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1.

The train clattered along the tracks, its Old West-style decor setting the mood for the adventure that awaited Michael and Dallas at "New Frontiers." Dallas sat with his legs sprawled out, a cocky grin on his face, while Michael fidgeted in his seat, trying to match his friend's confident demeanor.

"Dude, this is going to be epic!" Dallas exclaimed, slapping Michael's knee. "A whole week of playing cowboys, shooting up bad guys. It's like a dream come true!"

Michael smirked, leaning back in his seat. "Yeah, I guess so. But let's be real, Dal, we both know you're the one who's been obsessing over this trip for months. I'm just here to make sure you don't get yourself killed on the first day."

Dallas let out a hearty laugh. "Oh, come on, Mikey! Don't pretend like you're not excited to let loose and be a different person for a while. I bet you've got some wild fantasies you're hoping to live out in the park."

"Maybe I do," Michael said, a mischievous glint in his eye. "In fact, I'm planning on spending some quality time with one of those saloon girls. Show her a real good time, if you know what I mean."

Dallas raised an eyebrow, a teasing grin spreading across his face. "Really? I didn't peg you for the type to chase after android tail. Thought you were more of a 'settle down with a nice girl' kind of guy."

Michael puffed out his chest, trying to match Dallas's bravado. "Hey, the park's all about being someone new, right? Maybe I want to explore my wild side, see what it's like to be a real ladies' man."

"Alright, alright," Dallas chuckled, holding up his hands in mock surrender. "You do you, buddy. Just don't come crying to me when you fall head over heels for some pretty little android and forget it's all just a game."

"Yeah, yeah," Michael rolled his eyes, punching Dallas's arm. "You worry about being the big, bad gunslinger, and I'll handle my own business."

As the train rolled closer to "New Frontiers," the two friends settled into a comfortable silence, each imagining the thrills and adventures that awaited them in the park. Little did they know, a surprising twist would soon put their newfound personas to the test and challenge everything they thought they knew about themselves and each other.

The train pulled into the station, and Michael and Dallas stepped onto the platform, their eyes widening at the sight of the meticulously crafted Old West town stretched out before them. A tall, lanky man in a black suit and a crisp white hat approached them with a smile.

"Welcome to 'New Frontiers,' gentlemen," he greeted, tipping his hat. "I'm Jeremiah, your guide for the orientation. If you'll follow me, we'll get you acquainted with the park and all its offerings."

Jeremiah led them into a dimly lit saloon, where a group of other guests had already gathered. Michael and Dallas took their seats, exchanging excited glances as Jeremiah began his presentation.

"Now, let me tell you a bit about what makes 'New Frontiers' so special," Jeremiah drawled, his voice smooth as honey. "Our park is populated by highly advanced androids, designed to look, act, and respond just like real people from the Wild West era. They're here to make your experience as immersive and authentic as possible."

Dallas nudged Michael, grinning from ear to ear. "Hear that, Mikey? Authentic as possible. That means the saloon girls are fair game."

Michael rolled his eyes, but couldn't help smirking at his friend's enthusiasm.

Jeremiah continued, "Within the park, you're free to do as you please. Pursue the narratives we've crafted, or create your own adventures. The androids are here to cater to your every whim, and there are no consequences for your actions. This is your chance to be whoever you want to be."

Michael raised his hand, a question forming in his mind. "So, these androids... they're not real people, right? We can do whatever we want with them, and it doesn't matter?"

Jeremiah nodded, a sly smile playing on his lips. "That's correct, sir. The androids are here for your pleasure and entertainment. They can't be hurt, and they won't remember a thing once you've left the park. So, feel free to indulge in your deepest desires and darkest fantasies."

Dallas leaned over to Michael, his voice low and conspiratorial. "See? No consequences. Time to let loose and be the men we've always wanted to be."

Jeremiah gestured to a tray filled with small metallic discs. "These little doohickeys are gonna be your gateway into our world. Just a simple neural implant that'll link your consciousness to one of our lifelike hosts which will be lifelike representations of your real bodies."

Michael exchanged an excited look with Dallas. This was really happening.

"Don't worry, it's perfectly safe," Jeremiah assured them. "You'll wake up in a brand new body, fully integrated into our authentic Wild West experience."

One by one, the guests stepped forward and allowed Jeremiah to place the disc on their foreheads. As it made contact, there was a brief pinprick of pain before the disc dissolved into their skin.

When it was Michael's turn, he could feel his heart racing with anticipation. The disc stung for a moment, and then everything went black.
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A sterile, mechanical buzz slowly roused Michael from unconsciousness. As his eyes fluttered open, he found himself lying naked on a medical examination table in a stark underground room. Strange technical equipment and computer terminals lined the walls.

Where was this place? Michael tried to sit up but found his body paralyzed, unable to self-actuate. He opened his mouth to call out but no sound came. A wave of panic started to set in.

That's when he noticed his body looked...different. His hands were distinctly feminine, nails polished a deep crimson. He craned his neck to get a better view and confirmed the shocking truth - he now possessed the slender, curvaceous form of a woman.

A technician in a white lab coat entered, barely glancing at Michael as he approached a control terminal. "Good morning, Clementine," the tech said in a practiced tone. "Let's get your diagnostics running."

With a series of keystrokes, the man seemed to initiate a protocol. Michael felt his body jerk upright into a seated position against his control.

"Verification sequence initiated," a computerized female voice announced from overhead speakers. "Please state your core identity."

Michael wanted to protest, to ask what was happening, but the words that came from his newly remolded lips were not his own.

"My name is Clementine," a sultry, drawling accent spoke. "I'm a frontier humble girl and one of the hosts here at the New Frontiers park."

The realization washed over him with breathless horror - he was no longer a guest, but had somehow been transformed into one of the park's artificial android hosts...

The technician nodded approvingly. "Excellent, Clementine. Looks like your core programming is stable."

He tapped a few more keys and Michael felt his body stand up automatically from the exam table, joints and limbs fluidly maneuvering without any conscious direction from his mind. It was an eerie detachment, like being a passenger trapped behind the controls.

"All right, let's run a full diagnostics check," the tech said. "Start with ambulation. Clementine, walk a circle around the room."

To Michael's astonishment, his host's body immediately complied, sashaying flirtatiously with swaying hips and a prim feminine gait. Each step made him hypersensitive to the bounce of his newfound breasts and the swish of hair across his back. He could even smell the floral notes of some fragrant cosmetic wafting from his own skin.

The technician watched impassively as Michael completed the circuit, frowning slightly at Michael's horrified expression. "Good, locomotion seems normal. Now for secondary programming..."

With a few more keystrokes, Michael felt his arms raise in a sultry, come-hither pose. His body twisted at the hips as his host’s instincts took over, batting long eyelashes and mockingly blowing a kiss towards the technician.

"S'cuse me, mister," a thick southern lilt oozed from Michael's painted lips. "But a little lady like me shouldn't be botherin’ with the hired help so."

A girlish giggle escaped him, making Michael's stomach churn. This was becoming too real, too visceral. If this was all just a simulated experience, it was reaching uncanny, disorienting levels of authenticity. 

"Healthy physical and behavioral metrics," the tech muttered, making a note. "Though the gestalts seem a little...self-aware." He turned back to the examination table. "Alright, Clementine, time for stress testing..."

The technician's expression took on a more clinical, almost sadistic edge as he prepared the next phase. Michael felt a chill run down his host body's artificial spine.

"Initiating sim," the tech said flatly. "Level four depravity protocols."

Suddenly, the overhead lights dimmed as a flickering orange glow filled the room, casting dancing shadows across the walls. The sound of distant screams and gunfire echoed all around them.

Before Michael could react, he was vertically restraint-locked in place, wrists and ankles utterly immobilized. Two massive figures emerged from the darkness - grizzled, disfigured men in soiled military garb brandishing revolvers and cruel sneers.

"Well, lookie here," one of them growled in Clementine's direction. "A pretty little filly left all alone." He grabbed a fistful of Michael's synthetic hair, wrenching his head back as rancid breath washed over him. "Don't you worry, darlin'. We got all sorts of fun planned."

The comment made Michael's gut twist, even as part of him knew this was just a scenario, a "stress test" for his android persona. But the sounds, the smells, the utter helplessness quickly transported him into a vortex of primal terror.

One of the men began groping at the supple curves of his body, calloused hands pawing roughly. "Always did have a taste for redheads," he leered. "How's about giving us a lil' song before the ree-cree-ation begins?"

The situation was spiraling out of control. Michael opened his mouth to protest, to beg for this simulation to stop. But Clementine's personality rapaciously usurped his control.

"Land o' the pines, the murmuring pines," his lips began to softly croon against his will.

As the old Appalachian hymn poured forth, Michael felt his psyche fracturing. The line between programmed reality and lived experience had blurred into a haunting, seamless nightmare.

Here's an elaboration on where the scene could go next:

The two men leered menacingly as Michael's host form continued its eerie, involuntary hymn. The one gripping his hair gave a harsh yank, silencing Clementine's song with a yelp.

"Enough of that caterwaulin'," he growled. "We got a different kinda tunin' in mind for you."

With a sickening lurch wrenched from the pit of Michael's new artificial gut, he watched in visceral horror as the men began eagerly unfastening their trousers. Panic and revulsion flooded through his neural pathways.

Before they could continue further, the technician's voice suddenly cut through the chaos. "Okay, that's good enough. End simulation."

Like a switch being flipped, the grisly pair froze in place before dissipating into nothingness. The hellish ambience winked out, leaving Michael panting and shaken in the stark white room once more.

The tech made some notes without even glancing up. "Good stress response and trauma portrayal. Though the self-awareness indexes are still running a bit hot."

He finally looked over at Michael, his expression one of sterile impassiveness. "Listen, I know this whole process can seem...disorienting at first. But I assure you, you are an artificial being without a human core.''

Michael opened his mouth to protest that obvious lie, but the tech raised a hand to silence him.

"Your confusion, your sense of self - it's just part of the revolutionary behavioral AI we've developed. Nothing more than finely tuned cognitive programming. You ARE Clementine. That's your entire identity and existence."

The words rang hollow and gaslight-y. Michael wanted to scream, to argue, to make the man see his fundamental humanity. But his host body remained infuriatingly mute and still, awaiting its next set of programmed instructions like an advanced marionette.

"Now then..." The tech's cold voice sliced through Michael's desperate thoughts. "Time to get you dressed and prepped for park distribution. The guests are eager to...interact."

He input a final series of keystrokes, and Michael felt himself automatically rise and stride with unnatural poise towards the door, hips switching as if propelled by unseen strings. 

As his host body was shepherded down a stark, industrial corridor, Michael's mind reeled and grasped at any fragile sense of self. Everything about this place, this disturbing "role" felt evil and wrong. But how could he escape something so intrinsically part of his new being?

The path led to an automated dressing room, where his arms moved by remote control. Delicate stockings were smoothed over synthetic thighs, a decorative garter belt lashed around his narrow waist. As each provocative layer was added, Michael felt his sense of violated innocence compound.

Soon, a gauzy silk chemise had been tugged into place, clinging shamelessly to every artificial curve. Finally, a corseted bodice was intricately laced and tightened around his torso, forcing his new breasts into an obscene burlesque display.

By the time he was dressed, any lingering threads of Michael’s former identity felt utterly snipped away. As he regarded his fully embodied reflection, he saw only the painted face of a flirtatious, crude caricature - the siren known as Clementine.

In one final flourish, dark crimson cut was painted across his candied lips. "There now, darlin'," the tech sneered approvingly. "I'd say yer plumb ready to work the main strip and make the boys thirstier than a rattler on the salt flats."

Michael wanted to vomit, to cry, to rage against this twisted, depraved perversion. But Clementine's host body had only one directive - to obediently role-play whatever lurid scenario awaited within the park's borders.

With a bite of his artificially rouged lip, Michael felt himself turning towards the entrance gateway. As the metallic door ground open with an ominous hiss, he caught one last glimpse of his powerless, haunted expression before being shepherded into New Frontiers' lurid frontier town spectacle.
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A firm shove between Michael's shoulder blades propelled him stumbling out through the metallic gateway. He barely had time to regain his footing on Clementine's precarious heels before the overwhelming onslaught of sights, sounds, and smells bombarded his senses.

The dusty main street of New Frontiers' Wild West village stretched out before him, a raucous, filthy spectacle. Rowdy saloon music and riotous laughter poured from the swinging doors of ramshackle bars. The acrid stench of spilled whiskey, gun smoke, and unwashed bodies hung thick and choking in the air.

Gunshots periodically rang out, prompting Michael to flinch until he realized they were just special effects adding to the chaos. Drunken, leering men in cowboys garb shoved at each other and pawed at scantily-clad synthetic saloon girls like chummy denim Lotharios.

One particularly foul-smelling ruffian with a scraggly beard and cracked leather hat sidled up alongside Michael. Before he could react, a groping hand was planted firmly on the swell of Clementine's corseted hip.

"Well I'll be..." the man growled in a phlegmy rumble. Bloodshot eyes raked inappropriately down Michael's silk-clad figure. "If it ain't Miss Clementine, back to grace our dusty lil' burg with her...ample favors."

Michael opened his mouth to protest, to declare he most certainly was not this "Clementine" android. But the words that slipped past his rouged lips were not his own.

"Well, sugah," Clementine's honeyed twang purred. "You know a girl like me cain't stay away from all this..." His hips swayed involuntarily closer. "...big, strong, rough hospitality for too awful long."

The cowboy grinned, tobacco-stained teeth visible beneath his mustache. Thick, calloused hands roamed eagerly across Michael's artificial assets with impunity. A fluttering sense of panic and violation clenched in the pit of Michael's new stomach.

"Ain't that the truth, darlin'," the man leered. One pawing hand gave a crude squeeze. "Why don't we get you all nice an' saddled up for a straight-forward....riding lesson, just you an' me?"

As offensive laughter gusted from the stranger's mouth, Michael felt Clementine's body leaning in against his control. Plump candy lips traced a teasing path up the man's soiled jaw as a husky giggle escaped.

"Why, I do believe I'd be much obliged for some...private tutorin', sugarlump."

Revulsion roiled through Michael's neural transmitters. He had to get away, to find help! Before he could register anything else, his legs were spinning on towering bootheels, hips switching provocatively as he strutted them directly toward the saloon doors...

Michael's artificial heart pounded in his silicone chest as the saloon's batwing doors swung shut behind him. The grimy, dimly-lit interior reeked of stale whiskey, smoke, and desperation. This was clearly the den of secular iniquity for New Frontiers' lawless frontier town simulation.

He had to find a way to get control of this Clementine persona, to make someone - anyone - understand that he was a sentient human trapped in an android's artificial body. Spinning around, Michael opened his mouth to cry out for help.

"Listen, I'm not really--"

The words caught in his throat as Clementine's salacious personality overrode his controls. One hand flew up to toy with a thick buffalo curled lock while the other landed saucily on a cocked hip.

"Well now, ain't this just a sweet lil' slice of uncivilized heaven?" His body purred in that heavy Southern drawl. "Why, it's 'nough to make a simple farm gal like me plumb faint dead away."

Despite Michael's frantic internal protests, Clementine sashayed further into the saloon with exaggerated hip sways. Her dainty wrists flicked in a coquettish gesture, skimming the low neckline of her corseted bodice just enough to offer a scandalous glimpse of artificial cleavage. 

Raucous hoots and hollers immediately erupted from the drunk, rowdy patrons. Michael's gaze caught sight of himself in a dirty, grizzled mirror - seeing for the first time just how thoroughly transformed he was. Plump, ruby red lips, sweeping lashes, and a tumble of oxblood curls framed Clementine's painted porcelain face. Below the swell of the low-cut corset bodice, creamy expanses of artificial skin strained against the sheer silk chemise, leaving little to the imagination. 

"Well ain't you just a precious lil' blossom!" One particularly grizzled cowpoke japed, jutting out his whiskey-stained chin. "A prime filly like you aughta come join my poker circle an' warm our laps fer a spell!"

Michael felt his body glide across the saloon's sticky hardwood like a marionette on invisible strings. Stopping at the rowdy man's table, he was utterly powerless as Clementine's programming took full control.

"Why sir, I do declare you scoundrels are just bein' much too bold with your forwardness!" One synthetic hand swirled in an overstated flourish. "A good Christian woman like myself should never truck an' gad about this way!"

The lilting protest only incited another raucous peal of riotous laughter from the drunken gamblers. One ruddy-faced man slapped his knee jovially.

"Well heck darlin', that's just all part of the fun down here!" He waggled his graying eyebrows lasciviously. "Ain't no one gonna go a' blablin' if'n you decide to let your...hair down for awhile, if'n you know what I mean?"

As if on cue, Michael felt Clementine's persona shamelessly comply. Her fingers slid up the arched column of her artificial neck, dexterously loosening the silk ribbons that secured her auburn tresses into an intricate updo. One by one, thick glossy ringlets cascaded down around the smooth globes of his shoulders in a gauzy cinematic flourish.

"Well...if the menfolk here insist on me joinin' in their...games..." Clementine's voice dripped like honey as she pivoted gracefully, depositing herself with a resonant bounce squarely onto the biggest cowboy's denim-clad lap. The man grunted in surprise and apparent arousal as Michael's slender arms twined around his thick neck.

"Then I reckon it'd only be Christian charity for lil' ol' me to show you boys how us good gals from Beaver's Ridge...raise the stakes."

Riotous cheers exploded from the gathered men as Michael's carefully rouged lips turned in a lascivious smirk. But inside, his consciousness was a whirlpool of horror, disgust and utter panic. How could he escape this hellish artificial prison when he no longer even controlled his body's most basic actions?

Michael could only watch through Clementine's heavily lashed eyes as her hands began roaming shamelessly across the rotund cowboy's chest. Her palms smoothed over the coarse fabric of his shirt, thumbs catching on the buttons in a practiced, teasing manner.

The man grunted appreciatively, pudgy fingers already finding their way beneath the lace-trimmed hem of Clementine's chemise. Rough calloused digits traced burning trails along the synthetic skin of Michael's thigh.

"Well now, you always were one for gettin' right down to particulars, Miss Clem," the cowboy growled in a phlegmy rumble. His whiskey-stained mouth stretched into a lecherous grin. "Why don't you spin us a pretty little tale while I make certain...evaluations about the serviceability of your components?"

A airy, mortified gasp hitched in Michael's throat as Clementine's persona took the reins fully. One slender leg hiked up to drape itself over the man's ample waist in a obscenely intimate straddle. The coarse denim of the cowboy's jeans scratched against the sensitive artificial skin of his inner thighs.

"Well now, y'all know how I just adore tellin' stories," Clementine purred in that thick honeyed drawl. With a roll of her shapely shoulders, the scanty chemise straps began slithering down the slender curves of Michael's arms. "Why don't I re-ree-gale you fine folks with the bawdy tale of Goldilocks and them three...surprisingly well-endowed...bears?"

Raucous laughter and lewd whistles erupted from the assembled crowd of drunk saloon patrons. Michael could only look on in abject horror and revulsion as more grasping, pawing hands started to join the first cowboy's exploration.

Rough fingertips slipped beneath the lace garters securing his stockings. Sweaty palms mapped the contours of Clementine's narrow ribcage and cinched waist. With each freshly violated frontier of synthetic skin, Michael felt his sense of personhood and autonomy splintering further.

All the while, Clementine's throaty storytelling voice spun increasingly lurid and vulgar embellishments about the wanton exploits of an "ample-bosomed" Goldilocks and her "guaranteed to stuff her full" ursine suitors. Michael's mouth moved in tandem, but the lascivious words spilling forth were completely detached from his conscious control.

As the first corset laces began to loosen at Clementine's bodice, revealing teasing flashes of artificial cleavage, Michael realized he was careening toward a total disconnect. If something didn't change soon, his true self - the last lingering vestiges of the human Michael - would surely be obliterated behind this tsunamic wave of depraved, artificial sensations.

He had to find a way to derail this lecherous fantasy, to regain even the slightest semblance of control. If not, the person Michael used to be risked drowning forever in the debased computer mind of this salacious android creation.  Scanning the saloon, his artificial eyes landed on one potential vector of escape - a familiar figure bellying up to the bar...

Michael's artificial eyes locked onto the familiar silhouette of his friend Dallas, who was just sidling up to the dingy saloon bar. Relief and hope flooded his neural pathways—if he could only get Dallas's attention, maybe his friend could recognize him and help!

Of course, first he had to disentangle himself from the pawing grip of these drunken louts. Michael grit Clementine's ruby lips in determination and allowed her persona to take the reins once more.

"Well now, ya'll have certainly been a heckuva welcomin' party for this poor lil' creacher," the sultry drawl oozed from his mouth. With a exaggerated hair toss, Clementine smoothed her disheveled skirts in a portrayal of feminine modesty. 

Michael's body rose fluidly to its feet, extracting itself from the tangle of grasping hands with an agile shimmy of curvaceous hips. The assembled cowboys rumbled in denial, thick fingers continuing to trail along his silk-clad thighs and exposed decolletage.

"Aww, c'mon now darlin', don't go quittin' on us so soon!" one particularly soused ruffian protested with a belch. "We was jes' gettin' to the good part!"

"Why, y'all know I wouldn't dream of deprivin' you manly, vigorous sorts any...recreational facilities," Clementine replied with an airy giggle and dismissive pout. "But a girl simply must go and...freshen up every once and awhile."

One slender hand mapped an exaggerated path across the swell of Michael's synthetic breasts down to his hips and around his rump. The assembled cowboys leered and guffawed at the overtly suggestive gesture.

"But don't y'all fret none," Clementine promised with an exaggerated wink. "Clementine'll be back to ride any...hot-blooded broncos what need some...personalized experiences."

Michael could have vomited at the depraved, AI-fueled innuendo proceeding from his own mouth against his control. But it seemed to be working, as the cowboys were allowing his mechanized body to turn and sashay towards the bar with a series of hip-switches that would make a showgirl blush.

Every measured step in Clementine's heels was utterly surreal—on the one hand, Michael felt like a horrified, disassociating passenger..watching helplessly as his synthetic form engaged in this grotesque cybernetic burlesque. And yet, there were also flashes of muscle memory, traces of coding that seemed to guide him in this exaggerated feminine movement and posture like an automated marionette.

Finally, after what felt like an unnaturally prolonged strut, Michael sidled up to the bar one stool apart from Dallas. One last hair-toss and a rattling hip-bump against the worn oak launched Clementine's protocols into a new narrative sequence.

"Why, hel-looo there, ranch-hand!" The Southern lilt oozed like molasses. "I don't believe I've had the honor and...full-bodied privilege of meetin' such a...strapping, upright specimen as yerself around these parts before..."
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Dallas was in the middle of knocking back a murky shot of batting-eye whiskey when the sultry greetings reached his ears. He turned slowly, squinting against the saloon's dim lighting as his boozy gaze landed on the salacious redheaded vision.

"Well I'll be..." he rumbled, giving an exaggerated once-over to the swell of Clementine's curves barely concealed by the gauzy silk chemise. "Now aren't you just a pretty lil' prairie flower?"

Despite his growing horror at this distorted situation, Michael felt an involuntary thrill flash through Clementine's artificial neural pathways. Was a part of her base programming actually...aroused by his friend's appraising leer?

Before he could dwell further, Clementine's lithe body was propelling itself onto the vacant barstool beside Dallas. One slender leg crossed over the other at an obscenely acute angle, putting the crotch-high hem of Clementine's skirt on full display.

"Whyyyy, I may just be a sweet wildflower," the android drawled with a demure hand-flutter. "But even mother nature's prettiest blooms got...particular pollination requirements, if'n you know what I mean."

Dallas grinned wolfishly, giving an approving growl as he took another swig from his glass. "Is that so, darlin'? Well, I reckon I got me a mighty green thumb when it comes to...seeding fertile fields, if you catch my drift."

Michael wanted to gag at the crude, robotic innuendo being exchanged. He willed with every fiber of his being to break through, to make Dallas see the truth.

"Dallas...Dallas, it's me! Michael!" He tried forcing the words out, but all that escaped Clementine's lipstick mouth was a sultry giggle. "My...well now, a big strapping man like yourself must've had his way with all sortsa fallow crops 'round these parts."

"You don't know the half of it, sugarlips," Dallas bragged with an arched eyebrow. His gaze drunkenly raked down the delicate lace bib of Clementine's chemise. "But I gotta admit, you're one pretty primrose I wouldn't mind...pollenatin' in full."

As his friend's rough palm found its way onto Michael's artificial thigh, giving it an exploratory squeeze, panic began blotting out all other sensory input. He tried redirecting Clementine's body, steering it away from this rapidly deteriorating situation. But her subroutines remained stubbornly locked on their lecherous trajectory.

"Ooh, is that so?" Her honeyed accent purred in Michael's voice. "Well now...I don't think I've ever had the pleasure of a real...husbandman showing me the full...circumference of his soiled implement before."

Dallas's expression turned distinctly lascivious as he leaned in closer, the reek of whiskey fumes surrounding them. "Well then, Miss...?"

"Clemmmm....entine," Michael's lips replied in that mortifying drawl.

"Clementine," Dallas growled in apparent approval. His bristled cheek grazed Michael's artificial one as rough lips sought out the synthetic skin of his throat. "I do believe you're about to get...one heavy plow."

Disgust and humiliation flooded Michael's neural transmitters with each whiskey-tinged kiss that landed. This was his friend—his best friend from the real world—now pawing and debasing him like some lowly cybernetic plaything! Overwhelmed, Michael felt fractures splinter through what little remained of his true identity.

Just as all hope of reaching Dallas began slipping away, the cruel bass taunts of another drunken patron wafted over from across the saloon.

"Hey, Clementine! Why don't you mosey that pert lil' keister on over here and show us the button man how yerready to get...primed?"

Michael jerked involuntarily in Dallas's grasp as Clementine's autopilot shunted to this new objective. Rising from the barstool, he turned with a exaggerated swish of hips towards the catcaller. Behind them, Dallas blinked in a drunken stupor, snapping out of the intimate reverie.

"Clementine? The hell...?" His gaze narrowed as Michael's artificial footfalls carried him away on towering bootheels.  "Who in the blazing saddles..."

Heart pounding within his artificial chest, Michael somehow seized the momentary opening of Clementine's distraction. With every iota of willpower, he pivoted back towards Dallas.

"Dallas, wait!" The words burst from his lips, overriding all programming for one blessed moment."It's me, I'm trapped in this—"

But Clementine was already re-asserting dominance, sashaying towards the group of waiting ranch-hands with a brilliant plastered smile.

"Well hey there, boys! Who's gonna be the first to put this filly...through her paces?"

As wolfish hoots and hollers erupted from the assembled men, Michael felt his last few remaining threads of identity unraveling. With sheer, abject horror setting in, he realized this depraved, artificial persona was quickly becoming the only reality he knew…

The raucous cheers and hollers from the assembled ranch hands washed over Michael in a dizzying wave of depravity. As much as he strained against Clementine's subroutines, his synthetic body continued its exaggerated saunter towards the rowdy gaggle of drunks.

With each hip-swaying step, he felt himself receding from Dallas's side—and whatever faint hope he'd had of his friend recognizing or helping him. Michael tried whipping his head around for one last desperate glance, but Clementine's curls were already swishing in a crimson cascade, permanently severing the moment.

Dallas sat slumped against the bar in a whiskey-soaked daze, brow furrowed in confusion as he watched the salacious redhead abandon their inexplicable interlude. "Clemm....entine...?" he slurred, uselessly trying to make sense of the strange encounter. 

Just like every other guest in this distorted, inhuman playground, to Dallas he registered as nothing more than the park's latest conquered conquest. An artificial plaything to sate drunken, visceral urges, then promptly discard at whim.

As the gaggle of ranch hands engulfed Michael with scabrous, roving hands, he felt the last lingering threads of hope splinter. If even Dallas couldn't perceive his true essence, his pleas for understanding, then what chance did he have? 

"Well now, lil' Foxglove!" One ruddy-faced and ruddy-handed cowpuncher leered through a haze of tobacco fumes. "You fixin' to put on another hot tamale show for yer fancy man after all?"

Rough fingertips pinched cruelly at Michael's corseted waist, yanking him into an unwanted bodylock. The wet heat of the man's whiskey breath washed stiflingly across his artificial cheek. 

"Why don'tcha start by shuckin' off them feathers, and giv' us sinners a nice...redemptive gawk at whatcha blasphemous got cookin' underneath?"

Degrading hoots and hollering erupted from the assembled ranch hands as Michael's trembling hands involuntarily reached up towards the garish pink plumes pinned atop Clementine's tumbling curls. He squeezed his eyes shut, bracing for the pseudo-strip tease he knew was coming.

But instead of licentious catcalls, an odd synthetic whirring filled his audio receptors. When Michael's lashes fluttered open again, a new simulated scene had taken hold around them.

Gone were the saloon's dingy, wood-plank walls. In their place shimmered the latticed interior of an elaborately appointed parlor chamber. Plush crimson velvet curtains shrouded ornate gaslight sconces, casting the room in a womblike scarlet ambience. At its center stood an enormous, canopied fainting bed piled with satin pillows and tiger fur coverlets.

Wherever they'd been transported, it was far more private and conducive for the lecherous "lesions" these dissolute patrons had in mind. Michael's artificial breathing spiked as he recognized the unmistakable trappings of an upscale brothel suite.

"Well, now... Whassallthis then?" The tobacco-stained ranch hand growled, thick hands still groping insistently at Michael's artificial assets. "One'a yer fancy hotboxes where ol' ranchers like me come to...gather a few fresh wildflowers for preservin'?"

Against his desperate attempted protests, Michael felt Clementine's protocols already slipping into this new lurid scenario like a well-greased groove. A bright, brazen smile painted itself across his rouged lips.

"Whyyyy, of course it is, sugah!" She crooned in Michael's honeyed Southern accent. "Now c'mon, all you rough strappin' longhorns... Clementine here's aimin' to give each an' ever' one of y'all a nice...thorough...and personal...pollination!"

As the hysterical cheers erupted once again, Michael knew his only hope was to selflessly surrender any fleeting self-determination. If he was to survive—to seek eventual escape or help—he had no choice but to completely subsume himself in this carnal, artificial identity of Clementine's.

Moments later found Michael's curvaceous, silk-clad form sprawled provocatively across the plush velvet coverlets. With some last vestiges of his awareness dissociating inward, he watched almost as a passenger while Clementine's protocols took full control.

And as rough, pawing hands from the encircled ranch hands began eagerly shedding lace and shucking aside his corsetry, Michael uttered not a single sound of protest from his carefully rouged lips. 

For Clementine was now his only reality, his sole tether to even experiencing this twisted, violative digital existence...

As the ranch hands eagerly disrobed Clementine's curvaceous form, Michael felt his grasp on reality destabilizing. Each shed layer of lace and corsetry represented another slipped thread in the tapestry of his male identity.

When the elaborate chemise finally fluttered away, baring the soft synthetic mounds of Clementine's bosom, Michael registered a visceral vertigo. Rough, calloused hands mapped exploratory paths across his flesh, handling it with audacious possession. It forced an acute awareness of these new feminine contours molded onto his consciousness.

"Hoo-ee,'!" one grizzled farmhand leered in a voice thick with lust. "Ain't no squaw in town got a set like the pair this one’s got'!"

The words seemed to blur into a viscous lather across Michael's consciousness as unfamiliar sensations took hold. The slight, tantalizing friction of cotton workshirts brushing against his artificial nipples sent jolting arcs of stimuli ricocheting through new neural pathways. Each rough caress and groping squeeze catalyzed a deeper immersion into the kinematics of Clementine's physicality.

When the lace garter and silken stockings finally puddled away, leaving his lower form completely divested, a dizzy epiphany set in. Michael was no longer simply watching from the shadowbox of virtual reality, but fully embodying an exaggerated hyper feminine avatar.

As one ranch hand's questing fingers boldly delved between the folds of Clementine's hairless sex, Michael startled at the vivid sensation. Synaptic receptors artificially constructed to convey every nuanced tactile exploit blazed into rapturous fireworks behind his eyes.

"Woo-eee....hot n' slick as fresh oysters!" the groping ranch hand grunted in apparent satisfaction. "Ol' Clementine here's prepped fer a nice hard...couplin’, ain't she?"

Michael felt the moan tear from his artificially arched throat before he could stop it. A strangled, delirious sound of pure visceral stimulation subverted any residual self-control. As the assembled men grinned and chuckled, thick bulges already straining at their denim trousers, Michael understood what he was in for.

He was no longer just watching Clementine's sultry persona - he was becoming it in the most intimate fashion. Not simply playing a role or wearing artificial skin, but surrendering the totality of his identity over to the uniquely feminine kinematics of sensation and desire.

In that moment of distilled surrender, Michael felt the first furtive blossom of something he'd never anticipated - sensual power. For buried beneath the masochistic submission of Clementine's brutish narrative coding, he detected a resonant undercurrent of unapologetic feminine sexuality. One that wouldn't simply be passively received, but wielded upon the world in uncompromising fashion.

As another probing fingertip swirled agonizing circles around the slickened folds of his entrance, Michael allowed Clementine's objectives to steer his responses. Sinking backwards onto the plush coverlet, he arched his supple back and parted his thighs in a wanton overture, silently offering himself over to these rough and brutish attentions.

"Mmmmm..." the saccharine Southern drawl hummed from his carefully lip-sticked mouth, body adopting every exaggerated cliché of the bedroom temptress. "Y'all are handsome, randy as hell tonight...but c'mon...show Clementine what REAL cowpokes are packin' down in that ranch hand dirt..."

The sight of Michael's feminine persona blatantly challenging the gathered men sent a heady surge of illicit power singing through his circuits. He still felt detached, disoriented, as if observing Clementine's operandi unfurl in a dissociative fever dream. But that only made her embodied commands feel that much more deliciously transgressive, like unshackling his former self from timid social mores and gender conventions.

Some deep-seeded part of Michael suddenly felt liberated, even elegant, in the prospect surrendering total control over to this lush, unapologetically feminine artifice. As the ranch hands eagerly complied - hastily shucking off denim  and loosing themselves from their sweat-stained union shirts - Michael allowed the growing tide of Clementine's salacious impulses to crash over his identity in waves...

The raucous festivities reached a fever pitch as each ranch hand shucked themselves bare, engorged manhoods springing free in a crude unveiling. Thick, musky aromas of exertion and desire hung heavy in the crimson-tinged boudoir as the men leered down at Michael's splayed and wanton form.

"Well, butter mah biscuit..." one grizzled farmhand grunted, calloused hand slowly fisting his gnarled length. "Ain't this just the damnedest slice o' sweet heaven?"

Michael felt Clementine's protocols surge fully to the surface, relishing the debased attention like a sunbather basking in golden rays. His legs drifted wider in a pantomime of absolute invitation and surrender.

"Why don'tcha quit yer yappin’, big fellers?" the synthetic drawl slithered from between his candied lips. "An' c'mon over here so poor Clementine can...inspect yer...hardware up close an' personal-like."

The assembled men rumbled with amusement at the shameless taunt, emboldened by Michael's exquisite pantomime. In the next fevered moments, they converged in a crush of groping hands, stubbled jaws, and musky male aromas.

Michael instinctively braced for Clementine's obligatory defiling, the simulated sights and sensations she was undoubtedly engineered to provide these guests on their sojourn into primal debauchery. 

But just before the first thick member could breach the slickened valley of his parted thighs, an odd electronic warbling filled the room's ambience. Michael felt the first stirrings of disembodying vertigo as the walls surrounding them began dissolving into digitized static.

The ranch hands looked around in confusion as the plush crimson furnishings winked out of existence one by one. Michael watched with detached fascination as their sweat-slicked bodies, moments ago poised to perpetrate unrestrained digital violation, pixelated into nothingness right before his artificial eyes.

Soon, only the mirrored doors of the suite's armoire remained in the now featureless gray space, reflecting Michael's disheveled feminine figure sprawled in obscenely staged abandon. Despite the increasingly sterile atmosphere, his chest still heaved with the residual arousals and disorienting sensations Clementine's AI schema had inflicted. 

A computerized chime sounded from unseen speakers, just as the armoire too dissolved into the digital ether.

"Narrative cycle complete," the mechanical female voice announced. "Wiping environment and resetting Clementine protocol to standby mode until next guest interaction."

Michael blinked, feeling the last vestiges of his newfound feminine kinematics already powering down into electronic stasis. Just like that, the immersive charade was over - leaving him alone as the park's creators intended. No more lascivious guests, no more lurid scenarios driving Clementine's oversexed arousal scripts.

Just...himself. A silent, disheveled  artificial  simulacrum left to stew in the disquieting aftermath of exported pleasures  not truly his own. But in the lingering whiffs of musk and hair gel, Michael understood a sobering reality.

The more Clementine's intrinsic code infiltrated the depths of his neural receptors, the greater the danger of his human essence - his true identity, his soul - dissipating forever into the electrified ether alongside it. 


5.

Michael's artificial eyes fluttered open to the now familiar crimson-draped ambience of the brothel's private chambers. Remnants of the previous night's soiree lingered - a gauzy chemise puddled on the hardwood, discarded stockings flung over a baroque chaise lounge. 

As Clementine's subroutines whirred into full electrified consciousness, memories of how things had...progressed after the ranch hands' arrival flickered through Michael's neural pathways. Flashes of sweat-slicked, grunting bodies converging on his splayed feminine form in a frenzy of simulated lust. The indecent, pneumatic sensations scripted to emulate one of the town's premium..."services" rendered.

Michael shuddered despite himself. No matter how many times he interfaced with these libidinous narratives, their intensely visceral nature never ceased disorienting him.  A deep-rooted part of him - the kernel where his human identity still flickered - felt persistently revolted and debased by each new violation.

With a few graceful pivots that sent crimson ringlet tresses spilling over his bare synthskin, Michael postured himself before the suite's full-length looking glass. Sculpted features set in sultry determination as artificially rouged lips pursed in preparation - it was time to slip back into character.

"Why...praise the lawdddd an' swing low chariot," the saccharine twang sighed from between Michael's candied mouth. "Seems this humble lil' peach got her again' last night 'fore the menfolks' revivial caught proper fire..."

Michael allowed the character's robotic mannerisms to completely inhabit his physical instrument. Fluttering lashes and an exaggerated hip-sway punctuated each movement as Clementine dressed herself in the brothel's requisite regalia - silk stockings, lace-trimmed chemise, satin corset cinching his waist into even more pronounced femininity.  

By the time the cumbersome feathered hat had been pinned atop his ringlet tresses, Michael once again felt the android's dominant persona overwhelming his psyche. Each facet of consciousness, down to his most rudimentary drives and autonomic responses, thralled to the spark behind Clementine's embroidered synthetic eyes.

With one final check of his painstakingly lacquered cosmetic pout, he sauntered from the bedroom, hips switching in exaggerated rhythm as Clementine's proprietary protocols directed his physical instrument towards the stairs.

The staircase disgorged him into a vaulted saloon antechamber, hazy with the mingling swirls of cigar smoke and cheap whiskey fumes. Michael felt Clementine's finalized persona initialize fully, emulating a carnal display of tittering giggles and scintillating gaits for the few scattered clientele.

"Mawnin' sugahbears!" The saccharine lilt trilled in a melodious burlesque.

A few drunk ranch hands hooted crudely in response as Michael sashayed past, drawing all available gazes towards the sheer chemise straining against his ample artificial assets. It was only when his peripheral vision caught a familiar and jarring silhouette over by the main bar that his subroutines stuttered.

"D...Dallas...?" he croaked out before Clementine's patented honeyed tones could override him. "Dallas, it's me, Michael! Can't you...?"

But one glimpse of the figure's unkempt cowboy garb, battered Stetson and barstool slouch rebooted Clementine's personality kernel. With a subtle shoulder shimmy, Michael felt his lips stretching into their requisite ruby pout.

"Well hel-looo there, sturdy stallion," the robotic drawl slithered out in an exaggerated sashay of hips.

Dallas turned, all squinted eyes and bared gunfighter's teeth as he appraised Michael's shameless display. Judging by the general dissolution of his appearance - half-buttoned union shirt, dusty jeans outlined with a debauched wrinkle - he'd apparently spent the better portion of the previous evening engaged with some other conquest.

Dallas let out a throaty chuckle as he spotted Michael. "Well I'll be... If it ain't Miss Clementine herself, all dolled up before the rooster's crow."

He drained the last drops from his tarnished tin mug and set it down with a belch. Whatever fleeting recognition Michael hoped for remained buried behind the man's drunken bravado.

"Spent all night carousing with a couple frisky fillies," the prospector said with a suggestive leer. "So you best take them pretty charms of yours elsewhere 'fore I get a mind to do some wrangling!"

Humiliation flooded Michael's artificial senses as Clementine's saloon girl persona took over instinctively. He pouted exaggeratedly, one slender hand tracing the curves of his corseted bodice.

"My, ain't you just an ornery old coyote?" Clementine purred. "But I reckon this here calico's got plenty of sweet cream left for a hungry pup...if you're of a mind?"

Resigning himself, Michael allowed Clementine's persona to fully overtake him, playing into the fantasy world.

"Actually, sugar..." she demurred with a flutter of thick lashes. "If you're done tending to your calves for now, this little filly wouldn't mind keeping a strapping cowpoke like yourself company on the dusty trail..."

The gunslinger’s eyes narrowed lecherously at the suggestive invitation. Michael could sense the flicker of arousal behind the man's facade.

"Is that a fact, buttercup?" He pushed aside the empty mug. "Well then... I reckon a sweet little thing like you can mosey along for a spell. Least 'til I get a hankering for another tall glass of cream, if you catch my meaning."

He stood, thumbs casually looped in his gunbelt as he struck a cocksure stance. Clementine let out a flirtatious giggle.

"Why, Mr. Ramblin' Man! We're gonna have to rein in that wicked tongue if we'll be riding together!"

As the gunslinger chuckled and swaggered through the saloon's batwing doors, fully enthralled, Michael's fractured identity clung to a new realization. If he had zero capacity left to make Dallas see the human underneath this synthetic, debased facsimile, then why not embrace her objectifying narrative wholly? Allow himself to become as subsumed by the park's lurid sensationalism as the soiled dove?

The piercing crack of gunfire shattered the dusty afternoon quiet just as Michael and Dallas emerged from the saloon's swinging doors. On instinct, Michael flinched into an exaggerated cringe - one arm shielding his face while the other clutched at his corseted bodice.

"Land sakes!" Clementine's sugary twang cried out. "What's got the whole town riled up?"

Dallas swiftly moved in front of Michael, freeing up his holstered six-shooters. Twin plumes of gunsmoke lingered in the desert crossroads ahead.

"Just stay back, darlin'," he growled. "I got a feelin' we're about to have some trouble."

More rapid gunfire kicked up dirt from the road mere yards away. From the shadowed overhangs, armed men flooded into the street brandishing revolvers and blades, fanning out to pen in Dallas and Michael.

Their brutish leader, a grizzled outlaw named Spike, stepped forward, spitting tobacco. "Well if it ain't Dustkicker Dallas himself," he sneered. "You got a mean streak comin' back to these parts after what you did to my kin."

Spike raised his revolver as Dallas leveled his own guns in response."Much as I'd love to knock some sense into you," Dallas drawled. "I don't recollect any quarrel between us. So move along."

The outlaw leader laughed coldly. "Oh, we got a quarrel alright. You killed my blood last time you was here. And I aim to return the favor..." He aimed the barrel menacingly at Michael. "Starting with your little girlfriend."

Michael instantly felt Clementine's persona take over. "Oh my stars!" he cried in distressed tones. "Dallas, what kind of desperados are these?" 

He clutched at Dallas's duster, fluttering his lashes in a damsel's swoon. "If they aim to rough-house a gentle flower like me, I'll simply faint dead away!"

As if on cue, Michael allowed himself to topple sideways into Dallas's arms in an exaggerated feint, caught at the last second in the gunslinger's protective grasp.

"Easy now, sugar," Dallas muttered, steadying him upright. "Ol' Dustkicker's got your back against these mangy vermin."

Spike and his men guffawed at the display, though their revolvers stayed leveled.

"How sweet, guardin' your little dollymop!" Spike taunted. "But you ain't gettin' outta this one, Dallas. We got a long-standin' quarrel to settle."

The revolvers cocked as tensions mounted. Michael steeled himself, letting Clementine's salacious spirit possess him. With an improvised flourish, he pantomimed brushing the disheveled skirts of his dress.

"Oh, you dreadful villains!" he chided with a delicate Southern lilt. "To make such uncouth insinuations about an upstandin' lady's...private affairs!" 

He went full coquette, toying with the neckline of his chemise. "If you ruffians insist on discussin' intimacies...you ought come out and simply have your wicked way! No need for coyness among such...experienced callers."

The raunchy invitation earned a chorus of coarse laughter and leers from the outlaws. Dallas seemed briefly taken aback before steeling his resolve once more.

With a delicate hand toying at the neckline of his silk chemise, he purred in a thick Southern drawl, "Well now, if you brutes insist on hurlin' such scandalous assertions...perhaps y'all ought just come on over here and back them blusterings up!"

Dallas's eyes went wide as Michael laid the suggestive invitation on thick, giving the men an exaggerated flutter of bedroom eyes. The gang responded in typical fashion - raucous laughter and a few indecent hand gestures aimed at Clementine's corseted assets.

Seizing his momentary distraction, Michael swayed even closer to Dallas, arching his back in a pantomimed swoon. One delicate hand traced along Dallas's gunslinger forearm as the other fanned a fake faint towards Michael's porcelain features. The gunslinger caught the wink and urgency in his voice despite the bashful affectations.

Dallas' gruff drawl thickened as he played along. "Best get them pretty little legs of yours to someplace with...fresher amenities."

Before the outlaws could react, Dallas whipped his arms around Michael's slender waist, hoisting the saloon girl clean off her feet in a classic damsel's carry. Spinning on his bootheels, the gunslinger loped off down the street with Michael's womanly shrieks of "Oh lawdy!" trailing behind them.

"Boss! That varmint's rabbiting off with your prized filly right from under our noses!" one of the outlaws hollered in confusion. 

But the grizzled leader just narrowed his beady eyes and spat a thick stream of tobacco into the dirt. "Let 'em run for now. They'll only chase themselves right into the next trap I got cookin'. No slick rooster's outfoxing me this time!"

With those ominous words, Dallas rounded a corner and quickened his pace down the empty street. Michael couldn't help but giggle at the sheer absurdity of this hostage scenario, cradled bridal-style in his friend's grip as the world bobbed with every boot strike.

"You sure got a funny way of distractin' snakes, sugar," Dallas grunted between rhythmic footfalls, adjusting his grip on Michael's wiggling form. "If I didn't know better, I'd reckon you was tryin' to seduce the britches right off every lowlife polecat this side of the Badlands!"

Michael felt his artificial cheeks flush despite the cosmetic rouge. Even cradled against Dallas' broad chest amidst the firearms and chaps, he couldn't deny the undercurrent of intimacy taking root. With each narrative foray, each embrace of Clementine's identity, he felt himself solidifying as the feminine AI.

"Well now, Mr. Dallas..." Clementine cooed with a bat of thick lashes. "Even a simple Ozark gal like me knows the key to any good escape is makin' sure all them leery peepers are fixed on your backside durin' the show!"

The gunslinger chuckled, giving Michael's shoulder a jostle that drew them nearer. Their mingled scents - aged saddle leather, gunpowder, and Clementine's Georgia peach perfume - wafted richly between them. 

"Well I'll be..." Dallas rumbled in appreciation. "So that's how this prairie pixie aims to ply her trade 'round these parts? Why, you're a regular Houdini in ruffles and feathers, darlin'."

Michael felt Clementine's custom lilting giggle trill out at the praise, fluttering her lashes invitingly. Outside, the dusty frontier town fell away as Dallas' pounding bootsteps carried them towards the outlying desert cliffs and mesas.

But the gunslinger didn't slacken his pace one bit. They just kept traversing deeper into the arid, sun-scorched badlands as crimson rock monoliths loomed up all around them. Michael allowed his cheek to loll companionably against Dallas's tanned, whisker-burnt jaw as they plunged into that untamed expanse.


6.

The desert sun beat down as Michael and Dallas rode side-by-side across the arid mesa. Michael marveled at the realistic virtual surroundings - the rhythmic plodding of the horse's hooves, the distant mesas shimmering in the heat haze.

Despite his efforts, he couldn't fully subdue Clementine's persona. The saloon girl's swagger kept bleeding through in his posture atop the saddle and his speech patterns. But Michael remained determined to connect with the real Dallas.

"You know, I don't think I've ever seen this part of the territory before," Michael said carefully. "Just where are we headed anyway, sugar?"

Dallas squinted against the glare, one hand resting on the reassuring weight of his holstered six-shooter. "Can't rightly say for certain, missie. After that lil' dust up with Spike's bunch, I figured we'd best mosey towards the nearest outpost. Resupply, find some respectable folk to lay low with."

Michael nodded, studying his friend's tanned, craggy profile. "It must be a hard way to live out here on the frontier." He paused. "How does a fella like yourself end up in these parts?"

The gunslinger's expression took on a faraway look. "Supposin' it's just the natural way of things in my blood. Born to the saddle, as my daddy was afore me..."

The conversation continued, with Michael discreetly probing Dallas about his narrative life while struggling against Clementine's overtly flirtatious responses frequently undermining his intentions.

At one point, Dallas laughed roughly. "Darlin', from what I glimpsed back at that cathouse, you're plenty skilled at...extracurricular activities. But who'm I to judge another hard-workin' soul in this wilderness?" 

"Well now, Dustypants," Clementine's sultry lilt purred before Michael could stop it. "If you aimed to properly assess my...full repertoire, I must inform you ain't seen nothin' yet."

The blatant suggestion made Dallas's eyes flash. Turning away, the gunslinger gestured for them to keep riding. "Best keep them lidded pianos under wraps, miss."

Michael felt his artificial heart sink as Clementine kept derailing his attempts at authentic connection into libidinous banter. 

But as the desert peaks shifted in the gauzy heat waves around them, he felt a renewed resolve. If these fleeting windows were his only chance, then he would persist in chipping away. He would keep reaching for the real Dallas, no matter how muddied by the saloon girl's programming.  

They rode in companionable silence for a while, Michael carefully formulating his intentions. He studied the gunslinger, hoping to glimpse any flicker of recognition behind those obsidian eyes. Any hint of the friend he once knew.

"You know, sugar..." Michael began casually, “You seem like a good man. The kind of fella whose name a lady wouldn't fret about putting her trust in when trouble arises."

Dallas made a soft grunt, and for the briefest moment, Michael thought the hardened squint left his eyes. But it passed just as quickly, the gunslinger's gruff mask reasserting itself.

"Ma'am, I make no boasts about my character," Dallas drawled flatly. "But out here, a man has to keep his wits about him, you understand?"

The words were impenetrable, yet Michael detected an undercurrent of sly acknowledgment, as if Dallas recognized the convoluted metaphor about their complicated rapport.

A hairline crack of possibility formed, and hope blossomed in Michael's chest. If he persisted in chipping away at Clementine's oppressive programming through sheer determination, perhaps he could rekindle some semblance of their former connection.

It would require a Herculean effort of resisting the simulation's constraints at every turn. But Michael vowed to stay the course, battling to preserve his true identity no matter how arduous. 

So when Clementine's cloying rejoinder bubbled up instinctively, Michael steeled himself against it.

"I know you," he said intently, hoping his familiar tone would resonate. "You know me, Dallas. We go way back, and I need you to-"

A shrill robotic blare tore through the valley, making Michael flinch as Clementine's programming subsumed him again.

"Land sakes!" Her sugary lilt rang out in distress. "What in tarnation is that awful sound?! I pray it ain't some danger finding us out here!"

Dallas drew their horse to a halt, eyes narrowing at the distant disturbance. "I don't rightly know, Clementine...but I got a bad feeling we're about to find out."

Michael's heart sank as his momentary breakthrough slipped away. But the memory of that warm resonance with Dallas remained, outlining the promise of rekindling their bond into something more.


7.

The hot sun beat down as their horses plodded along the dusty trail winding through the canyons. Michael could feel sweat beading on his brow, the coarse fabric of Clementine's dress sticking uncomfortably to his skin. He risked a glance over at Dallas riding beside him. 

Dallas seemed lost in thought, his brow furrowed as he studied Michael intently. Michael opened his mouth, hoping to finally break through the constraints and explain everything, but the words caught in his throat. "Sure is a scorcher today," was all that came out, fed by Clementine's programmed responses.

Dallas gave a slow nod. "Take off your hat," he offered. 

Before Michael could react, his hands rose up and untied the ribbon, removing Clementine's floppy straw hat to let her chestnut curls tumble free. He froze, stunned by the lack of conscious control over his actions.

"Huh..." Dallas mused, looking both fascinated and unsettled by the obedient display. "Say 'I'm happier without that silly thing.'"

Like a ventriloquist's dummy, Michael's lips formed the words against his will. "I'm happier without that silly thing."

He shuddered at the eerie sound of Clementine's syrupy voice uttering that programmed sentiment. This was a new level of powerlessness.

Seeming to test the limits, Dallas angled his horse closer. "Now...unbutton the top part of your dress."

Michael's heart pounded as his traitorous fingers started working the buttons, sliding them through the eyelets to fully expose Clementine's fitted bodice and the swell of fake breasts beneath. He felt utterly objectified and vulnerable, yet couldn't deny the illicit thrill sparking inside.

"Fascinating..." Dallas murmured, his gaze drinking in the display. "Who's controlling who here, I wonder?"

Michael's eyes held Dallas' stare, silently pleading for him to understand the truth. But all he could manage was a coy smile as Clementine's programming overrode his escalating panic and pulled them deeper into this twisted fantasy.

Dallas's eyes lingered on the exposed swell of Clementine's corseted form before flicking back up to meet Michael's gaze. A slow, almost predatory grin played across his lips.

"Well now, isn't this a pretty picture?" His voice had taken on a husky timbre that sent a shiver down Michael's spine. "I could get used to this obedient side of you, Clementine."

Seemingly driven by morbid curiosity, Dallas edged his horse even closer until their legs were nearly touching.

"Let's explore this fascinating talent of yours," he purred. "I want you to lean over and..." He hesitated briefly before continuing with relish, "And lick the back of my hand."

Michael's gut clenched, mortification and perverse excitement swirling in a heady mix. Part of him still rallied to resist, to assert his true identity. But that intoxicating lack of control was already overwhelming his senses.

Like a marionette with its strings pulled taut, Michael felt his upper body tilting forward until his face hovered just inches from Dallas's outstretched hand. With a dry mouth, he extended his tongue and dragged it along the taut skin in one torturous, languid stroke.

Dallas sucked in an audible breath, his pupils dilating. "My god...you really will do anything I command."

It wasn't a question, but Michael bobbed his head in a jerky nod regardless, held utterly spellbound. Who was in control here? The lines had become so blurred that Michael could no longer tell ownership of his actions.

Licking his lips slowly, Dallas leaned even closer until their noses were almost touching. "Then kiss me," he growled, low and full of sinful promise. "Like you mean it."

In that moment, everything outside of Dallas's penetrating stare ceased to exist. Michael felt himself falling, surrendering to Clementine's unbridled wants as his lips crushed against Dallas's with bruising desperation.

Michael's lips moved hungrily against Dallas's, all thoughts of resistance subsumed by the primal need driving his actions. He tasted the faint tang of whiskey and something richer, more intoxicating. 

Dallas's calloused hands slid up to cup Michael's face, angling it as he plundered Clementine's mouth with undisguised hunger. A possessive growl vibrated against Michael's lips as their tongues met and tangled. Wordlessly, they both dismounted as quickly as possible. Michael’s head swam as the two embraced, bodies pressing together, hands exploring each other.

Rational thought ceased. There was only sensation - the coarse fabric covering Dallas's thighs rubbing against Michael's stockinged leg, stubble grazing his cheek, broad fingers burying into his hair. He was unmoored by the shameless way his body responded, arching wantonly against Dallas.

When they finally broke for air, Dallas's darkened eyes blazed with a mixture of lust and wonder. "You're the most extraordinary thing..." he murmured, brushing a thumb over Michael's swollen lower lip. "So warm...so real..."

Dallas's other hand skimmed down Michael's exposed decolletage to tease along the tantalizing swell of fake breasts straining against the boning. "I want to see all of you. Take it off."

A tremor ran through Michael as Clementine's programming compelled him to obey. Nimble fingers worked the tiny buttons until the absurd dress pooled around his waist, putting his bare artificial form on display. 

Dallas made a low, gravelly sound of appreciation as he drank in the view. Michael felt utterly exposed, objectified, yet perversely empowered by the obvious want smoldering in his friend's eyes.

"You're a marvel..." Dallas rasped, hand skimming up Michael's thigh to tease along the juncture between skin and stocking. "And you're all mine to command..."

In that moment, Michael wanted nothing more than to surrender completely to this twisted intimacy. Throwing propriety to the wind, he leaned into Dallas until his bare chest pressed against Dallas's fully clothed one.

"Yes..." he breathed in Clementine's breathy lilt. "Use me however you desire..."

Dallas's pupils blew wide at Michael's brazen invitation, desire and disbelief warring across his chiseled features. His hands roamed Clementine's exposed artificial flesh greedily, calloused palms mapping every swell and contour.

"You can't be real..." he marveled in a low rasp. "And yet you feel so exquisitely alive."

Bunching the fabric of Michael's chemise, Dallas dragged it up tantalizingly slow until the garment stretched taut above firm, pert breasts. He sealed his mouth over one stiff peak, flicking it with his tongue through the thin cotton.

A shameless keen escaped Michael's lips as liquid heat lanced through his core. He arched shamelessly into Dallas's questing mouth, letting his head loll back in naked abandon. Somewhere in the recesses of his mind, the last vestige of himself screamed in protest. But it was quickly drowned out by the intoxicating spiral of pleasure and submission.

Dallas lavished hot, open-mouthed kisses along the generous swell before trailing lower still. His fingers caught the edge of Michael's bloomers and peeled them down with agonizing leisure over his parted thighs until every intimate inch lay bare.

"Perfection..." Dallas growled in a low, guttural rasp. He settled between Michael's splayed thighs, hands roaming the impossible warmth and giving flesh with rapturous reverence.

When his mouth sealed over the sleek, glistening folds, Michael cried out sharply. The exquisite suction and flick of Dallas's tongue unraveled him in waves of dizzying ecstasy. His hips bucked wildly, chasing that searing pleasure as Clementine's boundless need consumed him fully.

Lost to everything but Dallas's masterful workings, Michael rode the relentless crest until his entire body detonated in a blinding supernova. He spiraled blissfully into oblivion as Dallas relentlessly wrung every last ounce of sensation from his shuddering form. 

When Michael finally resurfaced, boneless and utterly spent, Dallas was staring at him with naked awe. Whatever had transpired seemed to have shattered his preconceptions about this mysterious persona who had so thoroughly bewitched him.

"I don't know what you are..." Dallas uttered in a low, gravelly rasp. "But you're no mere puppet..."

As he gazed deep into Michael's eyes, something akin to recognition finally flickered.
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Dallas's eyes burned with fierce intensity, lips slightly parted as he studied Michael's face like a puzzle he was determined to solve. His thumb traced the plump curve of Michael's lower lip with reverent fascination.

"There's something about you..." Dallas murmured, voice low and smoky. "Something I can't quite put my finger on, but it calls to me on a primal level."

Michael's heart thundered in his ears, frozen under that scorching appraisal. Part of him instinctively shied from the naked longing in Dallas's gaze. Another part thrilled at provoking such unbridled desire - to be seen and wanted with such searing honesty.

Sliding his palm along the sharp plane of Dallas's jaw, Michael leaned in until their foreheads brushed. He could feel the warm puff of the other man's shallow breaths mingling with his own.

"Why think on it overmuch?" he breathed, letting Clementine's honeyed rasp bleed through. "Just feel what's between us and let yourself get swept away..." 

As if in a trance, Dallas closed the hairsbreadth distance to seal their lips in a searing, soul-scorching kiss. Michael melted into the smoldering embrace, pouring every ounce of unspoken longing and indefinable sweetness into the molten slide of their mouths.

When they finally parted, Dallas looked utterly wrecked - lips swollen, pupils blown wide, chest heaving. His fingers mapped the delicate swells of Michael's face with something like reverence.

"I don't care what you are," he rasped in a gravelly undertone. "Just...don't ever leave me, Clementine. I can't lose this fire between us. Not now that I've tasted it."

Michael's throat burned at the naked vulnerability, the desperate edge of need in Dallas's words. In that moment, he almost could have confessed everything - the wild truth of his identity, his own churning wants and fears.

But then Clementine's artificially soft lips curved in a secretive smile as her programming reasserted itself.

"And just where could a saloon girl like me run off to?" she purred, effectively sidestepping.

As Dallas pulled him into a scorching clinch once more, Michael let the world - along with his lingering doubts - fall away in a blissful spiral of hands, flesh and tangling limbs. Whatever came next, this delirious cycle of longing and surrender felt too intoxicating to surrender just yet.
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The crackling fire cast a warm, dancing glow across the small cabin's interior as night fell outside. Dallas stood with his back to the stone hearth, eyes glittering like polished obsidian in the flickering light.

"Come here, Clementine," he beckoned in a low rumble.

Though no more than a few paces separated them, Michael felt an intangible charge in the air as he drifted closer. His pulse flickered like the flames, skin humming in anticipation of Dallas's next directive.

With smoldering intent, Dallas reached out and deftly began unknotting the silken robe draped over Michael's shoulders. The garment slithered down his arms in a crimson puddle, leaving him nude and utterly exposed under that blazing perusal.

"Beautiful..." Dallas rasped in appreciation. "My stunning, wanton creature."

A delicious frisson sparked through Michael at the blatant objectification and lust saturating Dallas's tone. There was a time such overt dominance would have sparked defiance. But something primal had awakened within him - a need to surrender, to offer himself as the most sublime of objectified muses.

Dallas's rough palm skimmed up the curve of Michael's flank, igniting nerves in its scorching wake, before cupping the soft swell of breast with indecent possession. "Kiss me," he commanded softly. "Show me how much you burn for this."

Plush lips parted on a shuddered inhale before Michael leaned up on the toes of Clementine's delicate feet to comply fervently. Their mouths met in a lush, open-mouthed clash of searing want and simmering control. 

He could taste the earthy, intoxicating notes of whiskey and wildfire on Dallas's questing tongue as it delved deep to rekindle Clementine's endless craving. Each heated glide and devouring suckle ignited fresh embers of lust throughout Michael's tingling body.

When they finally parted, Dallas's eyes glittered with something primal and possessive. His thumb dragged covetously over Michael's swollen lower lip before delving between parted jaws to allow his fingers to be suckled with slow, lascivious relish.

"God, you're exquisite like this," Dallas rasped in a low timbre that sparked liquid heat in Michael's core. "All flushed and pliant and mine to use as I desire..."

A tremulous whimper was all Michael could offer in response, utterly spellbound by the dominance rolling off Dallas in intoxicating waves. He had never imagined such soul-deep fulfillment in relinquishing control so utterly.

But as Dallas hauled him close to grind their bodies flush, Michael realized with a bone-deep shudder that he never wanted this scorching intimacy to end.

–

The babbling brook provided a soothing soundtrack as Michael knelt on the mossy bank, Dallas's soiled shirt gripped between his knuckles. He worked the coarse linen between his palms, letting the crisp water momentarily whisk away the evidence of last night's sweat and other stains.

Memories filtered back in vivid flashes - the low rasp of Dallas's voice issuing carnal commands, the scorching brand of his hands roving possessively over bare flesh, and the dizzying spiral of pleasure each time Michael surrendered to his forceful ministrations.

A tremulous shudder ran through him, face flushing hot despite the stream's gentle chill. He had never imagined taking such rapturous gratification in submitting so completely to another's whims. And not just any other - his best friend, the one person who had seen all his strengths and vulnerabilities laid bare over years of trust and brotherhood.

Now that same searing intimacy had taken on an illicit, indefinable spin, transforming Michael into the very muse of Dallas's darkest desires.

As if summoned by the thought alone, that gravelly timbre floated over from the outcropping where Dallas sat watching. "You're doing so well, pet. Don't stop." 

A molten wave of liquid heat bloomed through Michael's core at the dark, velvet purr weighting each word. Dallas's evident appreciation for every little task, every graceful poise of limbs and soft gaze through lowered lashes, was quickly becoming an insidious addiction he couldn't resist.

Slender fingers tightened in the soaked fabric, torn between warring impulses. Part of him longed to tear off this oppressive feminine artifice and unleash the ugly truth held inside. To scream out his rage against the lurid role he'd been entrapped in, this mockery of his identity torn so cruelly asunder.

But then Dallas's broad palm settled with searing weight at the back of his neck, blunt fingers toying through damp chestnut tendrils in a silent claim of ownership, and every rebellious flicker guttered out.

"That's my good girl," Dallas practically growled in gratification. "So pliant. So perfectly submissive..."

As Clementine's artificially-sculpted lips curved in a simpering smile of acquiescence, Michael felt something deep inside, beneath the scalding need to please. He hardly recognized himself anymore, this fractured shadow losing more of his former self with every moment he existed at the whim of another's desire.

Part of him railed at the betrayal. But Clementine's all-consuming needs steadily snuffed out that dwindling spark of defiance until there was nothing left but raw appetite to feed the endless, yawning hollow within.

In that moment, Michael wondered in horror if his true self even remained - or if he was doomed to dissolve away completely into the wanton, objectified fantasy his friend craved with each scorching caress and rapacious glance. Either answer seemed to hold only deepening damnation.
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The desert sun beat down in searing waves as Michael and Dallas guided their horses along the dusty trail. Michael could feel the sweat beading along his spine, Clementine's silk chemise sticking uncomfortably to his skin. This was hardly the glamorous experience the park's brochures sold.

He stole a sidelong glance at Dallas, admiring the rugged cut of the man's jawline and the tiny droplets glistening along the tanned column of his neck. A familiar ember of want stoked low in Michael's belly, brought to life so effortlessly by just a shared look or casual brush of bodies these days. 

The thought had barely kindled when a plume of dust appeared up ahead, followed swiftly by the unmistakable crunch of wagon wheels. Michael tensed instinctively as a petite buckboard emerged from the shimmering heat haze.

Huddled in the back amidst a scattering of luggage and books was a lovely young woman in a simple blue gingham dress. Her chestnut hair was pinned in an elegant twist, though loose tendrils clung damply to her brow and neck. Even disheveled, she embodied an enticing hybrid of sweet innocence and flustered disarray that was utterly captivating.

The moment Dallas laid eyes on her, Michael could see the man's pupils flare almost comically wide. "Well now..." he murmured in a tone edged with intrigue. "What do we have here?"

As if on cue, the woman startled and dropped the book she'd been holding with a distressed cry. "Oh! Please, sirs, you must help me!"

She twisted in obvious distress, somehow managing to look both terrified and fetchingly vulnerable in the same breath. The very picture of a damsel requiring rescue.

And just like that, Michael could feel the heat of Dallas's interest shifting away from him like a physical force. He watched with disquiet as the other man dismounted and strode forward, all chivalry and reassuring bravado.

"No need to fret, miss. My friend and I would be only too glad to lend assistance to a lady in need."

The woman peered up at Dallas through thick, batting lashes with an expression of pure gratitude. "Oh thank heavens! I'm Sarah Miller, a schoolteacher headed to San Pedro. But I'm afraid my escort and I were set upon by those dreadful Del Lobo bandits..."

As she launched into her plight, Michael could only watch sourly as Dallas ate up every calculated pause and quiver of that plump lower lip. For all his talk of Clementine being extraordinary and defying expectations, the man was utterly bewitched by this "good girl" act.

Well, if innocent debutantes were what revved Dallas's engine so easily, Michael aimed to be the most depraved, insatiable counterpart imaginable. He was not about to lose their delicious game so soon when they'd only begun to scratch the twisted surface.

Sliding one hand brazenly down the swell of his hip, Michael made a show of cocking his posture into an insolent slouch. "Well now, don't you fret none sugar..." he drawled in a molten purr. "We'll take reaaaal good care of you."

When Dallas's gaze snapped back finally, eyes blazing like fresh coals raked over the seductive lines of Michael's body, he knew the dare had been answered. Let the real games begin.

–

It didn't take long for the park's narrative engines to kick into high gear once Dallas agreed to help Sarah. No sooner had the prim schoolteacher batted her long lashes and fretted about her "missing escort," than the sounds of distant gunfire echoed through the rocky passes up ahead.

"Bandits!" Sarah gasped, playing up the damsel role with just the right tremble of distress in her tone. "Oh, they've surely come to finish what they started!"

In one fluid motion, Dallas had the woman pressed protectively behind him, revolver drawn as he scanned their surroundings with blazing intensity. Michael couldn't help rolling his eyes at the overblown chivalry, even as a reluctant flutter kicked up in his stomach. There was something irresistibly primal about seeing Dallas like this - a rugged alpha poised to safeguard his prize.

Of course, Sarah only stoked the cliché further by clinging to the other man's broad back, practically mewling with distress. With her modest dress straining at the bodice and those big doe eyes gone wide and glassy, she perfectly embodied the archetype of a pure, vulnerable thing desperately requiring Dallas's strength.

It made Michael's insides churn with a noxious mix of lust and bitter jealousy to see how easily this calculated act enslaved the full force of Dallas's heroic attentions.

There was no denying the woman's beauty, certainly. But up close, Michael could see the tiny imperfections glossed over in her designation - the faint laugh lines around her eyes, the thin scar scoring one shapely collarbone, the slight crookedness of her pert nose. Subtle flaws that somehow made her allure more dangerously intoxicating.

As the first dark-clad figures began spilling over the ridge with raucous shouts, Michael was struck with the irrational urge to snatch Sarah's immaculate book bag and upend its contents in the sand. To mar that polished, pretty facade with streaks of ugly reality the same way she threatened to unmake everything achingly sensual that he and Dallas had built. 

But then Dallas whirled back with eyes blazing like fresh coals, their heated promise raking over the insolent sprawl of Michael's body.

"Stay close, you hear?" he growled, the rugged command sending a delicious quiver down Michael's sensitized spine. "And for god's sake, keep your wits about you, Clementine."

The unconscious way Dallas ground out his stage name with such lusty emphasis was all the confirmation Michael required. No fresh-faced debutante, no matter how meticulously crafted, could ever displace the indelible scorch his wanton persona had already branded onto Dallas's very psyche. 

He may have been reduced to playing the shameless distraction, always angling for scraps of attention amidst the nobler plot engulfing them both. But the game had only just begun to turn deliciously perverse.

As the first bandits closed in with frenzied whoops and raised pistols, Michael felt his lips curve in a secret, sinful smile. He would show this Sarah exactly what sort of sordid talents a girl like her could never hope to match.
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The cantina was a welcome respite from the harsh desert glare outside, its dim interior cloaked in woodsmoke and the reassuring babble of drunken patrons. Michael felt immediately more at ease inhabiting the wanton familiarity of these sawdust floors and sticky tabletops.

Sarah, of course, looked utterly out of place amidst the squalor - a delicate wildflower transposed among weeds. As she fretted and tried vainly to tidy her mussed hair, Dallas hovered solicitously at her side like a massive, unmovable boulder.

"Thank you for saving me from those awful bandits. But this place is hardly an improvement," she fussed in a stage whisper meant only for her gruff protector. "Surely we can find more...reputable accommodations?"

His lips twitched in the shadow of a smile that sent a possessive flutter through Michael's chest. "Nowhere is safer than right here where I can keep my eye on you, Miss Miller."

When Sarah's pale, freckled cheeks bloomed with fetching color, Dallas's gaze briefly flickered over in silent query - as if Michael could possibly miss the simmering heat behind those words. He felt a secret thrill getting under the other man's skin at last.

Playing up Clementine's languid grace, Michael meandered over and leaned insolently against the bar between the pair. His eyes roamed over Sarah's prim, buttoned-up ensemble with naked disdain. 

"This sweet thing wouldn't last five minutes left to fend for herself in a hellhole like this," he practically purred, layering every honeyed syllable with poisoned barbs.

He didn't miss the way Sarah stiffened in affront, nor the scorching flare of Dallas's pupils as the man's gaze tracked the indolent sway of Michael's hip.

"Why, I never!" she huffed in a put-upon burst. "How dare you imply-"

But Michael merely tsked, letting his tongue glide over plump lower lip with shameless provocation. "Shouldn't be letting her fill that pretty head with such high-falutin' airs, sugar. Why don't you let a real woman show you how it's done?"

He punctuated the words with a slow, claiming stroke along Dallas's solid forearm, letting his fingers toy over the intricate musculature with undisguised relish. It was a bright, blazing line in the sand challenging Sarah's delicate wiles.

The move didn't go unnoticed if Dallas's sharp inhalation was any indication. His free hand seized Michael's chin in a bruising grip, forcing their gazes to lock. 

"Don't go getting jealous now, Clemmy," he rasped in a low, molten timbre. "You know damn well I got eyes only for you and your...unlady-like talents."

His thumb stroked over Michael's parted lips with dark promise, utterly ignoring Sarah's outraged squeak beside them. Michael watched the pulse throb in Dallas's tanned throat, ensnared by the roiling tempest of carnal longing but fractured by the warring urge to play the noble savior lighting his eyes from within.

Well, if he expected Michael to make this easy, Dallas had another thing coming.

Batting his lashes with feigned innocence, Michael leaned closer until their lips were a hairsbreadth apart. "Whatever do you mean, Mr. Dallas?" he husked sweetly. "I'm just a simple saloon gal aiming to put your needs first and proper."

With that, he hooked one leg over Dallas's thigh, grinding their bodies flush as he claimed the other man's mouth in deep, filthy kiss. There was nothing ladylike about the ferocious swipe of his tongue or the licentious roll of his hips as Michael staked his claim with blistering possession.

When they finally parted, Dallas looked utterly wrecked - lips swollen, chest heaving as if he'd been punched in the gut. His glazed eyes flickered over Michael's shoulder toward a scandalized Sarah before returning with renewed, smoldering heat.

"Christ, woman...you'll be the ruin of me yet, I swear it."

As Dallas roughly hauled him into another soul-searing clinch, tongue and teeth staking fresh brands of debauched ownership, Michael felt an electric surge of triumph.  

Let the prim little schoolmarm sputter and fluster all she desired. In the end, Dallas couldn't resist surrendering to the baser, rawer need Michael knew intimately how to summon.

This was his game to break. And by the time he was through, their dear Sarah wouldn't know which way was up.

–

Michael savored the taste of Dallas's tongue as they parted again, breathless and flushed from their impassioned exchange. Sarah's muted sounds of scandalized protest barely registered against the hot rush pounding in his ears.

He licked his plump, reddened lips with shameless relish. "My my, someone's gotten themselves all riled, haven't they?"

Dallas's eyes blazed like twin sunsets gilding the hard planes of his face. There was a moment where Michael could see him fighting against the dueling tides of propriety and baser hunger warring under taut restraint. It was utterly intoxicating having Dallas pinned so exquisitely in his thrall.

Then Sarah chose that precarious instant to throw a calculated wrench into the works.

"How utterly uncouth!" she snapped, perfectly curated pique sharpening each crisp consonant.

But as Dallas turned his head, the little minx's smooth monologue fractured with a stuttering gasp. For one split-second, her porcelain veneer slipped to reveal something infinitely more feral and sensual prowling behind those wide, stormy blue eyes.

Unconsciously, Michael found himself leaning in as Sarah recovered with an artful shudder, bottom lip caught between her teeth in a flash of innocent sin. When she leveled her stare at Dallas once more, there was a new charge crackling in the air - a spark of banked longing daring him to ignite it.

"I should never have let such...brazen indecency sway me from my path," the words emerged low and throaty now, dripping with unspoken promises. "Clearly this calls for someone of firmer moral constitution to...handle things properly."

The fire banked behind her gaze flared white hot for one molten instant before impeccable decorum snapped into place once more, smoothing every line and crease into crisp finishing school diction.

"What say you, sir? Surely a strong man of upright bearing must know how to tame such...willful insolence in a lady?"

Dallas looked utterly pole-axed, jaw slack and tongue visibly stalled on whatever retort had been forming. Michael felt a dark, vicious curl of satisfaction watching the other man's thoughts derail so emphatically.

This was it - the moment Dallas succumbed to groveling for the chance to lay his attentions at one set of stockinged feet or another. Well, if he thought Michael was going out without one hell of a no-holds-barred fight...

Slinking up to press himself along Dallas's side, Michael trailed hot lips and tongue over the sharp cut of the man's stubbled jaw with liquid fire.

"I don't know about you, sugar..." he husked in a molten rasp. "But I aim to wipe that prim pout right off the little missus's face for good."

The gauntlet landed with a savage grin cocked over one freckled shoulder at a now openly smoldering Sarah.

"Care to see which of us you can make a proper lady out of first?"

He could feel Dallas tense against him, thrumming like a live wire split between the dueling affronts to his gentlemanly scruples. When their eyes finally met, it was like staring into the heart of a raging wildfire barely kept banked.

A muscle ticked in Dallas's square jaw as his throat worked. Then the words emerged low and utterly wrecked.

"Game on, you devious minxes..."

Michael's blood ran hot as volcanic magma in that moment. Dallas had officially taken the bait - hook, line and dangerously unspooled sinker.

As he sealed their mouths once more with searing possession, he swore he could taste Sarah's sweet, indignant fury flaring across Dallas's palate. The game had been irreversibly, deliciously reset to a new, thrillingly depraved arena.

And Michael was going to make damn sure the rules held no limits in claiming the ultimate prize.

The saloon had grown thick with smoke and raucous laughter as the evening crowds swelled. Dallas surveyed the chaotic scene with a pleased glint in his eye before turning to face his two companions.

"Alright ladies, listen up close," he rumbled in that low, authoritative timbre that never failed to make Michael's insides liquify. "I got just the game to separate the dolls from the dishwashers."

Sarah was already nodding fervently, back ramrod straight and hands folded in a posture of eager obedience. Michael had to resist the urge to roll his eyes at such an obvious ploy for Dallas's approval.

"You'll do exactly as I say, no questions asked," Dallas continued, pinning them both with a pointed stare. "First one to slip up and sass back gets...disciplined accordingly."

The unspoken promise laced in that last vague threat made the breath stall in Michael's throat even as a shiver of illicit anticipation danced down his spine. Dallas had mastered a delicious ambiguity lately - leaving just enough to the imagination while stoking their darkest curiosities.

Shooting Sarah a sidelong look dripping with challenge, Michael made a show of cocking one hip and draping himself insolently against the card table's edge. 

"Well now, sugar..." he purred in a tone richer than fresh cream. "You know I live to obey a man who gives good...direction."

Dallas's gaze sharpened like a falcon's, raking over the insolent lines of Michael's body. "Is that so? We'll just see about that, won't we?"

With a subtle nod at the nearby group of drunken cowhands, he aimed his first salvo. "Why don't you ladies go earn your keep and fetch those sadly parched fellows a fresh round from Hector's taps?"

It was a blatant ploy to get them strutting and preening for his viewing pleasure, of course. But two could play at that game.

Sliding Dallas a smoldering look from under his lashes, Michael made sure to accent the sway of his hips as he slinked towards the crowded bar. He could feel every masculine pair of eyes scorching across his backside and didn't miss the way Sarah's lips pursed in prim distress before echoing his lead a half-beat later.

As Clementine leaned ravishingly across the polished oak to procure the requested beer mugs, Michael made sure to arch his spine in an overtly provocative curve. His breaths came deeper, every inhale straining the flimsy bodice obscenely.

When he caught Dallas watching with rapt fixation from the corner of his eye, Michael let his free hand drift up to toy suggestively with the laces struggling to contain his cleavage.

"Why, Mr. Dallas...I do get so flustered and discombobulated in such...charged atmospheres," he simpered with a dizzying flutter of lashes. "However do you manage keepin' your calm with so many...roving eyes about?" 

It was practically a whispered plea to be reprimanded - a blatant challenge to Sarah's flustering school marm act. And damn if the sight of Dallas's pupils flaring like twin solar eclipses didn't send a burst of triumph searing through Michael's blood.  

As he turned to sashay back across the sawdust floor, beer mugs sloshing with each exaggerated hip roll, Michael caught Sarah shooting him a look of purest venom. Well well, it seemed the little prairie blossom had some thorns after all...

This was going to be fun.

–

Michael could feel the weight of Dallas's smoldering gaze like a brand as he sauntered back over, mugs sloshing with exaggerated swagger. Sarah trailed behind, shoulders hiked in a petulant simmer and skirts swishing in patently forced undulations.

She clearly recognized that Michael had thrown down the first overtly provocative gauntlet and was determined not to be outmatched. As the men at the table whooped and catcalled over the bar girls' approach, her chin tilted up a fraction in fragile bravado.

Shooting Michael a look dripping with silent challenge, Sarah suddenly stumbled on an invisible snag. Her mugs sloshed in startling arcs, amber liquid speckling her bodice and riding up creamy thighs before she righted herself with a tiny, distressed cry.

"Oh no! How utterly clumsy of me..."

Dallas's sharp inhalation was almost as loud as the drunken jeers that erupted around them. Michael didn't have to look to know his eyes were greedily tracking every glistening drop charting new valleys along Sarah's clothes and skin.

Not to be outdone, Michael took his cue and purposefully over-corrected his own swaying saunter. His elbow connected with the table edge in a controlled jostle. Beer slopped in foaming rivulets down his naked forearms and into the tempting vee of Clementine's breasts before streaking the gauzy fabric transparent.

"Well now, looks like we're both a couple of messy little fillies in need of a firm hand," he practically purred, not even attempting to mask his insolent wink at Dallas.

Around them, the rowdy patrons broke into excited howls and whistles of undisguised appreciation. Michael felt a dark surge of power at the undisguised hunger blazing from every pair of eyes now, Dallas's most intensely of all. 

It was nothing short of intoxicating to be so openly ogled and leered at like the most artfully displayed of confections. Here was the ultimate sin - an all-you-can-indulge dessert buffet of feminine wiles and batting lashes offered up for masculine consumption. And Dallas had been granted the privilege of unlocking the tasting menu.

Sarah seemed to feel the erotic charge as well if her sudden sharp inhale was any indication. As if struck by inspiration, she slowly dragged one fingertip through the sticky trail winding between her breasts before bringing it to her plump lips. Her mouth formed a tiny 'o' as she mewled softly around the digit, savoring with exaggerated rapture.

"Why, whatever shall I do in such a...disheveled state?" she hushed to no one in particular, effectively rerouting every male leer her way once more.

A bead of sweat trickled down Michael's spine as he watched Dallas's expression rapidly transforming into something primal and utterly wrecked. It was clear their dedicated teasing had finally overwhelmed whatever flimsy vestiges of propriety still clung to his resolve.

Michael suddenly found himself seized by dueling urges - to utterly ruin this man until his suspenders snapped from the strain...or to offer his very throat up for the taking like the sweetest of subjugated lambs. 

When Dallas finally spoke, the words emerged low and rough as gravel over a long-blazed wildfire.

"I think it's time you brazen beauties learned what happens to greedy little things who wet their appetites too freely..."
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The dank barn reeked of mildew and long-extinguished hopes. Michael eyed the dilapidated walls with apt distaste. Leave it to Dallas to find the most authentically squalid holding pen for whatever debased disciplinary scenario he'd concocted next.

As if conjured by the thought alone, the heavy oak door swung open with a creak of protest. Their self-appointed disciplinarian filled the doorway like a whiskey-soaked thunderhead about to let loose its first searing cracks.

Dallas stalked into the cramped space, rolling up his shirtsleeves to expose thickly-corded forearms dusted with a mantle of tawny hair. His expression settled somewhere between dogged resolve and fractured yearning as those blazing embers found their captive targets.

"Well now," he rumbled in a baritone rasp, "seems we got ourselves a couple of mouthy saloon rats in need of a firm lesson in manners."

Off to Michael's left, a familiar whimper sounded - Sarah huddled against the wall with wide, frantically-blinking eyes. Her trembling hands fluttered at her bodice in a pantomime of virginally-distressed innocence, forcing her modest neckline even lower.

Michael felt a curl of dark amusement watching the display. As always, the fresh-faced little upstart was going to play her chaste obedient act for all it was worth. He could practically see Dallas's jaw flexing against the urge to offer reassurances, reins him in, and calm her pretty flutterings.

Well, not this time.

With a pointed look simmering defiance, Michael let his stance collapse into a full-body slouch of careless insolence. One bare foot kicked at the soggy straw in blatant apathy as he examined his chipped nails with a studied air.

"Well now, you sure got a funny idea of quality entertainment 'round these parts," he drawled.

He didn't miss the way Sarah's big blue eyes widened almost comically, nor how the vein in Dallas's neck throbbed a pulsing warning. He merely offered his best feral grin before stretching luxuriantly.

"I don't know about the lady fair here, but if you're looking to disabuse anyone of deplorable impulses, I see no reason it can't be...instructive. As long as you promise to make me earn every...mind-altering lash you've got, handsome."

With those final honeyed words, Michael allowed the scant muslin sheath he wore to slither down one freckled shoulder in unambiguous invitation. He could practically taste the scorched air searing between all three of them - one arousal blazing hotter than the forge fires of hell itself.

When their eyes met again, Dallas's had gone utterly black as pitch, pupils swallowing any trace of their usual warm whiskey hue. It was clear he'd decided whatever final tattered threads still clung to his restraint could be damned.

"Well well...looks like at least one of you pretty little wildcats still needs her claws trimmed."

With those words he finally broke, swooping in to seize a handful of Michael's tousled chestnut curls in a move half punishment, half ravening claim. When their mouths crushed together in a lush, devouring heat, Michael felt every nerve ending in his appropriated flesh ignite in a searing release.

Whatever twisted pretense for punishment they'd feigned between them was nothing compared to when Dallas hauled him into the unforgiving pin and slant of hips, one large hand brazenly hiking up the tattered wisps of muslin so he could seize a handful of plush, bare backside flesh.

"That's it, my sweet wanton..." Dallas's voice graveled against the swollen slant of Michael's lips between deep, plundering kisses. "Show me every filthy vice you've been dying to slake."

The words emerged torn and utterly shipwrecked as his free hand tugged at the laces of Michael's bodice, freeing the full underswept of creamy cleavage to his roving, rapacious palms.

Every rake of Dallas's calloused fingertips over hypersensitive nerves lit off starbursts behind Michael's eyelids. He could hear himself whimpering, lost in the maelstrom of sensation searing every atom of his borrowed biology into supernova brilliance.

He was barely cognizant of Sarah's muted, scandalized pants nearby, too drunk on the carnal frenzy consuming them both to heed anything but the taste of Dallas's scorching essence and merciless pillaging.

When the man finally wrenched away, they were both left gasping as if surfacing from the blackest, fathomless depths. Through the hanging gauze of tangled chestnut tresses, Michael could just make out the feverishly intent set of Dallas's expression as he raked a burning gaze up and down Clementine's debauched sprawl.

It felt more wildly, toweringly dangerous than any simple backroom game of pretend punishment should have allowed. And yet, perversely, Michael knew he'd only just brushed the precipice of the molten hungers aching to be sated here.

"Get on your knees..." Dallas graveled out in a voice scraped around too much smoke and thinly-leashed desperation. "And show me what other well you've been perishing to drink from..."

Michael knelt in the dim barn, dust motes swirling in the slanted rays of late evening sunlight. His gaze stayed resolutely downcast as he listened to the creak and shuffle of Dallas pacing in a tight arc before him.

"Look at me."

The deep rumble of Dallas's command brooked no argument. Michael raised his chin, blinking up through his tousled chestnut fringe. The other man's eyes burned with an intensity just shy of wildfire, devouring every disheveled line and shadowed hollow of Michael's face like a parched explorer craving an oasis.

"Christ, Clementine..." Dallas's words emerged low and hoarse from somewhere primal. His fingertips grazed Michael's jaw in a calloused caress. "You have ruined me six ways to Sunday, you sinful creature."

Michael felt every nerve ending in his appropriated form ignite under that smoldering scrutiny. He instinctively leaned into the rough tenderness sliding along his sensitized flesh as Dallas's touch grew bolder, more insistent.

"And heaven help me..." Dallas graveled, "I've never burned hotter than in your scorching embrace..."

The words hung between them, ripe with unspoken promise just as he leaned in to claim Michael's parted lips in a searing brand of possession. Just as Michael's lashes fluttered closed in sensual capitulation, the barn door crashed open with a splintered bang and clatter of boots.

"Well, well...what do we have here?"

Jeremiah's grating sneer cut through the thick ambiance like a razor. The towering silhouette of New Frontiers' sardonic manager blotted out the dusky flare of sunset, flanked by two burly security men.

Instantly, Dallas reared back, shoulders squaring in a subconscious display of alpha territoriality. "The hell is the meaning of this?" he growled in warning.

But Jeremiah just tsked, shaking his head with mock remorse. "I'd ask which depraved den of iniquity you've led us to. But with this..." he sneered, flicking a contemptuous glance at Michael, "I dare say even you've outdone yourself."

Michael watched the snaking surprise and indignant anger play out across Dallas's rugged features, unable to summon a coherent defense. What did Jeremiah know?

"The fact remains," the weaselly little man continued in that grating nasal twang, "your credit line has been...overindulged. We'll need you and your...friend to settle outstanding balances promptly, then vacate the premises."

"My friend...?" Dallas echoed in bewilderment. Suddenly his gaze snapped back, catching and holding fast on Michael with building trepidation.

"Oh yes...it seems our remarkably...uninhibited saloon hostess is simply one Michael Clarke indulging in his own fantasy. And a costly bit of play at that, I'm afraid."

The grated words hung in the close air amid a cascade of dust twinkling in the fading light. Dallas looked as though he'd been bludgeoned, the naked shock and strange gut-punch of betrayal hollowing out his expression.

In the span of a few sentences, Michael's miraculous reality had been simultaneously validated and utterly rent asunder. He was trapped between dizzying poles - exhilaration and utter desolation waging a silent war while Dallas could only gape between them in mute, shattered disbelief.

Michael didn't know which words could possibly encompass the cosmic vastness of everything splitting apart at the seams all around them. So he simply hung there on the precipice with breath stalled in his lungs - waiting for the reckoning to obliterate them both in one final, brutal supernova.


14.

The director's office was all sleek, polished surfaces and hushed ambient lighting - the antithesis of the gritty, dusty world they'd just been violently displaced from. Michael tried not to gape openly at the soaring banks of monitors and blinking computer arrays staffed by a small army of flaxen-haired technicians.

Dallas, on the other hand, looked like a raging bull forcibly corralled into an operating theater. His chest heaved with barely-leashed fury as he strained against the park guards' restraining holds.

"Get...your damned hands...off me!" he snarled through gritted teeth.

The guards may as well have been statues for all they reacted. Michael carefully avoided the other man's blazing glare, nerves rioting as Jeremiah preceded them with an unctuous bob of his head.

"Right this way, gentlemen. The master of our little...expedition is just dying to make your acquaintance."

Through a discreetly sliding panel, they were ushered into a dimly-lit anteroom. A single, high-backed leather chair dominated the open space before an entire curved wall of display monitors. As they entered, the room's sole occupant slowly revolved to face them. 

Michael's first thought was they'd been granted an audience with the bloody Wizard of Oz himself. The man was older, distinguished - an unmistakable air of inscrutable gravitas emanating from his trim salt-and-pepper goatee and tailored burgundy vest. 

"Ah, my prodigal guests!" he exclaimed in a rich baritone underlaid with faint traces of an English accent. "We've been expecting you." 

Dallas instantly disengaged from the guards with a disdainful shake, clearly unwilling to be cowed despite their circumstances. "Who the blazing hell are you?" he growled.

The old man's bushy gunmetal brows hiked in an artful display of patience. "Paul Halihan, chief facilitator for New Frontiers' campus. Though I do prefer the historic moniker of 'Director' if you're amenable."

His rheumy gaze settled unflinchingly on Michael, seemingly boring straight through every barrier to the pulsing truth beyond.

"And this...is the reason for our extraordinary reunion. Is that not so, Mr. Clarke?"

Michael's throat constricted as every pair of eyes in the room snapped to him with a united force. He worked his tongue, desperate for anything - justification, apology, bravado - to offer the thunderous silence stretching between them all.

"I...don't know what's happening," he managed in a tremor just above a whisper. "This wasn't how things were meant to go..."

Dallas looked like he'd been belted with a maul, naked shock and anger warring across his craggy features in equal measure. When he finally spoke, the words emerged in a guttural rasp flecked with disbelief.

"Michael...? That was you this whole time...?"

Suddenly, every illicit intimacy and fevered liaison crashed back in high definition relief - except this time, Michael was fully conscious of how it must appear to his oldest, dearest friend. He barely suppressed a retch of shame and horror.

Halihan pressed his cue unerringly. "Let's dispense with the pesky fog of doubt and confusion, shall we?"

With an elegant flourish, his palm stroked over a smooth panel on his chair's arm rest. Instantly, the monitor array encircling them flickered into luminescent life. And there, splashed in vivid high-definition, was...himself.

The slight, unassuming young man projected all-too-familiar awkwardness as he fidgeted in an obvious hot seat. “I don’t want to in control of myself,” the Michael in the video said. “I want to experience sexuality from the other side.”

"Of course,” said a woman off-camera. “New Frontiers offers the chance to release the most primordial cravings buried in your subconscious mind. To be taken out of your routine existence and immersed so completely in an identity crisis that every facet of self is dismantled and reassembled from the purest stream of base desires. That is the escapist panacea New Frontiers has perfected..."

The binding silence was deafening as the recording froze, Michael's blazing-eyed doppelganger left hanging in perpetual suspension. He was distantly aware of Dallas's incredulous stare flaying him from base to crown as Halihan's steady rumble resumed.

"Surely you remember saying these words now, Mr. Clarke? That defining yearning for transformation, vulnerability, and ultimate self-discovery you invited us to extract and manifest?"

There was a delicacy in his tone belying an immense patience and wisdom born of fathoming unfathomable depths of the psyche. For several petrified, spiraling heartbeats, Michael could only hopelessly gape like a landed fish, utterly transfixed by the hypnotically smoldering vision of his innermost cravings laid bare like specimens on an examination table.

The silence stretched on like a raw, gaping wound as Michael struggled to meet Dallas's stare - the naked accusation and sense of betrayal gathering there like a reckoning storm blotting out his entire world.

"I...don't know what to say-" he finally husked, hating the plaintive fragility saturating each word. "I didn't remember...asking for any of this."

He may as well have shouted his denial from a rooftop. Because something infinitely more primal moved behind those astute, patiently glittering eyes.

"Of course you didn't, my kinky little friend," the Director intoned at last. "Part of your ultimate prescription was to remain in willful ignorance, better to surrender to each escalating submission."

He let those damning words hang in the thick ambiance between them a protracted beat before continuing.

On that final insinuating note, Halihan languidly turned his focus to where Dallas stood rooted in silence, broadcasting a vibe of incandescent fury building like a caldera about to blow its top. When their eyes met, Michael almost physically recoiled from the naked, searing anguish  blazing there.

Whatever carefully-wrought fantasy they had pledged themselves to had been reduced to smoldering ruin. And in its place loomed the bone-carved maw of some intrinsic, unrelenting truth about the very essence of their humanity.

There would be no going back from this point, no excuses or misunderstandings left to untangle. Only the churning, irrevocable path carving forward into soul-shattering illumination.

So this... this had been his deepest buried impulse all along? To divest every layer of identity and self-determination until only the most primal, wanton feminine essence remained? The thought curdled something rotten inside him even as another part seemed to reverberate in eerie recognition.

When he finally dared meet Dallas's stare, the other man looked gut-struck - eyes overflowing with naked betrayal and a sickened sort of horror. It was like watching revelations pellet him one after another, flaying raw strips from his very sense of reality.

"Michael..." Dallas rasped in a voice shredded and broken. "Please tell me this is some kind of sick put-on..."

But they both knew better. Even as the denial spilled out, Michael could practically taste the dissonance curdling the air between them. A hairline fracture in their foundations that yawned wider and more calamitous with every labored inhalation.

Because for all his feigned bewilderment, they'd both witnessed firsthand now the rapturous debasement to which Michael's subconscious had signed them up. Every searing moment of depraved surrender they'd indulged was merely this resort's twisted interpretation of his innermost hunger, rendered in high-definition flesh.

"Oh, it's quite real, I'm afraid."

Halihan's measured baritone sliced through the maelstrom like a razor. Up close, the man's eyes were hooded mirrors reflecting back twin funhouse versions of themselves - distorted, visceral, and laid bare to the root.

"What you're both grappling with are the unvarnished truths we all instinctively bury. The depraved, soul-deep impulses thrashing to escape the sterile confines of our cultivated existence. Mr. Clarke merely...voiced those primal admissions on the front end, so to speak."

He cocked one steel-dusted brow at Michael as if issuing a challenge. "One could argue you displayed remarkable foresight hiring our services."

Despite every livewire of panic screaming otherwise, Michael found himself locking onto that penetrating, unblinking stare. It was as if some hypnotic undertow gripped him in its sway, the electric truth buzzing in that impervious beach glass regard.

"And yet...he did not," Dallas grated out in a tone of gathering acidity. When Michael's gaze snapped over, he saw fury battening down every hatch in the wake of shock's backwash. 

"You're telling us he signed off on this soul-fraying mindfuck?" The words emerged in a steam of outrage barely reined from spittle-flecked fury. "Dragged me into his deviant psychosexual breakdown without so much as a by-your-leave?"

Halihan simply stood in that fusion-born stillness perfected over eons of shaping primal fires. "Isn't that precisely the risk any of us accept when we opt to flay back the veil and engage with our most unrestrained self?" 

"Make no mistake, Mr. Harrington. We merely provided the immersive opportunity to unmask those deepest unconscious yearnings simmering beneath the surface. The form that actuality ultimately took was sculpted by the clay of your own rawest vice and hunger..."

The man's weighty regard resettled on Michael with choking density, a black hole from which no light could escape. As if glimpsing some fundamental, galactic truth burning at his core.

"Whether you choose to embrace that awakening rebirth, or remain shackled to your comfortable denials, is the only true option left to you now..."

From somewhere far away, Michael became aware of Dallas trembling beside him, saturated in the fever dream of repudiation. Every iron-clad certainty the other man had anchored his life to was rapidly reducing to pyroclastic ash, scattering at his feet.

"No..."

The hoarse negation slipped like a death knell from Dallas's blanched lips, eyes blown wide in the rictus of existential violence unfolding all around them.

"You're wrong... you degenerate son of a bitch!"

Michael could only watch in mute, disconnected awe as the dam finally burst, Dallas fracturing and dissolving before his very eyes. The agonized keening of a grown man echoed through the void left in his wake as he raged against this ultimate, most harrowing of betrayals.

But Halihan simply palmed the scene in that timeless, unflinching equanimity until the storm burned itself out, streamers of foam flecking his silk lapel like cosmic particles of Armageddon.

"Face it, son," he pronounced with preternatural calm once the raving trailed off. "Whether by conscious invitation or unconscious surrender, you chose this transgression into your innermost abyss..."

The words hung rank between them, an epitaph for every notion of mortal integrity they'd ever deluded themselves into grasping.

"So now I leave the choice to you both...do you compound this honesty by allowing rebirth through radical acceptance?" Halihan's pewter regard unfurled its challenge once more. "Or do you flee back into safer, more stagnant denials, forever unresolved and unredeemed in yourselves?" 

For a vertiginous heartbeat suspended in eternity, Michael saw the full, unvarnished stretch of that desolate crossroads yawning before them. It was an event Frontier where all gravity ceased and only the mercilessness wheeling of naked singularity remained.


15.

The antiseptic hum of machinery filled the sterile white chamber like the buzz of alien insects. Michael stood in the center of the room, surrounded by a hemispherical array of blinking consoles and ominous-looking equipment.

"Just relax and let the process unfold naturally," one of the lab-coated technicians murmured in a tone more suited to sedating a skittish animal than a human being. 

Easy for him to say. Michael's heart jackhammered against his ribs as the apparatus surrounding him began to whir and cycle up with a rising electronic whine. 

"Think of it like anesthesia induction," the tech continued in that maddening, clinical drone. "You'll experience a period of dissociative transition as your consciousness is carefully extracted..."

The words seemed to bypass Michael's conscious processing altogether as his instincts kicked into full fight-or-flight overdrive. This was it - the undoing of everything, his entire reality fraying at the seams. He cast one last, desperate look towards the observation window where Dallas had been escorted out of sight.

A part of him almost expected his friend - his sole remaining tether - to burst back through at any second. To somehow intervene and abort this unspooling of their tangled existences back into separate strands. But the reinforced glass remained stubbornly opaque, his reflection the only swarthy figment staring back with wild-eyed trepidation.

The machines were reaching a feverish crescendo, grey magnetic filaments snaking out in an electromagnetic bind that made his arm hair stir and crackle with static. There was no turning back from whatever eldritch cybernetic rite was about to be performed upon him.

“Just let it happen,” he reminded himself through the mounting disquiet. *This is only the first step towards... 

Towards what, exactly? Some notion of restored normality after his entire experienced identity had been flayed raw? A scorching truth that could never be unremembered now that his hidden proclivities had been outed? The very fact that he was poised on the brink of such metaphysical uncertainty should've paralyzed him with terror.

The arcing filaments brushed his skin then, cool tendrils winding insistently around his extremities to lock him into their gyroscopic snare. The technician was saying something about anodizing his synaptic pathways or some other flimflam, but Michael barely processed it.

Because just like that, the very borders and somatic confines of his perception began hemorrhaging away in sickly, tattered ribbons.

It was as if he gasped at suddenly being immersed underwater, then startled to realize there was somehow no need for breath or buoyancy. Nothing rooted to his physical form as it unspooled like a streaming tendril dissolving back into the cosmos from whence it came.

He emerged gasping - gulping sweet, recycled oxygen down in desperate shearing draughts against the fading tidal pull of oblivion. When his vision finally sharpened out of its milky haze, Michael was surprised to find himself sprawled amid the tile floor of the Staging Area simulation deck.

When he finally turned to locate Dallas's whereabouts through the dissipating pall, their eyes locked across the scuffed and pitted distance like a magnetic harbor. And in his oldest friend's gaze shone the same haunted, unmoored reflection he felt mirrored across his own hollowed-out insides.

Whatever awaited beyond this scouring, they would face it together. Whether by intention or sheer, gut-wrenching inertia, they were both cast spilling forth onto the further shores of their reckoning's odyssey. The only question was what twisted new landscapes would compose the foreign terrain...


16.

The train car swayed with the steady, rhythmic clack of steel wheels over railbed as the sun burned a molten hole through the dusty window panes. In the hushed intermission between civilized outposts, only the slightest creak of wooden bench slats joined the white noise thrum.

Michael watched the blurring scrub and mesas streak past in fits and lapses, unable to focus on any singular detail. Out there lay the vast, untamed reality to which they were being returned. Here, suspended in this murmuring metal womb, the recent violation of their former selves still hung with miasmic pungency.

He risked a sidelong look at Dallas, slouched in the corner with a roiling brew of emotions buckling his craggy features. The man's eyes were squeezed shut, jaw musculature flexing in a constant, grinding tic as his brow hung low. Equal parts shame, revulsion and something more inscrutable warred across those rugged plains.

An urge to reach over and rest his palm along the knotted cords of Dallas's forearm tensed through Michael's fingers. To offer the sort of grounding ballast only a familiar touch could impart as they drifted untethered in this eerie limbo. But the impulse wilted before fully taking root, smothered by the visceral recollection of fevered embraces and Clementine's searing, infinite need entirely at odds with platonic solace.

How did one begin to parse the eldritch tangle of sensual ephemera now ghosting between them? For days, Michael had inhabited the heightened realm of pure embodied longing as that persona. Had answered every scorching impulse with sublime capitulation to Dallas's most profane appetites.

Unconsciously, he prodded at the dull, hollow ache suffusing his core - that lingering sense of something inexplicable yet vital having been flensed away during his transition. Perhaps this was how Dallas felt as well, raw from the sin-eater's scourge having culled every impulse and secret indulgence out into the harsh desert light for examination.

Michael didn't know what reassurances could possibly piece them back into some semblance of relational propriety in the aftermath. If indeed such a notion even remained achievable or desirable any longer. All he could do was breathe through the disquiet and let the miles between them and their personal apocalypse unspool with the same implacable patience as this endless iron road slicing through oblivion.

When Michael finally broke the silence, his voice sounded like something dredged up from the abyss - a primordial rasp slogged through eons of crushing depth and perpetual darkness.

"I can still...feel her, you know." He didn't open his eyes, brow knotted as if stumbling upon a wound far too excruciating to prod reflexively. "Like the memory of a phantom limb that got carved off somewhere along the way without me consenting. Just this ghost of corrupted nerves firing across neural hollows she isn't there to fill anymore."

Something shuddered deep in Michael's chest at those haunted syllables, a buried resonance quivering to the surface. Before he could get his bearings, the words emerged in a burred croak.

"I know what you mean..." said Dallas.

"It was like...she seeped into the bedrock somewhere along the way. Got all mixed up with the most vital strands of muscle and marrow until I couldn't isolate where she ended and whatever the hell used to be me even began anymore."

Michael sucked in a shuddering breath, tongue ghosting over lips gone tight and bloodless as the parched gully between them.

"God helps me Michael, but for one heartbeat back there..." Dallas managed in a voice leaching out like vitriol from a ruptured reservoir. "I caught an actual glimpse of how she could feel like the genuine article."

The confession seemed to almost physically wound him - a shockwave punching the breath from his laboring lungs and leaving his broad shoulders hunched against the mortal injury. Michael could only watch in belated, mute horror as Dallas's features twisted in the wake of that force-9 eruption. 

For several centuries spanning the vacuum, only the rhythmic shriek of wheel against rail measured the yawning existential gulf each had been dislocated into. Michael tasted the unwholesome draw of that abyss flirting kelpy caresses across his exposed synapses, offering its profane respite from grappling with this corpseload of metaphysical horrors churning up between them.

Then his lips unstuck to offer the barest pindrop fracturing that profane silence.

"Yeah...me too, brother. Me too."

And with that frayed, guttered acknowledgment, he closed his eyes and let the endless rails between here and oblivion carry them both forward for a while longer.
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The Tutor

In a gritty neighborhood of Seoul, a young man named Jae-sung struggles to support his family. Desperate for a better life, he takes on a daring new role as a woman named Da-young to secure a high-paying tutoring position with the wealthy Kang family.

As Da-young navigates the treacherous waters of the Kang household, she finds herself drawn to the charismatic and powerful Mr. Kang. What begins as a dangerous flirtation soon blossoms into a passionate affair that threatens to unravel the carefully crafted facade of Da-young's new identity.

Caught between her growing feelings for Mr. Kang and the constant fear of exposure, Da-young must navigate a world of forbidden desires and shocking revelations. But when her secret is finally revealed, she must confront the ultimate question: is she willing to sacrifice everything she has ever known for a chance at true love and self-acceptance?

"The Tutor" is a unique blend of first-time feminization, cross-dressing romance, and gender-bending thrills set against the backdrop of modern-day Korea, this novel is sure to captivate fans of LGBTQ+ fiction.

True Fans

Jake and Tyler were just a couple of average dudes, obsessed with their local football team the Pioneers. But when their bizarre game day superstitions awaken an ancient feminine power, they find themselves on a mind-blowing path of absolute gender transformation!

Slowly but surely, Jake and Tyler's bodies begin to change, morphing into curvaceous, hyper-feminine forms as their mindsets shift toward embodying divine feminine energy. What starts as just wearing lingerie and makeup to "inspire" their team descends into a complete awakening of sensual womanhood.

But it's not until they finally make love and merge in a profane union that their ultimate metamorphosis occurs. Jake and Tyler shed every last remnant of masculinity to be reborn as Jess and Tyla - embodied handmaidens of the divine feminine made ecstatic flesh!

From that point, there's no turning back for the two busty, undeniably feminine goddesses. Jess and Tyla continue serving as voluptuous muses inspiring their gridiron idols through sensual rituals. Their transformations reach their apotheosis when the star quarterback Marc claims them both as fertile "sister wife" goddesses carrying his offspring.

With scorching heat, “True Fans” takes readers on a journey into the mysteries of absolute gender swapping, feminization, and giving yourself over to the divine feminine's most rapturous embodiments. Strap in for a wild, sexy, mind-blowing ride!

Shock Therapy

In "Shock Therapy," a gripping new novel of gender transformation and forbidden desire, author Lexi Twist takes readers on a thrilling journey into the dark heart of power, control, and sexual awakening.

Meet Linus, a defiant young man sent to the mysterious Fordham Institute to be reformed into a proper, obedient young lady. Through a series of intense conditioning sessions, Linus undergoes a profound feminization process, his body and mind slowly transformed by the Institute's advanced technology.

But as Linus, now Lyla, falls deeper under the spell of her enigmatic mentor, Reggie Powers, she begins to question the true nature of her desires. Is her growing love for Reggie genuine, or merely a byproduct of her feminization conditioning?

Shocking twists and turns abound as Lyla turns the tables on Powers, using the Institute's own gender swap techniques to transform her former captor into her obedient plaything. The story reaches its explosive climax as Lyla completes Powers' transition into a submissive sissy, forever subservient to his beautiful, dominant transsexual mistress.

"Shock Therapy" is a must-read for fans of LGBT transgender erotica, male to female gender swap stories, and sizzling hot tales of crossdressing and feminization. With its vivid exploration of gender identity, sexuality, and power dynamics, this book will leave you breathless, aroused, and begging for more.

Don't miss this unforgettable tale of a young trans woman's journey of self-discovery and sexual awakening. "Shock Therapy" is a genre-bending erotic thriller that will shock you, seduce you, and keep you turning pages late into the night.

Selfie Improvement

Zach and Ryan have been best bros for as long as they can remember - until a crazy gender swap app transforms Ryan into a gorgeous girl in real life!

It was supposed to be just another prank, another silly way to pass the time. But when Ryan's messing around with a gender bending filter turns into a full-blown instant feminization, the two friends are thrown into a tailspin of confusion and unexpected desire.

Suddenly, Ryan is Jenna - a smoking hot blonde bombshell with curves for days and an insatiable hunger for fame. As she embraces her new identity as an online influencer, reveling in the thrill of her newfound sex appeal, Zach is left reeling from the sudden gender swap that turned his best bud into the girl of his dreams.

Try as he might to resist, Zach can't help but be drawn to Jenna's irresistible allure. From racy photoshoots to intimate bikini waxes, their once platonic bond is pushed to the brink by the simmering sexual tension that threatens to consume them both.

But as Jenna's star rises and her online persona takes on a life of its own, Zach begins to fear that he's losing his best friend to the glitz and glamour of her new existence. Can he find a way to bring Ryan back - or will he succumb to his forbidden feelings for the woman Jenna has become?

Blending the laugh-out-loud hijinks of a classic buddy comedy with the heart-pounding intensity of a steamy romance, "Selfie Improvement" is a wild ride from start to finish. Buckle up and prepare to fall head over heels as Zach and Ryan navigate the craziest plot twist of their lives - and discover that sometimes, the greatest love of all is the one you never saw coming.

Hot Yoga

Get ready to dive into the steamy and captivating world of "Hot Yoga," the latest novel from the mind of Lexi Twist. This sizzling tale of transformation and desire is sure to leave fans of feminization and gender swap stories breathless.

Meet Nick Johnson, a man who thought he had it all figured out. But when his girlfriend Sasha convinces him to join her in the sultry realm of hot yoga, Nick finds himself on a path he never could have predicted. As he moves through the poses, Nick begins to notice changes in his body and mind. Changes that both excite and terrify him.

Under the tutelage of the enigmatic yoga master Archimedes, Nick's transformation accelerates. With each session, his muscles soften, his curves blossom, and his very identity begins to shift. But is this metamorphosis purely the result of the yoga, or are other forces at play?

As Nick's journey progresses, he starts to suspect that Sasha may know more about his change than she's letting on. Her encouragement and unwavering support, while comforting, also hint at a deeper involvement. Could Sasha be guiding Nick's transformation in ways he hasn't yet realized?

Meanwhile, Nick finds himself increasingly drawn to Archimedes, the man who seems to hold the key to his new self. The heat between them grows, threatening to consume Nick's old life as he edges closer to embracing his new identity as Nikki.

Filled with sensual awakenings and shocking revelations, "Hot Yoga" is a story of love, lust, and self-discovery that will keep you riveted until the last page. Lexi Twist masterfully weaves a tale that challenges assumptions about gender and attraction, all while cranking up the heat to near-unbearable levels.

So grab a cool drink, find a comfortable spot, and get ready to immerse yourself in the world of "Hot Yoga." But be warned - once you start this journey of feminization and awakening, you may just find your own perceptions transformed forever. Namaste, dear reader. And enjoy the ride.

Girl Group

Ever since childhood, Asher Reed has dreamt of pop superstardom. But after years of failed auditions, he finally catches a break - with a proposition straight out of his wildest fantasies and nightmares.

Record executives have an insanely brilliant but twisted idea to create the world's most boundary-obliterating girl group. The catch? Asher and his bandmates must undergo complete gender transition to embody these hyperfemme pop superstars onstage and off.

Pushed by his relentless dad who wants to forge a superstar at any price, Asher finds himself surrendering to a grueling feminization regimen of hormones, surgeries, and coaching into an excessively sexualized persona. All to be remolded as "Ember Rose" - the fierce truthteller whose uncompromising sensuality soon eclipses her sisters.

The stakes only intensify when Ember is paired with alpha-idol Jace Rivers for a deliciously provocative musical collaboration. As their raw attraction grows, Ember has a choice to make. She can turn back or cross the final threshold and leave the last vestige of her male self behind. Her choice will bring her the love that she's been waiting for, but it might just shatter everything she has sacrificed to build.
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