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  I used to be the CEO of a thriving tech company. I used to be married, living in a state-of-the art smart-home in a gated community. I used to be a man.



  Now I’m a pleasure girl, working in the Flesh Zones in the seediest area of downtown. I live in a transparent tube on the side of the street, where I dance and sway and try to look sexy for anyone passing by. If they like what they see, they swipe their wrist over the checkout scanner attached to by tube, and then I’m theirs for the next ten minutes or ten hours, depending on how much their willing to pay.


  And I want them to hire me, because if they don’t, then the automated little home I live in doesn’t ever give me any private time, with the tube walls frosted opaque. If I don’t service enough clients, it doesn’t produce food pellets for me to eat. After every client, when I’m put back inside, the automated jets spray me down with cleansing gel. It stings at first, but it feels good to wash the sweat and cum off of me.


  Then it freshens up my makeup and hair, and sometimes it even gives me a new outfit.


  I used to be over six feet tall. Now I’m short and spunky, a little punk girl who will take it in any hole, suck and fuck anybody with enough credits.


  Here’s how it happened…


  



  They came through portals, glowing blue-white doors of light that simultaneously opened up all over the world. Then they just stepped through.


  The Corvant. They look like us, only more muscular, more beautiful, and with that glowing blue skin. Their eyes are blue too, same color as their skin, irises, sclera and all. No whites to their eyes, just solid, eerie blue.


  They said they were here to help, and at first they did. They shared technology with us, and soon economies all over the world were booming. Hunger was a thing of the past, even in formerly third-world countries. Everybody was happy.


  By 2035, everyone had SmartChips installed in their wrists. You could unlock your house, start your car, and pay for your beer by just thinking about it.


  My name used to be Dan Carver. I used to run Advanced CyberSystems. One day I got curious, and that was my mistake.


  



  “Hey, Regina,” I said to my best tech at ACS.


  “What’s up, boss?” she said, looking up from her workstation. Her red hair was pulled back into a bun, her glasses balanced sexily on the bridge of her nose, where a light spray of freckles highlighted her hazel eyes perfectly.


  “Um,” I cleared my throat. “I’d like you to work on a project for me.” I lowered my voice. “Off the books.”


  She lowered hers to match. “Sure, no problem. What is it?”


  I looked around the room. Several of the other techs had their heads down. No one seemed to be listening to us. “SmartChips,” I said. “I want you to look into them, see if you can do a little reverse engineering.”


  Her eyes grew wide. “Corvant tech is advanced, boss. I mean, really advanced. Not sure if I’ll be able to make any sense out of it.”


  “Right,” I said. “I’m just not sure I trust what’s going on.”


  She let out a little laugh. When she saw I wasn’t joking, her eyebrows furrowed. “Why would you think they’re up to no good? They’ve basically saved the planet.”


  “I don’t know,” I said. “There’s something about them. Just…can you look into it for me?”


  “Sure,” she said, but she looked a little worried, about the Corvant or me, I didn’t know. “No problem, boss.” She turned back to her terminal.


  “Thanks,” I said, straightening up and heading for the elevator. I was supposed to meet my friend Dillon for a game of squash and quick lunch at the club in twenty minutes.


  I hoped Regina wouldn’t find anything. I didn’t want to be right.


  



  I sent the mental signal to my car to start and open the door, then I slid into the warm leather seat. The door closed, and the car pulled out of the slot and toward the exit of the parking garage. I opened up a report on my tablet to review for an afternoon meeting.


  But when we pulled out onto the street, the car turned left instead of right.


  “Max,” I said, looking up from my tablet. Everybody gave their car a name to signal when they were talking to it. “I’m heading to the club, remember?”


  “Sorry, sir,” the car said in its polite British accent. “There’s been a change of plans.”


  “What?” I said, putting my table down in the passenger’s seat. “What are you talking about?” Max had never malfunctioned. He’d never said anything contrary. He was chock full of Corvant technology.


  “You shouldn’t have started poking around,” Max said, his voice as even and polite as ever. Then the screen on the dash flickered to life. I usually didn’t watch anything while in the car. I was too busy working.


  I hadn’t given the signal to turn on the news, but there it was, tuned to one of the financial stations, the stock ticker scrolling across the bottom of the screen. But the headline across the top of the screen was what I was looking at:


  



  DAN CARVER, CEO OF ADVANCED
CYBERSYSTEMS TO STEP DOWN


  



  A picture of me, all smiles, filled the screen. I let out a nervous laugh. This was a practical joke, right?


  “What is this?” I asked. “Who’s doing this? Max, talk to me.”


  “You overstepped your bounds, sir,” Max said. “But don’t worry. I’m sure you’ll enjoy your new life. You’re going to be…transformed.”


  I looked at the door. There was no handle, not a regular one anyway. But there was still an emergency release, in case the automated systems failed. I grabbed the metal bar and yanked. Nothing happened.


  “Emergency protocols have been disabled,” Max said. “Just sit back and enjoy the ride, sir. Would you like me to play you some music?”


  “Fuck you,” I said. I steeled my shoulder and slammed it into the door.


  “Please don’t do that, sir,” Max said.


  I kept right on ramming my shoulder into the door. They wouldn’t budge, and my upper arm starting to hurt like hell.


  “I was hoping it wouldn’t have to come to this,” Max said. A reddish smoke began to emit from my air-conditioner vents. Really?


  I hit the door one more time, then I started to get very sleepy. The world was all a blur, and then I was out.


  



  I woke up naked, strapped to some kind of chair in a room with no other furniture, the walls all white.


  “Hey,” I tried to yell, but my voice came out in a croak. My throat was dry as hell. My eyes burned too. I blinked away tears and looked around, but I didn’t see any doors or windows. My arms and legs were strapped to the chair. I struggled against the straps but it was no use.


  “Relax, Mister Carver,” a deep male voice said from all around me.


  “Where am I?” I said in my dry, cracked voice.


  “That question is irrelevant,” the voice said. “The more interesting question is: What are you going to become?”


  Max had said something similar. He said I was going to be transformed.


  “Look,” I said. “There’s been some kind of mistake. If we could just talk—”


  “We are talking,” the voice said. “But the time for that has passed. It’s time to begin the procedure. We’ll talk more when it’s over.”


  “No,” I said. “You don’t need to do this. You don’t—”


  Something above my head was moving, robotic arms descending from the ceiling. There were maybe half a dozen of them, and they were terrifying. Two of them had syringes, and they moved to each of my arms and injected me with some kind of pink liquid. I’d hoped they were more anesthetic, but I wasn’t so lucky. I was awake for the whole thing.


  One arm, with what looked like a nozzle on the end, extended down between my legs. I yelled again, but the voice was gone.


  A pink spray emitted from the tip of the nozzle, coating my cock and balls, my entire growing region really, with a thin layer, like cool wax. I thought maybe they meant to wax me before some kind of surgical procedure, but I watched in horror as my genitals actually began to melt away.


  In the place where I used to have a deck, to soft mounds formed, a left between them. Oh God, I thought. They are turning me into a woman. I could feel myself changing inside as well. Those injections were some kind of supercharged hormone treatment.


  The robot arms moved all around me, across my body, making changes here and there, some significant, some cosmetic. The biggest other change were my breasts. Two more arms tipped with syringes injected a thick yellow liquid directly into each of my nipples. It hurt like hell, but I began to see the results immediately. I began to grow tits, nice natural-looking ones. By the time they stopped growing, I estimated I had a perfect pair of C-cups.


  The arms word around my face and head, prodding me with micro-injections, changing and styling my hair, applying makeup. I felt the bone structure and my face change, becoming lighter, my cheekbones rising, my mouth shrinking, my lips becoming fuller.


  The next time I yelled, I was surprised to hear my voice pitched much higher than before. I don’t know how much time had passed, maybe only ten or fifteen minutes, but the arms all withdrew back up into the ceiling, and I already felt completely different.


  I had been transformed all right. I looked down at my brand-new body, soft and white, not a hair in sight, with wide hips and full breasts, and a brand-new pussy as well.


  The straps withdrew on their own from the chair, then the chair itself tilted forward, dumping me out unexpectedly. I fell on my hands and knees on the floor. I looked behind me and the floor opened up, the chair disappearing below as the floor sealed itself up again. I was left in a room with solid white on all sides, above and below.


  “Now what?” I asked to the empty room. My voice was light and delicate, even sexy to my own ears.


  An answer, a door materialized in the wall in front of me. A man stepped through. No, not a man. He looked like a man, dressed in a neat grey suit, with polished black shoes, silver cufflinks, and a dark maroon tie. But his skin was blue, his eyes solid blue. And he was bald. A Corvant.


  “Well now,” he said, smiling. His teeth were a brilliant white. “Let’s see how the procedure went.”


  “Why did you do this to me?” I asked.


  “Oh, I know it seems like a bit of a shock, but you’ll get used to it, even begin to enjoy your new life.”


  “My new life?”


  “Yes, we’ve already found a replacement for you at Advanced CyberSystems. By the way, your company will soon become one of our largest new contractors. Unfortunately, with your new identity, you no longer own any share of the company.”


  Part of me wanted to jump at him, attack him, try to strangle him. But another part of me felt entirely different. I was confused. My new body felt hyper-sexualized, my nipples getting hard, my new pussy already slick. I was actually attracted to him, and I felt hornier than I’d ever felt as a man.


  “What the hell is this?” I said.


  “You’re a pleasure girl now,” he said. “Engineered to work in the Flesh Zones. A steady supply of cheap sex keeps the populace happy, and not too curious, unlike yourself.”


  “You son of a bitch,” I said, though every time I tried to draw upon that anger, it just kept turning into hot lust.


  “Oh, you can’t stay mad at me, can you?” he said, laughing. “Now then, I’m going to be your first customer, you see. Break you in. I do love freshly-transformed human pussy, though I think I’d like a blow job first.”


  My mouth watered at the mention of sucking his dick. I hated myself for wanting him like this, but I couldn’t help it.


  “We should give you a new name,” he said. “How about Daphne? Yes, I like that. Let’s see how it sounds. Crawl over here, Daphne, and suck my dick.”


  There was something hypnotic about his voice, too. I responded to it immediately, crawling across the cold, hard floor to his feet, then looking up at him. He cupped my chin in his warm hand, and that made goosebumps break out across my body.


  “I continue to surpass my previous work,” he said. “You look incredible.”


  My heart was thumping in my chest. I was panting like a dog. All I wanted to do was get his cock out of his pants and wrap my lips around it.


  I reached out and began to unbuckle his belt. He let go of me and moved his hand aside, chuckling.


  “Okay, okay,” he said. “Easy, Daphne.” Then he put his hands on his hips.


  I’d never seen a Corvant dick before. Like I said before, the copied our physiology outwardly, except for making themselves look almost like Greek gods. I assumed his cock would look human. I was wrong.


  He was wearing white cotton boxers as I pulled his gray slacks down around his ankles. I gasped as I pulled down his underwear.


  It was huge, for starters, easily ten inches long and as big around as my wrist. And it had scales, glistening turquoise. The head looked human, though, blue like the rest of him, with a tiny hole already dripping with creamy white precum.


  I leaned forward and licked it, wanting to taste him more than anything in the world. I grabbed the scaly base of his thick alien cock with both hands, then opened my mouth wide and tried to take in as much as I could.


  I got too greedy, shoving him all the way into my mouth, and I gagged almost immediately, tears filling my eyes. But the girth of him stretching out my cheeks felt so good. He tasted strange, too, but in a good way, a coppery tang like pennies, mixed with a strong animal musk.


  With his cock jammed in my mouth, he chuckled again. “Oh, I almost forgot to introduce myself,” he said. “My name is Ramsell. I was part of the first wave, and I’m in charge of all transformations in this sector. Got to keep the Zones full of cheap ass. Funny how people never seem to question where all the new pleasure workers come from.”


  I felt the anger rise up again, but only for an instant, replaced with hot longing. I squeezed the base of his dick as I worked my lips along its length. My tits bobbed up and down as I worked on him, and their new heft just ramped up my horniness. I felt warm pussy juice oozing out of me, coating my inner thighs.


  I began to moan as I sucked. He reached down and pinched both my nipples with each hand. I squealed, the sound muffled around his cock.


  My hair was long now. I could see it falling in front of my eyes as I sucked. They had given me purple highlights, like some kind of punk girl.


  I was slobbering all over his dick like a hungry dog now, almost unable to control myself. They had amped up my hormones somehow, along with turning me into a girl. They had turned me into a wild, horny slut, and despite some part of me trying to rebel against that, I was loving every second.


  I tried to say something, but all that came out were muffled gagging noises. He grabbed my hair and pulled my mouth off his dick. Thick, ropy strands of pink cum trailed from the tip of his dick to my mouth.


  “What was that?” he asked.


  “I said, can you come on my face, please?”


  He laughed. “Oh yes, you turned out very well,” he said. He twisted my hair in his fist, and I cried out in pain. Then he reached down with his other hand and grabbed his cock, pumping furiously.


  “This is what you want?” he said, grinning, those full blue eyes staring down at me. “You want a face full of my sweet cum?”


  “Yes!” I cried. “Oh god, yes!”


  The tip of his dick erupted, spraying hot, thick gobs onto my face. I closed my eyes shut just as the first wave hit the bridge of my nose. One spurt went up one of my nostrils, and I exhaled. It ran down my upper lip into my mouth, where I slurped it up greedily.


  I’d never measured my own cum. Even when I’d ejaculated a lot, it could never have been more than a palm full. But Ramsell came and came and kept on coming.


  When my face was coated with at least half an inch of hot cream, I could still hear the thick sound of it squirting out of him, the warm rivulets of it splashing onto my face.


  Eventually I felt it cascading down my neck and onto my bare chest, even dripping down to the tips of my tits. I was swallowing mouthfuls of it, salty and pungent, gulping it down like the greedy little slut girl I had become. The whole thing was making me so hot I felt like I was going to explode.


  My eyelids gummed together as I blinked, looking up at him. “That was amazing,” I said.


  “We’re not done,” he said. “How do you humans say it? Not by a long shot.”


  He grabbed my hair and pushed my face to the floor. “Get your ass in the air,” he said. I obeyed.


  He moved around and knelt behind me, and my newly-minted pussy throbbed in anticipation. He was going to fuck me, and I craved it.


  I felt him sidle up against my thighs, felt the warm heft of his cock as it tapped against my legs. Then he reached up to grab it and guide it into me.


  I grunted and gasped. I’d been with my share of women, but I’d never been fucked myself. As the head of his cock pushed inside me, the feeling was like being completely owned by another person. My body was theirs to fill up with their own, and god was he filling it up.


  His thick, scaly shaft stretched my virgin cunt. I felt like I was being fucked by a hot steel fist, jamming into me without concern for my comfort or pleasure, but simply to please the owner.


  Ramsell laughed as he fell into a rhythm, sliding his enormous piece of rock-hard flesh in and out of my strained and already-sore pussy. But as much as it hurt, it also felt incredible. I don’t know if the desire to be a woman had always lurked inside me, or whether the procedure had somehow made me want to be this way. Either way, I embraced my new identity, as a complete and utter whore. I didn’t want my old life back. I wanted to suck and swallow and be fucked as much as possible.


  The alien grabbed the hair on the back of my head and began to pound harder, slamming his hips into me with each thrust. I hoped the procedure had made my new body resilient, because it felt like he was destroying me. I found myself crying out.


  “Fuck me!” I yelled. “Fuck me harder!”


  “That’s my girl,” he said, moving at a speed I didn’t know he was capable of. My whole body shuddered as he thundered into me like some ungodly machine.


  Sweat coated my body now. Tears filled my eyes. The area between my legs was now a nexus of both the most pain and most pleasure I had never felt. I felt like my body was about to explode into billions of pieces, and I also felt like I would have been happy to die that way.


  But I didn’t die. On the contrary, I came, an earth-shattering orgasm that made the back of my teeth rattle together. A light-show bloomed behind my clenched eyelids. My whole body lit on fire with white-hot light.


  I was born anew.


  Ramsell came inside me, impossible loads of hot cum squirting into me and pushing out, running down my thighs.


  He turned me head around by my fistful of hair to look me in the eye. “Good girl,” he said. “In case you were wondering, you’re not capable of reproduction. We can’t have you taking time off from doing your job.”


  He pulled out of me, and I felt a little sad at that, even though I had just had the most incredible sexual experience of my life. I just didn’t want it to end.


  “Now that I’ve broken you in,” he said, “We can put you in your new home in the Flesh Zones. Are you ready to get to work?”


  “Yes, sir,” I said, breathless. Tears were running down my cheeks. Then I whispered: “Thank you.”


  



  And that’s how I became a pleasure girl.


  I should have been angry, but the only things I felt anymore were hunger, horniness, and sexual pleasure. At least they let me still feel orgasms. They probably could have modified me to feel nothing, but still be horny all the time.


  I stood up in my tubicle and stretched. The street traffic outside was starting to pick up, and that was good because I was starting to get hungry. My food dish was empty, and I only got more when I met my quota for clients.


  Luckily, there was a group of four young men walking up the sidewalk, intently eyeing me through the transparent walls of my cell. They looked like college guys, buff and sporty, maybe four members of the local university football team.


  The leader, a blonde with a crewcut, a square jaw, and ice-blue eyes stepped up to the scanner. He laughed, turned around to his buddies, then turned back and swipes his wrist.


  My pussy started to get wet in anticipation. The door to my tube hissed open.


  “You have purchased this unit’s services for fifteen minutes,” the automated female voice said overhead. That wasn’t long. I’d only get a few food pellets. But at the moment I was just hungry for dick, hungry to be taken like a piece of meat.


  I started to step out onto the sidewalk, but the blonde stopped me. “Leave your clothes inside,” he said. “And hurry the fuck up. Clock is ticking.” His friends laughed at that, but he wasn’t laughing now. He had a predatory look in his eyes, but that turned me on. As a pleasure girl, damn near everything turned me on.


  I quickly slipped out of my corset, skirt, and panties. I was starting to unlace my shoes, but he stopped me again. “Fuck, just leave those on,” he said. “That’ll take too long.”


  So I stepped out, naked except for my knee-high lace-up leather boots.


  I walked up to him and put my hands on his chest. It was hard and warm. “Where would you like to go?” I asked.


  He pointed at the nearby intersection. The streets had been built for cars, but none drove through the Flesh Zones anymore. It was all foot traffic. They wanted to gang fuck me in the middle of the street.


  “Sure,” I said, winking at him. But he didn’t want flirty. He just wanted to fuck. He grabbed me by my hair and dragged me squealing to the center of the intersection. His friends followed, laughing.


  “You guys can have her face,” the blonde said, pulling off his jacket and unzipping his jeans. “See how many dicks you can fit in her mouth at the same time. I don’t give a shit. I’m gonna fuck her in the ass.”


  I bent over and put my hands on my knees, readying myself. I only caught a brief glimpse of the blonde’s cock before he moved behind me. It looked like a length of some thick fire hose, just beginning to stiffen.


  Meanwhile, the other guys had positioned themselves in front of me, and were beginning to pull their dicks out. Two of them were black, the other was another white guy. I took the first one into my mouth and began to suck, grabbing the other two with each of my fists and pumping. They didn’t have much time, so I wanted them to get the best bang for their buck. They could always give me a bad review, and that meant less food.


  I had almost forgotten about the one behind me, when I heard him hock up a wad of spit and wet his own dick with it. Then I felt his body behind me for only a second before the head of his cock found my asshole and shoved its way in. I stumbled forward a little, trying to not let the dick in my mouth slip out or lose my grip on the ones in each hand. But his meat felt like a giant piston, powering its way up into my ass.


  He slapped me on both ass cheeks and let out a whoop. “How you like that, bitch?” he yelled.


  People were beginning to gather on the street around us. Public sex was fairly common, a free show. No one under eighteen was permitted in the Flesh Zones, so anything, anywhere was permitted.


  I took my mouth off the cock in front of me to say: “I love it! Fuck me harder!”


  He smacked my ass with a loud crack. “Nobody told you to stop sucking, you goddamn whore,” he said. “You want us to leave a bad review?”


  I really didn’t, so I reached out with my mouth for the dangling cock in front of me and slurped it back up, sucking vigorously. The blonde thundered into my ass, stretching it wide, his body slamming into mine with each thrust.


  After a couple of minutes, the guys in front of me wanted to switch up. They each wanted some mouth action, and I was happy to oblige.


  The crowd was murmuring, with a few oohs and ahhs. Public sex wasn’t rare, but we were putting on a particularly good show, four-on-one, with young, sexy men and a nice, hot pleasure girl. That was something you didn’t see every day.


  I sucked on one of the black dicks, stroking the other two with my hands, while the merciless pounding from behind continued.


  I glanced up to look at the electronic billboard where advertisements and news displayed. There was a clock in the upper right corner, and nearly ten minutes had already ticked by.


  I upped the pace with my mouth and hands, wanting to make them come as quickly as possible. If I was lucky, they’d let me eat their cum, but I wanted food as well. But the three in front switched up again, the second black cock pushing into my mouth and all the way to the back of my throat, gagging me. My eyes filled with tears.


  “Yeah, suck that dick, bitch,” a deep voice from above said. I did my best, sucking and slobbering. I was afraid they weren’t going to blow in time. I tried to get into rhythm with the blonde, but he was ramming into me wildly, like an uncaged animal let loose for the first time in years. Trying to synch up with him was useless. He was fucking me on his own terms.


  I glanced back up at the clock. Only two minutes left. A pretty big crowd had gathered now, maybe twenty or thirty. A lot of them had devices up, either recording or streaming the action. I just wanted to give them all a good finale. Maybe some members of the crowd would want me after the guys were done.


  I started to squeal and moan, and finally the voice from behind me said: “Okay, boys, I’m about to pop. I’m coming up there and we’re gonna rain on this bitch. Get ready.”


  With that, he pulled out, slapped my ass one more time for good measure, then trotted up to my face to join the others. The cock in my mouth pulled out, and so did the ones in my hands.


  “Get on your knees!” the blonde yelled at me, his cock in his hand. “Put your fucking hands behind your back.”


  I did as he said, the hard asphalt biting into my knees as I lowered myself to the ground and turned my face up to them. They stood in a ring over me now, each with their cocks in their hands, pumping furiously.


  I glanced back over at the clock. Less than a minute to go now. And I noticed something else, the newsfeed.


  



  MELANIE MITCHUM TO REPLACE DAN CARVER
AS CEO OF ADVANCED CYBERSYSTEMS


  



  I didn’t know what to feel. I should have been more furious than ever. But there was a picture of Melanie on the screen, a serious woman with dark shoulder-length hair and gold-rimmed glasses. She wasn’t wearing much makeup and looked plain. She had been a junior executive at ACS. I didn’t know her that well. And in that moment, all I could do was wonder what her pussy smelled like. All I wanted to do was eat it and suck up the juices.


  But my thoughts were interrupted as the first guy came, jetting a hot stream of cum across my face, pulling my eyes back to the cocks pointed in my face, the frantic young men jerking them over me.


  Two ropes of cum criss-crossed my face, and maybe that turned the others on, because two more came at the same time, spurting their loads, one hitting me right between the eyes, the other splashing against my upper lip. I squeezed my eyes shut, but opened my mouth. I was hungry after all.


  Then I heard the leader growl  and yell, and I felt the biggest load of all splash into my face, a gob of cum shooting up my nose. I coughed and tried to keep swallowing.


  He said they were going to rain on me, and they did, hot torrents of cream sloshing onto my upturned face, coating my eyes, my forehead, my cheeks, and going up my nose and down my throat.


  When the spurting finally stopped, I blinked away the cum from one eye. The other was too thick and gummed up to open. I saw the men step back and start tucking their meat away.


  The crowd gave a round of applause.


  The blonde smirked at me as he zipped up his jeans. “Man, you’re a fucking mess,” he said. They all laughed at that, then they turned to leave. He looked over his shoulder one last time. “I’ve had better,” he said. “Way better.”


  Time was up. The crowd started to disperse. I climbed shakily to my feet and wiped the thick gob of cum out of my right eye. I put my fingers in my mouth and tasted the musty, salty wad of cum.


  When I got back to my tube, I saw that they had left a review: one-and-a-half stars. No pellets for me. The door hissed shut behind me and I began to wipe the cum off my face with my fingers, licking them clean.


  That was going to be my dinner.


  The Corvant changed me. I wasn’t particularly happy with my old life, but now I was a cock-sucking whore, eating cum for my evening meal. I don’t know if that should have made me angry or sad.


  All I know is that I liked it.


  



  



  If you liked this story, check out another one of my gender reassignment stories: Modified for Pleasure


  



  Check out my full catalog at my Amazon Author Page


  



  To be the first to receive updates about new stories and books, join the K.C. Ripley mailing list. Thanks!


  



  If you have questions, suggestions, or requests, email me at: femdomauthor@gmail.com

OEBPS/Images/00001.jpeg
(A Gender Reassignment SciFi Short)






