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  When I showed up for work Monday morning, the fat lady at the check-in counter stopped me. Normally I just waved my wrist over the scanner and the chip would clock me in. This time a buzzing sound went off.



  “Hold on,” she said, looking over her horn-rimmed glasses at her monitor. “Says here you’ve been reassigned.”


  “What?” I said. “Can’t be right. I’m a welder. Been a welder my whole life.”


  “Well, according to this, you ain’t a welder anymore.” She looked at me with languid eyes, like a bloated frog resting on a lily pad. “You need to report to the reassignment office downtown a.s.a.p. Directions have been uploaded to your chip.”


  Goddamit, I thought. This isn’t right. But I knew better than to argue. I knew it would only get me into trouble, maybe get me docked pay or entertainment privileges. 


  The Corvant had arrived just over five years ago. They didn’t come in ships. These white doors just began to open up all over the world, and out they came. They were smaller than us, with light blue skin and no hair. But other than that they looked pretty similar. They began to “advise” us, sharing tech, new methodologies, social and political reform. They began to weave their way into our system, and within a couple of years we’d all but handed over the reins. Now they pretty much ran things, and for the most part, things were way better than before they came.


  Except for shit like this. I’d heard of people being reassigned, but it had never happened to anyone I knew. I wanted to slap that lazy look off the admin’s face, but I settled for giving her an ugly look of my own and spitting on the ground as I walked away.


  When I got in my car, I punched the dash three or four times, screaming while I did it. As I leaned back, panting, the car started itself up and retrieved the directions from the chip in my wrist.


  I’d never been to a reassignment center, but the one my car took me to downtown was huge. It looked like it had been some other government building before, a tax office or a police station. 


  The receptionist was automated, just a metallic cylinder with a flatscreen where its head would be. 


  “Good morning,” it said in a chirpy voice.


  “I’m here for job reassignment,” I said. And I still wasn’t happy about it, but if I couldn’t get any empathy out of frog lady, I sure wasn’t getting shit out of the tin can.


  “Hold up your wrist please,” it said. I raised my arm and the bot scanned me. “Room 427.”


  I sighed and made my way to the elevator. I saw a few other people, but not many, just criss-crossing the lobby in silence. The elevator opened onto the fourth floor to a row of doors. I got out and walked until I found 427. I raised my hand to knock, but the door slid open. 


  Inside was what looked like white dental chair. Other than that, the room was bare. What the hell was all this? Why couldn’t they just scan my chip and send me to my next job, whatever it was.


  I stepped inside and the door whooshed shut behind me. 


  “Please sit,” a female voice said from no particular direction.


  “I’m just here for my new job,” I said.


  “Please sit,” the voice said again.


  So I sat. The chair was softer than it looked, really comfortable. I put my arms on the rests, and the material grew up over my arms instantly, strapping me in. I felt something tighten on my legs and looked down to see the chair melting upwards over my shins.


  “Hey!” I said. “What the hell is going on?”


  “You are being reassigned,” the voice said. “Starting today, you will be working in the Flesh Zones.”


  That didn’t make any damned sense. He’d been to the zones a few times. Everybody had. But that was where all the whores worked.


  “Wait,” I said. “Doing what?”


  “You will be a pleasure girl.”


  The chair started rotating. Little doors in the ceiling began to open, robotic arms descending.


  “That doesn’t make any sense,” I said. “I’m a man.”


  “After the procedure, you no longer will be.”


  Oh God. Oh no.


  “Wait,” I said. “Stop. There’s been a mistake.”


  A pair of arms began to snip away my clothes and drop the pieces into a chute in one of the walls. 


  “There has been no mistake,” the voice said. “You are Steven Wilks, aged twenty-seven, living at four fourteen—”


  “Yeah, that’s me. But this is wrong. You can’t do this. Why the fuck are you doing this?”


  The arms were busy, spraying me down with what smelled like an antiseptic.


  “Our records indicate that you have shown a general disdain for women, gays, trans, and other non-heterosexual male groups. You are one of the first participants in a new program designed to instill empathy within your community.”


  Holy shit. I’d never heard of anything like this. This couldn’t be happening.


  A plastic claw descended right above my crotch.


  “No!” I screamed, but I hadn’t seen another arm coming down right over my face. A little tube shot into my mouth just as a mask clamped over my face, and I heard a hissing noise and felt air on the back of my throat. 


  I felt different instantly. I thought the gas would knock me out, but even though I couldn’t feel anything, I didn’t feel drowsy. But when that claw reached down and clutched my cock and balls, and the lasers started slicing, I passed right out.


  



  I woke up not knowing where I was, feeling strange as shit. I was on the floor of some tiny cylindrical room, the walls glowing pink. 


  The first thing I noticed was the gap between my legs. I reached down and felt my crotch. I was wearing leather pants, and there was only a smooth space instead of what I expected to find. Fuck. 


  I sat up and felt something heavy on my breasts. No, those were my breasts. I looked down to see the top of my new cleavage, pushed up by the lip of a corset. I felt myself getting aroused looking at the top of my own tits, a sensation I wasn’t prepared for. 


  I reached up and cupped my own tits, and then noticed my hands were smaller, the fingernails painted pink. Hair fell in front of my eyes, and I reached up to touch it, rolling it between my fingers. I’d had dark hair before, but now I was platinum blonde.


  My head spun with the weirdness of it all, but I didn’t have much time to let it sink in. The walls of the tiny room seemed to dissolve, becoming transparent. I reached out, but still felt the hard plastic.


  It was night outside, and I was in the middle of some kind of town square. People, mostly men, milled around, some gathered at other kiosks just like mine. There were six others that I counted at a quick glance, each with a different girl in them. A few of the girls were dancing. Some were bending over, massaging themselves, trying to look sexy for the onlookers.


  When the crowd saw that the walls of my station had become transparent, a few of them moved to look at me.


  “Stand up,” a voice said from underneath me. 


  I thought I’d be groggy and sore. After all, they’d just sliced my balls off and turned me into a woman. But I didn’t feel sore at all. I actually felt physically great, even if my head was completely fucked.


  “Stand up,” the voice said again, a little more forceful this time. I recognized it as the same one from the room at the reassignment center.


  I got to my feet, realizing for the first time that I was wearing heels, shiny black ones.


  “You are a pleasure girl now,” the voice said. “Make yourself desirable to prospective clients.”


  Make myself desirable? Dozens of men were crowding around my tube now, watching to see what I would do next. A few of them were actually looking above my head, and I raised my eyes to see what they were looking at.


  A scroll of blue text on my tube wall, like a stock ticker, was circling above me: PLEASURE GIRL EVE. RENT HER! USE HER! INTRODUCTORY PRICE OF 45 BITS/HR. JUST CONVERTED FROM MALE TO FEMALE!


  How the fuck did I get here? Just a few hours ago I was trying to clock in to work. My crew was in the middle of a big job, and underwater pipeline in need of serious repair. Now I’d been flipped into a woman? A whore at that. This was my new life? 


  “Make yourself desirable,” the voice said. “Or you will be reassigned again.”


  Well that was ominous as shit. If they could do this, they could certainly do worse.


  I looked down and smiled at the men. That instantly made them look more interested. A few of them smiled back. I put my hands on my thighs and slowly drew them up to my tits, massaging them and pushing my cleavage out as I bent over.


  “Good,” the voice said.


  I raised my hands above my head, and then I began to slowly move my hips. Music started up from underneath me, a techno beat. I started to dance.


  I would have felt ridiculous normally. I don’t know if they changed my brain chemistry or this was still part of the old me, but I was actually getting kind of hot. I felt a slickness between my legs, my new pussy becoming warm. They hadn’t put any underwear on me, and the leather pants against my bare skin felt sexy as hell.


  I scanned the crowd as I danced in a circle within my transparent tube. This wasn’t so bad after all. I could do this.


  Then I stopped cold.


  A tall guy with a dark crew cut stood grinning at me, his hands tucked into the pockets of an army jacket. It was Mitch, a buddy of mine who had worked alongside me for the last three years. Mitch, who was constantly talking about all the pussy he nailed, how the bitches just couldn’t keep their hands off of him.


  And now he was watching me dance for the crowd. Pleasure Girl Eve, formerly welder guy Steve. Did he know it was me? I didn’t look anything like I had before. 


  His grin and the dark glint in his eye said he did. Of course he did.


  A skinny red-headed guy stepped forward out of the crowd and raised his arm toward the scanner attached to my kiosk. When Mitch saw the guy move, he leapt forward, clapping his hand on the guy’s shoulder.


  “Sorry, pal,” Mitch said. “I got first dibs on this one.” He shoved the red-head to the side, pulled down the sleeve of his jacket, and waved it over the scanner.


  “You have purchased use of this unit for fifteen minutes,” a mechanical voice said. A ramp elongated from the base of the kiosk. Mitch walked up to the transparent outer wall.


  I hadn’t ever noticed how big he was. He hadn’t seemed that big when we were friends. Then again, I was smaller now. He looked at me like he was starving and I was a juicy piece of meat. I guess that’s exactly what I really was.


  A hole opened in the side of the tube, big enough for Mitch to step through. Once inside, the hole closed itself. 


  “Would you prefer a private or public session?” the voice asked.


  “Oh no,” Mitch said. “I want everybody to see what I’m gonna do to you. Public.” He shrugged off his jacket and pulled his shirt off over his head. He had a tattoo on his left arm, an octopus, its tentacles spiraling down to his forearm.


  “You look nice, Steve,” Mitch said, pulling down his pants. His cock was already propping up his black bikini briefs.


  “You know,” I said.


  “Of course I do. They sent out messages to everyone you know. Got mine a couple of hours ago. Couldn’t wait to get off work.”


  What the fuck? Why would they do that? But then I knew. They were teaching me a lesson.


  “Please,” I said.


  He grinned even wider. “Yeah, that’s it you little bitch. Beg a little.”


  “I thought we were friends.”


  “Actually,” Mitch said, “I never really liked you much. You were kind of a pain in the ass. And now I’m gonna be a pain in your ass, Eve. Turn the fuck around.”


  “You can’t talk to me like that,” I said. 


  He just laughed. “The fuck I can’t. You’re a pleasure girl. As long as I don’t physically hurt you, I can do or say just about whatever the fuck I want for the next fifteen minutes.”


  “Thirteen,” the voice said.


  “Whatever,” Mitch said. “In the message, they sent a link to your profile in the Flesh Zones’ index. You’re into some kinky shit, little girl. Now turn the fuck around.”


  This was bad. This was real bad. I couldn’t fight him, and there was nowhere to run. The crowd was looking up at us, hungry looks in their eyes. They were ready for some action. I wasn’t getting any help from anybody down there.


  So I did what I was told. I turned around.


  “Well lookee here,” he said. “Made it real easy for me.”


  I heard the rip of Velcro, then felt air on my back. The corset slipped away and dropped to the ground, leaving me topless. I folded my arms across them.


  “Put your hands on the fucking glass,” Mitch said from behind me.


  I looked over my shoulder at him. God, had I been like him? I guessed it didn’t really matter anymore. I unfolded my hands, exposing my ample tits and put my arms up on the side of the tube.


  I felt his hands on my ass, then heard another ripping sound and felt air on my ass and crotch. I looked down. The patch of leather that ran from the top of my bush to the top of my ass crack was apparently removable. Mitch tossed it on the floor. In spite of myself, my nipples were hard, my pussy wet.


  “You like it up the ass, you little whore?” Mitch asked me.


  “I like it however you want to give it to me,” I said.


  He was surprised. He paused, then laughed. I was a little surprised myself, but at this point I figured I might as well just lean into my new role.


  A tiny hose dropped from the ceiling. I looked back over my shoulder and saw Mitch take the end of it, pull it down further, and stick the nozzle in my ass. I felt a warm gush as lube shot up into my asshole, spilling out into the crack.


  Then I felt his strong hands grab my ass cheeks and spread them apart. The tip of his cock pushed its way past my cheeks and into my ass. I gasped, and heard the faint “ooh” of the crowd.


  He squeezed the flesh of my hips and shoved the full length of his cock up my ass. I squeezed my eyes shut from the pain. I’d never felt anything like that before, of being penetrated, having someone else forcefully jam themselves inside me. 


  My tits squeaked against the wall as Mitch fucked me. He reached up with one hand and bunched my hair up into his fist. With his other hand he slapped my ass.


  “You do like it up the ass, don’t you?” he asked.


  “Yes,” I cried. “Oh yes. Fuck me, baby.” 


  They must have done something to me. But maybe they didn’t. Maybe all along some part of me wanted something like this. Maybe I wanted to be used like a whore. Either way, while Mitch’s cock ramming in and out of my ass hurt, the hurt was good. My new pussy was dripping with juice. I could feel it streaming down my inner thighs. 


  I whimpered and cried out, pushing my ass onto his dick with each thrust, matching his rhythm. Then I shuddered, arched my back, and came so hard I thought I was going to black out. I pounded my fists against the glass wall and screamed in ecstasy. 


  The crowd loved it. A few them even clapped. I’d almost forgotten they were there.


  Mitch came soon after, but before he did, he pulled out and shoved me aside. Thick, ropy strands of white shot out of his cock, splattering against the transparent wall. He let out a half-grunt, half-sigh as he stroked himself, pumping every last drop out of his balls.


  As he pulled up his pants, he nodded toward the cum-streaked wall. “Clean that up, you little whore,” he said.


  I’d fallen to the floor, and I looked up at his grinning face.


  “Bitch, you better learn to do what your clients say or you’re not gonna make it.”


  He was right. I was so confused, though. I hated his smug face, but at the same time I wanted more of him. I’d absolutely loved the way he’d manhandled me, pulling my hair and smacking my round ass as he’d pounded me like a hungry beast. It wasn’t that I didn’t want to lap up his cum. My head was just spinning from what had just happened, and I didn’t know what to think.


  But his words snapped me out of it, and I crawled back over to the wall on my hands and knees. I stuck my tongue out, bent down, and licked up a thick gob that was still sliding downward. I had expected it to taste foul. But while it was salty and pungent, I liked the taste. It tasted like power, like the raw essence of a man, and as I greedily lapped it up, my pussy got hotter and slicker. 


  I paused to look back up at Mitch. 


  “May I finger myself while I clean, sir?” I asked him.


  He laughed and bent down to grab the back of my head. He turned it back toward the glass. “Nah, keep your full attention on what I told you to fucking do.” He pushed my face into the main mass of cum, smearing it all over my nose and cheek. Then he let go and stood back up.


  “That didn’t take long, did it, pal?” he asked. “I guess you were just a fucked-up perv all along, huh?”


  He and the crowd watched as I licked every little drop and streak off the wall, until it was shiny and new again.


  “Session expired,” the voice said. “Thank you for your patronage.”


  “Before I go,” Mitch said, “I want to hear you thank me with the taste of my cum in your mouth.”


  I licked my lips. “Thank you, sir.”


  The wall made a doorway, and he stepped out. But he looked back before it sealed up. “Don’t worry,” he said. “I’ll be a repeat customer.”


  I looked back out at the crowd. A line of men was already forming at the scanner. Looked like I’d have a long night ahead of me. But while I’d been looking down at the crowd, I hadn’t seen that another client had already paid and was walking up the ramp.


  She stood behind the wall and looked at me sitting on the floor of my chamber. She wore a white dress with red heels, her dark curly hair falling about her shoulders. She was more beautiful than I remembered, even with the humorless smile on her face. Her dark eyes had the glint of malice.


  The door materialized, and she stepped through.


  “Amy,” I said softly. 


  She snorted and shook her head. “Well this is poetic,” she said, crossing her arms. 


  I tried to remember why I broke it off with her. We had actually talked about getting married. Well, she talked about it and I blew her off. I’d just gotten bored, I guess. I fucked around on her at the end with several girls, even her friend Julie. Maybe she’d found out about that since the breakup.


  “Would you prefer a private or public session?” the voice asked.


  “Private,” Amy said.


  The walls shimmered and became an opaque pink. I could hear boos from outside, but all sound faded along with the visibility. We were enclosed in our own private room.


  “You always were a piece of shit,” Amy said. “Thank God you dumped me.”


  “I’m sorry,” I said, still on my hands and knees, my tits out, lube and pussy juice pooling under me.


  “Oh, now you’re sorry?” she said. “You’ll be sorry when my session’s up. After I got the notification, they let me customize the whole experience ahead of time. Looked like you got a nice ass-fucking from Mitch, but I think I can do better.”


  As if on cue, the floor began to morph, rising up to form a chair. As the plastic stretched out and solidified, the chair looked like something from a dentist’s or doctor’s office, with armrests, but also long, outspread leg rests.


  Amy reached back and unzipped her dress. “You always were a shitty lay,” she said. “You were selfish. Were you as selfish with Julie as you were with me?” Her dressed dropped and pooled around her red heels. Her perky tits bounced a little as she stepped out of the dress. Her nipples were small, pink, and erect. “Well now it’s payback time, you little cunt.”


  She walked to the chair and reclined in it, propping her legs up on the rests. “Okay, Steve,” she said. “Crawl the fuck over here and eat my pussy.”


  I’d never eaten her out while we were together. I’d shoved her head down so she could suck my cock, but I’d never returned the favor. When we fucked, I was always on top or pounding her from behind. I think she put on a show, but I’m not sure I ever really made her come, and at the time I honestly didn’t give a shit.


  But now was my chance to make up for it, and I was actually hungry to taste her pussy. I licked my lips and crawled to her. I looked up at the pink folds, like a fleshy wet flower. She’d shaved, something she’d never done while we were together, and her pussy looked pristine surrounded by the tender pale flesh.


  “Smell it first,” she said, looking down at me. “Get your little nose right up in there.”


  I leaned in and took a deep breath. I smelled sweat, and the tart, musty smell of her wet lips. 


  I reached forward to put my hands on her inner thighs. She slapped my face. “No hands,” she said. “You only touch me with your face and tongue.” She looked up. “Restraints?”


  Plastic tendrils rose up from the floor and curled around my wrists, pulling them behind my back. They also curled up around my ankles, locking me in place. Amy had designed the session, she’d said. She wanted me prone, helpless, giving all the pleasure to her. 


  “Now you may eat it, bitch,” she said, stretching her legs wider.


  I stuck out my tongue and gave an exploratory lick, right between her lips, coating my tongue in her juice. The taste of Mitch’s cum faded, replaced by the tart tang of Amy’s. 


  “What are you, a little kitty cat?” she asked. “Get your fucking face in there and eat me out or I’m gonna file an unsatisfactory session report.”


  I didn’t know what that was or what it would mean, but I buried my face between her legs and began to lick and suck and slurp with everything I had. She grabbed two fistfuls of my platinum blond hair and pushed me down harder, laughing.


  “Eat it, bitch,” she yelled, then jerked my head up by the hair, leaned down, and spit in my face. I flinched, closing my eyes, and felt her push me back down between her legs. 


  I liked what she was doing to me. I was hornier than ever. My pussy ached to be rubbed, touched, and penetrated. But with my hands and legs bound, I couldn’t move. 


  As if in response to my longing, more plastic tendrils curled up out of the floor. One pushed up into my pussy. I stopped sucking, surprised. Amy slapped the top of my head. 


  “No one told you to stop,” she said.


  I licked her, looking up into her angry, hungry eyes. The tendril pushed into me and swelled, and as it did, another one pushed into my ass. Thankfully they were both warm, like a soft gelatin expanding into my orifices. They pushed in and expanded, then began to undulate.


  More tendrils rose up, curling around my upper legs, to my belly and back, growing across me like vines on a trellis. They curled around my tits, which swayed as I rocked back and forth, sucking and slobbering all over Amy’s pussy. 


  The tendrils tightened at the tips of my nipples, pinching them hard. I cried out in pain and surprise.


  “You like that, slut?” Amy asked me. 


  “Yes, ma’am,” I said, trying to focus back on her, working up to her clit and flicking it with my tongue.


  The stuff plugging my ass and vagina swelled painfully and began to spin, while the tiny ones curled around the ends of my nipples began to twist them. The artificial vines snaked across my ass, then sprouted what felt like hundreds of tiny thorns, prickling into my skin.


  I cried out into her pussy, not daring to lift my head. I’d never been in so much pain and pleasure at the same time. I’d also never felt so used and so helpless. 


  Amy’s body tensed, and I thought she was about to come, but instead she pulled my head back. She tilted her hips up exposing her ass, then pushed my face down between her butt cheeks.


  “The old you wouldn’t go near my ass with your tongue,” she said. “But your new whore tongue is gonna lick it till it shines. Sorry if I didn’t wipe too well.”


  I started in on her ass, licking furiously as the tendrils held me fast and penetrated me. The ones coating my tits also burst out in tiny spikes, and my brain felt like it was on fire from sensory overload. 


  Her ass tasted dirty, but I deserved every bit of what she was dishing out. 


  “Don’t just lick it, you dumb twat,” she said. “Push that tongue out and fuck my ass with it.”


  I poked my tongue out and jammed it up into her butthole. 


  “That’s it,” she said. “Just like that.” Then she slid one her hands to her mouth, licked it, then moved it back down to start fingering her clit. She rubbed herself in little circles as I plunged my tongue in and out of her ass.


  I’d never know she was into any of this, but then, I didn’t ask and didn’t care before. Now it was all I cared about. I wanted her to take me out of here, take me home with her. I’d be her slave, do anything she wanted.


  As I thought these things through a haze of stimulation, she came, suddenly. She clutched the back of my head and pushed my face into her, shoving my tongue as deep as it would go while she flicked her clit furiously. 


  She arched her back and screamed at the ceiling. It went on and on, and though she had surely faked orgasms when we were dating, there was no faking that. She slumped in the chair and pushed my head back. The tendrils all withdrew from me, and I slumped to the floor, completely spent.


  “Fucking goddamn right,” she said, letting out a heavy sigh.


  She took her legs off the rests and put them on the floor. I crawled over and hugged her ankles. 


  “Please,” I said. “Take me with you.”


  “What?” she asked. She snorted. “What did you just say?”


  “Take me home,” I said. “I’ll be your slave. I’ll do anything you want.”


  She laughed, a full-throated, delighted laugh. “I did not expect that,” she said. “But no. No fucking way. That was sweet, and I’ll be back for more, but you don’t deserve to just putter around my house and eat me out every once in a while.”


  “Please,” I whimpered.


  “Nah, you’re right where you need to be, bitch. Getting whored out round the clock to any and everybody who’s willing to fuck you. And judging by the crowd, that’s a lot.”


  She shook me off her feet and slipped her dress back over her head. 


  “I’m done,” she said to the ceiling. The walls melted transparent again. Most of the crowd around my kiosk had shuffled to others that were visible, but there was still a line waiting at mine, maybe twelve or more men, all with hungry looks on their faces.


  “Holy shit, girl,” Amy said, staring at my tits. I looked down to see dozens of red pinpricks across my tits, a few beading blood. They were sore, but the pattern was actually kind of beautiful in a way.


  Amy laughed and got up to leave. “I guess being with you finally paid off,” she said, “in a weird way. So long, Eve.”


  She left as Mitch had, leaving me on the floor, even more exhausted than I had been before. 


  “Remove the rest of your clothing,” the voice said. 


  I stood, wobbly, kicking off my heels. I squeezed out of my leather pants and turned around to see the same pattern of red dots on my ass.


  “Close your eyes,” the voice said, and just as I did, something sprayed from all directions. It wasn’t water. It was thicker than that, and it made my skin tingle.


  When the spray stopped, I opened my eyes and looked down to see that the pinpricks were gone from my tits. I looked around at my ass. Same thing. It was now shiny and round, good as now. I felt different, too. Buzzed a little, wired up.


  Which was good, since the door was opening again, a stranger stepping through this time. He was big and bald, and when he smiled, I saw that one of his front teeth was missing.


  Amy was right. It was going to be a long night. I shook my body like a wet dog, then smiled and tried to look pretty for my next client.
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