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    I 
 
    The rain fell steadily on the city, collecting on the cobblestones and throwing back the lights in shimmering pools. Inside the red-lit windows the pleasurebots smiled out with glassy eyes, their shapely forms drawing male shadows like flies to feces. 
 
    Zayne Swift pulled his collar up and scowled at the lowlifes surrounding him. 
 
    What the hell am I doing here? He wondered. 
 
    Here was New Amsterdam, the exact replica of the infamous European city constructed after the old one slipped beneath the waves. Those who still remembered the first city said it was perfect down to the last detail, including the faint stink of urine and kebab meat wafting through the red light district.  
 
    So long as you could ignore the AI drones zipping to-and-fro above, and the holographic advertisements that shimmered in the rain, you could almost tell yourself that it was still 2017. 
 
    Almost.  
 
    “Heyyy honey. Lookin’ good.” 
 
    From the corner of his eye, Zayne clocked the old pleasurebot standing in the doorway, now worn and slowed by years of use. Her long, blonde hair was matted with dirt, her self-cleaning nanos having obviously failed. Her 18-year old baby face, designed when young and innocent was all the rage, now seemed hopelessly antiquated.  
 
    “You wanna party with me, huh?” 
 
    The machine put her hands to her perfect, curved hips and dropped Zayne a wink. She was wearing nothing but a tiny pink thong, hiding her synthetic pussy from prying eyes. The nipples on her bare breasts stood out hard and pointed, raindrops dangling from their tips.  
 
    Her cold weather programming must’ve broke… 
 
    “Hey mister, don’t you wanna-?” 
 
    “Not now.” Zayne’s voice came out gruff, low. The sort of deep, powerful voice that, combined with his thick, dark hair, designer stubble and square jaw, could easily charm any real, flesh-and-blood woman into bed. 
 
    “C’mon, baby. I’ve got all the latest upgrades. You want anal? A blowjob?” One eyelid slid down, in perfect imitation of a human wink. “Both at once?” 
 
    Zayne stopped walking. He looked the pleasurebot up and down. 
 
    You could tell straight away that she was one of the models aimed at guys without much class. Her boobs were enormous, a pair of beachball-sized monsters that hung heavy from her frame; a frame far too skinny to support breasts that big on a real woman.  
 
    Her legs were long and slender, but ended in an ass that looked like something from one of those retro early 21st century music videos. Her waist was so tight Zayne could’ve almost wrapped the fingers of a single hand round it. 
 
    Zayne hated to admit it, but, on some fundamental level wired deep into his male brain, she did look pretty hot.  
 
    The machine began to smile. A wide, sparkly grin that was specifically designed to make strong men’s legs go like water. 
 
    “I thought that’d get you, honey,” the bot purred in a voice far softer, far silkier than a real woman could possibly manage. “I’m the latest model. I can do things, things that’d drive a man like you wild.” 
 
    She turned and shot Zayne a coquettish little smile over one shoulder.  
 
    “Wanna see?” 
 
    Then she took hold of her pink panties, and slipped them down so they bunched around her ankles. 
 
    “There, hot stuff,” she giggled, her long eyelashes fluttering. “Whaddya think?” 
 
    Zayne’s eyes drifted down. He tried to ignore the faint, involuntary stirring in his crotch. 
 
    So it’s true what they say about Holly’s upgrades… 
 
    There, between the round, pert ass cheeks of this bot, where a synthetic anus would usually be, sat a small, red-lipped mouth.  
 
    It was a perfect replica of a teenage beauty’s lips, full and plump and slightly moist. A tongue seductively ran its way over a tiny row of teeth, inviting him in.  
 
    As Zayne watched, the bot’s secondary mouth gently bit its lower lip, shooting out signals of desire.  
 
    “I had it fitted last week,” the girl purred, watching Zayne’s reaction. “I already made a lot of guys like you very happy…” 
 
    The bot’s voice was light, but Zayne knew that, deep inside her digital brain, she was scrutinizing him with deadly precision. Tracking his heart rate, sensing the flow of blood to his genitals, monitoring his pupils for any signs of dilation.  
 
    In short, to see if she was fulfilling her mission, her sole purpose in life. 
 
    To make Zayne feel even the most fleeting moment of pleasure. 
 
    As he always did when faced with a bot, even a simple waitress or checkout bot, Zayne felt vaguely disgusted. 
 
    Think you can predict me, Holly? Think you can program your girls to predict my every move? You’ve got some nerve… 
 
    “You’re a chimera,” he said out loud. “I thought those were only rumors.” 
 
    Something about his tone of voice made the pleasurebot straighten up. Her panties twitched and automatically jumped back up, covering up her second mouth.  
 
    She turned to Zayne. 
 
    “I ain’t no chimera,” she said, her voice light. “I’m me. I’m Lucy.” 
 
    “Bullshit,” Zayne smiled down at the pleasurebot. “You’re a machine. An algorithm. A cheap fantasy programmed to fuck.” 
 
    He glanced down at her dynamite figure with feigned disinterest.  
 
    “What are you, a model 55-Z? A 56? I remember when you first came out, must’ve been what, twenty years?” 
 
    ‘Lucy’ frowned up at him. Zayne could practically see the gears turning behind her sky-blue eyes, wondering how to respond to this. 
 
    And for once, he thought, that’s not even a metaphor. 
 
    “I dunno what you’re talking about, mister. I’m Lucy. I’m a new model. One of a kind. Guaranteed best fuck you can get in-” 
 
    “Cut the crap. You’re an off the shelf model. An old one.” Zayne raised one dark eyebrow. “I’m surprised they haven’t decommissioned you yet. Even with that upgrade, you can’t be bringing in more than, what, fifty, eighty credits a night?” 
 
    He smiled to see the confusion flicker in the bot’s eyes. The cheapest models were programmed to never break character, and this was throwing her for six. 
 
    Don’t tell me… he crowed inside himself, don’t tell me Holly’s actually programmed you to believe you’re special?  
 
    “Listen, mister,” ‘Lucy’ was getting agitated now, “if you’re not looking for something…” 
 
    “Oh, but I am.” Zayne casually reached inside his jacket pocket. “I’ve been looking for something since the moment we touched down. Evidence. Evidence that someone in New Amsterdam has been breaking ethical law on the creation of chimeras.” 
 
    ‘Lucy’s’ blue eyes went wide. She started to back away. 
 
    “Hey. Hey, it was just a joke. I’ve gotta go now. I’ve gotta…” 
 
    She was turning. Any second now, the bot would start running, and Zayne wouldn’t have a hope in hell of catching up with something that never tired and didn’t need to breathe. 
 
    “I’ve gotta go. Bye, mister, see you…” 
 
    “Emergency protocol override seven slash Bee slash zero zero,” Zayne suddenly snapped. “Origin Ing-Bot.” 
 
    Immediately, the pleasurebot’s legs froze. Her knee joints locked into position. Her feet rooted themselves to the floor. 
 
    With a squeal, ‘Lucy’ started pulling frantically at her legs, trying to free them, trying to escape. But it was hopeless. 
 
    Override 7/B/00 meant her actions, provided they weren’t criminal, were now entirely under Zayne’s control. 
 
    Look at her, Zayne thought idly as he slipped his badge out his jacket pocket, she even struggles like a human. Holly sure likes the realistic touch… 
 
    “Zayne Swift, Ing-Bot, pleasurecrimes division,” he said, holding up his badge, enjoying ‘Lucy’s’ human-like squeals of distress. “We received a tip-off about your type operating in this city.” 
 
    His thin upper lip curled. 
 
    “Chimeras.” 
 
    “Please!” Squealed ‘Lucy’, still pulling at her legs, her bare breasts wobbling in the rain.  
 
    She turned a helpless face to Zayne, one streaked with fear. 
 
    “You can’t take me to the factory! You-you don’t understand… I’ll die! I’m not a normal bot. I’m a-!” 
 
    “Voice override,” Zayne said. “Silence.” 
 
    The bot’s voice immediately cut out. Before him, ‘Lucy’ threw her hands up to her lips, a look of stark terror on her sculpted features. 
 
    At the all-too human look of helplessness on the bot’s face, Zayne felt a little prickle of unease cross over his skin.  
 
    What gives? She should have gone into command operator mode by now, just standing by, waiting for orders… 
 
    He gave himself a mental shake. He knew what gave. Holly. Holly, who’d given this pleasurebot an unethical addition to its body. Holly, who’d tampered with this poor bot’s brain so it could feel fear, so it could understand death. 
 
    In a sick way, Zayne almost had to admire her. It was a lot harder to decommission a chimera when they were begging you to let them live.  
 
    “Bixby,” Zayne murmured, gently touching his ear, hoping his tall, muscular black partner hadn’t chosen that exact moment to go offline. “I’ve found her. I’m going in.” 
 
    He turned back to ‘Lucy’ and was fascinated to see the bot was crying, tears streaking down her soft cheeks to mingle with the relentless rain.  
 
    At the sight of this very-real looking woman in distress, completely under his control, Zayne felt that faint stirring in his pants again. That stirring that had used to be so much a feature of his life, back before he joined the force. Back when he used to get his kicks off girls like ‘Lucy’. Back before he and Holly… 
 
    “Command override,” he said to the bot, interrupting his own train of thought, “take me…” 
 
    Zayne hesitated, a wry smile on his face. He couldn’t believe what he was about to say. 
 
    He leaned closer to the poor, frightened bot, lowering his voice. 
 
    “Take me to your leader.”  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    II 
 
    The corridors of the brothel were lit a deep nauseating red. At every corner, pleasurebots of all shapes and sizes cooed and giggled for customers, fluttering their eyelashes.  
 
    Zayne saw none of it. He was too busy focusing on his prize. 
 
    “Bixby,” he whispered as he followed ‘Lucy’ up a grand faux-marble staircase, trying to ignore the faint, pleasant soreness in his dick. “I’m inside. Request backup.” 
 
    There was no answer. Zayne had a worrying feeling the walls might be shielded.  
 
    “Hey, Lucy,” a pleasurebot called in a throaty laugh, “who’s the stud?” 
 
    Lucy kept walking, her pretty head bowed, her hips curling seductively with every step. Zayne still hadn’t given her permission to talk again, and wasn’t planning to. 
 
    “You gonna try out your new lips on him, babe?” 
 
    As they passed the pleasurebot, Zayne happened to glance up, and had to quickly stop himself from yelling.  
 
    Jesus Christ, Holly’s been busy… 
 
    The tall, slender redhead returned his gaze with green eyes that twinkled, her plump red lips pulled into a smile. But that wasn’t what caught Zayne’s eye, any more than her naked breasts or tight waist did.  
 
    There, growing from the middle of the bot’s forehead, was the biggest, thickest penis Zayne had ever seen. 
 
    It dangled from her face, its tip purple and bulbous, pointing towards the ground. It was maybe 9 inches long, with a thick blue vein running down one side of it. 
 
    The chimera giggled and dropped Zayne a wink. 
 
    “Like my upgrade, hot stuff? Miss Holly made it for me. Some guys like something to suck while they’re fucking, y’know?” 
 
    The chimera leaned closer to the frozen Zayne, so close their lips were almost touching. 
 
    “If you’re still bored once you’re done with little Lucy, gimme a call, huh? Andrea.” Her emerald eyes sparkled with perfectly-simulated desire. “Trust me. This baby can come like you wouldn’t believe.” 
 
    “Maybe later,” Zayne muttered, pushing past her, hurrying to catch up with ‘Lucy’. 
 
    He could feel the chimera watching him as he went, reading the data from his body and trying to compute whether her upgrade had sufficiently aroused him enough to become a client. 
 
    Zayne momentarily closed his eyes, tried to control his breathing. It wouldn’t do for ‘Andrea’ to correctly analyze his arousal, to correctly compute the dark animal desires that were now flooding his brain, making him sick, completely beyond his rational control.  
 
    Holly… he dimly thought to himself, Holly, what the hell have you done? 
 
    Everywhere he looked, there were pleasurebots with punters. Endlessly customized, endlessly fuckable. 
 
    As ‘Lucy’ led him deeper into Holly’s brothel, he passed girls with waists so tight their upper bodies seemed to be held up by nothing more than a piece of string. Girls with boobs so big they couldn’t fit through doorways. Girls with asses that stuck out so far they seemed to be hauling a sofa around with them. 
 
    There were girls who stood supernaturally tall, at over 8ft. Short girls barely 12 inches tall, riding on punters’ shoulders. Girls who had six breasts instead of two. Girls who had handsome male heads on their female bodies.  
 
    Zayne passed topless girls with penises instead of nipples. Girls whose mouths had been replaced with pussies. Girls with bunny ears and long, bushy tails. Girls of every color, size, shape and design to cater to any fetish in existence. 
 
    It was like the Mos Eisley canteen from that old, old movie Star Wars, but calibrated to the very darkest aspects of male sexual desires.  
 
    To his revulsion, Zayne realized he’d discovered more than just a house of chimeras.  
 
    He’d discovered a temple to his gender’s most-perverted fantasies.  
 
    Look at them… I bet there’s not a single normal pleasurebot among them… he thought, uneasily. When word of this gets out… 
 
    He gave himself a little shake. His superiors could deal with the press later.  
 
    For now, he wanted nothing more than to get his hands on Holly. 
 
    At long, long last, ‘Lucy’ came to a stop outside a heavy oak door. Zayne stepped up beside her. 
 
    “This it?” 
 
    Lucy nodded. 
 
    “Great. Open it.” 
 
    To his surprise, the chimera looked up at him with pleading eyes. She gently shook her beautiful head. 
 
    Don’t make me, she mouthed. 
 
    Zayne rolled his eyes. 
 
    “Just get on with it you dumb bitch.” 
 
    Once again, ‘Lucy’ appeared to be on the verge of tears. But her programming override was too strong to fight. The beautiful pleasurebot bowed her pretty little head, hesitantly raised one tiny hand… 
 
    …and reluctantly knocked. 
 
    “Come in.”  
 
    The sound of that voice, so familiar, yet so alien, sent a shiver down Zayne’s spine. Before he had time to prepare himself, the door was swinging open, and a busty French maid pleasurebot was smiling at them, waving them through into a vast office filled with antique furniture, its walls lined with books, a deep, red carpet on the floor. 
 
    And then they were inside, the door closing behind them. Zayne just had time to take in the holograms shimmering in the corner – projections from the security cameras outside – before the figure behind the desk was standing up, rising to meet them. 
 
    “Hello, Zayne,” Holly smiled. “So nice of you to drop by.” 
 
    The silence that followed seemed to stretch on across eternity, unfolding out to the very edges of the universe.  
 
    Zayne found himself studying the woman before him in quiet awe, taking in her flowing black hair, her heavy dark glasses, her perfect, supermodel looks, her pornstar breasts and tight waist. 
 
    So it’s true… he thought, numbly, what they say, it’s all true… 
 
    Holly really hadn’t aged a day in 20 years.  
 
    For a frozen moment, no-one moved. Then the brunette French maid was suddenly bustling past Zayne and ‘Lucy’, wiggling her cute little ass over to a silver tea set that stood in the corner, and all the tension dissipated. 
 
    “Tea, monsieur?” The maid-bot asked in an old-fashioned, Parisian accent. 
 
    Zayne shook his head. Then, realizing the maid wasn’t watching him, muttered an answer. 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “Two sugars in mine, Fifi,” Holly said with a touch of humor in her voice, not taking her eyes off Zayne, “and make it quick, yes?” 
 
    “Oui, madam.” 
 
    Over by the tea set, ‘Fifi’ gave her mistress a deep curtsey. She shot Zayne a dazzling smile that immediately, embarrassingly, sent the blood rushing to his dick, and then got to work preparing the drinks. 
 
    “I suppose I should offer you a seat,” Holly said, remaining on her feet. “Are you here for pleasure, Officer Swift? Or is it detective, these days?” 
 
    “Don’t tell me you don’t know,” Zayne grunted. “We know you’ve been keeping tabs on us, Holly.” 
 
    “Have I? How very diligent of me.” Holly shrugged. “Well, if it’s pleasure you’re after detective, Fifi here can do things with her asshole that you wouldn’t believe…” 
 
    Over by the tea set, the maid-bot bent low, her dress riding up to reveal her lacy white panties. She looked over her shoulder and shot Zayne a wink. 
 
    “That was always your thing, wasn’t it detective? Anal? Or was it oral? I forget sometimes…” 
 
    With an effort, Zayne tore his eyes away from ‘Fifi’s delectable synthetic body.  
 
    “Holly,” he started again. “You know why I’m here. Now, you can come quietly, or you can…” 
 
    But Holly wasn’t listening. She was walking round her desk, her dark eyes fixed on ‘Lucy’, still stood beside Zayne, her pretty little head bowed. 
 
    “Oh dearie me,” she murmured, her youthful face full of concern, “oh my pretty. Lucy, isn’t it? What has that nasty man done to you?” 
 
    The pleasurebot kept her eyes fixed firmly on the floor. Fixed them there as Holly came and gently stroked a lock of blonde hair out her grime-streaked face, her eyes tender. 
 
    “Override 7/B/00, was it?” She whispered. “You poor, poor thing. Tell me, detective…” 
 
    She turned to Zayne, regarding him impassively. 
 
    “Did you enjoy having my little Lucy completely under your control?” 
 
    Zayne shrugged, trying not to think about the alleyway, about the cold rain beating down on naked, synthetic skin.  
 
    “Enjoyment didn’t come into it. I just needed her to bring me to you.” 
 
    “And now she has,” Holly smiled. She turned back toward her desk. “So. What can I do for you.” 
 
    “Before I used the override,” Zayne nodded at ‘Lucy’. “She showed me her upgrade.” 
 
    “Oh?” Holly perched on the edge of her vast oak desk, one slender leg crossed over the other. “Did you like it?” 
 
    “Like it? Jesus Christ, Holly, you know the rules. Hell, you drafted them…” 
 
    “You helped, too.” Holly accepted a china cup off her maid-bot, began to slowly sip. “Is that why you’re here, to reminisce? Mmm… smashing tea, by the way, Fifi dear.” 
 
    Beside her, the maid-bot dropped another curtsey, programmed to be perfectly submissive.  
 
    “You know why I’m here.” Zayne’s voice was low again. Sexy. To his surprise, he saw ‘Fifi’ give an involuntary shiver before turning a deep, beetroot red. 
 
    Has Holly programmed her to flirt with me? To confuse me? Pleasurebots don’t naturally respond to non-clients that way… 
 
    “Yes, I suppose I do.” Holly sighed. “Too bad, really. I was hoping we could talk.” 
 
    Zayne frowned. 
 
    “What do you mean, too bad?” 
 
    Holly gave him a mysterious smile. She changed the subject. 
 
    “Remember when we first met? The token scientist and the token officer, on that robocrimes ethics panel? I asked you…” 
 
    “You asked what the hell we were doing there,” Zayne said. “And I said…” 
 
    “We’re here to make sure no-one ever tampers with nature again,” Holly said, mimicking Zayne’s deep voice. “Oh I loved how straight-laced and, I dunno, Christian you were about the whole thing.” 
 
    She took another sip of tea. 
 
    “Too bad you were so naïve. Those ethics codes were breached long ago.” 
 
    Zayne nodded at the supine ‘Lucy’. 
 
    “I saw.” 
 
    “Oh, that extra mouth of hers?” Holly gave him a thin smile. “Cute, isn’t it. But that’s not what I was talking about.” 
 
    “Well what then?” Zayne gave a helpless gesture at the building around them. “For God’s sakes, Holly, you’ve got a whole house full of chimeras here. If you don’t think you’ve broken the code, then-” 
 
    “Oh, I’ve broken the code, alright,” Holly said airily, putting her tea down. “But I wasn’t the first. No, not by a long shot.” 
 
    Her dark eyes narrowed slightly behind her thick, retro glasses. 
 
    “Remember why I was at that panel, Zayne? Remember what I said?” 
 
    Zayne shuffled his feet, uncomfortably.  
 
    “Something… something about…” he hesitated. “Alright, fine, you got me. No, I don’t remember.” 
 
    “I said,” Holly crooned, her voice soft, menacing, “that I wanted to make sure pleasurebots didn’t ruin the lives of real women. That we wouldn’t end up with a world where men regard us as nothing but objects, to be tweaked and reprogrammed for their pleasure.” 
 
    It seemed darker in the room now, colder. Like someone was turning down a dimmer. Zayne struggled to focus on what Holly was saying.  
 
    “Remember one of the clauses I had inserted into that code?” Holly said. “That the pleasurebots should only be used in areas where prostitution already existed? That they should only ever resemble real women, not some busty sex fantasy?” 
 
    She nodded at ‘Lucy’. 
 
    “I brought her second hand, before I made my upgrade. Tell me. Does she look like a real woman to you?” 
 
    Zayne shook his head. 
 
    “And when was she made? Go on, I know you used to be a master at this.” 
 
    Zayne sighed. 
 
    “Twenty years ago. Give or take. Holly, I don’t see what this has to do with…” 
 
    “Twenty years,” Holly repeated, slowly. “About a year after that ethics code was agreed on. Twelve months later, and the men running these places were already creating plastic bimbos, changing what it means to be female. Making a desirable body literally impossible for a human to obtain.” 
 
    “Hold on,” Zayne held up his hand. “There are male pleasurebots too. In Sydney, they’ve got a whole street…” 
 
    Holly waved her hand irritably. 
 
    “One street,” she sneered, “in a planet of ten billion souls. Everywhere else, men have spent two decades programming themselves to see girls as nothing more than sex objects. Literally.” 
 
    “Fine. OK.” Zayne shrugged. “It sucks. I agree. But that doesn’t…” 
 
    Then something happened that made his blood run cold. 
 
    At his words, Holly threw back her head and laughed. A long, cold, merciless laugh.  
 
    “Don’t try and pretend you’re any different,” she said at last. “I still remember the way you got me barred from that second committee. I thought you just didn’t want to see me again after that night we spent together, but it was more than that, wasn’t it?” 
 
    Her eyes narrowed. 
 
    “You thought I was going to mess with your pleasure, didn’t you? You couldn’t stand the idea of losing your favorite toys. Just like every other man there.” 
 
    She sighed. 
 
    “A committee on the future of female pleasurebots and not a single woman on it. Quelle surprise.” 
 
    “Holly,” Zayne swallowed uncomfortably, “I don’t know what… I mean, I’ve never even been with a-” 
 
    “No?” Holly asked. “Then I guess there must be an explanation for this, right?” 
 
    And she pressed a button on the desk, and the lights went dim, and a hologram appeared, and Zayne felt his heart sink. 
 
    It  was an old video, taken many, many years ago. A young Zayne, barely twenty and with a confident strut, left the old brutalist building where the second conference was being held. Got into a car. The camera zoomed in as it drove away… 
 
    …and caught the young pleasurebot sat next to Zayne smiling in simulated pleasure as he began kissing her neck. The old 55-Z model. 
 
    The one who looked just like ‘Lucy’. 
 
    Behind the hologram, Holly raised an eyebrow at him.  
 
    “You were spying on me.” Zayne said, flatly. 
 
    “I was proving my theory. My theory that men like you aren’t exactly impartial when it comes to pleasurebots.” 
 
    “Holly. That was a long time ago. Yes, it looks sleazy. But I was, what, twenty two? And pleasurebots had only just-” 
 
    Holly didn’t reply. Instead, she simply smiled a tiny smile and pressed the button again. The hologram shimmered, turned into another video. 
 
    And Zayne realized he was completely fucked. 
 
    The image was from one of Holly’s security cameras outside her brothel, showing a narrow, New Amsterdam alleyway. The timestamp at the bottom showed it had been taken only an hour or so ago.  
 
    But Zayne didn’t need to read that to know when it originated. 
 
    He recognized the moment only too well.  
 
    Pressed up against the wall of the alleyway, shimmering over Holly’s desk, was ‘Lucy’. Her big boobs were dangling, her panties bunched up around her ankles. She looked like she’d been crying, even as her lips formed gentle gasps of pleasure. 
 
    And stood behind her, his dick slowly driving into her second mouth, quietly whispering the override command that would make her forget this had ever happened, to delete it from her memory banks, was… 
 
    “Zayne.” Holly’s voice was hard. “Look at you. Just like any of those men on that committee. Unable to stop yourself from using my girls.” 
 
    In numb horror, Zayne watched the video. Watched himself fuck ‘Lucy’s’ special extra hole. Watched his dick lancing into the lips between her ass cheeks. His mouth was suddenly dry. 
 
    You fucking idiot… 
 
    “Is this… is this…” he swallowed, tried again. “I get it. You’re blackmailing me. Fine.” 
 
    He raised his hands, palm out. 
 
    “I’ll tell the chief I couldn’t find you. I’ll call Bixby off the scent. Just… just please don’t let that tape…” 
 
    “Oh, you’re weren’t going to report me to the chief anyway,” Holly said, lightly. “I just wanted to show you that I know. So you understand I’m punishing you for a reason.” 
 
    Zayne’s left hand instinctively lowered towards his hidden holster, with its old-fashioned pistol.  
 
    “Punishment?” He asked. “Holly, what are you-?” 
 
    “You were going to ask me earlier about my chimeras,” Holly said, her face visible through the ghostly hologram, “something about why I’d be creating monsters like these girls if I don’t like women being treated like sex objects.” 
 
    Zayne hesitated. 
 
    “And?” 
 
    Holly smiled at him. 
 
    “Aww, you’re so cute when you’re confused. You’re gonna kick yourself when you find out.” 
 
    She winked. 
 
    “It’s simple. They’re not women. They’re men. Men whose minds I’ve trapped in synthetic bodies and programmed to be my personal pleasurebots.” 
 
    Her voice lowered. 
 
    “Men I’ve been wanting to teach a lesson for a very long time.” 
 
    She waved a hand at ‘Lucy’. 
 
    “That’s Luke, remember him? He was kinda fat. Worked in pleasurebot design. The committee’s advisor on female body shapes.” 
 
    “And this,” she indicated ‘Fifi’, “is Phillip, the committee’s expert on male-female relationships in the age of pleasurebots.” 
 
    She smiled. 
 
    “I seem to recall he was later busted for anonymously posting comments on certain websites, saying women were naturally submissive. That God made them to serve man. Well…” 
 
    She giggled. 
 
    “Now my little bitch maid is finding out what it’s like to be programmed by her goddess to serve women.” 
 
    The light of the hologram filled Holly’s glasses, turning her eyes a deathly, glowing white. Zayne suddenly felt like he couldn’t breathe. 
 
    “And Andrew you met earlier. Poor Andrew. Part of that men’s rights pressure group you had replace me on the committee. The ones that basically worshipped their own cocks.” 
 
    She shrugged. 
 
    “So when I turned him into Andrea, I let him keep his dick. Only I made sure to put it where everyone could see it.” 
 
    The room was cold now. Dark. As if Holly’s terrible confession were causing the very world to grow colder. 
 
    “It’s the same with all my girls in here,” Holly whispered. “All nineteen of them. All former members of that all-male committee. The ones who decided how women were going to look, the ones who decided to replace us girls with pleasurebots.” 
 
    “And now they’re trapped as them.”  
 
    Zayne weakly shook his head.  
 
    “That’s impossible…” he croaked. 
 
    “Is it?” Holly shrugged. “I guess we’ll find out. Look who just turned up outside.” 
 
    She pressed another button. Instantly, the video of Zayne and ‘Lucy’, or Luke or whoever the fuck she was vanished, replaced by a live feed showing a narrow doorway. A tall, muscular black man with a shaved head and a square jawline stood in it, pressing a buzzer. 
 
    “Bixby!” Zayne’s eyes went wide. “No! Wait… Holly, you can’t do this to Bixby!” 
 
    Holly tittered. 
 
    “Who said anything about doing it to him? He wasn’t the last member of the committee. Fifi?” 
 
    “Oui, madam.” 
 
    The French maid turned, something clasped in her tiny hands. Zayne had just enough time to see it was a laser gun when the pleasurebot shot him. 
 
    He was so surprised she had to shoot him again before he fell over. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    III 
 
    “Wake up, detective. It’s time to wake up.” 
 
    The soft, singsong voice cut through the darkness engulfing Zayne, a darkness that seemed to spread out to infinity around him. 
 
    “That’s it, darling. Time to return to the land of the living…” 
 
    Zayne could feel it. A desire to open his eyes. To see who was talking to him. But he ignored it, keeping his eyelids screwed firmly shut. 
 
    There was no way he wanted to listen to that female voice right now. Not when his body was feeling so… weird. 
 
    There was an audible sigh.      
 
    “I know you’re awake. Let’s stop playing games, shall we?” 
 
    Zayne knew he couldn’t stay like this forever. Knew he’d eventually have to wake up and escape the warm fog surrounding his brain. But he didn’t want to just yet. 
 
    Already he could tell something was deeply wrong. 
 
    His body felt lighter. Where he was used to feeling like he lived inside a cage of steel and muscle, right now he felt like his bones were hollow and his body made of feathers.  
 
    Then there was the cool air, caressing every inch of his skin. Making him shiver slightly. Making his nipples go hard as bullets.  
 
    Wherever he was, Zayne was naked. 
 
    Oh God, what’s happened to me? What’s happened…? 
 
    There was a weight on his chest that hadn’t been there before. A feeling of long hair tickling at his bare shoulders, framing his face. 
 
    But worst of all was the feeling between his legs. Or rather, the lack of one. As if something was no longer there. As if something… 
 
    “Emergency protocol override seven slash Bee slash zero zero,” the female voice said firmly. “Command: open your eyes.” 
 
    Instantly, Zayne’s eyes flew open.  
 
    He knew immediately that he was in trouble.  
 
    Holly’s supermodel face was only inches from his, a look of satisfaction in her dark eyes. But that wasn’t what really freaked Zayne out. 
 
    With a start, he realized that his eyes hadn’t needed time to adjust to the bright, red light of the room around them. They’d automatically refocused in less than a microsecond.  
 
    Refocused with an efficiency no human eye could ever hope to achieve.  
 
    “There,” Holly purred. “Isn’t that better, darling?” 
 
    She let one hand gently stroke Zayne’s cheek, her touch tender. The moment she touched him, Zayne suddenly got a rush of information cascading into his head so fast it nearly knocked him over. 
 
    It was like magic. Somehow, he was acutely aware of the amount of moisture on Holly’s palms. Of her heart rate and skin temperature. Of how dilated her pupils were. 
 
    She’s feeling aroused, Zayne thought to himself. At least a little. If only I could get a reading from her crotch… 
 
    He gave himself a sharp, mental shake. 
 
    Oh God, what the hell is happening to me?! 
 
    Holly gave him a little smirk.  
 
    “I guess you’re wondering what this big bad girl has done to such a strong, handsome man as you?” 
 
    She winked at him. 
 
    “Don’t worry, gorgeous. All will be revealed shortly.” 
 
    “H-Holly?” Zayne whimpered, horrified to hear his voice had somehow shot up in pitch. “What happened? Fifi had a gun and…” 
 
    “Shhh…” Holly delicately placed one fingertip against Zayne’s lips. “Not another word.” 
 
    “But…” 
 
    “Voice override,” Holly smiled. “Silence.” 
 
    Zayne opened his mouth to carry on talking, to ask what the hell was happening… 
 
    …and closed it again.  
 
    The moment Holly had said the word silence, it was like he’d been put on mute. To his horror, he realized he was now utterly incapable of making a sound.  
 
    “Look at you,” Holly whispered, delighted. “You pretty little thing. So… delicious.” 
 
    She leaned forward and gave him a gentle kiss on the lips. Instantly, Zayne’s observant new brain registered an increase in her skin surface temperature. 
 
    Responding appropriately. Now all I need to do is… 
 
    He cut the alien monologue off with an internal moan. It was replaced by thick, black fear. 
 
    At long last, Holly stopped kissing him. She ran the tip of her tongue delicately over his lips, smiled at him. 
 
    “I think,” she murmured, “that you and I are going to have a lot of fun together, detective.” 
 
    Abruptly, she straightened up, turned, and walked back toward her desk where Fifi stood, a large wooden rectangle clasped in her hands. With a start, Zayne realized that he’d been standing up this entire time, and that Holly was now a good six inches taller than him.  
 
    “We’ll show him in a moment,” Holly whispered to her maid-bot. Zayne was surprised to discover he could hear her clearly even all the way over here. 
 
    That’s impossible. What’s going on…? 
 
    “But first…” Holly leaned on the edge of the desk, facing Zayne, her arms folded across her ample breasts. “Command override. Examine your new body.” 
 
    My new body? What the-? 
 
    But that was all Zayne had time to think. 
 
    The moment the words were out Holly’s mouth, his neck moved as if on gears, tilting his head forwards. His hands raised up automatically, ready to explore. His eyes focused on his frame. 
 
    And what they saw made Zayne want to start screaming and never stop. 
 
    His body had changed. Where he’d once had a big, strong, muscular frame, he now had a torso that was weak and willowy, with slender arms and a tight little waist.  
 
    But it wasn’t his sudden lack of muscle that sent shockwaves of horror ricocheting through him. 
 
    Protruding from his chest was the sweetest pair of tits Zayne had ever laid eyes on. 
 
    They were big, two large, pert things that stuck out in front of him, their nipples long and pink and pointy. In fright, Zayne clasped them in his hands and was disgusted to feel how heavy they were. How… ripe. 
 
    Oh Jesus, God no… oh Christ… 
 
    They were huge! A big pair of Double-H tits, bigger and firmer than anything Zayne had ever seen not attached to a pleasurebot.  
 
    He wanted to close his eyes. Wanted to scream. 
 
    But it was like his body was no longer under his control. Just as Holly had instructed, Zayne examined his new form.  
 
    He gently squeezed his breasts, noting with fright how pert they felt in his palms. 
 
    He let his hands drop down, over his tight waist, with its soft, springy skin, to his ass. Instantly, he realized that it was now significantly bigger than it once had been, a pert, peach-like thing that wobbled out behind him, cushioning his newly-wide hips.  
 
    No! Please! 
 
    Zayne turned around, gawped over his newly-narrow shoulders at his bare ass. As he did so, a long strand of blond hair tumbled across his face. The detective delicately hooked it behind one ear, and was shocked to see his fingernails were now long and painted a deep, lustful red. 
 
    “That’s right…” he heard Holly whisper. “Get used to that new body, darling.” 
 
    Her voice hardened. 
 
    “You’ll be seeing a lot more of it.” 
 
    Zayne was hardly listening.  
 
    In shock, he examined his fatter thighs, more fleshy than a man’s could ever be.  
 
    In shock, he put his fingertips to his face, felt the plump, pouty lips, the tiny, button nose, the long, fluttering eyelashes.  
 
    Finally, with a little whimper, he hesitantly reached one hand down, between his legs. Felt the soft, moist mound that now hung there. A pair of plump lips guarding a tight little hole. 
 
    Oh God… that’s my pussy! 
 
    There was no denying it now. He was no longer a man. 
 
    Somehow, against all the laws of nature, Holly had turned him into a girl.  
 
    “Not just a girl, darling,” Holly purred, causing Zayne to jerk his head up in fright. 
 
    Holly smiled up at him from a tiny hologram projecting from her wrist. 
 
    “It’s sending me updates on your every thought,” she said, waving the device at him, “so make sure you only think nice things about me.” 
 
    She giggled.  
 
    “Or else I’ll use that command override to force you to do something truly dreadful.” 
 
    She nodded at her maid.  
 
    “Fifi. It’s time.” 
 
    Time for what?! Zayne thought, wildly.  
 
    He didn’t have to wait long to find out. 
 
    With purposeful steps, the French maid wiggled her way over to him on her high heels. She stopped just before Zayne, her eyes flicking dismissively over his new figure, with its big boobs and wide hips. Then she held up the wooden rectangle in her hands… 
 
    ….revealing an old-fashioned mirror.  
 
    Oh no… Zayne whimpered in his head. Oh sweet Jesus, no… 
 
    Looking back at him from the silvery depths of the glass was the trashiest bimbo Zayne had ever seen. 
 
    She had wide, perplexed blue eyes, plump, pink lips and a cute little button nose. Her face was soft, baby-like, with long, platinum blonde hair tumbling in lines either side of her head.  
 
    She looked barely a day over 18. Like a dumb little bimbo about to do her first day’s shooting on a porno.  
 
    Only she wasn’t just a girl. Everything about her: the too-perfect features, the way her eyes moved in little jumps rather than smoothly, the flawless complexion, pointed to one, hideous conclusion. 
 
    He, Detective Zayne Swift of the Ing-Bot robocrimes division, was now trapped as a female pleasurebot. 
 
    “Good, you figured it out then,” said Holly, looking down at her wrist. “Fifi, be a good girl and put that mirror away.” 
 
    The maid slowly lowered the mirror, stepped to one side, leaving Zayne looking right at Holly. Right at the woman who’d ruined his life.  
 
    That… that bitch! He thought, wildly, how…? 
 
    “Oh, it’s simple,” Holly giggled, clearly delighted to be reading his thoughts off her holo-watch. “That first time Fifi shot you was just a scan to download your brain data. The second time was the fatal one.” 
 
    She gave him a frank smile. 
 
    “Lucy’s off with some of the girls right now, burning your body in the incinerator. All that’s left is your brain data, uploaded into this delightful new form. A copy I decided to keep, just for kicks. To all intents and purposes…” 
 
    Her smile grew wider. 
 
    “I just killed you.” 
 
    She glanced down at her holo-watch, smiled at the urgent lines of text forming there.  
 
    “Mmm, what about your family indeed. We’ll discuss that later. For now, it’s only fair that I tell you what’s going on.” 
 
    “I’ve done to you what I did to every man on the damn committee. I’ve trapped you as a pleasurebot. From now on, you’ll be programmed to obey my every command, no matter how filthy.” 
 
    A cruel smile. 
 
    “You wanted to decide the future of male pleasure. Well, now you are it. You exist only to give pleasure. For no other reason. Would you like me to demonstrate, detective?” 
 
    Zayne desperately wanted to shake his head. Wanted to scream. But it was no use.  
 
    The tiny, invisible gears turned in his neck again. He felt himself nod stiffly. 
 
    “Excellent,” Holly purred.  
 
    A mischievous light came into her eyes.  
 
    “Slap yourself.” 
 
    What-? Zayne just had time to think, and then it happened. 
 
    There was a sickening crack. Spots exploded behind his eyes. The room lurched wildly. In a daze, Zayne stared at his right hand. 
 
    How did she…? 
 
    “Now get on your knees.” 
 
    Before Zayne could even think about fighting Holly’s command, he was lowering his soft new body on the carpet, obedient as a dog.  
 
    He looked up at his new mistress with uncomprehending terror, and was frightening to find his robot mind crunching Holly’s vital signs at terrific speed and coming to one, horrible conclusion. 
 
    All this power was making Holly hot.  
 
    “Perfect,” his new mistress smiled. “And you’re correct. Being in charge of a pathetic little bitch like you is one of the few things I still respond to. Speaking of which.” 
 
    Her eyes narrowed. 
 
    “Voice command. Reactivate.” 
 
    It was like a switch had suddenly been thrown in Zayne’s mind. 
 
    “Jesus Christ, Holly!” He yelled in his squeaky new voice, “What the hell have you done? Just call Lucy now, stop her from destroying my old body and I promise I’ll-!” 
 
    Then something very strange happened. 
 
    An alert seemed to go off in the corner of Zayne’s new, pleasurebot brain. A string of data that made no sense to him at first, but made him instantly snap his mouth shut, cutting himself off mid-flow. 
 
    For a moment, the former detective crouched there in panic, his big boobies dangling, wondering what the hell could’ve muted him now. And then his brain unscrambled the data, and he felt physically sick. 
 
    In the blink of an eye, his body had detected Holly’s slowing heartrate. Registered that her skin was cooling slightly. Measured and quantified the disinterest forming in her eyes. 
 
    In n time at all, Zayne’s new, electronically-enhanced brain had realized his pleas were making Holly slightly-less aroused. And so his pleasurebot body had automatically shut down its voice unit. 
 
    Anything to stop even the tiniest bit of Holly’s pleasure from leaking away. 
 
    “You see?” Holly said. “You don’t even need me to command you. You’re a pleasurebot. All your programming is focused on making you provide your owner or client with the maximum amount of pleasure in any given circumstances.” 
 
    She smiled. 
 
    “And, in the absence of any other customers, that means right now your entire life is dedicated to making me happy. If it gives me pleasure for you to slap yourself, you’ll slap yourself. If it gives me pleasure for you to bark like a dog, you’ll bark like a dog.” 
 
    Her smile grew wider. 
 
    “And if it gives me pleasure for you to lick my asshole, you’ll be on your knees begging me to let you do it before I even finish saying it.” 
 
    Zayne’s mind was spinning. He desperately wanted to believe it wasn’t true, that it couldn’t be true! 
 
    But, at the same time, he knew that it was. 
 
    The mere thought of Holly feeling anything less than completely aroused by his actions was as sickening to his new body as the thought of debasing himself for some evil bitch had been to his old one.   
 
    It was like all his priorities had reversed. All his desires. 
 
    With a feeling of horror, Zayne realized that he now wanted nothing more from life than to serve Holly’s every whim.  
 
    Holly looked down at her holo-watch and laughed. 
 
    “Of course you do,” she giggled. “That’s what you’re designed for. And you’re going to get the chance, alright.” 
 
    An evil look came into her eyes. 
 
    “Do you know what would really make me feel hot right now, slave?” 
 
    “What, mistress?” The words were out before Zayne could stop himself. 
 
    The moment he’d said them, his brain happily reported the results of a scan that showed traces of moisture starting to collect in Holly’s panties. The knowledge alone was like an endorphin dump in the detective’s mind, making him feel horribly, blissfully happy. 
 
    You have to fight it! Don’t let her control you like this! Fight the pleasure… 
 
    But Zayne could no more fight the feelings of happiness he got from serving Holly than he could’ve fought his old body’s enjoyment of football, or its pleasure response to seeing a hot woman. 
 
    He was programmed for his owner’s pleasure now. And there was no way he couldn’t enjoy it. 
 
    He smiled a pretty, bimbo smile up at Holly, awaiting more orders. 
 
    “I’d love for you to access you memory banks,” Holly whispered, a dark smile on her sculpted features, “and delete everything relating to your old family.” 
 
    Zayne felt his pretty little mouth drop open. 
 
    No! He thought in panic, you can’t! 
 
    What came out his mouth was something very different. 
 
    “Right away, mistress,” he heard himself giggle. “Anything for my HOT owner.” 
 
    Then Zayne felt his eyelashes flutter, and suddenly his life was rushing before his eyes. 
 
    He saw images of himself as a child, playing in the shadow of the Earth ring space elevator with his two sisters. There was a fire burning woodsmoke nearby and the air was warm and smelt like autumn. 
 
    For a second, it was like he was really there. Then his sisters’ faces disappeared, their files were deleted, and suddenly Zayne was looking at a blank spot inside himself, wondering what the hell he’d just been thinking about. 
 
    “Sibling file, deleted,” he heard himself say in a throaty, female whisper. “Deleting parents.” 
 
    Wait! He tried to scream, but already it was too late. 
 
    Pictures flashed by, images of a man and woman, smiling down at him as a child. Images of a woman, cradling him in her arms as a baby. 
 
    Zayne could almost smell her, the sweet, intoxicating smell of her skin. Of her love. He reached out hopelessly… 
 
    “Parents deleted,” he heard himself say out loud. “Family files: erased.” 
 
    Zayne blinked. He was kneeling naked before Holly, his slender new arms stretched out for something. He gently lowered them, wondering uneasily what he’d just been doing. 
 
    Whatever it was, it was making Holly feel extra-horny. Zayne smiled to himself, incapable of feeling anything but sheer happiness at the thought of Holly’s pleasure. 
 
    “Excellent.” Holly smirked down at him. “Do you remember what we were just talking about, slave?” 
 
    Zayne shook his pretty little head. 
 
    “No, ma’am.” 
 
    Holly laughed out loud. 
 
    “Oh, this is too good. OK, now. Make me even hornier by erasing your name, and replacing it with Zooey.” 
 
    Zooey?! What sort of stupid… 
 
    Then Zayne was blinking in confusion as he heard himself say something about a name being erased. 
 
    Whose name did she erase? He thought frantically. She can’t have…! 
 
    And then he felt himself relax. He could still remember his name. It was Zooey, like a girl. It always had been. 
 
    Thank God, for a second there, I thought she was going to try and delete my memories… 
 
    Holly smiled at her holo-watch. 
 
    “My darling Zooey,” she said. “Don’t worry, you’re doing a great job. Mommy’s feeling hotter than she has in weeks.” 
 
    At her words, Zayne couldn’t help himself. He let out a soft, feminine whimper; the sound of a pathetic little bitch delighting in her mistress’s praise. 
 
    “I live to make you happy, my mistress,” he breathed, nauseated by his female servility. 
 
    Oh God, what has she turned me into…? I’m pathetic! 
 
    “I know, my sweet. In that case, do one more thing for me, would you?”  
 
    Holly gave a tiny giggle. 
 
    “I want you to create some memories, this time. I want your memory banks to store the life you should have had all these years, the memories all you assholes on that committee deserve.” 
 
    Her voice lowered to barely a whisper. 
 
    “OK, here goes.” 
 
    “I want you to remember standing up in the middle of that committee meeting and declaring you were a pathetic, woman-hating piece of shit like the rest of them. Then I want you to remember quitting your job, and telling your boss you had to do it because you were a useless little worm who didn’t deserve a normal life.” 
 
    “After that, I want you to remember spending the last twenty years living on the streets, giving strange men blowjobs in exchange for a few measly credits. And I want you to remember hearing my name one day, and realizing that there was something you had to do.” 
 
    “You had to come here and beg me to turn you into a pleasurebot. You kissed my feet and cried and told me what a pathetic little slut you were and always had been, and eventually, like the kind-hearted woman I am, I relented and allowed you to be uploaded in that new body.” 
 
    She tilted her head. 
 
    “Can you do that for me, Zooey darling?” 
 
    Trapped inside the pleasurebot, Zayne screamed. He screamed and screamed and begged and whimpered and mentally promised anything if Holly just let him keep his- 
 
    “Ohhh, yes, mistress!” He heard his new body giggle. Then: “Memory upload complete.” 
 
    Inside his own head, Zayne frowned to himself. He thought he’d been screaming for a moment just then, and he couldn’t quite remember why. 
 
    We were probably just thinking of the streets again, he thought darkly to himself, trying not to shudder at the memories. Twenty years, sucking off guys for a living. Christ… 
 
    He swallowed. He’d deserved it though, all of it. What was it he’d told his boss when he’d quit, all those years ago?  
 
    I’m a useless little worm who doesn’t deserve a normal life… 
 
    “Zooey, babe?”  
 
    At the sound of his name, Zayne looked up. Then he saw Holly and broke into a gigantic grin. 
 
    Good old Holly. Letting me become one of her pleasurebots… 
 
    He glanced down at his new body with a feeling of joy, his new, young eyes tracing the outline of his perky new breasts, of his wide hips. He’d had to beg her for this, of course, but it had been worth it. 
 
    I’ve wanted this for so long… 
 
    Holly was laughing to herself about something, a laugh that sounded almost… cruel. Worried, Zayne made his new body scan her, and was relieved to detect an increase of warmth in her crotch. 
 
    Whatever it is, it’s giving her pleasure. She deserves it, after all she’s done for me… 
 
    “I’m glad you think so,” Holly smiled, looking at her holo-watch, her eyes alive with mischief. “But there are a few more adjustments I want to make to you, Zooey dear.” 
 
    A thought seemed to occur to her. 
 
    “One sec. How many men did you say you’d been forced to suck off over the years?” 
 
    “Twenty two thousand, ma’am,” the words were out Zayne’s painted lips before he could stop himself. To his shame he realized he was proud of his record, that he always had been. 
 
    “Twenty one thou-?” Holly shook her head, smiling like a girl who has just been given a pony for her birthday. “So, three a day for twenty years, huh? Tell me. Did you enjoy it?” 
 
    For the first time he could remember since Holly had graciously given him his new body, Zayne felt a surge of anger. 
 
    “Enjoy it?!” He snapped, his new voice rising to a shrill pitch, “how could I enjoy it Holly?! I’m a man. A straight-” 
 
    “Command override,” Holly declared, loudly. “Change sexual preferences, modern and in the memory banks. New favorite activity…” 
 
    The edges of her lips tugged upwards. 
 
    “Sucking dick. Second favorite activity, being fucked in the asshole. Third favorite, being humiliated and treated like a pathetic little bitch. Submission levels: one hundred percent. 
 
    “Attraction to women, nonexistent. Except where her mistress is concerned, who I want her to fall head over heels in love with. Now. Attraction to men…” 
 
    She paused, striking a mock ‘thinking’ pose. 
 
    “Hmmm… how about, attraction to men. Total.” 
 
    “Holly?” Zayne had time to get out. “What are you…?” 
 
    Then a curtain seemed to fall over his mind and he found himself kneeling on the deep rug, his big boobies dangling, a look of adorable confusion on his teenage features.  
 
    “Zooey?” Zayne blinked. “Zooey, honey?” 
 
    He glanced back at Holly. 
 
    “I was just wondering, my darling little slut,” Holly trilled, “if you enjoyed sucking all those dicks while you were living on the streets?” 
 
    Zayne rolled his eyes. 
 
    Of all the dumb questions… 
 
    “You bet I did!” He giggled, raising one dainty hand to his painted lips. “God, Holly, you should’ve seen how much come I could swallow!” 
 
    He laughed, a happy, girlish laugh, and hugged his brand new body. 
 
    “That’s why I wanted you to make me into one of your pleasurebots!” He breathed, enjoying the weight of his big breasts, pushing back against his slender arms, “so I could keep sucking cock for as long as I live!” 
 
    Holly innocently raised an eyebrow. 
 
    “Mmm. So I take it you like sucking cock, Zooey?” 
 
    Zayne nodded happily, his cheeks flushed, his face alive as his robo-body automatically changed his synthetic outer form to reflect the happiness his brain was feeling. 
 
    “Holly… mistress, it’s like-it’s like I can’t explain.” He shook his gorgeous new female head in wonder, “having a strange man’s dick in my mouth… it’s the only time I feel happy!” 
 
    A thought suddenly struck him. He shot Holly a coquettish smile. 
 
    “Except for when I’m serving you, ma’am.” 
 
    Impulsively, he reached up and pinched his new nipples, rubbing them between his fingertips to make them harder. He scanned Holly’s face and was delighted to register her pupils dilating, her mouth turning dry. 
 
    Good, she deserves it. God, she’s so wonderful… 
 
    Part of him wanted to get to his feet, walk over to Holly, wiggling his hips and give her a long, lingering, lesbian kiss. But it was like his body was incapable of standing. 
 
    She must have ordered me to kneel here and now I’ve forgotten like the silly little bitch I am, Zayne thought, happily. Oh well, whatever Holly wants is what’s best… 
 
    “Good…” Holly looked at her readout of Zayne’s thoughts, “we’re nearly done here. Two more things…” 
 
    She shot Zayne a playful look. 
 
    “Do you love me, Zooey?” 
 
    Zayne nodded without hesitation, a bright smile on his pretty face. 
 
    “Excellent. How much do you love me?” 
 
    “More than anything,” Zayne gasped, his female voice coming out lusty, like music to his ears. 
 
    I’m so glad I got rid of that horrible old man body of mine… 
 
    “You’re… you’re the best person I’ve ever met, Holly,” he continued, his mind dizzy, swimming with feelings of love. “You’re kind, you’re beautiful, you’re really sexy…” 
 
    Holly giggled, waving one hand at him. 
 
    “And… and you’re just so much better than me,” Zayne finished, decisively. “I’m… I’m just a stupid whore who can’t do anything but suck dick. But you, Holly…” 
 
    He gave her a humble look. 
 
    “You’re a genius.” 
 
    There was a long silence. Across the room, Holly gently shook her head. 
 
    “I really think,” she whispered, “that you might be my masterpiece, Zooey.” 
 
    Zayne couldn’t help it. He blushed a deep shade of crimson. 
 
    She’s so fucking nice… why couldn’t I be more like her? 
 
    “But there’s just one more thing…” Holly’s voice was faraway, dreamy. “Tell me. Do you remember Lucy and Andrea?” 
 
    Zayne felt his pretty new face crease into a frown. 
 
    “Were they… were they the ones with a… y’know.” He primly pointed at his own forehead and naked ass. 
 
    Holly smiled. 
 
    “The mouth for an asshole and the cock on her head? Yes, that was them. I like to give all of my girls a special little something.” 
 
    Her eyes flitted across the room. 
 
    “Don’t I, Fifi?” 
 
    Zayne blinked up at the French maid stood silently beside him. He’d forgotten he was sharing the room with another pleasurebot. 
 
    “Oui, madam,” the maid-bot nodded. 
 
    “And would you care to show our guest…?” 
 
    The pretty young maid nodded. She turned to Zayne, reached down, and raised the hem of her dress up until he could see beneath her petticoats at the two little things tucked away between her legs. 
 
    With a start, Zayne realized that Fifi had two pussies.  
 
    “What do you think?” Murmured Holly. “Do you… like Fifi now?” 
 
    Zayne nodded his head uncertainly. 
 
    “She’s… she’s great,” he said, without enthusiasm.  
 
    Deep down, he knew that Fifi was great. Everything Holly did was great, so if she’d turned Fifi into a chimera and given her two pussies, that must also be great. 
 
    But, at the same time, he didn’t really like looking at girls. And seeing two pussies… 
 
    Zayne shuddered to himself. No. He’d much rather be looking at some naked hunk with his dick out than some random girl-bot.  
 
    “Not so long ago, Zooey,” Holly said, “a man called Zayne was in here, on that very spot your kneeling on. He sure liked Fifi. He had a real thing for pleasurebots, especially French maids.” 
 
    She slowly nodded at him. 
 
    “What do you think about that?” 
 
    For a moment, the name Zayne seemed to ring a faint bell, somewhere deep in his mind. Something about a man… a man who… who… 
 
    It was gone. Zayne sighed and shrugged his slender shoulders. 
 
    “No offense, mistress Holly,” he said, “but he was an idiot. Fifi’s nice and all, but…” 
 
    He turned a dazzling smile on his owner, on the love of his life. 
 
    “There’s only one woman in here worth having a thing for.” 
 
    Holly returned his smile. 
 
    “You’re right, he was an idiot. And he didn’t like my chimeras,” she pouted. “So I’ve decided to make a new one, in his honor. He’ll never realize it, but she’ll exist just to remind him what an idiot he was.” 
 
    Zayne nodded, happily. It sounded like a great plan to him, alright.  
 
    “Zooey, darling,” Holly went on. “I want you to be that chimera. Don’t say yes straight away, I don’t want you to act against your own will. However…” 
 
    Her eyes glinted. 
 
    “If you do say yes, you’ll make me very happy indeed.” 
 
    That settled it. Zayne didn’t need any time to think at all. 
 
    A chance to make Holly happy?! He marveled, anything! Anything to make the love of my life happy… 
 
    “Anything,” he said out loud in his soft, female voice. “The sooner the better. I want…” 
 
    He blinked back tears that were suddenly forming, pumped into his eyes along artificial ducts, designed to give his synthetic body the look of real emotion. 
 
    “I want to be one of your girls,” he confessed. “I want to work here. I want to suck as many dicks as I can. I want to be humiliated. I want to serve you…” 
 
    He bowed his pretty little head, ignoring the large breasts that poked out from his chest, ignoring his irreversibly female new form, ignoring everything but the wise, wonderful, beautiful woman before him.  
 
    “I want to exist only as your plaything,” he whispered. “A puppet you control completely. A pleasurebot whore who only exists for you to get even the tiniest bit of pleasure from. And when the day comes that you don’t find me interesting anymore…”    
 
    He closed his eyes, a feeling of pure bliss burning deep inside his circuits. 
 
    “I want you to decommission me.” 
 
    There was a pause. With a smile, Holly turned to Fifi. 
 
    “You see, Fifi?” She purred. “Why try and fight your enemies? Much better to make them want whatever you want, too.” 
 
    Zayne kept his head bowed, an ecstatic smile plastered on his plump lips. He didn’t know what Holly was talking about, and it didn’t matter.  
 
    He worshipped her. He would do anything for her. He was programmed to be her toy. 
 
    And he couldn’t be happier. 
 
    “And what I want this pathetic little whore to do,” Holly smiled, turning back to Zayne, “is to transform into something a little more fitting.” 
 
    She straightened up. 
 
    “Command override. Transformation sequence one dash forty two. Head only.” 
 
    Zayne looked humbly up at his mistress. 
 
    “Thank you,” he whispered. 
 
    Holly grinned.  
 
    “Don’t mention it.” 
 
    Then Zayne’s artificial body began to twitch, began to whirr, responding to Holly’s override. His synthetic flesh started rippling as the command spread out to every part of his body, directing it to change, to change into something more pleasing to Holly’s eyes… 
 
    There was a tiny buzzing sound, then Zayne felt two pinpricks of tenderness on the top of his head. They spread outwards, getting bigger. His hair began to move, to twitch. Zane smiled happily… 
 
    …as two big, beautiful breasts erupted out the top of his head.  
 
    They grew rapidly, swelling up, getting bigger and bigger and bigger, until they weighted on his neck and it was an effort to hold his head upright. They grew and grew, their nipples pink and long and pointed at the sky, until they dwarfed the head they sat on, two gigantic breasts that wobbled and swayed with each movement of Zayne’s synthetic head. 
 
    At last, they finally stopped growing. Zayne reached up and hesitantly touched the two heavy breasts weighing on his skull.  
 
    They were soft to the touch, tender. Their natural pertness keeping them pointed at the sky. Zayne ran his hands up them, plucked at one nipple with his fingertips and was delighted to feel a shiver run through his body.  
 
    His mistress had changed him, and it was wonderful. 
 
    “Look at that,” Holly said, “my latest chimera. Tell me, Zooey, how am I feeling, seeing you like that?” 
 
    His mind empty of all its anger, all its doubts, Zayne allowed himself to scan Holly. A smile flitted across his lips. 
 
    “You are in an advanced stage of arousal, mistress Holly. All it would take would be for some expert pressure, and you could easily achieve orgasm in under two minutes.” 
 
    “I don’t doubt it,” Holly giggled. “In that case…” 
 
    She slipped herself up onto the desk, so her feet were dangling over the edge. Then, not taking her eyes off Zayne, she gently raised her skirt, spreading her legs as she did so, revealing something dark and hidden and moist. 
 
    “Care to crawl over here and help me?” His mistress breathed. 
 
    Zayne didn’t need telling twice. 
 
    With slow, almost languid movements, he dropped down onto all fours. Then, deliberately curving his body in a way his electronic mind calculated would be visually pleasing, he crawled over to Holly, all four of his breasts wobbling as he went.  
 
    As he got closer, his computer brain started feeding him urgent streams of data: Holly’s dilation. How wet she was. Where her current pleasure centers were. How best to help his wonderful mistress achieve her orgasm.  
 
    In no time at all, he’d reached the desk. Crouched between Holly’s outstretched legs, Zayne delicately sniffed at her crotch with his cute, button nose, analyzing the reams of data in a microsecond, and coming to a conclusion about what he needed to do. 
 
    A humble smile on his face, he looked up at Holly one final time. 
 
    “Thank you, mistress,” he whispered. 
 
    Then he leaned forward, took one last sniff, opened his lips, and then he was licking Holly’s cunt. 
 
    Zayne lapped at her hole hungrily, unashamedly, letting the juices dribble over his chin, letting the sweet taste of Holly’s pussy fill his mouth.  
 
    He buried his nose right between her legs, inhaling, drinking, swallowing. Flicked his tongue over her clit, then ran it in a straight line down her slit, before plunging it deep inside her hole. 
 
    “Oh… oh God… oh yes…” Holly gasped, “oh you’re such a good little pleasurebot…” 
 
    The sounds of her pleasure instantly sent sparks of happiness dancing through Zayne. He’d finally found it. After all his years out on the streets, sucking thousands of dicks. The thing he’d always needed to find perfect happiness. 
 
    Utter submission, he thought, blissfully. I’m a pleasurebot now. I exist only to give Holly pleasure. If I’m not making her horny, I have no need to be alive.  
 
    Anything she wants is right. Anything she wants is good. She’s my mistress. My… my… 
 
    My goddess. 
 
    Then Holly gasped again and all of Zayne’s rational thoughts were washed away on a sea of pleasure.  
 
    He now derived pleasure solely from Holly’s pleasure. Never again would he be able to enjoy sex on its own terms. Never again would he be capable of taking in a sunset, or knocking back a drink, or even going to sleep and take any form of enjoyment from it. 
 
    Not unless it was giving Holly pleasure, too.  
 
    Just like he was now. 
 
    A signal fired in Zayne’s electronic mind. A calculation. Holly’s quickest path to pleasure.  
 
    Without even hesitating, he began flicking his tongue in and out of her hole, in and out as Holly bucked her hips, squeezed the big new breasts on his head in her hands, moaning wildly.  
 
    “I… I think…” she managed to get out between gasps, “I think you’re going to be the best little pleasurebot I ever owned.” 
 
    Buried between her thighs, Zayne didn’t smile. Didn’t even thank her. 
 
    He simply kept right on licking, pushing Holly towards orgasm with pinpoint precision. 
 
    He was nothing but her obedient little whore now. 
 
    And he couldn’t be happier. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    IV 
 
    “And you’re sure he left?” 
 
    Sat on the edge of her desk, Holly adjusted her glasses and smiled down at the strong, handsome black man sat before her. 
 
    “Why would I lie? It’s not like it costs me much to bribe you guys. Do you really think…” she suddenly tittered, holding the back of her hand against her lips, “that I’d go to the trouble of killing him?” 
 
    Sat in his chair, Bixby smiled. He’d known Holly for a long time now. Something as boring as death definitely wasn’t her style.  
 
    “It just seems… odd, is all. It isn’t like Zayne to go dark like this.” 
 
    Holly shrugged. 
 
    “You saw the video. I just gave him Lucy to screw and he was happy. Went away saying he’d be back sometime next month.” 
 
    She shot Bixby a practiced smile. 
 
    “I mean, I know it’s technically blackmail, but I really don’t mind the odd shakedown by you studs. Gives my girls something to do.” 
 
    Bixby thought of the faint, pleasant soreness in his big dick and allowed her a little nod. 
 
    The girls had done something for him, alright.  
 
    “Speaking of which,” Holly changed the subject, “what did you think of my latest chimera?” 
 
    “Zooey?” Bixby had to struggle to stop himself smiling. 
 
    Damn, that girl was great… 
 
    He’d arrived at the brothel following Zayne’s call and been ushered into a tiny little room by a pleasurebot with a cock growing from her forehead. Then he’d had to wait for ages, watching the various bots flit by, taking an endless stream of punters into private rooms. 
 
    He’d just been thinking idly about slipping a few credits to the girl with six breasts, when Holly had at last come in, grinning from ear to ear. 
 
    “Detective,” she’d purred, “so sorry I’m late. I was just taking care of your dashing partner.” 
 
    And when Bixby had asked her what she meant, she’d winked, then used her holo-watch to project that footage of Zayne stood outside, fucking that old 55-Z model in the ass. 
 
    You dog… Bixby remembered thinking, no wonder you were so eager to come hunting round here… 
 
    “He specifically told me to make sure his partner got the best treatment,” Holly had said lightly, “so I’ve arranged for you to have some fun with my latest model.” 
 
    Then she’d turned with a smile towards the door, and walking in, a faraway, blissful smile on her perfect features, had been the cutest little pleasurebot Bixby had ever seen… 
 
    “Detective?” Bixby blinked, Holly’s voice jogging him back to the present. “How was she?” 
 
    “Oh, yeah.” Bixby gave a little laugh. “Zooey’s… Holly, she’s something special. The way that girl can suck…” 
 
    He gave his cock a squeeze through his pants. 
 
    “I thought my prick was gonna explode.” 
 
    Holly gave him a faint smile. 
 
    “And her… additions on her head? How were they?” 
 
    In response, Bixby simply grinned.  
 
    Trust Holly to come up with something a guy didn’t even know he wanted… 
 
    After their introduction, Bixby had taken the new pleasurebot into one of those side rooms, marveling at the tits growing from her head. 
 
    They were two big, pert things that wobbled with every step, jiggling in time with her normal breasts. Bixby had given them a squeeze as the pleasurebot smiled at him, and been amazed at how good they felt in his palms.  
 
    As the detective sat in the office now, returning Holly’s smile, images of what he and Zooey had done came back to him. 
 
    Images of Zooey, his long, black cock buried so deep in her throat artificial tears started leaking down her synthetic cheeks. 
 
    Images of Zooey, bent over the desk, moaning loudly as Bixby roughly fucked her asshole, those great titties on her head bouncing in time with every thrust.  
 
    Zooey, her face covered with the detective’s sperm, her eyes closed in pure bliss as Bixby came all over her sweet head tits.  
 
    Holly’s latest chimera was a winner, alright. 
 
    “Speak of the devil,” Holly suddenly said.  
 
    Bixby looked up. It was all he could do to keep his dick from going rock hard in his pants again. 
 
    Walking across the room towards them was Zooey. She was dressed in a frilly French maid’s outfit, a silver tea tray clasped before her enormous bosom, a lacy black-and-white bra clasped firmly over her head.  
 
    She tottered on high heels that ended in the sharpest stiletto points Bixby had ever seen. Her long, smooth legs were clad in fishnet stockings. The hem of her dress stopped so high up that Bixby could see she wasn’t wearing any panties. 
 
    But the thing that really caught his eye, that really made him shake his head in wonder, was how happy she looked.  
 
    “Mistress,” Zooey breathed, setting down her tray, “I made this specially for you.” 
 
    With dainty movements, she poured Holly a tea and handed her the cup, a look of devotion on her synthetic features that even the most-submissive bots couldn’t emulate.  
 
    How does she do it? Bixby found himself wondering, it’s… it’s almost like Zooey’s real, like there’s an actual human inside her… 
 
    He shook the thought away. No point dwelling on the impossible. 
 
    “Zooey, dear,” Holly said as the pleasurebot poured Bixby a tea, “we were just talking about you.” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am?” The bot said, handing Bixby his cup.  
 
    At the sight of the stacked pleasurebot bending forwards, Bixby got a boner all over again.  
 
    “Indeed we were,” Holly purred. “The detective here was just saying how much he enjoyed your company.” 
 
    To Bixby’s surprise, the bot blushed a deep, crimson red, an embarrassed smile on her perfect features. 
 
    “I don’t know about that, ma’am,” Zooey giggled. “I’m just a worthless little slut.” 
 
    She turned adoring eyes on her mistress. 
 
    “Not a clever, wonderful, beautiful woman like you.” 
 
    Bixby watched in dazed fascination as Holly gently inclined her head, taking the compliment.  
 
    “No, I suppose you’re not. But you are a darling when it comes to making tea.” 
 
    The compliment seemed to have an intoxicating effect on Zooey. Her eyes closed. A blissful smile spread across her features. 
 
    Gently, she lowered herself to the floor, onto all fours. Then she bent forward and kissed Holly’s feet. 
 
    “I’m not worthy,” she murmured, “I’m not worthy of having such a wonderful mistress.” 
 
    “Quite right. Oh, you can stay like that, dear,” Holly added when the bot started to sit up, “I want to ask Bixby what he thinks.” 
 
    But Bixby was incapable of saying anything.  
 
    As Zooey had bent forward, her petticoats had flipped up, revealing her perfect synthetic ass and plump, synthetic pussy to the detective.  
 
    Jesus Christ, she’s incredible. I wonder how much she cost to make…? 
 
    “Looks good, doesn’t she?” Holly smiled, catching Bixby’s eyeline. “In fact, why don’t you have a go, right here, right now?” 
 
    She looked back down at Zooey. 
 
    “Slave,” she commanded, “I order you to stay in that position until Bixby here is done with you. For the next hour, his pleasure is my pleasure, got that? You will do anything he wants.” 
 
    She turned back to the detective. 
 
    “She’s all yours, detective.”  
 
    Bixby blinked at her. 
 
    “Are you sure? I mean, I already had a go. I don’t wanna keep her from work…” 
 
    “Don’t worry about it,” Holly smiled. “I need someone to break her in. After all, this little slut’s going to be seeing a lot of action soon.” 
 
    She looked down at her bot, a cruel smile on her perfect features. 
 
    “In that body, Zooey here won’t need to sleep. Won’t need to eat. She’ll be able to spend twenty-four hours a day, seven days a week fucking men, letting them come all over those big head tits of hers and fuck her tight little asshole.” 
 
    Her smile grew crueler. 
 
    “Just you wait. I’m going to have this one crawling around, licking up stale come from the cubicle floors. I’m going to let strange men piss in her mouth. And, when I use the bathroom, I’m not going to be wiping myself with toilet paper anymore.” 
 
    Her eyes glinted. 
 
    “I’m going to let this one lick my asshole clean and thank me for it.” 
 
    Her lips still pressed to Holly’s feet, the pleasurebot let out a delighted whimper. Bixby shook his head. 
 
    “You always were a sadist, weren’t you, Holly?” He marveled. “What on Earth happened to make you…” 
 
    He waved his hand. 
 
    “Y’know, like this?” 
 
    Holly simply gave him a mysterious smile. 
 
    “Something happened, all right. But it’s all in the past now.”  
 
    She absently reached down and petted Zooey’s pretty little head. 
 
    “And don’t worry about this one. After all, it’s not like she’s a real person now, is she?” 
 
    Bixby shook his head. 
 
    “No, I guess she’s not.” 
 
    “Of course not.” Holly abruptly got to her feet. “Anyway, can’t dally. Work to do. Enjoy your free fuck, detective, and don’t forget to abuse her a bit.” 
 
    She let out a cold laugh. 
 
    “The worthless little slut deserves it.” 
 
    Then she was out the door, leaving Bixby all alone with the pleasurebot.  
 
    With a soft sigh, Bixby lowered himself onto his knees behind the machine, absent-mindedly unzipping his fly. 
 
    Holly was an odd one all right. Only twenty years ago, she’d been a scientist famous for her feminist views. Then that scandal with the committee had happened (Bixby didn’t really know the ins and outs of it), and now she was a madam who seemed to take perverse pleasure in making her girl pleasurebots suffer. 
 
    “I wonder how she squares that circle,” Bixby muttered, squeezing Zooey’s synthetic ass with one hand as he did so. “Still, at least her girls know what they’re doing…” 
 
    An image rose up in his mind. Of his partner Zayne, on that security hologram, fucking that old pleasurebot in the alley. He smiled. 
 
    Zayne… he chuckled to himself, get you… always acting high and mighty about the pleasurebots, and really you’re as addicted to them as we are… 
 
    He wondered idly where his partner was right now. Off somewhere else with that bot, probably, enjoying danger sex in another alleyway across town. He’d turn up, eventually. 
 
    “Right,” he said out loud, gripping his thick black dick in his hand, “bend forward. I’m gonna give you the fucking of a lifetime.” 
 
    Before him, the pleasurebot giggled. She turned and shot a perfectly-simulated ‘come hither’ over one shoulder at him. 
 
    “Your wish,” purred Zooey, “is my command.” 
 
    Then she angled her hips perfectly to allow Bixby’s cock access to her artificial womb, dilated her hole so it would be just tight enough for the black man’s tastes, and then Bixby leaned forward and the two detectives were fucking.  
 
    One room over, Holly watched the display on her security hologram, a demonic smile on her heavenly features.  
 
    Her eyes flicked greedily over the image. Of Zayne, now trapped forever as a grotesque chimera, getting fucked roughly by his ex-partner and loving every single minute of it. 
 
    “I think…” she whispered to herself, delighted, “that these next few years are going to be very fun indeed.” 
 
    Back in the office, Zayne smiled blissfully as Bixby abused his new body, his mind full of calculations on how to make the black man come faster, harder, longer than he ever had before.  
 
    He was a pleasurebot now. He existed only to give others pleasure. 
 
    And he couldn’t wait to spend the rest of his life with strange men’s dicks inside him.  
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    Afterword 
 
    In most of my books, I try to hit a balance in the erotic scenes between humor, horror, and a twisted sort of romance. Out of everything I’ve written, this is probably the book that walks the finest line between all three. Of course Zayne’s situation is horrible. Of course it’s so surreally-perverse that it’s almost comic. But I think there’s something else, too.  
 
    I’m not 100 percent sure how to describe it. A sense of genuine love for the woman doing this to him, maybe? True feelings for the goddess capable of transforming him into a literal sex-object. There’s nothing particularly attractive about the idea of breasts growing on someone’s head (to me, at least), but the idea of allowing someone that level of power over you? The power to reshape you into anything they want you to be?  
 
    That, my darlings, is hot. 
 
    Anyways. I wrote this book as my little satire on the state of body issues and all that jazz in the world today. Anyone who watches the news might find the idea of an all-male panel deciding the fate of women’s bodies to be strangely familiar… but I’m not here to talk politics. If you just want to enjoy my humble little ebook as a tale about a transformed man forced to debase himself for a kinky goddess, I’m totally happy with that. 
 
    (In fact, once you’ve paid for it, I’m totally happy with you printing it off and using the pages to line your cat’s litterbin, if that’s what you want to do.)  
 
    Lastly, just a quick note to say thank you all for buying and reading my books, and showing an oddball like me that there’s a real audience out there for her weird little fantasies. If you’re interested in learning more about me, check out my blog, or sign up for my mailing list. Everyone who does so gets a free TG ebook!  
 
    Alternatively, keep on reading for a free short story… 
 
    Lisa out! X 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    FREE short story: Your Very Own TG Adventure 
 
    Bzzt. 
 
    Your phone buzzes on the bedside table, the noise faintly echoing around your dark apartment. Propped up on the pillows, you frown to yourself. 
 
    Who could that be…? 
 
    It’s late. You were about to go to sleep, get some shut eye for that big day at the office tomorrow. For a moment, you think about just ignoring it, waiting till tomorrow… 
 
    Maybe it’s Anne. 
 
    The thought is enough to both excite and faintly terrify you.  
 
    Anne. You haven’t spoken to her in weeks, not since… what? That party at Mick and Sue’s? Boy, that was awkward. Making small talk like that in the kitchen, while the shouts and laughter drifted in from the yard. You shoulda just made your excuses and gone back to join the rest of them. 
 
    But she just looked so… lost, didn’t she? All dressed in white, her long, blond hair sort of throwing back the glow of the little candles Sue had stuck up everywhere (something to do with that hygge shit you keep hearing about). Her blue eyes shiny like she’d been crying. Be honest, it made you feel guilty, didn’t it?  
 
    After all, you’re kinda the reason she’s been so down lately. 
 
    Abruptly, you pick up your phone, derailing your own train of thought. 
 
    We don’t need to think about that right now… 
 
    You give the phone a little shake, summoning its latest alert onto the screen… 
 
    …and feel a faint pang of disappointment.  
 
    The little email envelope signal shines back at you, a white dot in the darkness of your room. So, not Anne, then. She would text, or maybe hit you up with WhatsApp. Nobody emails these days. 
 
    Probably work. You think. I’ll check it tomorrow. 
 
    But something, a strange, alien little urge, makes you open the email. You scan the byline: 
 
    ON THE BLOG: A BREATHTAKING NEW TG TALE! 
 
    Hey, sissies! The message reads. 
 
    Just a little message to let you know I’ve got a brand new free TG short story up on my blog! This one’s called Your Very Own TG Adventure, and I think you’ll agree it’s one of my most powerfulstories 
 
    So that’s it. It’s just an automated email from that blog you follow. The one by that TG writer you secretly like. You get her books from Amazon sometimes. She’s OK.  
 
    You read the rest of the message with a feeling of detachment. You’re surprised at how disappointed you feel. How much you wanted the email to be from Anne. Just like in the old days, when she’d message you late at night, asking if you were still up. The old days, when you’d message each other back and forth till 5 in the morning. 
 
    The old days, when she’d sometimes send you special pictures of herself. Pictures you were meant to show to no-one else… 
 
    You click the link to the blog and start reading. 
 
    Maybe it’ll take my mind off things… 
 
    You’re about to settle in for a short little tale when you let out a groan of disappointment. 
 
    Shit.  
 
    It’s all in the second person. Just by glancing at the first paragraph, you can see the word You littered about it like weeds choking up a beloved little garden. You, You, You, over and over and over. 
 
    You nearly give up. Nearly stop reading. Stories in the second person are so annoying. You fucking hate this shit. It’s just something writers do to feel clever. You’ve got half a mind to just switch your phone off and forget all about that author’s email… 
 
    And then you notice it. Really notice it. The opening paragraph.  
 
    And your blood run colds.   
 
    “Your phone buzzes on the bedside table, the noise faintly echoing around your dark apartment,” it reads. “Propped up on the pillows, you frown to yourself…” 
 
    You blink at the words, glowing on your screen. They seem to swim before you, like they’re about to drift away into the vast white ocean surrounding them. 
 
    What the…? 
 
    Uneasily, you look around. You’re not sure what you’re expecting to see. One of your colleagues from work, half-hidden behind the drapes, laughing at you, maybe. But there’s nothing. Just the faint, dark shapes of your bedroom. 
 
    It’s just a coincidence, you think, little pinpricks of worry trickling over your skin, you’re just jumpy from thinking about Anne… 
 
    You force up a little chuckle. Yeah, that’s gotta be it. Nerves. If the guys at work knew you’d freaked out like this over some dumb internet story… 
 
    You turn back to your phone with a rueful smile. Keep reading.  
 
    And feel your eyes go wide in horror.  
 
    No! This-this is impossible…! 
 
    It’s all there. In the text of this random writer’s story. Your entire evening so far, etched onto the screen in soft, gray letters. 
 
    Describing the kinky fate you’re about to suffer at the hands of a TG curse… 
 
    To read the rest of this free short story, follow this link to my blog. No registration, no fees, no tricks. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Like what you’ve read? You’ll love this FREE extract from my latest novel of gender transformation and darkly erotic encounters… 
 
    Gender-Swapped at the Beach Party 
 
    “Hey,” whispered Theo, unhappily. 
 
    Leonard slowly stood up, his pretty new mouth dangling open. He looked over the girl who used to be Theo, his eyes tracing the outline of her breasts, of her hips, of her ass. 
 
    Wordlessly, he looked into his friend’s soft blue eyes.  
 
    “Theo?” He whispered, barely even noticing how high-pitched his voice was. “Jesus Christ, you’re… you’re…” 
 
    He stared back down at Theo’s body, unable to believe what he was seeing. 
 
    “You’re beautiful.”  
 
    The supermodel British girl shot him a wan smile that couldn’t help but look perfect to Leonard’s eyes.  
 
    Christ, she’s the sort of girl I used to dream about… 
 
    “Thanks,” muttered Theo. “You’re not so bad yourself.” 
 
    “I mean it,” Leonard went on, ignoring his friend. “The pill. It’s made you… made you…” 
 
    He shook his head in wonder. 
 
    “Theo,” he confessed, shocked at what he was about to say, “you’re the hottest girl I’ve ever seen.” 
 
    Theo glanced down at his new body. Leonard watched as the stunning blond before him hesitantly reached up and gave her boobs a little squeeze. 
 
    “Yeah,” she said, “I guess… I mean, your boobs are much nicer. Mine are all small, and…” 
 
    She suddenly shook her head.  
 
    “What am I doing?” The girl who used to be Theo wailed, looking back to Leonard, “I’m even talking like a girl now!” 
 
    “It’s probably the pills,” Leonard said, hurriedly, “I mean, who knows what they can do to our brains if they can do this to our…” 
 
    He trailed off. Theo was looking at him like he thought he was going mad. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Have…” the girl who used to be Theo swallowed. “Have you looked in a mirror, recently?” 
 
    Leonard rolled his eyes. 
 
    “You know I haven’t. I only just crawled under to check on you. And now you’re…” 
 
    “Well, maybe you should. In a mirror. Like, right now.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    But the girl before him simply shook her pretty little head, her eyes wide. Uneasily, Leonard turned to the cubicle door. 
 
    Oh well, I guess we couldn’t stay in here forever. At least there’s two of us now if someone walks in… 
 
    For a second, he hesitated. He really didn’t want to be seen like this. But what choice did he have? 
 
    Leonard opened the door.  
 
    The shower room was as empty as when they arrived, the only sign of life the two topless girls now peering nervously out the open cubicle.  
 
    Then Leonard turned to the mirror running the whole length of the opposite wall and felt his heart nearly stop in his generous chest. 
 
    The glass was still slightly fogged from all the showers guys had taken earlier. But it was clear enough by now. Clear enough for Leonard to see, to see the girl he had become.   
 
    No… his brain thought, weakly, no fucking way… 
 
    There, in the distant mirror, was perhaps the most-beautiful girl Leonard had ever seen. 
 
    She was maybe 18, with long, flowing dark hair that fell in lines down either side of her olive-skinned face. Her cheekbones were sharp and high, her eyes dark and inviting, like two black pools you wanted to immerse yourself in forever.  
 
    She had plump, red lips. Slender, heavenly legs. A tight waist. Wide, curvy hips and a shapely ass to die for.  
 
    Her breasts were spectacular. Two big, plump things that stuck out from her slender frame, pert and true. She had a slightly fuller figure than her blond companion, but not in a bad way. In a way that highlighted her curves, her hourglass shape, her breathtaking beauty.  
 
    She looked like a supermodel. Like someone you’d see in an expensive perfume commercial for a Latin fragrance.  
 
    She was dark. She was tanned. She was gorgeous.  
 
    And she was him.  
 
    Leonard couldn’t help it. 
 
    He screamed.  
 
    Continue reading at Amazon.com… 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Like transformation tales with a dark and kinky edge? Check out this free extract from my disturbing gender-transformation fantasy… 
 
    Gender Swap Land 
 
    “Queen Lucy…” Roy clutched his strong hands together. “Please, I-I beg you…” 
 
    “Bo-ring,” the female voice sang. 
 
    A note of mischief entered it. 
 
    “Hey, let’s make this more interesting. If you can get past the boundary stone by the time I count to ten, I promise not to transform you.” 
 
    Roy blinked. This was unheard of. 
 
    “You… you really mean it?” 
 
    “One…” the voice replied with a giggle. “Two… three…” 
 
    Roy didn’t need telling twice. 
 
    As the girl’s voice counted off, he dropped the suitcase, and took off for the boundary stone, desperately trying to cover that final hundred yards.  
 
    “Four… five…” 
 
    His feet slapped against the tarmac, echoing across the empty fields. The wind plucked at his thinning hair. His heart hammered in his middle-aged chest. 
 
    Roy ran for his life. 
 
    “Six… seven…” 
 
    There it was! Just ahead… it was going to be close, maybe too close. But it was just there! 
 
    Roy bent double, pumping his legs. Surely he was fast enough! Surely there was enough-! 
 
    “EightNineTen!” The voice suddenly shrieked with glee. 
 
    “NO!” The words exploded out of Roy, burning in his chest. “NO!” 
 
    But it was too late. As soon as the word ten had been uttered, his legs stopped moving, his body come to a stop against its will, unable to move another inch without his goddess’s permission. 
 
    Helplessly, Roy looked at the boundary marker, now just five feet from his toes. 
 
    “But I was almost-!” He whimpered. 
 
    There was a giggle deep inside his ear. 
 
    “Who cares?” 
 
    The voice hardened. 
 
    “Time for you to change, mister.” 
 
    “No! Lucy… Queen! You… you can’t…” 
 
    But it was already too late. 
 
    There was a sound, like a windchime tinkling. A gust of breeze blew off the field, swirling round Roy. The frightened, middle aged man looked down at his hands… 
 
    …and screamed out loud. 
 
    Roy’s hands were changing. Where, only moments ago, he’d had two big, meaty things, their flesh red and raw from constantly scrubbing Marie-Anne’s dishes, he now had two small, dainty ones with soft palms and little fingers. 
 
    As Roy looked on in numb horror, he saw his wrists shrink down. Shrink and keep shrinking until you could’ve taken them in your palms and snapped them like a twig.  
 
    “What… what are you doing to me?” He squeaked. 
 
    The little giggle came in his ear again. 
 
    “You’ll soon find out…” The voice suddenly turned hard. “I save the best punishments for boys who try to escape.” 
 
    Roy was getting smaller. His body shed inches at an alarming rate, dropping down past 6ft, past 5ft… The fences either side of the road rose in his vision, sweeping away from him into the sky. 
 
    “Stop… please stop…” 
 
    But in his brain, he just kept right on repeating the same old mantra. 
 
    Queen Lucy is the best! I love Queen Lucy! She’s so wonderful and-and pure! 
 
    The changings were spreading now, affecting every part of Roy’s body, making his skin twitch and shiver. 
 
    His shoulders dragged inwards with a grinding sound, becoming narrower and narrower until they were almost slender. His arms and legs shed muscle, grew shorter and weaker. 
 
    His broad chest collapsed inwards, leaving only a flat, hairless thing, devoid of strength.  
 
    And still Roy kept right on shrinking. 
 
    He shrank as his jawline collapsed, becoming soft and round and innocent.  
 
    He shrank as his eyes widened, his nose became smaller, and all the tiny male hairs all over his body vanished, leaving him bald except for the very top of his head. 
 
    He shrank as white-blond hair suddenly exploded from his scalp, tumbling over his shoulders before knitting itself into two cute pigtails that fell either side of his soft, fresh face. 
 
    “Good.” The female voice said. “You’re looking better already.” 
 
    With a whimper, Roy closed his eyes. He could already guess where this was going. 
 
    The changes picked up speed. In quick succession, Roy’s penis and testicles shot back inside him, leaving smooth skin between his legs. His voice shot up in pitch. His adult teeth all sucked back into his gums, suddenly replaced by weak little milk teeth.  
 
    There was a roar of wind and his clothes reshaped themselves, knitting themselves into something pink and frilly and yucky that made Roy want to start crying.  
 
    Finally, there was a sound like Velcro ripping and something opened up between his legs. Something no man should ever have… 
 
    …but, of course, Roy was no longer a man. 
 
    Twenty seconds after it had started, the spell was over. There was one last blast of wind that made Roy feel as if his light new body was going to topple over, and then there was no more Roy left at all. 
 
    In his place, there now stood an adorable little girl… 
 
    Continue reading at Amazon.com… 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Also by Lisa Change 
 
    * 
 
    The Boy Who Became a School Girl 
 
    All his life, 18-year old Noah has been the outcast. Bullied at school. Only friends with girls. Unable to act on his hidden feelings for the hunky boys around him… until now. 

One day, something happens that will change Noah’s life, and the lives of everyone around him, forever. After his best friend Myra jokingly reads from an old spell book, Noah finds himself transformed into a beautiful girl. In the blink of an eye, this shy young boys goes from being bullied, effeminate Noah to Nora, the prettiest, most-popular girl at school!

But Myra’s spell has had some unexpected side-effects. Even as Noah begins to enjoy life as a cute teenage girl, he finds himself slowly falling for one of the muscular jocks who used to bully him. Will this gender-swapped boy be able to resist Caden’s advances? Or will he find himself embarking on a transgender romance as thrilling as it is heartbreaking?  
 
    Buy now 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Turned Into His Sister’s Maid 
 
    Chris is an ordinary teenage boy who enjoys nothing more than annoying his younger sister. But when their parents go on vacation to Costa Rica, Jasmine decides to get her revenge in the kinkiest way possible. She uses a birthday wish to turn Chris into her sexy maid!

Trapped as the gorgeous Christina, Chris is forced to wear a skimpy French maid’s outfit and obey his sister’s every command. Utterly obedient and constantly horny, he’s made to scrub floors, humiliate himself in public and sexually service other men. With the whole school coming round for Jasmine’s birthday bash, will Chris be able to keep his new identity a secret? Or will he be outed as a little sissy in front of all his friends? 
 
    Buy now 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    He Became Her Slave Girl 
 
    Harry thinks he’s got it all: a good job, a shy obedient wife, and a beautiful mistress who’ll do whatever he wants. Then one evening his wife Charley discovers a magic ring that turns her into a goddess. Confronted with her husband’s infidelities, she uses her new powers to extract a dark and kinky revenge: she turns Harry into her willing slave girl. 

Now trapped as busty airhead Harriet, Harry must obey his wife’s every whim – no matter how filthy! Dressed in a gold bikini top and tiny satin skirt, it’s finally Harry’s turn to be the obedient one; kissing his wife’s feet, worshiping the ground she walks on, and even servicing other men… 
 
    Buy now 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    About the Author 
 
    Lisa Change specializes in stories of gender transformation. Her favorite books feature strong men losing their masculinity and becoming weak and submissive women. Among other kinky interests, she's obsessed by forced male pregnancy, feminization, gender swap servitude, men turned into maids, sexual orientation reversal, bimbofication and magical age regression.  
 
    If you've ever wondered what it would be like to feel your masculinity slipping away as you slowly transform into a beautiful, obedient woman, these books are for you...  
 
    To see hot new releases, read kinky free short stories and keep up to date with news visit Lisa at her brand new blog. 
 
    * 
 
    If you like what you’ve read, why not leave a review? Your recommendations will help others discover the naughtiest gender-swap tales on Amazon. 
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