties, the
kind with a cartoon character frolicking over the front. Her finger
dipped into my sex and came out coated in sticky whiteness. "What's
that they say? 'White is right?' That's most certainly you, pet.
This pie is pre-creamed."

I moaned in reply. The sight of her slight
frame in little girl panties was disturbing, not just for the image
of youth but also for the way I wanted them off. "Miss, will you
take those off, now?"

"I'm certain you don't want me to do that.
If I do, we're going to fuck, pet. I won't stop, even if you say
'no.' Those are the rules. I think you'd be much happier if I kept
them on and just tortured you for an hour until I made you cum
buckets all over my new duvet. And what a nice souvenir that'd be.
Melanie Sykes. My hero. Squirting all over my bed. I'd never wash
it."

"Please, Miss. I want us to fuck. You're so
hot. I want it so bad."

She smiled. Triumphant. It was a slightly
cruel smile. "If you're certain, pet. Remember. I can't take it
back."

"I know, Miss. I want it. Please."

"This wish I'll grant you, honey pot."

With that same feline smile, she hooked her
thumbs in the girlish panties and tugged them down.

I gasped. I twisted in my restraints mostly
from the shock of it, the sight of her erect penis, so cleverly
hidden in those now very explainably tight and concealing
underwear. "Oh my gawd."

She moved quickly, climbing on the bed and
laying on top of me to prevent the squirming from getting
excessive. "I know, pet, it's a bit of a shock. When I came out of
the cocoon, I wanted a smooth bump of a puss just like yours. But
Master Jonah says I have to earn that. And besides, he says I need
a cock to do the thralling. The nipples don't leak a big enough
dose. You'd have to nurse like an infant to be properly and
permanently mindfucked. But don't worry. The mindfuck feels so
good. Once you get the injection."

Something was terribly wrong. I didn't
understand half of what she'd just said, but I could read the
change in her tone of voice. This wasn't a game. This was something
else. An ambush. What? "Stop," I panted. "Explain."

"We were clear on the rules, pet," Quinne
chided. I felt the smooth and wet shape of a hard cock graze my
lips. "Once we start, there's no stopping. You chose this. I'm
sorry about the penis, but you were the one earlier promising you
weren't fully gay. So this worked out. You were, in fact, just the
right amount of gay for me."

"You're going to regret this. I'll press
charges. I'll-"

"Hush, pet. This is what you asked for." Her
thrust was firm and unrelenting. She entered me and I screamed
until I felt her teeth bite down hard on one of my nipples. When I
gagged from the sudden pain, She put her mouth on mine and forced
her tongue into my mouth. "Fuck, you're tight. You don't get much
dick," Quinne growled. "But you're so hot in there. Fuck. You're
going to be such a good plaything."

"Fuck you, you freak."

"Unkind. And you're the one being fucked."
She thrust over and over again, ignoring my screams and useless
thrashes on the tight restraints. "You'll feel better in a second,"
she said, strained, and then shouted herself. "FUCK."

I felt it. It was like a hot rush blooming
from my pussy and riding my veins straight to my heart and my
brain. I might have imagined it, but it seemed like the whole room
was glowing a little brighter blue, as if the light dimly radiating
from her intricate inkwork was getting brighter. Her nipples leaked
blue glowing liquid, and I saw a brighter glow between my legs.
None of this surprised or upset me.

I forgot a lot of things, then. I forgot my
restraints, I forgot this assault. I forgot the rest of the evening
or my life and responsibilities. I forgot to struggle. There was
only Miss Quinne, her voice in my ears and echoing in my head. So
beautiful. So controlling. I didn't want it to stop.

I didn't want to ever lose this feeling. Of
being beneath her. Of wanting to be on my knees for her. A good
plaything. A good pet. A willing fucktoy slut who would tell Miss
Quinne everything she asked and do every little thing she told me
to do.

If I was a good pet, a good sweetness honey
pot, Miss Quinne would keep me happy and cumming.

Cumming was the only thing that mattered any
more to me. I didn't need to even be Melanie Sykes anymore. I could
just be her Honey.

That was my name. Honey.

Honey didn't need to be restrained. Honey
wouldn't shout or yell or make Miss Quinne unhappy. Honey would
hold still for the slight pinpricky touch of Miss Quinne's hand.
Honey would stand up and hold still with the lights on while Miss
Quinne studied every little detail of her body. Honey would walk
and move and speak while Miss Quinne captured all her movements.
Honey was going to let Miss Quinne be Melanie now and that was
going to be fine. Honey didn't want to be Melanie Sykes anymore.
Too many big thoughts. Too much time standing and wearing clothes
when all Honey wanted to do was kneel and serve and get fucked by
Miss Quinne and her Master, Master Jonah.

Honey would be good and tell Master Jonah
all the things he needed to know about Seekr. Honey wanted Master
Jonah to be pleased with Miss Quinne.

Honey was such a good little slut.

Such a good little thrall.
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Tyrone surprised me just as I snapped the
briefcase shut. "Ariel already take off?"

I turned and instinctively blocked the
briefcase with my body. "Yeah, Boss. She went home."

He frowned, and for a moment I worried he
was doing it because he thought I was up to something I shouldn't
be up to. "Some guys in suits asking for her outside. Chinese guys,
maybe."

"Thai," I guessed. "The guy who freaked on
her was Thai, I'm almost certain."

Tyrone frowned deeper. "Yeah, I thought it
was a bad coincidence, too. These guys claim they're with the
owner, our current owner: Jonah McNally. I told them she went home
for the night and these dudes brought out all these legal contracts
that let them audit the books. On a Saturday night. I tried to stop
them, but they put the big man on the phone and he told me I had
to."

Something felt wrong. Really wrong. "Boss,
he doesn't know you're looking to jump to Vegas, right?"

"Naw, and there's nothing in the books that
will indicate that. I don't know what they want with Ariel, either.
I thought I'd come back and see what was what."

I thought I knew. Of course I'd been a
little careless. I'd been watching for Jonah and his girls, but I
couldn't be at the club all the time. I didn't always work the same
shifts as Ariel. I also never thought Jonah might have other
cronies in his club at night, some of them definitely on the
lookout for me, wearing Ariel's body. They were after me, but they
thought I looked like her. "Boss, I think she might be in
trouble."

"My thoughts exactly. Now what she's mixed
up in?"

I should have told him everything right
then. But telling him everything meant telling him that I wasn't
who he thought I was, and that I wasn't even really a woman
underneath it all. This wasn't the time to gently broach that
subject. And then there was the question of the briefcase. How had
they even gotten that inside the club? Tyrone couldn't be complicit
in this, could he?

He crossed to me, now, and put a hand on my
waist. I shivered. He was so big, when he pulled me tight to him, I
couldn't fight the pleasant shiver of contentment that always came
over me. Damn him for making me feel this way. Being this close to
him made me feel like it'd be fine to be his Lacey the rest of my
natural life.

Ever since the night in the hotel room, I'd
been seriously considering it, too. The life of a stripper had a
short fuse on it, but the woman of a powerful businessman about to
launch a probably very popular new venture in the center of Sin
City? That could be a life. If there was any way to avoid leaving
flaming wreckage in my wake at all times, I had to take it.

"Babygirl, I got a feeling there's shit
going down here that I ain't privy to," Tyrone said to me quietly.
"You ladies got your lives and your secrets and by and large that's
cool with me. What I gotta insist on, however, is some transparency
when it comes to the safety and integrity of my institution here.
Thugs looking for Ariel and wanting to go through my books at the
middle of the night on McNally's orders? I'm, in a word,
concerned."

"I don't think they're looking for your
financials, Boss. I think they wanted Ariel's paperwork. They
wanted her address."

Tyrone's entire demeanor changed. The thug
affectations left his voice and his posture lost some of the
swagger so he could stand up straight. "We're going. Right now.
Thirty seconds to put on some clothes."

This was almost assuredly not going to work
for me. "You need to stay here. I might be wrong. They might be
looking for evidence you're double-crossing Jonah. I'll go watch
Ariel. Stay here and protect your interests. Just give me her
address and your car."

His left eyebrow flew all the way up. "I'm
giving you my car?"

"Please, Boss," I said while tugging on a
pair of track pants and a hoodie over my bare chest. "She might be
in trouble. You can trust me." Saying that hurt the most.

Tyrone went back to frowning but then
reached into his pocket and tossed me a shiny chrome fob. He took
out his mobile. "I'll text you her address. She's downtown, not
that far from here."

I shoved my feet into a pair of sneakers I
kept in my locker - those would be more useful than the heels I'd
worn to work. "Thanks, Boss."

"Lacey?"

"Yes?"

"You're gonna come clean with me once you
know she's safe. That's a promise you're gonna make me."

His face wasn't stern or commanding. It was
just a man's face, a man who didn't like the idea a woman he'd
grown close to was facing something dark he'd been kept from. The
look stopped me in my tracks. I paused and just stared at him,
fighting the storm of emotions suddenly roiling inside of me.
"Yeah. I will, Daddy."

I did two things without really thinking
about them. Firstly, I impulsively rushed forward to kiss him. It
was a kiss that was full of a lot of things. It was made of my fear
at what might be happening to an innocent woman. It had my genuine
feelings for Tyrone and our infant relationship mixed in, as well.
It had the promise I'd come back and remove the secrets between us
just as soon as I was able. It also had the second thing I'd done
in there.

The HUD confirmed the transfer while our
mouths were locked. Tyrone's tongue touched mine and we swapped a
fair amount of fluids. Some of those fluids had something else in
them. Not much. But maybe a tiny little protection. Call it an
inoculation.

Then I parted from him and headed for the
dancer's exit at the rear of the dressing room. The briefcase I
took with me, hiding it under my dance bag.

"Lacey!"

Damn. He'd seen. I paused and looked over my
shoulder.

"There's a piece in the glove compartment.
It's not registered. I wouldn't have said anything, but since you
never told me you knew martial arts, I figure you might also know
how to handle a shock-round."

I couldn't help but smile. "Boss, I got
stuff to tell you. I promise I will."

"Boss?"

I smiled. "Tyrone. Daddy."

"Keep that cute ass in one piece. And
call me."

I turned and took off before Tyrone could
see me getting a little unexpectedly emotional.
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The address Tyrone gave me was on the border
of skid row, in a renovated loft complex that was popular with the
arts crowd. The choice didn't quite match with Ariel's probable
income, but this was the only address she'd ever given Tyrone. I
got there in no time flat. Tyrone's ride was a real dream to drive,
and super customized. I let it take care of the highway driving and
took manual back only when we got close to the neighborhood, in
case some extraordinary driving might be necessary. I don't know
what I was expecting, but recall I had been up all night the night
before watching action movies. I guess I was worried about an
ambush or a tire-squealing chase.

The neighborhood was quiet when my GPS
guidance alerted me I'd found the building. I let Tyrone's ride
handle the parallel parking on the narrow downtown streets and
exited the vehicle. At the last minute, I opened his glove
compartment and took out the large chrome pistol inside. It was
ornate for a handgun, the kind of thing mostly for gangster
posturing, but I saw he was correct. It was retrofitted from a
ballistic weapon to a pulse weapon and loaded with non-lethal
shock-rounds. That was Tyrone, all right. Big and tough on the
outside and a surprisingly human person right underneath. We all
had our camouflages, I thought to myself on the way into
Ariel's building. Maybe Tyrone would understand far better than I
gave him credit for doing.

Tyrone's text had Ariel in apartment 302, on
the third floor. I took the stairs out of habit (gotta keep those
legs toned, get the workouts where you can get them) and was
grateful that I did. Two men in dark suits, one toting a briefcase,
were just exiting the elevator when I came out of the stairwell.
They spoke back and forth to each other in the rapid and
unmistakable sing-song inflection that makes Thai so easy to
recognize to even novice ears. They were just outside 302.

I didn't know what I was going to do next?
Draw the gun? Just yell and hope they left? Actually shoot one of
them?

They made the decision for me. Subtlety was
not in these guys' wheelhouse. One kicked in the door while the
other drew a weapon and began rapidly shouting. There was no other
sound from the hallway. This was still a bad neighborhood. People
in this building knew better than to get in any kind of crossfire.
Which left me.

I'd never fired a weapon in my life. I'd
certainly never attacked another human being in anger. But I'd
seen it done on TV all day long and I had a pretty good
mapping to rely on. My muscles would do what needed doing. That
left the matter of whether it was right.

These men were breaking down the door no
doubt at Jonah's behest to harm a girl they thought was me. This
was all my fault. Ariel was innocent of this and did not deserve
it. I found the safety switch on the gun, pulled it down, and
chased after the two men.

One heard me coming. He stepped back out
into the hallway and raised a stun baton of some kind. I didn't
hesitate and loosed a pair of stunner bolts from the gun. The first
grazed his shoulder. The second landed square in the chest and
threw him backwards.

I was more or less a passenger in my body
for this part. I'd ceded full control to MonkeySee, letting it
guide my movements. After I'd missed the first time, the
Flux-driven AI learned everything it needed to learn about recoil
and compensation and just that quickly made sure the aim on the
second shot was true. I just watched.

I made it to the doorway, heard Ariel shout,
and then heard the remaining man say gruffly. "On the floor. Now,
now!"

I stepped from cover, pivoting on one toe,
found him in my sights, and fired.

He went down, but his gun went off, and his
wasn't a stunner. The shot splintered wood near the doorway and I
felt something sharp nick my cheek. The sting came a short time
later along with something warm and wet. I didn't stop, though. I
hurried into the room, kicked the gun free from the downed man's
hand, and found Ariel, still in her warmups, huddled in the corner
of her small studio kitchen. When she saw me, her terror became
confusion.

"Nikki? What the hell?"

"Put some things in a bag," I told her
simply. "And any cash you've got hidden away."

"What the fuck are you doing here? Is that
Tyrone's gun?"

"It's really not safe for you here," I told
her urgently. "Please come with me. I'll tell you everything."

She didn't move.

"Please let me help you," I repeated. "This
is really all my fault."
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We drove back to my place, though I didn't
dare stay there for much longer, either. Into a suitcase went the
expensive tech I'd been saving up, some of Lacey's best clothes,
and all the money and paychits I'd been hiding in sock drawers
rather than risk depositing in a bank. My KWS terminal went into
the topmost pocket.

Ariel was mostly silent on the drive over.
By the time I was halfway through packing, she was talking again.
Most of this was just swearing and demands to know what the fuck
was happening. When I was mostly done packing, this turned more
into a conversation in which she was interested in my
participation. She had a lot of questions. I explained in the order
I judged easiest for her to comprehend. It was, I realize, also the
most cowardly order, since it left the question of who I really was
and why those men had been so interested in her for the very
end.

I got to that part just as I was making a
last sweep of an apartment I worried I'd not ever be able to come
back to. I stopped what I was doing and braced for... what?
Screaming? Hitting? Abuse of any kind was more than deserved. What
I wasn't expecting was the sort of cold, empty look Ariel now gave
me.

"You're telling me that under all that...
you're a guy?"

"Somewhere. Yes."

"Was that you I met that afternoon in the
club? The real you?"

"Mostly. I'd been dressed up as a girl the
night before. I had that haircut and still had some of the makeup
on. You assumed I was a rock star."

"That was months ago. How much of that time
did you spend as a guy again after that?"

"About a half hour after I left you."

She nodded quietly. "Is there any liquor in
this place?"

"Not a really good time for that. We need to
stay kind of sharp."

"Those guys who came for me were looking for
you? Because they think you killed that guy?"

I turned to look at her and stopped my
frantic sweep. She deserved my full attention. "I think there's
more to it than that. Those guys weren't cops. I think they worked
for... I think they worked for the real killer."

Ariel shook her head. "I'm sorry, this is
just all a little too wild for me. I mean, you shot some guys
trying to break into my place. It's just the rest of it. It doesn't
even seem possible. And as for why you'd even care-"

"Because I stole from you," I said simply. I
was going to say more, but something distracted me in the corner of
my eye.

Ariel's look darkened. "How long did you
wear my body?"

"A couple of days."

"You showered in it."

"Yes."

"Looked at it."

"Yes."

"Touched it?"

"...yes."

"Fucked in it."

I forgot about the distraction. Her face was
dark and ominously still.

"Yes. I had sex in a copy of your body."

She looked away first. "That's really
fucked-up. You have to imagine it from my perspective for a moment.
Don't you see how fucked-up that is? My body, supposed to be
the only one exactly like it in the whole world, the one I'm
supposed to make all the decisions for because it's mine and it's
special. And while I'm asleep you used it to boink some dude in the
shower?"

"I've been thinking about all that... If
it's any consolation, the shower sex was awful. Painful
and...weird." It was the wrong time to try and lighten the mood.
Her features clouded.

"The body you're wearing right now. That's
someone's too, isn't it? And she's probably not a stripper like me,
who at least sort of was cool with strangers perving at her naked
body."

I felt a growing pit in my stomach. I'd been
thinking all of these things, obviously, but when Ariel came right
out and said them, they had an upsetting stark naked truth to them
that was uncomfortable to ignore. "You're right, okay? You're
fucking right. Every decision I've made since meeting you has been
absolutely the wrong one. I got seduced by the sensation and the
money and the excitement and when I got in over my head, I thought
I could fix it all myself.

"I'm sorry I took your body. I'm sorry I got
you mixed up in all of this. I'm really sorry that I'm hiding in
the body of a stranger whose name I never even learned and that
I've been doing the things I've been doing with it, but I had no
place else to go, and then staying there and keeping this body
became my best chance of fixing it. I'm a terrible
person, Ariel. I'm keeping score and I'm way in the red to a whole
hell of a lot of people."

I was crying by the end of it. You know the
angry kind of shouting cry, the kind where you didn't mean to turn
on the waterworks, but while you were busy being angry somehow a
signal got crossed and you started leaking? That kind. When I was
done speaking I took a deep breath and blinked away the worst of
it. But the distraction was back and we couldn't do any more of
this.

"You just saved my life. Maybe twice
tonight," she said before I could interrupt her. "That's why I'm
standing here right now."

"You can't stand there any more, though," I
said quietly.

"Why not?"

"Because we need to go. There's someone
trying to break into Tyrone's car." The alerts from the car were
routed to the fob and had automatically paired with my HUD. I'd
just gotten the glass-breakage notice. I thanked the foresight that
had led me to bring the confiscated briefcase up in the apartment
with me. Time was short. I took the gun out of my track pants
waistband and hefted the briefcase with the other. "I need you to
carry my stuff. Stay right behind me."

"Where are we going?"

"Backup Plan A."
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There was no one in the stairwell and no one
covering the back exit to my complex. So we weren't dealing with
top-shelf professionals. Whoever these guys were, they were just
getting started or trying not to spend a lot of money. But they
knew enough to be dangerous. And that was bad enough for right now.
More than bad enough.

I'd been cabbing this whole time because I
hadn't had the time to sort out the business of having a car, but
that didn't mean I didn't own the car. It was a simple
four-door sedan with only the most basic of automation features,
but the real issue had always just been tying the car to Nikki. If
I was seen driving it, people around the club, including maybe
Jonah and his people but also just stalkers would know it was mine
and could trace the car to identify me. But there was a car, and if
these guys had followed or traced me here, the address was blown
anyway. I got my stuff stowed and persuaded Ariel to get inside and
we left, silently, without another incident of gunfire.

"Okay," said Ariel once automation took over
on the highways, "I'm convinced some bad shit is going down. What
do we do about it?"

I shifted in my seat. "We put a stop to
it."

"How?"

"How do you think I know how to use a gun?
Or learn your routines? I've been getting control of this thing in
me and I can make it work for me now."

Ariel snorted. "You've seen too many movies.
No single person going charging in somewhere with a shock-round gun
is going to resolve this mess in a hail of gunfire and then walk
away with a big explosion behind her and have it all work out
happily ever after."

Actually, I had been thinking this was more
or less exactly what was going to happen. I tried to play it cool.
"Obviously, there's more to it than that."

At this, Ariel threw her head back and
laughed long and loud. It was shocking and unexpected given our
circumstances, but she cackled a good long time, enough so that my
cheeks burned just a little.

"What?" I asked finally. "What's so
funny?"

"That's the proof right there. You have big
round tits and a smooth shaved cooter I've seen plenty of times.
You have tons of sex in your strut and I'm SURE you've had Tyrone's
dick down your pretty little throat on more than one occasion.
You've been catty in the dressing room and you've tried to undercut
me at least once that I know of-"

"I can explain that-"

"Lemme finish. In short, you've done an
expert level job of making me think you were an honest-to-god
bitch, same as me. But that plan proves it. Everything tonight
proves it. Being the knight in shining armor, coming to rescue and
protect the beautiful stripper you have wronged? Waving a gun
around and trusting computers and cars and guns will solve your
problem? Not having a plan beyond 'getting even?' You are SO a guy.
You can dress yourself up as pretty as you want. There's just a
nerdy guy underneath there, isn't there?" She giggled again.

I wanted to laugh, too. There had been a lot
of stress, a lot of fear, and a lot of relief at finally getting to
share my secret with someone, anyone. And it was nice to see Ariel
look at me with an expression other than disgust or contempt. And
it was true. The person riding inside was Lyle Estevez,
even-tempered computer programmer and failed entrepreneur whose
longest relationship with a woman had turned out to be kind of a
hollow empty one that proved he didn't know much about women at
all. So I wanted to laugh, but some of what Ariel said hurt a
little.

The truth was that I had been feeling
comfortable in this body. I'd been feeling comfortable in this
life. There were downsides. Urinating was so much more complicated
in any number of ways. I learned after about 28 days in the body
that the genetic rewire was accurate enough that I had a... fully
functional uterus and all the fun and horror that went along with
that. Even with my enhancements, I was keenly aware of the
incredible vulnerability and fear response that came with me
whenever I went somewhere alone.

But I was happy, too. I liked the upsides.
In the months of being Lacey Scott Lee who danced as Nikki, I found
myself thinking that I could stay like this. Once it was over.
Lacey had a future. Lyle's was nothing but burnt embers. To hear
Ariel cut away the disguise and point out the obvious was... deeply
discouraging. Disappointing.

Ariel seemed to sense that something was the
matter, though she probably had no clue just what that was. "Hey.
That doesn't mean I'm not grateful. What do you think those guys
were going to do to me?"

I looked straight ahead. "Nothing good. Kill
you if you were lucky."

"And if I was unlucky? Be straight with
me."

The car was still on the highway. It
estimated five minutes before it exited and I'd need to take manual
for the surface streets. "You want me to be straight? Here it goes:
your face is on those Hawaii security tapes. I know you've been
cleared by law enforcement. You have an alibi - you were at the
club while I was in Hawaii with Everett. But that doesn't matter to
this Jonah guy. It doesn't matter to the Thai guys I've seen
hanging around the club. You look like the one they're after. And
now they can connect the busty Asian girl who stunned two of them
in your apartment with the girl who just happened to be there the
night one of Jonah's girls went haywire. There's very little the
two of us can do looking like we do."

She frowned slightly. "You're going to ditch
the body. Aren't you?"

"If we looked different, we could both stay
a step ahead of them for a little longer. Long enough to have a
better plan. Not a guy plan."

She smiled a little at this, and I think I
smiled back at her. "That's fine for you, you've got a
body-stealing rig. I don't know if dying my hair will really do the
trick."

"You asked what they would have done if they
hadn't killed you. I have a guess. Your fella who freaked out
during the lapdance? I have his briefcase."

"I saw."

"There's a gadget in there. The
gadget. There were three pieces. Two are the ones I have. The
third, a weird silver bullet-shaped thing that looks kind of like a
sex toy... I dunno. But if I had a guess, I'd say it's the piece
that makes you fully-controllable. Like those human fuckdolls Jonah
kept by his side. I think that's why he bought Tyrone's club. 'I
make dreamgirls,' he said to me that night."

Ariel stared out the window. "Oh fuck."

"The little guy just lost it. I don't think
that one was meant for you. I think he was supposed to be
delivering it and you distracted him in that expert way you have of
distracting men. And then his dick got the better of him. He was
like a little kid. I don't know if he'd ever even seen a
woman do the things you were doing. It overloaded him. He knew what
was in his suitcase and he decided he was going to put it in
you."

Ariel held up her wrists. "Yeah, but I'm not
some super tech-savvy girl who can afford biotech. I don't have the
sockets."

I set my jaw. The car signaled it was time
to take the wheel and I did, fixing my attention on the road. "Not
to be indelicate, but that third gadget? The silver bullet? You've
got a 'socket' or two that one probably fits into just fine."

It took her a second, and then she closed
her thighs instinctively. "Fuck."

"That was his plan, I'm almost certain. And
as for the rest? This is up to you, but you realize the safest
thing for you right now would be to have the gadget and be someone
else for a while?"

"You said it was dangerous."

"I can patch it like I did mine. You'd be in
full control."

"I still don't have the parts."

I drove the car down a small alley and
stopped in front of a big garage door. Blue neon glowed behind it.
On my terminal, I sent an encrypted message. "About that..."

The door rolled open and a man stepped out
with a bandana over half his face. He waves us in solemnly. I
goosed the accelerator and in we rolled. Ariel whispered fiercely.
"Nikki? Lyle? Whatever your name is. Where did you take us?"

The garage door rolled shut behind us. I
rolled down the window and the man with the bandana leaned in
through the window. "There's my Tokyo cutie. I'm not done with the
icebreaking yet, honey. It's gonna be at least another day. I
told you-"

"Hey, Nickels," I said smoothly. "I
do need that icebreak, but we've got a little time. My
friend here needs some ports. You've got a chair, right?"

Beside me, Ariel whispered. "Oh fuck,
no."
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When I woke up I felt instantly lighter and
happier than I can remember feeling at any other point in my life.
That's not the only thing I felt, though.

I woke up horny. I don't recall the last
time my eyes popped open after a long sleep and I could instantly
feel my pussy wanting attention. Maybe it happened now and then, in
those first twilight moments between sleep and wakefulness, but the
day's responsibilities and stresses usually swept in to mask them
almost right away.

That didn't happen that morning. Instead,
the low nagging thrum between my legs got my attention and all my
available thoughts and did not allow anything else to upstage it. I
rolled over and put a hand between my legs and discovered that I
was completely naked.

"Hello, Honey," a bright voice said
somewhere near to me.

I blinked sleep from my eyes and found I was
sleeping next to a beautiful blonde. Her hair was curled and looked
as though she couldn't have been sleeping on it. Her makeup was
also just as flawless. What she'd been wearing to "bed" was a
hundred times less practical. It was a sheer negligee trimmed in
white and pink fur that tied just below her bounteous breasts and
opened to bare her tight creamy stomach and cute, perfect navel.
Her hide hips held a scrap of matching sheer panty taut against her
skin. It was a "nightie" intended for not getting one wink of sleep
in, but she really did look like she'd just awakened.

"Who are you?" I croaked, shocked to find my
voice was froggy. Had I been drugged? Where was I? What had I been
doing before...

Quinne.

I twisted on the bed, sitting up and
preparing to make a dash for freedom.

"Whoa, easy, pretty. Take a minute, Honey,
you're okay. Everything's fine." The blonde touched my arm and
tightened an impressively strong grip around my wrist. "Honey. Look
at me. Relax and remember."

And I did remember. They were such good
memories.

<This is who you are. This is the only
way you ever want to be. So good. So pleasing. So owned.>

The words burned in front of my eyes, but
they were so welcoming. So easy to believe.

I stopped struggling and the blonde gave me
a happy, perky smile. "See? Better."

It was better. That gentle little plea for
attention my pussy awakened me with got stronger and more
satisfying. It was like having a really good vibe hidden in your
panties. The kind you wear to work with the remote somewhere
discrete for when you want a really big thrill. Everyone does that.
Right?

"I don't know where I am," I said in an
unsteady voice. "And I'm thirsty."

The blonde smiled. "You're in Master's home,
Honey. We haven't met yet. We're...sort of sisters, but
maybe not really. I don't know what Quinne's intending to do with
you. But she told me I'm in charge of making you presentable. My
name is Dahlia." She slid off the bed and opened a small fridge
under the minibar I now noticed this expensive bedroom had in one
alcove. She passed me a bottle of water and gave me a perky smile.
"Here. Drink it all. Sometimes the cocoon makes people really
thirsty. I sort of remember that, but it's been a while since I've
been in one."

I blinked. "Cocoon?"

She giggled. "You made a mess. But luckily
it cleans up easily. It'll be one of the first things you
learn."

I guzzled the water while I followed her
gaze and saw that the bed I'd been laying on was covered in small
green shards of some kind, all around a human-shaped outline. "I
don't understand..."

Her eyes lit up. "Oh yes, you must be so
excited. Come look." Her hand found mine and she pulled me back
down to a laying position so that I was looking at the ceiling.
There was a mirror on the ceiling, installed for the usual reasons
a person who has a woman like Dahlia installs a mirror in the
ceiling.

I saw myself and gasped.

I was me and was not me all at once.

My small boyish hips were now a little wider
and curving down to creamy white thighs. A powder-puff of blonde
hair sat carefully groomed between my legs. My waist meanwhile
tapered more than it had in a while and my perfectly nice-sized
breasts had swollen a cup size easily, so that they collapsed with
gravity against my prone body.

My face was no longer the sharp-lined one I
was used to greeting in the mirror, either. My eyes were now a dark
chocolate brown and a little wider. Pink glossy lips pouted back at
me while bouncy ringlets of blonde hair cascaded down around my
well-defined collarbone.

It wasn't me anymore, and yet it was
possible to imagine that I had been underneath all that if I'd made
every possible different decision with my life. Dahlia crawled up
next to me and drew a finger over the tight muscles of my flat
stomach. I would have stopped her, but it actually felt...really
good. "Master had the pattern saved. She's a playmate he met and
had me acquire the pattern from during a party last month. I'm
jealous. I wanted to try her on. Sometimes these big titters I have
can be so inconvenient." For accent, she bounced them up and down
with her palms and gave me a little wink.

<It'll be so easy to just do what she
says. Let her make you into a perfect little dreamgirl. For Master.
For Miss Quinne. Miss Quinne would be so happy. Want to make Miss
Quinne happy. Be a good little bimbo fucktoy slut.>

"I don't understand," I stammered. The sight
in the mirror was transfixing, and the soft touch and tickle of her
words in my ear were so incredibly pleasing. Seductive. Blonde
barbies like Dahlia weren't really my thing. I like them edgier
like Quinne had been.

Quinne.

Even thinking about Miss Quinne-

<She's your Miss. You'll obey her. Be so
good for her. So hot to be her dreamgirl. So much easier to be on
the bottom. On your knees. Your beautiful slut knees.>

I moaned out loud and Dahlia giggled,
rolling on top of me and straddling my body with hers. Her lips
danced teasingly over mine and her tongue traced a gentle circle
around my own trembling lips. I was in the throes of ecstasy all of
a sudden. I wanted to moan and fuck and groan. The feel of her
heavy soft breasts mashing against my own, transferring warmth
through the thin sheer fabric of her babydoll... it was
heavenly.

"Honey. Your name is Honey. Do you remember,
now?"

"Yes," I moaned.

"You got a special gift, Honey. Master had
the full rig put in you. You're just like me. The blue cum helps,
but the implant will make sure you're always perfect and always
obedient and always horny for him. It even feels good to think
about submitting. Try it. Think about being Quinne's obedient
fuckslave."

I couldn't help it. I made a low, throaty
slut noise I usually only make in the privacy of my own jacuzzi
tub. The smile Dahlia gave me was accompanied by a heavy happy buzz
deep in my sex - nestled right up against my G-spot, it felt
like.

<Better. Want it like this. Want to let
it do the thinking. Just be good. Don't think. Just be. Happy.
simple. Obedient. Always horny.>

I moaned again.

<Always wanting to cum. Cumming hardest
from being a good slave.>

The humming throb got worse. I kissed Dahlia
harder just to have more sensation. I shut my eyes, but the words
and the voice inside of me didn't go away. If anything, they only
got louder and more focused.

<Not in charge anymore. Not on top. Too
boring. Too much work. So much easier, such a harder cum from
realizing you belong here. On your knees. Open and ready to be
filled. Serve. Want a collar and a leash. Want to be taken out and
shown off. Want to tell the world you're owned. Slave. Toy.
Doll.>

"...slave," I groaned before I realize what
I was saying or that it was loud enough for Dahlia to hear. When I
said it, though, my hips lifted up and quaked on their own and my
first orgasm as Honey was mind-wipingly intense. As I shook in
unexpected wave after wave of pleasure, Dahlia kept me pinned
beneath her and just giggled. Her hand went between my legs and
rubbed roughly to prolong the intensity and duration of the
orgasm.

I have no idea how long it went on. It was
artificially long and intense, that much was perfectly obvious. I
wasn't angry, suddenly. I was pleased. Delighted. Grateful,
even.

At last I was done and there was a big wet
patch in the middle of the bed. Dahlia pulled me gently from the
bed and led me with purpose to one of the big double doors in the
room. "I like to start every day like that," she confided while
pulling the doors wide, leading me into a closet the size of a
normal person's bedroom.

It was filled with nothing but shoes. We
walked past it and through a second set of doors into a room filled
with nothing but lingerie and sex toys. It put my own little
dungeon to shame. "The affirmation of who I am, what I'm for, and
then a good hard cum as a reward is absolutely the best way to make
sure I start the day out right," Dahlia continued. "But now you're
up and you need to get dressed. You'll want to look good for Quinne
when she gets home from a hard day of work."

The decision of how to dress me took some
time. Dahlia had several ideas, but she kept studying me and my
face and frowning. "What's the matter?" I finally asked her.

"You're still fighting it," she said simply.
"I think you need some more hands-on time to really know how good
it feels. Now. If you do everything I say, I'll help you cum again
and it'll make the other one seem like a little one-off."

<Want to cum again. Want to do everything
she says. Be good. Obey.>

The electric rush that went through me next
was almost paralytic. My spine stiffened and I felt my jaw go
slack, my lips parting ever so slightly as my suddenly keyed-up
body fought to control an unexplained wave of arousal.

When Dahlia saw this, her smile broadened.
"Better. I was worried for a second. But now I think I know just
what you need." She opened a drawer and had me step into a pair
white sheer underwear with pink ruffles all over the bottom. In my
new rounder bottom, they puffed out cutely. Being dressed by her
gave me more pleasant little quakes as rewards and after she had me
in white stockings and a matching petticoat, I was holding
perfectly still to be dressed like a good little dolly. The black
dress went next, strapless, with white trim and an almost corset
top that gathered my breasts and presented them with all the
cleavage they could form. As a finishing touch, Dahlia fitted a
little white hat in my blonde curls and issued me a feather duster
before having me step into a pair of high black patent leather
shoes.

"Perfect," she declared. "The house has gone
to pot ever since Master promoted me from me and...my sister from
maid duties. I think it'd please my new sister Quinne to see her
new pet working hard. You can start with the bed."

<Be good. So good. Want to be perfect for
her. For Miss. For Master.>

I did want to be good, but even as I bent at
the waist to start sweeping up the shards of my own messy cocoon
from the bedcovers I'd also need to wash my own naughty girl
sploosh out of, something was wrong. Something I didn't dare tell
gorgeous and happy Dahlia about.

I was still, somewhere in there, me.

Honey was at the controls. Honey loved
wearing the poofy maid skirt that rose up in the back to flash my
ruffled butt at anyone who might be looking every time I bent to
clean. Honey loved the feeling of getting on her knees and bending
over to really scrub the baseboards of the halls of Master Jonah's
mansion. Honey about creamed her new pretty panties every time
Dahlia praised her hard work and obedience.

But I, Melanie Sykes, wasn't gone. I was a
helpless passenger, along for the ride. I cringed with every photo
Dahlia snapped, especially the lewd ones she made me take when the
cleaning of the east wing was done, when I wanted to just collapse
on the bed and close my eyes instead of posing provocatively on the
staircase with the camera aimed up my skirt. I wanted to scream
when Dahlia led me to a different bedroom and had me strip out of
the flirtatious maid costume, all while she took even more photos
("for Miss Quinne to be proud of you while she's doing your big
girl work for you") and said ever more degrading things to me.

And then she took it further.

She dressed me in a leather harness, the
straps wrapping around the lips of my vulva and exposing them
prominently, just as similar straps pinched and exposed my bared
breasts. The winding leather bits met around my neck and locked
into place with a heavy buckle. I was not given shoes. Instead,
Dahlia picked up an object I knew all too well and presented it to
me with a smile. "Now open wide, Dolly. This is for your own good,
Honey. You need to feel more comfortable in your new life's
position. Say it with me now? 'I'm on the bottom.' Go on and say
it."

<Do everything she asks and cum so hard
like a good slut does. Cum, cum, cum.>

"I'm on the bottom," Honey said for me,
while Melanie shrieked in rage in the tiny little pocket inside her
head. Then there was no more talking out loud and no more room for
screaming anywhere but in the empty vacuum of my own head. I tasted
new rubber and was mortified when my body didn't even struggle
while the heavy red ball gag got secured in place.

"Knees, slutty Honey," Dahlia said
quietly.

To my knees I got. Honey was pleased, ever
so much happier down on her knees in her slutty little outfit,
showing off how owned she was. Showing off all her fuckparts,
aroused and ready for use.

Melanie wept.

I was upset because this was shameful,
maybe, but it was more than that. After all, I was in this blonde
model's body, not the body of Melanie Sykes. We bore no more than a
passing resemblance to each other. No, the reason I was truly
breaking was because I just knew the image I saw of myself
reflected in the mirrored closet doors of this bondage dress-up
room was the image many of the men in my life had long coveted
seeing with their own eyes.

Tough, dominant Melanie Sykes. Brought to
her knees and showing off her puffy, leaking fuckhole that was just
aching for a deep dicking this whole time. Melanie Sykes who
buggered her own chairman of the board and called him filthy names
until he spewed his seed over her bondage horse and blubbered his
intense desire to always make Miss Melanie happy. That same Melanie
Sykes now bending over for Dahlia and showing off her own needy
rectum, only too happy to have a man's hard dick shoved in until
she learned her true place.

<The true place of any greedy slut.
Pleasing a big hard dick.>

While I watched the words, I gradually lost
track of myself. I still had the distinct sense of being Melanie,
but I was now passenger even in my own mind, the images even in
this mental retreat no longer mine to control. I'd do whatever the
words, whatever Dahlia, whatever Quinne and her mysterious master
wanted. Maybe I'd already done them.

These visions of myself in a back alley,
admitting to a pair of drunken fraternity brothers that I was the
CEO of Seekr and that I wanted to seek the cum in their balls, have
it seek my tits, my face, my expensive suit - were they desires or
memories?

Even if they were only desires, I realized
with mounting horror... they'd be memories soon enough.

This was my new life. I was theirs.

I never stopped to wonder why no one was
looking for me. I didn't even think to ask until later that
evening, when Miss Quinne came home... wearing the body of Melanie
Sykes.
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Nickels got Ariel set up in the surgical
chair and gave her a nice healthy amount of sedative. For a
degenerate underground hacker and illegal bodymodder, Nickels had a
surprisingly gentle bedside manner. He was also pretty
knowledgeable in the field of employing the right doses of various
pharmacological agents. Ariel didn't even threaten to cut his balls
off if he did anything wrong after the third injection.

When she was fully under and it was safe to
let the chair do its work, Nickels and I talked shop. "Bonita,
darling, I cannot help but notice the strong resemblance yonder
lass bears to wanted posters, assorted and sundry, that have
circulated in the wake of one Everett Janson's untimely
demise."

"The world's a funny place, Nickels.
Doppelgangers are getting more and more common."

"Lord only knows I should not question my
stars or good fortune when a lovely thing like yourself comes
wiggling into my shop for the second time in a month. A pair of
cantaloupes that would stop time itself on a body that gorgeously
petite and I shouldn't ask too many questions. I certainly
shouldn't ask why a hottie like this happens to have a datacard
with some serious ice that needs breaking on it. I should just
count myself lucky those fog horns brushed gently against my
nervous fingers when handing over the card. And when that broken
ice starts to resemble a superuser-level backdoor into a trusted
financial network? No, miss thang, Nickels doesn't like to ask
questions."

This called for leaning forward. I wanted to
be closer to him, really establish some eye contact. I also wanted
to let the aforementioned "fog horns" graze his shoulder, just in
case this was plain and simple extortion instead of a hacker with a
case of the jitters. "That's why I like you, Nickels. That's why
you get my business. Speaking of which-"

I'd gotten into the habit of carrying a
little cash inside my bra. Thankfully, having breasts that size
left room in the bra for enough cash to pay Nickels off for Ariel's
tuneup plus a little extra for the icebreaking. I'd have preferred
to give him one of the still semi-traceable paychits I had
liberated from my sock drawer, but those weren't in my bra. It was
important for my continued discreet business relationship with
Nickels that he be paid in currency that had recently been in
contact with my breasts.

When he took the cash, Nickels took a long,
deep sniff. It wasn't about the smell of money, I knew. It was
about the smell of my tits. I didn't care. So long as he kept his
mouth shut.

"I'm becoming over all forgetful and
foggy-like," Nickels announced. He handed me my own datacard back
and winked at me. "I seem to recall there was nothing on that
datacard but old love letters you were anxious to re-acquire before
they should be used to embarrass you. And as for your friend in the
chair, I assume she needs a Proxima X-9 triple drilled into her
skull and the full X-9 skeletal overlay with double ports in both
wrists because you're both avid gamers and trying to stay
future-proof... and almost certainly not because you're looking to
score some kind of techno-organic upgrades almost certainly
outlawed under the Belize Accords."

I threw two fingers up and winked at
Nickels. "Can't play imports without super lux gear. Gotta get my
'ractive mangas. My friend, she's into them too. Big way. Plus, the
new cosplay kits are all holographic and we're going to the full
'con circuit this year."

Nickels fished around in a drawer and then
finally came out with a pair of small boxes. "And I suppose these
are just so that you can more fully play the roles of the
characters you're dressed up as," he said with a wink.

I opened the top box and lifted the thin
plastic card inside. When my thumb grazed the little
nearly-invisible ridges on one side, the card woke and the e-ink
inside arranged itself in a very clever approximation of a legal ID
card. This showed my photograph, all the necessary holography for
government ID. As for my name, it identified me as Mary Travers,
23, of Rancho Cucamonga. "Nice," I commented. "And it codes to the
DNA?"

"Latest and greatest in shifter tech,"
Nickels promised.

I didn't let him get any further with the
lie. "Don't oversell. These aren't international, are they?"

Nickels wilted. "Not strictly speaking. And
I wouldn't try to get on an airplane with those. Not a big domestic
carrier that's concerned about terrorism, at least. They've got
expensive do-dads that can spot a shifter like that. You don't have
near the kind of bread, sweetheart, for the international models.
As much as I enjoy the gentle brush of those sweater puppies
against parts of my physiology, Nickels De La Costa is not so
easily manipulated. Those should survive the scrutiny of bouncers,
traffic cops, and local bankers, should you feel the need to open a
bank account or purchase an automobile. Give it half an hour near
wifi to build a backtrail every time you change the identity on the
card, though. That's the only rule. Otherwise, you'll have a name
and a picture, but no fake history in our nation's so, so hackable
databases."

"You're the best, Nickels. I know you're
doing good work on my friend, too."

Nickels almost smirked at this. "Damn, but I
almost believe that. What I wouldn't give to look under your
hood and see what's riding there."

"Your imagination's probably richer,
Nickels. Stick with that."

"I'll try and have that content me. Let's go
see how your friend who looks quite unsimilar to certain missives
from the police is faring with her upgrades."
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I picked a motor court a few miles from the
beach to ditch our car. We walked four blocks to another motel and
hailed a cab from that one to take us to the canals. From there we
walked a few blocks and stopped at the second motor court we came
across. This one I judged to have a broken enough trail that we
could afford to rest for a while. It was the middle of the
afternoon by this point. We'd been moving since the middle of the
previous night and while she had been unconscious for the surgery,
Ariel in particular looked extremely tired and in need of
sleep.

When we arrived inside the dingy no-tell's
by-the-hour room, she headed straight for the bed and collapsed. "I
need a catnap," she announced to the ceiling. "And while I'm like,
super happy for you that you were able to get some of your personal
effects packed, I've got the clothes I'm wearing and... nothing
else."

I slumped on the side of the bed, not
presuming to occupy it with her. Besides, I wasn't as tired.
"You're welcome to use my shampoo. As for the rest, we've got one
more thing to do and then you were going to need all different
clothes anyway."

"You can come up here if you want," Ariel
said. "You must be tired, too."

I wasn't, but I didn't like what I was
seeing given the opportunity to study the floor of this place up
close. "Thanks."

"Look. I know you're a guy in there and
you're freaked suddenly about crossing lines with me, but I'm
trying to put that out of my mind," she said once I was laying next
to her. "And I know you're still worried on some level that I'm
going to see you as the pretty young ingénue trying to horn in on
my act. And I don't care about that so much anymore, either."

"Thanks."

We sat in silence for a long time. I was
just about to maybe drift off to sleep when she spoke again.

"Aziza."

I rolled over. "What's that?"

"My name. Aziza. Only my parents call me
that, though. My friends call me Ziza, or just Zee."

I looked at her and for the first time
didn't feel quite so strange about the sight that greeted me. It
didn't look like my body anymore. It was hers and would stay hers
from now on. "Ziza, it's nice to meet you. Listen, I'm going to
erase your pattern. I've had it stored in the buffer, but I don't
know why. It's yours. If I could burn it in front of you, I would,
but it's data and there's no way to show someone that you're
destroying data. But I'm telling you I'm doing it. Right now."

She smiled, but then frowned and caught my
wrist. I'd been just about to junk it. "Wait. Don't do it, yet. You
might need it."

This surprised me. "What on earth for?"

"No idea," she confessed. "But while I
appreciate the gesture, what I most want in the world is for all of
this shit to be cleared up. I want a life back."

Her hand stayed on my wrist. I didn't move
it away. There was something in her eyes, but I couldn't tell what
it was. "Well, since we're talking about it, how are you feeling?
Any soreness?"

The moment ended. She pulled her hand away
and turned her arm around in front of her. Just below the surface
of her skin, there were the ports in her wrists. "Your friend did
good work. I can't see any sign of scarring."

"I threatened to make him a eunuch if he
marred your skin in any way."

"I'm worried about the ports. I make a
living being naked."

"They'll heal over if you don't use them for
a while. The gadget can also mask them. Don't worry. They’re
self-sanitizing. Just don't pick at the edges or scratch. They WILL
itch at the beginning. But what about inside? You've gained a few
pounds, I'm sorry to say, but it's all bonded to your
skeleton."

Ariel, erm, Aziza made a face and
scrunched up her face. "Do me a favor. Don' tell me too much more
about what's been done to me. I'm fine with it here like this, but
I'm going to throw up if you talk about the details."

"Food would be good. When was the last time
you ate?"

"Before the shift. Same for you?"

Longer. I'd been in the zone testing the new
upgrades. And, honestly, I'd been feeling a little fat. The mindset
was pervasive. The longer I spent like this, the more those
thoughts crept in from the collective social experience of being
female. "Tell you what," I proposed. "Let's get the last little bit
taken care of. Then we'll go shopping and get something to
eat."

She sat up on the bed. "What's the last
thing?"

But she knew. I took out the briefcase and
popped the top, causing another cloud of pressurized coolant to
billow out from within. "I patched the firmware while you were
under the knife. It's running exactly the same mods my own rig is
running. It should be perfectly safe," I narrated while I removed
the two components I actually intended to install. The third I left
where it was. As soon as we could safely dispose of that, we
would.

She shrank back when I showed the gadget to
her. "I don't like how you said it 'should' be safe."

I smiled. "Trust me."

"But that's the thing. I don't trust you,
Lyle."

I paused. Ever since I'd told her my real
name, she'd leaned on it an uncomfortable amount. The reminder of
who I'd been underneath this whole time was uncomfortable. I
suppose that was the point of her using it. "Well, look at it this
way: do you trust my computer skills less than you trust that men
with guns are going to find you, Aziza?"

The name thing went both ways. My use of the
most formal and disused of the names she gave me had a visible
effect. Then she held out a wrist. "Okay. Which wrist?"

"Are you left or right-handed?"

"Right."

"Then give me your right. Your dexterity
will change base on who you sample. Marianne was a leftie and that
threw me for a bit of a loop. But for your first acquisition, you
should make it as easy as possible for yourself."

"Who the hell was Marianne?"

I winced. "Someone who taught me I needed to
not be such a complete pig about my definitions of beauty."

She arched a brow at me. Then the expression
softened. "Wow. You actually looked sad about that."

"I am sad about it. I want it to stop, too,
Aziza."

"Ziza. Don't remind me of my parents. We're
not on the best terms."

"Neither are we."

"Suddenly you and I are a little better. I
sense something in you that I don't get from my asshole father. A
sense of shame and a desire to change. You've made a mess of it so
far, but your heart seems like it's in the right place. Later, I
want to hear more about Marianne."

I scooted closer on the bed and positioned
myself slightly behind her on the bed. The sampler was in my right
hand." Take a deep breath. If this squicks you out, you can... I
dunno. Dig your nails into my leg."

She looked over her shoulder at me. "Is it
easier if I kind of get in your lap? I think it would be." It
wasn't exactly easier. I'd not had this much physical contact with
her since... since the lapdance. Her round and generous backside
wiggled right up against my crotch. I had a moment to feel
out-of-body about the pleasant warm compression from it and the
bizarre dissociative rush from knowing that booty had last been
attached to me and pressed into Everett. "There," Ziza announced.
"Now you've got a better angle. Are you comfortable?"

I was the farthest thing in the world from
that. But I put my head against the headboard and took a deep
breath. "Yeah. Okay. Ready?"

She tensed when the filaments threaded into
the ports and did in fact dig her nails into my leg when the
tracery burned its way under her skin and made a hard lock with the
interface port in her wrist. She healed up, but her nails didn’t
leave until a full five-count after it was fully beneath her skin.
If I'd not been wearing track pants I'm nearly certain she would
have broken the skin.

The neural implant was worse. On her empty
stomach, the deep threading and the completely new and disorienting
sensation of having a HUD on her vision for the first time in her
life was unpleasant. She leaned back into my arms and stayed like
that, breathing heavily. Instinctively, I put my arms around her
and held her there on the bed, hugging her to my body for
reassurance while the world stopped spinning for her.

"Everything okay?" I asked.

"There's words."

"What kind of words?"

"FluxWatch?"

"Okay. That's the good guys. Tell me if it
ever tries to tell you how to think."

"Lyle?"

"Yes?"

"Just hold me for another minute."

I did. I stayed quiet, not trusting myself
to speak or really, even move. I just held her warm soft body to
mine and felt her breathing against me. She was so warm. More than
that she was soft, not just in the skin, but... her muscles were
always taut around me before. Now she was relaxed. It was nice.
Really nice.

"Okay," she announced at last. "It says
everything's online. What do we do now?"

She tried to sit up and I let her go. "First
thing's first," I said. "I think we need a little breakfast. Then
we go shopping."
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It was a short walk from the canals to the
beach, and it was a stretch of the beach loaded with small shops
and tourists. For our purposes, though, it did nicely. Tourists
would go home to somewhere far away in a few days. They wouldn't
notice their doubles wandering around this city when they went home
to theirs. While we walked, I gave Ziza a short tutorial on using
the gadget and capturing the pattern. Make casual contact. Get as
complete a map as you can possibly get. Make sure to talk to them
long enough to get a voiceprint. If at all possible, watch them
moving and keep them talking as long as possible. "100% is the
minimum needed for a successful reconstruction," I finished. "But
200% or better will get you a copy that stands up to incredible
close scrutiny."

"I'm still uncomfortable about the
stealing," Ziza said as we turned onto the beachwalk. "You said you
rewrote the firmware to allow it to mix movement files it captured
from different sources and use them all in one body, right? Can I
just borrow a little from a few people and make a completely
original body?"

"That's a lot more complicated. I haven't
had the time to really rewrite that part of the system, yet. Plus,
a mistake could be potentially fatal."

"I'd really like if that were an option,"
she said, mostly to herself. "But I understand. Just promise me
you'll try. And that we won't hang onto these bodies much longer
than we have to."

"I promise," I said, though I was in truth a
little sad to have to let Lacey's body go. I'd come to love it. It
and the convincing fake ID that went along with it. Still, at least
we had the shifters. I'd already given Ziza hers with instructions
to use it in the event that we were out. Right now, I was still
Mary Travers. Her card identified her as Erika Raza. In a few
hours, there was no telling who we'd be.

As accomplished as I was at trading bodies
by this point, I had never done one out in public under less
intimate circumstances. I hoped I'd not made a mistake, but we
couldn't keep stealing stripper bodies. Our opponent was clever and
sooner or later would realize we possessed copies of their own
nefarious technology. They'd be waiting all the places it was
easiest to acquire a pattern.

I didn't think Ziza would approve of my
newest method of getting a full body scan since that involved
seducing someone and getting them back somewhere private for a...
nude inspection. Besides, we didn't have time for that, anyway. The
next best thing was going to be the beach. The biggest problem
there was going to be casual contact.

"We're dressed wrong for this," Ziza
announced after five fruitless minutes of wandering the beach walk.
The ones wearing the least were rollerbladers or gravscooter-riding
types who went by too fast and weren't the least bit interested in
having a conversation long enough for a voiceprint match. Abruptly,
she tugged me by the wrist and into the nearest beach shop.

It was a total tourist dive, one of those
swimwear and beach accessory places with novelty t-shirts and cheap
sunglasses and the requisite number of tacky bikinis in the rear.
Ariel flipped through the racks quickly and then nodded to the
clerk. "You have a changing room?"

I suddenly became more interested. This was
how I'd gotten my current body, after all. Maybe it would work
again. My hopes were soon dashed, however, when I saw the clerk
jerk her head to a small alcove in the rear of the dingy shop. It
was no bigger than an apartment shower and had a simple curtain you
drew over it to give yourself a little modesty. There'd be no
sisterly commiserating and casual body theft here. Damn.

Ziza seemed perfectly content with this,
though, and vanished into the small room with a couple of suits in
one hand. "Come on, pick out something persuasive," she said to me.
I didn't totally follow her logic, but it was a hot day and
my track suit was both stuffy and uncomfortable. I'd stopped at my
place to at least put on a sports bra, so at least I wasn't naked
under the hoodie anymore, but I was far from comfortable.

The HUD helped me, but it was clear there
weren't too many things in my size at this little shop. The chest
was really a problem. I decided I'd make life a little easier in my
next body and find a body with a C or a D cup.

"Trouble with sizes?" the clerk gave me a
catty smile, the smile I was now used to getting from women who
didn't really envy my difficulties. Shoulda thought of that
before you pumped yourself fulla silicone, the eyes always
seemed to say. Lord, how I wished there was a male clerk on duty
today.

The cattiness actually galvanized me,
though. She wanted to be bitchy? Fine. "No, I think this will be
just what I'm looking for," I said, pulling a white bikini off the
rack. It was a triangle top with plenty of strings to tie it all
up. The bottoms tied at the side in big looping knots with charms
on the strings. The back was bunched in the butt and cut high on
the cheeks in the Brazilian style. It would technically fit, but it
was going to run a little on the small side and hug every available
surface of skin it managed to cover.

"Your turn," Ziza's voice carried in the
tiny shop. I turned and saw her emerge in a coral-colored bikini.
It rode up so high in the back and bared so much cheek it was
pushing the very limits of what the decency standards on this
family-friendly tourist beach allowed. The top was trimmed in an
excessive amount of fringe that swished and swayed when her
not-insubstantial breasts bobbed. "Can I wear this out?" Ziza asked
the clerk, who nodded, clipped the tags and started to ring her up.
"My friend is paying," Ziza said with a smirk to me, and I nodded,
handing over one of the traveler's chits I'd been saving up. It
would be safe to use in this tourist haven. In fact, it would blend
right in with the rest of the transactions. Needle in a
needlestack.

I stepped into the little alcove with my
intended purchase and started undressing. Because Ziza's plan
seemed to be using these as our new outfits to facilitate some
human contact, I removed the sanitary liner from the little white
bottoms and wiggled them over my hips. I had to let the strings out
at the sides a bit, but they fit just fine. I was grateful now for
Tyrone insisting on the bikini wax. My old hairy muff would have
poked out over the low line of the suit's cut. Furthermore, on even
my pale Japanese body, the suit was way more transparent than it
looked on the rack. White bikinis. Not really intended for
water.

Another peek in the mirror showed just how
tight a fit the bottoms were. My high round bottom had the cheeky
back plastered over it. The scrunched-up rear wedged neatly in the
crack and showed off round buns that were thankfully in the kind of
shape only a pole dancer or kept woman can afford to keep her
backside in. This suit was not forgiving of flaws. I saw that in
the eyes of the clerk. Happily for me and sad for her, I had no
flaws to speak of.

If the bottoms were a near thing, wedging my
bazongas into the flimsy white harness was a feat of physics. The
HUD told me it would technically be a fit, but it took all my best
bra-popping skills to get it secured by myself in the cramped
little changing room. In the end, I'd had to tie it tighter than
I'd have liked, enough that it was literally strapping my tits down
to my body. Any looser and the natural movement of my breasts would
almost certainly cause a nipple to become uncovered. We wanted
attention, but that was the kind that would attract
scrutiny.

When I stepped out of the changing room, I
got a pair of goggle-eyes from Ziza and a very rewarding look of
jealous loathing from the clerk. "I made it fit," I announced in my
sauciest spoiled girl voice to the clerk. Ariel handed me a pair of
thong sandals and some cheap but girly sunglasses. "Good thing I'm
paying," I said to her.

"Good thing," she agreed with a smirk.

In our new outfits, we certainly drew our
share of attention. Even the act of stowing our other clothes and
all but our IDs and a little cash in a locker got us some pretty
serious eyes, mostly male. "Okay," I said as we shut the lockers.
"This is your plan. What now?"

"Same as any work night. We circulate and
make friends. I think we're a little intimidating as a pair, so
let's split up for a short time and then agree to meet back here in
an hour. All the fancy shit you had installed in me includes a
clock, I'd hope."

"There's a clock. You just need to think at
it. There's also a messaging app I wrote up while you were in
Nickels' chair. It's secure. The only thing it can talk to is
another implant running FluxWatch. Right now that means just you
and me. So it's a walkie. You can think at it and it'll type and
transmit." I demonstrated.

[LACEY: Receiving me?]

She blinked and then frowned. Then I got her
reply.

[ARIEL: Gotcha. How do I change my
name?]

[LACEY: Just think it.]

[ZEE: Oh. Cool. Wow, you really think of
yourself as Lacey, huh?]

[LYLE: Is this better?]

[ZEE: No. You should be who you wanna be,
Lace.]

"Okay," I said out loud. "One hour. Let's go
shopping. Try for nondescript. This time around we're looking to
slide under the radar."

"Right," Ziza agreed.

I touched her shoulder as she turned down
the beachwalk. "You sure you're okay? Alone?"

"The sooner we do this, the safer I'll
feel."

 


#

 


I lost track of Ziza almost right away, but
I kept in contact with her over messenger.

[LACEY: I'm having a hard time. I can't find
someone good.]

[ZEE: Really? I'm almost done. Just making
conversation to get the voiceprint up.]

[LACEY: Are you serious? Beginner's
luck!]

[ZEE: It was easy, really. Just like I told
you. Just like a night at work.]

I didn't think it was the same thing at all,
but in hindsight, I suppose I should have understood what she
meant. I was just a little sleep-deprived and a little distracted.
I also couldn't have guessed. Not then.

"Hey, do you happen to know the time
offhand?"

I had wandered down by the water hoping to
see a viable body amongst the sun worshippers that would make a
good easy scan. The problem with that turned out to be that
sunbathers tended to show off half their body just fine, and then
stay that way for a long time without rolling to expose the other
half for a scan. I had been out here almost half an hour and hadn't
managed more than a 45% scan. I was frustrated and not really
watching where I was walking. I'd been so busy messaging with Ziza
and hadn't noticed I'd stopped right by a solitary girl sunning on
a towel.

"Half past two," I replied distractedly.

"Figures," the girl said with a frown. "Hey,
could you do me a favor? Tie me back up? I think my sister ditched
me."

She'd been sunning on her back with her
bikini undone to prevent tan lines. As I knelt to assist her, I
couldn't help but give her a through scan. She was young, maybe 18
or 19 tops. Her ginger hair was straight and long past her
shoulders, but gathered to one side to prevent an uneven tan. Her
bottoms were low-rise, baring even the top of her crack in a
quarter-moon parabola. Sigourneys, I caught myself thinking,
recalling the bizarrely low-cut underwear the actress wore in the
climax of one of my favorite science fiction films. Fashion always
came back around, no matter how impractical it seemed to an
outsider.

She had a thin, athletic frame. It was
feminine, but with the subtlest of curves. There wasn't a scrap of
body fat on her, and her tight tiny buttocks were at least a good
fit in the skimpy suit. The top was a bandeau variety that tied in
one big fat knot in the back. I got it done for her

<Body Map: 58%>

and then frowned. "You're looking a little
pink. Want me to re-apply?"

"Sure," she agreed, and settled back down,
letting me add a new layer of sunscreen. Only, it wasn't sunscreen.
All I could find was tanning oil, the kind that cooks you like
popcorn and promises a Maui browning. "Careful with this stuff," I
cautioned.

"Yeah, I know," my new friend commented. She
rolled over and my visual scan progress bar jumped again. Her
breasts were small, barely pushing out at all from her svelte
frame. The bottoms from the front bridged a gap between her hip
bones that was so deep it was hard not to stare down them. She was
thin and petite, and probably going to end up with skin cancer if
she didn't take care of her fair skin.

She held out her hand and I handed her the
bottle back. The scan was at 102%. It would have to guess about the
details covered by the suit, but there were hardly any of those.
Also she hadn't moved much. That would also be guesswork. Luckily,
MonkeySee would compensate for that.

"All set?" I asked. I wasn't wild about
using this girl as my new cover. I'd shed a ton of material from
Lacey that would mean having to fill a gross bathtub again to use
any other saved pattern. But she'd been the only complete pattern
so far. I still needed about 60% of her voiceprint, though. Had to
keep her talking.

Not a problem. "Good lord," she exclaimed
upon getting a better look at me. "You're seriously hot. Do you
live here? You must be a model or something."

Now that she was speaking a little more I
recognized the slight trace of a drawl, enough of an accent to
place her in the heartland or maybe even a little south of the
Mason-Dixon. Tourist, in other words. I realized I must look like
the quintessential California girl with my big tits, too-tiny
swimsuit, and perfect makeup worn even at the beach. "Sort of the
other end of the spectrum," I admitted for the sake of the
voiceprint capture. "I ride a pole."

It took her a minute. But then her eyes lit
up a little wider. "Oh. Gosh. Wow. Do you make good money?"

We were joined suddenly by a second girl.
"What's this, now, Maddy?"

I turned my head and saw a second
ginger-haired girl walking up to us with two large bottles of water
in her hand. Her hair was shorter, and her breasts and hips were a
little more pronounced, but in most other ways, it was easy to see
the resemblance. At first I found myself thinking they were twins,
but there was something about the way this new arrival interacted
with her sister that said "older sister." Irish twins, I decided.
In every possible sense of the word.

"My new friend here is a fancy stripper,"
the one called Maddy announced proudly. "Caroline was thinking
about doing that next semester when she goes back to school. Daddy
won't help with the car.

The shorter-haired one (Caroline?) looked
put out. "Don't be tellin' everyone! How can I trust you to keep a
secret when you're blabbin' to a stranger on the beach? Here's your
stupid water."

I couldn't help it. I already had half of
Caroline's map as well. I held out my hand. "I'm Nikki," I said,
defaulting back to the stripper name. "Were you seriously thinking
of dancing?"

She had a nice body. Her breasts were still
small by comparison, but well-rounded and firm, pushing her gingham
bikini top out in pleasing spheres. She had a little more stomach
roundness and love handles than her younger sister, but I guessed
the genetics weren't that different. The boobs were always the
first weight you lost, I'd heard some of the girls in the dressing
room at Details complain. Maddy was Caroline with 0% body fat, plus
a little late-bloomer.

Caroline shook my hand, and jerked only a
little when the sampler needles did their thing. "Sorry," I said,
feigning surprise at the non-existent static shock we'd shared.
"Didn't know you could have static on the beach.

"Me either," Caroline said suspiciously.

"Anyway, dancing's kind of a hard life. You
should know that. But the money's good. If you want to do it for a
while, don't let any kind of social shame stop you from doing it.
But just know it makes you... a little harder of a person. Don't
lose the softer part of intimacy."

She frowned, but the frown was a thoughtful
one. At last she nodded. "Yeah. Thanks. Cool to meet you."

The conversation was over. It was time for
me to move on. I said my goodbyes, wished them a happy
rest-of-trip, and plodded a little further down the beach. While I
walked, I saw a husband pretend he needed to check his phone for
something and snap a half-dozen pictures of my ass in the process.
A little ways further down the beach, I spied a creep with a
telephoto likewise following me and hoping my boobs would pop out
of my straining little top.

At least, I hoped it was all just
perverts.

[ZEE: Back at meetup location. Where are
you?]

[LACEY: On my way. Sorry. Hey, we need to
get off the streets. Some guys are taking my picture.]

[ZEE: Of course they are.]

[LACEY: I never thought I'd be hoping they
just wanted the pictures to post online or stroke off to.]

[ZEE: You think it's bad guys?]

[LACEY: Dunno. Just feeling paranoid and
vulnerable.]

[ZEE: Welcome to it.]

[LACEY: Huh?]

[ZEE: Now you have the full experience. This
is what it's like to be a woman. Every. Damn. Day.]

I found Ziza waiting by the locker. We got
our stuff and I was tempted to go immediately back to our motel
room and get out of these far-too-visible bodies, but there was
more to be done. We absolutely needed to eat beforehand. Or at
minimum, hydrate. "We need a little food and a lot of water," I
told her.

We pulled our warmups over our bathing suits
and then started walking back toward the canals, away from too many
prying eyes and looking for a diner that'd serve us in our
sweats.

As we walked, I kept pretty quiet. I was
thinking about what I'd said to Caroline, about the ways doing what
I'd been doing for a living can make you hard. I thought about how
I'd been that first night with Everett, when I was still in my male
body but the experience of femininity was soft and new and
seductive. I thought about every successive time I'd used my body
in close proximity to another. All the nameless lying guys in the
club. Tyrone, whom I liked being with, whose mark was stamped in
the crack of my ass, but whom I'd shacked up with in large part for
the protection. And the last contact, just a little while ago, with
Ziza, who was finally a kind of friend.

I thought about her words, too. About the
flip side to this. The fear and vulnerability.

I kept thinking and kept walking.

 



 


//JORDAN

 


I loved that body.

At first, I'd been annoyed at Jonah's
control over my transformations. Coming out of that icky green
shell and discovering my short blue hair, the gorgeous glowing
inkwork all over my shoulders and down my trunk and the tits
- oh, life was suddenly good.

I'd been so over the moon about the somewhat
floppy but-still-real-honest-to-christ tits that I'd actually cooed
out loud in my new smoky feminine voice. I played with them and
lifted them and teased the nipples. I delighted in the intense
pleasurable tingles from this handling, like a stranger's touch
because I didn't yet know my own touch in that body. It was as
wonderful as the next surprise was disappointing.

Still a cock.

Still my cock. The rest of me belonged to
this other woman, but Jonah'd done something to the pattern he
loaded and triggered for me after I surrendered in a blue-tinged
haze of cum and crying. I had the rest of this girl's cute alt
body, but my troublesome cock was still going to get shoved down a
pair of panties.

"Sorry, sweetheart," he'd said with just a
touch of cruelty. "You're going to need that a while longer. There
are some things Daddy Jonah doesn't enjoy doing at all, and
buttfucking other dudes is high on that list. I made an exception
with your sweet little ass because from behind you cut such a
convincing fake, but what I have in mind for you is going to
involve some hairier and more marbled backsides. I don't think I
can stay hard enough to do the thralling and I don't think this is
the kind of thing to leave in Charlie's hands. Not after the mess
he made with pretty Dahlia."

I didn't know what he was talking about, not
fully, and I didn't much care. I'd wanted the full business. A
pussy of my very own. No more shameful tucking. No more secret
surprises. Sure, I'd made some good money on holocam because of my
special secret, but that was a small pond next to the boatloads I'd
pull in with this alt-girl's alabaster skin, bright blue hair, and
her nethers shaved down to look positively prepubescent. Even I'm
not that twisted up, but I got a little hard in my new lacy
boyshorts at the thought of it.

The deal was simple. I would thrall the
people Daddy Jonah wanted me to thrall. The implant in me would
only thrall those on a pre-approved target list Jonah uploaded
himself. It would be removed once my mission was completed. And
then, once I'd done all he asked of me, he'd give me a
wholly-female body.

But it turned out that once I'd seduced
Melanie Sykes, I really got off on the surprise. Talk about a
"trap," am I right? The look of surprise on her face! It was just
as surprised as I was when she'd started replying to my online
asks. But I guess Jonah's smarter than he looks. Wherever he found
this body, he knew just the one that would appeal to her closeted
side.

And oh, the sex. Having a smooth curvy body
to press into another one while she felt my heat, my urgent member
pulsing that slavemaking goo inside of her? If I hadn't been
cumming then, that would have sent me over the edge. In fact,
later, when the mindfucked doll that was the CEO of Seekr got
loaded into the long black car with my glowing spunk still oozing
out of her puffy cunt, I barely made it home and to the bathroom to
stroke off again. I jerked it hard to those pleasant memories.

Not a good person.

And it felt fucking great.

Whatever Jonah did to me, he made me even
more of a monster than I probably was to start. But it felt so
good. I couldn't stop. I didn't want to stop. And I didn't need
much urging. There was that little silver thing in my ass, there no
matter what form I took, and it's what made me so, so obedient and
controlled. Permanently, even when the blue cum wore off. But he
almost didn't need it there. I'd do what I was doing for just the
promise of what he'd give me in the end when it was done.

I was sad to see my "Quinne" body go. I
wanted to play with fuckdoll Melanie some more, especially once she
had her own implant. I was also sad that Jonah cocooned her into a
copy of that playmate's body. Yeah she's extra hot and fuckable
now, but I liked her the way she was. I wanted to take her around
and really use her, open her up to some real debauch.

It turns out that I got the next best
thing.

Wearing Melanie Sykes' body was an
incredible turn-on. I loved her powerful womanly clothes. I loved
her purposeful and dominant stride. I loved her rich buttery voice
that could go just sharp and angry enough to command attention and
just soft and lilting enough to be a passionate lover. I liked the
highwaisted lace panties I had on under the powerful skirtsuit I
wore into the Seekr offices.

And I liked the looks of awe, fear, and
respect that they all gave me when I passed. They were almost as
good as the one the real Melanie, trapped in the skin of a subby
little fuckdoll, gave me when I got home from my first day at my
new job. My job being her.

Today was the big day, though. The one where
it all changed. The one where I got to complete my mission.

I arrived at the Seekr offices early, which
was a struggle in itself when all I really wanted to do was torment
the fuckdoll Melanie until she made those desperate little moaning
noises she made when I got her good and riled up. I might have
allowed myself a little more playtime, but what I needed to do was
best accomplished in offices that weren't fully staffed yet.

The first order of business was checking on
the progress of the new algorithm Melanie'd been pushing. That was
the one added bonus - all on her own, she'd already been pushing
research and development in the direction Jonah wanted it to go. He
wouldn't tell me why, but he hinted it could be very important to
my happiness if I ensured its status. Just as I'd hoped, there'd
been a big push forward over the week I'd been wearing Melanie's
body and pushing my new agenda. It wouldn't be much longer. But
before the stock price jumped back up, there was one small matter I
needed to attend to.

J.T. Robb was waiting in the conference room
when I pushed through the big glass doors. He'd been on a red-eye,
I guessed, and looked a little cranky. I ignored that and brought
him a coffee from the service I'd had placed in the room this
morning.

"Thanks, but if you insisted on bringing me
right back from the Valley for something urgent, I'd prefer we
dispensed with the pleasantries and got right down to it. What is
it that makes you think you can summon me like this, Melanie?"

I arched a brow back at him and let him stew
for a long moment. "I don't think that's the kind of can-do
convivial greeting I like to get from my business associates,
J.T.," I chided him playfully. Then I took a seat deliberately
close to him in the conference room and made a show of crossing my
legs. "Especially given our relationship."

And here, of course, was the other
unexpected bonus in my work. Naughty Melanie took her implant well.
That little silver egg wiggled straight up her hole and wound its
connections in nice and deep, and when it drilled into the most
secret and most submissive aspects of her personality, she spilled
lots of juicy secrets.

And what a naughty Melanie she was! She
resisted at first, but with my fingers rubbing her through her
little leather harness, she spilled all right. Spilled her guts.
Told me about her special room and how she'd won the respect of the
chairman of Seekr's board. I gave her a reward after that, a good
one that left her in a state of quivering brainless pleasure for
almost an hour. It was the least I could do for my lovely little
pet. She'd softened him up for me.

"We had a deal," J.T. said with an imperious
jab of his finger that I did not like, not one little bit. "We
don't talk about that here."

"Awww," I said with a pout of my lips. "You
make it sound like you want our little arrangement to come to an
end. Is that true? No more fun for us? Should I call your wife,
confess everything, and then resign in disgrace? And never," I said
sweetly, drawing my words out and making sure I had perfect eye
contact, "ever touch you in your special places ever again? Never
give you that sweet pain, never be your Mistress?"

J.T. turned a shade of pink as bright as
Melanie's favorite bikini and rose from his chair in sudden anger.
"You shut up right this minute about that!" Spittle flew from his
fat trembling lips while he spoke. He was so like the kind of men I
know all too well. The demanders on the holocam shows were like
him. Shouting in ALL CAPS for me to whip it out and fap it against
my leg when they'd not deposited so much as a dollar on their
account. I hated demanders. I hated the necessary evil of having to
be sweet and polite and always smile to those assholes.

Well. I didn't have to anymore, now did
I?

"Down." It was one word, but I used my most
commanding voice. From Melanie's buttery vocal chords, it carried a
sternness and promise all at once.

He sat. The thrill of that one action filled
me with such intense, powerful arousal. I'd never been in such
control before. It suited me. This was going to be fun.

I touched a switch on the conference table.
The glass windows frosted over and the locks on the doors engaged
automatically. We were soundproofed, too. The trappings of power.
Tech companies take their boardroom secrets seriously. And this
room was about to add one hell of a secret to its collection.

 

J.T. saw the glass frost over and looked
back at me with sudden panic in his eyes. "No. Not here."

"We have business to discuss, first and
foremost. I've decided it's in our best interests to get bought out
by JTI. They've made an informal overture. But the shareholders
will still make a profit, even at the low price."

J.T. stiffened in his seat. "Absolutely not.
Melanie, are you crazy? We risked a lot bringing you on. The
stock's in big trouble. We need you to make good on our gamble
before we'd even entertain such a thing. The shareholders will
never go for it. Besides, the government's not going to approve
another sell-off to JTI. They just bought Proxima. Everett Janson's
body wasn't even cold and they snapped that stock up just in time
to reveal a shadow company of theirs had enough with that to make a
majority. JTI's scum, Melanie. The answer's no."

"They don't want everything. They'd buy the
predictive algorithm for 100 million."

Now J.T.'s color returned to his face. "A
hundred?!! That's insulting. It's our competitive advantage. We
sell that off and what do we have? The stock will never
recover."

I tapped my nails on the counter. "So you're
telling me you're not going to recommend approval of this in the
emergency session of the board I've requested?"

"Not in a million years, Melanie."

I sighed and rose from the chair. I pointed
to the ground. "Okay then. Pants off, pet. "

He blinked. "Are you serious?"

"Our business is concluded. But I don't like
being told no. So I'm going to get my 'yes' from you how I can get
it. Pants. Off. Now."

He stood up. "I'm not going to change my
mind because of a kinky sex game."

I shook my head. "No, you're not. But I want
to play. And I don't ask twice. Five seconds or the games end
forever."

He met my eyes and then stopped his
blustering. The big man with his bald spot and too-much tummy
unbuckled the belt of his suit and let the heavy belt pull the thin
pants to the floor. He stood there in front of me and I saw with
noted satisfaction that his prick was hard and tenting the front of
his boxers.

"That's much better," I purred, and
click-clacked in my heels to close the distance between us. I
pulled the chair with me and then re-seated myself when I was close
enough. Extending a leg, I teased his stiffy through the silk
shorts with the spike end of my right heel. "Much better
indeed."

"Melanie, this is highly inappropriate-"

I jabbed the heel so, so close to where his
ballsack probably was and let my voice go cold as ice. "Speak again
and something bad will happen. I don't want bad things to happen to
you, pet."

He stayed still and did little more than
moan while I dragged the pointy heel of my red patent shoe over the
outline of his ever-hardening cock. When a nice big wet spot showed
through his boxers and he was trembling where he stood, I smiled
and pulled the shoe back. "See? Doesn't that feel nice? I bet you
want me to stop now, though."

J.T. moaned.

"What's that? Speak up."

"More. Please."

"Hmm?" Heel jab.

"Mistress. Please. More. Don't leave me like
this."

"Like what, pet?"

"Desperate. Mistress."

Amazing. She had him that wrapped
around her finger? I made a mental note to give slutty Honey a nice
hard cum tonight as a reward for making her Mistress' job so damn
easy.

"Push your boxers down and face the
conference table," I said lazily.

His eyes widened. He hesitated. Hmm. Not
totally broken. Still thinking he could get the upper hand.
Topping from the bottom much? Not with me. Melanie may be
good, but the little slut's heart hadn't been fully in this little
charade. She liked pussy too much. Me? I liked being on top and
didn't much care where it came from.

<But you're Master's slave. Always and
forever Master's. You can be on the op, but only because he orders
you to serve in this way.>

My grunt surprised J.T., but he
misinterpreted the reason for the aroused little noise I was
making. Maybe he thought it would go a little different this time?
Maybe he thought he'd finally make it into the temple of my
beautiful pussy?

Well. There was a surprise there, wasn't
there?

He faced the conference table and obeyed
when I ordered him to put his hands on the smooth volcanic glass
surface. "Now drop to your elbows," I instructed.

He made a noise like he wanted to resist,
but he did it. His pale ass stuck out as a result. It was a most
undignified position for a man of his accomplishments. I saw with
some amusement that his ass was completely hairless. Melanie'd
shaved him. Probably to make it look more like a girl. That sexy
little dyke.

I caressed J.T.'s smooth backside and purred
my general approval. "Let's get you ready," I whispered, and felt
him quiver in reply. When I put my tongue on his asshole and gently
rimmed his nervous little pucker, he groaned out loud. I guessed
Melanie'd never done this for him. Between his legs, I saw his
unattended little prick go all stiff and purple.

I hocked a nice good wad of spit up and
smeared it with my tongue over his hole. Then I stood, working one
little pinky in there. "My my," I teased. "You're so nice. So eager
back there. This is an ass that's getting some proper training, I
can tell."

J.T. only groaned in response. That suited
me just fine. Then I unzipped my skirt and pulled down those
delectable high-waisted panties of mine.

He didn't notice right away, but when he
realized the warm fleshy thing poking against his bottom wasn't a
finger, J.T. made the most adorable little gasp. Really, you
wouldn't expect it from a man of his size, but there it was all the
same. Adorable.

I didn't give him a lot of time to react or
resist. Jonah didn't give me a very big cock this time, and that
was some consolation in a body I'd be spending some serious time
in, one that demanded wearing far more clingy and feminine clothing
than lezzy alternative Quinne could get away with. It was small,
like the heavily-'moned pre-op Brazilian trans girls I used to
stare at online before all this glory came to me. Playing with
myself took only a minute or two, and then my slender four-inch
girlcock was slick and ready to go where it wanted- which was
straight into this man's ass.

I pushed quickly, right when that confused
adorable noise was issuing from J.T.'s surprised mouth. He was a
little taller than me, so I had to give his ass a firm downward
shove, but I fit in with very little resistance. Inside, he was
warm and almost immediately clenching with the surprise of the
encounter.

"I don't understand," he managed to blubber
as I hilted in him, my small but potent balls brushing gently up
against his own. "What is that? It feels so real."

I leaned forward, licked around his left
earlobe and giggled mercilessly. "That's because it is, darling.
And the more you clench, the tighter the fuck you're giving me. The
tighter the fuck, the quicker I'm going to cum in your ass."

Even saying that got me turned on.

<Thrall. Quickly. No playing.>

The words burned in my brain. I heard that
un-ignorable voice echo urgently in my head. And with it? I don't
know how I knew, but I just did. With it came the unmistakable
feeling, the feeling of being finally a woman through and through.
It didn't feel like my cock anymore. It felt like having a pussy.
Every time I shoved into J.T.'s ass, I felt it like someone was
pumping a powerful thick penis straight into a hole I'd never had.
I felt good. Filled. Complete.

<This is a taste. Reward. His
forever.>

So good. It was more than good. It was
everything I ever wanted. How did it know? How did it know what I
wanted and how to get me there so quickly?

I was shooting into him in less than four
strokes. And I was speaking robotically, I realized, all without
even really realizing what I was saying.

"You'll listen and you'll obey. You're my
thrall but you're HIS, J.T., and you'll be his as long as he needs
you. You want to serve. You want to be good. Don't tell. Don't do
anything but what I tell you for HIM. For Master. For Jonah."

"Thrall," J.T. gurgled after a long moment.
"I'm yours. For him."

Beneath me, I felt my balls already
re-swelling with the magical blue ooze that did that wonderful
thralling. I'd be ready soon, I knew. I didn't even need to look at
the words in front of my eyes. I'd be ready soon. "You're mine," I
repeated. "And you're going to suggest selling the predictive
algorithm to JTI."

"Board will... never..."

"Yes they will," I said, easing from his ass
and giving it a friendly pat. "I'm seeing them one by one. And
oh... yes. You'll need to pull up your pants and be a good boy now.
It's almost time for my next appointment. And I'll be needing the
room, darling."

<Until they're all thralled. Until
they're all His.>

<Your reward is soon.>

Oh. I knew it was. It was going to be so
good. So totally fucking worth it.

<Becky.>
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We shopped quickly, on a strip of bodegas
not too far from the motor court we'd holed up in. I didn't pay
much attention to where Ziza was shopping. I was following my HUD
and assumed she'd been following hers, too. Using cash, I picked
out a few things that were likely to fit but not attract too much
attention to the decidedly smaller body I'd been using. I was
planning to use Caroline's if only because it would mean a less
drastic shedding of body mass, making it possible that I'd not need
to fill up a tub to size up into another body if needed. To that
end, I bought for the larger breast size and softer, wider
waistline of the two sisters.

[ZEE: Just basics?]

[LACEY: Yeah, don't waste too much time or
money. One outfit. Something that fits. Are you using the HUD to
help find sizes?]

[ZEE: Yeah. I've got the hang of it. I went
to technical college, you know. I can use a computer. I invented a
fucking water purifier, too. I'm not a dumb stripper.]

I halted as I was being rung up for my
items. I'd forgotten the conversation I'd had with Ziza the first
time I met her, when I'd been a guy paying her to grind on my
lap.

[LACEY: I didn't know if that was just a
story you told me.]

[ZEE: What? I never told you about
that.]

[LACEY:: You told Lyle. During the
dance.]

[ZEE: Oh. Shit. Well, it's true. I tried
getting someone interested in it, but no one would bite without
building a production model they could field test. I've got just
enough saved up. Except for all this bullshit.]

I finished paying for my simple things and
steppe outside. Lacey was already waiting for me, holding a plain
brown shopping bag in one hand.

"Hey," I said. "We'll get your life back.
This is temporary."

She laughed bitterly. "I told myself
stripping was temporary. Two years ago." But she smiled, and it was
the kind of smile that told me she wasn't bitter at me. At least,
not entirely.

We started walking. "What happened?"

"I'm stubborn. I could have gotten the money
from my father, probably, but he didn't approve of me going into
business for myself. He wanted me to give it to my brother and have
him run the company we'd start. My brother, just so you know, is an
idiot."

"I guess I don't understand, then."

"My father is... he's very traditional."

We reached the motor court and I let us into
the room. We had the one furthest on the end, the only one that
didn't directly face the street. Once inside, I deadbolted the door
and then dragged the writing desk in front of it for good measure.
"So how does he feel about stripping?"

"He disowned me when he found out. I made it
worse, though. He might've forgiven me, but I told him I'd only
gotten into it because I was going to get the money myself. Mama
told me last year that if I gave it up, moved away, and waited five
years, I could come home and the shame would be distant enough
they'd let me back in the family. That was the day I switched clubs
to go to Details. The first place has just been a titty bar. I got
a job at the full-nude place just to piss him off."

"That sounds stubborn, all right."

I started undressing. Ziza just stared at me
for a minute. "Um. What are you doing?"

"We have to get in the shower, now."

She shook her head. "Hey, we're bonding a
little and we've had a stressful day, but this isn't the movies.
It's not the scene where we've been through a lot and get naked.
Also, I'm pretty straight."

I peeled the suit off and walked as
matter-of-fact as any night at the club towards the dingy, small
bathroom. "No. You need to be naked for the cocoon. And trust me,
it's a little icky. We're gonna want to be in the shower. Come on.
Faster we do this, the faster we can get out of this roach motel
and start being proactive."

She joined me a moment later. It was a
little tight in the tiny shower stall, and I had another weird
moment when the curve of her backside grazed my pelvis. I put it
out of my mind, though, trying not to think about her presumed
shoot-down of a romantic moment. Instead, I did my best to prepare
her.

"Give yourself a little room. The HUD should
be helping you."

"It's asking if I want to begin a cocoon?
Cocoon?"

"Yeah. Go ahead and engage it."

"Kay. OW. What the fuck, my skin feels like
it's on fire! Lyle, is this-"

"It's fine. It stings the most the first
time. Um. Listen. It's going to be a little gross at first. But
trust me, just when you're gonna freak out, it's gonna paralyze
you."

But the green ooze was already flowing. It
was actually incredibly hideous to look at from the perspective of
an outsider. She twitched. "What the fuck do you mean it's going to
paralyze me? Stop it I wantt..." And that was the last thing she
said. The runny aloe-scented ooze was swimming all over her and
going opaque.

"Ziza, if you can still hear me... it's
gonna be okay. I'll see you in two hours."

I thought my way through my own HUD and made
sure to back up the Lacey pattern I had. I'd put so much work into
it, building up her muscle tone and whipping her into shape. I
wasn't about to go through all that again. It was finally starting
to get a little easier.

A new message winked in front of my display
the moment after I engaged the transform for the Caroline
pattern.

<ALERT: Capture is of minimum resolution.
Supplementing with near-match capture.>

Near-match capture?

What did that mean?

It was too late. The sting came with the
cool, clammy wetness and then came blackness and silence.
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My sleep in the cocoon is usually dreamless.
This time it was not.

It's tough to describe exactly what it was I
experienced. It wasn't like a normal dream. There weren't clear
indications of places or even people. It was more just a series of
feelings.

There was something else here with me. It
was anxious. Afraid. I could feel it in front of me, like a frantic
pulsing cold ball of fear and nerves..

I had feelings of my own, calm at first and
pink and soft, but in proximity to this other ball, the calm went
away.

I wanted it to be okay. I wanted it to be
calm and safe and felt personally responsible for it. I wanted to
keep it safe and make it not so cold and not so pulsing
anymore.

I concentrated and was slow and gentle and
comforting. And gradually, it became comforted, too.

I saw pictures, then. No. Not pictures. They
were impressions.

I had the impression of incredible
loneliness. I had the impression of becoming hard to the outside
world and having no plan to ever be any other way. It was a trapped
sensation, as though there were no way out. No way to get out of
the painted corner.

Pushing out. Breaking free. That was the
last impression I had. Excitement and incredible joy.
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I came out of the sleep of the cocoon more
slowly than usual. It was then that I panicked. Different was bad.
In the transformations I'd undergone since correcting the sinister
programming Trojan embedded in the implant, things had been very
same and predictable. Different was potentially very bad.

Ziza.

I remembered I'd not been alone in the
shower and suddenly felt a lump in my stomach. I'd made some kind
of error. She'd trusted me and we'd become... what?

I needed out. Now.

The shell was thicker and I had a moment to
fleetingly realize I'd probably shed some of those gorgeous round
breasts into this thicker shell. The strength was gone, too.
Dammit. Fucking suited thugs, costing me my ripped and powerful
body and forcing me to get this thin, soft, midwestern tourist's
useless-

I was out and realized I was alone in the
shower. Only a bunch of very thin light-green shards marked where
Ziza had been standing in the shower.

I was alone in the bathroom.

"Ziza?" I called. No answer.

I didn't even pause to look in the mirror. I
just bolted from the bathroom and into the tiny bedroom adjoining
it. There was no sign of Ziza there - but I was not alone in the
room.

A man stood by the doorway. He was in a
nondescript pair of brown slacks, boat shoes, and a tight-fitting
polo. Sunglasses hid his eyes from me. He was big, especially in
the arms and shoulders. Even with the martial arts and combat
absorbed from TV, I didn't stand a chance. Where was Tyrone's shock
pistol? How could I have been so stupid?

"Jesus," the man said in a deep gravelly
voice. "Are you even legal?"

"Who the fuck are you? I'll scream. I'll
call the police."

"Serious? Lyle."

He knew my name. So that was it. They'd
grabbed Ziza and left this guy behind to deal with me.

"I have a gun."

He held up the pistol. "This one? Come on,
relax. Enough. Put some clothes on. Jesus. Are you sure you're
legal?"

My heart froze. He had the gun. He had Ziza.
They'd found us. We'd not been careful enough.

"Tell me you didn't hurt her."

He took off the sunglasses, fixing piercing
blue eyes on me. "Hurt who?"

"Ziza."

He stared for a long minute. "Oh. Wow.
Really?"

[ZEE: Lyle. It's me.]

I gaped.

"Ziza? You're a guy?"

The man in front of me laughed. "Of course I
am. I thought that was the plan. We bought tiny bikinis so guys
would get up close and talk to us. I got a full scan and sample in
like, ten minutes. I had my pick. Just like we do in the club. I
told you before we split up. I thought you understood. I couldn't
figure out what was taking you so long. And seriously, what's with
the jailbait?"

I just gaped. "You're a guy. You have a...
you've... you're-"

He laughed and tossed me my shopping bag.
"I'm maybe breaking the law. Get dressed. For real, you just... you
could have pulled any body on the beach and you got another girl?
Are there things you want to tell me?"

I got my senses back and glared over my
shoulder. I felt a curious mix of emotions. I was embarrassed for
my initial reaction. I was super embarrassed at
misunderstanding what Ziza's plan had been re: body acquisition. I
was peeved at the way she was mocking me. I was confused about
whether to even think of Ziza as a guy or a girl now. And somewhere
in there? Relief. I'd been terrified something bad happened to
her.

"We gotta get out of this motel room
discreetly," Ziza barked at me with that commanding male voice.

"I know. Don't want to burn these
identities. I get it."

"No, I mean, shit, some cops are gonna
arrest my ass if they see me with you."

That sent me. I stuck my head angrily out of
the doorway. "She said she was in college!"

More laughter. "Maybe. But look at
yourself."

Now I got my first look in the mirror and
got my second shock.

I knew what to expect. Caroline's short
razored hair, dyed a shade or two darker than her presumably
natural ginger her sister sported. Caroline's almost
perfectly-circular breasts, her slight stomach pooch, her
muffin-topped love handles, the freckles on her chest...

I had some of those things. I had the hair.
I had the breasts, mostly, though they looked smaller, no bigger
than an A when I'd bought for a B. The love handles and the
roundness of her softer, college-softened body were not evident.
The hair was a lighter ginger and parts of the body looked... more
like her sister Maddy. One turn to stare at my butt in the mirror
confirmed it. I had seen that tight tiny butt before, in that tiny
pair of Sigourneys Maddy's mother certainly didn't know she'd
bought.

"Oh. Shit," I breathed.

Ziza poked her (?) head in the door. I
suddenly felt self-conscious and covered my small chest with one
tanned arm. "See what I mean?"

"I didn't do this. Not fully. It's got parts
of her sister in there."

"I thought you said you couldn't do hybrids?
I wanted that. What the hell?!!"

"Ziza, I didn't know it could do this. I
didn't get a very good scan, but I had both of them sampled. It
filled in information from the two since they were such close
matches."

"Shit. Serious?"

"As a heart attack."

"Do you think you could get it to do that
with... something other than sisters?"

"Yes? Maybe? I don't know. But Flux logs
everything this gadget does. It might be able to use this as a
starting point to reverse engineer the code that does this. Shit.
Depending, it might not even take that long."

"Could you do it now?"

"Not wise. We gotta get out of here. But I
might need you to go to the store. The bra I bought isn't going to
fit."

A smile spread across his face. "Hey. With
those cuties, you're not going to need much support. Go braless.
And shake a leg. I feel pervy."

"I can solve that for you."

"How?"

I shut the door in Ziza's face.

 


#

 


The panties I bought swam on the narrower
hips that were clearly Maddy's. I ended up putting the teeny bikini
bottoms back on as underwear. The shorts I bought were also not the
right size, but if I unzipped them and rolled the waist, they
stayed in place and were, thankfully, in-fashion when paired with
the bikini bottoms. To make the look deliberate, I ignored Ziza's
suggestion to go braless and put the bikini top back on. It wasn't
as flattering, but with the cheap tanktop I bought over it, even a
size too big, it looked not only deliberate but trendy.

Our shifter IDs named us as Alex Dumont and
Carey-Ann Pendergast, both of Wyoming. I agreed for Ziza's sake to
a cover story where Alex was Carey-Ann's stepbrother and that we
were out looking at colleges for EIGHTEEN year-old me to attend in
the fall. Now that we were both over the initial shock, though, we
settled back into how we'd been before the cocoon. Kind of
friendly, but still a little distrustful.

"We're going to need a new car," I mused
while we finished washing every trace of cocoon down the drain.

"We're going to need a plan, first," Ziza
answered gruffly. That voice. It was going to take me a while to
get used to it.

"Okay."

"I'm looking to you for that part."

"Well, I've got one. But we need a serious
linkup. Somewhere untraceable. Or safe. It's going to take me a
little while to do what needs doing. And before we do that, there's
one thing we still need."

Ziza frowned. "What's that?"

"We need to get into Tyrone's office."

"What's there?"

"Hopefully some of Jonah's financial
records. At minimum, I'm hoping to find a check he wrote
Tyrone."

"Why?"

"I need the numbers on it."

"I wish you'd thought of that before we
swapped bodies. As us, we could have walked right in."

"That place is being watched. And I don't
know how the Thai guys figure into it, yet, but they're part of it.
We can't go back as us until this is over.

Ziza grunted once.

I washed the last of the green ooze down the
drain and ran the water a while longer just to be sure. "Look, I'm
doing the best I can, okay?"

"It's not that. Did you hear what you just
said? 'We can't go back as us?' You mean as Lacey."

"What's your point?"

"Lyle? Have you started to think of yourself
as a girl? I mean, like really? You had a chance to get a guy body
again. Most guys would have jumped at it. Not to mention, we're
being chased by scary men. I woulda thought you wanted the bigger
tougher body. But you got this teeny girl body instead."

I bristled. It was an automatic reaction.
"Well, I don't know if you're one to talk. You're actually a
girl. Why are you the one with a penis all of a sudden?"

Those blue eyes just stared at me for a long
moment. "My whole life? The things I can't do as a girl? The list
got bigger and bigger. We're Muslim, my family. I had the Qur’an on
my smartphone as a teenager. Good girl. No veil, no burqa, but I
can't wear what the other girls are wearing. But still, I'm a good
girl. I observe all the customs. Prayer three times a day.

“I get my first period, and what does my dad
do? Asks if I touched my phone today. Where is it, he asks. Then
he's gone and comes back. Brings me my phone. Smashed. Women can't
touch the Qur’an when they're menstruating, Lyle. He smashed my
phone because he was worried about an old law that never imagined a
book that wasn't always a book.

“And that's the day I probably became a
sinful girl, Lyle, because I turned my back on all of it that day.
It's not like I had the app open. It's not like I was reading it
while I was bleeding. It was just installed. And I couldn't
live with rules that were that inflexible. I couldn't live
in my father's house with my father's rules."

I just stared, speechless.

"And my brothers?" Ziza laughed a hollow
laugh. "My brothers could do whatever they wanted. They missed
prayer. Played Xbox. One of them, the one who's not a moron, he
married a white girl. There was a little trouble over that, but he
didn't get disowned. He swears and posts photos of his wife in a
bikini. He cheats people's taxes for a living, actually. We all
know it. Dad? He's proud of his successful son and forgives his
daughter-in-law's nakedness because she's already given him a
grandson.

"And it's not religion, not entirely. It's
my father and the system of patriarchy that got drilled into him
and never left, even when he came here. It's stronger these days,
actually. There are little pockets of ex-pats and they all
reinforce it in each other. My father's a good man at heart, but
his friends - well, fuck it. I'm going to be a man and I'm going to
enjoy it."

"That's... that's a whole hell of a lot of
shit there, Ziza."

"Honestly, Lyle, I don't see how you could
ever give it up. You won the fucking genetic lottery. There's no
job you can't have. There's no salary cap. There's no looking over
your shoulder every time you walk to your car. The world's your
oyster and you voluntarily switched teams?"

I didn't say anything. There wasn't time.
Someone was pounding on the door.

"Lacey Scott Lee!" The voice shouting it was
loud and insistent. The pounding that came with it was louder.
"Come out right now with your hands up!"

Ziza traded a look with me. Tyrone's pistol
was suddenly in his big hands. They'd found us.

"You've got the wrong room," I shouted back
at the door, already grabbing my duffel bag, the one with the cash
and electronics in it. I'd been about to add whose room it was,
maybe stupidly blow our new identities, when Ziza clapped a hand
over my mouth.

The voice answered. "Step away from the door
if you don't want to be hurt."

I turned to Ziza. "Give me the gun."

"Are you crazy? I'm not going to let you
shoot a cop."

"If it's a cop, we'll surrender. But I don't
think it is."

"Why not?"

"Because they didn't even lie and say they
were cops." And then I gestured to the bed.

[LACEY: No more talk out loud. Get behind
the bed. Keep your head down.]

[ZEE: Fuck that. I'm the big one. I'm going
to fight. You can't even handle the recoil.]

[LACEY: Trust me. Ziza. Trust me.]

Ziza got behind the bed just in time. The
door blew inward. Shaped charge. The sun was barely down. They
didn't wait for dark? They must've wanted us and badly at that.

[ZEE: You're going to get killed.]

[LACEY: Quiet. I need to concentrate. You
have an app installed on your HUD under Flux. It's called
MonkeySee. Open it.]

[ZEE: ???]

The idea came to me before I'd had time to
think it all the way through. If we could message via the HUDs,
could I transfer files? We'd find out. As three men in dark suits
filled the room with their weapons drawn. These were not stun
weapons, most likely. I raised my hands and dropped the gun on the
bed. "Okay. Okay. Don't shoot."

The one in the lead was wearing a marksman
visor over his eyes. He lifted it and gave me a confused look.
"Shit. The boss said you might be a chameleon. Looks like he was
right. I think I liked the Asian bimbo better, though." Then he
turned and shouted something to his partners in what was
unmistakably Thai.

"Your boss," I tried. "Who's that?"

"You'll meet him. Unless we shoot you. Hands
higher. Where's the other one? The one who's Lyle Estevez?"

This confused me for a second. "Huh?"

[ZEE: They think I'm you. They still think
I'm you.]

[LACEY: Later. Did you get the file
transfer?]

[ZEE: Yeah, but what am I supposed to do
with it?]

[LACEY: Save my life.]

[ZEE: Great. No pressure.]

[LACEY: Don't think. Let it do the
work.]

I stepped sideways, and the lead guy
predictably took a step the other way to keep me covered with his
aim straight at my chest. Taking that step got him closer to the
bed, though. His mistake.

Ziza moved. The big burly body launched from
behind the bed and rolled over the surface to come out and deliver
a powerful kick to the lead gunman's midsection. Surprised, he
fired his gun into the ceiling. Ziza didn't stop moving. The roll
ended in a flying leap off the bed and into a tackle that toppled
the second guy into the third. Down they went in a mass of
limbs.

In front of me, the lead gunman recovered
and swung his gun back towards me. He was still off-balance,
though, and I had more than my share of moves stored up in
MonkeySee. With a swift movement I disarmed him, taking his gun and
turning it on him with one of my favorite action hero moves.

"Enough," I said tensely, pointing the gun
at his prone form. I looked up and saw Ziza rising from the
unconscious forms of both his attackers. Holy shit. "Who sent you,"
I pressed the lead guy.

"You'll find out," he said with an
absolutely sickening smile. "You and Estevez both. You're going to
spend a lifetime as slaves. If you're lucky. You have the gadget?
Maybe we make it two lifetimes. Maybe he gives you to me as a
prize. I like this look, but I would make you younger. Put your
hymen back each morning and pop it each night, again and again. Be
my little girl on my lap. That's what I'll do. Even better than the
child markets with disease and cops. My own personal little flower
to pluck. After ten years, you'll even love me for it." Then he
lunged for me.

I didn't consciously mean to do it. The gun
just went off in my hand. It was something reflexive, something
that turned my stomach and, I think finally made me realize a line
was crossed. Ziza took the gun from my shaking hand and more or
less led me in a haze from the room with our stuff slung over one
burly shoulder. The gun he wiped and tossed in the pile of the
other two.

[ZEE: Hey. You in there?]

[LACEY: I killed him. Oh fuck, I killed
him.]

[ZEE: He was a monster. You just
reacted.]

[LACEY: I executed him.]

[ZEE: He went for you. It was
self-defense.]

[LACEY: It was in defense of lots of people.
Little girls.]

[ZEE: Lyle. Whoever these guys are, they
need to be stopped.]

We were in a car, an unfamiliar car. I found
myself in the passenger seat while Ziza adjusted the seat for her
massive male frame. I realized Ziza must have searched the bodies
and found the keys to their car.

"We can't keep this car," I croaked out
loud.

"We won't. But we also can't stay here. Come
on. Think. What do we do?"

"We still need to get to Tyrone's office And
then we need to get the hell out of town."

"All right then." In the fading light of
day, I saw Ziza set her jaw. She looked... strong. Comfortable. It
was amazing how fast she'd adapted. That wasn't MonkeySee giving
her a little extra male action swagger. It was just her.

I heard a siren in the distance. We pulled
out and drove down the narrow alleys of the canals and were gone by
the time the first car probably even made it to the hotel.

 


 



//MELANIE

 


I was such a good Honeyslut.

I got the entire east wing sparkling clean
by three in the afternoon, a whole two hours before I was expected
to be done. Miss Quinne warned me Master would be home tomorrow and
would expect me to be the most perfect slutmuffin he'd ever had. We
were supposed to be taking a trip, soon, and Dahlia told me that if
I made Master pleased, I'd be allowed to come along and just be her
sister for the trip.

I liked being the maid. I liked the pretty
stockings and the ruffled black dress and the extra poofy ruffled
panties I now routinely showed off when I went out of my way to
bend over to clean just about anything. I liked the pristine white
apron and even the way my tight leather collar trimmed in lace was
snug and reassuring against my throat. I was a good little slut and
I was learning my place on my knees. A place that felt so natural
and so sexy and so perfect for me.

The idea that I'd ever fancied myself as a
top of any kind was silly to me, now. I didn't get so absolutely
pussy-slatheringly wet dressing in my tall boots and flogging the
butts of eager boys, did I? No, not like I did now the minute Miss
Quinne groped my bottom while I was dusting. Not when she leaned in
and purred in my ear, "you're owned. You're my object. You're my
Toy." And certainly not when she dragged me by the collar into the
bedroom I'd just finished tidying to violate me with my clothes
still on. Fucking me with and making me moan and squeal while she
wore the body that used to be mine. I usually climaxed a little bit
more when at the end of our messy and sweaty fucking, she'd toss me
aside and order me to clean the bedroom again. Having a purpose. A
chance to serve. It was a drug, my favorite drug behind getting
fucked brainless and happy.

The best part was that every time Miss
Quinne (Miss Melanie) put her small but violent prick in my
bottom, or, if I was lucky, my sopping-wet snatch, the voice went
away.

<You've never been so happy. So peaceful.
So fucked.>

That was the good voice, the one that helped
me stay good and obedient and fully thralled. I loved that voice.
It was like a favorite teacher, the devil on my shoulder that
turned out to always, always be right. It got stronger and louder
every time I got the good blue cum injections. It made the bad
voice go away.

The one that insisted I was the real
Melanie.

That voice was not a fun one. When it got
back out, it tried to fill my whole little stupid brain up. It
cried and protested with every degradation Miss Quinne put me
through. The only part that I think made me really happy to think
about were the parts where in spite of all my protests, my clitty
throbbed with such desperate lust. I think that's maybe why I
cried. Somehow I knew my body was happier like this.

Today was a good day, though. I got the east
wing cleaned and was feeling ambitious. Dahlia was sleeping in her
big pink princess room, and so I took it on myself to start on the
west wing of the house, where Master's quarters were. I wouldn't go
into Master Jonah's room, of course, but I thought he'd appreciate
his spaces being aired out and made nice and sparkling clean for
his return.

That's when I got the idea to go into his
closet rooms and put a fresh press on some of his traveling
clothes. That'd be the best thing, I thought. If we were going on a
trip, Master Jonah was going to need fresh things to wear. I'd get
him ready and he'd be so pleased with my eagerness to serve that
he'd want to take me with him, even if it was just to keep his
clothes fresh and clean and pressed.

Master Jonah had whole rooms that were just
filled with his clothes and possessions. He was a suddenly very
successful man. I didn't want to go too deep into his sanctum, but
I figured I would be permitted to go into his favorite closet room
and take the things I knew he liked best for a quick airing.
Closets we were allowed to go into, after all. Just not the bedroom
or the rooms with the toys.

I must have gotten lost. Or maybe I was just
slowly getting more and more brainless like Miss Quinne liked to
tease me about. At any rate, I ended up in a room I'd never seen
before. I would have gone right back out again, but I was
frightened by what I saw in there.

It was Dahlia.

She was hovering in a big clear tube. She
was naked and her skin looked pale and dead. I couldn't help myself
and I made a girlish scream of fright. How could it have happened?
I'd just seen her sleeping in her bedroom not five minutes earlier!
Now she was dead! She was dead and-

I guess I was getting stupider, all
right.

What I noticed first was the little tattoo,
just to the right of her shaved pussy. A little tiny W. There was a
D in that same place on Dahlia. This was someone else. A sister.
Maybe the sister Dahlia said she wasn't supposed to talk about.

The glass slid aside the minute my hand
touched the glass. I'd just mean to touch the tattoo, I think, to
see if it wiped off. But when I could touch her skin, I decided I
wanted to touch. I needed to know if it was a real person or, like,
a doll of some kind. That was all I'd been thinking. I was worried
about the poor dead girl who liked like Dahlia.

Some kind of electrical field was keeping
her like this. I don't know much about that stuff. I wasn't
supposed to be smart anymore, but I heard something that sounded
awfully like the Melanie voice saying it might be suspended
animation.

I didn't notice I was actually touching her
fingers until I felt a sharp shock. It was like a zap but then it
got worse. I jumped back in surprise and felt the stinging
sensation spreading through my entire hand.

Words flashed in front of my eyes.

[[COUNTERMEASURE. UNKNOWN AGENT.]]

That didn't make any sense to me. Where was
the good voice, the one that wanted me to be a sexpuppet forever
and ever? I liked that voice. I liked those words.

[[REBOOT.
*^#%$#^%&%&11110000100010000010001]]

 


#

 


I woke up on the floor. I was sweating
through my pretty maid uniform, and the sweat was just a little
blue - but not the bright glowing blue it had been before. It was
dead-looking, grey and muted. I don't know how long I was out.

[[ExecProtex v 4.56.3 online. Foreign
hardware detected. Unknown malware detected.]]

My head hurt. Bigger words were coming back
to my thoughts, as though whole sections of my vocabulary were
locked up in boxes and being dumped back into the big hopper of my
brain all at once. In this haze, there was one thought very clear
and prominent in my head.

My name is Melanie Sykes. I'm a powerful
executive of a Fortune 500 company and I have wetware. My wetware
includes sophisticated guards designed to keep me from being
compromised by worms, viruses, and malicious software. In spite of
that, something got through. But why was it back?

[[Active process: FluxWatch v. 1.2 -
SANITIZING... 12%....19%...]]

While the numbers picked up, I had the
curious sensation of feeling large parts of this strange dippy
empty-headed bimbo personality bleeding away.

[[89%...92%...]]

My name was Melanie Sykes and I got hit with
one hell of a hammer. Something more insidious than anything my
last company's formidable virus definitions had ever seen. I was
now being cleaned by something I did not recognize. It wasn't my
software. Where had it come from?

[[100%]]

[[FluxWatch minimized. Install Flux
supplemental software? Y/N?]]

I had my head back. I had it all. I sat up
in a rush and was disappointed to see I still wore the body of a
playmate. I'd been hoping it was a dream, maybe, but more than
that, I had been hoping that along with getting my thoughts back
I'd somehow get my body back as well.

[[Y/N?]]

Whatever FluxWatch was, it gave me my
thoughts back. I thought in the affirmative and allowed it to
install the rest of its software package. While it did that, I got
to my feet and ran a query through my own Vaxt interface for the
origin of FluxWatch.

[[FluxWatch v. 1.2 by Lyle Estevez.]]

Estevez. I knew that name. I'd wanted to buy
his company. Flux. That was the name of his thinking OS. How had it
gotten installed on my secure hardware?

[[Transferred via unknown hardware. Tactile
genetic sampler.]]

I queried my full hardwire configuration. I
needed to know what was in me. Three items I did not recognize.

[[Right Wrist Port 2, 3 : Tactile Genetic
Sampler. Manufacturer unknown.]]

[[Left Temple Port 2: Optical Tie-In, Neural
Controller Interface. Manufacturer Unknown.]]

[[Unauthorized New Port X: Pelvis and
genitalia, patched to Spinal Port 7,8,9 -- Unknown Hardware.
Manufacturer: Mai Roo Systems.]]

And then, most chillingly, the Vaxt HUD
continued to scroll new data past my eyes.

[[FLUXWATCH QUARANTINE. Disabling Port X.
Unauthorized attempted connections to Neural Controllers.]]

[[Sanitized. ]]

[[Genetic Sampler Cleaned. Optical Tie-In
Cleaned. Ready for use.]]

[[FluxWatch minimizing.]]

[[FluxRadio installed. Connecting. New patch
detected.]]

[[FluxMessenger installed. Looking for other
users...]]

[[Downloading MonkeySee. Download 2%]]

I panicked when I saw these unbidden
programs downloading, but only for a moment. I'm not a hapless end
user by any stretch of the imagination. What I discerned quickly
was that this FluxWatch was some heavily-modified version of the
FluxOS I'd wanted to acquire for Seekr. What had even happened to
Lyle Estevez?

The OS got transmitted via the tactile
sampler. Something Jonah put in my hand?

The naked girl in the tank. I'd touched
her.

The sampler pulled something from her and it
got in me. And.. fixed me?

I blinked the messy feed of messages out of
my vision and approached the tank again. This time when I touched
her, I got a different message.

[[FluxMessenger ***new user** detected.
Initiate chat?]]

I didn't know what to do with this. And
there wasn't suddenly time. I heard someone coming. Calling for
me.

"Honey? Where's my favorite Honeyslut?"

Dahlia.

I hurried out of the room and made it down
the hall just in time.

Dahlia was standing in the hall in a shiny
silver bikini that barely covered anything at all. She had a
gossamer shrug on and was in matching silver heels. She held a
bottle of tanning oil in one hand. When she saw me, her confused
expression became a pleased one. "There you are, sexpants! You did
such a good job cleaning. But what were you doing over
here?!! You're not supposed to-"

"I thought I'd... iron some shirts. For the
trip." When I said the words, I felt strange, like I was suddenly
the worst actress in the world. The easy bubbly demeanor was gone
and I was just Melanie again. Honey was gone. Purged.

Lucky for me, Dahlia was still Dahlia. Her
powers of mental calculation were as diminished as mine had been.
"Oh! Wow, sis, you've really taken to this! I'm so happy! Maybe
Master will Twin us if you keep it up! I so miss having a
twin!"

I'd just seen that twin. I wondered if
Dahlia knew what happened.

Just then, Dahlia frowned and I felt my
heart turn to stone. She saw through me. She's seen something
amiss. "Oh but sis, you're sweating! You're working too
hard. You must always look your best! Enough work! Master likes his
stuff undisturbed anyway."

She dragged me back down the hall and into
her princess bedroom. It was just so pink in there. I was
like being in the toy aisles I never had much interest in as a
child. How had I managed to be in these rooms without vomiting
uncontrollably.

"We deserve some time lounging by the pool,"
Dahlia declared happily. "Come on. Get out of these clothes and
let's work on your pretty tan! It'll be your reward. In case Master
takes us somewhere with a beach, you'll be glad to get a headstart
on the tan, anyway!"

I let Dahlia undress me in a kind of a daze.
I had a perfect memory of everything that transpired since I'd been
brought to this place, but it was like being nearsighted and
suddenly getting glasses and seeing the whole picture clearly for
the first time.

Off came my clothes. It clearly made Dahlia
happy to treat me like a doll and that was fine with me for the
moment. I needed to figure out my next move and sort out what
happened and how to free myself from this place.

[[Initiate chat?]]

I was now completely naked. Dahlia's smooth
and uncalloused fingers drifted playfully over my creamy skin,
lingering between my legs and giving me a teasing tickle that even
with my full senses and thoughts back was hard not to enjoy.
Unconsciously, I opened my legs ever so slightly.

"Mmm," Dahlia purred. "Someone's feeling
naughty. It feels so nice, doesn't it? When you just stop thinking
and let it do all the thinking for you? It always makes me
wettest."

I thought of fighting back right then. I'd
subdue her now that she wasn't so on guard and suspicious. Tie her
up and put her in the closet and make a run for it. Something
stopped me, though. It was a suspicion, so I'd been searching the
whole time she was getting me naked. Now it was confirmed.

The buffer where the body-changer kept the
templates and patterns had only one pattern. Honey.

My body. My actual body, Melanie's body?
Gone. Not there.

[[LOG: original pattern transferred and
deleted]]

Gone.

I'd have to stay here a little longer, then.
Maybe I'd find it on a computer, but there was one place I was
almost certain to find it.

Quinne. Who was me. Who was fucking up who
knew what.

I'd do it tonight, then. I'd steal my body
back and take care of that problem as well. And pray there was
anything of my life to get back to.

Dahlia dressed me in a shiny purple thong
bikini, but after a moment's hesitation, didn't bother with issuing
me the top. "We're at the house," she reasoned. "You might as well
get a nice even tan all over. Besides, we won't be out there that
long." She reached over and gave my full breasts a gentle squeeze
that became a deliberate and meandering fondle. As repulsed as I'd
become by what happened to me, I admit that I enjoyed this. Dahlia
ended by tweaking my nipples and making them stand out at full
attention. "You're so much fun to play with," she commented before
licking my stiff and erect nipples. "

She led me to the pool by tugging on my
nipples. I went with her. I went willingly, and I told myself that
it was because I needed to stay under cover. That wasn't the whole
reason, though.

I liked this girl. I liked her curvy body
and her flawless everything. I liked her bubbly personality. She
was just so incredibly girly. It was easy for her to be all the
things that were always hard for me to be when I was growing up.
Even though I'd been under the control of something nefarious, I
was grateful to her for the gift she gave me. I was happy to
finally experience what it would be like to be a girl like her.

I wanted her to keep touching me. I could
keep control of myself, I was certain. Whatever the thing was that
was controlling my brain was safely quarantined. I needed to lay
low and not act like anything was different, at least until I could
get close enough to get my pattern back from Quinne. That might
mean making out with a pretty blonde.

I told myself it was just trying to stay
undercover. But it wasn't. Dahlia was a fantasy of mine, the kind
of girl who never turns out to be a lesbian, or at minimum, the
kind of lesbian or bisexual woman who never seems to be attracted
to Melanie Sykes. I had been through so much. I could have this one
thing back.

We were fondling each other by the time we
got to the pool lounges. Somehow I ended up toppled back with her
on top of me on the lounger. Her knee dug in between my legs and
ground against my sex with practiced force. Her mouth covered the
loudest of my moans. Her soft pink tongue wiggled past my glossed
lips and danced with my own. There was no one else around. Had I
ever fucked outdoors? I didn't think so. It was exciting. I was
into it.

My hands found the ties of her top and got
it off and before long I was worshipping at her soft round tits.
She had the cutest little perfect nipples. They popped right in my
mouth and got pleasingly hard and pointy in my mouth. The noises
she made were straight out of a porno and when they got loud she
ground her knee harder into my crotch.

I was humping her knee with little to no
urging. "Mmm," Dahlia purred while we writhed together on the
lounger. "Did cleaning the house make someone extra frisky?"

"I just wanted to enjoy this," I said quite
honestly. "Enjoy you. You're so amazing."

"So are you, sweetie. And I can't wait for
Daddy to make us sisters. He'll do it if we ask nicely. I know
Quinne's supposed to be my new sister, but Quinne's never here."
She pouted her lip and I took a little initiative and rolled her
over, so I could lay on her and play with her tits and finger her
pussy. "See," she purred again. "I need a sister like you. Someone
who's around to tan and snuggle and mess around with. I need a
sister I can cum with."

It was the hottest thing I'd ever
consciously done. But when she managed to get back on top of me and
started seriously rubbing my pussy through the tiny purple suit, I
had a terrible moment that spoiled the little surprise orgasm that
took me. The sister talk reminded me of the nearly-dead girl in the
cylinder hidden in Jonah's wing of the house. That in turn reminded
me of the fact that while I was no in full control of my actions,
Dahlia was not. She might very well have some kind of foreign
control in her. That hadn't occurred to me until just that
moment.

We kept messing around, but I stopped
pressing any kind of advantage. I let her do what she wanted, but I
couldn't bring myself to take any kind of action. How had I felt
just then, realizing what Jonah had done to me? And the girl in the
tube? What happened to her.

We made out, Dahlia and I, but the heavy
putting and fondling stopped. I let her kiss me and we cuddled on
the lounger for a while until she seemed to sense I wasn't as into
it anymore. "You're probably tired from all the hard work we've had
you do," she said a little sulkily. "Let's tan while we can. But
tonight, girlie, I'm coming for you, so rest up.

Dahlia applied sunscreen to me while I laid
still. I did the same for her, and then her face vanished under a
towel while she laid out in the afternoon sun.

I did the same, but I was still buried deep
in the HUDs.

[[1 user detected. Initiate chat?]]

[[Y/N?]]

Yes, I thought. Let's see who's on the other
end.


 


 


//WHITNEY

 


I don't know exactly what happened to me. I
didn't like it, though. There were hard thoughts that wanted me to
think them and I hated that. That's not how he liked me to be.
Master liked me to be simple and a little bit silly but most
importantly, he didn't like when I did too much thinking.
Especially the hard thoughts. Master does the hard thinking and Sis
and I, all we had to do was obey.

It felt so good to give into his desires. To
let his control be complete over us. I got horny every time I even
thought about obeying him. That made me almost always horny because
there's only one thing I needed to really do in life: be ready to
make Master cum.

The hard thoughts were gone for a long time.
It was so wonderful, like having weight and responsibility taken
away, leaving me free to just have the pleasure that I wanted. Obey
and get pleasure. Bliss. My pussy got sopping wet from just these
thoughts.

Other parts of me were wet, too. This wasn't
the fun kind of wet. I got cold and sticky all over and there was a
sharp pain in my arms and legs. The wetness was on the outside, but
the pain was inside, like little razor blades that felt like they
got inside my blood vessels. They' moved higher and higher and the
more pain I felt, the easier it got for the hard thoughts to get to
my brain.

I remembered things I'd all but forgotten
about.

The handsome guy at the store.

Store.

I worked at a lingerie boutique. There was a
handsome 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
me.

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.

It was much later. We went to a club to be
with Master and find new girls for Maser's plan. And I liked one of
the girls so much I thought it would be okay if I sampled her. To
surprise Master. Master always liked twins.

But it made the bad wet and the pain and I
got sick and got put somewhere for Mister Charlie to fix me. But he
said it would take a long time.

I had an infection.

I got put to sleep.

Something woke me up, though.

Something put the words in front of my eyes
again. But the words were different. They were a different
color.

[<FOREIGN BODIES PURGED>

<BAD ARGUMENTS QUARANTINED>

<FluxWatch v 2.1 online>

<Installing updates. Unpacking...>

<FluxMessenger installed.>

<1 user detected. Opening chat.>

[MELANIE: Hello? is anyone there?]

I didn't know what to do at first. Melanie?
Who was that?

[WHITNEY: Who is this?]

[MELANIE: You're Whitney? Dahlia's
sister?]

[WHITNEY: She's NOT my sister. But...]

[MELANIE: Do you know where you are? How did
you get Flux?]

[WHITNEY: I got sick. I got an infection
from touching a girl in the club. Is that what you mean?]

[MELANIE: I'm sorry. Who are you? Can you
think again? I think touching you transferred the software in you
to me.]

This was so confusing.

[WHITNEY: I'm sorry. What? What software?
I'm just a clerk. I met this guy and he...]

The guy. He was Dahlia. I remembered that. I
don't know how I knew that.

[WHITNEY: Oh shit. Oh fuck. Oh my jesus no
no no no no]

[MELANIE: Whitney? Calm down. It's okay.
It's going to be all right. My name is Melanie and I'm going to get
us out of here.]

[WHITNEY: How? If you're like me?]

[MELANIE: You gave me control back. And I am
not the kind of woman you fuck with. I'll get you out of here, too.
That's a promise.]

[WHITNEY: I can't move. But I am starting to
remember stuff. Oh my god.]

[MELANIE: Welcome back, Whitney.]

[MELANIE: Stand by for assistance.]
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//LYLE

 


We ditched the car halfway to the club and
picked up a cab at a hotel. My duffle full of electronics got
difficult for me to carry in my new tiny body, but Ziza picked up
the slack most admirably.

"What?" Ziza asked me when she saw me
smiling.

I tried to hide the smile by looking out the
window of the cab. "Nothing. Just you. You're really enjoying being
a big strong guy, aren't you?"

"Well that's what I am, so I suppose
I should enjoy it."

[ZEE: Cab drivers listen, you know.]

[LACEY: Shit. Sorry. You're right, of
course. I'm just so tired.]

[ZEE: Do me a favor and change your
username? I'll slip up and call you Lacey unless I start seeing
"Carey-Ann the Jailbait Princess"]

[CAREY-ANN: Better? Also you are not funny.
But change yours too, "Alex I Wanted A Dick"]

[ALEX: This isn't confusing at all.]

[CAREY-ANN: You get used to it after a
while. At least I did. But It's hard to know whether to think of
you as a guy or a girl.]

[ALEX: Now you know what it's like. But
seriously, we're tired and we're going to make a mistake. If we are
going to survive, you've got to stop thinking of me as Ziza. For
now I'm this guy. I'm Alex. I'm a he and if you make a pronoun
mistake in front of someone, you're going to maybe get us
killed.]

She had a point.

He.

He had a point.

I turned and looked at "Alex" seriously. He
had hard chiseled facial features, but the soft eyes were
reassuring. "I shouldn't have gotten in this cab," I sighed. "I
wasn't tired until the only thing I had to do was sit."

"You can put your head on my shoulder if you
like." He smiled mischievously. I resisted the urge to make a face
or say something unkind. Yeah. He was enjoying it, all right.
"What's a step-brother for, right, "sis?"

I jabbed my elbow into his ribs. That he
deserved.

"Ow! You have sharp and bony little elbows!
Did you know that?"

"Yes. After all, I've been a girl with these
elbows my entire life."

[ALEX: Careful.]

[CAREY-ANN: You were teasing. And being a
jerk. A few hours with a penis and you're already teasing girls and
being a jerk.]

[ALEX: You're projecting.]

[CAREY-ANN: Am I?]

In the end, though, my exhaustion won out
over my pride. I put my head on Alex's shoulder and closed my eyes.
It was a little bony, but it was also strangely comforting. After a
few moments he put a muscular arm around me and I liked that more
than I thought I would, too.

We arrived at the club sooner than I'd have
liked, both for the brief moment of comfort and for resting my
eyes. Alex got out and I followed, but I had to catch his wrist
when he started for the employees entrance. "Think just for a
minute about what you look like and how you'd react if you saw you
come in through our entrance."

Alex paused. "Yeah, good point. But it's
going to be a lot harder to get into Tyrone's office."

"We'll cross that bridge when we come to
it."

The bouncer (a new guy I'd never met before)
gave me shit about my age, but my ID was credible enough and in the
end, it worked to my advantage looking so young and innocent. But
then he saw the dance bag on my shoulder. "The boss don't take
walk-in auditions," he said, giving us both a look. "If you want to
freelance here, you gotta get in line. Place is taking off, feel
me?"

Alex was surprisingly cool. "Relax, she's
not here to strip. We're here to talk about liquor."

"We got suppliers."

"This is new stuff. Just coming out. Synth
distilleries. Really cool molecular stuff." Alex pointed at my bag.
"We brought samples."

[CAREY-ANN: Careful. What if he asks to
see?]

[ALEX: He won't. They're not into trendy
shit here. How long have you worked here, you know that.]

Sure enough, the bouncer looked patently
disinterested. "We stick to the classics here. If you ain't a
bourbon, I don't think the boss much cares to try it."

"Well is he here? We're with the
distributor. They want to give your bar ten free cases. To help it
catch on. That's all profit for your place, I think he'd want to at
least see us."

The bouncer gave me a long look, eyeing me
up and down and studying my tiny body. "And what are you? The booth
babe?"

Alex stiffened. "She's the brains." He
positioned his body partially between the bouncer protectively. I
guess the bouncer's predatory look had been pretty easy to read.
What was more surprising was how instinctively protective Ziza had
become since she stepped into Alex. It was... attractive.

[CAREY-ANN: You're so smooth at this.]

[ALEX: Thanks. We'll see if it works. That
guy is mentally undressing you, btw.]

[CAREY-ANN: I noticed. But back off.]

[ALEX: What?]

[CAREY-ANN: You work your angle. Let me work
mine.]

The bouncer was checking me out? Fine. I
knew what to do with that. I stopped fighting the tank top that
kept trying to slide off my tiny shoulder. When I angled back to
face the bouncer, I pouted my lips and opened my eyes just a little
wider, looking as sweet and innocent as I could. The side of my
small breast in the teeny bikini top showed through the sagging
tank's armhole now and I acted like I was too innocent to even
notice. "I invented the stuff. Kids these days, huh?"

The bouncer's eyes said that oh yes, kids
these days were a topic of interest to him. Gross. "Yeah. You cook
this shit up in your dorm room? I heard that's how viper got
started, yeah? Two sorority girls trying to stay awake during an
orgy?"

I licked my lips. "That one's an urban
legend. It was a pair of Indian guys in grad school. But I think
ajax blow started out as a homebrew Plan B. That's the sorority
story, I think." When I said "sorority" I made sure to bob my head
and bounce a little on my heels. Bouncing reminds men of sex and
usually makes them in the mood to do things to make the bouncing
happen some more. "Come on. We just need five minutes. If he's out
on the floor, we'll wait in his office."

[ALEX: Careful. You're pushing too
hard.]

[CAREY-ANN: Hey. I know what I'm doing.]

[ALEX: I've been a girl longer than you.
You're pushing too hard.]

The bouncer shook his head. "The boss ain't
seeing anyone these days. His office is his inner sanctum anyway.
He does meetings at the bar."

"Fine," Alex said before I pushed again.
"We'll wait at the bar."

[ALEX: Come on. We're wasting time.]

[CAREY-ANN: Fine. But what's this about
Tyrone not seeing people?]

[ALEX: Dunno.]

It was picking up at the club. The night was
still young, but there was already a healthy crowd. It took
everything we both had to not blow our cover and smile or jokingly
flirt with the other girls or with Minsie the bartender. The crowds
worked to our advantage, though. It was all too easy to get lost in
the crowd and drift towards the staff door.

The staff door was locked as usual, but it
had a keypad. One of the advantages of being Tyrone's Tokyo
Princess? I had the code. We waited until no eyes were on us and
then we slipped inside.

Tyrone's office was at the end of the hall.
We hurried there as quickly as we could.

[ALEX: Okay, in and out as quick as
possible, okay?]

[CAREY-ANN: Yeah. We need an account book, a
check stub, or anything with Jonah's bank information on it,
okay?]

[ALEX: Okay. How careful do we want to be
about hiding the fact we've been searching his office?]

I keyed my code to open Tyrone's door. I was
about to reply to Melanie's question, but what we found on the
other side of the door made the point moot.

Tyrone was sitting behind his desk. A big
shiny gun was pointed straight at us. "That's far enough," he said
coolly. "Step inside. I been waitin' for y'all." His voice was
different. Deadly. Quiet.

There was an open briefcase on Tyrone's
desk. A briefcase I recognized. I'd had a twin of it in my
possession earlier.

I'd been wrong. Wrong from the start. They'd
not been after Ziza, not at first. The briefcase kid had been at
the club for Tyrone. And while we were gone... they got to him.
Thralled.

"Step inside and shut the door. Now," Tyrone
commanded, gesturing with the gun.

[ALEX: What do we do?]

MonkeySee had no solutions. There was no
move in our arsenal that would disarm Tyrone before he got a shot
off at one of us. Shit.

[CAREY-ANN: We're checkmated. Nothing to do.
Stay alive. Watch for an opportunity.]

We shut the door. I heard it lock behind us.
Tyrone had a switch on his desk for that.

"They said you'd be coming back," Tyrone
said evenly. "I didn't expect you to look like this. But I guess I
shouldn't be surprised."

[ALEX: How? How could he know it's us?]

[CAREY-ANN: I dunno. Fuck.]

[ALEX: That's all you've got?]

Tyrone, stood, keeping some distance, but
with the gun always trained on us. "So now I got a problem. You're
gonna keep coming for me, seems like. So I guess I try and send a
message. You don't fuck with me. You don't come into my house and
you don't try shit."

I frowned. Try shit?

He spun the briefcase around, and I
gasped.

All three gadgets were still in the case.
But if they were still in the case, had he been...

"So now you're going to tell me what the
fuck this is, and then one of you is going to carry the other one
of you home in this here briefcase. And maybe then your boss is
going to get the message we ain't no longer in business
together."

[ALEX: Wait. Is he on our side or
theirs?]

"Tyrone," I gasped. "It's me. It's Lacey.
Lacey and Ziza."

He cocked the gun. "Bullshit."

"Daddy. It's your J-Pop princess? You
trained my throat and my ass and I was your owned bitch."

[ALEX: WHAT]

[CAREY-ANN: I did what I had to]

[ALEX: You're his bitch?]

[CAREY-ANN: Not NOW]

Tyrone, meanwhile, stared. "Them's some
intimate details coming out of a little teeny white girl and not
the pretty girl with... well. That would be telling."

I blurted out the shortest and most concise
explanation I could. I told him what was in the briefcase. Ziza
joined in and shared a few details only he would know about her.
And then I told him where his mark was. The T in the spade on my
tailbone.

Tyrone at last lowered the gun. "Lacey
kissed me before she want after Ziza. I got a little shock or
something and my HUD reboot itself. I thought the damn thing was on
the fritz. Few hours later, this new girl shows up. Wants to
audition. Country girl. Freckles and pigtails but wearing a little
latex number. Interesting contrast. Dirty talker, absolutely
filthy.

"I figure I can squeeze her in and see if
she earns. but she wants to take the audition private. Comes in
here. Kisses me and tells me she wants to toss my salad." Tyrone
grinned. "I love when a white girl wants that. But the crazy bitch
tries to put something in there, and when I stop her, she tries to
kiss me again, she's got this blue shit on her tongue. Bitch is
suddenly super-strong, too. Spits some of that blue stuff in my eye
while we're struggling."

I tensed. This was a new adaptation. And who
was this girl? More importantly, if he got some in him...

Tyrone put the gun on the table. "I felt
funny, but then, some software I don't remember installing kicks
in. Quarantines some kind of virus. So my question is- what the
fuck is FluxWatch?"

[ALEX: Holy shit.]

"Tyrone," I said slowly. "I gave you my
software when I kissed you. And I think it might have saved
you."

Tyrone paced around me. "You're telling me
that's you in there, Lacey?"

"Yes."

"And what are the chances that big-titted
Asian bimbo is the way you were born?"

I felt my world crashing down. "Not
good."

He shook his big bald head. "I don't wanna
know any more right now. I sent that bitch packing, but she had a
goon outside. He had one of these briefcases. I can only assume it
was intended for me. I dealt with them, but the guy threatened he'd
be back."

"It's Jonah," I said. "He's the mastermind.
We came back to try and stop him."

Tyrone pointed a big meaty finger at me. "We
got a lot of conversations coming our way, girl, but now ain't the
time. What were you breaking into my office for?"

I told him. He obliged and pulled all the
files from his drawer. He still kept paper records, like any quasi
illicit businessman. It made me smile. Then he shoved them in the
briefcase and shut it. "What are you doing?" I asked.

"Obviously we ain't safe here. So we
leaving. I assume I'm never gonna see my ride again?"

Alex shifted. "Sorry, Boss. It's been a hell
of a night."

Tyrone took a long moment to study Alex. He
shook his head at last. "That's fuckin' weird," he pronounced at
last. "But at least we got a little more muscle." He stuffed the
pistol in his pants. "Okay. We goin' to the parking lot, now. Imma
teach you two how to steal a car."

Tyrone had experience. He picked a generic
sedan. It took about thirty seconds for him to gain entry and get
past the computerized security systems. I hovered close, using
MonkeySee to add the skill to my growing library. Then I was
relegated to the backseat with my dance bag, the briefcase, and
another bag full of cash from Tyrone's safe. He seemed to know
about going on the run.

None of us spoke until the car was on auto
on the highways and driving us out of town.

"Where are we going?" I asked at last.

"You need a secure place with an untraceable
data line, right?" Tyrone asked in reply.

"Yeah."

"Best place I can think of for that is
Vegas. Plus, we got a new friend there who will let us hole up. But
we got a bit of a drive ahead of us and I'm in the mood for a
story. With more details this time." He swiveled in his seat and
looked expectantly at the two of us.
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We told. It took a while and I did most of
the talking. I didn't want to share all of the details and Tyrone
thankfully wasn't interested in much of the history of who I was
before I took a copy of Ziza's body. He'd ask sooner or later, of
that I had no doubt, but there was more than enough confusion
before we got to that point.

I hated the whole thing. By the end, both
Alex and Tyrone were sitting in the front seat and staring straight
ahead at the empty road and the approaching lights of Vegas. I
understood Tyrone's reaction. He'd been lied to. He'd been intimate
with someone who hadn't been who he thought. He'd been assaulted by
parties unknown for some kind of nefarious purpose and he was now
abandoning his business with two of his former employees, one of
who now had a penis and the other of whom was a liar and a thief
through and through.

What I didn't quite understand was Ziza's
reaction. Ziza already knew the story. I thought we'd gotten past
the lies and the theft and were becoming friends. What was the
reason for the sudden shift?

[CAREY-ANN: Hey. What's going on?]

[ALEX: Nothing. Still processing.]

[CAREY-ANN: Processing what?]

[ALEX: You got his mark?]

[CAREY-ANN: I figured lots of girls had it.
I didn't think it meant anything.]

[ALEX: No one else has it that I know about.
And bullshit.]

[CAREY-ANN: Well, what do you care? Why is
that such a big deal?]

[ALEX: Well, you were WITH him then, yeah?
You got a tattoo. That shoulda been pretty permanent. But then you
swapped skins and now what? Does that make it something else? Does
that make you someone else? If you're with someone and that only
means as much to you as the skin you're currently wearing, what's
that mean for someone else?]

I was missing something. I didn't understand
what, though. Not for a long time. Not until later, when it was too
late.

[CAREY-ANN: Are you mad at me for something?
For Tyrone? Were you in love with him?]

[ALEX: I don't want to talk about it.]

[CAREY-ANN: I'm sorry. I don't fully
understand, but... you're important to me.]

We were silent for the rest of the trip.
With every mile we traveled, I found myself feeling worse and
worse.

We got in around 1 AM. In any other city,
this would have been a problem, but Vegas was ready to do business
with us.

"I got us checked in at the Saks," Tyrone
announced, looking up from his phone. "Separate rooms and separate
floors. Imma see about getting us more private accommodations than
the main hotel, but that's gotta wait. If what you told me about
Jonah's correct, I need to go see Saks. You got any contacts here?
You know what you need?"

I wasn't wild about us splitting up.
"Tyrone, I don't know how much wetware you have, but I can't
possibly have transferred more than a temporary block. If they try
to get you again, you can't count on being immune a second
time."

He didn't turn back to look at me. He just
set his jaw and flashed his weapon. "I don't plan on that. See you
back at the hotel."

That was it. That was all he said to me. He
handed us each some cash and then Alex and I got dropped off on
Paradise while Tyrone's car continued to the main drag. We were on
our own.

Alex had been giving me the silent treatment
since our strange tiff over chat. I understood I was in some kind
of trouble, but didn't have any ideas about how to fix it. Now that
we were on foot with a job to do, though, communication was
necessary.

[ALEX: You know this contact?]

[CAREY-ANN: Nickels took care of
introductions while we were driving.]

[ALEX: And you trust Nickels?]

"I trust his desire to keep one of his best
clients alive," I said out loud. I needed to use my voice. I wanted
us to be verbal. I thought it would help.

"I hope we're actually one of his best
clients," Alex commented.

We reached the empty car we'd been told to
look out for. The code I'd been given opened it up and we got
inside. The car was a fancy one, with full auto-drive and
fully-tinting windows. The cabin glass blacked out and we rode to
our mysterious destination in silence once again.
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"That shit is expensive," the small
dark-skinned girl announced after hearing our request.
"Mucho expensivo. I don't think you've got the
juice."

"But you can do it," I pressed. "If the
price is right."

She looked offended. "I'm fucking Bijou
Killswitch. I can do it. In this city, I can get you almost
anything you want. But you'd be easier off asking me for a package
of viper to sell, or, I dunno, hacking the President's holocam.
Shit, I'd rather take on Big Data than the fucking banks."
When she said this, her bodyguards closed ranks around her.

Alex stepped in close to me. We might have
been fighting, but since arriving in this underground den of
illicit activities, we'd been united. "We can pay."

Bijou Killswitch shook her head. "No, man, I
really don't think you can," she said in a thick Caribbean drawl.
Her tattoos glowed deep red and though she was as short as I was,
she looked suddenly intimidating. "Backtracing through the banks,
that's one thing, but you want to rent my botnet for an
undisclosed computing task at the same time? No, man, you
come to me through Nickels? Fucking Nickels? You be
small-timers."

"Fifteen thousand," I said simply. "In
advance."

The tiny hacker glared at me. "Not even
close to worth the risk. What you want puts me and my entire
operation at risk. You feel me on that? You scan?"

"I scan. What, then? You knew what we wanted
when we came here."

Killswitch smiled. Her gold-capped teeth
caught the red glow from her ink and looked almost bloody. "I know
you're both rocking wetware, but you, honey, have a hell of a rig
in that little body of yours. Almost as good as mine. So I think
you might be able to help me out. There's something I need out of a
gentleman deadbeat. He got an account that's past due and
you don't stiff Bijou fucking Killswitch."

Alex bristled. "You want us to shake some
guy down?"

The hacker glared again. "No, muscles. You,
you're going to go with my boys here. You're going to repo his
Sabre and you're going to drive it into a ditch of my choosing.
Miss Thing here, she's going to hack the gentleman's wetware and
pull some in-kind payment from his deadbeat skull."

Now was my turn to bristle. "I don't
skullhack."

"Tonight you do. I want his business
records, his passwords, and anything in his sensitive folders. He's
got a fancy security rig, can't be done remotely. I couldn't help
but notice when we scanned you on our way in, however, that you've
got a pelvic port. Boy's got off-the-shelf firewalls, but I'm
willing to bet there's a vulnerability...down south."

Alex clenched a fist.

[ALEX: Let's leave.]

[CAREY-ANN: We don't have a choice.]

[ALEX: She's asking you to whore
yourself.]

"More complicated, actually," Killswitch
said out loud. "Whoring's the easy part. Seducing the boy here when
there's honeys every five feet with, no offense, sweetness, way
more in the ass and titties department? That's gonna be the
challenge. Don't chat behind my back if you don't want me to listen
in," she said with a thin smile. "This and your fifteen kay gets
time on my botnet and your tunnel into the banks. So. Can you
pay?"
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Outfit: purchased from stumble-drunk girl
separated from her bachelorette party outside the Venetian. We
traded right there behind one of the columns. I accidentally
sampled her while we were trading, but didn't hardly pay attention
to it.

Shoes: ridiculous things she called
"stripper shoes" that Lacey never would have worn professionally.
Four inch plastic platforms with a ten-inch spike heel.
Wobble-city. She was pleased to get my sandals.

Skirt: Black pleather mini with dangle
garter straps. The unused catches on the garters were little silver
hearts. Her ass was somehow a little smaller than mine, so it was a
nice tight fit.

Top: black sequined shrift top held up by
two little ties like a halter bikini. Almost entirely backless.
Lucky for me, my new smaller chest didn't need the support, but was
large enough to push the shrift out strategically, though it looked
far better on the maybe-implants she was rocking.

Hair and makeup: Ten minutes in a bathroom
stall to cocoon myself into a "night" look with dramatic eyeliner
and teased-out hair.

Bijou Killswitch took care of finding her
quarry inside a specific club and also made sure I was suddenly on
the VIP list, even when I rolled up at almost 3AM. It was Vegas,
after all. There were clubs specializing in "afterparties" that had
only been open for about an hour. This was one of them.

Even when I was Lyle, I never spent much
time in clubs like this. They fluxed between being discos and drug
dens and rock clubs and all-night raves every few years according
to the trends. These days it was still folkdub and a lot of
artificial candlelight. Beautiful people swayed and moped on the
dance floor with expensive drinks in their hands. Couples groped
and humped in little woven basket pods arranged around the
periphery. The music was loud and the beats rattled my bones. I was
uncomfortable here. Even in this female body, I felt like Lyle
again. Like an outsider.

[ALEX: How's it going?]

[CAREY-ANN: I'm in. A little
intimidated.]

[ALEX: Why? You're pretty. This isn't your
first time finding and making a man pay attention to you. You're,
in fact, really good at that. The body doesn't matter. You're you.
You could do it as Lacey. You can do it as my jailbait "cousin" in
a hot club in Vegas. I'm positive.]

[CAREY-ANN: You okay?]

[ALEX: Yeah. Not sure why they need me along
to boost the car. They seem pretty accomplished.]

[CAREY-ANN: I gave you the MonkeySee files
from when Tyrone boosted the car at the club. Use that if you need
to.]

[ALEX: Okay. Thanks. Be careful.]

[CAREY-ANN: u too]

[ALEX: Hey. You're a badass bitch. You got
this.]

[CAREY-ANN: Thx]

I got myself one of the expensive drinks and
walked the dance floor.

The drink was just a prop at first, letting
me scan the room and not like an instant loser for not having
anyone hitting on me. When I didn't immediately see the guy, I
downed it for courage. I knew what needed doing.

I'm okay on the pole, but I've always been
better on a lap. There wasn't one of those around, but I had an
idea about that. I picked out the perfect person to help me,
too.

He was clearly the one in his little party
that wanted to go back to the room and sleep. He was slender, his
hair disheveled, and had glasses hanging low on the bridge of his
nose. His suit was rumpled from a long night of partying with his
more energetic friends. Bachelor party, almost assuredly. This
would be the best man, I figured.

I saw the type in the strip club all the
time. Best men came in two basic flavors. There was your bro and
your brother. This was a brother, not from the same party-hard
world as his brother and the accompanying entourage. He was my
guy.

I slunk right up to him and put my hand on
his shoulder. "Hi there," I said in my most bubbling voice. "My
dance partner ditched me. Come dance? Please?" If Alex was here he
would have teased me about how thick I was laying on the
bright-eyed ingénue routine, but the thing I learned from working
at Details was to exploit what you had going for you. The doe-eyes
were my weapon in Carey-Ann's body.

"I'm getting ready to take off," the best
man lied badly.

I didn't let him say more. I just tugged him
to the floor to the enthusiastic shouts of the rest of the wedding
party. Once we were out there I made sure he had his hands on my
hips. My arms went around his shoulders and I hugged myself to him
closely, always making sure to have a lot of body contact. The more
we swayed, the more I felt the miniskirt riding up in the back. My
bachelorette didn't have any underwear to sell me (lost long ago,
it seemed) and I'd been wearing a bikini as undies previously, so
there was nothing under that miniskirt but my bare ass.

"Hold me closer," I instructed, and my
hapless dance partner at least followed instructions well.
"Better," I pronounced. "You can TOTALLY touch my ass, you know.
It's Vegas, right?"

"I have a girlfriend," the best man
fumbled.

I let go of him long enough to take his
hands and firmly press them against the flesh peeking from the
bottom of the skirt. I never broke eye contact the whole time I did
that. Then I put my arms back around his neck and hung from it
practically, rocking and dipping my ass into his hands. I swayed it
back and forth there in time to the beat and was gratified when I
felt his dead-fish hands finally give in and grab my bottom with
his fingers.

I wasn't done. Now that I had his attention,
it only took a firm and sexy shove to get him in the center of the
dance floor. "Bring a chair!" I shouted to his companions and they
scrambled to bring me a bar stool in violation of pretty much ever
club rule. But hey, this was a Vegas afterparty. The best man was
seated in the stool and I was on top of him in no time flat. I
swiveled my hips and pretended not to notice when the pleather
couldn't stretch any further and rode all the way up my naked
behind while I ground on the surprised best man. My hands were in
his hair and I kept it just this side of dancing and not a
lapdance, but you couldn't shake your naked ass and flash your
young shaved pussy to a club full of strangers for too long before
even Vegas bouncers had to step in.

"Miss? Miss! You're gonna have to stop that.
Now."

I was about to push my luck with the bouncer
when the plan paid off.

"Sorry, buddy, she's with me. Come on, sis,
let's go get you sobered up."

A man took my arm and pulled me off the
shell-shocked best man while the rest of his party cheered for him
and promised a round of shots for his achievement. I remembered to
wiggle my miniskirt back down around the same time.

I didn't resist when the stranger steered me
towards the doors of the club, though. Now I got a look at him. He
was my guy. Take that, Killswitch. You don't need ridiculous
tits and a bubble butt to get a man's attention. You don't even
need to be the only girl in the room. All you need is to be the one
who really knows what to do with the body she has.

"You're not my brother," I teased with a
fake drunken slur. "Unless you wanna be." Strategic giggle. "Where
are we going?"

"I was hoping you'd give me a repeat
performance of that awesome stunt," my quarry said smoothly in my
ear. "Somewhere more private?"

He was dark-skinned, foreign maybe, with a
greased-up pompadour and too many gold chains around his neck. His
clothes were all crazy rich. The sunglasses he had no need for cost
a night of tips for me, easy. Dillon Burkov, said my temporary
employer, was loaded and a complete asshole about paying for any of
his things ever.

"Is there... vodka in this private place?" I
asked while we exited the club.

He steered us toward a bank of elevators
leading to the rooms in the hotel. "There is. Top shelf, baby."

[CAREY-ANN: Target Acquired]

[ALEX: Good. We found the car. They want me
to do the boosting. thnx for the upload]

I was going to reply back, but the elevator
to Burkov's penthouse was crazy express fast. We were there. His
private room. "Wow," I said. "Does everyone I know have fucking
penthouses?"

Burkov seemed surprised. "You do this
regularly? Am I gonna get charged for this?" His face darkened and
he looked suddenly on guard.

"You're cute and you're giving me vodka,
that's all I want."

He led me to his living room. "I'm throwing
a big party tomorrow night. Wanna come? Yeah, you do. Only thing
is, if you want a ticket... you gotta do something for me."

He took a seat on the couch and opened his
legs. The son of a bitch didn't make any kind of pretext. He just
started rubbing himself through his pants. I played dumb. "I gotta
dance?"

He laughed. "No. You gotta give a
satisfactory blowjob. You up for that? It's a helluva party.
Celebrities and gift bags. Spared no expense."

I fought to conceal an urge to make a
disgusted face. There was work to be done and he'd suddenly made it
a little easier, after all. "For real?"

"Get over here, baby."

He smelled like too much cologne, but when I
got down on my knees in front of him and got his cock out of his
pants, it was gratifyingly large and had an interesting shape. The
head was small, tapered like a tiny little hat on a man who was too
big to be wearing it. When I put my lips over it, it fit well in my
small-ish mouth and was fun to suck on. I actually got lost for a
minute in the task. It was a shockingly yummy dick to suck.

I shouldn't have been surprised of course.
This is the dubious upgrade Burkov owed Killswitch money over. The
vain motherfucker had paid for a cybernetic dick upgrade to fatten
his girth and make his cum taste like candy. It was illegal in the
States and plenty of other places because the flavoring was linked
to some birth defects if it ever caused a pregnancy. I didn't guess
Burkov cared much about procreating.

I quickly became consumed by my task. I
drooled over his fattened head and lay my tongue along his length,
getting every last little drop of pre he was leaking. It was
delicious. I gobbled it down. In no time at all, I had my lips
stretched over his girth and sliding up and down with an enthusiasm
I reserved for just Tyrone. It made me feel giddy all over, like an
energy drink. My fatigue and emotional duress took a backseat.
There was this totally yummy cock and it needed all the delicious
perfect jizz sucked right out of it.

"Damn, baby, you wanted that dick," Burkov
growled, putting a possessive hand on my head.

I didn't know if I did or not. But I needed
more. My Vaxt HUD was up and telling me all his firewalls were
definitely spun up and blocking. I needed the temporary
diaphragm-like device Killswitch gave me to do what needed doing,
and it needed contact with his upgrade. The problem was, Burkov was
enjoying his blowjob far too much.

"That's a good girl," he urged, holding my
ginger hair with both hands and tugging me down on his length. "Get
all that tasty. Yeah. You like that, huh?"

I did. God help me, I did. It was better
than candy. Every time the taste was gone from my mouth, I wanted a
little more of it. I didn't want the taste to stop.

I pushed down on his length, felt it push my
tongue flat and tickle the back of my throat. I held it there. I
didn't want to ever stop. Like this, it would leak straight down my
throat and give me that heady giddy feeling. It would be so much
more intense if it didn't mix with saliva.

So good. I didn't want to maybe ever stop
sucking his beautiful dick, shaped so perfect to just push into a
pretty girl's tiny mouth and open it up. Open it up nice and wide
for her daddy.

"You got a nice energetic mouth," Burkov
commented, holding me in that deep-throat with strong hands. "And
you got a cute little ass. Like a teenage boy. Anyone ever torn
that ass up, girl? Anyone ever put it in your fuckholes?"

He let me off to breathe again, and it was a
good thing. I'd been all but seeing spots. "I've never had a dick
in either of my fuckholes," I said breathlessly. It was true,
factually. These holes were unused. What made me speak the truth
was nothing more than my eagerness for another taste. Something
about it had me all turned on and ready to fuck. I would have done
it even if I didn't have the mission.

"I should let you just finish getting
your party ticket," Burkov mused. "I don't have a rubber, and I
don't get my dick wet without-"

I didn't let him finish. I wanted too badly.
While he was talking I climbed into his lap, lifted my skirt and
slid onto him in one fluid motion. Down I went, penetrated by the
tiny tapered tip that almost right away gave away to that
artificial fatness. It was painful at first, but he was shaped just
perfectly to find this body's rather large g-spot, and rubbed right
over it as I slid deeper and deeper. I'd found the perfect
angle.

Penetration like that always made me a
little light-headed and little at a loss for words and thoughts. He
seemed to like the feel of being buried in a young tight snatch,
too, because he shut up and just let me ride him on his penthouse
couch. After a few strokes, he lifted the scrap of cloth covering
my breasts and started sucking on my nipples until I moaned.

I would have forgotten everything if the HUD
hadn't intervened.

Stroke. Grind. Get it in deep.

[X]BK - Near-Field Backdoor
detected....breaching.... access granted[X]

Twist. Moan. Stiff Nipples. Ache. Fuck.

[X] BK - Root access granted. Launching
Worm.[X]

[FluxWatch Alert: Foreign Peripheral.
Unregistered software. [BK] on permissions list.]

Wet. Squish. Fuck. Wanted it back in my
mouth. Taste him. Lick the cream off my own pussy when I'm done.
Taste him some more. Never liked sucking a dick so much.

[FluxWatch Alert: Organic virus.
Countermeasures? Y/N? []

[X] BK - download underway. 15%...
38%...44%... [X]

I didn't really pay attention. Not at first.
I was just enjoying the first fuck in days. It was just SO good.
And so needed. This guy was whatever, but I'd been thinking,
subconsciously maybe, about wanting a dick in me. I'd been thinking
it for hours... Hadn't I? But why?

[ALEX: LYLE]

Fuck. Clench. Squeeze. Moan. Yes.

[ALEX: LYLE]

Just. More. Yes. Yes.

[ALEX: 911. LYLE HELP ME]

I came out of it for just a minute.

[CAREY-ANN: Talk to me. I'm here.]

[ALEX: Something went wrong. Got clubbed.
Don't know where the others are. Somewhere dark. HELP.]

And then, in front of me, I saw Burkov
sneering. "Something got you distracted? Something you're trying to
STEAL from me, cunt?"

[FluxWatch ALERT: [organic virus spreading.
Countermeasures? y/n]

My defenses were down to use Bijou
Killswitch's hardware. Something else was in there.

[X] BK - downloading... 78% [X]

No choice. I turned everything back on.

[PURGE UNDERWAY. WARNING - Connection
disrupted with unregistered peripheral. ]

Burkov put his hands around my throat. I
gagged. "That black slit sent you, did she? You think I didn't
KNOW? I got new friends, bitch!" He squeezed harder.

But he still had his dick half in me. And I
knew some moves he couldn't possibly know about.

I moved my hips in a way you should never
move them when you have a rigid body in you. He howled. Just
howled, and it was enough for him to release me. Off I slid while
Burkov instinctively reached for his possibly-broken penis and
screeched obscenities at me. I didn't care. I was running for the
emergency stairs and already running purges. The rest of it would
have to wait. Alex was somewhere and in serious trouble.

 



 


//JORDAN

 


If we weren't a tech company, my behavior
might have been suspicious. But we were a tech company, and
so when the CEO and the board decided they were having a private
summit in the boardroom, and it went late into the night, no one
else at Seekr ever assumed that what was going on in there was a
massive orgy.

I couldn't help myself is what it really
was. Suzanne Koskinian was unusually enthusiastic when her turn
came for the thralling. She actually seemed excited, and she moaned
like a wanton slut when I took her facing me with her
still-tight-at-40 ass perched on the edge of the conference table.
She wrapped her legs around me, actually, hugged herself closer.
When I looked her right in the eyes and said that I was going to
make her my slave, she only pushed herself fully onto my cock, so
that I felt her well-groomed and smooth pussy hair rubbing right on
my smooth skin. She hilted herself and took my cum injection with
such pleasure.

She was the most obedient of the lot of
them, too. She kept her clothes off and was a big help in seducing
each of the board members who came in next. The whole thing took
about two and a half hours and my one regret was that I'd had to
cram a dozen orgasms into such a short period of time.

"Master" was too busy to come right down - I
think he didn't believe his new pet would be so driven and skilled
when it came to accomplishing her mission. That was fine by me. I
did all my homework early, so I was damn well going to play.

I started with being in the middle of
things, but I was exhausted and in need of a little rest and a
serious fluids recharge. Kind of on a whim, I ordered Suzanne and
the other female board member, Clarinda Goldman to keep the rest of
my little pretties fluffed and at attention. It was going to be a
little floor show for me while I recovered. No cumming, I ordered.
Those two forty-ish women formerly in their pantsuits and boring
underwear were going to embrace their inner whores and enjoy the
embarrassment of riches that was all of those cocks.

A funny thing happened, then. I guess in
hindsight I shouldn't be that surprised, but it was a revelation to
me when I realized what was happening to me.

I enjoyed the power.

More than just enjoying having such utter
and complete control over those pretty dollies, I got off in a big
way on the way they treated me. Their controller. Their owner.
Their puppeteer. My little girl cock was stiff, purple and swollen
from just the rush of controlling them.

They performed for my amusement, then. I
seated myself in a high-backed chair and showed off Melanie Skyes'
body while they all stared at me like drones before their queen. It
was absolutely intoxicatingly thrilling. I knew what to do
next.

I asked the men to pair off. "Frot
yourselves," I ordered. Blank looks greeted me. So sheltered. No
matter. Corrupting them had me even harder, a rager of a boner like
I've never had in all my nineteen years of having a cock. If I
touched it right now, I'd probably shoot a big fat load over
everything. Just spatter them head-to-toe. But not yet. Firstly,
school was in session.

"Men, take your cocks in your hands. Face
the man next to you. Look deep into his vacant eyes. Do that and
get in close. Think about your lives. Think about the women you've
fucked and now just stare into this other man's eyes and touch your
swollen dripping cockhead to his."

They did. Every single one of them. I
snapped my fingers and summoned the two women to my side. With a
word, I had them kneeling, rubbing my feet and up to my legs to
worship me like a goddess. More power. More control. More swelling,
throbbing, rage building up in my little cockette.

One of the men groaned. This made me smile.
"Do more than touch cocks, now," I instructed. "Rub. Lay your cocks
on each other's and feel it. Feel that strange, wonderful sensation
of another man's hard-on touching yours. Look into each other's
eyes, and I want you to realize something. It feels better. Think
of the best pussy you ever had your little slavecocks inside and
now feel it rubbing on another slavecock and think about what feels
better." More groans from my pairs of mindless male drones. "That's
right. You like the cock. You like it better. You wish you could
fuck this other man's cock. You want it worse than the worst way
you ever wanted to be inside the best pussy you ever got in your
sad broken lives.

"This cock is everything to you. It's not
gay or wrong or anything that has a label. It's your pure,
wonderful lust. Beat off on each other's cocks, my slaves. And I
mean beat. I want to hear dicks slapping against each other. I want
you to stare into the eyes of another man and hear the skin of your
stiffened pricks smacking against his while you wish you could
ejaculate all over his stomach. All over his cock. Mix his spunk
with yours and smear all over it."

They obeyed. Every single one of them obeyed
my instructions. I grabbed Clarinda by her bleached roots and
forced her head between my legs, slouching in the chair to expose
my now tingling asshole for her to tongue. The little slit did just
as I wished. Now I was leaking a little blue-tinted pre from my
cock. My nipples were leaking it, too. Melanie's pointy nips stung
with their first secretions, but I solved that with Suzanne's
mouth. A little sucky-sucky on my nipples took the edge off and
left me free to concentrate on the absolutely filthy scene of the
male board members fwapping their cocks on each other while
groaning in mindless lust.

Some of the men couldn't take it. They blew
their loads, often in genuine surprise. One sobbed. His orgasm was
especially long and pronounced. The boy was hung well and had nice
fat balls that pumped a satisfying amount of cum all over his
partner, painting his stomach and his dick and his chest, even. It
was a porno-level moneyshot and the sheer volume of his ejaculate
was enough to send his partner into a meek and whimpering
convulsion of his own.

"Clean your mess off your partner," I
ordered. "Every last drop, pretties. Swallow it and love it." More
vile ideas were creeping into my head. Among them, a hypothesis I
just had to test. "And hear my words while you're doing it.
Everything I tell you is the truth. It's always been the truth.
You're going to hear me and it's going to be gospel in your
souls.

"You love the taste of the cum in your
mouth. It's the yummiest most perfect thing you could ever imagine.
You like to make the cum come out. You like the feel of a penis
spurting all over you because it gives your life glorious purpose.
You'd like to make every man you met spout cum like that. Do you
understand, boys? You want to make cocks hard and you want to make
them spooge you so you can lick it all up."

They groaned their mindless male groans and
kept licking up their mess from each other. My two holdouts, the
only two who'd not cum, finally wept and spurted on each other. I
took this as a very good sign.

"You're thinking about it, now. You're
thinking about how to make all the men you meet want to give you
their cum. And there's an obvious answer, isn't there? If you were
girls, you could have an easier time. You want to be girls. You
want to stuff your sissy cocks in pretty panties and lose your
round tummies to get skinny flat tummies. you want big pillowy lips
for sucking dicks. You want big round titties to cushion their
cocks and make them happy and stiff for you. You pretty faces for
them to splatter with their seed. You want to beg me to feminize
you. You want to do it now. You want to get down on your knees and
service these two pretty women next to me and beg them for the
secrets of their femininity.

"Do it. Do it now, slaves."

They did. Two of them, my most susceptible
ones, ejaculated a second time, though it was the pitiful
herky-jerky cum of men whose balls hadn't refilled yet.

"Now what in the precise fuck am I looking
at here?"

I looked up from my throne in annoyance.

It was Jonah.

<MASTER.>

It was Master. And he looked displeased. The
door to the boardroom shut behind him and he strode to me, his eyes
burning with fury. "Get off that chair. Get on your fucking knees
to me, Jordan. Do it now."

My new army of slaves staid frozen. I was,
too. "I've got them all thralled. I had some extra time.

"Kneel. Shut your fucking mouth and get on
your knees to me this very instant."

<OBEY.>

It was painful. That thought seared into my
very pain centers and made my vision blur. The next thing I knew, I
was down on the ground and licking his dirty boots.

"You're accomplished," Master growled. "And
I don't mind you having a little fun. But you're getting too big
for your britches, cunt. You're starting to think you're in charge,
aren't you?"

<Want to obey him. Want to make him
pleased. Be a good little bitch and get the reward of your own
girlpussy. Be a good girl. Be a real girl. Be his.
Submit.>

I couldn't make words. Being in his very
presence was so stifling. He was like a blanket that blocked
everything else out. Deep inside me, I felt a burning aching need
swell. That little silver thing in my needy little ass, reminding
me that I could make all the slaves I wanted. The only way to feel
whole, the only way to have a REAL cum was through him. Through
Master.

"I'm your slut, Master. I'm your slave." And
oh, how I suddenly meant it. Of course I meant it. Silly Jordan,
thinking she could be in charge. Silly stupid Jordan thinking she
ever deserved anything other than slavery and mindless good girl
obedience.

His boots tasted like leather and acrid
polish, but just then it was the only taste I could ever want.
"You've made an incredible mess in here," Jonah said icily.
"There's DNA all over this fucking room. A blacklight sweep would
show the most horrible things. There can't be any sign that
anything but business happened here. Speaking of which, I don't
imagine you actually did the one thing I wanted you to do? Did you
get them to vote on selling off the IP to us?"

I shook my head shamefully. "No, Master. I
waited for you."

Jonah sighed. He unzipped his trousers.
"Suck me off. Right here. In front of your slaves."

I did as he asked, bowing my head and
tucking my erection between my legs while I took his hardness in my
mouth and started to messily suck him off, just as he asked.

"Pay attention, thralls," Jonah thundered to
the boardroom while I loudly and messily slurped at his hardening
cock. "Look how she submits to me. I'm your Master, now. The one
you obeyed belongs to me and so she can't possibly own you. I own
her. And now I own you."

"Master," they all chorused tonelessly.

<MASTER. FOREVER.>

 



 7: Rescues

 


 


//LYLE

 


It was hard to run in those worthless
fucking platform shoes, so I ditched them on the Strip and ran
barefoot. I tried not to think about the spilled beer, margaritas,
vomit, and worse that was probably permanently bonded to the cement
outside these casinos. It was nearly dawn, but that wasn't what
worried me. What worried me was Alex.

I found the nearest casino and sprinted
through the terrible labyrinth constructed to keep the drunk and
desperate lost in search of the parking garage. It was a risk to
break into a car in a casino lot since they watch literally
everything that happens in their establishments, but I didn't have
the luxury of caution. Alex was maybe dying.

I had FluxWatch exceed its mandate ever so
slightly while I drove off in a rented sedan no one would miss too
badly, mentally thanking Tyrone for his valuable lesson once again.
The origin from the last message I'd received over FluxMessenger
wasn't that far away. What I'd find when I got there was anyone's
guess. I was unarmed once again. I didn't know what I would do when
I got there. I just knew I had to get there.

The signal terminated at a construction
site. There was no more room on the strip and the lone outposts of
casinos that struck out and bravely decided not to play the
ludicrous real estate game were now being rewarded. The "Strip" was
like any other urban sprawl absorbing Paradise wholesale and all
the wasted space in between. There was construction everywhere. My
heart sank. I'd seen enough mob movies to know what might have
happened.

I wouldn't have seen the taillights if I'd
not been crying. As it happened, though, there was just enough
moisture in my eyes to refract the small distant red lights and
make them large and blurry in my vision. Not far from here.
Run.

I ran. Rocks scraped my bare feet and I was
sure they'd be bleeding when this was all done, but I didn't care.
The lights were gone.

[CAREY-ANN: Alex! ALEX]

[CAREY-ANN: ZEE]

[ALEX:
FH#W%UYJSDGHG!#TG#JDGvdchsdh4563521]

It was the first message I'd gotten in
twenty minutes. And it was close. I screamed out loud and ran
harder towards the pinpointed location.

There were three of them hogtied at the
bottom of a foundation. Bijou Killswitch's muscle thugs were both
unconscious, but Alex was awake, screaming into a duct-tape gag
while a truck poured cement into the dug-out pit they were trapped
in. I screamed again and would have waded right into the pit before
it covered Alex's face, but first there was the matter of the man
who tried to club me from behind.

MonkeySee took over. The billy club came
down where I'd been a second earlier. My hands found the swinging
arm and wrenched it an angle arms aren't supposed to bend. My
attacker shouted in pain, and I took the opportunity to knee him in
the groin and, when he was doubled over, landed a powerful kick to
his kidneys.

You don't wait. Fights aren't fair. You get
your counterattack in first. With that in mind, I picked up
his club and landed four more blows to his back. The last, to his
neck, made him gag and stagger forward, landing in the pit next to
the others.

There wasn't time. While the fight was
taking place, a volume of cement kept filling in the shallow grave.
It was already up to their ears. I could try and move the truck,
but Killswitch's two goons were face down. They might already be
suffocated. Still. It was the best plan.

I was sprinting for the door to the cab when
it opened and a meaty fist landed straight in my face.

I saw stars and went down in the dust.
They'd left one more in the cab. Burkov's guys, I thought
while the big driver landed a kick to my midsection that almost
made me vomit. He had such power. I was in this tiny underpowered
body. He was rested and I was at the end of my rope.

Another kick, this one threatening to end
me. He was huge. A monster of a man. He raised his big heavy boot
and made to stomp my skull.

I fucking hated him right then. It was pure
vile rage. Something about the idea that he wanted to actually
stomp my head in to a pulp told me everything I ever needed to
know. This human crocodile was so far gone he'd think this was the
thing to do to a ninety-pound girl while he buried three other men
and his own companion under a layer of cement. No. This fucker was
not going to end me. I'd fucking end him.

I rolled with strength that was no doubt
fueled by my own white hot rage. His foot came down and he was off
balance for just long enough that Flux working in concert with the
implants was able to learn something about his body mechanics.

He moved funny. Just a little bit, but
enough for the body-stealer's software to guess this goon had an
artificial hip and some improperly-healed fractures on his left
side. Weak points.

Every single ounce of power I had left went
into getting on my feet. I still had the club. I'd be lucky to get
one shot - but with the profiler up and running, I got my one shot,
all right. There was a satisfying crunch when the club connected
with the goon's knee.

It was just a guess he had a damaged knee,
but it fit with the hip and the fractures. This guy'd been in a bad
car accident or something worse. He howled when I struck, but I
didn't stop. I fucking tenderized his whole left leg until the
brute was down and screaming. Then I smacked him hard, twice, on
the side of the head. He stopped screaming. He stopped doing much
of anything.

The cement.

It was over their faces. I saw Alex's face
disappear just as I finished dealing with the immediate threat.
There was no time to move the truck. He had very little air left. I
couldn't save them all unless the cement stopped flowing. But if I
tried to move the truck, those were seconds Alex didn't have.

I made my choice. I didn't even think too
much about it. I just waded into the cement and plunged my hands
into the sludge, feeling for the place I'd seen his head.

Why was he so heavy?!!

I found something to grab (it turned out to
be his hair) and pulled with all my strength. The body was still
and dense when I pulled it above the cement. He had cement-blocked
nostrils, and I couldn't make out much of anything in terms of
facial features. Frantic, I cleared away the grey mush and found...
the tape gag.

I probably scratched his cheek with my
fingernails in my frantic attempt to get purchase on the tape and
yank it off.

His eyes shot open and a deep strangled gasp
for precious oxygen escaped the minute I had the tape off. Alive.
Barely. But alive. I'd been in time.

He was still bound. He was still waist-deep
with me in wet cement, but when he got his next breath, Alex
lurched forward towards me. His mouth was the only part of him not
covered in cement, but it found mine in that next instant.

It was an urgent kiss. It was emotional and
ill-advised and I opened my mouth and kissed this man that was
somewhere in there Ziza and she kissed the tiny college girl who
was somehow Lyle and that's when I put my arms around his neck and
let the kiss continue.

We didn't say anything. We just kissed. The
rest of our problems with each other weren't factors anymore. This
happened.

 


#

 


Bijou Killswitch was pissed. She was visibly
shaking when we returned. Her goons were dead before I found them,
Alex reported. They'd been about to shoot him for good measure when
I showed up to stop the unknown attackers. And as for the
attackers, they were just mooks-for-hire. We wouldn't find out who
they were working for. One suffocated in the cement and the other
I'd basically put into a coma.

"Who the fuck is Burkov connected to
suddenly?" Killswitch fumed. She jabbed a finger at me. "You cost
me people tonight. You didn't even get complete data."

"Fuck that," I replied, buck naked in the
middle of her little den. Our clothes were ruined from the cement
and I was in the process of trying to extract the diaphragm data
miner from my body. "You cost yourself people. You didn't need to
do that fucking car stunt. You were just being vindictive and
enjoying jerking us around. You almost cost me ALEX for some petty
revenge stunt."

Alex coughed. He was wearing a satin robe
that barely fit him, but at least it wasn't cement. He hadn't said
too much since we'd returned to Killswitch's hideout in a
cement-stained sedan with the bodies of her people in the trunk.
We'd not wanted leave them in the cement

Killswitch shook her head. Storm clouds
crossed her features. "Burkov's just a rich asshole. He's not
connected. He doesn't get up to anything dirtier than street drugs
and a little rape."

"Not anymore. Did you give him some kind of
addictive dick upgrade? With biotech?"

"Shit, no. I gave him flavoring and
extension cybernetics."

"Well he got an upgrade for his upgrade," I
said darkly. "Because I was seriously under the influence there. If
Alex hadn't been in danger, I don't know if there was a force to
break me out of the trance. I might still be with him, mindlessly
fucking."

Alex blinked. There hadn't been time to tell
him that. There would be later, I promised with my eyes.

I finished fishing the diaphragm from my
vagina and tossed it to Killswitch with absolutely no apologies for
not wiping it off first. "There's your precious data. Maybe there's
something there. I don't honestly care. You owe me, though. I got a
nearly-complete dump and brought you your people's bodies."

"The deal was for a complete dump,
chica."

"The deal was for his passwords and shit.
Something tells me there's more valuable shit there. Come on. Make
with the icebreaking. And get your botnet fired up because I've got
some serious numbers to crunch.

She acquiesced in the end. It took about ten
minutes to get her botnet online, but in no time I had an army of
computers around the world that were covertly captured by worms and
clickbait. Personal computers and mobile devices owned by
unsuspecting private citizens would do the bidding of the hacker
who owned the tainted software running in the background. Mostly
botnets were used for attacking bigger computers, but I needed them
to do something else.

Bijou Killswitch might be a dangerous and
unpredictable underworld figure, but she had a first-class rig. I
was envious. It took her less than twenty minutes using the
financial information I provided to tunnel into the banking
networks. It took only five more minutes to pinpoint open ports to
that banking information. My old friend Shaun the chubbychaser's
codes and login info made things even easier.

"I don't get it," Killswitch said, the first
words she spoke since she'd been lost to her HUDS and tunneling
progs. "We go to all the trouble of breaking into the banks without
so much as tripping a single alarm and we're not robbing the
bank?"

"No," I said. "Just find the device
connected to the account. His personal one. I want it."

"There are easier ways to hack a phone."

"Not this phone. Believe me, I've looked.
His actual personal device isn't in his name. We need that one, the
one that's always on him. We need to own it."

Killswitch was silent for a little bit
longer. "Fine. I'm looking. Got a bite, but if it's really his,
it'll be protected."

"That's fine."

Alex traded a look with me. We knew better
than to try messaging in front of her, so we had to do it all with
our eyes. This meant, I thought, "is everything working?"

I nodded quietly and checked on the botnet.
My Vaxt reported it was already almost 80% compiled. Good. It would
have taken a week or three to do it all on my own. With the
distributed computing power of the botnet, it was going to be
complete in under fifteen minutes.

"Okay," Killswitch announced. "Found one
mobile device that's got superuser access to the account. Bitch, I
don't know who this guy is, but he's got some major transactions
flying around. I had to wall part of it off. The Thai banks are
connected to some of these accounts, and I don't have the
definitions to mess with their security. Crazy shit coming out of
Thailand, man."

"Like I said, I don't care about the banks.
I just want the phone."

Well, I bet money this one's it. We're in.
What do you want?"

"I want everything. The documents,
everything saved to it. And I want the microphone. I want it on and
I want to record. Now."

 



 


//JORDAN

 


Master's cock fit in my mouth with the
smooth warm push that made me feel more complete than I've ever
felt doing anything in my life.

It was easier to be like this, I knew. It
was easier to be on my knees and just feel his will pouring into
me. I felt shame, just then, because my subjects could see me
debasing myself in such an obvious manner. But I didn't care.
Master's cock was absolutely the most important thing in my
world.

I sucked him noisily and messily in the
boardroom, with the rest of his now mindless slaves wearing their
clothes once again and sitting around the boardroom. I would have
to stop sucking him at some point, but for now, I was just happy to
be publicly serving him while he did his important business.

"You know, I thought I'd have to kind of go
through the motions of pretending like this was a real business
transaction," Master chuckled. The rest of the drones said nothing.
I pursed my lips tighter around his swollen head and teased my
tongue over the hole all his cum came from because I knew it was a
thing he liked. "Mmpph," he continued. "but as you can see, your
CEO is on her knees giving me the blowjob her whole life has been
leading up to and you've all been dosed so heavily you're
practically zombies. So let's dispense with the charades.

"I own you. You're my fuckzombies until the
dose wears off. When you wake up, you're not going to remember
anything other than what a sound business decision it was to sell
your Seekr algorithms to JTI. You don't need stockholder approval
for that, as we've got enough of a majority in this room. It's a
business transaction. You're going to do the sale right now, too.
Immediately. Savvy?"

The board made muffled noises of approval. I
wasn't really listening. Master had one hand on the back of my
pretty blonde head and he was fucking my face with enthusiasm. I
supposed the power and excitement of absolute control had him
enthusiastic. I felt good, too. Master would be more powerful,
soon. He'd be closer to his plan and he'd give me what I
wanted.

I pictured Becky's body. She was nothing
special as an objective example. She had a muffin top from too much
on-set food and only a so-so ass, but that's not why I wanted to
wear her body. I wanted it because it was hers.

I'd stolen her underwear. I'd worn it close
to my body. I knew her personally and coveted her girlishness. It
was hers, she was someone I knew well, and I was going to steal her
body. I was going to dress it how it deserved to be dressed. I was
going to take it out and not be satisfied until she was the creamy
oreo center between a pair of hulking black bulls using her until
she was raw and jizz-covered.

I'd do that until the novelty wore off and
then... something new. Be someone else I knew. My seventh-grade
science teacher? She'd be in her late forties, but I could get some
fun out of her. The barista I had a casual friendship with? Her I'd
ruin. Get her a tramp stamp and some implants and a porn career of
her very own. See if the other coffee shop employees ever noticed
she had a double. Oh, that'd be sweet.

The board sold Master Jonah, DADDY Jonah
everything he wanted. Now he was laughing and furiously ramming his
cock in and out of my submissive fuckmouth. "Do you see that? The
world is my motherfucking oyster," Master crowed. "With this tech,
I'm now bigger than Big Data. Biotech belongs to me. The
future of medicine, sex, and entertainment. You guys just gave me
the last piece.

"This was easier than Proxima! Far less
messy, too. Everett Janson dead? Framing his new girlfriend for
murder? That was a serious pain in the ass and NOT how that was
supposed to go at all. But this? This was easier than Fulcrum
Systems, Horizon Limited, and the half dozen start-ups I gobbled up
before sending their founders off to Thailand to enjoy their new
careers in the pingpong shows. And that's why you're still blowing
me, Jordan. You're a far more effective tool than those bimbos who
caused part of the mess in Hawaii. Jordan, baby, less teeth. Daddy
needs his dick to literally fuck the world."

I was so far gone, in my own head and also
in the haze of serving Master. I didn't know where the voice was
coming from at first. I thought his cock was actually talking to
me, but then I realized it was Master Jonah's phone. It was in his
pocket right next to the cock I was worshipping. It was talking all
on its own.

"Hey. Fuckface. Enjoy that blowjob, okay?
You're going to be on the giving end pretty soon, so pay attention.
You're going to need to know how to give a really expert blowjob in
prison."

Master glared down at me, but then he also
figured out it was his phone. "What the hell?"

The voice amplified and then a girl's face
filled the conference screens. She was young, with reddish hair
that had something grey caked to it. Cement? "Hey," this strange
girl said. "Hi. Hello. This is a courtesy call. You're fucked. You
were fucked with everything I just liberated from your phone, but
this? The cherry on top of the shit sundae I'm currently
transmitting to the FBI and the SEC and anyone else who might care
to hear about this. I think you just admitted to framing someone
for the murder of E.P. Janson. They'll be very interested in that
all on its own before we get to the illegal takeovers." The girl
with cement in her hair glared from the screen. "I wanted you to
see my face. I wanted you to know that this was personal."

Master pulled away from me. He was going
soft, anyway. "Who the fuck are you?"

"You know me. When you stand trial for
murder? I'll be there. Somewhere in the crowd. I'll be there when
you get the only justice we can give. And for that you can thank
your lucky stars. Because I should kill you, motherfucker. I should
kill you dead."

I didn't hear what Master said next. I was
slipping away, out the boardroom and on my way.
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Killswitch severed my transmission and wiped
the traces of the broadcast from the Seekr company servers. It was
reckless to punch in and gloat, but I'd wanted it too badly.
Everything he'd done? I needed to have a small moment of
satisfaction. I'd stopped short of saying what I wanted to say,
that I was Jasmine, that he'd been undone by his own bodystealing
technology, and anything else he might use to weaken the pretty
damn solid case we'd already assembled against him. His own verbal
admissions were just the icing on the cake.

We were safe.

Once Jonah was behind bars, his whole
operation would cease to function. Ziza could have her body back. I
could have my life back. I was no longer wanted in connection to
the death of Everett Janson. I could maybe even be Lyle again.

If I wanted.

It was a lot to suddenly take in. My knees
knocked against each other and Alex was behind me then, hugging me
tight to his warm body until I stopped shaking.

The botnet was done with its computing task.
It didn't seem like I needed what it had been compiling so badly
anymore, but it cost me plenty, so I loaded it on my firmware and
set it to install in the background. Then I minimized all my HUD
windows and turned to look at Alex. "We did it."

"Yeah. We sure did. That was a cunning plan.
Complicated, but cunning. You got him."

"I hadn't expected it would happen the
minute we patched in. That was just luck."

"We could use a little luck," Alex muttered
gruffly.

"I'm terribly sorry, in that case," someone
unfamiliar said. "Luck will not be favoring you."

The needle that went in was big and painful
and what it put in me was fast-acting. I went numb and then fell
over and there was darkness.
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I was wet.

Wet and cold.

Hands that weren't mine pulled the blindfold
from my face. Harsh white light blinded me and when I tried to
command my HUDs to appear, I got nothing. I couldn't move. Couldn't
speak. All I could do was blink.

"I've neutralized your modifications," I
clear voice said somewhere behind me. "Very clever. Tricky shit. I
think you are the one who has been causing me so much trouble,
ya?"

A dark shape passed in front of me.

I was laying on a table of some kind. My
hands and feet were bound, then, to the table, by men I couldn't
see. My arms were cuffed more or less at my sides, but my legs were
spread, cuffed into stirrups at the edge of the table.

"I make modifications, too," the unseen
voice said. "Better ones. My design after all, ya? I know it better
than anyone. I'll give you the first upgrade. Special one. You're
missing a peripheral anyway."

Someone held something in front of my eyes.
It was golden and egg-shaped, with little wisps of filament wagging
from one side of it, like miniature fiber optic tentacles.

"Kiss it," the voice urged. "It's good luck
to kiss it."

I was given no choice in the matter. The
shiny smooth surface of the egg pressed to my lips and then was
withdrawn. The dark shape moved to the edge of the table. "This
goes in you and then you get the most special of upgrades." Gloved
fingers teased the soft lips of my sex. "I like the young. We'll
maybe make you younger. Good market for that." Then he pushed
in.

The sensation was like heat zipping through
my veins, lighting up everywhere I had a blood vessel and a nerve.
My whole body surged with sensory overload, in a cascading wave
that started at my toes, echoed with a powerful surge of intensity
in my crotch and then zipped upwards.

It was the pleasurable and horrifying
sensation of true helpless submission. The ultimate loss of
control. My body was no longer my own. It belonged to
someone else. It got to my conscious thoughts last, almost as if it
was designed to do this. It wanted me to understand I was losing
and then to be taken.

<Hello.>

<Just relax.>

<It's all going to be fine.>

<It was so hard, wasn't it? It was so
hard having your own thoughts. It was so hard having the
responsibility of taking care of yourself.>

<It doesn't have to be like this.>

<Imagine. Happy. Peaceful.>

<No disease. No age. No sadness. No pain.
You'd like that.>

<It's a gift. Your freedom was the
biggest painful sadness in your life. You were responsible for your
own unhappiness.>

<Don't fight. Don't cry.>

<It doesn't have to be that way. You can
be happy. Young and beautiful and perfect forever.>

<I want you to have that gift. You want
it, too.>

I could feel every little nerve in my body.
I could feel the them like little lights, and could picture my
whole body like an electric model. Patches of sensation lit up all
on their own, controlled by a puppeteer I couldn't see.

Didn't need to see.

It spoke to me and they were sweet words.
Hearing them in my own head was like listening to the most silken
soothing honey-covered voice I'd ever heard. Every word was
pleasure.

<Don't you want to be happy? Of course
you do. You want the gift.>

<Obedience.>

<Pleasure.>

<Doesn't that sounds nice? Doesn't that
seem like what you were made for? You're wet. Your slippery
dripping cunt slathers with desire for it.>

It did. And I couldn't think of a filthy
enough name for what I felt like. Those light-up patches of intense
sensory experience traveled up the inside of my thighs, a little by
agonizing little bit at a time. Like feathers tracing up my pale
slim thighs. Drifting away to nothing just as they grazed my open
and blossomed pussy.. The needy desperate fuckhole lovecunt of a
wanton wretched mewling slit of a girl.

<It's okay to think those things. I want
you to. I want you to remember who you were before, too. That's
important. Think about it now. Remember who you were.>

Lyle Estevez. Failed entrepreneur. Lonely
and ruined man who dressed like a girl for ten thousand dollars
because he was so desperate.

<You were so sad and so lonely, weren't
you? You wanted something else. To try again. Have a new
life.>

A new life I got. A stolen life, but a good
one. A pretty girl, a trophy for a man who gave her everything. Who
opened her eyes to something better. Those invisible feathers
returned over my tight stomach, swirling teasingly, the faintest of
touches over my nipples. This lasted forever. Nipple play of the
most gentle and exasperating nature.

How long did it all go on for? Time didn't
seem to matter.

<You can have a better life. One where
you never age, never get sick, and never feel pain. And the only
thing you have to surrender for it is the thing that's worthless to
you. Such a burden.>

<Such a weight.>

<So unnecessary.>

I think it was hours. Hours of being gently
teased in all of my most sensitive places. Places I'd not even
explored on this tiny body. Brought to the edge of desire and then
released. Touched endlessly on spots that made me crave release but
never hard enough or long enough to get there all the way. I lost
track of myself in this. It was like a spa, but for sex. A massage
to only feel sexy.

<You just need to surrender your
will.>

<Let yourself go still now.>

<Breathe in and out. Slowly. Feel that
peace. Feel that calm.>

<Let it go. Let it all go. Breathe out
your old self. Breathe out your will. Blow it all out.>

<Breathe in control.>

<Let my will inside you. Let me have
you.>

<It's not so bad, is it?>

<No one will judge you.>

<You know how good it feels now. Why
wouldn't you want this all the time?>

I was somewhere else. It was a pure feeling.
The constructs of my life were just that - fabrications that didn't
really mean anything. Who cared about revenge for crimes that were
so pointless? Money? I didn't need it. Shelter? I'd be sheltered.
Pleasure? Here was more than I'd ever had. Happiness? I had more
now.

That's how easy it really can be. Offered
such a purity of experience, how could anyone resist for long?

<That's it. It's not bad, is it?>

<Doesn't it seem silly to have resisted
this for so long? Like it was a scary bad thing?>

<What's bad about this?>

I wanted to writhe. I wanted to move. I
wanted to feel just a little more. A little harder. These invisible
touches were not enough. I needed a body. On me. In me. Anything.
Anything.

<There's nothing bad. There's nothing to
be afraid of in this.>

But oblivion was scary. I still couldn't
quite lose some little part of myself.

<That will go away. It will all go away.
Jut open yourself. Open that last little part and let me in. I
promise you'll feel better. I promise you'll get all you ever
want.>

<Let me in.>

I felt it, then. Invisible feathers became
something more solid. More insistent. Pushing at my folds with a
touch like beautiful shocking pleasure. Energy. Penetration that
would happen only when invited.

<Choose it.>

<Let me in.>

<Let me in, Lyle.>

<I'll make you a real woman.>

<I'll make you happy.>

<I'll make you mine.>

<Let me in.>

<Just a little. To feel how it feels.
Just a little is safe.>

And it was. I had to know. Just the tiniest
push, only a little bit inside. And it was good. It was better than
I'd ever felt it. It was more intense and more blissful than I
could imagine.

<Maybe now a little more. Do you want a
little more? I'll stop if you want me to.>

I didn't want it. It was too much. I
couldn't.

<There's no shame. No one can see us. No
one can hear us. It's you and me and you know what I offer. It's
time, Lyle. It's time to let me in.>

More.

In the end, we all want more.

And it feels good.
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They took me out of the cocoon later. I
wasn't that different on the outside.

Inside?

I was changed.

I went with the men in the dark suits. I
didn't speak and I didn't argue.

They took me to a room lined with racks and
gave me over to a harsh-looking and exquisitely-dressed woman with
expensive jewelry and no smile. She inspected my body carefully,
but like meat. She squeezed my breasts, commenting on their
youthful firmness. She pinched my nipples roughly and smiled with
pleasure at the sharp cylinders that rose up. "Good and fat, lots
there, can hold a big ring," she said approvingly.

Her hand went between my legs next, and
pushed into me with some care, but smiled again. "You have a hymen
again," she said to me. "So be careful. That's worth money."

I didn't do anything. I didn't want to.
There was a song in my heart and a carefree lightness. Nothing was
easier than following that song.

She selected some things from the rack and
instructed me to be a good dolly and let her dress me. I did what
she said without quarrel.

She put me in a pair of black lace
underwear, exquisitely beaded and embellished in places. It was the
most expensive and luxurious piece of lingerie I'd ever owned.
Where the crotch should have been there was only a string of
pearls. This she carefully fitted so that it was tight and snug
against my ass and forcing my labia apart to show off their red
puffiness and the hairless virginal exterior plainly for all to
see.

She put silver anklets on me, fitting them
tight and locking them. These were also intricate and detailed,
with little silver bells on the edges that tinkled every time I
moved. Similar cuffs went on my upper arms and wrists, and to these
she attached wisps of fine colored silks. A platinum jeweled hip
chain came next, fitted over my hips and secured tightly. "Ass like
a little boy," the woman commented. "Not much hip, but nice and
round. Belly dance a challenge, but you learn fast."

A jewel went into my navel, which I saw now
was pierced. It was a large ruby and was molded to fit me perfectly
there.

My breasts she covered with a strapless demi
bra that put my round, but small-ish breasts on display, and bared
my nipples. After a few pinches to make them erect, the old woman
clamped a pair of silver bells to each nipple.

The pain from the clamps was like sweet
music to me. To be adorned and displayed like this? It was the best
thing that ever happened to me.

The veil she fitted to the silver cuffs she
clamped over my ears. It was fine silk like the ones moving from my
arms., embroidered and cut to hand just over the bridge of my
nose.

Then she let me see myself.

I looked like a harem girl, but my alabaster
skin and my bright ginger hair, cut short and youthful around the
ears made me look exotic. Like a foreign white girl in the service
of an ancient conquering people. At the woman's urging, I posed in
a more demure manner.

"You a virgin," she said again. "Look like
virgin. Body ready for sex. Maybe needing to be taught, though.
Yes? Good price like that. He want make you younger, but too
illegal, ya? Over here? He no wait until later, not take oversea.
Too risky. You hot merchandise. Still good money.

I understood enough. And what I felt?

Excitement. I was to be sold. A man would
buy me and make me his and I'd be his sex slave. He'd pop my cherry
and make me a woman and that's what I'd be.

I would be his property.

I made the pearls between my pussy lips
wetter and stickier.

She led me from the dressing room to another
small room. This was a small room, and the seven girls in here were
packed tight. They were all dressed like me. They were all young
and American, college girls like the one I'd bought a clubbing
outfit from in a life that didn't matter anymore.

One of them had dark skin and thick braids
piled high on her head to expose her tattoos. She wore jangly silks
like we all did, but with her dark skin, she looked more exotic
than the rest of us, even if the intricate tattoos that covered
most of her body were decidedly Western. That's when I recognized
her.

Bijou Killswitch. Vacant-eyed and showing
barely a spark of familiarity when I looked at her.

I should have been horrified. There's any
number of things I should have done or said. But I didn't feel
panic. I didn't want to risk getting in trouble with this harsh
woman to beg Killswitch to wake up and help us get free.

<Don't really want freedom. This is going
to make you worth something. Expensive and prized and owned, so
thoroughly owned.>

I felt sorry for her. I didn't think she'd
fetch very much money for our slavers. I don't know why, but that
was important to me.

Some of the girls were crying. Their thick
eyeliner ran and smudged and when the woman in charge saw this she
barked at them and took out a broad bamboo stick and snapped it at
the backs of their legs. "Should all be like this young ginger
one," she snapped at them. "He should have put the new egg in all
of you. No one buy crying girl."

One girl, a pretty fresh-faced all-American
type with thick eyeliner and golden blonde hair sniffled louder and
shook her head. "You can't do this," she protested. "Do you know
who I even am?"

The sharp woman took one giant step forward
and grabbed the girl by her hair, tugging it and her with it
towards her. Quick as lightning, the woman clenched the jaw of the
pretty blonde in her hand and forced her mouth open. "Wears off too
fast," she complained to no one. Then, still holding the sniveling
girl, she opened her blouse and forced the girl's mouth to her
swollen and engorged nipple. Before the blonde's pink lips obscured
it, I saw something blue and glowing leak from the woman's
nipples.

The girl made a regretful noise, but she
didn't resist too hard once the nipple was out. When she started to
suck, I watched her throat gulp visibly. Then she stopped
struggling and nursed quietly and happily, like an addict giving in
to one more fix. I looked around the room and saw several other
girls, Bijou Killswitch included, staring hungrily at the scene in
front of us. They were all hooked on that blue gunk.

<As they should be.>

It was true, I knew. To think of all the
trouble I could have saved myself if I'd just taken it when Jonah
wanted to put it in me. The blue glowing happiness.

<This is better. This doesn't wear off.
Slave forever. Wired to your body.>

I loved it. My pearls got wetter and more
slippery. My bells tinkled as I shivered with the sheer delight of
it all. The harsh woman smiled approvingly at me.

A light went on above us and she pointed at
me. "Next. Go in booth. Remember. You virgin. Ready to learn about
sex. Go get good price."

I followed her manicured finger and saw a
small door open up. Out stepped a girl about my age, with straight
raven hair and pale skin. Her bangs were blunted in the front like
Cleopatra and she had gold bells like my silver ones all over. Her
eyes found mine and they were piercing. Familiar.

"Good price," the woman said encouragingly
to the cowed-looking brunette. "Good girl. You go with security.
Meet your buyer. You, ginger, get inside!"

The brunette brushed past me. Quarters were
tight back here. When we touched, though, I felt a little shock.
She met my eyes with those stunningly familiar eyes and said one
word. "Dance." Then two men in dark suits collected her and
escorted her from the holding pen. I had no choice but to enter the
booth.

It was a small room with just a chair, a
pole, and a spotlight. Curved mirrored glass wrapped in front of
me, obscuring the room full of bidders. I knew what this was. It
was an auction. I was the next lot.

A voice over a speaker announced me. "Lot
13. Eighteen and intact. Full legal paperwork and identity. Ready
for international travel. Fully obedient. The very latest
enhancements. Bidding starts at one hundred thousand."

I stood in the center of the booth and did
like the woman instructed. I posed shyly, covering my naughty
underwear at first, and only turning around when the voice over the
loudspeaker ordered me to.

I was in the most wonderful daze. I was
playing this part because it made my invisible slavers happy, and I
wanted to make them happy. They'd given me the freedom of my
slavery. I'd get so much more good, all-encompassing mind-blanking
sex when I was sold. A beautiful luxury object for someone
discerning.

One thought distracted me. The girl who'd
just been sold. Her single word to me.

Dance.

<Be good. Be still. Show them your
pearls.>

Dance?

Why?

Why was she so familiar? Those eyes. Looking
at me coldly, like she was saying "are you up to it?"

Ziza?

My hands found the pole. It was comforting,
an old friend I knew intimately. The body didn't matter. The part
that was me was unchanged. It knew what to do. It didn't even need
music.

Every 4/4 downbeat-driven stripper anthem in
the world was hard-coded into my consciousness. I dreamed to the
soundtrack of Motley Crue, Flo Rida, and Britney Spears.

<You're a virgin. Virgins don't use the
pole.>

But it felt wrong not to show off my skills.
Wasn't this pleasing? Wasn't it going to fetch an even higher price
when they could see I knew how to dance. really dance, that
is, not just a drunk girl swinging around on a party bus for an
extra vodka shot. The buys would be pleased.

<Good girls don't think. Good girls don't
take initiative. They do what they're told. There's no thinking
needed. It's better. Easier. Simpler. You want it simple.>

<Listen to me.>

<You have me in you. I want you
simple.>

<Be still.>

I was moving. I had both my tiny legs
wrapped around the pole and was wrapping my body around it like a
serpent, pushing my ass out to an unheard beat. Shaking my ass like
I still had the curve to make it clap. Rocking it back and forth
like a hypnotic serpent.

<Off the pole. NOW. OBEY.>

And I obeyed, moving straight to the chair.
This was instinctive, my lap dance routine performed for an
invisible patron in the chair. All my best moves, hard-coded with
no hardware needed to drive them. Real muscle memory from a
thousand repetitions. Night after night, hour after hour, it wasn't
a disguise. I'd been a stripper. I'd been a good stripper. I
had to dance.

"Sold," the loudspeaker announced
simply.

The light went out and the door to the booth
opened. Men in suits were waiting for me. So was the woman. She
looked barely able to contain her fury.

"Supposed to obey," she spat. "Supposed to
be shy virgin. Good thing you get high price. Two hundred fifty
thousand. Lucky girl. You go with other dancer. He must want
dancers. Lucky girl," she repeated darkly.

I blinked. I felt bad, like crying. I'd been
bad? I wanted to be good. And what was the rest?

The men escorted me to a waiting room. They
deposited me there and then shut the door and locked it behind
them.

The brunette was here. When she saw me, her
hard face softened ever so slightly. "Good. You danced, didn't
you?"

I nodded. I didn't look at her, though. I
was angry at this girl for poisoning me with the idea. I'd
displeased my slavers. I never wanted them displeased. And now I'd
be with her and my perfect new life would be poisoned by this
naughty girl who made me do displeasing things.

What was evening happening?

<Don't talk to her. Don't do anything but
scream loud that you're broken. You need fixing. You need to be
mindless and obedient. You need another session. You need another
upgrade. This one is broken. She needs fixing. She needs
more.>

I opened my mouth to scream and the brunette
slapped a hand over my mouth. She stared straight into my eyes with
her own piercing ones. "You're in there somewhere. This isn't you.
I know what they did. I know it must be hard. But you're in there,
Lyle."

Ziza.

<Bad girl. Don't want to be bad.>

"Lyle. Hey. Jailbait cousin."

Ziza.

"Lyle."

[ZEE: LYLE YOU MOTHERFUCKER I KNOW YOU'RE IN
THERE]

My vision flickered.

[FluxWatch disabled. Bad argument.]

[MonkeySee disabled. Bad argument.]

[FluxMessenger reconnecting. New port open.
Flux is adapting. Using new carrier signal to enable
Messenger.]

<OBEY. CALL FOR HELP. YOU ARE BROKEN. YOU
ARE IMPERFECT.>

I was imperfect. It made me cry. I'd ruin my
careful makeup and my new owners would see me smudged and they'd be
displeased. This bitch was ruining everything. I wanted to hurt
her.

She dodged when I flew at her. My bells
jangled and I howled with rage. Why, why was this happening?
I was going to be happy for the first time in years. Truly happy.
All those worries and stresses. Every single day. The fear of today
being a bad day, the one that ruined me for good and sealed the
coffin on my hopes and dreams.

I knew that feeling like I knew breathing.
These wonderful people did what no one else had done. They took it
away. Entirely. It had been wonderful. It was like paradise. And
that was all coming apart.

I charged at this brunette who might have
once been a friend and wanted to claw her eyes out. Those eyes that
broke me somehow and woke up the old, broken me that didn't truly
want happiness.

[ZEE: LYLE.]

[ZEE: Fine. LACEY.]

I staggered. Other thoughts. A different
life. Still with anxieties, but also ones that felt strangely...
easier. Friends.

Friends?

The door opened. Two men stepped in, each
accompanied by a woman in an extravagant dress and expensive
jewelry. The first man inside was tall and black and had a hard
expression on a face that was mostly hidden by large wraparound
shades and a beard that up close looked... just a little wrong..
The woman on his arm showed off dark muscular legs and kept a
neutral face. They were both familiar.

An older man came in next, attired in the
casual-but-expensive mobster look still favored by the Vegas elite.
A bubbly blonde who didn't quite fit in her sequined dress was on
his arm and doing a poor job of hiding her disgust.

"Almost a half million bucks," the older man
who was Gerard Saks said quietly. "We're going to call that your
advance. I hope it was worth it, Powers."

"Trust me, Mr. Saks," Tyrone said smoothly.
"There's more here going on than you think. This here was an
investment."

"This here is fucking illegal."

"That it is," Tyrone agreed, looking us
over. "And this here is a rescue mission. Which one of you is
Zee?"

The brunette raised her hand. "It's me,
Ty."

"Figured. I recognized your pole work. You
did your move. And I miss that big bubble, but I know that
lapdance, Lacey. Even if they did change up the tiny pale white
girl."

I was shaking and about to scream again. Zee
covered my mouth. "Boss, we gotta go. Lacey's got it bad. They did
stuff. She's not in control."

The blonde on Saks' arm gagged. "That's...
Lacey? You're Ziza?"

And then I realized I was surrounded by
friends. Tyrone and Saks were escorting Tiffani and Jade.

Jade must have seen it on my face. "To the
nines, bitches," she quoted from a lifetime ago. "To the
nines."

<This is WRONG. You are WRONG.>

[ZEE: Lacey. We gotta go. We're going to
help you.]

"Come on," Saks said. "It's not wise to
linger. They're bringing our car around."
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The car drove and drove. It was a big limo
and I was given a big hotel robe to warm me. That wasn't why I was
shaking, though.

[ZEE: I'm going to talk you through
this.]

[SLUT: Why are you doing this?]

[ZEE: You're in there. I know they did bad
shit and we're getting it out of us.]

[SLUT: You're so bad. You're so WRONG. You
ruin everything. you should be good like me.]

[ZEE: No. It's not... this isn't you. Lacey.
Lyle. This isn't you.]

[SLUT: You're broken. They should have fixed
you. You broke me.]

[ZEE: Sigh. No. I'm not broken. But it
didn't work as well on me. The things it was promising? I've had
versions of that my whole life. Not being in charge of my
decisions? Not having thoughts or ideas or wants of my own? Dude,
I've had that. Being objectified was my job for MONEY, bitch. It
was my ticket to freedom, and I was gonna get there until I met
your complicated ass. But I am not broken. That brainwashing gadget
just had nothing to offer me. And the rest of it? That was you. You
kept me safe.]

[SLUT: No. NO NEVER. I only ever want to be
good and pleasing. I'd never EVER break someone who wanted
that.]

[ZEE: You wrote that wonderful software. It
figured out that all its ports were closed by the "fix" they
installed to brainwash us, but it found the port that had to stay
open for the brainwasher to talk to the controller. Your little
Messenger program hitched a ride on that carrier signal. I rewrote
part of it to text Tyrone's phone. That got found and closed off,
but by then I hoped he knew to come get us. Dancing was the only
way I thought he'd recognize us.]

[SLUT: so wrong....so wrong]

[ZEE: I get it. It seemed better, didn't
it?]

[SLUT: It WAS.]

[ZEE: It might have been easier. I'll give
you that. But it wasn't going to feel that good for long. Trust me.
It's no way to live. And you have to come back, now. I need your
brain to get us fully fixed. This thing is screaming at me and it's
starting to drive me insane.]

[SLUT: I'm not your friend.]

[ZEE: That's my line. I was such a bitch to
you. Granted, you got me implicated in a murder but...you got me my
life back, too. He's punished. It's on the news, Lyle. The cops are
looking for Jonah right now.]

Jonah.

Everett.

Tyrone.

Zee. Alex. Cement.

We kissed.

I didn't get a chance to think about that.
Process my feelings.

We kissed.

We won.

We were betrayed by....

All of it.

[LYLE: Oh. Shit.]

She smiled. It was the nicest smile she'd
ever smiled in any body I'd seen her in.

[ZEE: Hi there.]

[LYLE: We're in trouble.]

[ZEE: Oh yes. We are in a fuckton of
trouble, dude. I need your brain.]

[LYLE: How are we talking if the new gadget
is blocking the ports?]

[ZEE: Flux is working on it. It got
near-field back. I helped it with that.]

[LYLE: You did?]

[ZEE: I need to keep reminding you I was
only stripping to pay for my career as an important humanitarian
and inventor.]

[LYLE: You're too pretty to be a
scientist.]

[ZEE: Ass. Good thing I know you're
teasing.]

[LYLE: You did this? You're amazing.]

[ZEE: Yes. Now fix the rest.]

We lapsed into silence. So much of my gear
was unresponsive. Whoever did the "patch" did a good job in cutting
Flux off at the knees. It was rote code, though, the kind they
teach in technical schools. Did they think to look in the places a
messy self-taught start-up guy uses? Did they know about the thing
the botnet made?

"How's it going," Tyrone called from the
driver seat.

"He's in there still," Zee announced.

"Great. Where am I taking us?"

Was it still there? In the "cleanup" folder?
A thing I'd never thought I'd need?

[system -> libraries -> utilities
-> aux -> as342 -> blah -> 1341af -> bogus -> 341
-> porn -> 41151341 -> hydra]

[LAUNCH HYDRA? y/n]

[y]

[Hydra v 0.0.1...]

[FluxWatch disabled. Overwriting. Hydra
online. Cleaning.]

[Hydra disabled by foreign process.]

[auto-launching Hydra v 0.0.2...]

[Overwriting. New process.]

[Hydra disabled by foreign process.]

[auto-launching Hydra v 0.0.3...
cleaning...disabling foreign processes. Absorbing.]

[External sampler enabled. Fix
deployable.]

"Touch me," I whispered to Zee. She did. The
sting was short. Then she gasped. She had it.

[FluxMessenger enabled. Cellular connection
restored.]

[There are 2 other Messenger users.]

"The hell?" I croaked.

"Who is the third?" Zee asked.

 



 


//MELANIE

 


I laid in wait. While I did this, I laid
with Dahlia. There was nothing else to do, not without blowing my
cover. I needed "Miss Quinn" to come home. I needed my body
back.

Our petting session continued until the sun
slipped almost all the way from the sky. She didn't seem interested
in progressing to anything too heavy, and that was just fine with
me. Mostly she liked making out, and practicing making out in a way
that would "look hot for Master." That's when I decided that if I
was just killing time on my stakeout, I'd make the most of it and
broaden some minds.

"You know," I teased, "you don't have to
just copy some college girl spring break exploitation video.
Squeezing tits and french kissing might be nice to look at, but
girls can have a lot of fun with each other. Want me to show
you?"

Dahlia looked at me blankly, and I decided
that I wouldn't wait or try to explain much more. My fingers
wiggled between her legs and she giggled. I didn't pull back,
though. My thumb rested on that little nub and circled it through
the thin material of her unlined bottoms. Meanwhile I made my index
and middle fingers flat and stiff and sawed gently over the surface
of her suit-covered vulva. Nice and gentle, but with a firm,
regular teasing pressure.

She bucked when I did it at first, but I
didn't let up. I wrapped one of my legs over hers to keep her from
squirming too much and kissed her neck. I kissed up to her earlobes
and flicked my tongue in her ear until she squealed. She wasn't my
usual type, but who doesn't dream of fucking a playmate at least
once? I admit it. I enjoyed myself a little, too.

I moved my head lower and gently teased my
tongue around her nipples, barely touching, then touching, sucking,
biting playfully, all while massaging her clit and giving her sex a
gentle massage. It didn't take long. It was clear that for all her
talk of such things, Dahlia was relatively inexperienced in
actually doing real sex-type-things with another girl. Luckily, I
was an accomplished almost-lesbian. I had lessons enough to pass
the time until something happened. Still, I had to be careful.

My switch-y tendencies were coming out, but
it wouldn't do to let the domme side show. Also, there was the
matter of all the mental processes I was running to get ready for
my big escape. It was hard to concentrate on still acting like the
bubble-brained sex doll I was supposed to be, but luckily Dahlia
was one herself and didn't notice anything was amiss. It became
extra complicated when I started my conversations with Whitney,
however.

She'd need to come with me when the time
came. That much was clear. I couldn't leave another victim
imprisoned in Jonah's place. Not when she was so obviously in
distress.

We finished our little session with a small
shudder and a shocked noise from Dahlia. I'd not even needed to use
my mouth, though I promised her that we'd cover that in a future
lesson. A false promise, maybe, but it had the effect of making her
suddenly breathless and very chummy with me. Only now did we
find to our surprise that no one else came home. This distressed
Dahlia far more than it distressed me, but I think her programming
was intense enough to make her highly dependent on routine.

"Miss Quinn should be home by now," she
fretted. "Master Jonah sometimes works late, but he usually calls
ahead with instructions. We should check."

The sun was going down, anyway, and I wanted
to put some clothes on. "Let's go in and check," I suggested. And
then, shamefully, I hugged my shoulders to cover my naked breasts
and made a mock shiver. "It's so chilly out here
anyway."

The house's messaging system had one message
waiting, but it wasn't from Jonah. It was from someone
official-sounding from the Securities Exchange Commission. He
sounded very grave and seemed to think it was extremely important
that Jonah be in touch. People would be coming by.

I found the nearest television and searched
for news services. I didn't need to look very hard. Jonah was the
top story. Authorities were in receipt of numerous incriminating
documents from an undisclosed source. Chief among the crimes was
evidence to suggest what Jonah'd done to me and to Seekr was the
latest in a pattern. JTI's acquisition of Proxima, the feeds all
mentioned, was now under deep suspicion following the death of E.P.
Janson. A half dozen other small companies were also being
investigated, as well as JTI's ties to shadow companies in
Southeast Asia. They were raiding his various offices and Jonah
himself was nowhere to be found.

Someone gathered the evidence. Someone got
him. Some hero.

They'd be coming. There was no longer any
time.

I hurried upstairs with Dahlia trailing
right behind me. "I don't understand! What's that even mean? Is
Daddy Jonah in trouble? Why would he ever be in trouble? He's so
wonderful."

I stopped and faced her. "Dahlia. I don't
have time for this."

Her face showed a frown. It was hard work
for her, as if she'd forgotten the muscles needed to make this
expression. She probably had. "You're acting weird, sis."

I busied myself getting dressed. "Sensible"
wasn't a word that really had any place in the wardrobe of Jonah's
girls, but I at last found a pair of skintight jeans and a halter
with a pretty deep scoop to wear with some sneakers that had only a
little platform heel in them. Even sneakers? It was a wonder our
feet hadn't been shaped with shortened tendons to require
heels.

"Sis, why are you dressing so dumpy?" Dahlia
asked with a frown.

"This isn't dumpy. It's for traveling." I
didn't have time to play anymore. So what if she knew I wasn't
fully under the bimbo influence any longer? What could she do? Men
would be here at any moment, potentially.

[MELANIE: Whitney. Wake up.]

[WHITNEY: I'm here.]

[MELANIE: I'm afraid our timetable's been
accelerated. How are you feeling?]

[WHITNEY: Claustrophobic.]

[MELANIE: I'm about to fix that.]

[WHITNEY: Did you get the pattern back?]

[MELANIE: We're getting out of here. Can't
be helped. I'm coming with clothes for you. Sorry they're so
slutty.]

I was on the move. Dahlia (still in only her
bikini bottoms) trailed after me yammering nonstop questions.
Obvious panic crept in her voice the more I refused to answer.

I marched straight into Jonah's wing of the
house. When I made it to his closet, Dahlia grabbed my wrist and
tried to tug me out. I held firm and yanked my arm free. "Listen,"
I said icily, "this is how it's going to go. I've got things to do.
Everything about life here is about to come to a crashing end. Do
you understand that? There's no more Daddy Jonah. There's probably
no more Miss Quinn. Your life is about to change. If I were you,
I'd put on some clothes. Just as a start."

I don't think it was the content of what I
said that really got through to her. She was just so thoroughly
broken in by this point that any authoritative voice and command
was... easier to follow than ignore. I told her to leave and get
dressed and she would obey. How long had Dahlia been a doll?

Guilt found me just as I reached the hidden
tube in the secret room. Whitney's suspended nude body hovered
there, an almost exact carbon copy of Dahlia's. It was a powerful
reminder. I was planning to leave Dahlia here. But I couldn't,
could I? She was just as much a victim as I was. If I was rescuing
Whitney, why would I not rescue Dahlia?

[WHITNEY: NO]

[MELANIE: ???]

[WHITNEY: She can't come. SHE CANNOT COME.
She did this to me.]

The controls on the side of the tube were
easy enough to interpret. I keyed the sequence that would "thaw"
Whitney.

[MELANIE: Someone did something to her, you
know. It might not have been her fault.]

[WHITNEY: No. She can't be trusted.]

[MELANIE: You were under the influence, too.
So was I. If we clean her system, it won't be any different than
the risk of us backsliding.]

[WHITNEY: JUST NO]

The thawing process was unexpectedly rapid.
Her eyes opened and she coughed, then stumbled forward. It was good
I was there to catch her. She was still so pale, and her skin was
cold and clammy.

"She took my life. It's all her fault,"
Whitney croaked while I wrapped her in one of Jonah's robes to warm
her up.

"Sis?"

It was Dahlia. She was standing in the
doorway of the room, staring wide-eyed at the pair of us. Her
flouncy miniskirt and tubetop were as inappropriate for the
occasion as the expression on her face was genuine heartfelt
relief. She rushed forward on platform heels and before either of
us could react was wrapping her arms around us and hugging us and
crying with delight.

"I was so lonely. I was so worried. Why were
you here this whole time? Why didn't you come back? Why did you get
so sick?"

Whitney tensed in my arms. I squeezed back.
"Jonah was hiding her from us," I said quietly.

"Why?" She looked straight at Whitney. "It's
all my fault somehow isn't it? It's my fault you got sick because I
was bad. I don't know why, but I was bad and I'm so sorry,
sis."

Whitney tensed again, but when she spoke in
her froggy voice, what she said was not what I expected. "Jonah's a
bad man, isn't he, sis?"

This was the hardest thought Dahlia probably
ever had to think. I watched it on her face, the struggle to think
a forbidden thing, but then the knowing, the knowing that it was a
true thing. It won in the end, and the power of the realization
made her eyes water and her mascara start to run.

"Whitney," I said quietly. "She's coming
with us."

"Okay. Help me get dressed?"

Dahlia stepped forward. "Please let me
help?"

Whitney nodded her quiet assent and I left
the two twins to a mild and awkward reconciliation while they
dressed Whitney and got her used to walking around.

I took the opportunity to do a little mild
looting.

I wasn't proud of the idea of stealing from
Jonah on the sheer principal of it, but there were practical
matters to deal with. I wasn't Melanie Sykes as far as the outside
world could readily prove. The wetware I owned as Melanie still
inside of me was custom and had serial numbers, so there was some
hope, but until I knew exactly what laws Jonah was wanted for
breaking, it was not wise to be exposing myself to the authorities.
We needed some funds to lie low with and wait for things to sort
themselves out.

There were traveler chits in the dressers.
Those were the easiest, but I had no idea how much was on any of
them. I took the bulk, and then slid a drawer full of his watches
into a bag. That's when I heard men downstairs.

The police were already here? The
authorities?

What saved my life was the bag full of
watches in my hands. If I'd not been holding so obviously stolen
property, I might have just called out to the police and taken our
chances. As it was, I was quiet and looking for a place to ditch
the ill-advised stolen watches just long enough to hear them
speaking in the unfamiliar cadence of a language I couldn't place.
Not Japanese, I knew some conversational Japanese from my last job.
Chinese? Korean? Thai?

They were sweeping each room of the bottom
floor. Men in dark suits with guns out. Once they called loudly for
Jonah in a tone I did not at all care for.

I slipped on the balls of my shoes back to
the secret room in the closet.

"First of all, don't panic, but there are
bad men in the house," I said to the girls. "We need to go. Right
now. We need a way to the garage without being seen. Is there
another set of stairs?"

Dahlia and Whitney (clothed) gaped at me. No
help.

They were coming up the stairs. There was
nothing to do but hide.

I hustled the girls fully into the secret
room and pulled the hidden door shut behind us. "Now be very
quiet," I began to say, but a loud CLICK interrupted me.

The lights in our little room went out.
Dahlia squeaked. Whitney shivered. Then green lights on the floor
snapped on and a second CLICK sounded.

The back wall of this little room slid to
one side.

Secret rooms inside secret rooms.

We moved. The new room had plenty of strange
equipment inside of it, including a med bed I recognized from hazy
memories of being fitted with the wetware now grafted to my own.
Someone, a doctor? Charlie?

This isn't what had my attention, though,
not fully. There was an elevator in the back corner. Of course,
this had to be how Jonah snuck girls like me into his home?

"I bet that leads to the garage," I
muttered. "Let's move."

The other girls nodded. We squeezed into the
elevator and toughed the only button inside.

I saw something just as the doors were
sliding closed.

More tubes. There were more tubes like the
one Whitney'd been sleeping in.

I only saw two of them. One woman and one
man. Booth with only letters and numbers at the bottom of the
case.

PC-341

EPJ-444
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My apartment wasn't the safest place to be
for long, but it wasn't the first place anyone would think to look
for us. I had no idea who the men with guns might be, but they sure
weren't cops or from any government agency. I had no doubt they'd
have killed us. Maybe they were just other guys Jonah'd screwed
over, but I didn't think so. There'd been someone helping Jonah. A
partner. The doctor who did the work on me. Probably on all of
us.

We gave Dahlia her "inoculation" in the car,
shortly after a panic attack seized her at the idea of leaving the
house she'd been ordered to stay inside of unless accompanied by
"Master." Her eyes were glazed over and I could just tell the HUD
in her skull was punishing her and brainwashing her as hard as it
possibly could. A few seconds after Whitney touched her, though,
she stopped panicking and went into a slimy wet snooze.

Now she was sleeping on m couch while
Whitney waited for her body to finish purging all the tainted bits
of tech through the strange green ooze. Whitney herself could use a
nap, I felt, and a decent meal, but she was focused now on being
there when Dahlia woke up. There were things she wanted to know, I
had no doubt. The final judgment on what Dahlia was guilty of was
postponed but not canceled.

I didn't have the energy to deal with that
situation at the moment. I had work to do.

I needed to find the creator of FluxWatch. I
needed to find Lyle Estevez.

When I left Big Data, I got the company
equivalent of a gold watch. I would have gotten more if I'd not
been going to a competitor, but luckily, Seekr was so out of the
big dogs' league that I could be trusted with the "watch."

The most valuable commodity in the world of
Big Data? Privacy. So my gold watch was double-edged. Perfect
shielded privacy for me and my loved ones. An ability to go
invisible, operate on the networks and leave no trace. The other
edge? A ability to invade the privacy of any other person connected
to any grid to an untold degree. I'd never used the other edge. I'd
never even installed the watch. Today I did.

It was a hot knife and the rest of the
networks were warm butter. In no time I had my own implant tracking
others like mine. There were two and it was child's play to locate
them physically and slice into their near-field connection
chat.

[[Initiating chat... 2 other FluxMessenger
users detected. Initiating group chat.]]

[MELANIE: Hello. Is this Lyle Estevez?]

[ZEE: Who the hell is this?]

[MELANIE: My name is Melanie Sykes. I'm
looking for the creator of FluxWatch. I need help and I'm here to
offer mine in return.]

[LYLE: THE Melanie Sykes? Holy shit.]

[MELANIE: I have your software. It kind of
saved my life. I also suspect you're the one who took down JTI. If
you did, you have my thanks.]

[LYLE: That was us. How are you talking to
us?]

[MELANIE: Please. I'm Melanie Sykes. But we
don't have time for that. There's still someone out there, the one
who collected me for Jonah. And there's someone else, isn't
there?]

[LYLE: It seems that way. I don't know what
to do.]

[MELANIE: Well, that seems obvious, doesn't
it? We're going to team up. And we're going to get these guys. And
we're going to get our lives back. All of us.]


EPILOGUE

 


 


//JORDAN

 


I should have gone to her home. I should
have used her keys at least once. I should have done even a
marginally better job of establishing my identity as Melanie Sykes.
By the time it all went pear-shaped, it was too late. The bitch was
in the wind. She changed the lock codes on her place and re-keyed
all her bank accounts. I wouldn't be able to claim I was her for
long, anyway, though. The bastards ran an information company,
after all. There was plenty of surveillance to establish Melanie
Sykes stopped showing up on her home security cameras a few weeks
back. They knew there was a Melanie imposter out there. I couldn't
just hide or pretend I wasn't involved in everything that ended up
in Jonah's bust.

But that was Jonah's fuckup. I woulda done
all those things if I'd been the one calling the shots. But we know
I wasn't. No, the egotistical fuck wanted his sextoy home every
night to suck his dick and tell him he was so powerful. But that's
the thing. Even with that mind-control gadget inside of me, I
stopped hearing the messages shortly after they picked him up
trying to cross into Mexico. I started feeling more like
myself.

I dyed my hair a crazy punky blue color and
actually got myself some of those glowing tats I'd liked having so
much as the honeytrap "Quinne." Some big-rimmed glasses, a montham,
and some butcher clothes and guess what? Suddenly, I didn't look so
much like Melanie Sykes. And of course, I still had my little
girlcock, which I suddenly didn't care so much about having. The
cute little cockette came in handy, as it happened.

 


Authorities remain tight-lipped about the
details of the crimes Jonah McNally is charged with. The
millionaire mogul kept a low profile while acquiring a number of
smaller tech companies, but his own rise inside the company
formerly known as ExoGlobe Systems and Solutions is now also under
suspicion. Sources close to ExoGlobe's former CEO identified
McNally as a low-level executive who became the chief executive
almost overnight.

Questions about the circumstances of
McNally's promotion as well as the mysterious disappearance of
fellow junior executive Dale Buckner continue to surface in the
wake of McNally's spectacular arrest early this week. A joint
government task force credits its own cyber-security divisions
acting on an anonymous tip, but spokespersons for the cross-agency
task force add that they're still seeking the anonymous
cybercriminals who leaked the information leading to the JTI
takedown.

 


I stopped listening to the reports on the
news at this point. It made me too angry. I'd had nothing and then
suddenly everything and now here I was again, all alone and worse
off than before. Even the pretty little tattoo artist currently
leaking my blue cum from her frothy pussy and staring up at me with
the glazed eyes of my temporary thrall wasn't taking the edge of my
anger. I had her empty her wallet for me and open up the safe for
good measure. Then I gave the pretty dumb-eyed thing a suggestion
that what she really wanted to do was run off to go have a good
long bath and wash any trace of her thralling out so that she'd be
nice and untainted when the cops came for her.

I didn't feel too much remorse about ruining
her life. She'd not been a terribly enthusiastic or energetic fuck,
even before I shot her full of zombie juice. You always need to try
your best. You always need to be grateful for your soft curves and
your feminine hips and for all the things I CANNOT FUCKING HAVE.
Anything else is WASTEFUL.

Oh, how I hated "Master" Jonah. He'd gotten
himself pinched and he'd not even bothered to unlock my stupid
bodystealing implants before he did it. I was stuck with this body.
I was stuck with the cock between my legs, so close to the
perfection I'd hungered for this whole time. Stuck with no
remedy.

Two different backalley icebreakers already
tried to slice the hardware and get me what I wanted, but the code
defeated them. One guy almost paralyzed my left arm and for that, I
fucked him and thralled him hard enough to plant the suggestion in
his head that he wanted to go find a dirty brothel and send his
wife and children selfies of him in the midst of some truly carnal
acts. I don't tolerate carelessness any more than I tolerate
wastefulness.

What burned me up most of all, however, was
the lack of news about the raids on Jonah's mansion. Reports said
they went in, found a few things, and that was it. No Dahlia. No
Melanie/Honeyslut. I knew the TV vultures and I knew they'd not be
able to resist a story about sex slaves if one presented itself.
All quiet on that front. So what did that mean?

They got out.

Fine, sure, the control programming maybe
died when Jonah got caught, same as mine did, but the raid happened
before they nabbed him sneaking to the Baja. So they must have
already been gone. If they were already gone, they slipped free of
the programming before. If that happened, that meant Melanie wasn't
as empty-headed as she SHOULD have been.

That wasn't the whole picture, though, was
it? Because even I got pulled back under just by being NEAR Jonah,
just by having him focus his thoughts on me. The house had calls in
it, too. I know that's why I never thought twice about returning
home after a day spent as Melanie.

The news said anonymous cybercriminals were
connected to Jonah's bust. I remembered Dahlia saying she wanted me
as a sister because her old sister got sick. And every time I asked
Jonah about this "Whitney," he made sure to blank me, put me on my
knees, and shove his cock and his will deep into me until I learned
asking about this was a great way to ensure I'd have a few hours of
gap in my memory, a pain in my jaw, and a soreness in my ass.

Someone out there ruined my fun.

Someone out there cost me my best chance of
happiness and toppled a whole house of cards that was going to be
my perfect new life.

I went back to the old apartment just
once.

I stole the white satin panties with the red
hearts from Becky's lingerie drawer. I stole her favorite bra, too,
a pink one with a little lift in the cups. I was wearing them that
very night, and my little cockette was tucked gently into the small
cotton panel and snug between my legs where it was little more than
a tiny lump. My tits looked fantastic in that bra, too. I guess
Melanie's were the same size as Becky's, a nice comfortable 32B.
I'd want more, maybe, if I was keeping a body forever, but you can
work with Bs, and this bra knew how to work. I was all pushed
together and lifted up and as I left the tattoo shop with my ample
cleavage prominently displayed out of the low scoop of the
wifebeater I'd paired with a punky skirt. I felt pretty damn in
control.

I went out, then, back to the crypto-dyke
bar I'd snared Melanie at, and did a pretty good job of chatting up
a shy college girl who looked like she'd promised herself one drink
and then a quick bolt. I knew the look. It's where I started not
that long ago. I knew how to play that instrument, too, and tonight
I played it for a place to sleep.

I was up front with her about my little
surprise. It was a gamble, but it was a gamble that paid off.
College girl wanted very badly to think of herself as open-minded
and open to new experiences, and I was a good chance to prove to
herself that she was liberal and loving and experimental. All those
neo-hipster achievements would get unlocked tonight, and that might
have been enough if she was shallow.

She wasn't. She was actually more fun than
I'd anticipated, in fact.

Nevaeh was her name. Christ, that was
annoying. There were still idiots naming their girls that?
Unironically? I debated telling her she needed to do something
about that monstrosity of a name, but she beat me to it, said it
was just a name she was using here in the club. To stay safe. I
told her she didn't need to fear me and she said she didn't, and in
fact was kind of hoping I'd come back to her apartment with her. I
said I'd be happy to, assuming she didn't mind an "older
woman."

"I think we'd have lots to talk about," she
promised. And touched my hand.

I went home with her. I had a cup of coffee
and then an awkward kiss in her kitchen with her and then we went
to her tiny pull-out sofa in the cramped little studio and had a
nice over-the-clothes session.

I could tell she was nervous about taking
things farther. So I asked her if she wanted to see it. She did,
and so I lifted up my skirt and showed her Becky's special panties
and told her it was okay, that she could touch.

I told her it was okay if she wanted to take
me out. She said shyly that she'd actually really like to see me
naked, from head to toe. I told her that I'd only do that if she
went first. I'll show you mine if you show me yours. And I wanted
to know her real name.

"It's Kendyl," not-Nevaeh answered. "What's
your real name?"

"Jordan," I said, because sometimes the
truth is nice. This girl was taking risks. She took her gift of a
body out for an experiment and was genuinely interested in mine.
She's earned the softer treatment.

When she got out of the dinky sweater and
loose and uninspiring jeans she'd been wearing, I saw that she was
pleasantly slim up top with large hips and thick thighs. Her
light-brown skin spoke of an interesting blend of genetics and one
that I was eager to see out of the bright-colored college girl
underwear Becky'd finally upgraded from when she moved into our
place. But my thoughts were distracted then.

College girl had ports. Three of them in
each wrist. Way more than someone gets for going off to school to
study the humanities.

"You've got hardware," I observed.

She blushed and made an excuse while I did
my part and pulled off the wifebeater and wiggled out of the skirt.
The bra I wasn't so eager to unhook, but we were having a meeting
of the normal-sized titty club, it seemed, and I didn't think she
cared. It was more for me than her. I liked having cleavage.

"Pull my panties down," I said quietly, but
firmly. She looked nervous, but did as I asked, making a quiet gasp
when my erection popped free. I didn't want to be stiff right away,
I liked the girly look and feel...but I wanted to try this dusky
girl. And I cared what she thought of me, too. Kind of. I was also
really interested in her ports.

"I'm a CS major," she confessed. "I got the
ports as a gift from my dad for tracking into the advanced program.
He's very proud, wants only the best for his daughter. He's Indian.
They care about having engineers in the family. I tested so high,
he didn't care I was a woman, even. He got me the full package. I
get the cosmetic covers for them when I go home for the holidays.
Sorry if they're ugly. It's why I wear so many sweaters."

I stroked her arms, let my erection rub
gently against her stomach. "You're beautiful," I told her. "I've
got extra... hardware too, you know."

"I can feel."

"Are you that good?"

"No. I've only ever had two boyfriends," she
confessed nervously.

"I meant with computers."

"A little too good. I only got to take the
tests after the cops came to our house because I got caught
icebreaking my favorite actor's private phone. My dad was angry,
but then proud."

My erection got harder, I probably started
leaking the bad blue stuff then, but luckily I had the glow-y tats
to keep her from noticing. "You're THAT good. Damn."

"Is everything okay?"

"Oh yes, Kendyl. Everything just got
wonderful. Lay down."

I gave her a lot of attention with my mouth.
I lapped at her slit a nice long time and teased her nipples until
she was breathing quickly and flushed in the chest. I fingered her
a little, too, making sure to avoid touching her clitty until she
was desperate for it.

I used my tongue to bring her over the edge.
Little college girl was a squirter, and that was just about the
best thing she could have been. It spoke of exuberance. It was in
some ways her using her body to the limit and enjoying it.

I almost felt bad about putting my cock into
her before the orgasm even faded and for taking her so quickly, so
forcefully, and so completely. I almost didn't want to stare deep
into her eyes, lock them with mine, and speak the mantras that
primed her for the injection, the one that'd make her an obedient
and mindless slave that craved my cock, craved the next addictive
spurt of my seed into her hungry cunt.

I almost felt bad. But I didn't. My little
Kendyl was going to hack the locks off my implant for me. And she'd
enjoy it just fine. Just fine.


 


 


//MELANIE

 


"You will forgive my impertinence, but I am
not accustomed to such creatures as yourselves being present in my
humble place of business. Especially as the three of you are, as
they say, muy bonita-"

"Save it, Nickels. We don't have time."

The underground techhead smiled a smile full
of perfectly-capped teeth, each one tipped in a tiny gem. Business
was good for him these days, it seemed. When I cut his patter off
at the knees, he didn't miss a beat, instead gesturing us
magnanimously into his garage full of broken bits of various
illegal tech. "Consider it saved. Now I am given to understand a
certain big-busted Tokyo princess with a penchant for serious
hardware gave you my name?

[LYLE: Say yes.]

[MELANIE: When were you-]

[LYLE: Later.]

"Yes," I said, ignoring the way Nickels
ogled me and my companions. "We need shifters to start with. Maybe
we're shopping for something a little...defensive, too. If you've
got anything like that."

"My darling, I deal in all manners of things
that might raise the occasional eyebrow should various law
enforcement agencies learn of their existence. Your scans check
out, I do not believe you are here to entrap me as part of some
elaborate sting, but you must understand. I'm not exactly brimming
over with trust these days, nor the milk of human generosity."

I wasn't wild about being here. On Lyle's
recommendation, we cleared out of the home belonging to Melanie
Sykes. The men in the suits would trace us quickly, Lyle warned. So
we needed to put a little distance between them and us.

A pair of identical twins in the company of
a buxom blonde whose body was a dead ringer for a famous playmate
drew plenty of attention. We needed to disappear, but there wasn't
time or a safe place to risk two hours in a cocoon, even if we
could trigger the transformation. A quick scan made it seem like
there were locks on parts of our software that might prevent that.
We needed Lyle's new software patch, but it was too big and too
important to risk sending it over the airwaves.

The safest place to get that was a plane
flight away. Hence needing ID. The twins couldn't fly under the
ones Jonah provided them or they'd be flagged by the feds. I had
none at all. The best option was Nickels. But we didn't have to
like it.

"You wouldn't have brought us here if you
weren't going to take our money," I pointed out. "You already know
we're not a sting."

The dealer nodded thoughtfully. "This is of
course true. You're not in league with the constabulary, I'm all
but certain. That said, all three of you bunnies are rocking a
frankly ridiculous amount of high end hardwire under those national
treasures you call bodies. It's unusual in this business and
unusual tends to make one such as myself unduly suspicious."

Here it came. The catch. I rested a hand on
my hip, and now did my very best to encourage a little ogling. "So
what would make you feel more at ease, Nickels? What would put you
back in the mood to love humanity and trust a couple of pretty
girls with your precious wares?"

He stepped closer. One hand patted my waist
and left grease marks on my tank top. Black dirt showed under his
chewed nails. "Oh, I always prefer there to be more of a... shall
we say connection? Entering inside a mutual circle of trust," he
narrated while the dirty hand gave my bottom a friendly but
thoroughly squicky pat.

"We're not going to fuck you, Nickels."

His face registered surprise. "I would
never! That said, this is a lonely profession. I have nothing but
machines to stare at most days, along with the kind of pornography
that my churchgoing mother always swore would contribute to
degenerate behavior. Perhaps I might have something a little more
angelic to gaze upon during my lonely solo sessions. Some tasteful
snaps if you will, that might remind me to preserve the air of
mystery around three flaxen-haired mystery women who once came to
my shop wanting fake IDs and undetectable weapons."

Behind me, Whitney made a noise. "You want
to take dirty pictures of us?"

Nickels smiled again, a greasier smile, then
shrugged a what-can-ya-do shrug. "I'm only human. Mostly. But
specifically, the three of you, in various states of undress,
performing tender Sapphic acts. Strictly private, of course. Though
I'd be happy to provide copies to you should you also want to
commemorate the event. The tender embrace of a sister. The pair of
you surrounding this fine and somewhat familiar platinum goddess.
Perhaps there's a narrative of some kind?

"Yes, that'd be ideal. The two twins
experienced in the secret joys of a little gentle girl-on-girl.
You, the obvious centerfold somehow never having experienced the
touch of a fellow female. One undresses you, the other stops your
protests with a kiss. A giggle, a shared moment, and that first
gentle touch on what's almost assuredly one of the most flawless
bits of ladybusiness to ever grace god's earth. A touch, a spark,
and a moment of carnal understanding."

While he described this scene, Nickels came
closer to the three of us, as if hoping to crowd us close enough
together that we'd all on our own realize that proximity to another
beautiful woman made us horny. "What if we just paid you really
well," I countered.

"Money's not the only thing I need in life,
chica."

The blade came out.

I didn't even see Dahlia pick it up.

It must have been on the workbench, a tool
more than a weapon, but something sharp and pointed at something
Nickels clearly valued quite a bit. She was so fast. I didn't know
she had that in her.

"Listen up, jackhole," she hissed. "I'm this
close to depriving you of something else you need in life. Though
truth be told, it turns out you don't need it. I'm missing
one and I'm pissed. Give us what we came for. Do it now, and hope
we still feel like paying you."

"No one supports the arts," Nickels
complained quietly. But he gave us what we wanted. I left him the
bag full of stolen watches, but he didn't want to take them. He was
watching Dahlia the whole time. He was afraid of her. Truth be
told, so was I.

 


#

 


Airport security posed no real problems.
Nickels gave us the good shifters, paid for with the premium price
of getting to keep his balls.

We boarded an early morning flight with only
simple carry-ons, but where we were going, it didn't raise any
eyebrows. A trio of attractive women with tiny bags weren't
probably carrying more than bikinis and a toothbrush, and probably
wouldn't want for much more than that where we were going. The IDs
got us through without any red flags and soon enough we were on a
plane and enjoying the free champagne and comfortable seats of
first class. Lyle wouldn't approve of the extravagance, but I
honestly felt the three of us attracted more attention flying coach
than we did in the relative privacy of first class. Also, I needed
a drink really badly.

Dahlia and Whitney sat on opposite sides of
the aisle. Both were dozing, and I felt sleep threatening to take
me as soon as I finished the flute of champagne. I stayed awake in
the end. I watched them both for a long while, thinking things
over.

Whitney was still distrustful of Dahlia, and
when I heard more about how they'd come to be where they were, I
had to say I didn't blame her. I'd similarly been thralled against
my will and it was only a tiny trick of fate that either of us
wasn't still in that deplorable condition. I wanted to know more,
but when I pushed, Whitney wasn't able to provide more than hazy
details. Most of who she'd been before getting the final control
implant was purged.

"Do you think you'd be able to get it back?"
she asked me back in the apartment. We'd sat and watched Dahlia's
unmoving body excreting the green slime from her pores while her
body purged itself of everything that gave Jonah control. It had
been a strange experience.

"I don't know," I'd answered. That was the
truth. Data recovery in machines is never a guarantee. Human
machines tended to be even more mysterious. "But I may not be the
person to do it. For now, I guess, just be grateful you've got your
sense of self back."

"I think I maybe liked it better when I was
a bimbo. Ignorance really is bliss," Whitney said sourly.

I didn't have an answer for that. I wanted
to counter the sentiment right away, but the truth was a part of me
silently agreed with her. The road ahead was hard. The destination
unknown.

The surprise was how absolutely devastated
Dahlia was when she came out of the coma-like purge with her senses
more or less her own. She had even less of a memory of who she'd
been before or how she'd come to be this way, but she was aware of
the grave offense she'd done to the woman whose body she had an
almost exact copy of. Her fear of Whitney kept her quiet and
distant during our initial travel preparations.

The outburst at Nickels' shop was
unexpected, but consistent with how she'd been since coming out of
the coma. Dahlia was angry. Most of her anger came back to Jonah,
but there was more there. More than remorse for her part in
Whitney's enslavement, there was something else there. Revulsion?
Hatred? If it was aimed at herself or someone else, I'd not been
able to determine.

This girl is a variable, I found myself
thinking. She is an unknown factor. You couldn't leave her there,
but you can't know what will be the result of bringing her
along.

The thing was, I didn't care too much. I was
far from objective. Truth be told, I shared some of her sentiment.
There was someone out there who betrayed my trust. There was
someone still at large who had taken something from me and put my
life on a path it was never meant to be on.

<Hello, Honey>

[Go away.]

<Oh, what's the matter, doll?>

[Stop talking to me.]

<You love it.>

[No. I'm coming for you. I'll find you and
make you stop.]

<Awwwww. Was it that bad? Was it really
that bad?>

[How are you still talking to me?]

<I'm making friends. I want you to be my
friend, too. Don't you want to be friends? We had such fun.>

[Stop.]

<Do they know? Do they know you're
talking to me? I bet they don't. I bet they think they're just
dealing with Melanie. But I don't need mind control. There's that
part of you, isn't there? The part that LIKED being my Honeyslut.
The part that wants it again. It's hard out there, isn't
it?>

[I'm not listening to you.]

<That's fine. I'll keep talking. Talking
and imagining you. Taking off your clothes one at a time and
showing me that beautiful creamy naked body. Unblemished and
unmarked with your sex quivering with base need. Leaking that
sticky white honey you're named for. Getting on your hands and
knees and kissing the floor. Raising your backside high into the
air. Presenting yourself to me. My Honey. My babyhole. Begging me
to put you back under and keep you there. Simple and happy and
wanting nothing more than to get licked and sucked and fucked every
day. Forever. Forever dumb and happy and always horny. Forever my
slut. My slave.>

<Melanie. You should REALLY tell someone
I'm talking to you. You should REALLY tell them now. Before I
really start to go to work on you.>

<But that's the problem, huh? It feels
kinda good, doesn't it?>

<You're wet right now, I bet. You get so
pleasantly wet. If I was there I'd give you such a gentle
mind-blanking fucking. So sweet. Right there wherever it is that
you are.>

<Melanie. You should really tell your
friends. You should tell them right now.>

<Nothing?>

<MMMmmm. I miss you, slut.>

[Please. Stop.]

<Ask me again and I will.>

<Melanie?>

<That's what I thought.>

<I can't wait for you to tell me where
you and your friends are hiding.>

 


 


 


 



//LYLE

 


I was only seasick for the first two days.
Then I started properly enjoying the boat.

The boat, which Saks insisted we properly
call a ship, was a 65-footer named Lodestar Praxis, and it
was a real beauty. Despite its massive size, it ran with full
automation. Only a minimal knowledge of seamanship was required.
Hyper efficient solar panels charged the hybrid engine, more than
doubling the ship's effective range. Best of all, it had
military-grade satellite uplink, using proprietary security
measures to render any connection I needed to make all but
invisible. Gerard Saks, like many ludicrously wealthy men, cared
passionately about his privacy. The connection had remarkably good
speeds, too, using a system that bounced between satellites every
few intervals to help mask our position. I needed that most of
all.

It would have been easiest to fly to our
destination, but doing so posed some risks. Getting lost in the big
blue ocean was safer. It effectively disappeared us from most of
the passive surveillance systems we couldn't help but trip by going
about our lives. We laid low in the middle of the big blue
ocean.

Once the worst of the seasickness was past,
I spent the better part of two days sequestered with my work. Twice
a day I patched into a chat with Melanie and we lost ourselves for
a long time in the intricacies of codepushing. Hydra worked, but I
didn't dare transmit it over even this connection. We'd have to
wait another week before I caught up with her at our hideout to get
it installed on her system and those of her two companions.

Whitney and Dahlia.

Victims the same as the rest of us? Maybe,
but it was hard for me to come to terms with their involvement.
They'd been there the night my new good life came crashing down.
Even if they weren't acting of their own volition, I was conflicted
about meeting them again. Melanie vouched for them, mostly, but
still...

I liked Melanie. She was clever and attacked
problems from an entirely different way than I was used to working.
On our second day of collaboration she apologized for not acting on
her instinct to purchase Flux Horizons in spite of the scandal. It
was the nicest compliment I could have gotten from her, apart from
the compliment of having her actually contributing code and
features to my little project.

On the fourth day, it was finally ready.

I didn't mention it to Zee right away. I
didn't know how to bring it up exactly.

We were still wearing the college-age bodies
we'd been put into after our capture by parties unknown. There'd
been time to shift to something else, but Zee only had the Alex
pattern as a backup and that one was too well-known. A pair of
entitled-looking rich girls getting on a giant automated megayacht
was about par for the course in SoCal. We'd not draw too much
attention.

There was more to it, than that, though, our
reason for not swapping out of those bodies. As traumatic as it was
to stay in them, I think the two of us were gun-shy. Afraid to go
back into the cocoon. Afraid we'd come out under an influence that
wasn't our own.

It might not have been such a big deal if we
were speaking, but the two of us were also at a bit of a loss for
words when it came to each other. The silence got longer and longer
and as a result harder and harder to break with each day that
passed.

The problem was actually too much space. We
were alone on the boat. Tyrone could fly and would be joining us
with Jade and Tiffani soon enough. We were the only ones who really
needed to disappear, hence our long ocean voyage.

But there was so much space on the yacht.
There were multiple bedrooms. There was an office and a game room
and of course the galley, eating areas, and the swim deck. It was
the most space we'd had since being thrown together days earlier.
It was also the first real downtime either of us had gotten. Stress
caught up, and with that came a need to recapture all the sleep
we'd forgone while on the run. Between my bouts of seasickness, I
slept. When I was better and rested, the need to work took over and
I sequestered myself in the office to do that work.

Zee slept a lot too, I think, but after
that, I wasn't sure. She and I weren't saying a lot to each other.
A strange gulf of awkwardness sprang up in the time after coming
out of the fog of control I'd been especially susceptible to. There
were things that needed saying. There were things that needed
talking about. The spark of connection that brought me back from
the brink, for one.

A cement-covered kiss for another.

Neither of us seemed to know how to start
the conversation. So we took advantage of the sudden space and made
a gift of that space to each other. It wasn't the best idea, maybe,
but it was the easiest. I think both of us wanted just one easy
thing for the time being.

She found me on the fifth day, our trip a
little less than half complete. I was making a cup of coffee for
myself in the galley and checking in with the autopilot and other
systems to make sure we were still on course.

"So," she said from the doorway. "I'm
thinking I'm going to do the swap. I can't be in this body anymore.
I don't even want to see it anymore. And I really can't wear this
thing another day." She tugged at the oversized t-shirt dress
emblazoned with a big American flag Tyrone bought for her at a
thrift-shop on the way back from Vegas. I had a matching one. We'd
more or less been living in them.

I smiled half-heartedly. "That's true. Thank
goodness Tyrone kept track of our bags. We've at least got a few
things to wear in those other bodies. I didn't think about that
part of it when he did the thrift-shop run for us."

Zee smiled. "I did. He got us a few things
in a lot of sizes. You were just in no shape to do much more than
lean over the toilet the first two days, so I figured why ruin new
clothes?"

"What about you?"

"Solidarity." She winked, but it was a tired
wink.

Awkwardness settled over us. The moment, as
quickly as it arrived, was suddenly gone.

"So we've got clothes?" I asked to break the
silence. "In... just... sizes?"

"He grabbed a little of everything. Might be
a bit of a challenge, but I think we won't have to get off the boat
stark naked. I just need out of this body. I need it like... I
dunno. It feels like my SOUL needs a shower."

I nodded. Then I held up a hand. "So... I
have something for you. But maybe don't use it just yet. I want to
be the one to test it. It's only fair."

Zee frowned. "I don't know if I like
this."

"No. You do. It's the other thing that I
wrote Hydra to do. It's why I really needed the botnet. Taking the
whole code apart and processing it and having Flux put it back
together was a massive undertaking without the computing power. But
it's done. Melanie's checked my work. She agrees."

Zee blinked. "And what is 'it,'
exactly?"

"It's the remix controls."

She froze. "Really?"

"Build your own body. No more out-and-out
life stealing. A little from here and a little from there. For
you."

She just looked at me for a long time. "You
did it?"

"Yes. But you need to let me test it
first."

"No, no, I want it. I'll take the risk."

"You don't have enough patterns. Besides, we
need you to wear a very specific body for just a little while. I've
got tons of patterns. It'll be a better test. But it's not just
that. There's still a risk."

"Lyle, I don't care."

"I do. I've... I've put you at nothing but
risk, Zee."

She blinked once, then nodded.

"When do you want to test it?"

"Honestly, might as well do it now. You're
right. My soul needs a shower, too."
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Showers on seafaring vessels are small and
awkward, and the bathroom wasn't very big anyway. Plus, there was
the issue of raw materials, which I ended up having to gather from
various storage compartments around the ship. I was so tiny in this
form that almost anything was going to need some additional mass.
It was going to be unpleasant. It was almost certainly going to
smell bad. For all of these reasons, I'd be alone in there.

Zee had firm instructions to check on me
every so often. I don't know what I expected her to do if something
was wrong, or if she'd even know if I was being put together inside
out or with no lungs while the cocooning was underway. It was
mostly for her peace of mind, and a little for mine.

When the time came, she gave me a quick hug.
It was chaste. Friendly. A little worried. "Be safe. Good
luck."

"That's about all we can hope for."

"Do I get any input on what you come out
as?"

Here, for the first time since our cruise
began, I saw Zee's own smile. "Why?" I asked deadpan. "Was there
something you wanted?"

"No. I guess I'm curious to see who walks
out of there."

"See you in two hours, then. Maybe more. Who
knows with a custom how long it takes."

"Safe trip."

She closed the door.

The pain that followed triggering the
transformation was intense. It was, without a doubt, one of the
most penetrating white-hot pains of my life. Then it all was silent
and still and black.
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Body frame: borrowed from a spoiled
Japanese-American shoplifter named Nami. Short, with wide hips and
young, youthful curves. Muscles toned and developed by the "other"
her, the one who called herself Lacey and worked out three hours a
day not counting her intense night job riding a pole and more than
her share of laps. Good body strength.

Calves and thighs: Borrowed with great
admiration from friend and fitness mentor Jade, who had so much
power in her dark, beautiful legs, and which blended well with what
Lacey already accomplished.

Breasts: smaller than the monstrous globes
both women had such a hard time fitting into clothing that fit
their diminutive frames. Blended with the young, firm breasts of a
midwestern tourist in a gingham bikini who was taking her little
sister to see the sights and get a tan.

Skin tone: a deeper caramel borrowed from a
new friend named Ziza, a stripper with more depth than anyone might
suspect. Blended with Jade's deep chocolate and also with Lacey's
unblemished but pale color to be less of a sunburn liability in the
harsh glare of the open sea.

Facial structure: An optimized blend of
Lacey, the youthful exuberance of the midwestern sisters, and the
hapless bridesmaid-to-be who sold me her club clothes and also
contributed an accidental DNA sample.

Hair: the silken shiny strands of good
friend Ziza, who wouldn't begrudge this one appropriation so long
as it sported the colored streaks Lyle Estevez wore his first night
on the other side of the gender line.

Eyes: Lyle's. Mine. Some part of myself
still in there.

This was the design.

It never once occurred to me to build an
optimized male pattern.
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It took three hours, as it turned out, and
when I came out, gasping for breath and dying of a thirst like I'd
not experienced since my first clumsy attempts, I heard Zee in the
next room audibly gasp in relief.

"You made it. You made it. Oh, shit, I
thought you might be dead." The door to the bathroom opened and the
first thing I really processed was her red-rimmed eyes. She'd
really been worried, it seemed.

"I told you I didn't know if it'd..." I
stopped when I saw her face. "What? Oh no, is it bad? Did it mess
up? Am I horrible?"

"No," Zee said slowly. "No. Holy shit.
You're..." She smiled. "You're ridiculously hot. Like damn. Don't
put on clothes just yet. I want to... I just want to take it all
in."

"That's not happening. Give me a robe and
let me see a mirror."

I knew what to expect. I'd seen a low-rez
render in the Hydra display. In person, though? As my body?

It was astonishing. More than the looks,
though, was the feel of it.

It was different.

It was alive.

It was mine.

"Wow," I breathed.

Zee pushed past me and started pulling the
t-shirt dress over her head. "Burn this," she said.

"What's going on?"

"I'm taking my turn. Soul shower."

"Oh. Right."

"What, thought something was gonna happen
between us?"

"No."

"You said that awfully quickly."

"Hurry up, then. Swap bodies."

"Gimme a minute. I like looking at you."

"I'm shutting the door."

She was in there a while. I knew what to
expect. She was going back to her actual body, the one she was born
with. We needed it. That genetic code was keyed to the locks on a
safehouse I hoped to use, one thoughtfully purchased for Jasmine by
Everett Janson and transferred to her on a magical day on Waikiki
beach what seemed like three lifetimes ago.

It was going to be strange, seeing her as
she was. But also it would be nice, like seeing an old friend
again. And it was only until we got the locks keyed to me and
whatever body she built for herself. Then we'd be our own people.
Then we'd sort some things out.

I had... a lot to sort out.

While I waited, though, I busied myself with
the one thing that mattered most of all: a mysterious phrase, seen
on the briefcases and then again on the door of the slave
market.

Mai Roo

Someone out there was worse than Jonah.
Probably this was the person who gave Jonah the tech in the first
place. This was the source of the men in the suits. The guns. The
attempt on our lives. The "upgrade" Burkov had. The slaves.

Mai Roo

We wouldn't be safe until it was dealt with.
I had time. I was going to start the process of tracking them down.
And this time I had allies.

Time got away from me. Before I knew it, I
heard the tell-tale sound of shell crackling, and movement in the
bathroom.

"Okay in there?"

There was no answer.

"Zee?"

Nothing.

"Zee? Hey. I'm coming in."

"No need," said a voice I was never
expecting.

The door opened.

I was not looking at the body of Aziza.

I was looking at Alex.

"What... what's this?" I asked.

"We've got a few days," he said, and the
smile on his face was hers and more roguishly male all at once.
"Quite a few days, in fact. Alone on the open seas. Critically
short on clothing. And I think we have... a lot of stuff to work
out."

I stared for a moment. He just stared
back.

"Come here," I said.

 


 


[Lyle and Ziza will return in LIBERATED ]
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