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CHAPTER 1:

"When a young man arrives at the Brookings Rehabilitation Institute there is a natural feeling of trepidation about what lies ahead for him. All of these individuals have been in and out of various correctional facilities for much of their lives  so confinement is not troubling to them as it is a familiar environment. Their apprehension stems from the uncertainty about what sets this institution apart from any other correctional facility they might have known. That is why soothing music and calming subliminal messages are piped into their holding cells while awaiting their turn to begin the rehabilitation process. Medications are also discretely mixed into their food to further ensure a peaceful frame of mind throughout the entire process."

The voice was very calm and pleasing but the images on the screen portrayed a rather stark maximum security prison where the inmates were kept naked and manacled around the clock.

"The first step in their remarkable journey is the biological reassignment tank. Here the troubled young man begins his beautiful transformation into womanhood and leaves his dark past behind him. It is a wonderful feeling of cleansing and rebirth. In less than two months of treatment all vestiges of his troubled past are wiped away, along with any physical similarity to the male body he once inhabited with so much sorrow and grief."

From looking at the video it was a little hard to tell how beautiful the process was to the young men floating in large glass containers but the narrator certainly did a good job of selling it.

"Once the amazing metamorphosis is complete the young men...now young ladies, are finally ready to begin the training that will make them happy and productive members of society at last. No longer social misfits these girls are carefully prepared to serve and delight their new masters for years to come. Instead of a life of trouble and crime and incarceration they will now lead lives of purpose and pleasure. What more could anyone want than that? The Brookings Rehabilitation Institute...changing the world one woman at a time."

The lights in the boardroom were switched on and Kyle Lansdale, the CEO of Brookings Inc., went around the table looking for feedback on the promotional video they had all just watched.

"I think it was very good," said one of the board members. "The narration is quite positive and uplifting while the visuals don't particularly sugar coat anything. And we give them just enough science to look impressive without turning into some boring classroom lecture that nobody would understand anyway. My only suggestion would be to maybe punch up the music with something a little less industrial. More inspirational or something."

"I agree completely, if this is primarily a tool to attract potential investors, but from a sales standpoint I think we'd be better off without all the back story," another member chimed in. "I mean, does the consumer really want to be reminded that his new sex toy was actually a man, and a juvenile delinquent no less, just a few months ago? I think we should emphasize the benefits of the merchandise. If you buy a couch you don't care how it was made you just want it to look nice and be comfortable to sit on."

"Your point's well taken and we definitely need to get really serious about marketing now that we're so close to putting the product on the shelf," said Lansdale. "This is more of a an investors pitch and somewhat of a public service announcement to quell any lingering fears about the humanitarian aspects of the project. What do you think Dave? You've been unusually quiet so far."

"I think that my soul will probably end up in hell for being involved with this thing at all but since we've gone this far we need to figure out how to market this and damn quickly because the warehouses are filling up fast," said Dave Morgan, getting a few laughs from the board who assumed he was being amusing.

"Agreed. Marketing needs to be a top priority. Jim, I want your people getting to work on that right away. I think this video demonstration is perfect for some needs but we've got to think beyond the institutional level and do some selling," said the CEO.

There was a little more business and then the meeting broke up. Everyone seemed in pretty good spirits as they headed for the door but Kyle Lansdale took Dave Morgan aside letting the others filter out.

"You were kidding about that going to hell business weren't you?" asked Kyle with a smile on his face.

"Was I? I don't know sometimes," said Dave, staring off into space.

"Hey, we couldn't have gotten this far without you buddy, you know that. You really put the pieces together and navigated that legal landmine in a way that I don't think anybody else could have done. There's nothing to be ashamed about. Like the videos says, we're taking trouble makers who had no future and giving them a purpose in life. If that isn't rehabilitation I don't know what is."

"I suppose," Dave replied without much conviction in his voice. "Still, it's not like these are hardened criminals, most of them are basically just kids who've had a pretty tough life. We may be giving them a purpose and keeping them out of jail but I think most men would probably choose life in prison if the alternative meant cutting their dicks off."

"That's what most men would say in a hypothetical situation but to these punks prison is a very real and tangible thing. It's no picnic and it doesn't get better the longer you're in there. I shouldn't have to be telling you this by this point. You've seen the studies. You've read all the psychological data," Kyle reminded him. "No one's forcing you to do anything you know. If you want to walk away now you'll be properly compensated. We all appreciate the work you've done so far but I need everybody on the same page. We're about to put the product on the market. If you've got cold feet better to get out now."

"I'm just a little tired, I guess," said Dave softly. "Been pushing pretty hard."

"I know, we all have," said Kyle, putting a friendly hand on Dave's shoulder. "Fortunately all of that hard work is about to pay off. I'd hate to think of you missing out on the big reward."

The message was clear to Dave. The time for moral qualms and hand wringing was long past. The product was about to go to market, yet Dave still had a hard time thinking of these unfortunate youths as a product. Still, this is what he had signed up for and there was no point in protesting now. The project was going to go ahead with or without him. Might as well stick around and cash in. If his soul was damned it was already damned. Better to have gotten something worthwhile out of selling it.


CHAPTER 2:

To enter the Brookings Rehabilitation Institute one needed to meet certain criteria. For one thing you needed to be as close to 18 as possible. By that point your options in the juvenile justice system would be exhausted and your next crime would land you in adult prison. If you were much older your female "shelf life" was potentially too short to be of commercial value and studies showed that the older the inmate was the more difficult it would be to make the transformation.

Secondly you had to score at a certain level on a number of tests. This was really the backbone of the whole project. Dr. Brookings had spent years trying to come up with a definitive profile of the criminal mind. His tests had been hailed as a great breakthrough for science and humanity in general. It was believed that his tests could identify, with remarkable accuracy, who was capable of being reformed in the justice system and who was hopelessly beyond redemption. With crime rates at epic levels and prisons badly overcrowded the government had jumped at the opportunity to "take a bite out of a crime" in a most inventive, and potentially profitable way.

Third, you needed to be poor enough to not be able to afford a good lawyer. That part was very easy for most of these young men because they came from the worst backgrounds imaginable. There were probably plenty of maladjusted youths from wealthy families who would turn up on the Brookings test as unredeemable but they had the money and the connections to stay out of any real trouble. Nobody wanted to go out of their way to generate controversy or negative publicity. If these kids disappeared from the streets one day nobody would miss them. Nobody would care. One less punk to steal their hubcaps.

That was pretty much all you needed to have your life and your identity taken away from you forever. Dave Morgan wondered how he had ever gotten mixed up in such a dreadful business. Then he remembered how easy it had been to rationalize the thing as a boon to mankind. He didn't blink when the company touted the benefits of being a sex slave to being a lifetime convict. The money just kept pouring in. Whatever he needed he got. It was basically a big blank check all the way. He had been making a good living as a top corporate lawyer but now he was moving up into a different class entirely.

Once his stock options kicked in he could retire in his mid-forties and do damn near anything he liked for the rest of his life without lifting a finger again. That was a pretty hard thing to turn down. He hadn't turned it down. He knew he wouldn't now.

Maybe all the hype was true. Maybe these people really would be happier once they adjusted to their new condition. There had to be worse things than having sex for a living. Or maybe that was just more rationalizing. Right now he needed to concentrate on the warranty. There was a lot of debate about what the return policy should be and what sort of actions might invalidate the purchase agreement. It wasn't really exactly the same as buying a couch in that one was buying the "use" of another human being. The couch didn't think or have feelings. It wasn't going to get up and try to sneak away in the middle of the night or grab a kitchen knife and stab you in your bed. These were all legal issues that had to be considered.

There would no doubt be a learning process involved. This was new and untested. The whole process of reengineering males to become females was new, in and of itself, without the thorny situation of then turning around and selling them on the open market. It was obviously dehumanizing but that was sort of the point. Everyone has a breaking point so if you can break an angry and troubled young man down enough to become a docile and obedient woman you will have solved a major problem in the world today. That seemed all fine and good, but Dave couldn't help but wonder whether there would still be some of that trouble and anger left bubbling below the surface. Only time would tell and that time was coming soon as Launch Day was looming just around the corner.


CHAPTER 3:

"All right...ladies...some of you bitches are going to get sold pretty soon and that's just fine with me. And I know there's a lot of talk around this place about rehabilitation but frankly I think it's all bullshit. Cutting your balls off will probably take some of the fight out of you but you're still born losers and that's all you'll ever be in my book. And whether you turn over a new leaf and find some sort of redemption in your new life is completely irrelevant to me. I don't give a rat's ass what happens to you once you leave this place. The only thing I care about is that you never come back. I don't care what the official return policy is. If any of you stupid whores ever get sent back here, for any reason, I will make it my personal business to fuck you up royally. Do you understand?"

"Yes sir," the girls shouted in unison.

"Good. You may be dumb but hopefully you're not totally stupid. When you get sold you better fuck and suck like your life depends on it because it just may sweeties. It just may. I like my job and I want to keep it and my job is to see that the merchandise rolls off the line in good working order so if a customer is unhappy with you that will make me unhappy with you and I promise you that you don't want to make me unhappy with you. Now get to your training stations on the double!"

Clay "Bull" Bradley was as tough as they come. Bald, big, built and mean he had been a prison guard for as long as he could remember. In fact he had been born in prison, the mother of a junkie prostitute, something he had spent his entire life trying to live down. He hated criminals and the world they came from. He didn't care about rehabilitation, he believed in punishment. He had dealt with some of the toughest criminals on record and had the scars to show for it. This was a very different kind of assignment but the money was fantastic and he would be eligible for a pension in just a couple of years. Just a couple of years of dealing with these largely harmless queer freaks and he could pack it all in and buy a cabin by a lake somewhere.

And the job did have a unique fringe benefit. Where else could you be employed where you were actually encouraged to fuck the inmates? Well, if not encouraged certainly not discouraged in any way. It was all good for their training and some of these newly minted bitches were pretty damn hot. He had no idea what the science was behind the whole thing and didn't really care. The fact that he could just grab any prisoner he wanted, bend her over, and fuck her brains out only added to his already strong sense of authority over them. They may or may not behave as a result of their reprogramming but they sure as hell better behave out of fear of what Bull would do to them if they didn't. He knew that fear was a great motivator.

It didn't really bother him that he knew all of these women as men originally. If the men thought about it so much the better. It just reinforced Bull's dominance over them. That was one reason why he usually chose to ass fuck them. It was a symbol of ultimate superiority. The ancient Romans understood that and often took their male slaves anally. It wasn't considered a homosexual act as long as the slave owner was always in the dominant position. Bull wasn't an intellectual but he did have a passion for Roman history, especially the battles and campaigns of the great generals and the savage intensity of the gladiator arena. He often wondered how he would have fared as a gladiator and figured that he probably wouldn't have been half bad. He was probably right.

He knew he'd never be rich enough to actually buy one of these whores for himself but he took a great deal of satisfaction in knowing that he had fucked all of them for free. Better than free since he was on the clock while doing it. It amused him to know that the rich and powerful were getting his sloppy seconds. He could get his share of real women on the outside anyway and he always took a good deal of pride in bragging that he never had to pay for it. His father was obviously some pathetic slob who had paid for it and Bull had no desire to emulate him, whoever he might be.


CHAPTER 4:

There had been some debate about whether or not to give the merchandise individual names. Some thought that it would be easier to sell a product that had a sexy name attached to it but others pointed out that when you bought a dog or a cat or a goldfish you usually preferred to name it yourself. A compromise had been reached to divide the girls up by "model" type. You were part of the "Candi" product line or the "Bambi" product line and so on. The marketing people made the designation based on facial features and body type. It helped the consumer who already had a general idea of what they wanted to narrow their search. If you were in the market for a convertible sports car you didn't need to waste your time looking at a minivan.

As far as the institute was concerned they were all just inmates and issued a serial number like any other correctional facility would do. This number was actually tattooed to the bottom of the left foot of each prisoner. You may only spend a few months at Brookings but you were their product for the rest of your life.

Prisoner A0027 was one of the earliest batches of prisoners who had gone through the program so she had been in training for quite some time. It was actually kind of surprising to be that low a number and still be alive. There had been quite a few mishaps along the way. The earliest testing had actually been conducted on homeless people who had been abducted off the street, but that wasn't something you would ever read about in a Brookings brochure or see featured in one of their videos. Trial and error was an unfortunate part of the experimental process and some failures along the line were to be expected. By now the system was really starting to get in a good groove and accidents were pretty rare.

Life for A0027, Jonathan McCormick in previous life, consisted primarily of training sessions of various types. That could be anything from a lecture on the proper way to act like a female to a vigorous session in what was jokingly dubbed the "exercise yard," a fantastical room full of automated sex machines. It was kind of a cross between a medieval torture room and a kinky Hollywood sex pad. A day rarely went by when A0027 didn't get a pretty serious pounding from an automated dildo or two. Once you were strapped down and the machine turned on there was nothing you could do to stop it. Sometimes it hurt and sometimes it felt kind of good, in spite of everything. The room was always full of girly screams and moans and tears and whimpers. It got so loud in there sometimes that the staff took to the habit of wearing hearing protectors or ear plugs to block out the noise. The girls were offered no such option.

Today A0027 was chained to a device that resembled a schoolyard teeter-totter. It was just a steel bar mounted to a post with manacles for both hands and feet. Sometimes you were placed there on your back and other times you lay face down on the bar. Today she was face down with her legs dangling over the side, knees bent back, and arms fully extended. It was sort of the position a competitive bike rider might have adopted for a race, aside from the locking cuffs on the wrists and ankles.

Behind her was a simple device that consisted of a motor and a piston rod. At the end of the rod one could attach a single dildo for either anal or vaginal penetration or a dual plate arrangement that allowed for both orifices to be penetrated simultaneously. Today she was getting a double dose.

It was uncomfortable as hell as there was no padding of any kind on the steel bar and squirming in the manacles could be pretty painful as well. The exercise itself was designed with multiple purposes in mind. First it prepared the girl physically for whatever sort of banging she was likely to get from her new master. Since the machines could fuck longer, harder, and faster than any human the girl should find real life fornication all the easier to handle.

Secondly it was intended to dehumanize the girl. The industrial setting and the cold mechanical nature of things helped to reinforce the idea of being a product on an assembly line instead of a real person. Workers in white lab coats took notes and made adjustments to the machines, seemingly oblivious to the fact that naked girls were being sexually stimulated right in front of them. The workers were just doing their assigned tasks as the prisoners were doing theirs. Better for the girls to think of sex as a job or a duty they had to perform. Somebody might luck out and get a more kindly owner but the odds were pretty good that they were going to be treated like a robot or a machine so better that they think of themselves that way from the start.

It was also hoped that this kind of public display would drive away any remaining feelings of shame or embarrassment over the anatomical changes the prisoner had undergone. The inmates were kept naked at all times, aside from whatever restraints may be placed on them, and their nudity was a constant reminder of their new gender. It was also a reminder of their new purpose in life. They may have been born men with their own unique hopes and dreams but they had been "remanufactured" as sex toys.

For A0027 it was already becoming hard to remember that old life. Jonathan had come here as a terrified teenager, just days after reaching the legal age of adulthood. As criminals went Jonathan was pretty much what you would call a "petty" crook but there were enough arrests to establish a pattern and of course the Brookings testing system had labeled him a likely repeat offender for life so that had sealed his fate.

The actual process of conversion was a completely surreal experience. The time spent in the sensory deprivation tank and the drugs that were periodically administered had kept him in a haze for some length of time. There was an awareness that something wasn't right, that some kind of change was taking place, but it all felt like a dream. It wasn't until the process was completed that he had finally come to realize that he was now a she.

Even without the heavy drugs it still seemed so impossible to believe. It must be a nightmare. But as time went by it was difficult to deny the obvious. The heavy breasts and the absence of a penis rather clearly demonstrated that this was a very different body.

She had cried a lot for the first few days after becoming a girl but that only seemed to delight the guards who took every opportunity to make fun of her for it. It also seemed to make them more inclined to come into her cell for a quickie so she had learned pretty fast not to make herself any more conspicuous than necessary.

The sex had been surprisingly easy to ignore in her mind. She was totally helpless. A prisoner in chains and the victim of a diabolic medical procedure which she wasn't even totally aware of until it was done. They had taken away everything when they had taken away her manhood so what difference did it make now what they did to her? She didn't have to do anything but take it, just like the way she was taking it on the machine right now. You get used to it. You don't attach anything important to it. It looked like people were planning to stick things inside her quite a bit from now on so that was just the way it was going to be.

Suicide was the logical way out but that was easier said than done when you were kept naked, restrained and under constant supervision. And suicide wasn't really in her nature. Better to go down fighting, but you had to have a chance to fight. Getting out of this shithole was the main thing. No matter how rich her owner might be the odds were pretty good that he wouldn't have the kind of security that existed in this place.

Go ahead and drill me, laugh at me, slap me around, whatever, she thought as the double dong slammed into her holes with relentless energy. Someday somebody is going to slip up and then I'm gone. One mistake, one careless moment was all it took.


CHAPTER 5:

When Launch Day finally arrived there was a big party at the institute. The merchandise was finally ready to go on sale and the mood was quite festive. A lot of money and time had gone into this project and there were certainly moments along the way when things looked bleak but they had persevered and now they were about to be rewarded for their efforts. Even Dr. Brookings was there and he was virtually never to be seen in the facility that bore his name.

"Well folks, it's been a long journey," said Kyle Lansdale as he hoisted his glass in a toast to one person and then another. "Everybody here has played an important part in making this day possible. So with no further ado let's bring out the merchandise!"

Several large doors opened and a series of trolley-carts were wheeled in. They sort of resembled the kind of rolling clothes racks that one saw being pushed around in the garment district of a large city except that instead of clothing hanging from the racks there were naked girls. Each girl was surrounded by a steel frame that formed a silhouette from head to toe. Attached to the inside of the frame were cuffs that secured the arms, legs and neck. The top of the frame had a ring which was fastened to a hook so the girls gently swayed a bit from side to side as the cart was pushed along. It was kind of a comical appearance if you could get past the point that these were human beings about to be sold into slavery, which most of the guests at this party had little trouble doing.

The dehumanizing process hadn't only worked on the victims. So much effort was made to convince the girls that they were just merchandise that it didn't take long for the people who worked around them all the time to think the same. This could have been a car company unveiling its new line for the year. Everyone was feeling pretty good right about now and the champagne was flowing freely. The vast majority of the staff were men and there were many catcalls and whistles and lewd comments as they girls were paraded around the room for their enjoyment.

What the girls were thinking was anybody's guess but not too many of the men there were pondering that question. Dave Morgan certainly was, although he was trying to consume as much booze as quickly as he could so that he wouldn't let his mind drift off to such things. These were criminals and this was their punishment. He didn't make the laws he just worked within the system like any other lawyer. Sometimes your client was in the right and sometimes they weren't but that didn't matter. Your job was to serve your client faithfully and that's what he had done.

"Could I have your attention please?" said Lansdale, tapping a spoon against his champagne glass. "We have a little surprise for you all. Well, actually it's probably a pretty big surprise, and a pretty big deal for one of you. All of your names have been entered into a lottery and one lucky winner is going to go home with the very first hospitality girl of their choice, free of charge and no strings attached. The company is even going to cover the sales tax."

That brought a hearty laugh from the crowd and a sense of excitement and anticipation began to build. These girls were very expensive. This would beat the hell out of any Christmas bonus they could ever hope for.

"Now the selection process is all very scientific, as you would expect from a place like this," Lansdale announced to more laughter. "A computer will choose one name at random and that name will be printed out right here as soon as this button is pressed. Dr. Brookings, would you do the honor?"

The doctor tried to demur but the thunderous ovation prompted him to step forward and press the button. A moment later a small piece of paper emerged from a machine and the doctor handed it to Kyle Lansdale.

"And the winner is...why you lucky bastard...Dave Morgan! Let's hear it everybody! Dave Morgan is our winner, and I can't think of a more deserving recipient."

There was much applause and many people came over to congratulate Dave on his good fortune. If they couldn't win themselves at least it went to someone that everybody liked and respected so much. Dave was a solid guy and he deserved a little fun for all his hard work.

"There's got to be some mistake," Dave stammered.

"Come on Dave, it's a computer. All it had to do was pick a name, how could it make a mistake? There isn't a wrong answer in a lottery," Kyle joked. "Just like there isn't a wrong pick here. It's all prime pussy. Just point to the one you want and she's all yours."

Dave was stunned and horrified and entranced all at the same time. There was no question that the bizarre display of naked flesh had aroused him. It was the most insanely carnal thing he had ever witnessed. All of those girls literally hanging on a rack and all he had to do was pick one out and his sexual desires would be fulfilled for as long as he wanted. But this was so morally wrong! Those were people hanging there, not suits or slabs of beef. How could he in good conscience take possession of another human being? On the other hand, if he didn't they would be sold to someone else anyway and who knows whether those people would have any conscience at all? If he could save one girl maybe that would count for something. Maybe it would be a form of redemption in a way.

He found himself "browsing" among the racks while the others cheered him on and shouted suggestions. They were amazingly pretty he thought. Those who didn't naturally turn out quite as attractive as some of the others had been given cosmetic surgery to enhance their sales appeal but that sort of thing is really a subjective matter of individual taste so they had tried to leave the girls as "natural" as possible.

"Ah, Dave seems to be focusing in on our Cindy line," called Lansdale. "A good choice, my man. A nice balance of beauty and body. Plenty of woman on those hooks buddy!"

Dave hadn't even noticed which "line" he was looking at. He was actually trying not to look at all but it was impossible. All of that young flesh, so naked and exposed and available. All he had to do was point and it would belong to him. The girls all looked at Dave but mostly with a glazed over expression. They were probably on some kind of drug, thought Dave. Understandable under the circumstances. You didn't want them to be total zombies but it wouldn't be good to have them appear too frightened or reluctant in front of the customers, although some perverts would probably find that all the more appealing.

Then for a brief moment one of the girls seemed to actually make eye contact with him and even flashed a little smile. It was a heartbreaking and heartwarming smile all at the same time. There wasn't a need to look any further. She was going home with him. Dave made his selection and there was another round of cheers and compliments.

A technician came over and unfastened the cuff on the left ankle of Dave's selection and then lifted her foot.

"Serial number A0027," the technician called out to someone who presumably was going to log the information somewhere.

A0027 was then unfastened from the trolley and placed in handcuffs with a collar around her neck. A technician attached a leash to the collar and handed it over to the proud new owner.

"She's all yours Mr. Morgan, you lucky dog! You're going to have some fun tonight I'll bet."


CHAPTER 6:

There was nothing really to do at that point except take the lady out to his car and go home. Two guards escorted them and made sure that she was handcuffed with her arms bent back and wrapped around the seat so that she couldn't try to open the door and jump out. Then the keys were handed to Dave and the man sheepishly accepted them as he climbed behind the wheel and drove out of the parking lot.

His first impulse had been to pull over and remove the cuffs, which must be terribly uncomfortable, but then he did worry that she might try to jump out of his moving vehicle and that would not be a good situation. He thought about pulling over and dumping her off on some street corner with as much cash as he had on hand but that didn't seem right either. Where would she go? How would she survive? She didn't even have any clothes. Shit, she was naked! They should stop and get her something to wear.

"What size are you?" Dave asked out of the blue.

"Don't know," A0027 replied. "I've never worn any clothes on this body."

God, that was right, why would she know? Dave couldn't even remember his own clothing size half of the time. He tended to just try on jackets until something seemed to fit.

"Well, when we get home we'll have to measure you, or whatever it is you do to figure out what a woman wears," said Dave awkwardly.

"Whatever pleases you," the girl replied mechanically.

Dave wanted to make conversation but it was kind of silly under the circumstances. She was a naked girl chained to the passenger seat of his car. It wasn't like they were a couple out on a Sunday drive.

When they got home Dave unfastened the cuffs and took the leash off but left the collar, for the moment.. It was an act of faith but in a way he half hoped that she would take the opportunity to bolt. No one could blame him or think him ungrateful if the girl escaped. A0027 thought about fleeing for a moment but the same obvious obstacles were in her mind that had prevented Dave from dumping her off on the streets. She was naked and broke and had a collar around her neck and a serial number tattooed to her foot. How far could she get? Escape would come but it would need planning. Fortunately this guy didn't seem like he was going to be very difficult to get away from. That just made things all the better.

"This is my home, well...I guess our home now. At least I hope you'll think of it as home. I know you probably think I'm the scum of the earth for being involved with this project, and you're probably right, but I'm really not such a bad guy once you get to know me."

A0027 just stared ahead and then followed Dave into the house obediently. It was a pretty mice pad, she noticed as she looked around. This guy must be one of the big-wigs in the company. Even better still. He was a sap and he was loaded. If the idiot actually bought her some clothes and let her get the lay of the land this could be an ideal jumping off point for an escape. Nice car too. With some clothes and some cash, and maybe some other valuables, along with the keys to the car, and then it was straight to the border as fast as possible. Get out of the country and start hustling. At least with this body she could always make some quick cash as a prostitute. It would actually be a promotion.

"You know I wasn't planning on this or anything so I'm not exactly sure how to work out the accommodations but I do have a guest room that you can use for the time being. And I think I've probably got some sweat pants and a t-shirt that might sort of fit in a pinch. The pants have an adjustable waistband so you can tighten it up if you have to."

For a moment A0027 almost felt sorry for this guy. The dummy was almost making it too easy for her. She was his sex slave, not his house guest. She should probably slit his throat but she was actually kind of touched by his kindness and the shy way he tried to avoid looking at her naked body. Probably best to play along and be the perfect little obedient lap dog. It might not be a bad setup for a while.

"Oh, by the way, what's your name?" Dave asked.

"A0027," the girl replied.

"That's right, you don't have a name, do you? Ah...what would you like to be called?"

"That's for you to decide."

"Well...you were part of the Cindy line, God I'm sorry, that's so crass. Cindy's a pretty name though. Does that suit you?"

"If you like."

"What do you like?"

"Cindy, if that pleases you sir."

There was something very creepy about this whole arrangement Dave thought. Maybe he was making a mistake by being too nice. This girl had literally been created and trained to be a slave. She didn't seem terribly interested in a lot of idle chitchat. Dave led her up to the guestroom and came back a little later with some clothes and instructed her to remain in the room until he called for her.

Going back downstairs he opened up the package he had been given upon "winning" Cindy. There was an owner's manual, a quick start guide, and a video. He was familiar with all these materials having gone over them extensively from a legal standpoint but he decided to watch the video anyway. It sort of had a different meaning to him now.

"Congratulations on being the proud owner of a BRI hospitality girl," the narrator began in a chipper voice.

"Hospitality girl" was the name that had finally been chosen for the merchandise after many long and often bitter sessions of brain storming. It didn't have the real sex appeal of some of the more crass names and it wasn't as blunt as it could have been but it had been decided from the start that the word "slave" would never officially be used. It just had such a negative connotation.

Technically the foundation for the legality of this enterprise was rooted in the past. America at its founding had adopted English common law and the doctrine of coverture. That essentially meant that a woman was the legal property of her husband. If she owned anything of value prior to marriage it become the property of her husband. The wife had no right to appear in court, sign contracts or conduct business of any kind. It only applied to married women but that made up the majority of the female population. Dave had successfully argued that since prisoners forfeited most of their civil rights upon conviction that it wasn't too much of a leap to get to a point of coverture under these unique circumstances. They were technically not slaves but rather prisoners assigned to a private citizen for their incarceration. At that point the "jailer" was more or less free to do as they pleased as they weren't bound by the same rules as a government institution. It was all bullshit of course, and Dave knew it, but it had been a major legal triumph to clear the biggest hurdle in front of the company. Nobody really gave a damn about what you did with your girl once you got her home but it appeased that small group of liberal "do-gooders" who had tried to block the whole thing on humanitarian grounds. There weren't many, but bad publicity could be bad for business so one had to perform their legal due diligence.

"These girls have all been trained for one purpose and one purpose only...to serve you faithfully and well, no matter what you ask them to do," the narrator continued.

That certainly seemed to be true, thought Dave. His girl...Cindy...didn't seem to have the slightest interest in anything except following orders. No questions. No tears. No nothing. She appeared to be a blank slate on which he could write any sordid little scenario he pleased.

"We don't expect your hospitality girl to cause you any trouble bur we offer a full refund or exchange if for any reason you are not completely satisfied with your purchase, as long as you follow the simple guidelines stated in the warranty. We recommend that you fill out the card included in this package and return it to us at your earliest convenience or simply log on to our web site and create an account."

Dave knew the warranty like the back of his hand. He had written it. There wasn't much you couldn't do to these girls but defacing or mutilating their bodies in any way was a definite deal-breaker. Not out of compassion but out of practicality. They had to be in good enough condition to be put back on the market. It was as simple as that. Of course if one didn't care about the warranty they could pretty much do as they pleased. God help the girls who ended up with an owner like that, thought Dave with a shudder.

The video also explained how the tracking system worked. Each of the girls had a chip implanted in them that could pinpoint their exact location at any time via GPS. There was even an app for your phone if you wanted to keep tabs at all times. Not that the girl would be likely to try and escape but the silly little bitches might get curious and wander off and get lost sometime. The first three retrievals were free, but after that you were on your own or you were sent a bill to cover the cost of the recovery. That had seemed fair to Dave and he had signed off on it.

He was glad that the video had tried to emphasize the benefits of treating your hospitality girl with a degree of civility. He had pushed pretty hard for that. The logic was that a girl who was well-fed, healthy, and reasonably happy would last longer, look better, and provide more bang for the buck...literally. Of course some people would probably never even bother to watch the video and they would just do whatever the hell they felt like. That was their right, though Dave hoped they might not all turn out to be monsters. He felt monstrous enough just having the girl under his roof.

Hopefully in time she would warm up to him. It seemed just so incredibly cold to think of her as something he kept locked up until he wanted to get his rocks off. Still, he couldn't deny that he wanted to get his rocks off right now. Cindy was very attractive. She was very young. She was all his for the taking. But she also wasn't doing it of her own free will and that was a thorny obstacle to navigate around.


CHAPTER 7:

Cindy lay in bed that first night wearing the stupid clothes that Dave had given her. She remembered that he had told her his name was Dave but she couldn't remember his last name for some reason. It was something like Morton or Morgan...yeah, that was it. Dave Morgan. Not that it made the slightest difference to her really. He was "sir" or "master" as far as she was concerned. There was no point in thinking about silly familiarities.

It was certainly nice to sleep in a real bed for a change and even the crappy clothing made her feel somewhat more human again. Best of all there was no Bull Bradley to barge in and anally rape her during the night. All the guards had fucked her when they felt like it but Bull made sure that you remembered his visits. She thought about his warning for a moment but then tried to shake it out of her head. She wasn't going to give this guy any reason to be dissatisfied with her...until she ran away. Once that happened it was do or die. She wasn't going to be taken alive if it meant going back to the slammer.

In the morning Dave invited her down to have breakfast with him, which wasn't much since he didn't seem to be much of a cook, but it was far better than prison food and she ate hungrily. Dave tried to chat but Cindy didn't really have much to say.

Later Dave fished up a measuring tape from somewhere and took her measurements the best he could. He had actually looked online for information about determining a woman's size and kept referring to the article which he had printed out. Cindy just stood patiently and waited while he fumbled around with the tape measure. The man actually seemed embarrassed when he had to wrap the tape around her bust line so she held it in place while he jotted  down the dimensions.

"I'm afraid I don't really know what kind of clothes young women favor these days," said Dave.

"Neither do I," replied Cindy.

"No, I guess you wouldn't. Maybe we should just look online and order a few things now that we've got your measurements. Why don't you just browse around and if you see something you like just stick it in the shopping cart and I'll pay for it when you're done."

"If you like."

"Well, I'm trying to figure out what you like," Dave said, getting slightly frustrated.

"Excuse me sir, but isn't it more important to have me dress the way you like? It's really none of my concern what I look like."

"Well damn it I don't know....I'm just trying to....I thought maybe...just pick something out and I'll buy it."

"Yes sir."

Cindy sat at the computer and obediently went through the motions of looking at various items of female clothing. It all seemed pretty stupid really. She was a fuck toy. Clothes would just get in the way. Still she had appreciated being given something to wear around the house and when she made her escape she would certainly need some kind of wardrobe so she tried to give the process a little bit of thought.

Eventually she found an outfit that didn't seem to totally suck for some reason so she popped it into the virtual shopping cart. Some of this stuff didn't really look bad, especially on the models that were used to present it. After a while she had accumulated a decent collection of things and called for Dave to check out.

For a moment it looked like the idiot was actually going to hand her his credit card but at the last moment he put his wallet back and took her place in front of the computer. She had run up a bit of a bill but Dave didn't bat an eye.

"Well, hopefully this stuff will get here as soon as possible. In the meantime I guess we'll have to make do with whatever junk of mine might work on you. God knows you look a hell of a lot better in those sweats than I ever did," Dave said with a smile.

"What would you like me to do now, sir?" asked Cindy very flatly.

"I don't know. I hadn't given that much thought. What do you want to do? It's a pretty nice day if you wanted to go lie by the pool or go for a swim or something or you could hang out and watch TV I suppose," Dave suggested.

"Don't you want to fuck me?"

"I...barely know you," Dave stammered softly.

"You own me," Cindy replied with her eyes fixed on his.

"I didn't plan on that happening."

"Would you like me to suck your cock?"

This was one of those weird moments in life that one is never quite prepared for. Had Dave met this girl in a bar and taken her back to his place those would be the happiest words he could have hoped to hear. She was so young and lush and desirable and he couldn't think of anything better than having her wrap her moist lips around his cock, which was already quite hard in his pants. But this girl didn't need to offer to blow him, she was compelled to do it anytime Dave wanted. Still, she had brought it up so maybe she wasn't totally repelled by the idea. And he had just dropped a bunch of money on clothes for her. Maybe this was her way of showing appreciation. God knows he had been sexually rewarded for buying gifts for plenty of other women. That was just the way the game usually worked.

"Sure. Why don't you suck my cock?"

Dave was still seated in front of the computer so she got down on the floor between his legs and helped him pull his pants down. His erection was bouncing and twitching like it hadn't seen the light of day in ages, and maybe it hadn't. Cindy had been well-trained in the art of going down on a man and started by stroking his shaft with one hand while she very gently toyed with his balls with her other hand. The way Dave was moaning she wondered if he was going to pop before she ever got the thing into her mouth.

Despite all the training blowjobs at the institute had usually been a pretty ugly affair where a guard just jammed his dick down her throat and shoved her head violently up and down, usually while cursing her the whole time for being a queer and a slut and whatever else bad they could think of calling her. In this situation she felt kind of powerful for the first time. She was setting the pace and the tempo. She could prolong the experience to make it more enjoyable for the man or she could probably get him to cum in a matter of moments if she felt like getting it over with. They had been taught all sorts of technique to provide pleasure and practicing with dildos all the time but this was the first opportunity she had ever had to apply any of those techniques on a real cock.

Dave certainly seemed to appreciate the treatment he was getting. He did put a hand on her head but he wasn't pushing he was just gently stroking her hair.

"God, that feels so good," Dave let out in a heavy sigh.

Nobody had ever complimented her before. It was her job as a fuck toy. She was merchandise. Nobody ever stopped and told the coffee machine how good a cup of coffee it had just produced. That would have seemed crazy. Maybe this guy is crazy, she thought. He certainly doesn't seem to understand how this whole thing is supposed to work. That was especially weird since he worked for the company that made it all happen. He should know better than anyone.

She had been sucking his dick for a while, always backing off if she felt like he was about to cum, and finding it a not totally unpleasant experience. She knew she was doing a good job and Dave seemed so very happy that it was hard not to take a tiny bit of pride in that. She would probably have to rely on her cock sucking skills in the future to survive so it was better to be good at it.

Suddenly Dave pulled her t-shirt up over her head and pulled her up so that she was sitting on his lap, facing him. He cupped her face in his hands and kissed her deeply. That was a new and unexpected sensation. Nobody had ever kissed her before. The thought that someone might want to someday had never once entered her mind.

Dave unbuttoned his shirt so that his bare chest could press up against her naked tits and she pulled off her sweatpants. They continued to kiss as Cindy straddled the chair and then lowered herself onto his engorged member. She rode him pretty hard and before long he started to ejaculate inside her. All the while they had continued to kiss and touch each other. She was going to hop off and finish him orally but Dave was holding her tightly and trying to gaze into her eyes.

"Please don't hate me," Dave whispered with a look of genuine desperation in his eyes.

"I don't," Cindy replied as they began to kiss again.


CHAPTER 8:

Cindy had no idea why she had responded the way she had. Of course she hated him, or at least knew that she should hate him. She didn't know exactly what his role at BRI was but he was obviously someone pretty well-placed. He was in part responsible for her predicament. But it was kind of hard to hate this goofy guy. He acted like they were lovers or something. Must have a really guilty conscience she figured. She had probably given about the safest answer she could have given. Acting defiant and spiteful would have just pissed the guy off. He looked perfectly willing to play the sucker role so why not play along and indulge his little fantasy?

She was going to have to fuck him one way or the other, and if not him someone else. If he wanted to treat her like a guest or even a girlfriend why not milk it for everything she could get?

Cindy had never gotten close to anyone at the institute. There was no opportunity for it. They had no free time to spend with other inmates. They were kept isolated in their own private cells. She certainly saw plenty of the other girls but there had been no socializing of any kind. That was probably to keep them from talking, sharing ideas, getting some kind of support she supposed. No escapes, no riots, no hunger strikes that way. That made it quite clear that they were alone in the world from now on. That they weren't entitled to friends or opinions or kinship. Still Cindy couldn't help but feel bad for where some of those other girls must be right now. She certainly knew what men were like and what they were capable of. She had lucked into a pretty sweet deal it appeared, but that probably wouldn't be the case for most of the girls.

She decided that the best thing to do was probably to torture Dave. Oh, not in the physical sense of tying him up and hacking off his dick or anything, at least not yet. Better to play the sex kitten and flaunt her body. Be a little flirtatious. Maybe even play hard to get sometimes, although that was a potentially dangerous game under the circumstances. If she pushed him too far he might just snap and start treating her like the sex slave she really was. She just had to use her street smarts and keep the con going for as long as possible. It was sort of like giving head. You sucked a little and then you backed off. Men liked the illusion of a challenge, even if there really wasn't one. It was good for the male ego. She certainly could remember that.

She had come to live with Dave on a Friday afternoon so they had been together for the whole weekend, which gave her plenty of opportunities to put her plan into motion.

"I guess I should have ordered a swimsuit," she chuckled as she strolled past him on her way to the pool with just a towel draped over one shoulder, concealing nothing.

"Go ahead and order one if you want," Dave called after her. "Although there's a pretty high fence out there so I don't think the neighbors will be complaining."

The food was good, the bed was soft and she was skinny-dipping in a pool. Not exactly the horrific scenario she had imagined when told of her future at the institute. Of course it was a temporary arrangement but on the whole it was hard to imagine a better setup. Dave was a chump but he seemed like a pretty nice guy and he definitely appreciated any attention that she showed him. And in a strange way she kind of appreciated his attention as well.

Dave came out a little later, wearing swim trunks, as he stood at the side of the pool for a moment or two watching her.

"Mind if I join you?" he asked.

"It's your pool," Cindy replied.

Dave started to walk down the steps of the pool.

"You think those are really necessary?" Cindy chided him as she pointed at his pants. "I'm showing you mine, don't you want to show me yours?'

Dave got a silly grin on his face, which was kind of cute in a way, as he pulled off his shorts and tossed them aside. Cindy noticed that he was sporting a boner that popped up the minute he hiked down his trunks. Well, why shouldn't he? He was some middle-aged man who had a teenage hottie bouncing around his pool in the nude. That must be what every middle-aged man's wet dreams were made of, she thought.

They kind of kept to their own ends of the pool for a while and Dave was trying very hard not to stare at her so she ramped it up a notch and started splashing water on him. Pretty soon they were romping and frolicking like kids, which of course Cindy almost was. Bringing out the playful side in Dave seemed to really relax him she noticed.

Then they were kissing again. She was floating weightless in the water with her arms around his neck and her legs wrapped around his waist. She expected him to penetrate her at any moment but he seemed quite content to just kiss.

"I don't know if you have any idea how incredibly gorgeous you are," said Dave in a breathless voice that caught her off guard.

"Thank you," she muttered in return.

When she finally broke free from his embrace she waded over to the side of the pool in the shallower end and hopped up on the side. Then she spread her legs and began to finger herself slowly. It was like there was a magnet in her pussy and Dave was made of metal because he was drawn, almost in a trance, to where she was sitting. She had figured that he would fuck her but instead his face disappeared between her legs and she could feel his tongue exploring her box hungrily.

This was not at all what she had expected. Guys didn't usually go down on their sex slaves, did they? Shit, where she came from going down on a chick at all was considered kind of a sissy thing to do. She wondered how she would behave if the situation was reversed. If she had been given a free fuck toy back when she was male would she have been eating pussy right now? Probably not. In all honesty she would have probably been kind of a jerk. She had fucked a couple of whores as a man and hadn't been too polite about it. Of course this situation was a little different. Dave wasn't just paying for a quick thrill, he actually planned to live with Cindy for years, presumably. Maybe he wasn't as dumb as he seemed. If he just grabbed her and humped her all the time and then locked her up in a cage or something that would probably get pretty dull in a hurry. Maybe all of this romance jazz was Dave's way of prolonging interest in her. If that was the case that was pretty clever of him she thought.

Getting her pussy licked was definitely not something she had been prepared for in the least. Oral sex meant taking a cock down your throat. Yet here was this guy poking fingers in her snatch and lapping at her muff and she had to admit that it felt kind of nice, especially when he flicked at her clit or gave a gentle tug with his teeth. Fuck yeah, it was very nice.

She grabbed his hair and started to moan but it wasn't the fake moan they had been taught to practice in the can. She was really getting turned on by this. That wasn't supposed to happen...ever. It was a good thing she was sitting down because her legs were starting to feel a little wobbly. More clit, more fingers, more tongue...oh, Jesus this couldn't be real. This old guy was making her cum and he wasn't even using his dick!

She kind of admired that. As a man she had thought she knew all about pleasing a woman but this dude had some serious tricks up his sleeve. Her stomach was tensing up and she could feel her wetness dripping out, only to be lapped up by her lover. It wasn't so bad to call him a lover in this situation. She had been teasing him and tempting him all day trying to drive him wild but now the tables seemed to be turned. She was breathing hard and in an irregular pattern and she felt warm all over and knew that it wasn't just from the sunshine.

Suddenly she released his head and scrambled to get on all fours. In a flash Dave jumped out of the pool and was right behind her. But instead of ramming it in he dashed over to the patio furniture and came back with a seat cushion which he stuck under her knees. It was such a fucking stupid little gesture but in her worked up state it almost triggered another orgasm.

"Fuck me baby," she half-demanded, half-pleaded over her shoulder.

Dave put his hands on her waist and lined up for his grand entrance and soon he was thrusting away in her wet little pussy. That hadn't been any act, she thought to herself. I really just begged a guy to bone me. What in the fuck was going on here? Who was conning who?

Cindy had no idea how many times she had been banged so far in her short life as a woman, either by men or by machines, but it had to be dozens, if not hundreds. Of course it was hard to say with a machine because it never finished until someone switched it off. The machines had actually been preferable to the real thing because those guys were all assholes who were just raping her for kicks. She never thought about the difference between a warm penis and a cold piece of rubber. Bull had even shoved his nightstick up her ass a few times and then made her suck it like she was giving a BJ. God, how she'd like to shove a nightstick up his hair ass sometime.

This was all so different. So incredibly, wonderfully different. She knew that Dave deserved to have a nightstick shoved up his ass as much as Bull but it was so hard to see him that light. She may have seen him around the institute before but she couldn't remember. He had certainly done nothing to call attention to himself. Now he just seemed so damn compassionate and thoughtful it was impossible to associate the man with the evil company he worked for. Yet he had won the "lottery" and picked her off the rack. If he had objections to this business it hadn't prevented him from reaping the fruits.

And then she felt herself starting to cum again and begged him for more and more and more. Dave didn't last much longer but Cindy was so confused and shaken by the experience that she actually thought for a moment that this was probably the best sex she had ever had, as a man or a woman. That couldn't be true of course, but at the moment cuddling up with the man on one of the lounge chairs while they kissed and stroked each other gently seemed like the most natural thing in the world to do. This asshole was dangerous. She might have to kill him after all.


CHAPTER 9:

Cindy wasn't supposed to feel any shame about having sex with men. That had been drummed into her head a million times in a million different ways. And in general she didn't because she knew she had been forced into this body and this way of life and that she was completely powerless to do anything about it. She also knew that she wasn't supposed to get any pleasure out of the experience, so why then was she now snuggling up with a man in his bed feeling completely warm and safe and happy?

So the guy had licked her pussy and made her cum, so what? Even on the machines there were times where she was in just the right position and the thing was operating at just the right angle and just the right speed to get her sexually aroused. That was just a biological reaction to friction. She just hadn't been prepared for all this kissing and hugging crap. Now she knew what to expect and wouldn't be caught off guard.

In some ways this new experience almost seemed worse to her than the heartless, helpless abuse she was used to and expecting. There she was a victim. There was nothing she could do about her situation but take it. A few months ago she had been a man, and quite happy to be one, yet she was rather effortlessly finding some comfort in the arms of another man. It made her feel gay, which in turn made her feel sick to her stomach. At least that's what she wanted to feel. She just couldn't muster that feeling no matter how hard she tried.

The guards had all delighted in calling her a queer and a homo and anything else hurtful they could think of although it seemed odd to Cindy that these manly guards would want to be thinking about her male past while doing it. Whatever these feelings were that she was experiencing right now she hoped it was just some temporary thing and that it would pass. She wasn't willing to give up her true identity that easily.

When the weekend ended and Dave had to go back to work he encouraged her to make herself at home in his absence and if anyone called to just let it ring through to voicemail.

"Now there's an alarm system," he explained as he was getting ready to leave. "Believe me, it's been there for a long time so it's designed to keep intruders out not to keep you in. But if you accidentally trigger it here's the reset code. You know...I don't know if they told you this but there's a tracking chip implanted in your body that can tell wherever you are in the world."

"Don't worry baby, I'm not going anywhere," Cindy replied with a smile.

"Well I...I just thought you should know in case you didn't already. I'll pick up something for dinner on my way home."

He kissed her goodbye like she was his wife or something and headed off to work. Holy crap, thought Cindy. She had no idea there was a tracking chip in her. Of course that might be bullshit just to try and keep her from running away but that didn't really seem like Dave. That was something that she would have to look into before making her break. She wouldn't likely get very far if her every move was easily monitored.

How funny this Dave guy was. Kind of pathetic really. Obviously lonely. Not married for some reason. Living all alone in this big house with all this money and acting like a schoolboy with a crush over some genetically altered sex slave. This could have been a really swinging bachelor pad. It was a great place to throw parties. Of course she'd only known the guy for one weekend so maybe he had a more active social life but he had sure seemed pretty happy to just hang out with her all the time.

It was tempting to bolt right now but her clothes hadn't arrived yet and the car was gone and she still had no idea what kind of loot might be tucked away in this joint. She decided to take a look around and see what she could find. If there was a safe she'd have to work on getting the combination but there might be some other valuables lying around in plain sight.

There were some security cameras but they all seemed to be on the outside guarding the perimeter of the property. That and the rest of the alarm system certainly implied that Dave had something valuable tucked away in here and that he was afraid of being robbed. Of course she knew from personal experience that lots of people were afraid of being robbed even if they didn't have all that much to steal. Sometimes those were the most dangerous places to rob. People who had very little couldn't afford to lose anything. Rich people usually had insurance to cover anything of value.

She had spent the night in his bedroom so that was probably the best place to start looking around. If he noticed anything disturbed or moved out of place she could easily explain it as something she bumped into during the night while getting up to go to the bathroom or something.

Cindy carefully went through all of the drawers and searched the closet thoroughly but found nothing too exciting. Some golf clubs collecting dust that might be worth a few bucks but kind of a pain in the ass to haul away. Expensive suits, but again not something that would be easily pawned for any real cash on her way out of town. It was too bad he didn't have a wife because she would likely have some nice rings and other jewelry. Dave was obviously not the gold chains and "bling" kind of dude. She didn't know shit about art so she didn't know whether any of that stuff was valuable and she wouldn't have known how to fence it even if it was. It looked like she would have to focus on cash and credit cards.

She felt no sense of guilt whatsoever as she went to his home office and began to poke around his desk. She had been stealing things her whole life. That was the only employment she had ever known. Of course all of her previous crimes had been pretty small-scale; purse snatching, shoplifting, rolling drunks in an alley for pocket change. She didn't run across rich people like this very often so it seemed like kind of a once-in-a-lifetime opportunity for a decent score. And he deserved it, or at least he owed it to her for being part of the machinery that had done this dreadful thing to her. She just had to try and remain detached. She had allowed herself to get a little emotional for a while there but that was just dumb. She may be stuck in this body forever but she didn't have to be a prisoner, not as long as she planned things carefully and had enough of a road stake to get away far and clean.

She discovered that Dave was a lawyer. Well that would explain the money. Must be a pretty successful one she thought. If she had been able to hire a fancy lawyer she might have been able to beat the rap sometimes but it was always just a bored public defender who barely lifted a finger to try and keep her out of jail. Ironically a lot of people were just automatically predisposed to dislike lawyers but those in the criminal world knew how valuable they could be so it actually elevated Dave in her eyes somewhat. When you were in trouble you really wanted a good lawyer to fight on your behalf with everything they had. You could literally get away with murder in this country if you could afford the right people on your defense team.

She didn't have much luck on her first search. If there was a safe she hadn't found it and if he had anything really valuable it wasn't anything that she was experienced enough to identify. Credit cards would probably be the easiest thing. Figure out what his PIN number was, swipe his card, and clean him out at the nearest ATM. And she could look for opportunities to snag some petty cash here and there. He might not notice a five or a twenty disappearing from his wallet every now and then. She just needed to find a good place to hide it where he wouldn't be likely to look.

After nosing around the office for a while she started to get bored and went into the living room to watch some television on the giant projection TV. That was no doubt worth a bundle but it would take a truck to haul it away. Maybe that would be the way to go. Find an accomplice and clean the place out sometime when Dave was away. If you packed it all up this furniture and crap might be a pretty tidy bundle. It was something to think about.

A little later in the day a delivery truck pulled up and Cindy was delighted to find that it was carrying her clothing purchases. Dave must have paid extra for it to get her so fast she figured. It was a damned silly thing to be excited about but it didn't keep her from running up to her room and trying everything on. Wouldn't Dave be surprised when she met him at the door in one of her new outfits? She must look so fucking frumpy in these baggy sweatpants. Now she had something that would flatter her figure a little.

She decided to wear the dress that had originally caught her eye online. It had looked very sexy on the model and she hoped it would look as good on her. It did. The way the neckline kind of plunged down and showed off a lot of cleavage is what had attracted her in the first place and Cindy was happy to see that her own bosom more than filled the top. As for the rest, like the shoes and the bag and crap she had just ordered everything that had been in the picture. She didn't have a clue about how to put an outfit together but she knew a sexy dress when she saw one.

It was actually kind of hard waiting for Dave to come home. As stupid as this all was it was also kind of fun in a way to play the sexy mistress just for a laugh. She decided to greet him at the door with a drink all ready for him. She had seen that in a movie once and it seemed like the ultimate in high class living. Of course then she had been picturing herself in the role of the man coming home to find his woman in a slinky dress serving him a cocktail but under the circumstances this was probably as close to that scenario as she would ever get.

When she finally heard Dave's car pull in she jumped up and straightened herself out as much as possible. She got to the bar and mixed his drink and just finished as he was opening the door. She knew she didn't have time to get all the way over there so she leaned up against the bar instead and struck the sexiest pose she could come up with. Fortunately she had been practicing sexy poses in front of a mirror so hopefully she didn't look like a total moron.

"Welcome home darling. I fixed you a drink," she said, trying to sound as sultry as the actress had sounded in that movie.

"Wow, you look amazing!" Dave gushed as he realized her clothes must have arrived. "I sort of wish I hadn't picked up this Chinese food. You look like you're all dressed up to go out to dinner."

"We can always heat that up later," Cindy suggested.

"Yeah, we can. Just let me put on a clean shirt and we can hit the road."

"No, you relax first and enjoy your drink," said Cindy walking over and putting the cocktail in his hand.

"This is a very pleasant surprise," said Dave, taking a deep gulp of his beverage.

"So you really like it?" Cindy asked as she did a little twirl for him, another move she had choreographed in advance.

"I adore it. It looks just wonderful on you."

"Don't I get a kiss?" Cindy said with a slight pout in her voice.

"Of course. I think I was just too bedazzled by your appearance to think clearly."

Dave put his free arm around her waist and kissed her quite passionately. She could taste the liquor on his tongue and smelled the hint of his aftershave. He was probably one of those guys who kept a razor in the office and had an executive washroom or something. His cheeks looked as clean as the moment he walked out of the house but she knew his beard grew pretty fast having watched him over the weekend when he was being more casual.

When they finished kissing Cindy kind of playfully loosened Dave's tie a little. He said he was going to go put on a clean shirt, which must be another rich guy thing, so presumably he'd be taking his tie off anyway.

"Now you just sit down and finish your drink and I'll go fetch my purse."

This couldn't really be happening but it was.


CHAPTER 10:

There's always a risk in role playing that you'll discover something about yourself that you're not crazy to discover. A lot of people start out trying something once for a kick and then it becomes a kink and then a fetish and then a lifestyle choice. Kissing up to Dave was obviously the best way to gain his complete confidence and thereby cause him to let down his guard. He seemed to like this "sexy dame" thing so that was probably the easiest way to manipulate him but Cindy was a little worried by how well she played the part. Calling another man "baby" or "darling" seemed to require no effort at all. Pouting for a kiss had been a ploy but once their lips met she had felt a genuine tingle. She had to constantly remind herself that this was all an act and part of the setup to rip him off and make her escape but it was kind of fun at the same time.

"Aren't you going to handcuff me to the seat?" Cindy teased as they got in the car.

"Oh, I think we can dispense with that this time," Dave said with a smile.

"Maybe I like being handcuffed."

"That's something we can explore later. Right now it will probably be easier to eat with your hands free."

"Where are we going?" she asked.

"Someplace nice," Dave replied.

"Aren't you afraid I'll steal the silverware or something?"

"Well if you do just hide it in your purse and don't let anyone see you do it or I'll have to pay for it," Dave chuckled.

"It's stupid to drag this purse around. I don't have anything to put in it but it looked nice in the picture."

"I guess we'll have to get you whatever it is that ladies put in their purses. A wallet I suppose, since it doesn't look like you've got any pockets in that getup. Keys maybe. Cosmetics. Feminine hygiene stuff?"

"Oh, good lord," Cindy snorted.

"Try to figure out what you need and we'll pick it up as soon as possible."

The restaurant was indeed someplace nice. It was the kind of place rich people probably went to all the time thought Cindy. Really classy and elegant. Dave held her chair and everybody referred to her as "the lady" which was kind of a trip. She let Dave order for her because she really didn't know what most of the stuff on the menu was and they shared a bottle of wine that was nothing like any sort of wine she had ever tasted before. Dave seemed to know all about that sort of stuff, like which wine went with what kind of food and whatever.

The biggest challenge had been her wardrobe. She didn't know how to sit in a dress and she was completely befuddled by walking in her relatively low heels. She thought she must look like a drunk the way she had to lean on Dave's arm for support half the time. She kind of wished that she had some makeup on but she had no idea what that involved and how to apply it or anything. Fortunately she was very young and had a lovely natural complexion. In reality a lot of the women in the place probably envied her fresh appearance and her confidence to go out without any cosmetics. Still Cindy wondered what she would look like with some eye shadow or whatever it was that these rich bitches were wearing.

She also wondered how she had ever gotten to this place in life. 18 years of scuttling around the streets hustling for a buck, in and out of foster homes and juvenile hall. Always trying to stay one step ahead of the law. And most significantly a man. You had to be tough to survive on the street. Even if you weren't all that tough you had to act like it. When you're at the bottom of the barrel you've got to have some swagger or you end up being one of those drunks getting worked over behind a bar. As a man she had daydreamed about being rich someday and eating in fancy restaurants like this. It was just the way she had always pictured it, aside from the fact that when she looked down she could see her boobs.

They stopped at an all night drugstore so that Cindy could get a few things to put in her purse and she kind of came up with a couple of ideas. She saw some lipstick that was probably too extreme but in her head lipstick meant bright red for some reason. She grabbed some other crap that looked like something a chick might use and tossed in some breath mints for good measure. At least she had something. Something of her own. It wasn't just the institutional toothbrush. She had rarely owned anything but the clothes on her back and as a woman this was the first time she had owned even that, if she did own them. Dave had paid for them after all.

When they got back Dave had some work to do in his office but he invited her to join him in his bed again, an invitation which she gladly accepted. She needed to order some kind of lingerie. They'd probably just end up sleeping in the nude again anyway but she wanted to have something nice for special occasions or whatever.

She was already naked and waiting for him in bed by the time he got around to retiring for the night. It must suck to work at an office all day and then come home and work some more she thought. She had no idea what working in an office was like but she guessed it was pretty boring sometimes. Still, if it got you all this money it was probably worth it.

Once Dave got out of his clothes and climbed in bed she grabbed his cock and started to kiss his neck. He hadn't been fully erect this time so she felt his pole growing stiff in her hand and got a rush out of knowing that she had that kind of power.

"You know I really want you to be happy," said Dave between kisses. "I don't care about all the training you had or whatever they told you your responsibilities were. I don't want to force myself on you. It's just not right. I'm a horny guy like anybody else and you're extremely appealing but if touching me is unpleasant to you in any way I won't expect you to do it. I'm responsible for you now and I will take care of you while we try to figure out some kind of arrangement that works but in good conscience I can't ask you to do something that you deplore. I can't stand the thought of that no matter how tempted I am to just grab you and fuck you."

"Then stop talking darling and grab me and fuck me. I'll tell you when I'm not happy."

Dave climbed on top of her and Cindy pulled her legs back. Dave was definitely as hard as he was ever going to get at this point and he entered her with ease. She still didn't know how old he was exactly but she guessed that he was probably old enough to be her father, not that she had ever known her father. Maybe in some small way that made Dave kind of attractive to her but she wasn't all that good at figuring out psychological things. She had heard the expression "father figure" but never had any reason to think about it before. Of course if she saw this guy as a surrogate father it would be even weirder to be spreading her legs for him like this than it was already.

He certainly represented maturity and stability to her. This was a guy who obviously had his shit together. Money had always seemed to burn a hole in her pocket. She had never had a bank account before. The only cars she had ever driven were the ones she boosted on joyrides. Sure this guy probably came from the right kind of family. Born on the right side of the tracks. Given every advantage. Somebody paid to send him to law school for fuck's sake. She hadn't even graduated from high school. They made you take some classes in some of the detention facilities but nobody really gave a shit about how you did. It was a legal formality and everyone was just going through the motions. She probably slept through half of those classes.

It had been a really fun game to play tonight. She was definitely out of her league trying to pass herself off as some rich lady, or a lady of any kind for that matter, but she thought she did a pretty good job, aside from the clumsy walking.

And Dave was obviously the chump's chump. The easiest mark. A guy walking around with a big sign on his back saying "rob me blind." He had let her off the hook. Maybe it was all talk but she had a feeling that if she pulled back the covers and announced that she was going to her room he wouldn't have stopped her, even with a throbbing hard on that needed relief.

So why didn't she do it? What in the world was stopping her? Of course the more she strung him along the more control she would get over him but it sounded like he was willing to subsidize her escape if that's what "some kind of arrangement" meant. Just shove the jerk off of you and go get some sleep! That just didn't sound as appealing as what she was doing right now.

Even the actual sleeping part was kind of nice. She couldn't remember actually spending a whole night in the same bed with someone. She remembered how scared she got sometimes when she was younger, in the slammer, and always worried that the older guys were going to ass fuck her or something. She had a lot of sleepless nights worrying about stuff like that. A guy had tried to force her to go down on him once but she had punched him in the balls pretty hard and that took care of that. Funny that she had no desire whatsoever to punch Dave in the balls. She had actually kind of enjoyed feeling his balls slapping up against her ass when he had fucked her by the pool.

This was the nicest place she had ever lived and Dave was probably the nicest person she had ever known. She felt guilty for a moment about going through his stuff while planning on the best way to rip him off. That would be some fine gratitude when he had every legal right to chain her to the ceiling and feed her moldy pieces of bread crust. She shuddered in terror when she thought of what her life would be like right now if she had been bought by damn near anybody else. Dave didn't buy her. Dave didn't even want to take her but he was probably too embarrassed to admit it around all of those guys from work. She could understand that. It would make him seem like a pussy or a fag. What straight guy would ever turn down a free piece of ass for life? Not the guys she knew, that was for sure.

But Dave was obviously no homosexual. He knew how to push the right buttons on a woman's body. He got hard with no effort. And he obviously really liked sex. So his reluctance at accepting his "prize" wasn't due to his shyness or gayness or anything like that. He was just uncomfortable with the arrangement.

As Dave began to pump his cum inside her she felt very content and happy, even though she hadn't actually come herself yet. Hell, if she told him that he'd probably be eating her out until the cows came home but she was getting sleepy anyway and it was fine to just chill out with him. She didn't see the bill at dinner but she knew a lot of whores who would have fucked the guy just for the tip he left. Hopefully he felt like he was at least getting something back for his investment.


CHAPTER 11:

Cindy was like a creature with two brains. When Dave wasn't around she talked herself into planning to fuck him over and when she was with him she talked herself into getting fucked by him. The main thing was that she didn't feel any sense of urgency to get away. The man didn't seem to mind blowing money on her and she had the run of the place when he wasn't home. The fridge was always stocked and so was the bar. A cleaning lady came in a couple of times a week and kept the place tidy. There was a pool and a hot tub and all kinds of electronic gadgets and crap to keep her amused when Dave was at work. What was the rush? Assuming she actually got all the way across the border she'd probably just be turning tricks in some foreign bordello. At least she would be free.

Of course that probably wasn't completely true. Cindy had known plenty of prostitutes in her time and they virtually always "belonged" to some kind of pimp. And she would be a criminal in a foreign country. She might be deported if she got arrested and that would probably mean a return to BRI...and the wrath of Bull Bradley.

The best option was probably to see what sort of arrangement Dave had been talking about. If he was willing to set her up independently in her own apartment or something it would be hard to beat that deal. But then what? What were her options? What if Dave came to his senses and decided that it was insane to continue supporting her when he was getting nothing in return? She had no education and no work experience and a long criminal record. Not the sort of thing employers usually want to see on a résumé. Maybe she could be a stripper or something but she had no idea what kind of money they made.

No, for the time being she decided to let things kind of roll along at their own pace. She'd never been on a vacation before but she imagined it was probably something like this. A nice room with maid service, hanging out at the pool and a lot of meals in restaurants. She was entitled to a vacation she thought. Everyone ought to be entitled to at least one vacation in their life.

And then there was Dave. Dave really seemed to like her, or at least found her really attractive. He showed her a lot of affection, which was something she had never known before. There had been a couple of social workers who had been nicer than others but no one ever really seemed all that compassionate. Plus she had generally just frustrated everyone who had tried to help her by constantly getting into trouble again. It wasn't Dave's job to be nice to her but he was anyway. Being a hustler Cindy assumed that Dave was playing some kind of angle but for the life of her she couldn't quite figure out what it might be. In her world you didn't do anything for anyone unless you expected to get something in return but Dave could do whatever he wanted to Cindy without having to jump through hoops of fire. Her life experiences hadn't prepared her for dealing with a guy like this and that was kind of frustrating.

"How come you're not married?" Cindy asked Dave one evening when they were in bed together.

"I was married once. It didn't work out too well," Dave sighed. "I was younger and at that stage in life where work was everything I guess. I was ambitious and wanted to impress everybody with how much I could accomplish quickly. I kind of took the marriage for granted and didn't even realize that my wife was having an affair with a friend of mine until I came home one day to pick up some papers I had forgotten and found them actually fucking on top of my desk."

"Oh, my God! What did you do?"

"I walked over without saying anything, picked the papers up off my desk, walked out and filed for divorce. I think the thing that really bothered me the most was the fact that I could hear them both laughing as I walked away. I suppose in hindsight the situation was kind of comical but it really burned in my head for a long time. I thought those people were my friends but they obviously just had contempt for me."

"Fuck, I think I would have come back with a gun and shot them both," said Cindy.

"Don't think I didn't consider it," Dave replied. "I wish I could say it was some great sense of morality that kept me from getting revenge but it was mostly my ambition. I just wanted to put the thing behind me as quickly as possible and get on with my career. I was furious and heartbroken but I wasn't going to throw my whole life away over it. I guess I've just been a little leery about getting too close to anyone since then."

"That totally sucks," said Cindy.

"I agree with you. I think trust is really important. That feeling of betrayal is hard to get rid of."

"Banging on your desk was just plain rude."

"I agree with you again," Dave chuckled, "but I suppose it didn't really matter where they were doing it. They'd obviously been doing it a lot for a long time. I should have figured it out without needing to walk in on them like that but I was too blind or too busy or in a state of denial I suppose. Anyway, the main reason I'm not married is that I just haven't met anyone lately that I would want to be married to. Of course I may be able to retire pretty soon so maybe once I don't have my nose to the grindstone I'll be able to devote the time and attention to some woman that they deserve."

"You don't look old enough to retire," commented Cindy.

"Thank you for that. I'm not all that old, although I probably seem like some creepy old man to someone like you who's so young. I remember when I was your age my father seemed really old to me, although he wasn't really. My teachers seemed old. Everybody in authority seemed old and I couldn't wait to get there, too. Well, now I'm here and I wish I was your age again. I guess that's life in a nutshell."

"You're not creepy at all. I like your maturity. You're smart and you know stuff. You know about wines and what to order in a fancy restaurant. You probably have all kinds of investments and know how to plan for the future. And you know how to fuck, baby, you really do! Teenage boys think they know everything because they walk around with a hard on all day but you have skills. You're never in a big hurry and you always try to make sure that I'm having a good time. I didn't worry about that too much...back then."

"Would you want to go back the way you were if it were scientifically possible?" Dave asked softly.

"Sometimes I think I would but sometimes I'm not entirely sure. I mean when we're lying here like this or we go out to dinner or you've got your cock in me I can barely remember that other life, even if it wasn't very long ago. If I were out on the street I'd probably feel pretty weak and defenseless but you make me feel safe. And you try so hard to make me happy. Nobody's ever done that before. If it took getting shoved into this body to make that happen I guess it's not the worst thing in the world."

"I guess I'll have to make sure that we go out to dinner a lot, and snuggle up in bed as often as possible," Dave joked.

"You forgot the other one," Cindy reminded him.

"Oh, no I didn't. I was just about to remind you of that one right now."


CHAPTER 12:

"So how's it going buddy?"

Kyle Lansdale had dropped in to Dave's office for the first time in a while. Dave was just going over some routine paperwork as he looked up and saw the CEO with a big grin on his face.

"Well nobody's suing us at the moment and there are no court injunctions trying to shut us down so all things considered I'd say it's going pretty good," Dave replied.

"That's not what I meant. I mean how is it going with your girl?"

"Oh...it's great. Couldn't be better really."

"Really? You seemed kind of reluctant to accept your prize. I was going to offer to take her off your hands if you wanted. At a very generous price," said Kyle.

"I thought you bought one of your own?"

"I did. I've got two now in fact. I guess it's sort of like cats. You take one in and then all of a sudden you've got a whole houseful of them," Kyle joked. "Yours is quite the looker as I recall. I was pretty jealous when you wheeled her out of here."

"Yeah, she's pretty wonderful in all sorts of ways. I was kind of embarrassed at the time but I'm very happy now," said Dave.

"I can imagine," said Kyle with a wink. "Sometimes I just have the two of them go at it and I can watch for hours without even bothering to get naked. If you're happy with one you really ought to think about getting another. They can keep themselves entertained when you're not around and you've got more choices. Different girl for different moods."

"I think one is probably about all I can handle at the moment," said Dave, trying to sound casual.

"Well if you ever decide you'd rather buy a boat or something let me know and I'll buy your bitch And if you decide to add to your collection remember that you get a hell of an employee discount."

"Thanks, I'll remember that."

"Hey, you ought to think about writing a testimonial and dropping it off for the marketing guys. They love that happy customer stuff," said Kyle on his way out the door.

Dave suddenly realized that his hand was shaking for some reason. He hated thinking of Cindy as a pet or a bitch or something one collected but for a brief moment the thought of selling her seemed like an easy way out of his predicament. Dave was terribly afraid of the feelings that he had for Cindy already and worried that they would only intensify with time. Even if they had met under completely different circumstances the age and background differences between them would seem to spell disaster for any sort of long term relationship. He knew he was just indulging in a type of fantasy, pretending that they had some sort of a real love affair going, but it was such a nice fantasy that it was hard to think of breaking it.

Cindy wasn't just some girl he had met somewhere she wasn't even really named Cindy. She was a convicted criminal, serial number A0027. Even worse she used to be a man named Jonathan McCormick. Dave had looked up her file and read her rather long criminal record. For a man who had serious trust issues like Dave how could he ever be sure that anything Cindy said was even remotely true? He wanted to trust her but he still found himself checking his remote tracking app every now and then just to make sure she was still at home.

Certainly he could provide a degree of stability in her life and provide a higher standard of living, as far as creature comforts went, but how could he ever really expect a man who had been subjected to this kind of torture and humiliation to ever truly love anyone? Especially someone who had played a role in that torture in the first place. Maybe her love shouldn't matter to him but it did. He could force her to play this role indefinitely if he wanted to. He could even make her say the words and that might be enough.

Dave figured he was going through a mid-life crisis of some kind. The idea that some cute 18-year-old girl would somehow find him attractive and appealing was a common daydream for a man of his age. It made him feel young again. It made him feel manly and virile. They probably had nothing in common except the fact that they had both been in a courtroom more than once but he had been clutching at every straw, hoping that somehow he could "win her over" even though she was actually his legal property.

"What would you like to do in life?" Dave asked that evening when he got home from work.

"I don't know. I've never thought about that much," Cindy said with a shrug. "I belong to you now so I'll do whatever you want me to do."

"No, I mean putting that aside. I can't do anything to make you the way you were but the least I can do is try to help you find something in your new life that makes you happy. Help you get started in some kind of a career or something."

"Well...I think I'd like to graduate from high school. I'm not really that dumb, I've just never applied myself to it. I feel kind of intimidated with you being a big lawyer and all and I'd like to be able to have some more intelligent conversations with you," Cindy suggested.

"Believe me I've never thought of you as dumb or found your conversation lacking in any way but furthering your education is a fine idea. At your age it's hard to know what you might want to do. You need to be exposed to different things and have different experiences before you figure out what you really want. I'll look into that right away."

Unfortunately everything that had to do with Cindy from a legal standpoint was a little tricky. Dave knew this better than anyone having been the man most responsible for making it so. Technically she was still a convicted prisoner serving a sort of weird lifetime house arrest with Dave as her jailer. Whenever they went to dinner or the movies or shopping Dave was taking somewhat of a risk because he was legally responsible for her actions and she was in his custody as if he was a federal marshal or some other law enforcement officer. She couldn't really just enroll in a public school like any other student but at least there was a precedent for prisoners to receive some form of academic training that could lead to a high school equivalency exam. Dave would have to figure out exactly how to go about implementing this in his own home but at least there should be no legal objection to Cindy trying to get her diploma.

It looked like taking an online course that would lead to a high school diploma was probably the best way to go. It would solve the problem of having to deal with any objections that might be raised about having a convict mingling with other students, let alone a transgendered one, and Dave could certainly help her if she needed any assistance.

"How would you like to go on a little trip before you hunker down and start your studies?" Dave asked one day out of the blue. "I haven't been on a vacation in ages and things have settled down a lot at work and quite frankly I'd be very happy to get the hell out of there for a couple of weeks and just spend some time with you."

"That's funny. I've always thought of living here as kind of a vacation," Cindy replied with smile. "The only traveling I've ever done is being shipped from one institution to another."

"Well where would you like to go?"

"Someplace with a beach I guess. In my mind that always seemed like a vacation. Someplace with palm trees or something."

"I guess you'll have to get a bathing suit. You can't just swim nude like you do here in the pool," Dave joked.

"Hey, not a problem. As long as you're paying for it I'm sure I can find something respectable."

"I didn't say it had to be respectable I just said you couldn't be nude. Almost nude would be just fine."


CHAPTER 13:

The legality of taking his prisoner on vacation was a sketchy thing at best but fortunately Dave was a rather brilliant lawyer and having made the law he was well-equipped to find its loopholes. Nobody at BRI had given this subject much thought since it was assumed that the hospitality girls would be viewed as valuable pieces of property that needed to be kept securely locked up. One might certainly have cause to transport their property from one location to another at some point but it was generally assumed that sex slaves didn't go out to dinner with their owners or travel with them to beachfront resorts.

For the sake of legality Cindy was now known as Cynthia Morgan. It was a minor formality but she couldn't very well enroll in school or register at a hotel as A0027. She didn't seem to mind adopting Dave's last name and quite frankly he didn't mind it at all. Of course people might easily assume that she was his daughter but that was better than having them assume that she was his prisoner.

Cindy was actually giddy with excitement as their travel day got closer and closer. Dave had let her buy a whole new wardrobe and some luggage and things and she was thrilled to be going on a real vacation for the first time in her life. When she was a child she had tried to imagine what it would be like to have parents to take her to Disneyworld or something, or maybe go camping sometime. She had heard other kinds talk about those experiences and always felt a pang of jealousy. Sometimes she even made up pretend stories about the places she'd been just to have something to say.

Now it was real and actually happening. Everything was exactly as she had always pictured it in her mind. The white sandy beach, the palm trees swaying in the breeze, the private little bungalow that opened up right on the ocean. It was all just perfect.

"Let's go to the beach," Cindy said excitedly when they first got to their room.

"Hmm? Already? We just got here. We haven't even unpacked yet. Don't you want to relax a little first?" said Dave as he stretched out on the bed and browsed the room service menu.

"No, I want to go now," Cindy insisted.

"Okay, just give me a minute here," said Dave.

Cindy disappeared into the bathroom and emerged a few minutes later wearing a wickedly sexy string bikini that was almost as nude as you could get. She casually wandered over to her suitcase to retrieve her sunglasses.

"I guess I'll just head on out there. Catch up with me when you feel like it," she announced calmly.

"Okay, okay you win. I'm not letting you wander around out there alone with all those muscle studs in their Speedos. Let me get my trunks on and we'll go," said Dave laughing.

It may have been a bit unfair of her to manipulate Dave like that but Cindy also took a little pride in knowing that she could. Dave was a very smart man but he was still a man and she knew that parading in front of him in that bikini would make him forget all about relaxing in the room. Besides, he could relax out there just as well she figured.

They parked themselves on lounge chairs in a little private cabana and a waiter appeared from somewhere and took their drink order. Cindy actually got cold feet when they first stepped out of the bungalow but knew she couldn't very well chicken out after driving Dave from his comfortable bed. Ironically she was feeling self-conscious about being so scantily clad, despite the fact that she had been nude the entire time she was confined at the institute. This seemed different somehow. She was beginning to feel more human; more like a woman and less like a slave. And there were so many good-looking girls on that beach. Cindy began to wonder if her tummy was flat enough or whether her hips were too skinny. Perhaps it was a sign that she was getting used to being female but it was also kind of weird to be having those thoughts.

"So, just out of curiosity, what do you think when you see guys like this walking around?" Dave asked once their drinks had arrived.

"What do you mean?" Cindy asked.

"I mean when you see some half-naked dude with big muscles walking past you does it do anything to you or do you not even notice?"

"Well if you're asking me if I would want to fuck any of those guys I supposed I'd have to look at them a little more closely and give that some thought," she replied.

"No, that's fine. Don't put yourself to any trouble over it. I just asked out of intellectual curiosity."

"What, are you jealous?"

"A little insecure maybe," Dave admitted.

"That's silly. I like being with you just fine."

That hadn't really answered Dave's question but it was somewhat reassuring anyway. Dave had never looked like some of these hard-body types, even when he was younger, and he certainly didn't have that kind of physique now. He had always wished that he had. Sure he was a very successful lawyer and had a lot of money and a nice house but he had always sort of envied the jocks in school who just attracted the cheerleader types with seemingly no effort. He wasn't unattractive by any means but he also suspected that a lot of girls who showed an interest in him over the years had been more impressed by his car than his looks. He was the kind of "good catch" mothers wanted their daughters to marry while the daughters really wanted the cool guy with a motorcycle.

A lot of guys would have envied Dave's situation right now. Dave didn't have to be the hottest guy on the beach. He didn't have to come up with excuses to start a conversation with a woman or break out some old pickup lines. He had a cute teenage girl who lived with him and who would do literally anything he wanted anytime he wanted. But he was still insecure because he knew that she had to do what he wanted. That thought just kept gnawing at him.

Cindy was lost in some thoughts of her own. She was starting to check out the boys on the beach and she was conflicted by what she felt. At the institute they had tried to imply that the test results had demonstrated latent homosexual tendencies and that they were really doing the prisoners a favor by putting them in a female body. That sounded like bullshit to Cindy at the time but she sure had adapted to the idea of sex with men rather quickly. Dave didn't have to do much at all before she was actually looking forward to going to bed with him. Maybe they had been right. Maybe she had always been a queer or something, even if she didn't know it. Maybe that was part of the reason for all the anger and frustration that had always been part of her life before now.

A man could be attractive, she decided, although she wasn't exactly burning with lust for anyone in particular that she looked at. A younger guy might be stronger or have more stamina but Dave had all that skill. And she really liked Dave and appreciated all the kindness he had shown her. It might be interesting to be with someone else just to see what it was like but she sure wasn't going to go out of her way to make that happen.

She took Dave by the hand and led him silently back to their room. Once inside she got on her knees and pulled his trunks down. Then she lovingly began to service his cock with her lips and tongue and fingers. Dave reached down and stroked her hair and then she looked up at him and she thought that it almost looked like he was trying not to cry. Dave was a funny dude, all right. He never pushed her around or ordered her to do anything or tried to remind her of his superiority. She was his personal whore but he still seemed shy and insecure and always appreciative of even the slightest little praise she offered him.

It was a pleasure to suck his cock, almost an honor, really. All of those asshole guards at the institute thought they were so high and mighty because they could get away with abusing her but Dave had every legal right to abuse her and never once came close to using that power. The guards loved to brag about what "real men" they were and how she was just a stupid fag, but Dave was the real man in her eyes. Just because you have the power to do something doesn't mean you have the right to.

What difference did it make is she had been secretly repressing some gay desires or was just now developing a taste for men? Dave obviously liked her this way and she was able to please him. When some jerk was jamming his cock down her throat it was unpleasant. When she was licking and sucking Dave's member of her own free will it was terribly arousing and satisfying. Whatever her old thoughts and feelings were they were gone now anyway, along with her old body. She was starting life with a clean slate so she felt free to follow her instincts and desires and right now she desired this man's cock very, very much. It was nobody's business why. She liked it and he liked it and they both seemed to like each other so fuck 'em all if they had a problem with it.

It wasn't long before Dave's dick was jerking in her mouth and his hot load was filling her up. She looked up at him and smiled as she licked his cum from her lips and then very neatly licked the rest of his rod clean as a whistle.

Dave helped her to her feet and they just stood there hugging and kissing for the longest time. She was still dressed and he still had his trunks down around his ankles but it didn't matter at all. Neither one of them was in any hurry to break away from that embrace.


CHAPTER 14:

The days sailed by in a golden haze of beautiful sunsets, wonderful food, and the joys of the flesh. Every day Dave seemed to grow a little younger and Cindy felt like she was a little wiser and the gap between them was narrowing all the time.

They talked a lot. Dave never talked down to her or patronized her or criticized her for not getting his reference or not knowing the meaning of some word. He was patient. He seemed genuinely interested in what she thought and what she had to say. They were so much more like friends in those moments than just lovers.

Dave may have been the one who needed a vacation from all his hard work but Cindy was discovering how badly she had needed some stress relief, too. All of her life had been stress. She had never had a formal job to go to but just surviving had been a pretty taxing job in and of itself. Being incarcerated was never fun but it at least provided a place to sleep and something to eat, yet that world was full of perils and one had to be tough to not get picked on.

Cindy didn't have to be tough anymore and she didn't miss it in the least. She could have kicked Dave's ass, even in this body, but being pampered and treated like gold wasn't half bad. She was getting used to the little pleasantries of having the door opened for her or her chair pulled out at a restaurant. For someone who had never been shown the slightest respect this new twist was pretty amazing.

None of this was supposed to be happening this way. It was supposed to be the bottom of the barrel, the end of the road. Sex slave, fuck toy, cum bucket...and then what? A short life more than likely. No identity other than a number tattooed on her foot. No rights or opinions or feelings. No say in anything other than when to take her own life.

Thinking back to the start of her stay with Dave she realized that this trip would have been an ideal time to make her break. She was far away from the institute and could disappear pretty easily, even if there really was a tracking chip inside her. Dave would be pretty much on his own trying to go after her, if he even had tried. Now there was nothing in the world that would make her want to go anywhere without him.

What should have been the great final tragedy of her miserable existence on this planet was turning into an extraordinary rebirth. A true metamorphosis, not just a transformation from one body to another, but a complete change of heart and mind. When the world had been cruel to her she had responded in kind, and now that she had found this island of hope and salvation she was desperate not to mess anything up. This was more than likely her one and only chance to make something of herself and to have some kind of happiness. And all because she had smiled at a total stranger while hanging nude from a rolling cart.

"Why did you smile at me that day at the institute?" asked Dave, as if reading her mind.

"I don't know. I really don't. I think because you looked so helpless and frustrated I felt sorry for you in a way. All of those guys salivating to be in your shoes and you looked like you wanted to climb in a hole and pull the hole in after you," Cindy replied.

"That's exactly how I felt. I was so ashamed and embarrassed. I would never have chosen to do something like that. If I could have taken my name out of the lottery I would have but I had no idea that it was even going to take place."

"Well, don't fret about that now. If you hadn't won me we wouldn't be here right now and I'd probably be up shit creek without a paddle."

"Do you ever think about those other girls much?" Dave inquired.

"Not too much. I never got to know any of them personally. I usually just think how lucky I am to have gotten the best deal possible. You won the first lottery but I won the next one."

"Oh, God I wish my guilty conscience could let those words just wash over me and cleanse my soul," Dave groaned. "I thought if I could save just one girl then everything would balance out...at least that was the story I sold myself. Once I saw you I was so full of lust and desire that I was constantly at war with my brain telling me to do the right thing and my cock telling me to fuck the hell out of you every chance I got."

"Well baby, fortunately your cock and your brain were both right," Cindy joked as she kissed him on the cheek.

"I don't know how you can look at me, knowing what I did to you, knowing what I continue to do to other people and not hate my guts," Dave said with a heavy sigh.

"I haven't exactly been a saint, darling. If you've ever read my rap sheet you'd see that I've done plenty of shit that I'm not too proud of. To me you've been nothing but wonderful. You can't be that bad a guy and be so good to me. So maybe I'm not really that bad a girl if you can find something in me that you like."

"Oh, you're a bad girl all right...but in the best possible way," said Dave, pulling her over on the bed and kissing her. "Let's see how bad you really are."

Dave tugged at the top of her blouse and took a peek down her top.

"No bra again. That seems like pretty bad behavior to me," Dave playfully scolded.

"Well we've never done anal. Would you like to fuck me up the ass? Would that be bad enough for you," Cindy teased. "Does that turn you on baby?"

"Hearing you say it like that certainly does."

Cindy wriggled out of her very tight sorts and pressed her body flat on the bed with her rump sticking up high.

"Does this make me a bad girl? Does it make you want to grab my tight little butt and shove your big cock into my hole?"

"I've heard worse suggestions."

"Then do it baby. Pound me into this bed. I want to be the best bad girl you've ever had."

"You've already got that title hands down," said Dave as he lubed up his dick and got behind her.

First he spanked her, not hard by any means, but something he had never done. He had always been afraid to go into any kind of rough role play that might bring back bad memories for her or remind her of their legal relationship. He felt so comfortable with her now that it just seemed like a game. He spanked her again and then took her from behind.

Dave was surprised at how easily her anus received his prick, but he probably shouldn't have been considering what he knew about her "training" at the institute. Giant dildos had been hammered into her butt by the hour, and of course her ass had been free for the taking with any of the guards. He just wasn't thinking about any of that right now. He was thinking about how fucking adorable Cindy was and how lucky he was to be where he was in that moment, doing exactly what he was doing. He didn't deserve this, of course, but he was grateful.

He had only done anal once before, when his wife was finally tired of his pleading and half-heartedly flopped on her stomach so that he could mount her. He had tried to enjoy it but she was so obviously not into it that he pulled out pretty quick and they finished up the normal way. He had no idea why that had been so important to him but young men get crazy porn-fueled ideas in their head. This time around it was quite different as Cindy was humping her butt back and forth on his pole and fingering herself into a frenzy. It was so fucking dirty that he knew he wouldn't last long at this pace but there would be no pulling out this time.

Cindy kept up a stream of profanity that made his head spin. He wondered whether his heart was strong enough for this kind of excitement but figured there were worse ways to go. Suddenly he felt the first blast erupting from the tip of his dick and grabbed Cindy tight by the waist as he shot his load inside her.

When he had finished he flipped her over roughly and went down on her muff like a starving man at a Vegas buffet. She was soon having a violent orgasm and he could have lapped up her cream with a straw. Her whole body was shaking wildly and she made the most amazing little sound that was partly a loud inhale capped off by a bit of a whimper on the exhale.

They had planned to go to the restaurant for dinner but their escapades just kept rolling on and on and eventually they realized that the sun had gone down and neither one of them was in any mood to get cleaned up. It actually took some effort to reach the room service menu and place the order, but other than answering the door and a few quick trips to the bathroom they remained in bed until late into the next day. Fortunately they had remembered to ask the room service guy to put the "do not disturb" sign on the door when he left. Otherwise the maid might have gotten quite an eyeful.


CHAPTER 15:

One evening as their vacation was winding down Cindy asked if it would be all right for her to take a little stroll on the beach. Lying in the sun was great but she had discovered that the beach by moonlight could be even better. She liked to just walk along the shore or sit in some secluded little spot and think. Dave was in the middle of watching something on TV and said it should be perfectly safe for her if he didn't wander off too far. This was a very upscale resort and they had excellent security.

She just sat on the beach for a while watching the tide roll in and out while her mind seemed to drift along with the waves. One minute she was thinking about her terrible past and the next she was imagining romantic little scenarios about her future. It was the kind of thing you did on a moonlit beach she figured.

As she was heading back to her room a large figure suddenly appeared out of the shadows and caught her by surprise.

"Hey cutie, I was beginning to think that your dad was never going to let you out of his sight. Not that I blame him. If I had a hot young daughter like you in a place like this I'd probably handcuff her to the bed or something," said the man standing before her.

Cindy almost laughed at thinking about how close this guy actually was to the truth but she resisted the temptation.

"My name's John, by the way. What's yours?"

"Cindy," she replied.

"Pleased to meet you Cindy," said John, extending his hand in a friendly greeting. "So is pops going to come looking for you if you don't come in by a certain time?"

"Oh, he's not my father."

"Ah, a sugar daddy huh...even better," said John, literally licking his lips. "You know I've been watching you on the beach these past few days. I was hoping for a chance for us to get a little better acquainted. I'll bet you'd really enjoy someone a little...closer to your age."

Now that she recognized him Cindy was aware that he had been checking her out, not always in a too subtle fashion. He was young, probably in his early 20's, tall, and built like a linebacker.

"Anyway, he's a pretty jealous guy so I don't know if you really want to be messing around with his woman," Cindy said pleasantly.

"Hey, I've handled plenty of jealous boyfriends, and even a husband or two. I think I can take care of myself. So what does this dude do that makes him rich enough to land such a beautiful young thing?" John asked.

"He's a lawyer for the Mafia."

"You're messing with me," John said after trying to read her face in the dark.

"Nope, that's what he does. So I don't know about these boyfriends and husbands you've handled but you might be up against some pretty tough characters."

"Hey, you can't blame a guy for trying," John said nervously as he started to back away. "I just wanted to be friendly."

"That's cool. No harm no foul. You have a good night John."

"Yeah ah...you too."

Cindy smiled as she turned and headed for the bungalow. It was good sometimes to be a good liar and apparently she hadn't lost all of her street savvy. She had learned that sometimes it was best to bluff your way out of a tight situation. They might not totally believe that finger in your pocket is really a gun but a lot of people don't want to take the chance of finding out.

There had been a tiny moment where she had considered the idea of having a quickie with this guy. She didn't know how many chances she was ever going to get to try being with another man but that wasn't a real high priority in her life. Dave was all the man she needed. And it was so typical of a guy like that to want to brag about how tough and fearless he was. She wondered for a moment whether Dave would be willing to fight for her but the idea was so fucking stupid that it vanished from her mind as quickly as it had appeared. Dave would no doubt jump in front of a speeding train to save her life, although she had no intention of trying to test that theory anytime in the near future.

Even if she had been more tempted to fool around with John she remembered what a shitty thing Dave's wife had done to him and had no desire to ever be the cause of that kind of grief in his life. It wasn't that she had suddenly become some sort of a bastion of morality or anything but she really cared for Dave and wanted no part of hurting him. It might have been fun to feel John humping her up against a palm tree but it wasn't a risk worth taking.

Dave was naturally oblivious that any of this was going on right outside his room. The television program he had been so engrossed in was a documentary about the phenomenon known as "Stockholm Syndrome" where it was believed by some that captives sometimes bonded emotionally with their captors, even becoming romantically involved. It was a controversial theory but it did make some sense. The human survival instinct was very strong and it was somewhat natural that some people might cope with their plight better by turning their captors into heroes instead of villains.

This worried Dave a bit. He and Cindy had seemingly been getting very close on this trip. He had started to convince himself that she might actually have some feelings for him. What if it was just some psychological condition? After all the shit she'd been through in her life already who could blame her for developing a defense mechanism? Because Dave was trying so hard to have something resembling a real relationship with her she might have just picked up on his cues and played along. She could be locked up in a cell right now but instead she was on a leisurely vacation at a luxury resort. She was a smart girl and would probably figure out that playing nice would be the best way to get better treatment, even if it wasn't some mental thing that she had no control over.

Cindy skipped her way into the room and threw her arms around Dave's neck before planting a big kiss on his lips.

"You'd jump in front of a speeding train to save me, wouldn't you?" she asked with a grin.

"What a strange question," Dave replied with a quizzical look. "What in the world made you think of that? There can't be any trains for miles around here."

"I'm just being silly. I thought that you would. It's kind of a funny thing though when you consider that you own me."

"The only way I'll ever really believe that you belong to me is if you tell me that's what you want," said Dave.

"Oh, baby, don't you know that I already feel that way?"

It was music to Dave's ears but he still wasn't convinced. Of course that's what she would say if this was some kind of a reaction to the desperation of her situation. He had no idea how he would ever be certain but somehow he would have to think of something...soon.


CHAPTER 16:

They lived like a couple in just about every way imaginable. Cindy still had her room but it was only used these days for her online studies and to store her constantly growing wardrobe. She slept every night in Dave's bed, although they did fuck on her bed occasionally just for variety.

It appeared that Cindy was doing quite well with her studies and was taking them very seriously. Whatever she was studying at the moment always seemed to fill her with excitement and curiosity. Dave started to take her to museums on the weekends and she frequently watched science or history programs on television and then wanted to have a detailed discussion with Dave about whatever she had just seen. The father/daughter dynamic had never been more pronounced yet at the same time they were so passionate and romantic together.

"Hey, you know what today is?" Cindy asked one lazy afternoon.

"Sunday," Dave replied.

"Yeah, I know that but I just realized that it's my birthday."

"What?"

"Well, my old birthday. It's kind of hard not to think of the day I became female as my real birthday but this is actually the day I was born. It almost totally slipped my mind."

"Damn! We should be doing something special," said Dave. "I didn't get you anything."

"Oh please, you buy me gifts all the time. What more could I want?" Cindy chuckled.

"I don't know but you're going to get it even if it is a little late."

"Man, I'm becoming an old woman. You've only got one more year of me being a teenager and then you'll have to dump me out on the curb along with the other trash," Cindy teased.

"Like that would ever happen."

"Hey, what does happen to hospitality girls when they get too old to be fuckable anymore?" Cindy asked, suddenly turning serious.

"Unfortunately that's not something that anyone spent much time thinking about," Dave admitted sadly. "The whole idea was so radical and crazy and experimental that I don't know if anyone really believed it would work at all. Theoretically it's a lifetime sentence, which means the person responsible for the prisoner would be responsible for life, but considering how this has all been marketed as a sex thing I'm honestly not sure what the long-term ramifications are."

"So you mean you might be stuck with me for life?" Cindy asked cheerfully.

"Well, considering how much older I am that may not be all that long," Dave joked. "But I promise you this, you'll be taken care of in my will. I'm going to make damn sure that you never have to hustle or scrape or scrounge for anything ever again."

"That's an awesome birthday present right there," said Cindy with a very warm smile. "You really do care for me, don't you?"

"Of course I do. More than I can express."

"Even when my tits get all saggy and I'm wrinkled and everything?"

"Like I said, I'll probably be long gone by then, but yes, even if you were saggy and wrinkled...like I'm getting already."

"Stop it! You're a fine figure of a man. You've probably got at least two or three more good years in you," Cindy said, trying to sound serious, before breaking into a fit of laughter. "Baby, you should have seen your face just then!"

"So you really don't mind getting stuck with me for life?" Dave asked.

"Are you kidding? Just try and get rid of me now. I'll just keep running away and coming right back here. It's funny...when I first got here I was planning on ripping you off and making a run for the border. I just never could find the safe."

"That's because I don't have a safe," Dave explained. "I have a safe deposit box at the bank, but there's nothing too exciting in that either."

"Well I'm glad I didn't anyway. Things have turned out so much better this way."

"I'm glad you didn't, too, although I couldn't have blamed you for trying it. That would be a perfectly natural reaction."

"Hey, do I really have a tracking chip in me or is that something you just made up to keep me from running?" Cindy inquired.

"No, I'm afraid it's real."

"Doesn't matter to me now anyway," Cindy chuckled. "I'm not going anywhere."

"You should at least go to dinner, being your birthday and all," said Dave with a grin. "Just pick a place. Anywhere you want to go. I just have to ah...run a couple of quick errands."

The "quick errands" turned out to be a dash to a jewelry store as Dave presented Cindy with a gorgeous diamond necklace just before they were getting ready to leave for dinner.

"Oh my God! Those are real diamonds," Cindy gushed. "It's a good thing you didn't have this lying around the house before or I might have been tempted to steal it and take off."

"It's all yours now so you can do with it as you like. Although maybe we should think about getting a safe. I have a feeling you'll have more little trinkets like this to put in it. Happy birthday darling."

"Why are you so good to me baby? What did I ever do to deserve this?" asked Cindy.

"You smiled at me. Now all I can think about is trying to find ways to keep that smile on your face."


CHAPTER 17:

To Cindy it really did feel like the day she became a woman was her true birthday because she had changed in so many ways beyond the obvious physical ones. She had still never grown fond of wearing a bra and avoided it at as much as she could, which Dave always seemed to appreciate, as he could just stick his hand under whatever she was wearing and play with her tits, and it always turned him on to see her firm nipples sticking out so clearly whenever she wore a tight top.

Panties she had no problem with and actually kind of liked the way they felt but she often left those in the dresser too just to give her man the same easy access below that he had above. And even though she had a fine assortment of bathing suits by now the pool was still a clothing free zone for both of them.

Cindy truly embraced her body, her femininity, and her sexuality in a way that completely astonished her sometimes. It had obviously been a shock at first but over time she grew very comfortable in her new skin. It was still a learning process, of course, as one doesn't switch from one gender to another without some bumps in the road, but even that was fun and exciting in its own way.

Having never owned a car the lack of driving was no big deal to her and she liked to take walks around the neighborhood. She also had sort of an "allowance" too so that she could take a cab if she wanted to go shopping or have her nails done or something. It was funny to see how nice everyone was to her. Back on the mean streets of her old life you pretty much minded your own business and kept your head down. Even just looking at a guy the wrong way could lead to a fight. Now she was chatting it up with her neighbors and smiling and waving at everybody all the time. Of course the fact that she was a cute girl who liked to jog in skin tight shorts and a halter top might explain why so many men in the neighborhood seemed to feel the urge to water their lawns at the same time, but people in general were just so much more pleasant than she was used to.

Window shopping now meant browsing for things you might actually want to buy instead of studying the security system for a potential smash and grab. It was nice not always having to be looking over her shoulder to see if there were any cops in the area. She didn't feel like she had been born with a natural disposition towards causing trouble it was just that life had been pretty lame and she reacted the only way she knew how. Honestly it was much nicer having smiling people holding doors open for you even if she did have a pussy instead of a cock.

It was probably always going to be a little difficult to tell how much she actually preferred being female, versus how much she simply preferred her life now that she was, but she knew she wouldn't go back to the old life for a million bucks. For some men being totally emasculated might have seemed like a fate worse than death but Cindy was glad that she had gotten over that silly idea pretty quickly. Being female was pretty darn cool if you gave it a chance.

For that matter having a pussy was pretty darn cool too, especially when you had a man who really knew how to use it. There was something really wonderful and beautiful about feeling a man's hardness inside your snug little snatch. That feeling of knowing how desperately you were wanted, loved even maybe, but certainly desired. She knew how easily men could get turned on and took full advantage of that knowledge to keep her lover in a near constant state of arousal. Maybe it wasn't good to put so much emphasis on sex in a relationship but it was just so damn much fun! And the cuddling was amazing too. She had never even heard of the "afterglow" before but now she knew it was one of her favorite things in the world. She loved sleeping with Dave even if they didn't have sex. Just to curl up in bed next to him and feel his warmth against her body was pure heaven.

If taking her dick away was supposed to be some dreadful punishment it had certainly backfired in this case. She was just as capable as before, if not even more so. She was staying out of trouble for the first time in her life and would soon be a high school graduate. If Dave could figure out a way for her to take college courses she might even be able to go on with her studies.

Of course it all came back to Dave with his guilty conscience and his big heart. Cindy knew that if she had been given a free sex slave when she was a man things would not likely have gone the way they had for her and Dave. Cindy would have probably treated the poor little bitch like dirt and never given it a thought. Thank goodness the roles hadn't been reversed she thought. It was a damn good thing she ended up Dave's little bitch, and that was something she was proud to be. The fact that they had money was great but she'd still be glad to be his bitch even if they were broke and living in a trailer park or something. His kindness and thoughtfulness and understanding and patience were worth far more than his bank account to her.

Naturally Dave would never think of her as his bitch but it was definitely a common slang word from her old world. Usually it was meant to imply the inferiority of a female to a male but it could also be sort of a term of endearment. It seemed to be girls who usually used it to describe another girl as crabby or scheming. To Cindy the word just came naturally, even when applying it to herself. She was a bitch now if you divided the world into bitches and dudes so there was no point in getting offended about it.

Cindy didn't really get offended by much of anything these days. After the horrifically dehumanizing treatment she had gone through at the institute everything seemed like a walk in the park now. No matter how tough things might get down the line it all seemed pretty easy to cope with having survived all that torture. They thought that they were turning the inmates into weak, docile, creatures who were completely broken, but at least in her case it had only made her stronger. She had come through the crucible of fire and was ready to take on the world.

She did feel softer in a lot of ways and a little more vulnerable sometimes, like when she was walking around with a purse full of cash. As a former purse snatcher she knew that she made a good target but she also knew she wouldn't give it up without a fight. Any asshole who tried to rob her was going to get a knee to the balls without hesitation. She still knew how to brawl, even if she had to resort to some different tactics.

When she returned from her latest excursion she immediately stripped out of her dress and strolled into Dave's office, where he was working at his desk. He was certainly accustomed to seeing her parading around the house in various stages of undress but it was always a pleasant attention getter.

"What are you doing?" Cindy asked casually as she strolled over and kissed Dave on the cheek.

"Just working," Dave replied.

"Can I join you?"

"Ah...sure, if you really want to," Dave replied.

A moment later his pants were hitting the floor and Cindy was perching herself on his rigid staff, her panties easily pushed out of the way. Then she began to slowly rise up and down on his erection as Dave unfastened her bra and fondled her breasts.

"I'm not sure how much work I'm going to get done this way," Dave pointed out.

"Do you want me to get up?" Cindy inquired sweetly.

"Oh, no...I was just pointing out the obvious."

"Well go ahead and try. Maybe this will just make it a more pleasant task," Cindy suggested.

Dave honestly did try to resume his work and he had to admit that it was definitely more pleasant now but it was also really hard to concentrate. Plus she was kind of blocking his view of the computer and typing was damn near impossible.

"Let's try something else," he suggested. "You lean over and type what I tell you. Let's see how good you are at taking dictation."

"I like the sound of that. I'll take your big dictation anytime you want," she teased.

So Cindy stood up and bent over so that she was resting on her elbows with her hands on the keyboard. Dave got behind her and started pumping while he tried to compose his thoughts. It also wasn't terribly practical but it was a hell of a lot of fun.

"Is this what you do with your secretary?" Cindy called back to him.

"No, but it's definitely giving me some ideas," he joked.

"Maybe I could be your secretary," Cindy suggested. "I'm getting pretty good at typing."

"Yes you are and it would be very pleasant but this kind of thing is sort of frowned upon in most offices."

"Really? I just figured guys were banging their secretaries on the desk all the time."

"Well if they do I think they usually lock the door or do it after hours or something. That's never really been my style."

"Too bad for your secretaries. They don't know what they're missing."

They didn't get any more work done but Dave felt absolutely fantastic after getting a totally unexpected orgasm to break up the tedium of his job. Cindy was just too good to be true and he certainly didn't deserve her but damn he did appreciate and adore her. Five minutes with her was better than the whole five years he spent with his first wife.


CHAPTER 18:

Dave had been acting a little strange lately and Cindy was a bit worried about him. He seemed distracted somehow. He tended to go off to work having forgotten something that he would have to come home and retrieve. His mind just seemed to be elsewhere. She tried to sooth him any way that she could think of and there certainly didn't appear to be any sort of conflict between them. He was always sweet and kind with her but she knew him well enough by now to know that something was up.

When he called her one afternoon from work and told her to pack a bag, call a cab, and meet him at a fancy hotel downtown later that evening it was all very mysterious but Cindy went along with it gladly. He probably could use a little unwinding but she wasn't sure why he felt the need to do it in a hotel.

Dave seemed even more nervous than ever when he met up with her in the lobby of the hotel but hopefully this surprise excursion would do him some good, thought Cindy. They went up to their room, which was actually the penthouse on the top floor of the tower. It was like nothing Cindy had even imagined existing in this world. The place was enormous and elegantly decorated and the view of the city below was breathtaking.

She changed into the nicest dress she had along and they went down to dinner. Dave seemed a little more relaxed but Cindy noticed that he was drinking a bit more wine than usual, which may have accounted for his slightly calmer demeanor.

Then it was back up to the penthouse and what Cindy assumed was going to be a very full night of fucking but Dave took her by the hand and led her over to the window. It actually felt like his palms were sweating. None of this made a bit of sense to her.

"My darling Cindy, I...I don't even know if this legally possible but I feel the need to make the gesture. No, that's not exactly what I meant to say, that sounds like I'm doing you some kind of favor. I suppose what I should be saying is..."

"Just spit it out counselor. You're not in a courtroom right now," Cindy joked.

"You're right. I should just spit it out. Would you do me the very great honor of becoming my wife?" Dave said suddenly as he produced a little box with a ridiculously large diamond ring in it.

"Oh my God! Oh my God! Oh my God!"

Cindy just kept stammering those three words over and over again while she fanned herself with her hand. She could feel tears welling up in her eyes and had no idea what was happening to her.

"Oh my God!"

"Usually you only say that when you're having an orgasm so I hope this is a good sign," Dave said, not quite convinced yet that it was.

"What a fucking idiot. Oh not you darling! Me," Cindy cried. "I'm acting like a total pussy. I think I'm actually crying like a little girl. What's that all about?"

"Well you are a teenage girl you know. I don't think anyone's going to blame you for being a little emotional. I won't tell anyone, I promise. But you still haven't answered the question," Dave pointed out.

"Yes, yes, yes of course I'll marry you! But are you nuts buying me a ring like that. I know people who wouldn't hesitate to cut my finger off to got their hands on that rock."

"We can always trade it in on something more modest if you like."

"Fuck that! Slip that baby on my finger and let me see it sparkle. Now I know why they say diamonds are a girl's best friend. Well, next to you of course, darling. You're the best friend I've ever had."

"Now what I was trying to say earlier was that I'm not on totally secure ground as far as the legality of this goes," said Dave, now that his breathing had come back to something resembling normal. "There's nothing that excludes a prisoner from getting married while incarcerated but it doesn't commute your sentence. Believe me, I've been working on that and I think we have a strong case to overturn your conviction on appeals, if nothing else, but for the time being I guess you'll still be my prisoner."

"I guess that kind of puts a different spin on the old ball and chain, doesn't it?" Cindy chuckled.

"I wish I could have worked everything out before asking you but it's kind of a tricky process and I was getting really anxious to pop the question."

"Yeah, you were a nervous wreck. Thank goodness you didn't wait any longer. You might have had a breakdown or something," Cindy teased.

"Technically I know this doesn't change much, hell you already have my last name, but it means a lot to me to know that we're committed to each other out of passion and not just because of a court order. I love you so much but I've always been reluctant to say it. It doesn't seem possible that we could have been brought together under such terrible circumstances only to find true love, but we have, haven't we?" Dave asked hopefully.

"Of course we have! I love you with all my silly, girlish heart. You've just sentenced me to a lifetime of happiness baby. I don't care what the courts say or how we got here, I want to belong to you for as long as you can stand me. You've saved my life and turned my whole world around. Now pull your pants down and let me suck your cock before I start blubbering like a complete sissy again."

Instead Dave unzipped her dress and carried her over to the bed where he gently placed her on her back. She watched him slowly remove his clothing as she began to finger herself in anticipation. The man was in no hurry now. The weight of the world had been lifted from his shoulders and he was going to make long, slow, passionate love to his new fiancée.

Cindy welcomed him to the bed with open arms and open legs and open lips. They were just going to fuck again, as they had done so many times before, but it was a special night for Cindy and she was still overcome with emotion.

She had never had even the slightest interest in getting married as a man, and even after changing it hadn't been something she had given much thought to, but now that it was happening it seemed like the greatest miracle in the world. Dave owned her, for God's sake, he didn't have to try and work for her release or offer her some ring to get her devotion. And the way he was so shy and fumbling about it was absolutely adorable! Still, that was the kind of guy he was. He wanted the reassurance that she really loved him for him and not because she thought she'd get better treatment this way.

All those thoughts at the start about robbing him and running away seemed so distant now. She wasn't sure but she thought she might have even considered killing him at one point. And although she had every justification to feel that way there had always been something between them that was hard to pin down. She had liked him even in her worst moment and had managed a little smile. The smile that turned her whole life around.

Had she ended up with someone else she probably would have put some escape plan into motion. Maybe they would have used the chip to track her down or maybe she would have made it out of the country but either way it probably would have been a pretty scary and miserable life. She might have even been sent back to the institute and been forced to endure the sadistic punishment of Bull Bradley.

Now as her lover's cock slipped deep into her pussy she closed her eyes and actually pinched herself to make sure that she wasn't dreaming. Well if it was a dream she hoped she'd never wake up from it. She had been through so much for someone so young but thanks to the love of this good man she had not only been reformed she had undergone a complete metamorphosis. From juvenile delinquent to petty criminal to the wife of a rich and respected lawyer all before she had even been legally old enough to drink. If she had done that much living in 20 years who knew what the next 20 might bring? Personally she was fine if it wasn't quite so hectic and exciting. Well, after the wedding of course. That would be pretty exciting. Come to think of it excitement wasn't so bad. Especially the kind of excitement she was feeling now as the first ripple of an orgasm began to crash through her insides. After that there was no point in trying to think about anything more other than the joy of being a woman in the arms of her man.


AUTHOR'S NOTES:

This story came from kind of an unusual starting point. I was messing around with some 3D graphics depicting girls in some kind of an institutionalized facility where they were carted around like merchandise and taken to a room full of weird sex machines. I wasn't sure whether it was going to be an animation or maybe a series of pictures but I just found the imagery kind of weird and kinky. Then I started thinking about what sort of scenario could exist where something like that could actually happen and suddenly I was off on a new book.

I've explored the theme of forced sexual reassignment as a form of government punishment before but it's a subject that I think lends itself to a number of different variations. I wasn't exactly sure where this one was going to go at the start but I like to let things surprise me a little as I write. It could have been more of a revenge story I suppose as Cindy had every right to be pissed off but incurable romantic that I am I do always enjoy a love conquers all thing.

I think the most significant thing about any forced feminization story is the fact that for many people even daydreaming about switching genders causes feelings of shame and alarm, even if somewhere inside they know that they're really curious about it or even desirous of having it happen. Society makes it so hard to be open about discussing and exploring such ideas that I think there's often a period of fighting against the impulse before one finally comes to terms with it. I think these kinds of stories are symbolically suggestive of that internal struggle no matter what the actual case might be. It's hard for people to say "I want to be different" no matter how strongly they feel the need. Hopefully someday that won't always be the case.


ALSO BY STACEY ZACKERLY:

Confessions of a Cybersex Slut

The Transformation

The Virgin Whore of New York

Free Love

Unchained

Borderless Desire

Sweet Dreaming

Not Really Me

No Turning Back Now

The New Roommate

Only One Exit

Pink and Blue

The Ultimate Punishment

The Role of a Lifetime

Buried Treasure

The Halloween Party

The Fairy Godmother

In the Name of Science

Second Time Around

Buried Treasure 2: Secrets and Longings

The Dude Ranch

Becoming Penelope

At the Crossroad

Rejuvenation

Rotation

All for the Best

The Slut Squad

Girl of my Dreams

Weekend Woman

Try Before You Buy

Reform School

A Christmas Karol

Pinup Girl

Weekend Woman 2

The Project

The Stand-In

The Experiment

Welcome to the Club

Chemistry

Trans Travel, Inc.

FOR MORE INFORMATION ABOUT THE AUTHOR:

https://www.facebook.com/pages/Stacey-Zackerly-Author/1433132996914960

https://www.goodreads.com/author/show/7391028.Stacey_Zackerly

http://staceyzackerly.blogspot.com

http://www.pornhub.com/users/staceyz/videos

(If you'd like to see any of my 3D erotic videos!)

OEBPS/image_8.jpg
METAMOIQHOSIS

STACEY ZACKERLY





