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1.

Dr. Hunt carefully explained the risks.

“This is a new and experimental technology. We have done as much testing as we can without a test subject. All indications are that it is safe, but the reality is that we are doing this testing because we can’t be certain without some final testing. You understand the risks and are okay with them?”

The test subject nodded and Dr. Hunt began testing of the Femulator 1.0.


In this new world, there was no light and no sound, but all other senses seemed to be heightened and there was an increased self-awareness of the body.

Suddenly there was the sensation of being penetrated by a cock. It slowly worked its way deep inside and then began thrusting in and out. It rubbed against the sensitive clitoris. Each stroke pushing just a little deeper that the last and all working towards the goal of an orgasm.

Legs spread in an involuntary, reflex action; willing and eager to accept more. The cock thrust deeper and faster. Now each time it slid over the surface of the sensitive clit, there was an involuntary shudder of pleasure.

So new… So incredible… So unlike anything ever before…

Then there was a surge. It felt like being pressed upward by a wave or a wall of water.

The arching of the back. A deep moan of pleasure for somewhere within.

And then the climax. Oh god what a wonder climax!

Wave after wave of pure ecstasy.

The body was now bucking and thrusting with desire. With a hungry need for more.

Over and over and over and over and over…

At first there were screams of pleasure. Then the screams became those of anguish. Later the screams changed again to those of raw terror and fear. And finally there were the uncontrollable screams of insanity; driven over the edge by the continuous and uncontrollable series of orgasms.



Something had gone terribly wrong. Dr. Julie Hunt was watching the waveforms from sensors connected to various points on the body. Even with the restraints, the body writhed around the exam table in some uncontrolled and frenzied dance. Dr. Hunt rapidly typed commands at a computer keyboard and made adjustment to various pieces of equipment, but the screams continued.

Susan Clark, Dr. Hunt’s longtime assistant, also looked at the body. The mass of wires and restraints made it look almost like a marionette, forced to dance at the command of a puppet master. And, in a way that analogy was eerily close to the reality.

The screams of the tortured soul continued to fill the room.

“Shit,” said Dr. Hunt. “What the hell is going on?”

She meant it as a rhetorical question. She had built the machine connected to the body that was now in uncontrollable spasms. She thought she knew every detail and nuance of it. But something had gone terribly wrong.

“I’m going to stop the stimulation,” Dr. Hunt finally said after a futile half hour of trying to regain control of both her machine and the person connected to it.

She pushed a button and the scream slowly faded to a gurgle and then went quiet. On the various monitors connected to the sensors attached to the body, the lines went flat and indicated all activity had ceased.

Susan ran across the room and quickly wheeled a cart over. This was the “crash cart”. In hospitals this same type of cart was used when there was a “Code Blue”--when someone had died. It was the last hope and the tools needed by those making the desperate fight to bring them back to life.

Dr. Hunt worked quickly and competently. Minutes later the heart began to beat and the lungs breathe. But even then the monitors that indicated brain activity were essentially blank.

“The body is alive, but all brain activity has stopped,” the doctor told Susan in a tone that seemed reconciled to failure.

Susan watched quietly as Dr. Hunt continued to work quickly and competently on the body, but fifteen minutes later it was over.

The subject on the test bench was little more than a vegetable.

Dr. Hunt looked at Susan and sighed.

“Well, nobody would believe it if we told them the truth. Dan Gambrel. Male. Age 45. Cardiac arrest during intense and persistent simulation of clitoral stimulation. A guy who was literally fucked to death until we brought him back. Now he’s brain dead, so I guess you could say he fucked his brains out.”

She sighed again and then slammed a clenched fist down.

“I guess the Femulator 1.0 is a failure.”


2.

A year earlier, Stan Clinton had been throwing another one in his perpetual series of parties. Topless women served drinks and the pool had become the scene of an all-out orgy involving nearly forty people.

Clinton was a billionaire and the embodiment of a hedonistic life.

His money bought him everything he could want with one exception.

That night in his conversation with Dr. Julie Hunt, Clinton thought maybe he could finally realize that one sensation that he had craved for as long as he could remember but that had always seemed destined to elude him.

“So you can basically make a recording of a person’s physical sensations and then play them back later,” Clinton said with interest.

“In a sense. It isn’t perfect, but it has tremendous potential. Today, the victim of a stroke has to relearn so many skills. Maybe someday we will connect them to a machine that will ‘reprogram’ them with the skills they have lost in a few hours,” Dr. Hunt replied.

Then Dr. Hunt frowned. “Of course, it may all be a moot point if the funding dries up.”

Clinton looked at the doctor, “Would you have time to come back and meet with me for a few hours tomorrow afternoon? Maybe I could help with the funding if what you are describing could help me in a certain way.”

“I wasn’t trying to hit you up for money,” Dr. Hunt said in an embarrassed tone.

Clinton laughed. “I know. I’m the one who may hit you up for something Dr. Hunt.”

He winked at her and received a stern frown in return.

“Seriously, I am interested in what you are working on and would like to talk about one way it might be used,” he added with an earnest look on his face.

“Well, of course I can make it tomorrow if we really have something to talk about,” Dr. Hunt said.

“Great,” Clinton said, “I think I’m going to go join the fun in the pool. Interested in joining me?”
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“No,” said Dr. Hunt. “Not even remotely.”

Clinton looked at her for a moment then shrugged.

“Two o’clock tomorrow afternoon then,” Clinton said as he began to strip of his swimming trunks and make his way to the pool.

The doctor nodded and watched as the young man forced himself into midst of the sexual tangle.

Clinton knew how to throw one hell of a party. Nobody could argue that.



At virtually every meeting Clinton held, he was surrounded by an attentive horde of scantily clad young ladies. It was his trade mark and his vanity required the show of self-indulgent power.

For his meeting with Dr. Hunt, he quietly took her back to a small office where the two could have privacy.

Clinton began the conversation with a strange warning.

“Before we discuss this, I want to be upfront. You can leave now, but if you stay and ever share anything we are about to talk about, I will destroy you. You will never get another grant. You will never get another job. You will be broke and homeless, wandering the streets. People have crossed me before and I can assure you they lived to regret it.”

Dr. Hunt looked at the man and asked, “Is this something unethical or illegal?”

“If we come to an agreement, I suspect things will ultimately be both. But I will be able to have something that has eluded me to this point. And you will have the satisfaction of seeing your work continue and of significant wealth along with it. From a moral sense, I would not see it being problematic or something you would lose sleep over at night.”

Dr. Hunt smiled, “I think that would be an acceptable arrangement. Although there is one thing I must insist on based on things I have heard and on our encounter last night. I don’t mean to be presumptive, but our relationship is purely a professional one Mr. Clinton. I will not mix my personal and professional lives. I don’t consider myself a prude, but I also do not have any desire to engage in activities such as those of some of your guests last night.”

Clinton looked at Dr. Hunt for over a minute. He sighed, shrugged, and began to explain.

“Sexually, I have had so many experiences through the years. I have had women. I have had men. I have had shemale and other mixes of gender and sexuality. I have had them one at a time and I have mixed them together in every conceivable way. Bondage. Submission. All kinds of kinky things that I won’t go into.

“But there is one thing I long for that, so far, I could not have.

“I want the experience of being a female and being fucked. I have fucked so many women over the years and I want to know what it feels like for them. You described your work as a way to ‘record’ sensations and experiences and then play them back. Could you do that with a female sexual encounter and play it back so I could experience it?”

Dr. Hunt leaned back and closed her eyes. Clinton could tell the woman was thinking. Clinton was not typically a patient man, but this was not your typical discussion. It was nearly five minutes before Dr. Hunt opened her eyes and answered.

“I think it could be done. It is not trivial and not as simple as ‘recording’ and ‘playing back’. Your mind has never been connected to certain organs or nerves. There are no existing experiences to stimulate. Instead, we would have to simulate those experiences from scratch and in a way your body could process. I can’t promise it would be perfect, but I think that with time and effort I could develop a reasonable simulation of the female sexual experience for you.”

“How much money and how long?”

“I would need a laboratory. I could not do this work at the university where I have been developing my technology. My funding there is running out anyway. I would not really need a staff other than my lab assistant. Can I think it through in more detail? I think something between five million and twenty million dollars and probably between one and two years to develop.”

“I will give you fifty million if you can honestly tell me that you believe you and deliver some reasonable results within two years.”

To those who knew her, Dr. Hunt was known as a methodical person who carefully considered and planned things. But fifty million dollars was fifty million dollars.

“Okay,” Dr. Hunt said. “It’s a deal.”


3.

It had taken Dr. Hunt nearly five years to set up the laboratory she had at the university. Some of the equipment had lead times of almost a year from the time you ordered it. But within two week of having a detailed list of what she needed to Clinton, Dr. Hunt found herself with a nearly complete setup.
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The only real problem was when Clinton first meet Dr. Hunt’s lab assistant, Susan Clark. Clinton had come by to tour the lab facility. When he met Susan, he had told her to come to dinner at his mansion. She refused. Clinton was not used to being refused.

“Listen honey, part of working for me is doing what I tell you,” Clinton had said.

“I work for Dr. Hunt, not for you. And if part of working for her requires me to play call girl for you, then I think maybe I should offer my resignation.”

Susan had walked out.

“Looks like you’ll need to get a new assistant with a better attitude doc,” Clinton said with a chuckle.

Dr. Hunt was concerned. “Nobody is irreplaceable, but it will be pretty tough to find anyone to replace Susan. She is smart and hard working. And I will have to train any replacement from scratch.”

The doctor frowned as she thought.

“How import is she to this?” Clinton asked.

“Pretty damn important,” Dr. Hunt replied in a serious tone.



Later that evening, the doorbell rang at Susan’s apartment. When she opened the door, Clinton stood there with a dozen roses in his hand. She began to shut the door, but he stuck his foot in.

“Just one minute,” he said. “Please. Just give me one minute.”

Susan stared at him, not saying a word.

“I’m sorry Susan. I know I’m a royal prick. I’m used to always having my way. Julie… Dr. Hunt… She needs your help with this. I promise I won’t act like the ass I was today ever again.”

He held the roses out towards her. Susan hesitated for a second and then took them.

Next Clinton held out a piece of paper.

“It’s a check for a hundred thousand dollars. I’m not trying to buy you with money, but I want to show I’m sorry and try to make it up. You can endorse it and give it to your favorite charity or something.”

“Will you please go back to work with Julie?” Clinton asked in a somber tone.

Susan looked at the roses and the check.

“Mr. Clinton, I can only do that if you will promise to treat me with some basic dignity and respect. No job, no roses, no check, and no man are worth me sacrificing my self-respect for.”

“You have my word,” Clinton said and he pulled his foot from where it blocked the door. “Thank you for letting me apologize and thank you for reconsidering.”

“You are welcome,” Susan said. “I’ll have to think which charity I will pick. Have a good evening Mr. Clinton.”

With that, she shut the door. Clinton stood for a full minute staring at the door of the apartment and trying to figure out just what it was that he was feeling inside. There were a dozen women back at his mansion ready to cater to his every whim.

But he suddenly realized that none of those women who took his money and did as he asked meant anywhere near as much as a woman who was strong, independent, and confident. A woman who could and would say no. A woman who would not pretend and who would not say she loved you if she did not mean it.

A woman like Susan.

Clinton sighed and walked back to his car.



Susan showed back up to work for Dr. Hunt the next morning.

“I’m glad you’re back,” Julie said. “I can’t do this without your help.”

“He promised he would behave himself,” Susan said. “We will see if he keeps his word.”

Julie smiled. “You know, when he called to tell me he had apologized to you, he asked if you had a boyfriend or not.”

“Seriously?” Susan asked.

“I think our Mr. Clinton might be a bit smitten with you honey.”

The two women smiled at each other, neither realizing just how profound of an impact that observation would have on their lives.



Julie and Susan worked in the lab for several weeks getting the various equipment connected and configured. Clinton dropped by now and then to see how things were progressing. One afternoon he invited them both to a party he was hosting the following weekend.

“It is for the queen of a small European country. Nothing wild. Just a casual party where people can come and meet her. Most are making a donation to help those who were affected by the recent earthquake they had there, but I would really be honored if you two would attend as my guests.”

Julie and Susan looked at each other. They had worked so closely and for so long that it could sometimes seem like they could read each other’s minds. This time, Julie was giving Susan a look that said it was up to her assistant.

Susan though and then said, “That sounds like fun. We’d love to attend.”

Clinton smiled and seemed very happy.


4.

It was a Thursday afternoon when Dr. Hunt felt it was time to test the device. Clinton had said he wanted to see it working before he tried it himself, but Julie had no intention of letting him see any test until she was certain everything worked perfectly.

She had placed an advertisement in the local paper for men between the ages of 25 and 35 and in good health who were interested in participating in a medical trial in return for compensation.

Dan Gambrel was one of those applicants. Julie had each applicant fill out a fairly detailed form with various information on it. All of this was done discretely so the applicants had no idea who they were dealing with or the exact nature of the test.

Julie had a stack of potential applicants. She typed personal information about each one into a computer and looked at the results. Gambrel’s application was the fourth in the stack and when she typed in his information, she found that he was a registered sex offender with a history that made it fairly clear he was a sexual predator.

Just the kind of person she considered expendable if something happened to go wrong.

A cab picked Gambrel up at his rooming house and drove him to the clinic. Julie had him sign the various forms giving his consent to participate in the trial and a release saying he understood the risks and was taking them of his own free will. Then she gave him the check to pay for his participation in advance and he carefully tucked it into his wallet. She asked him to step into a small dressing room and change into an exam gown. She also gave him what looked like a strange pair of underpants.

Once he had changed clothes, she handed him pill with a glass of water. “It is just a mild sedative. It will help you relax a bit.”

She had him lay on the exam table and began connecting various wires to his body. Overall there were nearly two hundred wires that had to be connected. The unusual set of underpants had small silver disks that accounted for about half the connections. There were also some others in what looked like socks and gloves. Still others were connected directly to the skin using a small adhesive conductive landing pad.

“I’m going to put some restraining straps on you now,” Julie explained to the man. He was groggy from the sedative she had given him and not likely to argue, but she explained. “You may experience some muscle spasms. This will just keep you firmly in place and make sure you don’t move so much that the wires and leads become disconnected.”

She began a saline drip and made a quick injection without saying anything to the man. In simple terms this was another sedative and what some would refer to as truth serum. This would make him more communicative during the tests.

After everything was in place, Julie stepped up to a console that was near the exam table. She could clearly see Gambrel as she manipulated various controls. Susan stood to one side watching.

“Tell me what you feel. Some of the stimulation and simulation may feel sexual in nature. Please don’t be shy about anything,” she told him.

She pushed several buttons. A row of lights would light up one by one and then extinguish one by one.

“It feels like someone is playing with my dick,” the man said.

“Playing with it how?” Julie asked, noting the bulge that had appeared in the man’s crotch.

“Like they’re jacking me off or something.”

Julie nodded and made a few adjustments.

“Shit, now it feels like I’m getting a blow job. A really good one to.”

Julie and Susan exchanged glances. Julie made a few more adjustments.

“It’s tighter now. It feels like a pussy.”

Julie may even more changes.

“Damn, it’s really tight now. And it doesn’t feel as lubricated and smooth. More like I’m fucking an ass.”

Julie turned to face a different set of control.

“Aaarrrggg!”

The man strained against the restraints.

“It feels like I’m getting butt fucked. Shit, it hurt going in.”

Julie looked at various readings and displays.

“But you like it now, don’t you Mr. Gambrel?”

“Oh god it feels so damn good. It’s like I’m fucking and getting fucked at the same time.”

Julie turned towards yet another set of controls.

Suddenly the man on the table gagged and stopped breathing.

Julie pushed another button and the man struggled to catch his breath.

“Like getting deep throated. I couldn’t breathe for a minute.”

“But you still enjoyed it, didn’t you Mr. Gambrel?”

He hesitated but ultimately admitted, “Yes.”

“Now I’m going to try something different,” Julie explained to the man. “It is very important that you tell me what you are feeling. Just keep describing what changes you feel and what the sensation is like.”

“Okay. I don’t feel anything except what feels like a hand stroking my dick. Now that has stopped. I… I don’t know. I could feel my dick all hard, but now I can’t feel it. Something feels different. I don’t know how to… Ah! Damn! It felt like someone touched me. I don’t know, right at the base of my cock? No, more like it was where my cock should be. But it felt… I can’t describe… Ohhh! I feel something working its way into me. It feels like a finger in me, except it isn’t my ass. It feels like… I don’t know what it feels like.”

Julie continued manipulating controls. She had video cameras set up to record everything so she could later study the results.

“Shit! It’s like something big is sliding inside me. It’s like… Arg! It is so deep in me. Now it is like it is fucking me. I can feel it rubbing over a really sensitive spot.”

Julie made a few adjustments and the man on the table’s body shuddered.

“Shit. So fucking good. Oh god. I’m getting fucked. How can I get fucked? Is that what it feels like to have a dick rub over your clit while it fucks you?”

The man went quiet. His breathing became shallow and fast.

“I’m going to… Aaarrrggg! I’m cumming!”

His back arched and a moan came from deep inside.

“Oh god. Yes! Fuck me! Ahhh!”

Once again his back rose from the table.

“I need it. Please don’t stop! Yes! Yes! Almost there! Again!”

He reached another orgasm.

Julie began to adjust some controls but frowned at what she saw on several readings. Susan noticed this and came to stand beside the doctor.

“Something isn’t right. When I started backing down the stimulation his heart rate and breathing should slow, but not as drastically as they seemed to with just a minor adjustment.”

As the two women looked at the various dials and adjustments the man on the table continue to orgasm time after time.

“Oh shit! I can’t take anymore! I need a break. Please stop. Just give me a minute. Please!”

Julie made some adjustments, trying to reduce the simulation and stimulation levels the man was receiving.

“The pulse is getting shallow when you do that,” Susan told her. “Slowing down. Breathing is shallow and the blood oxygen level is also dropping.”

“I’m having to increase the level of simulation just to hold ground now,” Julie said in a worried voice.

The man on the table had begun to scream. His back was arched continuously as his body pressed against the restraints. The screams filled the room, but Julie and Susan were both focused on the various equipment and controls.

“I was originally stimulating the nerves with around five milliamps of current. Now I’m up to nearly twenty. When I back down, his vitals drop. Damn.”

Gambrel’s mind could not comprehend what was happening. Part of it was the sedatives, but the other part was just sheer confusion. He was being fucked in a pussy he did not have and could feel the cock sliding over a clit he also did not have.

At first it had felt so incredible. It was unlike anything he had experienced. But now it was relentless. He felt raw and tender. The muscles of his body were rigid and locked as he pressed against the restraints. He came over and over with each orgasm lasting a few minutes and then barely beginning to recover when the next one would hit.

He did not even realize he had begun screaming. His world had turned from one of some forbidden and unbelievable pleasure to one of shear hell.

The part of his brain that could think and reason shut down as his base reflexes tried to deal with the growing intensity of each new orgasm.



“I can only go up to about fifty milliamps and we are almost there,” Julie told Susan.

“Maybe if I inject some more sedative? Or should I inject a stimulant?” Susan asked.

“Try the stimulant first. The sedative can counter act it if it doesn’t work.”

Susan pulled a bottle and a syringe and made an injection into the port on the drip going to Gambrel’s arm.

“Let’s give it a few minutes,” Julie said. “I’m maxed out on stimulation current. I can’t go any higher without connecting another current source to the machine and that would take an hour or two.”

For the next five minutes, the man on the table continued to scream and orgasm. They were now turning into the piercing screams of insanity.

“Try the sedative,” Julie yelled at Susan.

Susan had the syringe ready to go and injected it.

Five minutes later nothing had changed.

“I’m going to have to back things down,” Julie said. Susan saw the look in the doctor’s eyes. Julie was one of the kindest and sweetest people Susan knew. Part of her could be detached when it came to medical treatments and experiments, but Susan could sense just how distressed Julie was by the bad turn this particular session had taken.

“Shit,” said Dr. Hunt. “What the hell is going on?”

She meant it as a rhetorical question. She had built the machine connected to the man who was now in continuous stream of uncontrollable spasms. She thought she knew every detail and nuance of it. But something had gone terribly wrong.

The screams of the tortured soul continued to fill the room.

“I’m going to stop the stimulation,” Dr. Hunt finally said after a futile half hour of trying to regain control of both her machine and the person connected to it.

She pushed a button and the scream slowly faded to a gurgle and then went quiet. On the various monitors connected to the sensors attached to the body, the lines went flat and indicated all activity had ceased.

Susan ran across the room and quickly wheeled a cart over. This was the “crash cart”. In hospitals this same type of cart was used when there was a “Code Blue”--when someone had died. It was the last hope and the tools needed by those making the desperate fight to bring them back to life.

Dr. Hunt worked quickly and competently. Minutes later the heart began to beat and the lungs breathe. But even then the monitors that indicated brain activity were essentially blank.

“The body is alive, but all brain activity has stopped,” the doctor told Susan in a tone that seemed reconciled to failure.

Susan watched quietly as Dr. Hunt continued to work quickly and competently on the body, but fifteen minutes later it was over.

The subject on the test bench was little more than a vegetable.

Dr. Hunt looked at Susan and sighed.

“Well, nobody would believe it if we told them the truth. Dan Gambrel. Male. Age 45. Cardiac arrest during intense and persistent simulation of clitoral stimulation. A guy who was literally fucked to death until we brought him back. Now he’s brain dead, so I guess you could say he fucked his brains out.”

She sighed again and then slammed a clenched fist down.

“I guess the Femulator 1.0 is a failure.”


5.

Julie was exhausted physically and emotionally, but for Susan there was a sudden rush of adrenaline and reflexes kicked in.

Susan stripped the body of all sensors and clothes. She found Gambrel’s cloths in the dressing room and quickly redressed the man, taking a few seconds to remove the check Julie had given him from his wallet. Although he was alive, he was nothing but bead weight as Susan rolled his body over and into the seat of a wheelchair. Finally she rolled the wheelchair from the room.

Susan ran out front and pulled her car around to the back of the building that Clinton had leased to serve as Dr. Hunt’s lab. She went in the back door and returned pushing the wheelchair and Gambrel. She worked the man into the passenger seat of her car and pushed the wheelchair back into the building.

She checked on Julie, but the woman seemed to be in a state of shock. Julie was setting and just staring. Susan left her and ran back to her car.

Susan drove about thirty minutes up the freeway before pulling off and heading towards a hospital. This one was far enough away from the clinic that nobody could connect the two. Seconds later she screeched to a stop in front of the hospital’s emergency room.

A nurse came running out.

“I was down at the park. He was walking, but seemed dazed. He came up to me and complained he was feeling dizzy and weak. I wanted to call for an ambulance, but he asked if I would drive him here. He seemed to pass out a few minutes ago just as we were almost here.”

The nurse had motioned for help and they quickly loaded the motionless man onto a gurney and wheeled him into the ER.

Susan parked her car, went inside, and talked to the woman at the admissions desk. The man was a stranger, Susan explained. He had asked for a ride to the ER from the park. Susan told the woman which park and where she had met him. The woman took Susan’s contact information, but since he was a stranger, not family, it was really just a technicality.

A few minutes later Susan was back in her car and heading back to the clinic.


6.

Dealing with Julie almost seemed like the same drill. Julie was quiet, but let Susan guide her to the car.

Susan had grabbed a few bottles of medicines, but was thinking about what was the best thing to do.

“Julie,” she said. “I think you should take a sedative, but I don’t think you should be alone afterwards. Why don’t you stay at my place tonight so I can keep an eye on you?”

Julie did not agree, but she also did not argue and Susan started the car. About twenty minutes later they got to Susan’s apartment. Susan got out and then guided Julie inside.

“I have pajamas that will fit you,” Susan offered.

For the first time, Julie seemed to be aware of things.

“I’d like to take a shower if that is okay,” Julie said.

“Of course,” Susan said and she grabbed a towel, a pair of pajamas, and guided Julie to the bathroom.

Julie began to strip. The two women had worked together for nearly five years now, but Susan had never seen the doctor naked. She thought about leaving the bathroom, but she was worried and also the doctor seemed to want to talk.

“God, I feel terrible. I never expected that.”

Julie dropped her panties and struggled to undo her bra.

“I wanted to test it before Clinton saw anything. I was kind of afraid there might be some mild or even moderate aftereffects or something. But nothing like that.”

Susan stepped forward and helped Julie undo her bra. Susan started the shower, adjusted the water, and helped Julie in.

“I don’t understand what went wrong. We have tried tests before at the university. They were a bit different and used lower currents, but nothing bad ever happened.”

“You’ll figure it out,” Susan said. “Nobody is half as smart as you when it comes to this stuff.”

A laugh filled with irony came from the shower.

[image: ]

“I’m not sure Mr. Gambrel would agree,” Julie said. “Even if his brain did somehow begin working again.”

A few minutes later Julie turned off the water and stepped out of the shower. She looked at Susan.

“I’m sorry. I’ve been so wrapped up in my own little world of self-pity. You look like you could use a shower yourself.”

Susan glanced in the mirror. The exertion getting Gambrel into the car and to the hospital had left her sweating and disheveled.

“Take a shower yourself,” Julie suggested as she dried herself off.

Susan did not need to be told a second time. She quickly stripped and stepped into the shower.

“So what did you do with him?” Julie asked as Susan stood letting the water pour over her body.

“I’m not sure you’ll like this,” Susan said. As she showered, she told the story of how she had dumped Gambrel at the hospital.

When Susan finished her story, she stepped out of the shower and grabbed a towel of her own. Julie was studying her and it made her a bit uncomfortable. She knew what she had done was illegal, but at the time it had seemed like it needed to be done and she had done it.

“Wow,” Julie finally said. “Thank you.”

“For what?”

“Susan, the guy was brain dead and it was after he agreed to participate in a medical experiment that is unusual to say the least. He wasn’t a nice man from what I could tell and I didn’t mean to turn him into a vegetable, but if word got out it would mean trouble. At a minimum I’d probably lose my license to practice medicine and the funding from Clinton.”

Susan had not really thought about it that way and was not planning to start thinking too much about it now.

“I brought some sleeping pills and tranquilizers from the clinic. I thought you might need one.”

Both women walked to the front of the apartment with towels wrapped around them. Susan pulled out the various bottles.

“I think an anti-anxiety med and a light sedative would probably be good for both of us,” Julie said as she opened two of the bottles.

Susan got two glasses of water from the kitchen and they both downed the two pills Julie had selected for them.

Without speaking, Susan took Julie by the arm and guided her to the bedroom. They shed their towels and climbed under the blankets.

They laid there quietly beside each other for several minutes.

“Susan?” Julie asked in a soft voice.

“Yes?”

“Will you hold me?”

“Of course.”

Susan rolled on her side and took Julie into her arms. The other woman snuggled into her, their naked bodies pressed together. Susan could feel Julie’s warm tears trickle down her flesh and then felt the other woman’s body begin to wrack with sobs.

“It’s okay,” Susan whispered. “It will be okay.”

Ten minutes later they were both asleep, their naked bodies tangled together in a tight embrace.


7.

The sun was creeping in the window of the apartment’s bedroom. Julie stirred and Susan began to wake up.

Julie rolled to her back for a few moments and stared at the ceiling.

She twisted her head slightly and saw Susan watching her. Both women smiled at each other.

“How are you feeling?” Susan asked.

Julie had to think a moment before answering.

“Okay I guess. It seems like it was a nightmare, but since I’m waking up naked in a strange bed I guess it all really happened.”

Susan gave a light laugh.

“Yep, it did really happen.”

“Thank you,” Julie said. “I think you probably saved my butt, although I’m still not sure what to do.”

“You keep working on the project,” Susan told her. “Don’t let this derail you.”

Julie explored Susan’s face.

“Doesn’t it bother you?”

Susan shrugged.

“He was a bad man who had done bad things. You looked him up. He was a sexual predator and now he’s a vegetable. He was all for quick money and some medical tests that he thought would be kinky. It didn’t turn out like he planned. What happened was an inconvenience, but it doesn’t particularly bother me.”

Julie began to realize that even though they had worked together for several years, she really did not know that much about Susan personally. Julie had always been happy to just have a knowledgeable, hardworking, and professional assistant around the lab.

Susan could tell where Julie’s thoughts were going.

“I’ll be honest. I don’t like men,” Susan said. “Gambrel not prowling the streets is no great loss.”

“Don’t like men? As in you’re a lesbian?”

“No. Well, maybe yes. It’s complicated but it’s not just a sex thing. I hate men who take advantage of women. I hate men who try to force themselves on women or who think they are doing women a favor by trying to seduce them. It’s a long story.”

Julie just looked at Susan.

“Well,” Susan began, “I guess maybe it’s time I shared some stuff with you. I think we’ve both kept our personal and professional lives separate, but sometimes things get tangled together whether you want them to or not. There is something you should know.”

For the next fifteen minutes Susan talked, telling her story. The two women laid beside each other; Susan pouring her heart out and Julie listening.

“Wow,” Julie said as she considered what Susan had just told her. “So why are you helping me?”

“I think you can probably guess what I’m thinking about doing at some point. I don’t know if I will or not. I’m not even sure how I would go about it if I did want to do something.”

Julie’s eyes took on a distant look.

“You’ve shared a lot with me. I grew up as a foster kid. I bounced from house to house. There was a lot of abuse. Mental. Physical. Sexual. When I turned eighteen I ‘aged out’ of the system. Only something like two percent of kids who age out graduate from college. Something like seventy percent are homeless, in jail, pregnant, or have committed suicide by the time they turn twenty-two.

“I went to college and eventually I made it to med school. It was tough. But there were also a lot of nice people who helped me out along the way. So far as the state could figure out, when I made it through med school, I was the first foster kid to have ever aged out and gone on to become a medical doctor.

“But I had buried myself in school. I didn’t really date or have much of a social life. I started seeing one of the doctors from the hospital where I did my residency. It was a bad relationship. Really bad. He was a lot older, abusive, jealous, and controlling.

“One time he broke my nose and then we went to the hospital and he was the one who treated me. That was the last straw for me.”

Julie’s eyes came back into focus.

“About two weeks later, he died unexpectedly.”

Susan looked at Julie.

“Do you understand what I mean?” Julie asked.

Susan nodded. Julie was a doctor. She knew how to kill a man without leaving any traces that were likely to be noticed.

“I pretty much swore off men after that,” Julie added. “I haven’t seen anyone or been in any kind of relationship since.”

Susan looked at Julie and asked, “So, are you a lesbian?”

Julie thought before she answered.

“Years ago a friend of mine fell in love with another woman. She had always dated men and I asked her if she had become a lesbian. She told me that she wasn’t in love with only women or only men. She was in love with an individual. Sometimes you can fall in love with someone and gender isn’t really any big deal. It didn’t make sense to me back then. I think maybe it does now.”

“When I do fall in love,” Julie continued, “it will be with someone kind and caring. Someone who has my back when something bad happens. Someone who will hold me when I’m scared and need to cry.”

Julie’s voice dropped to a barely audible whisper. ‘Someone like you.”

Their eyes met again and Susan leaned forward and gently kissed Julie on the lips. Then they both clung to each other.
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“I’ve never done anything like this,” Susan whispered.

“Me either,” Julie answered as she kissed Susan’s neck. She slowly worked her way down to the woman’s breasts and took one into her mouth while she gently kneaded the other between her fingers.

Susan moaned in pleasure and after a few minutes Julie switched her oral attention to the other nipple. Her hands began to explore downward and soon a trail of gentle kisses followed them. She kissed Susan’s tummy and then went lower.

Susan’s pussy was neatly shaven. Julie’s tongue tentatively lashed out and began to lap at the woman’s clit. Susan began to moan and squirm. Julie felt Susan’s hand reach out and touch her thigh.



Susan was in heaven as Julie ate her pussy. Then all she could think of was how badly she wanted to return the favor and share the experience. She reached out and her hand found Julie’s thigh and then worked towards her pussy. Susan’s fingers flicked over the other woman’s clit a few times, but Susan wanted more.

She began to tug at Julie’s leg and Julie slowly worked her way around until her pussy was above Susan. Susan looked up at the dark, thick tangle of pubic hair that hid Julie’s pussy. Susan wrapped her arms around Julie’s waist and she gently pulled the woman’s pussy towards her mouth.

Susan went to work without hesitation. Her tongue was eagerly licking at Julie, returning the other woman’s oral attention.

Both began to work towards a climax. Susan felt her body begin to quiver and shake uncontrollably while Julie’s hips began thrusting in a desperate rhythm, grinding her pussy into Susan’s mouth.

Each clung to the other with the sound of muffled grunts and moans filling the bedroom. 

Suddenly they both came. Susan felt Julie’s rhythm slow, but the woman was still grinding her pussy into Susan’s mouth as she came. Susan’s back had arched off the bed in a reflex action.

Both continued to lap away at each other.  Susan was the one that with several gently pushes was able to role the pair over without either missing a single lick of the other’s cunt. Now Julie was on the bottom and Susan leaned down burying her face into the wonderful hairy muff.



Julie was on her back now, looking up at Susan’s neatly shaved pussy. It was so beautiful and perfect. Susan had her knees on either side of Julie’s head and Julie could get a peek of the other woman’s tightly puckered asshole. She knew that she wanted to play with that sometime, but focused on Susan’s clit for now. Julie was approaching a second orgasm and she sensed that Susan was doing the same.

Minutes later the sounds grew in urgency and again both women climaxed.

Once this one was past, Julie dropped her head back to the bed in a happy exhaustion. Susan crawled until she was beside Julie and two held each other as they gasped for breath.

“That was incredible,” Susan whispered.

“You are incredible,” Julie whispered.

The two held each other and soon drifted back into a light sleep.


8.

The second time Julie and Susan awoke was much different than the first. No words seemed necessary as they both padded to the bathroom and quickly showered together. Julie borrowed clothes from Susan and a half hour later they emerged from the apartment, both dressed in scrubs and ready for work.

Once at the clinic, Julie immediately began going through the data from the previous day’s failure while Susan called the hospital where she had dropped Gambrel off the night before.

“I’m sorry, but he is still alive, but the doctors don’t have much hope that he’ll regain consciousness,” the woman on the phone told Susan. “Are you family?”

Susan stuck with her story from the night before.

“No, I was at the park and he came up to me saying he didn’t feel well. I wanted to call an ambulance, but he asked if I would drive him to the hospital. He didn’t say much but his breathing sounded labored. Then he got really quiet just a few minutes before we got to the ER.”

“Well,” the woman at the hospital assured her, “You did what you could. Even if you had called an ambulance, whatever hit him probably would have happened before they would have arrived. We have his wallet and are looking for his next of kin.”

Susan knew that another reason Julie had picked Gambrel was that there were no next of kin to be found, but said a sad goodbye and hung up the phone. After that Susan began cleaning up the laboratory where the events had taken place. There were wires that needed to be carefully stored along with tubing and syringes that needed to be discarded as medical waste.

Susan carefully sterilized everything and then restocked the items on the crash cart. From time to time she looked towards the desk where Julie sat with her computer and several pages of printouts.

It was early afternoon when Julie stood up and stretched. She noticed that the lab was back in spotless condition and smiled at Susan.

“I should have helped you, but I think I have an idea about what might have went wrong. Want to grab some lunch and talk about it?” Julie asked.

“Sure,” Susan said.


9.

The two women sat in a private corner of a small Italian restaurant that was only a few minutes’ walk up the street from where the clinic was located.

[image: ]

“Have you ever seen an old record player?” Julie asked and Susan nodded.

“I think that what happened is kind of like where they used to say it ‘skipped a groove’,” Julie continued.

“When that happens, the record player would jump back a bit and keep repeating the same thing over and over. I think his mind did something similar. The sensations were so new and unexpected that the brain didn’t know what to do next. So even without the stimulation, his brain kept playing the experience over and over as it tried to process it. Finally it just overloaded his brain and the brain shut down.”

“So how long will it take for you to fix it?” Susan asked. Julie noticed that Susan had asked when, not if, she would be able to fix it and appreciated the confidence her partner had in her.

“Well, it is a bit more complicated than a record player. I had worked on the stimulation to move from the male experience to the female experience. I think if I built a stimulation that moved the subject back from the female experience and to a male experience towards the end, what happened to Gambrel might not happen again.”

“Sounds logical to me,” Susan said.

“Clinton is coming by this afternoon,” Julie told Susan.

The man dropped by from time to time to check on things, but they had not seen much of him since the first few weeks.

Susan shrugged. She did not like the guy, but he was paying the bills.


10.

“So when will it be ready to use?” Clinton asked Julie.

“I think we will probably start some preliminary testing in the next few days,” she answered.

“I’d like to have one of my assistants test it when you think it is ready,” Clinton said.

Julie could tell the man was a bit skeptical about the lab area. Thinking about it, she really could not blame him for being cautious. As things were now, he would experience something very intimate on a table in the middle of a large, open room.

Julie tugged at her lip in quiet thought as Susan came into the lab and walked towards one of the cabinets.

“Susan,” Clinton said when he caught sight of the woman. “Do you have a minute?”

Susan stopped and gave Clinton a wary look as he approached her.

“I saw that you endorsed the check I gave you over to the group that helps victims of sexual and domestic violence.”

Susan nodded and said, “Someone in my family was a victim once.”

“I’m sorry,” Clinton said in a tone of voice that almost sounded sincere. “I noticed that the same group is having a fund raising dinner on Saturday evening. I was wondering if you would go with me.”

Susan looked at the man.

“Last time I read the tabloids, which I will admit was some time back and only while I stood in line at the grocery store, you had something like a dozen ‘girlfriends’ living with you,” Susan said. “I think I made if fairly clear before that I am not interested in being number thirteen.”

“They’ve moved out,” Clinton said. “A couple went in search of what I guess you would call another sugar daddy, but most have taken jobs with one of the companies I own.”

“Why?” Susan asked.

Clinton looked almost embarrassed.

“Listen,” he said, “I don’t expect you to believe me and I’m not sure if I can make it work. I did a lot of thinking. Soul searching I guess you would call it. I knew you wouldn’t be number thirteen, but I wondered if maybe you would be interested in seeing how being the one and only might work out.”

It took Susan a few seconds to realize the young billionaire was trying to tell her that he had given up his harem of young fillies because he was interested in her. Her skepticism must have shown on her face.

“I know I was rude and out of line when we first met,” he said. “But if you’re willing to go, I’ll pick you up and drop you back off. No hanky panky. Or if I do try anything, you can spray me with mace or something. I promise to behave.”

He grinned and seemed so eager and earnest.

Susan smiled. “Okay,” she said, “I guess we can give it a try since it’s for a good cause.”

“Great,” Clinton said with a relieved smile. “I’ll pick you up around 5:30 on Saturday night.”

Susan nodded.



“Well,” Julie said, “that was an interesting turn of events.”

Susan could not help but agree. “I can’t believe he asked me out to dinner,” she said.

“I can’t believe you accepted,” Julie said, looking into the other woman’s eyes.

“I might kind of have something planned for him,” Susan said with a sly grin.

“Changing topics, I might have a plan of my own honey,” Julie said. “I’m thinking one other improvement would be to put walls around the exam table so there is more privacy and also put a screen on the top that would give the subject the virtual perspective of looking at a mirror on the ceiling.”

“Wow,” Susan said. “That would change things a lot, wouldn’t it?”

The two went to work planning how to make the changes.


11.

On Saturday, Susan was checking herself in the mirror for probably the twentieth time when there was a knock on the door. She took one last look at herself. After all, the guy was an arrogant prick, but a girl did not get asked out by a billionaire that often.

She headed to the front door and opened it. Clinton stood there in a black tuxedo and with a dozen roses.

He held out the roses to Susan and told her, “You look beautiful.”

Susan’s wardrobe was largely designed to be functional, not flashy. She had one nice black dress that was a little too short for funerals and a little too long for a night on the town. But nobody would deny that she looked lovely in it.

“Thank you,” she said. She left the door opened and motioned him in.

“Thanks for both the compliment and the roses. Let me put them in a vase and then we can go.”

She pulled a vase from a cabinet and quickly filled it with water. She put the roses in and then turned to find Clinton studying her with his eyes.

“Ready?” she asked.

The man nodded and they went to the car. Susan had never ridden in a car that cost more than most homes and had to admit that it was a blast.



They sat at the table and made small talk with the other couples as they ate. Clinton’s presence had taken the charity dinner to a new level and tickets to share the table with him had gone for several thousand dollars each.

This made Susan a bit nervous, but she could tell that the mindless small talk put Clinton into his element.

A few hours later, they pulled back up in front of her apartment. Clinton looked over at her and said, “I hope you enjoyed this evening. I know I did. And it was for a good cause.”

“It was fun,” Susan said. “Can I tell you something very personal?”

“Sure.”

“Julie was in an abusive relationship back before I started work for her. In fact, there may be applications of the techniques she is working on that would help victims of abuse deal with some of the emotional trauma involved. Turning the clinic into a place that can help other women is one of the things she wants to do with the money you are paying her. So maybe we can help you with your fantasy and also do some good for other women at the same time. That would be pretty cool.”

She pulled the door handle, but then turned and quickly kissed Clinton on the cheek.

“Thank you again,” she said as she closed the door and quickly walked to her apartment.

Clinton watched her. Two women had discretely slipped him their phone numbers earlier at the dinner. As he pulled away and headed home, he took those two slips of paper, wadded them up, and tossed them out the car window.

Damn it, he really wanted her and wanted her to want him.



On Sunday morning, Susan was just waking up when there was a knock at the door. Pulling on her robe she went to answer the door. She took a quick peak though the security peephole in the door and smiled.

“Good morning Julie,” Susan said as she opened the door.

“Hey Susan. I was thinking maybe we could share breakfast and the dirt on your date last night.”

Susan opened the door and let Julie come in.

“I need to get dressed before we go to breakfast,” Susan said.

Julie stepped forward and took Susan in her arm.

“No honey, we both need to get ourselves undressed for the kind of breakfast I have in mind.”

Susan smiled and kissed Julie. Julie began shedding her clothes as she followed Susan to the bed room. Susan shed the robe she was wearing and Julie watched the seductive sway of her partner’s hips.
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“You have an incredible ass,” Julie said in admiration.

“Oh,” Susan said playfully. “I’m glad you like it.”

Susan stood at the edge of the bed, spread her legs apart and bent over giving Julie a view of her ass and pussy. Then she gave a wiggle.

Julie did not hesitate. She moved behind Susan and dropped to her knees. Her hands gently parted Susan’s ass cheeks and Julie leaned forward, burying her face in the other woman’s ass.

“What? Oh!” Susan exclaimed in surprise at this unexpected form of oral attention.

Then Julie’s tongue went to work licking and probing at Susan’s exposed bung hole. Susan moan with delight. Nothing could have prepared her for the incredible sensation of Julie’s tongue against the forbidden flesh of her tightly puckered asshole.

Julie moved one hand around and under Susan and began to play with the woman’s clit while continuing to lick and suck at her asshole.

“Oh god,” Susan gasped.

Julie’s finger began to quickly flick back and forth over the sensitive surface of the tiny bud of pleasure that was buried in Susan’s pussy.

“Cumming,” Susan said in a strained voice and suddenly her world exploded into a million tiny points of pleasure and light as she climaxed.

A minute later, Susan collapsed forward onto the bed, exhausted by the intensity of her orgasm. Her eyes were closed, but she felt Julie lie down beside her.

“That was incredible,” Susan mumbled. “I never knew that sex could be that good.”

Julie affectionately stroked Susan’s hair. “It’s only as incredible as the partner you are making love to,” she whispered into Susan’s ear. “And you are one incredible partner.”

“I want to return the favor,” Susan said.

“Why don’t you tell me about your date first,” Julie said. “I have to admit I’m dying of curiosity.”

Susan began telling her lover about the previous evening.

Then she laid Julie down and returned the favor just like she had promised.


12.

Julie and Susan had spent Sunday night together and arrived at work fairly early on Monday. This week was going to be a busy one.

Julie’s idea of adding privacy and at least some aspect of virtual reality to the stimulation was progressing.

Clinton had called Julie on Monday afternoon and asked if he could visit before lunch on Tuesday. He had then asked to speak with Susan and asked if she would go to lunch with him after his visit.

“I think you officially have an admirer,” Julie teased her partner.

On Tuesday, Clinton spent about an hour alone with Julie talking about the project’s progress and several other things.

“I want to do a bit more testing to make sure everything is ready, but I think we will be able to provide the demonstration you want sometime next week,” Julie told Clinton.

Afterwards, he and Susan when to lunch.

That evening, the two women went back to Julie’s house and Julie ordered Chinese takeout for dinner. They sat in the living room on the sofa eating and talking.

“Clinton said he talked to you about funding a center for abused women,” Susan said.

“Yes. We didn’t go into a lot of details, but he said he would like to help. He said he would fund some type of endowment that would fund the center.”

“Blood money,” Susan said bitterly. “Maybe his conscious is catching up with him.”

“Some people do change honey,” Julie said softly.

Susan looked at Julie for a few moments. “Do you really think he has?” Susan asked.

Julie considered before answering. “No, I don’t. I think he is smitten with you because you played hard to get and he isn’t used to that. I believe that he might think he has changed, but I think that once the thrill of pursuit wears off he won’t be much different than he was before. If he had really changed, I think he’d call off our work. He would not want you to see that side of him.”

Susan nodded. “You know what I am likely to do some day, but if you really think I’m making a mistake I value your judgement.”

“I’ll keep you posted on what I think about our enigmatic Mr. Clinton over time,” Julie promised. “So what else did he have to say?”

“He told me about his conversation with you. He said that maybe that could be his legacy. He was thinking of names, but all of them were Clinton this or Clinton that. I told him that naming the center after a billionaire playboy who was known for his sexual escapades might not be the most considerate thing to do for the women who needed help the most.”

Julie quietly laughed. “And what did he have to say to that?”

“He changed the subject and asked me out to dinner on Saturday night.”

“Did you accept?”

“Yes, but I know that I can’t hold him at a distance with some kind of platonic relationship for long. I agree with you. The thrill of the chase is fresh right now, but either he gets what he wants and that is the beginning of the end, or he goes too long without getting what he wants and moves on.”

“And what are you going to do?”

Susan smiled. “With all the questions, you are starting to sound like a therapist. I said yes to the date. If I had said no, he probably just moves on even quicker.”

Susan looked at Julie and said, “But I don’t know what to do. I don’t like him and don’t want to sleep with him, but I don’t want to push him away at this point. What do you think I should do?”

Julie smiled slightly. “I have an idea that might work.”

She explained what she had in mind and suddenly Susan felt much better.


13.

Early the next afternoon a cab delivered yet another carefully selected test subject to the clinic. This time Julie went heavier on the sedatives, including the use of several benzodiazepines that would also blur the man’s memories of the experience.

Four hours later, the man was bundled back into another cab and sent home. He had survived a half hour of stimulation as a male, an hour of stimulation and multiple orgasms as a female, and then returned to reality with another half hour of stimulation as a male. Once the drugs had worn off he only had vague memories of anything, but did not seem any the worse for wear.

Julie called Clinton on the phone.

“I have a few minor tweaks to make, but you had talked about wanting to see things in action with someone who works for you. Why don’t we schedule that for early next week?”

Julie listed for a minute, nodding and adding “uh-huh” several times.

“That sounds great. And thank you so much Mr. Clinton.”

Susan had been setting across the room and watched Julie hang up the phone.

“Well,” Julie began, “He will bring by one of his associates next Tuesday. He also has the paperwork to fund the endowment. His attorney didn’t like the idea, but suggested the foundation have a fairly generic legal name and then we could have one or more working names we operate under. He is putting $250 million in the endowment. A quarter of a billion dollars. That is an almost unimaginable amount of money to me.”

“Wow,” Susan gasped.

“Oh,” Julie added, “and he is definitely looking forward to seeing you Saturday night.”

“Well,” Susan said with a smile, “I wish I could say it would be an experience he would never forget, but that would be a lie.”


14.

Julie spent Friday night with Susan and helped Susan get ready for her date. A half hour before Clinton was due to show up, Julie headed home.

“Let me know when you’re home safe,” she told Susan. “Even if it’s late, I don’t think I’ll be able to sleep until I hear from you.”

“Why don’t I just come to your place afterwards?” Susan suggested.

“That would be wonderful. I can’t wait to hear how things go.”



Clinton showed up with roses again. Susan put them in a vase and set them on the dining room table.

When she turned around, Clinton was standing close behind her.

“You are so beautiful,” he said.

Susan focused on just relaxing as the man took her into his arms and kissed her. She could feel the bulge in his pants pressing against her and knew what he wanted before the night was over.

When she was able to break free, she told him, “Let’s get dinner. Then maybe we can go to your place.”

He grinned, took her hand, and they left her apartment.



Dinner went well and Clinton was in a chatty mood.

He talked about the endowment and the foundation a couple of times. Susan tried to read his expression, but was not able to make out much.

When dinner was finished, they headed back to Clinton’s mansion.

He pulled through the electronically operated gate and into the garage. He took Susan’s hand as they walked inside.

The mansion was huge. Susan remembered reading once that it had cost over $100 million to build and that he had spent nearly as much decorating it.

Nobody seemed to be around which fit Susan’s plans perfectly.

“Uh,” Susan started. “I guess I’m a little nervous and overwhelmed.”

She could have been wrong, but she thought she saw a hunger spring into Clinton’s eyes.

“Maybe a bit of wine?” she suggested.

Clinton went into the dining room and came back with a bottle of wine and two glasses held carelessly in one hand. He reached out his other hand and Susan took it. Clinton led her up the stairs and to the master bedroom.

The man did not mess around or try to hide his intentions.

The both kicked off their shoes and settled on the bed. Clinton was an experienced seducer of women and carefully poured two glasses of wine. Susan kissed him lightly as she took her glass.

“Julie sent a present,” Susan whispered. In her hand she had two pills. “Some kind of aphrodisiac she said.”

Susan popped on in her mouth and offered the other to Clinton.

“Wow, I can already feel it working. You want one?”

Clinton shrugged, took pill, and swallowed it.

“To good times,” he said as he raised his glass in a mock toast.

“To good times together,” Susan said with a giggle as she pretended to take a sip of her wine.
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Clinton quickly drank his own glass of wine and, when mixed with the pill, he began to get groggy.

He leaned forward and tried to kiss her again. She reached out and took his glass as he struggled to keep his balance even as he was lying on the bed.

Susan took him into her arms and pulled his head into her breasts.

“God, I want you so bad. I want this to be a night I never forget,” she whispered in his ear.

A few seconds later she was rewarded with a slight snort as his breathing dropped into the regular rhythm of sleep.

Susan carefully set the two glasses of wine down on the bed side table and untangled herself from Clinton. Then she began to strip the man. She tried to scatter his clothes in a way that looked natural. She went into the bathroom and turned on the shower. She set out several towels.

She walked back into the bedroom and pulled a pair of light gloves from her purse. She quickly searched the dresser. She had what she needed with her, but it would be better if she found something of his. In one drawer she hit pay dirt.

She pulled out a giant butt plug, a tube of lubricant, a set of nipple clamps, and various other sex toys. He was obviously a man who liked to play.

“Hey honey,” Susan whispered as she rolled Clinton’s naked body onto his stomach. “Want to play naughty?”

Clinton mumbled, “Sure, whatever you want to do…”

His voice trailed off. With one hand she spread Clinton’s butt cheeks and with the other she slowly worked the lubricated butt plug into the man’s ass.

“Oh yea,” he quietly said with a happy sigh.

The thing was huge and Susan loved watching his ass resist until it was finally overwhelmed and surrendered to the unwelcome violation. Clinton’s pushed his own body back, eager to take it.

She searched the pockets of his trousers and found his cell phone. She used one hand to spread his cheeks again and snapped a picture with the other. She then texted it to Julie’s number with a message, “Can’t wait to find out what it feels like to have the other hole filled.”

“Up for a bit more kink,” Susan whispered as she rolled him over and placed the nipple clamps on his breasts.

“Feels so good,” he said. “Incredible.”

Finally she pulled a pair of panties from her purse and slipped them onto the man. Then Susan tugged the man’s panties down slightly, grasped his semi-rigid cock, and began to jack him off. She could feel Clinton’s cock throbbing as she squeezed with all of her strength and hammered her hand up and down its length.

The man began to squirm and moan with pleasure and a few minutes later, Clinton’s own hand made its way to his cock and Susan let him grasp himself. He began to slowly jerk himself off.

“Cum for me baby,” Susan whispered in Clinton’s ear.

Clinton’s pace increased.

“Oh honey, give me that cum.”

The man’s back began to arch.

“Oh yes. You are so close. Let me have that yummy load.”

Clinton’s hand worked his cock at a desperate pace and suddenly it exploded. Susan was watching as she whispered into the man’s ear and was surprised when the first gooey wad of cum squirt from his cock and landed in the middle of his chest just inches in front of her face.

Squirt after squirt flew from his shaft and landed on his chest and stomach. He came for nearly a full minute before he relaxed. His eyes were closed and he was mumbling, but he seemed pretty much out of it.

Now Susan went to the bathroom. The shower had splattered water around and she dampened several towels. She had thought she might need to take a shower, but things had gone perfect.

Susan tussled her own hair and smeared her makeup a bit. She wanted to look, in Julie’s words, “freshly fucked”.

She washed the wine glasses and poured the rest of the bottle down the sink in the bathroom. Thinking for a minute, she made her way downstairs to the dining room and found a second bottle that she brought up. She poured a bit into the glasses, but most of it followed the first bottle down the drain.

Susan double checked the room. All she was leaving behind was the pair of cum soaked panties that Clinton was wearing. They had been part of a three piece set from the dollar store and bought just for him. She grabbed his phone once more and took another picture. She held the phone just above his chest and got a shot of him cum covered stomach and the panties.

She sent the picture and another message to Julie saying, “I got into her panties. LOL.” Then she sat the phone on the bedside table.

She looked around one last time and nodded in satisfaction. Before leaving the room she took a few pictures with the camera on her own phone.

“Thanks for the fun evening sweetie,” Susan said as she stood in the door ready to leave.

“Welcome,” came Clinton’s slurred response.

Then Susan made her way back downstairs. She noticed that to one side there was a room with glass French doors. It had a desk and looked like it might be a home office. Susan quickly slipped in and looked around. A wadded bunch of papers in the waste basket caught her attention. She quietly picked them out of the waste basket and unfolded them.

She gave a gasp.


15.

Julie was setting alone in her car. The original plan was for Susan to call a cab for a ride back to her apartment, but Julie had sent Susan a text:

I can pick you up.

Now she could only be patient and wait.

There were two photos with texts that came from Clinton’s phone just like they had planned. Things seemed to be going fine so far.

Julie waited nearly an hour before the response came back:

Okay. Ready now.

Julie started the car. She was only a mile or so from the mansion and quickly pulled up in front. Susan had made her way out and was waiting in the shadows. Now she quickly slipped into the car and Julie pulled away.

Julie gave her partner a sideways glance.

“So please tell me that things went okay, because as looking freshly fucked goes, you look like you might have just finished a gang bang with an entire football team.”

Julie had expected some response, but Susan sat quietly, looking ahead.

“Are you okay?” Julie asked, worried now.

“Huh? Oh, yea. I’m sorry. It went perfect. I found something and was just thinking.”

They pulled to a stop light and Susan quickly leaned over and gave Julie a peck on the cheek.

“Thank you,” Susan said. “Your plan was perfect. It went just like you suggested.”



When they got home, Susan asked to take a quick shower. Somehow she wanted to wash any trace of Clinton or their encounter off of her.

Wrapped only in a towel, Susan walked out of the bathroom. Julie was laying on the bed wearing panties and a tee shirt.
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Susan laid down beside Julie and Julie held her close and tight.

“What happened? I can tell something’s wrong.” Julie said in a concerned voice.

Susan stood back up and went to get her purse. She pulled the papers she had found in the trash can out and handed them to Julie.

Julie read through them and commented, “They look like notes from a telephone conversation maybe.”

“That’s what I thought to,” Susan said. “The first half page has a list of things he wants to discuss and then the rest are notes from the conversation or the call. I do the same thing sometimes.”

“So the whole thing about endowing a foundation was bull shit,” Julie said as she deciphered Clinton’s notes.

“In a way,” Susan said. “It looks like it is real for now, but is revocable. It also looks like he was going to change his will so that a big chunk of his estate goes to the foundation.”

“But then there’s the note,” Julie took up the stream of thought. “He brags about all of this to us. Then he beds you. At least he put a lot of nice complements like hot, hard just thinking about it, and can’t wait around your name.”

Susan frowned and Julie continued. “So in a few months, he has what he calls his ‘exit strategy’. Our experiment is done. He’s had you to his content. And then the funding for the foundation mysteriously disappears through some financial mumbo jumbo, he is on the prowl again, and his will goes back leaving everything to his nephew.”

“You said the endowment was bull shit,” Susan said. The tone of her voice had a hard edge to it. “That’s only true if he goes through with his ‘exit strategy’.”

Julie could feel Susan’s anger.

“He’s played a lot of women over the years. Now a woman is going to play him,” Susan said.

Julie hugged Susan again. “I hope you’ll let me help.”


16.

The next morning, Clinton struggled to wake up. He was sore and his body was not cooperating. Suddenly his phone rang and he groped the bedside table trying to find it.

The call was from one of his financial guys so he ignored it. He looked at his text messages. There was one from Susan that had come just minutes earlier saying last night had been incredible, but then he noticed the two with pictures he had sent to Julie.

“Oh shit,” he muttered.

Another text suddenly appeared from Susan.

“Do I get my panties back? LOL.”

He looked down and saw he was still wearing them.

This just wasn’t worth the effort right now. He fell back to the bed and went to sleep again.



Julie and Susan spent Sunday together. Julie could tell that Susan had mixed feeling about what had happened. A small part of her had hoped people changed, but where Clinton was concerned that part was gone. She had hated Clinton before and now had even more fuel for her anger.



Clinton spent his waking hours on Sunday trying to remember details about Saturday night. He remembered getting back to the house with Susan and heading upstairs. He kind of remembered her getting really kinky really quick, but the details were foggy.

His entire body ached and his butt had been stretched beyond belief. He had used that butt plug on a number of men and women over the years, but had never had it plowed into him. But she had asked him and he certainly had not refused her. He wondered if the partners he had used it on hurt as bad the day after as he did now.

But he wanted her. Again. And more than ever. And this time he wanted to remember every detail of seducing her.

Sunday afternoon he began texting Susan pleading with her to see him again soon.



Julie looked at the long list of text messages on Susan’s phone.

“So I’m not going to try to say you aren’t addictive because I know I can never wait to get you naked and get naughty, but he may also be having some withdrawal symptoms from the little happy pill you gave him.”

Susan was lying in bed beside Julie.

“I remember why I hate men,” Susan said and she snuggled up to Julie.

Then Susan added, “And why I love you.”

Julie gently kissed her.


17.

Monday morning, Julie and Susan arrived at the clinic at 7 AM. A bit early for them, but not that much earlier than usual.

There was a sports car parked in front of the building with a snoozing Mr. Clinton behind the wheel. The normally dapper playboy looked like a mess.

“He kind of looks freshly fucked by a football team himself,” Susan whispered to Julie.

When he heard Julie and Susan close the doors to their car, he awoke with a start and quickly got out of his car.

“Hey there,” he said with an attempt at a casual wave.

He looked at Susan, “I stopped by your apartment around three and you weren’t there. I thought maybe you guys would be here.”

“At three o’clock in the morning?” Susan asked in disbelieve and Clinton looked at his watch

“Shit, I’ve lost half a day somewhere. No, three o’clock yesterday afternoon. I thought you might be here so I drove over. And that’s the last thing I really remember.”

The guy had been so out of it that he had passed out and slept for over twelve hours in front of the clinic. Susan shook her head.

Julie spoke up, “Susan and I made a quick trip up to the mountains yesterday to relax a bit. This will be a busy week. Or, it was going to be busy. I’m kind of worried about you. Are you feeling okay?”

Clinton plastered his inauthentic and automatic smile on his face, but it was lopsided and forced.

“I’m fine. Just intoxicated with love after a night with Susan here.”

Susan would have liked to have hit him, but just smiled instead.

Julie giggled. “I saw the texts and pictures,” she said with a sly wink at Clinton. “But that’s you guy’s business.”

“Why don’t I take a quick look at you?” Julie suggested as she unlocked the front door of the clinic.

A few minutes later Clinton was setting on the exam table in a room that could have been in virtually any doctor’s office. Julie looked at his eyes, took his pulse and blood pressure, and tested his reflexes. Any reasonably competent doctor would have recognized the signs and at least suspected he was suffering from some type of chemical withdrawal.

“I shouldn’t do it,” Julie said, “But if you want a little pick-me-up, no pun intended, I have some pills that work wonders for me.”

Clinton nodded. “That’s be great,” he said as he took the pills she offered. “I’ve just kind of let myself get run down. I guess I need some rest.”

Julie chuckled. “Well, from the pictures you sent me Saturday night, it doesn’t exactly look like you were getting a good night’s sleep.”

Clinton looked uncomfortable. “I honestly don’t remember all the details. I’m sorry about the pictures. I also texted Susan a lot yesterday. Do you think she’s mad at me?”

Julie chuckled again. “So you didn’t know that she was a dominatrix when you asked her out? She said she had you on your knees and begging in no time. We didn’t have cell phone coverage up in the mountains, so she got all the texts you sent yesterday in one massive batch. She told me it looked like she would have you on your knees again soon.”

Clinton’s world was getting foggy again. The pills were kicking in.

“Maybe you’d like to have a quick session with her now?” Julie suggested.

The door opened and there stood Susan. She was dressed in a black latex corset and with high black boots with heels at least three inches long.

In one hand she held a crop and in the other was a ball gag. But Clinton’s eyes quickly tried to focus on the huge black rubber strap-on dong that dangled in front of Susan.
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“Oh dear god,” Clinton whimpered.

“Let me help you get ready,” Julie whispered to Clinton.

“Thank you,” he mumbled in response.

Julie had quickly helped Clinton strip naked. She rolled him over so he was face down on the exam table. She then lashed his legs so that they were spread and his ass was vulnerable. Next she used straps to hold his arms to the side of the exam table.

“How does that feel?” Julie asked the man.

“Need it. I need Susan.”

Julie smiled. “I’m going to gag you because Susan doesn’t like her he-bitches to scream. Take it like a man Clinton. Can you do that for Susan?”

“Anything for Susan,” he said and then Julie put the ball gag in his mouth.

Susan had stood in her outfit watching the preparations. It was a strange feeling. She had never dressed like this before and actually wondered why Julie happened to have this kind of outfit around. But wearing it felt incredibly empowering. Susan felt strong; like she had the power to make men tremble at her feet. The look that had flashed across Clinton’s eyes when he first saw her had shown a mixture of insatiable lust and deep fear.

“I think he’s ready for you now,” Julie said as she turned and looked at Susan. The two women’s eyes met and locked.

Julie smiled. “You like it, don’t you?”

Susan nodded. “I’m not exactly sure what ‘it’ is, but it is kind of… I don’t know… a turn on? But I’ve never done anything like this before.”

“I’m looking forward to playing with you sometime,” Julie told the woman, “I don’t consider myself submissive, but I want to submit to you. I want you to know how deeply I have grown to love you. But right now we need to deal with Mr. Clinton.”



Clinton gave out a cry as Susan penetrated his ass.

“Beg me,” he heard her command.

“Fuck me,” he mumbled.

Julie had turned down the lights and the room was dim. On the wall was a large mirror that let him see what was going on in the room. He looked in it and could see the masked woman behind him, intently fucking him with her strap-on.

“Don’t stop begging now,” she said. “You quit begging now and we will start all over until you beg for an hour straight. You understand me? You are my fucking man slut. Now beg!”

Clinton choked as he tried to speak. Finally the words came, cracked and weak.

“Please Mistress. Fuck me.”

“Keep begging.”

“I want to please you Mistress.”

“How?”

“By doing what you command Mistress.”

“Tell me how much you like it.”

“I love being fucked by your wonderful cock Mistress. I need your cock Mistress. I want to be your bitch. I need… so bad… please…”

Then his wail began. It was some combination of need and humiliation.

Susan’s thrusts continued. They grew in intensity as her body slammed into the bound and helpless man under her.

A sob of frustration came from her. She wanted to hurt him. She wanted him to beg for mercy and then to beg for more.

About ten minutes later Susan stopped. She was exhausted. The anger had poured itself out in the form of abusing Clinton’s ass.

The sound of the man’s labored breathing and his quiet murmurs now filled the room.

“So good,” he said. “Thank you Mistress.”

Then he seemed to doze off again.

Julie stood up from the chair where she had sat watching. She grabbed a handful of paper towels and cleaned Susan’s strap-on and then wiped Clinton’s ass. While Susan watched, Julie released Clinton and pulled his clothes back on making only one change. Instead of his underwear, she placed a pair of silk panties on him.

“We are going to use that entire three pack of panties from the dollar store before this is all finished,” Julie said. Then she then used her hand and began to jack him off. Soon she was rewarded with his moans and globs of cum squirting from the man’s cock.

She pulled the panties up so they would be nice, wet, and sticky. When she was done, he laid on the exam table looking as if nothing had ever happened.

Julie went back to Susan and hugged her.

“Go shower. Pull yourself together. Just play it cool, like nothing much ever happened. Okay?”

Susan nodded and headed towards the clinic’s small bathroom that included a shower.



Clinton began to wake up yet again. God, how many times was he going to have to go through this struggle? He was laying on the exam table. His mind had vague recollections of the encounter with Susan, but he could not remember the details. At this point he was not even sure if it had been real or some kind of dream. Or maybe it was more of a nightmare?

He stood up. His body was sore and his legs wobbled. He walked to the exam room sink and looked in the mirror. He looked horrible. He quickly splashed some water on his face.

There was a light knock on the door and Julie walked in.

“Mr. Clinton, you’re awake. You dozed off again and I hated to wake you. Seems like you needed the rest. Susan spent a little time with you, but I needed her to do some work on the simulator. Do you feel okay?”

Clinton nodded.

“Would you like to see the simulator? A lot has changed in the last few days.”

Clinton nodded again and followed Julie as she walked out of the exam room and towards the laboratory area. His butt hurt and he moved with a shuffling gait.

Something felt unusual. He tried to discreetly adjust his package inside his pant. His hands touched a silky fabric instead of the normal cotton briefs he work. He tried to discreetly peek.

He was wearing a pair of silky, pink panties.

What in the hell was going on with him?


18.

Susan stood up from the computer console she had been working at as Julie and Clinton entered the laboratory.

“I think I have the changes you wanted made finished if you want to check them doctor,” Susan said.

“Thank you Susan,” Julie replied. “I was going to give Mr. Clinton a brief rundown on the simulator.”

Suddenly Julie’s cell phone rang. She looked at the number.

“Oh, I need to get this call. Susan, can you explain the changes we’ve made to Mr. Clinton.”

“Of course,” Susan told her partner and she turned to Clinton with a smile she had to force.

She walked up to him as Julie left the room talking on her phone.

“Dr. Hunt came up with some ideas she thought would improve the overall experience. Originally there was just a large exam table in the middle of the room. Now it is enclosed and the walls around it and the ceiling over it have video on them. It isn’t a perfect virtual reality kind of thing, but it isn’t bad.”

Susan pulled a small handle and one wall rolled away from the chamber like a door. Inside, it vaguely reminded Clinton of the small camper his parents had used on family vacations when he was kid although there was not really any similarity other than being small and cozy. There was a mattress at waist height along with several video screens that covered each side and the ceiling of the chamber.

“I can’t make all the connections or anything, but lay down inside it.”

Clinton was uncomfortable with the thought, but laid on the bed while Susan punched buttons on a computer just outside the one side that opened.

“Why are there all these straps and things?” Clinton asked.

Susan giggled. “Because you are going to thrash and squirm with pleasure sweetie.”

Clinton’s mind was still a bit fogged, but this was the first time she had used a nickname with him that he could remember. Maybe he was getting somewhere after all. Shit, for all he knew at this point maybe he had already scored and just could not remember it for some reason.

“Lay back and watch the ceiling,” she told him.

As he watched, he sudden saw an image of himself laying on the bed appear above him.

“It’s supposed to be like one of those mirror above the bed things. Okay, now watch this.”

Suddenly the image above him was naked. He quickly felt himself to make sure he was still wearing clothes. After the last few days he was not sure whether or not to trust his senses.

“Let me be naughty,” Susan said with another giggle.

Clinton saw the image above him change again. It was still him, but instead of his rather modest cock, there was a monster slab of meat that was probably close to eighteen inches long flopped across his belly.

“And then there is the actual female simulation.”

Suddenly the figure in the virtual mirror had the body of a female. It was Clinton except with breasts and a pussy. He gasped and his hand unconsciously reached towards his crotch. He felt a sense of disappointment when he found there was no cunt between his legs.

He heard a few more clicks. In the virtual mirror above him, his hair changed and he was now wearing makeup. He still recognized himself, but the whole experience was disorientating.

“And of course, to be fucked, you need someone to do the fucking.”

In the small area it sounded like a door opened and closed. On the screen mounted to one wall, he saw the figure of Susan walking towards him. She was dressed in a corset with a garter belt and hose.

“Need to make one more change,” she said in a playful voice.

Suddenly where the figure of Susan’s pussy had been, a large, rigid cock appeared.

Susan heard Clinton gasp again.

She leaned in through the open side of the enclosure. The man’s eyes were bulging and looking between the feminized figure of himself and the shemale figure of Susan that appeared to stand at the foot of the bed.

Susan whispered in his ear, “I know you can’t wait. It will feel incredible when I finally take you honey. When we do the simulation, I hope I can fuck you as good as you fucked me the other night.”

Her hand reached down and she slid it under Clinton’s trousers.

“Oh, nice and hard. And those sexy silky panties. You are such a sissy sometimes. And you’ve already wet them with cum. I can’t wait to make you wet them again.”

There was a hollow thud as the door to the lab area opened and closed. Susan pulled back from the enclosure, leaving Clinton staring at the screens. Suddenly the screens went blank and the images disappeared.

“I hope Susan gave you a good tour of what we have been working on Mr. Clinton,” came Julie’s voice.

Clinton tried to regain his composure and orient himself. He slowly crawled out of the chamber and cleared his voice.

“It is very impressive,” Clinton said. He looked and saw Susan had her back to them and was now busy typing away at the computer terminal again.

“It’s ready to use?” Clinton asked.

“Susan and I will probably be messing around most of the night.” That certainly wasn’t a lie, Julie thought to herself. “But yes, we will be ready to test it with the employee you said you wanted to have try it first tomorrow.”

“I’ve changed my mind,” Clinton said. “It seems to be working well enough and I want to go ahead and try it out tomorrow myself.”

Julie smile, “Certainly! I don’t think you’ll be disappointed.”

As Clinton was getting ready to leave, he stopped to talk to Susan.

“Earlier… Did we… Were you… You know.”

Susan gave Clinton a stern look and told him, “If you don’t even remember, maybe you weren’t really paying enough attention to your Mistress. You’ll have to pay for that.”

Clinton stood looking at her with a blank look on his face. Suddenly Julie took him by the arm.

“So, we’ll expect you tomorrow. Would around noon work? Maybe have a light, late breakfast around nine or ten o’clock and then get here at twelve. We’ll get everything ready for your session in the Femulator 2.0.”

“The Femulator 2.0?” Clinton asked in bewilderment.

“Yes, it’s a machine that provides you with the experience of a Female Simulator, so we mashed things together and call it the Femulator.”

“Why the Femulator 2.0?” Clinton asked.

“Well,” Julie whispered. “You know 1.0 is always kind of experimental stuff. This one is ready for prime time. I know you’ll feel like you’re getting your money’s worth.”

Clinton quickly glanced in Susan’s direction. “I’m sure you are right.”

Julie and Clinton walked out of the lab. Susan sat at the computer and smiled as the door closed behind them.


19.

“Damn, he’s texting me again,” Susan said in an exasperated tone.

She and Julie were at Julie’s house eating sandwiches they had picked up on the drive home.

“You are like a drug to him at this point,” Julie said in a matter of fact voice. “He experiences withdrawal. You fill his thoughts. He will think of you until he is able to be with you. Then he gets his ‘fix’ and it lasts him five or six hours.”

“You know what I need?” Susan asked.

“What?”

“I need a Julie fix, because you are like a drug to me. And if you are up for it, I was thinking I might try on my latex outfit and strap-on again.”

Julie smiled at Susan.

“That is convenient because I happen to need a Susan fix. It is great when things work out like that and I would love to help you get back into your latex outfit.”

They looked happily at each other.

“I love you Julie,” Susan told her partner.

Julie stood up and hugged Susan. “I love you to honey. I’m so glad we have what we have together.”


20.

Just before noon the next day, Clinton showed up at the clinic. Julie ushered him back to the laboratory area where Susan was making final preparations.

“There are a couple of things you need to be aware of. With sweating and orgasms, you will lose fluids. So we will have an IV drip going while you are in the Femulator. Also I think Susan explained the reason we need the restraints. Those just keep you from wiggling loose from the various wires that connect to sensors and stimulators.”

Julie gave the man a small paper cup that held two pill and a bottle of water.

“These are a fairly common but mild anti-anxiety drug. If you would rather not take them, that’s fine. But, honestly, something that dulls things just a bit is probably going to enhance the experience. That way your brain should ignore any small inconsistencies between different senses. Without them, your brain might focus on trying to understand those small quirks of the simulation instead of glossing over them.”

Clinton nodded, downed the two pills, and then took a drink of water.

“We have to take you into the simulation and we have to bring you out. That means the first fifteen or twenty minutes will be stimulations that match your experiences as a male. Then we will transition to the female simulation. We will be watching your various vital signs at all times. At some point you may grow tired, if so, we will move to the final stage. In any case, after an hour or an hour and a half we will move you to the final stage anyway. That will be another ten or fifteen minutes of stimulation that acclimate you back to the male sensations and prepares you to exit the simulator.”

“Does that all make sense?”

Clinton nodded.

“Are you feeling okay? Are you ready? This should not be particularly strenuous or anything, but if you aren’t feeling well or if you are uncomfortable for any reason, we can delay it.”

“No!” Clinton said forcefully. “I’m ready. I want to try it now.”

“Okay, then two last things. There is a safe word. You will be able to speak and interact with the simulation. If you use the word ‘sailboat’, the simulation will begin to back down and exit. Also, what kind of partner or partners would you prefer?”

Julie pushed a few buttons and the screen of the computer was filled with 3D images of several men.

“We have men in all shapes and sizes.”

Julie used the mouse and scrolled through a dozen images.

“Susan had a pet project she was tinkering with also. She thought it might be more comfortable for the partner to be a shemale or maybe a female wearing a strap-on.”

Julie clicked again and 3D images of several attractive women appeared. The first two looked like Susan, one as a shemale with a cock dangling in front of her and the other of her wearing a strap-on dildo.

“Gez, I’m sorry. That’s kind of unprofessional. I didn’t know she left that model of herself in there. We have several other women you could choose from.”

Clinton cleared his throat. In a soft, hoarse voice he whispered, “I like the one of Susan as a shemale. I think I’d feel most comfortable with that.”

“No problem. I can understand why, she is a very attractive women as well as the best assistant I’ve ever had. Why don’t you get undressed, lay down, and we’ll get started.”

Julie opened the chamber as Clinton removed his clothes. He was being much more modest and deliberate than the billionaire playboy she had seen strip and jump into the middle of an orgy in the pool at the party where they had first met.

Susan joined and helped Julie connect the various wires and sensors as well as put the various restraints in place. An IV was inserted in Clinton’s arm and a drip started.

“Okay,” said Julie after about twenty minutes. “I think we’re ready to go. Remember, ‘sailboat’ will shut things down. We will be watching all the details from outside the chamber. Are you relaxed and ready?”

Clinton nodded and the door to the Femulator chamber was shut.


21.

The Femulator 2.0 was a masterpiece that few other people in the world could fully understand, little lone duplicate. There are nearly 100 billion nerve endings in the typical human body with around 100,000 miles of connecting tissue. In another room of the clinic, nearly a hundred computers were running detailed simulations that made educated guesses at what nearly one billion of those nerves would feel at any given instant.

There were some ways to simplify the modeling of nerves. For example, typically each thrust of a cock into a vagina would feel similar to the one before it. While that simplified things to a degree, the accuracy of the initial calculations was critical to the sensations that would be experienced.

It would also have been impossible to attach billions of wires to stimulate individual nerves. Julie had found a way to use a stronger signal to basically “drown out” the signals from various real nerves and replace them with aggregated signals that simulated the stimulation response of thousands or tens of thousands of nerves.

Another simplification had come with the use of the video monitors and real sound. The eyes and ears each used billons of nerve endings on their own. Using video and sound allowed those nerves to be engaged and stimulated without the amount of processing required for other nerves.

No person knowledgeable in biology, physiology, or engineering could have helped but be impressed with the accomplishment.

And although Clinton did not understand the details, for all practical purposes the Femulator 2.0 now controlled everything he felt or experienced.


22.

Clinton laid on the bed. He could see his naked body in the mirror above the bed. With one hand he reached towards his cock and began to stroke himself. For him it seemed natural and real. The fact was that the hand was restrained, the sense of straining against this restraint had been drowned out, and the sense of his hand stroking his own cock was totally simulated.

He heard the sound of a door open and close. Susan came walking into the room. Just as he had seen the afternoon before, she was dressed in a corset, garter belt, hose, and heals. Her hips swayed seductively and in front of her dangled a lovely cock.

“Hello honey,” she said to him. “We are going to have some fun together. Don’t you always have fun with me?”

“God yes,” Clinton said.

Susan approached the bed where Clinton was laying, bent forward, and took his cock into her mouth.

Clinton gasped. Her mouth felt so incredible. Hundreds of women and men had sucked his cock over the years, but this had to be the best.

He moaned again.



Julie and Susan were outside the enclosure watching various screens and displays.

One large screen was split into four separate displays, one of which was of Clinton himself and the other three of the virtual world he was in. Susan looked at this and frowned.

“You don’t like it,” Julie said, catching Susan’s look.

“I know it’s not me,” Susan said. “But even having a ‘virtual’ me making love to that bastard makes me feel ill.”

“Don’t worry honey,” Julie said as she put a hand on Susan’s arm. “It won’t be long before his heaven turns into hell. And you will be one of the last things he sees before he…”

Julie’s voice trailed off, but Susan spit the word out, “He decides to bring things to an end? I’m okay, let’s keep things going.”

Both women went back to watching and controlling various portions of the femulation process.



“Oh shit,” Clinton muttered. “I’m going to cum baby”

The sucking on his cock took on a new urgency.

“Arrggg!”

Clinton arched his back and felt his cock erupt in an orgasm. Susan was sucking greedily at him, nursing him dry of every drop of cum.

A few minutes later he relaxed, spent and exhausted.

“Look up sweetie,” Susan said.

Clinton looked upward at the virtual mirror. He saw his body with Susan kneeling between his legs, cum dribbling down from one corner of her mouth.

Suddenly he began to feel a change.

Looking up he watched in fascination as his breasts began to slowly swell in size until they were both large and firm.

His lips took on the tint of dark red lipstick and his eyelids were also now covered with red eye shadow. His hair lengthened slightly and was splayed out from around his head as he saw himself laying on the bed.

Suddenly a pair of silken panties covered his crotch. For a few seconds he felt his cock rubbing against them, but then there were even more changes. Sensations that he had never experienced began to travel the nerve tissue and to fill his brain.

Susan stood up, her shemale cock erect and bouncing in front of her.

“Let’s see what we have here,” she said in a playful voice and she reached out, grasping the panties Clinton was wearing on each side. She slowly worked them down and Clinton let out a gasp.

He had a vagina. A cunt. A pussy.

“Oh god,” he said as one of his hands reached over and began to explore it.

He felt a shudder of excitement as his finger brushed his own precious clit. His fingers toyed with the pubic hair and then he gently slid one finger into himself.

“Oh god,” he moaned again.



Julie and Susan watched the screen as the man began to explore the virtual pussy the feminator had given him.

“I think Mr. Clinton will feel like he got his money’s worth,” Julie said with a smile.

Susan’s face was still grim. “Enjoy it while you can bastard.”

Julie pushed a few more buttons.



Susan knelt between Clinton’s legs again. Some instinct caused him to spread his legs wider and use his hands to open and expose his brand new, wonderful cunt.

Susan leaned forward and her tongue flicked out across Clinton’s clitty.

“Ahhh,” he sighed.

Now she began to eagerly lap away at the man’s pussy.

“Oh shit,” he gasped.

In less than two minutes he experienced his first orgasm of his newly created female genitalia. Susan continued lapping away until he had climaxed a half dozen time.

Then she stood up.

“Now you get to be my bitch,” Susan said with a grin.

“Oh yes baby. Please!” Clinton’s eyes eagerly watched the various monitors that covered the inside of the femulator chamber. He saw Susan approach. She reached down and took her cock into one hand. Then she guided it into him.

“Ummppphhhh,” Clinton grunted. Being penetrated was uncomfortable for just a fraction of a second of resistance and then she was in. There was no more resistance as her cock slid deeply into his hot, moist cunt.

“Shit you feel good wrapped around my cock baby,” Susan muttered as she began to thrust in and out of Clinton’s pussy.

The sensation of her cock sliding over his clitoris with each thrust combined with the sensation of her cock probing deep inside him was unlike anything he could ever have imagined.

Susan’s thrusts began to pick up speed and she slammed into him. Clinton saw his own titties bounce in rhythm to her thrusts in the virtual mirror above.

“Oh! Oh! Oh!” Clinton’s back arched as Susan continued to fuck him.

He could feel her begin to twitch deep inside of him as he came. The orgasm was like a wave that washed over him, taking his breath away. As soon as he would recover from one, the next wave would hit.

Meanwhile Susan was pumping a massive load of cum into his cunt. He could feel her cock begin to shrink once it was spent and the cum dribbling from his pussy and down his legs. As Susan stepped back, he could see the furry pubic hair of his pussy filled with strings of white, sticky cum.

“Know what is really cool about the femulator?” Susan asked. “Watch.”

As Clinton looked on, her limp cock began to grow and become erect again.

“I can fuck you over and over. I get sloppy seconds of my own cum whore’s pussy.”

She stepped forward and again slid inside of him.

Clinton whimpered in pleasure as she began thrusting once more.



Julie looked at one display and took a syringe from a cart near the chamber.

“I’m going to give him a bit more sedative,” she told Susan.

Susan watched the screen where the virtual shemale version of her was fucking the virtual feminized version of Clinton.

His moans and cries of pleasure were clear and audible from inside the femulator chamber. She heard her own voice teasing him and encouraging him. There were several clocks counting. Clinton had been a female for just under one hour.



“Fuck yea!” Susan screamed. She was now leaning forward and sucking roughly on one of Clinton’s breasts as she reached her orgasm. Suddenly her cock was pumping another load into Clinton’s pussy.

She pulled back and in the virtual mirror Clinton could see his own gapping pussy and the continuous stream of his lover’s cum that flowed from it.

“You are a good whore,” Susan teased. “I know you want more, but we have to work up to things.”

In the virtual mirror, Clinton watched as his body began to transform back. The makeup was gone. His breasts shrunk. Susan knelt between his legs and they both watched in fascination of his clit swelled into a cock and the gapping pussy closed and then bulged as a scrotum holding his balls.

Now the shemale Susan climbed on top of Clinton. He could feel her weight and motion. Looking into Clinton’s eyes, Susan reached behind and grasped his cock. Then she slowly moved backward and let his cock enter her ass.

“Oh baby,” Susan cooed. “That feels so good inside of me. I can’t get enough.”

Susan began sliding up and down Clinton’s body in short, quick strokes. He watched her tits sway and when she leaned back he could see the cock that still jutted in front of her.

A few minutes later he came.

“Fill my ass with your cum,” Susan begged.

She kept riding him with urgency. Even after the first orgasm, he felt his cock swell and stiffing with resolve.

“Fuck me baby,” she begged him.

Clinton smiled as the woman rode his cock.

“Give me more cum you fucking stud!”

Suddenly Clinton came again. His second load seemed to go on and on.

Susan collapsed forward beside him. She was face down and her butt cheeks were slightly spread. Clinton stared upward at the virtual mirror and watched the stream of cum that seeped from the depths of her bowels.

“Wow,” she mutter softly in his ear.

They both drifted off to sleep.



It was a half hour later when Julie made another injection. Within moments, Clinton was wide awake. 
He blinked a few times to orient himself within the confines of the chamber.

“Wow,” he said.

“I’m going to open the chamber now,” Julie’s voice said through a speaker and a few seconds later one wall opened and he could see parts of the laboratory outside.

“Let me get all these wires and tubes off of you,” Julie said as she quickly went to work.

Once that was done Julie released the restraints and helped him climb out from the chamber. She handed him his clothes and he began to dress.

Julie noticed he was still shaking from the intense experience.

“Do you want to rest for a bit?” Julie asked.

“I’m fine. I have a meeting I need to get to,” Clinton said.

Susan turned from where she had been working at a computer.

“So which is better? The real me or the virtual shemale me?”

Clinton thought for a moment gave her a lopsided grin.

“I think I need to try both a few more times before I offer an opinion. But both are pretty damn incredible.”

Julie and Susan laughed and Julie helped the man from the lab and out to his car.

Susan’s eyes glared at his back as he walked away.

“Soon,” she muttered. “Very soon.”


23.

Clinton made the short drive back to his mansion. Along the way he made a few phone calls and canceled everything he had scheduled for the rest of the day. After thinking a bit, he made a few more calls and cancelled everything for the rest of the week.

Then he dialed Dr. Hunt’s number.



“Well,” Julie said. “He may be an asshole, but the femulator worked flawlessly.”

“I would not expect anything less from something you built,” Susan said with a smile.

Julie smiled back. “We built it together. We’re a team, right?”

Susan gave a firm and decisive nod. “A team.”

“I think you fucked his brains out,” Julie teased.

“The best is yet to come—pun intended,” Susan said.

Julie’s phone rang and she looked at it.

“On cue,” she said. “It’s him.”

She pushed a button on the phone.

“Hello Mr. Clinton,” she said as she answered the man’s call.

“Can we have another session tomorrow at the same time?” Clinton’s voice asked over the phone.

“Well, I guess so. We really haven’t talked about how often you want to do this. I was thinking two or three times a month.”

She heard Clinton chuckle. “I’d do it two or three times a day if I could,” he joked.

“Let me go through things and make sure there aren’t any tweaks or anything we need to make, but we will look for you around noon tomorrow then.”

After hanging up, Julie looked at Susan. “Hook, line, and sinker.”


24.

On Wednesday and Thursday, Clinton showed up for sessions in the Femulator 2.0. The first session had run about an hour and a half, but by Thursday his session had lengthened to nearly four hours.

There were other changes in Clinton in those few days that people would remember later. His eyes were a bit wider and had a bit of a wild look to them. He was distracted and lost his appetite. He also slept almost all of the time he was at his mansion.

He had kept Dr. Hunt’s work secret from everyone. A few knew he was funding some kind of research and there was the paper work for the foundation he was also funding, but ultimately his deepest secret was tied up in her efforts. Because of that, he had not given anyone else any real details.

On Thursday as he got ready to leave, Susan stopped him.

“You are having a lot of fun with the virtual me. Tomorrow, why don’t you invite me back to your place afterwards so you can satisfy the real me?” she offered.

“That would be great,” he said with a hungry grin. “It’s a date.”



On Friday, Clinton eagerly prepared for his next session in the Femulator 2.0’s chamber. He had noticed that Susan was wearing a very tight fitting and short-cut dress today. He thought that must bode well for what their evening would hold.

“You do want me, don’t you Mr. Clinton?” Susan asked.

“Yes. More than I want anything else,” the man told her.

She could see the changes and remembered Julie’s analogy. She was like a drug to him and he was always in need of the next fix. During the week, his fix had been his encounters with the virtual her in the femulator.

“If you want the real me, there are some things we need to talk about. They are not nice or easy things. There are also certain things you have to do to show me that you are serious. Are you willing to do that?” Susan asked.

“I would do anything for you,” Clinton said in a serious voice.

“This time will be different. Be ready for that. All you have to do is say the safe word and it is over, but if you do I won’t let you have either the virtual or the real me. But if you can make it through…”

She left the promise unsaid.

“I’ll make it through,” Clinton said with more confidence than he felt.

He walked over and crawled into the chamber and Julie began to connect him to the femulator. By now, this had become routine and it only took less than fifteen minutes to complete.

The chamber door closed and Clinton relaxed as he laid on the table the chamber held.

Each session had been almost the same with just enough changes to keep them from becoming repetitive. He loved it and was looking forward to it.

But the next twenty four hours held a much different session for him.


25.

Clinton heard the door to the room click and saw Susan step in. She was as beautiful as ever, but instead of a shemale with a swinging dick, she was wearing the dress he had just seen her in. She had a picture frame held to her chest. She walked to the side of the bed and sat beside him.

She showed him the picture.

“Stephanie,” she said. “My sister, Stephanie Clark.”

The picture was of a girl in her early twenties. She was wearing a sweater, holding a stick, and smiling as two dog leapt up on each side of her.

Susan looked into Clinton’s eyes.

“Nothing?” she asked.

Clinton was confused. “What?”

“I didn’t think so, but I guess maybe I hoped. You met Stephanie once. You don’t remember?”

“I… No…” Clark’s mind was fogged but he tried to dig back. Had he met Susan’s sister in the last few months here at the lab or something? But he could find nothing in his memories.

“She was working her way through college. She was just two weeks from graduating. She already had a job lined up as a counselor working with troubled youth. She wanted a bit of extra money because she was going to take a short trip to see a friend before she started the job. She had never worked with the caterer before, but it paid well.”

Susan looked into Clinton’s eyes again. Still there was only blank confusion.

“At your party, someone slipped her something. She did things she would normally never have thought of doing. And then she ended up face down in the hot tub not breathing.”

Clinton’s eyes showed something now.

“You remember? I still don’t think you do.”

“I’m sorry,” Clinton whimpered.

Susan shook her head. “You aren’t sorry for what you did that night. You are sorry that the time has come to face the consequences of what you did that night. You said you want me. Are you willing to suffer and pay for what you did Stephanie?”

“I tried to make it right. The money…” Clinton’s voice trailed off.

“Oh yes, the money. Your attorney made it clear to my mom. My dad had died a few years before so it was just my mom and me. Your attorney showed us pictures from the party. He said that there were drugs in my sister’s system. That she was promiscuous and enamored by the rich and famous people. But she was engaged and looking forward to getting married. She might not have been a saint, but she was certainly no hooker. But your attorney said that if my mom didn’t take the million dollars and stay quiet, they would drag my sister’s name and reputation through the mud.”

Now Clinton just stared at the virtual Susan who sat on the edge of the bed beside him in horror.

“They kept Stephanie on life support for two weeks. She would have turned twenty-three and graduated from college on the same day. That was the day we took her off of life support. My mother killed herself three months later. That was the week I started college myself. I never should have left her alone. You destroyed my family.”

Susan stood up and looked down at the man one last time before she walked towards the door.

“What are you going to do?” Clinton asked.

She paused and turned. “I’m not going to do anything. The femulator will do the work. You know the safe word. Use it and you can walk away, but you never see me or the inside of this machine that gives you the experiences you crave and need ever again. Then maybe you would start to understand what loss feels like. But if you can handle it, I can assure you that the next twenty-four hours hold a number of new and interesting experiences for you. When you are done, you will get to decide what comes next. Good bye Mr. Clinton.”

With that, she walked through the door and was gone.



Outside the chamber, Julie was hugging Susan as the woman cried.

“I know sweetie,” Julie said. “I’m so sorry. But we will make him pay.”

Susan tried to pull herself together. This was tougher than she had thought it would be. Not because of what was going to happen to Clinton, but because of the emotions it dredged up from the back of her memories. The feelings of losing first her sister and then her mother.

“I know you want to stay,” Julie said, “But you know what has to be done tomorrow. Why don’t you at least take a bit of time away? If you want to watch it when the emotions aren’t so raw, it will all be recorded.”

Susan did want to stay. She wanted to be strong. But she knew she could not deal with tomorrow if she let herself get wrapped up in what was going to happen between now and then.

“I’ll be around if you need help,” Susan told Julie. “But you’re right. I don’t think I’m ready and I have to be ready tomorrow. I’m going to hide away from the world in your office for a while.”

She picked up the clothes Clinton had left on the floor as he stripped.

Then she started towards the door, stopped, turned, and said, “I love you Julie.”

“I love you to Susan. We’re a team. We will get through this together.”

Susan nodded and left.

“You mother fucking bastard,” Julie whispered to the image of Clinton on the screen.

Then she pushed a button and Clinton began his decent into hell.


26.

Clinton was sweating. His mind was sluggish because of the drinking and sedatives that had filled every waking hour of his week. He tried to remember Susan’s sister. Damn. Shit happens. It wasn’t his fault. And he must have had someone try to make it right if they had given the family a million dollars.

The truth was that there had been more ‘incidents’ over the years than he could remember or count. But that still didn’t make it his fault.

Suddenly there was a steady, “Beep. Beep. Beep.”

The screens around the chamber lit with the scene. It was a hospital.

“The patient is out so you can proceed with the surgery when ready,” said a female voice.

Another female voice answered. “Okay, let’s get started.”

He could see the doctor with a scalpel near his crotch.

“We’ll get this over with quickly. Healing may take a while, but the castration itself should only take a few minutes.”

Clinton began to scream while the voices continued calmly talking.

“Here goes,” said the doctor’s voice.

Clinton felt the pain of the incision. Fuck! They were cutting his fucking nuts off! He pressed against the bonds and screamed.

“One done. The anesthesia still okay?”

“Yes. He’s out cold. Can’t feel a thing.”

Clinton screamed telling them that the pain was unbearable.

In his ear he heard a whisper, “Use the safe word. End the torment. Just give up.”

Clinton gritted his teeth.

“Okay. There’s the other one.”

“Are you going sew him up now?”

“You know, I think this piece of trash has always wanted a pussy instead of a cock. So let’s give him one.”

In the virtual mirror Clinton could see that the scalpel had been replaced by a large, rusty knife.

“The safe word,” came a quiet whisper in the back of his mind. He tried to shake the temptation to say the safe word off.

He screamed as the doctor held his cock and empty sack. Then with a hacking motion she cut them off.

Clinton looked in horror and continued to scream.

“Of course for a nice cunt, we need to do more than slice off his dick. Let’s giving him a nice deep slit. We want him to be an eager little cum dump when we’re finished.”

“Do now. Use the safe word.” Clinton cringed not daring to think what might come next yet refusing to give up.

The doctor raised the knife and plunged it into his groin. He could feel it penetrated and dig deep into his body.

She twisted the knife back and forth.

“Wonder if one of the guys wants to come in and try this out. It still may be too tight.”

The knife lifted and then plugged again.

Clinton continued to scream, but the pain had overwhelmed his mind and he suddenly fainted.



Julie had a grim smile on her face. She watched the various readings and knew the man in the chamber had fainted. Maybe later she would give him a bit of time to recover between experiences, but for now she was ready for the next encounter.

She grabbed a bottle of stimulant and a syringe. She made the injection in the IV drip and about ten minutes later Clinton began to wake up.

A few minutes after that, sounds began to come from inside the chamber.

“I know I deserve this! I can take the punishment I deserve!”

Julie was surprised he was still so eager to continue and felt no guilt as she pressed the button for Clinton’s next surprise.


27.

Susan had been setting and trying to relax when her cell phone rang. She looked at the caller ID and answered it, “Hey Ted.”

“Hey Susan, actually it’s Lisa. Ted and I are just pulling up out in front.”

“I’ll let you in,” Susan said.

She hung up the phone and walked to the front door. It was still early afternoon. For some reason it always felt like evening or night in the windowless lab and Susan squinted in the bright sun.

Two people stepped out of a car that had just pulled in. Even expecting it, she did a double take.

Part of her would have sworn it was Clinton and her that were walking towards the building. The couple could have been their twins.

The woman hugged Susan and asked, “How are you holding up? You look kind of pail.”

“It’s rougher than I thought it would be,” Susan answered candidly. “Come on in for a minute.”

They walked into Julie’s office.

“There are his clothes and everything,” Susan said, pointing to a pile on a conference table.

The man began to strip down to his underwear and then began pulling on Clinton’s clothes.

“You guys be careful,” Susan said.

The man felt the pockets of the trousers and pulled out a set of keys that he waved with a smile.

Susan picked up her purse and handed it to the woman.

“You be careful to,” the woman said.

A few minutes later, she and the man were driving off in Clinton’s car.


28.

As Clinton regained consciousness, he found himself back in the room he was used to during his sessions in the femulator. His cock was back. God, what were they doing to him? Whatever it was, he was going to show Susan how tough he was and how much he wanted her.

The door opened and a woman walked in. She looked at him and licked her lips. He felt his leg spread involuntarily and in the virtual mirror he watched as his cock rose to attention.

The woman knelt between Clinton’s legs.

“Feed me,” she said in a harsh and demanding voice just before she began to aggressively suck his cock.

He moaned. It felt so good. Maybe the punishment was over.

The woman’s head bobbed up and down and her hands aggressively stroked his cock as she worked him towards a climax.

“Shit, I’m cumming,” Clinton moaned.

Suddenly he let go, pumping cum into the woman’s eager mouth. He could not remember ever cumming so much. It was like his cock would not stop pumping. Like he had an endless supply to feed this new lover.

But a few minutes later, the flow slowly began to subside.

Clinton panted, exhausted from being drained.

The woman continued to suck and work on Clinton’s cock and he felt himself getting hard again.

“Feed me,” the woman whispered again and then went back to work.

Clinton felt another orgasm approaching. He was so close. Almost there. Damn. How come he could not make it over the edge? Yes, just a little more! Damn. It was gone again.

The woman worked aggressively. The whisper of her voice echoed in his ears again.

“Feed me!” The growing hunger and desperation could be heard in her pleas.

Clinton focused on cumming. Yes! Here it comes!

Shit!

Shit! Shit! Shit!

Why could he not cum? The mouth working on him was so frenzied that he should be blowing another wad by now.

“Feed me!”

The motion on his cock stopped. He looked upward at the virtual mirror. She had his cock halfway down her throat and their eyes met.

She bit and shook her head side to side like a dog ripping a piece of flesh off a carcass.

“Ahhhhhh!” Clinton screamed as flesh ripped and blood flew from his cock.

She was chewing and gnawing at him.

“No. God, please no!” he pleaded.

“The safe word. You just have to say it to end all of this,” came the whisper. Clinton shook his head. Giving up was not an option.

Then the woman between his legs screamed, “Feed me!”

He watched in horror as she ripped away half of his cock. She chewed and swallowed. Then she buried her head in his groin again.
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“No!”

The muscles in her neck stood out as she ripped the remainder of his cock off.

She chewed and swallowed again. Then she began lapping at the blood that was pouring from him. He felt himself weak from the pain and loss of blood.

His eyes met hers once more. There was still a deep hunger in them.

“Feed me!” she commanded.

Clinton passed out.


29.

This time Julie gave the man a while to rest. She began injecting a cocktail of drugs into the IV drip. They had fancy names, but most were things people would simply refer to as ‘truth serum’. She grabbed a bottle of water and a protein bar for herself while she made some notes and watched the various displays.

After a half hour, she made another injection and Clinton began to stir.



As Clinton regained consciousness, he heard the soft music of a distant organ playing. He felt someone squeeze his hand. He could not turn, but looking up at the virtual mirror, there was a little old lady in a white nun’s habit setting in a chair beside him.
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“You are awake,” she said. “Abby and I were not sure you would make it.”

“It was terrible,” he muttered. Now he noticed a second nun in a black habit standing quietly beside the first.

“But you were strong,” the woman said. “Stronger than they thought possible. You could have used the safe word and ended the torment, but you persevered. And now it is time for confession. It will cleanse your soul and only then can we save you. If you hide things, they will always have power over you.”

Julie had worked for days on this. The displays were flickering at a carefully controlled rate. Between the medication and the lighting, Clinton was in a state where he was eager to talk.

“I don’t even remember that girl Stephanie they talked about. I did do some things I shouldn’t have, but I never really meant to hurt anyone.”

“But you did hurt some, even if you didn’t mean to?” the nun asked.

“Yeah, I guess I did. There was this girl Tammy that worked for me. I got her pregnant. I was young and she wanted to get married. I wasn’t ready for that. She got into a lot of trouble and I always felt bad about that. I offered her money for an abortion, but she insisted on marriage. She was just someone I slept with, not someone I loved or anything. And then there was this other girl…”

Clinton rambled for nearly a half hour describing a trail of wrecked lives and destruction he had left in the wake of his life. Finally he seemed to run down.

“Tell me about the money. I know a man like you has probably hidden money away for taxes and things such as that,” the nun prodded.

“That’s not a sin is it? I have a few off shore accounts. And there are some businesses that I own through a pretty complicated set of holding companies. Nobody would ever figure any of that out.”

Now Clinton began to expand on that topic.

Nearly a half hour later he had explained where literally billions of dollars were hidden and how they could be accessed. Some were companies. Some were bank accounts. The man even had several stashes of gold hidden around the country in ministorage buildings. Nobody, not even his financial advisers, knew most of what he spoke of.

“Sometimes even little things can be important. Can you tell me about who takes care of your pool?”

Clinton was a bit confused by this, but explained that a guy named Manny and his son handled the pool.

“Now let’s talk about those women. That Dr. Hunt and the Susan girl. They did terrible things to you. I know you didn’t do them any harm, but tell me about what was going on with them.”

“Well,” Clinton began, “I hired that Hunt chick to build a machine that could… Well, it could help me feel certain things. Anyway, that Susan who worked for her played hard to get. I like a challenge. I just want to sleep with her to prove nobody says no to me. I guess I got carried away. I set up a foundation they both wanted. I was going to take all the money back when I had what I wanted from them both. After all, a few million dollars to sleep with some babe is more than generous. But they were crazy, weren’t they?”

“Yes. They were. Do you feel better now that you have confessed?”

“Actually I do. You have been so kind to me. It was nice to talk to someone who seems to really understand. It seems like everyone else wants something or is judging me.”

“All we want,” the nun explained, “is to help you. Confession is good for the soul, but sometime penance of some form is also necessary.”

“What does that mean?” Clinton asked.

“It means different things. Some people fast. Some make donations. Some do some type of service for others to humble themselves. Some even self-flagellate and beat themselves with whips and chains.”

“What kind of penance should I do?”

“I think serving others in some way would be best.”

“I’ll do whatever you think sister.”

In a different, deeper and darker tone of voice, the woman replied, “Yes, you will, unless you give up now and use the safe word.”

Looking up in the virtual mirror above him, Clinton saw the changes. Suddenly he was on the bed dressed as a nun himself. His breasts were back. The nun who had stood silently beside the one he had been talking to now walked around so that she was between Clinton’s legs.
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She lifted the cloth of the nun’s habit that clothed Clinton and exposed his naked and gaping pussy.

“Oh god, it isn’t over,” Clinton whimpered.

“No,” agreed the older nun. “Let him offer penance by servicing you Abby.”

The quiet nun standing at the base of the bed now raised her own habit revealing a huge, thick cock that seemed to pulse and swell in a continuous motion. It was a dark red color and when Clinton looked into her eyes, they were glowing red. She stepped forward, put Clinton’s legs over her shoulders, and began to penetrate him.

“Noooo,” he begged. “She’s too big.”

“Oh dear Abby, he thinks you are too big. What are you going to do?”

The one called Abby backed away and Clinton watched in horror as her cock lengthened and swelled to an even thicker size.

“I’m going to stretch this bitch’s pussy so wide that he’ll be able to service everyone Miss Francis.”

“One last chance to use the safe word,” said a voice in his head. He winched in anticipation of what was to come. He would not give up.

Now Abby plunged forward again. Clinton screamed in pain at the huge cock’s relentless progress up his love tunnel. He could feel his own flesh ripping and tearing and heard the two nun’s laughter.

He had closed his eyes in pain, but when he opened again he saw that Abby was relentlessly hammering him with nearly two feet of massive cock. She would slide it almost all the way out and then slam into him. He could feel the friction on his clitoris. He tried to ignore the feeling, but suddenly an orgasm was upon him.

He began to thrash and moan with the combination of pain and pleasure.

“Look at the sinful slut enjoying being impaled by your cock Abby. Maybe there is room inside his bowels for yet another.”

Clinton was panting. He could not believe he had just climaxed so intensely. In the virtual mirror he saw the one called Francis raise her habit exposing another large cock. He watched as she moved beside him. Suddenly she began to wiggle and squirm beneath him. Her body went through unnatural contortions and shifts as she positioned herself so he was laying on top of her.

“Guide me in Abby,” she said.

The woman pulled her own cock out and Clinton watched as she reached between his legs. He felt something probing at his ass.

“Relax son,” said Francis. “Service me with your ass. It is your penance.”

“Aarrrrgggggggg!”

The pain was unimaginable as the older nun’s huge cock stretched his ass and violated his bowels. He felt her begin to thrust in and out and noticed Abby move back into position.

“Sshhhiiiitttt!”

Abby’s cock slid into his pussy. Both cocks thrust at him in synchronization. He could feel them as they pressed deep inside of him. In the virtual mirror he could see his stomach distend from the dual violation. Each thrust would cause his stomach to bulge. Blood was trickling down the sides of his mouth.

Francis reached around and fingers that had claws instead of nails began to tear at Clinton’s breasts.

“We will baptize you in your own blood and with our demon seed,” said Mother Francis. “You will suffer torment for eternity as you offer your penance to us and your own personal demons. No god would want you. You have been cast to us like a discarded toy for us to enjoy.”

Clinton was crying in pain and anguish.

Abby cried out, “I’m cumming!”

“Me to,” screamed Francis, “Let us baptize this sinner with our cum!”

Clinton could feel both begin to twitch and pump their load in him. The two nun’s continued to cackle and laugh as their cum filled him. He felt like he was about to explode. In the virtual mirror he suddenly saw their cum begin to leak from his pussy and ass.

Instead of white, this cum was a glistening black that looked like molten tar. Steam seemed to rise from it as it trickled forth from inside him.

The two nuns continued pumping into him and he felt the flow out of him and down his legs. The cum began to burn inside him. Then the burning sensation spread.

“Welcome to hell,” Francis said. “We have been expecting you for so long.”

The burning sensation became unbearable and he felt his guts ripped to shreds by the relentless pair of cocks and the gallons of filthy black cum they filled him with.

It wasn’t real he kept telling himself. The safe word was on the tip of his tongue but he refused to use it. He could take this.

Then he cried out and then fainted again. The last sound in his ears was the horrible laughter of the two demon nuns.


30.

“Ted and Lisa were by,” Susan said. “They are driving to Las Vegas. They should be there by six or seven this evening.”

Julie was taking a short break and had wanted to check on her partner.

“You’re sure about them?” Julie asked. This was a messy affair and she did not feel comfortable bringing more people in, but she also had to admit that Susan’s plan was a good one.

“For years, Ted was Stephanie’s boyfriend and Lisa was her best friend. I’m glad they fell in love and got married a year after Stephanie’s…”

Susan let the words trail off.

Julie nodded. “Do you need something? An anti-anxiety med or a sleeping pill? I’m worried about you honey.”

“No,” Susan said. “I’m hanging in there. The thing is that I know that if Stephanie were here for five minutes to talk to us, she would say to just forgive him and move on. She would never have wanted me to seek revenge.”

“How would she have felt about preventing even more destruction?” Julie asked as she handed a note pad full of scribbled notes to Susan.

“We just went to confession in there and he named a dozens of other girls that he did remember and who had suffered because of his actions. He still doesn’t even remember Stephanie. There are others who he got pregnant, who ODed and are vegetables, or any of a number of other things that will turn your stomach. If he walked out now, we would have to live with ourselves knowing there are others who he will surely kill or destroy in the future. We are doing the right thing. He is a vermin that we will stop.”

Susan looked at the notes and some of the names. She had done her share of research on Clinton’s personal life and recognized a few names, but there were more than she could have imagined. Everything was being recorded so they would be able to get more details later by reviewing the recordings, but her stomach churned. She had been patient. It was nearly six years since Stephanie’s death. Maybe she should have done something faster. Maybe she could have saved some of these other women from the pain and suffering they had endured.

Julie hugged her and whispered in her ear. “It’s okay. We can’t fix everything for everyone honey, but we sure as hell are going to fix Mr. Clinton.”


31.

They say New York is the city that never sleeps, but Las Vegas keeps the same hours.

It was just before seven in the evening when a fancy foreign sports car pulled up to a small marriage chapel. A couple got out of the car. They staggered and giggled their way into the chapel.

The woman at the desk eyed them.

“We want to get married,” the man said in slurred voice.

“To each other,” the woman said and they both began laughing.

When they calmed down, the woman handed them a form.

“If you could fill this out, we can take care of things. The minister is free in about a half hour.”

When they had finished the form and handed it to her, she looked at the names. Stan Clinton and Susan Clark. Stan Clinton? The name sounded familiar. Oh yeah, that rich playboy. The receptionist was betting this was one of the many drunken marriages that would be annulled in less than a week.

She had no way of knowing that for the real Stan Clinton, the “’til death do us part” portion of the vow might happen first.


32.

After several more intense sessions for Clinton, Julie took a break and went to check on Susan. She looked down on her lover’s face and could not help but smile.

Susan’s eyes fluttered open. She had drifted off to sleep. She was lying on the sleeper sofa that was in Julie’s office. She remembered pulling it out into a bed so she could rest, but after that things were blank.

Julie was setting on the bed beside her now with her back leaning against the back of the sofa.

“Hey honey,” Julie said as she glanced at Susan. “How are you doing?”

“Okay. I feel a lot better now. I’m sorry I bailed on you.”

“Don’t you let that bother you. Everything has gone just like we planned. I wish we would have had time to come up with some more ways to play with our guest, but we are down to the last one.”

“How is it going?” Susan asked.

“Okay. He’s been through hell, but he hasn’t used the safe word even when I’ve tempted him.”

Julie waved the pages of computer printouts she had been looking at.

“We also have a ton of good information that will be useful in the future.”

Julie’s phone twerped and she pulled it from a pocket.

“Well, according to this, you just got married,” Julie said with a smile. “So things must be going okay with Ted and Lisa.”

Julie texted back her congratulations.

“I’d like to watch this last part,” Susan said.

“You know that there are parts at the first that may be painful to you. Do you want to skip those and join me a bit later?”

“No,” Susan said. “I actually want to see those. I should be good the rest of the night. I need to look tired and worn out tomorrow anyway.”

“I don’t think you will have to fake that,” Julie told her.


33.

Julie was looking at settings on the femulator and making some last minute adjustments.

“I have a pretty good idea of his pain tolerance and the signs he is close to passing out. But the next few hours are going to be grueling on him. Physically and mentally.”

Julie turned and saw Susan studying her.

“You are so beautiful when you are all vengeful and stuff,” Susan said. Julie worried that the stress was getting to her partner until Susan smiled.

Julie laughed lightly. “And you, sweetie, are beautiful all the time. When this is over I want to have you all to myself for a couple of days.”

“I’d like that,” Susan said with a smile.

Julie could not help but think just how beautiful her precious partner was.

“Okay,” Julie said. “Let’s get started.”

There were several automatic dosage units with different medications now attached to Clinton’s IV. The machine controlled these. Until they were finished, he would be almost totally under the control of the femulator.



Clinton struggled back to consciousness. Then he decided it was not worth the effort and tried to drift back off. The femulator had detected this struggle and pumped a bit more stimulant into his veins.

He was in the femulator. He knew that. On the virtual mirror above him, he could see himself dressed in a black dress with a white apron. Like a maid or maybe like…

“A drink girl,” came Julie’s voice. “Stephanie was working as a drink girl for the caterer that night trying to earn a bit of money. She couldn’t have realized that the price would be her life.”

Clinton tried to focus. Dr. Hunt. Julie. She was setting on the bed beside him talking to him.

“You’ve made it further than I thought you would. I didn’t think a spoiled brat like you could last. Is it because you love Susan or because you’re just stubborn? I know it has been unpleasant, but that was our intent. You won’t see me again until your time in the femulator is finished.”

Clinton was confused and the image of Julie looked at him and smiled.

“Yes, you will make it out of the machine alive Mr. Clinton. We are not going to use the fifty million dollar marvel to kill you, although we did think about it. But no, we might be judge and jury, but we stop there. We will have to see whether you have any sudden awakening of remorse. Who knows what the future holds? Goodbye now.”

Clinton watched the figure stand up and walk away. As she opened the door, she went out and Susan came in. She was the shemale Susan.

The femulator was working its magic. Clinton felt the sensation of arousal and of his virtual pussy growing damp at the very sight of her.

She came to the side of the bed and sat down.

“When you first talked to Julie about building the femulator, you said you wanted to know what it felt like for the women you fucked. Let me show you that. First let’s let you feel what one of those whores who will sleep with anyone who has an eight figure bank account feels when you fuck them.”

Susan stood. In a mock motion like waving a pair of magic wands, she pointed to her crotch and said, “Shrinky winky.”

She pulled Clinton’s skirt up and his panties down. Then with a similar motion she pointed towards Clinton’s cunt and, in a deep voice said, “Open sesame!”

Clinton stared at the virtual mirror. After her first words, her cock had shrunk to less than half the size it had been. With the second, his pussy had grown and begun to gape open. He could feel juices beginning to leak from it and dribble down his leg.

Susan mounted him and slid easily inside. His well stretched cunt offered no resistance to her tiny cock.

She began fucking him.

“Doesn’t feel like much, does it?” she teased him. “But you know what’s missing? You have to fake a few orgasms. After all, if the guy fucking you is worth a billion dollars, he deserves to have you at least pretend he’s some kind of stud.”

Suddenly Clinton heard his own voice in his ears.

“Oh yes, fuck me Susan!”

“You are such a stud Susan.”

“It’s so big. I hope I can handle it all.”

Clinton’s muscles suddenly contracted in response to some signal his body was sent. His back arched and his body shook.

“I’m cumming Susan!”

“Don’t stop. Yes. I’m cumming. Oh god, you are the best Susan!”

There had been no orgasm, but his body had parroted the motions without him feeling any sensations. Then his body relaxed and she kept fucking him. He continued to hear his own voice.

“Oh. That was so good. I’ve never been fucked that good before Susan.”

“I’ve never cum that hard before.”

“Baby, I’m going to cum again! You are driving me crazy. Oh yes!”

Again his back arched and his body shook.

“Oh Susan. I could lay her all night and let you fuck me. You’re incredible.”

Then the voices stopped and Susan spoke. “Sorry baby, you may have faked two orgasms in about two minutes, but for a selfish stud like me, I have the real things coming.”

With that she howled and cussed her way through an orgasm, filling Clinton’s already sopping pussy with her cum. 

She pulled out and her limp cock was dripping with cum.

“Sorry to break it to you Clinton. But that’s about how satisfying you really are in bed with one of your willing well paid and well laid partners.”

Clinton felt his face burn with embarrassment. He had thought the physical pain was unbearable, but the emotional pain of being mocked hurt even worse. He thought back over the last decade of his life and wondered how many of those women had done exactly that—faked an orgasm so the spoiled rich kid would throw some money their way.

“Oh, don’t feel too bad yet. All of them weren’t like that. Let’s take you back and tighten that twat.”

She pointed towards his cunt. In the virtual mirror on the ceiling he saw it shrink. It was small and tight now. Susan gently pulled up his panties and covered them with his dress.

“Now, give me a big twig.”

Her cock swelled in size. It was nearly a foot long and as think as her wrist.

“My sister wasn’t one of your whores. She was just a drink girl trying to earn some money. Want to know what that probably felt like?”

A whisper in his ear taunted him, “You can’t take any more. Use the safe word. End this crazy stuff now. Just one word and it ends.”

Stan shook his head, “I… I need to know. I need to understand.”

Then suddenly he found he could no longer talk, but he heard his own voice again.

“No. Stop. I don’t want to.”

Susan laughed and said, “You know you want it. I’m Stan Clinton, the billionaire stud. All women want to be fucked by me. Even if you don’t, just fake an orgasm so my fragile ego isn’t shattered.”

This his voice came again.

“Oh you brute!”

Susan reached out. The nails of her hand were pointed like claws and with two sweeps she ripped the dress from Clinton’s body, leaving a pair of arching scratches across his chest.

“Nice titties baby,” Susan said as she leaned forward. She opened her mouth and clamped onto one of Clinton’s breasts. She pulled back savagely, stretching the skin of the breast while chewing on the nipple. She shook her head side to side and pain racked Clinton’s body.

He tried to scream but he found he could not speak. Instead his own voice mocked him.

“Ouch you stud. Stop. What are you doing to me?”

Susan opener her mouth. The bloodied breast snapped back to Clinton’s chest and Susan threw her head back in a laugh.

“You sure are lucking I will give you some attention. Women love me. Or if they don’t, they at least pretend they do. You’ll like it. Or maybe you’ll just pretend to like it. I don’t know and I don’t care.”

Then Susan leaned forward and grasped the other nipple between her teeth.

Clinton’s vocal cords were paralyzed, but he heard his own scream.

Susan let go and Clinton’s blood was dripping from her chin.

“I’ll bet you fuck around all the time. Girls tell me that I’m the best they ever had. Let me show you.”

Clinton watched as the shemale Susan pushed her engorged slab of meat against his pussy. It was too big to go in. He felt the pressure of the cock against his cunt, but his cunt resisted.

“Nice and tight,” Susan grunted. “Let’s stretch you out a bit baby.”

Suddenly Susan slammed forward with the entire weight of her body propelled by the muscles in her legs.

Now Clinton could scream and the screams echoed in the small chamber. He felt the sensitive and tender lips of his pussy stretched to the point of tearing. His love tunnel was also filled by the racing locomotive of cock. They also stretched and tore. Clinton felt as if he was being ripped apart.

Susan laughed. She was all the way in.

She paused, “What do you think honey? The safe word or a nice hard fucking?”

“Anything,” he moaned. “Anything you do, I will let you do to me.”

Then Susan began to fuck him ruthlessly. Blood dripped from his cunt and her cock glistened with it. Clinton began to wail in pain while Susan continued to laugh.

Susan picked up the speed of her thrusts. She stopped laughing and looked upward. Her eyes focused on Clinton’s face, both looking at each other through the virtual mirror on the ceiling. He could not look away. She saw terror in his eyes and he saw only hunger and lust in hers.

With a few grunts he felt her swelling side him. She was cumming and pumping him full of her load.

She stood panting for several moments before she pulled back and exited him. Her cock dripped with the same mixture of blood and cum as was trickling out of Clinton’s maimed pussy.

Clinton was crying with humiliation and pain.

“I’m sorry,” he said.

“No, you aren’t. I wish you were. I might find it in my heart to offer some mercy.”

Clinton was sobbing.

“Look at your pussy.”

Clinton looked up in the virtual mirror. Suddenly his destroyed cunt was transforming. The bleeding stopped and his pussy seemed to heel and shrink back to the shape it had been before she had raped him.

“I’m done with you for now. I’ll see you when we let you out of the femulator. But until then, some of your friends want to see you. And just so you have something to look forward to, you know how chicks love big cocks and each set of visitors is going to be even bigger than the last. You just lay back and enjoy yourself baby. If you’re going to get fucked anyway, why not have some fun?”

The words stung. He had said that same thing so many times over the years to women who had unsuccessfully resisted his advances.

“Last chance to use the safe word,” Susan said as she walked towards the door. Clinton was silent. He could handle this.

As she left, two men entered. Both had cocks bigger than the one Susan had violated him with. Both were friends he had partied with many times over the years.

“Boy Clinton sure gets some babes up here with all that money of his. He said this one was ours to fuck. I’d like a piece of ass and you can take the pussy.”

“Works for me,” said the second man.

Clinton recognized their faces and began to beg and plead, but they did not even seem to hear him. One moved into place under him while the other stood ready to mount him from above.

“Aarrrgggg!”

A huge cock tore into his ass. He had thought nothing could be worse than Susan’s violation of his cunt, but this was unbearable.

“You in? Let’s give this chick a bit of double penetration action!”

Clinton screamed as his cunt was once again ripped open, this time by and even bigger cock than before. He wept and his body shook. The pain was unbearable. He could feel the blood flowing from both holes as the men fucked him.

His screaming was interrupted only when he took a quick breath. Soon the two men began to grunt occasionally. One moaned loudly while the other began to cuss. Suddenly he could feel both cocks swell and begin pumping their load.

“Shit, that was a good piece of ass,” said one.

“And a nice tight twat,” said the other. “Let’s see who want’s sloppy seconds.”

The first one laughed as they walked towards the door.

“No sloppy seconds this time. She’s special like that.”

Clinton watched the two men leave. Two other men with familiar faces and even larger cocks replaced them. Clinton glanced up at the virtual mirror. His pussy had shrunk back again and the blood and cum were gone.

“You want the shit hole?” one of the men asked the other. “I took the butt the last time.”

“Fuck, I don’t give a damn, so long as it’s tight and I can dump a load.”

“This one is tight alright. Just look at that pussy.”

Clinton felt the men move into position and again his world was filled with pain.


34.

Julie was watching carefully. She was balancing pumping stimulants and sedatives into Clinton’s blood stream. These were fast acting, but it was like twisting a steering wheel left and right on a winding road. Too much stimulant and Clinton could have a heart attack from the pain and intensity of what his senses were telling him that he was going through. Too much sedative and he would go to sleep and would avoid the pain she was so carefully inflicting.

They were on the sixth pair of men now. As the men grew larger in size, she let them fuck Clinton for longer periods. The pain of their penetration had to be spread out enough for it to be bearable. Almost unbearable, but still bearable.

Susan sat watching and listening. The speakers at the control console were needed to hear what was said to Clinton, but the microphone inside the chamber was not needed to hear his anguished howls of pain. Long ago they had turned the volume for the microphone fully down and listed to the muffled screams instead.

His ears still heard the occasional taunt urging him to use the safe word, but he stubbornly refused to give in.

Several times Susan had replaced the IV bag. Clinton was sweating and pissing himself. They did not want him to become dehydrated.

It was nearly six in the morning when Julie’s phone trilled again. She looked at it and then at Susan.

“It’s from you. You and your new hubby are going to go to his place and play in the pool.”

Julie typed a quick message.

“When I asked, you said you are tired but happy. Neither of you slept at all last night. L-O-L.”

Susan smiled at Julie. “We might just get away with this,” she told her partner.

Julie pushed a few buttons. Clinton was going to be taken by one last pair of men. She wanted these to be massive. Three feet long and as big around as a soft ball.

“Go big or go home,” Julie whispered into the microphone for Clinton to hear as the two current men finished with him and walked towards the door.

He did not wait for the last set to even move into place before he began screaming.


35.

After the last pair of men had their way with the virtual feminized Clinton, Julie let him drift into a slumber for about thirty minutes. When he awoke with the monitors in the room replaying things he had experienced.

Julie watched his brain waves on one screen and could tell when he had slipped into a state where he was processing what he had seen and felt. With the same experiences being repeated over and over, she wondered if he would begin to feel anything like the remorse he had lacked all these years.

There was a buzz which indicated someone was at the front door. Julie called up a screen on one of the monitors that showed the feed from a camera in front. The happy couple was back from Las Vegas. Susan got up and went to let Ted and Lisa in.

They chatted a bit, but Ted and Lisa were tired and there was not really much left to say.

Ted changed back into his own clothes. Lisa pulled off her dress and gave it to Susan before she slipped into a pair of slacks and a blouse.

“Thank you,” Susan said. “Both of you.”

Lisa hugged Susan and gave her a quick peck on the cheek. 

Then Ted and Lisa got into their own car and left.

Susan picked up the telephone on Julie’s desk and dialed a number.

“Is this Manny? Yes, this is Stan Clinton’s wife, Susan.”

There was a pause as she listened.

“Oh, I know, we just got married yesterday actually and I’m so happy.”

She listened again.

“Thank you. Stan asked me to give you a call and see if you could come by after lunch and look at a problem with the hot tub. He said it works okay during the day but when it cools off at night it doesn’t seem to get as warm as it should.”

One last time, she listened.

“Around two or so this afternoon? That would be perfect. I’m looking forward to meeting you and all of Stan’s friends. Bye bye.”

Susan hung up the phone, looked at her watch, and walked back towards the lab.


36.

The empathy programming had run for over an hour. Julie was fairly confident that he either felt remorse now or that he never would.

Susan walked in. She was wearing a new dress that Julie knew would be from the wedding that had been faked. She also had Clinton’s clothes in her hands.

“I’m going to back down the programming,” Julie said. “If the brainwave patterns stay about the same, we should be good for at least three or four hours. I’m not sure where he’s at mentally, but he should be pretty passive for the next few hours.”

Susan nodded.

“Are you okay?” Julie asked. She didn’t want to nag, but at the same time she knew Susan was on an emotional roller coaster.

“I’m hanging in there. I have the pills your friend prescribed for me in my purse. It’ll be fine.”

Julie nodded. The programming signals were now off and Clinton’s brainwaves showed the pattern of someone in deep thought. Deep to the point of being forgetful and unaware of the things going on around him.

“If anything goes wrong, you just call me. We are in this together and nothing is going to happen that we can’t fix together,” Julie told Susan. Then she hugged Susan and kissed her. “I love you. So very, very much.”

“I love you to,” Susan said. “Thank you and I know things are going to work okay.”

With that, they opened the door to the femulator.



The wires and tubes of the femualtor were disconnected from Clinton’s body. Then the restraints were removed. Since Susan was wearing a new dress, Julie cleaned Clinton a bit and then guided the man to the restroom where he took a quick shower. The blood, cum, sweat, and tears were washed from his body.

Once he was clean, he put on the clothes he had arrived in and that had been borrowed by Ted for the jaunt to Las Vegas. Susan was waiting in the hall and she took over when Julie brought the man out of the restroom. Susan guided Clinton out the front door and to his car. She took the car keys and sat in the driver’s seat.

Julie watched them pull away from the clinic with her fingers crossed.


37.

The sports car gave a final loud growl as it pulled up to Clinton’s mansion. The couple that climbed out was laughing and staggering as they went inside. They made their way upstairs to the master bed room.

“Jerk off for me,” Susan told Clinton.

In a distracted manner, Clinton began to strip and then climbed to the bed. Kneeling on one side of the bed, he began to masturbate and a few minutes later he came, spraying his load over the bed sheets.

Susan had begun to strip and now took her panties in her hand and rubbed the crotch of them into one of the gooey wads on the bed.

“Now lay in it and rub it in good. Make a nice wet spot for yourself.”

Clinton laid town and twisted his body around for several minutes. 

Susan tossed her panties to the floor and finished undressing. She looked in the closet and found several bathing suits. She picked a skimpy red bikini one for Clinton. From her last visit she also knew there were several women’s bathing suites in the closet also. She picked a scanty yellow bikini for herself.

She and Clinton now both got into their bathing suites. She handed him a towel.

“Get your toys,” she told him. He went to the drawer that held various sex toys and pulled out a large butt plug and a huge dildo. Susan checked his selection. They both had suction cup ends and should work perfectly.

Then Clinton went into the closet for a few moments by himself. When he came out she took his hand and they walked downstairs. She stopped at the bar and got two glasses and a bottle of Champaign. Then they walked down to the pool area. They once again began to stager and she laughed and talked. They sat the things they were carrying on a table, went to the hot tub, and turned it on. Susan sat the timer to thirty minutes.

Clinton began to dangle his feet in the hot tub. Susan make a gesture. She made a circle or “okay” sign with the thumb and index finger of the left hand, then put all of the fingers except the middle one down on her right. She inserted the finger into the hole and turned it back and forth while she laughed.

Then she staggered back towards the house.



Clinton’s mind continued to play back what he had experienced. No, not just what he had experienced, but what he had made so many women experience over the years. The more he though, the more he was filled with guilt and remorse.

Soon after Susan left, he glanced around to make sure nobody was watching. Then he went to the towel he had set on the table and brought it over to the hot tub where he sat down again. He carefully extracted a tin box he had brought from inside the closet and opened it. Inside, nestled in cotton, were a bottle and a syringe. He carefully removed both, filled the syringe from the bottle, and then injected it into his arm. He smiled in anticipation. He put the items back in the tin case and pulled out his sex toys. He put both in the bubbling water of the hot tub for a second and then stuck the butt plug’s suction cup to the side of the tub.

Holding the dildo in his hand, he climbed into the hot tub and positioned his ass against the butt plug to gauge distance. Then he used the suction cup to put the dildo on the other side of the hot tub.

Next he reached back with one hand, pushed his bikini bathing suit to the side, and pulled his ass cheek open. Then he pushed slowly back allowing the butt plug to penetrate him. Normally this would have been painful, but his nerves were still numbed after being overridden by the electrical signals of the femulator for much of the past day. 

He leaned forward enjoying the sensation of having his ass filled. Then he leaned towards the dildo and took it into his mouth. He was able to deep throat it for a few second, but then pulled back for air. Soon he had a rhythm going where he out push forward to let the dildo plunge down his throat while the butt plug strained but was not able to pull out of his ass. Then he would slide back enjoying the feeling of the dildo running out through his throat and the butt plug driving deeper inside him.

Back and forth he went for nearly five minutes. His mind began going blank and desperate for the wonderful sensations to continue he speed up his motions. In the hot tub, he had been bent over and using his hands to keep his head above water. Now his hands slipped.

Water rushed through his nose and his body, in a reflex action, clamped the muscles of his throat tightly shut to keep water out. That reflex also cause the dildo to be firmly lodged as he lost consciousness.



Susan had gone to the bar and picked up a cork screw. Then she had gone upstairs to the master bedroom where she carefully peaked out the curtains of a window. She had a perfect view of the pool area and watched.

A few minutes after she left, Clinton shot up with the drugs he had admitted having around when Julie had interrogated him during his session with the nuns. Then he began playing with the sex toys. She watched as he went back and forth in almost a zombie-like motion on the two large rubber toys. She saw his hands slip. There was a slight struggle but within seconds his body went limp and simply bobbed face down in the hot tub.

She checked her watch and then went to the bathroom and filled a glass with water. Then she pulled a bottle from her purse and shook out a pill. She swallowed it with a drink of water and then laid down on the bed.

Still wearing her bikini, she snuggled into the warmth of the blankets. She had not previously dared to consider what she might feel at this point. The reality was that she felt nothing. She had experienced it before, but suddenly she could swear she sensed the presence of her sister’s spirit. She thought about what Julie had said. As long as Clinton kept doing what he had always done, there would continue to be a growing string of victims in his wake.

“I miss you Stephanie,” she murmured sleepily. She could have sworn she felt someone running the fingers through her hair in a sign of affection as the pill she had taken kicked in and she fell asleep.


38.

A few minutes after Clinton slipped, the pool man arrived to check the hot tub as requested and, instead, found Clinton floating face down in the hot tub. He had pulled the man out and was surprised when Clinton coughed a few times and seemed to draw a breath.

The pool man quickly dialed 9-1-1.

Within five minutes there was an ambulance on scene and Clinton was bundled away. Within twenty minutes a half dozen police cars were in front of the house. Detective Lieutenant Cindy Moss took charge of things. It looked like an accident, but you had to be careful with the movers and shakers like Clinton.

“His wife said he wanted me to come by to check the hot tub,” Manny told Detective Moss.

“His wife?” she asked. “I thought he was one of those forever single playboys.”

“She said they had just got married.”

“Just married and now he’s at the hospital in a coma. Interesting.”

Moss had knocked on the doors and rang the doorbell. Finally, finding the back door unlocked, she entered and searched the house. In the upstairs bedroom she found a woman asleep in bed. Beside her on the night stand was a glass of water, a bottle of pills, and a cork screw.

Both men and women’s clothes were scattered around in disarray on the floor. She noticed with looked like cum stains on the panties that laid on the floor beside the bed.

Moss sat down and gently shook the woman’s shoulder.



Susan had been sleeping peacefully but the touch of someone startled her awake. She looked over and saw a woman dressed in slacks and a blouse.

“Police ma’am,” the woman said. “Are you okay?”

“I’m… I’m fine. I feel asleep I guess. What… Why… Why are you here in my bedroom?”

“Your bedroom ma’am? Who are you?”

“Susan Clark. No… Wait… I mean Susan Clinton. It will take a while to get used to that I guess. We just got married… What time is it?”

“It’s about two-thirty in the afternoon ma’am. Did you say Clark?”

“Yes. I was Susan Clark before we got married. He proposed yesterday. It was so sweet. I didn’t like him when we first met, but he seemed to be so sorry and so lonely. I guess sometimes that can be what brings two people together.”

“You’re Stephanie Clark’s sister, aren’t you?” Moss asked.

Now Susan was genuinely confused.

“Yes…”

Her voice tapered off and then the asked, “Officer Moss?”

“Detective Moss now ma’am.”

Moss had been the officer who came and broke the news of Stephanie’s accident to Susan and her mother. She had kept them informed on the investigation. She had been the only one they knew to talk to when Clinton’s lawyers strong armed them and she had clearly been sad when she told them that accepting the offer was probably the best they could do.

She also been one of the few people to come to her mother’s funeral after the suicide.

And now she was here.

“So then you know why I was angry with him when we met.”

“And I’m kind of surprised that you married him.”

“Yeah. I guess I am to. We were both a bit drunk. I mean it was sweet and all, but it was kind of sudden. We drove to Vegas, got married and drove back. Shit, I was supposed to take the cork screw out to the pool so we could celebrate with a bottle of Champaign.”

Susan struggled to set up. Moss reached out and helped her taking in the yellow bikini.

“Ma’am… Susan… I’m afraid there has been another accident.”


39.

For liability purposes, the pool area had a camera that recorded all activity. These had actually been installed not long after Stephanie’s accident at the recommendation of Clinton’s attorneys. Now, ironically, those cameras had recorded the events leading up to his death.

“What a perverted way to nearly drown yourself,” Moss told the assistant chief as she briefed him on the case. She had pictures taken from the recording. “Kind of fits with the way he lived though.”

The assistant chief looked at the pictures and shook his head.

“But things check out,” she continued. “They met at a clinic ran by a Dr. Julie Hunt. She was working on some research that caught Clinton’s interest and that he had agreed to fund. They spent a lot of time together. Clinton didn’t even realize who she was at first. She says he felt terrible when he learned it was her sister who had died in the accident years ago and seemed to want to make it up to her. They dated a few times and he seems to have been smitten. He rewrote his will to leave a portion of his estate to her and another portion to Dr. Hunt and the clinic so they could continue their work.”

She pushed more pictures forward.

“Kind of blurry, but the technology guys say both of their cell phones roamed to Vegas and back together. There’s a picture of them at the wedding chapel that was taken with the camera on her phone. There is a text message to Dr. Hunt and Dr. Hunt was actually in the building when he proposed to her. They made it back this morning. Made some whoopee in bed and then decided to get into the hot tub.”

Moss leaned back and finished the story.

“They were going to celebrate with some Champaign but forgot the corkscrew. The wife went back inside to get it but also felt a bit panicked because it was the pool where her sister had her accident. She took an anti-anxiety pill to help. With that on top of the alcohol they had been drinking most of the night, she fell asleep. I found her in bed, dressed in her bikini, and sound asleep. The anxiety pills and the corkscrew were setting there beside her.”

Moss shook her head.

“The video confirms things also. They go out to the pool. Both had been drinking. There is no audio, but you can tell when they realize they forgot the cork screw because she uses gestures when she tells him about it. She leaves. He waits a while, shoots up, and then gets kinky. He shot a little hot and ODed. He passed out and flounders a bit. Not long after the pool man shows up and pulls him out. And miracle of miracles, the guy’s alive.”

Moss reconsidered this.

“Well, actually I guess he’s technically been declared brain dead. The doctor says it was more the OD than the near drowning that fried his noggin. I understand the wife wants to leave him on life support for at least the two weeks until his next birthday before making any kind of decision.”

The assistant chief shook his head. “Damn fucking pervert. Close the case and let’s focus on the problems of some normal people.”



A dozen senior partners of one of the largest and most powerful law firms in town sat around the table listening.

“There was no will after he was married, so by law the estate is community property and the wife will inherit it. I have notes from conversations where Clinton indicated he wanted to seduce the woman who is now his wife and likely to become his widow. He had made changes to his will, but then he wanted to know how he could dump her and change things back in a few months.”

The gray haired man in a suit who had presented these facts sat quietly, waiting for his partners input.

“Well,” said another man. “There might be some basis to contest the validity of the marriage and ask for an annulment. There might also be an argument that he had made certain intentions known to us that might change the way the estate is eventually handled. But if we do that, we would certainly piss the soon-to-be widow off.”

A third added, “But if we set and do nothing but cater to the widow, we might gain her as a client and not lose out on the various legal fees associated with managing his estate. I say we reach out to her and work with her.”

Among the partners, there were only two women. Both were nearly sixty years of age at this point and both had given into pressure from Clinton because of some type of “mommy” complex he seemed to have and slept with him at different times.

“Sounds good to me,” one of the women said. “The sorry bastard got what he deserved.”

“Live like a pervert, go out like one,” said the other woman. “I’m for working with the almost widowed Mrs. Clinton to make sure there is a smooth transition.”

Around the table, the others nodded their agreement.
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A few days after Clinton’s accident, Susan moved out of her apartment and in with Julie. Two weeks later they had toured the now empty mansion one last time before Susan leased it out to a famous actor for an obscene amount of money each month. Secretly she though the actor probably wanted to try to jump start his stalling career by having the hot tub where Clinton had met his twisted fate to show visitors and draw reporters.

Susan was a bit saddened because while that would always be remembered, her sister’s accident in that same hot tub years before had already been long forgotten.

That same evening, Julie and Susan invited Ted and Lisa over to grill out in Julie’s back yard.

“How long will it take for your hair to grow back out?” Susan asked Lisa, still finding the resemblance the woman had to her eerie.

Lisa laughed and said, “Ted kind of likes it this way. And I think he is dashing with the rich playboy look.”

They were all laughing when the chimes for the front door rang. Julie went to answer it and found a woman there. She was wearing slacks and on her hip was a badge and a gun.

“Hello Dr. Hunt. I understand that Mrs. Clinton moved in with you. It is nice of you to support her during what must be a terrible period of time for her.”

“We have always been close,” Julie said in a wary voice.

“Do you mind if I have a word with Susan?”

“She’s out back,” Julie said.

“No,” came Susan’s voice. “I’m here.”

Susan had followed behind Julie and had been standing in the dimly lit hall, but now she took a step forward.

“Can we talk for a minute Susan?” Detective Moss asked.

Susan nodded.

“Alone?” Moss asked.

“I have nothing to hide from Julie,” Susan said.

Moss shrugged. “Mind if we all set down?”

Julie motioned towards the living room. She and Susan sat on the sofa while Detective Moss took a seat.

“You know that whole ‘anything you say can be used to incriminate you’ stuff, right?” Moss asked.

“Why would that matter?” asked Susan.

“You know, the whole thing is really slick. And don’t get me wrong. Stan Clinton was a prick. The whole accident was a bit ironic. Maybe even artistic. The timing of the marriage was also a bit on the curious side, but that wouldn’t have been a big deal.”

Susan’s stomach dropped. Moss knew something.

“The only thing is,” Moss continued. “I have never seen an engagement and a marriage where the bride didn’t have a ring she was showing off.”

Susan took a glance at her ringless hands and realized that she had never even thought about a ring. In fact, she had never thought about getting married, so the details of what went with it were things she had never given much thought to.

Julie reached over and took Susan’s hand.

“Julie knew nothing about…” Susan began.

Moss held up her hand and Susan stopped talking.

“Like I said. He was a prick.”

Now Moss sat two folders on the table and sighed.

“A case we are working on. Another real prick. I actually can’t officially work it because it involves my little sister and her husband. The bastard beats her and she won’t say anything about it. Shows up at the hospital saying she walked into a door. Bull shit is what I say. He’s twice her age, has a rap sheet, and is just plain bad news. His first wife died under mysterious circumstances. His second wife divorced him after he almost killed her. Tried to strangle her because they ran out of beer one evening.”

Moss sat in silence for a minute and then said, “Do you mind if I take a piss?”

Julie motioned down the hall. “The restroom is that way.”

Julie was still grasping Susan’s hand. Susan turned and Julie put a finger too her lips. They sat in silence.

A minute later the sound of the toilet flushing and of water running could be hear. Then Detective Moss walked back.

“Anyway. I just find this new trend of ringless marriages to be a bit odd. Men who beat women deserve what they get don’t they? Sometimes they just quietly go away, like your husband Dr. Hunt. Other times they make a bigger splash like our friend Stan Clinton. The pun was intended.”

Julie and Susan looked at the woman, surprised that she had made the connection back to the death of Julie’s husband.

Moss smiled at them. “I’m not forgetting anything am I? Oh, and I’m happy for you two. Honest. No bullshit there. You both deserve to find some happiness. I can let myself out.”

Detective Moss walked towards the front door and opened it.

“You two be careful. I got a lot of problems. I’d rather have you two helping me deal with them than find myself having to deal with you two. Understand? You need me, you know how to find me. And I have a boat load of other case files I’d just love to accidently misplace somewhere. Goodnight.”

She walked out and pulled the door closed behind her.

Julie and Susan both were silent for several minutes. Ted and Lisa came in looking for them.

“Did you have a ring for the ceremony in Vegas?” Susan asked.

Ted smiled. “We just used the one Lisa always wears.”

Then his smile turned to a frown as he realized that might not have been a good thing.

Julie and Susan told the couple about Detective Moss’s visit.

“What does it mean?” Ted asked.

“I think it means we have some work to do.” Julie said as she leaned forward and picked up the folder Detective Moss had left.
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