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PRELUDE






 


//WHITTIER

 


We are all so human and so fragile. The
hubris of the whole thing is what actually makes me sick.

We try so very hard to make ourselves better
than we were made. We try to make ourselves different than the
perfection we came into this world possessing. We do this, because
we each and every one of us carried in the perfection our Creator
saw fit to bestow us a tiny seed of our own ruin. The seed we
planted there ourselves, and that seed is the sin that always was
and always shall be.

I think about it all the time when I see a
rainbow in the sky.

Do you know the story about the rainbow?

In Genesis, God realizes the first version
of the world is corrupted beyond repair. It was all rooted in the
sin of pride, of arrogance to presume more knowledge than was our
rightful place begat all the other sin. It begat begatting, in
fact. Upon realizing their own nakedness, Adam and Eve first felt
shame and covered themselves up. BUT-

Shame can be a strange bedfellow to a
multitude of other sins. Shame breeds curiosity. They're part of a
vicious loop. Shame holds curiosity at bay, but never for very
long. The very feeling of shame can sometimes be enough to mix the
complex cocktail of human emotions in dangerous but saddening and
predictable ways. There's a sick thrill that comes from shame,
sometimes, and in the right kind of broken person, the thrill of
being shameful is enough to propel and motivate the next shameful
act. In our brokenness, we start to equate shame with excitement.
Once aroused, our curiosity for the next and even more shameful
thing increases until we act.

So very fragile. So very far from what God
wanted.

He destroyed the world, saving only the best
of what He made. For forty days and forty nights the world drowned
and was swept clean, and when it was over, God made the world a
promise that He would never again destroy the world to save it. The
promise was a rainbow, and it appears again after each rainfall in
a constant reminder.

The world is, of course, far from perfect.
We took that promise and we spat in God's face for His trouble. We
found new and ever more corrupting sins and we visited ruin and
perversion on our gift of a world in hitherto unknown quantities.
We used science to thwart His plan, to create life in the barren
and extend the lives of those He was calling back to His kingdom.
Hardly any time at all after we crucified His only Son, we have
invented so many new perversions and obsessions and flagrant
insults to His creation that it's not possible to know, truly, if
there are any completely untouched by the kiss of evil.

Can there be any greater thwarting of the
natural order of God's creation than what we've chosen to do with
the knowledge of the tree? The knowledge of nakedness, of man and
woman, the original sin - not even THAT original was good enough
for us. Our arrogance knows no boundaries. Through CHOICE we sought
to improve upon even the original sin, leaving not even the sin of
carnality between man and woman untouched by our arrogance.

Arrogance and pride.

We even co-opt the word "pride" to mean
something somehow positive. We are proud of even the mortal sin of
pride itself! Deviants use the word as a banner, a label of
strength to justify their perversion of even the tree's original
knowledge. We couldn't leave any part of God's plan untouched,
could we? Man-and-woman becomes man-and-man and woman-and-woman,
and what happens? In the final insulting act of spiteful
perversion, these deviants choose the RAINBOW as the rallying
symbol of their PRIDE.

It would be ironic if it weren't so
completely and disgustingly perverse. We're lost. We're ruined. A
flood lasting eighty days and nights couldn't wash the world clean
at this point. But laugh if you can - Ha! Because we're not
done.

It's the modern world. It's the future. We
have holograms and gene therapy and artificial intelligence. We
create babies in test tubes and now seek to creat wholly synthetic
life, and that's not even the final middle finger to a loving and
merciful God we've spurned. We now say that it's possible God might
have made a mistake from the very moment of conception. We allow
for the possibility a man was mistakenly born a man and a woman was
mistakenly born a woman. Instead of stamping this diseased thought
out of existence, what did we do? We welcomed them under the
rainbow banner, the perhaps ultimate symbol of sinful "pride."

We developed technology to reverse the very
genetic makeup of ourselves. Through plastic surgery, we've taken
the correcting pencil to God's designs, but we've never wholesale
erased His intention. Humanity knows no depth of its own ruin and
corruption.

The part that makes me feel most sick and
most vile? The rainbow. We fly it as the flag of our pride and
remind God of His promise. "Oh, it's bad down here, but remember
what you promised! You're God, and you can't break Your promises
because you're not sinful like us! So what are you going to do
about it? You're impotent!"

If you don't think that's what we're saying
to God when we cloak our vile perversions in the banner of his
Promise, you're deluded, you're lost, and you have my pity.

Pride makes us blind. If you want to get
litigious with God, I have a message for you:

The faithful can get litigious right back.
God promised he would never again destroy the world with WATER.
There are other kinds of floods. Truly, we're already drowning in
our own filth. But never fear. There will be an Ark.

 


 


Doreen listened intently to the broadcast,
with the kind of rapt attention that reminded me what an important
position I'd been given in the crusade to come. When I closed the
metaphor of the rainbow, her eyes widened in a pleasing moment of
realization that gave me every confidence this would be a
significant installment in my "fireside chats." To think I'd
initially been so resistant to modern touches like feedcasting.

I worried about vanity, in particular.
Watching the holographic recording of myself rendered so
convincingly lifelike and three-dimensional on the small stage in
the corner of my office, I couldn't help but feel a welling sense
of accomplishment. A personal touch. The chance to make eye contact
with my millions of constituents and let them see firsthand the
intensity and fervor of my morality and my faith. These holostages
might mostly show their owners the every filth and perversion of
the modern age, but if Satan saw fit to use and bend God's tools
against Him, then turnabout was surely fair play.

"It's brilliant," Doreen told me with total
commitment and sincerity. "It's a powerful reminder. You're going
to change the course we're on, I just know it, sir." Her face
contorted, then, and I saw the battle on her face to force the
sinful expression of pleasure she almost allowed back below the
surface. Poor Doreen. I pitied her. She was my favorite aide, a
rising star with a keen political mind and a total commitment to
the values and vision our movement embraced as the path forward for
our great nation. In spite of this, she was still female, and the
weaknesses of her gender couldn't be easy to manage.

At twenty years, the natural beauty she was
cursed with was a constant temptation to everyone she encountered
in this city. I saw it firsthand. My colleagues couldn't resist
turning their heads and following her perky bottom that resisted
shapelessness in even the dowdiest of skirts. They stared at her
full chest, even when she kept it buttoned up in a smart suit.
Woman is temptation. Children of Eve have this cross to bear, just
as the children of Adam are susceptible to the temptations of the
flesh women cannot help but flaunt.

I cried out quietly as the sin of lust left
my body, a moment of weakness pulsing into this young and dedicated
girl. To her credit, she masked the pleasure her sinful body no
doubt tried comforting and corrupting her into taking. She laid he
head back on my desk and whispered straight to Jesus for His
forgiveness and for my own strength and redemption. I pushed twice
more inside of her, trying to force every last corruptive spurt
back into the young, creamy body that planted that wickedness in me
from the start.

"I'll schedule it to release on Sunday
morning," my aide promised a moment later. Her skirt was already
back in place, and she was careful to put any stray hairs back in
place. "I'll make sure your campaign office is manning the phones
the moment the feedcast is live. Oh yes, and the White House
communications office is requesting a meeting this afternoon."

"How do you do it?" I asked quietly. "How do
you live with the shame of what you just did? How can you so
quickly put it aside and get back to work? Don't you feel dirty?
Don't you feel vile? Don't you want to tear open your blouse and
beat your breast and beg forgiveness?"

Doreen smiled just a little too much. "We
just did that, Mr. Speaker."

She was human and fragile like the rest of
us. I forgave her, just as I forgave her for proving too great a
temptation for even me to resist forever. Good and loyal Doreen.
When the time came, I planned to make sure she was rewarded.
Rewarded and fixed.


1: VERSION CONTROL

 


//LYLE

 


Here's a fun fact for you about
fingerprints: they really are unique.

Your fingerprints form, more or less, as a
result of the way your body built your skin and then used it to
seal all your bits up inside you. There's a slight compression
there than folds the skin like that, but it's not a genetic thing.
Identical twins have different fingerprints. If you cloned a human
being, that clone wouldn't have the same fingerprints as the
original. I know it sounds like the kind of thing a stoner teenager
would say with cheese puffs still staining his face, but that fact
helps me believe in the concept of a soul.

We can make the world's most convincing copy
of another human being, but we can't make it exact. We can't
control or predict the personality that will call that body home
any more than we can control that one damning detail, that one
incontrovertible proof that these two things are not TRULY
identical.

When I borrowed the body of a curvy Arab
stripper and wholesale impersonated her thanks to the power of
black-market gene-shaping technology, the thing that kept the cops
from ever conclusively identifying her when her body was most
definitely present at a crime scene turned out to be the
fingerprints. Learning this fact many months later gave me a great
sense of relief when I became aware of how cavalier I'd been with
the ethics of the great power I'd suddenly come to possess. I
hadn't stolen her body and done irreparable harm to Ziza's life.
She could eventually get her original body back and all would be
well. Almost.

Here's that fact about fingerprints again:
they really are unique.

When you use the Mai Roo gadget to swap
bodies, you are tearing your body down at the genetic level and
then rebuilding it according to the new specifications, the new
blueprint this technology uses to rapidly prototype a human being
out of stolen pieces of code. You're cloning it, maybe, and you're
definitely building. Fingerprints aren't part of the genetic
coding. If I ever went back to being fully Lyle Estevez again, I
wouldn't have old Lyle's fingerprints. Anything biometrically-coded
to old Lyle's fingerprints would no longer recognize him.

Being associated with me was enough to send
killers, kidnappers, and slavers after Ziza. Now she has a gadget
integrated into her own black market-provided wetware platform.
She's wearing a man's body she designed herself, and she seems to
be enjoying her exploration of what life on the other side of the
gender line has to offer her, but she can never go fully back. I
cost Ziza the fingerprints she was born with. She will literally
never be the same again, and all because I chose her. The very
first time I had the power to make a copy of someone's body, I
stole her unique genetic blueprint, and I did it because I wanted
to have sex, to go on a rich person's vacation, and escape from all
the problems Lyle Estevez had in his life.

When we had a moment to catch our breath and
assemble all the people whose lives were touched by the evil little
gadget, there was a lot to sort out. The first thing we were quick
to jettison was guilt and blame. Each and every copy of the gadget
that rolled off the factory line wherever it was that Mai Roo
Systems manufactured their illegal little toys was hard-coded with
enough malicious software to corrupt, pervert, and utterly enslave
the wearer. Even Dahlia, the patient zero for our group, wasn't to
blame for the things she did. I had two really good up-close
experiences with just how powerful and effective the mind control
could really be if left unchecked.

You can say there isn't going to be any
blame and any guilt all you like, however. Living with yourself is
another matter.

Some of us wanted redemption. Some of us
wanted closure. Some of us wanted justice. Some of us wanted
revenge.

 


The time was now.

 


First: the body.

Not the usual one. Not the custom one I
carefully put together, the best parts of my experience on the
other side of the gender line, the one that was wholly and
inescapably me. That body, the smooth skin, the shiny black hair,
the figure blending the inescapable buxom curves of my early time
as a stripper with the smoother, angular lines of some of the women
whose skin I wore after that - that body was special. It was mine,
part of an identity that I forged for a specific purpose: Identity.
Unique personal identity. Authenticity.

Tonight was not about authenticity, however,
and I wasn't going to sully that body with the task that needed
doing. That was a real body for a real life I made for myself. This
was something else entirely. This was the work.

I made a lot of progress hacking the Mai Roo
body-shaping gadget on my own, but adding personal hero Melanie
Sykes to the equation took things a quantum leap forward. She and I
spent a little more than a week together holed up in the cottage on
the edge of the property on Kauai just mired in the code, but what
we came out with was hyper-optimized. We had the sampling
technology improved, reducing the amount of time needed for a scan
by almost half. It still needed a physical touch to get the genetic
sample, and it was vastly improved by spending some time observing
the body in motion and speaking, but we were no longer in the
business of wholesale stealing someone else's body.

Ziza's influence was crucial, here.
Together, our entire cadre developed a code of ethics for using the
body-shaping technology. No more than 25% of a person's personal
features could be incorporated into a body we used. No direct use
of voiceprints, no exact retinal copies, nothing that constitutes
the wholesale theft of the parts that are most personal and
identifiable. We were going to turn Mai Roo's technology against
them and wage a secret war on their operation until every single
one of the countless sex slaves they created were liberated and the
villains were brought to justice. We were few in number, but we
could be anyone. They wouldn't see us coming, and we would take
them down from the inside.

My body for the evening was making heavy use
of the optimizations Melanie and I made to the gadget's firmware. I
borrowed a skinny twenty-four year-old's skeletal frame in line at
the coffee shop. She had kool-aid red hair, a svelte body, and more
piercings in the rest of her face than in her earlobes, and she had
a coarse smoker's voice when she placed her complicated beverage
order with the haggard barista. I kept her tiny physique, but used
the hair and skin from a high-powered executive I bumped into
coming out of a classy hotel on the way to her conference. Short,
bobbed chestnut hair, and a pale skin tone that had a few dark
marks from just a little too much sun. Tiny teardrop breasts from a
waitress at a local gastropub. A simply ridiculously-tight bubble
of a butt from another woman in line at the coffee shop, this one
fresh from her yoga class at the studio across the street. I
blended her west coast haughty rich girl drawl with the waitress'
unmistakably Texas belle voice, deciding not to use the pierced
girl's smoking voice in there after all. Blue eyes, bright blue,
and very arresting. This was essential. I needed to look striking.
I needed to hold some attention.

My friend Jade volunteered for the mission,
and I couldn't exactly turn her down. Of us, she didn't have the
most formal training in the parts we were going to play, but
Melanie wasn't quite recovered psychological from the deep mental
slavery she'd been under as a victim of the gadget. Before Jonah
and his harem trapped Melanie, she'd enjoyed the occasional BDSM
session, and definitely seemed like she was an accomplished domme
from the tales we heard, but she couldn't quite bring herself to
get all the way back on top after what happened to her. It would be
a slow long road back for her, and she didn't trust herself not to
crack under the high pressure situation we had planned for her.
This left Jade, who wasn't a real domme, but was certainly on the
top-tier side of the equation in her stripper persona.

We needed dominants for our plan to work.
Jade was good at being a big personality. Her athletic body, dark
skin, and powerful confidant voice were often all she needed to
have the club's patron's eating out of her hand. High-powered white
businessmen in particular, it seemed, really got off on having a
black girl ordering them around. They fell all over themselves to
take things to a sometimes very squicky place, and Jade always made
sure they paid well for the chance to indulge those questionable
perversions in the privacy of the VIP room. We felt confidant she
could channel that vague air of dominance and control well enough
and long enough to help us accomplish our mission.

I had some minor misgivings, but my friends
weren't interested in hearing them. Chief among those concerns? I
didn't want to involve Jade or Tiffani any more than I'd already
involved them. Ziza already lost her fingerprints. My other friends
from the strip club were still pure. They still had their original
bodies. They still had all the parts of themselves intact. By
throwing their lot all the way in with us, they'd be trading at
least one part of themselves they could never get back. I said all
this to Jade before she and Tiffani went under the knife to get
their own wetware platforms and the modified Mai Roo gadgets we got
our hands on earlier in the month. Jade in particular wouldn't hear
it.

"Bitch, you don't need to be the den mother
any more than you need to be our Mother Theresa. We're big girls.
We've traded plenty of who we used to be in order to make the lives
for ourselves we had when your big tits bounced into our scene. You
think my friends in high school would have ever recognized me if
they wandered into Details on a night I was dancing? You think my
family has a clue what their daughter's been doing ever since she
got away from her abusive husband and stayed two thousand miles
away from them? You think Tiff's sister the Christian schoolteacher
returns her calls? We were changed and hardened before you ever
came into our lives."

"She's right," Tiffani responded.

"If anything, this is a chance to take some
of it back," Jade persisted. "It's our choice. We weren't going to
leave you to be sold off as perpetual virgins in that underground
trafficking ring and we're not going to leave you alone while you
do a good thing. We're in and we're in all the way."

"My friends," I said at last. "Forgive
me."

"You're not the first to accidentally white
knight me, Nikki," Jade said with a wink. "But of them, you still
have the cutest badonk."

My friend Jade. Jade's real name was Shelly,
and in my time riding the pole as a chesty Asian stripper with the
stage named Nikki, she and I became close. During the time we were
both paying our rent in singles, we stuck to using stage names even
when hanging out socially, but only so we wouldn't screw up and use
our traceable names with each other. It was a tough habit to break.
She still tended to call me Nikki. I still called her Jade. The
bubbly blonde in our group was forever Tiffani, not Sandra. Since
Jade and Tiffani helped rescue myself and Zee from an insidious
ring of slavers in Vegas, we'd had plenty of time for
heart-to-hearts and sorting out the complicated mess of our
identities, but we still defaulted to the stage names. This was
where our friendship had its roots. We all had a different idea of
identity because of our time dancing. I think we used the stage
names with each other like nicknames, inside-joke-like pet names
that reminded us of our bond. Zee, though? Ziza was just Ziza to
me. We had different things going on.

We decided on the "pairings" based on what
would look like the most attractive bait. Jade would wear the
leather and the tall boots. She built a blend for herself that was
still a tall, leggy African American woman's body, but different
enough to be an effective mask for her real identity. Tiffani did
her inaugural body shopping by casting a wider net, and came out of
the shower as a short strawberry blonde with a spray tan, a tiny
waist and barely any hips but a nice bouncy rack. We looked
passably like cousins albeit distant ones. This suited our design
just fine. We were the bottoms, and my choice of dominant sold the
whole story.

I wanted it to be Zee because I trusted her
and we worked well together, but there were reasons this wasn't a
practical thing to want in life. Like I said, there different
things going on, and pretending to be in a BDSM relationship wasn't
going to help those things along any faster. The final choice for a
partner maybe wasn't helping either, though.

Tyrone made plenty of sense on paper. He was
big, he was tough, and while he refused to get an implant of his
own, he looked so different from when he'd been the proprietor of
an airport-adjacent strip club. He carried himself differently,
too. When he ran Details, Tyrone always had a lot of swagger, but
you got the impression he was playing at the big black guy
stereotype. He used an urban affectation in his speech and he
peppered his speech with the kind of rough neighborhood talk you
heard from black characters on TV. It was part of the fantasy, in
some ways.

Now he wasn't playing. Ever since Vegas,
Tyrone was harder. He had a tougher glint in his eyes. He didn't
use the affectation, but he spoke differently. There was no more
swagger, but there was a cool, calculating toughness to him that
made him seem even more imposing. When I came out of the cocoon
shell and crossed buck naked into the bedroom where the assorted
costumes for our evening were laid out, Tyrone was sitting there in
the dark, hands folded in front of him while he watched from the
room's only armchair.

"That's a nice body," he rumbled from the
shadows.

"Thanks, Boss," I said with a smile. I
wasn't shy about being naked in front of him. Being a stripper
meant I'd been naked in front of him plenty of times, after all,
and besides, this wasn't a real body. It was a costume.

"You call me Daddy tonight, bitch, and you
get in the habit of doing it right now." There was no casual joking
in his voice. He was serious. "Better you call me Sir. This is a
class establishment I'm taking your hot ass to, and I expect you do
me proud."

I flinched just for a moment. He was in
character, I was nearly certain, but there was instantly something
more to it. Something that made my skin tingle.

When I'd been hiding out and trying to put
my life back together, I'd fallen into a relationship with Tyrone.
Nikki was Tyrone's babygirl. She danced in his club, but she took
care of her Daddy once the club was closed for the night. She
sucked his big long dick. She sat in his lap and stroked him off
while he went over the days' accounts. She pushed her big fake tits
into his hands to mash and knead and squash while he watched the
game on TV, and she got on her knees and practiced fitting that
monster snake all the way down her throat like a good bottom bitch
ought to do.

She let him in her ass. It took plenty of
times. It took training her round little ass to take a monster that
big, but once he got in there, once Nikki experienced the thrill
and utter fullness of having a big black dick fully inside her
tightest and most special hole, there was no going back.

Tyrone owned Nikki's ass. He owned her
wholesale, and she was perfectly happy being owned. It wasn't just
a game for the club. He got me a real identity to go with my new
life. So it wasn't just Nikki he owned. Tyrone was Lacey Scott
Lee's Daddy. She was a busty Japanese-American college girl who
dropped out of school and went to work fulltime as an exotic
dancer. She was regularly fucking a big black guy and utterly
loving every time he turned her just a little more perverted.

When he put his mark, a tiny beauty
mark-sized "T" just above the crack of my ass, I don't think I had
ever been so completely turned on. Being Lacey and being his was a
secret turn-on for every moment that followed.

Our relationship came to a sudden and
surprising end when the Mai Roo bounty hunters came looking for
Ziza because they thought she was me. In the chase that followed, I
didn't see Tyrone for a while, and when I did, I wasn't Lacey any
more. I had an entirely different body, and the tattoo he thought
was a permanent mark and a commitment turned out to be as highly
changeable and impermanent as the rest of my body.

There was more to it all. I wasn't Lacey any
more, and in some ways, I wasn't the same person. Lacey was a
disguise, a fake persona I'd been hiding inside of while I made a
plan to unscrew my life. Being on the run with Ziza changed some
things. I was wearing someone else's skin and using someone else's
body, but when I next saw Tyrone, I was LYLE. I was Lyle in there
and Lyle wasn't Tyrone's babygirl.

Lyle was maybe kinda sorta in love with
Ziza.

We never really got a chance to sort out all
of that shit. Tyrone, being the consummate man's man, and perhaps
the only man in our little collective who was still overtly intact
as a man, well... he wasn't keen to share too much emotions or
feels. I really couldn't blame him. Besides, we had plenty of
actual drama without having to worry about whose feelings were hurt
or what relationships might be going on.

Now was different.

Tyrone sat in the chair and watched while I
put on the expensive black lingerie, a little at a time. The
panties over my smooth and hairless mound, groomed perfectly and
obscenely innocent only to be garbed in panties that had a$75
dollar price tag, about what was not covered as much as what was.
The delicate ultrafine lace slid up between my pale cheeks and
snapped snug in place. When I bent over to deal with the stockings
and the garter belt, Tyrone cleared his throat.

"Babygirl. You know better than that. Which
way are you gonna face for me?"

I turned, my cheeks burning, and bent over
so that my ass was almost right in his face. When I needed to get
the stockings the rest of the way on my feet, I sat in his lap, not
the edge of the chair.

I felt him there. This wasn't a show. He was
semi hard, and it was impossible for me to avoid noticing.

"You still have a little of that addiction
in you," Tyrone breathed in my ear. "Don't you, babygirl?"

I didn't trust myself to speak. Feeling him
there, hot, hard, under me, pressing against my bare cheek and
growing firmer the longer I sat there. I felt suddenly powerless.
It felt... good.

Tyrone placed one hand on my bare breast.
His big heavy fingers found my tiny pink nipple and gave it a
little tweak. "Answer me, girl."

"Yes, Sir."

Tyrone twisted the nipple some more. "Are
you playing? Or are you being truthful? That hot little bitch who
used to sit on my lap and choke on my dick is still in there. You
can't swap out the person on the inside, and I know that person
still sometimes gets that craving. You have it, don't you,
sweetness?"

"I don't know... is this all for..
tonight?"

Tyrone chuckled. He twisted again and I
yelped, having to bite my own lip to keep from making a noise that
would bring someone else's attention. "Is it? You tell me,
Lacey."

I gasped. "That's not my name anymore."

"It is tonight. Tonight you're Lacey. You
haven't picked a name yet. We haven't told Melanie what names to
put on our IDs. You'll be Lacey for me. Tonight you're mine again,
bitch." He groped me again and I didn't pull away. I don't know
why. I was confused, maybe, but I'm afraid it might have been more
than that. It might be Tyrone was right. "You don't mind that name,
do you, bitch? You like it? You know it's what you are when you go
deep down into that place. A bottom bitch. Mine. You're mine. I own
that tight white ass of yours, and it makes you positively quiver
to think about me busting it open and stuffing it with my
dick."

It was so shameful, but that did it for me.
It flipped a little switch in my head and made me relax back into
Tyrone's lap. I settled my ass directly on the growing hardness in
his expensive Armani slacks and I wiggled my thonged ass in his lap
while pushing my tiny tits into his fingertips. "Oh, yes, Sir."

"In private, what am I, Lacey?"

"You're my Daddy."

"That's right, babygirl. I'm your Daddy. You
missed having a Daddy, didn't you? You've been avoiding me and
telling yourself it's because you don't want to have an awkward
talk, but that's not the real reason. You've been avoiding me,
because you feel that hunger. To be taken. Owned. You know you want
to go back to being my lapgirl, serving my big snake and offering
your ass up nightly to me. You'll get big titties again when this
is over, but you can keep the white girl yoga butt if you really
want. It'll take a while to train it to take me, but you like that,
don't you, babygirl? You like being trained by your Daddy. You like
how easy it is to just make yourself the slut you are on the
inside."

He twisted my nipples once again and this
time I gasped loud enough to worry about drawing attention. I
didn't care, though. I was aroused, fully. I was in danger of
giving us away. I didn't care.

Was this all a way of getting us into
character? I don't know. It was effective, though. My awkwardness
vanished. I wanted him, truly wanted him. The things he said, the
things about the future? They totally shocked me, filling me with a
terror about what it would mean for the rest of my social world if
it got out that I was back to being Tyrone's... bitch. I knew what
it would mean to Zee. I knew it was all going to be a bad and
horrible mess, but that knowing wasn't enough to keep me from now
rocking in my Daddy's lap while he tortured my nipples and sent me
into a nearly exhaustive state of pure decadent arousal.

He twisted me around in his lap as easily as
if I were a doll. I gasped, but rocked forward and wrapped my arms
around his shoulders. "Yes, Sir," I breathed.

"I like this little body," he chuckled. "You
can be a proper spinner like that. You know what a spinner is?"

"I can guess, Sir."

"You sure can. College girl. Giving all that
up to do all the things her mama and daddy don't want her doing.
Having a real Daddy. Damn, that's a cute ass you got there, girl.
And you got them itty bitty titties," he growled, falling back into
the affectation he used with the club. It got under my skin and
made me moan, and that I knew, was his plan all along. "You're
feeling so slutty right now for Daddy, aren't you?"

"Yes, Daddy. Yes, Sir. I'm feeling
slutty."

"Forget the rest of the outfit. You wear
stockings, garters, and those fancy panties you're already creaming
up in your Daddy's lap. That's it. You put on the overcoat and the
collar, and that's all you're gonna wear to the club. You ain't
gonna be embarrassed about it. You gonna be proud, bitch. Your ass
is owned and you fucking love it."

I couldn't help myself. I groaned. I made a
low, slutty noise and that was that. I was his. I felt it all the
way down in my throbbing, needy little slit. Shaved and waxed
smooth like a little girl's, and here I was calling this man Daddy
and feeling like I was his girl.

Tyrone slid the leather collar around my
neck and secured it tight. I thanked him for it, and held still
when inspiration struck and my Daddy affixed a pair of heavy silver
bells attached to clamps that went right over my teased, aching,
and now numb and tortured nipples. "Be a good girl, Lacey," Tyrone
said sternly, then slid a heavy faux fur coat over me. "Smile to
yourself and think about how happy you make your Daddy."

"Yes, Sir," I whispered. "Thank you,
Sir."

"You got a job to do, maybe, but in the back
of your mind you always gonna be thinking about pleasing me. You
please me, you come home and I'm gonna have that ass. I'm going to
break it in and make it mine. All your asses are mine, you can't
run from that. Your soul is mine."

I no longer knew if this was pregame or not.
I'm not sure I cared if we were playing our roles or if this was a
deeper conversation. It felt good. It felt better, even, because of
the uncertainty. I went with it. I smiled, I fell in step behind my
Daddy.

Jade was waiting in the hall with Tiffani,
who wore a short little cocktail dress and a collar that matched my
own. Jade looked every bit as terrifying as she ever did, but when
she saw how completely swayed I was, how my gaze naturally avoided
hers and found the floor, she put a finger under Tiffani's collar
and tugged her close.

"You take a good look at that subby, girl.
You take a good look and you try and be half the good girl she
is."

Tiffani giggled, and then blanched. "Um.
Yes. Yes, Miss."

Tyrone looked at Jade and admired her tight
leathers. "That's a good look for you. What are you calling
yourself tonight, wife?"

I blinked, and took a minute to remember
that Tyrone and Jade were going to play at being a married couple
who each kept a white girl submissive.

"Teela," Jade answered. "And I think you
should be Percy."

"That's a pansy white boy name if ever I
heard one."

"Darling, you're a Manhattan real estate
tycoon. You've got a pansy white boy name to keep from scaring off
the white socialites."

Tyrone considered. "Percy. Mr. Percy
Hamilton. I'm diversifying out to Brooklyn. That's where all the
hip young white kids with too much money want to live in their
little gentrified Disneyland ghetto."

Jade flashed a smile and showed off a fancy
diamond bracelet. "And your darling wife thanks you. For the
presents, and for this little pet right here. Madison here was
making artisan apple butter in one of those old brownstones when
you brought her home to me." She slid the diamond crusted bracelet
lower, and I realized it wasn't actually a bracelet at all. It was
a leash holder. A tiny platinum chain attached to it on one end,
and then to Tiffani (erm, Madison's) collar. "Down, girl," she said
imposingly.

Tiffani made a face, but a tug on the leash
and a stern look from Tyrone made her drop to her knees. "You need
to work on her," Tyrone said correctively. "Lacey. Down."

I was on my knees as an automatic response.
I didn't care for the coat or anything. It slid off me and I knelt
in the hall of our penthouse with my nipple bells hanging.

"Damn," Jade/Teela commented. "You're much
better at this than me."

"Practice with Madison while we wait. Lacey,
babygirl, go tell Miss Melanie what names and IDs to forge for us.
Get to it, babygirl. Leave the coat and be proud when you move that
ass."

I did like I said. I could tell Jade and
Tiffani were staring at me, but it had nothing to do with how
little I was wearing. They heard the name. Lacey.

Lacey was Tyrone's. Everyone knew that. Even
Lacey forgot... for a time.



 


//WHITNEY

Melanie promised me she's be talking to me
the whole time. That was the only reason I agreed to do it.

I knew I needed to move past some things. I
wasn't sure how to properly start, though. Like, I knew that on
almost every level, what happened to me wasn't any more Dale
Buckner's fault than what happened to him. By the time we were
fucking in the dressing room of the boutique I worked at, the
gadget hidden in that gorgeous man's body he was borrowing was
almost fully in control of him. I don't think the actual human
being in there would have done what he did. He wouldn't have
injected me with that glowing blue spunk, the kind that seems to
carry little nanotransmitters with a remarkable and singular
ability to turn its recipients into willing and obedient slaves. I
think Dale Buckner, deep down inside, is too much of a pussy to do
anything like that.

When he and the others came to collect me,
when we were transformed into the personal bimbos of Dale's
workplace rival, well, we were pretty far gone. We were passengers
in the bodies of a pair of weak-willed identical twin sex slaves,
and we were completely devoted to our Master. Neither of us could
control it, but a funny thing happened when Melanie finally freed
me. I didn't at the time, but in the days that followed, I learned
I had a perfect memory of everything that happened while we were
those bimbos, and I knew Dale/Dahlia probably did, too.

I remember writing my family a note
explaining they weren't going to be hearing from me anymore because
I was cutting them out of my life. I remember writing some pretty
hurtful things as well, and all because I didn't want to be
followed. I had to hurt them enough that they wouldn't come looking
for me. That's what Jonah told me, and of course I believed
everything Jonah told me. I believed him. I trusted him. I loved
him. I lusted after him and would do anything he wanted.

Especially me. We had roles, archetypes we
played at for Jonah's sick benefit. Dahlia was always the innocent
one. Jonah loved corrupting her, doing it over and over again,
making her more and more depraved and then wiping her back to
innocent to do all over again. I was the opposite. I was the bad
girl. I was the slutty one with appetites that could never be
satisfied. I'd get these ideas in my head that were just as though
they came there naturally. I wanted my clit pierced, with a long
chain that tied off at my navel ring unless "Daddy" wanted to lead
me around by my own "cunt leash," tugging hard enough to make it
hurt so good.

He could do anything to me. I'd kneel in the
shower and thank him while he rained a warm shower on me. So
depraved. It'd only get me hotter and hotter. I remember the
hunger. If we crossed a line into some new taboo, it wouldn't
satisfy me. Instead I would just get a new hunger for something
even worse. By the end, Jonah was trying to convince his partners
to hurry up with the technology to do a partial genetic sample. He
wanted to mix some of his own genes in with ours. He wanted us to
be genetically related. He wanted to fuck his own sisters. And
because he wanted it, we wanted it, too.

In the meantime, we did other more shameful
things. We were the honeytrap for our master's plans to expand
rapidly into the business of sex slavery. We were his personal
trophies, but Jonah had bigger plans. Everyone has a master, and
Jonah's was the company who arranged for our entrapment and
enslavement. I think Jonah paid well for us, but he wasn't done
paying. Part of his debt was paid by using us to entrap and abduct
other innocent girls. Sometimes we trapped a boy, too. Dahlia was
living proof that sometimes the most ideal bimbo candidates start
out life with a dick.

I remember all of this. I remember, most
sickenly, loving it. I remember my heart practically singing with
delight at every additional excess. Accidentally getting infected
with the Flux blockers wasn't fun. It was awful. It was like going
cold turkey from heroin. Even in the suspended state Mr. Charlie
and the rest of Jonah's evil collaborators kept me in, I could
still think. I could still feel the connection severing, little by
little, leaving me with nothing but the horror of what I'd done.
Even when Melanie thawed me out and rescued me from my prison, I
still had those demons. I was still haunted.

I couldn't reach Jonah directly, but Dale
was right in front of me. Even if he was still in the body of my
"sister," the artificial feelings of love and lust and bonding with
my twin were not enough to mask my own horror and resentment. It
wasn't entirely fair, but the only actual human being present for
me to blame was Dahlia, and I focused a lot of my complicated and
untreated psychological trauma on her.

I couldn't be properly alone with Dahlia. I
knew she was going through her own shit, and I felt bad about that,
but this was just what it took to keep me normal and healthy. While
we were cooped up in our little island hideaway, I found a lot of
reasons to be apart from her. She found lots of reasons for us to
be together, and while it was annoying, I suppose I understood. If
I felt shame and anger about what was done to me, I think she
mostly felt shame and remorse. She was the root of most of the
troubles facing our immediate group. I think she understood her own
weakness was a big part of how it spread so far and so fast. She
directly facilitated Jonah's rise to power in their company, and if
that hadn't happened, Mai Roo wouldn't have gained such an easy
foothold in the states.

A chance to start taking the fight back to
Mai Roo and get some fucking satisfaction was probably the only
thing that might have convinced me that I could do what needed
doing with Dahlia by my side. I didn't like the idea, and I wasn't
in a place to properly heal enough to pretend like this was all
cool, but it didn't matter. There was a thing that needed doing,
and we were half of a plan to get it done. Melanie would stay
behind at one of our makeshift bases. She'd be on FluxMessenger the
whole time, coaching us and protecting us while we infiltrated.

I trusted Melanie. She was a brilliant
woman, but she was also my rescuer. She'd been entrapped and
enslaved just like me and Dahlia, although in many ways her version
was far more humiliating. She hadn't just been captured and
transformed into a sex slave. Jonah's newest acquisition kept her
as a personal slut. Adding insult to humiliation, Quinn assumed
Melanie's body and identity. Melanie lived as the kept bimbified
house slave while Quinn wore her skin into work and slowly took
down the company Melanie had thrown her heart into rebuilding. All
for Jonah. All because of Mai Roo.

Melanie rescued me. Melanie got all three of
us out of Jonah's mansion and free of the killers and kidnappers in
Mai Roo's employ. I trusted her implicitly. If she said it was
going to be okay, well then, I could do this for her. I could do
this for all of us.

I DID feel bad. I knew Dahlia was hurting,
too, and I'm sure she needed someone to talk to about everything
that happened. We all probably needed a lot of therapy. But who
could we tell? We were all wearing illegal biotech, and the story
we had to share was so fantastic, and our enemy was so clever and
hidden. The only way out was through. But maybe I could make a
little more effort to bridge the gap with Dahlia.

We dressed kind of shabbily for the flight
back to the mainland. Neither of us had been feeling brave enough
to go back into the cocoon since our escape. Even though Melanie,
Lyle, Zee, and the rest of our new friends insisted it was now
perfectly safe since we had the Flux OS installed instead of Mai
Roo's evil mind-controlling software, I feared going back into the
cocoon. I was "cured" right now and in control of my own thoughts
and my own body. It was a frankly ridiculous body, and one that I
shared with Dahlia, but it was one I trusted not to betray me.

It was plenty hard to dress inconspicuous
with bodies like the ones we had. Our enormous bimbo chests pushed
even the most conservative tops out taut and tight. Our hips
swiveled with the only learned walk we'd been taught to use with
them. Of course, there was software Lyle wrote to let us borrow a
less pronounced wiggle, but stealing even a walk still gave me the
chills. No, Dahlia and I both still sauntered through life with our
apple-shaped behinds still wiggling and jiggling with every step we
took. We spoke in breathy Marilyn Monroe-esque whispers and we
pouted our collagen-injected lips instinctively. We could forsake
makeup and dress in sweatpants and baggy shirts and still get
plenty of attention from the other travelers. Identical twins with
playmate bodies were just going to do that.

We went shopping once we landed in Phoenix.
It was blazing hot, and it couldn't be helped at that point. We
were going to be wearing shorts and tank tops or they were going to
find us both in puddles on the sidewalk. I had an actual girl's
brain riding in this body, so I took us to a store that sold
something other than shameless slutwear. Dahlia's fashion sense was
informed entirely by objectified videogame characters, holoporn
actresses, and the sizeable closet of skankwear in our Barbie
Dreamhouse/prison inside Jonah's compound. She wasn't going to be
the one picking out the outfits.

I used the untraceable travel chits to buy
us a few changes of clothes, some unfancy but practical underwear,
a suitcase, and a few other items tourists might be carrying while
we were still in Hawaii, but it was so unbelievably hot in the
desert that we had to augment our wardrobe. I drew the line at
Dahlia's suggestion we could go around in bikini tops and
short-shorts, but I did have to admit it was so blistering that a
loose flowing top that tied in the front might feel good, and a
swimsuit top could be worn instead of a bra since that seemed
somehow less sweaty. I had big hips and a decent if maybe thick set
of curves in my natural body, but having these cans was an entirely
different experience to deal with. They didn't make a bra that
wasn't uncomfortable when you got into the Es. With that much
flesh, something was just going to dig and there was nothing anyone
could do about it.

We checked into the hotel and I had Dahlia
jump on the Wi-Fi to get in touch with our contact while I chatted
with Melanie inside Flux. Her words flashed in front of my vision
in a pleasant violet glow while we used the secure connection
between our implants to mentally "chat."

MELANIE: Hey. How's it going? Keeping
cool?

ME: I'm not sure in which way you mean?

MELANIE: Oh I know it must be a scorcher
there. I mean being in close quarters.

ME: It's fine. We're managing. I'm trying
not to fall back into old habits.

MELANIE: Might have to do a few of those. We
need that sample.

ME: We'll get it.

Dahlia flagged my attention. "He's here. He
says we can come over whenever we want."

I signaled Melanie we were about to
begin.

MELANIE: Good luck. Get me patched into
anything electronic he's got laying around. Make sure you get
plenty of scans of the equipment, too. I understand it's getting
more portable, but it still needs the bodyscanner and the rest of
the platform.

ME: Got it. Don’t worry.

I joined Dahlia in front of our bungalow's
big fancy double mirror. It was a shame we were there for business.
The hotel was ultra-fancy and I had never in my life been in such a
nice place when I was in control of my own body and thoughts. "How
do you want to play this?" I asked her while I arranged my big
blonde waves into something travel hadn't flattened.

Dahlia looked back at me with shyness. "Any
way you want to play this. Your call."

My heart broke just a little. "Hey. We're
going to do this. It'll be okay. You and me. We can do this."

"You're not happy about it. I can tell."

I put on a bigger smile. My face still
remembered the old bimbo smile, but the minute I did it, I saw
Dahlia shrink back. Bad memory. "Oh, shit," I muttered. "Sorry.
That wasn't meant to be a jab or a bad reminder. I'm just trying to
get into character. Maybe this was a mistake."

"Even if it was," Dahlia said, "we have to
nut up and do this." She applied fresh lip gloss and then handed me
a complimentary shade. "I feel like shit every morning, you know.
Every morning I wake up in this body I want to throw myself off the
cliff at the edge of the property and right onto the rocks below.
I'm a bad person. I'm a weak person. I used you. I violated you. I
know that, okay? It's my fault."

I took the gloss and stared into the mirror
at our matched reflections. I saw her about to smear her own
mascara, and that's when I made the decision that while now might
not be the best time in the world to share this fact, it needed
sharing.

"Dahlia?"

"Yes?"

"My life was pretty shitty. Okay? I was
working for a scumbag running a sweatshop that I tried to pretend
was just a retail startup. He talked a big game, but his store
wasn't very popular. You were the only major customer we had BOTH
times. I was marking time and working an endless string of retail
jobs that didn't matter for SHIT, okay? I was still getting rent
money from my parents and regretting my comparative literature
degree and massive student loans. I was dating a steady stream of
losers and feeling increasingly bad about gaining weight and
getting all plump."

"You weren't fat-" Dahlia began.

"Lemme finish," I said sharply. "The fact of
the matter is that what happened was a violation and incredibly
terrifying. It was also... the best worst thing that happened to
me."

Dahlia froze and put the makeup down on the
counter. "I - what?"

I took a deep breath. How to confess
this?

"I traveled the world. Jonah paid off my
student loans so no one would come looking for me while I was his
personal sex slave. I saw incredible things and slept in softer
beds than I ever imagined. I got nice clothes and had a far more
comfortable and worry-free life than I ever expected I was going to
have. I had SEX, often incredible sex. It was tinged with evil, but
I learned so much about myself, about my body, about pleasure. It
was all scary as hell, but it was also exciting. Now that it's
over, and now that I'm in control... I mean... look at this
body."

She didn't have to look at mine. She had one
just like it herself, after all. That was hardly the point, though.
She looked. She looked and I showed off. I did it proudly, pushing
my chest out one direction and my ass the other like a model who
long ago learned to ignore the protests of her spine. I enjoyed the
vaguely lusty gaze on me, on my voluminous breasts in their little
bikini top. She nodded quietly, but I knew there was still a man
named Dale Buckner in there somewhere, and that guy was hella into
girls.

"It was shit getting here, but the secret
I've been keeping?" I continued. "The secret is that I wake up
every morning turned on as fuck. You should, too. We have a chance
to do something incredible with our lives. We already paid a
monstrous price. We need to get the benefits. We need to get our
power back. I want that power. I would keep this body for the rest
of my life, Dahlia. I would even keep you as my hot twin. I think
we'd rule the world. We just need to trust each other."

Dahlia half-smiled. "You think you could do
that?"

"I'm trying real hard. Today's a chance for
us to do just that. So what do you say, hottie? Let's go fuck a guy
and commit some mild industrial espionage."

 


 


// JACK

I knew I should stay out of the game.

It was harmless at first. I'd been living
kind of away from the world for a while now. I used to have a
little pulp writing career, putting the occasional dirty book out
into the world to finance my mild forays into the world of
crossdressing. It was harmless fun on a bad day and on a good day
put some actual rent money in my pocket. It kept the demon away
from the door, too, since I was likely to engage in far more risky
behavior if I hadn't had an outlet like the writing.

Then it came in the mail: the Electric Kiss.
It was the fanciest and most high-tech paper doll toy the world had
ever seen, and it let me make a paper doll of myself and try on
body modifications, clothes, and an entirely new life. A life as a
girl.

I was instantly smitten with the gadget, and
I never once questioned who sent it to me or what the goal might
be. Who would look a gift horse like that in the mouth? A lifelike
fantasy, a lifeLONG fantasy of mine just showed up totally free and
unbidden on my front door. Of course I used and loved it.

When the next delivery came, I didn't
question it much, either. It was connected to the kiss, but this
piece of technology wasn't just cutting edge. It was beyond cutting
edge. It was pure science fiction.

I thought I'd won a prize. The Genie was a
reward, I thought, for finding hidden Easter eggs inside the EK.
Then box promised if I wore the strange spongy bodysuit and the
stringy multicolored wig, the EK would shape the suit around me and
give me the body I'd designed using the holographic paper doll. A
sexy girl body of my very own to go out and actually BE female
with. Mine, for a special five-hour trial.

I used it.

It worked.

I can't do the experience justice to try and
describe it. It was terrifying watching the pink spongy material
melting, covering my body, flowing all over me and becoming like
skin, exactly like skin, a tight, constricting dollsuit that
surrounded my body in the perfect, PERFECT facsimile of my fantasy
body. When took my first step off the Genie, I was a ridiculously
busty blonde with a tiny waist, baby blue eyes, and pouted pink
lips. I was in heaven.

I went out. Of course I went out. I danced
and drank in the kind of club partygirls go to, and I did slutty
girl things for bottle service and a little attention from a sleazy
guy. I blew him under the table and then, in the bathroom, I met a
girl.

She was so much more than a girl, of course.
I was smitten by her instantly, and when I realized she was like
me, another winner of the strange prize that came from the EK, I
was in the back of her limo with her cock buried in me. My first
time as a girl was with another girl like me - a girl who started
out a boy but wanted the best of both worlds.

We ended up at a private party in a fancy
mansion, but that's when things went a little weird. I don't know
how the people pulling the strings knew how to herd as all there by
the end of the evening, but they did. There were a lot of us. Boys,
girls, boys who used to be girls, girls who wanted a little more
than just to be a girl, and everything else in between. We were all
reaching our fifth and final hours in bodies we liked maybe more
than the ones we were born with. That's when we were offered
something better. The Genie wore off and disintegrated after five
short hours, but if we got the implants... we could steal any body
we wanted, they said. We could have it permanently. We wouldn't
just wear these lifelike rubber dollsuits. We would BECOME those
people. It could reshape our actual bodies.

My new friend Simone took the offer right
away. I hesitated - and that was when things went a little bad.

The apple was poisoned. Of course it was a
poison apple. Of course something too good to be true couldn't be
both good and true. As it turned out, they offer was real. The
implants seemed like they really could do just what they
advertised, but they had a price.

Simone came out of the upgrade a different
person. She was theirs now, and she was not taking "no" as an
answer from me. She was there to collect me. She was there to
enslave me. They were all there to enslave. "They" were building a
harem of mind-controlled sex slaves, and the Genie was just a
gateway drug.

I got away by the skin of my teeth. I packed
everything I had and I ran, running as far and as fast as I could.
I didn't have much in the way of money, but I managed to make it
last. Living off the grid can be pretty cheap once you cut
everything out of your life that might be used to trace your
location.

I wasn't good enough at it, though. They
found me. They didn't come for me, but they mailed me something
sinister - the phone I'd dropped the night of the party. They
wanted me to know I couldn't really run.

I ran anyway, but not before I reached out
for help. As long as they knew where I was, there was no point
staying off the grid. I got a cheap terminal and reconnected to the
Internet, blindly and aimlessly looking for anyone, anywhere, who
might be able to help me.

I found Lyle. Thank god I found Lyle. He
seemed to know more about what was happening to me, but he didn't
know anything about the Genies. I told him everything I knew. He
told me he'd keep me safe. He even introduced me to some of his
friends, including Melanie, who was so good at talking me off a
ledge. She helped me conceal my identity better and got me set up
in a new and more secure place. She even helped me mask my online
presence, so I could stay online and connected without putting
myself at risk. For a time, I observed all her rules to the letter,
but it was so frustrating.

Whatever Lyle, Melanie, and the others they
promised were working to make it so I could go back to my normal
life someday were doing, they didn't really seem to have a place
for me in their plan. I didn't have a Genie anymore. By the time
they got to my apartment, the one I owned was vanished. My stupid
roommate probably stole it or sold it when I stopped showing up or
helping pay the rent. In short, after telling them everything I
knew, I didn't have a lot to contribute to their secret missions.
All I could do was sit around, be bored, and wait.

I felt so impotent. I was also
criminally-bored. The new place I inhabited was a remote mountain
getaway in a small town that I wasn't supposed to visit more often
than for the occasional supplies. I couldn't even have a library
card just in case it somehow was traceable, and Melanie assured me
that something as simple as my taste in books might be enough for
an algorithm like ones she designed for a living to recognize one
Jack Dyson and pinpoint his location.

So I was bored. Boredom breeds
stupidity.

I started playing the game just for a thing
to do. I figured it was pretty safe. The game, Origin Six, was a
virtual sandbox RPG where the core game could be augmented by
user-defined modules and content. It was free to play, and you
could grind on it or contribute content of your own to earn credits
for downloading the cool augment modules other users created. I had
nothing but time to grind, and it passed the time.

Of course, everyone online called the game
Origin SEX, because yeah, a lot of the user-created modules could
introduce some pretty sophisticated, ahem, adult modules to the
experience. I steered clear of a lot of that stuff at the
beginning, but it had a way of creeping into everything no matter
what you might be playing. What can I say? I was alone for months.
I got bored and a little horny.

Wandering through the game's version of the
red light district became a fun hobby late at night. Given the
sophisticated tools to upload user content into the game, there was
always something for pretty much every kink you could imagine. I
didn't have a 3D display or fancy goggles, but I could suddenly
understand the appeal a little bit better. There were whole worlds
of fantasy out there to explore, and plenty of them started to
appeal the longer it was just me and my hand alone in a cabin
waiting for people I barely knew or trusted to tell me it was safe
to come back out and rejoin the bigger world.

Shania was a buxom beauty with pale blue
skin and curving horns that framed her sweet face perfectly... and
perversely. She looked all of seventeen, and when her avatar moved,
she left little smoking footsteps behind. She had a whip coiled and
attached to the sprayed-on rubber leggings she favored. Often she
was topless, showing off he intricate demonic charms in her nipple
piercings. She was also a gifted dirty talker. From the moment she
caught me staring at her, she knew she had me.

It started off with a little teasing. She
told me if I kept staring like that she'd have no choice but to
drag me back to her castle, keep me in a cage, and use me as her
collared sexual plaything. When I didn't immediately run off and
try to do something else in the game, she only got bolder. She
knew. She had me.

The fact that I was currently in hiding to
escape the possibility of being captured and forced into a life of
sexual servitude didn't seem to matter to me. I'm aware this was a
pretty fucked-up thing to now be pretending, but I was mesmerized
by the way Shania knew all the ways to make me stir in my pants.
She was doing it all with a keyboard and a digital avatar, but she
was by far one of the most seductive creatures I'd ever
encountered. Her carefully-chosen words trickled right into my
brain and lit up all the naughty parts of my brain.

I confessed she was turning me on, but by
then she'd already captured my avatar and made good on her threat
to drag me back to her castle, an impressive premium purchase that
was on a private server. Every room was filled with BDSM equipment
both real and imaginary, but we began in a room full of ancient
occult equipment. She tied my avatar to a wooden cross and branded
it with a curving mark right on the small of the back. I wore her
mark. I was her property. I typed the words to promise my digital
soul to this blue-skinned demon. She purred right back and then
while I watched on the screen, her avatar fingered my asshole while
she promised to turn me into a succubus like her.

When she started putting my male avatar in
female clothes, I couldn't stand it anymore. I started jerking off
in front of the keyboard. Shania noticed. She saw the quality of my
typing starting to diminish and she correctly guessed I was in real
life granting myself a little pleasure. I shamefully confessed, and
thus began the second stage of our relationship.

We started talking on the phone. We used an
internet connection so my number couldn't easily be traced. I
wasn't being completely reckless. Still, how was I going to admit
any of this to Melanie? I was using my connection more than I maybe
ought to, but I couldn't keep her up to date on this because it
would mean confessing to a pretty woman that I was using her
hard-fought secure access connection to get my nuts off.

The phone sessions started innocently
enough, and by that I mean that we confined our conversation to
hearing each other's voices and talking exclusively about all the
dirty things our avatars were doing on our screens. This graduated
to talking about what our actual hands were doing to our actual
bodies. We never turned on cameras for video calls, but the
conversations got hotter and hotter, and soon I was talking to
Shania for several hours every single day.

We could only talk about sex for so long,
however. Sooner or later, we were bound to start exploring the
boundaries of actual friendship. I found myself falling for Shania
in a big way. She seemed to really know and understand me, and when
I confessed I thought some of the crossdressing we were doing was
the hottest thing I'd ever done, she was not only accepting but
supportive. I told her I'd done a little in the past, and she
encouraged me to take it up again. She wanted pictures.

This is when I probably said too much. I
mentioned this wasn't practical because I was supposed to be
keeping a low profile, and then one thing led to another and I told
her a little more about my real-life situation. She didn't press me
for a lot of details, but our conversations after that point took
on a slightly different character. I can't describe the exact
nature of what changed. I can just say that something felt a little
bit different. I didn't care, though. I was lonely. Shania was
someone to talk to. I wanted her. I wanted to be with her. I
promised we'd do more, maybe even meet up some day, just as soon as
the thing I was supposed to be avoiding all blew over or got
resolved.

"Oh, I think we're most definitely going to
meet up," Shania said in her deep velvety voice one afternoon. "I
want to feel your body hugged tight around me. At my feet. At my
boots. I think you'd look so darling in a pair of soft frilly
panties and bubblegum heels on your knees beneath me. Hugging my
boots and calling me 'Mistress' the way you've been aching to this
whole time. Isn't that right? You want to call me that. It's like
an ache in you that you've been too afraid to say out loud. You can
say it now, Jack. You can say it just once. What am I?"

"You're my Mistress," I choked. My cock was
hard in my underwear. I had a hand over it when I said the words,
so I felt it twitch.

"You want to be mine, for real, don't you,
Jack?"

"Yes, Mistress."

"What's your name? What's your real name?
Your girl name. Tell me your girl name."

I could have picked any name. We hadn't
taken this step yet, though, and I was unprepared. I was caught off
guard and there was no time to think. I used the name I'd been
using the night the Genie gave me the bimbo body of my dreams.

"Jeanie. My real name is Jeanie."

There was a pause on the other end of the
line. I heard Shania make a pleased little grunt and then she
purred. "That's so good. I thought it was you. Now I know for sure,
Jeanie-slut. Now I know it's you. I've missed you. I've missed my
pink little bimbo. I've missed disappearing my boiclitty into your
tight little bimbo snatch."

My blood froze. At first I was certain it
was a coincidence, or my brain jumping to inaccurate conclusions.
But no. There was no mistaking the words and the gradually-more
familiar voice on the other end of the line. I'd spoken to this
person before. Jeanie knew her. From the bathroom stall. From the
limo. From the strange mansion sex party. My friend who took the
upgrade offer the mysterious Genie's makers offered and came back
as a trans dominatrix hell-bent to enslave me.

Simone.

Impossible.

No, not entirely impossible. After all, I'd
been leaking small details for weeks. No one detail was enough to
damn me, but I'd been at it with Shania for hours at a time for
weeks on end. Had I given away enough to reveal my identity? Maybe.
How much else had I given away? Was I fucked?

"What are we talking about? I think you lost
me, Shania," I tried.

"Jeanie. Pretty, pretty blonde Jeanie with
the big tits and the tight virginal snatch. I know it's you. And
you know my name."

How? How could she have found me? What were
the odds that of all the people I'd log in and encounter...

But of course they knew who Jeanie really
was. They could read the dirty books I'd written as Jack Dyson and
learn a lot about what appealed to me. Shania was bait. She was
like a hand-tied fly expressly crafted to hook me.

I panicked. I disconnected the terminal and
slammed the lid of the laptop closed for good measure. I would have
to leave. There was no sense taking that risk. I'd have to tell
Melanie what happened, and I'd probably be in serious trouble, but
there was no avoiding it, now. Dammit. How could I have been so
stupid?

No matter. I was just going to have to run
one more time. No contact at all, this time. I'd live like a hermit
in the big bad world and hope for the best.

The knock at the door cut off my
plan-making. A knock? Who could it be?

I shouldn't have opened the door. I wasn't
thinking, though, and I really didn't think there was any way it
could actually be her, not when I'd only just let the secret slip
five minutes earlier.

For one final time, I was wrong.

"Hello, Jeanie," Simone said sweetly when
the door opened. Then she shot me.
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For a while there, I got pretty damn
complacent.

Don't get me wrong, I OBVIOUSLY missed
insane wealth and the incredible power of inhabiting the body of
one of the tech sector's top executives. I missed the closets full
of clothes to cover my gorgeous fit-as-fuck body. I missed the
hyper-expensive boutique lingerie next to my skin. Those panties I
wore - Jesus. It was enough to forgive the fact Jonah was holding a
completely feminine body as ransom until I completed the tasks he
gave me. I had Melanie's curves. I had her sloping natural tits and
her well-proportioned hips. I had her soft, pale skin and her
blonde hair, and I had her sparkly blue eyes. If the tops of her
shapely legs met a little tucked-back penis, I wasn't the end of
the world. I discovered I liked using it, anyway. Especially when
Jonah explained the real reason I still had it: to inject the
Thrall.

Fucking Jonah. The maddening thing about him
was that it really was about half of a really good plan he had
going there. Steal the body of Melanie Sykes and take her place in
a powerful technology company like Seekr. Trap the real Melanie
Sykes in the body of a ridiculous bimbo fuckdoll and keep her as
your personal sex slave, reducing her precious IQ with every
blissful orgasm you give her. Infiltrate her company and one by one
use the same nanotech in your semen to make everyone you blast a
load inside of into a mind-controlled slave. Thrall the whole board
of directors. Compel them to give Jonah control of Seekr. Repeat on
another company until Jonah McNally owns the entire sector in a
crazy monopoly. Be rewarded with a real feminine body, one that's
entirely yours.

But Jonah fucked up, didn't he? He pissed
off the wrong people, maybe, but he also got in bed with the wrong
people. Whoever that Charlie guy and the entire weirdo Mai Roo
corporation might be, they had some more complicated agenda than
whatever polite white guy game of Monopoly Jonah was interested in
playing, and I think that's what got him in trouble. That and those
assholes who freed Melanie. They're the ones who cocked it all up,
I just know it. They sent that gloating message just before
everything went to shit in the Seekr boardrooms.

They're the ones who stole Melanie from me.
I loved having that bimbo as my personal fuckslave. I wasn't short
on places to shove my cock and deposit a cummy load, but she was
absolutely my favorite. I have a weird sadistic streak, and god was
I jealous of Melanie Sykes and her life. Using her own body to
bimbofy her was just such a delicious cocktail of all the things
that really got me going. I loved it. I wanted more and more and
more.

They took it all away from me. I had to run.
At least I escaped the feds that came to bust up the mansion. My
plan wasn't too clear at all. I really thought they'd catch me
before I could find a little help. Fucking Jonah. The special
implant he gave me of course kept me locked in the near-copy of
Melanie's body so I wouldn't welch on our deal, but with Jonah in
prison and the feds looking for a Melanie imposter, having a
body-shifting device that wouldn't let me actually shift was a
nightmare.

I met Kyndal thinking I was just going to
use her as a quick place to spend a few days while I got my
bearings. I was going to thrall the pretty Indian college girl
experimenting with whether or not she was more into girls, convince
her she wanted me as a roommate for a few days, and that would be
that. Lucky, lucky me! What were the odds I'd snare a technology
prodigy attending university to pursue a degree in applied
biotechnology and programming?

Better than the odds that I would really
like fucking her, maybe, but those odds came up, too. Of course I
kept my olive-skinned lover pumped full of the blue goo that kept
her obedient and damp at the very thought of obeying my every whim,
but I was developing an actual interest in sticking around, even
after she took care of the things I really intended to use her to
accomplish.

Kyndal busted the locks on my hardware,
giving me the ability to choose a new body to have for my very own.
I thought about going out into the world to do a little shopping,
but then I had a different idea. Money was tight. I wasn't taking
too kindly to being cut off from Jonah's vast fortune. True, I'd
been living as a nearly broke student/holocamgirl before I met
Jonah, but you can't release someone back into the wild after
they've tasted luxury like that. It never ends well. Wardrobes are
expensive if you're planning to keep a body for more than just a
naughty night on the town. If I was going to inhabit a
lower-profile body, I needed to be practical.

Kyndal got a wonderful gift: a twin sister
she didn't even know she had.

Truthfully, it got me kind of hot. I took
her sample and cocooned right in her bed while she slept next to
me. When she woke up in the morning, she saw her exact double
laying on the pillow right next to her. Same wavy brown hair. Same
hazel eyes. Same small bust with large dark nipples. Same deep
olive skin wrapped around a fit body with wide, ample pear-shaped
hips and an ass that was just heaven to sink into with a raging
boner. That was the one important difference. Kyndal wasn't able to
hack off the special lock on my unit that swapped out the genitals.
Sure, I had a different skintone now, but there it was, still my
cock, still there between my troublesome legs as a reminder that I
couldn't quite ever escape being Jordan.

I would have stayed with her anyway, though.
Even if I didn't need to keep Kyndal around to work on further
cracking open the software cripples that prevented me from having
full and powerful access to the gadget embedded in my body, and
even if I didn't enjoy pushing into that delightful round tush of
hers, feeling her clench tightly back and moaning at how dirty, how
wrong this all was, I would have stayed.

"You're moaning extra loudly this morning,"
I grunted in her ear once she was over the initial shock of seeing
her mirror double getting a semi-chubby in the bed next to her. We
ritually fucked each morning to start her day. It was good to keep
her primed with the thralling cum, but I also liked the idea of
sending her off to class with the vague smell and feeling of sex
all over her. Her grades might be suffering just a little, but my
little ass princess was a bona fide prodigy in her chosen
discipline, and she was in no danger of slipping far enough to do
her any harm. If anything, being regularly sexed, often in the ass
(which seemed to be her favorite way to start the day) was
improving the crippling shyness she complained of before meeting
me.

I understood this implicitly. Knowing
there's somebody at home who's going to give it to you in the butt
on a daily basis does wonderful things for your overall feeling of
confidence. In a girl with less ingrained cultural and familial
shame and modesty, this might have come across as smugness, but in
Kyndal, it was a powerful normalizing force. She took a few more
risks socially. Suspecting you're the only one in any social group
who started the morning with buttsex instead of Starbucks shifts a
lot of perceived power dynamics in your mind.

"You're louder, too" Kyndal grunted from
beneath me. "You feel...harder, too."

"That's because I'm boning my 'twin,' and it
turns out that I'm liking it more than I realized," I huffed back,
pushing in deep enough to hear her really squeal. "I guess I have
kinks I never even realized. I'm hot at the idea of sharing
clothes. I'm hot at the idea of sometimes swapping out. And I'm hot
at the idea of our almost identical bodies entwined every
night."

I let go in her and made sure to finish her
off with my hand while I was doing it. She didn't need much help.
Little kinky thing was just as into it, I could tell.

We showered and cleaned up and I only took
mild advantage of the thralling to keep her under deep enough that
she'd not have a terrifying and panicked realization halfway
through class that she was more or less being held prisoner in her
off campus apartment by her near-lookalike who was subtly injecting
her with mind control fluid. You didn't actually need to thrall
someone every day. I think it could last for weeks at a time on
some level without needing another dose, and I was by now wondering
if it was dangerous to keep Kyndal fully saturated, so I had been
dialing back the dosage.

That was only part of it.

The truth was, I liked her. When she was
under just enough to not be freaking out about my presence and now
my appearance, but not so deep as to be a useless fuckzombie, she
was lots of fun. She was way more interesting to hang out with than
Jordan's old roommate Becky, whose stolen clothes were now far too
small to fit these new generous hips of mine. The idea of having an
actual "sister" in Kyndal was appealing. I was already thinking I'd
take the fake name she used for her lesbian dating profile: Neveah.
It was a horrid name, but it had some connection and for everyone
who didn't realize the name was a neohipster spelling trick, it
seemed suitably...exotic. But it was the connection that had me
considering it.

Jonah kept twins, of course. Whitney and
Dahlia were just brainless bimbos, though. They were incapable of
thinking or talking about anything more complicated that your
standard reality TV standby, and they had a one-track mind when it
came to sex. Those two airheads could make anything into a sex
conversation in less steps than finding Kevin Bacon.

Hanging out with Kyndal was the opposite of
that. Sure, we had lots of sex, but then when she came home, we
watched TV or played interactives, or just talked while she did
homework.

It was the first real relationship I'd ever
had. It was built on coercion, but only a little. It was, in my
fucked-up world, the closest thing I had to normality. I was into
Kyndal. I was thinking about staying and making a life with
her.

I was going to do that. But there was this
vengeful fucking part of me that wasn't fully satisfied with the
life of a poor college student, albeit one with a pretty face and
finally, thank you, real breasts of my own. I had been rich. I had
been powerful. I wanted it again and I was going to forever be
looking over my shoulder for the feds or the cops or those
mysterious assholes who wrecked my nice party. I didn't care that I
got Kyndal out of the deal.

I was going to get those fucks. I was going
to punish them.

Kyndal DID get my device talking to other
devices. It took a while, but she wrote a nifty piece of software
that went looking for another device like the one that I was
wearing - one it new from multiple close contacts: Melanie's.

This is what I did every day while Kyndal
was in class. I did the chores, tinkered and meddled with a few
little online scams and hustles I was running to supplement our
income, and then... I talked to Melanie.

I didn't know where she was. The bitch was
still a computer genius and damn good at masking her signal, but I
could eventually punch in and talk to her inside her implant. I
could be in her thoughts. I went there often. I harassed her and
meddled with her thoughts, and I think I was slowly wearing her
down.

[QUINN3: Hello Honeyslut.]

[M: Go away.]

[QUINN3: You don't mean that. You would try
harder to keep me out if you really didn't like me visiting. How
are you today? Horny? You always got so shamefully damp whenever I
whispered in your ear. My precious bimbo fuckslut. Honey. What a
delicious bimbo name. Taste your honey for me, Honey.]

[M: You can't hurt me. You can't find me.
You can't hurt me.]

[QUINN3: I don't want to hurt you.]

[M: No?]

[QUINN3: No. I want to *own* you. I want to
see my pretty collar around your neck once again. I want to see you
on your knees. Begging. I want your ass up in the air and pleading
for just one quick thrust to make you quiet, obedient, and peaceful
again.]

[M: Let me be clear that you lied to me. You
tricked me. You kidnapped me. You tortured me. I haven't forgotten
about you. I haven't left you off of my list of things to do in my
life, Quinne. Jordan. Whatever name you're using these days? As
soon as we've taken out the real trash, we're coming after the
litter.]

[QUINN3: You want to see me again. ]

[M: I want to see you in prison.]

[QUINN3: Prison? Or just handcuffs? In a
cage. I like you being dominant. I don't mind a little role
reversal now and again. Just like I know that while you often like
to be on top, nothing makes you...melt like the persoanlity of
someone who knows where your secret heart wants you to be someday
again. On your knees. There's nothing hotter than a domme who likes
being broken. And you loved being broken, Melanie. ]

[M: Using my real name, now?]

[QUINN3: Names don't matter. I've had so
many. You'll have at least one more. Pet.]

[QUINN3: Still there?]

[QUINN3: Of course you are, Pet. You thought
about it. Just for a second. How good it would feel to have that
whip taken from your hand, that gentle pressure on your shoulders
to make you get back down on your knees. That sweet, gentle sigh of
relief at not having to think anymore. Not having to be strong.
Submitting. It's easier to let someone else do the thinking. It's
so nice to have nothing to do but enjoy the pleasure. You want that
again. You want the sweet feeling of surrender as the weight leaves
your shoulders. It's okay that it was a little wrong. You don't
have to feel shame. Next time you won't be forced. You'll do it
willingly. You'll kneel to me and you'll beg me to collar you
again, Pet, and keep you as a happy obedient little sexdoll. You
will crave it because you know what's true. You want me. You want
to be mine.]

[M: *moan*]
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I didn't want to talk about it. I told
Melanie that for the fifth time during the drive up the winding
mountain hill. The road was barely a road, and it demanded more of
my attention to keep my rented vehicle from teetering off the side
and sending me rolling down the mountain. That's the excuse I gave
at the time, but I would have avoided the topic on a flat
straightaway just as easily.

For the umpteenth time in the past few
weeks, I wished we were back on the boat.

I put off figuring out any of my actual
feelings. How was anyone supposed to feel about a person who stole
a perfect copy of your body, jetted halfway around the world with
it, and then got you implicated in a grisly murder while in your
skin? How was a person supposed to feel about that person then
coming back to the very place you earned a living in another
stolen body to horn in on what you do for a living? How was that
person supposed to react upon learning the real-life version of
Showgirls she's living is connected to that murder
investigation? And that for just having the same body, there are
suddenly hit men or kidnappers or both following her home and
trying to abduct her who-knows-where.

I can distinctly remember wanting to choke
the life out of Nikki. Somewhere in there she turned out to be a
guy named Lyle, and that was a bigger shock. It felt like
more of a violation, and the reasons it felt that way are kinda
dumb and maybe not kinda dumb. A guy was in my body? He touched it,
he used it, and he took it on a crazy billionaire sex vacation.
Then he stole some other unsuspecting girl's body and then used it
to be a stripper. How do you do anything but hate that scumbag?

It would have been so much easier to hate
Lyle if he hadn't been aware how deeply fucked-up all his actions
were. But of course the stupid idiot had to make things complicated
. Of course he was aware it was fucked up. He wanted to atone. He
cared that his actions placed me in danger and tried his hardest to
keep me safe. I wasn't going to forgive the fucking guy for that,
but it sure made it harder to out-and-out hate him.

So how did I end up liking the guy? What was
it about the stressful and life-threatening situations we found
ourselves in that turned the corner for him?

Part of it happened when he got me a gadget
of my own. If I was going to be on the run, I needed a disguise. I
think I surprised Lyle when I borrowed a man's body, but I think I
was more surprised that when given a choice, he chose another
girl's body.

I liked it. There was something sexy about
being on opposite sides of the line from each other. Wearing a
man's body felt different but very agreeable. I enjoyed the
strength and the stature and the wholly different way the world
suddenly treated me. The lifetime feeling of possible vulnerability
vanished the minute I became Alex. I felt safe walking by myself. I
felt safe sharing an opinion in a room full of strangers. I was
used to feeling like I could take care of myself, but the new and
delightful feeling was in sensing the rest of the world finally
accepted what I knew that whole time.

Then the fucker saved my life. I got in over
my head and would have drowned in cement. My body (which was not my
body) would maybe never be found, and that was that, pure and
simple. To be pulled from the cement by Lyle (in yet another girl's
body) and then for both of us to end up snared and almost sold as
brainwashed sex slaves - well, that was a lot of complicated human
emotion to sort through.

He developed the code of ethics for using
the technology. He had a plan to take down the entire ring of
traffickers. At the first opportunity, he developed a new version
of the software to build a body that wasn't the direct copy of
someone else's. He cared, he wanted to make it right, and in the
plenty fucked-up world I found myself living in, Lyle Estevez was
somehow the least fucked-up person in it.

If I had any girlfriends who weren't also
involved in this crazy plan to take down a multinational sex slave
ring, they would probably tell me that the above was not actually
the basis for a relationship. I was aware of that, but all the
same... the boat was wonderful.

I was back in a man's body. I felt safer in
it. I felt, weirdly, more comfortable in it after everything that
happened. I think, for exactly the same reasons, Lyle was back in a
woman's body because he felt more powerful and in control of his
own life while wearing that form. We were on the slow boat to
Hawaii with nothing to do but keep each other company in the close
quarters of that boat while working out some of those accumulated
issues between us.

We worked them out with our new bodies.
Getting a proper erection was a new experience, and I was amused at
how concentrated the feeling could be. It wasn't as mind-grabbing
and spotlight-focused as I'd been led to believe, but I understood
the other side a little better the first time I got a look at
Lyle's new body buck fucking naked and understood the throb, the
pulse in my balls that was a bodily reaction as much as a heart
reaction to a person I wanted to be closer with.

He kissed pretty. That's the best way to
describe it. His smooth body fit against mine comfortably, the soft
parts pressing and compressing against my firmer ones. I put a hand
on his ass and it didn't feel strange in the slightest. I was a
girl on the inside, but being in the body came with its own set of
reactions. The nerve endings are in different places. The way you
feel things and where you feel them is mapped differently. You can
have the same brain in there and want different things when the
feelings come from different places. Does that make sense?

That's all to say there wasn't anything
confusing. I wanted her. She wanted me. I didn't even have any
pronoun confusion. Lyle was a beautiful woman and when she asked me
to get on top of her, I did it eagerly.

That body. Those soft pillowy breasts
squashed against my bare chest. The unknowably sweet feeling of her
velvety wetness surrounding me. It was relief. It was warmth. It
was sweet, beautiful, and special.

We made quiet, gentle love the first time,
right there on the bed in the cramped cabin. I was taller than I
was used to being, and I was definitely not used to being as heavy
and muscular as I was in the man's body. She didn't seem to mind if
she was being squashed. Her powerful legs wrapped around my hips
and she pulled me tighter against her. "Harder," she whispered.
That was all she said the first time. That one word, and said only
once.

I pushed harder. I did it twice, enough to
bump up against her so that we both made a pained but pleasured
grunt. Then I lost control.

A lifetime of being in perfect control of
how much pleasure I was experiencing. I came so unexpectedly that I
shouted and then apologized profusely.

We tried again less than an hour later. Then
we kept trying.

We did it everywhere we could on that boat.
By far the most exhilarating was in the open air. She was laying
there in one of the cheap bikinis we bought at a tourist trap on
the way out of Vegas to have something to wear other than the belly
dancer/sex slave outfits we'd been rescued with. I was just coming
upstairs to let her know we'd be approaching land in the next
couple of hours, but I lost all my words.

The beginning could be excused by us both
being kind of emotionally traumatized by everything we experienced.
Coupled with new bodies we were still getting used to? That could
have just been the horny teenager phase. There didn't have to be
anything there other than an interest in sex and learning how our
bodies worked. It was maybe just a mutually-beneficial relationship
between two trauma victims suddenly trying to get control of their
new bodies while being literally immersed in a world of sex and
danger. Our constant lovemaking could easily be seen as some kind
of psychological pressure release valve with plenty of alarming
implications if left untreated by a professional.

It turned the corner for me the moment I saw
her on the bow of the boat.

She was beautiful. That can't be ignored.
Her caramel skin and the subtle blend of her chesty Asian stripper
body, some fairly familiar hair, aspects of the young and nubile
college girl I teased him for borrowing... she was a knockout.
Lyle'd spent so much time in the body of a woman that he was
comfortable being a woman. Her posture, the way she arched her
spine and left the bikini top untied in the back to tan evenly...
it was hard to see the guy in there. I saw the body of a woman I
wanted next to my own again. I would have fucked her as a guy. I
would have fucked her as a girl. I was ready to consider all kinds
of possibilities in my new world.

But what I thought?

I didn't think "I want to fuck her
again."

I thought, "there's my friend."

That's when I knew this might not be a
trauma thing and was definitely not just a sex thing.

There was my friend. I wanted to be near my
friend.

She rolled over when she saw me and smiled
lazily at me, casually topless here in the middle of an open ocean
where no one could see. We'd both bared our tits in front of plenty
of people, but that was work. She'd also shown me her body plenty
of times on this boat, always as an invitation to get started on
the boning, but this was... casual. Friendly. Comfortable.

I joined her on the towel and we watched the
ocean for a while. We talked about casual things, enjoying some of
the last time we'd have to be idle before we made landfall and put
our many, many plans into motion. Somewhere in there, the curve of
her ass came to rest against my crotch, and I knew it was
deliberate. The invitation was a casual one, with no strings
attached.

My response was bodily but what I said was
"I am starting to feel very complicated."

She rolled back quite deliberately against
my groin. Through our swimsuits, I felt the warmth of her ass, the
softness and the pleasing give of her round rear surrounding my
growing erection. "I think complicated is a positive step," she
whispered softly, in a voice that was like smoked honey. "We're
complicated, after all."

"I don't know if we're responsible enough to
be a 'we' just yet," I said carefully. I had my hand on her smooth
tan shoulder, though, and I could smell her hair. Simple boat
shampoo and the vague tinge of the sea. Unerotic to describe,
maybe, but personal. Intimate. Familiar.

"That's okay," she answered quietly. "Small
steps. But if you're wondering if that means you can't get naked
with me and fuck me right here in front of the entire Pacific
Ocean, you're wrong. You can do that. You can do anything you
want."

I peeled those bikini bottoms off her with a
zeal I'd not often experienced.

Things were different in the house. The
dynamic got more complicated, and there wasn't a ton of room in the
tiny beach house I was obliged to wear my old body to claim from
the realtor. The house was a gift to Lyle when he wore my skin, a
present from the murdered billionaire who enabled Lyle's theft of
my original body. My fingerprint didn't match, but we were able to
verify with a DNA test and that was enough to get the keys. Still,
it was meant to be a private love nest, not a base of operations
for three strippers, a computer genius, a pair of liberated sex
slaves, Lyle, and the owner of our former place of employment.

Tyrone.

I knew he was pissed about the reveal. Lyle
was in a serious relationship with Tyrone for most of his time as
Nikki. Tyrone got her a job and an identity, and I'd seen his mark
on the dimple of her ass, that tiny little sign her ass belonged to
him. He didn't say much, but I knew Tyrone was pissed a tattoo
wasn't as permanent as he thought. He wanted Nikki back. He was
subtle about it, but I could see the signs. Tyrone was always a
master manipulator, and he had a quiet rumbling power to him that a
novice like Lyle wasn't equipped to understand. How could he? Lyle
wasn't a player. He didn't know much about how it felt to be on the
receiving end of serious game. He hadn't been raised in a
patriarchal world to the point that the alpha way Tyrone handled
his bitches didn't just feel like sexy roleplay.

Tyrone had plans. He was going to get Nikki
back. Lyle was... well. I didn't know what Lyle was. What we were.
We hadn't had a chance to figure out our feelings. We barely
managed to identify there were actual real feelings there.

I couldn't be mad, but I could be scared. I
could be hurt.

Melanie wanted to talk about that shit. She
wanted to talk about it right then on that mountain road.

"She just came in here. She gave me the
names to forge for their IDs and she asked for hers to be 'Nikki,'
Melanie informed me. "Wasn't that her stripper name? I get the
story mixed up. It's all really confusing."

"It was," I said. "When she was with
Tyrone."

"Not that this is any of my business,"
Melanie began.

"It's not," I said curtly. "Trying to drive
here."

"In my old life, I would have tried to solve
this problem with a strap-on," Melanie confided. "I can't tell if
that makes me more or less deviant and complicated than the rest of
you."

"Trying to drive here, Oracle. Really trying
not to careen off the side of a mountain."

"Okay. Hurry. I'm trying to reach him on all
the usual channels and I've got a lot of nothing."

"This kid's not really that much of an
asset, is he?"

"He and the mall girl are the only ones who
had any direct exposure to the Genie. We might need their expertise
once we get our hands on one. At minimum, he knows about us. That's
enough reason to keep him safe. Just pick him up and get him to the
new safehouse. Then keep an eye on him. He's been using the socket
I gave him to play games and I'm really worried there were holes in
THEIR security that could be used to trace."

I was almost to the cabin. The road
straightened out and I was able to devote a little more of my
attention to the conversation happening over my implant.
"Babysitting. My favorite."

"He's a nice kid. Be good."

I pulled up in front of the cabin. "Right.
Well. I'm here. Time to collect the kid and do that harrowing drive
again, but downhill. Wheeee."

"You have MonkeySee. You're fine."

She was right. Lyle's mods to the motion
capture software that could see a person’s gait and hen adjust
muscle responses to mimic that gait greatly augmented that
functionality. With MonkeySee running, we were like the heroes of
those stupid Keanu Reeves movies. Within reason, anything we
watched someone do, we could do ourselves. This worked best for
physical things like fighting and acrobatics, but I made sure to
leave it running for all kinds of things. I should have watched
more movies about stunt driving when I'd had the chance,
though.

The implant and the entire black market
wetware frame hiding in my body was good for other things, though.
I didn't need to get more than a dozen feet from the door of the
cabin Jack Dyson was supposed to be staying in to realize something
was wrong. The ambient temperature was a little too warm. There
were footprints outside the door, more than one set, and not the
same size. The kid was supposed to be alone in the cabin. He wasn't
supposed to have any visitors, not even deliverymen. I switched to
nonverbal.

[ZEE: Melanie?]

[M: Yah?]

[ZEE: Stand by. Spider sense tingling. ]

[M: ?]

[ZEE: Too quiet in there. Not gonna knock.
Going in the back. Can you see anything on the satellites? Are you
watching?]

I crept around the back, borrowing some of
MonkeySee's stored sneaking behaviors. Even with the bulky frame of
my revised "Alex" body, I was almost silent. A lockpick and some
skills gleaned from an online how-to channel got the door open with
barely a sound.

[ZEE: Melanie? Something's wrong. I don't
see him anywhere.]

Melanie didn't respond. I was about to
prompt her again, and that's then the pipe swung right at my
pace.

It was a standard lead pipe, the tool of an
old-school heavy, and only the self-defense protocols of MonkeySee
stepped in to keep my face from getting smashed in. I jerked
backward, just out of range of the swing, bending awkward at the
spine and then pivoting to face my assailant.

Guy in a suit. Unsurprising. They always
sent guys in suits. Those slavers were always so proper and
mannered with their kidnapping, rape, and murder.

My fist met his jaw. A satisfying
connection, followed by a deep resonating pain in my fingers. I
might have broken something. Reconstructed bones weren't always the
strongest. Known design flaw in body-swapping.

I had a telescoping nightstick. Time to use
it. Two quick thwacks, one to the groin and then a follow-up to the
face. The guy spat blood and a tooth, and that's when his two
buddies stepped in from behind. One of them actually tried to put a
chokewire around my neck, but I got the stick up between it and my
windpipe and flipped the guy had on his back. Heel to the face. No
time to play nice. Be brutal. Be savage. It's as much about the
fear of your brutality as it is about the pain you inflict. Stay
the fuck down and don't get back up. That's the message you need to
send with every strike.

I fought like a girl, in other words. I
fought like a girl who'd been followed home more than once by a guy
who thought the "girlfriend experience" at the club might mean he
was entitled to me as his honest-to-god girlfriend. I fought like a
girl with noticeable tits and a swing in her hips she couldn't
always turn off who walked places alone.

You fight to scare. You show no mercy, you
leave no opening. You are outmatched in power, so you need to scare
the shit out of the lizard brains that think it'd be okay to rape
you in a garbage-filled alley because you just happen to have a
hole.

The third guy had a gun. He got a shot off
that whizzed far too close to my cheek. The first guy was getting
back up, and that's when I saw two more of them coming out of the
bedroom. They were waiting. They were expecting us.

[ZEE: Melanie, they got the kid and I think
he ratted us out. Outnumbered and about to get my ass kicked.
HELP.]

The gun went off again. A clock on the wall
exploded into fragments while I dove behind the kitchen
counter.

Knives in the kitchen. Better than nothing,
but this was now literally bringing a knife to a gunfight. I didn't
care.

Butcher knife in the left hand. Chef's knife
in the right. Kung Fu movies loaded up in MonkeySee.

[ZEE: MELANIE WHERE THE FUCK ARE YOU?]

New guy, big guy came right at me. Close
quarters were to my advantage. Knife probably saved my life. The
blow knocked the big butcher cleaver from my grip, but not without
leaving a deep bleeding wound in his hand that made him rear back.
I was sad to lose the chef's knife, but right then it needed to go
in his eye socket.

Four left. I would deal with the trauma from
that later. They all had guns. There was nothing to be done.
MonkeySee videos weren't going to be much help with what needed to
come next. When stuntmen crash through windows in the movies,
they're made of breakaway materials and candy glass. Learned
behaviors from those movies weren't going to be much good against a
real window and real glass. I just barreled through it, shielding
my eyes and face while praying my bulk and extreme power could push
me through.

The implant was a little help. It pinpointed
the likely weak point in the glass and I hit it almost dead on. It
was bad. I felt a blunt pain and then a sharp pain. Impact followed
by the deep cutting gashes of glass tearing through the
less-protected parts of my skin.

[ZEE: FUCK THAT HURT FUCK FUCK FUCK OW]

I was outside. My legs were bleeding through
my jeans. There was a shard in my shoulder that hurt like nobody's
fucking business. The men with guns were between me and the
truck.

I ran for as long as I was able.

Fucking fuck. I left the stungun in the
truck. How could I be so stupid?

[M: Sorry. Alex. Zee? You there?]

[ZEE: WHERE THE FUCK HAVE YOU BEEN]

[M: Sorry! Talk to me. Where are you?]

"Running for my goddamned life," I panted,
switching to voice. "Track me. What kind of fucking... did you get
up for a goddamned soda?"

"There's something else going on," Melanie
said sharply. "I’m sorry. We're going to get you out. How badly are
you hurt? The feed says you're bleeding."

"Broken glass. I went through a window."

"Well... good."

"Are you fucking NUTS?"

"You've already done something insane, so
now you're warmed up. Turn left at the next trailhead. "

I was getting winded and the pain was
catching up with me. So was the blood loss. "Mel, I don't have a
lot left in these legs. I'm not going to be able to get much
further without some distance."

"Take off your belt. Keep running. There's
good news and bad news. The bad news is that they're behind you and
there's another group coming up from town. There are no
conventional ways off the mountain in your condition. The good news
is... there's an unconventional way."

I took off the belt while I ran, whipping it
off and then pausing to just take off my jeans. They were a bloody
mess and going to trip me up without the belt. "I'm not going to
like this."

"No."

The trail ended at a half-finished mountain
lodge with a big deck. I saw the sign and swore.

"Melanie, why the fuck am I at a zipline
course?"

Her voice was measured and oddly tense. "Do
not stop running. Do not stop moving."

I didn't. I hoped the barrier and sprinted
across the deck. The safety clips and harnesses were locked up or
not even on the premisses yet, but that's why Melanie had me take
off my belt, I realized.

"This is fucking crazy. I'm going to
die."

"If they catch you, you know what will
happen. Go," she urged.

The men in suits got off a pair of shots at
me before I jumped off the edge do the deck with only a fucking
belt bought at a bargain shop between me and the steel cables
running down the side of the mountain. I couldn't control my speed.
I couldn't control anything other than my grip on my belt as I
heard a worrisome high-pitched friction and smelled scorching
leather. I hit the first platform hard enough to hear a crack in my
leg. A bullet zinged somewhere nearby, I swore again, and looped
the belt over the next line and jumped off the next platform. I
screamed all the way.

 


//WHITNEY

 


He said his name was Dino. He had one of the
fanciest villas at the resort, a big multi-room detached building
that opened out onto the private pool that was reserved for Villa
guests exclusively. He opened the door in oversized board shorts
and an open shirt, smiling to show off the diamond grill in his
mouth that was so charmingly retro these days.

"Ladies. At last we meet in person," Dino
leched. He opened the door wider and ushered us into the Villa.
Dahlia went first, putting a little extra wiggle in her walk to
make the beads on the ends of her bikini ties rattle. Dino checked
her out on the way in. His eyes locked on the butt, daring the
cheeky blue suit to ride even higher up the crack of her ass. He
turned to me and took the opportunity to look straight down my
bikini top, fixing solidly on my tits while I also stepped inside
the simply gorgeous hotel room.

There was bottle service already set out on
a coffee table. Dino promptly offered us a shot to get started, and
Dahlia and I took him up on it, more to loosen him up than
ourselves.

"You two are even hotter in person," Dino
commented, taking a shot himself before settling back in a big
oversized leather chair opposite the couch. "I know we've been
flirting online, and I know what you wanna do, but can I just say
that I don't see the reason? You are seriously hot as fuck. I'm
getting hard right here looking at the two of you. I can't figure
out how you could actually GET any hotter than you already are.
"

We knew our routine well. Dahlia flounced to
the couch and primly took a seat, adjusting her breasts in her
bikini top when they almost bounced free from her energetic sitting
motion. She held out a hand, haggled fingers at me, and I came to
her, sitting right next to her so that our bodies touched each
other. Skin to skin. He put a hand on my knee and stroked it
absentmindedly up to my thigh. I returned the favor, tickling my
fingers up her inner thigh. "Well, we wanna play together," I said,
making sure to giggle as though I were fake-embarrassed at the
wrongness of this.

Dahlia bobbed her blonde waves in agreement.
"Yah. Like, 'play' you know?" She looked at me and got the giggles
herself, and that's when I moved my hand up higher, almost to her
triangle, my fingers curling to brush just against that little bit
of fabric between her legs. She knew her cue and made a new,
higher-pitched giggle/gasp.

It worked. Dino sat back in his chair and
nodded thoughtfully. "Damn, that's hot. Sisters who fuck. I love
it."

Dahlia and I just nodded. We confirmed this
lie with a delicate kiss, nothing more than our lips brushing
against each other, a little nip to sell the lie that our cloned
bodies were the result of us actually being twins. Dino struck me
as the kind of guyy who would be violently insecure if he knew who
we really were underneath our skin - especially Dahlia. Still, we
were counting on his interest in watching "twins" going at it might
translate into other kinks we could exploit.

"We're looking for a third playmate, too," I
made sure to say without even looking at him. I kept all my
attention on Dahlia, watching her expression while my fingernails
traveled higher, teasing and dragging over the outline of the waxed
and pouted cameltoe and the little stretchy blue suit doing nothing
to hide her puffy puss from view.

"Mmmhmm," Dahlia whispered. "But that's the
problem, right?" Her fingers slipped higher, too, not about to have
me escape the torture I was giving her. Neither of us paid Dino
more than the minimum amount of attention necessary. We talked abut
this, about how important it was to seem like we weren't coming to
him because we NEEDED anything. He couldn't be allowed to have the
power in the situation, not if we were to be successful.

"Oh, I am down," Dino muttered. "You should
have another shot and feel free to get comfortable. Both of you. I
got all kinds of shit, too. You girls want a snakebite?"

I tensed, broke my own rule long enough to
make sure I was crystal clear in this rule. "No fucking viper. We
don't do that shit." Dahlia's fingers wiggled up between my legs
and pressed there firmly. Message receieved. "But we'll have
another shot," I said playfully, before my shutdown of his offer of
drugs became a sore point.

Dino poured us the shots and one for
himself. "Too bad," he grunted. "You've never felt so good as when
you cum on viper."

Dahlia took the initiaitve. "Oh, we cum
plenty good. Her mouth then found mine. Her lips were sweet and
soft, and when her tongue slid into my mouth, I took the cue and
opened my mouth pornstar wide. Our tongues met and teased and
touched over and over again. It was a show, but I don't mind
admitting it felt nice. It was the first time we'd been this
intimate since our liberation, and there were a lot of complicated
feelings bubbling up now that the makeout was underway. I couldn't
help but remember the other times, not all of them pleasant.

She was so skilled at this, though. Her
mouth worked against mine, and her hand never stopped moving
between my legs. I found them parting for her hand and had to sigh
into our sexy kiss when the relief of an actual sexy pleasure
washed over me. I let myself genuinely enjoy the base pleasure fora
long moment, reciprocating with my own fingers when I remembered to
be a considerate lover. She moaned into my mouth and half slid into
my lap, a few more pets away from straddling me completely.

Dino was the one to break the moment up.
"Damn, that's what I'm talking about. How'd you two even figure out
you were into each other? Fuck, that's just so ridiculously hot. I
don't think you need it. I really don't. You look so good like
that. Get Daddy Dino in the mix, and that's plenty of hot fucking
to go around."

He got up off the armchair and headed for
the couch. Dahlia broke the kiss and slid off me to at last look at
him directly. We had to stop him before he lost the thread. "Well
there's more," I said, sure not to look at his face. It was crucial
I be embarrassed about this part. It had to be so outlandish, so
outside the realm of possibility that he'd be FORCED to take it out
and show us. "But I don't wanna say it. It's so perverted. I'm
embarrassed."

Dino sat on the edge of the couch and poured
us more shots. We took them, and when he slid in closer and started
rubbing my back, I didn't pull away even though I felt instantly
slimed. I've been a girl all my life. Even when I wasn't the
bombshell I was these days, I got my fair share of unwanted
attention, and it always made my skin crawl. It took everything I
had to keep still. "Come on," he soothed, "tell me."

"Well," I said, fake-faltering. "We want to
try a threesome."

"That's not so kinky or embarrassing. Shit,
we're gonna do that in just a few minutes," Dino promised himself
as much as me.

Now was the the key. I turned to look at him
and put my hand in his lap. It was time to be willing. While I did
this, Dahlia slid up behind me and cupped my breasts. Her hands
teased me through the thin little swim top and tweaked my nipples
loud enough to make me moan before I could keep talking. "Well, the
thing is.. we really ... we want to feel the same things at the
same time. Mostly. Like, there's... there's only one dick and
there's ... we each have... so many holes." Dahlia squeezed my
breasts here, and I arched. My hand squeezed his hard-on through
his shorts and I made sure to finally make eye contact with him.
"The kinky thing... we want to know what it'd be like if one of us
had a cock."

Dino frowned. He didn't stop allowing my
hand to rub him through his shorts, but I could tell he wasn't
instantly into the idea. "That's kind of weird. Yeah. I dunno if
I'm as into that. It's kind of a turn-off," he started.

I pressed my advantage. I rose away from
Dahlia without telling her. She was still squeezing my breasts, and
holding on tight enough that the motion made my breasts pop out of
my top. They bounced and swayed just a foot from Dino's face, and I
felt him get a little harder at the sight. "It's not a forever
thing. It's just... something extra kinky. We just want to know
what it's like one time."

"I think there are strap-ons for that," Dino
countered. "I'd watch you fuck each other with strap-ons. And don't
worry. I've got plenty of cum in my balls for both of you. You're
such pretty dolls."

I didn't let up. I leaned forward and pushed
my breasts against Dino's face, resting my puffy pink nipples right
over his eyelids as he sighed and softly breathed between my
breasts. "It just makes us so horny. I know it's weird, it's why I
didn't wanna tell you. I just... we both want to feel...sistercock
in our asses. We're cherry in the ass," I breathed in my most
sultry voice. Another lie. Dahlia and I were both anal pros after
our long time with Jonah. But Dino didn't need to know that.

"Sistercock," Dahlia echoed. "My sister's
cock in my ass... popping my cherry."

"You could take her cherry first, big boy,"
I promised, riffing. "You could open her bubble butt open and
just...sink into her doublestuffed butt. Get her ready. And then...
oh... I want your sloppy seconds, Dino. I'd get so hot being in her
after you'd been there, my own ass is just so hungry now...
thinking about it. You'd take me while I'm in her. I'd cum in her
ass while you pump me with your cum."

He got hard. Really hard. I didn't let up..
I got my hand in his pants and fished his dick out while he sucked
on one of my nipples. Dahlia helped by untying my top and tossiing
it aside, then crawled to the floor next to Dino to help me stroke
him off. "Pwease, Daddy Dino? Can we play with your new toy? Your
toy would make us more fun, and you could play with us all
weekend."

"I'm not sure I'm totally into it, but I
think... let's start.. just the two of you. Yeah. I want to watch
you and work up the desire to do that weird thing," Dino
countered.

Unacceptable. Little weasel wanted the cream
first. I pulled back, removing my hand from his dick and reaching
for my bikini. "Sis, I think it's not something he's into. We
should go."

"No!" Dino sat up sharply. "No one said you
had to go."

"But you're not into our kink. We REALLY
want to do it, that's why we flew all the way out here. But if it
weirds you out, we shouldn't force it. We'll go find someone else
who's more into letting us play with the Genie."

Dino shook his head. "I just want to work up
to it. You do something for me and I'll do something for you.
That's your fantasy? Fine. I might be able to buttfuck the pair of
you without having to look at that thing on one of you, and that'd
be hot enough, but you need to understand it's not MY pleasure.
That'd be a favor for you. I'm not about that. I'm about mutual
pleasure only. So the best we can do is you two giving me a show to
get me hard enough I don' care you're suddenly being so selfish and
ugly."

Amateur headgames from an amateur richboy.
Dino was no Jonah. Besides, I'd felt his cock when I was talking.
thhis was just his pride talking and preventing it. His pride or...
something else.

WHITNEY: Melanie?

M: stand by

WHITNEY: Something seems a little wrong.
He's suddenly kind of evasive.

WHITNEY: Melanie?

M: Sorry. Just play along. Get him to show
you the Genie. You don't have to use it, just be near it for me to
do the hack.

WHITNEY: Okay.

M: *moan*

WHITNEY: ???

M: Sorry, wrong chat.

I didn't have a chance to reply to that.
Dino was getting away from us. I dind't know what to do. Then
Dahlia was talking on my HUD, too.

DAHLIA: Hey, I have an idea. Just go with
it, okay?

WHITNEY: Sure.

DAHLIA: And I sincerely apologize.

She grabbed my hair, pulled me back,and
forced me down to my knees. My yelp of surprise was audible and
genuine, as was my muffled surprise when Dahlia straddled my face
and ground her bikini-covered crotch against my face. "I want her
on her knees like this. I want her sucking me off. She's my little
bitch, Daddy, and she likes to be on the bottom. Don't listen to
her. She doesn't deserve a dick of her own. She has to earn it.
Show Daddy what a good little bitch you are, Whit. Eat my puss. I
want to hear you moaning, slut."

My head was spinning. It seeme dlike we were
going off the rails. What the fuck was even happening? This wasn't
going to work.

WHITNEY: You're blowing it.

DAHLIA: Shut up, slut. Be a good bitch and
lick me through my bikini. Shake that sweet as and show Daddy how
good you can be. You remember being Daddy's good little slut? You
were always the dirty one and I was always the virgin one, but the
tables are turned now, you delicious slit. You're on the bottom and
you're going to go back that way. Just like I had you in the
dressing room that first time. You're my slut. You're my slave.
You're my hole.

She ground herself into my face. Her grip
tightened on my hairr. She moaned out loud and then, I went into
kind of overload. All kinds of pent-up shit mixed with the memory
of my own genuine aarousal.

"That's it, Whit. That's it, sis. Kiss my
sideways smile. You've got your bimbo tis out and you're licking me
and you want my bikini off so you can service me properly. Daddy
Dino knew you didn't deserve a cock. You're my slut. you're my
slave. You're my hole and it's time you showed him who's really the
cockhungry whore in the family. "

"Fuck," Dino whispered. "Shit."

"You like seeing my sister on her knees and
licking my pussy?" Dahlia asked him.

"Fuck, yes. You didn't say you played games
like that before."

"I made her my bitch years ago. Whitney's
happiest being her sister's personal fuckhole. I just want to fuck
her properly. Deeply. I want to knock her up. Can you do that with
a Genie? Wouldn't it be hot to see her flat little tummy get all
round and full with my seed. Impregnated with her sister's
spunk?"

I couldn't see Dino, but I could hear the
wet fap-fap-fapping of him jerking himself off. "Why do that when
you have real cum right here? I'll do it."

"Hotter if it's mine," Dahlia countered. She
tugged my hair. "Harder, slut, your betters are discussing who's
going to breed you."

"Maybe we should just each take our turns
and let nature decide," Dino offered. "I'll go first."

Dahlia laughed. "Get the Genie out. Let's
play. Whitney. Get naked and go into the bedroom and get ready to
be a cumdoll."

DAHLIA: Moan. Now. Act needy..

I moaned. I was probably pretty convincing,
because I was convinced. There was something about Dahlia that
wasn't entirely play. She'd done it before. She'd gotten the better
of me and reduced me to a soaking mess who didn't mind even a
minute of what was being done to me. That's part of my trauma and
my secret, of course. Right before he thralled me, before the
actual mind-controling goo went in me... he was still saying things
like that. Dale fucked me in that dressing room and told me I was
his hole, his slave, his everything. And I was so into it. The
blast of blue thralling cum was just like the orgasm after a good
hard screw. Relief. Oblivion.

I was on my way to the bedroom to do just as
Dahlia asked, to do everything she asked, and that's when something
caught my eye.

"You can design it, now," Dino said, taking
a holostage out from the closet by the bedroom. "But the rest
later."

The Genie.

At long last.

I stopped, my bikini halfway down my hips,
just staring at the long-sought device.

DAHLIA: M, he has it out.

M: Touch it. You have to touch it to
transfer the hacking protocol.

She reached for it, but Dino yanked it away
at the last second. "Not just yet. Come on, let's not keep your
sister waiting. She wants to get bred."

I was right there. When he jerked it away
from Dahlia, it came right in front of me, and I touched it.

Lighted icons and semi-transparent displays
flashed across my vision. The HUD came aalive with Lyle and
Melanie's hacked-together applications running their processes.

M: This isn't it.

WHITNEY: What?

M: It's just a holostage running the the
paper doll program. Jack's Genie had special software I can't
detect. The mall girl said the second generation version was bigger
and had more components. Get him to show you the suits. The raw
material pieces are necessary.

"Where's the rest?" Dahlia asked playfully.
"Isn't there more? Don't I need to wear something so it can give me
the cock?"

"This is the whole thing. You're looking at
it, babe."

I was looking at him with all of the
gadget's sophisticated bodyscanners up and running when he said
that. The implants told me everything. Increased heart rate.
Increased blinks. A subtle twitch in his left eye. He was
lying.

"Do you really even have it?" I asked,
abandoning my role as the obedient submissive.

"Of course. This is all of it, I'm telling
you," Dino persisted.

WHITNEY: He's lying.

DAHLIA: Shit.

Dahlia stepped back from Dino. "Did you lie
to us about having a Genie? To get us to go to bed with you?"

"Those things are redonk expensive," Dino
said sharply. "You have to know a guy. And then they have to tell
you about another guy."

"Who's the guy? Let's call him," I
suggested.

"Let's just fuck," Dino insisted.

"There is no guy," Whitney announced. "He's
a poser. He doesn't even have viper, I bet."

Dino's shoulders sagged.

I saw it all, then.

"Fuck, is this even... how do you have this
villa? You work here, don't you?"

Dino glared. "So the fuck what? You're here,
my dick is hard, let's do this. Who cares about your kinks and this
stupid gadget bullshit anyway. How hard does a guy have to work to
get fucking laid?"

"Just a little harder," I said.

I found my bikini top and didn't even bother
getting it all the way on before we headed for the door.

"Fucking cunts!"

He made the mistake of reaching for me. You
don't do that to me. I twisted his arm back around him until I
heard something pop and then heard him swear and cry. "Dahlia,
let's go," I muttered.

We left Dino the poser swearing in the villa
he was probably in charge of cleaning.

"Melanie's not answering," Whitney told me.
"What a fucking waste. What do we do?"

I looked at her pensively. "I don't
know."

She saw the whole thing on my face. "About
what happened in there... I'm sorry."

I bit my lip. "It's okay. You got him to
show you the fake. If he hadn't been a liar, that would have been a
clutch move."

"I'm still sorry. If it had been real, my
plan had been that you were going to get the dick. You deserved the
chance to be on top."

I half-smiled. "I... think it was more
convincing the way it played out."

"I'm not that much of a topper," Dahlia
confessed. "I can only ever really seem to do it with you.
You're...really hot when you ...get like you got."

It was such a bad idea. I might not have
entertained it if the day hadn't proved such a complete waste and
we hadn't each had three shots of vodka on empty stomachs. And
yet...

"Sis," I said bravely. "Let's not be in a
rush to get back home. Lyle's team will have more luck. We're here.
We have pool access. We have bar coupons in our profile. And the
bed in the room seems...soft."

She met my gaze and then stepped behind me
to help re-tie the bikini. "I'm going to end up ripping this off in
under an hour," she promised.

"Good. I hope you do."

 


 


//KOLLIN

 


Bros and I were looking to party and we
didn't really care where. It was our last night in the city before
having to head back to Bumfuck University and we did NOT want to go
to the team-sponsored event tonight. We begged off with some excuse
about visiting Gordo's uncle and that's as much smooth-talking as
we needed to do.

The plan was just to find some cool bar and
see what the lady scene was like, but we didn't get much further
than three blocks when we saw some crazy fine wahooney on the
corner handing out some fliers. Both of them were straight city
ice, and I wanted to get with that in a serious way. Gordo dared me
to try and spin a little with them, and that's how it started.

They were rocking Glow, full-tilt Glow, and
that shit was expensive. Underskin biolight tats are crazy sexy on
the right body, and I liked them best on the super pale girls
because it lit them up like a plastic snowman on your lawn at
Christmas. These ones were top of the line, too, able to chase and
do programmable patterns under their arms and across their bare,
taut stomachs. The tall one had a tiny rack, but she was way
friendlier. I bullshitted my way through the pleasantries, but I
was just trying to get her freqs so we could text and shit. I'd
have preferred the shorter one because she had some serious sweater
puppies, and i the little white rubber top she wore, she looked
like a halfway decent sex doll. SHe was way more businesslike,
though, and that was a bummer.

 


No freqs were scored, but I sure did get an
invite to a secret club, and it took only a little more persuasion
to get the rest of my bros hooked up as well. As far as they were
concerend, this was a better plan because there were three of us,
but only two of those girls. Leave no bro behind, amirite? We could
do better at this club, especially with our access code for the VIP
room beneath it.

The directions were easy to follow, and the
club was all right, but I could tell Jake was a little
disappointed. The DJ was good and the electrofunk was all the
latest, but it was all just so fairly standard. We go to the Playa,
still, after all, and that's a real party. After that, everything
else is just kind of a lame bar.

Things got way better when we found the
bouncer for the back room. I presented the code the girls upstairs
gave us, and the bouncer grudgingly let us inside. I could tell he
didn't approve of our clothes, but he cold go fuck himself. Suits
are timeless, and my bros and I looked straight city.

Holy shit, the inside of the secret area was
a massive thousand percent improvement. First of all, the music was
at an eleven. Lights flashed and strobed, and they were playing a
supercut of every single holographic nude scene from every flick
for the past decade on the ceiling. The party raged below while
celebrities fucked on the ceiling.

Beats, my bros, there were such beats. I
could feel them in my soul. I saw Jake's face and he seriously
approved. This place had absolutely the best sound system I'd ever
heard.

The bodies int eh room were all off the
charts. It was like the Playa, but cranked way the fuck up. Fur
bikinis with metal collars and dildo bandoliers were the LEAST
inspired looks in the room. I watched Gordo hit it off almost right
away with this tall, angular girl in head-to-toe synthvelvet and
hair to match. The expensive-as-shit ultrafine fabric clung to her
so tight I could see she literally had a velvet pussy, and I only
had to casually brush across her to know that having that
underneath you was going to be like fucking a fine, fine wine.
However those crazy scientists make that fabric, it's better than
skin. You feel every microfiber on every individual nerve ending in
your skin. It's sensory overload, especially if there's a little
substance play involved.

Speak of the devil, too, because there were
girls in nothing more than electric glowire harnesses moving
through the crowds while they passed out little cups with symbols
on the side you didn't need to be taking chemistry to recognize.
Haze, Lyfe, Jax33, even GarterSnake, which was the new
totally-legal version of viper they hadn't quite gotten around to
banning just yet. It wasn't as dangerous as a snakebite, but it
also offered only a fraction of the thrill. It was a party shot,
but fuckit, I was at a party and I hadn't gotten a chance to try it
just yet. When the next naked blonde came by, I smiled, took one of
the garter shots and wined at her.

"Bottoms up," I said to her. "Come on, baby,
have one with me."

"Can't," she said over the music. That was a
little disappointing. I wanted to party.

"Hey," someone shouted in my ear. "Better
toss that back before you spill it. Do you need a snake
partner?"

Holy fucking shit was this girl not the
second coming of holy fucking fuck. Gold-red hair, pale skin with
adorable freckles, silver eyes, big gorgeous perfectly round tits,
and an itty-bitty waist that met a seriously killer fat ass. She
was wearing the sexiest corset cinched so tight that her monstrous
tits were spilling out the top, and her pants were just white latex
leggings. She had glowfeathers in her hair and when she smiled
again... I saw fangs. Rainbow liquids leaked out the corner of her
mouth, staining her lips all kinds of oilslick colors while she
stared into my eyes with her mouth just open enough.

I've always wanted to fuck one of these EDM
vampire girls. Everyone says they're kinky as fuck. A lot of them
are into pregnancy play, too, but only if they can get knocked up
in the middle of the dance floor. It's crazy and it makes no sense,
and that's why the EDM vamps are so hot. They're all fucking crazy.
They mix shots, mix drugs, and they party all night. That's the
real reason people started calling them vampires: the corsets and
their inhuman ability to dance all night despite restricted
airways. The fangs were just an identifier.

"I've never done garter before," I shouted
back.

"Perfect!" she declared. Then she looped her
arm around the one holding the shot and positioned us so that our
entwined arms offered each other's lips the shots we held. "Here's
to first times."

"I'm Kollin," I shouted.

"You're drinking," she answered, and pushed
her shot to my lips. I drank while feeding her mine.

It hit so fast. Lab drugs are perfected
these days, there's barely any waiting period. The world exploded
in colors. Music got richer, smoother, and weirdly, easier to blend
out of the background. Ten seconds after I had the shot, I could
suddenly hear conversations in the room instead of just the driving
music.

The EDM vamp unwound her arm from mine and
didn't hesitate. She leaned forward and put her rainbow lips to
mine. Her tongue teased my lips open and fuck if she didn't taste
like cotton candy. Her arms went around my neck and her warm, soft
body pressed tight to mine. I got an instant chub and was feeling
the garter enough to not care. I wanted her to feel it, actually.
She ought to know what I wanted. Maybe we'd try it. Maybe she'd
take my pants off right here and ask me to fuck a baby into her
while we ground to the beat.

This was the drugs talking, assuredly, but
that just sounded so hot. I wanted to do something hot. I told her
so the minute she broke off the kiss.

"Then you should do something hot. Come with
me."

She humped against me once for emphasis and
then pulled back. She held out a hand and led me through the crowd.
We left the dance floor and wandered through the rest of the simply
amazing club. Past the dance floor were all these themed rooms, and
every single one of them had something strange and perverted going
on inside. The tamest shit I saw was a big guy being strapped to
the back of a wooden cross by a pair of girls in black corsets and
nothing else. They both had, like, whips or something in their
hands and they wore glowing masks on their faces. I didn't get too
much time to see what else was going on in that room, though,
because the redhead in front of me led me deeper through the party.
We passed a room that was just a big pit full of mud. There were
dudes and chicks of all kinds in there, covering each other in the
mud, wrestling, or just fucking in the mud. I was grossed out, but
at the same time, I couldn't look away. I'd never seen anything
like that in real life before.

"Intense, isn't it?" my hostess purred in my
ear. "Come on, sexy boy, we're almost to our playroom. That's too
dirty for us. All that mud will stain our pretty white
outfits."

I started telling her I wasn't wearing
white, but she put a latex gloved finger to my lips and shushed me
playfully. Then we reached our destination. It was a big room
compared to the other ones, and it was all shiny and clean. White
rubber walls, white rubber floor that was spongy when you stepped
on it. Glowing lights embedded in the walls and the floor, and
ultra sci-fi shit lining one wall. Machines and flashing lights and
who the fuck knows what else. I wasn't paying that close attention.
Who could? There were two other EDM vamps already in the room,
reclining on the big white inflatable couch that rose out of the
middle of the spongy rubber floor. One blonde and one brunette. I
remember thinking how lucky I was. I got to have one of each. Fuck
me, it was like a dream.

Better still, they were into that shit.
"Sisters, I think I found us a suitable new playmate," the redhead
announced when she led me inside. All three girls cooed their
delgiht, and just like that, shit, I was on the couch with them and
all three of those chicks were all over me. They pawed at me, and
the blonde wasted no more time. She kissed me long and deep, and
holy shit was her body amazing. She had big round bimbo tits that
pushed out from where they were held back in a white rubber suit so
far that the latex was getting thin and a little transparent around
the nipples. When I groped those massive knockers, I felt her -
soft and warm and entirely willing.

"Bad boy," the blonde whispered in my ear
when I got bold and tweaked her nipple. "Someone wants to be
naughty."

"You want to be naughty, too," I teased
right back. I was feeling it by now. The garter was stronger than I
thought, but that shit was GOOD. I tweaked her nipple again and
felt my hardon pressing against her shiny rubber-clad leg. Fuck it,
I humped her leg like a horny dog. I just had this feeling she'd be
into that alpha shit. The only thing I didn't like about their
rubber suits was how hard it was going to be to get them naked
enough to shove my dick in their wet snatches. Fuck, but I wanted
that squish. I wanted to bury myself in these cunts and make them
squeal.

They had other ideas, but at least they were
thinking on a parallel track. After I humped the blonde's leg, the
brunette started pulling my shirt over my head. She slid her own
fingers all over my naked chest and found my own nipples, giving
them a hard pinch right back. The pain snapped me momentarily out
of this horn-dog daze the garter had me riding on, and I was gonna
say something sharp to her, but she put her mouth on mine, and I
got another sloppy dirty-as-fuck rainbow kiss while the blonde and
the redhead undid my buckle and got my pants, shoes, and socks off
in pretty much one yank.

I was into the idea of the semi-public sex,
but I was also pretty happy when the fourth wall of the rubber room
slid closed, sealing us in this playroom and away from the view of
the crowd. "My bros are still out there," I muttered to them, but
they didn't seem to want to talk about my bros.

"I think we have more than enough penis in
this room for right now," the brunette said when she stopped
kissing me.

"Too much," giggled the blonde, who was
fondling my balls through the boxers until I groaned.

"You like that, huh?" I asked playfully.
"You want the D, huh? It's big, ain't it?"

"Too much cock," the redhead agreed, ripping
my boxers off me with a shocking yank that made the seams tear. It
hurt a little, but I was so shocked, and it was actually so fucking
hot that I forgot to say too much to stop her. "We need to do
something about it."

"Let's hide it," I suggested, fully prepared
to suggest which of their dripping slits I thought we could conceal
my boner in first.

"Good idea!" the redhead said with a
giggle.

The blonde leaned over me again, putting
those big round cantaloupe tits in my face and pressing them there
so they squashed over my face. "We need to agree on some rules. You
need to promise you'll do everything we want to do. Everything. It
might get kinky. You may not think you're into it at first. But
then you're going to cum. You're going to cum buckets. You're going
to cum a part of yourself right out, that's how much and how hard.
Do you want to try that?" She squashed those fuckmellons in my face
harder. She was so warm and so soft and she smelled like sweetness
and new rubber and like fucking.

"Yeah. Yeah, bitch, I wanna dump it all into
you," I mumbled straight into those tits. I put my hands on her
rubber-covered ass and squeezed it possessively. Then she moved and
I realized it wasn't her ass. It was one of the other's Fuck me, I
was losing track of all the delicious ass I was going to get
tonight. Fuck Jake. Fuck Gordo. Kollin was getting his tonight.
Fuck yes.

I kissed the blonde when she pulled her tits
away and pressed her lips to mine. I couldn't see what was
happening, but someone had their fingers around my hard-on and they
were giving it the most expert hand-job I'd ever had in my life.
"Hold still. We're going to dress you up, but remember, it's all
for you. Don't resist. Don't be lame. We wanna have fun with you.
We want to fuck you. We want to drain your cum from you.

"Fuuuuucccck" I groaned.

It was a little clammy and more than a
little spongy. They pulled something up my legs, a little pair of
shorts or underwear that was soft and smooth. I didn't like the
feeling at first, but I remembered my promise and held still and
just concentrated on kissing the brunette, who was now taking her
turn. She tasted like licorice and spice, and I got it into my head
that she was by far the dirtiest of the bunch. Fucking brunettes
will surprise you like that. You never expect them to be the ones
to tell you what they reallllly want is for you stuff it in their
ass while you pull their hair and call them names.

They got the weird garment I couldn't see
pulled all the way up, pausing only to tuck my raging boner into a
little sheathe inside. It was difficult, but they did it. I was
gonna complain about it, but I forgot after a few seconds with my
dick in that sheathe. It was like being buried in the most
realistic sex toy I've ever used. Damn, was it soft and warm in
there, and tight like a-

More. They tugged tight pants up my legs and
then the brunette pulled back for the girls to pull a tight white
rubber shirt over me. I was less into this already, if only because
I'd been happily naked and about to get that squish and was
suddenly now wearing too many clothes. If my dick hadn't been so
happy in the wierd little pants they had me wearing, I woulda been
seriously pissed.

It was some kinky shit. While the redhead
and brunette tugged gloves on my hands, the blonde persuaded me to
close my eyes while she tugged a white rubber hood over my head.
This had tassels on the top, almost like hair, but also all made
out of the strange rubbery sponge. Then she pressed a mask over the
hood, completely covering my face. I'm not sure how I was still
able to breathe. It must have had some kind of membrane.

"Ready for pleasure?" the redhead asked me.
I couldn't see and could barely hear. I was encased. Totally
covered. It might not have been my kind of kinky, to be honest, but
what was I going to do?

I heard little clicks and pops all over.
Some where in my head, others were in other parts of my body. I
could sense little tautness all over the suit as well. It was
latching together, connecting all the individual bits they'd put me
in, and now some kind of vacuum seal was pulling them together and
tightening the suit until it was skin-tight all around me. I made a
noise into the rubber mask and got hands on me in response.

It was incredible. There was this light
electrical buzzing on my skin, and then I could feel their hands on
me. All three women touched, stroked, and felt me all over, and it
was like pure heaven. I forgot that this was weird. I forgot it
wasn't maybe my kind of kink at all. The sensation of being touch
was amplified. I mean, i've had plenty of chicks touch me in the
past. This was more intense. Even touching my arm was like what it
normally felt like to have someone touching my dick directly. Three
sets of hands roving all over was enough to have me feeling close
to blowing a load right in the weird suit.

Finally I had to tell someone that. It was
embarrassing, but I also didn't want the embarrassment of cumming
my pants, especially when they weren't my pants to take come. I
mumbled it right when I felt the mind-blowing impression of
someone's round tits mashed into my crotch while another set of
fingers wandered over my ass. My ass! I'm not into that shit, but
it felt... fuck me, it felt like nothing I'd ever known. I couldn't
tell if it was the drug or the suit or a combination of both, and
it didn't properly matter anymore. I was going to explode and I
needed to catch my breath. I mumbled a plea into the mask, and was
granted mercy. The hands withdrew, leaving me breathing heavy and
laying on the inflated couch.

"What do we think?" I heard the redhead
asking the room. "Should we let him out? Is he unsuitable?"

I panicked. Had I done something wrong?
Shit, I didn't want to cum my pants, but I definitely wanted to
cum. If they stopped now, I was going to get an epic case of
blue-balls. Maybe it would even prove fatal. I mumbled another
plea, and this just made all the girls giggle.

"That convinced me," the brunette said with
a naughty little giggle.

Beep.

Something beeped loud in my ear, and then
the suit tightened some more. I saw blurry shapes and then realized
the thing was stretching so tightly around me that my face was
subtly pushing through. The redhead loomed over me, smiling gently.
"Hello, honey. The girls and I all think you're ready for the next
step. Nod if you want more. Nod if you want to fuck me. Fuck all
three of us."

"More than anything," I mumbled, and found
my lips could almost move.

"I have some bad news," the redhead
continued. "We're all dykes. We like girls and girls only. But if
you reeeaaaaaly want to play with us, we could make you look like a
girl. Are you man enough to want to try that?"

I would have agreed to anything right then.
I was pretty turned off by the idea of having to be a sissy, but I
also had an epic need to drain my balls in that girl. Besides, that
was how this EDM vamps were, right? They pushed boundaries, but at
the end of the day, if it was sex, they were going to do it. Girl
was going to get the D, I just knew it.

I agreed.

They helped me up and led me to the big
shiny machine in the back corner. I was starting to see things
clearer and clearer. One end of the machine had a tricked-out
holostage, and it was fired up now. There was a holographic girl
standing on the stage. She was naked, athletic, with glitter tats
running down her legs and up her arms to her collarbone. She had
bright pink hair, too, piled up on top of her head with cute
hipster glasses resting low on her nose. Her bush was dyed pink,
too, and trimmed into a pretty pink heart. I wasn't really into the
geekpop set, but the girl's obvious muscles were sure intriguing. I
lift all the time, and I liked the idea of fucking a chick who was
into building her body.

"What do you think?" the blonde asked
me.

"Who is she?" I asked back.

All three of them giggled. "Why she's YOU,
silly," the redhead giggled.

They led me to the stage and positioned me
so that I was more or less occupying the space of the hologram. "I
don't understand," I mumbled into the suit.

"You will in a second, pretty dolly," the
redhead said. "Be still. Like a pretty little sexdoll should."

I was going to compalin, or protest, or call
a timeout, but someone must have pushed a button. I was blinded by
shining blue lights, and saw little robot arms with projectors
spinning around the stage in a rapid mechanical way. They zipped up
and down and sapped the weird blue lights at me, and then I felt a
burning in my skull. I yelled loudly, but I couldn't move. I was
frozen in place and having a major fucking freakiut, but still the
machine kept working.

I saw things, then. I saw words in front of
my vision. I saw dancing spirals and glowing shapes that moved in
mesmerizing patters in front of me.

<Just relax. Just stay calm. You like to
be calm. Be good. Be a good little dolly.>

The suggestion seemed... right. It seemed
good.

<Breathe in. Breathe out. Listen to the
words. Listen to the Control. You like to listen. You like to
obey.>

I felt warm all over. I felt good, too. In
my groin, my cock swelled and pressed into the rubber sheathe until
it was raging hard and eager to pop out and let loose once again.
Other parts of me were starting to feel equally good.

<Yes. Better. Good dolly. So obedient. So
good. You are becoming. You are changing. You are becoming perfect.
Sexy. Obedient.>

I didn't like it. I didn't like where this
was going, but the stimulation only increased. I felt this sexy
tingle in my... in my ass. Like I wanted to be touched there.
Touched deep. All the way in. Not in a gay way. But maybe...
yes.

<You're thinking about a cock. You're
thinking about it and that's good. Pretty sexdolls like you are
happiest when there's a cock in them. Don't you want to be a pretty
sexdoll? Of course. Good. Prety. Pink. Obedient. Obey. Obedience is
Pleasure. You only want Pleasure.>

<Kollin.>

<You want so much pleasure,
Kollin.>

<You don't want to be Kollin
anymore.>

My skull burned. I felt little pinpricks all
over my scalp and I remember thinking there was something hurting
me, drilling in, digging up close. Right into my wetware. That
shouldn't have been possible, but then again, I barely used the
wetware. It was secure. My dad bought it for me and-

<Quiet thoughts. Simple thoughts. Pretty
thoughts. You're getting the body of your dreams.>

<So hot.>

<So sexy.>

<So obedient. Be a good little fuckdoll
and get stuffed full of dick. Get load after load of hot sticky cum
pumped into your pretty little ass.>

I lost it. Something was so, so wrong. Even
as my dick blew into the suit, I felt shame and then releif, and
then I started not minding the voice or the words on my eyes
anymore. I started liking it. It was THAT good a cum. It felt like
all the poison was leaving my body and I was pure, clean, happy for
the first time in ages.

I could see things happening to my body,
too. The weird spongy rubber was mellting, going kind of like
putty. It shifted and moved and squeezed me tight on the sindie. I
was being modled. Shaped. My chest swelled into gentle teardrop
breasts like the pink-haired hologram's. Something constricted my
neck and pulled the skin of my face taut. Something silky brushed
my shoulders and I realized it was hair. Long hair. Pink hair.

<You are becoming.>

<Becoming perfect.>

<Becoming obedient.>

<Doll.>

<Pretty.>

<Sexdoll.>

<Slave.>

"Slave," I mumbled. I didn't know why, but I
wanted to say it out loud. When I did, I felt myself spontaneously
cum my pants all over again. he tightening resumed right after,
this time around my buttocks and thighs. I felt simultaneously
squeezed and lifted, and while it hurt a little, I didn't mind. I
was cumming again, no longer in control of my body, and not minding
because it felt so good to just keep cumming like that. FUCK.

<You can't be Kollin. You don't want
to.>

"I don't wanna be Kollin," I grunted
quietly.

"You're not," the redhead said gently,
staring right into my eyes. "Just look into the spirals."

I stared into the glowing blue and green
spirals and ignored the painful constriction throughout my body. It
was like something was squeezing me from all sides, now so tight I
could barely breathe.

<Better. Better. Calm. Simple. Obedient.
You want to Obey. You want Pleasure. Pleasure is Obedience>

"Obedience is Pleasure."

All three girls repeated my rasping mantra
as one.

<Good slave. Good doll. Kandice. Kandice
the Fucksolut Dollie. Kandice the Obedient Fuckslave. Say it out
loud. Say your name, dolly.>

"I'm Kandice. I'm an obedient Fuckdoll."

I was.

I was.

They helped me down and they explored my new
body. They teased the breasts that felt so real, like they were
attached to me. They caressed the smooth mound between my legs, and
I only dimly understood that it was somehow connected to the cock I
could barely think of as being somehow inside this .... suit. I was
wearing a suit... but it was so real. I was a living doll.

A beautiful doll in a rubber suit, but one
that now felt like flesh. Perfect, soft, feminine flesh.

The redhead pushed one finger inside me and
I moaned so loud in a voice that wasn't my own. Fuck, I had a sexy
voice. My glittertats glinted in the dim light of our rubber
playroom and all the girls felt it was a shame to cover them up
completey. Instead, they dressed me in a nearly-transparent version
of the rubber suit they wore. It was thin in most places to let the
tats show through, but just barely cover my nipples and my
heart-shaped pubic hair. Then they slipped on the corset, the
boots, and tugged rubber elbow gloves over my hands.

The boots were ballet boots, they said, and
I already understood so many things about being a good fuckdoll.
The words in my ear and in front of my eyes were so, so helpful.
They told me all I needed to now, and helped me walk in boots that
were so high they pointed my toes straight down and supported the
heel with only the narrowest little spike.

My sister with the red hair slapped my ass
like she would slap the flank of a horse. "Do you want to be a good
little fuckdoll, Kandice?"

"Yes!" I squealed.

"Good. So wiggle that sweet ass back out
there. Obey your control program. Serve the men. Seduce the women.
Collect the ones who are a good match. Obey."

I wiggled out of the room to be fitted with
a drink tray. I would find Gordo first. Then Jake. We'd be sisters
just like those three. I could picture it already. They were
blonde, brunette, and redhead? We'd be pink, blue, and green. And
all obedient. All pleasured.

Fuckdolls all.

 


 


//LYLE

 


Tyrone was full-on alpha from the moment we
got in the taxi. No one was able to argue with getting into
character before any eyes were on us, but I caught Tiffani's
worried look exactly once when he tugged me onto his lap. The cab
driver tried to stop this from happening, but all it took was a
measured "be cool, dude," from Tyrone to make the small driver
reconsider his lecture on safety and regulations.

He was plenty hard, and he wanted me to know
it. So that's how I spent the ride in the cab: my ass perched on
Tyrone's lap while he held me there, making sure I felt his hard-on
pressing against my bare ass. Oh, he was careful to keep the coat
closed in the front, but I was naked under it save for the barest
amount of lingerie. It was no shield whatsoever from the warmth of
his massive endowment pressing into my cheeks.

Lacey," he said, whispering not my stage
name, but the identity he bought for me in my ear when he had an
opportunity to do it discreetly. "You know that's who you are in
there. Really. You can't spend that long in that body and in that
life and then just turn it aside. I saw that look in your eyes,
slut. I saw that hunger for my dick. For your daddy. It's in you.
It's in you like a drug and you don't want to be done with it. It's
all wrong. You got Ziza being a man? Wasting that sexy ass body she
did all that EARNING with on being just another pretty-boy dude?
And for what? You hot in that new body you have with her, but that
ain't you. Not on the inside. And you two ain't serious. Not
really."

"It's not really about any of that," I
murmured right back.

Tyrone shifted me on his lap just enough to
have his dick really rub against me. It was a monster. I
remembered. I remembered how it felt to have it in me, that feeling
of fullness that was both world-ending and everything I could ever
want. He was right about at leas part of it. There was an addictive
nature to sex like that. It was so far removed from any experience
I'd ever had as Lyle that it had the quality of... not a drug. A
dream. The best dream you ever had, the ones you just want to
return to and know you'll never be able to for the rest of your
life. Except this you could. That was plenty addictive.

"I don't even care you were a dude in
there," Tyrone rumbled. "I think you found who ya really are in
there somewhere. I think you found a purpose. You were born for
this, girl. You were born to take my dick. You'll be that big
titted Asian dick ornament again before too long. I want you
thinking about that tonight, Lacey. I want you dripping wet. I want
your cunt slathering for my mule, Nikki. I want them to smell that
pussy and know it's for real."

"Lacey," I whispered fiercely, loud enough
for the rest of the cab to hear. "My name is Lacey tonight."

Jade frowned. "Everything okay over
there?"

"Just getting into character," I said, but
I'm sure I must have sounded a little flustered, because my
FluxMessenger blinked on the HUD a second later. I forgot for just
a moment that Jade and Tiffani had wetware now.

JADE: Hey. What the hell is going on over
there?

LACEY: Just what I said.

TIFF: Jesus, even your screennname is
changed. Girl, what the fuck is with the Lacey shit?

LACEY: I always change my screenname for who
I am. You should, too. Confusing enough. This is a step beyond
stage names, girls.

TIFF: No deflecting.

LACEY: Come on. This first.

TEELA: Fine. Happy, bitch?

LACEY: Tiff? Come on.

MADISON: I feel stupid.

LACEY: Whatever. It's a hot name. Brooklyn
rich girl who wears a collar for her black Manhattanite Mistress?
Hot as hell.

MADISON: You're right, Teela. She's
deflecting.

TEELA: Madison and I are worried there's
some shit going on between you and Tyrone.

LACEY: Percy.

TEELA: No more deflecting, bitch. You're
naked under that coat, aren't you? You're sitting on his lap and
he's whispering shit to you.

LACEY: Just getting into character.

MADISON: Dude. I've had that dick once or
twice myself, and I know it's a good time. I know you were super
into him and you were owned. I know what that means. I've been into
my share of kinky shit in my life. I know Tyrone, too. I've worked
for him longer than any one of us except Ziza. I know how he can
be. Tyrone's not some method actor. You can't fool me. He's trying
to get you back. He doesn't like to lose his property and he is
PISSED about what happened with you trading that body away.

TEELA: Are you okay over there? Should we
change the plan? I'll be your domme and Tif, um, Madison can be
his. Let's be safe.

LACEY: No. No. I'm cool, I promise. You're
probably right, okay? But this is high stakes. This is dangerous.
The more believable we are, the better. You two already believe I'm
doing stuff with him, so that's a good sign. We have to be
convincing.

TEELA: Convince OTHERS. Not yourself.

Tyrone cleared his throat in my ear. "You
girls all got real quiet. You texting? You know I hate being left
out of that girltalk."

"No," said "Madison" smoothly. "I think we
were all just getting mentally ready. Almost showtime."

"Percy, darling," said "Teela" with a
practiced upper-crust accent I didn't know she could do. "You have
the invitation, I hope. I'd hate for us to turn around. I'm in the
mood to put Madison through the paces."

"Right in my pocket, love," Tyrone said
somewhat less convincingly. There was a trace of that pimp/banger
affectation he used with me still in his voice.

TEELA: Yeah. That's no method actor. Be
careful, Lyle.

She used a name she never used with me. I
took that as seriously as anything Jade could have said to me.

The cab dropped us at a discreet entrance,
and we let Tyrone lead the way. He gave the knock and then
presented the invitation to the bouncer who opened the door. The
bouncer took a long time to inspect us in our fine clothes and
overwhelmingly BDSM dress. "You sure you know what you're getting
into?" he asked with a smirk.

"This ain't our first time," Tyrone said
strongly.

"Sure about that?" the bouncer smirked
again, but then stood aside. "You folks have a good time."

LACEY: What was that about?

MADISON: No idea.

TEELA: He looked at me like I was dressed
for the wrong party.

LACEY: Oh. Shit. You kinda are. We all
are.

We were expecting a BDSM club. We were
expecting a smoky room with a lot of red velvet and black leather.
Everything we'd been hearing about the Traveling Circus was that it
was the absolute pinnacle of the underground sex club scene. It was
exclusive, discreet, and absolutely tight with its membership
requirements. It took a lot of clever work from Melanie and myself
to maneuver this invitation, but it was absolutely worth it. The
rumors were confirmed by multiple sources. The Traveling Circus
changed venues and cities all the time, but the one thing they
definitely had was a Genie.

We had to get access to one. Jack Dyson's
information was too old. Our friend at the shopping mall reported
the version she tangled with over Christmas was already more
advanced, and the rumors online were that the new Genies were even
more advanced. The new ones lasted more than five hours before
disintegrating. The new ones also worked differently than the
implants. This was the new direction Mai Roo was taking. Less
dangerous. More pervasive. Since word was Jonah cut a deal with the
feds, they were moving away from the gadgets with their full
genetic theft and towards something less sophisticated and
permanent, but still... dangerous.

We needed access, and we'd been completely
unsuccessful in our attempts so far. We had several new leads, but
already operations were failing. Melanie reported in the cab that
the twins came up with nothing in Phoenix. It was up to us. We ahd
to get to the Circus' Genie, and that meant seeming like we were
hardcore enough to merit a real membership invitation to the
circus.

We thought it was a steakhouse
whips-and-bondage place. That was a failure of imagination on our
part.

It really was a circus. The whole
underground complex was a giant party. There was smoke and lasers
and thumping music on a large central dance floor. As we descended
the stairs, I saw rooms of all kinds surrounding the three round
dance floors. Three rings. Circus. Attraction "tents" around the
perophery, and every single one of them catering to a different
kink. The implant enhanced my vision, identifying a mud room, a
rubber room, a room for fursuiting, a room for tentacles, a room
for, erm, adult babies, and then even more bizarre and exotic
things.

"This ain't what I was expecting," Tyrone
said loudly.

"Of course not!" Suddenly a dark-haired
woman in a froofy dress with a tight corset and a vaguely
steampunkish mode to her attire was standing in front of us. She
had an outmoded Augmented Reality headset over one eye, and a
hairpin made of moving gears. Her creamy breasts bloomed out of the
top of her corset, and she smiled when Tyrone stared down them by
pure instinct. "If you were expecting it," she continued smoothly,
"then it wouldn't be the Circus. Welcome, by the way. Our system
detected your invite was collected. I'm aware this is your first
time, but I'd have known that just from how you were dressed. It's
charming. How retro. Conventional is cool, really, you're he only
ones dressed like this here. Collars. I love it. My name is
Ashayah. I'm one of the ringmasters and I'll be showing you
around."

Jade held out a hand. "Hello. I'm Teela.
This is my husband Percy. These are our girls."

Ashayah nodded primly and smiled a perfect
smile once again. "Of course. You're on the VIP list for the night.
I gather you made a pretty sizable tier contribution to our
donation box. That was very generous for first-timers who don't
seem to know too much about what actually goes on here."

Tyrone took care of this one. "Let's just
say we're bored with all the conventional things. We were looking
for something we hadn't tried before. That's worth some money, you
feel me?" He always was a smooth talker.

Ashayah nodded her head and escorted us past
the dance floors to more intimate settings. I saw a group of white
rubber-clad girls strolling out of an all-white room, and then a
stranger thing: faceless rubber women with rubber erections leading
a pair of boys into a little alcove presumably for some new
perversions. "We definitely pride ourselves on the 'different,' but
it's not just about novelty," Ashayah narrated. "It's about...
intensity."

She drew a curtain back and escorted us into
a medium-sized room with maybe only a dozen other people in it.
They were dressed in every way but for a conventional BDSM evening.
There was no leather in sight, and back here there was hardly any
rubber. A few smaller stages surrounded the couches and lounge
space in the center. Most of the other coupls relaxed or were in
various stages of actual full-on sensuous sex, but one couple was
on the central stage"Truth be told," Jade pushed gently. "There was
something specific. My husband's being polite, but since you seem
to want a better answer from us, we'd like to see some changes to
our submissives. We both have a doll fetish, and these pretty
Village girls get off on being our dress-up dollies." She tugged
Tiffani closer and caressed her lovingly. Tifani moaned softly and
pressed her backside up to Jade and rolled her head back.

Ashayah nodded thoughtfully. "Well, there
are plenty of options here for that."

"There's one in particular," Jade pressed.
"Our tastes... well, it's not very politic. But we heard you could
help."

Ashayah spread her arms magnanimously. "I
wouldn't worry about offending anyone here. Speak your mind. Speak
your desires."

Jade cleared her throat and did a good job
of looking embarrassed. "Um. Percy? Darling, do you want to..."

Tyrone didn't answer directly Instead he
pulled the coat off my shoudlers, undressing me in front of the
whole room. Just that quickly, I was almost completely naked, in
just my little jeweled pair of underwear, tall shoes, and a belly
chain. Tyrone put his hands on my breasts, teasing the nipples and
torturing them while I sucked in a shallow breath and tried to stay
as still as I could stand. "Our white girl fuckslaves....they got
too much of the jungle fever. Bitches want to be black. Tell 'em,
babygirl," he rumbled in my ear.

In reality, I felt plenty strange. Saying my
lines made me feel super awkward. Still, we'd worked on a version
of this cover story just in case they wanted lots of details. It
didn't make saying these borderline things any easier. But
still.

"I want a big ass," I mumbled. Tyrone,
tugged on my collar and I grunted, sitting up a little straighter.
"I want a big ass ghetto booty. I wanna jiggle when I twerk. I want
big fat dicksucking lips. I want to be Master's ebony goddess."

Jade caressed Tiffani's cheek and groped one
of her breasts and she echoed my desires. For our honesty, we both
received gentler touches, and we made the appropriate moans in
response.

For her part, Ashayah looked singularly
unimpressed. "Well," she said softly. "It's your first time. But
you're thinking awfully conventionally for people who made the kind
of cash contribution you just made. Ethnicity? Stereotype? Don't be
so conventional."

"But," Tyrone pressed. "You got something
for that, don't you? That's the rumor."

I cringed. For just a moment, I was worried
he'd been too direct and completely blown our cover. To my
surprise, though, Ashayah, just nodded her head and smiled a
sparkling smile. She led us to a half-shell booth in the lounge.
"Get comfortable," she suggested. "You want to see the product? The
rumor? You can, and you can even have a go of it if that's what you
really desire, but not until you understand the possibilities. It's
not to be wasted on pedestrian fantasies. That's not the spirit of
the Circus. " She seated us in the booth and then clapped her
hands. Curtains parted in the rear and the most astonishing thing
I'd ever seen appeared from behind a curtain.

It was a pod. A body-sized coffin-shaped
pod. State of the art, glowing lights along the side and spilling
roiling clouds of smoke from somewhere inside of it. It rolled on
its own to the center of the stage and then slowly opened at the
middle. It started with a seam of light that became a blinding
flash, and when the strange pod was totally open, there was someone
inside.

The girl had pretty brown hair and mocha tan
skin. Her hair was done up in girlish pigtails, but there were
braids woven in to make it both mildly lewd but also sophisticated.
Her neck was slender and angular, but it was the rest of her that
was especially impossible.

She had two sets of breasts, one right below
the next, and both sets were equally impossible. They were large,
heavy, and pierced with heavy hold rings that had chains connecting
them and leading to a central chain that vanished between her legs
to a chain presumably attached to a piercing in her labia. Her hips
were wide but her legs tapered down to little feet. When she took
the stage, I got a look at her impossibly round ass, projecting out
like a shelf from her body. The rest of the room stopped its polite
socialization to watch her wobble and wiggle. I could tell from the
expressions on the faces of many of the other fetishists in the
room that they were taken by the very sight of her. When she
started to parade around the provided pole and show off, mild
applause broke out.

MADISON: What am I looking at?

LACEY: Girls, I think we're looking at the
new Genie's handiwork.

TEELA: I'm kind of grossed-out.

Jade was right. It wasn't very sexy, at
least to me. It was too much. Too far. Some kind of overt
hypersexualziation that crossed a line into, well, sideshow. I
wasn't fixated on the body modifications, however. I was looking at
the expression on her face.

She was blank. Blanker than even the girls
I'd seen in slave market in Vegas. There was almost no activity or
spark behind her eyes. This was a lovedoll in the truest sense of
the word. Manipualted, shaped, and put on display for collectors to
admire and perv to.

Ashayah slid into the couch between me and
Tyrone. She was so lithe and so practiced at the move that we
didn't realize we were being parted until she was sitting between
us, her hand on Tyrone's lap and the other on my knee. Her fingers
walked up my knee to between my legs with a casual grace, and I
wasn't sure how to react. "This is some real imagination. Can you
imagine something like this on your girl?"

"She got work in the morning," Tyrone said
skeptically.

"Oh, it's temporary," Ashayah promised. "It
needs to be replaced or refreshed every few weeks, but that's a big
improvmenet. It used to only last a few hours, and there was an
upper limit on the body shapes, but this is the new version. It
comes off sooner than that if that's what you really want, but I
think princess here could call in sick for a day or two, don't you
think? She could even be a Circus performer for a few days. Hmmm?
Sexy?"

Tyrone grunted and I guessed Ashayah's
fingers were as far away from his dick as they currently were from
my sex. Every time I tried to wiggle away, they got more
determined. Her fingernails traced the jewels of the underwear,
searching for the outline of my labia. There was something about
her touch. It tingled even through the clothing.

"I dunno," Tyrone said. "There's an extra
charge it sounds like."

"Not if princess here stays and does a day
or two in the circus. And don't be coy, Percy. You guys have some
kind of ghetto kink roleplay? You'd be into pimping this slit out
for a few days. Imagine her. We'll pump her tits up so each one of
them's bigger than her pretty little head. We'll shrink her waist a
little and make her a pretty plastic dollie. You like that, I know.
Big overfilled bes stung lips like she wants, and an upgrade on all
her holes." She clapped again and now a white-clad girl in a
wasp-shaped corset with flowing bright pink hair teetered into the
room with something on a tray. "Let me show you this upgrade,
Percy. You've seen flash-light sex toys before, right? Vagina in a
can? They say they can make it feel like a real silky pussy, but
it's always just a little bit like fucking a rubber doll, isn't
it?"

At a gesture, the white rubbergirl bent and
offered the cylinder on the tray. "Obedience is Pleasure, Miss,"
she whispered, and looked positively orgasmic to have uttered the
words.

Ashayah patted the girl on the rear and sent
her off. "Good girl," she purred, and then presented the cylinder
to both of us. "Kimber up there is fitted with the latest in
teledildonics. Total vaginal upgrade. This remote shapes the
interior to be an exact copy of how her dripping sexy puss is at
this very moment. You put your dick in this anywhere in the world
that has a wireless connection and you'll feel the exact conditions
of her love tunnel. Better still, she'll feel the exact sensation
of your big hard cock like you were right there thrusting into her
sweet little cunny."

Tyrone grunted louder, and I was shocked
he'd fall prey to a little dirty talk, but then I saw that while
I'd been watching the rest of this scene, Ashayah succeeded in
fishing his erection out of his trousers to purposefully and
expertly stroke him off.

TEELA: What the fuck is this? How'd they
come so far so fast?

LACEY: Melanie. Melanie, are you reading
this?

LACEY: Melanie?!!

M: Sorry. Sorry. I'm here. I see. This is
not what we expected. Good news though. You're close enough. One of
you, at least. Tiffani, I think the Genie's just barely in range of
where you're sitting. Don't move. I'll use your implant to try and
get a download from it.

LACEY: Melanie, they've got tech we haven't
seen before. And something's up.

M: Are they giving you trouble?

TEELA: Opposite. We're VIPs. She's right,
though, something's weird.

LACEY: She's giving Tyrone a handjob.

M: Who is?

LACEY: Our personal hostess.

MADISON: OW. Shit. My nose is bleeding.

M: Sorry. I need to concentrate. Tif, sorry,
they've got some security. your implant's going to run a little hot
trying to hack from extreme range. Sorry for the nosebleeds. I
just

TEELA: Just what?

TEELA: Mel?

I had to look away from the conversation.
Things were escalating right in front of me. Ashayah had her
fingers now very much between my legs and wiggling there in obvious
invitation for me to open my legs and succumb to more direct
pussy-petting. Meanwhile, she had the remote in one hand. "Try.
Feel. You're ready.

I didn't have time to suggest this wasn't a
good idea. Somehow Ashayah's managed to tease Tyrone's dick to full
on engorgement, and with one graceful momvement, she eased the
cylinder "remote" over his erection. She slid it in gnetly, to the
sound of Tyrone's delighted groan.

Onstage, Kimber the lovedoll wiggled and
arched, making an obvious and loud moan of pleasure. Other
spectators clapped, both for Tyrone and the sexdoll onstage.

Ashayah stroked the remote on and off
Tyrone's dick a few times. "Shit," she whispered, "your cock's
almost too big for this. Big black dick. You're such a specimen.
You'd look gorgeous with a pair of tits of your own. Your hermcock
always leaking and ready to breed some hot bitch. With that big
black dick."

I made a noise of protest but it was drowned
out. Kimber collapsed on the knees that couldn't support all the
flesh on her anyway. She spread her legs lewdly, showing her gaped
and flexing hole, moving on its own like she was getting fucked by
a well-endowed invisible man.

LACEY: Melanie! Something's wrong. I'm gonna
pull us out.

MADISON: It says there's an error on my HUD.
Error.

TEELA: Get her off Tyrone. We're bailing. I
have a bad feeling.

LACEY: Yeah, me, too.

MADISON: Melanie, Lyle, someone, help! It
says there's a foreign agent. Flux is failing!

My blood froze. I twisted away from Tyrone
to look at Tiffani's terrified face. What did she mean Flux was
failing? My software was designed to adapt to threats and
intelligently defend itself. It couldn't fail. It couldn't. Not
when we were just trying to get some origin information from a
low-level version of Mai Roo's deadlier product. We had full
implants. We were more than a match for the Genie. Weren't we?

LACEY: M, I need your help on this. I don't
have a direct connection.

LACEY: MELANIE!

MADISON: I just want...

MADDY: Obedience.

MADDY THE FUCKBUNNY: I want to obey.
Obedience is Pleasure. Pleasure is Obedience. I'm a good little
fuckbunny.

FUCKBUNNY: Good little fuckslave. You'll be
obedeint. We'll all obey. Make you obey. Put the virus in you and
make your cunts wet and willing and then fuck you full of
obedience. Fuck. Fuck. Fuck.

Teela screamed. I watched in horror while
Tiffani lunged for her, a crazed look in her eyes. I was almost off
the couch, but Ashayah's fingers moved purposefully then, just
enough to push my little panties aside and plunge into my sex.

It was painful an unexpected, but she was so
determined. "Not so fast, princess fuckslut," she hissed. "You just
need a little obedience."

Unexpected fingering was unpleasant, but at
least I had a defense against unauthorized. The dentata did its
job. The little ring I wore inside extended its tiny microfiber
teeth, administering the temporary nerve toxin before Ashayah got
to deliver whatever she might have meant by "obedience." She pulled
her fingers out of me and made a little groan, and then she
fell.

I turned to Tyrone, but it was too late. He
was looking blankly dead ahead, holding onto the remote as though
his life depended on it. He stroked himself with it furiously, back
and forth, up and down, in a steady mindless rhythm while he stared
into oblivion.

There was something in the remote. There was
something everywhere. Half the people in here were infected with
it. I could tell because they were as one already converging on us.
The serving girl. Others like her. Some of the other high-roller
couples. They all had the same zombielike glazed expressions.

Jade kicked Tiffani back. "I'm sorry," I
heard her whisper, and then she pulled the little stunner from her
cleavage and fired it. The bolt connected, and our crazed friend
toppled backwards over a couch. Jade ran to get her, but we
suddenly had bigger problems. Much bigger.

Tyrone rose. "You been bad girls," he
moaned. "You need punishing. You need to be brought to heel. I
wanna make you good. So good. So obedient. I gonna breed you good
and obedient. Fuckwhore obedient bimbo breedslave."

He was toneless when he spoke, like a
sex-crazed zombie. His member glistened with blue glowing ooze from
the interior of the cylinder and it was aimed right at us.

"Help me with Tiff," Jade urged.

But I knew.

The hard choice was before us. I didn't want
to make it, but then I got one last message that convinced me.

[FluxMessenger ALERT triggered! Exemption!
Ziza lifesigns critical. Medical attention needed! CONDITION:
SERIOUS]

We were checkmated. Something was seriously
wrong.

LYLE: ZEE

[User ZIZA disconnected]

We had to run. We had to go.

LYLE: We can't save them. We have to leave.
Jade. JADE

JADE: NO. Not without Tiff!

LYLE: We'll get her back! We have to run.
NOW.

I saw her eyes flash with anger. It was
anger with me. I'd failed her. The software was mine. It should
have protected her.

M: SORRY

LYLE: Melanie, where the FUCK were you?
What's happening? Ziza's in trouble and we're fucked.

M: Hacked a car outside. Run. Stairs behind
that curtain. I'll trip the lights. Use the optics.

The club went dark right when Tyrone lunged
for us. Our implants automatically kicked in with the newest
upgrade, triggering our nightvision. MonkeySee judo took care of
Tyrone's lunge, sending him coliding with two more sex-crazed
zombies coming right for us. The path was clear and Jade and I ran.
I kicked off my heels and paused only long enough to pull the
single-use stunners from each spike in the heel. It wasn't the
easiest thing to run for my life with no support or bra of any
kind, but a little chest discomfort was the least of my
problems.

Spike one went in the bouncer at the op of
the steps. The other spike went in the valet, similarly possessed
witht he desire to capture and convert us. At least the car was
just as Melanie promised. We lept inside, and the car was a fast
one, with autodrive that let us catch our breath while it obeyed my
command for it to get us out of the city via the fastest route
possible.

We were safe for the moment. Safe, maybe,
but also completely fucked.

 


 


3. Corruption

 


//JACK

 


She dressed me quietly, and I didn't put up
much of a fight. I was groggy, but it wasn't just about that. The
scars in my temples only hurt at first. Then I forgot all about
hurting.

<Feels better this way.>

It did feel better. The thoughts that
weren't quite my thoughts made a lot of sense if I just let them
integrate.

<No reason to fight. What was there
before that felt so much better?>

There was nothing.

<You're good, now. So good. So
obedient.>

It made a lot of sense. There hadn't been
anything so terribly wonderful in my life before to argue.

<And you'll be perfect.>

I liked that idea. I liked how it made me
feel. I'd had a hard-on for what felt like days, and every time I
found myself mentally harmonizing with those not-quite-mine
thoughts, the throbbing only got more intense. It should have
driven me nuts, but instead, all it did was take me to
ever-increasing plateaus of pleasure. I'd been in a state of
near-denial for days. Maybe weeks. The time blended together in the
soft pink rooms they kept me in.

<You love it. You want more. You're ready
to get on your knees and beg for more.>

I did that the very next time she came to
visit me. Simone stood over me and we repeated the standard ritual
greeting.

She entered, head to toe in shiny white and
pink latex. Her exceptional body moved like a panther, even in the
super-tall boots she wore. When she saw me, a beautiful wicked
smile showed on her flawlessly made-up face, and she stood with one
hand on her hip, pointing one gloved finger at the floor. I obeyed
the silent command and crawled to her on my hands and knees and
stayed kneeling while she straddled my face and rubbed the warmth
of her bulge over my face until I whimpered.

"Someone's finally learning her place,"
Simone purred today, wrapping her fingers in my hair and holding me
right between her legs while she gently and insistently ground
there. "Someone's finally realizing what a mistake she made to run
from me. You were such a hot little bitch, Jack. You had a pretty
name and pretty lips to suck my clitty. You had beautiful big bimbo
tits that were just made to have men slap their dicks between them
and blow their sticky loads right in your pretty slut face. That's
what you wanted from life the night you met me in that club. Admit
it, slut."

<Such a hot little bitch. Want it. Want
it all. Be so good. Be so sexy. Do it. Say it.>

I moaned into Simone's crotch and nodded my
head. Then she grunted in approval and unzipped that one little
seam in her suit, freeing her erection and rubbing it back and
forth across my face with deliberate and sexy strokes. Every time
she did it, I felt this heavy buzzing inside my skull, a drone that
zeroed out my thoughts until there was nothing I wanted to think
about except her swelling cock.

I wasn't wearing girl clothes. I wasn't in
girl mode. The only times in the past I'd ever been able to
interest myself in guy parts was in service of looking and feeling
more like the girl I wanted to really someday be. I could do it to
experience the full spectrum of girliness. But this was just me,
Jack Dyson. Naked like they'd kept me since capturing me. Nude and
all boy and kneeling in front of the stunning almost-girl I'd first
met a lifetime ago after tangling with the Genie. I was a guy being
held against his will, only maybe it wasn't really against my will
anymore.

<You want it. Just relax. It's time to be
something else. Time to give in. You know it's what you
want.>

I took her in my mouth. It was the expected
next step in the ritual, something she'd required every day before
allowing me food, a trip to relieve myself, or my daily scrubbing
and bathing in girly perfumed water. As she pushed herself past my
lips and I made sure to keep my teeth from dragging on anything too
sensitive, I heard Simone coo in delight from above me. She rocked
forward and more of her slid into my mouth. I was good. I was
practiced. I didn't flinch. I didn't do anything ore than make my
mouth warm, soft, and ready.

She fucked my mouth silently and slowly. The
rhythm of it was hypnotic and lulling, and I am sure that's just
exactly what she wanted from me. In and out. Easier. Slower.
Simpler.

<Don't think. Don't fret. Just suck.
Suck. Suck.>

When I was calm and simple and tamed, she
withdrew. I felt the impact of the wet slaps of her thickness
across my cheeks, but I was deep into the daze at this point. "I
want to be good," I mumbled. "I want more. I want more. Please.
Please Misress."

Simone smiled a little and pushed herself
back into my eager mouth. I latched right back on and resumed
eagerly bobbing my head, wetly sucking her off while she ran her
fingers though my hair. "At last. You fought for so long. I was
sorry you had to get an implant. I really did hope yo'd stay
completely and totally you, but I suppose I have an implant, too,
and I don't notice if I'm not totally myself anymore. We could have
done so much worse and done it so much more efficiently, pretty
thing. I want you to understand that, Jeanie. The company is an
efficient organization these days, and there are things we
definitely needed from you as quickly as possible. Your computer
was one of them. I want you to know what a good girl you were in
leading me back to you. You've been talking to some people we very
much want to deal with before they spoil our fun party. You had
security protocols we were able to use. We don't have them all, but
we've collected a few of them. We'll have the rest, soon. And it's
all because you were good."

I didn't understand much of what she said. I
didn't need to.

<Those are big thoughts you don't need
anymore. They won't help you make Mistress cum. Making her cum is
the only thing that matters.>

I moaned and sucked harder, pursing my lips
tight, tight, tight and putting my everything into pleasing Miss
Simone. She noticed.

"Mmmph," she said with approval. "And that
service is why they're letting me have you as a toy. We could have
zapped your pretty brains down to nothing and sent you to one of
the pleasure houses almost immediately. A pretty bimbo like you
could enslave so many pretty hapless boys. You're let them in your
pink and they'd feel the tiny little prick and then they'd go so
sweet and passive. It works even better than the thralling cum you
like so much in my girlcock. At least, it does now that Mr. Charlie
has the bugs worked out. Still. It's so much fun to bend their
pretty bodies over a horse and put it in their quivering manly
behinds until they stop pretending they don't love it more than
life."

When she said that I moaned around her cock.
It made a muffled noise that was almost definitely sluttier than
any noise I'd made since my capture.

She noticed and pushed deeper, gripping my
face and pulling it in toward her so that I felt her tickle the
back of my throat. Simone didn't let go. She held me there while I
panicked and struggled until I didn't chocke, realized I wouldn't,
and then went passive around it. "You've been hoping you'd get it
in your own bottom, haven't you, Jack? You've been feeling that
naughty urgent little tingle the longer I keep you in denial.
HAven't you? You want to lay over one of these pretty pink pillows
and push your butt up in the air to beg me to fuck your ass. Fuck
you like a girl."

<Get fucked. Get fucked like the sissy
girly bitch you are. Want. Need. Slut. Sissy. Bitch.>

I gurgled around Simone's erection, feeling
my eyes roll back in my head in an involuntary reaction to the
surge of impossible arousal gripping me.

<Time to be this. Time to submit. Fully.
Give it all up. Do it. Say it. Be it. No more fighting.>

I gave in. She smiled held me still, and
released down the back of my throat. I felt the warm, spreading
happiness and actually spasmed myself, orgasming quietly and almost
painfully. It was like a quake going off in my balls and somewhere
behind. Hardly anything came out, and there was a twisted-up
kicked-in-the-balls sensation afterward, but I didn't feel like
complaining.

Miss Simone cleaned me up and led me by my
still erect cock out the door of my puffy pink prison cell and into
a new room. She dressed me quietly, telling me everything she
needed to with just the movement of her eyes and the quirk of her
lips into a smile.

The suit was so different from the one that
came in the mail that first day. It was more like a rubber suit,
just one with a lot of padding. I was skinny from my months in
hiding and this pleased Simone, I could tell. She was able to
squeeze me into a "small" size suit, fitting the spongy leggings
over me tightly and tucking my semi-hard cock in that little
sheathe before securing it around my waist. Booties went over my
own feet, and then more new pieces. A chest piece that she secured
in the back like a corset. Gloves that went up to my shoulders. And
then... a full latex mask.

I didn't resist when it came. She put the
hood on me and tugged the vaguely feminine mask over my face and
then everything got tight, like the air and looseness was getting
entirely sucked out of the suit. I felt myself squeezed and pinched
all over, and it was so much tighter and so much more intense than
when I'd been in the old Genie. What was this new version?

I couldn't see out of this full rubber doll
suit, and wasn't sure exactly what was going to happen, but I felt
Miss Simone take my hand and guide me onto something that felt an
awful lot like the old Genie stage I'd had in my apartment. I heard
her muffled command to stand perfectly still, and then I was aware
of a warm blue light.

Being unable to see what was happening would
have been terrifying if I'd not done it before and if I didn't know
I was getting a reward. The implant in my thoughts kept me thinking
that, even if my own giddiness at Miss Simone's approval and
happiness wouldn't have kept me still.

She was shaping me. Shaping me into
something beautiful. Girly. Perfect. Finally.


The raw materials of the suit melted and
moved around. I felt the tightness increase, felt the warmth of the
sculpting lasers and the strange synthetic raw material losing its
rubbery-ness and becoming fleshy. I remembered the burning in my
skull, but this time it was so much more intense. Something was
actually wiring itself into my head. That's what it felt like, and
when I saw that one little message from the implant, it was
confirmed.

<connection made>

<genie v3.1 linkup complete>

I felt everyhting, then. The synthetic suit
forming around me was my skin. I felt the air on it, the warmth of
the shaping lasers, and then the rest. The weight on my chest
linking up with the nerves of my actual body until my soft natural
breasts sagged gently in response to gravity. An awareness of a
pinched up stomach and waist, and a broadening of my hips.
Something new between my legs, both mine and not mine at all.

Tightness in my fce, and then a forgetting
of that tightness, and a natural expectation of what my face now
felt like. Heaviness on my skull. Hair. Fatness in my lips.
Tightness around my necks. A spreading moreness in my rear.

I started being able to see. The stretching
of the mask and shifting of materials spread and parted to let me
breathe. My lips moved and felt just like they were actually
mine.

<You'll be perfect. Obedient. Hot ass
perfect slut.>

I moaned, and it came out an adorably
high-pitched sound that was almost pornographic. A second later,
the blue lights all snapped off, and a ping sounded somewhere
nearby that was exactly the noise a microwave makes. I was done
cooking, all right.

Miss Simone led me off the platform and I
couldn't help myself. I looked down at my new body and gasped. I
had a tan this time. My small, round breasts ended in perfect
cylinder nipples that were dark and smooth. I had a lithe little
body, not much in some places more than I'd have before. I was so
skinny, in fact, that I could almost see my hip bones - almost. It
was that taut in the stomach. My legs were shapely and just a
little twiggy, but my thighs barely brushed against each other when
I took my steps. Miss Simone put me in front of a mirror and I got
a look at the rest of me.

Yes, I had tan skin. A patch of muff covered
my dark exterior labia, inner lips hanging long and well past the
outers, like a beautiful flower made all the sexier with the heavy
natural cut of my pubic hair. Skinny arms and... my hair. So much
long, flowing, wavy hair. Piles of it in a nutty brown with perfect
high-maintenance blonde highlights tumbling off my skull and past
my shoulders and down the curve of my back. Framing my angelic
face, the big round hazel eyes, the dark lashes, the big pouty
naturally-pink lips.

She dressed me in boyshort undies made
entirely of soft white lace. A matching bra lifted my breasts and
pushed them together. It had a little padding, and the underwire
pinched, but the intense cleavage was so fascinating and exciting
that I didn't mind. A pinstripe pencil skirt that hugged my ass and
wrapped tight around my legs to mid-thighs came next, followed by a
soft white button-up blouse and a tailored jacket that perfectly
matched the skirt. She put me in five inch fuck-me pumps, and
accessorized me with big hoop earrings and a bangled bracelet that
didn't exactly clash with the sensible business ensemble. It looked
like a hint. That and the generous gathering of cleavage spilling
out the top of my too-many-buttons-undone blouse were all the hints
any man was going to need. This girl was fun in bed, and wasn't
going to protest too much if you suggested that as the next place
to meet.

Miss Simone inspected me thoughtfully. "The
makeup it printed on you will last as long as the body, which is a
week with the new model."

My heart raced. A whole week like this? But
why this look? What was I dressed for? Hadn't she been filling my
head with sex thoughts? Why did I look like I was going to testify
in front of Congress?

Miss Simone led me away from the mirror and
kissed just the very tip of my nose. "You'll wear this body until
your mission is accomplished. I know you're such a hot slut in
there that you won't even need the full week. And then you'll come
back here and get your reward before you receive a new body to do
it again. You're my little gatherer, now, Jeanie."

I was about to ask another question when she
took me from the room and down a long businesslike hallway. Then a
door opened and the first harsh sunlight I'd seen in weeks maybe
nearly blinded me. Miss Simone placed a big pair of bug-eyed
sunglasses on my face and handed me a small carrying purse with a
designer tag on it. "Essentials inside. Keys to the apartment
you'll barely be using. Be a good little slut and hurry back," she
instructed.

A black autodriving towncar rolled up. The
door back door opened on is own, and Miss Simone gestured for me to
get inside. I did, but was surprised when she didn't follow.
Instead, she shut the door. I was alone in the car.

"Capitol Hill," she instructed the car. "And
hurry. Jeanie's late for her job interview with the Senator."

 


 


//ZIZA

Every step was painful. Something was
definitely broken, and I was far from safe. At least one of the
countless thugs pursuing me were fool enough to repeat my
terrifying stunt. I saw that crazy person on the lines when I was
climbing down the emergency ladder and hoofing it through the
woods. The ziplines were faster, but my makeshift belt solution
didn't have a brake, and I didn't think there was a chance I could
withstand another high-speed impact on touchdown without completely
incapacitating myself. Besides, if they were smart, they were
sending the rest of the goons to meet me all the way at the bottom.
Not a viable solution.

Something was damaged, too. I don't know how
it happened, but somewhere in the fight and the flight I lost the
uplink to Melanie and Lyle. I was alone out there, limping through
the woods on a long, slow hike to civilization where I wasn't
likely to be much safer. Then I got lucky.

I only heard her because of a branch. I
don't know how she got down the lines and the ladder that fast, but
I guess I was limping slower than I expected. She would have
overtaken me without my ever noticing had it not been for that
snapping branch.

My response wasn't graceful. I had plenty of
smooth kung fu and judo moves picked up and stored by MonkeySee,
but most of them required my legs to not be in the battered and
broken shape they were. Instead I kind of half-fell, dropping to
the soft earth and reaching with my arms to use my falling weight
and the strength in my arms to grab the sneaking thug by the legs
and pulling with all my might to upset the thug's balance.

I lucked out that it was a woman. Her
lighter frame made it possible to have a tactical upper hand
despite my weakened condition. Of course, she was a trained killer
and I had all my best moves stolen from kung fu movies that a brain
implant was replicating by sending shocks to my muscles. My upper
hand lasted all of moments. She was almost immediately getting back
to her feet while I was maybe permanently downed. She dropped
something, though, when she fell, and that was my ultimate
salvation. It was a shockstick. It tore loose from her belt when
she fell, and she didn't much care about its loss when she had a
lethal weapon in her hand. Big hunting knife versus glorified
taser? No contest, in a fight, right?

Wasn't much of a fight. I have brothers.
They taught me to fight a little dirty. Not for the first time, I
used a little dirt in the face and then a wholly-unexpected ploy:
throwing the shockstick. She didn't see it coming, and while the
jolt from the short contact was only a momentary setback, it was
enough for me to use the dwindling power in my legs to launch
myself at her. I got the knife out of her hands by banging a rock
against her knife hand until she screamed and the crushed had
relinquished the knife. I got the shockstick back and gave her a
full jolt to silence her before that scream got the attention of
anyone else.

She was out. I couldn't hear or see anyone
else coming. Her radio crackled, then, and I heard something in a
language I don't speak. The HUD translated.

[Mandarin Chinese: Primary asset is secure.
Eliminate unknown third party and return.]

That must be me. It was a shitty idea, but I
didn't have much else to lose. The implant could do plenty of
things since Lyle's upgrades. This trick seemed possible, though
we'd not had much time to test it. Thank goodness it was Mandarin
Chinese. A lot of the kung fu movies I watched to learn some quick
moves were subtitled and still in the original chinese. MonkeySee
was supposed to be smart enough to try this.

"Third party is down. Third party is down.
Over a cliff. Kill confirmed." That's what I meant to say, at
least. It came out in my normal body's voice, and I'm sure the
pronunciation was perfect, but I suspect the sentence construction
was wrong. Flux was a learning computer system, but Lyle never
meant it to learn the complexities of foreign languages. It could
mimic the sounds, but didn't know the grammar. Still, of the two,
sounding like a native speaker but one who failed third grade was
preferable to the reverse.

It worked.

[Mandarin Chinese: Losing your signal. Kill
verified. Body can rot at canyon bottom. Extraction is in ten
minutes. Timetables must be met for glorious satisfaction.]

Flux wasn't perfect at translation, clearly,
but I understood the gist. They were leaving and didn't care as
long as I wasn't going to be a problem. But they were going to
check. I had to risk one more badly-constructed transmission.

"I am too far away to get there in ten
minutes."

[Mandarin Chinese: Those not in time will be
left behind with great shame and expected personal death.]

Unfortunate for the surprisingly-lethal
woman unconscious next to me, but perfect cover. They didn't care
about me. They wanted Jack for some reason, and as long as there
wasn't a big mess to clean up, they didn't care.

There was a maintenance shed a dozen yards
away. This was a ski hill in the winter, and this looked like one
of the huts they used to maintain the snow machines used to
supplement light winters at these resorts. Perfect.

<Sample acquired. Sequencing...>

<WARNING! Voiceprint is at 0%. Motion
capture is at 0%.>

Yeah, it wasn't going to be perfect by any
stretch. Nothing to be done about that. It would have to pull from
other captures and build a hybrid. Still, there was utility in
borrowing this body. Being this woman's doppelganger might buy me a
second's hesitation and confusion if I ran into one of her
colleagues.

Another important point: I was injured. The
cocoon might be able to reconstruct broken bones and make other
mends, but I hadn't eaten in a while and there weren't exactly a
ton of raw materials here to draw from. I was lucky I was in a
bulky man's body. I could shed some material by going down to a
smaller body and use the spares to make repairs. Also: clothes. I
stood the least chance of being made if I was wearing something
that fit. The tailored suit favored by Mai Roo thugs was only going
to fit this woman.

It was against the ethics code I'd helped
insist on, but these were desperate measures. I wouldn't sully this
woman's body or do anything too untoward with it, but I needed to
borrow its camouflage. It would have to be this way.

I dragged the body into the shed and then
methodically stripped the body down. She was armed in ways I hand't
even known. There was a set of tranquilizer darts sewn into her
jacket pocket, and I made use of those right away. The dosage would
keep her out until after the cocoon was definitely finsihed,
leaving no nasty surprises for me if she woke up while I was
helplessly encased in green goo.

She wasn't Chinese. I couldn't tell when she
was trying to kill me - she had dark AR glasses over half her face,
and her dark hair was pulled back sharply to keep from being a
distraction int he fighting. I hadn't realized she was a woman
until she'd been almost right on top of me. She had a slight,
muscular frame with zero percent body fat. She couldn't have been
more than 5'4", but she'd almost taken me out. In a fair fight, she
would definitely have killed me in spite of my size and strength.
But this girl was white. Eastern European from the looks of it?

Flux told me I wasn't that wrong. Ukraine,
most likely, based on the blood analysis, immunities, and genetic
structure. Tough Ukrainian chick. Merc? Mai Roo was hiring muscle?
More likely they were stealing and enslaving them from anywhere
they could get their hands on them. They were using Chinese as a
coordinating language?

I shook it all out of my thoughts. There'd
be time for analysis later. Now it was time to get naked and say
goodbye to my muscles, my penis, and the rest. Back to girl
life.

I was thinking about how strange that all
was when the wet green goo started oozing over me. In my paralyzed
state, I breathes quietly and thought about just how strange it
really was that I was getting very, very used to life in a man's
body. Entering a woman's body after all this time seemed...
foreign. How very strange indeed.
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I had a lot of time for introspection on the
walk and the subsequent journey. Of course, I also had some big
problems to solve.

The uplink still wasn't back when I stumbled
out of the cocoon. There was just one short message from Lyle.

[FluxWatch SYSTEM MESSAGE: Zee. Protocols
compromised. Stay dark. Don't use gadget. FluxMessenger going
offline. Find you at the place. Jailbait. L]

That was all he left me. Cut off, with no
support, no communication, and strict instructions not to use any
of my augments. I couldn't even make sense of his actual message at
first. What did he mean? What place?

It took me most of the way down the mountain
to mostly figure out his clue. But that was a thousand miles away.
A thousand miles to travel in a surveillance state most definitely
linked to the organization we were suddenly losing to and losing
badly. I was wearing the body of one of their employees. I had her
weapons, but she was going to wake up at some point and get in
touch with her bosses. Then they'd guess I was wearing her body,
and then they'd be looking for me on ever traffic camera and
passenger manifest.

Something was compromised and I couldn't
suddenly make use of swapping bodies. Even trying to access them
once showed me Lyle'd done something, burning out the connections
and placing it all on a Flux-powered lockdown. Goddammit.

The plan was a shitty one, but it made a
little sense by halfway down the mountain. Step one: get as far
away from here as possible in as concealed a method as
possible.

I found my ride in the parking lot of the
mountain town's one big-box retailer. Just as I thought, a
megastore like this had multiple truck bays, and one benefit of
being where I was had to be the winding mountain road up here. I
barely made it up with all my driving skill - this was not
something the store would trust to autodrive. There would be truck
drivers. Human truck drivers. Probably male.

Of course. Of course I was going to be the
fucking hypocrite when the rubber met the road. Of course, after
all my indignation, after all my lectures and hurt acted out with
Lyle when I learned the truth from him about his life since
encountering the implant, after my self-righteous talk about the
ethics of bodystealing... yeah. In a desperate situation, it took
me almost no time at all to violate my own codes.

There sure was a truck driver just finishing
an unload when I shuffled into the parking lot looking a little
less than perfect. I had mudstrains on my pant legs and grass
stains on my blouse. My boots were scuffed up, and my hair wasn't
as perfect as she'd had it tied back - the tie snapped when I was
looping it around a ponytail. Sure, I was in a tailored suit, but I
definitely looked like I'd had a rough time.

The negotiation wasn't as smooth as I hoped
it would go. The driver wasn't interested in a hitcher. He was
married, and he was a Christian to boot. Not everything was
breaking my way, it seemed. All he wanted to do was call someone
and get me some help, and he was already reaching for his phone
when I had to take things farther than I really felt comfortable
doing.

"Does your wife like to suck dick?" He
paused and was about to reprimand me for my harsh language, but I
really had no choice but to keep going, to use every weapon in my
arsenal, ZIZA's arsenal, the one that helped her survive as long as
she had before all this crazy shit got going. "I mean really like
it. Is the woman waiting at home for you a cum-starved whore who
goes stir-crazy at the idea that there are whole weeks that go by
on the road when she's not polishing your knob until it's shiny and
smooth? Is her throat like a sex toy? Can you fit your cock all the
way down it until your feel it close and squeeze and milk your
balls absolutely dry?"

He was shocked by my words, and even more
shocked when I took a step forward, unbuttoning my suit pants. I
took them off right there on the loading dock. I wished the
assassin I'd borrowed these clothes from was wearing more exciting
underwear, but it couldn't be properly helped. I was going to have
to make do with what I had. It was a gamble, but I thought I knew
the type. I had them come into the club all the time. Now was a
chance to see if my instincts were still as sharp as they'd been
when I was depending on them to make rent.

"What are you doing?" he protested. Weakly.
Very weakly. "Ma'am, put your pants back on. I'm calling to
police."

"My husband doesn't give me anywhere near
enough dick. He's got troubles," I said like I wasn't even
listening to him. "Performance issues. Can't keep it hard enough to
fill my slut mouth. I need to get away for a while. I figure I'll
ride in the back of your truck. You'll drive and I'll suck you off
until you're content, but not completely empty. Because you'll have
a horny housewife in the backseat that you're going to bang the
living daylights out of every time you stop. Every time. In any of
her holes that you want. Fucking this hot housewife's ass in a
truckstop until she can't remember her name. You need it. I need
it. It's something just for the open road. And we can go back to
our homes at the end and survive our marriages knowing we got a
lifetime's worth of sex from the people we married in just a few
short days."

I left my pants on the ground and took the
jacket off next, leaving it on the ground as well, so that I was in
just a blouse and white cotton underwear. I picked up the boots and
carried those with me while I mounted the steps to his cab.
"Jesus," I heard him whisper.

"Jesus won't mind," I said with a wink, and
then pulled my underwear down over my reasonably okay ass and
added, "if you fuck it hard enough, maybe I'll ask one of your
buddies to tattoo your name there. Let my husband see that."

That did it. I was finally dirty enough,
wrong enough, and completely unforgivably sinful enough to cross
that line. Deeply religious guys are always like that. The mistake
other girls at the club made was always trying to respect that
line. Be kinda good, offer small compromises. No, with religious
guys, the secret is they're suspicious of Satan's little
compromises. Offer them the whole enchilada, though? The express
train straight to the circle of lust and defilement? Nothing gets
them harder faster, and nothing makes them spend, spend spend.

He let me in his truck, all right. I spent
the first day wearing no pants, teasing my fingers through this
body's thick dark bush of pubic hair and fingering myself between
blowjobs to keep the cabin smelling like pussy, keeping his mind
half on the road and the rest on the sinning he was going to do
once he stopped. Somewhere on the Utah/Nevada border he had me in
the ass with hardly enough lube and it wasn't at all enjoyable for
me. I made maybe too many pained noises and not enough ultry sultry
lustful ones, and I accidentally broke the spell. He bought me a
pair of cutoffs, a new shirt, and a bikini (they had no underwear)
from a shitty roadside store and gave me a long lecture about how
wrong we were and how much trouble we were going to be. He left me
in a shit town with maybe 5,000 people in it and was going to leave
me with no money at all.

I felt shitty about all of it. I'd been
feeling shitty the whole time. Using one of the precious few tranq
darts on him and robbing him of all eighty-five dollars cash in his
wallet was just the last little bit of ruin.
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Every town has some kind of small little
hole where a girl can take her clothes off to the crunch of
blown-out speakers that played too much hair metal five years ago.
Not all of those places are worth the small compromises you might
make with yourself to go through the ritual and the undesired human
contact.

I spent almost all the eighty-five I stole
on an investment. It wasn't enough to bribe my way home, anyway,
and it wasn't worth risking a bus with Lyle's warning. So I went
straight to the local dive and bullied my way into an audition for
the manager. He wasn't hiring and had no particular interest in a
body that didn't rate a C-cup or have some serious junk in the
trunk, not with my non-blonde hair and non-blue eyes. In the
one-horse towns, there's not a lot of room for product
differentiation. They're mostly looking for the core 80s centerfold
experience.

I convinced him to give me an audition, and
then things changed. The other girl on stage in the small little
joint was pissed, but maybe she shouldn't have dropped out of dance
classes in middle school if she was serious about this life, right?
Besides, I as going to be gone in a few days. I just needed some
easy untraceable cash.

It was slower going than I could have hoped.
There weren't that many guys coming in, and as one day there
stretched into two and after a hotel room ate two thirds of my
day's tips, I was sitting on net fifty bucks. There were minimum
investments that needed to be made. Tall shoes, lingerie, makeup,
glitterspray. Hair product. After two days, I had only one-fifty
saved. Fundamental mistake: I'd forgotten just how much money it
takes in start-up costs to really start pulling down money in this
life. I'd figured this was the cheapest and easiest way to get
where I was going and quickly, but I was rapidly going to be
trapped in this shit town with no way of getting on contact with my
friends and no idea what disaster had befallen them.

The third day changed some things. Having
nothing better to do, I volunteered to take a double-shift. I
worked the lunch buffet shift and spent the better part of two
hours in the lap of a young professional whose car broke down on
the way back from a conference. While they replaced his
transmission and probably broke something else in the process, he
came to kill some time with anyone willing to park their rear in
his lap.

Lucky me, the boy was charming and moneyed.
It was my third day, and I was very naturally bak into the zone
There ws less to work with in this body, but I always said it
really didn't matter what kind of body you had in this game. It was
always about how you used it, what you said, and what kind of
experience you shaped.

I kept it sweet and sensual. I spent a lot
of time parked in his lap, not rocking too hard or trying to force
too much. I played with his hair a lot and did my best to be the
mafia moll who's there to make him feel big and powerful and fawned
over.

"You've got a nice body," he whispered in my
ear.

"You can touch it," I whispered right back.
"It's okay. No one cares in care. We'll bend a few rules. Go ahead.
Touch my ass. Hold it and squeeze it." I helped him, taking my
hands from my hair to guide his to my rear. When I made sure he was
clutching a cheek tightly in each hand, I swiveled my hips and
teased it against his hands, bouncing up and down lightly. "Tell me
about your fantasies," I prompted. "If you could do anything at all
with a girl right now, what would you do?"

"No, no," he protested. "That's too
dirty."

A perfect invitation. I pressed myself
harder into his hands and nibbled gently on his ear. "Oh, that's
too much of a tease. That's MY job, you bad boy."

"It's really too dirty," he insisted.

"I want to hear about it," I purred. "We
could go somewhere more private. There's a no-questions-asked VIP
room. We could go in there and make all your fantasies come
true."

He grunted, and I felt his hands tighten
around my buttocks, an involuntary reaction in response to his own
sudden arousal. "I shouldn't. I'm such a bad boy," he confessed
nervously.

"Tell me. Tell Shayna," I urged, using my
new nom de strip. "Come on. You know you want to."

"I want you to look like my teacher," he
grunted. "I want you to look just like her."

I giggled and nibbled on his earlobe again.
I knew he liked that because I felt him twitch in his pants the
last time I did it. "Oh that's easy. I'm sure there's a ruler
somewhere in this place."

"No," he protested. "More than that. More.
Have you heard of Genies? They have them in some of the fancier
places. They had one at the Ranch outside of Reno. I mean I want
you to look exactly like Miss Banner. You're her height and you
have her eyes. Her hair was longer and smelled like honeysuckle,
and her breasts were so soft. They were the first breasts I ever
felt. She would lean over my desk while I was working, and
sometimes I'd feel some of her breast brush my shoulder. So warm.
So soft. She smelled like honeysuckle," he repeated.

I crawled forward, using my own chest to
maximum effect, dragging the flesh in the tiny little bikini I wore
over his shoulder while I wiggled my ass against his hands. "How
old were you?"

"Sixth grade," he muttered into my chest. "I
wish I knew where she was. I wish I could fuck her. You could look
just like her if there was a Genie here. I'd pay anything.
Anything. I have so much money and it's all I want. I want to put
my cock in Miss Banner's pussy. She was married, but I know she'd
be into it. I could just tell she was always a little hot."

I was shocked by the things coming out of
his mouth, but not for the reasons he imagined. I hadn't known
there were more Genies out there. We'd spent so long looking for
any leads on them, but ever since the mall incident, they were deep
underground. Was he telling the truth? "Tell me more," I urged with
my voice as much as with my body.

"She wore tight pants all the time. It was
the first time I ever saw a thong, too. What kind of sixth grade
teacher wears a thong if she's not a little kinky? She wore it
because she knew it would be wrong to do things, but she wanted to
be secretly naughty at school. Her pants were always so tight. She
must have known we could see her thong outline. She must have known
I'd still be beating off thinking about her as a grown-up. That
must have made her so wet. I bet it still does."

I sat a little harder on his lap, maybe
painfully so, but I didn't care. Pervert. Give a guy a little rope
and he'll be completely foul. "No. Tell me about this Genie. I
wanna try it."

"I help sell them," he grunted. "This shitty
place can't afford them. You should come with me. My car is fixed.
I just have to pay for it, and it will autodrive right here. I'm
going to California. You could come with me and we could try the
Genie and you could look like Miss Banner."

I thanked my lucky stars and made a very
quick plan. Then I playfully reached between my legs and gave his
chubby a playful smack. "You're such a dirty boy. After all these
years still wanting to bang your teacher. You want me to look like
she would now, like fifteen years later? Or just how she was when
you were a horny boy?"

"How she was then. Don't be gross," this
very gross person said to me.

"I have an idea," I told him. "I think you
should give me two hundred. Then I think we should go to the VIP
room. You can pay for your car on your phone and have it drive to
get you. While we wait, we can be in back and I can take care of
your raging boner in a private room with no one to get us in
trouble. And while I'm sucking you off and draining your balls of
all their cum, you can tell me everything there is to know about
Miss Banner. We'll get in your car and you'll do your job and when
we get to a place with a Genie, I'll be Miss Banner for the whole
night for you. For just another 300, plus the ride out of town.
That sound good?"

I didn't care about the money at this point.
I had a better plan, but it was essential I appear to still care
about negotiating. He went for it. "Yeah. Yeah, okay. That's a
little pricey, but okay. Sure. Sure. I wanna do it. Come on, Miss
Banner."

"Bad boy," I teased again, and led him to
the back room after getting the extremely-approving look from the
manager. Scoring a VIP room customer off the lunch buffet crowd was
pretty solid work. He was looking forward to his cut. Well, he'd
get it.

Naughty boy gave me the cash for VIP and
promised the rest when I was fully Miss Banner. That was fine. I
didn't want it anymore. I left all 200 somewhere my gracious boss
would find it. Hopefully it would be enough of an apology. Then I
suggested naughty boy get his jacket off and his pants for good
measure. The sofabed in our little back VIP room was cramped and
dark, and probably hellaciously unsanitary, but there wasn't anyone
here who was going to complain about that while they were getting
their dick wet.

He had an unsurprisingly small-to-average
pecker, and I did the best I could with what I had to work with. I
took the bikini top off and tied it around his wrists to give him a
little thrill and then went to work easing him all the way into my
by-now very practiced mouth. I'd gotten plenty of work on the road.
At least this guy showered more regularly than the one who'd given
me the lift into Nevada. He also fit easily in my mouth, all the
way to the hilt, and that gave him such a thrill that he forgo he
was supposed to be narrating details about Miss Banner to me.

He sat up when I stopped and was about to
ask for more, but he didn't get a chance.

I kept one of the tranq darts in a
hollowed-out hole in one of my stripper heels. Just in case someone
got rowdy or I ran afoul of the Mai Roo goons. This low-level
salesguy never saw it coming. I stabbed him right in his hairy
white thigh and he only got out a little gurgle before passing out
completely. Then I robbed hi. I took the jacket, the pants, and
most importantly, the fob to control the autodrive car. The last
thing I did before leaving was using his unconscious thumb to
unlock his phone and authorize a password change. I locked out his
access, changed all his passwords, and disabled the handful of
"security" hapless technoweenies like this dweeb thought were all
he needed to keep his shit secure.

The car was all paid for and idling outside
the club. It let me into the backseat, I set a course for
California, and then concealed myself in the backseat under the
dweeb's jacket. It wasn't the most comfortable way to make a
ten-hour drive to California's coast, but I wouldn't be identified
by a single traffic camera. It would take the guy a few hours to
wake up, get his life together without a wallet, phone, or any way
of proving who he was. Almost assuredly, I'd be out of the car
before he managed to assert any kind of overrides I can't been able
to disable or change from the phone. hen his car would be back
under his control and return to him, and I'd hopefully be back
amongst my allies.

I passed a lot of the time under the jacket
dozing. I dreamt about Lyle a lot during those half-dozes. I
thought about the shit I'd done in the past few days and felt
plenty of genuine remorse and hypocrisy for what I'd been up to
with a stolen body, even if that body belonged to a person who'd
been trying to kill me. When tested, the absolute first thing I did
was fold. What did that say about me? What did that mean for me and
the code of ethics I'd felt so strongly about when we set out to do
all of this?

I cried a lot. I was lost, lonely, and for
the first time in my life, feeling really out of control.

 


 


//KOLLIN

 


<Dress-up Time, pretty Dolly>

I was so good. I lined up right there with
Gabby and Charlotte and we all got nice and pretty and naked for
the control program. The faceless rubber sexbots came in and they
made every single one of us cum standing up before we even got
started dressing. It was the usual way they started one of our
service evenings.

I was scared of them the first time they
appeared. They were all shiny and covered from head to toe. I
understood from programming that these were dollies who were bad,
who resisted, or ones the Genie couldn't shape because their bodies
weren't compatible enough. It was a bad fate in the circus. They
took your mind and made you one of the sex freaks, the strange ones
who appealed to certain types and who did chores the rest of the
time.

One of the chores was us. The faceless
rubber ones were there to keep us obedient and perfect, and the
best way to do that was always to remind us how much happier we
were if we were getting or about to get something in our holes.
This was their special job for us. They might have looked
terrifying with their extra breasts, their wriggling rubber
tentacles, and the smooth empty place where their faces were
supposed to be, but once we learned how good it could be, we
stopped fearing them.

I lost track of what day it was almost right
away. That didn't matter much, anyway. We didn't need to know what
day it was. We traveled in our cradles, and came out only when it
was time for another circus. That was the routine after only a few
days, and then it was all just so easy. I heard someone somewhere
say we were in Virginia. You hear them talk sometimes when the
cradles get unpacked. Then I slept some more. The rubber ones came
into our chamber and took us out of our storage cradles. We woke up
and got naked and then they put their thick rubber tentacles all
over us. They wiggled up our holes and gently inflated until we
moaned like the good little dollies we were.

The first time they did that to us, I felt
funny, but then the warm wetness they pumped in our holes came and
spread and that was the last time it felt funny. Every time after
taht, I craved it. It might have been a little scary to be filled
in so many places at once, but the secret was just to listen to the
control program.

<So happy. So still. So willing. Good
Dollies Submit.>

<Want to be a good dolly.>

<Want to be a happy little
fuckdoll.>

<Want to do anything and everything. Want
to Obey. Obey Control.>

Something was going to be different tonight.
After the faceless ones left to inject the rest of the circus
performers, the posers came in. Posers were one ring below the
Ringmasters, and their job was to keep us in our best condition.
They dressed us and programmed us and made us even more perfect.
Even more desirable.

The outfits for this performance were
special. All three of us were going to be dressed similar. Pink
Kandice, Blue Gabby, Green Charlotte. They put our hair in high
matching ponytails, pulled tight and almost at the top of our
heads. Strong artificial makeup all over our faces with big
exaggerated lines. Contacts in our eyes to make them shiny and
glassy, with big round irises in colors that matches our hair.
White posture collars, so tall they covered our necks all the way
up to our chins, trapping us and buckling up with shiny plastic and
metal locks in colors that matched our hair. Our breasts were left
bare except for the tiniest little demi cups to push them up and
keep them perky and bouncy like good dolly tits should be.

Tight white corsets pushed our already
squeezed waists even tighter. We could barely breathe, but the
programming took over shortly after that, and then it wasn't that
difficult at all, not really. The panic left and was replaced by a
beautiful feeling. We looked so sexy. We looked impossible and
beautiful, and it was the best feeling of accomplishment. Ever.

The corsets went over little highwaist
miniskirts, also made of white pleated rubber, and they swished and
flared out with every wiggling walk we took. That wasn't the
sexiest part, though.

Instead of panties, our posers inserted a
double-ended inflatable plug in each of us. One eased into our
pussies, and even though it was a Genie suit, I was so used to
thinking of it as my actual pussy that I forgot entirely that it
was all just a trick fooling the nerves in my penis that was tucked
in its tight little sheathe. I had a pussy and a big pink toy was
being gently but firmly inserted halfway inside it until I couldn't
help but let out a tiny little feminine gasp.

Then the poser put the other end in my ass,
and that one inflated with a corkscrew motion that pulled it inside
my hungry ass until it was snug and full in me. The connector joint
went flat across my skin, a little shield that covered the bottom
of my labia all the way to the entrance to my round little pucker.
That end was topped in a pink heart that had a little tag dangling
from it. The poser told me what the tag said since I couldn't see
it, only feel it swinging when I took the exaggerated wiggly steps
the plugs compelled me to make. He told me it said "fuckslut."
Gabby's said "cumwhore" and Charlotte's said "buttbunny."

They put us in tall thigh-length white
rubber stockings and little locking ankle boots. They kept our
hands bare this time,a nd it was explained that our upcoming
performances were going to be very, very special. We needed our
hands free to do the important jobs we all were going to
collaborate on doing together. We would all capture. We would all
collect. We would all serve.

I didn't know what all of this meant, and I
didn't need to. I also didn't care. I'd never been so haappy.

<So Simple. So Perfect. So beautifully
fucked.>

<All will capture. All will collect. All
will Serve.>

<The end begins now.>

<Good slave.>

"Good slave," all three of us said in
unison. Then we were ushered out to greet the first of our very
important guests for the evening.

 


 


// MELANIE

 


I had a lot of explaining to do, but
fortunately for me there was no real time to deal with my obvious
fuck-ups. That some of the disaster that befell was my fault seemed
indisputable. My job had been to coordinate. I was supposed to be
watching. I was supposed to be helping. I was supposed to be in
five more computer systems than we'd actually need to accomplish
the mission. I was supposed to get everyone back home safe.

Taking stock, it was hard to view what
happened as anything other than a complete and total failure. We
got fooled by bad intel and wasted the twins entirely. A routine
pickup of a non-essential asset went completely sideways and we
lost contact with Ziza entirely. The major operation had such bad
intelligence that we were probably blown from the minute the team
showed up dressed for the entirely wrong kind of party. But it was
the intermingling of all those individual fuck-ups that led to the
worst of all possible scenarios.

I let them take Jack. More than that, I let
them take his computeer, and they must have had some serious
icebreakers on the other side, because they reverse engineered some
of the security protocols I gave that idiot so quickly that they
sliced right through the protocols for some core parts of Flux. I'm
not even sure how that happened. I know we had some troubles back
in Vegas, but Flux was evolved since then. They had no way of
anticipating we'd made so many changes. But they were ready all the
same. They were ready and they cam loaded for bear. We didn't stand
a chance.

It was my fault. I wasn't paying attention.
I should have seen them trying to compromise Tiffani and sent an
alert to the rest of them immediately. Instead we lost Tiffany and
we lost Tyrone and the rest of the team barely made it out without
being similarly compromised.

We burned everything. The unkillable Flux
got taken offline before any more of it got infected. It took three
days for the rest of the team to get to a safehouse, and in that
time, we still hadn't heard from Ziza apart from one quick ping to
signal she'd come out of a cocoon alive and received the message
Lyle told me to leave her. The twins made it back after just one
day, and they kept me company and more or less kept me off suicide
watch.

I admit that I thought about it. It was a
single terrible unwanted thought, but the guilt of what happened
weighed heavily on my mind. I'd been derelict in my duties and we'd
lost two or maybe three of our number because of it. Because of my
distraction. Because of the secret I was keeping.

The voice in my head.

Quinn. Jordan. My evil captor, my Mistress,
the one who still had some kind of supernatural power over me.

I'm normally so strong. I'm normally the one
who likes to be on top. I take no greater pleasure than in having
that sweet, beautiful control. And when I break one of them, when
they really, truly, start to crave my touch and my control? The
rest of it never seemed to matter so much. Strong tough alpha
business types came crawling to me for a CHANCE at what I could
offer them.

But that was before. Some kind of switch was
flipped inside of me. It was like being addicted to something
nefarious. They say viper is like that. It actually burns new
grooves in your brain if you do it even twice. The stims change
your brain chemistry permanently, and you grow dependent on the
feeling to stay even functional. It takes a different amount of
time in everyone, and that's why it's stayed such a popular drug.
Some people can party on viper for years without needing it just to
get through the Monday morning meeting. Some people have addictive
personalities or special brains and it bets burned after a few
short stims. That's why suicide is so common on viper. You get to a
point pretty quickly where you realize how dependent you are on a
pricey designer drug and then you realize it is the easiest way to
break the cycle.

I remember reading about the train driver
who de-railed the train Lyle's software was supposed to be
protecting. He was one of the latter group, someone who'd tried
viper at a party just a week earlier and was up to multiple sticks
just to get out of bed and realized he was going to bankrupt his
family. It was probably a moment of panic and not a carefully
thought-out plan, but that's how it goes when you're under the
thumb of something so viscous you think you can't quite quit
anymore.

This is how it is with her. This is how deep
the combination of the implant's mind-bending neuron-burning powers
and Quinn's expert manipulations got into my psyche. I loved even
the casual touch of her words in me. I craved the contact. When she
somehow tunneled back into my thoughts, I didn't stop her. I didn't
tell anyone. I just thought it would be a perfectly safe way to
still get... just a little of that good feeling.

[QUINN: Hello, Honeyslut.]

[M: No. No, go away.]

[QUINN: Awwweee. I'm all pouty now. Why? Why
are you so sad today? Don't you want to play?]

[M: No. Never again. I'm going to shut you
out. Something bad happened and it's all your fault.]

[QUINN: Now I think that's a bit
overdramatic. It's clearly at least half your fault. I can't move
your hands. I can't open your legs and test the wetness there that
happens every time I spend time in your pretty fucked-up little
head, honeyslut.]

[M: People got hurt. I wasn't paying
attention and people got hurt. You have to stop. This is hurting
other people.]

[QUINN: You mean it hurts your new friends?
The people who took you away from me and ruined my life of power
and luxury? Forgive me if I don't give one tiny little fuck,
Melanie. You think I haven't been plotting their comeuppance with
every space thought I have? You think it hasn't crossed my mind
that it will be all the sweeter when it comes through you? Don't
cry. Don't be sad. You disappointed me, but you're still my poor
deluded little slave. You got a little lost, but you'll find your
way back into my collar soon enough. That thrills you. I know
there's a part of you that just ACHES to feel the tightness around
your neck again. You're leaking thinking about being stripped
naked, leashed to me, and led around the house like the pretty
little pet you are.]

[M: STOP STOP STOP]

[QUINN: No. Never. You're MINE. You've
tasted it, and you'll never be quite rid of that need now. You want
to open your legs and show me how wet and puffy I make you. You
don't want to be on top anymmore. You want to be a perpetual
bottom, and oh, how I'm going to enjoy taking YOUR bottom again and
again. Tell me, Melanie, do you miss your body? It's still
somewhere safe. If you come back to me, I'll let you have it. Don't
you miss it? Don't you wish you could go back to being actually
Melanie Sykes? Of COURSE you do.]

I couldn't shut her out. Somehow, Quinn
managed to burn her way past any protection I was able to put up.
This didn't make any sense, either. She hadn't been very
technically-skilled when I'd been in regular contact with her. In
fact, she'd actively been trying to get me to download as much of
what I knew about me and computers and Seekr every night we were
together, and all so that she could more faithfully impersonate me
while I wore the body of a blonde playmate.

So where did this new ability come from? Was
Flux compromised a long time ago?

I hadn't told them. My failures in the heat
of the moment were one thing, but not telling them? That was maybe
what doomed them from the start.

[M: You did this. You caused it. You're in
my head and you taught them how to get past our defenses.]

[QUINN: I most certainly have no idea what
you're going on about, darling.]

[M: No! Don't bullshit me! You told the Mai
Roo people how to defeat our security. You got them captured. You
might have gotten Zee killed.]]

[QUINN: Mai Roo? II have no idea who they
are or how to get in touch with them. I don't even know who Zee is
you paranoid bitch. This isn't some big conspiracy. I'm happy your
friends are paying for ruining my life, but I'm not as interested
in revenge as I used to be. But I still want YOU, pet. I still want
to see you in a jeweled collar chained to the foot of my bed and
dreaming up new and delicious ways to pleasure me so that I'll like
you and play with you and keep you pretty and fuckable for allllll
your slutty little life.]

I had to take a couple of deep breaths. She
had a way of really worming her way itno my thughts. Distracting
me. Oh god, that distraction.

I was going to have to tell Lyle. There was
nothing else to be done about it. It was going to get bad, but
lines were crossed. I had a problem I had an addiction. I...

Zee.

There was something between them. I knew
Tyrone was trying things, but I saw the way Lyle and Ziza talked to
each other. They were closer than the rest, than Lyle was even with
those other strippers. They had something. I'd put Zee in danger.
I'd put us all in danger.

 


#

 


I found him in his motel room, which was two
down from mine. We weren't going out of doors much. Lyle had a
patch for the cocooning he felt was safe so long as it didn't
connect to any networks, and every single one of us was now wearing
a new body from our remix libraries that couldn't be easily
identified as being us. We had plenty of cash stockpiled for these
kind of contingencies, and this is what we'd been doing. Killing
time in a shitty motor court motel by the ocean while we prayed one
of our lost number was going to return to us.

He was in a man's body, cobbled from pieces
casually sampled across all his various adventures. Average height,
average build, dark hair and brown eyes. Pale skin. Completely
invisible, in other words. Just a guy in a motel in cheap loafers,
slacks, and a polo shirt. Obsessed with his computer rigs. Living
on vending machine snacks and caffeine drinks.

"I need to talk to you," I told him when I'd
shut the door.

"I've almost got it," he said as though he
hadn't even heard me. "How's it coming with the radios? Are those
burned? It's going to be difficult to swap hardware, but if the MAC
addresses leaked, we've got no choice. Maybe Nickels can help us
out."

"They're not compromised," I said quietly.
"I checked three times. None of the security alarms were tripped
around them. Whatever cut through the rest of our stuff wasn't
elegant or sneaky. It just burned a path like Sherman marching to
the sea. We don't need new wetware."

"Thankful for small favors," Lyle
grunted.

"Lyle, it's all my fault."

"You had too many plates spinning. We were
expecting too much of you. Besides, I'm in there now and I'm
putting together what was done to Tyrone and Tiffani and it wasn't
anything you could have stopped. They upped their game. This shit
isn't like their other stuff, Melanie. There's something else going
on. There's someone else's hand in it. There's an endgame that
wasn't the one we saw before. This isn't about trafficking.

"That circus was so opposite what we saw in
Vegas that it's not even funny. They went from a quiet ultra-secret
black market selling a very specific and high-priced product to a
complete... it was a freakshow. It was a wild smorgasbord feast
that was designed to appeal to..." He paused and frowned. "It was
designed for everyone. That's the thing. It was like they suddenly
didn't know their audience anymore. There were things, and more
things they hadn't even rolled out yet. There were these... there
were these pods in the background, too. I got the impression there
were even more surprises. New products. The Genie... it just
doesn't make any sense. "

"We don't know. Maybe the implants were a
dead end. Maybe the real product all along was the Genie."

"There was more. The Genie felt like a
distraction. The girl with... all the breasts and the teledildonics
implants. She was so flashy and showy and so unlike the Genie that
Jack described. That pod was too fancy to just be a stage prop. It
was like the suspended animation pod you said they had Whitney in
before you rescued her from Jonah's mansion."

Something clicked. An old memory. Then it
was gone. something about the pods? Another pod? One I hadn't had
time to really study but... No. that was a distraction, too.
Distractions were what got me into this mess.

"Anyway. I don't think this was your fault,
Melanie. You've done so much. They just surprised us. It won't
happen again. And we're not beaten yet. They don't know about
Tiffani, I'm sure of it. It's good news the radios are safe in the
wetware. If we can just secure the firewalls one more time we can
link up and we can find her. We'll get he back. We'll get them
all."

I shifted on my feet. It was getting harder
and harder to cop to what I'd done. I just needed to let it out.
"Lyle, I've been compromised for months. It's Quinn. It's the one
who had me under her sway. She's got some kind of backdoor into my
implant. Every time I put up a wall, she eventually cracks it and
starts all over again. She's the one. It has to be her. I did
this."

He put the terminal down. that's how serious
it was. Something distracted him from fiddling with his software.
Me. Betrayal.

"What do you mean it's you? Why? Why didn't
you say anything?"

"Because I liked it." My voice was so small
when I admitted that. "Because I liked it too much. It's bad. I
just can't concentrate without a little time... like that. How she
talks to me. What she makes me feel. And it's more than that. She
has my body. The only copy of my pattern. The only way to ever be
me again."

Lyle stood up, then sighed and sat back
down. "I... I understand. You should have said something. But... I
get it. We've all been compromised in some way. Does she know
you're telling me? Does she hear us right now?"

"No. Not that I think. I put up a new wall.
It usually takes her a day to crack it, and she's not been trying
as hard lately. I don't know what changed."

Lyle looked at me for a long moment, and for
the first time in a long time, I really felt like a novice in what
was expected of me. I felt small and stupid. Then he smiled and
held out his hand. "If this wasn't some of the most evil shit we'd
ever heard of, we wouldn't all be here. No one here is going to
ever judge anyone else for being a little weak in the face of what
is trying to control us."

I took his hand and gave it a squeeze. "I'm
a little scared," I admitted then. "And still feeling really,
really awful."

"We're going to get them back," Lyle said
resolutely. "All of them."

The knock at the door startled us both. Lyle
was the one to get up. I don't even know how the stunner got in his
hand that quickly. He carefully checked the drapes and then the
pepphole, and then opened the door with the weapon still in his
hand.

There was an unfamiliar woman standing
between Whitney and Dahlia. She had her hands behind her back. I
didn't have to look to know the twins had her zipcuffed. They
hustled her into the room and Lyle covered the door behind them,
but I saw something different in him that moment. He wasn't
concerned.

"I know that walk," he said quietly.

"Hi," the unfamiliar woman said with a weak
smile. She wasn't wearing much in the way of ppants, and had a
man's suit coat tugged tight around her upper body that definitely
didn't look like it had any other clothes on it. "That was a
helluva thing."

"Who did you think I was the first time you
saw me?" Lyle demanded of the woman.

She frowned at him for a moment, trying to
place him, but then I saw a spark of familiarity cross her face
too. "You're Lyle. I didn't realize. It's so strange seeing you in
an actual Lyle-like body. The first time, though? I thought you
were a rock star," she said with the beginnings of a smirk. "You
were wearing so much makeup, and you had absolutely no idea how to
manage it."

It was really her. That was all there was to
that. The twins and I cleared out of the room in a big hurry to let
Lyle and Ziza have their moment. The rest could wait.

 


 


//LYLE

 


I knew it was her. I was terrified it might
be an imposter. I couldn't take the disappointment if it turned out
not to be her. I hadn't wanted to admit it to anyone, but I was
pretty torn up about Zee's disappearance. Part of it was
responsibility. After all, it was my crazy plan to keep going, to
shut Mai Roo down once and for all. I'd put all of us in a little
bit of danger, and this was on top of the danger I'd already placed
a lot of them in by pure accident. But it was more than that.

I'd had a moment.

When Tyrone was really working his mojo, it
was all suddenly so easily to feel myself slipping back into that
role and that mindset. The idea that maybe I'd just slip back down
and be Lacey for him was intoxicating the longer I had to play the
role that night. When he dictated how little clothing I was going
to wear, how tightly he intended to keep me leashed, and when he
talked all that filthy talk in my ear, I thought about all of it
really seriously. I considered indulging him fully once we had the
Genie. I'd vanish into the shower and come out two hours later in
the body of Lacey Scott Lee all over again.

I'd be the short little Japanese girl with
the monstrous knockers and the shapely behind that had Tyrone's
mark inscribed in ink right there on her tailbone. I'd even let him
make the more obvious sign I knew he'd been threatening to make,
the queen of spades somewhere prominent on my body. On my breaast.
On my stomach. On my pelvis, right above the entrance to my
ladyhood. The sign that I belonged to him, that I was going to
fully embrace some of the vaguely taboo stereotypes that got him so
ready to drill me like only tyrone ever seemed able to do.

I was halfway fantasizing about it in the
car, but when he whispered to me in the club, speaking in a
not-so-subtle code about how serious he was about making the roles
we played a little more permanent, I suddenly decided that maybe I
wouldn't resist if he made a serious move once it was all over. It
was vain and short-sighted and totally pleasure-seeking. I knew all
of that, and I didn't really care. I was so tired. I was so
stressed out. The idea of sinking into pleasure was an easy and
attractive one, and so much less complicated than trying to figure
out exactly what was going on between Ziza and myself. Was there
even anything real there? We were in so many different bodies when
all the stuff went down. Being LAcey was so much easier and so much
less complicated than being Lyle.

So I was thinking about it. I was thinking
about it seriously, and the superstitious part of me was convinced
I'd somehow wished all the trouble that came down on Zee. That's
not quite right. It wasn't a wish. It was punishment. What happened
to Zee and what happened to Tyrone and Tiffani was somehow a karmic
payback for my disloyalty, for my laziness, for wanting the easy
way out.

I know that sounds totally crazy, but I had
a lot of time to myself. I had a lot of time to think in isolation
while trying to completely un-fuck the situation we suddenly found
ourselves in. It might have been too much to ascribe some kind of
divine reckoning to what happened, but it was impossible not to
feel some responsibility.

Seeing her there, having her right in front
of my again, that all rocked me to my core. I stared at her and she
stared at me, and I don't think either of us realized we were
completely alone until much later.

She broke the silence first.

"Hey stranger," she said quietly. "Fancy
seeing you here. Took me a while to work out your clue."

"Really? I thought it was maybe too
easy."

"Did you tell the whole world this is the
motel we holed up in when you suddenly decided to emerge from the
shower in the body of a girl who couldn't have been more than
nineteen years old?"

"No, but... well, you couldn't know. They
got Tyrone. They got Tiffani. Shelly," I added, remembering to use
her real name to show a little respect in light of my
recklessness.

Zee regarded me curiously. "You're punishing
yourself. Lyle, they were waiting for us. They sent two vans full
of goons to take down stupid Jack Dyson. They were dead set on
killing me and almost got away with it. This body belongs to one of
the killers they sent for us." She made a face and looked at the
scattered electronics on the bed. "Have you fixed the problem? Tell
me I can get out of this skin and into literally any other skin
I've ever had. I want a perpetual shower."

I nodded. "Yeah. Come here. We can't hook up
the radio, but we can take care of the firmware issue."

She came with me to the bed and held out her
wrist to expose the ports I needed to access. We touched, then, and
it was the first time there was skin-on-skin contact for us in a
while. Every body feels sensations a little differently, but I
don't think it mattered what bodies we might be wearing.

I was in a guy body. She was in a girl body.
We were the genders we'd entered the world as, but at the same
time... we hadn't ever been that way together. It was strange, but
also exciting. New. And something more.

I felt her twitch and pulled my hand away.
"Sorry," I muttered.

"For what?"

"I don't know. Something. The weirdness. All
of it."

"You apologize too much," she commented.
"You've been doing it since Vegas." She held out her hand
insistantly for me to take once again.

"I don't know what to say about that," I
confessed.

She scooted a little closer to me on the bed
and lifted her head to look me in the eye while I threaded the
connector into her ports. When the plug pushed in, she gasped
quietly, and it was impossible not to feel the subtext of the
action when we were this close together with this river of issues
between us. "You're not hurting me," she said gently. "You can keep
going."

"I know. It's not my first time," I reminded
her.

"It seems like we're in a lifetime of first
times," Zee commented. Her voice was scratchy. I set the terminal
to download and got off the bed to get her a bottle of water and a
bag of chips from my coding stash. She accepted both gratefully and
polished the bottle of water off inn about four big drinks. I got
up and gave her another, plus another bag of chips. It occurred to
me it might have been a harder journey for her than I'd ever
realized.

"I'm glad you're still here," I said when
she sipped from the second bottle.

"Me too. But... I mean, I'm glad you're
okay, too. Tell me what happened?"

I told her. I was as concise as possible,
but also included the details I'd just gotten from Melanie. Then
she told me what happened to her, and a few things started to make
more sense. "Someone's got our number," she concluded. "And this
isn't about trafficking. I agree. They're doing something
different. I don't know, Lyle. Part of me wants to just run away.
Get new bodies, forge some new identities, and just go halfway
around the world. We could live pretty simply. We did on the boat.
It was actually pretty great."

"We've got to get our friends back," I said
quietly.

"Agree. Of course. But then maybe we
run."

I didn't know how to say the rest of what I
felt like needed saying. I couldn't read her anymore. I didn't have
a chance to think about it much more, either. My terminal pinged
and let me know Ziza was successfully patched. "Okay," I said.
"That should do it. You can't connect to anything yet, but you can
use the implant again. The HUD and anything you stored should still
be there and be cleaned. I had Melanie check my work. There are new
safeties, too. Flux is not going to be fooled by the same tricks
again, and is now programmed to look for signs of modifications
that don't have my code-sign attached. If something happens to me,
though, you turn everything off, you find Nickels, and you get him
to cut every scrap of wetware back out of your body. I'm now the
weak link. Nothing to be done about it, for now. But that's the
score."

She stood up and shed the jacket halfway too
the bathroom. She was just wearing a purple thong and tall shoes,
and those she wiggled out of without a trace of modesty. "I'll be
out in a few hours. Here." She tossed me the jacket. "There's a
phone in there. It's off so we can't be tracked, but I think you'll
be interested in what's inside it. I got it off a Genie SALESMAN."
Then she tossed me her left shoe. "There's a hollowed-out hole in
the heel. It's got the memory core from this body's owner's comm
unit. I trashed or crushed the rest of her gear. I figured it would
be a help."

That was all she said. She shut the bathroom
door, and went to take care of the messy cocooning process. I
stared at the door for a good few minutes and then shook myself out
of the reverie. There was work to be be done.

 


#

 


It was more than two hours before she came
out, and when she did, I saw why she hesitated. She was in robe
covering up most of her body, but it didn't matter. I knew that
face.

Soft, young, just a little tan. Straight
raven black hair with blunted bangs like Cleopatra. Dark eyes.
Thick eyelashes that looked like natural liner. Soft rose lips
chewed nervously. "Sorry," she said. "The remixer was throwing an
error. I didn't have too many patterns in the buffer but this one.
I figured you could fix it, but I couldn't wait. I needed out of
that other body."

It was the face they'd given her when we'd
been captured, brainwashed, and nearly sold by the Vegas slavers.
It was absolutely a souvenir from our darkest chapter together. I
fully expected never to see that face again.

It caught me powerfully by surprised, but
she must have seen the look on my face because Ziza visibly
flinched. That was all it took.

I went to her, held her close, and let her
cry the short amount of time she needed to cry into my shoulder.
"It's okay," I whispered. "You're safe. You're with me. I don't
care. I don't mind."

"I do," she muttered. "I do a little. I
don't want to run anymore. I can't believe I said that. I want to
get these fuckers. I don't care what their game is. I want to get
them all and I want to make them pay. Lyle, we forgot all about
them. The other girls in the market. Bijou Killswitch. All of them.
We got fixated on other things and we just forgot. Where are they?
What happened to them? We got distracted and we left them."

"We won't forget them," I promised. "We were
always going to get them all back. And we will. You were a big
help."

She pulled back. "I was?"

I showed her what all three of my scrounged
rigs were busy crunching. The memory core was encrypted, of course,
and it was slow going getting much out of that, but the salesman's
phone had some unsecured data that was leading to keys to the
protected data on the phone. But already, we were making progress.
"Flux is looking for a pattern," I explained. "The software's
trying to draw some conclusions about all the data we have about
the circus, the Genies, and now we have his sales route. It's going
to try and make some deductions. But it needs a few hours. Until
then, we can only wait. I'm using all the computing power we have
access to in order to do it securely."

I showed her to the closet and let her dig
through the available clothing. We had a range we traveled with,
and the odds were good there'd be something that fit, even if it
didn't flatter. "I'll wait outside. Give you the room," I
offered.

"I don't care if you watch," Zee said. Then
she looked at me, and I felt the sudden awkwardness there. She did
care. Suddenly, she did. There was something about me being a guy
and her being a girl that was suddenly more..REAL than all the
other crazy bodyswaps. This was a more intimate body, too. There
were things about it, I was pretty sure, that made it more
vulnerable. It wasn't acquired by us. It wasn't designed by us. It
came from Mai Roo."

"You virgin again. High price."

The woman's voice, the old crone madame in
the slave market. It never quite left my head. I was sure the body
they gave Ziza was the same as the one they'd given me. I
understood. "No. No. I'll leave. Put something on. Nothing fancy. I
haven't been outside in days. What do you say to a walk and some
real food while we wait?"

She nodded. "It's a date."

She left me standing outside the door
thinking about those words for almost twenty minutes. When she
opened the door again, there was no explaining or understanding the
butterflies in my stomach.
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We walked the pier and watched the fisherman
leaning over the rail with their bent rods and grimy buckets full
of bait. The stink of the fish and the rot off the water under the
pier was strong, but also comforting. It was real, and reality was
in short supply these days. Zee and I didn't talk much while we
walked. Everything we might have said to each other felt strangely
loaded in this context.

I couldn't believe how incredibly awkward I
suddenly felt around her. I hadn't felt like this since I was in
college, when I'd been trying and mostly failing to date Elizabeth
Moss. I hadn't known what I was doing around girls. I hadn't known
anything, really.

The fact I was feeling this way again was
absolutely insane. I'd been a girl for months on end! More than
being a girl, I'd been a stripper. I'd made my money and survived
on intimate contact with the opposite sex. I knew more than I ever
thought I'd know about life on the other side of the gender line. I
should have had no more mysteries or fears in my head. Yet here I
was with a pretty girl in jeans that were just a little too tight
on her and a tourist-y tanktop with retro California graphics
across the front. She was pretty, but she was completely casual,
not dressed in anything approximating what could be her most
intimidating and alluring appearance. And I was largely
tongue-tied.

"I want to ride the Ferris wheel," she
suddenly announced. "Come on. When was the last time you were on a
Ferris wheel?"

I couldn't actually answer that question,
and in her mind that made it all but decided. Zee bought us tickets
and led me to the entrance.

There weren't many people in line to ride,
and the attendant made sure to give me a noticeable and fairly
obvious wink when I boarded with Zee. "Maybe a little longer than
normal up there at the top," he suggested with all the subtlety of
a cartoon anvil.

"We're just the passengers," I replied,
careful not to let this get built up too much on my end. The
awkwardness I was feeling wasn't abating, and I now had a
legitimate case of the nerves. There were lots of things unsaid
between us. The sheer number of them made the gulf seem too big to
ever be able to swim. I took my seat numbly and waited for the ride
to start.

The ride started up and Zee told me a little
moe about what she'd been through since the thugs came to collect
Jack. I listened to the zipline story and the subsequent more
sordid parts of the tale with equal amazement. By now we'd gone two
or three times around and were, as promised, now coming to a stop
at the very top.

"That's a helluva view," Zee commented,
allowing the silence to settle while we appreciated the sight of
the city, the water, and the fading light of the day splashing
blots of color over the waves.

"That was a helluva story," I countered.
"You're like James Bond."

"Somehow when James Bond is slutty, it's
cool and luxurious. James Bond never blew anyone for a ride across
Utah," Ziza said darkly. She looked down at her feet. "I'm starting
to think I need a better plan for my life, Lyle. Some
stability."

"If you want out," I said quickly, "you
should get out. Jesus. Ziza, I wouldn't want you involved in any of
this if you didn't want to be here. I regret basically... I egret
basically everything since the moment I signed that contract for
Everett."

"Do you ever think about him?" Zee asked
pointedly. She didn't look at me, but instead just looked out over
the water. "You had some pretty genuine feelings in there, the way
you tell the story. And you had a thing with Tyson, too. And
then... Well..."

I nodded grimly. "I don't know how it is for
you when you go in the cocoon, but for me, I just want it all to
fit together. It's the only way I can keep from going insane or
just constantly throwing up. I find myself sinking into the
personality a little bit. But I don't think that's a universal
thing. I think it's totally one hundred percent a thing about me.
Because I don't really like like myself that much, Ziza. I don't
really like Lyle Estevez. The opportunity to be literally anyone
else is like this huge relief. It's a vacation, but you know how
some people take vacations and then realize that shit, maybe this
place is supposed to be home? That's how it feels sometimes when I,
like, subsume."

Zee considered this thoughtfully. "I get it.
I don't agree with it, but I get it. To me, the actual Lyle Estevez
in there is the most likeable one of the bunch. He's thoughtful,
and he's clever, and he's moral, and he's incredibly loyal."

"When you run the laundry list of the things
I've done, I'm not sure 'moral' is on that list."

"Oh fuck that bullshit," Zee said firmly.
She looked back at me, and I saw some of the old fire in her eyes,
fire I'd first seen when she revealed her strict and somewhat old
world orthodox upbringing. "Morality's not the exclusive domain of
religion. It's not a bunch of rules in a thousand year-old book
that govern who and how you can love. Morality's... natural," she
said after a moment to consider it. "You just ought to know if
something's the right thing or the wrong thing. You can tell the
difference and you choose the one that you feel is the right thing,
or the one that leads to the right thing over time. Maybe the rest
of the world disagrees with me, but I say when you try to do the
right thing and the overwhelming majority of the things you do
help, improve, and save other people's lives... that feels like
you're a moral man. To me."

"Thank you," I said because I didn't know
what else I could possibly say to that.

"I see Lyle in all the different bodies
you've worn," she added.

"Ditto. Sorry," I said quickly, "That was
too glib. I think you're overwhelmingly Ziza. It's right there.
You're you and you have a much stronger character than I do."

"You should like yourself is all I'm
saying," Zee said, looking away once again. "I like you. You don't
need to run from being Lyle. You don't need to be the person the
body you're wearing says you're going to be. A shallow stripper who
flaunts her frankly stupidly-large bazongas and mostly lives for
shopping, gossip, and having a de facto pimp to give her all her
self-esteem? You didn't need to become that. You could have been
the thoughtful computer engineer and had that body. Just like when
you wore my body, you didn't need to be a billionaire's arm
candy.

"And the thing is, Lyle, I don't think you
really WERE. You played the part and you might have even enjoyed
it, but you still worked on your software. You still tried to right
wrongs. You still worried about something you helped create being
used against unsuspecting strangers. I don't think you really fully
'subsumed' any of those times."

I swallowed hard. Then I shivered. It was
surprisingly chilly here at the top. "So I'm not sure what you're
saying anymore." I looked at my feet, at the rest of our empty car,
and at the screws holding it together. Anything else to focus on
while I tried to process.

Zee looked at the floor, too. "I'm saying...
I dunno. I'm saying you're a really confusing guy, Lyle."

"At least I'm a guy right now."

"And I'm a girl right now," she
acknowledged. "But maybe that's my point. You know what this has
really taught me?"

Now I looked at her. "What?"

"There is such a thing as a soul. It can
live in a body that doesn't reflect what's inside in the slightest.
And this thing you shared with me, the ability to change the body
my soul lives in? It's amazing. It's thrilling. It absolutely
affects HOW I FEEL about myself, but it doesn't change my
character, not unless I really let it. It hasn't really changed
your character, either, but what I want to know is how you
feel."

My heart skipped. I looked at her in
surprise. "What are you asking me? Is this about Tyson? Is this
about Everett?"

"You stupid moron. It's about us."

Of course it was. Of course I knew that. And
how I wanted to just tell her right then and there that there was
nothing in the world I wanted more than to be close with her, to
just feel the reassuring contact of her skin against mine and feel
that elusive thing I had been chasing my whole life without
realizing it: the absolute certainty in life that comes from having
a partner. I wanted to say all of that and more, but there were
other things I needed to say first.

"Which us? This us? Where you're a girl and
I'm a guy? The one where it was swapped?"

"Haven't you been listening?" There was some
genuine anger in her voice this time. "I don't care. I'm asking if
you're so married to the bodies you're living in that there's a
person tied to every body. Like when you're Lacey, are you Tyrone's
bitch? When you were Jasmine, were you Everett's trophy girl? When
you were... that other girl, the one who kissed me when I was Alex,
was that..."

"What do you mean you don't care?" I
demanded.

"I mean that I don't care about the body
you're wearing. I would be saying this to any version of you. If
you want to be a girl, fuckin' be a girl. You're good at it. Did
you know that? You're hot. You're confidant. You're absolutely
beautiful and a complete badass and when you're really doing it, I
want to be naked with you. Fuck you for making me be the guy in
this, though, and put myself out there trying to read you like the
fucking sphinx. Is this what it's lie on the other side. Shoot me
in the head."

"I wouldn't do that. I like your head," I
said at last. "And I like the rest of you, too."

"Fuck. That was almost romantic."

"It was, wasn't it?"

"Lyle?"

"Zee."

"If this thing starts back up and you
haven't kissed me, you're going to regret it for the rest of your
life."

We did not add this to the list of my many
regrets.
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I was such a good interviewee! I recited all
the facts I'd been absorbing from the humming voices in my head. I
carried myself in exactly the prim and proper posture a pretty
young ingenue like me was expected to present to the world when
interviewing for a competitive internship in the seat of
government. I knew lots of facts about the Senators constituents,
interstes, and positions inside the party. He was about to start
running for his third term, so he was still a junior senator, but
Senator Guy Romano was already extremely influential. He had a busy
schedule and his interns would be working hard to stay on top of
it.

I stayed on top of other things, too!

Of course, I knew lots about the senator's
recreational interests. Good interviewees do their homework before
an important opportunity like this one, and I was being very
well-prepared by the Circus. There were files to look at that
scrolled right over my eyeballs. Text logs and voice captures from
online worlds like the one that total loser Jack Dyson used to
spend too long in were all mine to review and absorb on the ride to
the Capital. I could have spent more time reviewing Senator
Romano's positions on gun control, artificial intelligence
regulation, and prayer in school, but those weren't going to come
up right away.

I was wearing special nylons. They had
little patterns burned into the nylon to make a gentle criss-crossy
pattern over my creamy legs. They weren't visible on the lower
parts of my legs as that would be perhaps slightly unprofessional
for government work, but higher up my thighs, they were a lot more
visible. The criss-crossy lines wound and wove around my legs and
all of the lines terminated between my legs. All roads leading to
my sweet, smooth, college-educated love tunnel.

You could see the patterns wayyyy better
when I crossed my legs. I never crossed my legs once durng the
lengthy interview with one of the senator's aides. I crossed them a
whole hell of a lot during the short perfunctory meeting with the
senator himself. He saw. Of course he saw.

Guy Romano likes nylons. More than just
liking nylons, the good senator has quite the little fetish for
them. He likes hose best. Even though they're a little
old-fashioned, he certainly had a thing for them. He thought nobody
knew about his elaborate system of post office boxes and delivery
locations, but the Circus seemed like they had excellent resources.
They knew where the senator placed all his orders and what exactly
he ordered. They knew he liked slightly dark tan-colored hose. They
knew he liked to wear them. They knew he liked to feel them on
others. He had a character in a virtual world who ran a little sex
club where the waitresses wore nothing more than nylon
bodystockings.

There were some abuses of power in there.
The senator arranged for his state to attract and offer generous
kickbacks for companies trying to develop sensation-simulating
virtual reality accessories and solid light holograms. He talked
about the benefits to medicine and the military when he
appropriated money in the subcommittee he chaired, but let's be
honest: Guy Romano wanted to feel the nylon bodystockings the
avatars wore in his virtual speakeasy.

I got his attention almost right away, but
when I mentioned I was into gaming in my free time, I knew I had
him. I was so, so careful to say that I'd heard about his favorite
game, but never played it because I heard there was a lot of sex in
it.

"Oh, there's no need to act the prude in the
interests of the interview," Guy Romano said directly to my
nylon-covered knees. "I'm a moderate, after all. And even if I were
more conservative, you're what? Twenty?"

"Twenty-two," I said proudly. Age was
whatever the suit wanted me to be, but this was true.

"Perfect. I can offer you a scotch."

I declined the scotch, but that was also by
design. He wanted to have a scotch. He wanted to talk further. He
didn't want my legs to uncross just yet. His eyes were so close to
traveling all the way down the burn-in roads to my golden palace.
"Let me cancel my next appointment. I'm curious about your
thoughts. I'm trying harder to connect with young voters. Are you
still in college? I've got to get to more college campuses."

He rambled a little bit more and I
absolutely made sure to make him work for the privilege of offering
me a scotch a second time. I let him talk, opened my eyes nice and
wide, and acted so impressed when he used suitably big and powerful
words or name-dropped his connections to the rich and powerful men
of the world.

Truth be told, I was genuinely awed. I was
happier than I can remember being in a long time. I knew Miss
Simone was shaping me, but this felt so genuine. So right. My life
was already better than I could have ever hoped for while living as
that frustrated boy hiding in a cabin in the woods. Miss Simone was
right. This is who I was born to be. Being hers would make me
better. Serving the Circus would also be one of the best things
that I could ever hope to have happening to me.

 


 


 


//JORDAN

 


We turned plenty of heads at the party. I
fucking loved every minute of it.

I never went in much for the fraternity
scene my first time around at the college experience. I said I was
beneath it, but the truth was of course that I had no idea how to
merit invitations to those sorts of parties. That was before,
though, when Jordan was an angry little androgyne who spent most of
his time ogling the girls in their ridiculously short party dresses
and just fucking loathing them for having the kind of body he was
never going to be able to have.

Well, guess what? I had one of those bodies
this time around, bitches, and I was determined to get the most of
it. Now that I was fully "out" as Neveah, Kyndall's twin "sister"
who suddenly transferred schools to be closer to her twin, we
caught plenty of eyes on campus and turned more than enough heads
to merit invitations to all the parties I never merited an invite
to before. The body was a hot body even before Kyndall started
getting subtle wardrobe encouragements from me to completely flaunt
it, but the pair of us strutting across the quad in tiny little
lace shorts, summer tees, and corked platform sandals with matching
piercings dangling from our tight and tan tummies was bound to get
a little attention. In the words of the bro-grammer who issued the
actual invitation, "a pair of pocket-sized honeys like you deserve
to tear it UP tonight."

I hated everything about that dude, but I
totally agreed with the sentiment.

We partied. Retro trancerock full of empty
"raise the roof/DJ save my life" bullshit lyrics couldn't dull my
elation any more than the too-crowded living room full of jostling
sweaty bodies or the too-sweet punch that was most definitely
hiding a near-lethal amount of alcohol. Kyndall and I steered too
clear of a bad decision like that, sharing a beer we never let out
of our sight and raising plenty of eyebrows when we did. "Sharing a
beer" looked an awful lot like a pair of identical twins giving a
longneck an incredibly sensuous blwojob, after all.

We danced with each other plenty, too. Part
of it was strategic, of course. I think we both got off a little
bit on the epic pair of blueballs we were giving half the party.
After all, we were dancing on each other and acting way closer than
most "sisters" should ever be in polite society. Teasing like that
was so incredibly empowering, and when our fake-drunk french
kissing elicited actual hoots and one lusty groan from the bros
surrounding us, I admit I got hard in my panties.

Kyndall felt it and only ground harder on
me. "Keep that under control," she purred, "or I'm going to want it
up my ass again in a hurry."

"I'd do it, you hot little slut," I grunted
right back in her ear. I was rewarded with a breathy grunt for my
dirty talk and a very deliberate grinding of her pelvis against
me.

"Liar."

"I would. And I will. I'll hike that dress
over your bubble butt and stuff you right here in the middle of the
party. You'll subtly spit in your hand and lube yourself a little,
but I'll give you the rest. I'm half slippery all ready and totally
statining my panties for you. You're just such a hot piece of
ass."

Kyndall wound her arms around me and pressed
her groin against me. The matching little party dresses we wore did
nothing to conceal the heat of our bodies from each other. This was
actually getting to be a problem for me. My panties were sexy
little things, a nude-and-blue thong that was more about preventing
lines from showing than doing an industrial-grade job of holding
back my bulge. We couldn't part right at this moment or the little
"secret" I had no ability to cocoon away would be visible for the
entire party to see.

That goddamned bulge. No matter how skilled
a coder Kyndall turned out to be, and no matter how many hours I
had her devote to the task, she was unable to defeat the firmware
lockout that forced me to have male genitals. No matter what other
details of my body the implant let me change, I was stuck not quite
able to change my stars. I hated it more and more with every day
that passed. I was so close to achieving the one and only dream of
my life, but held back by that one tragic detail that broke the
illusion.

Kyndall didn't mind, of course. She was
crazy about my dick, but that was to be expected. She was still
getting an almost daily dose of the blue thralling substance that
kept her will pliable and made her agreeable enough to accept her
sister with a dong who liked giving it to her in the butt almost as
much as the little ass princess liked taking it back there.

There was something else going on, though.
It'd been brewing for a while, but it was the party that changed
everything.

I'd been dialing ack her dosage for almost a
week. Part of it was practical. Failing to break the locks on being
able to trade in my junk, I wondered if the thralling cum was
making her foggy-headed. Was it possible that the very act of being
my fuckslave was limiting Kyndall's abilities to hack the implant?
If she could think a little clearer, maybe she'd be able to finally
liberate my cock and make it fee to become the pussy I so
desperately desired.

That was part of it, but the other part was
exactly what I was feeling right here and now on the dance floor.
The closeness of our bodies provoked a physical reaction in the
both of us, but being this close, with my lips brushing hers and
our noses touching, I could stare right into her beautiful eyes and
she could look right back in mine.

It was brief, but it was unmistakable. I
could see myself with her. I could see myself backing down from my
desire to have a complete woman's body and enjoy everything about
the life I had for myself these days. True, we were far from living
the life of kept mansion-dwelling supermodels that I enjoyed while
in Jonah's service, but then again... I wasn't in anyone's service.
I had a bangin' body and a partner who was kinky in ways that were
more than satisfying. We could cozy up to some of these meatheaded
frat guys and be trophy girlfriends that transitioned flawlessly
into trophy wives. At least one of the guys here was probably a
secret freak for a stone-cold hottie who had a little surprise
waiting in her panties. We could do this and of course secretly be
with each other.

I wanted to be with her. This was the truth
of it, at last. I liked Kyndall, I wanted to be with her, and I was
as a result starting to dial back the dose in the hopes she maybe
really liked being with me, too. That's why I was suddenly so hard
for her at the party. She was down to about a 25% strength dose and
still whispering with me about having secret buttsex in the middle
of a party. Maybe it was real. Maybe it was possible. Maybe we
could be real together.

God help me, I wanted it. I was wiling to
give it all up. I'd even let Melanie and the rest of those meddling
bitches off the hook and go back to their weird little lives. They
ruined my first glorious life, but maybe in a way they landed me in
a better one in the end.

The song changed to something deeper,
bassier, and way more shill. It wasn't a slowdance, but it was
pretty damn sensual, and we moved and ground against each other
some more. I leaned in and I kissed her, and she reciprocated. Our
mouths opened, our tongues danced, and we made out to the
soundtrack of cheers from the crowd and ancient pop remixed through
synth filters and the deep heartbeat thrum of the ever-present
beat.

"I gotta break this up. Just for a minute.
Damn, you two are going to set the house on fire and my boys and I
have to live here," a big guy in a too-small polo shirt said,
smooth slipping a hand around my waist. Another frat brother found
Kyndall, and in a move they were entirely too practiced at, they
spun us both around and into their arms as though it were the most
natural move in the world. I was impressed enough to not
immediately twist away. "Damn, girl, pair of you are crazy hot," my
blonde and coiffed dance partner said with a charming smile. His
hands were so skilled. He slipped both around my waist and rested
them just on the curve of my ass, his fingertips crossing that
invisible line from respectful school dance to the area reserved
for a more familiar and sexual relationship.

"Well, we're close," I said. "So close in
fact that we prefer dancing with each other."

"Oh, mission accomplished, girl. Don't worry
about that. The sister act is super hot, but you got our attention.
You are both taken CARE of tonight, don't you worry about that. I'm
Dawson. How come I've never seen you at one of our shindigs
before?"

"We're usually studying," I said smoothly.
"We're both nerds."

"That's hilarious. You're funny. You're
really funny. You got a little extra meat on you, but that works
when you're funny."

He was so casual with the negging. It would
have been awe-inspiring if I wasn't on the receiving end of it.
"Are you calling me fat?" I challenged.

"Shit, no, you got a nice big ass, and I'm
into that even if some of the other guys in here might not be," he
deflected. This guy was a little negging ninja. If this was my
actual and only body, I might've been more affected, but it's
amazing how comfortable you get with your body image when you know
it's easy to change it. Besides, the joke was going to be on this
guy if he tried to get in THESE panties. Which kind of guy was he?
Was he the kind who was going to completely freak out, worried he'd
catch "the gay" when he discovered I was a trap? Or was he the
other kind, the kind who acted revolted for a hot minute and then
got an instant chubby to match mine?

Fine. He wanted to play? I would give him
one right back. I'd toy with him for a few minutes, rejoin Kyndall,
and then go find somewhere to actually take her from behind and
then call it a successful night. To my new dance partner, I just
purred and twisted around to rub my ass against his groin in time
to the beat. "Yeah? You like the booty, huh?"

He responded quickly, stiffening through his
khakis so that I could feel his unmistakable boner in between my
cheeks. His hands roved my chest and cupped my breasts way too soon
for that move to be effective. "These are pretty nice, too," he
murmured in my ear. "I like it plenty. Why don't we go upstairs and
I can give you a more thorough evaluation."

"Oh yeah?" I feigned interest with a
high-pitched lilt to my voice. "You'll do me that favor? Tell me
what's good and what needs work?"

"Of course. I'm a gentleman. Trust me,
you're mostly good. It's really minor shit. But I bet I could help.
I'm going to be a surgeon, you know. Pre-med. Going into plastics
and shit. So maybe getting in good with me now, hell, in a few
years when shit starts to sag a little more, you'll have a friend,
right?"

He was stinking drunk. He babbled and
slurred sentences together and he couldn't have been more guileless
and obvious if he tried, but I didn't care. Evil Quinn was going to
come out and play one more time. Even if I wasn't in that body
anymore, even if I was seriously going to be Neveah from now on,
that didn't mean one more asshole couldn't get a mild comeuppance
for being such a complete and disgusting cliche. "Yeah, okay, sure.
Give me a consult, doctor," I said, pretending to be drunker and
sluttier than I would ever let myself get ever. This guy was like a
bush league Jonah. He was a student, so he sure as hell was going
to get a lesson.

I caught Kyndall's eye and made sure to
mouth that I'd be right back as the big boner led me upstairs to
the frat house's bedrooms. She frowned just a little, but nodded
that she was more than okay with her dance partner. I felt a little
pang at breaking away from her, but my blood was up all of a
sudden. This guy leading me to one of the pre-designated "sex
bedrooms" at this party was such a complete tool. I wanted to have
a little fun and work up the desire to fuck my girlfriend. It
wouldn't take long. He was pretty loaded and also plenty stupid. I
hadn't decided just WHAT I was going to do, but I wouldn't take
long, no matter what it might be.

"Is this your room?" I gushed, knowing full
well it wasn't.

"Naw," he answered with surprising
truthfulness. "I have an apartment off campus. If you're cool,
maybe you'll see it later. I've got the penthouse in Franklin
Towers, you know the big one downtown. The penthouse has a private
pool and it is most definitely swimsuits OPTIONAL at Club Dawson."
He didn't miss a beat. He was already trying to lift up the hem of
my dress and cup my ass with one hand while he talked. "In fact,
let's just see that swimsuit body of yours, baby. Show Doc
Dawson."

"I don't need a surgeon," I teased, playing
with his hair.

"Well, let me be the judge of that. There's
always room for improvement."

I put my hand on his bulge and groped it
possessively. He grunted in surprise, but warmed up to it in a
hurry. "Oh, I know," I said with a purr. "But plastics are so old
school. There are technologies now that are... SO much more
advanced. Any kind of body you want."

Dawson grunted and squeezed my ass too hard,
like he was inspecting a fruit and doing it badly. "Those dollsuits
you hear about on the internet? Genies or some shit? That shit is
lame. It's all an illusion, and it's a sick one, too. Who wants to
pour themselves in some kind of rubber suit, no matter how
lifelike. You want the actual natural BODY, baby. The old ways are
still the best."

I undid his belt buckle and put my hand
right down his boxers. When I found my prize, I tugged gently,
making sure to smear his precum around the tip before tugging too
hard. I knew what I was doing in the hand job department, after
all. I'd had more practice than he could ever know. Well... he was
going to know a little more. I had an idea what I was going to do,
suddenly. "I wasn't talking about the suits. I'm not even sure
those are real. There's something more... out there. I've heard. If
you know where to ask."

Dawson grunted and let go of my ass to help
me get his pants off. He wanted it. "Oh, that other crap? I
wouldn't count on it. That shit is all about to be illegal as
fuck."

"I think it's already illegal," I added,
spitting in my hand and adding it to the slickness on his
glistening rod. He stepped out of his pants and grunted, pushing me
gently down to my knees. I got down like a good girl and licked the
tip. He tasted a little bad, like showers needed to be a bigger
part of his routine, but it was all in service of something. "But
so are lots of things that are fun."

"Well, don't rely on that. It's about to get
regualted. My dad's a senator," Dawson bragged before his cockhead
disappeared into my mouth. He grunted and groaned and for the next
few minutes, the only sounds from either of us were gutteral groans
or wet slurping sounds. "Shit," he breathed at last. "You suck like
a fucking pro. Jesus. I'm gonna blow my load like that. Fuck. Take
off that dress. Let's do this."

I pulled off. "Senator's boy? And you're
rich? And you want to make me a perfect dolly?"

"After we fuck," Dawson promised. "Get
naked, honey. Come on. Don't be a tease. I want to be in that soft
squish."

Gross. Fucking gross. If I ever felt worse
about having sharing what was between my legs with guys like this,
it was right at that moment. "You won't like it as much when I'm
naked," I promised. "And if your dad is a senator, you probably
don't want to bring him the scandal."

"Let me be the judge of that. Sure, you're a
little dark-skinned, but it won't be that big a scandal. And this
isn't us going steady, honey. This is just us fucking at a
party."

"Not what I meant," I teased. "Tell you
what. Lie on the bed. Close your eyes. And tell me all about you
and your powerful father."

I just wanted him comfy. I just wanted him
pliable and bragging. I didn't think anything of it in particular.
I just knew this guy's type and knew he'd like to brag about his
powerful daddy to me. Sure enough, Dawson laid back on the bed and
stroked his cock while he let me tie his necktie over his eyes lie
a blindfold. "Shit, you're a kinky bitch, huh?" he taunted.

"You make me horny," I teased back. "I love
powerful men."

"My dad's got a shot at president in a few
years," Dawson bragged obediently.

"Bullshit," I taunted right back. "Don't lie
to me, baby." Then I secured the knot a little tighter over his
eyes and climbed on the bed to give his dick a few more sultry
slurps.

He responded instantly, lifting his hips and
heaving a heavy sigh of delight. "No bullshit. My father, he's
Charles Whittier. He's gonna be President of the United States. He
told me. They're gonna nominate him and he's gonna be president.
He's made all the right connections and soon enough, I'm gonna be
getting my dick sucked in the Oval Office, baby."

I knew two things. The first was that
Charles Whittier was the leader of one of those neo-conservative
ultra extremist political shards of his party, the kind that was
only this side shy of racist, sexist, and homophobic. His key
contributors were churches who were churches more in name than in
anything that they actually preached. He had a holocast that was
the third most-downloaded 'cast in the country, and it was because
of him that sex workers were prosecuted in his home state of
Indiana as though they were terrorists.

The second thing I knew was that this little
prick was telling me the truth. He really was the spawn of Charles
Whittier and he truly believed his father was going to be
President. I have always been pretty good at judging character, but
this had nothing to do with that. My implant let me see things like
heart rate, body temperature, and all the other subtle little body
language cues it needed to record for me to emulate him if I chose
to copy and wear his foul little body as my own. It was mapping
enough for me to find no trace of any of the usual cues and tells a
person is bluffing. Dawson here was Whittier's son. Knowing these
two things, I knew what I wanted to do even more.

He was blindfolded, and the thing about a
boy with a penis is this: if you give that penis attention, the
primarily visual male mind just ignores the rest of the senses. Who
needs taste? Who needs smell? Who needs hearing?

Well... he needed hearing,but Dawson
Whittier didn't know he needed it. He was just enjoying the
especially wet and noisy blowjob I concentrated on giving him. He
only needed to hear his own moans and the wet slurping squelching
sounds of him disappearing more and more into my sweet, sweet
mouth. The idea that some of those wet squishing sounds were coming
from something other than my mouth never even occurred to him.
Which was really too bad, because he really needed to know I was
jerking myself off while I blew him. It was pertinent to his
interests.

"Damn it, baby, you got a hell of a mouth,"
he swore after a few more minutes. "You gotta let me in that pussy
before I blow it all in your mouth. Fuck. I gotta get it while I
can. If my dad gets his way, I'm gonna have a hard time getting a
dirty girl like you to myself.""

"I want you to blow it in my mouth," I
purred at him. "I wanna do something kinky. Will you do something
kinky with me? If you do that thing, the kinky thing, I'll get you
hard again and we'll fuck in the back. In the butt. "You want that,
don't you, baby?"

Dawson thrashed beneath me and moaned even
louder when I took him back in my mouth to be extra enthusiastic
about the oral sex I was giving him. "Yeah, sure thing, you kinky
bitch," Dawson said somewhat rudely. "Anything. Let's fuckin' do
it. I wanna tap that ass. I wanna rock it in that can of yours like
no tomorrow. Bust you wide open. Yeah. Gape that brown ass and-
and- oh FUCK."

He blew it all right then and there. I was
ready for it. Shit, I was practiced at that kind of thing, and just
at skilled at bringing myself off at the same time. He was still
obediently blindfolded, so he didn't notice there was a sudden blue
glow in the darkened bedroom any more than he failed to recognize
all those additional noises during the blowjob. I held all his cum
in my mouth and slurped up my own to mix it right in there. Then I
leaned in to kiss him and he opened his beer-drenched mouth and got
snowballed before he even knew what was happening. Just like that,
I passed him our shared loads. A pinch on his nose and a little
poke at just the right spot in the poor boy's neck and he
reflexively swallowed before he could even protest.

Luckily for me, the thralling cum worked
quickly, because he was pushing up and ripping the makeshift
blindfold off his face faster than anything else he'd done all
night. The outrage on his face was obvious and intense, and I don't
suppose I completely blamed the poor boy. It's a hell of a thing to
get passed a mouthful of your own cum when you're not expecting it
to happen, and even more objectionable if you're the kind of
asshole who's insecure about tasting his own spunk. Dawson Whittier
sat up and reached for me with rage in his heart, but he never got
a hand on me. By the time he was sitting up and focusing on me, he
was already mine.

"Hand in your lap," I commanded powerfully.
He obeyed just that quickly, making only a defeated little moan.
"Now then," I said matter-of-factly, "I should really drill you
properly in the behind to deposit a proper dose. It never seems to
work quite as well orally. Also, I'm a bit diluted, I know, because
I've been giving so much to Kyndall, but I think you've got enough
in you to be mine for all the time I need you to be mine, pretty
pet."

"Mmmph," Dawson moaned, swaying on the bed.
"What's the matter with me?"

"You're mine, pet. Do try and keep up.
Kneel," I commanded, and was delighted to see my temporary slave
slide off the bed and get on his knees in front of me. "You are
commanded to be completely and totally honest with me," I said
quietly. "You want to do that. You want to be my obedient little
boytoy, don't you? So good. So horny. So obedient. Yes."

"Yes," Dawson moaned. "I want to be your
horny little boytoy."

"Slave."

"Mmmmph, fuck. Yes. Slave."

I wanted to take a little more pleasure in
it, but I had questions. There was something about the thing he'd
said during the blowjob in particular that demanded further
discussion. I interrogated. He answered them all quite dutifully,
and what he said was more than enough to chill my blood.

"Go stand in the corner and beat off until
you pass out," I ordered him when I was finished mining him for
everything he knew. "Don't stop even if you get chafed and raw. I'm
going to collect my sister and you're going to stay here and not go
back downstairs no matter what."

"She's not downstairs."

I paused in the doorway. "What was that?""My
buddies are taking care of her, my truthful slave muttered, already
taking his cock in his hands to follow my last instruction.

"Explain," I said sharply. "And do it right
the fuck now."

He spilled his guts, and did it with an
enthusiastic moan that only a thrall would give when truthfully
admitting his frat brothers were probably next door with a drugged
Kyndall and getting ready to violate her. He grunted with delight
at his own masturbation and that's when I lost it.

I led him by his dick out into the hall and
to the door they were most likely behind. I kicked it in and found
the guy who cut in to dance with Kyndall on top of her
nearly-unconscious body and cutting her underwear away with a pair
of scissors. My world went red.

"Sic 'em," I told my obedient little
fuckboy, and that was that, Dawson loyally charged forward,
tackling the other guy off my darling Kyndall and falling to the
ground with a thud. Then I was on them both. My fingers found
Kyndall's attacker and pressed to his neck firmly enough to deliver
the paralytic sting from the personal defense system I had
installed in case I had an encounter with anyone who might be
looking to bring me to justice for Melanie Sykes' disappearance or
my role in the whole Jonah disaster. It wasn't a lethal device, but
it sure did render the frat boy stunned and no longer capable of
much more than drooling.

"Da...fuck," he drooled.

"So you like raping people," I spat.
"Dawson? You wanted buttsex? Give a little buttlove to your brother
in crime. Make it tender. Make it sexy. Make sure he knows how much
his behavior made it clear he was asking for it. Sodomize him like
your life depends on it, my perfect obedient little slave."

I didn't stop to watch. I didn't feel bad
about it in the slightest. Instead, I collected Kyndall and helped
her to her feet, supporting her while we made our escape.

That was not the most evil thing I ever did,
but it was by far one of the most satisfying. I didn't think twice
about it, either. I came to terms with being the bad guy a long
time ago. That didn't make me a monster, though.

Truth be told, I didn't have that much evil
left in me. Not after that night. The contradiction between my
outrage at what was being done to Kyndall and what I was doing to
keep her pliable and controlled was a thin, thin line. Fuck, who
was I kidding, it probably didn't exist at all, did it? That line
was a bullshit mental construction I used to delude myself.

Yeah, I was a monster. I was a different
kind of monster, but I was one all the same. I couldn't have what I
wanted without her. The real her.

And then there was the rest. There were lots
of reckonings coming in the morning. For once, though, I didn't
have interest in sex when we crawled into bed that night. I stayed
with her to comfort Kyndall until she fell asleep, but I stayed up
long after she was finally out. I moved to the couch once I was
certain she wasn't going to stir. And then I spent a real long time
thinking.

 


 


5: GAME CHANGE

 


 


//LYLE

 


When I was running Flux, I made a lot of
mistakes. Jesus, I don't even know where to start. I was so
completely unprepared for the entirity of the responsibility of
being the guy in charge. You have to understand, I wasn't really
out to change the world when I started coding the FluxOS. All I was
doing was trying to teach my WiFi-connected microwave oven to talk
to my smartphone and anticipate when I'd be home based on my GPS
movements so that my microwave burrito would be warm and exactly
the perfect eating temperature precisely two minutes after I walked
in the front door of my apartment.

That's the big dirty secret of Flux. I just
wanted a nice hot chicken burrito waiting for me, and I went to the
trouble of making strides in artificial intelligence rather than
just putting forth the effort to interact with a human being like a
roommate or a girlfriend. There was no plan for much more than a
chicken burrito.

The rest of it? That was all more or less
one giant accident, and it terrified the living fuck out of me each
and every single morning. I had employees. I had investment money.
I had people depending on me to not only keep being smart and doing
the thing I was actually good at, but also looking to me to provide
leadership. Here's the truth: I've often doubted if I actually have
any kind of real leadership in me. I'm smart, sure, and I am damn
good at computers, but I'm maybe not very good at making the kinds
of plans that a real leader of a company needed to be able to make.
I sure as hell came totally apart when that train derailment took
my entire life with it. And as for the fallout from THAT? That
wasn't a plan. That was being reactionary. That shit was all about
survival and NOTHING more sophisticated than that when you really
got to thinking about it.

Somehow I became the leader because I just
happened to be the first guy to outsmart the Mai Roo mind control
software. The only reason I kept improving the gadget and made it
into any kind of offensive weapon was because I was framed for
murder and just trying to stay one step ahead of the law long
enough to clear my name. Bringing anyone else into this? That was
all just collateral damage, not putting together some kind of crack
team to save the world and get justice.

I let myself think that, though. It was
hubris. It wasn't exactly the same kind of hubris that made me
think I could take on millions in investment money and a giant
government contract and then expect things to be okay when people
died, even if it wasn't directly the fault of anything me or Flux
were responsible for doing. No, this was a different kind of pride
and stupidity alltogether.

I had all these smarts. I had friends who
were each skilled and passionate in their own ways. And we had this
weapon, this incredible weapon that put us in control of our bodies
in ways no human being had ever had before. It was a power and a
technology with inescapable roots in sex, in the id, and in
exploring all the things we were forbidden to explore by society,
biology, or both. It seemed so logical and not to mention poetic to
use sexuality as a focal point of that weapon.

And it was a disaster. We fashioned
ourselves some kind of Ocean's Eleven of sexy spycraft, but we were
ill-suited to the task. I was no leader, either, or at least, I was
proving to be pretty bad at being the brains of the operation.

We were going after our friends. We were
GOING to get them back. That was not up for debate, and I was
willing to risk my very life to make sure all the people who had
been touched by the poison fruit of my own bad decisions didn't end
up paying for my sins in my absence. We would get Tiffani back.
We'd get Tyrone back. We'd free Jack, even, if that's what was
necessary for my redemption. /we would be smarter about it this
time, though. Being smarter meant me not necessarily being the
brains. That needed to go to someone who had more natural
leadership.

That's what I said to Zee the night after
the Ferris wheel, but she did not completely share my
assessment.

"Lyle. No. No more. This is not going to
continue."

"You're right, Zee. It can't. I care about
you all too much to pretend that I can take us across the finishing
line."

"You idiot. We don't need you to do the
whole thing. This isn't on you. Stop owning this whole thing.
We'rea ll here because of choices we made that are just as
important as the ones you made. This isn't all about you, Lyle.
This is about all of us. We all have something we're trying to get
back. We all have something we're trying to get right a second time
around. You can't take that away from us. It isn't fair in the
slightest. Not to any of us."

She was right, but it didn't make me feel
any better about being the one in charge. "My plans have been a
train wreck, Zee. Think about it. Since we decided to go on the
offensive, has a single thing gone well? Have we made any kind of
difference?"

"That's not a reason to stop."

"It's a reason to stop calling the
shots."

"We don't need you to call the shots," she
implored. "We need you to be you. We need you to be that same
brilliant, resourceful, LOYAL friend who has a good conscience and
an even better mind for how to make a wrong thing right. We need
THAT and only that, Lyle."

She kissed me, then, and it was a forceful
kiss. We were still in our temporary bodies, and I admit that
feeling her softness pressed to me was sweet, comforting, and
utterly affirming. "You seem to see a different version of me than
I see when I look in the mirror," I whispered when it was over.

"Lyle. Mirrors aren't worth a damn to us
these days, now are they?"

"You're right. But I don't have a plan for
this, Zee. I really don't have a plan."

"We don't need one of those movie plans. We
need to go get our friends back. To do that we need people. Check.
We need skills. Check. We need good information. We need a time and
a place and an opportunity. We don't need to dress it up or sex it
up. We just need to get our people back. If we do that and we have
a chance to shut the whole thing down? So much the better. But for
now, we just need to know where they are."

"Well, we have that," I said.

"What?"

"The sales guy's phone had appointments in
its calendar," I explained. "I asked Flux to look at all those
times and places and figure out what they all had in common, and
then I asked it to do what Flux does best: make an intelligent
assumption or two about what all of those things might mean. And
guess what? Flux has a theory. More than that, we had the shipping
confirmations for all the seedy joints that took delivery of a
Genie this guy sold. There's a limited number of places that could
be the shipping hub for all those units that match the times and
deliveries. I don't think they'd have more than one hub, not for
something as sensitive as these things are, so that's one
assumption I'm making on behalf of Flux. But we've got a hit, Zee.
I think I know where their actual base of operations is. No more
dressing up and no more undercover sex games. We know where they
are. I just don't know what to do about it."

Ziza stepped back from me. She looked me
right in the eye and put her hand on one hip. "Melanie!" she
shouted over her shoulder. "Jade! Twins! Get the fuck in here. Lyle
found them!" Then she turned to me. "Lyle. This is the easy part.
Now we go get them."

 


#

 


No crazy plan. No elaborate sex games. No
overtly sexy outfits or faux BDSM. No seductions.

Well, there were a few, but they were
absolutely and strictly necessary. Everyone capable of cocooning
got themselves a brand new body, but these were nothing to stroke
off to, and none of us were going to be winning a beauty contest
any time soon. Our new bodies were the bodies of mercenaries,
grizzled and scarred from a life of questionable activities, marred
by sun damage and bad tattoos, but absolutely and totally lethal.
We dressed those bodies up, but high fashion this time was sensible
and nondescript business attire. Dark suits for all of us. Stunners
too, clipped in easy-draw shoulder holsters. We flew on false IDs
courtesy of Nickels, the last favor I promised we'd be calling on
him for, and then we flew to the tech corridor of Virginia to the
unmarked office complex and manufacturing facility that was almost
certainly home to Mai Systems here in the States. Then we walked
straight in the front door and asked for jobs.

The idea for the approach came from Melanie.
"Ziza cost them a hell of a lot of goons when they tried to collect
her in the mountains. They've got to be hurting for muscle. Show up
and see if they're hiring."

There were a few steps in between, but the
intel proved correct, and we had enough good underworld connections
thanks to our adventures thus far to have a few favors we could ask
to ensure the background checks would come back in an attractive
fashion. Mai Roo was indeed hiring goons, and they were especially
eager for us to be on hand over the next few weeks. Something big
was going down and they needed "outer circle" security for the
Circus. We were on deck to earn for that, but we had more mundane
tasks to deal with first.

We settled in. It wasn't glamorous, and it
most certainly wasn't exciting spycraft, but that was the new plan,
after all. We worked, and we worked hard. We mingled with the rest
of the workers and we tried to blend in with the workforce.

During that time, we saw precious little of
Mai Roo's actual illicit operations and heard even less about their
plans, but gradually, oe of us was let in one some aspect of the
inner workings. Then someone else glimpsed something different.
This is how it went. We gathered breadcrumbs, kept our heads down,
and kept the security software running on our implants one step
ahead of anything I could anticipate. The ultra-powerful security
routines, which I'd named Hydra, worked overtime, screening
everything that even looked or sounded like code before it got into
our brains. The process was headache-inducing at first, but we got
used to it over time.

Time. A lot of it passed. Then, one day,
someone gestured for me and Melanie to follow him into a back
room."Some instruments need moving. Let's move. Gotta get these
things on the truck."

 

I was in a guy's body, but it was borrowed
and composited from a few bounty hunter-types I sampled from some
visits to biker bars and bail bondsman's offices. Melanie's was
skinnier, but no less aggressive. All of our bodies were from
similarly tough characters. Only the twins kept female bodies, but
we persuaded them to abandon the utter bimbo bodies they'd been so
attached to since even leaving Jonah's service. We were there to
work, after all, and there were different body types and skillsets
prized on the side of the goons.

The instruments in question were large
man-sized cylinders. There was plenty of sophisticated tech wrapped
around them, but I couldn't escape the feeling I was looking at a
coffin. When Melanie saw them, however, she visibly gasped. It came
out a heavier grunt in her bounty hunter's body, but it was
unmistakable. She'd seen these before.

[LYLE: Mel? What's going on? Talk to me.
You've seen these before?]

[MEL: At Jonah's, yes. He was keeping
Whitney in one while they were trying to debug her and turn her
back into a bimbo slave. He had more than one, too. I didn't know
about the other one until we were on our way out.]

I grunted as well. The cylinders were heavy
and the truck's loading deck was pretty high up off the dock where
we were working.

[LYLE: You're telling me these are... what?
Suspended animation tanks?]

[MEL: Something like that, yes.]

[LYLE: This is how they're shipping the sex
slaves, then.]

[JADE: WHAT? Tiffani could be inside one of
those. You guys have to look. You have to!]

I winced. To prevent Jordan from
compromising Melanie, we made a staffing change before donning our
goon bodies. Jade would stay behind and coordinate communications
and provide our escape if we needed one. Melanie would go into the
field with the rest of us. That way, if something went wrong or her
antagonist chose to break back into her head, we wouldn't have the
central nervous system of our operation compromised. At this
moment, though, I sympathized with Jade. She'd been living out of a
cheap hotel for weeks with no actual human contact, slowly going
stir crazy while the rest of us worked in Mai Roo's facility making
frustratingly little progress.

It was totally understandable. Any news of
Tiffani at all would surely galvanize Jade, but we had to be
careful. We couldn't risk being overly hasty. And yet... we'd been
here for weeks. We were all going a little crazy.

[ZEE: Leave it to me. Twins, you're going to
drop something. Find something really expensive and then be really
ditzy about it when you've done it. Bend over. Maybe catfight with
each other. I'm sure you can handle it. I'll break it up and keep
as many eyes as possible on the fracas out here. You two, as soon
as you're alone, start cracking open a few of the cylinders and see
who's inside.]

[LYLE: Zee, if we're wrong about this, we
are almost assuredly going to blow our hard work away.]

[ZEE: Do you have a good feeling about
it?]

[LYLE: I don't know. I really don't.]

[ZEE: Well, I do. Here we go.]

The crash that resulted a few moments later
was gratifyingly loud. Really expensive electronics have a certain
heartbreaking sound when they hit the concrete in just the right
way to render them useless for all time. The crash from the other
part of the warehouse was a mixture of glass breaking, electronics
squelching, ceramic shattering, and money simultaneously ceasing to
exist.The cries from the twins that came a few moments later were
just as gratifying, because they were just shrill enough to draw
the attention of plenty of other people in the warehouse with
us.

Melanie and I wasted no time. We hurried to
the back room where the cylinders were being stored and felt around
for the controls to unfog the glass or crack the pods right
open.

"How did you get Whitney out?" I whispered
to her.

"These are a little different than that
model," Melanie cursed. "And part of it was Flux, I'm pretty sure.
Your software was doing the icebreaking. We could try it again, but
I don't think Hydra will let us."

I pushed one cylinder to the side and
listened to the sounds of the chaos behind us. "I'm willing to risk
it. We don't have a lot of time."

Melanie took the lead. She was more
experienced with security systems, anyway. I kept watch and scanned
the rest of the facility, but I dropped my gaze when I heard the
sound of triumph from Melanie, followed by the hiss of pressurized
gas escaping.

What we saw inside was so shocking that we
were momentarily taken aback.

[JADE: What is it? Are there girls in
there?"

[LYLE: ...no]

"I don't understand anymore," Melanie
croaked.

We expected to find almost anything in
there. More barely-legal teenage girls like the ones Zee and I were
turned into in order to be sold at a high price to the skeeziest
and most disgusting men of the world. Girls of any age and flavor,
maybe. Bijou Killswitch, perhaps, still in the wind after being
captured, mind-wiped, and sold in that same Vegas sex market.

The one thing we didn't expect to see was
what greeted us inside the cylinder. a crusty old white man, nude,
wrinkled, and frozen in a trancelike sleep. Not just any old white
guy, either. I recognized this one.

"Melanie," I whispered. "This is the Speaker
of the House. He's the... this is..."

[JADE: That doesn't make sense. Why? Why
would they be turning him into a sex slave?]

"They aren't," Melanie said out loud. She
turned to look at me slowly, and her face was ashen. "This isn't
about sex. Not anymore."

"Wrong," a clipped and unfamiliar voice said
from nearby. "It's always about sex. It's never about anything
but."

I whirled to face the man behind us, kicking
myself for our mistake. I'd stopped my lookout duties, and the
mistake was potentially fatal, according, at least, to the gun
suddenly aimed at my chest.

[MELANIE: I know him. From Jonah's. Lyle,
this is Charlie. Mr. Charlie.]

The man tapped his temple. "Yes. Mister
Charlie. They like to call me thatm" the short Thai man said in his
perfect accentless English. "I think they feel like it makes me
somehow smaller and less significant. The funny little man from
Bangkok with the marvelous new toys. I don't mind, of course. Not
in the slightest. All of it serves my purpose just fine. You all
underestimate the 'funny little man' and then he puts a bullet
where your eye socket should be and scoops out the rest of your
brains with a spoon. Up. Both of you. You have other friends here,
yes? Yes, of course you do. I listen in on your thoughts. No point
in calling for help. New security systems are already locking you
out. No more cellular radio. No more connectivity. Firewall.
Nothing invasive, nothing to trip the very impressive security
software I think one of you is responsible for employing."

He gestured with the gun again, and he meant
business. Melanie and I got to our feet, letting Charlie hustle us
into a corner, and then through a large sliding door concealed
behind a stack of crates. "What exactly are you doing here?" I
asked as he hustled us in. Anything to keep him talking.

[LYLE: Melanie? You there?]

Nothing.

[LYLE: Jade?!!]

The man called Charlie smiled a thin, vile
little smile and waved the gun at me again, then tilted it sideways
and pressed it right to my temple. "Try again and I'll burn it
right out of your skull and anything else that might be in the way.
I don't fuck around. Not when it comes to money and business. You
are Lyle Estevez in there, are you not? You call yourself Lyle in
the chat I have been eavesdropping on, and I have been thinking for
a long time that the disappearance of Lyle Estevez is awfully
conveniently-timed with a new security program taht can defeat the
body-shifter's backdoor programming. So much like that piece of
software you wrote. I was inspired by your work, you know. I had an
excellent team of Chinese software engineers try to replicate Flux,
to build me a brainwashing AI that could learn from thoughsts,
anticipate them, and bend a brain until it is a slave to sex."

"You're the guy?" I asked quietly. "You're
the inventor? You're the one who did all this?"

"I am so very pleased to meet you," Charlie
said with a sneer. "Such a promising young man. And you had your
fun with my toy, ah? Of course you did. And you swept up several
messes on my behalf, and for that I am grateful. No more Jonah.
That was a very good thing you did. Exposing key flaws in my most
expensive trafficking operation? Also good. I had those madams
dealt with. Did you know we have you to thank for the Genie
program? So much cheaper and so much easier to gain market
penetration. No one has to have wetware to use a Genie. No, no.
They just have to climb inside and let the nerve induction do the
rest. Not a permanent solution, but so much easier. So much
cleaner. I'll reward you for that. I'll reward all of you. Who else
do you have helping you? I could ask the big man you brought to my
floating circus not long ago. I could ask the tasty piece of ass
you brought with you, too, but she's been very busy for me lately.
You'll be busy for me, too."

"You might as well just kill me with that,"
I spat.

"You're stalling," Charlie observed. "You
are stalling like this is some ridiculous movie and that your help
will come in and save the day. On this score, I must sadly and
quite efficiently disillusion you. There is no grand rescue waiting
for you. I have caught you with your fingers in my cookie jar. I
thank you for your weeks of loyal work on my company's behalf. Hard
labor is hard to come by. I also thank you for your contributions
to my software. You'll make many more once I have you more
efficiently shackled."

"That's not going to happen," Melanie chimed
in. "He's right. you might as well just use that gun if that's what
you're after."

Charlie laughed. He laughed long and loud
right in our faces. Then he switched, jamming the gun in Melanie's
mouth and forcing it back and forth past the thug body's lips with
a forcefulness and cruelty that soon resulted in the unmistakable
sound of broken teeth. Melanie made a pained noise and struggled,
but stopped when Charlie drew a blade and put it right to my neck.
"You beg for death. I expect this. You'll beg for it again and
again before it's over. That's the one thing you'll never get from
me, though. No, I take betrayal and opposition very seriously. I
don't know who you are in there, but I will find out soon enough.
That won't matter, though. I have ideas, already, about who you'll
be and what you'll do.

"Do you know about some of the fetishes of
the men who come into my shop in Bangkok? Some want to fuck movie
stars. Some want to fuck little girls. But some want something
else. Some want to be the piece of pubic hair growing on a woman's
pussy, and they want to cum while they're shaved off of her. I have
a man who comes in sometimes, and do you know what he begs me for?
I'll tell you.

"He wants to wear a big rubber suit, one
that will make him into a big rubber elephant but with tits like a
woman and a cock like a horse. He wants a rubber hood shaped like
an elepant. He wants to pay me money to make a version of the
thrall device, one that he can wear in the slutaphant costume that
will make anyone who drinks the cum into a rubber fuckdoll elephant
just like him. Just like her. Whatever. You know what I hate about
a ll this shit the most? Pronoun confusion. I fucking hate it. But
who cares? The point of the story," Charlie continued, digging the
switchblade into my neck enough to draw blood and ever so close to
spilling my life's blood out of me. "The point of the story is
this: The man with the rubber fuckable elephant fetish is the
tamest thing I could do to you. There are perversions out there too
many to number in the stars. If you give a human being a blank
check to fuck ANYTHING in the universe with no laws or consequences
to stand in the way, what do you think is going to result? Nothing
good. Nothing right. We are sick, sick fucks. Our sickness and our
depravity knows no boundaries. It knows no checks and no balances.
Left to our own devices, we would fuck everything sacred straight
into the profane.

"That is the secret of Mai Roo, you know,"
an increasingly-deranged Charlie said with a sly look between us.
He stopped fucking Melanie's mouth with the barrel of his gun and
let her spit blood and broken teeth to the ground while he cleaned
the end with her shirt. "You know you can't really hypnotize a
person who doesn't want to be hypnotized. You can't brainwash
someone who doesn't leave a door open somewhere for you to go
inside. The truth is, we're all vulnerable. We all want something
we shouldn't have. We all want to fuck SOMETHING in SOME way we
shouldn't - and that's why it works. The id is so powerful. You
can't write software that changes your nature, Lyle Estevez. I'll
find the thing you secretly want. I'll find it in each and every
one of you. And that will be the end."

Goons interrupted the speech then, hustling
the twins and Zee in at gunpoint. I couldn't help myself. "Zee? You
okay?"

"Fine," the broad-chested man who was
underneath it the woman I found myself caring more and more for
with each day that went by.

Charlie noticed our traded looks. Maybe he
noticed something in our voices. "You see? Yours isn't even that
forbidden, is it, Lyle?" You want what so many come to Bangkok to
try. You want to know what it's like to fuck from the other side.
And you found someone who shares your passion. Now that I am
browsing the serial numbers of your implants, I recognize things. I
recognize these numbers from a young girl and a handsome man who
became my property briefly for the auction. You," he said to me
with a wicked grin, "were NOT the handsome man. We made you both
pretty girls, but you slipped the bonds somehow, didn't you? But of
course you had help. So nice to have friends in this world. I'll
tell you what? Ill take a few from you, one at a time. Starting
with one of my first!"

At a word from Charlie, the goons arranged
all of my friends in a line like a firing squad, facing a wall.
Charlie placed his gun right against the twin I guessed to be
Dahlia and ground it against her temple. "Such an early serial
number. A key transaction for me, and the start of a very
profitable relationship with an American businessman who just
wanted his colleague humiliated and removed from the company. Yes,
I know this model. Useless except as a prototype. I hope you're not
attached to this one, Lyle. I'm going to paint the wall with her
brain and then I'll do the other, a twin from the package deal as I
recall."

"Lyle," I heard Whitney whimper, "don't do
what he says. I'd rather die."

I couldn't let that happen though. No matter
what any of my friends might say to me in a moment of heroism like
that, I couldn't let them die for me. "Fine," I said in a
dangerously quiet voice. "Fine. Whatever you want from me, let's
just get it over with and do it, okay?"

Charlie released Dahlia and turned to face
me. "It won't be easy. No part of it will be easy."

"Before you obliterate my mind, though, I
have to know," I said calmly. "Why the Speaker of the House?"

"That would be telling," Charlie smirked.
"But I will repeat what I said before. It is always all about sex.
And sex is a business. A good business free of regulation. Let me
just say that I have a new partner who is far more useful than a
shortsighted prick of a business mogul. I have friends in high
places. In exchange for making some of those places a little
higher, I am going to make your country the new Disneyland of
fucking. You are going to help me. Not in a grand capacity. You
will open up your mind like a ripe melon and let all your
cleverness come out for me to use. And then... You are going to be
a footstool for me, a toiletslave I use to relieve myself while I
revel in the riches and opportunity your beautiful country lets me
have. I made good friends, Lyle. You can appreciate that,
surely."

There was no plan. There was nothing to
stall for. We were screwed.

Then the lights went out.

Gas filled the room, and then there came the
sounds of heavy boots and the fire of automatic weapons. I heard
bodies hit the ground. I heard Dahlia scream. I heard shouts and
cries and felt someone pushing me to the ground. "Zee!" I shouted
into the smoke until I coughed.

"Stay on the ground," an authoritative voice
shouted over an amplified sysyem. "This is the FBI."

It was over quickly. Men in tactical gear
flooded the back room. Some of the Mai Roo goons fought back, and
others dropped their guns and surrendered quickly. I was separated
from the rest of my friends in the chaos, and that's when I saw him
through the smoke. Charlie wasn't panicked. He put his hands above
his head and smiled smugly. When more federal agents swarmed the
room he just smiled happily.

"Gentlemen," Charlie said with a big smile.
"Thank you for your prompt response. I apologize if some of my
employees were not privy to my arrangement with Senator Whittier. I
don't know how you learned we were infiltrated, but-"

The bullet went straight through him.

The lead man in tactical armor dropped his
sidearm when Charlie's body hit the floor. "Clear, sir," he said
into a hidden microphone.

I knew the man who came into the room with a
pair of armed escorts. I'd seen him on TV, though I couldn't
remember his name. I knew his face, though, and I knew his voice. I
know his big white pompadour hairdo and those small beady eyes. I
knew that turtle face and the self-righteous He was a senator. A
famous one. "About time," the man said gruffly. "Long overdue.
Thank you, Agent Caplan, and thank you, ladies and gentlemen. This
factory of sin is at last wiped off the map. Box up all the
equipment," he said to the one in charge. "I want everything that
seems even remotely technological."

"Of course, Senator Whittier," Agent Caplan
replied. "Alpha Team, zip-tie the rest. Bravo is on equipment
seizure."

"Alpha can do seizure as well," the aging
senator said. "We have no need of the human element. I was clear. I
want the sin and garbage purged. It is my command to be
obeyed."

Something about this phrase seemed to unlock
something inside the men in the tactical gear. Every single one of
them nodded briskly and went to work. Agent Caplan and his team
approached us. I saw the lead agent's gun being raised.

Whitney was the first of our number to
speak. "Please. Help us. Cut us loose. Thank god you're here. We're
prisoners. Please."

The senator smiled sadly, turning away from
us as though we hardly mattered. "Don't thank God, little miss. You
have much to answer for with Him. And you will, soon."

The guns came up.

I didn't see my life flash before my eyes.
What I saw was a message.

[JORDAN: You should all shut your eyes.
Now.]

I took the message to be a threat, or
perhaps a gloat. Our old enemy was somehow involved. She was
taunting us. She was going to relish our final moments. We were
going to die never knowing just how the rug was yanked from under
us.

[JORDAN: Do it, you fools, or I can't save
you.]

I shut my eyes just in time. The lights
didn't go out, this time, but they flickered. The flashes went
staccato, colors and patterns too fast to process and I got my eyes
closed just before, I think, something short-circuited in my head.
The agents about to execute us weren't so lucky. I heard some
gargled groans, and some stunned cries, and a lot of bodies hit the
floor. One weapon went off. I heard someone somewhere scream, and
then the impact of bodies.

"Open your eyes," an unfamiliar woman's
voice commanded. When I did, I saw a dark-skinned woman in
form-fitting black leather with a stunner in each hand. One by one,
she shot the FBI agents who were about to end our lives. She looked
at me, then looked past me to Melanie. "It's you. I can see it in
your eyes. Hello, Melanie. Miss me?"

We didn't get the chance to reply. More
agents swarmed into the room with semi-automatics trained on us. I
drew my own weapon, thankfully still in its holster, and joined
(presumably) Jordan in holding off our attackers. The others joined
in, too. "Why are you helping us?" I demanded.

"You'd prefer that I didn't?" Jordan glared
at me and then dispatched two more members of the Bravo squad. "You
think I'M bad. Do you even know what's about to happen?"

"You kind of shot them before they told us
their plan," Zee shouted back.

"Well, I could have waited a few more
seconds for them to drill you," Jordan snorted. "Really, fine by me
either way. But let's be ungrateful to me, later. There are hacked
cars out back, but we don't have long to get to them. After that,
I'm really looking to you all to have some kind of safehouse." She
jerked her head to an open doorway and then threw a smoke grenade
from her belt into the center of the room. "Move your asses."

We moved. I stayed the longest. I felt it
was my penance, to be the one who risked the most to ensure no more
of my friends were caught up in trouble I brought down upon them.
That's why I saw it.

It was one of those cryogenic cylinders we'd
discovered. It was in the back of Charlie's secure room, and it was
fully hooked-up to a wall. It was different than the other ones. It
looked older and more primative, but it was there, all the
same.

The label on it was what caught my eye.

EPJ

Everett Janson.

It had to be.

It couldn't be.

Somehow, Everett wasn't dead. He'd been
their prisoner the whole time.

I charged into the room, heading straight
for the cylinder. It was Zee who grabbed me. "What the hell are you
doing?"

"You don't understand!" I shouted. "That
could be Everett. I have to know! Dammit, Zee, let me go!"

Staying was certain death. On some level, I
understood that. But I couldn't let it go. How could I?

The blow to the back of my head was probably
a mercy, though I wouldn't think it so when I came to hours
later.

 


 


//WHITTIER

 


That could have gone better.

There were many things to be thankful for,
however. Chief among them? An end to the troublesome complication
of our friend from Bangkok. I wish I could have accomplished this
via a less unsavory method, but we use the tools we have been given
and try to see the plan in everything, do we not? Such was the case
with Mai Roo.

Such a wonderful technology. Something to
appeal to the baser nature, but with a golden pathway to the most
primitive part of our psyches. Of our souls. Mai Roo only saw the
potential to exploit that pathway for sin and the basest kind of
pleasures, but it could be so much more. You didn't have to be
anyone special to see that, and see it right from the start. Using
that conduit for the opposite proved non-trivial, however. Such is
the nature of sin, right? It's quicker, easier, and more seductive.
I didn't have the luxury of time, and I took advantage of that. I
was certain I'd be forgiven in the final reckoning. Weighed against
everything I was now free to accomplish, these were minor
speedbumps on the road to a better tomorrow.

And what a tomorrow it was shaping up to
be!

For the first time in easily a century, the
American people could trust that corruption and weakness of
character were at last rooted from the legislative body. I would
have preferred to accomplish it with less... replacements than were
ultimately warranted, but cutting out the bad was faster and more
effective than rehabilitating it. The methods proved very
effective, as well. The only ones who would need mental correction
were the ones who fell victim to the many tempting traps Mai Roo's
"circus" produced out of that dark carnival of sin it churned.
Those who fell to their temptations were thralled. Some were
controlled. Others were outright replaced, thanks to the marvelous
and perfect body-doubling devices Mai Roo also produced.

Three fourths of the Congressional Houses
had to be thralled or doubled in the end. I would have preferred to
find more enlightened and godly folk among our lawmakers, but the
end result was the same. In less than two months, without so much
as a suspicion, Congress was of one extremely pure mind. The
judiciary needed a little more work, but with such power now
harnessed, it took very little. The executive branch was even
easier. The entirety of the Cabinet proved susceptible to
temptation. In these, we opted for replacement, or thralling them
in order for them to abdicate their positions.

The hardest part now was the waiting. All my
dominoes were carefully lined up. Now they just had to fall,
tipping over one after another in a seemingly logical if regretable
series of minor scandals and inexplicable resignations that passed
through the chain of succession until, at last, I found myself in
the seat of all power, at last able to do the good that needed
doing.

As bloodless coups go, I had to congratulate
myself without going so far as to commit the sin of pride. In
complete control of a nation's destiny, I had only to use my new
power and the seized tools from an evil and now-defunct company of
sin to effect real change. A better world. A brighter tomorrow. The
moral America we all deserved.

Laws would be passed. Nanochemical additives
formerly used to create sexual mindslaves would now become a
nutritional suppplement. Like fluorine in the water, we'd give the
population the fortification to hear only their better angels.
Freed from the desires of the flesh, free from the motivations of
their baser instincts for sin and copulation, I knew this country
would straighten out and become the great utopia it always had the
promise to become. In time, in a few generations, the need to
control wouldn't even be necessary. Nurture would replace the need
to alter nature. Better living through chemistry. A tool for evil
twisted back to good.

It was not prideful to realize only I had
the vision and fortitude to see our great country through the
difficult transition, however. It was also not without
sacrifice.

I hated to do it. I really did. Faithful,
loyal Doreen was instrumental in facilitating so many of the
dominoes being arranged in just the proper way to fall for our
righteousness. She was, without a doubt, a true believer. Even true
believers can be impure of heart, however. The temptation and sin
inside her heart was simply too much for me to bear. The smell of
sex was forever wafting off the little harlot. True, she gave off
that beautiful stink primarily at the thought of serving me, but it
couldn't be permitted. I couldn't risk being corrupted or
compromised. To sit in the seat of power, to be the leader of not
only the free world, but the PURE world, I couldn't have an
influence like her around.

She set a loyal example, the first to
voluntarily check herself in the the new rehabilitation camps that
would slowly replace the prisons once we made our convicts
compliant and controlled. Even in the last act of her conscious
mind, Doreen was beautiful in her committment. I gave her the one
gift I knew she desired as a send-off.

She wanted the Lincoln desk, something I
tried not to read too much into. I let her take the lead, enacting
the fantasy exactly the way she wanted. Her creamy youthful skin
bent over the heavy writing desk, offering her behind to me in
beautiful suppliation. I took no pleasure in what needed to be
done, even if her slut holes tried hard to make my will waver. It
was an act of mercy to take her roughly, slapping against her in
repetition as I urged myself to conclusion. I heard her moans in a
distant corner of my consciousness even as I pumped her full of the
thralling cum, obliterating her mind. It was an enhanced and
powerful dose, one so strong it would annihilate her thoughts, her
will, her memory, and her personality. When I was done, the
shivering, blank-eyed girl slumped to the floor and stared skyward
at the oval ceiling with a little stream of drool leaking from the
corner of her mouth. Then I gave her the new instructions, her new
reason for living, her new directives.

She dressed, curtseyed to her President, and
left to surrender her life to re-education.

The weeks that followed were trying, but
productive. The vision of a better world was within my grasp. More
and more minds were purified. More and more citizens realized their
full moral potential.

I did it out of duty. I did it out of love.
I did it out of divine purpose.

The extermination of the aberrant and
abhorrent was next. It would be accomplished with the same
simplicity and purpose.

"One meaning for the rainbow," I promised
over the airwaves on the first of my now presidential fireside
holocasts. "A promise. When the flood is over, never again will the
world be destroyed like this. When the rainbow appears from now on,
you can rest assured of one thing, my friends. We are united. All
colors will be bound and unified. Together. With no deviation."
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//ZIZA

 


Body changes were dangerous. We lived in a
surveillance state before, but there were always a few safeguards
and privacy measures you could take to get up to a little something
if that was your sincere aim. Not so in Whittier's America.

There were times when I definitely missed
having a woman's body. Life got so complicated after the change,
though, and the one truth that was almost impossible to escape was
this: women in the Whittier's Great Society were always one step
away from Eve and the apple. Having a curvy body too readily
visible beneath the decidedly more drab clothing on offer was
basically an act of temptation. Acts of temptation made you a
candidate for re-education. This was to be avoided at all
costs.

Women, in fact, comprised three fourths of
the inmates in re-education facilities. In the new world, crime was
greatly reduced, but the crime of having a temptress body was
worthy of lockup. You didn't keep that body for very long, of
course. For the first six months after the re-education centers
came online, plenty of pubescent girls were voluntarily surrendered
by their parents, family, and teachers to the institutions bearing
the ever-present image of Saint Doreen. They went in with their new
blossoming womanly bodies. They came out dead-eyed, pale, and
altered by a technology I knew all too well - if they came out at
all.

The ones who came out as the almost sexless
Nullified were instruments of our new theocratic autocracy. They
were the eyes and the hands of enforcement, and they were, by
virtue of the corruption injected into them, un-corruptible by
anyone else. To be caught by the Nullified was to have your fate
sealed. To be overheard or reported by them resulted in the exact
same fate.

I kept my head down. I got myself a new
identity card, and a strapping male body borrowed from a detour
through Texas I undertook after our fellowship was broken in the
aftermath of the rescue in Virginia. That hurt probably more than
anything else. I'd lived in a restrictive social environment
before. I'd found a way to escape and thrive. Doing it again seemed
difficult, but possible. No, for me, the real great injustice was
being separated from my friends.

We of course had no real choice. Our cover
was blown by Charlie, and Whittier had access to everything of
Charlie's. It was a safe bet there were people in the new Homeland
office who knew every detail of our activities and known
associations. As the only known group aware of the depths of the
Mai Roo technology's capabilities and potential vulnerabilities, we
were going to be hunted. We knew we stood a better chance if we
split up and made our own ways for a while until the dust settled
and we could see how great the damage was.

We had no idea. No idea. Who could have
known? Charlie was a good strategist, but he was never playing at
the level of ambition of an American politician. That is ambition
unmatched. Sex only goes so far until money offers to go farther,
but neither can match power in a contest. Senator Whittier pushed
all the chess pieces around and let Mai Roo think they'd bought
themselves a politician that would let them build the largest and
most extensive sex trade in the history of the world, but they
never once paused to wonder WHY he was willing to let them get so
far and infiltrate the strings of power to such an incredible
degree. Now he was President Whittier, and his new Great Society
was already a puritanical hell.

We were never going to be safe. I came to
that realization at about the same time as the rest of the
scattered members of our party. Our hastily-arranged analog network
of dead drops, coded messages, and couriered data kept us in
infrequent contact, but then Melanie figured out a way to embed
messages inside the many updates Seekr pushed to its apps. It was
the one place Homeland wasn't looking, since it was both benign and
so wide-band. If anyone knew how, they could peek and find the
messages. Those updates went to a couple million people, after all.
It was a hell of a risk to address secret messages to a half dozen
people living in secret care of millions of potential intercepts.
It was also a big risk on Melanie's part, using her old access to
tunnel into her former company's servers and make those small
changes, but the scandal and the lack of her daily guidance was
making Seekr an ever-sinking ship. No one cared. No one was paying
attention. We took advantage and did what needed doing.

Those messages ended up being an elegantly
tiny piece of code, one update at a time, that could be used to
compile a program on our implants. To escape Homeland's attention,
we were forced to disable Hydra and most of the custom software
Lyle designed, but with Melanie's help, we could at least keep
track of where we all were and arrange new deaddrops. It did one
other incredibly useful thing, too. It activated a tiny little
subroutine of our wetware's biological filtering, immunizing us
against the mental castrators we now were certain were being
introduced into the water supply. Little mini-Hydra kept us free
from poison, maybe, but we still had to act like we were saturated
with it. That was almost as bad, but at least we were one step
closer to being back together.

Loneliness really preyed on me during this
period. I'd been cast out several times in my life, but each ime I
found some kind of support network to ease the worst of it. This
time there would be none of that. I was on my own. The little
messages couldn't come close to bridging that gap.

It wasn't anything at all like being really
connected. It wasn't anything at all like a real life. That's what
made me decide to take the risk. If this wasn't any kind of life,
there wasn't much incentive to protect it if a chance arrived to
gamble with it.

I knew where he was. I decided I would just
go there. I made a stop first, making what I considered to be some
essential purchases. That earned me more than a few raised
eyebrows, but a flimsy story about traveling and losing a suitcase
while being a good boyfriend was pretty much all that needed
saying. They rang me up and then I caught the next train.

He was living in a pretty scummy dive, one
of the new hostels that sprang up that catered to celibate young
men who promised themselves they could stay away from the
temptations of the flesh if they lived in some kind of hybrid
YMCA/monastery subsidized by grants from the Whittier-controlled
Congress. If I'd been in a woman's body, let alone the actual body
I was born with, I'd have been frogmarched right out of there
faster than anything. Instead, I was allowed to ring his room from
the front desk and wait for him to come downstairs to meet me for
"beers and the game." That's what I made sure to say loud and
clear, making no excuse for the duffel bag over my shoulder. If
you're explaining too much, that's a dead giveaway that you're
lying.

Lyle came down the stairs a few minutes
later, but I almost didn't recognize him. He was him, actually just
Lyle Estevez the way I'd seen him in photos, but harder done by. He
was gaunt, almost frighteningly so. His hair was showing a few
streaks of grey, and he had a shaggy beard that did a fairly good
job of disguising him from casual observation. I only realized it
was his real body because I'd been looking for anything but that.
When he saw me as Alex, his looked surprised and then nervous. He
played it cool in front of the Nullified at the desk, though. "So
we're getting beers?"

"We're getting beers," I said evenly. He
just nodded. I held up my hand for a high five because this is what
guys do, and he gave me a dubious high five right back. The
Nullified was staring right at us, and I made sure to make this as
hetero as I possibly could. "Nothing fancy," I added. "None of that
fussy microbrew stuff. I just want a good American beer."

"I know a place," Lyle filled in, taking the
lead on the way out of the hostel. The Nullified, satisfied we were
just a couple of bros on hard times, went back to scanning his
terminal and staring straight through us.

We did end up going to a bar because you
can't ever be too careful in an extreme surveillance state. We
ordered piss beer that tasted like nothing and I violated yet
another of my father's religious rules in the interests of not
having my brain hollowed out like a melon by my government. We sat,
watched a game, and made polite small talk until the din of the
other sports fans reached a suitable fervor for eavesdropping or
other electronic methods to be damned ineffective.

"You shouldn't have come to find me," Lyle
began. "Especially in that body. It's known to Mai Roo, and that
means it's known to everyone else."

"You're one to talk. They're looking for you
and Melanie more than anyone," I reminded him. "What have you done
to yourself?"

Lyle looked into his beer. "I decided to
just... let it all go. No point. We're checkmated. All of us. The
whole world, probably. Drink up, Zee. This is as good as it gets in
life from now on."

"Bullshit."

"Maybe, but it gets me through the day."

I couldn't take much more of this. I put my
hand on his knee and looked right into his startled face.
"Listen-"

"Are you insane?! If someone sees us, we're
dead."

"We're already dead. This is death. I miss
you, you know."

"We cannot be having this conversation here.
We cannot be having it... liek this. A pair of guys? They'll haul
us away and they'll never see us again."

I shook my head defiantly and squeezed his
knee harder. "Do you remember what I said? Do you remember us on
top of the world, on that big wheel and looking out at a whole
world that was going to let us be whoever we wanted? I do not care,
Lyle. Bodies are not people. I miss you in any body you want to
wear, even this skinny skeleton with a beard that simply MUST be
gotten rid of."

His hand seized mine by the wrist. "This is
going to get us in trouble," he grunted fiercely.

"We're IN trouble. I can't do it alone
anymore. If it's going to be like this forever, I want to do it
with you. I came here for you, Lyle, and I'm not leaving until I
can have you."

Lyle gripped my wrist harder. I saw it in
his eyes. He was pleading with me, begging me to back off this
insanity before someone saw us and reported us.

I didn't care. I only made sure to hold his
eye contact, pleading with my eyes for him to see me and remember.
"I want you. I want you, and I need you, and I need for us to be
together. If you can look at me and tell me you don't need the same
things, if you no longer want me the way I know you did once, then
I understand. But I don't think we should have to live in all this
fakery. I don't think we should have to disguise ourselves and
pretend to be just like all the 'straights' out there. This world
doesn't belong to whoever shouts the loudest. The loudest mouth in
the world doesn't get to tell the rest of us what's normal or
what's right or what's natural. They don't get to feel like they're
better. No one has that right."

Lyle let go of my wrist. He looked at me for
a long moment, and when he did, I saw the tiniest little spark of
something in him I'd not seen in a while. It hadn't been there
since he pulled me out of the cement, I now realized. He'd never
really recovered from the experience of nearly being sold as a
virgin sex slave. Whatever they'd done to his brain went a lot
deeper than we'd properly scrubbed. When the rest of the world
crumbled down, Lyle must have just finally submitted to it all. He
stopped fighting entirely, but the fight had been slowly bleeding
out of him ever since.

"Is that what you think has been happening
here? Have they been getting louder?"

"They're so much louder that it's
deafening."

"That's wrong."

"Yes," I agreed quietly. "It's why I came. I
don't want to go out like this. I don't want to just give up
everything I've become."

He dared a tiny smile. "You haven't,
ALEX."

"I suppose I haven't. But I still want
you."

"Not like this."

"Like anything," I insisted. "It literally
does not matter to me. I would have you like this, right now. I
would have you however you wanted to be had, and that is a promise
you can take to the bank. You could take it with me right now to
the secure hotel I've booked."

Lyle froze. He looked once over his shoulder
and then back to me, ready to admonish. He stopped when he saw my
face. "Christ. You're serious."

"Lyle, I'll make this incredibly simple. If
you're happy with who you are, who you present to the world, and
what that all means for the rest of your life, I will leave right
this moment and never put you at risk again. I mean it. I solemnly
swear, even, if that's what it'll take to prove how serious I am. I
don't think this is what you want, though."

He looked down at his beer. "You sound like
someone else I used to know. All of this, actually, is so
familiar."

"Tell me."

"You sound like Everett."

I paused. I knew the gentle but kinky
billionaire was much on Lyle's mind ever since we'd seen that
cryo-coffin during our escape from Mai Roo's facility. The ghost of
Everett Janson haunted everything we might ever have together.
Ordinarily, I hated the spectral presence of Everett. Today,
though, I was grateful, because I suddenly knew the story. "Was
Everett wrong? Do you regret going to his hotel room that
night?"

"I definitely regret all of this, Zee."

"That's not what I asked you," I pressed.
"You aren't the center of the universe. You couldn't know or
control everything that happened since. But do you regret going to
his hotel room? Do you regret how you felt? Truly felt?"

He reddened. "It was one of the most
thrilling feelings of my life. No one ever made me feel like that
before. I think about it. I think about it all the time, until I'm
reminded of the rest."

"Come with me. Come find a feeling like that
again. I paid a lot for the security. It's a discreet place,
verified and protected." I slipped him a room key under the table,
so deftly it would take an eagle-eye monitoring a security camera
to see it happening. Onscreen, a touchdown happened that apparently
made plenty of people in the bar ridiculously happy. Cheers
erupted, fists pumped, and the bar din increased exponentially.

"Zee," Lyle said over the noise, "I don't
know."

"Then I'll let you figure it out. We
shouldn't show up together, anyway. Same choice you got a long time
ago from Everett. Show up or don't. Same promise. If you show up,
you'll feel better than you've felt in a long time. You'll be in a
man's arms. They'll be my arms. Who's in those arms is whoever you
want to be."

I would have kissed him if I could, but I
wasn't about to be that reckless. Besides, I knew his heart. This
wasn't the Lyle who really wanted to kiss me. But I hoped the one
that did would follow me.

 


#

 


The key to discretion in a modern no-tell
motel was mediocrity. The Empire Suites was neither a roach motel
nor a posh ultra-luxury place that attracted attention and
opulence. It was a fairly standard family-friendly hotel converted
by its new owners to offer a more discreet experience for the rare,
but well-paying customers who knew about its nature as a speakeasy
for all things forbidden in the new prohibition.

My room was nice, but not terribly fancy. It
had the advantage, at least, of being a suite, so I was able to
wait in the sitting room without the pressure of having to pass the
time in a bedroom that would most definitely make me feel all kinds
of jilted and sad if Lyle failed to materialize.

I had plenty of time to confront this ugly
possibility, too. Nearly an hour passed without so much as the
sound of footsteps outside my room. At last, I heard the click of
an ancient magnetic keycard in the lock. I stayed on the sofabed
with one hand holding a stunner under the throw pillow. I hoped it
would be him. I feared it would be Them.

It was him.

He stepped into the room and shut the door
quickly behind him. The lights flickered, but that was just the
power draw from the jammers installed throughout the suite warming
up. "It's safe to talk," I said, pointing to the jammers. "I paid
for the very best."

"This has to be costing you a fortune," he
said quietly, looking at his feet.

"I have a deadend data entry job in one of
the monoliths protected by the Whittier inner circles," I said.
"I'm happy to spend my ill-gotten gains on something genuine. Like
I said before, I'm done with that shell of a life."

"That was incredibly risky," he admonished,
still in the doorway.

"Some things are worth it," I said. Then I
stood. "Thank you for coming."

"Thank Everett. He taught me to take a
chance when the chips were down."

I let the remark go. The ghost was helpful
in bringing Lyle here, but I didn't need him haunting the rest of
the proceedings. I crossed to him, put a hand on him and smiled
gently. "I missed you. There are some things... in the bathroom.
It's up to you. We don't have to do anything. You don't have to be
anything other than you are. But I'm glad you're here."

He blinked. "What things? What's in the
bathroom?"

"Girl things," I said shyly. "It's up to
you. I'm honestly not sure I care one way or another. But if you
do... well, you know I think us swapping roles is pretty hot."

He turned a little red around the ears.
"Girl things, huh?"

"Girl things."

"Practical or naughty?"

"Both. Your choice."

Lyle hesitated. I saw his gaze rest on the
jammers. Seeming to trust them, he looked back at me. "A lifetime
ago, I was incredibly insecure about a request just like that
one."

"I know."

"Last time, it was also because I was
desperate."

"I know."

"This is the same and different all at
once."

"I know."

He looked at the open door to the bathroom.
I held my breath. Then he looked back at me. "Would you?"

"Would I what?"

"Come in and help me?"

 


 


//LYLE

 


It was like a dream.

My heart was beating so fast I thought it
was going to explode. All through it, over and over, I'd been
thinking to myself how incredibly insane this all was becoming.
What was Ziza doing here? Why was this all suddenly happening? It
was dangerous. It was reckless. Even with the rpecautins she'd
taken, there were still countless ways we could be cuaght, found
out, betrayed, and captured. Had she learned nothing?

Had I learned nothing?

Here I was again. In many ways, I was right
back at the start of my story. A handsome man I found myself
electrically attracted to wanted me to step into a bathroom and
emerge dressed in the fine silky items of a woman. To do so would
be to invite countless risks, to put one foot over the edge of a
cliff and winder how far the fall really would be.

I knew so many more things about myself this
time, though. I knew things I liked. I knew things about the person
doing the inviting. I knew, jsut as Everett had once promised, how
good it really could feel.

And yet, I don't think I'd ever consciously
admitted the essential thing to myself. I'd come to the realization
late, but it was there all the same, in some core part of who I was
that went deeper than fingerprints. I may not have spent my first
twenty-some years in any kind of conscious gender confusion, but I
was a hell of a long way away from being able to deny that I'd
spent so much time in the body of a woman simply because of weird
circumstances.

I liked it.

I liked the softness of it. I liked the
gentle, powerful, sensual side of a life I'd been given a rare and
expensive glimpse into. I liked who I was as a woman. I felt in
control. I felt sexy. I felt desired, but also in control of my
desires in ways I'd never felt when I was a man.

It was a crazy thing to think in light of
the world and what happened in it, but I liked the freedom of
expression. There were so many different KINDS of woman to choose
to be. I only ever felt maybe two or three kinds of man available
to me in my life before meeting Everett, but within a week of that
hotel encounter, I'd seen and inhabited more than than on the
female side. There was, at least to me, a freedom in femininity
that was absent in my masculine life.

And there was something more.

I barely knew Everett. I put a toe in those
waters because my life was in utter ruin. I did it for money. I
might have stayed for another reason, but I'd first worn silk
underwear as a whore. He made it feel like anything but whoring,
but there was a definite transaction.

I had the same choice in front of me this
time, but the stakes were reversed. To go down that road again,
there'd be no payday. There'd be no island getaways or shopping
sprees or debt escape. There'd be running. There'd be fear of
persecution, beatings, and death or nullification. And yet, it was
a better deal all the way around.

I knew plenty about the man issuing the
invitation. I knew who he was at his core. And I knew how he felt
about me, astonishingly, in spite of the rest. I knew how I felt
about him.

About her.

About Zee.

Zee joined me in the bathroom. He showed me
all his purchases. None of them were glamorous or anywhere near as
sexy - we were living in a different world now, after all. But they
were the clothes of a woman, all the same, and the accompanying
products and tools were enough to get me to a place I felt good
about.

I felt good about it! I really did. It was
as scary as it was exciting to admit, but there it was. I wanted
the transformation. I didn't dare risk the REAL geneic one, but the
cosmetic one was a wonderful start. Especially with someone who
cared there to help me through it.

He helped me get rid of the beard, first. I
was glad to see it go, truth be told. It scratched and tickled my
neck, and made me look sad. Men with my ethnic background are not
among the world's champions at facial hair, anyway.

When the beard was gone, I breathed deeply,
as though I'd not been able to draw a full breath in a while. Zee
let me have that breath, and then carefully began undressing me. I
stood in the tub and accepted the cucumber-and-chemical scrub that
in a few short minutes swept the hair from my buttocks and legs in
a few swipes of a sponge. Zee used a grooming wand to help trim my,
ahem, southern garden down to something less bushy and overgrown.
When he reached my most sensitive areas, though, he paused just
long enough to observe my reaction.

I blushed. I know I did. I couldn't help
myself.

He kissed me, then. I wasn't sure how I was
going to react, but I needn't have worried. Though it was really
the first time I'd ever had another man's mouth directly on my
erection (Everett had only come so close as to kiss me through my
panties), it WAS still Zee somewhere in there. The mouth was
attentive. There's no better way to descirbe this. There was a
feminine feel to the act. Even though it was Alex's body and Alex's
mouth, Zee kissed me there like a...

No.

I was going to say "like a girl" but that
would be wrong for any number of reasons.

It had nothing to do with genitalia. It was
familairity. Compassion. Caring. In the first twenty-odd years of
my life, when I'd had exclusively heterosexual encounters, I'd come
to associate these things with femininity, but that was just my
wrongheaded thinking. None of those good feelings had anyhting to
do with perception of gender.

I got hard because I was turned on at being
made smooth and sexy. I stayed hard in Zee's mouth because I knew
Zee, I liked Zee, and I wanted to be with Zee.

From here, things went easier. Zee groomed
me and washed me clean, removing all hair from me save what was on
my scalp and a thin but groomed patch between my legs. It was done
carefully but with all the sensuality that could be imparted into
the act. We hardly talked during the first part of the
transformation. There was respect for the process, and the
awkwardness of that time between, when you're not quite one and not
quite the other. We'd both grown so used to the act happening in
the cocoon, but using that gadget also imparted a lot of
respect.

As I watched the reflection in the mirror
slowly transfigure from a shaggy bearded sad sack to a smooth and
ever-more-confidant slim-figured svelte girl, I saw my eyes grow
larger and the corners of my mouth twitch in a fascinated
smile.

"I like it, too," Zee murmured quietly. Then
he turned to me. "Would you like to dress? There's makeup, too, but
you don't need to wear it for me."

"It'd be for me. But you'll like it, too," I
promised quietly. I couldn't help it. My voice naturally slid into
a softer and less pronounced male timbre. It was instinctive. A
desire to bridge the gap as much as possible, and feel a little
more of it.

Zee left the room, leaving me the clothes
and the makeup. I stood in front of the mirror another long moment,
and experienced my most curious emotion so far.

I felt powerful.

Taking control of who I was and how I
presented was the furthest thing in the world from the way I'd
first imagined the act of tugging on a pair of silky underpants
would be. It didn't make me a mockery. It made me powerful. Sexual.
The knickers Zee bought me were red silk, but visually
uninteresting beyond the color. They were full-backed with only the
tiniest little ruched detail in the back to gather between the
cheeks. The bra, also red, was decidedly utilitarian. It was
unlined and had no wire, which was fine. It did less to accent the
fact I had nothing to fill the cups. Apart from the color, which
had to be the one affordance allowed in the new Puritan state for
women's underthings Alex could safely purchase without attracting
attention, they were not what you might call lingerie. You wouldn't
walk into a bedroom to seduce your husband in what I was wearing,
and you certainly wouldn't wear them on a first date. You'd happen
to be wearing them one Saturday afternoon when the spirit suddenly
took a happily-married couple in the middle of household
chores.

I didn't mind. It was my first bra and
panties in almost two years. They might as well have been made of
satin and lace and air. They might as well have been caressing a
fully feminine body with every small step I took for how good it
suddenly felt to wear them and see the visual effect on me in the
mirror.

I made up my face quickly, after that,
taking the extra time to blend down a little extra base past the
shadow of the stubble I'd worn for so long. Eyeliner popped my
still bigger and brighter eyes. A little gloss wetted my lips and
reminded me how to pout them outward to achieve a more effortlessly
sexpot effect. Then I wet my hair, just a little, taking advantage
of my shag to sweep it in something that wouldn't have passed for
overtly female under clsoe scrutiny, but definitely showed EFFORT.
That's what I wanted to show Zee when I stepped out of the bathroom
a few seconds later. Making the effort. Back.

It was like taking a deep breath of clean
air after a long time of breathing stale air. I had this sudden and
incredible clarity about my life, my body, and if not my longterm
future, the next hour. When I opened the door and strode into the
bedroom, I was almost able to forget about the rest of the badness
that surrounded me. I could breathe again. I could choose again if
I wanted to, and I most definitely wanted.

I wanted the man in front of me. He was
reclined on the bed, casually, in just boxer shorts that were every
bit as drab and everyday as the underwear I had on. It didn't
matter. I wanted to go to him. I wanted to climb on top of him and
press my mouth to his and feel again that feeling of being part of
soemthing.

Pronoun confusion vanished. I smiled at Zee.
Zee smiled back at me, and I turned once for him, letting him
admire the full effect. He grinned and crooked a finger at me.
"Ordinarily, I'd ask to see how many of the moves you stole from me
you still remember, but we don't have a pole in here and I don't
have the patience. Come here."

"I only stole a little," I said with a
smile, joining him ont he bed and quickly seating myself in his
lap. He traced my jawline with his big strong hands and inspected
my lips. "Besides, that was a different person. That was
Nikki."

"Nikki was a hot little bitch," Zee mused
with more than a teasing smile. "If I had this body, then..."

"How fucked up is it that you're trying to
make me jealous with ME?"

"You missed 'fucked-up.' You missed me," Zee
pronounced. He kissed me, then, quite unexpectedly.

I kissed him right back, letting his tongue
into my mouth with hardly a protest. His hands found the small of
my backa nd roved up my spine until I shivered and tingled all
over. Beneath me, I felt his hardness.

I felt my own hardness, too, pressing right
back against his own. It was electrifying. I knew he felt it, too,
because his eyes met mine, and we took a sharp breath in at the
same time.

I wanted to feel a little more of that.
Shifitng my weight in his lap, I rested my hands on his shoulders
and lifted off with my thighs enough to control how much weight I
put in his lap. When I had myself arranged properly, I could glide
my hips back and forth across his lap, rubbing the hard-on tucked
back by the little red panties over the bulge poking out of his
boxers.

The feeling of his cock almost rubbing my
own was a new and powerful sensation. I liked it more than I can
properly state. A new and intense feeling like that,
member-to-member, held back by just a little bit of underwear. It
was male and female all in one. Circling my hips over his,
eliciting his groans, taking the pleasure and the mounting arousing
tingles in payment.

"You're wet," Zee teased with a smile. "You
made your panties wet."

I didn't have to look to know he was right.
My own arousal leaked through a little more every time I made
myself throb, and our dry-hump grinding was making that happen more
and more often. "Yeah," I purred back in his ear. "Turns out you're
really good at making me feel like a girl."

"How much like a girl do you want to
feel?"

I froze only that one time. It was just so
close to what Everett had once asked me. And yet...

"As much as you want," I answered. "As much
as I can get."

We started slow. He left the bra on for my
sense of femininity, but he peeled my panties off and soon had me
laying over a pillow on the hotel bed. My heart pounded heavily in
my chest, but his strong hands were always on me, and they were
comforting. "This won't hurt," Zee promised. "Remember that I've
been on the other side plenty of times. I remember the first time,
too. I know. It'll be okay."

His mouth found me, then, and he made sure
to pay equal attention to my nervous little pucker as he did to the
trobbing hardness pressed against the pillow. This was key. EVery
time he relaxed me a little further, he pushed one digit in, just
up to the first knuckle. While he did it, his mouth was on my
erection, taking it into his warm mouth and reminding me of
pleasure more than the anticipation of a discomfort I craved but
also feared.

I don't know how long it went on. Zee was
skille din ways I'd enver known, and my perception of time blended
into a blur of moanins, arches, quivers, and groans of pleasure.
When the time came, there was plenty of lube, a condom to ease my
fears about anything getting too messy for him, and more than a few
gentle and sensaul words whispered in my ears.

"You're beautiful like this," Zee whispered.
"I'm just as surprised as anyone. And I would go back to being a
girl for you if that's what you wanted. I don't care. But I want to
fuck you, darling, and I want to do it right now."

I shivered and pressed against the hardness
daring to push against my rear. "You really do? You want to fuck me
like a girl."

"I want you to remember. I want you to feel
like it felt when you were beautiful, sexy, dangerous, and in love
with me. I think this is what you want to be."

"Yes," I gasped, the admission feeling every
bit as good as the pending sex. "And I like you... as a guy.
Trading places is... really hot."

Zee grunted in my ear. "I need to do it.
Please. Ask me. Please."

"Please put it in," I moaned. "And
Zee..."

"Yes, darling?"

"You realize... this is my real body. And
this is... Lyle's first time."

"Mmmnngh... you're only making me harder.
Jesus. Is this what it really feels like to be a guy?"

"It's how it feels to be alive. And I want
you to do it. I want you to take the cherry."

"Fuck."

He pushed. I pushed back. It was hard, at
first, but Zee was careful in spite of the enthusiasm. I took a
little at a time until it was in enough for Zee to stroke and me to
rock against it.

It was short, largely silent, but beautiful.
I blew first, to our mutual surprise, but I'd been on the brink for
a while by the time we got around to the actual penetration. The
mess went unnoticed. Zee grunted, spurred on by the sounds of my
surprised and exhuastive release. It took him a few more strokes,
but I didn't mind. It felt good by this point. I was lubed and open
to it, and feeling more girly than I'd felt in an age. The feel of
a man taking me even had me hard again by the time Zee
orgasmed.

We cleaned up quickly and efficiently, eager
to get to the cuddles as soon as possible. I found my way into
Zee's arms and we stayed like that, breathing, silent, and spent,
for a while before one of us dared to break the silence.

"I hate to be the one to mention it," I
murmured, "but at some point we're going to get thrown out of this
room, right?"

"This isn't a no-tell motel, you idiot," Zee
said with a smirk. "I have it booked all evening."

"We can't stay all night, though," I pointed
out. "They'll notice I've gone missing. The place I'm at tends to
check in and out. They'll report it and I'll be wanted."

"Lyle Estevez will be wanted."

"Well, yes. That's me."

"Doesn't have to be," Zee murmured.

"If I go out like this, I'll end up in
reducation," I countered.

"Did I say you should go out like this?"

I froze. "I can't use the gadget. You know I
can't. It's dangerous. They watch for the things the cocooning
process gives off. Besides, we all agreed not to fire up the
software." But even as I was saying it, I was thinking. I was
thinking about the secret in the heel of my shoe, a secret I'd been
dying to tell Zee about since the moment I came down the stairs in
the hostel.

"What if I told you this place has a
basement speakeasy," Zee said calmly. "What if I told you it was
shielded for just the kinds of tings you're talking about and a lot
more to boot."

"More shielded than this place?"

"Much more," Zee promised. "This hotel is
full-service. Spared no expense. Besides, we have an in downstairs.
I don't think we'll have any problem getting a membership
chit."

I sat up. "Let me just make sure I'm being
clear. You're proposing that I... put an old body on and... then
what?"

"Not an old body. Gawd. No, we both need new
bodies. Fresh start. New life. New world. But yes, we'd go down
there, we'd get new bodies on us, and we'd flee this wretched life
of ours. I don't have a plan beyond that, but I can't do it
anymore. We'd whore for the speakeasy for a while, maybe, until we
had enough money to pay a coyote to get us across a few borders and
over an ocean to somewhere more progressive. I hear the French cut
off all diplomatic ties with us, as did the Germans. There are some
good and beautiful folk who don't care who or how you're fucking.
We could ex-pat with clean identities and just let this place
implode on itself."

I shook my head. There were too many
controls on that. Whittier had the country locked down pretty
tight, waiting for the controls and poisons from his stolen Mai Roo
technology to properly seed the entire great society of his. No one
was getting in. Even fewer were getting out lest they carry with
them something for a foreign power to reverse engineer or exploit.
That was, after all, the problem with a mind-controlling technology
being deployed across your entire citizenry. Software, as I'd
proven on several occasions and had proven right back to me, was
inherently possible to compromise. I said as much to Zee, and then
realized I needed to come clean.

"Zee, I shouldn't tell you about this. Even
knowing about it puts you at risk."

"Ask me if I give a fuck."

"I took some of what Melanie did and I kept
working on it. I wrote a new update for the hardware. For stealth."
I paused here, making sure I had his full attention. "It takes
advatage of the MonkeySee angle, using the implant to control small
involuntary body functions. Automatic disruption of gait, for
example. Did you know that gait is one of the ways they can use to
tracka nd identify people? That's true life Big Brother shit, but
it's how they make use of the zillions of cameras they can spy
through.

The software uses the implant to break up
your gait while your walking. It makes you invisible to the
recognition cameras. The rest is body temperature. It also controls
that, dropping you every now and then below the threshold their IR
cameras are expecting to see a human being. Something that isn't as
consistantly warm as a human that definitely doesn't move like a
human IS invisible out there."

Zee sat up. "We could do it. We could get
new bodies. We could fall right off the grid and right under their
noses get everything we needed and then just run away."

"We could," I agreed. "But if we get
caught..."

"Choose. A short life you want or a long one
like this."

I nodded. Then I slid off the bed and found
my pile of male clothes in the corner of the bathroom. In the
rubber sole of the shoe, where it had beens ince I finished
compiling the code, was the tiny memory core, designed to slip into
one of the ports I'd not used for months. I presented it to Zee.
"You can use it first, if you're serious. Let me get this makeup
off and get dressed. Then we'll go out."
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I couldn't stay in Kyndall's apartment even
if I wanted to. I didn't want to, however. Not after she wasn't in
it anymore.

A year and five months. A year and five
months since she turned herself in for re-education. She left me a
note, and I almost left one of my own before climbing in the tub
with a pair of razorblades.

I hadn't been home in a long time. After
sticking my neck out for the meddlers Melanie ran with, I'd more or
less made the choice to become a fugitive. I figured it would be a
short spell, but of course I had no idea that we'd traded one evil
for an even scarier one.

Small comfort I gave Senator Whittier and
his gang of acquantance-raping motherfuckers a night to remember
before sending our lives into a spiral. I wished in hindsight I
could have done something worse. I'm sure that entitled little
prick never admitted his night of homo love to the authorities
before getting re-educated himself. Now the fucker was probably
living it up in the White House of all places while the rest of
this place became a hellscape.

Funny, isn't it, where we fixate on things.
Whittier was a bad guy, but it was the SON I longed to punish. All
my anger and all my frustration for everything that happened after
that night was focused entirely on that little drink-drugging
motherfucker and his entitled frat boy friends. In the anger-filled
fantasies I used to pass time in this mental prison of my own
making, I dreamt up ever-humilaiting and imasculating punishments
for those shitheads.

I'd sissify them for starters. Not feminize.
Sissify. Each and every one of them would be wearing pink ruffle
panties - bloomers made of shiny satin. They'd wear petticoats and
big floofy dresses with puffy sleeves. I'd put knee-high stockings
on their baby-smooth legs and stuff them in pretty pink mary janes
with buckles on the shoes. I'd make the one who tried to rape
Kyndall into my personal sissy maid, complete with a candy-colored
pink buttblug poking out of his pretty siss maid outfit with a tag
on it that read "Jordan's Slutty Maid Princess." Then I'd
photograph them all jerking each other off int ehir pretty satin
panties and mail them straight to the President's news service. Let
that fucker act all high and mighty during the fireside chat the
week his own flesh and blood got the castration treatment. Maybe
he'd do the honorable thing and shoot himself right then and there,
ending this hell cleanly and decisively.

This was the quality of my fantasies in a
life without Kyndall.

It was my fault, too, of course.

This could not be escaped.

I left her to rescue the rest of them. I
left her and let her quietly normalize. I intended to come right
back to her, of course. I intended to apologize for how WRONG I'd
been to control her mind and use her against anything less than
100% of her will. Even if she secretly was always wired to like
being a literal bottom, using the Mai Roo tech on her like that was
not... moral.

It seemed like a game, at first, and then I
got caught up in the excitement and the power like a kid in a candy
store. I had power and I got drunk on that power. My own worst self
prevailed as a result of that. Not okay. Ugly. Awful.

I ended up having to leave Kyndall alone for
a lot longer than I anticipated. I wrote to her, contacting her
when we had a safe and secure line, but things were not okay. I
knew that. But still, I made her promise to avoid drinking the
water, avoid going out too much. Wait for me.

She waited. For a while.

I guess she did some thinking, too. Somehow,
I guess it was just too much. I guess I'd done too much, taken her
too far, and then I'd abandoned her. She had a crisis, and she took
her beautiful body to the nearest center of Saint Fucking Doreen
where they'd no doubt shaved her head, shaved those buxom curves
right off her, and scooped her brains out to be replaced by their
rhetoric and control in ways far more destructive and permanent
than what I did.

But it was me. I did it. It wasn't by my
hand, but I made her my... victim. I fell in love with her, but she
began as my helpless victim and there was no escaping that.

When I finally came back to the apartment
and read her note, she informed me of this with the intelligence
and clarity that were just precisely the things I planned to give
back, apologize, and then offer myself up to for judgment and
punishment. Maybe she knew about my change of heart and maybe she
didn't. That didn't factor into her decision, and why should it
have?

This wasn't about me. It was only about what
I'd done.

She didn't deserve any of it. Her life was
on my hands.

That made the decision for me.

Fuck it. Fuck all of it.

And really, seriosuly, fuck you, Lyle
Estevez. You're responsible for what I've become.

Ronin.

Vigilante.

Avenger.

I made my list. Then I went to work.
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<DNA Sample Acquired>

<Sequencing...>

<Body Map 10%>

I brushed her casually on the street. She
wasn't my first choice, but the haughty blonde with the long legs
and sharp features walking the other direction wasn't going to be
touchable, let along matchable. The man she was with looked like
the kind of guy who hurt people for a living. Now was not the time
to be taking risks, anyway.

This girl: on the young side, but not as
young as my famous borrowing on the beach. She was probably in her
first year of college, with a sweet face that hid behind long,
sweeping black hair that curtained in front of her pale
features.

<Body Map 19%>

She had a slender frame, boyish but with
pronounced hips that her highwaisted legings couldn't help but
accentuate. They were heather grey and clung tight to her twiggy
legs. They were so tight in fact, that I could see a visible panty
line beneath them. Full-backed panties, also cut a little high and
conservative, but riding halfway up the cheeks of her perky round
little butt.

<Body Map 37%>

She had a too-large t-shirt that hung over
her slender and bony shoulders, but bared just the tiniest amount
of her cute little "outie" belly button- which barely poked over
the top of her leggings. The shirt was a striped pattern, and
couldn't quite hide the purple brastrap beneath. I was instantly
worried for her about that detail. If a Nullified or other informer
saw so much as a glimpse of it, she might be in serious trouble. I
wished I could approach her and tell her that, but I had to be
careful, too. Approaching her to tal to her about her underwear
while in the body of a man was also the kind of thing that might
lead to some trouble.

<Body Map 46%>

But I needed a voice map, just to be on the
safe side. I could get some of that if I struck up a casual
conversation, and then just casually mention it while handling the
rest. This was the way I could justify stealing her body, anyway. I
needed her genes, but I'd be able keep her out of trouble as
payment.

"Excuse me," I said while trying to sound as
befuddled and nonthreatening as I possibly could. "I'm a little
lost. I'm looking for the Empire Suites. I was out for a walk in
the neighborhood, but I think I should probably get back to the
safety of the hotel. Can you help me out?"

"Gosh, no," she said regretfully, with just
the trace of a southern drawl. "I'm a student? I think I got off at
the wrong station anyway? Saint Andrews College isn't on this stop,
is it?"

<Body Map 55%>

<Voice Map 23%>

She lilted every single one of her sentences
up, even the ones that didn't end in questions. I would have been
annoyed to distraction by this, but I was distracted by the view
from the front. She had surprisingly large breasts, more than a
little out of proportion with the rest of her tiny and petite
little body. The big baggy shirt made more sense, now. It was a
desperate attempt to hide an endowment that was incongrously
noticeable with the rest of her skinny frame. They were large, they
were round, and the bra I'd sneaked a peek of was working overtime
to keep them strapped back against her chest.

<Body Map 68%>

"To be honest, I have a hard time
remembering the new names of all the liberal schools that got
nationalized," I admitted. "What was Saint Andrews called before it
was that?"

"I'm pretty sure it was State?" the girl
drawled. "But I'm totally sorry? I'm obviously more lost than you
are?" She frowned over the requisite horn-rimmed glasses. I tried
looking there, anywhere that wasn't her chest. This was going to
make it harder to casually remind her that while she was doing her
best to avoid the attention of the Nulls, she was doing a piss-poor
job of it.

<Body Map 88%>

<Voice Map 69%>

I saw the cameltoe, then. It was pronounced,
and all the more lewd for how completely oblivious this girl seemed
to be about its presence. How could she know? If it developed while
she rode the subway, she'd never have seen it. I wondered how she
could see anything over those breasts.

<Body Map 100%...starting Motion
Map>

"I think you're definitely in the wrong
place," I offered. "I wish I could give better help, but I think
you might want to get back on the train. Plus, there's a lot of...
well, a lot of people watching in this neighborhood." I touched my
shoulder and mimed pulling my shirt up.

She thankfully got the hint. "Oh, shit, I
didn't even notice? I know there's not, like, an official dress
code or anything, but it's hard to always think about what's like,
sexy or too sex or what, right? Do you ever have that problem?"

"All the time," I said, and I meant it. Then
I shivered. It wasn't that cold out, but this was Flux's stealth
protocol "helping" me out by varying my body temp. "I'll walk you
back to the station if you want. I think my hotel is back this way,
anyway."

"Thanks," the girl said while squinting at
me through her glasses. "I think I've got it, though. I'll ask a
guard or employee which station I should take? And good luck
finding your hotel?"

<Voice Map 100%>

<Motion Map 34%>

"I'm sure I'll find it?"

I winced. I didn't even have the voice
loaded and I wa already adopting her infectious and annoying
affectation. Ugh. Maybe I could tell Flux to tweak that. If only I
felt safe enough using the many voice and body prints I ahd saved
to memory. I couldn't take the risk they were known, even the one
I'd saved as the perfect remixed hybrid, the body I'd thought after
just a few short mop-up operations I would be free to enjoy with
Ziza maybe forever.

Not so anymore.

She disappeared down the stairs with her
only 59% of the needed motion capture complete. I had no choice.
I'd HAVE to borrow someone else's gait or else let Flux fill in the
missing pieces. Ordinarily, I wouldn't have minded that, but the
thing is that gaits are unique as the bodies they come from for a
reason. A buxom hippy girl is going to have a different walk from
my long-legged skinny-straight student borrow. Some blending might
be okay, but would it be okay with only 59%? Some would be excused
by the occasional "stealth steps" the implant might have me taking
out in the world, but this was big enough a gap it would draw
attention from human observors, even if I was invisible to
electronic eyes.

I took a slight risk, taking the stairs on
down to the platform two at a time. This would draw some attetnion,
but with the stealth-steps, I couldn't count on ymself to be so
sure-footed. A hitching gait and other odd spasms of the legs made
me occasioanlly move in unreliable ways. Hurtling down sticky
subway steps was taking my own life in my hands.

I had to do this without attracting her
attention. She couldn't be allowed to see me following her. I
didn't need to draw attention to myself as a possible rapist
following a young college girl, but I needed a glimpse of a little
more of her motion. Just in case.

I almost lost her entirely, but then caught
a glimpse of her talking to a station guard, gesturing animatedly
with her hands. The progress meter spiked. When she stepped aboard
the next eastbound train, I had 76%. It would have to do. I hurried
back to the hotel - as fast as the hobbling tech driving my own
walks would let me.

Zee was waiting for me, tapping his foot on
the carpet in the hotel lobby when I approached. "You had me
worried."

"Been a while. A little rusty. Did you get
something, too?"

"Yeah."

"Mind telling me who I'm gonna see coming
out of the bathroom?"

Zee smiled. "Well, I've got a few patterns
saved. I'm curious to learn what you might like from me. And what
you chose for yourself."

"It was a rush job, like last time. Not a
lot of choices out there."

"The new theocracy makes it difficult to
find someone in form-fitting clothes, it's true," Zee allowed. "Is
it going to be like last time?"

"No," I said. "Well, not entirely."

"I'm all a-quiver," he said, guiding me to a
room ostensibly containing vintage telephone callboxes. They went
well with the rest of the faded-glory motif of the Empire Suites.
"But we'll talk on the other side. The password is 'killjoy diesel'
today. Make sure to say it right into the receiver of the phone and
hold verrrrry still."

Alex stepped into the leftmost booth,
indicating I should step into the right. I did so, looking ove rmy
shoulder to make sure no one was looking. Then I did as he
said.

The floor fell out from under me. I fell, or
rather, I was sucked down with frightening speed. I saw the false
bottom of the booth snap shut securely above me, and then I slid on
a greased metal slide for a good minute before arriving rather
unceremoniously on a mattress in a stuffy basement.

There were men with guns here, and they were
aiming those guns straight at myself and Zee. "Is there another
password I should know?" I groaned to Zee, who was already standing
up and holding his hands above his head.

"No need," said a woman in the doorway. The
bright light from the room beyond had her as nothing but a
sillohuete, but I could see from that sillohuete she wasn't wearing
much in the way of clothing. "We got their scans on the way in.
That one there on the left is Lyle Estevez. He's the one who made
this all possible."

 


#

 


"Speakeasy" was an understatement. The party
raging underneath the Empire Suites made even the biggest
Prohibition-era bacchanal look tame in comparision. Why shoudln't
it? In the 20s, all they banned was liquor. This time around, the
list of banned sins was far lengthier. A place like this was more
than thriving.

It was in such sharp contrast to the
"circus" we'd seen Mai Roo running. This wasn't a party. It was a
sophisticated club for people with appetites and pleasures now on
the forbidden list. Clean, filtered water was the most popular
drink being served - something free of the mental fog-inducing
supplements and castrators they were adding to the water. There was
also plenty of liquor on offer, but the overall atmosphere was
closer to a fancy cigar lounge that just happened to also dabble in
a fair amount of fucking.

The Underverse, as they called it, had a
pair of madames. The shorter one, corseted and showing off her
ample curves while she strode around the club with a heads-up
fitted over her right eye, never missed a trick. She was the
business end. The hostess end belonged to the other.

I hadn't ever met Casey in person, but I
recognized her almost right away. As a mall elf, she'd given us
some of the best early warning about the proliferation of the Genie
technology she had early access to. When we failed to protect her
from Mai Roo when she got a little creative with using the
skinsuits other than as directed, I felt kind of bad about all the
trouble she had in her wake. It was an impulsive decision to give
her a fully-hacked gadget of her own, but we had more than we could
use after intercepting a Mai Roo courier. I thought she could use
it for protection. Since she was known to Mai Roo, the chance to
have a new face might come in handy.

As it happened, she didn't seem that
interested in a new face. The woman in a tight red latex hobble
dress standing in front of me still had the same wavy brown hair
and plain dark eyes I'd seen while looking her up online. She
hadn't gone too overboard with the gadget, either, from the looks
of things. It was possible she gave her tummy a tuck and her boobs
a lift, but other than that (and the restrictive rubber-and-buckles
ensemble) she was the same.

Then I looked lower.

The hobble dress was elaborate, a beautiful
and utterly kinky bondage dress. It lifted her cleavage up high and
gathered, cincehd her waist and hips with deliberate squeezing
power, but left panels exposed. One of them was between her legs,
where a pair of transparent latex panties proudly showing off an
impressive male member bulging forward. This was, most definitely,
not Casey's original equipment.

The shorter and rounder one, Miss Eileen,
escorted us to Casey presently, then gave me a little wink before
shimmying off to see to some of the other patrons of this
astonishing club. When Casey saw us, she smiled. "Were either of
you the one disguised as a cop the day my life went upside
down?"

"How do you even know who we are?" I asked
incredulously.

"For one thing, we've been talking a long
time. Before you went dark two years ago, I was in regular
communication with the computer girl, Melanie. The last thing she
did before vanishing was tansmit a package of information and
contacts. She told us what was going to be coming, and how to keep
ourselves safe. She also told us how to recognize friends. Your
implants have unique electronic footprints, you know."

"We didn't," Zee remarked.

Casey smiled, looking Zee over appraisingly.
I felt instinctively jealous. That Alex body always attracted
stares, and that led to some complicated feelings. "Well, I've been
slowly connecting with several old friends of yours." She turned to
the bar. "Hey! Nickels!"

A skinny greaseball of a man in a liesure
suit swiveled from his seat at the bar and flashed a diamond-tipped
smile. "I am, as always, at the madame's beck and very call. What
service is required for this fine pair of homosexuals? You know I
don't do anything like that, Miss C."

The little crop in Casey's hand flashed
briefly across Nickels' knuckles. He flinched. I smirked. "I've
been wanting to do something like that for a while."

Nickels stopped rubbing his knuckle and
looked up. "I know that smug tone of relish. It was first seen
wearing a simply world-class pair of bazingas that it used to get
me to do some tres illegal wetware mods on a pretty Arabian friend
of hers. It was later seen in a less chesty body and in a very big
hurry. Now it has a tragically flat chest that I'm very, very
concerned might be its true form. And heaven help us all if the
companion is the olive-skinned beauty with the thighs I still dream
of."

Casey looked ready to smack him again, but I
stepped forward, wanting to get right in his face. "What the hell
is he doing here?"

"He's the hardware guy. Nickels built and
maintains the machine that filters the water and provides us with
our #1 black market product: water that doesn't sap the will to
live and fuck straight out of you. He also built and runs the
detection and countermeasure system in case the Nulls ever try and
raid this place."

Nickels cleared his throat. "Whatever you're
running on your hardwre these days is leaving a pretty big wake.
That shit needs, if you don't mind me saying, some serious
optimization."

"You think you can do better?"

Casey held up her hand before we got into it
further. "Not now. We don't cause scenes on the floor. House
rule."

I looked out at the thriving house in
amazement. "I just can't believe you... decided to become a crime
lord."

Casey laughed mirthfully, holding out her
arms to be escorted by the pair of us. "What else where Eileen and
I supposed to do? I don't mind saying that your little holiday
present was a big hit. It literally changed my life and Eileen's as
well. We were happy and healthy and definitely high on the list of
people to get marched into re-education camps once they started
doing the sweeps. And when they saw my, um, extra equipment? How
was that going to play out?"

We walked with her through the main socail
lounge. Rice-screened pods radiated out from the central room.
Silohuettes of people inbeautifula nd sensuous mid-copulation moved
behind them. As we walked, Casey paused to admire Eileen bending
over a table to whisper in a customer's ear. She purred hungrily,
pausing to grope herself between her own legs. "I wasn't going to
give that ass up," she asserted. "We took some steps. You gave us
the help. Nickels was in the list of contacts Melanie gave me.
There was money in an account you'd been saving up - we bought the
Empire with it. I assumed you knew. I assumed that was why you were
here."

"We didn't think this was being run by
someone we knew. We were just looking for a place discreet enough
to cocoon... and to re-awaken what needed waking up," Zee answered.
"I found out about this after a long, long amount of discreet
searching.

Casey led us down a long hallway lined with
more private suites. She paused at the end of the hall in front of
an ornate door. "Well, we do keep our network a carefully-guarded
secret for obvious reasons. We can talk more once you've slipped
into something more comfortable. Please feel free to use the
'penthouse,' such as it is. Gratis, of course."

I touched her arm to hold her up. "Wait a
minute? Network? There's more than one of these?"

Casey grinned. "Of course. I was a mall elf,
remember? I know the importance of franchising. And once again, you
were crucial to that relationship." She opened the door.

"Gentlemen. Ladies. However I'm to address
you," another familiar voice said upon our entry. "It is damn good
to see you again. And may I just say," aging Vegas hotel mogul
Gerard Saks said with a mischievous twinkle in his eyes, "that I
never expected that taking a meeting with a small-time thug and a
couple of strippers was going to make me so, so rich - and in a
theocracy no less. My investment in buying the pair of you out of
slavery has been paid back in spades." He lifted a glass of
champagne up for each of us.

I paused for a moment, then had to shake my
head in amazement. "I'm not sure if I'm glad to see you or not, Mr.
Saks."

He chuckled at that. "Oh, you're happy.
Trust me. I have something to talk with you about. A grand
proposition to still enjoy life and prosper in this oppressive
regime while we decide whether to take our wealth and flee or
weather the current storm."

Zee traded a look with me. "I don't know if
I have the mental capacity for this at the moment. Casey? Did you
know?"

"I don't refuse my principal investor. But
please, Gerald, let them rest first?"

Saks nodded affably. "Of course. Of course.
My penthouse is yours. Enjoy yourselves. Enjoy each OTHER. Relax,
fool around, try on the bodies I am just certain you're here to try
on, and even take them for a spin. Everyone in here is clean. We're
very careful to sweep them for both bugs and disease. Romp. But
speak with me before you think of leaving. It's worthy, I
promise."

I paused. "What was that last part?"

"Oh, do trust me, my friends of the
complicated pronouns. It's worthy."

"Before that."

"What? Everyone's clean? They are. We are
very thorough. Nothing's going to get in you to spoil your good
time."

"You're a genius, Mr. Saks. An absolute
genius."

 


 


//WHITNEY

I think, in light of everything that's
happened, that I landed in a very, very good place.

I don't think I've ever been as scared as I
was in the wake of that escape in Virginia. I really thought we
were all going to die - or worse, end up like I'd been with Jonah.
I will never fear anything like the prospect of being enslaved and
brainwashed into being a giggling bimbo fuckdoll.

"Fuckdoll" was just one of many bad words
Dahlia and I were now trying very hard to expell from our
vocabularies. It wasn't ladylike, of course, and it CERTAINLY
wasn't very Christian. That mattered, now, but not in the way that
it mattered to a lot of people.

We made a pact to stay together. When
everything started coming apart and Lyle and Melanie didn't have
any more plans, Dahlia and I promised each other that we'd take the
risk. We weren't going to be seperated. I know that objectively
there was a lot of stuff that needed working through, but there was
another road out - letting it all be water under the bridge. In
light of the disastrous new world that we found ourselves in, there
wasn't time to dwell on past wrongs when we found ourselves liking
our present just fine.

The middle of the country seemed like a
fairly safe place for us. We still had our blonde hair, our big
blue eyes, and our healthily-endowed bodies in reserve. On my
advice, we dialed the proportions down from "California Bimbo" to
"Cornfed Farmgirl," and then cocooned ourselves away for what we
figured would be the final time ever. Then we caught a bus for
Oklahoma and never looked back.

In spite of all the changes that swept
across the country after Senator Whittier became president, it
turned out we were right to think we could stay safe in the kinds
of places that were pretty pro-Whittier before he got all his
power. Dahlia started going by "Alli" and we both got ourselves a
waitressing gig at a family restaurant that had a "neighborhood
sports bar" attached. The uniforms were basic and didn't require us
to show an undue amount of skin, the tips were good so long as we
smiled and remembered our manners, and that was life for a good
while.

It did get boring. We didn't really keep up
with what was happening with anyone other than Melanie. I still
felt close to Melanie because she was the one who rescued me.
Abruptly signing off from that relationship didn't feel right. All
the same, there weren't too many opportunities to talk to each
other. Melanie was very clear that we were being watched these
days, in ways we couldn't even imagine. She also advised us not to
take the risk of swapping bodies again.

She didn't' really need to tell either of us
that part. The rest of them might have been giddy to slip in and
out of a dozen different skins whenver the passing fancy took them,
but neither of us really needed or wanted that. Alli was maybe
always going to carry a little of the mental conditioning that
turned her from an uptight yuppie businessman into a sex object.
The idea of going back to a male body seemed to even repulse her a
little. As for me? I was happy. I liked my original body, but I
wasn't fond of how my metabolism made me doughy for even looking at
a cookie. The revised metabolism I'd carried since becoming a bimbo
twin was a lot more forgiving. It was, no matter how liberated
feminist you want to get, also a really sexy body. It felt
liberating, in fact, to have a pinup body, with shapely hips, a
farmer tan, and even a few freckles on the top of my cleavage.

Being wholesome, down-home, and yet
possessed of a swimsuit model's body that filled my jeans and plaid
tops out flawlesly was a trip. It was all the fun of being a bimbo,
but with about a third of the rules and a tenth of the weird catty
little social games. Oh, every kind of girl has her games that have
to be played and survived, but these were all far more
compatible.

I was glad to be out of the intrigue, and I
was happy to settle into a calmer life. The chance to do some good
in the world even presented itself in different ways, and that's
how I got invovled with the "Dare to Be Better" program out of the
local Lutheran church. It was an afterschool program for troubled
kids, and it was run by this handsome, smiling, kind-faced guy with
a square jaw and impossibly blue eyes. He was a youth pastor, as it
turned out, fresh from getting his degree at a bible college and
passionate to give some of the harder-luck kids a brighter
future.

"They cut art in schools a long time ago,"
he said earnestly the day I met him, while paying the check for a
big group of his charges he was taing out to celebrate the end of a
production of GREASE they'd mounted in a barn. "They cut home ec.
There's no life skills. There's no performing arts. There's only
stuff to get you a job, not make you a person."

He left me a big tip, and I caught up with
him in the parking lot as he was loading the van back up to take
them all home. I volunteered myself right then and there to help
any way I could. Pastor Tim accepted my offer gratefully.

I got to teach home ec, and it was the most
fun I'd had in a long time. We covered the very basics, things one
step up from the freezer section, but already way better for them
nutrionally - and economically. When I tried explaining some of
those concepts, though, I got blank faces. They didn't hardly know
economics, and had no clue how money and debt worked.

That's how Alli ended up helping out as
well. She still had plenty of business savvy, and it was more than
enough for the basics of tracking money, making a budget, and
setting aside a little for savings. She seemed to enjoy it every
bit as much as I did, and it was around then we learned Pastor Tim
had a brother, Clark.

It started out as just hanging out socially,
the only adult company for people who rapidly found themselves
spending their time exclusively with children. We would break down
the days' activities at the youth center, get to talking, and then
someone suggested dinner. I don't think anyone planned it that way,
where we naturally paired off. I went with Tim and Alli went with
Clark, and before long we were seriously dating. It was a small-ish
town. Everyone knew everything about everyone, and the tongues
playfully wagged, but never maliciously. The Pastor's flock
approved of both him and his square-jawed and burly younger brother
finding themselves some wholesome female comapnionship.

No one said anything about us ostensibly
being sisters and dating seriously a pair of brothers. If anything,
the town seemed to think it was adorable. As for us, Alli and I
didn't even think about it.

We were fond of each other, Alli and I. It
didn't start out that way, but after Phoenix, things changed. Maybe
it was a little bit of Stockholm Syndrome, or just the weirdness of
a shared trauma, but we steadily grew to love and depend on each
other. In the time before everything went all crazy, we'd even been
playfully intimate, and it was GOOD. Of course as Jonah's thralls,
we'd done plenty of dirty things with our identical doubles, but
this was different. This was conscious. It was sweeter, and oh so
much more satisfying.

I liked the taste of her. I liked the feel
of her hot breath on my neck. I liked the sensation of her palm
cupping me between my legs while I writhed against her. Roles
reversed,now. I was the more unwilling virginal one and she took
all the initiative. It was exciting and the start of a new
wonderful chapter that got cut short by the upheaval.

We cut things way back to escape the Nulls,
but not completely. As early as a week before I met Tim, we spent
an evening entwined in a luxurious three-hour sixty-nine in the
living room of our modest little apartment. I was so drunk on her
juices and my tongue was so numb by the end that I lost track of
time entirely. It was exhilirating. I figured I'd found
happiness.

Actual love is a funny thing, though. This
whole time, we were pretty focused on sex. When we spent time with
Tim and Clark, we both felt something new. It was a different kind
of completion. It necessitated a serious talk.

The talk didn't take long. We were of the
same mind about what we wanted. Of course, we weren't able to let
go quite so easily as making the quick decision. Our escapades
continued in the bedroom for a while after our relationship became
serious with the Johnstone boys. The problem with dating a Pastor,
in particular, was his commitment to some of the values he
preached. There was not going to be so much as second based until
we were wed.

This was, for the pair of us, a bit like
quitting heroin cold turkey. We were both honest with our men about
our pasts, insomuch as admitting we'd been sexually active outside
of marriage for quite some time (we didn't say with each other) and
expected it would all end right there. Tim was so calm, though.
"That doesn't matter. I can't judge you. But I think you've both
dsicvered something different and something better, now, worth
dedicating oyourself towards. Am I right?"

We wanted him to be right. We really did.
The urges and the denial of satisfying them got more than a good
sit on the apartment's washing machine could fix, though. She
visited me, first, slinking into my room after a nice date at the
movies with Clark. She was completely nude, and I had yet another
opportunity to appreciate just how bisexual I really was, because I
forgot my own gentle promise to Tim the moment she straddled my
face and commanded me to lick her until she was exhausted enough to
sleep. I placed my tongue to her bare mound and I kept it there in
some fashion for the next thirty minutes. When she squealed and
slid off my slobbery and flushed face, I caught her wrist, kicked
back my covers, and demanded she rip my panties off and reciprocate
appropriately.

Things reached a fever pitch the night we
were both invited to the Johnstones' parents for a double date/meet
the parents dinner. We made polite conversation, were mannered,
sparkling, and on our best behavior. I think having to BE so
well-behaved is what made Alli do it. During the main course of
perfectly-prepared roast chicken, her foot slid out of her shoe and
rose to tease my legs open from across the table. No amount of
looks I gave her would dissuade her from her object. She pressed
her big toe against my slit and wiggled it there against my panties
until I was visibly squirming and terrified of being caught. She
was skilled as ever, though, and pulled back each time I was in
danger of giving us away. When she brought me to climax, I had to
pretend I was coughing on an invisible anyhting to mask my gasps
and shivers.

Tim was at my side so fast, lifting me out
of the chair and administering a competent and strong Heimlich
maneuver that I had to pretend dislodged something and made me
better before he cracked a rib on me. "Sorry," he said, as if
sensing too much pressure might have been applied. "I was just
worried."

It was a small thing, but I didn't want to
worry him, anymore. I felt different things. I wanted to give him a
real try. Give it a real shot. Given she initiated our little
dallying, I assumed Alli wouldn't see things my way. Shockingly,
she was similarlly remorseful about her behavior at dinner. We made
a new pact - we were going to give these boys and this life a fair
shake. We could do that. We kissed once, just to sort of seal that
chapter, and from taht point onwards, we were just as wholesome at
home as we were in the outside world.

I looked at myself in the mirror today and I
felt good about that decision. I was ready for the next chapter.
Tim was kind, not insisting on off-white due to my
less-than-virginal status. I got my white wedding dress, a
beautiful mermaid dress that had a plunging but classy neckline. My
hair was piled high, my makeup was perfect, and I allowed myself a
tiny little secret smile. I was wearing the requisite lingerie shop
satin panties with the word "Bride" embroidered on the butt. The
waist cincher, stockings, and demi bra I had underneath this dress
would be a welcome surprise to my handsome husband when he got me
out of this dress later tonight.

A wedding! Me! Married!

I was momentarily sad my parents couldn't be
invited, but that would place them and us in far too much danger. I
was shortly to be Mrs. Whitney Johnstone. I had the name they gave
me, but nothing else. It would just have to stay this way.

That little tear almost ruined my eyeliner.
Alli was quick to catch it bfore it smeared. She smiled back at me
in her own ballgown wedding dress and giggled. "Careful."

"How does it feel?" I asked.

"I'm excited. And happy," she admitted.

"I mean... the rest. The dress. You're okay
with it. You're still Dale in there somewhere, right? You're
wearing a wedding dress. You're wearinga garter. You're going to be
married to Clark in about twenty minutes and then you'll be a man's
WIFE. You're good? You mostly have only ever... I mean me and girls
and...stuff. Are you okay?"

Alli swallowed, then smiled happily. "I'm
good. I'm really good. You know what? I feel like I'm in my right
mind. And I think it's more important how you feel than how you
started out. I feel like Alli. I feel like I'm going to dance with
Clark and then we're going to go back to the Garden Inn's bridal
sweet and I'm going to make love to my husband and then recline in
the big jacuzzi tub with him and from that point on, it'll be,
like, sealed, right? I'll be her. This will be my life."

"I'm glad," I whispered.

"It feels good to put the coda here, sis.
We'll stillb e close, but we'll be..settled. We'll be done.
Compared to all the things taht could ahve happened to us, it's
good fate."

"It is," I admitted. "It's a fine fate."

"Ready?"

"Yes."

"Then let's go."

 


 


//MELANIE

I was careful to never do any of the things
I needed to do from the same cybercafe. I thought I was being
clever, actually. If I was sneaking in through one of my backdoors
in Seekr, I never even hacked from the same city twice. I jumped a
train or drove a car for a minimum of 300 miles before I stopped in
some new cafe and logged back in to do the next part of the
hack.

The rest of them warned me about taking
risks, but who else was even going to do it if it wasn't me? Lyle
was off the grid, practically. Zee wasn't picking up that often,
either. And I couldn't let it go. I just couldn't have this be how
it ended.

I've always been a competitive person. I
didn't get where I was in my life, even prior to all the fantastic
developments, by anything less. I liked to win, sure, but I
couldn't bear to lose to someone I had active contempt for. When
possible, it was nice to be able to use sex to turn the tables on
people like that, especially when nine times out of ten they were
men. Never was it sweeter than it was when I dealt with the
attemtps to marginalize me at Seekr through careful application of
a shiny rubber dildo to a pompous male executive's quivering
behind.

But oh, how I wished I could do something
equally world-turning to Whittier. Living in this social apocalypse
was a daily torture. It was all the more unbearable knowing I'd
been so close. We'd been right THERE. We could have stopped him. We
had been in arm's length.

No. I couldn't let it go. I couldn't quit.
There had to be something. There had to be a way. But I needed
everyone. I needed Zee. I needed Lyle. The twins were out, and that
was okay. I wished them well in their attempts to blend in and find
happiness. Happiness wouldn't come that easily to me, and getting
one back was too big a job to do by myself. So I pulled these
little hacks. I helped Zee. I tried to take care of any details
that might be necessary to watch Zee's back during the attempts to
bring Lyle back around. I was a better rote coder than Lyle
Estevez, but he had that rare gift: intuitive brilliance. His code
was klunky in places, but what it accomplished was exciting and
new. We needed precision and inspiration both. And we needed
comittment and execution. That was Zee.

They were together. I got that message.
Better than that, they were somewhere safe and back with friends.
When I logged into a San Diego terminal to check in and infiltrate
Seekr one more time, I had this short message waiting from Zee:

[[Band back together. Saks here. Going
slimy, but then 2LV. L has half plan, needs infectious agent.]]

I mostly parsed the message. It was almost
the maximum number of characters we could safely encrypt and
decrypt. They were safe, they were at the speakeasy, and they were
on their way to Vegas. The last part was both encouraging and then
befuddling. Germ warfare? That wasn't his style.

Of course it wasn't his style. I felt slow
and stupid for not immediately understanding what Zee meant by
"agent." Now that I understood, I would definitely need Seekr's
processor power and more than a few things we'd quarantined away
over the years to protect our users. I had no idea what Lyle had in
mind, or what he intended to do once he had the infectious agent.
One thing at a time. I had some servers to raid.

I noticed the men in the too-shiny loafers
after an hour. The rest of their outfits were casual enough for a
surfside cyber cafe, but those loafers were expensive. Anyone who
can buy shoes like this probably has wetware. If you're up to no
good, a cafe like this was only viable if you were running all the
little covert processes and apps I was running on the rented and
locked-down hardware in front of me. So what was their story? They
were either in a simialr boat as me, or...

They were here for me. Of course they were
here for me. Any fool could see that. I didn't want to believe it,
but that wasn't really a luxury afforded me at the moment. Out. I
had to get out. Now.

I wasn't quite done, though. I had a few
good candidates in my collection, but the worms in serious
quarantine were taking some time to liberate. Five more minutes. I
needed five more minutes.

One of the guys pushed back from his
terminal. He pretended to buy a boba tea, but I don't think he was
fooling anyone. He seemed hopelessly confused by the menu options
and spent far too much time looking in my direction.

Not professionals, then. I'd been TRACKED by
pros, but in the interests of catching me, they farmed the job out
to local muscle. Interesting. Maybe it wasn't Whittier or Homeland.
Maybe it was just Seekr corporate security who somehow figured out
I was nosing around their infrastructure. That sounded like my
former company, cost-cutting and giving the job to some well-heeled
thugs in the interests of expediency and synergy.

I shut down my bots running interference and
pushed all the processor power towards the one worm I really
wanted. The icebreaking took a while, still, but it went almost
twice as fast. Of course, I was also being traced twice as quickly,
but who cared? Someone clearly knew I was there?

How?

I traveled. I made sure not to be too...

Oh.

I traveled.

Of course. They'd put the two together. The
surveillance state knew *I* was traveling. They knew where the
attacks were coming from. They might have even traced me quicker
because I drew attention to myself by swapping cities. Outlier.
Melanie, you stupid idiot.

I had it. Not everything, but enough. I
yanked my portadrive quickly and slid the cylinder straight into my
wrist port. I'd blast it over open channel if I had to. I could
probably handle myself in a fight based purely on skills gleaned
from Lyle's software, but I didn't have the body mass to take more
than a hit or two from those brusiers. Little margin for error. Had
to be ready to send the package on in the event this was it for
me.

They followed me out of the cafe. I made a
tactical mistake perhaps in not heading back for the main drag of
funky shops on the way to the water, but at the time, it seemed
better to duck down an alley. It was pretty dark, and the
visibility might give my optic-enhanced eyes a headstart. Besides,
it wasn't like I had friends on the street. Homeland might be out
there. Nuls almost certainly were, or at minimum, pro-Whittier
informers. The alley was dangerous, sure, but maybe the lesser of
two evils.

They were right behind me. When I quickened
my pace, they followed suit. Their intentions were perfectly
obvious by this point, so they gave up the pretense and started
running. I ran, too. Not good enough. I was distracted in trying to
boot up the full implant, re-enabling the cellular radio and
preparing the package to transmit to a deaddrop I set up in the
event my reckless hacking caught up with me. After not hearing form
me for a day or two, Zee would know to check it. We'd maybe still
have a victory somehow.

The bolt of blue light zipped past my cheek
and singed it. I skidded to a stop and fell to the floor, sure they
had me. Two more zipped over my head, and that's when I realized
the bolts weren't coming from my pursuers. The bright charges were
traveling the opposite direction - towards the goons.

The stunner bolts were only enough to slow
my attackers, but it slowed them considerably. A shape rushed past
me in the shadows, elbowing me o one side to get a clear path to
the targets. I teetered and landed in a pile of garbage. When I sat
up, my tailbone ached and my head throbbed. I'd struck my head on
the side of the nearest building.

My vision was blurry, and the sting of the
impact was shocking enough to knock the wind from me. I saw that
dark shape move quickly, dodging the lumbering swings of the
half-stunned goons while delivering precision strikes to vital
organs. The last, a fist to the windpipe, make a horrible noise as
my attacker fell gasping and choking next to his downed
compatriot.

"Get off the ground, pet," a familiar and
yet changed voice commanded. I saw the shock of blue hair, then,
and my vision cleared a second later.

Quinn. Jordan. In formfitting black tactical
gear, her eyes blazing. "Come on. Get up. No need to stew in filth.
I must say, keeping you safe is a fulltime job. I really thought
after our time together you'd be... I don't know... more
careful?"

I swallowed, groaned, and got to my
feet.

I'd been certain I was paranoid. There were
other times recently, when I'd been sure someome was on to me. Each
time, though, I got away with it. The person I feared was following
or spying on me siddenly vanished, no longer three steps behind me
the next time I looked over a shoulder.

"How long have you been watching me?" I
asked quietly.

My blue-haired rescuer hauled me off the
pile of trash I'd landed on and smiled a brilliant, mocking smile.
"Oh, don't worry, pet. Your Miss has never been able to REALLY stop
thinking about you. But since you asked...? A while. I've been
quietly eighty-sixing all manner of trackers and Nulls who keep
sniffing around you. And after all... you ARE mine."

I ignored the obvious barbs. I just looked
into her eyes. The fear of somehow slipping under her control
seized me. Then it slipped away.

There was something different about her this
time. There was something in her eyes. Something in her touch.

I took her hand and let her pull me up. She
slipped a long coat over me. It was a flimsy disguise, but it was
something. There was a car waiting at the other end of the alley.
She held the door open for me and helped me inside without another
word.

"This is the second time you've been the
rescuer and demanded nothing in return," I said once we were
underway. "The first time, I expected maybe you'd stick around. I
hoped you'd changed your mind about us."

"I had things to do," she replied.
"Important things that don't matter anymore."

"And this time?"

"This time, I want something. But you're
just a pit stop. Don't worry pet, you don't have to keep your legs
clamped shut like they're guarding Fort Knox. As much as I'd like
to see you moaning, watching your IQ fall point by point as the
light in your eyes goes dim, vacant, and bimbo-like while I dick
you over, over, and over again... I don't have time for that. I
have a list. You're a means to me getting that."

I took a slow breath before I continued. She
still had an effect on me. It was crazy to be stirred by those
things, but my body was not MY body. I couldn't have the body that
could resist those kind of things. The blue-haired version of it
was driving the car, though. It was close enough to touch. To
sample.

"It won't work," Quinn said with a sad shake
of her head. "I wouldn't waste time trying. My... a good FRIEND
made some changes. I have countermeasures against sampling. If you
want the body back... well then, you're just going to have to work
for me, pet. You're going to help me kill the president."

I wasn't as taken aback by her demand as I
should have been in a more rational world. We didn't live in that
world, though, so instead I was cool. "I have a better idea."

"I don't see how that's possible."

"There are, in the words of a famous hacker,
worse things than death - and we can do all of them."

Quinn stared straight ahead for a long
moment, focusing on the road. "I'm listening."
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"I hope you got what you needed," she
whispered with an icy amount of contempt.

I withdrew both fingers from her slowly and
contemplated the act of licking my fingers, but that was going too
far. I didn't want to taunt this woman. She was a client, after
all. Her pleasure was of the utmost importance. This is what she
paid so very much money for, in fact.

The woman with me? Forty. Sandy-brown hair
cut shoulder length with a lot of bounce to it - the kind that came
from a competent blow-out in the hotel salon. She wore a slinky
cocktail dress that made it clear that forty was a long, long way
from dead. The crushed velvet was tastefully trimmed and adorned,
with a flying V neckline and a hem that stopped just below the
curve of her taut behind. She wore shiny nylons to smooth out
imperfections she perceived despite there really, truly being none
that mattered. This was the expected fashion for a respectable
woman these days, though, and she was nothing if not respectable.
Her heels were as expensive as they were exqusiite, as was the
diamond bracelet she wore on her left wrist that matched the
teardrop diamond necklace and earrings she also wore.

Her name was Felicity Adario. Her husband,
Benedict Adario, was a wealthy construction magnate. Adario
Constructs was the contract-holder for the prison-conversion
programs, I knew. Every single prison retro-fitted to be a
re-education center was a million-dollar personal payday for
Benedict Adario. His wife could afford plenty of things in her
life. A divorce wasn't one of them.

When we reached her suite, she escorted me
inside discreetly and secured the doors. She drew the curtains just
as I was admiring the breathtaking top-floor view of the Las Vegas
Strip down below. It wasn't as bright and teeming as it was the
last time I'd been here, but then again... no one was.

Mrs. Felicity Adario wasted no time. She
unzipped her designer dress and wiggled free of it, showing off her
sumptuous and just slightly pear-shaped figure. She stepped out of
those incredibly fancy shoes, and with practiced care pulled her
pantyhose down over her ass, peeling them from each tanned leg with
careful precision to avoid a tear or a run. Her simple strapless
bra came away, and I saw she was entirely natural in that
department.

"Don't think he hasn't asked," she said, as
though reading my expression. "Given half a chance, he'd put
silicon in everything. Even butt implants. He actually said that to
me. 200 ccs in each cheek, minimum. He wants to overbuild his wife
just like he overbuilds hotels, restaurants, and office parks.
There's no telling what might happen, but there's a good chance
you're going to encounter his dick implant. Don't say I didn't warn
you."

"Ma'am, the underwear, too, please," I said
calmly and professionally. My eyes roamed her body, careful to
absorb every single detail."

"I'm sorry. I've never done this before. I
just really need... I need to experiment. I can't go through the
same ritual day after day with no break in the routine. First a
blowjob. Then a little striptease to make sure he stays hard while
I get ready for him to fuck me for exactly eleven minutes." She
laughed ruefully. "Stay hard. He's got a dick implant. It's
cybernetic. It'll keep his ridiculous cartoon penis hard until the
next ice age."

"Please turn around," I said gently. "Let me
see all of you."

She complied, which was nice. I made her
turn slowly first clockwise and then counterclockwise. She had a
nice figure. It didn't want or need augmentation. I told her
so.

"That's kind of you. But I'm not paying you
for compliments," she said, suddenly all business. "Are you
ready?"

"I have all that I need, ma'am," I said just
as efficiently.

"Good. It's a little creepy with you just
sitting there watching me. I still don't see why you had to resort
to such an intimate and invasive sample, either."

"You want it perfect," I offered. "Best way
to get a perfect copy. Like taking temperature at the
hospital."

She grunted, but questioned my peculair DNA
sampling technique no further. "How long does it take?"

"About an hour," I informed her. "I will
find you at the spa tomorrow morning. Don't be late. There are
severe late fees incurred to arrange later pickups if you don't
call ahead."

"I only need the night," Felicity Adario
asserted. "Where does it happen?"

"I prefer the shower," I said.

"The shower? Really?"

"It gets a little messy."

She made a face, then made a magnanimous
gesture towards the shower. "Then off you go." She didn't give me
another look, instead turning to the drawers in the room, from
whcih she chose some suitably trashy and borderline illegal
lingerie to lay out on the bed. "I'll bring in your clothes. Please
be as quick and discreet as possible."

"Ma'am," I said patiently, holding out a
transfer chit. "The money needs to move now. Your fingerprints
don't transfer. Some is the expected amount you ought to be
carrying. The rest is the House Fee."

"Whatever happened to leaving it on the
dresser," she huffed, but complied.

"Strange days, ma'am. Strange days," I
answered. Then I strode buck naked into the bathroom and shut the
door behind on me. The shower was granite and roomy enough to get
up to some naughtiness. It was, by virtue of being an expensive
enough room to be afforded the lucury of no surveillance,
completely private. Perfect place to trigger a cocooning.

[Begin? Y/N?]
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Morton Pruitt was so ridiculously vain that
even his sexual fantasies were tinged with a kind of unbelievable
over-the-top narcissism that made me either want to gag or
congratulate him for reaching the top of some kind of pyramid of
awfulness.

Simply put, Morton Pruitt wanted to fuck
himself, but himself if he was a lady. "Let me be as clear as I
know how to be," the rich little fuck said in the comfort of the
incredible luxury suite we found ourselves in together. "I don't
mean I want to fuck a tranny version of myself. I want, like, the
exact me, just as a woman."

"That's an ugly word," I said quietly.

"Trannies are ugly too," the far-too-young
tech mogul said dismissively. Too much time plugged into the feeds
of every overshare on his popularand ubiquitious service seemed
like it seriously warped his worldview.

I let it go. Now was neither the time nor
the place. He was paying a ridiculous amount of money to Gerald's
hush-hush and extremely secret escort service. He was the most
overtly foul of the johns and janes I'd serviced since moving to
Vegas with Lyle, but he was far from the minority. As long as you
were rich, powerful, and supportive of keeping Presidnet Whittier
and his cronies in their ruling positions, the rules didn't apply
to you. Most of Vegas might have been converted into megachurches
and tent revivals, but the new neon holy land still had its fair
share of fancy and opulent hotels and spas. There weren't any Nulls
in any of these hotels, and there wasn't any surveillance. The
sophisticated systems letting the old casino owners spy on
everything and everyone in their gambling paradise were very
publicly scrapped. Big Brother wasn't necessary when God was
watching, after all, right?

Of course, the real reason for a big gaping
hole in the fence of our new surveillance state was the same old
and far too usual seedy reason. The rules were for plebes. The
patricians could still do whatever they wanted, so long as they
were able to tell the rest of us what to do, how to think, and what
we could do with our bodies.

I knew Morton Pruitt was one of the big
campaign backers for Whittier. He didn't share the moral agenda,
but he was all in favor of the Whittier Administration's extremely
lax policy when it came to busting up obvious trusts. Better to
have someone in your corner who would cooperate unconditionally and
let them have a de facto monopoly - especially if the BigBoard
social network was willing to trade no regulation for sharing every
personal detail with Homeland.

So there I was, in the bedroom of the chief
enabler of our new surveillance state, scanning his thin, angular,
pasty body from top to bottom. He might have seen the sun too
often, but Morton Pruitt at least subscribed to the "new geekdom" -
the notion that when not coding all-nighters and living on
aminoprotein sludge, you should be at the gym and obsessively
building your body. He was skinny, but pretty built. It was an odd,
odd body. I was mostly grateful there was a computer to assist with
the issue of building a female Morton Pruitt. I had a difficult
time imagining what in the hell that could possibly be.

"I mean, like, his should be my twin fucking
sister," Pruitt kept instructing.

"I think I undertand," I said patiently.

"I'm very exacting. You 'think' you
understand? You probably don't. I'm an incredible genius. I'm
seriously at a higher level than you when I'm just taking a shit. I
mean, literally, that I want you to takea ll of THIS," he said
while gesturing at his naked form, "and change the Y chromosome to
an X. Nothing else. No artistic license. No nothing. I want to see
how I'd come out with a chick body."

"And then you want us to fuck," I said,
perhaps a little petulantly.

"I'm gonna bang the shit out of you, don't
worry, honey. Up, down, sideways, with your ankles to your ears and
my rod in you so deep you'll swear you see a way more interesting
god than the one on all the money."

"As your sister?"

"As me. As me. I know you're stupid, but we
just covered this. I'm on a different level. I need someone on my
level. That leaves me. But I'm not into guys, so I need me with a
pussy. Is that sinking in, yet?"

I smiled prettily. It didn't help.

"Jesus," he said with a groan. "Do you know
how homo it is to be showing another guy my naked ass right now?
You've got that gadget, right? The vintage one and not that cheap
Genie shit. That's what I paid for."

"You'll get what you paid for," I assured
him through set teeth. "That I can promise."

"Well you could have at least put on a chick
body to come over here. What the ever-loving-fuck?"

"I think we're all set here," I said
soothingly. "I'll go into the bathroom and take care of the messy
part. It tells me this will take about an hour."

Pruitt waved me off in utter annoyance.
"Yeah. I'll have made another fifty thousand dollars in that time.
So off you go. Hustle for that five thousand you'll split with the
hotel pimp. I'm all good."

I sealed myself in the bathroom, stepped
into the shower, and let the HUD build out the feminine Morton
Pruitt. It wasn't, of course, possible to predict how the genetic
dice were going ot manifest the details of any number of features,
no matter what Pruitt asserted to the contrary. I took a few
artistic liberties. I wanted to at least enjoy myself a little.

I tweaked the waist. I kept the muscular
structure, but opted for short golden hair in a cute bob. I let her
pubic bush grow thick and reckless to sell how "natural" the whole
process was, but then I gave Pruitt's "sister" an overt pear shape.
Tiny little breasts with dark pink nipples that were almost flat.
Freckles on her chest and on the bridge of her nose, and a few on
her big swaying ass for good measure. Serious lovehandles, the kind
that were practically handlebars for some serious doggystyle.

This last detail was a comfort feature for
yours truly. I knew guys like Morton Pruitt. They came into the
clubs I worked all the time. They claimed to be bored by
conventional women, but it was almost always the reverse. They
ended up preying on those with less self-esteem when looking for
free pussy. When paying, they got possessive. They got a little
rough. They had to POSSESS what they paid for and really use it to
still feel like they were in the power position after having to
exchange money for feminine attention. They were the ones who
tugged nipples too hard and squeezed breasts like they were looking
for fresh fruit. They were the ones who really rammed and reamed to
get their power back.

So yeah, I took away much of what Morton
Pruitt was certainly going to try to grope and twist, and I padded
myself for the rest of what he planned to do to me/himself. I had
to go through with the actual sex, after all. That was the whole
point of being here.
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Felicity Adario's body was comfortable to
wear. I'd not had the occasion to wear too many of the more mature
models before moving in to the Luxe Automica, but that changed
shortly after entering into employment at Gerald Sak's opulent
luxury hotel and secret den of sin. This one was in the kind of
excellent condition only super-rich kept wives of powerful magnates
could hope to have, and it was like driving a perfectly-restored
classic automobile.

There was such poise in her walk. There was
such perfection in her posture. I felt sexy and powerful, and that
most coveted of feminine states: haughty. Unattainable.

I had already been attained, of course. My
husband for the evening was a boorish man, too fat in the middle,
and far too red in the face after just two glasses of wine. It was
truly a sight to see. He imbibed, wasted too much of the food on
his plate, and became a belligerant and blsutering old fool far too
quickly. No wonder Felicity was paying top dollar for a secret
vacation tonight.

I left her an hour previous reclining on her
expansive bed and passed a long-haired boy of maybe twenty with big
muscles and his hair piled on top of his head in the most
ridiculous man-bun I'd seen in ages. He had the look of a personal
trainer. Good. I had no doubt the actual Mrs. Adario was going to
give him one hell of a workout.

Me, I played decoy. I had an extensive
dossier provided by the wife should I need details to keep my
impersonation going. It was ready on my ocular implant's HUD, but I
hardly needed to refer to it. Benedict Adario was not interested in
me for anything other than the trophy status symbol I could
probably expect to be all night and every night thereafter if this
arrangement were permanent. My job was to look pretty, not eat too
much, and agree with him on every drunken point he bellowed in this
extremely fancy restaurant.

It was amazing. After just three hours, I
understood completely what it was like to be Felicity Adario. I was
bored. I was required to be intelligent, keep my body in immaculate
condition, and look every bit like the luxury status symbol I was
intended to be, but I couldn't DO anything with all of this. I was
a prize stallion never allowed to run. I was a Ferrari perpetually
in the garage save for the occasional ride to church.

I realized I was antsy. I wanted action. I
wanted anything other than to linger at the lounge watching an
all-American ballgame on the holo while political allies and a
conspiracy of old white men smoked and discussed ways to
consolidate even more wealth and power while passing moral judgment
on everyone else in the world.

So what snapped, exactly?

I had a very simple mission. I'd already
dosed the real Felicity Adario during her sampling. She'd pass the
package to her man-bunned personal trainer and THAT little stallion
would in turn communicate the infection to probably every bored
political and magnate's wife currently sharing wan smiles with each
other in this room.

You had to assume that at least some of
these men touched their wives in a blue moon. Dispersal would
spread at a reasonable pace from there. But we needed Adario or
someone on his level. We needed a couple of confirmed high-level
infections to do what needed doing.

My plan had been to get him even quasi
alone. Get him to take me to a show. Give him a blowjob in the
private box. That seemed both do-able and not TOO objectionable.
Failing that, maybe I could stay true to the character of the real
Felicity and trip and fall on the dick of one of my husband's
colleagues in the coat closet or restroom stall.

In other words, I just needed one. Just
one.

But I was bored. I was bored and annoyed and
suddenly really restless. I'd never had a body quite like this
before. Over the too-long meal, I'd allowed myself to get excited
at how it would feel to really let it loose. I was also maybe
jealous of Felicity Adario's luxurious lifestyle, even if I knew it
was a gilded cage. I didn't want to waste the chance.

That was part of it, but I might have kept
it in my pants (or in this case, kept my dress on) if it hadn't
been for the topics of conversation.

I couldn't take the moral superiority from
such ugly souls for even another moment. I couldn't take the casual
racism, the homophobia, and the classism. I couldn't take the way
their smug, wrinkled faces all got red with outrage at how
worthless and stupid the lower classes were. How weak. How
animalistic.

"We're all animals," I offered over my
martini. "Even in this room, we're just animals in Armani."

The looks from the other wives let me know
I'd gone too far, but I wasn't looking at them. I was looking at
the men. I was looking at them, following their eyeline, and
confirming that by opening my legs like they were a New Jersey
drawbridge had the desired effect. My naked pussy winked back at
half the men in the room while I blithely smiled and sipped my
drink.

"Forgive my wife," Benedict began.

"Yes, forgive me," I smirked. "I'm a bad,
bad girl sometimes. A minx. And I guess I was wrong. There aren't
any animals here or else I'd almost assuredly already have one of
them in me trying to make me pregnant."

Shocked nosies came from the women. The men
flubbered about. My "husband" got all red in the face again, red as
a pomegranate.

I stood up, amking sure to flash my sex to
every man I could and then flounced to the restoom. "I'm going to
the stalls," I announced. Not the restroom. The stalls. "I may be
in there a while."

It was a reckless and risky thing to do. It
was also stupid as all hell. At minimum, I'd just made unbeleivable
trouble for the real Felicity Adario. She'd complain to Saks, he'd
refund her, our reputation would take a hit, and I'd catch hell. At
worst, I'd behaved in a fashion worthy of re-education.

That wasn't going to happen, though. This
hotel was not watched. Nulls didn't come in, Homeland didn't spy on
its friends, and the only men who would follow me into the stall
might be pretending to go chew me out, but were going to end up
unzipping their flies to blow their loads in my slutty mouth.
They'd surrender to those instincts if only for the pleasure of how
bad it would be how good it would therefore feel to throatfuck a
billionaire's wife while he sat outside fat, blustery, and
limp-dicked.

The first one in the bathroom was young and
fit. He was a juior executive and new to the trappings of power,
but also pretty interested in tasting an older woman's poon on his
fingers. I let him go through the motions of lectuing me, all while
hiking up my skirt and letting him test just how wet and sinful I'd
made myself.

He forgot what he'd come in here to say in
his capacity as the moral majority's volunteer mouthpiece by the
time he dipped in my pussy to the second knuckle. I kissed him on
the mouth, transferred everything I'd need to, but then got his
cock out of his suit pants and jerked him slowly, rhythmically, and
accompanied by nothing more than grunts until he spattered the sink
with his pent-up cum. That's when I saw there were two more men in
the room.

They flanked me at each side, pulling downt
heir own trousers and nodding wordlessly at me to make room for
them in the jerkoff circle. They were big men, broad-shouldered and
square-jawed, the product of the kind of selective inbreeding only
robber-barons and politicians are capable of producing. Their cocks
were, by contrast, entirely average.

I cooed at them, though. My fingers
tightened about the pair of them and drew them closer. I was now
set to behave very badly indeed. It was going way too far, of
course, but I let my temper get away from me.

Also, I was horny. I'd not been back in a
woman's body for very long at all after my self-imposed exile. I'd
allowed myself to forget how intense and welcome the sensations can
be when they're simply and fundamentally different from the ones
you're used to all your life. I remembered being a horny young man
and reading about masturbation techniques like "the Stranger" that
were designed to fool your brain into thinking this was a new,
outside sensation and therefore a more intense and pleasurable
one.

Wearing a new body was almost always like
"the Stranger" times ten. I'd not had too many opportunities, even
in this new line of work, to really go wild. I was angry, I was
horny, and given a chance to act out, I took it.

I took them each in my mouth, one in turn,
then the other, alternating with my knees scuffing up on the floor
of the tiled bathroom while the two men each grunted. They liked
what I was doing. One of them put his hands on my head to steady
me. The other ran his fingers through my hair and then under my
chin. Soon I had them both grunting in quick alternating
rhythm.

I think it was a while back when the idea of
sucking dick stopped feeling too strange and started feeling
natural. I was really into it by the end of my time with Tyrone. He
taught me so much, too. Not just how to take this guy, push him all
the way into the rear of my throat and hold it there for a good
long five-count before pulling off without so much as a gag. He
also taught me the art of a good blowjob, of paying attention to
those little spots each guy has, the ones that only need a little
touch of the tip of the tongue and some meaningful and deeply
slutty eye contact.

A good blowjob, like any other sex act, is
always about connection. You can make that connection about
whatever you might want to make it about. It doesn't have to be
true love. It doesn't have to even be about a night of pure
passion. It can be a transaction. It can be a power play. It can be
a slutty item to check off on a bachelorette scavenger hunt.
Knowing what that connection is always unlocks its own version of a
sexy feeling, and any one of them can make you cum if you're honest
about the nature of the connection.

This act was about so, so many forbidden
things. I made both men cum and cum hard. The first managed to get
most of it in my mouth, but the other couldn't wait. He blew right
on my face, spattering me with so much pent-up semen that I was
momentarily blinded. I was just thinking to myself that a big messy
facial was going to be hard to conceal all evidence of given the
limited resources of a public restroom, but then I stopped worrying
about that and mostly just hoped I'd keep control of my bowels when
not one but two high-powered stunner bolts hit me.
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He was every bit as guileless as I feared
he'd be. Pump-pump-pump. Grunt-grunt-grunt. Spank. Repeat.

I stayed on all fours and kept my head low,
bent over on the big fancy bed while Morton Pruitt nailed me from
behind with all the care and attention you might show a cheap
plastic blow-up doll. He made such nosies, too! Where did he learn
how to fuck? The bargain bin of porno movies?

Spank! He did it again, and that one was
definitely going to leave a mark on my jiggly ass. "Jesus," Pruitt
grunted between making manly-sounding (to him) grunts. "I can't
believe what a big ass I'd have. What a big ass you have. Sis."

He was really into the taboo shit now that
we'd gotten started. Maybe there was hope for him, I thought. The
idea of simply fucking himself lost a little of the lustre and
attraction for him once he got a good look at what came out of his
shower. Then he switched almost exclusively to calling me "sis."
Even as play, it squicked me out. Being made up to look actually
related to him was something I tried very hard not to think
about.

He was just getting ready to finish in me
when I saw it.

It was just one word, on the open channel
our implants all shared.

[LYLE: help]

Then it was gone.

I lost all interest in even pretending to
continue this charade. "You're my brother," I hissed. "You're my
brother and you're fucking me."

It didn't take any more than that. One tiny
little bit of roleplay from me confirming his taboo fantasy and
Morton Pruitt came all over my ass. He sputtered and spanked me one
more time for good measure, and then collapsed back on the bed.

"Damn," he croaked. "Damn. I'm gonna do that
again. Oh hell yes. Next time, beg me. Beg me to knock you up,
even. Say all that shit you jsut said, but then ask your brother to
put a baby in your belly."

I shot him then. It was a mild stun, so
low-power it might not last longer than an hour, but I shot him
right in the balls for that. "Too far," I told the blubbering
social media magnate. "You don't get to be that fucked-up just
because you're rich. You gotta EARN that."

Of course he didn't provide me with clothes.
He hadn't intended to take me out. That was going to be a problem,
I thought. Then I opened the closet.

Morton Pruitt traveled with a ton of weird
shit, including a custom rock-climbing kit. The form-fitting suit
had some padding and some protection, which was nice, but also
stretched to accomodate this concocted body. I knew I was going to
draw a little attention dressed like a low-rent superhero, but on
the other hand, this was, suddenly, a rescue mission.
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I guess it figures the movies were right.
Most casinos had special rooms hidden in their vast complexes, the
kind of rooms where mob muscle roughed up debtors, cheaters, and
teams of con grifters trying to steal their wives and all their
diamonds.

Converting a fancy hotel into a megachurch
and lifestyle complex didn't mean an end to the goon rooms. Why
should it? My captors had me in one right now, and it was proving
damned convenient for them to keep them around.

I would have taken mobsters, though. I would
have been delighted to even see those movie mob "dentists" who show
up with an old leather toolcase filled with medieval dental torture
tools. Oh, how I wished for mobsters.

I'd never seen a Null up close.

She was all in grey, in a shapeless kind of
tunic with flowing pants. Her hair was greasy and unkempt, and her
skin had a greyish claylike quality to it. Her eyes were dead,
though, and that's what scared me the most.

She wasn't a zombie. She was worse. She was
a human being, but one with all the spark drained out of her. She
stared at me, stared into me, and then stared straight through me.
Her gaze was cold, empty, and penetrating. When she took a step
closer, her gaze never wavered.

I shivered, then.

"Tell me why," she said softly.

I twisted on the table they had me strapped
to. No good. Too tight. I'd never bothered to learn any kind of
escape techniques, either. Dammit.

"Tell me why," the Null said again.

"You'll need to be more specific," I
said.

"You know the answer. You know the lies. You
tell yourself lies every day. You live in lies. So tell me. Tell me
why."

I fought the revulsion when her fingers
touched my skin. "I'm not the one living a lie."

"You deny. I can see the truth of you, Lyle
Estevez. I can see everything. I can read your thoughts and see
your feelings and I can taste you, Lyle." She crossed around me,
never smiling, never making any kind of facial expression at all,
in fact. "Your parents. You don't speak to your parents. Your
parents think you dead, in fact. You left no note when you
vanished. You left no trace. Your father has cancer, Lyle. He's
dying in a Seattle hospital. Did you know that? He'll be dead by
the end of the week, and you helped kill him faster.

"Your mother surrendered to re-education.
She didn't have anything but anger and sadness left in her heart
and she came to become one of the fold. She was shaved and welcomed
and became an apostle of the nullification and her holiness Saint
Doreen the Repentant Slut."

I spat. "You're lying."

"Not a lie. Did you think about the life you
threw away for very long at all, Lyle? Did you think about anything
or anyone other than yourself when you abandoned it all? Did you
think about saving any part of the life that matterd to anyone
else? We are all connected. We are all part of something beautiful,
if you'd only let it be so."

I tried my hardest not to let her words
inside. I tried my hardest to remnd myself that the Nulls had all
kinds of techniques at their disposal. Re-education was an
insidious process. It wasn't just words. It was chemicals. It was
implants. It was control on a base level.

"Are you re-educating me?" I demanded
quietly.

"I'm offering you the chance to do it
yourself. I'm offering you the chance to beg forgiveness. To admit
your sins, and bring an end to the path of ruin and hurt you leave
everywhere you go.

"Everything you touch comes to ruin, Lyle.
Every life you come in contact with carries your taint. The slut
'Tiffani'? She's dead, Lyle. She didn't survive the conversion.
When you left her at the mercy of flesh peddlers, she became such a
vile little whore. She opened every hole she had and let in the
most horrible things. She was barely human when she was recovered
by the faithful. She was also unrepentant. No amount of
re-education could ever wash her sins from her ruined and sinful
flesh. In the end she walked into the furnace when faced with the
enormity of her own sins."

It hit me. It hit me like a knife straight
to the heart. It was a lie. It was a trick. It was a manipulation.
It had to be. "You lie," I hissed.

"I do not lie. I do not sin. I am purified.
This is all true. Brother Tyrone manned the blast furnace that day
and he wept for the corruption he had a hand in bringng about."

More knives. "He didn't. You LIE." My voice
shook, then. I hated myself for that.

"He will help you, too. He will be the first
to welcome you to the fold. Your mother Lillian will shave you
clean and clear and then you'll be reborn and submit to penitence.
If you do it willingly, we will make sure you see kind faces that
are familiar and purified as you walk the coals. If you succeed and
free yourself of your lies, of your filth, of the falsehoods of
your world, you will be celebrated. And if not, you will burn in
purity and Brother Tyrone will absolve another sin of his
pimphood."

I hated her, then. I hated them all, but
this Null in particular. When she touched me this time, it was all
ice. "Fuck you. Fuck you."

"Do not weep."

"I'll do whatever the fuck I want, you evil
zombie. I'll kill you. I'll kill you all."

"I greive for you, Lyle. You are powerless.
You are optionless. There is no play to be made. There is no real
choice left to be made. You will be purified. It is in hands other
than mine or yours if you emerge or are consumed. But tell me. Tell
me why you lie."

"I don't lie."

"Tell me why you lie. Tell me why you wear
false faces. Tell me why you steal lives. Tell me why you left your
own life to go fallow and ruined for the base thrill of perversion.
Tell me why you lie. Tell me what it serves. Tell me why you want
to be a woman."

"I don't want to be a woman."

"You lie again. You choose it over and over
again. You gravitate to it. Your firewalls are broken. Your
security is down. We see everything your implant records. You don't
even need a woman's body to wear women's clothing. You crave the
deception. You crave the lie." She leaned forward over me. "If you
were restored to your male body, I could make you stiff with desire
if all I did was mention clothing you in silken unnderthings. Your
shameful manhood would rise and glisten with your sinful
lusts."

I was tired. I was losing track of time, and
the way she kept repeating certain phrases wore like grooves in my
skull. I was dehydrated, dizzy, and quivering with rage and shame
and grief.

I was breaking.

I could defend against so much, but I
couldn't defend against the most painful of her revelations. Even
if her news of my family was a lie, it was inescapable that I had
run. I had been ashamed. I had failed, and failed in a way that
brough disgrace with every new headline. At the time, I fooled
myself into thinking that I was sparing my parents by
disappearing.

It wasn't for them, though. I grabbed for
Everett like a life preserver. I grabbed for that new life, a
luxurious one that I always imagined I'd enjoy for my hard work and
dedication with Flux. I felt entitled to it, and the rest was
secondary.

They could see all that. They captured me,
they broke into my hardware using the vast resources at their
disposal. They downloaded me onto their servers and laid me bare
for the whole world to see. There were no secrets. They had
everything.

I laughed. It hurt to laugh, actually, and
it ended up coming out as something that sounded more like a sob
than anything, but it caught the Null by surprise all the same.

"Tell me," she pressured once more. "Tell
me."

"You saw everything."

"Of course. And now I put new things inside
you. Your nullified mother. Your dying father. Your dead and
hollowed friends. All your fault. There is no escaping it, Lyle.
Everything that happens to everyone from this point forward is YOUR
FAULT."

"I know," I blubbered. "That's why I'm
suddenly so happy."

 


 


//ZEE

 


Not hard to follow the trail. Not hard to
follow the chaos. Not hard at all. Not when you've decided on a
"damn the consequences" frontal assault.

Not when you love someone.

[MonkeySee is running... loading (all)?]

"Fuck yes, everything," I confirmed. My eyes
filled with scrolling lines of glowing text. I had to banish
everything else away. Then I let my body become a deadly weapon.
With everything I'd ever absorbed enabled, I was a chaotic ball of
destruction. I couldn't control it. I could only aim it.

Noncombatant collaborators got pickpocketed
for their keycards. The types who walked, talked, and had the
vitals of exactly the kind of person who would squeal if a little
pain were applied spilled their guts and gave directions to the
secret elevators.

Thugs with blades blocking the elevator got
their hands pinned to the wall with their own blades and a groin
kick to boot.

They stopped the elevator remotely. I
hotwired it using skills I didn't even know I had. Gymnast skills
got me up on the roof of the elevator, riding it down in the bare
shaft. Every film ever made where this end in going splat informed
my body's swaying acrobatic dodges and counterbalances.

I dropped on the guys with guns who burst
into the elevator. I broke the first guy's neck with my thighs
wrapped tight and his face in my crotch. The other one got bullets
in the chest from the first guy's pistol.

I took the pulse-round submachine gun from
the second. I left a hail of bullets down the halls. I saw the
matrix somewhere in there, and slipped into complete autopilot. The
deadly precision was intentional. The wall-run and flying kick into
the last of the armed response team from Homeland was just, simply,
showing off.

I didn't care anymore. We'd done out best.
We'd blow the thing now, see how big a crater we could make, and go
down as revolutionaries, martyrs, or just terrorists - but we'd
damned well do it together. I would not leave Lyle in the cement. I
would not.

There were Nulls in the last room.

I held back then and only then. I wanted to
spare them. This wasn't their doing. What they became couldn't be
entirely their fault. Then I saw the monitors. I saw what they were
showing Lyle. I saw the end of a dear friend, a working girl who
just wanted to take care of her family and make the world a better
place.

The rest went to a red haze.

I saved the one looming over Lyle for
last.

"Lyle is broken," she announced with smug
reserve. "You can have him. Killing me will do nothing. Some sins
cannot be washed clean. You won't even get satisfaction from
killing me. You'll only get pain. At the end of the day, I found
purpose and redemption. You're a whore. A pervert. A killer. Do you
realize that? You've taken lives. You've ended something sacred.
How far have you fallen? How much farther will you go? You'll never
be the same. You'll never stop seeing their faces. Cunt."

"Now that was just a rude thing to say," I
said, forcing the MonkeySee protocols to slowly power down. "I
think you said it because you're scared. And you should be. We're
going to pull the trigger."

Lyle turned. He looked like shit. His fancy
rich-lady dress was torn. His hair was disheveled, his makeup
smeared, and the body he wore so very much abused. He looked tired,
too, more tired than I'd ever seen him. He looked dead on the
inside. "Wait," he croaked in the parched voice of the politician's
wife. "Not yet."

I blinked. "Lyle, we have to."

"Zee. Please. Get me out of here."

The Null straightened, getting ready to no
doubt say something else that was both icy and smug.

I punched her right in her stupid face.

"We're blowing it," I said. "Now."

"Wait. Just wait. Call Melanie first."

 


 


8: Double-Team

 


//JORDAN

Here's the thing that's going to 10/10
absolutely one hundred fucking percent going to result in your
populace rising against you, putting your back to the wall, and not
even giving you the courtesy of a blindfold or a cigarette:

If you're going to lead a political coup and
create a facistic totalitarian theocracy, that's fine. More power
to you. I wish you every bit of luck with your evil comic book
villain nation state. Please feel free to make any and all rules,
commandments, and enforceable crimes for your appointed religious
police to toss half to populace into the gulag for so much as
questioning. As a moustache-twirling, stick-up-ass, fun-hating
monster, that is absolutely your perogative. As several other world
leaders have demonstrated, you can actually keep that shit up for
several generations before the people decide something's got to be
done and they hasten your end in precisely the same fashion as you
hastened some other poor bastard's end.

If you want that end to come TOMORROW,
however, I highly reccommend making all those restrictive new rules
for your great society and then allowing the rich, powerful, and
politically close-to-you to absolutely not be held accountable to a
single one of those rules. You can't have your general population
in line for moldy bread while politicians eat roast duck and have
digital watches, Communists. You said you'd all SHARE. You can't
refuse to help the poor and claim their sudden lack of money is
their own fault and then ask for a billion dollar bailout when your
own financial Ponzi scheme falls apart, Capitalists. That mess is
ALSO your fault, so go wallow in your own shit.

And if you're going to chemically castrate a
population and ban everything but the missionary position between a
man married to a woman, you'd sure as hell better not have senior
government officials owning and visiting beltway cathouses that
would make Littlefinger deem excessively lavish and perverse.

The madame of this establishment had zero
percent body fat. She was olive-skinned, with dark chocloate brown
eyes and wavy black hair gathered up behind her, with only tight
little ringlets hanging in front of her eyes. She wore exotic and
vaguely ethnic jewelry, and her closet was split evenly between
Eastern garb with plenty of patterns, bangles, and nosechains,
and... leather.

I felt bad giving her the old chloroform rag
treatment. I wasn't about that kind of shit anymore. I really did
try to get her consent to be tied up, gagged, and a genetic donor,
but she proved strangely loyal to the client who was keeping her
safe, rich, and exempt from the new laws of the land. I couldn't
blame her. I couldn't let her stop me, either.

I liked her body. It was a little bit like
the one I'd had for too long, the one that reminded me of Kyndall,
but it was only in the ethnic details. This body was lithe, tight,
and in remarkable shape for the thirty years it was in this
madame's care. Cute round butt, lifted high and with not a trace of
marbled cellulite. Round, natural tits that weren't so big they got
in the way, nor so small they blended in. Smooth, elegant hands
with perfect nails. I liked those best.

Of course, the unbreakable lock on my gadget
added a dark-skinned uncut little surprise to dangle between my
legs. Damn Jonah, anyway. Though in this one detail, maybe it would
be okay this time.

I was grateful to this madam (Cerise -
beautiful name) for one more thing: like any sex merchant catering
to a powerful and influential clientele, she was an exceptional
record-keeper. The client book not only contained enough damning
evidence to perhaps start a revolution all on its own - it also
chronicled their requests, likes, and proclivities.

We knew our play almost right away.

Melanie could've twinned me. It would've
been right up this guy's alley, but she knew everything by now. I
confessed my sins when I explained my plans for atonement. Give her
credit - even though I'm still holding her genetics hostage, she
didn't make me eat too much shit for it. SHe seemed, actually,
strangely compassionate. She also had, as it turned out, a much
better plan. Desperation makes strange bedfellows of us all. Or
maybe that's the wrong aphorism to recall at the moment.

The enemy of my enemy is my friend.

She slipped into a tall redhead with an
extreme blunt cut. Ghostly pale skin, 5'11" and a lot of that being
legs. Skinny and curvy, the kind of body built for black skin-tight
latex and leather. Corsetry, body stockings, and, of course, big
black strap-on dongs. She borrowed some of Cerise's body jewelry,
including one of the nose-chains, and also made use of Cerise's
makeup table to apply ruby red lips and lush deep eyeshadow that
trailed away from her lids like liquid smoke.

I pointed out that it was faster to let the
gadget take care of makeup applicaiton, but Melanie shook her head.
"Not the point. The ritual is important. It's ceremonial. War paint
in its truest form. You arm yourself for what needs doing and who
you need to become."

She adjusted her corset and then beckoned me
over to tug it tighter, so tight she went positively wasp-like. The
black rubber bodysuit riding halfway up the crack of her pale
nylon-covered ass wiggled like the thorax of a queen, catching the
light and momentarily mesmerizing me.

She tightened the strap-on belt and gave the
rubber erection jutting lewdly out from her pelvis a few loving
stroes and then smiled when she saw me.

"You know, there's a world in which I would
blow this mission to bend you over and take revenge on you in a way
I know you'd positively adore. You'd like that, wouldn't you,
kitten? I can see the way you're staring. I know what you want.
Your mouth is dry. Go ahead and lick your lips. Do it now." I must
have done it, because she purred and stepped closer, still stroking
the rubber cock and never once breaking eye contact. "You're
wetting your mouth because you're suddenly salivating at the idea
of wrapping your pretty lips around this monster and sucking it
like you could actually milk something from this big fat rubber
toy. You're happy to get on your knees. You'd do it, too. Woudln't
you, pet?"

I grunted. I didn't mean to do that. It was
just something that happened. When Melanie saw it, she smiled
wickedly, slapping the big dong against my thigh. "Holy shit," I
whispered.

"Just warming up. But also... yes. You're
not forgiven. There will be a reckoning. This is a promise, slut.
You played at the domme, but you had a mind control device to help
you. I've been doing this a long time, and I can see it in your
eyes. You're wet at the the idea of being on the bottom. You're
filling your pretty panties at the idea that I'd get you on your
knees and put this in your pouty little butthole."

She dragged her fingers over my crotch,
eliciting a sigh. "Stop."

"No." She lorded it over me, her eyes
suddenly sparkling. "You're going to be my bitch when this is over.
I'm grateful for your guardain angelin-ing me and for the rescues,
but you're a long way from paying. You've atoned for plenty and
you'll pay for what you caused to others in any number of secret
private ways. But you owe me. I'll make us even, pet, but what
matters going forward is how you act. You might enjoy it. Or you
might not. That depends on what happens next."

The bell rang below. He was here. Just in
time for his regular appointment. I snapped myself out of whatever
momentary haze she had me in and brushed past her. Now was not the
time for that. "Game on," I muttered. "Go wait in the bedroom. He's
not expecting a second. We don't want to spook him."

"Of course, Madame Cerise." Her tone was
playful and taunting. I knew that she was warming up for what
needed doing... mostly. But I trusted implicitly every word she
said to me was true. By aligning myself with Melanie here at the
end, I was going to pay the piper for what I'd done to her life.
That seemed... exciting. And dangerous. I'd been, in no small
terms, a complete cunt. I had much to atone for.

Luckily there was a man at the door who was
a convenient way to work out some of the issues I had with the
fucked-up nature of the world.

"Senator Santos," I said with a brilliant
smile when I opened the door. "Or forgive me. Director.
Congratulations on the promotion."

The handsome man with the heart-shaped face
and the dark, beady eyes slipped inside and gave me a fierce look.
"Watch what you say. Even I'm watched."

I laughed playfully, shutting the door and
pointing to the Homeland-issued dampers spaced generously
throughout the makeshift brothel. Gifts from him. "Oh, hush,
darling. No one watches the watchers. Not here. You amde sure of
that."

"You seem awfully playful tonight," the man
responsible for the day-to-day hell that was living in this country
now. "Moreso than usual."

"Tonight isn't usual, darling," I said as I
escorted him upstairs to the most private of the bedchambers.
Everyone else was already sent home for the night. The real Madame
Cerise was resting comfortably in her bathtub and wouldn't even
leave this with rope burn if she was a good girl and didn't
struggle against her bonds too much.

"I don't have time for anything elaborate,"
Santos protested. "We need to be very on target. I'm also not going
to pay a fortune, either, so don't bother with a sales pitch. I'm
generous with you in plenty of other ways."

"My my, how power corrupts," I said merrily,
resting my hand on his crotch. "Thinking of changing the terms of
our deal? Thinking Daddy Teddy Santos doesn't need to pay
anymore?"

"You're here by my good graces, Cerise."

"Am I?"

I pushed the door open wide. He gasped.

Melanie was laying on her stomach, heels in
the air with her head on her chin. A riding crop rested on the foot
of the bed in front of her. She grinned wickedly. "Why good
evening, Director Santos."

"What the hell is this?"

"He's requested we keep this short and too
the point. Nothing too elaborate," I filled her in.

"Oh, well then, Madame, we don't want to
disappoint him. We'll keep it straight and to the point. Senator,
that means you'll have to be a good girl."

"Excuse ME?"

"Your name is Princess Bitch tonight. I'd
much prefer to call you by your first name, so why don't you be a
good girl, Princess, and take off those silly ugly boy clothes? The
sooner you put on the outfit I picked out for you and wiggle into
your bright pink panties, the faster we can get on with what's
needing doing."

Santos turned bright red. It was impressive,
really, to watch the anger and outrage literally fill his face like
a cartoon character. "What the fuck do you even mean by that?"

Melanie stood, then, brandishing that big
rubber dildo and waving it in front of him while I shut the door
behind him. "Oh, you know what I mean, Bitch. Get naked and then
get pink. You're spending tonight as my sissy princess and you're
going to love every minute of it." She smacked the riding crop on
her hand, striding confidently forward to put a rubber gloved hand
on his chin. "Aren't you, bitch?"

 


 


//MELANIE

 


I can't properly describe just how good it
felt.

It helped that he was willing. Lord,
almighty, was that weasal fucker ever willing. What is it about the
kind of men who rise to power by spying, blackmail, and coersion
that almost always makes them some kinky motherfuckers?

Oh, he liked to pretend that this was all
some kind of grand affront, but who was he kidding? I had his file
from Cerise. The Director of Homeland liked a few things: strong
bossy women, the clothes they wore, and the smell of shiny patent
leather. I could make a few inferences from there. He claimed he
liked strong women because he liked testing and breaking them, but
the truth was, in his secret heart, the real test was for the one
who wouldn't break. He liked to flirt with demotion. That was a
symptom of plenty of men at the top. The idea of being bent,
broken, and taken down to a lower level was one I exploited with
the dungeon in my old home on plenty of occasions.

God, I missed my dungeon.

I got him stripped with help from "Cerise,"
and took more than a few opportunities to also fondle and flirt
with Jordan. That was important. I liked messing with that little
skank becaus eI was dead serious about everything I was going to do
to that bitch before the score was even close to settled. I was
definitely going to get my body back, but then I was going to get
some motherfucking satisfaction. It started now. Why waste an
opportunity to be all kitted out in latex and leather with a roo
full of toys and not start the process of slowly breaking the
little thief down?

Of course, Princess Bitch liked it plenty,
too. My new sissy-to-be was used to being ordered around by Madame
Cerise. The files said he liked to polish her patent leather spike
heels with his tongue, but then, in the end, fuck her like a man as
his ostensible "reward." Like I said, this was just a way for him
to godmode and be the dominant one in the end. He didn't realize
that, though. All he thought CONSCIOUSLY was that he was a good boy
and that sex was the reward for submission.

Not true.

Submission is the reward for submission.

He'd learn that tonight. Seeing me have the
upper hand with the one whose heels he sometimes licked, though,
was a perfect way to establish tonight's power structure.

I of course smelled like one big patent
leather spike heel. I was even using a liberal amount of polish
spray, and I knew it was driving him wild. I might have been a
little rough in tearing his suit off him, but I didn't apologize.
Nothing to break the spell. Besides, the sound of an expensive suit
tearing is the kind of thing that commands attention and signals
that the limits have just changed.

I got him naked and sniveling in no time
flat.

"Tell me what you really want," I
challenged.

"You're crazy," he whimpered with a full-on
erection waggling in front of him like a litmus test for his actual
feelings on the subject.

"You want us to bring you to heel, don't
you, Princess?" I said while teasing ym riding crop under his
quivering balls. "You want to be sissified. Fully. Completely. A
good little Princess Bitch."

Jordan was right there and right on cue,
caressing him from behind and breathing down his neck until one of
the most powerful men in the country shook and wobbled against us
both. "Imagine yourself. All frilly and pinked. In ruffles and a
big froofy dress. Your naughty boiclit tucked into something
pretty, pink, and satin, with a little keyhole in the back to let
the boys finger your boipussy under your frilly dress."

She must have put a finger there just then,
because Santos jumped. "Stop it," he whispered. "I'm ordering
you."

"You're ordering," I teased, pressing in
close while Jordan had him sandwiched from behind. "But you're not
using your safeword. Are you, Princess?"

He just moaned in reply. And that's all it
took, in the end. He was disgustingly willing. He just needed to go
through the motions so he might comfort himself later into thinking
he wasn't now and forver our bitch at heart. I pushed gently and
commandingly on his shoulders and down he went, one knee at a time,
until he was kneeling in front of the big knobby dong with all its
textured little bumps and ridges.

I traced the outline of his lips with the
big toy, using my hips to expretly guide it around his little
quivering mouth. When I pushed in, he made only a little moan and
then he took the tip of the toy in his mouth while his angry little
prick bucked in the air in front of him. I let him have a little,
just a tease, a smell of brand new rubber and the taste of it on
his tongue, then pulled back.

"You may do the honors," I told Jordan, who
led the confused and stammering director of the surveillance state
that kept us all living in perpetual fear and paranoia to a big
closet to pick out his sissy attire.

She dressed him quickly and efficiently.
There wasn't time to do anything about his leg hair, but the former
senator didn't have so great an abudnance of it to be worrisome.
Some tight white stockings and some platform mary janes took care
of concealing the worst of his manly features. Jordan selected the
perfect pair of pink satin panties that hand, as promised, the most
darling little heart-shaped cutout in the rear, leading straight to
the more girly of his lower anatomical parts. A sissy pink maid's
dress came next, but one with a tight corset that bound and gave
him a more feminine figure. I helped her apply his makeup and even
took the time to sculpt his eyebrows into a high and feminine arch.
He was so angry about that, but it took just the tip of my crop on
his tucked-in prick to silence the sissy.

I lined his lips wth shiny pink gloss and
put him in a curly brown wig while Jordan fitted a tight lacy
collar around his neck that proudly proclaimed him our "SISSY
BITCH." The collar made Princess moan and start blubbering, but I
would have none of that. Instead, I clipped a leash to the end of
my prize's collar and led her away from the makeup table and in
front of a full length mirror opposite the big four-poster bed.

"Look in the mirror," I ordered. "Look in
the mirror and tell me if you see the Director of Homeland."

Princess moaned when she saw the full effect
of the transformation.

"Oh, don't complain, Princess," Jordan
added. "We did the best we could with a short timetable. I just
know that having seen yourself, though, you're going to be just
DYING to take it farther. You wnat that, don't you? You like it.
You like how it feels. You'd be our fulltime sissy princess bitch
if you could. You'd slowly let us turn you more and more into a
girl until there was nothing left but a limp little nub in your
perfect and smooth pink sissy panties. Isn't that true,
Princess."

"I'll get you for this," Princess
promised.

"That's not a very nice thing to say," I
said, and delivered a sharp thwap to the backs of her unbowed
knees. "And what are you doing on your feet in front of your
Mistresses, Bitch?"

She got on her knees. Of course she did. She
didn't like the humiliation of our prognosticating, but she LOVED
the feeling. I knew everything there was to know about this kind of
submission. I could relate to it even better after being on the
receiving end of it. In some ways, the experience of being Miss
Quinn's plaything was now a tool. I used it now. I used it to great
effect.

Princess went back to worshipping my big
dong. She was only too eager to let us lead her to the bed and then
to get on all fours to fellate the big toy while her ruffled skirts
wiggled behind her. She made a moaning and gurgling noise when
Jordan positioned herself behind, hiking the skirts up to grip her
manly hips with both hands and hold the frilly pink rear end steady
enough.

On this one point, I pitied Princess for
just a moment. I'm certain she assumed this was going to be another
toy. Santos fucked Cerise plenty of times, and presumably knew what
hardware she was rocking beneath the skirts. But this wasn't
Cerise, and it was certainly true that whatever hardware locks were
on Jordan's implant, they were the ones that under no circumstances
allowed her to gain the one thing she desperately wanted: full-on
ladyparts.

We were remarkably gentle. There was plenty
of lubricant involved, and a little gentle manual stimulation to
warm Princess up to the idea that she was going to experience life
as a girl like never before. She seemed into it in the abstract.
She moaned around the big rubber toy in her mouth and wiggled while
Jordan fingered her hole one knuckle at a time. I knew a buttslut
when I saw one. This was a good one. A very, very good one. I made
sure to tell her that in an encouraging and matronly voice.

"You're going to be such a good girl for
us," I purred. "Aren't you? Aren't you? You want it. You want to be
a pretty sissy spitroasted by her Misses. Don't you, sweetness? Say
it. Beg Miss Cerise to make you even girlier. Beg her to make you
her sissy buttslut."

Princess pulled off, looking suddenly
shocked. I'd gone too far. I shouldn't have called her a buttslut
out loud, I realized. To call out the sodomy verbally was a trigger
for a man who spent his days eavesdropping on his citizens for just
such words to condemn them for life.

Santos tensed his muscles and made as if to
stand up. "I'm afraid you overstepped, cunt."

"Now there's no need for THAT language,"
Jordan muttered. I held up a hand to stop her, but I was a little
too late. With surprising strength, she gripped our
suddenly-no-longer Princess Bitch by the hips and thrust forward -
one handed. In the other hand...

He felt it, so, so clearly. I saw his eyes
widen and his skin go suddenly paler than it was underneath even
the heavy makeup. "No! Don't you dare! Is that? HOW?!! Is that
REAL?"

Jordan cocked the tiny little
Derringer-style stunner she suddenly had in one hand and edged it
it to his balls. "Sure is. Non-lethal, but it'll surely sting. They
say never ever shoot someone in the junk in close range with one of
these puppies. I wonder why? Shall we find out?"

Santos snarled, He pulled back and then he
felt THAT. "What... the hell..."

"And THAT is a penis," Jordan said with
sudden delight. "So you have a choice. You can try to get away, and
then I pull the trigger. You go the other way and you're my
buttslut. Either way you are most definitely fucked, Princess. Your
choice. I don't feel even a little bad about this choice, either,
because you have a third option. It's in your wallet."

"This is a fucking ROBBERY?!!"

I recovered, realizing what a smooth second
chance Jordan had just made for us. "We don't want your money," I
said. "Just your access codes."

His eyes widened, and I had a moment to
enjoy just wahat a lovely mascara job I'd done on the villain.
"I'll see you rot. Nullified and Purified. All your assets seized.
We'll round up your entire families for good measure."

"You can do that," I said sweetly, "but
there's something you should know." I showed him, then, the tiny
holocam shooting 3D from the lenses set in the cups of my corset
top. "I believe you'll be joining us, Princess Bitch. I believe
you'll be in line right behind us for Nullification. I won't
transmit. Not unless you're untruthful."

"You cunt. You utter cunt."

"Language," Jordan chided. She pressed
forward with her hips, pushing right at his pucker. He moaned,
then, and that's when I had him.

"You want it, don't you?" I asked right at
his eye level. "You want her to fuck you in the butt. You want her
to take you and make you the sissy princess you practically begged
us to make you. You don't want it to stop, Princess. You're
pretending because of what the world thinks, but you have another
choice. You can have what you want. You can live like this forever.
You'll be ours. You just have to help us take down the world you
built. And then you'll know such pleasure."

Santos glared for one more moment, and then
it was like magic. I watched that angry blustering man vanish and
my good little sissy pricness return. "45991FGRM," she muttered.
"That's the unlock code for every card in there. In my wallet. Take
them. Please. And hurry up and take me before I..."

Jordan obliged. She was surprisingly gentle.
I said as much to Princess before filling her mouth while her hot
little butt got stuffed with a genuine warm hard dick. It didn't
take much before I saw Princess messing her panties with her first
genuine orgasm from penetration. I pulled my dong from her mouth to
let her gasp and whisper her thanks, but then I heard her cry out
again in wonder and ralized Jordan had cum as well- still in
her.

"I couldn't help it," Jordan giggled. "She's
so tight. It was beautiful. I almost don't want to give up having a
dick. Almost. But let's get the codes."

"I lied," Princess sobbed. "The codes are
boobytrapped. I want to be good. Miss. Please don't leave me, Miss
Cerise. Miss... I don't even know your name, Mistress. But don't
leave me. I'll be a good slut. I'll be your good princess.
Please."

I looked up at Jordan. "Shit. Did you thrall
him?"

"Accident."

I groaned.

"Princess," Jordan said, ignoring me. "Tell
me again why the codes are no good."

"The code is 1234PasswordGodSex. That's the
real code. The other was a trap. You'd have been summarily executed
by Predator drones for using the other one. Please forgive me,
Miss. And I'll give you something else, too. Drive-on access to the
most secure place in the country. Please. Please."

I blinked. "Actually, Jordan... nicely
done."

"See? Thralling's not all bad."

I seized her then, planting my mouth firmly
on hers and forcing my tongue into her mouth. This was less of a
thank-you and more of a reminder. It was lucky having her along,
but this wasn't absolution. Far from it.

"You're still mine when this is over,
bitch."

"Mmmph, I don't think I'll mind. Too
much."

"That remains to be seen."

We were cut short. Lyle was calling.

 


 


9: Back Door

 


//LYLE

 


I always wanted to visit the White House.
When I was a kid in college, I had this dream I'd be like those
other cool kids who did something amazing with technology or saved
lives or made the world a better place. I'd get invited to the
White House and I'd be awesome. I'd get my picture taken with the
President, I'd hang it on my wall, and I'd be able to tell my kids
someday that I met the actual goddmaned President of the United
States.

My actual visit to the White House was not
at all the kind of thing I can ever tell my kids about.

The access cards courtesy of Melanie and
Jordan were most certainly a welcome addition to a plan that was
planned to be far more explosive. Instead of moutning a pretty
showey frontal assault, we suddenly had an easy and ironclad
backdoor entrance.

"Fitting," Jordan quipped from the back of
the car. "Given that I got it by literally putting it in his pretty
backdoor."

"You're on probation," Melanie cautioned.
"Do not make me regret my sudden charity."

"Quiet," Zee hissed. "Everyone quiet. We're
here."

We passed the first and second security
checkpoint without even having to roll down the window. The car
proceeded on autodrive, with windows on full tint until we were in
the underground garage. A special elevator and a few cardswipes got
us down some halls that should have had a lot more people in them
if the stolen codes didn't order the way to be cleared. It was
starting to seem like, for once, one of our plans wasn't entirely
shit. I was even starting to feel a giddy kind of relief that I'd
not completely let everyone down.

Famous last words.

Biometric scanners couldn't see us since we
were running the gait-breakers and the body stealth tech on our
implants, but the weight sensors in the elevator told the
building's automated systems there were four people moving through
the halls when, of course, it couldn't see any more than one. Even
with Zee wearing Santos' body stolen courtesy of Jordan, you don't
protect a man with his finger on a nuclear button with anything
less than the best. The best was, unfortunately, more than even
Flux and hasty planning could hope to defeat. We all have our
limitations.

We got pretty close to the Map Room before
Homeland's revised Secret Service surrounded us. Guns were on us
quickly. We raised our hands, though, and offered no
resistence.

I'd now been at gunpoint or captured so many
times it was no longer a novelty. This was life. This was how it
always went. the one difference this time?

I had my finger on a button of my own.

I suppose there were technically two things
different. I no longer cared. Self preservation? Fuck that. No,
this was probably a suicide mission of some kind. All four of us
knew that. This was about more than that, now. Now there was blood
at our feet. It wasn't on our hands, not totally, but it was going
to drown us soon enough.

My nerves were steel. My blood was fire. I
was done.

[LYLE: I'm going to do it.]

[ZEE: We're with you.]

[MELANIE: Fuck these assholes. Let's see
what the damage is. There are Nulls in this bunch. That should be
enough.]

[JORDAN: Jesus Christ, I miss being the
craziest one in the room.]

[PRESIDENT JOHN CHARLES WHITTIER:
Enough.]

The intrusion on our network was jarring,
but so was the sudden appeareance of the man of the hour himself.
Whittier. In the flesh.

The security detail broke off us and
clustered around the President instinctively, but he waved them
off. "Enough of this," he said out loud. "These are terrorists.
They think they have some ind of weapon they're going to detonate,
and we should take precautions, but I'm nearly certain it will come
to nothing. There are no explosives on you, and there's no virus
you could plant here that would accomplish so much as anything. I'm
curious what you've done with my good friend Ted Santos, but a
little good old fashioned torture will take care of that."

He gestured for us to be marched. At
gunpoint, his security squad moved with us. "Where are you taking
us," I asked.

"The tour, of course," Whittier answered
without turning around. "And then to the holocams in the Oval
Office. I have a mind to do the torture right there as a fireside
address. Deterence and holy purification. Something like that."

 


 


//WHITTIER

 


How to make them understand?

How to make them really understand how
little patience I really had anymore?

I don't understand it myself.

I don't understand why anyone does it. You
can have the best intentions in the world, but they'll still fight
you every step of the way. We can't have NICE THINGS.

We just can't.

Did any of them really understand how
difficult it is to make human beings act in their own best
interests? They fight it instinctively. They want to wallow in the
filth. Maybe if this intervention happened a generation earlier,
when we still believed the images on our screens and trusted the
words that came over the radio waves. Could we have made a
difference, then?

No, it would need to be several generations
back.

This is what America lost. We lost a
singular purpose and belief in ourselves, in God, and in spreading
the greatness as far and wide as it would go. We lost that
necessary brutality, too, the iron will and strength of character
to do what needed doing even if blood need be spilled. The tree of
liberty went unwatered for too long, though, and the question of
God's place in the direction of government? Lost, gone,
irrelevent.

I have never hated. I have never been able
to bring myself to descend that low. But the frsutration of doing
this job, trying to effect real change by the means necessary? It
brought me SUCH frustration. We all have our weak moments. We all
ahve our time in the desert. Was this going to be my time?

I had a thought as I led Lyle Estevez into
the Oval Office.

I don't know what I'm doing anymore.

I don't know what it's all for.

But I can't stop.

I can't be remembered as the one who
stopped.

There was nothing else to do. I could only
ever go forward.

I couldn't resist showing him the box,
though.

 


 


//LYLE

 


He had it wheeled in.

I knew what it was. I'd seen it once before.
"EPJ" inscribed right there on the front of it. The coffin.

The preservation tube.

He had it this whole time. And who wheeled
it in?

"Jonah, you bastard."

Jordan tipped her hand just then, and when
she, still in the Madame's body, spat his name at a man we'd left
to safely rot in prison, he smiled a knowing and instant smile.

"This is my new Chief of Staff," President
Whittier said with showy theatricality that made me a little sick
inside.

"And I believe I know the little minx inside
of that body," a simperingly sleazy Jonah said with a toothy grin.
"I've been meaning to punish you properly, slut. You've made life
much, much easier on me by casting your lot in with the very people
your incompetence aroused the ire of." He showed off the coffin and
then turned to the rest of us. "Which of you is the one? Which of
you is the one who was Janson's snugglebutt? The one who didn't
have the decency to thrall when she was supposed to? You know, I
have regretted never being able to spit in your face in person. But
you know, I have to hand it to you. You're a clever little fucker,
Lyle. You and your friends here have been nothing but a pain. And I
think, much as I got one hell of an amnesty deal for helping out
our new leaders, you could do the same."

Whittier scowled. "We don't need them."

"Mr. President, with all due respect,
they're pretty damn necessary. As a torture lesson, what's the
upside? Successfully thrall them? Not just nullify, but fully
control and harness that ingenuity?" He looked at Melanie, now.
"Yeah. You're Melanie. I see it in the eyes. I would have been
content just owning big data. Now, ironically, you catapulted me
much higher up. That means... hmmm.. No. The dude isn't Lyle. You
must be the other one. The boring stripper we mistook for Lyle." He
turned to me. "You're Lyle, then. Hello."

He spat.

I took it.

"You're a bad penny, Jonah," I said calmly.
"But you're in over your head. Last chance."

Whittier cleared his thoat. "No. It's yours.
You want what's in there? You submit to whatever treatment is
necessary to make you useful tools of my grand plan. Do that and
you'll be reunited."

I looked at the coffin. I felt my heart
catch.

I was tempted. For such a long moment.
Everett. Somehow, he might not be dead. He might be in there.
Happiness.

I looked at Whittier. I looked past Zee's
expression, past Jonah, and past the coffin. "You know what?
Choosing the easy path of pleasure is where all this started. No.
I'm not going to do it again."

"Refuse and that canister will be
unplugged."

"And just how many guns can you put to how
many heads trying to make the world what you want?" I asked calmly.
"No. I think I'll do what I came here to do." I looked at my
companions. "It's going to blow."

Jonah chuckled. "You think we're idiots? We
had some of your friends! We found them. I nullified that cocky
club owner friend of yours PERSONALLY. We know about your network.
I got us on it to talk to you just then! You are JAMMED. You are
CHECKMATED"

"Enough," the President interrupted. "No
pride. This isn't a celebration. You're all admitted terrorists.
Your plan is thwarted. How dare you? How dare you come in here
and-"

Oh how I fought the urge not to say it.

I wasn't strong enough.

"How dare you, sir," I whispered
quietly.

"Excuse me?"

"You asked if I thought you were an idiot. I
don't think that. You're not. You're a smart man, and I think on
some level you're trying to do a good thing. You just chose the
single most hideously vile way to go about it. I think, on some
level, you know it's vile and you're just trapped. That's how
anyone ever seems to end up with someone like Jonah in the mix.
He's always a trapped animal's favorite option. But you do me a
disservice. I'm not an idiot, either. Jonah might be, though. We're
jammed? We expected that. But did you forget how to count? Because
you're still missing one of us. And she has our killswitch.
Literally. With," I said with a smile, "a capital K."

"I think she's noticed the jamming by now,"
Zee said with a grin. "Hold onto your butts."

"That's a weakass attempt to get in on
having an old line," Jordan observed. "But it might not be a bad
idea. Things are about to get weird."

They did. Somewhere, somehow, they blew it
all up.

 


 


10: Orgy

 


//JADE

 


"This is cranked," said the very high hacker
next to me.

I agreed. "Pass me whatever you're smoking
there."

"You can't handle this shit, pretty girl.
You got them bad girl eyebrows, but I scan you," she said, and
smiled a gold-capped smile. "You be flying with the pajaros after
justa little. Trippin' OUT. Bijou Killswitch don't skimp with the
party favors now that she a quadrilateral cowboy once again. Back
in the GAME."

I grimaced. "This is me getting out of the
game. This is me being done. I'm out. This was my last act. Now
hurry up. You've been paid. Scan my new identity and let me catch
my train."

Killswitch shook her head, her jewelry
jangling. She still wore the slave piercings she'd been fitted with
when they lost track of her in the Mai Roo auction, even months
after rich fraternity boys possibly connected with Washington
daddies dumped her body outside the ER. I was working the desk that
night, a job I could hold down that would let me blend in and be
largely overlooked by the problematic regime. I recognized her, but
I would have taken her in anyway. Once they got the bad drugs from
her system and had their phone on the police to call in the Nulls
and turn the obvious hooker over for re-education, I stepped in. I
pretended I knew her, lied about it being a costume for a "hell
house" where she worked dressed up as the horrors of a world no
longer for the choosing.

I don't know if they bought my story, but
hospital workers are often possessed of the purest and most golden
form of human nature. They were used to bending rules to avoid
fuckery from evil insurance conglomerates. Letting the desk girl
try and play good samaritan seemed an acceptable and permissable
slip in proocol so long as I kept it to myself.

So I took her in. I got her cleaned up, had
her on a diet of the distilled and therefore safe water from the
hospital, and soon enough, she came out of it. It was months, and
in that time my best gauge for whether or not she was getting any
better was how annoying Bijou Killswitch was being.

She started referring to herself exclusively
in the third person a week ago. She started hacking that same day,
repurposing of all things, my internet-connected fridge to jack
into the world she was so long absent from.

That's how we heard from Lyle.

I was done. I was just... done. I wouldn't
have done a thing had it not been for the news about Tiff. It
turned out that was all that Lyle wanted me to do - find her family
and make sure they were taken care of. I promised I would, but then
I asked if there was any small way we could make the bastards
pay.

He made us the guardians of the detonator.
One last act.

There was no word from Lyle. We waited
exactly how long we were supposed to wait without a pingback. I had
Killswitch make one more final check, and then she went to
work.

We sent the activation signal. Killswitch
rallied her old botnets and pushed the signal down every pipe they
could find as fast as was in-humanly possible. Then we waited. Now
the only thing left was the last thing Bijou Killswitch,
rehabilitated and unrepentant computer criminal was supposed to do
for me: get me a new identity and a new bank account to move on,
take care of Sandra's family, and never think about anything
relating to any of this ever again.

"Easier said than done," Killswitch observed
from the window. "You gotta get over here. Put this in your eyes
and try to flop that."

"I still can't tell if I can't understand
you because of the accent or that bullshit jargon," I muttered,
joining her reluctantly.

I stopped.

The shades were up in most of the units
across from us, but the sight inside was not to be believed.

It was like looking at a multiscreen with
window after window of nothing but peepshows. Old men buggering
each other. College sweethearts using produce on each other. That
sweet childless couple that said hi to me on the walks I took in
the evenings now hanging half out there window while he gave her
the business. Businessmen in dresses furiously beating off while
their wives climbed on the washing machine repairman to ride his
engorged cocks in view of both us and their husbands.

Killswitch directed my attention to the
scene in the streets below. What I'd just seen in the windows was
nothing compared to the bacchanal happening on the street below.
Nothing.

It was a sudden and furious mass dogpile of
an orgy. The stranger and more deviant, the more likely it was to
be drawing a crowd. The world below was a sudden teeming mass of
writhing, moaning, bodies all fucking the living daylights out of
each other with wild abandon.

"That's one hell of a fucking virus,"
Killswitch commented distractedly.

"Emphasis on the fucking."

"Hey. You know something what?"

"What?" I asked.

"I once called that Lyle Estevez a lamer who
couldn't scan at my level. You tell him he is righteous. You tell
him Bijou Killswitch says he elite. You tell him he also a twisted
motherfucker."

"You'll have to tell him," I repeated. "This
is really it. I'm really gone."

"As soon as all the fucking dies down."

"As soon as all the fucking dies down."

 


 


//JACK

 


My career as a Beltway intern ended with the
coup. Not a coup. Order of Succession.

They took the circus away, though. They took
away Miss Simone screaming and kicking to be shaved and Nullified,
and that would have been my fate, too, if I wasn't such a good
little intern.

The Senator intervened. He still liked my
stockings and he had a use for me, and that's how I became happier
than I could ever be. That's how I became the housemaid for his
chief of staff Gavin Yoss and his very lovely wife. They kept me in
the traditional maid's uniform, even after the Genie skin finally
disintegrated and left me back in my boy body. It turned out they
liked keeping me around, but they didn't ever do anything sexual
with me. They just liked having an objet d'art like a boy in a
maid's dress who would do every little piece of dirty work for them
because he knew they'd send him off to the Nulls if he ever once
displeased them.

It wasn't all bad. They kept me well-fed and
the crazy austerity measures you saw on the vids didn't seem to
apply to me. They even gave me my Origin Six privileges back.
Origin Six was purged of most of is adult content, but it was still
a pleasant way to escape. I spent a lot of time jacked into that
and living out a life as a girl that made my days of scrubbing
toilets, floors, and dishes more than bearable.

Mr. Yoss and his wife Marjory didn't ever
seem to have sex. They had one of those cold and calculating kind
of political relationships, but it suited me fine. We existed in
our own little orbits, but so long as I had dinner on the table
promptly and the house as always spotless, my life was untroubled
and I enjoyed a few of the small privileges of the upper class for
the first time in my miserable life. They were even planning on
taking me to St. Tropez the following month. I'd have to wear male
clothes for travel, but they promised to keep me in something
properly humilaiting and effeminate once we were in our beach
bungalow. Maybe just bikini bottoms. They said it like it was a
threat. They really didn't understand. I was hard at the thought.
Hard and happy.

It was harder to get a stiff one these days
and almost impossible to masturbate. There was something in the
water, maybe? That's what Mr. Yoss hinted at, though he didn't have
a problem with drinking it. Mrs. Yoss seemed less onboard, but she
had her share. Then we went to Las Vegas for a retreat and
fundraising at the new megachurches.

I missed the exact incident, but something
clearly went down. Mr. Yoss came up to his room looking flushed,
and Mrs. Yoss was a while longer before she arrived. Then they
packed us up and flew us home.

We were just sitting down to a nice dinner
that began with Waldorf salads I'd become quite proficient at
making. Dinner by candlelight with a good bottle of wine was a
Wednesday tradition in the Yoss household, after all.

And then something changed. It happened to
Mrs. Yoss first. She wiggled in her seat, and then made a muffled
"mmmph" sound. She looked suddenly quite flushed. Then she pushed
back from the table.

"Something the matter, Marjory?" asked Mr.
Yoss.

"I'm just... hot," she muttered.

And before we could stop her she quite
unexpectedly and very efficiently stripped her dress off. She
popped her bra off and snapped her fingers at me to deal with her
shoes and underwear.

"Marjory!"

"Gavin, you have five seconds to get on your
knees and be the champion pussy eater you were in college or our
marriage is over and I'll tell the world you dream about pegging
your male interns. You probably want to peg dear sweet Darcy here.
Don't you, nancy boy? Get on the your knees and munch this rug like
you never lived before."

She was so commanding! She was so powerful!
I don't know what got into her, but it seemed unwise for Mr. Yoss
to resist. He blustered and protested, but a snap from his wife's
fingers had him singing a different muffled tune was his forty-five
year-old wife straddled his face in their dining room.

It took all of three laps before Mr. Yoss
changed his tune. He lifted his head and growled hungrily, already
joining his wife in extreme nudity. "Oh you delicious slit. You
glorious beautiful woman. It's true. I'll eat your pussy every time
you ask, but I want to stuff Darcy's hot butt with my cock."

"You do." Mrs. Yoss purred it.

"Badly. I look at it while he sleeps
sometimes. I imagine pushing in him, and then... usually the
impulse dies and I get soft."

"You're hard right now."

"I have a raging boner for our housemaid's
pretty perky behind."

"You're disgusting. You're filthy. Lick
harder. Tongue. Now. You pig."

"Mmmmph"

Through this all, I watched helplessly. Mrs.
Yoss saw me, then, and snapped her fingers once again. "You. Darcy.
Bring me the candleabra. Now, you prissy little sissy."

I did as she asked, but I was suddenly
frightened.

"Drip hot wax on my filthy vile husband.
Make him squeal like a dirty piggy."

I gasped, but then Mr. Yoss joined in. "Yes,
yes! Do it! I'm so... HUNGRY. I don't understand. I feel like I'm
fourteen. I want it all. I want everything. FUCK!"

"FUCK!" His wife shouted.

"FUCCCKKKKK FUUCCCCK!" Mr. Yoss added when I
applied the hot wax is little drip-drops over his back.

"Darcy, you're going to get on your hands
and knees and let my husband relieve his aching balls in your
bottom. Now," Mrs. Yoss ordered.

"But, but- I think... ma'am, I think
something's wrong with you!"

Her response was to grab me by the neck and
drag me to her. She put her mouth to my lips and we kissed. Kind
of. Mostly she put her tongue in my mouth and took what she
wanted.

I felt it, then. It was a clearing of the
cobwebs. It was an instant lifting of a mental cloud I dind't even
realize I had in me.

It wasn't difficult to get a hard-on
anymore. I was tenting my maid bloomers. I was also eagerly getting
on ym hands and knees.

"There's a virus," Mr. Yoss gasped. "It's an
attack! The Senator! Homeland! We need to call for help."

"You need to put that naughty pole in our
maid," his wife said sharply. You don't stop, piggy, until you
blast her bottom full of your dirty boy cum. Spunk her and then
crawl back here to properly eat me out for hours and hours."

I gasped.

But I wanted it.

"Yes," I pleaded. "Please ir. Please. I want
it!

Mrs. Yoss grabbed my hair and yanked. "What
do you want?"

"I want to be a girl. I want to be your
girl! Please, please! Make me your maid for real! Fuck me and
sissify me and I'll be yours forever! I want to be a pretty bimbo
fucktoy maid for you! I'll do anything!"

"Yes," moaned Mr. Yoss seconds before lubing
my ass with his spit in preparation of giving me the pounding of my
life. "You will. Darcy. Slut."

We stopped speaking after that. All three of
us just moaned in utter joy.

 


 


//TYRONE

 


There are no words.

There are no words to describe the feeling
when the lights come on.

I remembered that about the club. It's all
smoke and lights and fantasy when the customers are there. There's
coconut smoke in the air and strawberry body glitter and the smell
of money, cigarettes, and beer. And pussy. You smell that even if
you don't know it, and you like it.

But when the lights came on, oh, you didn't
want to see the place. You didn't want to see how cheap the
seemingly-expensive couches were. You didn't want to see any of it,
really. It was all cheap and stained and sad with the lights on.
The spell could be broken with just the overhead flourescents
powered up.

It was like that when the signal, the pulse,
whatever it was hit us all. I had this momentary thought of Lyle,
but then it went away because I remembered the rest.

The cell block of the penitent was in full
riot. I thought there was a breakout, but no. It was Nulls and
penitent alike. They went crazy. They were on each other in any
combination they could find. If someone seemed reluctant, it took
just a little body contact. The Nulls went down harder, but when
they went down, they went down HARD.

It was a violent orgy. I couldn't think
about that, though.

I was the man who pulled the crank on their
fires.

I knew it, now. Consciously. I was their
torturer, their executioner, even if I wasn't fully myself any more
than I'd been since being taken up by their circus.

This was, I knew, in some fashion, what I'd
been doing with my whole life. Dragging young innocent girls into
the fire and not being at all surprised when some of them burned.
My cross was perfectly sized.

I didn't hesitate. I jsut threw the switch.
Overloaded everything I wasn't ever supposed to overload. Ignored
all the warnings. Then I triggered the riot alarms and the
automated evacuations.

They didn't want to stop their orgy, but
there wasn't anything to be done. The ones unaffected by whatever
virus just zipped through the St. Doreen cell blocks were now
tasked with saving their skins - and that meant forcing the
fuckparty to move outside the explosive radius.

It wouldn't be a big nuclear kind of blast.
It was just going to be a big boom, some fire, and a lot of
rubble.

I locked myself in and barricaded myself.
Then I sat on the floor and I waited.

The rest would run. I saw some of my sins
reach safety on the security cameras, including one - her
mother.

His mother?

No. There wasn't really a Lyle. He'd always
be Lacey.

I shouldn't have let you in my club,
girl.

But that choice, like all the others, was
still mine.

I sat and I waited for judgment to come one
way or another.

At least I'd saved a few.

 


 


//TIFFANY

 


I saw the explosion on the wireless. The
boat didn't get great signal, but it wasn't really a luxury craft.
It was little better than they used to cross into the country from
the impoverished lands I was now desperate to reach.

Tyrone was in there. I knew he was.

They were saying there were lots of
survivors, but all of them were infected with some kind of madness.
The news wouldn't show it or say what it was. Then the news went
off the air, but not before the newscaster said some incredibly
pornographic things to his co-anchor and she responded by throwing
out a general invitation for him and the rest of the crew to ride
her until their dicks fell off.

He was dead.

He got me out, and he was dead.

What a strong man. What an incredibly strong
man to resist everything they must have been making him do. To push
us into the little chamber he hollowed out in the blast furnace
himself and risk being found out when he faked our "purgings."

I will never forget him weeping. I never saw
Tyrone do anything other than be something tough and unmovable. We
knew he was always frontin' a litle, but he never let the facade
down. But I saw it when he helped me out and sent me off into the
desert night. I saw him broken and crying.

But he got me out. He got a lot out. I don't
think he got them all out, though. How could he?

I turned off the empty wireless and checked
the heading. Small island nation. No extradition. Eager to welcome
refugees like us and our comparative wealth.

There was a new life waiting for me. My
family slept in the little cramped berth below. Whole. Safe. A new
chance not to be wasted.

I'd cope with my trials later.

If there was anyone left from the old life,
I didn't want to see them anymore. Done. Closed. Only Jade. Shelly.
If she found me, I'd take the call. But not the rest. They had
their own fates to make.

Unless I was much mistaken, I was watching
them make it in their usual orgiastic fashion before the signal
dropped entirely.

Fucking Lyle Estevez.

Fucking Nikki.

That bitch sure knew how to shake things
up.

 


 


//KOLLIN

 


I was the entertainment for the evening. I
was the entertainment most evenings.

Master Dawson kept me in a storage cylinder
most of the time. There was no need to keep a good dolly like me
out when I wasn't needed for playtime. Plus, the cylinder refreshed
the Genie coating whenever it was due to expire or Master wanted to
change the shape and coloring of his dolly.

The Secret Service detail kept me every bit
as safe as they kept Master Dawson. After all, the President's son
needed to be protected from more than just bullets. It would be far
more damaging to know he had me, Kandice, a leftover dolly sextoy
from the Circus as his personal living stroker toy. Such things
would cause lots of problems.

I loved my life. Of course I did. The pretty
words and voices kept me that way.

<Such a good dolly. Such a good obedient
fuckdoll.>

<Pleasure is obedience. Obedience is
pleasure.>

<You are obedient. Perfect. Beautiful.
Living fuckdoll.>

The rhythm of the humming mantras in my had
was just so much better than any other drug I'd ever tried. I was
perpetually wet, perpetually ready for him to ram his hot rod in
any of the holes he wanted. He could bend me. He could pose me. He
could dress me upa nd then strip my slutty outfits off me to pummel
me from behind while I made just as many squeals just as loud as he
wanted me to make them.

<You love it. You love to serve.>

<Love to obey.>

<Enslaved.>

<Perfect. Pretty. Forever.
Fuckdoll.>

This evening, though, Master was
celebrating. The charges he was worried about, the ones against him
and his brothers filed by university counsel were dismissed. It was
good to have a powerful daddy, he told me while shoving his
hardness down my throat. "And YOU have a powerful daddy," he
intoned with no small amount of gloating. "Don't you, hotness?"

He was sharing me tongiht. It was a party,
and all his friends deserved a go with a dolly who wouldn't
threaten to tear them all down because she didn't know what a
privilege it was to bend over for Master and get away with it.
There were worse things out there than not enough lube in your ass
before one of Master Dawson's brothers took a turn in your butt.
Didn't they know how LUCKY they were to fuck?

To fuck in the butt?

<Love it in the butt.>

<So pretty. So good. Lift it
high.>

And Master liked to put it in my rear. He
liked it more and more every time he did it. My pussyhole almost
never got any attention these days. MAster was all about the butt
stuff. That was fine with me! It was actually more intense, because
it was a real hole of mine, and not a special pouch that rubbed me
while simulating a pussy. Once he was in me, Master was really in
me.

<Love it best. Love to be good. Love to
bend over.>

<Pretty. Beautiful. Whore.>

I did! I loved being his dolly! I loved when
he dressed me up like a porn star and made me parade and dance in
front of his friends. I massaged my big fake breasts in circles,
rubbed them in their faces, and let them motorboat me until I
giggled and squealed. All just as I was told. Just as I was
programmed.

Tonight I was going to be finger-cuffed.
That's what Master Dawson told me. He'd make sure I had himself and
at least one of his other friends constnatly pegging me from both
sides. I was to keep them hard until they couldn't stand it
anymore. "The biggest and hardest load you can milk, slut," Master
Dawson ordered.

It was everything I wanted! Sex, better than
it ever felt! And when I was done, back int he chamber to stay
young and beautiful and dreaming of newer, dirtier, perverted
things. It was like being just the right amount of buzzed, but
always.

The life of the party. Loved. Cherished.

And obedient.

It was REALLY pleasurable to obey. I had no
idea. I was so lucky to get to live this life! I was so lucky to be
his! His perfect-

He stopped. He'd never stopped when he was
in my bottom. Not once. He hammered and pounded until my tits
jiggled themselves numb and my hair was matted to my cheeks.

They all stopped.

Something changed in them.

"I feel funny," Master Dawson commented. He
looked at his friend, Ritchie, and made a strange noise. "I want to
fuck something."

"You were, dude," Ritchie said, just as
confused as I was.

The boy in front of me, Travis, was one of
the boys who was also charged. He fell out of my mouth and went a
little limp. This was just as surprising. "You should fuck me," he
said. "And I want Ritchie to suck on my dick while you do it. I
wanna be fucked and blown together. And then I'll do you."

"Master?"

"I want to fuck something," a
suddenly-crazed Master Dawson repeated. "I want to fuck something
boy-shaped. I've been wanting it since that bad night, when the
crazy bitch twins..."

"That was a crazy night," Travis agreed.

"The best night of my life."

"Mine too."

"I want your ass."

"I want your dick."

"We both want Ritchie's dick."

"We can share."

They looked at Ritchie, who stammered
protests, but hadn't stopped looking at their dicks the whole time.
His was in his hand already. Then he moaned. "Fuck it. I've been
into guys since forever. I just dind't want you guys to kick my
ass. I'll blow you both to oblivion. FUCK."

And that was that. Master and his frineds
forgot all about me.

And then I felt it.

The fog went away from my thoughts.

I didn't want to be good. I didn't want to
be a obedient dolly.

I didn't want to stop wearing the pretty
girl things, though. I liked those. They made me feel hard. I liked
being dressed and fucked like a girl. I wanted to fuck a girl, too,
but...

I liked everything.

It was so easy and so true.

I felt like myself. I felt like myself for
the first time since I put all this stuff on. I wanted to keep on
feeling good, keep feeling pleasure, but I was... sated.

I didn't feel the need to get in on the
orgy. I had my fill. I'd get more when I wanted. Now I was going to
leave. Free. Happy.

I did one thing before I left. I took photos
of Dawson Whittier sodomizing one of his fraternity brothers while
jerking the other one off. I tok them on his own phone and set them
to auto-share.

I took his car, too. I needed to get home.
I'd been out way longer than I intended.

 


 


//ALLI

 


It was so much happier being Alli than beind
Dahlia.

Clark and I were making cookies in the
kitchen for the big youth dance the following night when it
started. Whitney and Tim were over also, planning the decorations
and confirming the playlist with the deejay. It was going to be a
great, safe night in, and we knew the kids were going to have a way
better time than it maybe seemed like at a dance thrown by a youth
pastor. While we worked, we listened to Folkdub from my husband's
VAST collection. He was so knowledgable. It was one of the many
interesting facets of Clark you couldn't know until you really KNEW
your husband.

Clark knew his collection better than
anyone, though, and he heard sounds that weren't on the track. He
looked out the window, first. That's when he saw the orgy.

"Lord Jesus," Tim said, and I knew it wasn't
a swear so much as a desperate invocation. I couldn't blame him.
The scene out the window was like a Bosch painting. Our friends and
neighbors spilled into the streets and went instantly carnal on
each other.

I actually mistook it for a zombie attack,
that's how violent and savage the sudden ravaging of bodies and
unbridled lust dilling the streets of our suburb suddenly became.
It was Whitney who understood first that this wasn't murder. It was
sex.

"I don't know what to make of this," Clark
said.

But I did. Whitney did, too. She was reading
the same message from our friends on the HUD over her vision. We
looked at each other and nodded, sadly. There were things we needed
to tell our husbands.

They took it well. We went over the basics,
leaving out details of my exact origin. That was between me and
Clark alone. I'd tell him later. If he still wanted anyhting to do
with me.

We told them about Mai Roo. We told them
about the slavery ring, we told them about Jonah, and we told them
about the coup and the day in the warehouse in Virginia. Then we
told them what we'd just learned from the coded transmission
Melanie sent to us.

"There's a virus that's been spreading. Our
friends engineered it to attack and inhibit the nanotech they've
been introducing into the water. It's based on the
thralling...fluid that was used on us," Whitney explained.

"I'm looking at the endtimes out there,"
Clark said slowly. "That doesn't seem like inhibiting
anything."

"Melanie says it's... well, contents under
pressure," I said to my husband. "The solution in the water's
crude. It's like drinking too much coffee. You know how that takes
your appetite away? It doesn't, though. Your body still wants food.
It just forgot. When the coffee wears off, you're dizzy and
starving and cranky, honey."

Clark smiled sheepishly. "That's true. But
why aren't we like them?"

I blushed. "Actually, Melanie just pushed us
the antidote. I'm squirming a little, but no more than on our
wedding day. Our implants are able to regulate it a little more.
And as for you? Well, we're... monogamous. You haven't been exposed
to any of the carriers."

Tim cleared his throat. "Alli, are you
saying that I'm... drugged? Castrated?"

Whitney put her hand on his. "Not quite the
same. And I don't think you'd be much different. Alli's right. I
feel the difference, but it's very slight. I think we're happy.
Perfectly happy. No contents under pressure. We're in love.
Healthy, want-for-nothing love."

She squeezed his hand and I took the cue to
reach for Clark's. He gave me his hand, but hesitated before the
squeeze. "There's something, though. We're not entirely ourselves.
I'm not comfortable with that."

Tim nodded. "That's not... that's not how I
want to be. You're telling me President Whittier, a man I looked up
to and supported... all his godly talk was just backed up by
chemicals and... machines? He used tools from sex slavers to make
the world a better place?"

I grimaced. "I think it's wrong to say this
is a better place. I love you, Clark, and I'm happy with our life
completely, but we've been hiding our heads in the sand out
here."

Both brothers nodded. Then our husbands
looked at us, and I think we undertood what they both would say
next.

"This is transmitted bodily?"

I scanned Melanie's communication. "A kiss
can do it, if it's deep enough."

"And we'll be our genune selves, better or
worse?"

"Yes, but Clark-"

Tim shook his head. "Living a pious life is
doing it because you can and you want to, not because you're
compelled. That's not what I'm about. And I don't want to give up
on kissing you. I'll take my chances."

"Me too," said Clark. That was all the
warning he gave. My husband kissed me, then, and it was the deepest
kiss he'd given me since the second time on our wedding night.

I braced for the worst, but there wasn't
worst in either of our men. They weren't that different than we'd
been. We'd been correct.

We were satisfied, happy, and perfectly in
balance with ourselves. Almost. It coudln't wait, I suddenly
decided. And I couldn't unburden a secret to make him keep it from
Tim.

"Clark," I said when the sweet tender moment
passed without becoming a sudden orgy. "There's more. I have this
implant. It changes what you look like. Before. At the
beginning-"

"You're born again," Clark said with a
smile. "Are you genuine now. Do you feel real and authentic. Are
you, inside, feeling like whoever you were before? Or are you my
wife named Alli?"

I knew then and was happy. "I'm Alli." I
looked at Whitney. "I wronged you a long time ago."

"Listen to your husband. That was someone
else. You're my sister. You're Alli."
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//LYLE

 


The chaos in the White House was
proportionally higher. That shouldn't have been that surprising. It
was just like we'd assumed: the rules never applied to the people
at the top.

The only people unaffected, apart from our
number, were Jonah and the President.

Jonah made a grab for me. "Fucking faggot,
that's the end of you. I'm done. I'm fucking done with you!"

Jordan shot him with a weapon she took from
the hands of a Homeland agent furiously beating off next to her.
She put two in his chest and one in the forehead as he fell, and
that was the end of Jonah.

I screamed. I don't know why. I just
screamed. It was maybe the one thing that was too much.

"No apologies," Jordan muttered, dropping
the gun. "No recriminations. It needed doing. "Sorry about the
carpet," she added directly to the president. "Actually, I'm pretty
sorry about that one thing. I have a lot of respect for this
room."

Whittier took a step back, covering his
mouth in shock. He tried signaling for help, but he'd get none. The
most loyal of his detail were also the most depraved and otherwise
occupied with themselves for a while. The rest were waking up from
the drugs or the brainwashing or the fervor or all three. Neither
group was in much mood to help this man. "You don't know what
you've done," he said in a tremulous voice to us all. "You have
doomed the best chance for humanity's redemption."

"You don't believe that," Zee said gravely.
"I can see it in your eyes. You're trapped. You're done. This was
only going to continue for pride."

Whittier stiffened. "I'm still the President
of the United States. Whatever you think you might have
accomplished, you aren't safe. Are you going to kill me, too? Where
do you think you can hide in this world from that? Your disguises
can't hide from the eyes of the world forever. The grid is
everywhere and you can't escape. My power is absolute."

Melanie shook her head. "You think you still
have the support of the people? After what you did?"

"There are plenty of places the buck can
stop. One of them is dead and bleeding on the same rug Truman paced
on before dropping the atomic bomb. Thank you for that, by the way.
He can't defend himself. He can't talk. We'll lay this all at his
feet. I'll still be President. You'll still be the terrorists who
attacked the White House. You were in league with this traitor,
maybe. One of my men valiantly shot him, but you escaped." His lips
curled in an especially cruel smile. "There is nowhere for you to
run. Public opinion is with me. Afer all. I'm unaffected. You
weren't able to poison me."

I held his gaze level. "You can't talk your
way out of what you've done. There's evidence."

"Please. I'm the President of the United
States. I'm the Great Redeemer. That's what they call me. I have my
own MONIKER along with his holiness Ronald Fucking Reagan. They'll
invoke me years after I'm gone. My mark on history and on the
culture of the world is INDELIBLE. You're nothing. I'm everything.
Nothing can stain that."

He was feeling it, then. The orator instinct
was back, anlong with his righteousness, and he no longer shrank
back from us. Some of his men were recovering from the worst of the
lusty spasms by now. I felt suddenly... unsafe.

"There's one thing," Melanie said with a
smile.

The room was set up with holocams for the
Fireside Chats, but there were also plenty of monitors. When
Melanie tuned a few of them in, the images that filled them were
arresting enough to make Whittier bluster and blubber.

The news carried it on all the major
streams. Dawson Whittier engaging in plenty of violent homosexual
assaults, cursing a foul blue streak the whole time he did it.
While he humped the backside of a twinky boy in a college sweater,
he also apparently copped to doing all the rapes and assualts he'd
been suspected of doing. He also, quite clearly, admitted his
father made all that go away. "I did it. All of it's true! And it
makes me cum harder to yell it!" the delerious frat boy wailed.
"Fuck yes! It's good to have your dad be President!"

Melanie muted the stream, there, and smiled.
"Indelible, huh?"

Whittier stood against his desk, bracing
against it as he stared at the stream on the screen. "Goddamn
kid."

"Language," Jordan chided with obvious
smugness.

Whittier looked right at me and pointed an
accusing finger. "So this is what you want, then? This is the world
you want to live in?"

I looked around, and thought for a minute
about the chaos potentially gripping the entire land. The virus was
burned out. It was gone within minutes of destroying the inhibitor
nanotech. What was left was just humanity trying to reach
equilibrium again. I didn't think it would be this bad. I wondered
if people were hurt or in dnager of dying because of this. Maybe.
Likely. There were some household objects assuredly being used in
ways that were not reccommended. That was partially on me.

"Well?" Whittier spat. "Are you proud of
yourself?"

"Are you?" That was Zee. "Did it make you
feel better to control the choices of an entire population? Did it
make you feel more in control to control everyone else?"

"You sound like that slut Doreen. Temptress.
Babylon. She corrupted me and led me down a sinful path. It had to
be curbed. It had to be corrected. And look at you. Sinners, all.
Homos and deviants and worse. You think you're the future? You
think you'll make us all be like YOU?"

"No," I said calmly. "I think we'll all be
like anyone else. We'll just be people."

I turned my back, then. We were done. It was
time to go.

"You can't leave!" Whittier shouted. "Aren't
you going to infect me? You'd like that, wouldn't you? You'd like
to see me as out of control, humping my desk like a fiilthy animal.
You'd love that!"

"Missed your chance," Melanie said sweetly,
touching his hand.

Whittier jerked back, as if
static-shocked.

Melanie just smiled. "There. It's coded. We
designed it to ignore a specific genetic code. And now we have it.
Yours, specifically. We thought you'd want it that way! You're
immune from our corruption."

The soon-to-be-former-president gaped. His
lip trembled. "You did what?"

Jordan acted now, stepped forward, wrapping
her arms aroudn him, and kissing him deeply. Skillfully, she also
got his buckle undone and pants down. When she broke that kiss, the
giggled and yanked downward. "Limp-dicked. Well, at least you used
your own product nice and heavy." She giggled again and then
flounced to join me. "You're right, Estevez. Time to leave."

"You CAN'T LEAVE ME like this," Whittier
bellowed.

"Can," Melanie agreed. "Totally can."

Only Zee hesitated. She looked back at the
cylinder. "Lyle."

I shook my head. "No. It'll be tainted like
the rest."

"But Everett!"

I didn't stop her, but I didn't need to see.
She hurried to the cylinder and keyed for it to open. I looked
away. I think I knew.

"You bastard," she whispered to the
trembling limp-dicked leader of the not-so-free world.

 


#

 


In the car, Ziza found my hand. "How did you
know?"

"Know what?"

"That cylinder would be empty.

"Because the skin doesn't matter. You know
the person you love. You see it through everything. You said that
to me. Or something like it."

She nodded.

"I loved Everett. It was a new love and it
was one I was still figuring out, but I loved him. I held his body.
I knew it was him. I knew he was dead. I don't know if we'll ever
really know what was with him and Jonah and the rest, but it
doesn't matter. It was him."

Zee was quiet.

"Ziza?"

"What about the cylinder? We almost got
killed trying to go back for it in Virginia."

"You think if there was even a little chance
you might still be alive that I wouldn't risk everything for
you?"

"We were talking about Everett."

I smiled. "No."

"But you left without looking."

"Because we're talking about you. And
me."

More silence. Jordan shifted uncomfortably
in the front seat.

"I don't know what we're talking about
anymore."

"Me either," I confessed. "I think we're
both skirting the issue."

"Which is?"

"I didn't need to look in there. I knew. Not
just that he was dead, but where I had something real. I'm in love
with you, Ziza. And the body doesn't matter. The world doesn't
matter. You came back for me. You were there. You fought for it,
and I've been playing it safe. From all kinds of angles. You're
real, though. And if you're not tired of my bullshit, I think we
could be really, really happy together."

"I think so, too. And we will."

"FINALLY," Melanie and Jordan exclaimed
together.

 


 


 


EPILOGUE : two years later

 


//LYLE

 


I love the sound of the water and the way it
crashes against the rocks on Poipu Beach.

Kauai isn't a very exciting island. It lacks
the nightlife and populus of Oahu. It lacks the space of the Big
Island. It lacks the fashionable beauty of Maui. Our island is
small, rural, and quiet most of the time. The highway doesn't even
run all the way around the island. It's possible you need to drive
the long way around if you want to get somewhere only a few miles
away. The canyon and the cliffs make vehicular transit impossible.
At first, it's a little maddening, but then you settle into the
groove and it's just... peaceful.

Our little house used to be jammed full of
people and computers and intrigue. Not so anymore. Now it's just a
small little two-bedroom with a lanai that looks over a microscopic
little yard that in turn abuts some rocks and the surf a few feet
below. We don't have a beachfront place, but it's oceanfront, and
the beauty of Hawaii is there's no such thing as a private beach.
It's all public. The beach belongs to everyone. I love that best of
all about my new home.

We'll never be "Hawaiian." In the unspoken
class system of paradise, you aren't local if you moved here after
childhood. We'll never be more than transplants, which in the local
hierarchy is the class just barely above tourists. After two years,
though, the locals know we're not the asshole haoles. We're that
nice couple that lives in the little green house, shops at the
local market, and goes to Lappert's for ice cream on Wednesday
nights. The worst thing I've ever heard muttered about us is how I
still look so good in a bikini with a weekly ice cream date.

We fit in, though. For one thing, I'm not a
haole. I've settled into a body and while I'll have the implant in
me the rest of my life, I'll probably not use it for more than
maybe a little vain correction when the ravages of time finally
catch up. If they will. We don't really know what it means to age
when wearing one of these things.

I settled in the end on something that was
less of a hybrid. The final body choice was something of a surprise
to me, and also something, I think, of a surprise to Ziza. There
were a lot of factors that went into it. Some were maybe
sentimental. Others just felt right.

I never would have expected that I would
feel the most genuine about myself when I was in the body of a
stripper. That's what happened, though.

I dialed some things back a little. The cup
size went down to a comfortable (comparatively) D-cup. I kept the
shiny straight balck hair and the short, curvy body, but I relaxed
the Japanese facial features and added more of a generic tan. Then
I let Flux more or less go on random with the rest of the the
multitude of smaller details, checking only to make sure it wasn't
going to saddle me with an enormous attention-drawing ass. That I
wanted to leave to my partner. She needed her time to shine,
too.

Of Ziza's decision to return to her female
body, I had no objection or really any major opinion. I chose what
felt most natural to me, and she of course had every right to
return to her mostly original body. I felt bad about the
fingerprints, but on the other hand, she did end up with the house.
Even though it took some sorting and she protested, I felt
strongly. The house WAS kind of hers.

It belonged to Jasmine when she'd worn that
body, but that was fair reparations in the end. The world knew the
secret of the Mai Roo implants by that point, so the issue of the
fingerprints and the muddiness with the deed were something we were
able to sort out with the bank. Mostly. I might have bent over a
desk or two to help smooth things along.

One side effect of finally trying to sort
out the deed was us going into a bank and talking to Everett's
bankers. No one was more shocked than I was when a banker led me
into a room with a safe deposit box. "There's something here for
you," he said quietly, handing over the key."

"Me?"

"You are in fact Lyle Estevez?"

No point in pretending. And yet... "I have
identification that says my name is Lacey Scott Lee."

"I'm sure you do."

He left me with the chit and the miniature
holostage.

The recording was brief, private, and made
me sob openly. I hadn't expected to hear Everett's voice again. The
will he transmitted, witnessed by the bank here and his lovely
red-maned assistant there was verified, but the bank didn't act
because it named Lyle Estevez, another missing person, and one
without a will. Now that there was a Lyle Estevez...

This is how I became modestly wealthy. I put
most of it into a new, small, tinkering little company. The rest
was to invest and live on comfortably, in relative peace. There was
peace like that today. There would be peace like this all week. All
month. All year. The biggest worry in my life was if there'd be
fresh ahi for New Year's. That was a local tradition. Though we
couldn't be "locals," I liked local things. I liked the pace of
life here. Still do.

I think we'll stay here. We don't need a
bigger house, and we don't need a fancier and more populated
island. Kauai is the "active" island, the one with the challenging
hikes, the insane kayaking, and all the beautiful outdoorsing you
could possibly imagine. Ziza and I may not look it from the
outside, but we're more than capable of hanging with the toughest
adventurer types.

Today, I'm making poke. The ahi is fresh and
delicious, and the scallions are wonderfully flavorful. I have
fresh garlic in the kitchen, but I like the powdered stuff better
for flavor. It's also not entirely traditional, but I'm a great fan
of adding a little ponzu sauce and some orange peel in there. Maybe
that doesn't make it poke anymore. Maybe that just makes it a tuna
sushi salad. I don't care. I'm going to call it poke, and I don't
think there will be any complaints. WHo will blame me, anyway? I'm
just a transplant.

Ziza comes into the kitchen and deftly
snatches a few taro chips from out of the bag and scoops a big
chipful of the dish. "Perfect, you read my mind. I'm starving."

"That's for later! Honestly!" I smack her
hand away from the food and fix her with a glare, but I don't have
any teeth in it. How could I? "Don't kiss me with your fishy garlic
mouth, though," I caution.

"Hmmph. You'll change your mind in a
minute."

"Where were you, anyway?"

"Just a little holo-holo," she replies
mysteriously. "Up to Princeville to wander around. See if any of
the vacationing businessmen at Hanalei were in the mood to buy me a
drink."

I frown. "I buy you lots of drinks."

"Not the point," she says with a
faux-dramatic toss of her hair. "It's just to feel beautiful and
special."

"And because you miss charming men out of
their money?"

"Lacey? Give me ten dollars." She says it
while adjusting her bikini top, and that just makes sigh.

"Just ten?"

"What the hell would I buy here, anyway? I
have two drawers full of bikinis, and books come to my reader the
moment they're released. I have you, I have this excellent poke,
and I don't usually need much else on a given day." But then she
holds up something. "I DID see this in the window of the
electronics store," she teases.

I break my promise and kiss her all right.
"Oh my god, it's here. It's real."

The FluxTutor is an incredibly underpowered
little terminal. Compared to the ultra-powerful Proxima gear (I am
now a Proxima girl for life, my small tribute to Everett) it isn't
much more than a toy. But it's a learning computer, and that means
it learns about how its users learn. It's powered by Flux but has
all its content delivered by Seekr. It's designed to ensure that no
child, truly, is ever left behind the technology curve. Units for
hobbyists like the one Ziza found in the store are priced to let
the foundation buy three more for kids in the less-developed
corners of the world.

It's my little hobby. A tiny little start-up
to keep me busy that got written about in every major publication
and is well on the way to actually changing the world. I did it
with Melanie, but I couldn't have done it without Ziza, who was a
tireless advocate for the idea of putting a device that wasn't just
a device, but a device that could empower, tutor, and grow with
kids who never stood a chance. That's why we call the first unit
the Model Z, and not the Model A. Model Zee.

Our kiss is long, slow, and gentle. We know
each other's bodies so well by now. I know her body from the
inside, of course, but her in it makes it different in so many
ways. It might as well be another person entirely. I'm tempted to
get up to more than just the kiss, but there are things to be done.
Preparations to be made.

"I bought beer," Ziza says when we're done,
lacing her fingers through my own and squeezing tightly. "I tried
to buy wine, but... I just wasn't feeling it. I dunno. Is it
unclassy? Beer, I mean?"

"It can be incredibly classy," I countered.
"And I'm sure it's fine anyway. It's friends, after all."

"And what a strange sentence that is after
all this time."

 


#

 


This is our weekly tradition. It's a little
over a mile walk from our little house through the monstrous
subdivion they put up more than a decade back, the one that comes
with a golf course and too many cookie-cutter homes that all the
true locals and natives actively despise. Sometimes we drive, but
often we walk. When it's our turn to host, they almost always
drive, and I don't blame them. There's not much room to park on our
little street.

I don't think they would have chosen one of
these suburban mini-mansions if they could have helped it, but when
they moved out here a year after we did, they wanted to be close
by. Houses that weren't in this sprawl were hard to come by.
They're still looking for something better, I think, but we don't
hold it against them. After all, we're pretty grateful to have some
friends of our own.

Jordan opens the door and smiles just a
little too cleverly, then takes the beer and the poke and the bags
of chips from us and escorts it into the kitchen. "Perfect," she
announces. "It's tacos tonight. Poke is basically Hawaiian
guacamole, so we're in good synch."

I don't tell her and don't need to tell her
that Melanie and I are often in communication and the notion of
tacos for our weekly dinner might have come up and somehow
pollinated in my thoughts when I tried to think up a disk to bring
along.

Melanie's in the kitchen braising short ribs
for the tacos, and Jordan takes this opportunity to goose her rump.
Melanie straightens and fixes Jordan with a look. There's no
muttered "Sorry, Miss" or "bad slave" or any of that. There's no
need. The nature of their relationship's easy enough to pick out if
you know the signs. There's the set of rings they wear, Jordan's
with a small dangling brass ring set into it, like a tiny finger
collar. There are the the subtle ways their body language
telegraphs who's in charge and who's only too happy to be on the
bottom. There's also the pretty extensive "dungeon" on the second
floor in two of the unused bedrooms, but that's cheating. I can see
it in their eyes and how they smile at each other.

I'm routinely shocked at how healthy their
realtionship is. Granted, I've only seen it up clsoe since they
moved to the island, but I think it sorted itself out pretty
quickly after we left Washington. There was some cathartic
balancing of scales, and then, I think, they both just let the
scales tip where they wanted in the end.

Neither of them wears leather or corsets or
any of that bullshit anymore. They look like any other transplants
from the mainland here to detox and find themselves again. I'm sure
the locals talk in the local bars we know better than to hang out
in about the local chapter of lipstick lesbians taht invaded Poipu,
but I also have no doubt such chatter isn't permitted for long.
They know Melanie Sykes, and many of their kids are going to a much
beter school thanks to Seekr's involvement and Mel's generous
donations to the school. No one talks about where she vanished to,
and we'd know if they talked about it, even behind our balks. The
local rumor mill churns hard and fast and everyone likes to do a
little talk story when they get the chance.

No, I think everyone assumes clever Melanie
was in hiding, especially when you now rarely see her without her
shadow, that blue-haired girl about five years her junior with the
sardonic smile and the short-shorts that seem to forever be barely
covering her now tanned behind.

They don't talk much about what happened a
fear years back here on this island. We're all grateful for that.
We don't spare many thoughts for the past or the mainland these
days, either. Hawaii went independent the year Whittier left in
disgrace. They still support themselves too much on tourism, but
that's why they love Melanie. The technology training and
future-facing augment her charity brought in is making a real
difference in this independent island's new course.

We don't like to think or talk about any of
that, anyway. We're just happy to be living our lives and enjoying
ourselves.

At the end of dinner, we drink a few beers
on the lanai and we talk. We laugh, we make plans for the following
week, and then, when Jordan's not exactly sassy, but more than a
little close to testing some waters, Mel gets a funny kind of smile
on her face and Ziza and I know the time for us to make our excuses
has come. There will be some playtime tonight in that upstairs
dungeon. I'm pretty sure there' s playtime most every night, but we
give them teir privacy regardless.

Ziza and I take the long walk home with the
last two beers and end up in a small cove just a short hike to the
rocs where our little green house is situated. Here, at last, we
pop the tops and sip the slightly warm beer while we watch the
stars overhead and listen to the crash.

"I'm thinking of taking up some kind of
ridiculous crafting hobby," Ziza announces, resting her head o my
shoudler and leaning firm against me."

"Like what? Jewelry?"

"Or metalwork or something."

"Why?"

"Something to do with my hands."

"I could give you something to do with your
hands."

She pushes me gently. "Never again on a
beach. I feel like I still have sand in my hoo-ha."

I grimace at the memory, but I press my
advantage, too. I am a little jealous knowing Melanie and Jordan
are going at it. I want in on that by any means necessary. "You're
not bored, are you?"

"Of you? Never. Of this life? Hardly. I just
want to make the most of the time I've got. I've been given
something special, you know."

"Ziza, I have no idea if the batteries are
gonna run out or if it'll all come crashing down and we end ups
pending out final days as buskets of goo. I can't really know."

"Oh, hush, this isn't a
fear-of-losing-my-looks thing. I mean I could die of something the
gadget can't fix, like a shark or a stroke, or a car accident or
just some kind of cancer from using the gadget too much. I want to
do something, make something. I brought down so much of the world
and made so many parts of it uglier. I want to leave something
pretty, too."

I kiss her, then, because it was getting a
little sappy. "Make whatever you want. It's your life. Completely.
And I'm happy to have you in mine - which you also helped make, and
then made good."

She kisses me back. "Shut up. Just shut
up."

We each go back on our word. We're naked on
the beach in short order, and we seem to be operating under pact to
ensure we mutually shout too loud in the glorious moment. The rest
doens't matter. There ends up being some sand a few places that
proved irritationg, but I'd change no part of that memory.

When we are done and holding each other
close while the sweaty shakes and shivers pass, we remain one still
one beautiful body twined together. The stars are bright.The waves
are pure. The beach is empty. We're together. We're us.

And that is how we'll always be.

 


 


 



AFTERWORD

 


There are too many words in this book
already. I won't make you slog through too many more.

That said, I'm sentimental. ACQUIRED was my
debut novel, but COLLECTED was the one that made me proud enough to
keep going, raise the stakes, and raise my productivity level in a
pretty spectacular fashion.

Lyle is my favorite character, but I'm fond
of many of the names and personalities that wove themselves into
the world as we went, and I felt that before walking away and
declaring their perils over, I owed even Dale Buckner a shot at
redemption.

I owe an enormous debt to my readers for
picking up the ACQUIRED books, reading them, liking them, and
writing those kind reviews or letters to me, or befriending me on
social media. If you're reading this, it means you're special to
me. Thank you. This one is for you.

And it kind of is fan service. I hope it was
enjoyable. I hope it was satisfying. I'm not sure if it's
professional or not to admit that I felt a lot of anxiety and
depression surrounding this book. It took almost a year to put out
this final chapter, and it took something like six solid months of
writing to realize it, thanks in no small part to me destroying the
first version.

It's gone, it doesn't exist, don't ask. I
really did destroy it. I didn't want to be tempted by its
existence, if you must know the truth. And here's why (and why I
hated it.)

Those 50,000 deleted words were a
globe-trotting bodyswapping spy novel with wall-to-wall sex and an
open invitation to not stop, to put out volume after volume and
never give Lyle and company the peace and closure they
deserved.

I know we waved to a few sharks as we passed
overhead in THIS version, but all I can say in my defense is that I
always intended this to be the second half of ACQUIRED. When it was
just Dale Buckner's story, it was planned to just go wronger and
wronger and get bigger and bigger and then the whole world would
come down like some kind of Bradbury sci-fi story that had too many
tits in it. I backed off because one day it really did just seem
like Dale's story was done - and then came Lyle.

Oh yes, and then the world changed. The real
one.

I realized that there were things I wanted
to say - about body image, about gender, about power, control, and
repression. Good science fiction is about saying something, I've
always felt. The spy novel said nothing. LIBERATED says a ton. It
says, in fact, almost everything I need to say about this
particular topic.

So I can be done. I can leave my characters
in a good place and I won't harm their memories by being tempted to
keep going back to the same well.

I don't know what well I'll be at next, but
I hope you'll join me.

I am grateful to you for making this a
career, suddenly, for me. I look forward to doing it again.

 


So drop me a line. Find me on twitter
(@solarharris) or share a dirty photo or short story on tumblr
(solarharris.tumblr.com) or please please join the fanbridge
mailing list. You can do it right now:

 


[link]

 


I can't believe it's over. My head is
busting with new ideas and new characters and new worlds. I can't
wait to share the next with you.

I'm tempted to end with something cute, like
a general dare to go try something new today, because after all,
mai lrong, mai roo. But boooooooo. That's cheesey.

 


I'll just say thank you. See you next
time.

 


Solar Harris

California, August 1, 2015

 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 



Get the latest news as well as exclusive goodies
just for fans!

Sign up for the mailing list.

 


http://solarharris.fanbridge.com



ALSO BY SOLAR
HARRIS:

 


LUST OF THE ELDRITCH

A summer series in six chapters, Solar
Harris takes a short detour into the world of tentacles, breeding,
and monster erotica - often from the monster's POV.

 


Something Ancient and evil slumbers at the
bottom of a resort lake, but it will soon awaken. All who encounter
it are transformed, corrupted, and twisted into creatures of sex
and depravity - but the monsters within the resort guests might be
even more terrifying.

 


#1 ENSLAVED BY THE DEEP

Brianna thought it would be another boring
corporate retreat... until the thing in the lake starts claiming
her coworkers. Her encounter with the slithering offspring will
leave her far... different than she was before.


FIND IT HERE ON AMAZON

 


#2 FILLED BY THE HORROR

Kaytee was the company's girl-next-door
summer intern until the corruptions and transformations began. Her
encounter with the monsters, however, is something of a surprise -
because Kaytee has secrets of her own, and they're dirty, dirty
secrets.


FIND IT HERE ON AMAZON

 


#3 BROKEN BY THE QUEEN

Miranda was the first to fall under the
Ancient Horror's sway and be filled with its Eggs and Madness, but
her position as Matriarch is far from assured. Secrets in her own
past and new temptations arise as the corrupted women of the lake
vie for dominance - and the Ancient prepares to rise from the
lake.


FIND IT HERE ON AMAZON

 


#4 BRED BY THE ENDLESS

Kaytee's boyfriend doesn't know what's
become of her, so he's mounting a rescue expedition to bring her
home. What he and his companions find when they reach the lake is
not what they expected, though - and what happens next is anyone's
guess

Coming this September

 


 


 




 


 





 


 


About the Author

Solar Harris resides in
southern California and retains dual citizenship in assorted
virtual worlds on the internet. She is also the author of LUCIDITY,
a set of musings on dream technology and of course sex and
MILKSHAKE, a new twist on bimbo transformation and milking erotica
- sold everywhere ebooks can be got. Solar is currently writing the
6-part serial LUST OF THE ELDRITCH as well as an all-new
transgender erotica franchise. The final chapter of the Lyle
Estevez cycle in the ACQUIRED series will be released this
winter.

 


Having recently been
ordered to do a better job being a writer in the 21st century,
Solar keeps a tumblr of assorted musings, dirty pictures, sketches,
and quickies at solarharris.tumblr.com. She is trying harder to be
active on Goodreads and will gleefully chat and share dirty book
recs there with anyone who's interested. Solar is also on twitter
as @solarharris and is always interested in hearing from
readers.

 


As an independent author
and publisher, Solar Harris humbly thanks you for purchasing her
smutty book and asks a tiny favor. If you enjoyed the book, a
favorable review does more for sales and the possibility of further
books than anything else. Thank you so, so much for supporting
independent publishing, dear reader.
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