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Foreword

An old joke goes something like this…




Henry Ford dies and goes to Heaven.  Upon arriving he immediately starts complaining about how inefficiently the place is being run.  It gets so bad that God Himself intervenes, at which point Henry begins taking God to task over His design of woman.

“Your invention is the most flawed work of engineering I ever saw.  There’s too much front end protrusion, the rear end wobbles too much, it chatters at high speeds, and the primary intake is too close to the exhaust.”

“As may be, Mr. Ford,” says God, wryly amused, “but more men are riding My product than ever rode yours.”




Jokes often define a culture, and America’s culture is indisputably dominated by the automobile.  We love our cars.  We love them so much, in fact, that we often act as though they were alive.  We talk to them, give them names, and assign feminine qualities to them, even to the point of referring to them as ‘she.’

But as the above joke points out, we seem to blur the distinctions between our cars and our women, as so much of our speech bears out: ‘Man, I’d like to take her for a spin,’ or ‘I bet she’s a great ride,’ or ‘she’s too high-maintenance.’  I even knew a guy who euphemistically referred to having sex with his wife as ‘changing her oil.’

It is a strange culture indeed, where a woman’s breasts are often called headlights and we put bras on our cars.  This being the case, is the following cautionary tale of Rod and Yvette so very farfetched?


Chapter 1

The Formula




“Honestly, Roddy, you spend more time with that car than you do with me!”

“Now, now, ‘vette,” I crooned, slipping into bed beside her and cupping a wonderfully full double-d, the scent of her flowery perfume mingling with the fabric softener from the crisp, clean sheets, “you know I’d much rather be in here rubbing oil on your hot body instead of in the garage waxing Justine’s, but she needs it, baby.”

“Justine needs it,” she grumbled huffily, doing a good impression of my California surfer dude accent, though not pushing my hand from her tit, which meant that she wasn’t really angry.  “I sometimes think,” she continued with a most becoming petulance, “that if I had a shiny paint job, you might pay as much attention to me.”

I silenced her with a kiss that she grudgingly accepted, which then went from 0 to 60 in 6.6 seconds.  It is one of the things I love about my ‘vette—get her motor running and she’ll go all night.  She quickly got on top of me and slid ‘Little Rod’ inside her moist quim.  I slipped in easily, Yvette already having taken care of that pesky foreplay nonsense while I was out buffing my sweet Justine’s rear end.  She rode me with a perfect rhythm, always pulsing her meat grinder pussy whenever she reached bottom-dead center, then sliding back upward, humming steadily all the while.

We finished at the same time—her doing, not mine—for my ‘vette is highly responsive.  I fondled her heavy boobs while she softly whimpered, shaking in the throes of her climax, until she collapsed on top of me.  We lay there like that, skin to skin, her luscious brunette locks pooled in the joint of my neck and shoulder, until we both fell asleep.

I dreamed of her, as I so often did, of my beautiful Justine.  There are cars and there are cars, but my canary yellow 1968 Pontiac GTO is a work of fucking art: the way her roof seamlessly flows into her rear quarter panel, the sinuous grace of her big front end, and the gentle curve of her hood, under which is nestled her 400 cubic inches of screaming Detroit iron, capable of pumping out 350 barely controlled horses.  Together we drove into the blazing Arizona sunset, just the two of us, my heart hammering in tune with her motor as we easily tore up the desert highway.  I sighed contentedly, and reached out and put my hand on the back of the passenger seat headrest, marveling at its coolness despite the summer heat.

But under my hand the teal-colored vinyl began shifting, moving.  I looked quickly over to discover the headrest taking the shape of a human head!  I yanked my hand away just as gleaming rounded shoulders began forming from the body of the seat, a pair of large shining breasts emerging from the front side of the backrest, while two glossy thighs erupted upward from the seat.  The headrest swiveled—flowed, more like—in my direction, the setting sun reflecting off of its smooth, featureless surface, which began rippling like a pool of water into which a pebble has been dropped, gradually resolving into a polished blue-green simulacrum of my sweet Yvette.

An elegant imitation hand reached out and began languidly stroking the back of my neck.  “Yvette?” I heard myself say in that stupid slow motion that so often happens in dreams, but at that moment my teal companion quickly threw her leg over me, straddling me in my seat, and shoved a plasticky tongue down my throat.

“Mmph…!” I protested, but I wasn’t really fighting her.  She felt so good in my arms, so smooth, so sleek, the vinyl skin of her big boobs cool against my bare chest.  With a fluid grace she rose up and freed my stiff shaft from its denim confinement, and just as easily settled herself atop it, her hot rubbery pussy embracing my turgid meat.

She pressed herself into me as we fucked at ninety miles per hour—I was in seventh heaven.  Driving while being inside my vinyl ‘vette was the most intense experience I had ever known, her slippery smooth cunt combining with the powerful rumbling of the GTO’s turbocharged engine sending shockwaves through me, pushing my awareness into another dimension.

But some small part of me managed to stay tethered to my paradoxical dream-reality, and I began to notice that something was wrong.  Whenever I thrust upward, trying to match her passion, she snapped quickly back, like a rubber band.  I opened my eyes to find that her lower body, from her feet to her to knees, had melted into my seat, as had her arms up to the elbow, trapping me in her vinyl embrace.  I tried to scream, but her mouth was firmly seated over mine, the smell of her ethylene perfume strong in my nostrils.

And just when I thought it couldn’t get any more intense, the balloon-like walls of her latex pussy shifted into overdrive, rubbing my rock-hard prick in an indescribably delicious fashion.  My muffled screams doubled, not out of fear, but due to the glorious feeling of my jizz percolating upward from my balls, an impending sensation of release that didn’t quite distract me from the vision of the giant rock formation filling the whole of the windshield as we slammed into it.

I screamed in ecstasy, the shattering of glass and the twisting of metal giving way to a cataclysmic explosion as I erupted inside my flesh and blood wife.  Yvette’s body was still lying on top of me, her fevered grunting filling my ears while her slippery pussy clamped firmly around my spasming prick, load after load of my creamy goo spurting into her, until finally we both lay there, silent, save for the sounds of our labored breathing.

After a bit she rose shakily up onto her elbows, my sweet ‘vette, and pressed her trembling lips to mine.  “God…Rod…” she rasped, as though relearning speech, “you’re even a great fuck when you’re asleep.”  She nuzzled me softly, her long lashes fluttering against my cheek like butterfly wings.  “By the way,” she cooed, “it’s after midnight, birthday boy.  Is there anything special your best girl can give you on the occasion of the big three-oh?”

“Well, actually…” I hesitated, the image of her shiny skin still fresh in my mind, “…there is one thing….”

Epiphanies.  You gotta love ‘em.

___________________________




“Are you sure this is safe, Roddy?”

It wasn’t the first time she’d asked that question, nor did I expect it would be the last time I would answer it.  “Yes, my love,” I replied in a soothing voice, the half-mask respirator I was wearing probably not helping me to sound convincing in the slightest, “it is perfectly safe.  You know that I would not endanger you, or your wondrous bosom for that matter, for love or money.”

I had to give Yvette credit; allowing me to spray paint her body for my enjoyment is about a hundred times further than most women would ever go for their men, but she has always had quite the adventurous streak.  Whether it was bondage, spanking, anal sex, or home movies wherein she would stuff herself airtight with multiple sex toys while I watched, video camera in one hand, a Guinness in the other, she was game for it.

There were things she wouldn’t do, however, the first being that she wasn’t into group sex, or swinging, which was no skin off my nose as I’m not into sharing.  She also wouldn’t do girls, a real bummer considering the first rate poon there is to be had in the University of Phoenix theater department, where she works as a scenic artist/electrician/seamstress/utility infielder.  And though she would—and often did—give me road head in my truck, she flatly refused to blow me when we were out in my GTO, citing that sex within spitting distance of Justine qualified as a ménage a trois.

Those few small things aside, there was one thing that added jalapeño jelly to an already spicy relationship: her vacuum bed—an insidious device she’d introduced me to shortly after we’d begun dating.  A relatively simple contraption, it consisted of two transparent sheets of 14-gauge medical latex and a vacuum pump.  Usually once a week, or after an especially stressful day in the University theater, she would climb in between the two latex sheets, after which I would close the zipper and pump out all of the air, hermetically sealing her inside a plastic prison, her bullet vibrator invisibly scotched away inside her sweet pussy.  For up to two hours she would endure this sensory deprivation (the unit was actually quite loud, but ran virtually silently once we’d installed the vacuum pump in the garage and ducted it directly to our bedroom).

I would often sit there, admiring her lustrous form, especially once we’d attached cables to the tube steel frame surrounding the vacuum bed, so that it could be raised up and mounted on the wall.  There she would hang, like a shrink-wrapped work of art, the overhead light reflecting off the clear plastic giving her wonderful body an unbroken sheen.

I loved watching her big boobs swell outward as she took deep gasping breaths, and her flat belly ripple in her solitary ecstasy, unable to move, speak, or do anything other than concentrate on the heightened sensations coming from her inaccessible snatch, her pleasure literally in my hands, for I held the remote that controlled the little machine buzzing away inside her.  Cycle after cycle I would take her up and bring her back down, driving her as close to the very edge as I could, but never, per her request, allowing her to climax.  Sometimes I would run my hands over her smooth form, or if I was feeling especially naughty I might take a vibrator in each hand and work over her erect nipples or her clit for several long minutes (though she claimed it felt like hours), but mostly I would just watch her, vicariously enjoying her inordinate pleasure, my dick a throbbing lead pipe in my pants.

When she could take no more, which was usually signaled by frenzied screaming coming from her breathing tube, I would release her from her rubber confinement, whereupon she would invariably leap upon me, grunting like some preternatural beast whose sole reason for being was to have my stiff dick inside her.  We would spend the rest of the night fucking like minks, which would often result in my shambling into work the next morning looking as though I’d been run over by a semi-truck, and though my co-workers would rib me about it, their envy was unmistakable.

I think it was our vacuum bed antics that made me ask her to marry me, although her stupendous boobage had certainly helped to seal the deal.  She accepted, my unerring skill at handling her body while encased between the glossy latex sheets certainly a factor, I’m sure.  No man could possibly want more, and I didn’t, but that shiny teal vision of her was simply too erotic to let slip by, especially since I had the means to do it.

She now stood there with the patience of a saint, buck-naked, in the center stall of our three-car garage, her head poking up through a poly sheet, the four corners of which being clamped to four stanchions, also at neck height.  I didn’t strictly have to do it this way, but I wanted to take my time airbrushing my ‘vette’s body without her having to wear a respirator.  I also wanted to minimize the chances of her seeing what was going on and chickening out once I began applying the coating.  It was a pain, working under the poly sheet, which forced me to work hunched over or on my knees—hell, it had been easier painting Justine.

All three garage doors were cracked to knee-level, with a few window fans blowing outward to ensure good ventilation.  I was glad that we were able to get such an early start, as the day promised to be your typical early summer scorcher, and the relative coolness of the morning would make for a trouble-free application.  The ‘paint’ I was using, a failed leather protectant that I had concocted (and for which I had been royally chewed out by my bosses at AZ-TECH, for ‘wasting valuable company resources on poor science’), was tinted to Yvette’s overall flesh tone, and went on smoothly when applied with an airbrush.  She stood perfectly still while I worked, bending over when asked, raising this or lifting that, giggling sweetly when I parted her heavy boobs so that I could ensure complete coverage.

Formula LP_16/2 is a very forgiving polymer; I designed it to be.  It is a ‘dry liquid,’ somewhat like mercury, and when sprayed on it forms a fine, even coating upon whatever surface it is applied.  I’d retrieved some of it from chemical storage early this morning, lighting out for AZ-TECH only minutes after the cock crowed, so to speak, wondering how my ‘vette would look when we were done, my rapidly recovering prick already threatening to burn a hole in my chinos.

I airbrushed every last inch of Yvette’s tight young body, save for her feet, which could be done later if we chose to continue, and for her nipples, which were masked off with perfectly circular tape cutouts.  Every other part of her body that I didn’t want coated, such as her sweet poon, rosebud, belly button, and fingernails was covered with K-Y jelly, thus preventing adhesion, for the forgiving nature of my polymer, a double-chain elastomer consisting of striated rubber and carbon, allows it to fill cracks and crevices, forming a tough yet flexible mesh that even my enraged cock wouldn’t be able to penetrate.  These uncoated areas were bordered by a thin line of Yvette’s prosthetics glue, giving my polymer’s edges something to anchor to.

With the body coat complete, I extracted a promise from my beloved that she keep her eyes closed until the grand unveiling (as an artist Yvette understands works-in-progress).  She was makeup free and had applied astringent, thus ensuring a clean, paint-ready surface.  I quickly applied more prosthetics adhesive along her hairline, eyes, eyebrows, nostrils, and the insides of her lips; I didn’t bother with her ears as I had no intention of spraying them.  The basecoat took only minutes to apply with a sponge, and was made easier by her having tied her long hair in a ponytail and pinning it up.  I did her full lips in a deep scarlet (my polymer takes pigment exceedingly well), and her eyelids and nipples in a matching cotton candy pink.  I could not do her cheekbones or any complicated blending, as my polymer doesn’t allow for that, unless you apply coat-on-coat.

I stepped back and looked at her, and I have to say she looked truly strange, what with her unnatural uniformity of color, as well as the complete lack of moles, birthmarks, tan lines, or other distinctive features.  Even her fashionably bald quim looked like little more than a camel toe in a flesh-colored leotard.  The polymer had cracked in all the places skin normally cracks, which was not unexpected, and was behaving precisely as it had when I’d experimented on my various leather samples at work.  All that was left was to apply heat, which would activate the polymer.  “Are you ready, love?”

“Go ‘or it,” she replied, diligently avoiding pressing her lips together, and though her demeanor was casual I could sense her nervousness.  She was placing all her trust in me, for I had not told her precisely what the outcome of this little experiment, her gift to me, would be, only that I had wanted to paint her, using something that I had designed at work, and that I wanted to surprise her.

I switched on the video camera, hoping to preserve this memory for posterity—and also in case she might not want to do it again—and turned on the blow dryer.  I started at her ankles, gently, not wanting to propel the coating off her body, thus leaving unsightly bare spots.  It wasn’t that big of a concern, though, for although my polymer only adheres to the skin by means of static electricity, it is extremely sticky to itself.

I played the blow dryer on her ankles, and gasped as the chemical reaction began.  Once the heat hit her, her ‘skin’ rapidly transformed, its dry, almost powdery look turning glassy in the harsh overhead light.

“Ohh…” Yvette moaned, and I looked up to find that her parted lips were now a distinct ‘O’ shape, her magnificent bosom rising and falling rapidly.

“Yvette…?”

“Kee’ go-een, Rah-dee,” she replied, determinedly not disturbing her ‘makeup.’  “It ‘eels weird, ‘ut nice.”

She was holding her arms slightly out from her sides, and judging by the way her fingers trembled, her increased respirations, and the way her coated breasts heaved, it looked like it felt rather more than nice.  I continued up her freshly shaven legs, trying to keep from laughing giddily as they took on a reflective sheen, indistinguishable from plastic.

“Aaah…!” she moaned, and I could understand, at least academically, what she was feeling.  As the polymer heated up, it instantly began forming a striated mesh, not unlike panty hose, though much, much smaller.  This mesh was now contracting as it warmed, dragging literally millions of tiny squares across her skin, tantalizing every nerve ending.

I continued up her thighs, marveling at their glossy beauty, and my dick almost exploded in my pants as I watched the globes of her fine ass harden before my eyes, actually seeing my reflection in it!  Upward I went, my own stifled moans competing with Yvette’s as I played the blow dryer on her rapidly perfecting body.

Holding my breath, I began working on her breasts, my moans outstripping hers as I watched her incredible funbags take on a lustrous sheen, her nipples harder than I could ever remember seeing them.  Finally I reached her face, thankful that she couldn’t hear my ragged breathing over the whine of the blow dryer.  In scant moments my beautiful bride went from being a soft, human creature to a living, breathing mannequin.  I turned off the blow dryer and stepped back, taking in the totality of her now flawless form.

“Oh…my…God,” I whispered through dry lips.

“Roddy…?” she ventured, a little unnerved, no doubt, by my awed silence.  “Is it…do I look okay?”

“Jesus, ‘vette, you have no idea,” I said, my voice a dry rasp.  “How do you feel?”

“I feel…warm, and a little tingly…all over.  Can I open my eyes now?”

“No…don’t move.  Give me a second.  I want to do this right.”  I hobbled out of the garage, my shaking legs barely able to support me, and made my way to the bedroom.  A minute later I set the full-length mirror that normally hangs on the back of our bedroom door against one of the stanchions in front of her; I wanted to give her the full effect.  “Okay,” I said, standing a little off to one side, unable to keep the apprehension from my voice, apprehensive because if she didn’t like what I’d done our relationship was going to take a hit, for I would certainly want to do this again, “you can open them.”

She did so, and the look upon her plasticized face was priceless.  She gazed at her reflective reflection for a full minute, not speaking, not making a sound, her bright blue eyes wide in astonishment.  She then slowly, gradually, opened her mouth, as though it felt foreign to her.  “Oh…my…God,” she whispered, raising a shining arm to point at the image in the mirror.  “Roddy…” she started, her breath coming fast, “I look so…fake!  Unnh…!” at which point she fell to her knees and began shaking uncontrollably.

“Yvette…!” I cried, frightened.  Panicking, I knelt down to take her in my arms, but she quickly grabbed hold of me instead.

“God…unnh!…Rod…!” she panted, grasping at my shoulders, bucking and twitching in my arms, gasping hoarsely, a spontaneous orgasm such as I had never seen.  She cried and shook, clutching me to her, pinning my forearms to her sides, robbing me of the opportunity of joining in, of touching her shiny new body.  I so wanted to touch her, to feel her synthetic skin, but I stayed perfectly still, not wishing to do anything that might disturb what appeared to be an orgasm of biblical proportions.  There was another sense available to me, though, and with my nose buried in the crook of her neck I couldn’t help but take in her scent, almost coming in my chinos as her perfume entered my nostrils—new car smell!

I gloried in her heady fragrance as her hands quickly moved up and grabbed my head, her tongue sliding into my mouth scant seconds later.  The feel of her lips upon mine was truly magical; they were so smooth, so unreal!

“Ohh….” I moaned, as my hands, freed from their constriction, found my ‘vette’s waist.  Her skin felt like rubber, almost like she was wearing a wetsuit.  I moved my hands up and down her body while her tongue continued assaulting my mouth.  It just felt so wonderful I couldn’t believe it.  I wasted no time sliding my hands up to her fantastic boobs, the warmth of her artificial skin more erotic than any sensation I had ever known.  Her heavy juggs felt somehow lighter in my hands, which the reasoning though rapidly dwindling part of my mind told me was due to the mesh contracting as the weight shifted on her structure.

“Oh, God, yes, Rod!” she panted.  “Squeeze my big fake tits!”

They did feel fake, like warm flesh-colored water balloons, and her hard rubbery nipples were the exact consistency of pencil erasers.  It was my birthday, and I had received, or given myself, the world’s first living latex love doll!

“Oh, R-Rod,” she moaned, pulling away from me, her voice tremulous, “please fuck me!  I need your dick in me now!”

She was crying, but her tears were not born of sadness, or even joy, but a beatific ecstasy.  Still unable to believe her unnatural beauty, I knelt there, transfixed, watching as her tears slid down her shining cheeks like drops of water down a shower tile.  I picked her up off the garage floor, her long legs wrapping themselves around my waist.  I began lumbering toward the door into the house, so that I could throw her onto the bed and do things to her body that were probably illegal in Amsterdam, but Yvette’s voice sang out, her tone desperate.  “Roddy, I can’t wait!  Fuck me in here!  Fuck me now!”

Considering all that she had done for me this morning, I figured it would be the least I could do for her.  I quickly turned and laid my rubberized bride on the back end of my bitchin’ wheels, onto my Justine.  I shucked my pants to the floor and lost no time in shoving my raging prick inside her, moaning loudly as her slick cunt swallowed my length whole.  Though her body felt fake, her pussy felt all too real.  I repeatedly slammed into her, ramming my rod as deep into her as I could, but for all the force I imparted, her body didn’t slide or move up and down at all, her latex skin gripping the trunk of my car like a surgical glove.

I held off as long as I could, which wasn’t very, but what I lacked in porn star control I made up for in exuberance, pistoning in and out of my sweet ‘vette’s thoroughly lubricated cunt so fervently I thought we might spontaneously combust.

When it was over I lay in her embrace, my left hand stroking her smooth rear end, my breathing just barely below the level at which paramedics will slap an oxygen mask on you.  “Are…you…okay…’vette?” I managed to gasp.  I was a little worried that I might have hurt her, so savage had been my thrusts, as well as feeling a little guilty for having treated her so selfishly.

“Are…you…kidding…?” she gasped back, rubbery fingers stroking the back of my neck.  “Roddy…look at me.  I’m not…okay.  I’m…beautiful!”

And since I make it a habit never to contradict a woman into whom I’ve just emptied my balls, I kept my dissenting opinion to myself.  My ‘vette wasn’t just beautiful, she was boss!


Chapter 2

Rubber Maid




Three hours later found us lying on our bed, my vinyl fucktoy and me.  We had fucked in literally every room in the house, including the linen closet—twice.  I couldn’t keep my hands off of her, and neither could she.  But now we were finally resting, the frenetic passion caused by Yvette’s transformation not so much waning, but ebbing, due to the biological need to conserve energy or die.

My birthday present was not terribly interested in resting, however; discovering what she had become was of far greater importance to her.  She got up from the bed and stood in front of her Shaker floor mirror, her image in the glass every bit as shiny as the highly polished cherry frame surrounding it.  “What is this, Roddy?”

I chuckled weakly at her wide-eyed amazement, watching her play with her big rubbery tits.  It was the strangest damn thing, watching her face.  When people talk, or listen, their faces crack, flex, and wrinkle.  Not so Yvette, as practically all of her human expressiveness was lost, hidden away behind the flexible mask she now wore.  “It is a failure, my latex lady love,” I said with a sigh.  “It is what happens when one forgets to carry the two.”

“Huh?”

“Do you remember, a few months ago, that week when my mood was decidedly dim?”

She smiled crookedly.  “I should hope I do.  My jaw was so sore from adjusting your attitude five times a day I thought I’d never be able to close my mouth again.”

I smiled back, blissfully recalling the selflessly given blowjobs I’d received during that awful week.  Fuckups in the chem lab are usually no big deal—in school—but making a mistake in the corporate world can cost you your job and damage your rep for years to come.  All that week I was on tenterhooks, wondering if the high mucky-mucks were going to adios me over thirty-thousand bucks worth of useless polymer, a very real possibility considering the state of the economy and AZ-TECH’s bottom line.  Thankfully they didn’t sack me, but I was told in no uncertain terms that any more dumbshit mistakes would result in me being walked out the front door, very likely with a few boot prints on my butt for good measure.

She turned back to the mirror, my smile more than enough answer for her.  “God, Rod, you are just the most amazing man.  Even when you screw up, you score big time.”  She continued fondling her boobs, running her hands up and down her flat belly.  “It’s just so weird.  Watch!”  She shimmied her shoulders, watching in fascination as her big boobies came to rest so very much quicker than they used to.  “Why do they do that?” she asked my reflection breathlessly.

I explained how what was on her skin was neither a coating nor a paint, but rather a chemical mesh thirty times denser than panty hose, and correspondingly stronger.

“Is that why they feel so light?”  She began jumping up and down, watching her breasts as they bounced stiffly.  “It feels like I’m wearing an invisible bra.”

“That’s a pretty apt analogy,” I replied, almost obscenely content, “but it’s more like a full-body corset.  Every part of your delicious body is being supported by the mesh: your butt, your boobs—”

“But why do I shine so?”

“When heated, the elastomer strands flatten out, providing greater surface area and creating a shell not unlike chain mail, though not nearly so tough.  When light hits the strands it ricochets everywhere, giving you a luminescent glow.”

“A shell?  But what about my skin?  Won’t it suffocate?  I remember in—”

“Goldfinger?” I prompted, having expected the question.  We both knew the Connery ‘007’s’ backwards and forwards.

“Mm-hm,” she replied, sliding her hands over her glossy hips, reveling in the feeling despite the seriousness of her inquiry.  “That girl died—”

“‘It’s all right, so long as you leave a small bare patch at the base of the spine to allow the skin to breathe,’” I quoted.  “Urban myth, Moneypenny.  Us mammals don’t breathe through our skin.  But how do you feel, by the way?”

“Like a beach ball with boobs.”

“Seriously, sweetie…” I pressed, but her flippant answer appeared to have pumped some life back into Little Rod.

“I feel great.  A bit warm, but not uncomfortably so.”

“Good,” I replied, pleased that this experimental finish wasn’t doing any harm to my bitchin’ ‘vette.  “Come here, baby.  Let me look at you.”  She undulated over to me, not out of a desire to fulfill my request, but rather because she liked moving so much.  With every movement of her unreal body she could feel the mesh sliding ever so slightly over her skin, a constant reminder her of her newly synthetic state.  She stood next to the bed, looking down at me, her wondrous bosom heaving, her perfectly circular nipples reinforcing her artificiality.  I ran a hand up her unnaturally smooth thigh, testing for lumps or imperfections, finding none.

“Mmm….” she moaned, biting her lip.  “God, Rod, this stuff is such a turn on.  You’re going to be a rich man.  You know that, don’t you?”

“Oh, I am a rich man, baby,” I sighed.  “I’ve got you.”  I pulled her over on top of me so that she lay across my lap, her shining butt in the air.  I slid my hands over her glossy fundament, her moans helping Little Rod, trapped as he was, to attain his full height.  Her skin was just so amazing, the rubbery feel to it.  But it wasn’t just that.  The polymer shell encasing my lovely bride really did give the illusion that she was made of plastic.  Whenever she moved, it constricted or stretched to accommodate her, without so much as a wrinkle or disturbance.

I grinned to myself as an idea formed.  I reached over and opened the drawer of my nightstand, and pulled out the mini-flashlight I keep there for emergencies.  “Check this out, baby.”  I rolled her onto her side, fighting giggling as her boobs rolled with her, sagging only very slightly, supported as they were by the mesh, and shone the light on her flat belly.

She ooh’ed upon seeing the light reflected off of her and onto the headboard behind me, and this time I actually did giggle as she began playing her fingers in front of the beam, sending shafts of light in all directions, like a living disco ball.  “God, that is so cool, Rod,” she whispered in amazement, “but how could this honestly be considered a failure?”

“I didn’t design it to be fetish wear, my radiant bride.  It was supposed to be used on leather, as an agent to help keep it waterproof.”

“And it doesn’t?”

“No, it does, for about a week.  Let’s face it, people don’t want to buy a leather protectant to protect their leather protectant.”

“Oh, no, Roddy,” she said with a gasp, getting up onto one elbow, her voice exhibiting her shock more than her plastic-coated face could.  “You mean my beautiful body is only going to last for a week?”

I chuckled, warmly pleased that my bitchin’ ‘vette was digging this every bit as much as I was.  “Yup, pretty much.  You can extend the life of your finish, though, with routine maintenance.”

She perked up.  “Maintenance?”

“Sure.  With proper care your showroom finish can last for weeks, months even.”

“And you’re going to tell me how, aren’t you, big boy?” she pressed, her voice determined, one delicately arched eyebrow raised as she reached smoothly downward and found Little Rod and began lightly caressing him.

“Oh, I suppose I could,” I mock-sighed, “but seeing as it’s my birthday, do I really want to spend it dealing with such mundane matters?”

She gave me a crooked smile, its meaning so obvious that even her polymer-coated exterior couldn’t conceal it, and began inching her way down my body, her destination a fait accompli.  My cock disappeared between her scarlet lips without the slightest hesitation, its length completely swallowed on the first downstroke.  “Fuck!” I groaned, grasping at the sheets, a little worried that I might rip them to shreds.

“Talk,” she said simply, my glistening dick now standing upright against her cheek, and it struck me a little funny how fake she looked in comparison to it.  She rose up a bit and began licking the flared head like an ice-cream cone, a move she knew drove me crazy.  “Well…?” she prompted, licking her lips.

“Well,” I grunted, for she had begun swirling her tongue around the head of my prick, “licking your lips is probably…the worst thing you can do.  Saliva…I suspect, hastens the deterioration…of the polymer.”

She raised her head up off my straining dick, her blue eyes wide.  “What, you mean I can’t blow you?”  She looked distressed, as near as I could tell through her polymer mask, fearful that she would have to make a choice she would rather not make.

“No, no,” I said, shaking my head, “you can—and better—blow me.  It just means that you need to add a coat of wax.  Lip gloss will do just fine.”

She bounded up from the bed, my stiff meat audibly slapping my stomach, and dashed to her dresser, returning scant moments later, her already glossy lips shining all the more.  Little Rod disappeared again, but this time his passage down her throat was greatly eased by the additional coat of wax, so much so that I found myself ripping up the sheets a bit.  As nice as her polymer-coated lips had felt on my cock, and they surely had felt nice, her freshly-waxed, slippery smooth lips quickly turned ‘nice’ into mind-shattering ecstasy.

“Mmm…?” she prompted, tacitly reminding me that there was supposed to be some give and take here.

“Oh, yeah…sorry,” I gasped.  “Where were we?”

“Mmm…maintenance,” she hummed, causing my toes to curl up well beyond what should be considered healthy.

“Oh, yeah,” I repeated.  “Well, for starters, a good washing…every day…will help.”

“Mmm-hmm?” she continued, inviting me to carry on.

“Plus…a good coating of moisturizer will also help.  Cocoa butter…something like that.”

“Oh?” she said simply, releasing my crazed dick from her mouth with a wet ‘pop.’  “You mean like this?”  She bounded up again, causing me to moan in frustration as she went to her bureau and grabbed her bottle of cocoa butter moisturizer.  She dispensed a sizable glob of the pleasant-smelling goo into her left hand, whereupon she began smearing it all over her already glowing tits.  My shining bride returned to our bed, but rather than lie upon it she grabbed me by my ankles and turned me sideways so that my legs hung off of the edge, my feet upon the floor.  She then knelt in the ‘V’ of my thighs and gave my poor, sensitized prick the loving embrace of her rubbery juggs, and began giving it a massage that can only be described as divine multiplied by heavenly.

“Is there anything else, Roddy?” she whispered, gently working my beleaguered prick into a near-spitting frenzy.

“Not…that I…can think of,” I panted, my balls on the very edge of going thermonuclear.

“Excellent,” she said, her blue eyes gleaming with a mischievous light.  “I love you, Rod.”  And with that sweet pronouncement I came, my climax so violent I thought my balls might actually shoot out through dick as well.  I fountained my jizz over her shining chest and throat, giving her yet another coating on this oh-so-fine afternoon.

“Goodness, Roddy,” she giggled, once my impression of Mount Vesuvius had ceased, her lithe plastic arms held up and away from her, “look at me.  How am I supposed to keep my showroom finish if you do a one-man bukkake show all over me?”

“Not to worry…‘vette,” I said, gasping only slightly now that I’d recovered somewhat.  “Just give me one minute.”  I slid sideways off the bed, narrowly avoiding smearing some of that shit on me, and made for the bathroom.  She was still in that same position when I returned half a minute later, laughing with delight as I sponged my scum from her glistening body as easily as if she’d been fucking Scotchgarded.

___________________________




Though we are both good cooks we ordered in, since neither one of us felt it would be possible to toast a bagel without burning the house down.  Over fettuccine alfredo and garlic breadsticks, Yvette continued quizzing me about my polymer’s properties.  I told her everything I knew, keeping it in layman’s terms, because as bright as she is, chemistry is one of those subjects that should never be discussed with people outside of the discipline.  This is proved by the following pun: Remember, if you’re not part of the solution, you’re part of the precipitate.  With that kind of mindset, it is surprising that anyone in my profession ever gets laid, much less actually manages to procreate.

“Why are my nipples still hard?” she asked, sponging a piece of fettuccine off of her left tit—she was still getting used to the polymer mesh covering her body and had had to relearn the art of eating, which was part of the reason she was still nude (the other part being that she loved her new body too much to allow it to be covered up).

“Because they were hard when I sprayed on the polymer.  Surface tension is keeping them that way.”

“And what will cause the most damage to my finish?”

“Salts, alkaline cleaning solutions, and strong acids,” I replied, “but it is the ever-present ones you should worry about, vinegar and lemon juice, for example.  If you wanted to remove the polymer from your body completely, spraying yourself off with white vinegar would do it pretty quickly, although you might smell like a salad for several hours.”

“Is it…harmful?”  I had been waiting the longest for this question.

“Not at all, my love,” I assured her.  “It is one hundred percent inert.  As though you were wearing a full-body pair of pantyhose.”

She smiled, obviously pleased that there were no risks associated with something she was so very much enjoying.  “But what do I do if it gets damaged, or starts to deteriorate?”

“Put on more.  It takes multiple coats very well and patches seamlessly.  I brought home two liters of the stuff; six times more than we used.  When it begins to deteriorate, simply let it do so.  It’ll peel off like dead skin after a bad sunburn.  After that, simply clean off your surface and start again.”

“‘Start again…’” she repeated, looking over my shoulder at her image reflected in the antique sideboard behind me.  She had been doing this constantly during dinner, repeatedly checking out her image in the mirror, for which I certainly couldn’t blame her; I couldn’t take my eyes off of her either.  She sat across from me, unmoving, examining her reflection in minute detail.  If a peeping Tom were to look through our dining room window right now, he’d think I was having dinner with a mannequin.

Finally she said, “Roddy, will you excuse me?  I’m quite done with dinner.”  She rose from her seat and went into the kitchen.

“Yvette?”  I heard the refrigerator door open and close, after which she strode back out into the dining room and on into the hallway, a bottle of lemon juice in her hand.  I got up to follow her, wondering what was afoot, when I heard the bathroom door close.  She hadn’t seemed upset or anything, but she did seem to have a most un-Yvette-like determination about her.

“Baby?” I said to the closed door.  “Is everything all right?”

“I’m fine, Roddy,” came her slightly muffled voice.  I just want to try something.  Would you mind clearing away dinner?”

I snorted silently.  Most men might be a little miffed, having to do the dishes on their birthday, but I found myself inordinately pleased, wondering what the rest of my Sunday evening beheld.

Yvette had vacated the bathroom by the time I cleared everything away.  I looked for her, finding a hastily scrawled note taped to the door to the garage, telling me to ‘watch some porn or something.’  A thoughtful suggestion, but truly it was the last thing I needed since I was pretty much living a porn movie right now.  I opted instead to pop in Die Hard, even though it was nowhere near Christmas, and settled down in my recliner to wait for my bride.  It was at that point in the film where Bruce Willis says ‘fuck’ for about the four hundredth time, that I felt a pair of rubber hands cover my eyes.

“Close your eyes, sweetie,” she said, her voice husky, definitely turned on.

“All right,” I replied, no less excited than she.  What could she have done in so short a time?  “They’re closed.”

Her hands slid away from my face, and I sensed by the shifting of light that she was moving around to face me, preparing for the grand unveiling.  She paused the movie and said, her voice nervous, “Okay, you can open them.”

I did, and counted myself lucky that I was still sitting down.  Now while I am a good painter, Yvette can do whole frescoes in the time it takes me to open the damn can.  She hadn’t done much, just minor touches, but the combination of them took my breath away.  I got up off my chair (with some difficulty owing to the stiffness in my pants) to examine her more closely.

Unsurprisingly she had finished off her feet and her ears, essentially cocooning herself within my polymer.  What was surprising, though, was that her eyebrows, which I had taken such care to avoid when sponging on the polymer, were gone—shaved off!—so that her forehead was now a completely smooth and unbroken surface, with thin high arches painted in their place.  Her eyes looked somehow wider, rounder, and using skills gained as a scenic artist and makeup artist she had done some truly magnificent layering and shading on her eye shadow, stripping away the cotton candy coloring I’d applied and replacing it with a more dramatic electric teal (was it coincidence? homage? competition?), to which she must have added powdered mica because they positively sparkled.

She had also added a blush coat to her cheekbones so that they now looked incredibly high, much more prominent with the addition of a rose hue, and shadows added underneath brought them out that much more.  But more than anything it was her lips that literally outshone everything else.  She had ditched the scarlet and had applied a deep, saturated orchid; a color of such purity and intensity that it made you instantly want to stick something between them.  They looked so smooth and plump, and glowed so warmly that one could stare at them for days, lost in their perfection.

And lastly there were her nipples, still quite erect, still unnaturally round.  They were the same color as her lips now, though not quite so intense.  It was incredible how unreal they looked, how plastic; the way her breast flesh abruptly shifted color from her unnatural pinkish flesh tone to her artificially orchidaceous areolae without any change of texture whatsoever, all the little bumps smoothed out, thus completing the illusion that she was wholly synthetic.

She had outdone herself, had outdone me, looking even more intoxicating than she had in my dream.  She had, in less than an hour, transformed herself from an animated mannequin into a life-sized Barbie doll.  I stood there, acutely conscious of my breathing, or rather the lack of it, of the suffocating silence of the room, and of how our air conditioning was obviously failing to keep up with the summer heat.

My unblushing bride smiled, obviously pleased by my stunned expression.  She sidled up to me and placed her imitation hand upon the bulge tenting my shorts.  “I was going to ask you what you thought, but this,” she said lowly, giving Little Rod a squeeze for good measure, “tells me all I need to know.  God, Rod, you look like you’re about to go supernova.”

“You have no idea, baby,” I replied, practically panting, gazing at her reflective cheek, marveling at its smoothness, its permanence.

“Well, let’s cool you off then,” she said, her hand sliding upward to unbuckle my belt.  She got my pants off with only moderate difficulty, the obstruction caused by my rampant prick slowing her down just a bit.  When I was naked I pulled her close and looked into her radiant face, her bright blue eyes the only things about her that betrayed her humanity.  I leaned in to kiss those luscious lips—and missed.

“Nuh-uh, big boy,” she teased, turning away and pulling me onward by my throbbing dick.  “It’s a hot night, and I think we can both do with a swim.”

I laughed lightly, allowing myself to be tugged along by my short leash out to our patio, raptly watching the shining globes of her ass the whole way.

I graciously helped her up onto the diving board, the dying rays of the Arizona sun reflecting off her unblemished body creating a once in a lifetime masterpiece.  “Oh, God, hold it right there, baby,” I cried, awestruck.  “Let me get the camera.”  I dashed back through the house, my boner flapping about comically, and grabbed my cell phone.  She was still there when I returned, waiting patiently, looking like a flesh-colored statue.  I snapped a dozen pictures of her in various cheesecake poses, our adobe privacy walls making a splendid backdrop.

“Thank you, my beloved odalisque,” I said, putting the phone on the tile-topped patio table, still marveling in her beauty, “you are free.”

“Gee, thanks, o engorged one,” she said sarcastically.  She stepped forward and bounced hard on the edge of the diving board, sending her body high into the air, the setting sun flashing majestically upon her as she executed a perfect forward pike.  She sliced into the water with a bizarre silence, her streamlined body making just the tiniest splash.

“Roddy!”

If I hadn’t seen it with my own eyes I wouldn’t have believed it.  She had been under the water for barely more than a second, when she came bobbing back up to the surface, shooting completely out of the water like a cork and coming to rest atop the water, floating on her back, drops sheeting off her smooth surface.

“R-Roddy…?” she repeated, her voice quavery, looking about frantically.  “W-what…?

I couldn’t help it, bursting into raucous laughter as I watched her bob upon the water like a child’s sailboat, her wide eyes expressing her rising panic.  I jumped in and took her by the hand and floated her to the shallow end of the pool, alternately giggling and snorting in maniacal glee.

“Roddy…?” she whined, still in shock over her unexpected expulsion from the water, not to mention the sudden realization that treading water had just become a thing of the past.

“Air…bubbles…” I managed to gasp, letting go of her and allowing her to come about.  “Air bubbles!”

“Air…?” she repeated dumbly.

“Oh, yes, my buoyant bride,” I replied, grasping her gently by her pretty foot and pushing her away, then grabbing it again just before she got out of reach so that I could pull her back in.  “The mesh covers approximately seventy-five percent of your skin; the rest is just empty squares, millions of tiny grids in which there are trapped air bubbles, making you, in essence, a fucking personal flotation device!”

She laughed at my crazed exuberance.  “Oh, Rod, this is just too much,” she said breathlessly, dipping her hands into the water and pushing them forward like oars, sending her bobbing body back toward the deep end.  “How long will I stay afloat?”

“Let’s test it, shall we?”  I dove for her, grasping her slim ankles and pulling her yelping body quickly into me, propelling myself forward and sliding on top of her.  We lay like that for a full minute, as quiet as the stars that began appearing overhead.  She had dropped about another inch or so in the water, the air trapped in the pockets of her pseudo-skin bearing our combined weights.

“Oh m-my God, Rod,” she cried beneath me, holding me tight, her voice tremulous again, euphoric, “this is…so…”

“That it is, my wonderful waterproof woman, that it certainly is.”  Perfectly at home upon my busty pool toy I kissed her, enjoying the feel of her, and the feeling of weightlessness she imparted.  Supporting my weight was not a problem for her as there was only water beneath her, therefore no crushing.  I lay upon her for what seemed an endless time, a timeless time.  And when I slipped inside her wetness, her pussy seizing upon my intrusive meat and pulling it into her boiling depths, I felt as though I were lost in a dream, a dream from which I would violently fight to keep from waking.

She cried out as she came, not once, but repeatedly, my every thrust eliciting an ecstatic howl that I’m sure our neighbors probably thought were coyotes.

And afterwards, as we lay there floating upon the still water, the full moon reflected in the shining tit next to the one upon which my head rested, I drifted gently off into a sleep more peaceful than any I had ever known.


Chapter 3

El Patrón




Going to work the next morning, all things considered, was probably about the stupidest thing I have ever done, because only an idiot would leave the bed of a fantastic plastic woman when he could brave morning traffic to go do titrations and plot fucking endpoints.  All during my commute I sat in my little Dodge Dakota pickup, cursing the insane work ethic that had been instilled in me, though at the same time casting back over an idyllic morning of which no man can claim to have enjoyed better.

I had awakened to a breathtaking sunrise, my dick having somehow found its way back inside my fuckable pool toy.  Yvette was awake and had been for some time, so she had told me, thinking about how wonderful she felt.  We went right back at it again, our frenzied lovemaking sending waves lapping over the sides of the pool.  I got up and made coffee, my fingers, knees, elbows, and toes pruney from having spent the night sleeping upon the most perfect raft ever devised.  We showered together, the both of us giggling as we listened to the water drumming off her false skin.

But I could hardly say that I was being fair to my employer, sitting at my desk daydreaming of what awaited me at home.  I could still see her in my mind’s eye, my last image of her before I’d walked out the door, her back to her floor mirror, applying cocoa butter to her already shining rear end.

“I’m sorry?” I said stupidly.

“I said, ‘Buenos días, Rodrigo.  ¿Cómo estás?’”

“Muy bien, Don Carlos,” I answered, coming somewhat dazedly out of my reverie.  “¿Y tú?”

“Igualmente,” he replied amiably.  “Ay, Dios mio, Rodrigo,” his crisp Mexican accent belying the fact that he was, like me, a native Angeleno, “you do know that beds can also be used for sleeping, sí?”

I smiled, as I’m sure did everyone else in their neighboring cubicles—everybody in the office had seen my ‘vette, or at least they had before I’d turned her into a walking mannequin.  Her picture, one where she was posed in a pair of cutoffs and a bikini top leaning against Justine, was among many that adorned my cube.  The president of AZ-TECH was looking at it, as he always did when he came by to chat, and I waited patiently for the question that I knew he would ask.  “So how is she?”

“She is well, Don Carlos.  Never better.”

“I still want her, you know,” he said, lightly tracing a chubby finger across her image in the photo.  “I must have her.”

“Lo siento, but I’m not ready to give her up quite yet.”

He whipped his checkbook from his western-cut suit jacket, his turquoise-inlaid bolo tie catching the light.  “Three thousand dollars, Rodrigo,” he teased.  “Does anyone want to make a better offer?” he said, looking around the office space.  As usual, no one took the bait.  “There you go, mi amigo.  Since no one wishes to outbid me….”

“Lo siento, Don Carlos,” I repeated, smiling despite my fatigue from having behaved like a porn star the previous day, “but three thousand dollars is hardly enough to break up true love.  Justine is precious to me.”  It was our weekly game, one we’d started playing once we’d discovered our mutual love of classic cars.

He smiled his benevolent smile back, his black eyes sparkling.  “Ah, so you do have a price, Rodrigo.  That is good to know.  Then perhaps some day I will drive off with her, sí?” he asked, squeezing my shoulder affectionately.

“Perhaps, Don Carlos,” I said, “perhaps.”

He nodded and walked off.  “Muchachos y muchachas,” he called out, “tamales in the conference room, courtesy of mi esposa.”

Everyone cheered; his wife really did make the best tamales.  As I made my way to the conference room, I considered the portly man ahead of me.  Carlos Lopez was perhaps the strangest man I’d ever met who wasn’t under medication.  He was affable, charming, and certainly eccentric, although Yvette often described him as being ‘psychotically Mexican.’  He was the sole owner of AZ-TECH, and rumors about him abounded, none of which he went to any trouble to dispel: that he was the illegitimate half-brother of the President of Mexico (doubtful); that he flew his private plane down to Hermosillo most weekends to buy and sell horses, and to do the books for his string of bordellos (highly unlikely); and that he’d won the company in a card game (which might well be the truth, since he appeared to know nothing whatsoever about chemistry, physics, or higher math).

He did know people, though.  AZ-TECH had roughly three hundred employees, and Don Carlos—which is how HR instructed me to refer to him the day I was hired—knew the names of every last one of them, as well as their wives, their kids, and their hobbies.  It was the most amazing thing, watching him work a room, gliding from person to person with a seemingly boundless energy that is rare for a man approaching middle age, speaking with everyone from directors to janitors as if they’d been friends since childhood.

Yvette remarked upon his talent when she’d met him at the first Christmas party we’d attended after I had come to work there.  It was at his home, an actual fucking hacienda on the far north side of the Phoenix metro.  My patrón and his wife stood at one end of their enormous ballroom, receiving guests in a manner not unlike royalty, my wife looking around as though she expected Zorro to swoop in at any moment.  We waited in line to pay our respects, last due to Yvette’s insistence that we arrive late, for her knowledge of Mexican culture and customs, ingrained in her as a native Arizonan, is considerable and infallible.  Don Carlos greeted his guests warmly, resplendent in a formal caballero-cut suit trimmed with silver and turquoise accents, but it was his wife, Clara, at whom Yvette and I gasped.

Make no mistake, Yvette is the most beautiful woman in the world, as far as I am concerned, and what she is doing with a guy like me I will never know—even my own mother has described me as looking like Waldo, but without the snazzy red and white shirt—but the wife of my patrón was drop-dead gorgeous in a way that Catherine Zeta-Jones could only wish to be: wavy hair of spun gold, clear unblemished skin that must have had only passing acquaintance with the sun, a generous mouth with lips that looked as though Goya must have painted them on, and violet eyes (no kidding, man, fucking violet!) that danced with quiet mirth but that nonetheless peered into your very soul.

We approached with great trepidation, for there were two additional things that set our hostess apart from mortal women, both of them planted squarely upon her chest.  “My God, Rod,” Yvette whispered into my ear as we moved further down the line, “make sure you keep one hand around my waist.  I might fall in!”

I could easily sympathize with my amazed spouse, for the breasts that waited to greet us were phenomenal to the point of being mythic.  Yes, they were huge, easily the size of her head, yet she carried them with a grace and gentility that one associates with a ballet dancer.  Of course they weren’t real.  In the North Metro it is impossible to swing a dead gato without hitting a half-dozen blonde Mexican trophy wives who haven’t been lipo’ed, tucked, implanted, injected, or botoxed.

I shook hands with Don Carlos, and squeezed the proffered hand of his taller superbuxom wife, manfully maintaining eye contact despite the vertiginous display before me.  Her stupendous breasts were beautifully presented within a red and green strapless bodice that pushed them up and out, making it difficult for me to refrain from making motorboat sounds with my lips.  She appeared to be quite a bit younger than my employer, about twenty-five to thirty years of age, though her grace and maturity befitted a much older woman.  Doña Clara was every bit as charming as her husband, and I found that up close her bosom was not imposing, but rather welcoming.  She smiled with warm pleasantness upon meeting Yvette, patting her on her right forearm, her stupendous boobs almost brushing my wife’s merely wonderful ones.  Her smile broadened upon hearing that we were only recently wed, and further still when Don Carlos informed her that I was ‘a car guy.’

“Oh, how wonderful for you, Carlos,” she said, her husky accented voice musical, “you have a new friend, I think?  I suppose you are going to show him the stables and disappear for the rest of the evening?”

“I suppose I shall, mi amor,” he said, his eyes sparkling, and then he turned to us, “but not before I have had one dance with your bella esposa, Rodrigo.  ¿Con su permiso…?” he trailed off, holding an impeccably manicured hand out to Yvette, wordlessly requesting the honor of the first dance.  I watched them go, noting the envious expressions of my fellow workers as my employer favored my wife, and by extension myself with his attentions.

“Do not worry,” came the dulcet tones of our hostess, putting a hand upon my arm as we watched them waltz about the floor, my much taller wife in her high heels expertly following the shorter man’s fluid, graceful lead.  “I do not think that he will steal her from you, at least not tonight.”  I laughed at her joke, finding it unlikely that my patrón would do anything in public that would show disrespect to his wife, who obviously brought him much honor.  She turned and walked off to attend her guests, for which I was inwardly grateful—I didn’t know how much longer I could refrain from sticking my head in her cleavage.

Yvette returned, breathless after her turn about the richly tiled dance floor.  “Goodness, Rod,” she said, taking an elegant swig from the champagne I’d secured for her, “but that man can dance!  He’s like a Mexican Fred Astaire.”  She didn’t stay long.  My coworkers, emboldened by my employer’s example, and desiring to be seen doing as he had done, were also eager to dance with her, practically all of them taking my ‘vette out for a spin.

Of course her big chest, barely contained within her sparkling white spaghetti-strap dress, played a part in her being the belle of the ball, but I had no need to be jealous, and wasn’t; for one, Yvette loves to dance, a passion I could indulge, owing to my utter lack of rhythm; and two, only a fool would make a pass at my bride under Don Carlos’s roof.  There was a slow number that allowed someone of my movement-challenged abilities to dance with her, and it was near the end of the tune when I felt a hand at my back.

“May I cut in?” my patrón asked.

“Certainly, Don Carlos,” I said, offering up my ‘vette.

“Perdóneme, lovely Yvette,” he said with a little bow, “but may I borrow your esposo for a little while?”

“Certainly, Don Carlos,” she said.  “It will give me the opportunity to sample your wonderful table.”

“Oh, you must do so.  Clara is most proud of her enchiladas suizas and tamales dulces,” he said expansively.  She certainly had reason to be.  I had already paid a visit to the banquet table, and any woman who possessed her degree of culinary skill and planning could take her pick of kings and sheiks, be she as stacked as she was or as flat as a tortilla (though in truth I would not trade my ‘vette for love or money).  “Would you care to see the stables, Rodrigo?”

He escorted me down a hallway as large as a courtyard, its walls adorned with pictures that told me a good deal about him: a round young boy standing in front of a bungalow in Los Angeles, next to a woman I took to be his mother; beside a thoroughbred horse, wearing shorts and a straw hat, squatting between two small boys, his arms around them—“my niños,” he said proudly, “spending the evening with their abuela.”  Dominating all of these was a massive oil painting of him and his wife, the lord of the hacienda seated importantly upon a chair of red velvet, Doña Clara standing beside him wearing an immodestly modest powder-blue evening gown, her stupendous breasts on a line with his head, an unsubtle testament to his superiority.

If I were good at analyzing people, I would have said that my patrón was compensating for something: an impoverished childhood, an ignoble lineage, or perhaps a dick the size of a raisin, but when he opened the huge, highly polished oak door directly beneath the big portrait of him and his wife, the lights in the room beyond coming on automatically, I realized that my first impression was entirely incorrect: he wasn’t compensating for something—he was overcompensating.

I had figured at the outset that ‘stable’ was their euphemism for garage, and I was right, but it was a garage in much the same way the Grand Canyon is a hole in the ground.  There were ten cars in that cathedral-like space, ten of the most impressive cars I had ever laid eyes on: a red 1959 Jaguar MkII with right-hand drive, a gunmetal gray 1964 Aston Martin DB5 (yes, James Bond’s wheels), a cream-colored 1965 Alfa Romeo Spider, a Ferrari, a Bugatti, a Stutz, a 1935 Dusenberg Phaeton, and to top it all off, a racing-green 1966 AC Shelby Cobra, her hood already open, her immaculate 427 cubic-inch engine displayed before me.

“So what do you think, Rodrigo?” he asked, his head cocked, a wry smile on his broad face.

What I thought was that bordello rumor might indeed be true.  “I think,” I said, my throat dry, “that I’ve died and gone to heaven, patrón.”

He laughed heartily and offered me an expensive cigarro that I was certainly not foolish enough to refuse.  We opened hoods, boots, and bonnets, took off our jackets and crawled underneath his beauties, the garage floor being only slightly cleaner than your standard hospital operating room, and in general had a fine time acting like eighteen-year olds.

He poured us some ludicrously expensive tequila, taken from a cabinet perched over an anally displayed set of shining Snap-on combination wrenches.  “To the three T’s, Roderigo,” he said, holding up his glass, “tetas, tamales, y tequila!”  I would have drunk to that toast even if he weren’t my employer.  The light amber liquid coursed down my throat like liquid fire, and he clapped me on the back when I damn near choked on it.

“Ah, Rodrigo,” he sighed, a friendly arm on my shoulder, “are we not the luckiest of men, you and I?”

Looking over the array of machinery before me, I was on the verge of pointing out that luck is a relative thing, but only a fool disagrees with his employer when alcohol is involved.

“To have such beauty in our lives,” he continued with a slightly drunken slur—and I couldn’t help but notice that his carefully cultivated accent was beginning to slip a little—“we are blessed.”  He didn’t look exactly blessed, though.  There was a sheen of sweat surrounding his pencil-thin moustache, and he had a faraway look in his eyes; a wistful, longing sort of look.  Not knowing what to say I took a careful sip of my tequila in the pregnant silence.

“I envy you, Rodrigo,” he said finally.

He envied me?  With my mortgaged house and my comparatively flat-chested wife?  I have read about how wealthy people are seldom satisfied with their lives and are always restless to acquire more, but to want less?  “Don Carlos?”

“Perdóneme, I should have said, I envy you your relationship with her—with your Justine.”

“My…?”

“Oh, sí,” he said, his normally whimsical face now oddly serious.  “These cars,” he said, waving a chubby hand, “these beautiful expressions of man’s ingenuity.  I love them, I truly do, but I cannot justly say that they are mine.”

I cocked my head quizzically.  I find this works when you have absolutely no idea what to say to someone.

“You are confused?”  He put his glass down on the workbench and put his hands out, palms down, so that I could see all ten fingers.  “Look at these hands, Rodrigo,” he said, the slur in his voice becoming more pronounced.  “Note how clean they are.  Do they look like they have ever greased a bearing, or rebuilt a transmission, or even changed the fucking oil?”

“Don Car—” I started, but he blearily waved me off, and I was not so stupid as to try to cajole him.  Raymond Chandler once wrote that ‘there is nothing sadder than a sad Mexican,’ and having a sad, drunken Mexican on my hands was certainly no picnic.

So this captain of industry envied my mechanical skills.  It was a nice compliment, and with all humility a deserved one.  I had found Justine behind a bar in Gila Bend and it was love at first sight.  She’d had a long and useful life, and for all she’d been put through her body was in amazing shape; a few dings, yes, but overall cherry.  Her interior was shot, as was her tranny, and she bled oil like no one’s business.  I got her for a couple grand, and it was a labor of love restoring her.  I spent whole nights and weekends under her, in the days before my ‘vette had come along, and blew an unthinkable amount of money on her, but she was worth it.

Two months after I started at AZ-TECH, they had their annual car show.  A few guys sniggered at her license plate, which bore her name proudly, asking me if people ever thought the name referred to me, but their jeers turned to admiration once El Presidente turned up, for it was obvious that he had the hots for my wheels.  He lavished praise upon her, and was even more impressed when I showed him the pictures of her before and during her restoration.  I won, of course, and he took me and a few other car guys out to dinner at his favorite restaurant, which made it a double victory, for that was the night that I found my ‘vette.

“I have never been inside them, Rodrigo,” he said sadly, “like you have been inside her.  You created her, won her by virtue of your skill and talent.  But I have only purchased these.  I own them, yes.  I have bought them…but they are not mine.”

This conversation was getting just a little too weird, even for me, but I was rescued at that moment by a vision.  Doña Clara, flanked by my wife, stood at the door—the red, green, and white of their dresses making up the colors of the flag of Mexico.  Her hands were on her hips, and though she was shaking her head slowly she looked wryly amused.  “What do you think we should do with these two little boys, Yvette?”

“I think, Doña Clara,” replied Yvette, giving a somewhat extended glance at the red Ferrari a few feet to my right as she sidled up to me and put an arm about my waist, “that I will take this one home and put him to bed.”

Our hostess walked with a slow grace up to her husband, a queen no matter where she might be, and put a hand up to his cheek.  “Oh, Carlos,” she said with an indulgent smile.  “A little too much tequila, I think?”

He nodded drowsily, his chin upon his chest, looking down into a cleavage that to him must have appeared infinite.

They were quite the pair, the portly drunken Mexican and his regal wife.  The harsh fluorescent lights did nothing to diminish her beauty, but standing as she was, in the center of such automotive magnificence, I found myself wondering how much of that beauty was man-made, and if whether, like his fine cars, he felt he truly owned her as well.

Our hostess laughed sweetly and chucked her husband lightly under the chin.  She guided him effortlessly out of the garage, Yvette and I following at a respectful distance.  That had been two and one-half years ago, and though I’d partied with him since, I had never seen him in such a state again.

‘You’re going to be a rich man,’ I heard Yvette’s voice say in my head, but I was not so sure of that.  Sure, I had been to Don Carlos’s home, met his wife, drunk with him, and broken bread with him, and while I couldn’t exactly say that I knew what kind of man he was, I was pretty sure I knew what kind of man he wasn’t.  What would he say, this good man, this family man, this man who I was sure had kept me from being fired only a few months past, if I told him that I had invented something that would make his name synonymous with the dildo?

It was as I got into line for some of his wife’s homemade tamales, which really are amongst the finer things in all creation, that my cell phone rang.

“Roddy…” a hoarse rasp, “…come home.  I…need you….”

“Yvette?”  But the only response I received was hoarse breathing, followed by silence.  “Yvette!” I said urgently, but the line had gone dead.  I quickly called her back but there was no answer.  What the fuck was happening?

“Rodrigo?” my patrón asked tentatively, his eyes searching mine.

“I’ve, uh…I’ve got to go, Don Carlos,” I said dazedly, wondering what could be wrong.  She had seemed perfectly fine this morning.  “It’s Yvette…my wife.  She’s…ill, I think.”

“Then you must go,” he said urgently, his normally jovial face quite serious.  “Familia always comes first.  Go.  Now!”

I didn’t need his blessing but I was nonetheless glad to have it.  I made it down to the parking lot and into my truck in seconds flat, and was on the freeway in good time considering lunch traffic.  I dialed and redialed her phone, getting her goddamn voicemail each time, my panic level rising with each failed attempt.  What had I done to her?  Was she now dying from skin suffocation because I wanted her to match my car’s upholstery, and had trusted her health and safety to fucking Wikipedia?

I raced home as quickly as traffic would allow, fearful that any delay caused by getting a ticket might mean the difference between life and death.  I considered calling an ambulance, but the mental picture of paramedics tramping through my house searching for a body while ignoring the dead mannequin on the floor was too ridiculous to contemplate.  I pulled my truck to a screeching stop in front of our Pueblo Revival home, got out and raced across our rocky landscaping, up the steps, damn near twisting my ankle on a loose brick, and threw open the door.  “Yvette!”

“Roddy!” she screamed, which was as much as I heard before her body slammed into mine, knocking me against the wall and down onto the hall floor.  She was on top of me in a trice, her hands scrabbling at my belt buckle, her face frantic with a fevered desire that I had not seen since the time she had gone a full three hours in her vacuum bed and had come out it ready to fuck the whole of the U.S. Navy.

“Oh, God…Roddy,” she panted, the afternoon sun streaming through the windows glinting off her surface, “I’ve needed your dick in me all morning!”

She had my cock inside her sweet cunt within another five seconds.  She brought my hands up to squeeze her fat fake tits, and began riding me like she was the queen of the goddamn rodeo, moaning and grunting feverishly.  She came in less than a minute, and a second time a minute later, screaming like a banshee and slamming her pelvis onto mine with such force that I thought she might shatter, until we came together—her third and my first.

She lay on top of me, breathing heavily, her synthetic skin smelling of cocoa butter, not unlike a car deodorizer.  “How are you feeling…‘vette?” I asked, trying to keep things light, pleased at how I’d been received, though still a little irked at the way she’d scared me half to death.

“Much better…now that you’re home and inside me.”  She paused, and I could tell by her breathing that it was not out of fatigue; she was nervous.  “Are you angry with me?”  She always could read between the lines.

“It’s difficult to be angry with a woman who has just fucked the life out of you, my love.  But why didn’t you answer the phone when I called you back?”

“Oh, Roddy, you called me back?”  She pushed herself up to a sitting position, her bountiful bosom wobbling stiffly.  “I’m so sorry, sweetie” she said, putting her fingers to her orchidaceous lips, “I guess I must have used up the battery.  You see, after you left, I decided I needed some stimulation, and…well….”

She didn’t have to spell out what had happened, as I’m not too bad with subtext either.  She had probably put the fucker on vibrate, and stuffed it down her panties while going about her morning routine.  “So why not use your little bullet, ‘vette?”

“I did,” she said simply.  “What can I say, I wore it out.”

I laughed, which while being inside her felt doubly nice.  “Oh, my poor oversexed love,” I said, stroking her smooth thighs.  “I think your showroom finish is going to your head.”

“So you’re not angry with me?”

“Hardly, my shining sweetheart.  But I can’t skip out on work every day, you know.”

“I know.  It’s just this coating, Roddy.  It makes me feel so…you know?”

“I know.  So how do we solve this little problem?”

“Problem?” she said, getting quickly to her feet, leaving my sloppy johnson to flop against my thigh.  “There isn’t any problem.”  She looked down at me, her face a reflective mask of the utmost seriousness.  “There isn’t a problem, Rod,” she repeated firmly.  “I’m just having a little fun, okay?”

“Okay, baby,” I said defensively, my palms open, my fingers spread wide.

She was silent for a few moments, just looking at me, apparently weighing her words.  “I-I’m sorry,” she said quietly.  “I guess I’m a little…overwhelmed.”  A few more moments of silence passed.  “I’m going to get cleaned up.”  She turned away and went down the hall to our bedroom.

What the fuck was that?  I spent a couple of minutes lying on the hall floor, replaying that little scene over and over again in my head.  In the almost three years that I had known her I had never once seen her act like that.  My beautiful bride, the most levelheaded (and thankfully the most sexually adventurous) woman I had ever known seemed to be experiencing what could only be described as addictive behavior.

But LP_16/2 is inert, I reminded myself.  It does not interact with the human body.  So what was happening to her then?  She was different now, both physically and emotionally, about that there could be no argument.  Physically she was definitely improved, all her little imperfections smoothed out, but under the hood it appeared that she wasn’t firing on all cylinders.

Dude, you are thinking much too much, my inner voice said.  She said it herself, she’s feeling overwhelmed.  For Christ’s sake, she’s even fucking waterproof!  So let her have her fun and go along for the ride, and when the time is right talk her into the teal thing.  I saw her again, in my mind’s eye, sitting in the passenger seat, her latex body an outgrowth of my Justine, and found that my dick had gone as hard as a stick shift.

Don’t be such a spoilsport, dude, my inner voice continued.  Go in there, give her a hug, and tell her you love her, and see if we can’t salvage a blowjob out of this.  I have found the advice I give myself is usually pretty good, so I picked myself up off the floor, stuffed my dried salami back into my pants, and went into the bedroom.

I found her standing before her floor mirror, her head cocked slightly, examining her finish.  I came up behind her and slipped my hands about her trim waist and rested my chin in the crook of her neck.  “I love you.”

She continued gazing at her reflection, her hands cradling her big boobs, supporting them.  “Do you know why I love you, Roddy?”

There are times when the smart thing to do is to shut up and listen.  I’m pretty smart.  She’d told me ‘why’ plenty of times before, usually while in the afterglow of some truly righteous loving, but I got the feeling I was about to hear a different version.

“Do you remember the night we met?”

“Odd that you should bring that up, love.  I was thinking about that only an hour ago.”

“And do you remember the first thing you said to me?”

I shook my head, as the only thing I could clearly remember about that night were the large round breasts that materialized out of thin air less than a foot from my face, erect nipples poking through the ribbed wife-beater t-shirt she wore, her areolae distinctly visible beneath the weave.

Don Carlos’s favorite restaurant, which that night became my favorite restaurant, was Headlights.  A Scooters knockoff right down to the shiny pantyhose and chicken wings, it was far and away the most successful restaurant chain in the Southwest.  Yvette had appeared at our table to take our drink orders, and when those big boobs suddenly appeared right next to my cheek, wobbling beneath the two round headlights that make up the restaurant’s oh-so familiar logo, the slogan underneath in classic script—our high beams are always on!—I damn near fainted.

“Pity,” she said, cocking her head again, the reflection of the bedroom window clearly visible upon her forehead.  “I remember it as though it were yesterday.  You said, ‘buh.’”

“‘Buh?’”

“‘Buh,’” she repeated, and even though a good bit of her expression was lost behind the mask I’d applied to her face, there was no mistaking how much the memory still pleased her.  “You looked at me, Roddy,” she continued, her hands now lightly caressing her wonderful funbags, “and you couldn’t even say the word ‘boobs.’”

“And you fell in love with me because I was a complete goon?”

“I fell in love with you because you fell in love with my tits.”

“That is the weirdest thing you have ever said, my love.  Everybody loves your tits.”

“Not so,” she said with a subtle shake of the head.  “Roddy, I had seen men look at my boobs for years: lust after them, slaver over them, grab their dicks upon seeing them, but when I heard you say ‘buh,’ and saw the look in your eyes, I knew.  I knew that you loved them, and that you would continue to love them, until death would we part.”

“All that from ‘buh?’”

“Was I wrong?”

No, she most certainly had not been wrong, for from the moment I laid eyes on her round, soft, sweet bosom I was hooked.  I went back the following night, tipping the hostess a twenty to make sure that she seated me in Yvette’s section, and again the following evening.  She served me professionally, never overtly flirting, never leading me to believe that there might be something more to her smile than a working girl trying to get a fat tip.  I went back again the next evening, and was unhappy to find that it was her night off.  No, not unhappy—depressed.  I needed to see those oh-so perfect boobs, and without my fix I felt aimless, pointless.  I even went out to a titty bar, to try and find a substitute pair of knockers I could gaze at for a while, but what was on display was either too little, too big, too droopy, too perky (there is such a thing), or to put it simply, they were not hers.

I went back to Headlights the following night, my mouth dry, my very happiness dependent on her fucking chest.  She was there, all right, and I was so overjoyed to see those big beautiful cans that I tipped her fifty percent, and was never so surprised as when I got the receipt back, to find my tip crossed out and a note in her handwriting next to it—‘I think you’re cute.’

We went for a walk in the moonlight after her shift.  She was easy to talk to, and I was actually able to focus on what she was saying despite the fulsome cleavage barely contained within the tank top she wore.  She talked about her day job in the theater, and I talked about cars.  We kissed under the stars, and when she took my hand and placed it upon her breast, I knew at once that I could not bear to ever be separated from her.

“Roddy,” she said, her voice earnest, “I know you love my tits, and I love you because you do, but I also know that you are addicted to them.  And because I love you I will go on feeding your addiction, every day, every night, for as long as you wish.”

I looked into her eyes, and even though they were only two-dimensional reflections rebounding off of silvered glass, they were the only things that looked remotely human about her.  In their simulated depths I saw not only the woman I had fallen in love with, but the woman who had always dressed to please me, dressed to honor me, and who had never once failed to undress for my pleasure when asked.

“I understand,” I said simply.

“I knew you would.”  She took my hand from her waist and placed it upon the very same tit as the night we first kissed.  “Please don’t worry, baby.  I’m just having a little fun.  I promise not to let it come between us.”  But when she squeezed my hand, which in turn squeezed her firm, latex-covered dug, I couldn’t help but feel that something already had.

“Have your fun, ‘vette,” I said finally.  “By all means make yourself drunk on it.  But I can’t ditch work like this, not every day.”

“I know, sweetie,” she said, her eyes moist, her face lit up with a big smile that was completely devoid of creases or dimples, “and I have a plan to take care of that.”

“And what,” I said, bringing my other hand up so that I could do a proper job of fondling her addictive juggs, “do you propose to do?”

“Oh, it’s very simple,” she replied, wiggling her smooth fanny against the stiff lump in my pants, “and it begins…” she continued, drawing both of her hands down so that she could finger her rubbery pussy, “…at the mall.”


Chapter 4

A Trip to the Mall




Phoenix suffers from an identity crisis.  Ask any American to name a major U.S. city and he will invariably answer Los Angeles, San Francisco, New York City, Chicago, Miami, Minneapolis, Las Vegas, Seattle, Dallas, San Diego, Saint Louis, possibly getting to my beloved adopted home somewhere just below Nashville.  This despite being the fifth most populous city, despite being the twelfth largest metro, despite having won a World Series, and despite the fact that Alice Cooper lives here, most people still see it as a sleepy little town where tumbleweeds roll across Main Street and desperadoes shoot up the saloon on Saturday nights.

We have an international airport, an opera, a philharmonic orchestra, and world-class golf courses, not to mention more hot latinas than one can shake a fuckstick at, but the image of us as a third-world backwater persists, from within and without.  Thankfully we have the one thing that links us to civilization: we’ve got malls.  Now one would think that a woman covered from soles to scalp in shining latex polymer would be unable to go shopping without attracting attention to herself, and one would be right—if that woman were any other than my Yvette.

“Don’t you think,” I sighed, lying beside her, distractedly batting a pencil eraser nipple back and forth with my thumb, still amazed at how much it behaved like rubber, “that you’re going to attract attention to yourself?”

“Oh, Roddy,” she sighed back, her mind and body in a warm and happy place after our makeup sex, “I told you I’ve got it covered, and I mean that—literally.”

And she was right.  Sixty minutes later found me leaning against the back of the couch, waiting for Yvette to come in from what I used to think of as my garage, where she was putting the finishing touches on her appearance.  I had used the time wisely, scarfing down some leftover fettuccine and applying some of her cocoa butter moisturizer to my overworked johnson.  I briefly wondered whether I should coat it with some of my polymer as well, to protect it from the wet conditions I was so often putting it under—but your dick is your dick, it is not something you experiment with.

I knocked on the door.  “How much longer, baby?”

“Almost done, sweetie.  I needed to touch up my lips and my nips.  Goodness, Rod, but you can be hell on a girl’s finish.”  And when she opened the door a minute later with a cheery, “here I come,” pronouncement, it was a miracle that I didn’t faint dead away.

___________________________




As we headed down the freeway in my truck, I cast about nervously, hoping that Allah really did forgive necessity.

“Will you relax, sweetie?” she said, giggling lightly and turning her head sideways in my lap so that she could kiss my stiff prick.  “No one will know.”

“Yvette, my love, I don’t doubt you for a moment.  It’s not so much discovery I’m worried about, but rather a crazy little thing called jihad.”

“Oh, Roddy,” she said, giggling again, nuzzling my johnson with her glass-smooth cheek, “you really are cute when you fret.”

I shook my head in wonderment, amazed at her attitude, for what she called fretting was in actuality balls-out fear, which I think is a reasonable response considering that my busty, shiny wife was now lying on the seat of my truck, kissing my dick, her wondrous body swathed head to foot in a blue burqa.

Yvette, like most theater people, is a jack-of-all-trades, and in her case a master of several—give Yvette a knife and fire and she could rebuild civilization.  She’d learned sewing at her mother’s knee, prior to entering the glamorous world of acting, which she later gave up to enter the not so glamorous or well-paying world of the professional stagehand (it wasn’t that she wasn’t any good; she had discovered that she hated actors, and the stagehands always seemed to be having so much more fun).  There she learned painting, carpentry, electrical, makeup, and how to curse more colorfully than any five mechanics I knew.

What I had thought was a morning devoted to finding whole new ways of bringing herself off had in fact been spent making it possible for her to walk about undetected.  In between her many orgasms she’d found the time to fabricate an all-over garment for herself, using the blue sheets I’d ripped up during one of our many tempestuous romps the previous day.  She modeled it for me upon her emergence from the garage, and I gaped at her, amazed at her audacity, which was incredibly stupid on my part as Yvette is easily the most audacious person I’ve ever met.  I didn’t argue with her because I have learned in two and one-half years of marriage that winning an argument with her is a virtual impossibility, and I supposed that if anyone could pull it off it would be she; I expect Yvette could waltz into Mecca without causing a fuss.

But it didn’t stop me from fretting.

I pulled in behind an eighteen-wheeler I could have passed, preferring not to have some good ol’ boy look down to find my burqa-clad wife lightly sucking my cock and fingering herself through her costume, which she had been doing ever since leaving the house.  We pulled off the freeway just as a metro bus passed us on the left, and I uttered a silent thankful prayer to the Man upstairs that no gunshots had erupted from it.

“Are you sure about this, ‘vette?” I said, looking around furtively as I pulled my truck into the parking lot of the second biggest shopping mall in the state.

“I’m sure, big boy,” she said, releasing my stiff prick from her mouth with a pop, the shadow cast from it moving across her unnaturally smooth face as we turned the corner at the fourteen-plex theater, “but find us a nice, secluded parking spot.  I want your taste in my mouth when we walk in.”  She resumed giving me head, no longer teasing me as she had been doing all journey.  I found us a spot underneath a parking ramp well away from any other vehicles, where she quickly brought us both to gasping, grunting climaxes, which I have to admit puts a positive spin on the whole shopping experience.

Was she leading me along by my cock?  Hell, yes, literally and figuratively, which is infinitely better than being pulled along by the nose or balls.

The coast clear, she sat up and pulled down her vanity mirror, and began repairing her lipgloss.  “I thought you said no one was going to see,” I said, putting my dick away, a bit more relaxed, but still hoping a holy war wasn’t in the offing.

“No one will, my love, but even a synthetic girl wants to look her best.”  She turned her head this way and that, adjusting her mussed headdress, the hijab.  “I’ll get out first.  Is anyone looking this way?  The last thing we need is for someone to think I’m a Muslim hooker.”

Visions of being stoned to death by hordes of dark-skinned men wearing fezzes raced through my head.  “No one is looking, ‘vette,” I said.  She blew me a kiss, her orchidaceous lips glinting just as she pulled the niqaab across her smooth brow, hiding her plastic face from the world.  She exited the truck and walked away, her image in the rear view mirror unremarkable.  When she cleared the parking structure, I made my move, getting out of the truck and closing the door, almost pissing my pants when my cell phone rang.

“Houston, we have a problem.”

There is nothing that bodes so much ill as a plan that dissolves within the first ten seconds.  “What do you mean, ‘problem,’ ‘vette?  I thought you had this all worked out.”

“I did, sweetie, I do,” came her digitally reproduced voice, “it’s just I forgot about my hands.  I didn’t bring any gloves.”

Shit.  How would a cashier react upon seeing a plastic hand handing her a plastic card?  I shuddered at the thought.  I gave a casual sweep of the courtyard that fronts the mall, easily picking out my be-robed wife from amongst the many happy shoppers.  “So what do we do now, turn around and go home?”  That sounded like a good option to me.

It is amazing how much can be communicated by a four-second silence and a simple question.  “Do you want to go home, Rod?”  This translates to, ‘I thought I married a man with balls.’

“Sorry, love,” I said, feeling sheepish.  “No, we’ve got to do this.  Let’s just get it done.  What do you want to do?”  We settled quickly on a new plan over the phone, the shiny woman hidden beneath the dull robe giving the orders.  “Very well,” I said, my voice and attitude a little stronger after my silent rebuke.  “How much battery do you have left?”

“I’m full.  I swapped before we left.  Are you good?”

“I’m good.”  I entered the mall, noting by her reflection in various doors and windows that she was marking me, keeping a good thirty feet between us.  Per her instructions I hit The Body Shop first, where I picked up a metric tonne of cocoa butter skin moisturizer, more of the same in a white chocolate scent, plus three other forms of wax for her lips and nipples, all the attention I’d been paying to her nips over the last twenty-four hours definitely taking its toll.

I caught sight of her, or at least her reflection, while on the way into Spencer Gifts, where I picked up not one, but two new bullet vibrators, so that her interior would be as well cared for as her exterior.  I received more than my fair share of looks from some of the other shoppers, a woman in line behind me remarking to a friend of hers, “well, someone’s certainly going to have a nice anniversary tonight.”

On to Radio Shack, where I picked up enough rechargeable AAA batteries to make those bullets hum until the fall of civilization, not to mention another phone battery with enough oomph to allow her to vibrate her oversexed pussy for a full four hours if need be.

It was at that point that I lost her signal.  “Yvette!” I whispered heatedly into my phone, but there was no response.  I redialed but her voicemail picked up.  I found it a little odd, listening to her message, which had been recorded prior to her becoming a polymer-coated sex object.  There was no question about it: the new Yvette’s voice was lower, throatier, much more intense.

I moved out into the mall proper, a cathedral to capitalism bustling with pilgrims, none of them wearing a burqa.  I scanned up and down the section of the mall we were both supposed to be in, unable to pick her out anywhere.  I looked up, frantic, hoping to find her on the second tier: nothing.  I walked out into the center of the floor, my heart threatening to burst from my chest, and that was when I found her, at which point my overtaxed heart almost stopped dead.

Gone was the burqa, but no one noticed her.  In front of God and everyone she stood, not bothering to hide, her shiny skin quite visible, yet no one saw her.  In plain view of hundreds of people, her lips fixed in a frozen smile, her sparkling eyes looking out over the unknowing masses, big boobs ready to burst out of a pleated burgundy baby-doll nightie, stood my Yvette, in the big window of Victoria’s Secret.

“You crazy bitch,” I whispered, my head spinning.  “You crazy, fucking bitch!”  She continued standing there, on the left-hand edge of the display, right next to the entrance, just another part of a plastic tableau, her hands on her hips, her painted-on smile perfectly smooth and glossy.  On wobbly legs I approached her still form, a quarter-inch of glass separating us.  She gave me a sly wink, but apart from that she looked no different that any other mannequin in the window display.  Well, that wasn’t exactly true, she looked far superior, but you certainly wouldn’t mistake her for a living, breathing person.

The thing I love about human beings, that august collective of which I reluctantly count myself a member, is our ability to dismiss.  If something doesn’t fit our particular paradigm we generally ignore it, deny it, or treat it as irrelevant.  My barely clothed wife stood there, people walking blandly by, some of them looking right at her, yet not a single person noticed that the busty mannequin was anything more than that.

“Get out of there now, ‘vette!” I hissed at her.  The plastic woman in the display couldn’t hear me, of course, there being a thick sheet of glass between us, but she could read my expression well enough.  She continued standing there, our former bed sheets pooled about her feet, unnaturally still, her breathing imperceptible—you could see her chest rise and fall, if you were looking for it, and whoever looks to see if a mannequin is breathing?

I looked her up and down, amazed at her effrontery, the needle of her audaciousness meter fully into the red.  It was obvious that she had planned this, right down to the tiniest detail: her long hair, no longer in a ponytail, cascaded halfway down her back; her long smooth legs shone in the glare of the footlights; her posture stiff, no doubt being helped by the strength of my polymer.  God only knew what was going on inside her head, but I was sure that her pussy was practically dripping, standing there, displayed before hundreds of people, her erect nipples poking through the sheer material, yet only the two of us aware of what was going on.

“May I help you, sir?”

“No!” I said quickly, having been surprised by a pretty, redheaded salesgirl working near the entrance to the store, her sweet ass no doubt helping her to entice passersby.  I could see my plasticized bride smirking slightly, enjoying the scene of me being caught publicly ogling a stacked mannequin.  “Uh, I’m sorry, you startled me.  I’m just looking…for my wife.”

I doubt that I could have sounded any lamer, but it was the truth.  The salesgirl nodded and sauntered away, in search of someone else to whom she could peddle her panties.  I turned my attention back to the smiling figure in the window display.  I really should have seen this coming, for if there was one thing Yvette loved it was playing games.  Now don’t get me wrong, I enjoy them too, but this was way beyond ‘the Plumber and the Naughty Housewife.’  The microseconds continued ticking by in my beleaguered brain while I stood in front of the window, dreading the moment at which someone would yell, ‘Hey, that big-titted mannequin’s a real fuckin’ girl!’  But as people continued to walk past, all of them apparently none the wiser, I gradually came to the realization that they were not going to notice her—her polymer coating was just too perfect.

“Fine,” I said under my breath, crossing my arms across my chest and looking up past her boobs to her smooth, shining face.  “I can wait you out.”  But the idea of waiting for her to finish her little game on her terms felt unsatisfying, especially when I remembered how she’d scared the bejeebers out of me, and even before I was consciously aware of it, I felt a slow smile creep across my face.  “You want to play, ‘vette?” I whispered, gazing up at her as she continued staring fixedly out over the shoppers, her concentration perfect.  “All right, baby, let’s play.”

“Er, on second thought, miss,” I said, turning back to the pretty, spike-heeled saleslady, “yes, you can help me.  That outfit,” I said, pointing out my immobile inamorata, “the burgundy one.  How much is that?”

She looked up at the new addition to the window display, momentarily confused by what she could probably swear had not been there this morning.  “Um, I’m not sure, sir.  I’ll be happy to check.”

“Please do.”

She stepped up into the display, her sweet ass nicely outlined in her tight skirt.  I chuckled to myself, giving my wily opponent a wicked grin, for the nightie she was wearing, a Christmas gift from yours truly, was not Victoria’s Secret but rather Fredericks of Hollywood, and there was no way that that redheaded salesbabe would be able to account for it.  Moments later an associate appeared in the display alongside the redhead, the pair of them flipping up various parts of Yvette’s scanty coverings, my plastic bride’s eyes staying resolutely still as they did so.

“I’m sorry, sir,” the salesbabe said, leaning around the edge of the display so that she could speak to me directly, “but there, um, seems to be some mistake.”

Yeah, I thought, like having a competitor’s label on your merchandise.  I could feel a crowd gathering behind me as people began realizing that something out of the ordinary was going on, and I wondered how much Yvette was loving the game now, and how much more she could stand.  “Mistake?” I said coyly, not about to win any acting awards, but not giving two shits regardless; this was fun.  “What kind of mistake?”

“Um, it seems we’re out of stock on this set.  Can I interest you—”

“Out of stock?” I repeated, doing my best to keep a straight face as the redhead’s associate, a nicely-chested blonde who I thought would make a rather attractive mannequin herself, looked with astonished eyes at the Fredericks tag on the back of Yvette’s lingerie.  “Well, when will you have more?”  I could tell by the ghostly reflections in the glass window that there were now probably a good twenty or so people arrayed behind me watching the goings-on, and I wasn’t troubling to keep my voice low.

“Um, I’m sorry, sir,” the redhead replied, trying to downplay a situation that appeared to be getting out of hand, “this set appears—”

“—has been discontinued,” her chesty friend finished for her.

The redhead’s hand was now unconsciously resting on Yvette’s lower back, and I wondered how my very heterosexual wife was feeling now, having another woman’s hand so close to her ass.  I knew how I felt, and it was a good thing I was holding that Spencer Gifts bag in front of my crotch, as my rampant dick was threatening to burst a seam.  “Discontinued?” I repeated, as though I didn’t quite get it, fighting laughing as I saw even more people stopping and milling about, not one of them noticing the occasional blink from my wife—even busty mannequins don’t get looked in the eyes, it seems.  “Well, that’s not a problem.  My wife and that mannequin are practically identical.”  Murmurs of disbelief behind me.  “I’ll just take that one.”

“Um, I’m sorry, sir,” the blonde said, cutting across the redhead who appeared was really her junior, “it’s against store policy to sell untagged merchandise.”  I had to give Yvette credit, even with all this scrutiny no one had yet twigged to her true nature, but she had started this game; it was up to me to finish it.

“Listen,” I said, consulting my watch, “I’m a busy man.  I’ll give you two hundred dollars if you have that nightie off of her and in a bag in two minutes.”

I didn’t have to make the offer twice.  Both women, knowing they could split a free hundred bucks apiece, began stripping my wife.  But if I thought that Yvette would be break character because of the threat of a little public nudity I was sadly mistaken.  No sooner had the blonde pulled the thin straps down over the bogus mannequin’s shiny shoulders, baring her fantastic bosom to the assembled crowd, than Yvette whipped around, grabbed the blonde’s head with both hands, and shoved her tongue deep into her mouth.

The crowd behind me fell into a stunned silence, and the blonde, too surprised to resist, gave a muffled yelp as Yvette grabbed her ass and pulled her into her, kissing her so deeply I thought she might faint.  The tense silence quickly gave way to raucous laughter and cheering, and my topless wife, emboldened by the crowd’s reaction, grabbed the shocked redhead about the waist and planted a liplock on her, as well.

Yvette:1, Rod:0

___________________________




“Penny for your thoughts, Roddy?”

I looked down at her, lying on her back, her head in my lap again, her left hand lightly squeezing my dick as we headed down the freeway for home and safety.  “This has certainly been a day, my love.”

“That it has, sweetie,” she agreed, moaning slightly as I idly squeezed a rubber tit, “and it’s all thanks to you.”

I snorted lightly, replaying the scene in my head.  “Did you enjoy your little display, ‘vette?”

“God, Roddy,” she gasped, apparently reliving the moment as well, the dying sun reflecting off of her delicious body, “it was the most fun I’ve ever had.  Ever.  I’m surprised at you, though.  Letting a couple of girls strip your wife for the whole world to see.”

Wasn’t that the truth?  I honestly couldn’t say what had made me do it—perhaps her showroom finish was going to my head, too.  After Yvette’s R-rated sex show, security guards hustled us into the store and then down a back hallway, the blonde manager, her lipstick smeared, threatening to have us arrested, until I shot back that there was no law barring someone from impersonating a mannequin.  “And what about you, baby?  Frenching not one, but two chicks?  Publicly?  Not exactly the strictly hetero behavior I’m used to from you, my love.”

It is amazing how much can be communicated by a ten-second silence and a sigh.  “Yes, it was strange,” she said finally, absently stroking my cock against her cheek, “but…I just had to do it, Roddy.  I had to kiss them.  And I enjoyed it.  Does that shock you?”

“I’m a twenty-first century male, Yvette.  It’s bisexual chicks that have made the Internet what it is.”

She giggled, the image of an overpass reflecting off of her forehead.  “Okay, so maybe shock isn’t the right word.  But did you like it?”

I snorted again.  “What does the lie detector in your hand tell you, babe?”

She gave Little Rod a kiss, followed by a squeeze, and sighed again, replete with happiness.  “That’s good, Rod.  I’m glad you feel that way,” she said, giving my cock another squeeze to emphasize the point.  “Because I want to do it again.”

“Again?  Jesus God, ‘vette, what have I created?”

She turned on her side, pulling her homemade burqa over her like a blanket.  “I don’t know, Roddy,” she said, nuzzling my dick in earnest.  “It’s like…your coating me in latex has somehow…freed me.  In becoming artificial…I’ve become more than I used to be.”  She stopped nuzzling my dick, her expression pensive.  She lay silent for a minute, her glossy hand wrapped around the base of my stiff prick, her shining lips slightly open, as though she were about to speak into a microphone.  “You’re not going to ask me to stop, are you?”

Only a deaf man could fail to hear the desperate entreaty in her tone, and there is nothing wrong with my hearing.  Of course she wanted to continue playing—I did, too—but what I had just witnessed in that mall, and been a party to, could only be described as attention-seeking behavior, and attention was the last thing I needed.  Some people, my synthetic-skinned wife among them, would say I was being a party pooper, a buzzkill, but some people were not guilty of embezzlement.  Oh, yes, I was most certainly that: I had stolen from my employer, conducted unsanctioned, very likely illegal experimentation on a human subject, and was getting more hot sex in the last two days than most men get in a lifetime.

But it had been fun.  Lordy, it had been that.  Yes, camera phones had gone off, and very likely a camcorder or two as well, but I had mentally shelved worries of discovery, and for one simple reason: the subject in their viewfinders, the animated mannequin who might at this very moment be being uploaded onto YouTube, had no identity.  Sure, a lot of people knew what Yvette looked like, but only I knew what the human mannequin looked like, and the two of them were not the same:  Yvette was a youngish twenty-six, the mannequin’s age was indeterminate, anywhere from eighteen to thirty; Yvette had normal, variable coloration, the mannequin was slightly lighter-skinned, and uniform from head to foot, except where her painted-on makeup had been applied; Yvette was human, the mannequin was not.  If you didn’t know they were one and the same, there was no way to connect them.

“No, my love, I’m not going to ask you to stop.  I had a good time, too.  But we really must use good judgment if we’re going to do this again.”

She started to get up, presumably to thank me in a special way that is highly unsafe in twilight traffic, but I gently pushed her back down, not wanting other people on the freeway thinking that I had a plastic love doll in the passenger seat so that I could use the diamond lane.  “Thank me when we get home, my vinyl vixen.  I’ve heard stories about what happens to mannequins in jail.”

“Oh, Roddy,” she said, sighing happily, “I love you so.  And trust me,” she continued, a mischievous gleam in her eye, “I will thank you.  I will thank you in such a way that you will never, ever doubt my love for you.”

___________________________




She didn’t thank me that night as she had other things she wanted to do, namely redecorating.  Our three-car garage—your typical American consumerism at work—held three cars: Justine on the far left; my truck, Chrissie, in the middle; and Yvette’s car, a white 2007 Honda Accord that she was adamant would remain unnamed, but that I called Angela whenever she wasn’t in earshot.  Sadly, Chrissie was evicted that night, relegated to spending her nights and weekends parked in the driveway in front of Justine’s door, for Yvette had invoked eminent domain—the center stall was to become hers.  We moved in an antique bureau she had been planning to refinish during her summer vacation, the full-length mirror we kept on our bedroom door, and various other things required for maintaining her glossy appearance.

That done, we feasted on Doña Clara’s homemade tamales and guacamole, an extremely thoughtful gift from my employer, left in a plastic cooler on our front step, a handwritten note tucked under the handle expressing his concern for Yvette’s health.  His generosity touched me deeply.  I wouldn’t say that his relationship with me was closer than with any of my other co-workers; he was like this with everybody, valuing his personal relationships above all else, and maintaining them with the same degree of care and commitment as I did with my vehicles.

The tamales were wonderful, though not without a certain bitterness, caused, I knew, by feelings of guilt over my recent actions.  I sat there, watching as my shiny wife sponged guacamole from her tit, wondering how I could possibly explain to him what I’d done?  Would I lose my job?  Would I lose the respect and affection of a good man?

Yvette smiled at me, the lights of our Mission-style dining room chandelier reflecting off of her smooth brow.  I could not remember ever seeing her happier, not even on our wedding day.  I decided then that I would do it.  I would tell Don Carlos and let the chips fall where they may.  Yes, all manner of hell might break loose, but in the end all that really mattered was her happiness.

That, and that there would still be enough polymer left over for me to paint her teal.


Chapter 5

All Dolled Up




Did I tell him?  Of course I didn’t.  To do so would be to confer upon the universe a sense of justice, of order.  I was going to, I really was, but by the time Don Carlos dropped by my cube the following morning my resolve had dwindled.

“So how is she?” he asked.

“Much improved,” I replied truthfully, for the new ‘vette was far and away superior to the older model, at least physically.  Mentally, however…?  “Thank you so much for the tamales, patrón,” I said, handing him back the little cooler he’d left for us.  “That was extremely thoughtful.”

He accepted my gratitude and the cooler with an airy wave.  “Por nada,” he said expansively.  “But it has been my experience that people always inquire after the health of the sick person, and seldom about the caregiver.  What about you, Rodrigo?  You look tired, mi amigo.”

His face showed the concern of someone who really cared, rather than the usual perfunctory dance we so often do.  “I’m fine, patrón, just a little sleep deprived.”  Which was true, for upon finishing off Clara’s tamales, Yvette and I hastened to the bedroom, where she leapt upon me and rode my face with such fervency that she came three times in rapid succession; it appeared that in addition to everything else my wife was now multi-orgasmic, or considering her synthetic state, poly-orgasmic.

But it was what happened after the great sex that had changed my mind about telling Don Carlos of the wondrous properties of LP_16/2.  Like most men I sleep like a rock after getting my nut, which I had numerous times that night, including another aqua-fuck in the pool.  We had never fucked so much, and with such frantic need, going at it until midnight, stopping only for a brief water break, and so that Yvette place an online order for some red ginseng, my poor pecker needing all the help it could get in meeting the outrageous sexual demands being placed upon it.

I had rolled over in the night, my sleep-logged brain registering a faint reddish glow upon my closed eyes.  I opened them to see Yvette’s clock radio, its bright red display informing me of the time—3:16 AM.  She was gone.  I felt the space in the bed where her wondrous body should be, and found the bottom sheet cool to the touch, which meant that she hadn’t just gotten up.  I lay there, dimly wondering where she could be, when I heard noises coming from across the room: soft whimpers and gasps of my insatiable bride.

I craned my neck slowly around and found that she was, as she so often seemed to be, standing before her Shaker floor mirror, one hand gently squeezing a heavy boob, the other languidly fingering her sweet twat.  It was the eeriest damn thing, watching her play with herself.  This behavior was by no means new to me; it was something she did regularly for our mutual enjoyment.  But this was vastly different.  She stood there, almost as if she were slow-dancing with herself, running her hands over her latex skin, which shone brightly in the light of the full moon filtering through the sliding glass door to the patio.  She swayed gently, emitting a soft gasp or a giggle depending on what she did to herself, her eyes open, taking in her shining beauty, loving the image in the mirror—in love with the image in the mirror.

I watched her until she came, cooing and whimpering, her knees slightly bent, as though her orgasm-weakened legs could barely support her.  She shambled back to bed, her breathing husky and deep, and lay down beside me, her latex-encased body warm and soft in the center of the cuddle.  Without preamble, she reached around and found my steel-hard cock and deftly slipped it into her delicious warmth.  “I hope you enjoyed that, Rod,” she said with a satisfied sigh.  “I hope you won’t mind if I enjoy this rod.”

There was no need for me to reply, and I didn’t.  I simply lay on my side while my oversexed wife, who could now be officially rated as a world-class nymphomaniac, quietly humped herself on my overworked johnson until she came, after which she fell into a blissful sleep.

I laid awake a goodish while, my still hard prick inside her, wondering if and how much I should worry.  Yvette was changing, but it wasn’t necessarily for the worse, was it?  She wanted to have a good time, and she was, and there was certainly no doubt that I was too.

Should I worry?  A simple enough question, but one for which there appeared to be no simple answer.

___________________________




My concerns over Yvette’s mental health, however, did not stop us from having fun.  Over the next ten days we visited three Lane Bryants, two Fredericks of Hollywoods, and a Bloomingdales.  It was always a laugh, especially when Yvette grabbed whatever hot salesbabe had exposed her shiny funbags and planted a sloppy wet one on her.  Hell, I didn’t even mind when one of the associates was a guy, whom Yvette swore had come in his pants when she’d shoved her tongue down his throat.

Despite all the fun my worries remained, for there were indicators, patterns of behavior that could be signs of addictive behavior.  Firstly, summer repertory, something that she loved to do, and had done every year since becoming full time at the U, had been cast by the wayside, for there was no way she could be out among her peers without them happening to notice that she looked like a life-sized Barbie doll.  Lunches with friends, nixed.  Dinners out, likewise.  Estate sales, adios amigo.  All the things we loved to do, save for discovering whole new ways of giving each other pleasure, had become history.

My outgoing, fun-loving bride had become something of a hermit, leaving the house only when necessary, and looking like the wife of a Bedouin when she did.  But that didn’t mean she spent the totality of her days standing before her mirror stroking her synthetic skin, though I suspected she did this fairly often, at least until she installed mirrored ceiling tiles over the bed and another set above the headboard.  These new decorative touches allowed her an unparalleled view of herself at almost all times during sex, whether with me or with a plastic, battery-powered lover.

She also spent some of her time experimenting with different pigments, but only when I was at work: stripping off this, trying that, though her finish was always in tip-top condition when I arrived home.  It was during this period that the garage was off-limits to me, as she claimed that she was working on a top-secret project of her own—so secret that she had gone to the trouble of reversing the deadbolt, thus locking me out of my male bastion.  All this secrecy did irk me, though only slightly, because knowing Yvette’s artistic capabilities whatever she was doing was sure to be something very special.

I came home one Friday evening, tired and in extreme need of feeling a pair of soft latex lips sliding over my prick.  It had been a rough day, rougher than most, which hadn’t been helped by my showing up late to a project meeting, during which my laptop had gone dead because I’d failed to realize it was low on battery, and then finding out that I had left my power adapter back at my desk.  It was at that point that I noticed ‘the look’ from some of my co-workers.  That bland expression that says unmistakably, ‘Gee, it was sure nice working with you.’  I had seen it before, though usually directed at others, except of course for that period when I was waiting to be sacked, and that too because of my accidental polymer.

I had managed to get through the rest of my day without doing too many stupid things, although spilling boiling water on my shoe didn’t exactly make me look like Joe Suave.  Anyone looking at me might have thought I was suffering from nerves, and they would have been right, for today was the day I was supposed to have done it.  I was supposed to have unburdened myself of my secret, so that Don Carlos could make of it what he would.  But the Fates, it seemed, had other ideas.

He had swung by my cube at just past four, which he did most Fridays, as it gave us a chance to talk cars after most of the workforce had gone home.  We chatted it up, and I’d listened with a tense knot in my gut while he expounded on how the Mako front end on the ‘65 Corvette was responsible for the feminization of the American sports car.  It was at that point that I’d almost lost my nerve, but I mentally said ‘fuck it’ and barreled onward.

“Well, um, speaking of feminizing, patrón, there’s some…”

“Carlos?”  It was Doña Clara’s voice, her musical throaty contralto as easy on the ears as her front end was on the eyes.  She would usually drop by once a month or so, her visits always causing my balls to rumba in my pants, and it was certainly no coincidence that Yvette always got the high hard one on those nights.

“In here, mi dulce,” my employer said, holding out his arm so that she could flow into his embrace.  He kissed her lightly on the cheek as she came to rest against his left side, the pink scoop-necked dress she was almost wearing doing her no harm, but that damn near gave my dick whiplash.

“Hola, Rodrigo,” she said, holding her hand out to me, her giant boobs on the very edge of tumbling out of her top.  I lightly clasped her proffered hand, fearful that any excess movement on my part might cause an avalanche of titflesh.  “¿Cómo estás?”

I told her that I was fine, and answered the same when she asked after Yvette, trying manfully not to memorize the outlines of her large nipples as they pressed against the thin fabric of her dress.  Suffice it to say I failed in this endeavor.

“So I suppose you two are talking about cars again?” she said with a delightful mock-sigh.

“But of course,” my patrón said, his pencil-thin moustache rising as he gave a slight leer.  “Of course we could talk about women if you prefer.…”

She brought her bejeweled left hand up and placed it on her hip, a mocking gesture.  “I sometimes wonder, Carlos, if you know the difference.”

“Perhaps I don’t, mi amor,” he said with a snorting laugh, “but I always know a good rear end when I see it,” at which point he slapped her on the rump, causing both of her fat tits to jounce upwards, giving me just the briefest flash of a pair of big pink nipples before gravity stole them back.

She quickly turned, wide eyed, an affronted look on her face, not in the least mollified by his reciprocal expression of obvious mortification.  The silence between them carried on just the barest nanosecond past uncomfortable.  She turned to me, her nipples now diamond-hard points straining against the flimsy material that was failing to keep them in check.  “It was good to see you again, Rodrigo,” she said quietly.  “Please give my best to your lovely Yvette.”  She turned back to her husband, her manner as stiff as her nipples.  “I’ll be in the car.  Please don’t delay.  We mustn’t keep the Governor waiting.”  She left, the scent of rose water trailing after her.

He sighed through his nose, a mannerism I recognized all too well, having employed it on the few occasions that I’ve been in the doghouse.  He straightened up, though didn’t square his shoulders.  “My apologies, Rodrigo.  I must go.  We are having dinner with the Governor and his wife.”  He sighed again.  “For what it is worth, amigo, I would much rather have dinner with you.”  With that he turned and left, and with him went any hopes I had for the future of 16/2.

I thought over what I’d seen on the way home, rush hour traffic being slow enough for me to ponder every facet of the behavior I’d witnessed.  I know I’m not the best judge of people, but that little scene bespoke a dynamic rarely seen in the modern world.  I cast my memory back over the years, and realized that I could count on the fingers of one hand the number of times I’d seen them engage in public displays of affection.  Sure, a kiss here or a squeeze there, usually when alcohol was in the vicinity, but never more than that.  My patrón was the most outgoing, affable, and charming man I’d ever met, but it appeared to me that Doña Clara, despite her massive fake braless breasts, was a prude of the severest sort.

So where does that leave me? I wondered, slipping into the left lane so that I could get around an old fucker whose incessant brake tapping was not helping my mood in the slightest.  It was just possible that Don Carlos might accept my polymer for what it was, or at least sell the rights to it to some other company if its uses were too abhorrent to his sensibilities, but I strongly doubted that his big-bosomed prig of a wife would consent to his involvement with such a product.

Because that was the basic problem.  My contract with AZ-TECH, like most in the world of manufacturing, gave my patrón full ownership of whatever came out of our labs.  It was his to produce, sell, or bury if he wanted.  Yvette’s sparkling blue eyes had gone wide when I’d outlined the probable scenarios for her only last evening, and she clutched at her large shining boobs protectively.

“He wouldn’t bury it, Rod, he just couldn’t!  It’s your invention.  You have rights!”

“Yvette, I love you, but you’ve spent too much time in the theater.  Rights in this country are little more than lawyer’s fictions.  Trust me, darling, I’ve read about scores of cases just like this, and it seldom works out for the little guy.  Don Carlos owns 16/2.  It is his to do with what he wishes.”

“But couldn’t you sell it to someone else?  In another country?  Mexico is only—”

“—is only a partner of the Estados Unidos, baby.  I could possibly sell the formula to China, and get arrested by U.S. Customs agents in the process, sued into oblivion by AZ-TECH, and then spend the next ten years of my life in a jail cell getting cornholed before breakfast by some psychotic toothless redneck.”

“Oh, Roddy, no!” she said, bringing her hands up to her mouth in horror.  “Well, if you can’t sell it,” she said, her tone desperate, “couldn’t you make it yourself, for our own private use?”

“Sure,” I said expansively, “no trouble at all.  All we’d need is ten million dollars worth of equipment, an industrial hygienist or two, not to mention an office full of scumbag lawyers to protect us from the D.O.T. and the E.P.A.”

She looked miserable, sitting naked in our bed, her hands that so resembled flesh-colored surgical gloves now resting in her lap.  “There must be a way, Roddy,” she said finally, the anguish beneath her polymer finish readily apparent.  “There has to be.  I love looking like this!  Please don’t make me go back to bare skin!”  She began crying at that point.  I held her in my arms, feeling truly sorry for her as we lay back in our marriage bed, my shiny spouse profoundly unhappy at the thought of looking normal again.

I walked up to our front door, dreading what would happen upon opening it.  She would probably jump on me and shove her tongue down my throat.  Then she would slip a smooth hand down my pants and begin caressing my stiff johnson, and then she would ask me, her eyes shining in desperate anticipation, what Don Carlos had said.

But none of those things happened, and they didn’t happen for the sole reason that she wasn’t there.  I found a folded piece of paper on the dining room table, standing tent-like next to a bottle of Tecate, drops of condensation still clinging to the brown glass:




Dear Rod,

I’m sorry that I couldn’t be here when you got home.  The thank-you present that I promised you is in the bedroom.  I know I’ve been a little self-absorbed and secretive lately, and maybe a little crazy, too.  I’m sorry for that, but I think you’ll agree that the results of my top-secret project are well worth it.  I love you more than I can say, and I hope your gift demonstrates that to your satisfaction.

Y




It was like putting my foot on a step that wasn’t there.  Not home?  Where the hell could she be?  She was fucking shiny, for Christ’s sake!  I didn’t like the idea of her being out and about in the evening, unescorted, an animated mannequin shrouded in a fake burqa.  But my inner voice, that part of me that almost always tells me what I want to hear, spoke up: She’s a big girl, dude, and you’ve had a shit day.  So quit worrying for the sake of worrying and go see what she’s left you.

My inner voice was right.  I opened the beer and made my way down the hall to the bedroom, my curiosity piqued.  It was while on my way there, though, that I found something that aroused it even more—the door to the garage was cracked.  Feeling slightly naughty, I pushed it open a bit wider.  It opened noiselessly, with no answering shriek from my playful bride, who I thought might be hiding out in here, her new sanctum sanctorum.

I flipped the lights on and was instantly sorry that I had done so, for there is nothing so depressing as a garage given over to womanly pursuits.  Oh, all of my tools were still in here, as was my boombox, which provided musical accompaniment while I performed oil changes and other basic maintenance, but there was now an artistic feel to the place rather than the manly, mechanical vibe that is only proper.

Yvette’s car was gone, but missing also were the scents of motor oil and grease, replaced by the combined smells of cocoa butter, vinegar, and lemon juice, not to mention her perfume and the lingering odor of latex.  Her stall, which was quite definitely encroaching onto Justine’s territory, was now packed with gear.  The antique bureau was still in here, now piled with everything imaginable for her maintenance and upkeep: moisturizers, balms, creams, waxes, as well as several bottles of Nair (razor blades being harmful to my ‘vette’s finish).  There was also my mini-fridge, which I discovered had been emptied of my beer, and was now filled to bursting with lemon juice and Slim-Fast, the latter necessitated by her inability to go out running in the morning.  In the center of everything else was something quite new—a hand built paint frame.  It looked like quite the nifty gadget.  Constructed of aluminum, it had a vertical channel that would allow her to airbrush her back or any other hard to reach spots, by use of a remote toggle, with zero help from me.

Above all of this she’d hung Christmas lights—bright white C-9’s to impart a soft natural light that would accentuate her shininess and allow her to see herself as she apparently wished, which I thought should be easy considering the many full-length mirrors she’d put up.

Lastly, with a feeling of guilt that struck me to my core, there was Justine; covered, hidden away like a shameful object, and that hurt me more than I could bear, for since the day I’d brought 16/2 into our lives I had not driven her once.  I had neglected her.

The more I looked about the place, the more I found I didn’t want to be in here, and that was a most distressing thought, for this had been my space, before I’d ever met her.  In creating the new model ‘vette it seemed that I had lost something along the way, and I began wondering if the price wasn’t too high.

I exited the garage, feeling another stab of guilt that I was glad to be out of there.  Leaning against the closed door, I took a long pull on my beer.  Just down the hall Yvette’s thank-you present awaited me, but did I really want to be thanked right now?  Considering the wonderfulness of my day and what I’d just seen, I was beginning to think that getting good and drunk might be the wiser course.  But her note had said that what I would find in the bedroom would be ‘well worth it.’  I sighed and shook my head.  The least I could do is take a look-see.  I turned on my heel and went to the bedroom to find out what that could possibly be.

It was a doll.

“Jesus God, Yvette,” I whispered, “what have you done?”  I stood in the open doorway, dimly registering the fact that I was breathing, feeling the welcome chill of the beer bottle clenched in my fingers.  Sitting on the bed, not quite dressed in a French maid’s outfit, was a life-sized love doll—a life-sized Asian love doll.

I somehow moved my feet forward until I reached the bed.  The doll sat there, perfectly immobile, staring off into the corner of the room, a note lying upon the white apron that only just reached its shiny thighs:




This is your new love doll, Yumi, the most advanced sex toy in the world.  She has auto-locking joints, a blink mechanism, blowjob mouth, and a very special feature I think you’ll enjoy.  Please don’t use her as you would use me, as Yumi is not real, and therefore exists solely for your pleasure.  Be selfish and have fun with her; use your imagination!  Do be gentle with her, though, for she is a one-of-a-kind artifact (although she needn’t be, if you catch my drift), and will give you many years of trouble-free service.

Y




I read the note again, my fingers trembling.  The object on the bed, created solely for my pleasure, was beyond beautiful, beyond desirable, and beyond anything that I could have imagined.  I walked around the bed slowly, taking her in from every angle, my heart pumping madly, my dick hard enough to cut steel.  Yvette had outdone herself, her craftsmanship and attention to detail breathtaking.

Yumi was Japanese, her skin tone slightly darker than Yvette’s, with long black hair with purple highlights, and deep black eyes with perfectly crafted epicanthic folds.  Her skin was shiny, like a doll’s, and her French maid’s outfit, complete with arm-length glovelets, fishnet thigh-highs, white collar, frilly headpiece, and a cute little apron, served to complete the illusion that she was the perfect anime sex toy.  She stared at the opposite wall, her gaze never wavering, her dusky plum-colored lips tacitly saying, ‘Me love you long time.’

“My God, Yvette,” I said, still whispering, awestruck, “how did you…?” 

Of course she didn’t answer, she was much too good an actress to be thrown so easily, and I was glad she hadn’t spoken because the illusion was so perfect; were it not for the big boobs I would swear it wasn’t her.  Reminding myself to breathe, I looked again at the note that had come with Yumi: Be selfish and have fun with her; use your imagination! and looked again at my perfectly crafted love doll.  I looked back at the note: ‘Be selfish…’

I jumped on her.

Maybe it was the fact that she didn’t look like my wife that caused me to behave with such abandon, but I treated her as she had requested: sticking my dick between her big rubbery juggs, her mouth opened so that I could feel that vacuum action whenever it made contact with her sucking lips; spanked her pert bottom for having failed to call me ‘Sir;’ and jerked off with her lustrous glossy hair wrapped around my shaft.  I groaned loudly as my rampant cock slipped inside Yumi’s tight ass, its passage eased by the liberal amount of lube Yvette had thoughtfully administered before she’d ‘left.’  I came in mere moments, my angst over having lost my garage quickly assuaged by the buttfucking of my new sex toy.

I cleaned Yumi up with some scented wipes that my wife had thoughtfully left for me, and got down to the business of some serious depravity, exploring the limits of her auto-lock joints and putting that blowjob mouth to the test, an innovation that far outstrips electricity, to be sure.  But it was when I propped her up against the headboard, so that I could do some plain, old-fashioned vanilla sex-doll fucking, that I got the surprise of my life.

Her pussy was fake.

“Oh, my fucking God,” I said dumbly.  “Yvette?”

She didn’t answer, but sat there, resolutely still, looking somewhere in the vicinity of my shoulder, her mouth glazed by my second load of jizz of the evening.  I propped her knees up much like a gynecologist would, so that I could examine what the fuck she had done to her twat. 

Like various other parts of my sweet wife’s body, Yvette’s pussy had been polymer-free.  It had to be, lest I would not have access to her holy-of-holies, not to mention the pesky problems of urination and menstruation.  The protective coating that I had applied—and that she had been scrupulously maintaining—had terminated just at the edge of labia minora, anchored in place by her prosthetics adhesive, which nothing short of isopropyl alcohol would remove.

I freely admit that I am not the world’s foremost authority on inflatable love partners, but their vinyl vuhjayjays usually bear little resemblance to a woman’s genitalia, looking more like a deflated balloon than actual pussy.  Not so Yumi. My brilliant bride, with a skill born of prosthetic makeup training, had apparently been using some of her free time to craft an artificial cooter for her Asian alter ego; an anatomically correct latex reproduction that was every bit as shiny as the rest of her, even to the point of coating her erect clitoris, right to the very entrance of her simulated snatch.

If Yvette thought this little touch would drive me over the top she was absolutely right.  Despite having come twice in the last hour, I lost no time in slapping some K-Y jelly onto my overworked johnson and slipping it into my luscious love doll, receiving yet another shock when I entered her—she was fake inside as well!

“Ohhh,” I moaned, as I bottomed out inside her, the strange feelings surrounding my prick quickly driving me to the very edge—how was this possible?

Pumping madly away, my hips on autopilot, I tried to crack the mystery of Yumi’s artificial cunt.  Having spent several hundred hours inside Yvette’s pussy, I’d like to think I know it pretty well, perhaps even better than her gynecologist, but the sensations being afforded by my sex toy’s fake funbox were altogether different, as though I were fucking an actual latex doll, as though the whole of her vagina had been coated with LP_16/2!

But that’s impossible! the rational part of my brain cried weakly as my hips continued slamming into the love doll beneath me.  16/2 cannot adhere to the mucous membranes!  The feeling of warm latex gripping my dick was intoxicating, not unlike fucking while wearing a condom, though vastly better due to the improved heat conduction of Yvette’s pussy through the thin layer of polymer surrounding my dick.  It was in fact superior to actual pussy, being every bit as smooth, every bit as hot, and just that much tighter than the real thing.  I continued pumping away, my mind in overdrive, trying to solve the riddle of Yumi’s synthetic snatch while my cock continued its own penetrative and probing exploration.  Sadly my investigation lasted all of about ten more seconds, for I began spraying like a fire hose inside my sex toy’s rubbery cunt.

I lay on top of her, gasping as though I’d just run a marathon, the human-looking love doll beneath me silent and inert.  I rolled off of her once sentience reasserted itself, and lay on my side next to her, gazing at her artificially crafted beauty while caressing a heavy latex dug.  In post-coital bliss I thought dazedly about the past and present, trying to remember if I’d ever enjoyed such fantastic sex, and wondering if the future could possibly hold better.

“Wiggle room.”

She came awake as I expected she would, upon hearing our safe word.  She brought her lithe arms up and stretched them, the same for her impossibly long legs, and turned toward me, her beaming smile proof that I hadn’t crossed any lines.

“That was fun!”

I just shook my head stupidly in amazement at the shiny anime figure lying next to me.  “Yvette,” I said, my voice a dry rasp, “you are—”

“What?” she asked, her voice a purr.  “What am I?”

“You’re fucking Japanese.”

She laughed, kicking her hose-clad legs in the air in delight.  She turned on her side to face me, her smile mischievous, her eyes alight with mirth; eyes so very different from those of the woman I loved.  “You rike?”

“Oh, I rike very much.  Jesus, ‘vette, how did you do all of this?”

“I think I did it very well.  But if you want answers it’ll cost you.  One beer, in advance.  Pay up, sailor.”

___________________________




I returned to our bedroom a few minutes later, cold beers in hand, to find my bride—my still Japanese bride—standing before her floor mirror.  She had removed all traces of my bodily fluids from her face, and was now buffing her lips and chin to a high shine with the aid of the chamois I normally used on Justine.  I held her beer out to her.  She took it, teasing me by dragging the long neck bottle up along one of her big boobs, the condensation wetting it, but having zero effect upon the permanently erect nipple as it slid over it.  “To you, my darling doll,” I said, which was pushing the boundaries of my eloquence, considering that all the blood in my brain had rushed right back down to my dick, where it seemed to be spending the majority of its time nowadays.

She smiled and drank, moving like the woman I married yet at the same time looking nothing like her.  It was bizarre, but now that I wasn’t busy fucking the stuffing out of her, I was better able to appreciate the finer points of her transformation.  She really did look Japanese, or at least like a Japanese mannequin.  If it weren’t for the fact that she was shiny and that her polymer coating didn’t wrinkle or flex like normal skin, she really could go out among other people without fear of discovery.

But she was looking at me, and the look did not belong to Yumi but rather to my flesh and blood wife.  “You didn’t tell him, did you?”

“No, I didn’t,” I sighed, distractedly thumbing one of her rubbery nipples.  “I was going to, but….” I trailed off.  “How did you know?”

“You didn’t phone.  I know you all too well, my loving man.  If you’d told him and he’d said yes, you would have wasted no time in calling me and telling me to put on my slinkiest and sexiest dress, so that you could drive me around and show me off to as many people as possible.  I love you, Roddy, but you do like to impress people with your toys.”

Her tone was light, yet a little wistful, for I knew how much she herself would have liked to be shown off, to be driven around in the desert night and have people ‘ooh’ and ‘ahh’ at her shining beauty, to have men think of what they had at home and feel dissatisfied and envious.  “But how did you know that I hadn’t been sacked?  I wouldn’t have called you to deliver that message.”

She smiled.  “If you’d told Don Carlos and he’d fired you, you’d have been depressed, and hardly able to stretch out Yumi’s ass like a sex-deprived samurai.  ‘Elementary,’ my dear husband.”

I gave a snorting laugh, feeling a little wistful myself at how poorly things had gone with my patrón.  “I’m sorry, ‘vette.  I did try, but—”

She put a hand up to my lips, shushing me.  “Not now, Roddy.  I’m not in the mood to hear bad news.  Let’s just have fun tonight and worry about unpleasant things later, okay?”

“Okay, Yumi,” I said, relieved that she wasn’t screaming at me for being a total puss.  “But I believe you still owe me an explanation regarding certain aspects of your, um, anatomy.  How did you do it, doll-baby?”

She laughed at my directness, the corners of her eyes failing to crinkle up as she did so, something that I missed about her.  “Very well, Mister Curious,” she said, her tone mischievous.  “Come with me.”  She turned and left the room, me following closely behind, for she had grabbed my prick and was leading me along by it.  We ended up in the garage, where I found myself not quite so depressed as I had been earlier.  She marched me over to the far end of my workbench, where sat a little something I hadn’t noticed during my initial scouting trip through my former space, it being easy to miss what with it having a towel draped over it.  She removed it with a flourish.  “Ta-da!”

I opened my eyes wide at what she revealed, and swallowed the rest of my beer in order to keep myself steady.  “Oh, my lord, ‘vette,” I said, almost gasping.  “You did this?”

“I did,” she said proudly.  “You may touch it, if you wish.”

I did as she requested, something I had done thousands of times before, but this time it was different, seeing as how it wasn’t nestled between my wife’s smooth thighs, but rather cast in a pinkish resin: a perfect three-dimensional reproduction of Yvette’s pussy.  I traced my fingers gently up and down the imitation vaginal lips, amazed at how real they looked despite how hard they felt, my prick beginning to twitch a little, fooled by the simulation.  My grinning geisha turned the model sideways so that I could appreciate the depths of her.  “Do you like it?” she asked impishly.

“Have-haven’t I always?” I stammered.

“Oh, Roddy, you’re so funny.  Here, look.”  She placed both of her hands at the base of the model and separated it in two, thus giving me a cross-sectional view of her hoo-hah.

I shook my head, amazed at the lengths a person could go to spice up a relationship that was already hotter than a habañero.  “And you made the artificial vagina inside you from this?”

“Well, not exactly,” she replied, enjoying the opportunity to show off her technical skills.  “Have a look.”  She opened the drawer of my workbench and my amazement turned to awe.  Inside were various positive and negative latex impressions of her pussy made from the master on the bench, as well as a duplicate of my very own John Thomas, one she’d made on my birthday a year ago.  She reached into the drawer and pulled it out, along with one of her many replica pussies, this one having the number ‘2’ written on it.  It was incredible to look at; it was so thin and light, almost transparent, apparently having been made from a single sprayed-on layer of my polymer.

“You see,” she began, as though leading a symposium, “while all of this might look easy, it was actually quite problematic.  I was originally going to use a female condom, but they can sometimes pull back out as the penis withdraws.”  She demonstrated by inserting the fake dick into the fake pussy, causing my pecker to perk up, waiting for its turn.

“And that was when it hit me,” she continued.  “If I made a cast of my own vagina, coated it with 16/2, and inserted it inside of me, then you could fuck that day and night, and enjoy the lovely feeling that your polymer provides.”

“Well, I’ll be damned, ‘vette,” I said, dumbfounded by her ingenuity.

“But that didn’t work either.”

“It didn’t?”

“Nope.  Here, feel for yourself.”  She slipped the artificial vuhjayjay off of the fake penis and brought it down over the head of my straining prick, my length easily slipping inside its pre-lubricated confines.  “Well, what do you think?”

“It…it feels pretty damn good to me, baby,” I said, moaning as she began jerking me off with it, my fingers gripping my empty beer bottle tightly.

“But does it feel as good as the pussy you were inside of fifteen minutes ago?”

“Well, um…no.  I guess it doesn’t, exactly.”  And this was the truth, because as good as it felt—and it surely felt good—it wasn’t quite the same.  It felt loose and unresponsive.

“Yes, I thought that would be the case when I tested it out.  Here, try this one on for size.”  She removed the false snatch from my pulsing tool and quickly slid another one on in its place, this one slightly more rigid and having the number ‘3’ written on it.  “How’s that?”

“Oh, fuck,” I groaned, as my cock disappeared into my ‘vette’s prototype pussy.  The difference was like night and day.  As she stroked back and forth it literally sucked on my dick, every curve and nuance of that fake cunt gripping and loving every last millimeter of my excited prick.  It felt exactly like her pussy, yet at the same time feeling decidedly unreal.  “Holy God, ‘vette,” I said, my voice weak and raspy, one hand gripping the workbench while she continued mercilessly stroking me off with her fantastic fake quim, “how…how…?”

“Nice, isn’t it?” she replied, the low throaty laugh coming from the Japanese geisha both familiar and strange.  “The difference is not due to my pussy, my love, but rather your cock.”  She raised my replica dick to her lips and gave it a kiss, then lowered it slowly down her heaving body and slipped it inside her.  “Mmm, yes, that does feel wonderful.  You see,” she continued orating, all the while ministering to our genuine genitals with her handmade copies, “I had my own epiphany, Rod.  Repeated testing showed that my simulated pussy was good, though I could feel gaps and air bubbles inside me when diddling myself with your stunt-penis, not to mention collapsing in on itself whenever your fake dick pulled out of me.  But our failures teach us as much as our successes; I realized that I needed to customize my pussy specifically for you.”

She went on to explain how she had taken the model of my prick and recast it while inserted in the mold of her pussy, thus creating an artificial sex organ that was tailor-made to my cock—the most personal sex toy ever made.  Of course I didn’t get every word of what she said, what with the two of us moaning and gasping and grunting as she brought us both off.  I pounded the workbench with my forearm as I shot my wad into the prototype poozle, my hips bucking and my calves shaking as I came.

She slipped the fake dick from her own perfected pussy and tossed it casually onto the bench, then slowly and gently removed the artificial pussy from my very real and quite overused prick.  The naked geisha kissed me sweetly and held me as I stood there, her body warm and soft, while I came down from the towering orgasm she’d given me.  “Jesus God, ‘vette,” I said finally, once my brain remembered where its speech center was located, “you…you should win the Nobel Prize.”

“Oh, no, Roddy,” she said, nuzzling my shoulder, “it is you who deserves the prize, because how you feel right this moment, that is how I feel, all the time.  Would you like to stay there, right there, every minute of every day, if you could?”

“Jesus Christ, ‘vette, if I did that I’d never get anything done.”

“Don’t I know it, stud.  But if you could, would you?”

“I think you already know the answer to that question, babe,” I said, absently wondering if my balls could possibly stand the strain of such a life.  “But what about you?  How can sex be fulfilling for you if you have a simulated pussy inside your real one?”

She snorted with silent laughter at my question and pulled away slightly, giving me the opportunity to look into her lovely almond eyes.  “Oh, my poor man, you really have no idea, do you?  Roddy, I came five times.”

My eyes widened in astonishment.  “Five—”

“Oh, yes, my love, five.  I’m surprised you didn’t notice, but then you were pretty distracted.”  She sighed a long, pensive, and satisfied sigh.  “You see, the thin polymer layer covering my pussy tends to stretch and shift and wiggle about when you make contact with it.  When your cock slides into me it pulls on the prosthetic, stretching it over my clit and rubbing it in a way that skin never can.  But it isn’t just that.”  She pressed her lips together and lowered her gaze so that she seemed to be looking at my chin.  “Roddy,” she sighed again, her tone serious, more serious than I could ever remember, “you have no idea what it feels like to be treated as an object, as something made for pleasure.”

“Yvette…?”

“Please let me finish.  I know what women have been saying for the last hundred years, about rights and legal standing, of being treated as chattel and all of that, but I also know that the sex I had with you tonight is the best sex I’ve ever had.”  She put a hand up to my lips, as though to still any incipient protest.  “Before you coated me with latex, I loved sex.  But now I need sex.  It’s all I want to do, and I don’t feel wrong for feeling that way.  I am an object now, an object of pleasure, made for pleasure, for your pleasure, Roddy.”  As if to punctuate her words, she raised the tubular model of her pussy up to her lips and inserted her tongue into its flexible folds, frenching her own cunt, squeezing the length of it so that my scum flowed downward and into her mouth, a self-inflicted creampie.

I watched her, stupefied, as she polished off my jizz and washed it down with the rest of her beer.  She then grabbed hold of my head and thrust her tongue down my throat, whimpering as she kissed me hungrily, pulling me tight into her, as ready to consume me as she had my used semen.

“Oh, Roddy, in so many ways you are just the most delicious man.  Speaking of delicious, I ordered in some lasagna.  And since I’ve just had my dinner, why don’t you go and nuke yourself a plate while I see to my, um, upkeep?”

“Yvette…?” I said, a little startled by this abrupt dismissal.

“I’m sorry, sweetie,” she said, grimacing slightly and shifting her hips, her knees pressed tight together, “It’s just that…I forgot to punch a hole in my prosthetic pussy, and I really need to pee!”


Chapter 6

The Four Yvettes




Half an hour later I pushed back from the table, my belly full of Italian take-out.  Lasagna from Bruno’s is probably one of the ten best foods prepared on this planet, but I hardly tasted it, my sex-addled brain being far too preoccupied rehashing the events of the last few hours.

‘I am an object now,’ she’d said.  ‘An object of pleasure, made for pleasure, for your pleasure.’  I chewed over her words while mechanically chewing the crusty garlic bread, sitting alone at the dining room table, clothed only in the short cotton hapi that my sweet bride had made for me when we were just newly wed.

How do you reconcile thirty years of growing up in the post-modern world, where you are daily slapped upside the head with sensitivity awareness classes and sexual harassment lectures, only to come home to find that your wife has turned herself into a fucking geisha doll complete with blowjob mouth and a latex pussy?

I cleared the dishes away and put the food in the fridge, trying to puzzle out my feelings.  I mean, shouldn’t I be happy?  My beautiful, busty bride was giving me the best sex of my life—of anyone’s life!—even to the point of turning herself into another person, another ethnicity, for God’s sake, and in return wanted nothing more than to provide me with as much pleasure as I could possibly stand.  I mean, Jesus, if that doesn’t make a guy happy, one would have to admit that one’s standards might be a tad high.

But what about her happiness?  Well, that was the rub, wasn’t it?  Was she happy, or was she in fact addicted?  Since 16/2 did not interact with the body she couldn’t possibly develop a physical addiction to it, unlike smoking, booze, or pills.  There are, however, plenty of other kinds of psychological addictions from which people suffer, ranging from such things as sex and gambling to nail biting or hair twirling.  So was she addicted, and if so to what?

It was at that moment that I regretted taking that Cinema of the Forties class in favor of Psych 101, though in all fairness the chicks in that class had been pretty good-looking.  Despite my lack of clinical education in the subject, I had gleaned at least some knowledge from years of watching television.  Firstly, she wasn’t using 16/2 to forget problems; she didn’t seem angry, or anxious, or depressed, and neither were there mood swings.  Yes, there had been that little outburst on the day I’d raced home from work because I thought she might be suffocating, and her crying on my shoulder only last night, but those were pretty damn mild, all things considered.

I also didn’t think she was addicted to the sex, despite what she’d said, since she seemed to have some amount of control over it.  But when I entered our bedroom and saw her standing again before her mirror, having doffed what little had remained of her French maid costume, it became apparent precisely what she was addicted to.

She stood there in all her oriental glory, every light in the room ablaze, including the miniature Klieg lights that we used as our bedside lamps, and which were now focused directly on her, adding a further dimension of glossiness to a body that already shone as brightly as a Broadway opening.  She was stroking her sprayed-on pseudo-skin lightly, swaying softly and humming to herself, a slight smile on her lustrous lips, completely oblivious to my presence, a female Narcissus enamored of her gleaming radiant beauty, and addicted, not to the sex, nor to being a sex object, but to being a shining sex object.  She raised her almond eyes languidly and looked over her reflection’s shoulder.  “Have you come to fuck me, Roddy?”

Jesus God, she was insatiable.  “Yes, my lovely little sex toy,” she positively cooed at my words, “I have.  But I’d like to talk, too, if that’s all right.”

“Of course it’s all right, my love,” she said, a little giddy.  She pivoted on the spot and glided gracefully up to me and took both of my hands in hers.  “In fact we very much need to talk.”

“We do?” I said dumbly—dumbly because my damn prick, inspired by her proximity and the striking power of her perfume, had managed to rise from the dead and was now tenting the front of my hapi.

“Oh, yes,” she said, giggling at my discomfiture, taking her smooth hand from mine and grasping my hard-on, “we do.”  She maneuvered me onto the bed and climbed on top of me, settling herself upon my pole and slipping it effortlessly into her pre-lubricated latex cunt, stopping only when she was impaled upon my full length.  “Now,” she said, her breathing slow and steady, “what did you want to talk about?”

“Uh,” I began, “I, uh, I….”

“Perhaps I can help, darling,” she said, her breathing slightly heavier than normal, her exquisite body sliding up and down my shaft with excruciating slowness.  “Is it about Don Carlos?”

It was easier to nod than speak.  I nodded.

“I thought so,” she said, sighing softly on the downstroke.  “Take your time and tell me, my very hot Rod.  We have all night, and I can’t think of a better way to hear bad news than while you’re inside me.”

So I did.  It took the better part of a half-hour to relate what had happened, though I did have to pause while she grunted her way through a half-dozen mini-orgasms.  It appeared that she was right about having all night, her polymer pussy making it possible for her to fuck for God only knew how long without causing the slightest bit of chafing to her vaginal walls—a literal sex machine.  I, however, didn’t come, for she humped at a pace to ensure her pleasure (I, after all, had used Yumi most selfishly for my own).

“Oh, Roddy,” she said, smiling indulgently, shaking her head as she looked down upon me over the expanse of her bosom, “I do love you so, but you are a truly terrible judge of human nature.  Doña Clara is not a prude.”

“Unh?” I grunted, polysyllables being well beyond me at this stage of the game.  I desperately wanted to come but my cock was in her hands, so to speak, and she appeared to want my full attention.

“Unh,” she replied with authority.  “She is not a prude, my love,” she repeated.  “A prude does not walk around with her boobs on display, whether her husband commands it or not.”

“Then why did she come over all prissy because of a little pat on the fanny?”

“I’m not sure, Rod.  Perhaps she was angry that he did it in front of the help, or because she was reminded of some abuse in her past.  Maybe they had a fight last night, or she’s on her period.  I don’t know why, exactly.  I just know she’s not a prude.”

“Well, that’s good to know,” I said, hoping she might begin setting a pace that would allow my balls the release they so needed.

“Yes, it is,” she said, smiling down upon me, my big-titted rubberized geisha.  “Now it’s my turn.  Do you love me, Roddy?”

“You know I do, baby-doll,” I said, hoping my answer would encourage her to abandon her maddeningly slow tempo in favor of a speed more suitable to some real fucking.

“And do you want me to be happy?” she asked me sweetly, grinding her hips back and forth ever so slightly.

I nodded, my eyes closed now, the heat of her cunt passing easily through the polymer prosthetic surrounding my cock as she slowly worked my enraged prick, driving me wild.

“So then you won’t mind if I get breast implants?”

“What?” I said, opening my eyes and whacking the back of my head painfully against the headboard, my mind snapping to coherence despite the pulsing pussy frenching my dick.

“I want a boob job, sweetie,” she said patiently, still softly humping herself.  “I don’t need your permission, of course, but—”

“You want bigger boobs?”

“Well, that is how it usually works,” she said with a low giggle.

“But…” I started, my mind a complete blank, and like most men I didn’t allow that to keep me from arguing.  “But ‘vette, they’re plenty big now!”

“Correction, my love,” she said, moving her hips ever so slightly faster, “they were plenty big.  Roddy, my boobs have always been attention-getters, but now that I’m shiny they seem, well, inadequate.”

“Your boobs are more than adequate—”

“And then there’s the weight,” she continued, rolling over my words as she rolled her pelvis across mine, grinding her pussy down upon me as hard as she could, making sure every last inch of me was inside her.

“What about the weight?” I said, struggling to keep up as she fucked me.  “If anything they should be lighter on your frame, more comfortable for you.”

“That’s just the point, Rod,” she said, slowing back down again, working my prick as mercilessly as a machine.  “It’s like they’re not even there.  Here, feel!”  She took my hands and placed them on her fat tits, pressing my fingers into her rubbery pseudo-skin.

“They feel pretty damn substantial to me, ‘vette.  Most chicks would kill to have your rack.”

“Yes, I know they would,” she said, bringing all movement to a halt.  I whimpered slightly at the loss of friction from her sweet pussy, but then she began pulsing it, doing her level best to make sure she had my complete attention, which she did.  “Answer me truthfully, Rod.  Do you still love my tits?”

“You know I do, baby.”

“More than anything else in the world?”  She pulsed her fake funbox again, squeezing my dick for a deliciously longer period.

“More than anything, ‘vette,” I replied desperately.

“Swear to God?” she said, looking into my eyes as though she were peering into the depths of my soul, and again she punctuated her question by another squeeze of her magical muff.

“I swear, baby.  Your boobs are all I could ever want!”

“So you’ve never jerked off to Doña Clara’s then?”

She stopped pulsing per snatch, looking at me expectantly, awaiting my answer with the patience of a sphinx.  I looked back into her eyes, her black contact lenses creating the illusion of depth, and before I could stop myself I gulped, which was all the answer she needed.  “Is…is it too late for me to plead the Fifth?” I asked.

She rose up, the satisfied smile on her face wordlessly signifying that argument was over.  Yvette was a gracious winner, though, I had to give her that.  She began humping me in earnest, gazing upward at her mirror image on the ceiling, smashing her tits together as she fucked me.  “Oh, Roddy, you don’t have to plead anything,” she said joyously.  “I know you love her tits.”  She looked down at me again, her face exultant.  “Would it surprise you to know that I do, too?”

My eyes widened in shock.  Was she saying what I thought she was saying?  Was my very own, formerly very hetero wife lusting after another woman’s breasts?

She laughed at my comic expression.  “Don’t you wish, Rod?  It’s not as though I want to lick her slit, or anything.  I’d just like to feel what it would be like to have those big boobs on my chest.”  Perhaps it was my imagination, but I could have sworn that my simulated geisha had pulsed her pussy with a little extra vigor when she’d talked of eating Doña Clara’s snatch.

“But ‘vette—” I started gamely, but using the skills born of woman she headed off my incipient argument by leaning forward and resting her forearms on the upper rail of the headboard, effectively limiting my vision to her wonderful, natural funbags and nothing more.

“Roddy, I want those tits,” she said forcefully, her voice resolute.  She began rocking back and forth, her fiery cunt squeezing my overexcited cock for all it was worth.  “I want them more than you can possibly know.  I want their weight and their comfort, but more than that I want you to love them.  You’ve jerked off on them in your mind, how would you like to jerk off on them for real—every night?  It’s what I want, and I know it’s what you want.”

“But…” I started, except my words were cut off as she thrust her chest forward, stuffing her melons fully into my face, making further argument impossible.

“Do you want to fuck my tetas, Rodrigo?” she said, only it wasn’t Yvette’s voice, but Doña Clara’s, or rather a perfect imitation of it, her rich contralto well within Yvette’s range.  “Fuck me, Rodrigo,” she said, moaning so passionately that for a moment I could almost believe it was Clara.  She said it again, “Fuck me, Rodrigo,” repeating herself, over and over like a mantra, her blazing imitation poon mercilessly swallowing my length.  She was relentless, my bride, but in all truth she really wasn’t my ‘vette any more.  She was now a shining, polymer-coated sex object; a synthetic being grinding down upon my poor pecker with a ruthless precision that was guaranteed to draw forth the last ounce of my jizz into her simulated cunt, and with it any resistance to her will.  I came like a bull, my screams of ecstasy muffled by the fat juggs that were more or less holding me in place, until finally until I lay there, spent, empty, and defeated.

She rose upward again and sat atop me, the conquering heroine, supremely ready to take on whatever feeble resistance I might have to offer.  If my dick somehow came back to life, and I was placing long odds on that ever happening again, she was ready to meet hard opposition with sweet resistance.

“You…you’ve certainly thought this through,” was all I could think to say.

“Yes, I have,” she replied, looking down upon me expectantly, her voice back to normal, her appearance still that of a geisha, but her haughty expression very much that of my patrón’s wife.  “As I said, Rod, I don’t need your permission but I do want your blessing.  Do I have that?”

Thoughts of arguing fleetingly entered my brain, but Yvette’s pussy could prevent world wars if she ever decided to use it for the good of mankind; I shuddered to think of what might happen if it fell into the wrong hands.  “You have it, my love,” I said resignedly.  “They are your boobs after all.”  What the hell, I thought.  There are plenty worse things in this world than nightly tit-jobs from a rubberized woman.  I supposed I could bear up.

“Thank you, my love,” she said, her almond eyes brimming with tears.  She took my hand and placed it upon her left tit, squeezing it in a gesture of victory.  “Oh, Roddy, I just know you’ll love me all the more when my boobs are as big as my head.”

“I’ll love you regardless,” I said, shaking my head in disbelieving amazement.  “But how will you function with them?  Their weight alone—”

“Your polymer will take care of that, sweetie.  I could probably go larger than that if I wanted to, without any back problems whatsoever.  Just imagine what the women of this country could do with your polymer supporting their tits, Rod.  It would make the ballet interesting, to say the least.”

“And if Don Carlos shoots us down, love?  Then you’ll be stuck with an inordinately heavy pair of boobs with no means of support.”

“Well, then I guess I’ll just have to get used to wearing corsets for the rest of my life.  I think you could probably live with that.”

“But if he shoots us down we’ll have no means of support.  Not only would I lose my job, but nobody else in Arizona would dare touch me if Don Carlos were to blackball me.”

“Roddy, you’re worrying about—” she started, but I steamrollered on.

“And what about your job?  Do you think you’ll still be able to work in the University theater with boobs that big?”

“Perhaps not,” she said, her voice and manner indicating that she really couldn’t give two shits for such inconsequential matters.  “Sweetie, jobs come and jobs go, and you and I have ample skills.  If you get fired you can always get a job as a mechanic, or in a body shop somewhere.  As for me, well, there are other kinds of theaters I can work in.  I think you know what I mean.”

I knew precisely what she meant, and while I found the idea of my wife working as a stripper in some sleazy dive abhorrent, one small part of me enjoyed the vision of her spinning about a gleaming metal pole, her giant fake funbags on display.  Suffice it to say, that small part of me began thickening up the more I thought about it.

“Mmm, that’s lovely,” she said, and began gyrating softly where she sat, looking very like the image in my mind.  “That red ginseng I bought you really does the trick.”  She smiled at her little joke, but that was just an opener for more serious words to follow.  “I understand your reservations, Roddy, I really do.  You’ve explained what we have to lose should you fail to convince Don Carlos that your polymer will revolutionize the world.  Now let me show you what you have to gain.”  She swooped down upon me again, a synthetic succubus shoving her tongue deep into my mouth, moaning softly as my dick, God knows how, became fully erect inside her again.  She came back up moments later, but the expression on her face was not that of my loving bride, but rather that of an obsequious servant.

“Oh, Roddy-sama,” she said, her voice now soft and breathy, “I love how you fuck me.  I love your big cock.  Please to fuck Yumi’s hot pussy.”

She then arched her back and looked up at the ceiling, enjoying the view as she gave me the best of all possible lap dances.  After a few moments she looked down again, the servant was gone, replaced by the lady of the hacienda.  “Oh, yes, Rodrigo,” she breathed, “I want you inside me, whenever you want.  Por favor, mi amor, make me yours.”

A second later Doña Clara was gone, her haughty attitude now that of the woman I married.  “I love you, Rod,” she said heatedly, her face ablaze with sexual fire, “more than you can ever know.  I want you to think of all you have seen tonight, of all that you have done, and of all that lies before you.  Your polymer makes so many things possible, ‘but screw your courage to the sticking place,’” she said, quoting the Scottish play, showing off her acumen while fucking me into submission, “and you can screw any and all of us whenever you want.  I’ll be whoever you want me to be.  I’ll be Yumi every day for the rest of my life, if that’s what you wish.  I’ll be Doña Clara, and jerk you off between my fat titties every morning.  I’ll wear my prosthetic pussy all day, every day, and you can fuck me to your heart’s content.  Convince Don Carlos and we are all yours.”

“I-I…” I started, my heart hammering in my chest, our marathon fuck session taxing it well beyond human endurance.  But if I thought she was done I was sorely mistaken, for Doña Clara’s velvet voice wafted over me again.  “I am yours if you want me badly enough, Rodrigo.  Do not fear rejection, do not fear…” she continued, moaning heavily, exhorting me to be brave, to risk everything, all the while riding me as though I were the champion bull at the rodeo.  Yvette’s impression of her was perfect, but along with that came a vision, my mind playing tricks on me, attaching her image to that voice that so thrilled me right down to my upward-curling toes.  I could see her massive breasts rolling across her chest, my fingers buried in the soft rubbery flesh, squeezing the big pink nipples I had seen only hours ago, the lovely latex she-devil above me riding me to a grunting, bucking, and gasping climax, my balls weakly giving up the last of their contents, and very likely my soul as well.

“All-all right…my love,” I said, once my breathing had slowed enough to allow speech.  If I didn’t accede to her every wish she was going to fuck me to death.  “I will…I’ll do it.  I’ll throw caution to the winds…and tell him next week.  The company picnic is next Friday.  He’ll be in a good mood.  He might even have a little buzz on.  We’ll never have a better chance.”

She collapsed upon me after what must have been her twentieth orgasm of the evening, happy tears dripping onto my shoulder.  “Oh, Roddy, thank you,” she said, her voice cracking out of sexual fatigue and raw emotion.  “I just know you’ll be able to convince him.”  She rose up again, beaming, her eyes already fixed upon her reflection above the headboard.  “I can’t wait for people to see me, for our friends, and our….” she trailed off, her expression of happiness giving way to what appeared to be worry.

“‘vette?” I offered warily.

She pursed her full lips together, which showed me that she was indeed worried about something.  She used to bite her lower lip whenever something was wrong, but had since learned that that was bad for her finish.  “I’m sorry, Rod,” she said, her voice flat, “but there is just one more small problem.”

A small problem, perhaps, but if it involved my dick getting hard again I was surely going to die.  “Considering the number of large problems I’ve got going, my love, I would dearly love to hear about a small one.”

“I’m out of polymer.”

“You’re out—”

“—of polymer,” she finished for me.  “Yes, I’m sorry, Rod, but I used up the last of it creating Yumi.”  She spread her arms wide to further illustrate the point.  “I’ve got just enough left for patch jobs.  You…you can get more, right?”

I considered the geisha perched upon my pelvis, my softened prick still perpendicular within her.  If ever there was a time to break her addiction, it would be now.  I could simply say, ‘Sorry, honey, but I think you need to take a little break.’  The faint echo of Clara’s voice still resounded inside my head, though.  ‘Fuck me, Rodrigo.  Make me yours.’  If I didn’t score more polymer for Yvette, I wouldn’t get to score with the reproduction Clara.  Plus there was still that one little thing I wanted to do: the teal vision that had started this whole fooforaw.  With another ten liters of 16/2 sitting in chemical storage, she could do that one little thing for me, and with whatever was left over she could let her creative demon loose.

“Yes, my dove, I can get you more polymer.  But as chem storage is shut down this weekend for inventory I won’t be able to get any until Monday.  Do you think you can wait that long?”

She squealed in delight and swooped down upon me again, driving her tongue so far down my throat I could swear she was half gila monster.  “Oh, Roddy,” she said upon coming back up for air, “you’re just the best husband there is.  Thank you so much.”

“You’re welcome, baby,” I said, smiling indulgently.  I figured she’d never be happier than she was at this moment.  It was time to spring it on her.  “I’ll bring you home another few liters, and you can experiment all you want.  You can be Doña Clara, or Yumi, or the Mona Lisa.  Hell, you can paint yourself candy-apple red, gunmetal gray, or even teal if you want.”

Her beaming smile turned ever so slightly sideways and her almond eyes narrowed, burrowing into me.  “Teal, huh?”  She let the silence hang there for a bit and pursed her lips.  “I suppose so, Roddy,” she said with a knowing look.  “I’d say you’ve earned that much at least.”

My heart danced a jig inside my chest as my mind replayed the scene of Justine’s upholstery coming to life, my plastic wife an outgrowth of my bitchin’ wheels, fucking me as we raced at top speed across the desert floor.  “Thank you for understanding, ‘vette.  You are just the best wife there is.”  She smiled down at me; a pleasant, relaxed, and genuinely happy smile.  I slid my hands up her flat belly so that I could heft her plenteous boobs, her big cans so out of place on her obviously Japanese body.  “So until I get you more polymer, I guess you’re stuck in the body of a geisha, aren’t you?”

“I guess I am,” she said, her sex-charged voice flowing through me.  “I daresay you could get used to that, neh, Roddy-sama?”

“I daresay I could,” I replied, my prick miraculously stiffening up ever so slightly, coming back for more like some-punch-drunk fighter who doesn’t know enough to stay down when the referee has almost counted him out.  “But you don’t have to be Yumi on my account, babe.  You can go back to skin if—”

With the speed of a ninja she placed two beautifully manicured fingers on my lips, shushing me.  “Oh no, Roddy,” she said with a shake of the head, her almond eyes wide.  “I’m done with skin.  As long as we have your polymer, that is.  It makes me beautiful.  And I want to be beautiful—beautiful for you, yes, but beautiful for me, too.”

I gently removed her fingers from my lips, all my old worries about her mental heath resurfacing as my battered and beat up prick hit the canvas for the final time.  “‘vette, honey, you’ll need to be in your skin at the picnic.  I’ll need you there with me.  You can’t just show up looking like a fucking Barbie doll.”

“But if I’m wearing my showroom finish Don Carlos can see how beauti—”

“You don’t spring shit on a man like Don Carlos, my love, and you sure as hell don’t parade around at a company gathering looking like an inflatable fucktoy.  He’ll reject it out of hand, Yvette, you know he will.”

Her hands had found mine, and were now squeezing them tightly.  She was no longer looking at me, but rather at her reflection over the headboard.  As happy as her face had been only a minute ago, it was now filled with sadness, as well as a hint of revulsion that her Japanese mask couldn’t disguise.  “You’re right, Roddy,” she said finally.  She paused again, her anxiety so great that she began unconsciously biting her lower lip.  “If you only knew how good it feels…I wish you could try it for yourself.  Then you would know.”

“We’ve been over that before, ‘vette,” I said, weary from argument and the Olympic-level fucking we’d been doing, my poor pecker having dwindled away to practically nothing inside Yvette’s custom-made snatch.  “I’m too damn hairy.  Not to mention the small fact that 16/2 would inhibit my dick from getting fully hard, unless it was sprayed on while it was erect, in which case it wouldn’t get soft again, which as you know isn’t exactly healthy.”  Which was true; as elastic as my polymer was its tensile strength could easily overcome the most enraged boner.  16/2 was a chicks-only kind of thing.

“I know, Roddy, I know,” she said, looking down at me anxiously, her hands clutching at her big boobs.  “You’re right,” she repeated, a most unaccustomed obsequiousness in her voice, but more than that there was fear, fear that I might change my mind about getting her more polymer.  “I’ll be a good girl, and go to the picnic in my…in my skin.  But please let that be the last time, okay?”

She rolled forward and lay on top of me, not speaking, not moving, but very definitely not headed towards sleep.  I listened to her breathing awhile, mechanically stroking her latex-coated back, my mind a complete jumble.  I had fucked three women this evening; all of them exciting, all of them more than most men could ever dream of: Yvette, Yumi, and the imitation Clara—a holy trinity of carnality.  But in addition to them there was a fourth woman to whom I had put the metaphorical wood: Yvette the junkie.

It was official now, for her words had been the words of a woman out of control.  She was firmly in the grip of my polymer, both literally and figuratively; trapped within a cocoon of carbon/rubber elastomer.  I so wanted for her to be happy, but as long as she remained enmeshed within its striated strands there could be no real joy for her, only a constant cycle of need and gratification, with a good deal of depraved sex thrown in for kicks.

If I told Don Carlos, and 16/2 became a reality, Yvette would have ready access to it, with absolutely no restrictions on her creativity or on her now sexually insatiable behavior.  She would be ecstatic, over the moon, with a pair of shiny soccer ball-sized tits perched smartly on her chest, and a monkey on her back the size of King Kong.

But if Don Carlos were to shoot me down on Friday, or even fire me, then the situation would worsen drastically, because you don’t abruptly cut off an addict’s supply!  If all future access to LP_16/2 were barred to us, I would have to cut her down slowly with whatever polymer I was going to bring home on Monday.

Wow, Doctor Phil, you’re pretty amazing, my inner voice piped up.  And what happens when you run out of polymer and she still craves more?  Do you think you can feed her addiction with latex catsuits?

Yvette jerked lightly in my arms, sleep and exhaustion finally overtaking her.  I rolled her off of me and onto her side of the bed.  In repose she looked more like her old self, except that she was shiny and Japanese.

No, a couple more liters wasn’t going to get it done.  She would need professional help, and sufficient polymer to see her through her rehabilitation, and the only way that could happen would be for Don Carlos to approve 16/2 and allow me to make as much as I needed.  Product testing would later uncover its addictive properties (if other women were as susceptible as my Yvette, who I would ensure would be enrolled in the program), the program would be scrapped, and AZ-TECH would get her the help she needed.

Yes, that was the best scenario, all things considered.  The only person who stood to lose anything would be my patrón, and he could easily afford it.

I closed my eyes, inwardly pleased that there was a solution to that which I had precipitated.  Now all that remained was for me to find a way to sell Don Carlos on my botched leather protectant, and failure was not an option.

Because a junkie will do anything to get her fix.


Chapter 7

Confessions, Impressions, and Incandescence




It is amazing what ten hours of sleep will do for you.  Add a wake-up blowjob from a plasticized geisha and you would have the first ten minutes of my morning.

There was no crying and no mini-dramas; there was just the feeling of soft latex lips sliding over my johnson, long silky hair tickling my thighs, and a pair of almond eyes looking over my chest at me as my obsessed wife slowly bobbed up and down on my prick.  I came quickly, my balls having recuperated from their use and abuse of the previous evening.  She swallowed my load, it being easy to scoop up any overspray due to the smoothness of her pseudo-skin.  Her task completed, she came around and knelt by my side of the bed.

“Roddy—” she started, her voice ever so slightly tremulous.

I put a finger to the lips that had just brought me such pleasure.  “I love you, Yvette,” I said, not sternly, and with no hint of reproach; I simply wanted her to know that beyond all else.  As those church-goin’ folks say, ‘Love the addict, but hate the addiction.’

She gave me a wan smile, which turned into a tender kiss, which eventually led to me banging her hot Asian ass like a taiko drum.  I’m sure there are more than a few cultures that frown upon anal sex before breakfast, I’m just glad I don’t belong to one of them.

But that wan smile was the last I saw of Yvette for the remainder of the weekend, for it was Yumi’s turn to quite literally shine.  “Would you like me to bathe you, Roddy-sama?” she asked, her voice light and breathy.

“I, uh….” I began, but then my brain locked up.  She took my hand and led me to the bathroom, where began the first of many hours of complete and total debauchery.  I was bathed, kissed, shaved, licked, fed, teabagged, massaged, sucked on, and in general treated better than any emperor who has ever lived.  At no point did I request this treatment, but never did I refuse it either.  I wasn’t sure if my ‘vette was behaving this way because she thought I wanted the lord and master treatment, or if she was trying to show me the kind of life I would be missing out on if I failed to make 16/2 happen, or because she truly wanted to be Yumi, with all that that entailed.  I was inclined to think it was the latter, and that if it really was her fantasy it were best she indulged it now because at some point it would have to stop—which was the same reason I was indulging it, because I too was having the time of my life.

Yumi, as was Yvette’s custom, remained nude at all times, not even wearing one of her kimonos (she owned several, made with her own two capable hands), because she could not bear to have her reflective body covered up.  I had originally planned to spend the weekend figuring out how to present my ‘findings’ to Don Carlos, but Yumi seemed to be of the opinion that my mind needed to rest, and that this was best accomplished by keeping the blood flow to my brain at the bare minimum to sustain life.  The weekend passed in a haze of sexual delight, my cock spending more time inside my geisha than out, even after having worn her artificial pussy clean through.  When the sun rose on Monday morning it was with much regret that I dismounted from her wonderfully buoyant body, swam a few laps, showered, and went to work.

All that morning I went through my usual routine of project meetings, solving the usual problems, correcting other people’s mistakes, etc.  But while my fellow employees were in their cubes busily playing sudoku, I was trying to discover a way to make my failed polymer potentially marketable, or at least feasible enough to allow me to make more of it on the company dime.

Thomas Edison is said to have invented inventing, and that the first thing he did when fleshing out an idea was to see if it was commercially viable—it is thanks to this mindset that we have instant tiramisu in a cup, and can blast Def Leppard into the furthest reaches of space.  So what were the possible commercial uses of a weak-ass polymer that requires constant upkeep?  The first thing that came to mind was that it could be a new form of wetsuit, but I shit-canned that idea, as wetsuits are made for diving beneath the water rather than bobbing about on top of it.  But that idea led to the possibility of a new kind of life jacket, which would work well, provided one had the time to apply an all-over coat to one’s body, heat it up to activate the polymer, and then be rescued before the saltwater corroded it.

I racked my brains all morning, coming up with one stupid idea after another, unable to think of any application that didn’t have to do with ultra-hot fetish wear.  Yvette called at lunchtime to ask how things were going, which was code for ‘have you got my fix for me?’  I told her I would take care of it straight away, went down to chemical storage and signed out another three liters of my miracle sex-toy-in-a-can, and took it out to my truck, hoping a little fresh air might help my brain focus.

The combined scents of cucumber, wasabi, and cocoa butter hit me the second I opened the camper shell hatch.  Yumi was inside, her soft body lying on an air mattress, her long legs opened wide in welcome, several rolls of sushi laid out upon her flat belly.  “Konnichiha, Roddy-sama,” she said in her breathy voice, her almond eyes peering at me through the gap in her oh-so round boobies.  “Which would you like to eat first: the raw fish, or the freshly prepared pussy?”

It was a good thing that I’d recently installed new shocks on my truck.

___________________________




After fucking and sucking for precisely fifty-one minutes, I gobbled down the sushi and went back to work, my addicted bride gleefully on her way home, my polymer on the seat next to her.  I was glad one of us was happy, because I sure wasn’t.  I had three days, less than that, really, to come up with an idea.  I sat in my cube, staring at nothing for the longest time, my screensaver starting up after ten minutes of inactivity, my bosomy bride fading in and out every five seconds—if there were ever any complaints about my screensaver I’d never heard them, but then who would complain when the president of the company’s wife looked like a Vegas showgirl?

I watched distractedly as picture after picture came and went: my bitchin’ ‘vette leaning against Justine, her beautiful boobs barely contained within a string bikini; another of her in the same outfit, washing my truck, her sleek body shiny with suds; and another, taken at last year’s company picnic, beer in hand, her long dark hair in a ponytail escaping out of the back of her baseball cap, giving me a good luck kiss at home plate, which really was lucky considering the screaming line drive I hit into right-center field immediately afterward.

I smiled, remembering that day.  It was hot, as so many late June days are in Phoenix.  Yvette was wearing the traditional next-to-nothing: a bikini top and shorts.  The beer was free, the pit beef was excellent, and the salsa was muy caliente.  Practically all of my co-workers were there, as were their wives or girlfriends, though no kids (as Don Carlos’s own little boys were not in attendance due to the presence of alcohol, everyone took the hint and left theirs at home).

It was the bottom of the ninth and we were behind by one run, with my patrón on second base waiting for me to bring him home.  Now while I am no Ty Cobb, I know enough to keep my feet planted when I swing, and this usually results in a decent enough batting average.  The pitch was fast but dead center over the plate, and I felt the unmistakable sensation of sweet contact when I connected, which meant I’d just hit the shit out of it.  I ran like a bat out of hell, rounding first, determined to get that elusive inside-the-park home run, and not just for the glory of doing it, but because the next batter in our lineup couldn’t hit a hippo’s backside with a pool skimmer—it was score or die.

For a portly man Don Carlos could move pretty quickly, and he crossed home plate just as I rounded second, his over-buxom wife jumping up and down happily on the sidelines, her yellow sundress straining to keep her melones grandes in check.  I rounded third, panting heavily, looking over my shoulder to see their second-baseman making the cutoff and rifling the ball home.  I dropped to the ground just as my old man had taught me, sliding in as the ball hit the catcher’s mitt—a half-second after my foot slid across the plate.

Yvette came up to hug me first, whooping proudly, her bodacious ta-tas wobbling dangerously in her bikini top, a spill imminent.  I grabbed hold of her, mostly to make sure her tits didn’t take the air, everyone’s eyes being glued to them.  If it hadn’t been for my wife’s incredible bosom someone might have noticed the blood earlier.

“Holy shit, Rod!” someone shrieked.

It wasn’t as though I’d been in a knife fight, but the cut along my right forearm was long and bloody: a piece of glass at just the right angle had caught me as I’d slid to victory.  A company medic patched me up quickly, but I still had to go to the E.R, my patrón himself driving me in his fucking Jaguar.  He and I laughed all the way there, his left hand clasped in fellowship upon my shoulder, me trying manfully not to bleed all over his upholstery, my worried wife in the back seat holding hands with Doña Clara.

I was fine, only twenty-four stitches needed for this weekend warrior.  I looked at my scar now, a sacrifice made in a noble cause.  It was the only disfigurement I had, apart from a few banged up knuckles got from rebuilding so many transmissions.

The image of my wife washing my truck appeared on the screen again, her big soapy boobs glistening, her sexy smile boring into my brain.  I looked back at my scar again, and then back at the monitor, and that was when the only word I know in Greek appeared in the cartoon bubble over my head.

Eureka.

___________________________




I left work early, feigning a headache, managing to get home just ahead of rush hour traffic.  I tried calling Yvette, to tell her that I was coming home early and that I had a surefire solution to our problem.  She didn’t pick up, which wasn’t terribly surprising; she was likely in the shower with a bottle of vinegar, washing Yumi down the drain.  But when I got home I found myself locked out of the garage yet again, my bride ensconced within.

“I’m sorry, honey, I’ve begun working on a new project,” she said through the locked door, her slightly muffled voice no longer that of the submissive geisha.  “Give me fifteen minutes to clear everything away, okay?”

“All right, sweetie,” I said, slightly miffed, but nonetheless glad that she seemed to be on a fairly even keel.  I spent the time with a cold beer, wondering what this new project could be and if my dick could possibly survive it.  She emerged from the garage after a bit, restored to her old self, or at least the shiny version of it, a big smile upon her reflective face.

“You just couldn’t wait to see me, could you?” she said, her voice husky.  Her lustrous body glided into my arms, her tongue sliding into my mouth, one hand already snaking its way down the front of my pants to find my johnson already stiff, expectant.  She gave a small moan and then dropped to her knees and began doing her utmost to siphon off what little sexual tension my body had recovered since lunch.  I leaned against the back of the couch, beer in hand, enjoying the feel of her smooth lips.  But as my loving wife blew me, a strange feeling settled over me, a feeling I most assuredly did not like but was unable to push away.

I missed Yumi.

I won’t say that my ‘vette gives the best head in the world, but in the almost three years of our marriage and courtship she had never once failed to complete what she’d started, whether it was a quick and dirty face-fucking, or a long and languorous hummer.  Yvette enjoyed sucking my dick almost as much as I loved her doing it, always swallowing my jizz with gusto, unless she wanted me to give her a facial, in which I would selflessly indulge her, allowing her to smear my sticky goo over her face until it positively shone.

But Yumi was different.  Her blowjobs packed a concentrated punch, as though my prick were the be-all and the end-all of her world, the center of her fucking universe.  She treated my dick reverentially, as though she were worshipping at some sacred shrine or fountain.  Every time she’d brought me off with her mouth over the last weekend, which was often, her almond eyes looking deeply into mine as I fountained my spunk down her throat, I felt as if I had well and truly found Nirvana.

Yes, I missed Yumi.  But the plasticized woman with my dick in her mouth was no less capable of miracles, and in short order she was guzzling my jizz, her shiny fist wrapped around my johnson, pumping it dry.

She rose majestically, tossed her hair back over her shoulder, took my beer from me and chased my spuzz down with a hearty swig.  “Oh, Roddy,” she said, leaning in for a little post-blowjob cuddle, “I am just the happiest woman in the world.  Do you know that?”

If there was a man on this planet in a worse position than I was, I wouldn’t want to meet the sorry son of a bitch.  My life now was as close to perfection as could be dreamed of, but that perfection was based upon an illusion.  Thanks to 16/2 I was experiencing such ecstasy as most men are unaware exist, and my beautiful loving wife had become everything she had ever wanted.  What would our lives be like once she was freed of her addiction, when my polymer was no longer accessible to her?  Could we go back to what we had before?

“I know you are, sweetie,” I said with a sigh, its melancholy sound camouflaged as post-orgasmic bliss.  “As I am the happiest man, and my cock is the happiest cock.”

She giggled, giving the satisfied lump in her hand a gentle squeeze.  “So did you come home early just so you could get your dick licked…or is something wrong?”

“No, nothing’s wrong,” I lied.  “In fact everything is pretty much right.”

She pulled out of the cuddle to look me in the face, and I told her of my plan.

“Oh, Roddy, you’re brilliant!” she said, giving my prick another squeeze.  “Can I help?”

“Absolutely, my love.  I very much need your eye for mixing and matching color.  Shall we?” I said, nodding toward the garage.

___________________________




By 7:00 PM we were done.  I looked down at my right forearm, the scar now completely hidden under a layer of pseudo-skin.  Its coloration was perfect, the shininess completely muted by the addition of makeup powder to my polymer, something Yvette had been experimenting with.  There was of course no hair there, having been entirely shaved off for the length of my scar and all the way around my arm, but other than that it looked absolutely real.  “What do you think, babe?”

“It looks good, Roddy,” she said distractedly, shutting off the digital camera and putting it on the workbench; that all-important documentation would be necessary to persuade my employer to bankroll further production and test-studies.  “How does it feel?”

“Weird.  I can’t imagine wearing this stuff all over my body.”

“No, I don’t suppose you can.  If you could, well….”

“Well…what?” I prompted, trying to draw her out.

It is most unlike my ‘vette to be silent; when she has something to say, she says it.  “I love you, Rod,” she said finally, gently placing her rubber-coated fingers upon my synthetic forearm.  “You know that, don’t you?”

When a woman starts a sentence with those words the outcome is seldom good.  I took hold of my beer and leaned back against the workbench, not stalling for time, just making sure not to say anything rash.  “I know that, babe.”

“I love you more than anything, more than I’ve ever loved anyone, but…you have no idea how good this feels.”  We had discussed all of this before, often chatting playfully during the scant few minutes we had between supplement-enhanced erections about her experiences and feelings of being cocooned in latex, but her tone was serious now, having taken on a somber quality one usually only hears in church.

“Roddy,” she continued, pausing as though she were gathering the strength necessary to say important things, life changing things, “I-I’m not sure how to say it but your polymer…is now a part of me, as much me as my own flesh, my own blood.  I cannot remember what my life was like before you coated me…nor do I want to.”

Jesus, dude, my inner voice said, when you fuck somebody up, you don’t do it by halves, do you?  “‘vette…?”

“I-I know you’re worried about me, Roddy,” she said, almost in tears.  “I can see it in your eyes when you look at me.  You think I’m addicted to this rubber suit you’ve sprayed on me.”

They say that admitting your addiction is the first step to recovery.  Was Yvette about to confess that she was aware of her problem?  If so, this whole intervention process was hopefully about to become easier.  “It isn’t about what I think, baby,” I said, my throat dry, though I wasn’t going to fuck up a breakthrough moment by taking a swig of beer, “but what you’ve just said about not remembering what you were like before, and not wanting to go back, well…you have to admit that sounds a little—”

“Don’t you think I know what it sounds like?” she said, her eyes flashing intensely, her grip tight upon my polymer-coated arm.  “I live in this shiny body!  I live inside this second skin.  I’ve had a lot of time to think about it!  So…so…” and now the tears did come, hot and fast.  “So what if I prefer synthetic to skin?  It doesn’t mean I’m addicted.  I’m just having a little fun!  What is so wrong with that?”

I put my beer down and pulled her close, her rubbery skin warm and soft.  There was so much I wanted to say, but all I could think of was how my juvenile desire to merge my wife and my car was leading to a complete nervous breakdown for the woman I loved.  I resisted the urge to talk and let her cry it out, for one of the bits of fatherly advice my dad gave me was this: ‘Women are like cars, Rod.  Some part of them is always in need of lubrication.’

“I-I’m sorry, Roddy,” she said finally, pulling away, sniffling, her eyes wet but the fake flesh surrounding them betraying no sign that she had just suffered a mini-meltdown.  “I guess—”

“No, I’m sorry, ‘vette.  Look at what I’ve done to you.  All of this is my fault.”

“Yes, it is your fault,” she said, dabbing at her bright blue eyes with a leather chamois, “but I’m not sorry.  All I want, Rod,” she continued, taking hold of my latex-covered forearm and placing my hand upon her rubbery tit, “all I have ever wanted…is for us to be happy.  And I am happy, happier than I have ever been.  Happier, I think, than any woman has ever been.  But you’re not happy, are you?”

I stared into her eyes for the longest time, wondering how to say what was on my mind without causing her further grief.  “No, I’m not happy, ‘vette,” I said finally.  “I’m worried.”

She squeezed the hand that was on her tit, a tacit signal that she wasn’t angry or hurt.  “And what are you worried about?  That my love for my showroom finish might someday outweigh my love for you?”

I wasn’t so much worried about that, but hearing her put it into those words did fill me with a certain unease.  “I guess that’s a part of it, yeah,” I said.

“Roddy, do you trust me?” she said simply, her large breast warm beneath my hand.

What else do you answer when a junkie asks you that question?  “Of course I trust you, my love.”

“Then there really is nothing to worry about.”  She took my hand from her tit and kissed my fingers lightly, her eyes locked upon mine.  “I just need for you to know,” she continued in a whisper, “that your happiness is every bit as important to me as mine is.”  She moved in close, clasping both of her slender arms about my waist, pressing her soft bosom into me.  “Now let’s go to bed so I can fuck your worries away, and when you wake up in the morning, I think you’ll discover just how true that statement is.”

___________________________




My cock finally called it quits about midnight.  Red ginseng or no, nothing short of divine intervention was going to get it stiff again.  I awoke at 4:00 AM to find Yvette’s side of the bed deserted, the mattress where her rubberized body should lay cool to the touch.  I looked around blearily, expecting to see her standing before her floor mirror, frigging herself stupid, but the room was deserted.

“‘vette?” I called out.  There was no response.  I got up and put on my hapi, my morning wood softening in my unease, and went to find my errant bride.

It took me all of a minute, the telltale strip of light showing underneath the door to the garage telling me all I needed to know.  I carefully approached the door, feeling like a complete idiot for sneaking around my own house.  It sounded like she was talking to someone, which was absurd considering the time; probably just the radio.  I put my hand up to knock on the door, when I heard the sound of the blow dryer starting and thought better of it.  How many times had I been up late, or gotten up early, so that I could work on Justine?  More than a few.  And how many times had she bitched?  Not once.  Whatever she was doing it was her business, and presumably had to do with some demonstration of her desire for my happiness.  Besides, after Friday things would begin to change.

They would have to.

___________________________




I awoke to the feeling of a heavy pair of juggs on my face, a warm weight sitting on top of me.  I reflexively brought my hands up to caress them, and knew at once by their weight and size that they did not belong to my bride.

“Buenos días, Rodrigo.”

It can’t be! I thought, my mind racing.  It can’t possibly be!  But it could possibly be, for I knew the weight of my wife’s tits to the gram, and these were decidedly not hers.  Add to that the unmistakable scent of rose water, a fragrance I had come to associate with her, and it was no wonder my dick was giving itself a hernia trying to poke its way through the thin cotton sheet separating it from the hot latin poon above it.

The room was somewhat dark, predawn light filtering feebly through the windows, and even more feebly around the latex-coated milkers sitting on my face.  “Your beautiful Yvette tells me you think that I am a prude,” she said with a throaty laugh.  “Tell me, Rodrigo, does this pussy feel like it belongs to a prude?”  I felt the sheet drawn swiftly back, my excited prick pulled with it until it popped back, smacking warm pseudo-skin, then finding softer, hotter tissue moments later as capable hands guided it inside what can only be described as, despite the claims of my neighbors to the east, the true land of enchantment.

“Ohh,” I moaned into the rubbery titflesh as my angry prick was sucked into her slippery depths.

“Oh, sí, Rodrigo,” she hissed, her fat juggs on the brink of smothering me.  “I have wanted to do this so often, to feel you inside me, fucking me!”

I had to be dreaming, at the same time praying that it wasn’t the kind of dream where the woman you’re putting the wood to morphs into your mom.  But dreams have a feeling to them, as does reality, and the reality was that this dream was riding me with a feverish grunting intensity that was every bit as overwhelming as the gargantuan boobs that threatened to suffocate me.

A thumb-sized nipple was forced into my mouth, and I sucked at it greedily, barely hearing an unaccustomed squeal of appreciation as I hoovered as much of the fat tit into my mouth as I could.

It can’t be her, the little voice said, it just can’t be.  I knew deep down that it wasn’t really Doña Clara, but I so wanted it to be.  This was all a trick, as Yumi had been a trick.  As tricks go, though, Yvette had cooked up a damn good one, and I certainly wasn’t going to get sore about it.  Hell, I would even congratulate her for fooling me, and insist that she do this weekly, until I heard laughter—from the other side of the room!

“Oh, come on, Roddy,” I heard my wife say, barely able to keep the giggling from her voice, “put your back into it!  Fuck that hot Mexican pussy like you mean it!”

“Mmmph!” I screamed into weighty jugg that ballooned over my face, unable to suppress my utter euphoria.  The voices in the garage!  Her certainty that Doña Clara wasn’t a prude, and her admission that she too loved those giant boobs!  Yvette had somehow coated my boss’s wife!

A very small part of me screamed inside my head to stop, to think about what I was doing, that fucking the wife of my patrón was probably not a good idea.  But a larger, erect and pulsating part of me told the voice to shut the fuck up and bang this Mexican honey pot for all I was worth.

Ecstatic I tried to push her upward, to take in her lush beauty, but she wasn’t having any.  “Fuck…first, caballero,” she said in hoarse, rasping grunts, her passion very like Yvette’s had been that first day, fucking with abandon on my Justine’s rear end.  “We can…kiss later.”

When one of the hottest women in the world is riding you like there’s no tomorrow, and your wife is in the same room cheering you on, you don’t argue; you just pound that pussy like there’s no fucking tomorrow.  Which I did.

I’d like to say that I lasted for an unknown time, that I was borne away upon the feelings of unbridled ecstasy, but in all truth I think I lasted for about another fifteen seconds.  I came like a madman, screaming in unrestrained rapturous joy as I released my hot seed into my employer’s trophy wife, my face buried in her newly coated bosom.

Whether she came or not I had no idea, being so absorbed in my own pleasure that just about everything else had been blotted out.  She lay on top of me, breathing heavily, her lovely scent invading my nostrils, clouding my brain all the more.  With a throaty giggle she rose up and stretched, her massive cans jutting outward, wobbling stiffly, so large that I could see little else, save for the blonde wavy hair cascading down alongside them.  I reached up and hefted them, testing their weight and admiring their glorious, faultless symmetry.  She finished her stretch, her puma-like body now fully relaxed, and looked downward.  I parted her overripe melons so that I could drink in her beauty, and found myself looking into the bright blue eyes of my wife!

“Oh, you fucking bitch!”

I bucked her off of me, my schizophrenic bride landing beside me with a soft bounce and a yelp.  I bolted upwards and spun around, kneeling beside her on the bed, her body bathed in the sepia tones of the newly risen sun.  There were so many thoughts racing through my shell-shocked brain that I couldn’t think straight.  Add to that the incredible bosom that was now heaving upon her torso, and it was a wonder I could think at all.  “Are you fucking crazy?”

She laughed, and it was so weird to her laugh coming from this lighter-skinned, breast-expanded version of her.  “Oh, Roddy,” she said, bringing her hands up to her face, trying to keep her giggling under control, “you…are so funny sometimes.  You’re not really…mad at me, are you?”

Looking at her lying there, I didn’t know what I was: embarrassed, turned-on, angry; take your pick.  Between the massive fake boobs and the blonde wig, she really did look almost exactly like Doña Clara—only her eyes gave her away.  “No, I’m not mad,” I said finally, my shock having given way to amazement, “but Jesus God, ‘vette, how…?”

She lowered her hands, revealing a broad smile, and brought them down to her giant fake juggs, pushing them together to form a line of cleavage as awe-inspiring as the Amazon.  “I take it that you mean my tetas, mi amor?” she said playfully, her voice husky again.

“Among other things,” I said, my head nodding, but my gaze never wavering from her wondrous rack.

“It’s simple, sweetie,” she said.  “Birdseed.”

“Birdseed?” I echoed stupidly.

“Uh-huh.  It’s how you make fake boobs on the cheap, and fairly quickly too.  It’s an old makeup artist’s trick.”

“And you made these,” I said, giving her left breast a little prod with an extended knuckle, “from birdseed?”

“I did.”  She rolled off of her side of the bed and gained her feet, and began pacing the room animatedly, modeling them for me, turning this way and that so that I could get the full effect.  “You see,” she said, looking for all the world like a shiny latina spokesmodel demonstrating a food processor, “a lot of people, crossdressers mostly, will make fake boobies from pantyhose filled with birdseed, which makes for the right amount of weight and squishiness.  Here, feel.”  She reached out and grabbed my arms, pulling me forward to the edge of the bed so that she could place my hands on her almost volleyball-sized juggs.

I gulped as she pressed my hands into their immensity.  They felt so real.  They weren’t cold, as one might expect of simulated tits, which I reasoned was due to the efficiency of the carbon elastomer strands when it came to heat conduction—pretty good thinking on my part considering that ‘Ol Sparky was now sitting up, begging for attention.

“But sacks of birdseed can never look real, Rod,” she continued, massaging her juggs with my hands, moaning slightly as she orated.  “Your polymer changes all that.  Women all over the country, all over the world, are always curious about what it might be like to be a little bigger, or maybe even a lot bigger.  That’s why I made these, to see how I’ll look with my new titties.”

“I thought they had those fake boobs you can put in your bra…?”

“It isn’t the same thing, sweetie.  Not even close.  Imagine it, Rod,” she said, her eyes closed, apparently imagining it, “thousands upon thousands of women, perhaps even millions, having casts made of their breasts, trying a pair on for size at a store like they would a dress, maybe even having different sizes in their closets, picking out the right set of boobs for a night on the town!”

It was something to imagine, but everything I had ever imagined was standing in front of me helping me grope her shining fake funbags.  Even though they weren’t real, she reacted as if they were, moaning gutturally the more we played with her surrogate tits, her real breasts within being compressed by our constant attentions.  She did have a point, though.  Her glossy new boobs looked every bit as real as they normally did, and had certainly performed that way in the kip.  A woman could simply put on a powder-coated pair of them, specifically matched to her skin tone, and no one would ever know.

“So what do you think?” she asked, her moans gaining strength as we continued massaging her techno-tits, our four hands not even able to cover them.  

What I thought was that it was funny how rapidly the situation had changed.  Only weeks ago I had sat in this very bed and explained the properties of my accidental polymer to my newly coated bride, and now here she stood, the tables turned, explaining to me things which I had never considered—though in all fairness it’s hard to think analytically when your dick is constantly being ministered to by a latex-coated nympho.  “I think,” I said, as the two of us continued mauling her heavy hangers, “that I would dearly like to take these puppies for a test drive.”

“Oh, Rodrigo,” she said, her voice dripping with animal lust, “I thought you would never ask.”  She dropped to her knees and placed her massive milkers in my lap, giving Little Rod the comfort of her synthetic cleavage.

As she proceeded to jerk me off with her immense tits, another question sprang to mind.  “But how did you…?”

Unsurprisingly she had anticipated this question.  Without missing a beat, she reached down and grabbed a little something beside my foot and pointed it at the corner of the room.

“That’s it, Roddy,” came her pre-recorded voice from my boombox, which I had failed to notice due to her weapons of mass distraction, “fuck those big ol’ titties!  Fuck ‘em like you love it!”

Suffice it to say I did.

___________________________




It was all I could do not to call in sick, but since my thoroughly obsessed bride had gone without sleep so that she could prepare her surprise, there was little point in me hanging around the house, waiting to nail my latex latina when she woke up.

Despite my outwardly chipper attitude I drove to work in virtual silence, that AM morning zoo shit a distraction I could do without.  In three days I would tell him.  I would tell him, and everything would change.  In all truth, I didn’t want things to change.  If only things could stay as they were, that was my fantasy—but change, so they say, is inevitable.

All that day I went through the routine of work, my latex-covered forearm hidden away under my shirtsleeve.  It did indeed feel strange; neither pleasant nor unpleasant, but never did I forget it was there, which was probably why my ‘vette loved it so much.  We would take more pictures of it when I got home; a twenty-four hour test sufficient to document my findings for Don Carlos.

I saw him a few times that day, always bustling from here to there, his cell phone in his ear, nodding happily to me as he passed.  I was glad that he lacked the time to stop by for a chat, as I felt it unlikely that I could refrain from blurting out, ‘Hey, I kinda sorta fucked your wife’s tits before work.’

As I drove home I couldn’t help but feel the guilt.  Much like the second skin covering my scar, it was a palpable thing to me, though invisible to others.  Duplicity may come naturally to some but it doesn’t sit so easily with me.  Here I was, about to defraud my employer by getting him to back an experimental polymer whose failure was a sure thing.  And what of my bride?  Designing applications for a product that would never exist, hopeful of getting whacking huge breast implants and treating my dick as if it were the Holy-fucking-Grail.  Yeah, I was feeling like a real prince.

I arrived home to find dinner on the table: grilled chicken Caesar salad and a freshly poured glass of beer.  She was still Mexican, still shiny, and her boobs still so big that they rested on the table in front of her as she ate.  She smiled often, laughing happily at my impression of Les, the guy who sits in the cube next to mine, and who is forever sneaking glances of the PG-13 pics that adorn my space.  After dinner we took pictures of my forearm and uploaded them onto my laptop, after which I removed the polymer coating, my arm feeling strangely vulnerable without it.  We went to bed, the room lit with multitudinous candles, the flickering light distinctly visible upon her glossy rubberized body.  After the usual Bacchanalian sex I slept, but it was not the sleep of the righteous, nor of the just.  I dreamed.

I suppose most people in the industrialized world can point to one perfect day in their lives: mine was Saturday, November 24, 2007.  It was the last day of our honeymoon, two weeks in a sleepy little town a bit north of Mazatlán, on Mexico’s west coast.  We made love in the morning, shopped and ate breakfast at the local plaza, toured ruins, danced at a fiesta, went for a drive up the coast, and at midnight we made love again, this time on a deserted beach under the light of the full moon.  No two people were ever happier.

As I slept I experienced it all again; her carefree smile as she modeled the flowing, off-the-shoulder peasant dress I’d bought her that day, the taste of the fresh caught lobster we’d had for lunch, the softness of her skin as we fucked.

The light of the bonfire I’d built radiated off of her newly gotten tan as she bounced up and down on top of me, her moans soft upon the still air.  But as we neared our simultaneous orgasms, the dull firelight playing off her skin began to sharpen, her surface becoming glassy and smooth.  I lay upon the sand in stunned horror, unable to speak as her moans turned to shrieks of ecstasy, her shining body now fully reflecting the dancing flames.  She gyrated wildly, her dark hair turning vividest red, flailing as she writhed on the very edge of the ultimate orgasm, her body no longer reflecting the fire—it had become the fire!

I reeled in fear of her, but my body had its own agenda, my hips continuing to slam upward against her fiery body as though it were just another Saturday night by the pool.  Her heat was intense, as was the pressure building in my balls, my boiling jizz, seeking release, shooting suddenly upward.  Yvette screamed as the flames doubled and redoubled, my orgasm acting like a blast of oxygen, my eyes reflexively closing against the searing heat that I knew would consume us both utterly.

I was not burned, though.  I opened my eyes to find her looking down at me, her body now a smoldering pyre impaled upon my still stiff prick.  “I’m sorry, Roddy,” she said simply, but with awful finality.

“Yvette…?” I heard myself say, my voice weak.

“You want to put out the fire,” she said, her soft voice oddly incongruous with the flames licking her glowing form.  “I can’t let you do that.”  She gave me a final, sad look, rose to her feet, and began walking toward the shore.

“Yvette!” I screamed.  I tried to get up, only to discover that the sand all about me had turned to molten glass, my body encased within it, unable to move, my enraged prick sticking upwards like an obscene mockery of a sundial.  “Yvette, you can’t go!”

Halfway to the waterline she turned, and for the briefest moment I saw in her blazing visage the likeness of Yumi, followed quickly by Doña Clara, and then that of my beloved bride.  “I’m sorry, my darling,” she said with sincere regret, “but you cannot contain the fire.  I must…evolve.”

She turned back again and continued striding toward the shore.  As she neared the lapping waves, the moon descended upon her, as though speeded up by time-lapse photography, until it lay upon the horizon, bloated and bright, her marvelous body silhouetted within the whitish disc.  At the water’s edge she turned to look at me, the wet sand all around her reflecting her flickering, burning form.  “I love you, Roddy.  Remember that always.”

I screamed her name yet again, but she turned away and extended her arms.  I watched, horrified, as the moon became as pure silver; a dazzling, intensifying orb, my Yvette fully inside its perimeter, her arms stretched out to it like a lover.  The light continued to grow, her figure diminishing as it did so.  I screamed her name again and again, to no avail, squinting my eyes against the all-consuming radiance until all I could make out was a thin letter ‘Y’ trisecting the brightness.  The light intensified, doubling, swallowing her completely.  She screamed, a high-pitched keening wail that shattered the crystal prison holding me in place.  I raised my arms to shield my eyes, not from the flying shards, but against the terrible light that threatened to blind me.

I awoke, panting, my heart pounding in my chest, my breath coming rapidly, but the dazzling light remained, and like my dream self I squinted my eyes against the brightness.

“Roddy?”

I slowly opened my eyes, my breath no longer coming quickly because it had stopped altogether.  The woman standing at the foot of the bed did not look like my wife.  She stood there in all her shining glory, no longer Mexican, nor Japanese, nor any other ethnicity that has ever walked the face of the earth, for she truly had evolved.

She was chrome.


Chapter 8

The Sacrifice




“Oh…my…fucking…God.”

Hardly the most original reaction, I know, but being all witty and urbane wasn’t exactly uppermost in my mind at that moment.  Yvette stood at the foot of the bed, her arms held slightly away from her sides, our mini Klieg lights focused directly on her, her metallic silver body gleaming as though freshly polished.

“Do you like it?”

“Jesus God, ‘vette,” I whispered, the speech center of my brain having been partially fused by the radiance from the rounded chrome breasts wobbling before me.  “What have you done?”

She gave a little giggle, then quickly turned and glided toward her floor mirror.  It was the strangest thing, watching her move, as though someone had poured mercury into a mold of the perfect woman and then granted it the gift of life.  The light undulated fluidly over her shining form as she moved, wave upon wave rippling over her smoothly curving surface.

Still sitting up in bed, my arms weakly supporting me, I watched, open-mouthed, as my bedazzling bride considered the image looking back at her from its looking-glass world.  She shifted her body from side to side, appraising herself, running her hands over her metal finish, checking for imperfections it seemed.

“You don’t think it’s too much, do you?”

I slid off of the bed, conscious of my every movement, a bizarre buzzing noise reverberating through my skull, as though shock was settling in quite comfortably, perhaps to be followed by maniacal laughter and a much needed lobotomy soon after.  I joined her at the mirror, standing slightly behind and to the left of her so that I could look at her reflection.  It seemed safest to do it this way, some still sentient part of me knowing that if I looked directly at her I would likely start gibbering.  I started at her feet and scanned upward, slowly—to take in too much at once would be to risk sensory overload.

She was the damnedest thing I had ever seen, like a hood ornament come to life.  As my eyes slowly made their way up her body I couldn’t help but be amazed at her perfect smoothness, so much more apparent due to her gleaming surface: the curve of her thighs as they disappeared into her silvery cleft; her flat belly shining brightly, reflecting the light from the lamp sitting on her Mission dressing table; and her breasts, restored to their former size, sitting proudly upon her chest, looking like they had been dipped in chrome, a bluish tint added to her unnaturally round nipples setting them off perfectly.

My shock having subsided somewhat, I gently put a hand on her hip.  She wordlessly rotated about to face me, the light playing across her body blinding me briefly.  She tilted her head back slightly, her eyes closed as though expecting a kiss, thus allowing me the opportunity to scrutinize every detail of her face without being obvious.

Whether as a doll or a mannequin, Yvette had always retained some semblance of humanity, some little bit of the woman that I had married.  The face that I so loved was now more suited to that of a robot, a simulation fabricated to look like a woman but not to be confused with one.  It was an excellent illusion, given greater depth and realism due to her silver face not being uniformly chrome: she had done her eyes using the same bluish hue as her nipples, shifting imperceptibly to gunmetal gray and then dissolving seamlessly into the chrome; her lashes were long and every bit as artificial as the rest of her, made possible by a heavy application of silver mascara; and finally her lips, as full and smooth and plump as ever, had been tinted slightly red, thus reinforcing the illusion that she was a robot made up to look human.

“Like what you see, big boy?”

I was so engrossed in examining her slightly parted lips that I had failed to notice that her eyes were now open, and that was when I gasped.

“Oh, my God, ‘vette,” I said, grasping her shoulders, “your eyes!  You didn’t…!  You couldn’t…!”

“Relax, sweetie,” she said, her voice pitched to soothe, “they’re just contact lenses.”  She smiled lazily and turned back to the mirror, drinking in the sight of her glorious body, her iridescent eyes wide.  “I had them overnighted from L.A., and I’m glad I did.  I just knew blue eyes would have spoiled the effect.”  She turned her head slightly, her silver eyes reflected in the mirror blazing with an inhuman intensity as they locked upon mine.  “But you surprise me, Roddy,” she said, and though her voice was light and teasing, I could have sworn it had a slightly tinny quality to it, which I was sure was my brain fucking with me, “I would’ve thought you’d have said something about my hair by now.”

Considering the totality of the rebuild my ‘vette had undergone, I think I can be forgiven for having failed to notice her hair, or rather the complete lack of it.  “Oh, my God, ‘vette,” I said, comprehension dawning upon my shell-shocked brain, “your hair!  Your beautiful, beautiful hair.  What have you done?  It’s just an appliance, right?  A skullcap?  Please tell me that it’s—”

“Roddy,” she said, cutting gently across my panicked gibbering, her calming voice sounding as though she were trying to talk a jumper down from a tall building, “it’s all right.”  She reached back and took my hand and placed it upon her shaved head; the pseudo-skin covering her scalp was as smooth and warm as the rest of her body.  “I know you love my hair, but it really had to go.  A full head of hair would have spoiled the look, and a lumpy prosthetic just wasn’t going to cut it.  It’ll grow back, my love, and I’ve already ordered a wig.”

I was no longer conscious of my breathing.  I was no longer conscious of anything except for the gleaming figure standing before me, admiring herself in the mirror.  She had begun unconsciously running her hands over her body, her reflective robot eyes fixed raptly upon her mirror image.  “Look at me,” she said, the artificial sound gone, replaced by a hoarse, sexually charged voice that caused my prick to go as hard as steel, “am I not the most beautiful thing you have ever seen?”

My nightmare had come true; Yvette had evolved into something beyond human.  The casting away of her hair, coupled with the shiny lenses covering her eyes, meant that the woman I loved was now completely hidden away from the world, sealed within a shining cocoon from which she would never want to break free.  A completely inorganic being; a synthetic organism whose sole function was pleasure: to give it, and to receive it.

But I could not deny the truth of her words—she was the most beautiful thing I had ever seen!

I watched in rapt, dumbfounded, and fully tumescent fascination as she rolled those big silver boobs across her glossy body with one arm, while with her free hand she stroked her glistening gash, moaning, pressing her lips together tightly as she softly frigged herself.  A real woman would close her eyes while doing this, but not the new model ‘vette.  Her eyes were wide open, as though recording every moment of her seemingly inordinate and boundless pleasure for playback at a later time.

“Oh, Roddy,” she said, her voice choked with emotion, practically sobbing, “I’m just so happy!”  She began crying, tears of ecstasy cascading down her shining face like drops of water off a freshly washed bumper.  Joyfully she continued crying, all the while squeezing and fondling and groping her luminous body, moaning in beatific agony.

Watching her oddly fluid form I couldn’t help but be reminded of mercury, one of the stranger elements that lies on the periodic table.  It too has a fascinating beauty, a solid liquid that will conform to any shape; its changeable and unpredictable nature a frighteningly accurate description of the woman I loved—mercurial.

Her moans switched gears, and I knew well enough that she was on the edge of a monumental orgasm.  She spun away from the mirror and grabbed me, frantically shoving her slippery tongue down my throat and heatedly pressing her rubbery body into mine, her metallic boobs soft against my chest.

“God, Roddy,” she gasped, “if your dick isn’t inside me in the next five seconds I’ll scream!”  She pushed me back onto the bed, my fully engorged prick audibly slapping my belly as I landed.  She leaped upon the bed with a fluid shimmering grace and stood over my prone body, her chest heaving, her fingers splitting her nether lips wide, the gleam from within proof that the pussy that had brought me such pleasure over the years had been transformed into a silvery tunnel of love.

___________________________




We fucked for hours, and though she was fully into it at all times, her eyes were always on her reflection, whether in the mirrored tiles behind the headboard or the ones over the bed.  Yvette was enamored of herself.  Not that I could blame her.  She moved with such a sinuous grace that more than once I became mesmerized by the beauty of her head as it bobbed up and down, my mind lost in the splendor of a blowjob given by a silver girl.

We paused in our frenetic lovemaking only long enough for me to call in sick.  I wasn’t exactly abusing my sick time.  Hell, I hadn’t used a single day this year until I’d begun coating my wife with polymer.  I hated calling in sick, though.  Chalk it up to that fucking Calvinist work ethic my dad had stuck me with.

We grabbed a quick breakfast—crappy dry cereal for me, Slim-Fast for Yvette—so that we wouldn’t fuck ourselves to death.  She was unstoppable, insatiable, but in light of the fact that we didn’t have any Cialis handy, I eventually had to call a halt to our activities so that my poor overwhelmed prick could take a breather.

The two of us lay on the bed—three of us if you counted the gleaming chrome dildo she’d got off the Internet, and which was now subbing for me while I remained on the sidelines.  I watched her go at it awhile, enjoying the simple beauty of a shiny sex toy humping herself, her thoughts concerned only with pleasure.

My thoughts were not so simple, however.  I was the happiest, most sexually fulfilled man on the planet, and I was soon going to lose that.  I was going to lose Yumi, the fake Doña Clara, and now the silver-skinned robot.  I was going to lose it all because my poor, addicted sweetheart needed help.

If only there were some middle ground, some way for her to enjoy my polymer recreationally, but that was a pipe dream.  She was now fully in its grip, quite literally; the whole of her buried beneath a layer of carbon-rubber elastomer that bound her tightly, and from which she had no desire to escape.  There was simply no other course.  Once Don Carlos became aware of the addictive, and less than savory, properties of my polymer he would shut it down and bury it.  I would catch some heat, possibly even lose my job for ‘allowing’ my wife to experiment with an untried substance, but in the end things would return to normal.

But in the meantime I was going to enjoy it.  We spent the whole of the rest of the day having fun together, although Yvette bemoaned that everything we did had to be so private.  “Look at me, Roddy,” she’d said, floating in the shallow end of the pool while I took picture after picture of her shimmering body for posterity, “doesn’t this beauty belong to the world?  Doesn’t every woman deserve to be this beautiful?”

I made the comment that no amount of polymer could make a woman more beautiful than she, which resulted in a thank-you blowjob from my silvery pool toy that was so good that I was surprised the gods didn’t strike me dead on the spot.  It was a wondrous, sex-filled day that I enjoyed to the fullest, my pangs of guilt pushed to the side for the nonce.

I went to work the following morning, nobody giving me the well-you-didn’t-look-sick-the-day-before look, due mostly to the fact that I looked like I hadn’t slept.  In point of fact I hadn’t slept, the blame for that squarely upon me for I had desired to enjoy every last inch of my chrome bride.  Despite my fatigue I got through my work quickly, even working through lunch to ensure that I would have enough time to complete my initial draft presentation to Don Carlos, which I would be presenting to him in less than twenty-four hours.

I arrived home to find dinner on the table, my gleaming silver trophy wife sitting in her chair, drinking from a glass of beer with a straw (protecting and maintaining her showroom finish was ever her top priority).  “I’m so excited about tomorrow,” she said, beaming, which is difficult to tell with a shiny gynoid.  “Oh, I do wish I could go to the picnic looking as I am!” she said, half-frustrated, half-resentful, but at the same time giving me the up from under look, hopeful that I might change my mind.

I shook my head tiredly.  “We can’t chance it.  The future rides on Don Carlos, which means that it rides on you, too.  You have to look normal tomorrow.”  It wasn’t exactly a lie, for the course of both our lives was entirely dependent upon my employer, but there was no denying that she and I were thinking of two vastly different futures: one with my polymer, and one without.

We made gentle love that night, our night table lamps focused upon my darling sex robot as she gyrated above me.  She shone brighter than the moon at full, the light shifting and playing off of her big reflective boobs an awe-inspiring sight.  Tomorrow it would all change.  I would see the woman I loved in her skin again, after which we would both be taking a step forward into a life free of addiction.  A dull life, perhaps, but a stable one.  A good one.

Little did I know how much that dull life would cost me.

___________________________




We made love again when we awoke, the morning sun streaming through the windows glinting off of her metallic surface.  Afterwards we lay in each other’s arms, silent and pensive.  I lightly nuzzled the reflective breast nearest me, as though saying goodbye, which I suppose I was.  When I returned at noon to pick up my ‘vette, she would be restored to her old self, albeit with a wig and false eyebrows.

I kissed her goodbye at the front door.  She hugged me so tightly there was no mistaking her nervousness, her apprehension at being in skin again.  “I know this will be difficult for you, ‘vette—” but she cut me off with a touch of a chrome finger upon my lips.

“I love you, Rod,” she said, her mirrored silver eyes flashing in the sunlight coming over my shoulder.  “Nothing else matters.”

Traffic was light for a Friday, for which I was glad, as it left me free to rehearse what I was going to say to Don Carlos.  Going directly to him over the head of my department wasn’t exactly cricket, but I knew my patrón well enough that he would be receptive, especially with a few cervezas in him, and I certainly wasn’t going to leave the fate of my bride up to the whims of a middle manager.

I arrived at work to find that more than half the staff was taking the morning off, which was unsurprising.  They would all show up at the park later, ready to kowtow and toady up to the big man, drink his beer, eat his food, and surreptitiously ogle his wife.

I spent the morning completing what little there was for me to do.  There were no meetings to attend, what with no one there to attend them, which allowed me to get all my performance data, pictures, and spreadsheets onto my laptop without interruption.  I even remembered to grab a fresh battery, just in case.

I drove home, thinking about how the rest of the day was going to play out: I would pick up my ‘vette, we would go to the park, we would be friendly and sociable, and when the time was right I would tell my employer about my prototype skin surrogate.  Anything having to do with my life after that was up to him.

But there was one thing I would do first: I would take Yvette in my arms.  I would hold her.  I would kiss her warm uncoated lips, and I would tell her how much I loved her.  She was right; nothing else mattered.

I entered the house, a little apprehensive at the prospect of her still being silver, but when I saw her standing beside the dining room table, her blue eyes bright, her new wig precisely cut and styled to match her pre-polymer do, and her purse clutched in her hand—her non-reflective hand—I was so delighted that I did the first two things on my list.  I took her in my arms and kissed her.

“Are you insane?”

“P-please don’t be angry with me, Roddy,” she stammered, her voice cracking, tears beginning to form in the corners of her eyes, yet despite her obvious misery her skin remained radiant and even.  “I-I’m sorry…” she began tremulously, hot tears cascading quickly down her cheeks, “I tried to do…what you w-wanted, but….”  She dropped her purse and brought her hands up to clutch weakly at her belly, sniffling, body language that was completely at odds with the powder-coated Barbie-doll mask she was wearing.

“Jesus Christ!” I screamed, all of my pent-up worry, fear, and frustration exploding from me in an instant.  “What the fuck were you thinking?  I need you in your fucking skin, goddammit!”

She dropped hard onto one of the dining room chairs, her face in her hands, her tears turning to sobs.  “I can’t!  I hate skin!  It’s ugly!  I’m ugly!  P-please…Roddy, let me go like this.  No one will know.”  She took her shaking hands from her face so that she could look at me, but though her voice and manner suggested great agony, her sprayed-on mask betrayed no emotion whatsoever.

I had never been so furious in all my life, and the placid expression from the plastic doll seated before me only served to double my rage.  Throughout our marriage I had never laid an angry hand upon my wife, but before I knew what was happening I found that I had pulled her up off of the chair, my hands gripping her upper arms tightly, shaking her back and forth, screaming at her.

“Everything rides on today, Yvette!  Everything!  Our lives!  Our futures!  Don’t you understand?  You’re fucking addicted, Yvette!  You’re a fucking junkie!”

Her misery and fear evaporated instantly, replaced by a blazing fury every bit as ferocious as mine.  “Well, if I am addicted, you selfish bastard, it’s your fault!”

The slap came from out of nowhere, but though it had been delivered by a rubber hand belonging to a synthetic woman half out of her mind with grief, it felt as though I’d been hit by a semi-truck.  She had wrested herself free of my grasp and was at the door to the garage before I realized what had happened.  “Yvette?” I said dumbly.

I had barely begun to move before she was through the door and had thrown the deadbolt, her sobbing greater than ever.  I made my way to the door as if in a dream, feeling as though I were underwater.  “Yvette…?” I didn’t know what else to say.

Her sobbing continued, the echoes resounding off the bare walls of the garage accentuating her misery all the more.

“Yvette…?” I tried again, suddenly remembering my dream: trapped in molten glass, unable to free myself, unable to prevent whatever future lay before me, suffocating in a crystal prison that I had created.  “Yvette, I—”

“LEAVE ME ALONE!”

Her crying continued unabated.  I stood there, looking at the white-painted door to the garage, a layer of wood between us, yet one more goddamn thing keeping us apart.  I could break it down fairly easily, but I had done more than enough damage for one day.  Quite a bit longer than one day, when I stopped to think about it.

“I’m going to go, ‘vette,” I said finally, trying to say the words as softly as I could, but with enough volume to be heard over her crying.  “I’ll be home in a few hours.”  I considered telling her that I was sorry, but she didn’t want to hear it.  She just wanted to be left alone.  “I love you,” was all I could think to say, so I said it.  It was at the very least true.

I got my baseball gear from the hall closet and hit the road, my mind abuzz.  I would tell everyone that Yvette couldn’t make the picnic, that she was unwell, which was a fairly succinct assessment.  But all during my solitary trip to the park I kept hearing her words in my head.  ‘Well, if I am addicted, you selfish bastard, it’s your fault!’ which I had to admit was an even more succinct assessment.

I’d had a great life before 16/2 came along—more than any man should expect: a good job, a nice house, and a lovely, stacked, sexually liberated wife who fucked like a porn star.  I had had it all.  But having it all wasn’t enough for me, so I coated the woman of my dreams in an experimental polymer for the sole purpose of turning her into a fucking bucket seat so that I could fulfill some depraved juvenile fantasy.  And I had known, almost from the start, that she was becoming addicted, but I had done nothing, preferring to enjoy the sexual benefits of her addiction rather than putting a stop to it.

‘Well, if I am addicted, you selfish bastard, it’s your fault!’  Entirely true.  She was addicted.  I was selfish.  It was my fault.  Three very simple statements of fact.  So what do you do now, bub? I asked myself.

You make it right, I answered myself.  You do whatever it takes, whatever the cost.

I pulled into the parking lot amidst more trucks, mini-vans, and SUV’s than one could shake a stick at.  It looked like practically everyone was there, everyone except the one I most wanted to be there, her absence causing a palpable ache in my gut.  It also caused talk.

“Say, Rod, where’s that wife of yours?”

“Couldn’t make it, Les,” I said, trying to sound good ol’ boy nonchalant.  “Ladies’ troubles.”

He nodded to show that he did indeed understand, which was utter bullshit; the closest Les ever gets to a woman requires an air pump, sanitary wipes, and a rubber patching kit.  I made my excuses to all, for my ‘vette was sorely missed, due mostly to her bountiful bosom being second only to Doña Clara’s, I’m sure.

Don Carlos served us himself: pit beef, beans, and salad.  By no means terribly fancy (unlike Cinco de Mayo, which is mariachis, chicken mole, and margaritas by the bucketload), it was simple, honest food, without pretense or affectation, reflecting the simple, honest tastes of my employer.  Doña Clara stood at his side, serving up rice and tortillas along with double helpings of her inestimable beauty, the scoop necked coral sundress she wore causing my stupid prick to go as stiff as a board despite my heartache.

My patrón looked happy, his ever-present smile broader even than usual as he ladled out beans onto my plate.  “It is a pity your lovely ‘vette could not be here today, Rodrigo.  I hope she will be well soon.”

“I expect she will, Don Carlos,” I said, trying to sound confident.  “A few days should put her to rights.”

“Would you make a plate for Rodrigo to take home to her, mi dulce?” he asked, turning to his wife.

“Sí, Carlos,” she said, cocking her head slightly, her sunny smile having turned to a sad moue at my plight.  “Do not worry, Rodrigo,” she said, ripping off a giant piece of aluminum foil and filling it with enough meat to feed a family of twelve.  “I will take good care of her.  Come back before you leave, and I will have something for her.”

My all-around shitty mood deepened even more as I looked into her violet eyes, my mind replaying the words I had heard only days ago.  ‘Fuck me, Rodrigo.’ ‘Make me yours.’  These were good people, honest people, and here I was on the verge of defrauding them, playing them for suckers so that I could ensure that Yvette would be well cared for.  Yet for all that, I still saw her in my mind’s eye, sitting on top of me, jouncing feverishly, my hands clutching at her giant fake boobs as I came inside her.  “Thank you, Doña Clara,” I said hoarsely.  “You are too kind.”  I turned quickly and went to a nearby table, my plate strategically covering the bulge in my pants.  Hell, thanks to the massive amounts of red ginseng in my system, I could have balanced my plate on it.

I had as good a time as one can when one’s heart has been ripped out.  I missed her so.  I missed her smile, her laugh, her warm voice and gentle touch.  Whatever it takes, the voice said.  Whatever the cost.

It was a reasonably cool day, a rarity in Phoenix, which meant that our friendly little baseball game shouldn’t be too life-threatening.  The luck of the draw put me on my patrón’s team again, which was good: if we won he would be in a great mood, if we lost we could commiserate together.  My chances of selling him on my polymer were looking pretty decent.

It was a rousing game, the free beer helping to keep spirits high and the weather helping to keep tempers low.  The ninth inning came quickly enough, and it was déjà vu all over again.  It wasn’t quite the same as last year, though: we were tied 2-2, the bases were loaded with my employer stuck on third, again hoping for me to bring him home.  There was also the matter of the pitcher, an engineer named Bob who was a recent hire, and who, so rumor had it, had made it through college on a baseball scholarship.  I’d gotten a few hits off of him, mostly by luck, although I suspected Don Carlos’s getting to base was more probably due to some sandbagging on Bob’s part, rather than the athletic prowess of my employer.

Baseball is a relatively simple game, but there are times when it can be infinitely complex.  I was in all likelihood the last batter of the game.  Striking out would mean extra innings, which wasn’t necessarily bad, except that our next three batters were shit, and theirs good (I’d barely managed to snag a home run ball off the hitter who was next in their lineup).  If I could end it here I’d be the conquering hero, and my stock with Don Carlos would rise that much higher.

Bob would want to want to keep the ball low or high, giving me little that I could swing at.  Sure enough, his first pitch was high and outside, a test to see how much I wanted to swing.  I let it go by.  His second pitch was fast, but low and outside, which I also let go by, being as I was here to play baseball, not dig for potatoes.  I’ll never know how I knew what he was going to throw next, it was just some instantaneous flash of communication, something I’d seen in his eyes.  I crowded the plate.

Whatever it takes, whatever the cost.

It came high and inside, as I knew it would.  I turned my shoulder into it, fully aware that it was going to hurt like a motherfucker, and I was right, only it wasn’t my shoulder that took the hit.

Pain like I never knew existed exploded inside my skull.  We weren’t playing hardball, but even a softball hurled at Nolan Ryan speeds is going to hurt.  I dropped to my knees, my hands coming up to cradle my injured melon.  I dimly heard voices yelling, scuffling footsteps coming toward me.  I opened my eyes just in time to see a pair of impossibly large breasts balloon into focus in front of me, felt the soft press of flesh against my face as I was smothered within their warm embrace, my lips barely able to mumble the single word that came to my concussed brain.

“Buh.”

___________________________




“You know, Rodrigo,” said my patrón, the smoke from his cigarillo actually quite pleasant, “there are more important things than winning.”

“What can I say, Don Carlos?” I replied, the cold beer his wife was holding against my skull making semi-coherent thought possible.  “It seemed like a good idea at the time.”  Doña Clara and I were sitting on a picnic table, me having been half-walked, half-carried from the ball field to a place that was relatively shady, her clucking over me like a massive-bosomed mother hen.

He chuckled warmly, pleased that I wasn’t badly hurt, but also pleased, I could tell, that we had won the game, even if it was only by a walk.  “Are you sure you’re okay, Rodrigo?  I can have an ambulance here in ten minutes.”

“No need, patrón,” I said, sounding stronger than I actually felt.  “I never lost consciousness, which is a good sign.  Besides, if I show up at urgent care two years running, I’m going to get a reputation.”

This time he laughed, and that made me happy, for the better his mood, the better were my chances of selling him on my bogus skin surrogate, and along with that a complete recovery for my addicted bride.

“Take care of him, mi dulce,” he said, patting me on the knee, then leaned in to kiss his giant-chested wife on the cheek.  “I must go address the masses.”  He turned and strode purposefully back toward the baseball diamond, leaving me alone with a pair of masses that I would dearly like to address.

“Look down, por favor,” she said with the authority that all women seem to have when playing nurse.  I felt the beer can lift from the sizable lump on the back of my head, which was nothing compared to the lump in my Levis, for her blouse had fallen open, allowing me to gaze in awe upon the most majestic cleavage in Christendom.  Perhaps I was being given a reward for taking one for the team, being allowed an extended viewing of that for which most men would sell their souls for a fleeting glimpse.  She examined my injury carefully, giving me more than enough time to fully appreciate the splendor of her bosom.

She was braless, her immense knockers knocking about freely as she looked my skull over.  They were simply perfect, and by perfect I mean the wonderfully full roundness of a pair of juggs that have been well looked after and beautifully maintained.  But what also made them perfect was their imperfectness, which was something I had grown unused to, as Yvette’s reproduction tits were completely uniform.  Apart from that they looked exactly like the fake boobies that I had only recently slid my dick between, the memory of that little scene making it difficult to keep my face from falling forward into those warm, rose water-scented flesh pillows.

She leaned back, which was my cue to raise my head from the yawning crevasse of her bosom, which I did with the utmost reluctance.  “I think that you are going to hurt even more in the morning, Rodrigo,” she said softly, pausing to take an elegant pull from her can of beer.  “We can drive you home, if you like.  I think your beautiful Yvette will be angry with me if I don’t take the best care of you.”

If I weren’t already half in love with her, I would love her anyway.  She was more than beautiful, and more than sexy; she was also nice, a quality that is truly rare.  I already had that at home, though, and I loved my ‘vette beyond all measure; I could only hope that she still loved me in return.  “That is most kind of you, Doña Clara,” I said, wincing a bit as I raised my head up so that I could look into her violet eyes, “but I—”

“Clara, please,” she said, shaking her blonde locks dismissively.  “I get so tired of people deferring to me all the time.  The ‘Lady of the Casa’ thing gets to be a little old.  I wasn’t always wealthy, you know.  I was once quite poor, in fact.”  She paused, her mind apparently far away.  “I envy you, Rodrigo,” she said finally.

Perhaps it was the head injury, but it sounded to me as though her words were slightly slurred.  First Don Carlos envies me, and now his slightly drunk, ultra-hot wife was running the same number on me.  If I didn’t know better, I would think they were playing some kind of weird rich people game.  “You envy me?”

She nodded.  “What you and Yvette have, it is not the same with Carlos and me.  I see the way you smile at one another, the way you hold hands when you are together.  There is so much love there, so much beauty.”  She was crying softly now, making me feel like a dumbass, though thankful that Don Carlos was too busy getting ready to give his yearly speech to see us in this compromising position.  I was also somewhat concerned that someone else might come over and start screaming at me for making the boss’s wife cry, but more than anything else fearful of her noticing the giant boner that was tenting my jeans.  “I have so much,” she continued, wiping away her tears with the back of her hand, “but if I could have just one thing it would be that, the love that she—”

“¡Buenas tardes, muchachos y muchachas!” came the amplified voice of my employer over the park’s loudspeakers.  Clara started guiltily, as if she’d been caught doing something she shouldn’t, and began drying her eyes while her husband spoke to his assembled minions.  We both straightened up, which allowed me to put my beer can in my lap, to camouflage the swelling down there.  I put on a look of polite interest, looking as though I was listening, but inside my guts were roiling like snakes.  Was the most desirable woman in the world saying that she wanted me?

No, I thought, and for two reasons: it is only Internet fiction where impossibly endowed women throw themselves at you after you’ve had a fight with the wife, and because women rarely say what they really mean.  Perhaps it’s some sort of Darwinian stratagem, unconsciously setting up mental obstacle courses for us to run, testing whether we’re observant enough to pass our genes along.

I replayed the scene over and over in my mind, doing my best to filter out the incredible boobs I had narrowly avoided drooling upon.  ‘I see the way you smile at one another, the way you hold hands when you are together.’  What did that mean?  Some women absolutely detest public displays of affection, but it has been my experience that practically all women want their men to wear their love for them on their sleeves.  True, Yvette and I did often hold hands, and, at least until recently, had plenty to smile about.

I listened distractedly as my patrón spoke at length, thanking his people for another good year and praising their team spirit.  It was the same sort of speech he gave at every company function (save for Christmas, where any discussion of work was expressly forbidden), and though he always kept things fresh by varying the words, the core meaning was always the same: teamwork, excellence, and above all things, familia.

As Don Carlos spoke, I watched his wife out of the corner of my eye, not her plenteous bosom, but rather her face.  Yvette says that I’m a terrible judge of human nature, and that is largely true, but there was no mistaking the expression of bitterness that she wore like a sprayed-on mask.  And when her husband began expounding upon the importance of familia, I actually heard her snort.  “He is in excellent form today, isn’t he?”

I may a terrible judge of human nature but there is nothing wrong with my hearing.  Yes, she was bitter, about what I didn’t know and wasn’t so stupid as to hazard a guess.  He did sound good, though.  There was a certain force to his words that I’d not heard from him before, as though he were addressing vast multitudes rather than just a few hundred people.  One minute he was inspirational, the next minute charming.  His gestures were polished and poised, and he moved about gracefully as he spoke, one hand resting almost negligently on the microphone stand, as though he’d spent hours rehearsing for this speech.  “Yes, he does,” I replied carefully.  “He sounds like he’s running for office.”

“You are very perceptive, Rodrigo,” she said, turning to me, her complete lack of expression reminding me eerily of Yvette.  “That is exactly what he’s doing.  It is all arranged.  Next week he will announce that he is running for governor.”

“What?”  I whipped my neck back in the direction of the ball field so fast I almost gave myself a whiplash to go with my head injury.  Thankfully Doña Clara was so self-absorbed in her own unhappiness that she failed to notice my expression of shock.

“Oh, yes,” she said with a sardonic laugh, “he has the endorsement of the outgoing Governor, as well as the backing of the party machine.  It is a done deal.  You are talking to the next First Lady of the great state of Arizona, Rodrigo.  Then I really will be Doña Clara…for the rest of my life!”  Tears began to form again in the corners of those lovely violet eyes, and before I could say a word she was up and off the picnic table and walking away in the direction of the beer tent, her head down, her arms clasped about her tiny waist.

My mind was awhirl, my breathing just this side of hyperventilating.  Governor?  What did this mean?

My inner voice was apparently one step ahead of me.  It means you’re fucked, pal.  I sat there, my head still smarting, my beat-up brain trying to figure out how this would affect my plans.  Deep down I already knew what it meant—my plans were toast.  As a private citizen, Don Carlos could back the production, trials, and ultimate failure of my polymer with no one the wiser, and all he would stand to lose was money, which he could certainly write off.  As a gubernatorial candidate, however, every aspect of his life would come under close scrutiny, and if someone discovered that an AZ-TECH product had this nasty penchant for turning women into glossy nymphomaniacs, he could well lose everything, and the fault would be all mine.

I could just confess to him now.  Bite the bullet and put the whole mess in his hands.  But that was simply more selfishness on my part, shoving my bullshit onto someone else in the hope that they could make everything all right.  No, I couldn’t do that to him.  If I confessed, he would feel honor bound to help Yvette, and no matter how private the arrangements might be, the word would ultimately get out—it always does.

No, this was my mess, and I would have to clean it up myself.  Whatever it takes, whatever it costs.

“Hola, Rodrigo.”  I felt his hand clap me on the shoulder before I registered his presence, immersed in my own thoughts, trying to figure out my options.  “¿Qué pasó?”

I looked up at him, my fingers clutching at my half-empty beer, and before I could stop myself the words were out of my mouth, irretrievable and irrevocable.  “Do you still want her?” I blurted out.

He looked at me with a curious expression, as though he couldn’t believe his ears, which appeared to be something that had never happened to him before.

“I’ll sell her to you, if you still want her,” I said feverishly, my brain moving faster than my mouth.  “She’s yours if you still want her.”

“Are you serious, Rodrigo?  No jokes this time?”

“No jokes, Don Carlos.  My ‘vette…I mean, Justine.  It’s-it’s for my ‘vette, you see.  Anyway, she’s yours…if you want her.”


Chapter 9

The Last Ride




“Yvette?”

I entered the house, that underwater feeling coming over me again.  There was no reply, which didn’t surprise me—I was the one who had broken our relationship, therefore I would have to be the one to fix it.

I cautiously made my way down the hall, past the empty kitchen, feeling like an intruder in my own home.  I found her sitting at the dining room table, unmoving, staring straight ahead, not ignoring me, just simply at a loss for what to do or say, or so I thought, considering how difficult her powder-coated exterior made it to be certain.  She was still in her halter and shorts, but had removed her wig, which combined with her unnaturally even skin tone only served to reinforce how much like a mannequin she had become.  I looked at her for a time, also unable to think of what to say, and I found that my mind, due to the oppressive silence, had drifted to the subject of clocks.

The funny thing about our fascinating modern age is the lack of clocks in our lives.  Oh, sure, we have all kinds of devices for telling us the time: wristwatches, cell phones, computers, and camcorders.  We have them on our ovens, in our ultra-bitchin’ car stereos, by the side of our beds, magnetically stuck to our refrigerators, even in our fucking coffeemakers—practically every last one of them being digital.  It is said that a broken clock is right twice a day, but that is no longer the case.  A broken clock nowadays is simply a silent darkened shell of disposable technology.

But old-fashioned gear and cog clocks can be repaired.  They are heavy, substantial, and dependable.  They also tick, and that ticking, I realized as I looked upon the plastic figure seated at the dining room table, can cut through the densest silence, punctuating the dread and giving those within its proximity the sense that time is indeed passing, a subtle spur in our side to goad us onward.  On balance, though, I was glad of the silence, for a ticking clock is also a reminder of how little time there is left to us.  “Yvette—”

She swiveled her head in my direction, the lack of distortion of her pseudo-skin giving her an eerie quality.  “Roddy,” she said, her voice sounding hoarse and tired, “can you forgive me?”

I stood there, leaning against the corner of the hallway, my need for support greater than at any time in my life.  “You have done nothing wrong, ‘vette.  There is nothing to—”

“Please don’t,” she said, raising a hand for silence.  “Please don’t be noble.  You were right.  I am a…a junkie.  I am—”

“—what I’ve made you,” I said, cutting across her, my need for confession absolute.  “I wanted to make you into something for my pleasure, something that you already were, something that you always have been.  You were right, Yvette.  I was selfish.  I knew what was happening to you, but I never—”

“—because you love me.  Yes, you were selfish, but no less selfish than I.  It was never about you, Roddy,” she said, shaking her head slightly, tears beginning to reform in her blue eyes, “it was always about me.”

“Yvette—” I started, abandoning the support of the wall and moving toward the dining table, my hands coming to rest on the back of my chair.

“Please let me finish,” she said, turning her head away and downward, not wanting to look me in the eye.  “I knew what was happening to me.  I think I knew even earlier than you did.”  She fell silent, her eyes on the floor, her body tense, as though awaiting divine inspiration.  I was about to speak, to say something to end the awful silence, when she brought her head back up to look at me.  “You just have no idea how good it feels, Rod.  How wonderful it feels to have your polymer covering every inch of me, inside and out.  To feel protected, and warm, to be reminded with my every movement how beautiful I look.  It is more intoxicating than liquor, better than coke.  It really is,” she said, the tears now streaming from her eyes, “the best I have ever felt.”

“Listen, Yvette—” but she shook her head vehemently, her tears sheeting down her glass-smooth face, splashing wetly as they fell upon the exposed portions of her breasts.

“But the price is too high!” she blurted out amidst more tears.  I quickly sat down, taking her rubbery hand in mine, trying to give her some small element of comfort.  “Don Carlos will never allow you to make more polymer.  I think we both know that.  And even if he did it wouldn’t matter, because your polymer will always come between us…and I won’t live like that!”  She fell silent again, but I could tell she had more to say.  She was apparently trying to gather the strength to say it, the pensive silence causing my nutsack to contract in apprehension.

“I love you, Roddy,” she said finally, reaching down beside her chair, straining slightly as she brought up a gallon jug of vinegar and placed it upon the table.  She raised her thumb up to pop the cap, but I covered her hand with mine.

“You don’t have to do this,” I said softly.

“You don’t understand,” she said, sniffling, her eyes intently upon the jug of liquid that would quickly strip her of her protective finish.  “I want two things and I can’t have both.  But my mom told me on our wedding day that loving someone means you sacrifice for them, and I do love you, Roddy.”

“And I love you, ‘vette.”  I squeezed her hand lightly and took it from the top of the vinegar bottle so that I could place both of her hands in mine.  I looked into her moist eyes, again taken by the fact that were it not for them she would not be mistaken for a flesh and blood woman.  “You don’t have to make a choice,” I said simply.  “I’ve sold Justine.”

She looked at me, her eyes fixed in disbelief.  “What are you saying?” she said, almost a whisper.

“I’m selling her to Don Carlos.  He’s giving me forty grand for her.”

“But…but why?” she asked, her voice rising.

“For the money,” I said.  “To buy you more polymer.”  I told her what Doña Clara had told me, about Don Carlos’s impending run for governor, and how I could never tell him what I’d done, or use AZ-TECH resources to create more of it.

“But you said—”

“I said I couldn’t make it.  But I know someone who can, once.  An old college buddy of mine who works for an industrial chemical plant near Flagstaff.”

Despite the stiffness of her pseudo-skin her lower lip trembled.  She shook her head slowly, side to side.  “No, you can’t.”

“I already have.  Don Carlos will be by on Sunday to pick her up.  It is…” I started, hearing Doña Clara’s musical voice in my head, “…a done deal.”

“Roddy, you love that car!”

“I love you.”

She got up from her chair and landed in my lap, her arms around my neck, and began sobbing heavily.  I let her cry it out, the scent of coconut oil emanating from her cleavage strong in my nostrils.  She cried for a long time, and I could tell there was more to it than just the events of the past few hours.  It was a cathartic release of emotions that had been building up since the day I’d coated her, making a shiny object of the woman I loved.

After a while she pulled her hand away from my neck and wiped away her tears.  She sniffled a time or two, and said shakily, “I-I can’t let you do this, Rod.”

“Why can’t you, ‘vette?”

She put her arm around me again, her cheek nuzzling my temple as she contemplated my question.  After a while she began crying again, but it was a soft sort of thing, a gentle rain of sadness rather than a cloudburst of heartache.  “I’m sorry about Justine,” she said finally.

“Justine is a car, ‘vette.  You are my wife, the woman I love, and hope to spend the rest of my life with.”

“You made her.”

“I restored her.  There’s a difference.”

“But even if you use that money to buy more polymer, nothing will have changed.  We’ll still be where we are now.”

“I don’t know about that, babe.  Thirty thousand dollars can buy an awful lot of polymer.”

“Thirty…?”

“Sure,” I said.  “Thirty for polymer, and the other ten to buy you some breast implants, if you still want them, that is.”

She pulled away, hunching down a bit so that she could look me in the eyes.  “Of course I want them, Roddy!  As big and round as you want them to be!”

“Yvette, I—”

“You’re sacrificing Justine for me,” she said, smiling beatifically.  “The least I can do is to replace her body with one you would enjoy painting every bit as much.”  She shifted about on my lap to face me, reaching her arms behind her to unfasten her halter-top.  She pulled it up and over her head, her beautiful boobs wobbling before me.  I brought my hands up to caress them, sighing as I felt their weight and warmth.  “Oh, Roddy,” she said, kissing my forehead, “what’s going to happen to me?  I’ll still be addicted.”

“I know, ‘vette,” I sighed, drawing my thumbs over her big rubbery nipples.  “But I figure I can get about fifty or so gallons of polymer.  If we use it sparingly it could last for several years.”

“But only in private,” she said sadly, licking my ear.

“Yes, my love, only in private.  Can you live with that?”

“I suppose I’ll have to.  I’ll have to quit my job, though.”

“We’ll manage, baby.”

“Oh, we’ll do more than manage, Rod,” she said playfully.  She slid down to the floor, whereupon she knelt between my legs and efficiently removed my stiff prick from my jeans.  Her smooth lips were locked around my meat seconds later, her bald head moving slowly up and down.  After a minute she pulled away, letting my erection slap back against my stomach.  A tube of moisturizer appeared in her right hand, retrieved from her purse, which still sat where she’d dropped it during our fight.  She squeezed the oily contents onto her fat boobs and began massaging the cream into her cleavage.  Another few moments and my dick was happily ensconced in the warmth of her juggs as she slowly jerked me off between them.

I looked into her eyes.  Despite her seeming happiness she was crying again, and given her polymer mask I couldn’t tell if they were tears of joy, or perhaps some deeper emotion.  “Yvette,” I sighed, the pleasurable feelings caused by her boobs making it difficult to concentrate on anything else, “I—”

“Don’t say anything, Rod,” she said, her voice deep and dreamy, “just enjoy it.  I know how much you’re sacrificing for me.  I only hope I’m worth it.”

“God, ‘vette,” I said, my toes curling upward, my orgasm close at hand, “there is nothing I wouldn’t sacrifice for you.”  I came violently then, my first spurt catching her just under the chin.  She quickly put her lips over the head of my prick, and caught the remainder of my jizz in her mouth, working my dick with her boobs the whole time.

Having swallowed my load she rested her head in my lap, my sucked-out johnson lying happily against her cheek.  She looked up into my eyes after a while, shaking her head slowly.  “You’re giving up so much for me.”

“You’re worth it, ‘vette.  Besides, I’ve got my eye on a ‘63 Mini Cooper.  I can restore it between fucks.  I figure to finish it in about five years.”

She smiled and gave my dick a long lick with her tongue.  “More like ten, sweetie.”

___________________________




We ate high, the lavish amount of food provided by Doña Clara able to feed us for a week.  Yvette started crying again when she examined the lump on the back of my head, but I took her in my arms and held her, assuring her that I deserved whatever lumps I got.

She made me a mojito and had me sit in my recliner.  “I need to change out of this, Rod,” she said, her arms wide, indicating her completely nude yet thoroughly coated body.  “Pop in a movie.  I might be a while.”  She left me sitting there, as fully sated as one can hope to be.

I popped in a movie and watched for a bit, but I wasn’t in a mood to see things explode or hear shitty actors dropping superfluous f-bombs every few seconds.  It was a warm night and what was most definitely called for was a swim, so I quickly stripped to my skin and made for the pool.  I swam until the stars came out, luxuriating in the feeling of being underwater because I actually was under water.  I backstroked it for a while, doing lap after lap languidly, expending only as much energy as necessary to stay afloat, so that I might consider my future.

Yvette was happy now, and though the cost for her continued happiness would come at the loss of my Justine, I would have to pay it.  But that was thinking simply short term.  I was likely going to have to quit my job.  Even if Don Carlos realized his ambitions and became governor, there were too many people who would question the absence of my wife (for I could not count on Yvette ever being in her skin again), and suspicion would mount.  It would be far simpler to start fresh somewhere else.

There was also the worry about her family, and mine too.  They would expect to see her from time to time, but that could be dealt with by the use of long pants and long sleeves (strange behavior from my exhibitionist wife, surely) and by her eschewing the use of my polymer on her face and hands when in public.  It would be difficult for her, but perhaps by the gradual adoption of skin we might be able to wean her off of her addiction.

It would take time, and some amount of upheaval to our lives, but it could be done.  In the meantime, though, I would have to put up with a few mini-dramas, not to mention her nymphomania.

A shadow crept over my vision, Yvette coming out to the patio.  She stood before the lone lit floodlight, which had come on once the sun had gone down.  I got out of the pool, dripping wet, and walked up to her.  Her powder-coat was gone, her skin shining with a fresh application of polymer, an elaborately braided wig upon her head.

“Will you please to fuck me now, Roddy-sama?”

I pleased.

___________________________




I slept late the next morning, and was fed in bed by my happy, gleaming geisha.

“Do you have any plans for today, Roddy-sama?” she asked in her breathy voice, a little out of breath actually, due to the fact that she was bouncing up and down on top of me, her overlarge breasts warm in my hands.  “Is there anything special your Yumi can do for you?”

“No, Yumi, dear,” I said, grunting with enjoyment, “at least not this afternoon.  I need to change Justine’s oil, and check her belts and fluids.  Tomorrow I’ll give her a wash and a wax.”

“Please forgive Yumi, Roddy-sama,” she said, her hands upon the headboard, gyrating her hips, making sure I was being fucked good and proper, “but Missy Yvette informed me that she wishes to take a drive with you tomorrow.”

“She did, did she?”  My hands dropped to my sides, my fingers on the verge of ripping up another set of sheets.

“Hai,” she said, looking intently into my eyes as she clenched her polymer-coated pussy about my much-used tool, doubling my pleasure yet again, hastening the moment when I would spurt my load into her.  “Missy Yvette says you deserve to have your dreams fulfilled.”

It was at that point that I came, screaming like a madman, pumping her for all I was worth.  Though Yvette and Yumi were the same person, they fucked so very differently from one another, thus allowing me to cheat on my wife with my wife.  It was the best of all possible worlds.

“Missy Yvette is the best wife a man could hope for,” I said, once my breathing had returned to something like normal.  “No man can do better than I have.”

Yumi smiled at me, and in that smile I caught a momentary glimpse of my bride, her eyes sparkling despite her dark contact lenses.

___________________________




I took care of Justine’s maintenance out on the driveway, what with the garage being packed with all that was necessary for my ‘vette’s maintenance.  It was good for her to finally see the light of day again after so much time beneath her car cover.  I was a little wistful, knowing it would be the last time I would be under her.  I spoke to her while I worked, telling her softly that I would miss her, and reassuring her that she would be well cared for.  Despite what I had said, it would be a wrench giving her up.  I had spent so much time with her, in her, and under her.  She was a part of me, no doubt about that.  And Yvette had been right about one thing: I had made her.

It was three o’clock when I finished up, and went looking for whichever of my many women Yvette was being at the moment, hopeful of a pre-dinner blowjob.  I found her in the bedroom, but for once she wasn’t playing with herself or admiring her lustrous image in the mirror.

“Yvette?”

She sat in our Mission armchair in the corner of the bedroom.  I had almost missed seeing her as she was sitting so still, completely covered in her blue burqa as though to keep the dust off of her.  “Yvette?”

“Hello, Rod,” she said listlessly.  Her voice was hoarse, as though she’d been crying again.

I didn’t say anything for a full minute, for fear of spooking her.  Her purse was at her feet and her cell phone was clutched in one gloved hand, as though she had been preparing to go out.  “Are you going somewhere, baby?” I asked finally, my voice pitched at hospital volume.

“I…yes…” she began haltingly, apparently unable to complete a sentence.  Covered as she was, it was difficult to tell where she was looking, but I was sure she wasn’t looking at me.  “I…need to get some…things…for tomorrow.  I want…” she continued, her voice growing stronger yet decidedly more emotional, “your last ride…to be…special!” at which point she broke down completely.

I was on my knees, kneeling before her in a heartbeat.  I took a gloved hand in mine and began stroking it, uncaring at the lack of fleshly contact.  “Yvette, I—”

“Roddy, do you love me?” she asked amidst her tears, her voice croaky.

“Of course I love you, ‘vette.  You know that.”

“I do know it,” she said, her crying beginning to subside a bit.  “I guess I just….”  She fell silent and jerked slightly under her covering.  I wished she would at least raise her veil and let me see her face, which was silly of me—I hadn’t truly seen her face in ever so long.  The silence stretched on for a while, no ticking clock to help measure the march of empty seconds.  “I’m not worth it, you know,” she said finally.

Again I cursed the fact that I had avoided Psych 101 altogether, for it appeared that my bride was now veering into depression.  Was this what I could expect of her addiction: constant cycles of highs, lows, mania, and melancholia?  Whatever it takes, the voice said again, whatever the cost.  “If this about Justine, honey—”

Her hand clenched mine tightly.  “No, it isn’t about Justine!” she said bitterly.  “It’s about me!  Always me!”  Her sadness was gone now, replaced by an irrational anger, directed mostly at herself it seemed.  “Will…will you still love me…after she’s gone?”

“Of course I will, ‘vette,” I said, trying keep the exasperation I was feeling out of my voice.  “I love you more than anything.  It’s like your mom said, ‘loving someone means you sacrifice for them,’ and there is nothing I wouldn’t sacrifice for you, baby.”

Her arms were around me in a flash, clutching at me with a strength I didn’t know she had.  She was crying again, harder than ever, and wrapped up as I was within the voluminous folds of our former bedsheets I was unable to speak, which was just as well, considering that my professions of love didn’t seem to be making her any happier.

She released her death grip on me by degrees, and her sadness ebbed away in kind.  After several minutes she let go of me and sat back in the chair, her homemade burqa looking not unlike a furniture cover.  I got to my feet and held my hand out to her, which she took with the desperation of an injured climber being pulled up a precipitous slope.  “Yvette, I—”

“Thank you, Roddy,” she said hoarsely.  “I’m not worth this kind of sacrifice, but what’s done is done.”  I started to speak but she put a hand on my chest; a signal for silence.  “There are things I must do now…in preparation for tomorrow.”  Her voice was stronger now, but with that strength came an air of resignation, causing me to feel a slight stir of resentment—fulfilling my fantasy had been her idea, after all.

She raised her veil high enough to allow me to kiss her goodbye, my resentment fading as her tongue slid into my mouth.  My prick was as hard as ever, thanks to the red ginseng in my system, reminding me that I still wanted that blowjob, but Yvette was on an emotional roller coaster, and the last thing I wanted was to do was put any undue pressure on her, so for both of our sakes I kept my hips well away from her.

She pulled away from me, slowly, almost hesitantly, her hand still upon my chest.  She looked up at me, or at least she tilted her head up at me, and seemed to consider me for a long moment, as though trying to decide whether to say something.  She must have decided not to, because she stepped away from me and moved toward the door.

She stopped at the doorway, one gloved hand upon the jamb.  “I would have given you a blowjob, you know,” she said quietly.  “Why do you have to be so noble, Roddy?”

I wondered how I could answer such a question, but she was down the hall and into the garage before I could think of anything to say.

___________________________




I spent most of the rest of the afternoon in the pool, my unstable bride at the center of my thoughts.  Was this what the rest of my days were going to be like, playing Dr. Phil to a manic-depressive mannequin?  I tried to drift away as best I could, the feeling of the cool water rushing over my body not helping my mood in the slightest.

What right does she have to be all fucking needy now? I thought, suddenly angry with her, that anger instantly rebounding back upon myself as I remembered that any instability she was experiencing was the direct result of my selfish fuckheadedness.  I spun over and kicked hard against the wall of the pool, almost twisting my ankle in my fit of self-loathing.  Quit being a prick, dude, my inner voice berated me, and just be there for her.  You fucking made her, so you have to fucking restore her.

___________________________




She was home by five-thirty, but I didn’t realize it until I heard the shower door open and felt her warm rubbery body slide in next to mine.  “Yvette?” I said stupidly.

“No, Roddy-sama,” came the soft voice of my simulated geisha.  “Missy Yvette says she will not be back until tomorrow morning, and that your slave must give you what you were too noble to ask of her.”  And with that she slid to the floor of the shower and sucked me into her mouth.

My ears heard her words but my dick didn’t care.  Slave?  Noble?  My mind raced as she repeatedly swallowed me whole.  I hadn’t really thought about it, but it was beginning to dawn on me why Yvette had opted to go with Yumi, rather than going back to her normal Barbie doll state.  Yumi was here because Yumi was stable.  A safe place for Yvette to retreat to, where she didn’t have to think about what was happening to her.  But the slave thing worried me.  I could understand it, if only academically.  Yumi was a slave, and slaves are paradoxically free, free of responsibility, their actions determined by others, whether by me, or by an unseen alter ego.

Was Yvette cracking up on me?  Actually becoming another person in an attempt to escape feelings of guilt, worry, and depression?  With my balls slamming against her chin, I was certainly in no fit state to come to any intellectual conclusions.  I came in her mouth, gasping and grunting, my sane and stable geisha swallowing every last drop of my jizz, but any sexual tension sucked out of me was replaced by feelings of dread and guilt, for I was enjoying the favors of an unhinged, latex-covered junkie rather than the loving attentions of the woman I had married.

Only hours ago Yvette had accused me of being noble, but as I looked down at my bride’s oh-so Japanese face, her already shiny lips glazed with a coating of my slimy scum, I realized that whatever nobility I possessed had been sucked out of me as well.

___________________________




The rest of the evening was spent in much the same way, save for any feelings of guilt on my part had been packed away in a trunk, padlocked shut, chained up, and thrown into my own personal river of self-disgust, which I would dredge up and deal with once Justine was gone.

But something had changed.  As my modified geisha and I did things that I’m sure most Christian and heathen folk alike would frown upon, it became apparent to me that Yumi was no longer so enamored of her reflection.  Where before it was all she could do to look me in the eye, her eyes were now on me every single second.  The same for her hands, too.  She no longer ran them over her lithe, rubber-encased body, but instead concentrated on me, stroking and teasing and caressing me constantly.  Despite having locked away my negative feelings, one small trickle of guilt had managed to escape, because it truly was the best sex I’d ever had with her.

It was at midnight that I came yet again, blasting what could only be the last possible drop of my jizz into her artificial pussy.  She was straddling me, a big-breasted bird of prey hovering over my sweating body.  She hadn’t come, at least not as far as I could tell, but sat there looking at me, her face serene, and possibly a little sad.  “I love you more than anything…in the world,” I panted, sounding as though I’d run a marathon.  “You do know that, don’t you?”

The serene look faded, leaving only the sadness behind.  “It is not proper to love a slave, Roddy-sama.”

I wanted to respond, but I was too tired and wrung out to think of anything that might improve the situation, so I simply reached up and pulled her forward so that she could lie upon me.  We lay like that for what seemed an endless time, her artificial skin like a blanket, keeping me warm in the coolness of our air-conditioned bedroom, until sleep took us both.

___________________________




I awoke alone, morning sun streaming through the French doors of our bedroom.  Where Yumi should be there were only rumpled sheets.  “Yumi?” I called out.

“Sorry, Rod,” Yvette’s voice replied from the bathroom, her words barely audible over the blow dryer that had just clicked on, “I’m afraid Yumi has left the building.”

I found I was sorry too, for in all truth I had come to prefer Yumi’s company to that of my wife’s.  I felt an actual stab of guilt at that point, as though an ice pick had been thrust into my chest.  Oh, you’re just a real fucking prince, aren’t you, bub? my inner voice taunted.  I told my conscience to peddle it elsewhere, for the simple truth was not so simple.  There could be no doubt that I loved Yvette, for she was the sun, the moon, and the stars to me, but I was nevertheless worried for her, for it appeared to my armchair shrink’s eyes that Yvette was headed for a full-scale nervous breakdown.  I mean, who wouldn’t prefer the attentions of a devoted busty geisha to that of a psychotic Barbie doll?

On balance, though, my inner voice spoke the truth.  I was being an ignoble dickhead—my problems, and Yvette’s as well, purely of my own making.  So get up, go in the bathroom, and tell her you love her.  Baby steps, pal.  One foot in front of the other.

“I’m glad you’re home, sweetie,” I said, loud enough for her to hear in the bathroom, doing my best to sound lighthearted.  “I’ll fire up the cappuccino maker, and we can get our Sunday started.”

“No need, Roddy,” she said loudly.  “Coffee’s already making.  Besides, I want you to stay in bed for a minute.  I have a little surprise for you.”

I let out a long sigh.  So many surprises over the last few weeks.  I was sick and tired of fucking surprises.  What I wouldn’t give to just shag my wife like normal people do.  Now wouldn’t that be something?

The blow dryer kicked off a second later, followed by the sound of Yvette’s voice.  “Okay, honey, close your eyes and prepare to have your socks knocked off!”

I closed them, silently praying her surprise wouldn’t involve her turning into my sister.  “Okay, sweetie.”

I heard the bathroom door open, heard her footsteps on the wooden floor coming nearer.

“Okay, Roddy,” she said, a distinct quaver of anxiety in her voice, “open ‘em.”

I did, and had I been wearing socks, they would have been quite blown off.  At the foot of the bed stood my Yvette, the woman I had fallen in love with, naked as Mother Eve, her beautiful body absolutely devoid of polymer.  “My God, baby!” I said, perhaps a little too enthusiastically.  “It’s really you!”

“It’s really me.  Did you miss me?”

I leaped up, kneeling on the edge of the mattress in a flash.  I took her arms in mine, running my fingers up and down her newly exposed flesh, feeling like a man meeting his mail-order bride for the first time.  She was so beautiful, even without her hair or eyebrows, though rather paler for her time spent cocooned within my polymer.  “Jesus God, Yvette,” I said, unable to keep the awe from my voice, “I—”

She put a hand up to my cheek, a silent gesture telling me that words were unnecessary.  “Roddy, I don’t want you to say anything.  Just hold me.  Can you do that?”

I could do that, and did, right up until she fell onto the bed and pulled me on top of her.

___________________________




She served me coffee in bed, and once my cup was empty she maneuvered me into the shower.  She did not join me, which I very much regretted, for her skin felt so absolutely marvelous to me: the softness of it, the smoothness of it, and the very human-ness of it.  I had been without it for so long that I had forgotten just how right it felt.

But more than that was my ability to see her, to revel in her natural beauty, to know that her smile was real and not dulled by an artificial mask of striated elastomer.  The woman I loved was back, probably not for long, but I would enjoy my organic bride every minute I had her.

I dressed in my usual: shorts, t-shirt, and sandals.  The smells of cooking told me she was in the kitchen, making my favorite breakfast—chorizo, eggs, and fried potatoes.  I found her at the table, still gloriously nude, holding my chair for me in invitation to sit.

“Yvette,” I said, blown away by her loving attention, “you don’t need to—”

“Please, Roddy,” she said, cutting gently across me, “let me make you happy today.”

I may have my moments, but I am not so much a fool that I would knowingly displease the woman of my dreams. I sat.  We ate together, happy and carefree.  I never took my eyes from her.  Her skin glowed with good health, and I reveled in her imperfections: her moles, the dime-shaped birthmark on her upper back, and her slightly oval aureoles.  It was such a treat seeing her like this, like we were on our honeymoon again, another perfect day in the making. I was truly the happiest man on earth.

“So,” she said, once the food was devoured and the coffee drunk, “I’ve already mixed the color, a perfect match for Justine’s interior.  Tell me all about it.”

I didn’t have to ask her what she meant, for her wry expression filled in the blanks.  God, I missed being able to read her face, and hoped I would be seeing ever more of it in the future.  “Well, my love,” I said with an airy sort of sigh, “it starts with me, driving alone in the desert…”

___________________________




“Wait a minute, Roddy.”

I had the airbrush pointed at her feet, her pristine body primed and ready to undergo the coating process.  I so wanted her to stay polymer-free for the rest of her days, but the lure of turning her teal was just too strong.  “What is it, babe?” I asked, my voice raised so that I could be heard over the fans that were helping to keep the garage properly ventilated.  “Did we forget something?”

“No,” she said, her voice slightly quavery again.  Was she regretting this; perhaps coming to the realization that happiness did not come out of a spray gun?  “No, we’re good.  It’s just…” she paused, and there was no mistaking the worry in her expression, something that was now quite obvious since there was nothing to mask it, “…would you please kiss me, Roddy?  One last time, while I’m still me?”

I straightened up and put the airbrush on her antique dresser.  She trembled slightly as I took her in my arms, but when our lips touched it was like that very first time, in the parking lot of Headlights.  She put my hand upon her heavy breast and squeezed it, moaning slightly as she did so.  She finally pulled her mouth from mine and rested her forehead on my collarbone.  We stood like that for a time, neither speaking or moving, just quietly enjoying the feel of one another.  She smelled of Ivory soap, and her skin was warm and dry.  The feel of her hairless head upon my cheek felt strange, but at the same time I was glad of it, for the more of her skin I could see and touch, the happier I was.

But there was no mistaking that she felt different.  She wasn’t holding me so much as she was clutching at me, as though hanging onto a lifesaver in a stormy sea.  Don’t do it, my inner voice said.  Don’t paint her.  She doesn’t need to be restored, she just needs for you to love her.  She wants to be herself again.  And for perhaps the first time in my life I actually listened to my own counsel.

“Yvette, my love,” I said quietly, “we don’t have to do this.”

She clutched at me a little harder, as though fearful of losing her grip, whether upon me or her sanity I didn’t know which.  “No, we have to do it, Rod,” she said finally, her voice just carrying over the noise of the blowing fans.  “I don’t think I could ever forgive myself if I…if I didn’t do this one thing for you.”  She pulled away slightly and looked at me.  “You’ve given me so much.  Let me give you this.  It will make me happy.”

“Very well,” I said.  I reached around for the airbrush, all the more worried for her emotional health, but at the same time I couldn’t deny the stiffness in my pants.  After today, though, I told myself, with Justine gone, all of this will be a memory, and you’ll never do another selfish thing again, capiche?  From now on you focus on her.  But when I turned back to her, airbrush in hand, I found I was unable to focus on her because she was gone.

She hadn’t gone far, having merely dropped to her knees so that she could unzip my fly.  My supplement-assisted pecker slid into her mouth just like old times, the sensation of her bare, uncoated lips feeling slightly unreal after the many hummers I’d received from my various latex love dolls.  I moaned softly as her tongue bathed my prick in her warm spit, her head moving back and forth slowly.  I had received perhaps a thousand blowjobs from my beautiful wife over the course of our lives together, but this was turning out to be the best of them.  Long, slow strokes.  No humming or squeezing, no technique; just a simple back and forth motion delivered with a loving slowness that transcended time and space.  But even time and space must bow to well-performed oral love, and I came, violently, my hands grasping at her bald head, my cock fully down her throat, pumping my hot jizz into her belly.

She continued gently stroking me off, sucking every last drop of my scum into her mouth, until there was nothing left for her to swallow.  When she was done, she put Little Rod away and zipped me up.

“Okay, sweetie,” she said brightly, returning to a standing position.  “I just wanted your taste in me.”

“And how do I taste?” I said, stalling for a few moments so that my eyes could refocus.

“Sweet, but slightly bitter.  It’s a good taste, a proper taste.”  She paused for a few seconds, apparently savoring my essence.  “That was nice.  I’m ready now, I think.  Do it, Roddy.”

I looked into her beautiful blue eyes, eyes that would soon be covered over with teal contact lenses.  I got the strangest feeling then, as if I wouldn’t be seeing them again if I depressed the trigger on the airbrush, as though the windows to her soul would be forever shuttered away.  Don’t do it, my inner voice said again, a weak plea.

Yvette reached up and put her soft hand upon my cheek.  “It’s time, Rod.”

I kissed the palm of her hand and looked into her eyes one final time, and then bent down to work.  She pressed her lips together when the spray hit the tops of her feet, stifling a moan as her skin took on its customary artificial look.

___________________________




It was a scorcher of a day when I pulled Justine off of the main highway and onto the old, disused desert road.  It was just the two of us.  It would be our last workout together, and I aimed to make it a good one.  There’s a lot of good, flat desert east of Phoenix, where a man can drive for hours on old farm or mine roads without risk of running into rock formations or dry washes.  I pulled onto my favorite bit of dirt track and gunned Justine’s motor, pushing her up through the gears quickly, until she was kicking sand through her tires at fifty miles per hour, and I still hadn’t opened her up.

She felt glorious, her motor positively purring, enjoying our workout and hungry for more.  I gave her more gas, my heart pumping madly, my lips dry with anticipation as she hit sixty, sucking air through her twin hood scoops and spitting out exhaust.  She handled as beautifully as ever, eating up the desert as easily as she might lead a parade.  I loved this.  I loved being inside her.  I loved her.  I reached my hand out to rest it upon the passenger seat headrest, and that was when she came to life for me.

The sound of her motor died away slightly as my eyes locked onto the vision in the passenger seat.  “Justine,” I said, a barely audible whisper.  She reached out a smooth vinyl arm and began stroking my neck as I drove.  I kept one hand locked on the wheel, keeping us going good and straight as I took in her shining teal body.  She smiled at me, her matching eyes alight with joy, her big glossy boobs bouncing stiffly as we tore up the road, her smooth thighs sparkling in the sunlight streaming through the windshield.

“Justine—” I said again, but before I could say another word she quickly threw a glossy leg over my lap and shoved her tongue down my throat.  “Mmph…!” I moaned as she heatedly pressed herself into me, her warm boobs rubbing deliciously against my thin t-shirt.  My dick was as hard as a stick shift at that moment, and she lost no time in freeing it from my denim shorts and inserting it into her rubbery cunt.

I gave a muffled cry as her vinyl vagina swallowed my length at a stroke.  She wrapped her arms around my seat, pinning me in place, her ethylene perfume invading my nostrils as she continued her ravenous assault on my mouth.  Except for my arms keeping us in the middle of the dirt road I was unable to move, the frantic humping she was giving me making movement all but impossible.

I floored it, and was rewarded by the increased rumbling of her motor reverberating through my balls.  I knew I couldn’t hold out much longer, nor did I want to, but I knew that once I came my fantasy would be complete, never to be repeated, and it was with the greatest mixture of euphoria and regret that I shot my load into her.  We screamed as one, our muffled shrieks of ecstasy trapped in each other’s mouths.  I bucked and jerked wildly, slamming into her shining polymer-coated body for all I was worth, my vinyl bride giggling in satisfaction as my cries of rapture melted into tears of joy.

Justine’s engine was loud in my ears as we continued down the dirt track, kicking up dirt and likely scaring the shit out of roadrunners and sleeping coyotes.  She continued holding me, her warm body pressed tightly to mine, and I alternately laughed and cried, having achieved the greatest happiness ever known by any man on the face of the earth, though unlike my dream I had done so without crashing and burning.

I moved down through the gears until we slowed to a stop, Justine’s engine idling, powerful yet peaceful.  “God, I love you so,” I said hoarsely, the tears streaming from my closed eyes, my nose buried in her soft, rubbery shoulder.  She didn’t say a word, she just continued holding onto me as I turned the car around and headed for home.  It was the single best day of my life, and it wasn’t yet sundown.  Now all that remained was for me to wash up my ride and deliver her to her new owner.  After that it would be a different life.  About that there could be no doubt.

I was wrong about the crash, however.  It did come, and like my dream it came from out of nowhere and was every bit as devastating.


Chapter 10

That Which Is Caesar’s




We drove home in silence.  I mean, what do you say after you’ve had the sexual experience of a lifetime?  I glanced over at Yvette.  She sat there, abnormally still, her big boobs gently bouncing in response to Justine’s powerful rumbling.  I would have expected to see a little animation in her, especially after the events of the last few hours, but she looked as if she were trying to be invisible, a trick she could pull off relatively easily.

My dick was already hard again, the soft jostling of Yvette’s bosom the cause.  I so wanted to put my hand on her neck and guide her shiny head down to my lap, just to round out the best day of my life, but even a Neanderthal like me has moments of clarity, where I realize that it isn’t all about me.  But the closer we came to the city, the more this post-coital quiet was becoming unnerving, it becoming obvious that her silence had little to do with a well-deserved afterglow.

One of the many things I love about my bitchin’ ‘vette is that she is not a chatterbox; when she has something to say she says it, unlike so many people who speak simply to hear the sound of their own voice.  This silence was like no other silence I had ever not heard from her before.  It wasn’t a thoughtful silence or a wistful silence or even a pensive silence.  It wasn’t the mournful silence of a griever or the expectant silence that precedes a game-winning free throw, nor was it even the desperate silence of a gambler who has just doubled-down against the dealer’s six, only to find her hole card is a five.  No, this was a pregnant silence: a heaving, panting, fully dilated bitch of a silence poised to pop out a litter of little silences that would rip us apart.

I began to think she might be upset with me for having repeatedly called her Justine while she was fucking me—screaming the name of a former girlfriend is bad enough, but calling your wife by your car’s name is for damn sure grounds for divorce in all fifty states, and very likely Italy as well.  But as the miles wore on I began to get the feeling that this wasn’t so much a silence as it was a sadness.  “Yvette, I—”

“Please don’t say anything, Roddy,” she said, cutting gently across me, her voice hoarse.  “Let’s just enjoy the moment, okay?”

“Okay, baby,” I replied softly, or at least as softly as Justine’s three-hundred and fifty horses would allow and still be understood.

I continued looking over at her from time to time.  It really was difficult to tell where Justine’s upholstery ended and Yvette’s body began.  I had wanted to merge the two of them, and had successfully done so, but I wondered if that action hadn’t pushed my sweet girl over the edge, making her think that I preferred her as an object.  As we chewed up more highway, albeit slower than I normally would due to my desire to enjoy every last minute of my ‘vette in this form, I began sensing a definite unease from her.  Her breasts were actually heaving, rising and falling rapidly, her hands unconsciously grasping at the vinyl seat of which she was almost a part, and most worrisome of all, she was biting her lower lip, her bright white teeth visible against the shiny teal backdrop of her mouth, apparently unconcerned about the damage she might be doing to her showroom finish.

When I was a kid we had a cat, Elsie, so named by my older sister, Lilith.  She was a little alley cat we’d found under our porch, half-starved, obviously abandoned.  She was sweet and affectionate, with huge eyes that melted my mom’s heart in seconds (cat people aren’t born, they’re made).  She nuzzled up against all of us, claiming her territory, purring loudly when my sister picked her up and held her in her arms, whereupon she closed her eyes and fell asleep, thus sealing the deal.

She was a great cat, that cleared the house of mice in no time, although she did have this nasty penchant for bringing these huge cockroaches into the house, clamped in her jaws to show us what a great hunter she was.  She would sit there looking up at us, expecting praise, the indestructible bastard lodged in her teeth still very much alive and kicking, which she would then release into the house, after which much screaming would ensue.  Like all cats she recognized no rules, and there was no place that was off-limits to her.

One summer evening my dad took me with him to KFC, for some of that extra-crispy chicken that everyone knows they shouldn’t eat but decide to tempt a quadruple-bypass anyway.  We got less than a mile down the road before we realized there was another passenger in the car with us.  Elsie climbed onto the back seat, her eyes wide in fear as the world without moved past her at speeds she couldn’t comprehend.  She had apparently been exploring and had gotten into Dad’s car before we’d left, and decided that the back seat was the perfect place to take a nap.  I tried to calm her down but she wasn’t having any.  She paced back and forth across the top of the back seat, her rib cage visibly expanding, damn near hyperventilating, until she jumped down into the well behind my dad’s seat, lay down, and began panting.  I told Dad we needed to turn around and go home, that she was going to give herself a heart attack, but he just smiled and said not to worry, and that she’d be okay before long.  He was right.  Once we got that big-ass bucket of chicken from the drive-through, Elsie seemed to forget her fear, climbed into the front seat with me and began nuzzling me in earnest, her carnivorous need outweighing her terror at being inside a moving car.

That memory came racing back to me as I watched my bride’s bosom heave in apparent fear, her fists clenching and unclenching as we pulled up to a stop light about a mile from home.  “Yvette, are you all ri—?”  She silenced me by putting a hand on my thigh, gripping it so tightly I thought she might damage some nerves down there.

“Roddy, let’s not go home!” she said, her voice panicked, swiveling her head toward me, and despite her elastomer shell I could see in her face the same terror that I had in my poor kitten’s.  “Let’s just…let’s just drive for a while, okay?  We can just go, and…and not come back!”

Jesus Christ, I thought, she’s frightened out of her wits.  I put my hand on hers, feeling the warmth of her pseudo-skin, noting that underneath her shiny exterior her hands were probably clammy as hell.  “‘vette, my love,” I said, trying to inject a note of calm I wasn’t feeling, worried that she might be having a psychotic episode caused by Justine’s imminent departure and the guilt associated with that, “I know what you’re upset about.  It’s okay.  Trust me.  It’s time for me to give up childish things.  Besides,” I continued, giving her my very best Cary Grant smile, “where can we go with you looking like a naked, big-boobed Smurf?”

I had expected my feeble joke to at least draw a nervous laugh from her, but like my poor terrified cat she wasn’t having any either.  I looked into her teal eyes, mentally kicking myself for having driven the woman of my dreams officially crazy.  She looked down and away, still panting slightly, not wanting to make eye contact with me.  “Roddy…” she began, almost a gasp, “I…I just want you to know—”

The blare of a car horn startled us both out of our private little bubble.  I took my hand from hers and put the car in gear, doing my best to get us through the intersection without plowing into the median or taking out some old pedestrian wearing his ever-present oxygen backpack.  We continued down the single lane road, me frantically praying that she could hold it together until we arrived safely home, for she had curled up into a fetal ball in her seat, gasping softly.

Congratulations, you selfish prick, my inner voice said, you finally succeeded in fucking her up completely.  I shook my head angrily, not in denial, but at the truth of my unspoken thoughts.  For a few hours I’d had her back, my beautiful bride, polymer-free and happy, but I had pissed it away for a few minutes of a juvenile fantasy; where the rubber meets the road, I really was a weak-willed, selfish bastard.

I turned the corner onto our block, never so glad to see home.  I would put Yvette to bed and let her rest, after which I would clean up my ride, turn her over to her new owner, collect my money, and then hopefully begin the healing process.

It was therefore the greatest surprise to me when I pulled into the driveway to find Don Carlos already waiting for us.  He was standing next to the corner of the garage, slightly bent over, casually examining the tecoma that flanks the walk to the rear of the house.  He turned his head as we came to a stop, smiled and straightened up, and began elegantly making his way around to my side of the car.

“Yvette,” I whispered frantically, my balls practically pulled up to my abdomen.  “Don’t move a muscle.  He might not see you.  I’ll try to distract him, and you can go into the house.”

“No,” she said flatly, her voice hoarse.  She put her hand on the door latch and swiveled her head to look at me, her face completely devoid of expression.  “I’m sorry, Rod, but you were right.  It is time for you to give up childish things.”  She opened the door and stepped out of the car just as my employer put both of his hands on my door, his mirrored sunglasses glinting in the late afternoon sun.

“Buenas tardes, Rodrigo,” he said silkily, his smile no longer the jovial one he usually wore, but rather wolfish.  “I have come to take what is mine.”

___________________________




“I can explain, Don Carlos.”  We stood in the driveway, or rather he leaned against Justine’s passenger-side front fender, as relaxed as could be, while I stood facing him, trying to keep my legs from shaking, failing miserably.

“No explanations are necessary.  All you need to do is sign her over to me.  Do not worry about the mileage and such,” he said, holding a pen out to me.  “I will fill in the necessary later.”

I reached into the car and opened the glove compartment and retrieved her title with trembling fingers, unable to shake the feeling that I was suffocating.  I was fired, that much was certain.  He hadn’t said as much, but I knew the words would be coming soon.  I signed my name on the line, gently for fear of scratching Justine’s finish, as I was using her roof as a writing surface.

“At first I thought it was drugs, you know?” he said, taking Justine’s title from me and slipping it into a leather-bound folder.  “Or maybe gambling.  People don’t change their habits, not all of a sudden.  Leaving early, calling in sick; behavior that is most unlike you, Rodrigo.  And then out of the blue, you offer me your Justine.  I knew then that it was serious.”

My mind was torn in two, wondering if my soon to be ex-employer was about to have me arrested for embezzlement, while at the same I wondered how Yvette was doing.  I could hear her, moving about in the house.  She wasn’t crying, which at least was a positive sign.  Meanwhile Don Carlos was looking up at me, apparently waiting for me to speak, perhaps expecting an apology, or maybe waiting for me to drop to my knees and kiss his ring in abject debasement, all of which I was willing to do.  But this whole scene felt completely unreal, as though I were in a play and everyone else knew their parts but me.

“She is beautiful, I have to give you that.”  He opened the artfully engraved leather folder and took out an 8x10 photograph.  There was Yumi, standing on our patio, her beautiful body reflecting the underwater lights from our swimming pool.

“At first I felt guilty, having you watched, but I could not believe my eyes when Paco,” he jerked his head backward indicating one of the two men standing at the foot of the driveway, men Raymond Chandler would have referred to as ‘tough Mexicans,’ “showed me this picture.  My feelings of guilt vanished once I’d realized that you had stolen from me.  Me, of all people!

“But as my guilt had vanished, so did my anger.  I know a thing or two about beauty, Rodrigo, and what you had done to your beautiful Yvette was far greater than anything Michelangelo could have created.  Not only are you an artist when it comes to cars, but you are also a master when it comes to turning women into true works of art.”

This was not at all the kind of response I had expected from him.  Was he condoning what I’d done?  He put the photo back in the folder and hugged it to his chest, sighing slightly.  “Yvette, come out here, please.”

She emerged from the open center door of the garage, still very much teal, absolutely nude, and completely unembarrassed about it.  I started to move in front of her, to shield her from prying eyes, but I just as quickly realized, as had Yvette apparently, that it was too late for that.  She stopped when she reached the front of the car.  She didn’t look at me, nor at Don Carlos either.  She simply stood there, a beautiful blue-green statue, the sun behind her wreathing her in an almost holy light.  “Yes, she is indeed beautiful, Rodrigo.  I only wish that I could congratulate you on your achievement.”  He sighed again.  “It is time, Yvette.”  He turned and walked around the back end of his car.

I looked over at her, confused.  “Yvette…?”

“I’m sorry, Roddy…” she said thickly, her teal eyes absently fixed upon a spot about a thousand yards away.   “I…have to go now.”

I looked at her in disbelief, unable to take in what she was saying.  “Go where, ‘vette?”

She closed her eyes, as though staring at nothing had become tiresome.  “I’m sorry, Rod,” she said tonelessly.  “It…I can’t—”

“It is quite simple, Rodrigo.”  I turned to see Don Carlos looking at me, leaning his forearms against the driver’s side roof, his expression wolfish again.  “The polymer that is coating Yvette’s body belongs to me.”

“What are you talking about?”  I said, my voice taking on an unpleasantly shrill quality as the ugly truth became apparent.  “What, you think you’re going to take her from me?  You think you fucking own her?”

“I do own her, Rodrigo.  Ask her yourself if you do not believe me.”

I turned back to her, unable to believe what I was hearing.  Yvette was standing as she had been, her face now fixed in that mannequin stare I knew so well.  “You’re out of your fucking mind,” I said, turning back to him.  “You want to fire me?  Fine, I quit!  You want to arrest me for embezzlement?  You can kiss the governorship goodbye if I take this public.  But coated or not, she belongs to me!  I don’t care how connected you are, no judge will ever back you.”

“That is true, Rodrigo.  But I do not need a judge to grant me title to your wife,” and here his wolfish grin grew broader.  “Isn’t that right, Yvette?”

I looked back at her, amazed that he was batshit enough to actually believe what he was saying, expecting to see shock and outrage on her face.  I didn’t see those things, though.  What I saw was the frozen expression of a teal-colored statue, an ornament that would not look out of place in someone’s garden.  “Yvette,” I said, feeling a distinct quaver in my voice as anxiety began coursing through my body like a flash flood, “tell him he’s full of shit!”

She stopped staring at the tecoma and looked down at the driver’s side windshield wiper, and then up at me.  “I’m sorry, Rod,” she said hoarsely.  “I-I can’t give this up.  I need it.”

“No,” I said, practically vomiting the word out, unable to believe what I was hearing.  I tried to walk over to her, but found that I was beginning to lose all feeling in my legs, needing the support of my former car to keep me from collapsing completely.  “I don’t believe you,” I said, my voice shaking now.  “He’s making you say this!”

I heard footsteps off to my left, and quickly turned to see my ex-employer’s henchmen coming my way.  Don Carlos waved his hand negligently and they stopped in their tracks, which just made me that much angrier.  “Do you really think a couple of pockmarked cholos are gonna scare me, you fat fucker?”  In all truth they did scare me, but I was fast losing the ability to care.  My world was crumbling around me; being knifed by a pair of hired vatos seemed like small potatoes.

“Carlos?”  It was Yvette’s voice; a calm, carefully modulated tone pitched precisely at a level to cut through the chaos.  But it was hearing her say his name, without the honorific, that put the knife in my heart.  It was at that moment that I realized that none of this was a surprise to her.  She had known this was going to happen all along.

“Sí, Yvette?”

“I don’t want to say goodbye, not like this.  Can you give us a minute, please?”

“Very well,” he said with an air of weary unconcern.  “Say your goodbyes.”  He opened the driver’s side door and got in, making himself comfortable inside that which had only recently been mine.

I felt her hand at my cheek, the backs of her fingers warm against my skin.  “I’m sorry, Roddy.”

“It was yesterday, wasn’t it?”  My voice sounded hollow, that hollowness seeming to spread with each passing second, a cancer that would ultimately consume me.  I turned my head and looked into her lens-covered eyes; they were quite dry.  “While I was working on Justine.  He called you on your phone, didn’t he?”

“Yes.”

“He told you to meet him.”

“Yes.”

“He said that if you didn’t leave me…what?  What did he say to you, ‘vette?  I want to hear the words.”

“I think you know what he said,” she said solemnly.  “He was going to fire you, and blackball you, that you would never work in this state again.”

“And you think I care about that?”

“I know you don’t.”

“Then why?”

“You know why.  Must I say it?”

“I won’t believe it if you don’t,” I said, my voice shaking.  “You love me.”  We looked at each other.  Despite the heat of the day I felt cold, numb.

“I love…” she started, the tears coming now, but without sniffles or sobs, a steady stream of water that cascaded down her finish as though she’d been freshly waxed, “…I love…feeling good!  I know you can’t understand it, but your polymer—”

“—his polymer!”

“—his polymer…” she paused, apparently trying to find the right words.  “You’re right, Roddy, I do love you, but…I want to be beautiful!”

“You are beautiful—”

“Yes, I am, as long as I’m coated.  But how long can that last?  A month?  Two months?  I want to be Yumi, Rod!  I want to be Doña Clara!  I want to be shiny!”

“But I can make you shiny, ‘vette!”

“No,” she said with awful finality, putting her hand gently upon my chest, “you can’t.  Only he can.”

I would have looked into her eyes, but I already knew there was nothing to be read there, as her teal contacts obscured her humanity all too well.  No, it was her voice that signaled the death knell of our relationship.  I had heard it before, in a dream.  ‘I must…evolve,’ she’d said with calm inevitability, and now here she stood, about to evolve her way out of my life.  “Please, Yvette,” I whispered, lacking the strength to speak more forcefully, “please don’t do this.  I can get you help!  We can beat this!”

“I don’t want to beat it!” she said, tired and exasperated.  “You said it yourself, ‘Don Carlos owns 16/2,’ therefore…” and here she spread her arms slightly, a tacit admission of the way of things: Don Carlos owned the polymer that covered her body, inside and out.  The polymer that covered her body, inside and out, owned her.  The logic was immutable and undeniable: if a=b, and b=c, then Don Carlos did indeed own my fucking bride.

The hollowness inside me was now complete.  I felt empty, as though someone had sprayed me down with my own polymer and then ripped the insides out.  I leaned back against the passenger-side door, my legs no longer able to support me.  ‘It is not proper to love a slave, Roddy-sama,’ Yumi had told me last night.  Had she been trying to warn me of what was going to happen?  Or had she been trying to get me ready to accept the inevitable?  I felt something pressing against my left arm, and looked drunkenly down to see some pieces of paper being held out the window.  “Have him sign these, Yvette,” came Don Carlos’s voice from within.  “We must go.”

She took the paperwork from him gently, her own fingers trembling, and held them out to me.  “You have to…” she started, but then trailed off, apparently unable to say the words.  I took them from her, my hands shaking every bit as much as hers.  Even though my vision was beginning to blur, I could read the words clearly enough:




SUPERIOR COURT OF ARIZONA

MARICOPA COUNTY

PETITION FOR

DISSOLUTION OF MARRIAGE-

(DIVORCE) WITHOUT MINOR CHILDREN




In a state of shock I read the document.  It was already filled out, with thoughtfully placed x’s indicating where I should sign or initial.  I was getting the house and all its furnishings, my truck, her car, my 401k and all of our savings, which like most Americans is minuscule.  Yvette was walking away from our marriage with nothing more than the pseudo-skin on her back.  It was all very methodical, every ‘t’ was motherfucking crossed, and every ‘i’ was motherfucking dotted.

“Yvette, I—” I began dazedly.

“Sign it, Rod,” she said, her voice low, sad but resolute.

It was so bizarre, I could hear birds chirping, surprising on such a hot day.  I heard a car moving off down the street, its water pump having only a few weeks of life left judging by the high pitched squealing.  I was acutely conscious of my heart beating, and of how dry my throat felt.  “I-I…” I rasped, “…need…”

A pen was pressed into my hand again.  I hadn’t really noticed before, but in my hypersensitive state I could feel the finely machined ridges running down its length, and I could tell by its weight that it was probably titanium—only the finer things in life for Don Carlos.  I tried putting the pen to the legal document that would separate me from my ‘vette, but my hands began shaking so badly it was unlikely I would be able to write anything legibly.

“Help him, Yvette,” came Don Carlos’s voice from within his bitchin’ wheels.

She looked as though she wanted to say something but appeared to think better of it.  She sighed, then slowly turned around and presented her shiny back to me, giving me a stable surface upon which to write.  Feeling as though I were in a dream I signed my name, gently, out of concern for her finish.  Two more signatures and three sets of initials, and it was done.

She turned slowly back around, avoiding my eyes it seemed, gently took the papers and pen from me and handed them back into the car.  She stood before me, saying nothing, her arms hanging limply down, like a marionette at rest.  Seconds that felt like days passed.  Hesitantly she put a hand on my chest; I could feel her trembling, vibrating like a car idling at a stoplight.  “There…” she began, her voice hoarse, licking her lips despite the damage she was knowingly causing her finish, “there will be other women, Rod, better women—”

“No, ‘vette,” I said, my voice reverberating through the hollow shell that looked like me, “there are no other women.  Just you.”

“No,” she said, raising her gaze up to the vicinity of my chin, her voice becoming a little stronger, “I mean—” but at that moment Justine rumbled into life, silencing my former bride.  She looked away, biting her lower lip, and though I couldn’t read her face, the set of her shoulders exhibited her anguish quite plainly.  I slid aside, slowly, and opened the door for her, that underwater feeling coming over me again, but now I felt as though I were standing on the ocean floor, the incredible pressure about to crush me utterly.

She stood there, unmoving, staring into the open interior of the car, on the verge of merging with it forever because she was too weak to fight her all-consuming addiction.  Seconds passed and still she didn’t move, and I wondered, my heart racing even faster, if she actually might beat it.  I remembered the scene, not quite two days ago, Yvette sitting at our dining room table, staring at the gallon jug of vinegar that would strip the polymer coating from body her in minutes.  ‘I want two things,’ she’d said, ‘and I can’t have both.’  She had been ready to fight it then; did she still have the strength?  I thought about taking her in my arms, of begging her not to leave me, but Justine’s heavy door was a wall between us, and before I could make my move, she stepped forward and slipped into the passenger seat.

I looked down at her, unable to feel anything, unable to put one thought in front of another.  I could barely see her now, so perfectly did she blend into Justine’s interior; they really had become one.  I closed her door gently, respectfully; she belonged to someone else now.

“Rodrigo?”

I looked up to see Don Carlos’s hand sticking up over the roof, lazily waving a folded piece of paper.  Like a sleepwalker I shambled around to the other side of the car, distractedly hoping that he would just put Justine in gear and run me over.  With shaking fingers I took the check from him.  “I took the liberty of subtracting twenty-thousand dollars, for the polymer you stole from me,” he said bitingly.

I thought about responding, but what was there to say?  It was over; I had lost.  He not only had the better hand, he owned the rest of the cards in the deck as well.  I rubbed Justine’s hood lightly, trying to delay the inevitable moment of departure.  “Take care of her,” I said weakly.

“Do not worry about that, Rodrigo,” he said running his hand over her steering wheel, “I have made a space for her in the stable, where she will be at home among my other beauties.  She will be well-looked after.”

I snorted lightly.  Through the slightly dusty windshield I saw her move about slightly.  She was staring straight ahead, not really looking at anything, unconsciously squeezing her left tit, the very one that I had caressed the night we first kissed, the night that I had fallen in love with her.  It was then that I began to feel something, an overpowering rush of hate and revulsion such as I had never known.  I wanted to hurt her, to make her feel the pain that I was feeling.  “Yeah, Don Carlos,” I said, looking into the whites of her eyes, the only really visible part of her.  “I know you’ll take good care of her.  But it’s like that old saying, you know: ‘You buy a used car, you buy somebody else’s problems.’

She closed her eyes then, and I watched with vengeful satisfaction as iridescent tears rained down her smooth cheeks.  Don Carlos looked up at me, a brief flash of anger that quickly melted under my hateful gaze.  He tried to put on the old charm again, but I could see all too well beneath the hastily erected mask—he was ashamed.  “Adios,” he mumbled, and put the car in gear and let her roll backwards.  He backed out into the street, turned, and smoothly pulled away, taking with him all the happiness I had ever known.

I turned my back on my ex-employer’s hired thugs, as well as a few of my curious neighbors who were probably wondering what the fuck was going on.  I walked on numb legs into the garage, into the empty space that had been her stall.  The workbenches had been cleared of anything and everything that had to do with LP_16/2.  Her antique dresser was bare of brushes and sponges and spray nozzles.  Even her hand-built paint frame was gone.  There was only the lingering smell of latex and the scent of her coconut oil moisturizer.  And that was when it came, the shock and the anger subsiding only enough to let the grief burst through, which it did with the force of dam breaking.  My legs buckled and I dropped to my hands and knees and began sobbing uncontrollably, my tears puddling on the concrete like coolant from a busted radiator.


Chapter 11

Shiny Friday




“Yo, Professor!”

I tore the masking tape from the upper corner of the Mercedes’s windshield, sighed, and looked up from my work.  “What’s up, Vinny?”

“Break time, man.  I got some shit here you definitely want to see.”

I snorted lightly and smiled ruefully.  “All right.  Let me just finish taping this off.”

“No sweat, Professor.  Man, this is some serious shit…” he mumbled, half-sitting on the gleaming metal bumper of his four-wheel drive pickup, his eyes glued to his custom car magazine.  Vinny’s a good kid, as strong as an ox, and the first guy to call if you need a fender pounded out.  He isn’t the brightest bulb on the tree, but then again he probably hadn’t lost his wife, his car, and his job in the same afternoon.

Sighing again, I brushed a length of lank greasy hair out of my face, sweat stinging my eyes a trifle, and returned to my work.  The day was quite warm, even for late October, and according to the bank clock across the street we had just two degrees to go to hit our promised high of eighty-five.  Some people might say I was being a masochist, working in the shop’s parking lot rather than in the cool shade of the garage, or in the paint bay proper, but natural light, of which Arizona has a surfeit, is best.

Joe’s Garage, named for both the owner and the owner’s reverence of Frank Zappa, is a pretty decent place to work, all things considered.  The pay is decent, the health plan is decent, the people are decent, and the work isn’t too hard.  Paint and body is all we do, or at least all I do since I’m the only painter.  There is Vinny, who began calling me Professor upon hearing me use the word ‘nonetheless.’  He handles the physical stuff, gets replacement parts or paint we can’t get delivered, and acts as a second pair of hands should I need them.  There is also Minnie, a diminutive vivacious older divorcee, who despite her smaller stature possesses of a pair of cans exactly the size and shape of my former wife’s, as well as a cockney accent that melts the heart of everyone she meets.  She deals with customers, does the books, and takes care of the day-to-day business needs.  Joe, like any decent business owner, spends his time on the golf course.

But I am the artist.  No one knows that I have a Master’s degree in chemistry, or that I was once married to a mannequin.  They just know me as that moody guy who doesn’t shave, smokes like a chimney, and mutters to himself a lot.

The 1966 Mercedes 250SE I was working on was in a sorry state, but I would restore her to her former perfection in good time.  There isn’t much rust in Arizona, but old Sol and desert sand can kill paint every bit as much.  Sighing, I worked the tape down the driver’s side section of the windshield.  I sighed a lot these days, and my few smiles were usually rueful.  Chalk it up to my life having been utterly destroyed.

They say time heals all wounds?  Minor ones maybe, abrasions and the like, but an ice pick to the soul never really heals.  It festers and suppurates, and if it doesn’t end up ultimately killing you it can leave deep, sometimes visible scars.  I thought about her as I smoothed down the tape.  Well, no, that isn’t quite true.  I continued thinking about her, as I had done for pretty much every second of every day for the last three months.

I’d spent the first three days crying.  Not endlessly, of course, for I’d had things to do, namely drinking until I passed out, vomiting like a dog into the toilet (more or less), ramming my head into the side of the pool while swimming in a drunken stupor, cutting the shit out of my wrist while trying to open a can of sardines (it was an accident, I swear), and generally engaging in the kind of behavior that would give rock stars pause.

I’d kept my phone close by me at all times, hoping, wishing, dreaming, even praying that she would call, to tell me that she was wrong, that she loved me, begging me to forgive her, and could I please come and pick her up?  It never rang.  I checked my battery compulsively to make sure it was charged.  I checked my voicemail religiously if I even suspected that there had been a signal drop.  Nothing.  With varying degrees of sobriety and lucidity I began to accept the fact that Yvette’s decision to live as an object—as someone else’s object—was final.

Thanks to my good friends Jose Cuervo and Johnny Walker, I spent many hours drifting in and out of consciousness, mostly out.  I’d had the most awful dreams about her: sleeping on a bed in his garage, turning herself into a geisha for that fat cocksucker’s pleasure, becoming a chrome robot and giving massages to him and his breast-implanted whore of a wife.  All sorts of things I imagined and dreamed, all of them driving me to take yet another pull from the bottle so that I might induce unconsciousness, the only refuge I had.

I’d also kept an ear on the local news radio station, awaiting the announcement of that fat cocksucker’s impending run for governor, so that I could call in and publicly proclaim that aforementioned fat cocksucker was keeping a fucking slave.  It never came.  Don Carlos had apparently decided that nailing my shiny bride was better than being on the campaign trail, kissing babies and shaking hands with old farts, of which Arizona also has a surfeit.

I was distracted from the never-ending marathon of heartbreak that played in my brain by the excited stammers of my assistant.  “H-holy shit, Professor!  Your car’s in here.  Justine!  She’s fuckin’ famous!”

I looked up from my work, that all-too familiar feeling of being underwater coming over me again.  I straightened up, acutely aware of my every movement, the heat of the day, the sound of passing cars.  I put down the tape and walked over to him like a zombie, dread filling me up as though it were being pumped into my belly through a nozzle.  I took the proffered magazine from him, my fingers dimly registering the weight of the slick heavy paper.

It was her, all right, my Justine, beautifully polished, gleaming under professionally designed studio lighting.  She looked amazing; even her license plate shone.  As beautiful as she was, though, she looked positively drab in comparison with the glossy, canary yellow woman lying on her hood.

“Oh…my…God….”

“She’s yours, ain’t she, Professor?  She looks just like that picture you got in your toolbox.”

“Not anymore,” I said, my voice dry and cracking, “someone else owns her now.”  The image on the page burned itself into my brain.  It was my ‘vette, as I had so often seen her in private, now splashed quite publicly across the pages of a magazine.

She lay on her back across Justine’s hood, her finish precisely matching that of my former car’s.  She gleamed, sparkling under the bright lighting.  Her eyes were closed, her lips pursed, a sensual, almost pre-orgasmic expression on her face, as though Justine’s engine was idling and she could feel the vibrations resonating through her.

I could feel my heart pounding wildly inside my chest, my erection straining the heavy fabric of my carpenter’s pants.  “Where…” I started, trying to find my voice, “…where did you get this?”

“Over at that liquor store on the corner, when I was buying some smokes.  There was a line of people ahead of me.  Everybody was buying a copy.  Man, I never seen a line there like that before.”

A very small part of my brain paid attention to his words, but practically everything else was devoted to the shiny figure in the magazine.  She was just so mind-bogglingly amazing.  It was almost impossible to tear your eyes away from her: her legs were long and sleek; her belly flat and smooth; her back seductively arched as though responding to a lover’s touch; and her generous breasts, high and round, caught the light so perfectly that you knew she couldn’t be real, for nothing in nature could ever be so perfect.

But there were some differences between the model in the magazine and the ‘vette I used to have.  Firstly, she wasn’t nude, as was her preferred state of being, but you couldn’t exactly call her clothed either.  Don Carlos, or whoever, had fashioned a sort of string bikini for her that looked exactly like the chrome trim of a classic car.  It wound over her hips and then steeply down into the valley of her pubis, widening only enough to conceal her sweet slit, then back up and around to her big boobs, molded to them, clinging to every contour of her wondrous bust, until the thin chrome lines terminated at her areolae, where they expanded into large circles that resembled miniature car badges.

She also had hair now, but it wasn’t her hair, nor was it hair in the traditional sense, but rather incredibly thin fiber optic cable styled to simulate human hair.  It splayed about her, blending and merging with Justine’s finish.  Her eyebrows were painted on, a muted gray, no longer arched like they used to be, but inclined slightly upwards, giving the illusion of speed.

The other major change that I could see was to her belly button—she didn’t have one.  Some people might think it had been airbrushed out, but I knew better.  It had simply been taped over and then sprayed over, thus eliminating any evidence that she was an organic creature, which would only serve to confuse the viewer more: was she real, or was she a computer generated image?

I had to admit it was slickly done, because the way that light and shadow were used made it appear that she was real, but you knew she couldn’t be real because no woman had ever looked that good.  It was a dichotomy that was temporarily shelved by your dick wanting some attention right fucking now.

“Yeah, that model’s awful hot, ain’t she?” my muscular assistant said with an appreciative whistle.  “Man, I’d like to take that for a fuckin’ ride.  Wouldn’t you?”  He stopped then, his uni-brow knitted in apparent confusion.  “But she ain’t real, is she?  I mean, she’s, like, you know, a special effect, right?”

“It’s a polymer,” I heard myself say in a droning voice, my eyes fixed upon the newly redesigned model ‘vette, “a carbon/rubber elastomer mesh just a few molecules thick and thirty times denser than nylon.  It rides over the skin, clinging to its surface by means of static electricity, hiding small imperfections.  You spray it on with an airbrush.  The strands flatten out when heated, creating the appearance of a smooth, shiny surface.”

“Holy shit, Professor,” he said, awed by my acumen, “you can tell all that from a picture?”

“I, uh…read about it somewhere,” I said, surprised that I could lie so well what with ninety-five percent of my brain being focused on the shiny woman who still haunted my dreams.

“So that’s a real babe, then?”  He stopped again, considering the implications.  “Uh, Professor,” he said slowly, but with a slight edge to his voice that even my befuddled brain couldn’t miss, “could I, uh, have my magazine back?”

“Uh, sure,” I said, reluctantly handing the glossy magazine back to him, reluctantly because I knew what was going to happen next.  He quickly turned and strode stiffly to the bathroom, magazine in hand, so that he could jerk off to the image of my wife.

I stood there in the parking lot, stunned.  The fat cocksucker had taken it public.  He had stolen my invention from me, and was now pimping pictures of the woman he had also stolen from me for people to fucking gawp at.  In a daze I shambled out of the shop’s parking lot and made my way shakily down the street, to buy my own copy of that which I used to see for free.

Three months, I thought, almost delirious, like an alky looking through a liquor store window, his tenuous grasp on sobriety slipping.  Exactly ninety motherfucking days, and she comes roaring back into my life.  Day by day I had been rebuilding my life, one day at a goddamn time, with no word from her, no phone calls, no letter, no nothing!  Recovering from the loss of my ‘vette had not been easy, and had in fact been made doubly unbearable, for she had done more than just leave me, she had also erased practically all evidence of our relationship.

It was while in the throes of my freshly dumped drunken haze that I discovered that every last picture of her, every letter, video, jpg, mpeg, and more, had been systematically removed from the house.  She must have had a busy night, what with fucking me into a sound sleep and then completely obliterating herself from my life.  My laptop was wiped clean of her, our wedding pictures were gone, even my wallet had been stripped.  All I had left of her was the picture of her that I’d kept in my toolbox, leaning against Justine, her beautiful body barely clothed in the skimpiest of string bikinis.

I’d theorized about it endlessly, about why she’d done it.  Was it because she had known that I was addicted to her, and being an addict herself had apparently decided that making me go cold turkey was the best option?  Or was there perhaps a more sinister motive?  Perhaps that fat cocksucker had made her do it, had ordered her to remove all traces of her existence so that I would be unable to make a claim against him.

There was so much I didn’t know; so much I would never know.  Did Doña Clara know of their relationship?  Did she condone it?  Was she perhaps even a part of it?  Or was she, like so many trophy wives, simply turning a blind eye to her husband’s sexual peccadilloes, a not unreasonable price to pay for a life of comfort.

There wasn’t a line inside the liquor store when I got there for the simple reason that they were already sold out.  “Damnedest thing I ever saw,” said the proprietor, distractedly looking at his own copy.  “Sold ever’ last one of ‘em in under half an hour.  Oh, man, she can’t be real,” he continued, more to himself than me, “she’s gotta be a….”  I left quickly, not wishing to discuss the technical aspects of science with someone who was drooling over a picture of my ex-wife.

“Hey, man,” hissed a scruffy guy leaning against the back of an ancient Ford station wagon in the liquor store’s parking lot.  “You looking for that magazine?  The one with that hot model?”

My stomach rolled over, hearing this little bastard talking about my wife.  “Yeah,” I replied sickly.  “You know where I can find a copy?”  Of course I already knew what the answer would be.

“Got some right here, my man,” he beamed, reaching into the back of his p.o.s.  “Only twenty bucks apiece.  How many you want?”

I exhaled a measured breath, and with shaking fingers pressed a twenty into his greasy palm.

“Man, she’s a beaut’, ain’t she?” he said, as I took the magazine from him.  “How’d you like to take that for a spin, huh?”

I walked away, clutching the magazine to my chest as a bunch of guys began pushing past me, queuing up to get their own copies.

I hurriedly made it back to the shop.  Minnie looked up from the counter as I entered, holding her own copy of Custom Rod.  “Roddy,” she said breathlessly, her fetching funbags ready to burst out of her tight halter top, “have you seen this bird in the magazine?  D’yer think she’s…?”  I ran up the stairs to my loft, shutting the door behind me, hopefully shutting out the world as well.

The loft came with the job, and though it was by no means luxurious, it was quite spacious, easily accommodating what few possessions I had left after the mega yard sale I’d had.  At practically any other time in American history, getting the house in a divorce would be quite a coup, but since a bevy of crooked bankers had decided to plunge the world into the worst economic crisis since the Great Depression, I ended up owing more money than I had bought it for, even with the improvements Yvette and I had made.  I drove away with little more than a few pots and pans and some furniture, having signed over Don Carlos’s check to cover my indebtedness.  I could’ve just walked away from it all, like so many other of my fellow citizens, but my plight was not brought on by the greed of a few fat cat financiers, but rather by my own greed—much like the shot to the back of the head I’d taken from that baseball, I felt it was my karma.  I deserved whatever bad shit happened to me.

Trembling slightly, I grabbed a soda from the battered Frigidaire and sat down at my chipped dining table, pushing aside dirty cereal bowls and assorted Taco Bell wrappers so that I could make room to read.  Her face in close-up was on the cover, her eyes closed, her head demurely shifted down and to the left.  With shaking fingers I opened the magazine, unsure and uncaring whether I was breathing anymore, quickly flipped past inane articles about do-it-yourself flame-jobs and front-end makeovers, and stopped when I found the article about her.  It was entitled Next Year’s Model.

There were exactly fifteen pages devoted to her, each one posed against a different classic car, each time coated in a different color, moving forward through the years: there was a red 1953 Ferrari that I recognized as belonging to Don Carlos, a two-tone mint-green and white 1959 Edsel, a stainless steel 1981 DeLorean, and lastly a black 2010 Dodge Viper.  I couldn’t believe how beautiful she was, how sleek and shiny, at times her finish more lustrous than the car she lay upon.  But it was more than just paint and polymer that drew the viewer in, it was the innate sensuality of the model.  In every photograph her eyes were closed, her face always turned slightly away, not coyly, not teasing, but as though she were in a state of perpetual bliss, which I knew for a fact she was.

The text of the article, if anyone bothered to read it, had to do with timeless elegance, and that beauty was the single unifying constant of car lovers throughout the history of the automobile.  The prose was clean and simple, and I read every word of it, if only so that I could linger on each page for as long as possible, drinking in Yvette’s incredible beauty, at least until I got to the centerfold, at which point I realized that I had become drunk upon it.

“My God…” I whispered to the empty loft.  It was the single most evocative image I had ever seen.  She lay upon the hood of a blue 1956 C1 Chevrolet Corvette, her legs slightly spread, her lithe arms stretched downward toward the headlights, her fingers extended as though she were on the edge of a mind-numbing orgasm.  Aside from obvious differences of make and model, this gatefold image of my ex-wife differed from all of the others in two important respects: her eyes were open, revealing not blue contact lenses as I would have thought, but rather very specialized lenses, gridded like car headlamps; and the other thing, which I found even more unsettling than her eyes, was her name, painted on just above the line of her chrome bikini bottom, an exact reproduction of the classic logo—‘vette.

I hadn’t realized I was crying until the first teardrop splashed upon the page, to be followed quickly by many others.  But my tears were not due to sadness, which had been my constant companion for every one of the last ninety days, but rather her unimaginable beauty.  I had grown up on Playboy and Penthouse, and had seen as many publications and photographs devoted to feminine beauty as every other man in the industrialized world, but there was nothing to rival this.  Yvette had become, or had evolved into, the most desirable woman who had ever lived.

I retired to my Salvation Army couch and opened up my laptop, hoping to find out as much as I could about her now, quickly discovering that I wasn’t the first.  Her picture was already at the top of Yahoo’s splash page, the caption underneath asking, ‘Who is ‘vette?’  And on the side of the page, where the ten most popular searches are categorized, every last one of them had something to do with the unbelievably magnificent woman who had once belonged to me.

I turned on the TV, the rest of my workday having become a trifling matter.  Vinny could lock up, if he wasn’t still in the john, checking his dipstick.  Sure enough, every news channel was talking about her: was she real, was she just an artfully crafted piece of computer animation, why America was so hot for ‘vette, and why was Custom Rod magazine not returning phone calls?

I watched, perhaps more fascinated than any other viewer, as news anchors and infobabes prattled on endlessly about her.  But as I watched, it became clear to me that there was much more to this hubbub than a few pictures in an obscure hot rod magazine, because something much larger was happening—Shiny Friday had begun.

It had started at noon, Mountain Standard Time, and was perhaps the single most massive media campaign ever conceived.  It launched quietly, when every electronic billboard in the country began simultaneously flashing moving images of Yvette.  She danced, strolled, twirled, and jumped, with rapid-fire editing showing her coated in every color of the rainbow, as well as her original Barbie-doll coloration, orchidaceous lips and all.  In that same instant, millions of people became acquainted with my bride, and everyone wanted more.

They got more.  Thirty minutes later, those images—and more—became available for download on the Internet, resulting in massive system crashes as everyone electronically jostled for a piece of my ex-wife.

At 1:00 PM, posters of her went on sale on Amazon.com, and it was only incredible foresight on their part that kept them online, for they were flooded with more orders than anyone had seen since Farrah Fawcett’s nipple pic, which Yvette would ultimately outsell by more than ten to one.

At 2:00 PM the campaign shifted to the print media, with the special edition of Custom Rod (a name I was really beginning to hate) hitting the news stands, the timing of which having been as rigidly controlled as a Harry Potter book release.

And at 3:00 PM it became official, when commercials began saturating the public airwaves.  Tens of millions of U.S. citizens became entranced by the gleaming, flawless face of the most tantalizing and captivating woman who had ever drawn breath, as she resolved out of nothing on their television screens, a Barbie doll come to life in their living rooms.  She simply opened her brilliant blue eyes, and whispered the single word that took the nation, and ultimately the world, by storm—Blaze!

I watched in dread fascination as they replayed the commercial over and over, gobs of free advertising for a product that no one seemed to know anything about.  The phone rang.  “Roddy, are you watching telly?”

“That I am, Minnie,” I answered, my voice a dry whisper, my eyes fixed on my 42-inch flat screen TV, one of the few items I’d been able to hang on to in my post-divorce poverty.  “Me and just about everybody else in the world, I suspect.”

“Well, I’m tired of listening to this tripe on the radio.”  I was surprised she didn’t say ‘wireless.’  “D’yer mind if I pop up?”

“Yeah, come on,” I said distractedly, for CNN had backtracked, and was now going through one of the billboard feeds frame by frame.  I snorted, certain that several million Americans were busily discovering the sound of one hand fapping.

There came two quick raps at the door, which opened to admit my curious co-worker.  Minerva ‘Minnie’ Cooper, so named by her father in homage to Alec Issigonis’s everyday runabout, is one the nicest people you’d ever want to meet, and was someone I generally went to great pains to avoid, due to her impressive bust that reminded me so much of Yvette’s.  Once married and divorced, she’d kept her maiden name all through her marriage—‘because it really is a talking point, love’—and despite being British she is an excellent cook, judging by the brownies and cheesecakes she sometimes brings in for me.

She made a beeline in my direction, unfazed by the general squalor of the bachelor pad in which I lived my less than wonderful life.  She plopped down beside me on the couch, her awe-inspiring cleavage, her shapely hose-clad legs, and the heady scent of her perfume vying with CNN for my attention.  “What’s happening, Roddy?”

“Buh…” I blurted, damn near giving my eyeballs a hernia as I pulled them up and away from the majestic vista below and to my right, “…b-big advertising campaign.  Something called Blaze.”  They cut again to the Blaze commercial, and with another Herculean effort I pulled my eyes away from the image on the screen so that I could look at my unanticipated guest.  The look of awe upon her face was priceless, rather like the expression people have when seeing the Grand Canyon for the first time.  She got slowly up from the couch; despite her being half again my age it was all I could do not to stick my face in her chest.

“My…God…Roddy,” she said, moving as though in a trance toward the TV, brushing a lock of wavy red hair from her face, “she’s so…beautiful.  D’yer think she’s real?”

“Oh, yeah,” I said with a sigh and a rueful smile, “she’s real, all right.”  I watched her watch the ‘vette I used to have.  She was spellbound, mesmerized by the unbelievable beauty of the latex-coated woman.  There was more to her slack and dazed expression than just simple amazement, though, there was admiration and envy mixed up in there, too.  

I don’t know if it’s cultural, or if it’s hardwired into them, but every woman wants to be beautiful.  Of course they deny it, and say that it’s not that important, and that it’s what’s on the inside that counts.  It has been my experience, however, that if you tell a woman she’s beautiful—not hot, not babelicious, but tell her that she is beautiful—and her face will invariably light up with the kind of smile that never fails to send a man’s blood flow southward.

‘I want to be beautiful,’ Yvette had said on the last day of our marriage, and had thrown away everything she loved to be everything she’d always wanted to be, something that she already was.  Minnie was beautiful too, but she was what is often referred to as ‘closing time beautiful,’ the kind of woman a man will approach only after all the young hotties have hit the road, and the choice comes down to his fist, or the older talent that’s still hanging on.

And Minnie was still hanging on, as her overdone makeup, short tight skirts, high heels, shoulder-length smoky red hair, and ample bosom could attest.  At forty-seven Minnie was still a looker, and if I were still alive I would probably take a run at her myself (as much as I might say that I went to great pains to avoid her, the truth was that I sometimes found myself going up to the front of the shop for no good reason, just so I could take a quick gander at her bosom, which she never failed to display to its utmost).  I knew she didn’t have a steady beau, but I also knew that she didn’t lack for male companionship either.  She wasn’t a slut or a skank.  She simply loved men, and loved being appreciated for her considerable physical charms, charms that would only be more difficult to maintain as the years went by.

“Blaze,” she whispered along with my entrancing ex-wife as the shiny image faded out again.  “What d’yer reckon it is?” she asked quizzically, turning her face toward me, her bountiful breasts outlined by the TV screen rising and falling more rapidly than is normal for a woman not engaged in strenuous exercise.  “Perfume, I’ll bet.”

The news blatherers came back on, and continued asking the same question that Minnie had: What is Blaze?  Was it perfume, makeup, a new model of car, a floor wax, what?  But I was no longer paying attention to the figures on the screen, as my eyes were locked on Minnie’s heaving breasts, breasts so very like the ones that I had loved, breasts that were now blazing with a light sheen of perspiration aided by the glow from the TV screen.

“Oh, no,” I said slowly, my mind racing, neurons snapping like banners in a high wind.

“Erm, Roddy…?” she began hesitantly, bringing her arms up to cover her marvelous melons, which only served to push them higher up her chest.

“No, no,” I whispered, rising to my feet.  I turned and walked over to the window, noticing for the first time the electronic billboard at the bus stop across the street, my former wife dancing and spinning about for a group of teenagers who would probably wait there all day rather than catch a fucking bus.  “Oh, Jesus fucking Christ,” I said, laying my greasy forehead against the warm windowpane.  “Oh, dear God, no….”

“Roddy…?” I could hear the rising alarm in her voice, worried, perhaps, that I was about to go mental on her.

Hey, dude, my inner voice rasped, scratchy with disuse.  Keep it together.  Don’t freak out the nice lady with the big boobs.  Sighing, I turned back around and sat my underfed ass on the brick windowsill.  “I know what Blaze is, Minnie,” I said tonelessly, putting my hands on my thighs for support.  “Everything will change.”

She hugged her arms tighter to her, pushing her boobs even higher, damn near making a shelf that she could rest her chin upon, and giving me the kind of look that everyone gave Kevin McCarthy before pods from outer space took over the world.  She opened her mouth to speak, but was interrupted by the chiming of my mantel clock, a little something I’d picked up at a nearby pawn shop—a not so subtle reminder of the pitfalls of technology.  It chimed four times.  As though Pavlov himself had trained me, I automatically looked back to the TV, Minnie following suit, both of us wondering what else lay in store.

Yvette resolved into focus again, a tight close-up limited solely to her eyes.  They were open, the super-saturated blue contacts she was wearing filling the screen, making it impossible for the viewer to look away.  With agonizing slowness the camera pulled back, revealing the rest of her face; a Barbie doll again.  There was no sound, and it was at that moment that I realized there wasn’t any sound: no cars honking, no yelling, no nothing, as though everyone in the city, perhaps even the entire state, had stopped in their tracks and was waiting for what was about to happen next.  

She didn’t speak, as I had expected she would.  No, it was time to up the ante, which was done by the simple expedient of pulling the camera slowly back and upwards, to reveal, not just my ‘vette, but literally hundreds of ‘vettes, arrayed in a grid formation against a white background: glistening greens, radiant reds, and bright blues, the purity of their colors standing out so starkly against the white that it caused the viewer to experience a momentary sensory overload.  As if that weren’t enough, the tips of their fiber-optic hair began to glow in matching color, softly at first, and then more brightly, until they fused into white light, washing out the figures on the screen entirely, whereupon dark gray letters faded up on the screen, a single word, then another appearing beneath the first, and then another still:




BLAZE

HEADLIGHTS

10.22.10




The lettering washed out one final time, to be replaced by a countdown clock which began silently clicking off the seconds—2:59:59.  In just under three hours a very perplexed America would discover what Blaze was.  Little did they know it was already too late.

“Roddy,” said Minnie breathlessly, her impressive bosom heaving all the more, the white plastic o-rings joining the bodice of her blue skintight dress to the straps that went around her neck straining under the load, “what the bloody hell was that?”

“The end of one era and the beginning of another,” I said quietly.

“Huh?”

“Would you have dinner with me tonight, Minnie?”

___________________________




Every major news organization scrambled once that last piece of the puzzle was revealed, and no one appeared to know what it meant.  I asked Minnie to keep a watch on the news while I shaved and showered away three months of general neglect, something she was only too happy to do, as it gave her that much more opportunity to watch my TV and gaze in wonder at the perfected woman who had captivated the country.

I exited my bedroom at 4:55, a little paler than my old self, my clothes hanging a little looser, and even though I figured nothing good would come of this evening, I knew I had to go to Headlights, to see it for myself.  “Anything happen?”

“Bugger all, love,” she replied, staring raptly at the screen, nursing the beer I’d offered her, “unless you count YouTube goin’ tits up.”

“Holy shit!” I said, appropriately wowed.  I took a seat next to her, accepting a much needed drink of her beer.  “What happened?”

She started to tell me, but as she did so the news commentators cut to the video that had sent YouTube crashing down in flames—video shot not ten miles from where we sat, and that, if one cared to notice, had the back of my head in it.  I watched, as perhaps untold millions of others were watching, as a gorgeous, topless, dark-haired mannequin came to life, grabbed a nicely-chested blonde salesgirl, and shoved her tongue down her throat.

I glanced over at Minnie to find her substantial bosom heaving again, distended nipples poking through the thin fabric of her dress, her expression slack and dumbfounded.  It appeared that she was every bit as susceptible to the allure of shiny skin as my ex-wife.  Was any woman immune to the glossy possibilities of my polymer?  My unspoken question was answered seconds later when the male news anchor addressed the typically hot infobabe to his left, her nipples also hard enough to cut glass. “Well, Candy, what do you think of ‘vette?”

The blonde anchorette looked dazedly up from her desk-mounted feed, absentmindedly licked her own collagen-injected lips and said, trancelike, “I think she’s beautiful.”

I felt a hand on my thigh, gripping it with almost the same force that Yvette had done on our final ride home, only Minnie wasn’t scared or anxious, she was incredibly turned-on.  “Roddy…?” she said, looking up at me, her startlingly green eyes gazing lasciviously into mine.

“Uh…” I said with my usual debonair flair, “I think we’d better go.”


Chapter 12

Of Headlights and High Beams




The line to the closed double-doors of the restaurant started about fifty feet in front of us, and continued for possibly several miles behind; thousands of people, milling about on a Friday night in a mall parking lot, waiting excitedly but patiently under a darkening sky on little more than a rumor.

It was my first date in three months, if you could call it a date.  In truth I wasn’t looking to score with Minnie, though considering the raging hard-on I’d had since seeing my ‘vette again, I certainly wasn’t going to rule it out.  She was here as my guest, and I really had no desire to see, what I thought we were about to see, alone.  Besides, if Yvette did show up, I would need all the emotional support I could get, support which Minnie’s beautifully rounded sweater pillows could easily provide.

I felt the backs of her fingers against my cheek.  “You look much better without the beard, love.  You scrub up quite nice.”

I smiled down at her, a smile that for the first time in a long time wasn’t rueful.  “How are your feet?” I asked.  “Standing in line for almost ninety minutes, those heels must be killing you.”

“Oh, don’t fret, love.  I can go all day on these things, plus dancing.  That’s a hint,” she said, digging an elbow into my ribs.  “I still wish you’d tell me what’s going on,” and here she stamped her foot lightly in mock consternation, causing her big funbags to jiggle enticingly.

“You wouldn’t believe me if I told you, Minnie, but you’ll find out when those doors up ahead open in fifteen minutes.”  She looked up at me with an excited smile, expectant, her attitude precisely the same as everyone else in that long, long line.

It was while en route that my suspicions were confirmed, when an investigative reporter had finally put two and two together and reported that the Headlights restaurant chain, which had gone quietly defunct two months ago, had done so after being quietly taken over by an unnamed consortium.  That same consortium, it turned out, had also bought and closed down several other franchises, blanketing the entire country, as well as a few units scattered among Mexico, Canada, Great Britain, and Australia.

They had also bought Custom Rod magazine, from which no official statement regarding Blaze had yet been released, but commercials for it were still being broadcast, each concluding with the countdown timer that was responsible for a growing national hysteria not seen since Orson Welles’s 1953 radio broadcast of ‘The War of the Worlds.’

We had found out all of this on the drive over, listening to the news on the stereo in Minnie’s Mini.  Now, being the man, I would ordinarily have driven us in my truck, but this was not an ordinary situation.  I did drive, though, but at Minnie’s request we took her car, for despite the fact that she was quite attractive, and knew she was quite attractive, the fact remained that she was seventeen years older than me, which only served to increase her anxiety that her date might run out on her in favor of some younger piece of tail, and thus leave her without transportation.  But driving her little car was no hardship for me, especially considering that it had once belonged to me, and was also responsible for the life I was leading now.

It is a commonly held belief that the best place to forget the loss of one woman is between the thighs of another.  Good counsel for some, maybe, but as I have never been terribly good with women I had to pursue other options in the days immediately following my unexpected divorce, lest I find myself having another ‘accident,’ possibly involving something more substantial than a sardine can.

The ‘63 Mini I’d had my eye on prior to losing Justine had still been for sale.  She was in reasonably good shape, in view of her age.  The old fucker who owned her wanted six grand, far too much considering the state of her upholstery—trashed would be putting it mildly.  He mentioned that he had other buyers on the hook, but I sweetened the deal by adding five hundred bucks to his asking price.  Fuck the money, I needed her.

For five days straight I worked like a madman, existing on nothing more than coffee and junk food, using my new car to help me cope with the loss of my Justine.  I also took up smoking, which helped me to cope with the loss of my ‘vette.

She rolled out of my garage looking like a dream: engine purring, new tires, new brakes, reupholstered seats, and even a new stereo.  I’d painted her royal blue, and for good measure painted the Union Jack on her roof as well.  I waxed her to a high shine and then took her out for a spin so that I could get a feel for her, and to get more booze and cigarettes.

It was as I was about to back out of the liquor store’s parking space, a case of Jack Daniels and a couple cartons of smokes on the seat next to me, that I made two important discoveries: that while clothes may make the man, the lack of them certainly makes the woman; and that the British flag can make even a Yank stand stiffly at attention.

She stood outside my car, knocking on the window, bouncing animatedly, huge breasts barely contained within a Union Jack bikini top and white pants so tight they looked as though they’d been sprayed on her.  She bent at the waist and peered in at me, a red-tressed twenty-something babe, her big boobs wobbling beneath her, swaying hypnotically.  If my dick could talk it would have been singing ‘Rule, Britannia.’

“Is she a ‘63?” she asked excitedly, her cockney accent causing my prick to swell even more, further robbing my brain of much needed blood.

I rolled down my window, panting like a coyote on the hottest day of the summer.  “I…uh…” I started, unable to wrest my eyes from her wondrous, bobbing melons, “…what?”

“Is this a ‘63 Mini Cooper?” she asked again, looking longingly at my recently completed work, or so I thought, it being difficult to tell owing to the sizable sunglasses she wore.  “It is, isn’t it?”

“Yes,” I said, my throat dry, as though I’d been wandering the desert for days only to come upon this oasis of boobage, “she’s a ‘63.”

She clapped her hands together, causing her incredible juggs to bounce about even more on her tiny frame, then began jumping up and down in her excitement, making me all the more thankful that I’d parked in the shade, for I probably would have fainted dead away at the extraordinary display she provided.  “Well, so am I, love!” she said excitedly.

I got out of the car, also thankful that my painter’s pants were loose enough to camouflage the cannon that was already primed and ready to fire.  She tottered about, cooing, admiring my car, her fingers trailing gently over her royal blue body.  She looked to be about 5-foot 2-inches tall; the kind of woman you want to pick up with one hand up and polish your knob with.  When she had made one complete revolution around my car, she stopped and held out a beautifully manicured hand to me.  “Please forgive me,” she said, somewhat breathless, which only served to heighten her mammalian magnificence, “for behavin’ like a silly schoolgirl.  You see, my name is Minnie Cooper, and I was born in 1963, too.”

I could see my look of disbelief reflected in her overlarge sunglasses, and she smiled at my unintended flattery (I could believe her funny name…but pushing fifty?  Pull the other one, why don’t you).  Laughing, she gracefully reached up and removed her shades, her crow’s feet and laugh lines wordlessly confirming that she was not the twenty-ish I had originally taken her for.  “M-my name’s Rod,” I managed to stammer out.  “Rod Wright.  My friends call me Roddy.”

She gave a pleased little smirk, something I receive from so many women once they hear my name, causing me to utter yet another silent thank-you to my dad for having talked my mom into it.  “So how long have you had her, Roddy?  Where did you get her?  I’ve been looking for one for years.”

I smiled, despite my heartache and despite her years, for her bubbly nature and wondrous rack acted like a tonic, making me feel at least a little less miserable.  “Five days ago,” I said, stroking her roof above the driver’s side door.  “I bought her from this old guy, south of town.”

Her eyes widened.  “Salt and pepper hair?  Big nose?  Always lookin’ always at yer chest?”

I laughed.  “That’s him.  That old fart never did look me in the eyes.”

She laughed back, and then sighed.  “Oh, I was goin’ to buy her, but I guess you made a better offer, dint’cha?  I guess I should’ve thrown in that lap dance, eh?  That’s a joke, love.”  She said this last quickly, perhaps fearing that I might hyperventilate, which I was about to.  “But you’ve already had her restored.  Must ‘ave cost a bundle, that,” she said appreciatively, bending over to look in through the open driver’s window, giving me an opportunity to appreciate her stunning rear end.

“N-no,” I stammered, lucky to get that much out.  “I restored her.”

She straightened back up and whipped around, her lovely rack coming to rest somewhat later.  “You did all this?  In five days?”  Her look of amazement was probably on a par with how I was looking at her.  She pressed her full lips together, a mannerism reminiscent of my former bride.  “Look, love, I know this is terribly forward of me, but would you be interested in sellin’ ‘er?”

“I, uh…I don’t know,” I said, surprised I was able to string together that many words.  Her eyes were wide in anticipation, her glossy lips slightly parted.  “I, uh—”

“I’ve put you on the spot, ‘aven’t I?” she said, shifting her hips slightly, bringing all of her considerable ammo to bear.  “Tell you what, love,” she paused, reaching smoothly into her purse and withdrawing a card, which she then pressed to my fluttering chest, “here’s my number.  If you ever decide to sell her, ring me up.  I’ll beat anyone else’s offer, and I’ll give yer a lap dance to boot.”  She then moved in ever so slightly, giving a quick look down the front of my body and adding a lascivious smile for good measure.  “I might even throw in a pole dance as well…Rod.”

She turned and walked away, leaving me to stare at her undulating ass; sun and shadow caressing it in very much the same way as I would like to.  “Minnie?” I said, surprised that I had spoken, and even further surprised by what I was thinking.

She stopped and half-turned, throwing her perfect bosom into profile, knowing precisely the effect it would have on this poor dumb male, which it of course did.  “Yes, love?”

“Will you love her?” I said simply.

She hooked a finger over her sunglasses and slid them down a bit, her expression momentarily curious.  Comprehension quickly dawned on her, and her eyes widened as she realized what I was saying.  “I already love her,” she said, slowly nodding her head with the utmost seriousness.  “I mean, we’re practically twins, ain’t we?”

That was enough for me.  I tossed the keys to her.  She caught them, bobbling them a bit in her surprise.  “Y-your selling ‘er to me?”

 “That I am, love,” I said, enjoying her naked emotion.  “She needs a good home, and someone to love her.  Two things I can’t give her at the moment.”

She gave me a quizzical look, wordlessly inviting me to continue.

“Let’s just say I’m between employers at the moment.”  I told her I’d recently lost my job and was soon to lose my house.  With so many Americans in the same metaphorical boat, I didn’t need to include the destruction of my marriage.

Her arms were around me before I knew it, her body pressed to mine, a faint scent of jasmine invading my nostrils.  “I promise I’ll take care of her for you,” she said, her voice choked with emotion.  She pulled away slightly, looking up at me, happy tears streaming from her eyes.  “But what about you?  Who’s taking care of you, Roddy?”

I could have done it right there; said a few honeyed words that would have had her on her back counting Yvette’s mirrored ceiling tiles before the hour was out.  But I would have made for a truly lousy fuck at that moment, and besides, I’d already had the Mini I’d needed, and she had gotten me through the worst of it.  Anything more would have been greedy, and it was greed that had brought me to ruin.

Minnie wanted to pay me an obscene amount of money for her adopted twin, but I wouldn’t allow it: what I paid, plus parts and paint.  I did end up getting more from her, though.  The following day she called me with a job offer, as well as the offer of the loft above the shop.  Having no desire to return to the world of precipitates and solutions, I accepted.

And then there was the final offer, found tacked to the door of the loft the day I moved in: a pink envelope, scented with her perfume.  Inside was a picture of her, an artfully grainy black and white photograph of her wearing a skimpy polka-dot bikini, sitting back against the hood of her Mini, one enameled fingernail pressed provocatively to her lower lip, her shapely legs spread just wide enough to reveal her car’s new license plate: 63 MINI.  On the back of the photograph were written two words: Anytime.  Anywhere.

‘There will be other women, Rod…better women…’ my teal-colored wife had said, but I did not partake.  I had thought about Minnie more than once in the days that followed.  Had more than once jerked off to the photo she had left for me.  I never took her up on her offer, and now that I was possibly about to see the ‘vette I used to have, I found myself wishing that I had.

“You loved her very much, didn’t you?”

“I’m sorry?” I said, a trifle bewildered at being called out of my reverie, to find Minnie looking up at me, her startlingly green eyes peering into the depths of me.

“Y’know, I’ve noticed you sometimes, love.  Standing at your workbench, your mind a million miles away.  A bloke only does that when he’s thinking about two things: love, or shagging.  And if you were thinking about shagging, you needn’t have gone to the trouble of asking me to dinner.  I think you know that.”

I smiled again.  “You’re a rare find, Min.”

She smiled back, a little ruefully.  “Can I ask you something terribly personal, Roddy?”

“Sure,” I said, resolved to have it out now.  It was time.

“You were married once before, weren’t you?”

“Yes,” I replied simply, and found that it didn’t hurt quite so much as I thought it would.

“And she hurt you terribly, didn’t she?”

“It shows?”

“Only to someone who’s been there before.”

“You mean your husband…” I started, a little surprised at the turn of the conversation, “…he left you?”

“That he did, the right bastard.  Traded me in on a newer model, didn’t he?  That’s all right, though.  I got the last laugh on him.”  She smiled broadly, hoisting the straps of her dress, joggling her sizable cans.  “This Minnie had a little bodywork done on herself, didn’t she?”  She looked back up at me, enjoying my shocked expression.  “Well, you didn’t think these babies came standard, did you, hot rod?”

I laughed.  The first real laugh I’d had in longer than I could remember, but no one heard it, for at that moment a cannon went off.  People spun about, many of them pointing upwards to the single flare shooting up into the darkened sky.  Seconds later it detonated with a bang that would be heard around the world, shattering the darkness, sending millions of crackling sparks blazing into every corner of the night, a symbolic defiance of nature.

People ooh’ed and ahh’ed the spectacular explosion above us, but that was nothing compared to the extended ‘ohhh’ that began rolling over the crowd.  The doors to the restaurant had opened, a pair of mini-spotlights illuminating a gleaming, large-bosomed figure standing in the entrance, her lithe arms outstretched in a gesture of welcome, her wondrous bikini-clad body the color of spun gold.

Willy Wonka couldn’t have done it better.

___________________________




The golden girl was not Yvette, though.

She made an elegant turn and sauntered into a large foyer that I had been through many times in the restaurant’s previous incarnation, the line of awed patrons following at her silent beckoning with a docility that was truly bizarre.  I followed too, Minnie pressed against me, holding my hand anxiously.

We found more smiling girls arrayed against the walls of the foyer, the light glinting off their showroom finishes dazzling to the eye, their fiber-optic hair glowing softly.  None of them were gold, but all of them were coated in various colors and buffed to a high shine (it didn’t escape my notice that none of them were Barbie dolls).  Their heights ranged from petite to Amazonian, and their breasts, which may or may not have been made from birdseed, jutted out prominently.  They stood there, some with eyes closed, some languidly open, apparently waiting to be called into service.

It was odd, looking at a group of them.  I had only ever seen my ‘vette cocooned in her pseudo-skin, and had grown used to how she’d looked in it.  But when seen in larger numbers it became obvious how muted their facial features had become, how alike they all seemed to be, their individuality suppressed by my polymer.

Goldie took up a spot behind a low pedestal at the entrance to the dining room.  A moment later, a metallic blue waitress peeled away from the wall, approached the hostess’s station, and wordlessly escorted her party into the restaurant.  This happened ten seconds later with the next set of patrons, another glossy girl leaving her space by the wall to escort her party to their table.  They did not appear to do this in any order, but rather in response to some pre-arranged cue.  It was Minnie’s stifled gasp that clued me in to their method of silent communication, when one girl’s fiber-optic hair glowed slightly brighter shortly before leaving her parking space, indicating that she had been wirelessly activated.

Minnie and I were escorted into the restaurant by our waitress, a candy-apple red job whose name was painted above the curve of her left breast—Jetta.  Minnie remained silent, but her grip upon my hand could have crushed a lump of carbon into a diamond.  I ignored the pain by concentrating on the sparkling ass undulating ahead of us, remembering the words spoken by my former employer at a Christmas party almost three years earlier, ‘these beautiful expressions of man’s ingenuity.’

So this was why the fat cocksucker gave up the governorship.  I shook my head, amazed at the sudden turn of events thought, but also because I was somewhat captivated by Jetta’s iridescent posterior, her chrome bikini winking as it caught the light.  The place looked much the same as the last time I’d been there, the only real changes being that the lighting was brighter, to better highlight the sparkling wait staff, as well as the addition of pictures of various glossy women now hanging alongside those of classic cars.

Jetta seated us in a booth, which just happened to be under a massive portrait of my ex-wife, her wonderfully curvy body painted a lustrous smoky gray.  Our dazzling waitress never spoke, but merely handed me a tablet computer, which was displaying a page devoted to drinks.  I had enough common sense to punch in an order for a club soda, knowing that one beer would lead to me ending up in detox before the night was out.  Minnie stammered out a request for a margarita, her gaze never wavering from Jetta’s glistening belly.  I punched her order in and gave the computer back to our waitress, who turned smartly and ambled away, her metal flake finish sparkling prettily.

Minnie watched her every movement with wide eyes, right up until Jetta turned a corner and disappeared from view.  She turned back to me, the expression on her face priceless, and said just one word.  “How?”

“It’s a polymer,” I replied, and then told her what it was, and what its properties were.  I of course left out it that it also happened to be my invention, telling her instead that I had worked for the company that made it, and that I had been intimately involved in its creation.  None of this could be proved, of course.  If anyone cared to look at my final W-2 form and severance notification from AZ-TECH, they would both show that I had been employed as a janitor.  A white guy employed as a janitor in a Mexican-owned business.  I found the irony pretty amusing.

“She’s so beautiful,” she said finally.  “They’re all so beautiful.”  Minnie, like every other patron I could see, was transfixed upon the multi-colored and multitudinous girls with a fascination bordering on reverence.  I, however, was not.  I had my eye out for one in particular, one that I so wanted to see, yet at the same time dreading the moment when I would.

Our glossy waitress returned with our drinks, my date absorbed by the visual of the sparkling girl setting our sparkling drinks before us, the condensation from the glasses sheeting off her polymer-coated fingers like rain off a car door.  “You’re so beautiful,” Minnie blurted out when Jetta straightened up.  “Can…can I talk to you?”

Jetta smiled, a smile like I had seen so often from the woman I had loved.  “Of course you may, madam.”  Her voice was quieter than a normal waitress’s, which she could get away with in this place, its atmosphere more akin to an art gallery than a restaurant.  It also had a very relaxed quality to it, almost a purr.

“Is it…are you…comfortable, love?  Aren’t you hot in that?”

“No, madam.  I was a little warm…at first, but you get used to it.”

“Used to it?  How long have you been wearing it?”

“Six days, madam.”

“Six days…?” Minnie repeated, lost in thought, but she came back to herself quickly.  “Could I…” she started, biting her lower lip anxiously, “…I mean…I hate to ask, love…”

Jetta already knew what my date was having difficulty getting at.  She sidled over to Minnie’s end of the booth and placed a lustrous hip within easy reach.  I watched, my fully enraged hard-on practically thumping the underside of the table, as Minnie reached a shy hand out to the glossy, sparkly body in front of her and began softly stroking it.

“Bugger me,” she whispered, awestruck.  “Roddy, you’ve got to try this.  She feels just like rubber.”

“I know, Min,” I said, noting the rock hard nipples of my date, hopeful that a little buggery might actually be in the offing.  “She feels smooth and sleek and not quite real.  In short she feels absolutely wonderful.  Do you feel wonderful, Jetta?”  Judging by her closed eyes and her pursed lips, I was sure I already knew the answer.

Jetta responded by way of a deep, soulful moan, evidently unable to stop herself.  A second later her eyes snapped open.  “Please forgive me,” she said quietly, quickly backing away from Minnie’s roaming hand.  “I, um…have to check on another customer.”  She was gone in a flash.

Minnie watched her go, her expression worried.  “Did I…did I upset her?”

“No,” I said, suppressing a laugh, “quite the opposite, in fact.  I expect she’s off giving herself a quick one, so to speak.”

She narrowed her eyes at me, shocked but not angry.  “Roddy, if you were a woman I’d say you were being catty.”

“Not at all.  The poor girl can’t help herself.  She’s been cocooned in that second skin for almost a week now.  Every movement she makes, every touch, drives her wild.  I bet you she’s in the back right now, rubbing one out.  Have a look at her when she comes back.  Five’ll get you ten she’ll be in a slightly more relaxed frame of mind.”

“Roddy, you’re just being dreadful.”  She stood up, her bounteous bosom wobbling ever so nicely as she did so.  “I’m going to find her and apologize.”  She quickly turned and left, leaving me alone to consider that which I had indirectly created.

I watched the glittery waitresses move about for a while, noting the appreciative stares of the men as well as the awestruck and envious stares of the women.  ‘You’re going to be a rich man,’ Yvette had said to me that first day.  She had been wrong about that—it was Don Carlos, an already rich man who was about to become quite a bit richer, judging by how well he was marketing his (my!) invention.

It wasn’t about the money, though; it had never been that.  ‘I already am a rich man,’ I’d told her.  ‘I have you.’  But that was the past.  Someone else had her now, and for him it was about the money.  I continued watching, mostly the other patrons, as they gawped and gaped at the fruits of my accidental technology, vicariously enjoying their amazement, when a thought trickled into my brain—my polymer was no longer a secret!  It was no longer a controlled substance subject to the whims of one man!

Just as quickly another thought followed, a bucket of cold water thrown on my burgeoning hopes of reconciliation—she left you.

I sat there, Yvette’s smoky gray image looking down upon me.  My inner voice was right; she had chosen to leave me.  I had loved the addict, but when it came right down to it she had loved the addiction more.  I looked around, wondering if she would appear at any moment, ready to apologize, ready to beg and plead with me to take her back, and what would I do if she did?

I whipped my cell phone out of my shirt pocket.  Thanks to the world’s fascination with ‘vette and Blaze, which I presumed was the trade name of LP_16/2, it took me less than five minutes to discover that my former wife was miles away, with Don Carlos, personally opening the Headlights in Mexico City.

She left you, my inner voice repeated, quietly berating me for even thinking about being depressed.  But there is a hot, busty divorcee who has essentially told you that you can park your Buick in her garage whenever you like.  So quit being a sad sack, and take your little British import home and give her a proper fucking.

I looked up to find my date returning, her expression resolute, her big bosom jouncing wildly, something that would normally command the attention of those nearby, but which sadly attracted zero attention in this place.  “Minnie—” I started, ready to take her up on her offer of a lap dance, a pole dance, or whatever else she might be up for, but found it difficult to speak, what with her tongue having taken up residence in my mouth.

She threw herself on top of me, uncaring that we were in a public place, kissing me so passionately that I felt as weak as a romance novel heroine.  “Take me home, Roddy,” she whispered hotly in my ear.  “I need you to make a new woman of me, tonight!”

“Sure—” I began, but she shoved her tongue down my throat again, apparently trying to impress upon me how serious she was, something the hand caressing the bulge in my pants was already doing an effective job of.  She got up off of me, allowing me to get dazedly to my feet.  She was holding a plastic bag in her hand, one I recognized as being from the restaurant’s gift shop, realization quickly dawning on me what she must have meant when she’d said, ‘a new woman.’  “Is that—?”

“Yes, love, it is.  Everything we need.”

She pulled my head back down to her level, plastering her mouth onto mine again, apparently of the opinion that inducing hypoxia would help to keep me docile, which although unnecessary was nonetheless effective.  I probably could have had her right there.  Lay her back on the table, pull her panties aside, and slip it in.  She was ready for it.  I knew she was ready for it.  But I wasn’t ready.  There was already an image in my mind, similar to one I’d had before, though not teal.  Certainly not teal.

She pulled away again, allowing me to take a much needed breath of air, a mixture of faint but unmistakable scents upon her lips—that combination of latex and pussy that could only mean one thing.  “I see you’ve already tipped our waitress.”  I gave her lips a quick lick so that I could take another taste of Jetta.

“That I did, Roddy,” she whispered.  “Does that surprise you?”

“Not at all.  You British babes are supposed to comfortable driving on either side of the road, aint’cha?”

___________________________




Two and a half hours later I clicked off the blow dryer, my throat dry, my heart thumping madly.

“Roddy?”

That was exactly what she had said, that very first time, once I’d completed the initial coat, so many months ago.  Was history about to repeat itself?  “You can open your eyes, Min.”

She did, and it was as though I was looking at Yvette again.  “Oh…my…God,” she whispered, pointing at the mirror I’d leaned against one of the workbenches.  Moments later she was in my arms, her spontaneous orgasm claiming her precisely as my ‘vette’s had.  I held her and rocked her and got her through it, making sure to cop a few quick feels as I did so.  She felt glorious, wonderful, fake.

Scants seconds later I threw her onto one of the workbenches and slipped inside her thoroughly lubricated cunt.  She howled and moaned and cried in all the same places as had Yvette, as I plowed into her again and again, until we both came, our screams echoing off the cinder block walls.  When we had recovered I pulled her off of the workbench, her legs still wrapped around my waist, and laid her on the hood of her car so that I could better judge the work I had done.  “A perfect match,” I said.

She didn’t say a word, she just lay there, crying in beatific ecstasy as the polymer began doing its work, making the skin she was born in hateful to her.  She didn’t know this, of course.  I figured she had about a day, perhaps less, until the addiction would take hold.  “How do you feel?”

“Blimey, love,” she said, softly gasping, placing a hand on each breast, pressing them together, “I feel…I feel beautiful.”

“I know.  Would you like to see yourself again?”

“Oh, yes, Roddy!  Please!” she said breathlessly.  “But I want to see both of us!”

“Oh, my Minnie,” I said, shaking my head slowly, looking down at her beautifully restored body, my long disused prick already growing hard within her.  “You’re a classic.  Do you know that?”  I eased slowly out of her, wiping my shaft off with a clean shop rag, which I then pressed to her dripping snatch.  I moved the mirror so that she could see the two of them together, her adopted twin and herself.

She knelt in front of her sister, her sizable headlights precisely level with the slightly smaller ones belonging to the car I had restored months ago.  She was no longer crying, simply looking at herself with an unmistakable hunger that her polymer coating couldn’t disguise.  “Look at us,” she said hoarsely.  “We’re beautiful.”

“That you are, Min,” I said, pleased at how well I’d been able to match the color, though wondering how long it would be before she would elect to chop off her smoky red hair in favor of a fiber-optic replacement.  “But you’re not quite finished.”

“Oh, no, Roddy,” she said.  “Please don’t ask me to put that chrome bikini on.  You can’t cover up such beauty.”

“I wouldn’t dream of it.  No, there’s something else I need to do.  One more thing, to make you perfect.”

“What?” she said excitedly, the kind of ‘excitedly’ that is exclusive to coated women.

“Trust me,” I said.

___________________________




 “Ohhh…yes!” she moaned as I bottomed out in her hot ass.  She might be an older model than my ‘vette, but she was certainly no less responsive.  I took my time, employing slow, measured strokes.  There was no need to hurry.  I just wanted to enjoy the feeling of being inside my hot little British import for as long as I could.

I traced the lines of the freshly painted Union Jack down her back with two fingers, causing her to giggle, which with having my cock in her backside felt doubly nice.  I had done a good job, keeping the lines straight and true, and she had rewarded my craftsmanship with a truly heart-stopping blowjob.

I bottomed out again, reveling in the feel of her cushiony bum as I slammed into it, the ripe globes of her ass now every bit as firm as a college girl’s, thanks to my polymer.  I ran my fingers lightly over the license plate I had painted on the small of her back, ‘63 MINI,’ pleased that I had got it just right.  I had considered painting ‘GR8SHAG,’ but the last thing I wanted was to get sued for copyright infringement.

“Oh, God, yes!” she cried as I continued pumping away, her eyes on Yvette’s floor mirror, the only thing I had to remind me of her (I was surprised that she’d left it behind, but it had been part of the settlement).  It was one of many I had ringing the creaking bed upon which we had spent the last few hours fucking, once I’d put the finishing touches on her paint job.  Minnie straightened up a bit, placing her gleaming forearms on the brass bed’s weathered frame, moaning as I buggered her.

But I knew her cries of pleasure were not entirely caused by my dick repeatedly invading her tail end.  She was getting off on her shiny image.  I reached around and cupped her breasts, marveling at their youthful firmness.  Anyone looking at her would be unable to tell her age.  She could be sixteen or sixty.

She reached down and began fingering herself, moaning and gasping, her eyes constantly on her reflection, until we both came, our cries of pleasure only slightly louder than the squeaking of my ancient thrift-store bed.  I held onto her for a while, enjoying her warmth, as well as the latex perfume emanating from her second skin.

“Crikey, Roddy,” she said finally, “but that’s the most thorough lube job this Minnie has ever got, and that’s no mistake.”

I laughed, which had the unfortunate side effect of causing my dick to plop out of her royal blue bottom.  I held her a while longer, looking over her shoulder at her reflection, enjoying the look and feel of her rejuvenated boobs.  “You’re beautiful,” I said.

She looked back at me via the mirror, then closed her eyes, drunk on the feeling of being cocooned, the second-by-second takeover of her body more enjoyable than her recent butt-fucking.  I watched her as she began feeling herself up, behavior I had expected, having grown used to it with the last model I’d had.  She opened her eyes again, languidly, relaxed but hardly sated.  “Thank you for this, Roddy.”

“I believe you already have, my sweet Minnie.  Several times.  How are you feeling?”

“Like I want to fuck.  And you, big boy?”

“Minnie, I would love nothing more than to discover whole new ways of doing you, but if I don’t get some sleep I’m going to die.”

She giggled.  “Poor exhausted soldier.  I could go all night.  So what’s a girl to do?”

I looked back at her, fully knowledgeable of her plight and how best to deal with it.  “Minnie, do you ever carry any, um, toys in your purse?”  Ten minutes later found us lying down on the ancient bed, me halfway off to dreamland, Minnie next to me, lying on her side, her vibrator buzzing merrily away as she gazed at her reflection in the full-length mirror I’d laid sideways on two chairs next to the bed.

___________________________




I half-awoke to the muffled whine of a blow dryer.  “Yvette?” I said stupidly, half-dreaming that I was lying in our old bed in our Pueblo Revival house.  The gossamer veil of sleep lifted a few seconds later, morning sun streaming through my dusty windows, the lingering scents of jasmine and latex on my well-used sheets.

‘There will be other women, Rod…better women…’ Yvette had said.  Well, there was another woman, wasn’t there?  Was she better?  I figured I’d let the jury deliberate on that for a few months or so.  There was certainly no denying that my Minnie was one fuck of a sweet ride, though.  I was a little sad that my hot British import was already up, rather than lying next to me, ready for a one-gun salute, but maintaining one’s finish is top priority for a glossy woman.

She emerged from my bathroom a minute later, happy and humming, and walked directly over to Yvette’s floor mirror, needing to see the full package, it seemed.  She was already dressed, if you can a call a chrome bikini clothing.  She inspected her full lips closely, followed by her boobs, the light glinting off her ass cheeks blinding me momentarily.  She then turned around and examined her back, making sure her flag hadn’t sustained any damage during our frenetic passion.  She saw me looking at her and winked.  “Crikey, love,” she said, shaking her head softly, “but you certainly can put some mileage on a girl, you know that?”

I snorted.  “Well, we did go halfway around the world last night, didn’t we, Min?  How are you feeling?”

“Grand, Roddy.  It’s the best I’ve felt in the longest time.”  She leaned her forearms against the upper rail of the bed, her lips pressed together, already adopting the mannerisms that a coated woman must to protect her showroom finish.  “It really was a lovely evening, pet, but this Minnie has got to go.”

“Dressed like that?”  I wasn’t surprised she was leaving, but she wouldn’t get ten feet looking as she was.  “Minnie—”

“You’re cute when you fret, love.”  She came around and sat on the edge of the bed, fixing me with a lustful stare that made my morning wood as hard as Brazilian walnut, something that did not escape her notice.  “Roddy,” she said, taking hold of my recently woken up prick and softly stroking it, the feel of her second skin heavenly, “you were right—everything will change.”

I started to speak, but she began caressing my johnson in a way that plainly told me to shut up and listen—there is no better way of communicating than via handjob.  “You don’t have to worry about me, pet,” she said, her voice low and calming.  “I don’t think you’ll have to worry about another woman ever again.”

“But—”

“Roddy, listen to me….”  She bent down and put her freshly waxed lips to the head of my cock and began to work.  She sucked me, not forcefully, but slowly and with such confidence that by the time I shot my load into her hot mouth, I was left in no doubt that at least she had changed.

Okay, so maybe there is a better way of communicating than via handjob.

“I’ll be fine, love,” she said, once she’d finished wiping my scum from her lips with a shop towel.  “We’re all going to be fine.  Your Minnie has to go now, but she’ll be back.”  I opened my mouth to protest, but she put a finger to my lips.  “I promise, Roddy,” she added, leaning in and giving me a quick peck on the lips.  “You restored me, love.  That means I belong to you.”  She stood up and strode to the door, her every movement dripping with poise and self-assurance.

She walked out of my loft a blissfully happy woman.  She would by no means be the last.


Chapter 13

The Party




Change may have come slowly for the fictional residents of Hobbiton, but for the real world it came all too quickly.

I mean, with a war going on in Afghanistan, an economy that could tank at a nervous cough, and the growing threat of global warming, cooling, or staying the same-ing, and what did CNN spend two hours that Saturday morning reporting?  Why, the riot at the Hard Rock Casino in Las Vegas.

It had started simply enough.  Four showgirls had gotten hold of some Blaze, and had a couple of scenic artists spray them down.  Upon completion of their respective paint jobs, the new and improved super-hot babes fucked their painter friends into near-comas (behavior newly coated women seemed powerless to control), and then decided to take a little late night dip in the hotel’s pool, where they discovered, as did quite a few of the hotel’s guests, that glossy women float.  The four girls took on all comers, deliriously enjoying being used as floating sex toys, until hotel security busted up the waterborne orgy, triggering the riot.

That didn’t surprise me nearly so much as the fact that this news had been delivered by a fucking Barbie doll.  Candy the CNN infobabe, in the American tradition of hard-hitting investigative journalism, had selflessly undergone her own metamorphosis, and was reporting the news looking as though she’d just come from her Malibu dream house.  It was truly surreal watching her.  She was dressed fairly conservatively, in a sweater and short skirt, but her exposed skin shone just like plastic.  Her voice seemed to have dropped about half an octave overnight, and her whole manner was much more relaxed than it had been yesterday, but was offset by an undercurrent of raw sexuality that made it impossible to watch her without developing a raging hard-on.  In despair I turned to Fox News, and discovered that they had pimped out their anchorette in metallic red.

Every channel I clicked on was more of the same: ESPN showed a group of Dallas Cowboys cheerleaders getting ready to undergo the coating process in time for Sunday’s game, with much fuzzing and blurring of the good bits; the Sci-Fi Channel demonstrated a hot, busty babe being transformed into a shiny silver robot; even the Hunting Channel showed a chick being painted camo.  I watched re-broadcasts of the openings of the Headlights in Perth and Sydney, Australia, as well as the ones in Hong Kong and Beijing on the Travel Channel, which were even more hugely attended than the Manhattan opening—hardly surprising considering the massive amount of attention the world media had been lavishing upon Don Carlos’s latex lovelies.  They switched to the growing mob scene in London’s Soho district, where their Headlights was scheduled to open in just two hours, part of me wondering whether old Queen Liz was sitting on her throne, watching her big screen TV and feeling more than a little miffed that she had never inspired such crowds.

The best TV had to be PBS.  It was your typical boring panel show, featuring four erudite local blue-bloods sitting on environmentally friendly couches, frothing at the mouth at how these spray-painted bimbos were going to undermine more than a century’s worth of progress for women, and how horrific it was that an enlightened society could allow this sort of public objectification.  Pretty inflammatory stuff, but what made it humorous to me was that it was also pledge week, and it didn’t escape my notice that the volunteer phone operators sitting on the raised dais behind those environmentally friendly couches looked awful damned bored, seeing as how no one was calling.  I happened to tune in later to find them re-running a year-old Barbie doll documentary, now hosted by an actual clear-coated Barbie doll, which could account for all of their operators being busy, as well as their pledges being up over three hundred percent.

Channel after channel, Blaze was all anyone could talk about, and all anyone wanted to talk about: what it was, how it was applied, and was it safe?  A spokesman for AZ-TECH was interviewed, and he demonstrated, with the help of a curvaceous, bikini-clad volunteer, the proper use of Blaze, as well as its various qualities.  There were in actuality four different flavors of Blaze: there was the original, that I had used in coating Minnie, and which could make a girl look like a mannequin or liquid metal, depending on the colorant used; there was Glaze, which imparted a slightly muted, syrupy sort of shine to a girl, a softer sort of gloss that was no less pleasing to the eye; there was Dazzle, which was what had been used on our waitress Jetta, to give that sparkly metal-flake look that would attract attention from several hundred yards; and lastly there was Amaze, the powder-coated version that lacked any form of shine, but that would cover small imperfections and make a girl’s body appear smooth and perfect.

The spokesman sprayed the girl down without an airbrush, using canned, pre-mixed versions of Blaze that I had briefly seen in the restaurant’s gift shop.  The bosomy babe having her arms and legs coated with the various kinds of Blaze was in seventh heaven, judging by her closed eyes, her pressed-together lips, and her constantly flexing fingers, something that both the spokesman and the interviewer appeared not to notice.  The spokesman went on to show the vast array of colors manufactured by AZ-TECH, as well as safety tips for its application.

“But isn’t this a little difficult for a woman to apply to herself?” the interviewer asked.

“It is,” admitted the spokesman with a genial smile, “especially when dealing with the back, or the backs of the legs.  She could have a friend or loved one apply it to her, but for best results I would advise that she go to one of the several hundred Blaze Bodyshops that are opening around the country at this very moment.”

The interviewer looked nonplussed.  “Blaze…Bodyshops?”

“Yes, Jim,” the spokesman replied with a toothy grin, pleased with the bombshell he’d just dropped.  “Could you roll that film clip I gave to your producer?”  They rolled it, and I was sure that for the next minute pretty much everything on good old planet Earth had ground to a halt.  Like everything coming out of AZ-TECH it was slickly done.  The scene opened on an average-looking woman staring at her bathroom mirror.  Perhaps she is getting ready for work, or to get the kids off to school.  Dull, nondescript music is playing in the background, and it is obvious at a glance that she is a bored, unhappy woman trapped in a humdrum life.  She examines her reflection and is clearly displeased with what she sees.  Her makeup-free face is pale and beginning to get a little pouchy, and incipient wrinkles appear to be gaining greater prominence.  She looks again at her reflection to find her younger self looking back at her; a happy, carefree, youthful woman.  She slowly reaches out to touch the image in the mirror, a deep longing for what she used to be.

The scene cuts to a close-up of her index finger as it nears the glass, an electric spark flashing when the reflection and the reality meet.  The music instantly shifts to Manfred Mann’s Blinded by the Light, and Blaze begins to do its work.  The fingertip touching the mirror instantly turns shiny, as Blaze, like mercury rising up a thermometer, begins flowing from the mirror and over her skin.  It coats her hand and begins moving up her wrist, toward her elbow, consuming her tired, worn out flesh and leaving supple, lustrous pseudo-skin in its place.  The camera pans around her as the polymer spreads over her body.  Flabby areas are pulled taut as Blaze acts like a corset, and cellulite-riddled thighs become smooth and glossy.  The camera moves back up her luminous, glowing body, careful to avoid any troublesome nudity, slowing to a crawl just as Blaze finishes its work, the coating finally settling over her now glistening pink lips.  The camera stops moving, and we are looking over the woman’s shoulder.  She is no longer in her bathroom, but is now in a brightly lit space akin to a spa or hairdresser’s, surrounded by many smiling women: dazzling reds, glittering blues, and gleaming yellows.  Smiling and laughing, they take her hands and pull her in close; a welcoming group hug, my beautiful Yvette at the back of them holding a blow dryer, a shiny mannequin with orchidaceous lips.  The camera zooms in on her, she smiles mischievously, winks, and whispers just two words.  “Get glossy!”  It would become the most successful advertising slogan since Think Mink.

The film clip faded out to reveal the interviewer, his mouth slack, his expression slightly dazed.  “We’ll, uh…we’ll be back in a minute.”  They cut to a commercial, which just happened to feature an average-looking woman staring at her bathroom mirror.

“Oh…my…fucking…God,” I whispered to the empty loft as I watched it again.  I got up from the couch, courting a fainting spell what with most of my blood having gone south.  I shut off the TV.  I didn’t want to hear any more, and I for damn sure didn’t want to see any more.  What I needed at that moment was a little peace and quiet, a little tranquility, which could be found just one floor above me.  Two minutes later had me leaning against the northwest corner of the roof, a cup of coffee in one hand and a cigarette in the other, taking in the view.

Phoenix doesn’t have what one would call a dramatic skyline but it serves our simple purposes.  I said shaky good mornings to the Viad Tower, the Chase Tower, and to One and Two Renaissance Square, making sure to snub the monstrosity that is the Bank of America Tower.  Everything looked peaceful; a sleepy Saturday morning in the desert.

“You greedy fucking cocksucker,” I said to the view, and I wasn’t sure if I was pissed, envious, or just plain amazed.  “You don’t just want the hot ones, do you?  You want all of them.”

I remembered once thinking that Yvette was audacious, but she was nothing compared to Don Carlos.  The commercial I had just seen made it plainly obvious that there was more going on here than a restaurant chain with smokin’ hot waitresses.  Don Carlos really did want to turn every last woman in America into a shiny nymphomaniac.

Oh, don’t be so hard on the fat bastard, bub, my inner voice taunted.  It isn’t as though you wasted any time turning your hot British import into the ultimate fucktoy.

I thought about arguing with myself, but I find it’s usually not a good idea to have serious discussions with invisible people while standing on a rooftop.  My inner voice was right, though.  I hadn’t even bothered to warn Minnie of Blaze’s addictive qualities.  Not that it would have mattered; she would have done it anyway, but I couldn’t exactly get up on my high horse, could I?

I wondered what was happening right now.  Were women by the thousands already lining up outside of Blaze Bodyshops, ready to plunk down their pin money in the hope they could be as beautiful as my ‘vette?  ‘There will be other women, Rod…’  Had she known then that this was going to happen?  Had she known that it was that fat cocksucker’s intention to create veritable legions of glossy, animated sex toys?  And what had he offered her to not only sell me out, but to sell out the whole of her gender?  Had he taken her up on that high mountain?  Offered her fame, fortune, and the adulation of millions, possibly billions?  She was now the international spokeswoman—or would spokesmodel be more accurate?—for a product that, judging by the media frenzy, was going to be bigger than sliced bread.  I suppose I could understand her having her head turned by all of that.  After all, Don Carlos could literally offer her the world; all I could have given her was love.

A familiar sight came rolling down the street below me, Minnie’s Mini.  It turned into the shop’s parking lot, the Union Jack I had painted upon her roof shining in the late morning sunlight.  ‘…there will be better women,’ my ex-wife had also said on that fateful day, but was that true?  Minnie was older than my ‘vette, but she had also been assiduously maintained, and with her restoration was now at least aesthetically Yvette’s equal.  Add to that my Minnie had a lighter frame and was vastly more maneuverable and responsive than my ‘vette, and it could be argued that she was indeed superior.  She was also here.

A pair of rubbery breasts pressed themselves against my back, followed quickly by a pair of blue surgical gloves over my eyes.  “Guess who, love?”

“Volleyball salesman?”

She pulled her hands away and slapped my back playfully.  I turned to face her, and she lost no time in jumping up and wrapping her legs around my waist and thrusting her tongue deep into my mouth.  She had doffed her chrome bikini, quite uncaring that her practically nude body was on display to whomever might be watching from one of the many neighboring buildings.  I didn’t care either, come to that—they would probably all have their own models soon enough.

She sighed once our tongues had stopped Indian wrestling.  “Oh, Roddy, I don’t think there’s a woman alive who’s happier than I am at this moment.” 

“And I don’t think I could possibly be happier than I am at this moment, unless I were inside you.  That’s a hint, love.”

She giggled, nuzzling my nose with her rubbery one.  “Oh, wouldn’t this Minnie love that?  But I’m afraid I’ve got to ask you to put in a little overtime today.”

“You mean you want me to finish painting that Mercedes before I see to your maintenance?”

“Not exactly, love.”  She put a finger up to my cheek and gently turned my head leftward to face the street.  A car pulled up to the front of the shop, followed by another, and another still, female after female getting out of them.  Even from this distance I could tell they were all quite attractive.

“How…?”

“I called a friend of mine shortly after I left you this morning, and she’d got it from a friend of hers that Blaze was going to open up a shop over on Camelback Road, so I went down there to see for me’self.  Roddy, you should have seen it.  They were already queued up around the block when I got there.  Well, once they saw me, everybody wanted to know who did my bodywork, so….”

“So…?” I prompted.

“So I poached a few.”

“A few?  I’d say more like ten.”

“More like a dozen, actually.  D’yer mind?”

I looked down at the gaggle of them.  They were already assembled in front of the locked front door, looking up at me, their expressions happy and hopeful.  “A little overtime, Minnie?”  I said, my dick about to burst through my chinos.

“Don’t worry, Roddy.  No one expects you to do the, um, heavy lifting, all by yourself.  I’ve already called Vinny.  He’s on his way.”

I shook my head to clear it; it seemed my Minnie was no less audacious than Don Carlos.  “Well, call him back and tell him to swing by Jack’s Paint Supply.  We’ll need a gallon each of red and blue colorant, three new sets of G43 nozzles, and six rolls of one-inch tape.”

“Q.E.D, love.  Anything else?”

“Yeah,” I said, looking back down at the excited babes below.  “Tell him to stop by the health food store and pick up a shitload of red ginseng.”

___________________________




Three weeks later we were officially in business, and business was booming.

To say that Blaze was a hit would be the understatement of the millennium.  From that very first day I was either painting a chick or fucking one, and poor Vinny was running himself ragged between mixing color, cleaning equipment, and banging the ones I simply hadn’t the energy for.

Minnie and I were formally partners, having bought the business from Joe, who really wanted nothing more than to play golf.  Thanks to a surfeit of quasi-legal Mexicans who were willing to work at night, the shop had been turned from a garage into something resembling a spa in record time.  Those same Mexicans were now in the process of building a good-sized swimming pool in the back section of the parking lot, so that our clients could test their buoyancy on-site.

We were now an officially licensed reseller of Blaze, and of Blaze products.  This was good for the business in many ways: it meant that we got a ten percent break on the price of the polymer I had created, a direct line to order the same fiber-optic wigs that Headlights was using (which Minnie now wore in favor of the smoky red hair I loved so much), as well as top priority service on specialized contact lenses.

The downside, however, was that AZ-TECH was extremely controlling when it came to everything to do with Blaze.  Firstly, we could not for any reason coat minors, or even sell to them.  To do so would put us in violation of our agreement, which would not only sever our relationship, but would also trigger a ten-year non-compete clause, effectively ending our ability to coat women for money.

Resellers also had to subscribe to AZ-TECH’s policies when it came to their image.  Most people, I expect, wouldn’t have a problem with this, but then none of them had to work surrounded by giant prints of their ex-wife, computer monitors constantly displaying her moving image, as well as her picture on every motherfucking can of the stuff.

All in all it was a decent arrangement, and we were making money hand over fist, because being in partnership with AZ-TECH meant that we were listed on their website, which in turn meant that we never had an empty appointment slot, and that my dick was seldom dry.

There were six of us now: myself, Minnie, Vinny, two more painters named Al and Bobby, and Shelby, who was perhaps the busiest of us all, for she was in charge of prosthetics.  Shelby had been Yvette’s friend and co-worker at the University theater, and we’d brought her on board because she knew as much, if not more, about makeup and latex appliances as had Yvette.

I had known from the very first that we would ultimately need a prosthetics person—for Yvette had impressed upon me how wonderful it felt to be synthetic on the inside, as well—but even I was surprised at how quickly her skills and expertise would be an indispensable adjunct to our burgeoning business, which was entirely due to Scooters.

As Headlights restaurants continued to open all over the world, long time Scooters patrons were being drawn to Don Carlos’s glittery showpieces, which meant that for the first time in their history, the famed orange-and-white clad waitresses were finding themselves with empty tables.  Senior management scrambled as, night after night, they continued hemorrhaging customers, some market analysts reporting attendance being down by as much as ninety percent.  They rallied quickly, though, and within just ten days of Shiny Friday debuted the Scooters Girls new uniform, which would not only save the company, but also managed to knock Blaze off the front page for a day.

Like most folks, I saw the unveiling of the Scooters Girl Mark II on TV.  It was at the end of a hard day, or the beginning of a hard night, depending on one’s point of view.  I was sitting on my new couch, sort of watching CNN, or what I had lately begun referring to as the Blaze Channel, when Minnie, who was giving me a very thorough lap dance, had stopped bouncing up and down on top of me.  Curious, I shifted my gaze from her sumptuous bottom to see what she was looking at.

At first glance I thought the gleaming figure on the slowly spinning pedestal was some kind of trophy.  The shot was slightly blurred, making it impossible to see fine details, but standing in that classic Scooters pose, looking as though she were holding up an invisible platter of chicken wings, told you who she was well enough (I would have thought the image slightly comical were it not for Richard Strauss’s iconic Also Sprach Zarathustra blasting through my surround sound’s speakers—about as subtle as a shovel to the back of the head).

The camera moved in closer and downward, sweeping around the glossy girl as she revolved.  Now in sharp focus it wove around her feet to show the familiar tennie-and-sock combo, but as it made its way upward it became apparent that any familiarity ended there.  Gone was the shiny pantyhose.  Ditto for the orange shorts and the white tank top, replaced by glossy orange and white pseudo-skin that would make even Hugh Hefner’s eyes bug out.  But it wasn’t the Scooters girl’s ultra-smooth finish that made Minnie gasp; it was the fact that she was absolutely stark raving nude.  No bikini, no chrome, no nothing.

Minnie’s sweet sex pulsed around my meat as we watched, but I didn’t need her ministrations to keep my dick hard; the shiny, busty babe on the screen was doing a good job of that all on her own.  Her nipples were completely hidden, taped over and painted over, giving no one anything they could really bitch about.  The girl’s crotch had been given the same treatment, being as flat and featureless as a doll’s.  There was no camel toe, or cleft, or indeed any hint of genitalia; just a smooth, sexless look that made my already hard dick throb with a definite need to come ASAP.

Minnie was off of my pole in a heartbeat, kneeling before the TV so that she could get a close-up look at the Scooters girl’s nonexistent coochie.  Her fingers traced the smooth lines of the girl’s pelvic area while a velvet voice announced that the entirety of the Scooters girls in North America had been upgraded, and could be seen starting tonight.  The commercial faded out, leaving my Minnie kneeling there, one hand still on the TV screen, while a yellow-skinned weatherbabe informed the country that the Rockies were going to get some snow.

Minnie turned to me, her bosom heaving in the regulation way, her royal blue face looking puzzled.  “Roddy,” she said, almost whispering, “are they having us on?”

“No, my sweet Min,” I replied, slowly shaking my head.  “They’re dead serious.  It is only just beginning.”

“You mean that was for real?”  She stood up and looked sideways at Yvette’s floor mirror, apparently appraising her finish.  “I want it.”

My dick was still hard, which was probably why I was so slow on the uptake.  “You want…you want to look like a Scooters Girl?”

“No, silly bugger,” she said lowly.  She sauntered toward me, crawled gracefully onto the couch, straddled me, and slid my throbbing prick into her hot and ready snatch.  “I want to be smooth.  I don’t want to have to wear that bikini.  I want to be free, truly free.  How did they do it, Roddy?  I know that you know.”

Even if she hadn’t been fucking the stuffing out of me I would have told her, which I did.  Blithering somewhat, I explained how they had made a cast of the girl’s pubes and anus, then built it up smooth, after which they made a latex copy, applied that to the girl, and then patched it seamlessly with Blaze.  “But you can’t go around like that all the time, Min.  You would essentially be painted shut, sealed in latex polymer.  You would have to spray your crotch down with vinegar and remove the whole thing whenever you wanted to go to the bathroom, not to mention having sex.”

“I want to be beautiful, Roddy,” she said with a determined gleam in her eyes, pushing my shoulders into the back of the couch and clenching her skilled love muscle around my innocently thrusting tool.  “I don’t care what it takes.”  Shelby was brought in the next morning, and by lunchtime Minnie was completely smooth and as happy as could be.  Shelby was hired on the spot, which was a good thing, as we were already being inundated with phone calls asking if we installed Scooters Cooters.

Thanks to the upgraded Scooters Girls, the doomed restaurant chain was doing more business than ever.  Oh, various misguided souls picketed in front of the entrances, but they were usually jeered at, laughed at, and sometimes pelted with rotten fruit from passing cars.  Now one would think that Headlights might somehow up the ante, and one would be wrong.  Scooters wasn’t stealing back any of their business; they were simply drawing in more customers.  Add to that, that Scooters was probably using—and therefore buying—more Blaze than anyone else, made them an excellent customer, and Don Carlos, despite being a cocksucking wife-stealer, was a smart businessman.

He also had guts.  In between restaurant openings he found the time to appear on an American daytime talk show, one that featured four shrews who would softball guests they liked and verbally disembowel those they didn’t.  For forty minutes they laid into my former boss, about how he was responsible for quite literally objectifying women, all the while making snide asides about the size of his prick.

I had to hand it to him.  He sat there smiling his charming smile, taking every jab, laughing at their malicious humor until the show was almost over, at which point he gave them the old rope-a-dope.  “Tell me, madame,” he said to the round-bodied, henna-haired harpy who had suggested that if he liked shiny objects so much that he should spray his testicles gold and use them for Christmas ornaments, “do you paint your own fingernails, or does someone else do it for you?”

The screaming match ensued, but the venomous she-vipers were fatigued by this point, and Don Carlos was more than ready for the fight.  He effectively argued that women had been objectifying themselves since the days of Cleopatra, even resorting to the use of lead-based products on their skin, or wearing corsets that were laced so tight that they caused internal organs to be horribly displaced.  The harpies countered, somewhat tiredly, that it was men who were responsible, to which Don Carlos riposted, politely asking them if it was a man who decided what makeup and perfume they were wearing now.

He graciously conceded that while men had certainly played a role in the past, modern women could no longer make that argument.  “It is women who are buying the lingerie, it is women who are having their legs waxed, it is women who are having makeup tattooed on their faces, and yes, it is women who are having their breasts stuffed with plastic, not to please men, but to feel better about themselves!”

It was a masterful performance, and when it was over it was obvious that Don Carlos had wiped the floor with them.  He was not content with just besting them at debate, though, going one step further and directly addressing the audience, who appeared as wiped out as the show’s hosts.  “Let me ask you a question,” he said with his charming smile.  “These four women are lovely, yes?  But do you not think there is a place for this kind of beauty, as well?”  The camera jerked quickly to the right, another figure walking onto the set: the conservative member of the panel who had been fired only weeks before, and who was now a shiny Barbie doll dressed in a burgundy blouse and a short white skirt.  Unsurprisingly she was re-signed to her own talk show by the end of the week, taking over the very time slot that had once belonged to her liberal antagonists.

Between Al, Bobby, and myself we were putting out fifteen full-body coats a day, and Shelby was casting almost that many smoothies.  There were no less than ten other bodywork joints in Phoenix doing the same thing we were, not to mention who knew how many tattoo parlors that were applying Blaze on the side.  More and more the results of our labor could be seen on the streets, in the malls, on college campuses; shiny women everywhere.

At first all you saw were the Barbie dolls, often called clear-coats, a misnomer since their polymer coating concealed rather than revealed.  They were usually quite well dressed, though they never failed to show as much ‘skin’ as they could get away with.  But the rebels, the brave ones, my Minnie among them, had no desire to hide their light under a bushel, and so were often arrested for public nudity or indecent behavior.  Don Carlos and AZ-TECH had been ready for this, providing lawyers where they could, and making sure that there was plenty of press for these poor persecuted women, who were guilty of nothing more than being the ‘vanguards of fashion.’

They never lost a case.  Many people argued, but the simple and demonstrable fact was that my polymer was not a paint, but a chemical mesh, and was therefore clothing.  As long as a girl, or ‘glossy’ as the media now referred to them, kept her naughty bits covered, the law could not touch them.

Christmas came, and we were of course incredibly busy, as many of our clients wanted to have their finishes in tip-top shape for the holidays.  On Christmas morning my Minnie showered me with gifts, starting with a blowjob so wondrously good that I could swear I heard a heavenly choir singing ‘Hallelujah’ when I shot my load.  I gave her a tin of Hi-Finish body wax, a new product that really did bring out the luster of a glossy’s finish, as well as giving it improved protection from UV rays.

What I really wanted, though, was to give her a good Yuletide fucking, but had discovered to my dismay that she had already put on her cooter cover, so access to that particular bit of Christmas cheer was effectively blocked.  This was often a consistent problem, not so much for me as I was getting at least as much pussy as I could handle, but for my poor fashion-conscious concubine it meant that she often spent a good part of each day in a ‘delicious agony of sexual frustration,’ which she sometimes alleviated—or enhanced—by blowing me or jerking me off between her tits, or by using a vibrator on her inaccessible clit.

Her fingers trembling, my shiny import pressed a small wrapped present into my hand.  “Happy Christmas, Roddy.  I love you.”  It was the first time she’d said it.

“I love you back, Min,” I said, which was not just reciprocation.  She had helped to bring me back from the depths of my despair, but more than that it was her sweet nature—it was impossible to know Minnie and not love her.  I ripped open the paper wrapping and found a small pink remote control, about the size of a car key fob, its function I knew well, having once been married to a woman who’d owned a prodigious number of sex toys.

“Start me up, love,” she said, her voice low and intense.  I looked at the remote and pressed the little ‘F’ button, whereupon she gripped my thigh, moaning through lips pressed tightly together as the little vibrator inside her began doing its work.  I cycled up through the speeds, stopping at ‘3,’ because at that point she jumped on me and started humping my already hard prick, gasping and bucking through what appeared to be a truly rapturous orgasm.  Suffice it to say it was a merry fucking Christmas.

With the arrival of the new year we hired on two more painters, and in February we brought in another girl to handle prosthetics, for a new appliance had emerged on the scene, one that I knew intimately.  Muff-lers, the simulated vagina that I had first discovered inside a certain life-sized oriental sex doll, became all the rage, and every glossy wanted to have one installed.  Massive-breasted porn goddess Melony Cox-Zucker, who never missed an opportunity to market herself, mass-produced copies of her own much loved vuhjayjay, available in two versions: one that came inside a cunningly disguised flashlight housing, and another that could be installed in a willing female’s coochie.  Tacky perhaps, but it is hard to argue with success when both styles of Melony’s cooter were in the top 100 on Amazon.com’s sales rankings.

I was surprised at first that AZ-TECH, or at least my incredibly creative and capable ex-wife, had not patented and marketed the application, but considering how much Don Carlos was already pushing the envelope, he probably felt it was prudent to let others take the heat (Blaze Bodyshops would not do castings or installs, but their authorized resellers could).

Studies of all kinds were done on the artificial vagina, the most influential having been conducted by the American Medical Association, which discovered that not only was a Muff-ler not harmful to a woman’s reproductive system, but furthermore was a more effective form of birth control than the Pill, as well as providing better protection against STD’s than condoms.  That AMA report was responsible for breaking down much of the resistance that many women had against Blaze.

It was also responsible for the greatest realignment of the American economy since World War II.

It did not happen slowly.  After all, shockwaves had been felt almost from the day that Blaze had been introduced, but with the publication of the AMA’s report, millions of women decided it was time to ‘get glossy’—a movement that would send the country reeling.  

Many businesses fired their newly shiny female employees for not conforming to dress codes, which if they were Barbie dolls often ended up in court, because clear-coated glossies were always impeccably dressed.  But the heart of the matter was that for most businesses, having a glossy or two on the staff could invariably be traced to a drop in productivity, and quite often to a rise in workplace accidents.

Most glossies, however, began withdrawing from the workforce voluntarily.  It is difficult to teach students, compile studies, or run a division if you’re constantly looking in a mirror, or jumping on the first thing that has a penis.  That is not to say that glossies weren’t employable.  In a shockingly short time you couldn’t walk into a bar, restaurant, or hotel without having a shiny woman serve you.  If you walked into the lobby of a business, it was most likely a glossy that would direct you to the office you were looking for.

Feminists, some of whom no amount of my polymer could help, decried their spiritual sisters for leaving positions of responsibility and taking jobs as menials, but glossies neither listened nor cared.  It wasn’t as though the gleaming girls were relegated to being waitresses and the like—glossies wanted to be seen, and always undertook those jobs that would allow them a maximum amount of exposure.  It could also not be denied that a well-maintained paint job, coupled with the right amount of birdseed, could lead to tips that over the course of a year might well equate to the salaries of some Fortune 500 CEO’s.

But it was more than just the economy that underwent an upheaval; Americans themselves were forced to change.  Blaze could do a lot for a woman’s body, but fat is fat, and while my accidental polymer acted like a corset, it couldn’t work miracles.  Over the course of weeks, fitness centers for women sprang up, some of them offering massages, as well as waxing and buffing.

Men, too, felt the pinch.  With so many hot, damn near nude sexual dynamos walking the streets, sex was suddenly frightfully easy to get.  But a glossy, no matter how ready to take a spin she might be, still had standards.  Thanks to Blaze, more carbs than ever were being counted, and the general health of America was steadily improving.

Of course there was resistance.  Feminists continued to rail at AZ-TECH for their wholesale objectification of women.  Minnie and I saw a snippet of one talk show between fucks one night.  A pale, thin-lipped biddy was going on an extended tirade against another guest, a rather hot glossy decked out in a metallic green.  The coated girl, having learned from Don Carlos’s example, let the drab bitch vent her spleen, until the question she had been waiting for was asked.  “How can you respect yourself?  You have allowed yourself to be turned into an object!”

“Yes, I have,” the green girl replied unabashedly, “and let me tell you, I have never been treated better.”  The audience applauded, but she went on.  “My husband used to tomcat around on me, or was always out with the guys.  The only time he ever paid any attention to me was during sex, which obviously wasn’t for very long.”  Knowing laughter came from the audience, but she wasn’t done.  “But now he comes straight home from work.  He waxes me every night, and touches up my finish without me having to ask.  I love being an object.  I love being his object.”

The studio audience went wild, women, coated and uncoated alike, tears streaming down their faces, got to their feet, showing their solidarity with the metallic girl.  I looked up at Minnie, to find her having the same reaction, but then she dried her eyes with a chamois and got back on my dick.

It wasn’t all hearts and flowers, though.  There were reports of assaults on painters by jealous husbands, enraged by the behavior of wives who could not control themselves once freshly coated—we did not have this problem as Vinny’s presence tended to discourage such aggression.  But attacks such as these were surprisingly few and far between.  Most men didn’t mind so much what went on in the paint booth, because the difference between what came into our shop and what later rolled out of our doors made it more than worth it, or as one very relaxed husband put it, ‘Hey, you wouldn’t get pissed if your mechanic test drove your car, would ya?’

Stories also abounded of women who were showing signs of addictive behavior, refusing to be seen in ‘skin’ even by their husbands.  Of course this was not so much a problem as Blaze was in essence cheaper than clothing.  A full body coat (one-color pre-mixed) went for $69.99, and with proper care could last up to three months—a fairly economical alternative to panties, pantyhose, skirts, blouses, dresses, and makeup.

But there were whispers of other behavior that many found troubling.  While it was arguable that Blaze turned normal women into glossy nymphos (researchers, very probably on Don Carlos’s payroll, asserted that Blaze simply allowed women to give vent to their natural sexual desires), it appeared that Blaze had a tendency to turn women bi.

Now while this might send a great many tight-assed people screaming into the night, it did not have an immediate effect on the populace, and for many reasons.  Firstly, it wasn’t as though coated women suddenly preferred chicks to dicks—far from it!—but research showed that a sizable number of heterosexual women, once coated, found themselves engaging in sex with other women, but only with shiny women.  One glossy was quoted as saying, ‘It’s not like sex, not really.  It’s just that we glossies are beautiful, and beautiful things need to be loved.’  There were of course other reasons why society was more or less able to cope with this sudden epidemic of bisexual babes, but what it mostly came down to was that it is difficult to get het up about the sexual proclivities of glossy women when one just happens to be sucking you off.

It was in the spring that another trend began to emerge.  With sex becoming freely available, Internet porn was encountering a steep decline.  There were glossies on the ‘net, sure, but why bother going to a website to see a pair of babes licking each other up when you could see just as good, if not better, live at the corner bar?  The same problem held true for prostitution: how do you sell that which so many women are happily giving away?  The answer to both problems came from a most unexpected quarter: those crafty Japanese, and I had to admit that they surprised even me.

Long a mainstay of Internet porn, futanari, also known as dickgirls, became a reality.  It was ridiculously simple to do, and could be installed without a trip to the nearby bodyshop.  Simply take a specially-angled double-headed dildo, insert one end into a glossy, and one patch job later you have a fully functional dickgirl.  Blaze Bodyshops did not carry futanari kits, nor did any of their authorized resellers, but you could get them easily enough on the Internet or at your local sex shop.  Dickgirls became all the rage on college campuses (though you would never see them in public), and you would often hear the most lurid tales of sorority house hi-jinx.

The first half of 2011 was indeed a crazy time.  Unemployment dropped to a record low in America as men had to step into jobs vacated by the exiting glossies.  That was only the half of it.  Businesses that had once spurned their glittering employees began hiring them back, even paying to have them coated, for nothing showed the health of a business more than having a few shining odalisques in the lobby.

You would also find glossies in the mall, but more often than not you would see them through a sheet of glass.  As Yvette had more than once played the part of a mannequin, it was becoming the norm to see shiny women standing in store windows, displaying a business’s wares.  American business had truly embraced the idea of glossy women.

And it wasn’t just America, for Blaze was conquering the world.  The UK, France, Germany, Italy, Greece, Japan, China were all mad for shiny females, and you could quite often guess a glossy’s nationality by her finish.  Brits generally favored a natural look, while Spaniards would go with a deeper, more intense shine.  Your Mediterranean types, who have always preferred their women statuesque, were turning their glossies into literal statues, sometimes with quite intricate marbling.  The French seemed to have a penchant for floral motifs, often painting the most elaborate vine work over a glossy’s body.  Japan, of course, a country long used to painting women, simply refined their art, employing Blaze instead of chalk-white, waxing and buffing their lustrous almond-eyed lovelies to a high shine; and Chinese women looked as though they’d been dipped in gold.  It was, as rocker Jeff Lynne had prophesied, ‘the party all over the world.’

Unsurprisingly, the true glossy capital of the world was Las Vegas.  The larger hotels all offered female pool toys for a small fee, with bouncers employed poolside to help keep things reasonably PG-13.  At Caesar’s Palace you might be served drinks by a marble statue, or by a golden idol at the Luxor.  The Hard Rock offered candy-coated lovelies, often with the most outrageous proportions, and the Mirage had iridescent mermaids swimming in their famed aquarium.  One themed hotel and casino that was under construction, a futuristic monstrosity already seventy percent complete, had doubled the number of construction crews, pushing their grand opening forward to August, hoping to entice guests with their super-sexy, silver-skinned robots.

Playboy clubs, the symbol of 1960’s freedom, began to reopen, but met with minimal success.  Like prostitution, they weren’t offering anything that wasn’t readily available elsewhere.  Faced with multi-million dollar losses and hordes of angry stockholders, management shifted to a new business model, one that not only turned the nightclubs around, but also became a runaway success.  What did they do?  Suffice it to say, the phrase ‘fuck like bunnies’ didn’t come from nowhere.

By June, fully twenty percent of American women between the ages of eighteen to fifty-four were regular users of Blaze.  Other companies attempted to put out their own versions of the famed pseudo-skin, all of them less than stellar.  Some got close, but none were able to get their chemical mesh to flatten out the way that my accidental polymer did, and therefore failed to achieve Blaze’s eye-catching glossiness.  I had heard through the grapevine that Don Carlos, fearing industrial espionage, had limited all production of Blaze to AZ-TECH’s Arizona factory, which was surrounded by more armed security than you could shake a stick at.  Paranoia perhaps, but no one had yet managed to steal the formula.

The pharmaceutical business was having its own ups and downs as America’s health began improving: medications for high blood pressure, as well as for cholesterol and triglycerides, et cetera, were experiencing steep declines, although this was offset by record numbers of prescriptions for Viagra and Cialis.  The health care industry also received a boost, due to the numbers of sprained backs suffered by sixty-year old men trying to behave as though they were twenty.

On the whole, America had recovered from the recession, and the economy was definitely booming.  Restaurants were doing banner business, and bars and nightclubs were recapturing business lost due to smoking bans, luring in patrons by advertising ‘Glossies drink free!’  With the improving job market, new home sales were up, and perhaps most telling of all, the construction of swimming pools had multiplied tenfold.

Not all businesses were not so fortunate, though.  Internet porn and prostitution had managed to survive the paradigm shift, but the women’s fashion industry was reeling from the widespread use of Blaze.  Women’s clothing stores were taking a beating, because glossies, with the exception of Barbie dolls, hated clothing.  Rather than buck the trend, successful boutiques shifted their lines, moving toward tight, glittery clothing that would better set off a glossy’s paint job.

Brassiere manufacturers were also going bust as more and more women were turning to my polymer to support bosoms that, due to the use of birdseed, were becoming larger and larger.  Alternately, the cosmetic surgery business was experiencing a major resurgence as glossies sought to make those birdseed-enhanced boobies permanent.

Joe’s Garage was always busy, which meant that I was always busy, never doing fewer than six full body coats a day.  One would think that a woman would get upset, having her man boffing clients right and left, but Minnie never batted a blue mascara’ed eye.  She understood better than most what my job entailed; she just made sure that I was supplied with plenty of red ginseng, and that Vinny would shoulder some of the load so that I would be available to her in the evenings (and if Vinny was too knackered, which happened every so often, she would don her futanari gear and do the honors herself).

Life was pretty good, all things considered, but the constant grind of painting and fucking was wearing me down.  In mid-July, at Minnie’s suggestion, I drove up to L.A. to visit my mom and dad.  Between my divorce, recovery, and the wild success of the business, I hadn’t visited home in more than a year, and though I would have liked to bring Minnie along, the shop needed her, and I wasn’t quite ready to spring my royal blue import on my parents.  I felt an immediate sense of peace when I parked my truck in front of the 1920 Craftsman bungalow in which I’d grown up, a peace that was shattered when my mom came to the door, a clear-coated, big-bosomed Barbie doll.

“Roddy, dear,” she said through shiny, cotton-candy colored lips, tears cascading down her unnaturally smooth face, “we’re so glad you’re home!”  She threw her arms around me and hugged me, pressing her hugely inflated breasts into my stomach.

“Um,” I said, feverishly willing my dick into keeping a low profile, cursing the red ginseng that was still in my system, “it’s good to be home, um, Mom.”  I came into the house and hugged my dad, who appeared to have lost about twenty pounds and was looking pretty fit.  Despite having a sex object for a mother, I was glad to see them.

“Hey, little bro,” said a familiar voice behind me.  “Don’t I get a hello?”

“Sure, Lil,” I said, turning around to hug her too, but it wasn’t my sister, it was my mom again, or at least I thought so until she mock-punched me in the stomach, something that mothers just don’t do.  “Lilith?” I said, barely able to keep the astonished gibbering from my voice.

“Kind of a shock, huh, bro?  Mom wanted it to be a surprise.  What do you think?”

She backed up and stood next to our mother.  They both wore matching white skirts and pink sleeveless blouses under frilly white aprons, and were identical in every detail.  “I, uh….”

“It’s a little game they like to play, Rod,” my dad said, mildly exasperated.  He walked up to the woman I presumed was my mother and gave her a peck on the lips and a pat on the fanny.  “Pay them no mind.”  He then clapped me on the shoulder and steered me into the den, where an afternoon of baseball awaited.

Jesus fucking Christ, I thought, sitting in the comfort of one of the two leather recliners facing my dad’s 65-inch plasma TV—my own mother and sister.  It shouldn’t have surprised me; it was becoming a trend.  As Yvette had once used my polymer to transform herself into a Japanese geisha and a super-busty latina, so were the women of America using Blaze to do the same, and more.

There was a highly rated game show, one that Minnie and I would sometimes watch while mauling the mattress, wherein a guy would have to pick his wife out of a group of ten identical glossies.  He would watch them walk back and forth across the stage, or listen to them talk about their lives together (after much coaching from the original wife).  The husband was allowed three ‘lifelines,’ free passes that allowed him to actually take one of the girls backstage and test her in the rack, a titillating but pointless exercise as the ersatz wives all had copies of wife number one’s Muff-ler installed in them.  At the end of the show the guy would have to guess which one of them was really his wife, a task at which he usually failed.  People claimed the show was rigged, since the men guessed right only thirty percent of the time, a statistic that none of the losing husbands appeared to give a shit about.

Dinner with my family that night was a difficult affair, the imposing melons of my mother and sister serving as constant distractions.  They quizzed me endlessly about my work, wanting to know how many glossies I did per day, my dad smiling proudly at the idea of how much nookie his son was getting.  Mom told me about how she and Lilith had decided to become identical, and about their various surgeries to become so, going into much greater detail than I would have liked.  Lilith asked me if I’d seen Yvette since the divorce (my ex-wife was world-famous, but her identity was a closely held secret).  I lied and said that I hadn’t, and further lied by saying it didn’t make any difference.

Lilith patted my thigh in sympathy (she could always tell when I was bullshitting her), but when her hand pointedly squeezed my thigh, I began to feel a cold trickle of worry running down my back.  Lilith had been celibate since I’d walked in the door, at least five hours, which for a glossy was pushing it.  “Well, I hate to be a party pooper,” I said, doing my best to simulate a yawn, “but I’ve been up since the crack of dawn.  Mind if I crash, Mom?”

I beat a hasty retreat to my old bedroom, where my posters of Salma Hayek and Uma Thurman still hung; goodness knows how much jizz I’d spilled in their honor.  I got undressed, a little sick at the thought of what had become of my family—at what I had indirectly done to my family.  Oh, sure, they were all happy, happier than I could ever remember.  Dad was a much jauntier, more relaxed version of the man who had taught me how to pull an engine; Mom, who always complained of tiredness or achy joints, now bustled about like a twenty-year old, ripe and ready.

Strangest of all was Lilith, who had always been fairly bitchy to me when we were younger, but who now seemed to care about nothing more than where her next penis was coming from.  I lay down in my old bed, cursing that motherfucker Thomas Wolfe, not for his being right about not being able to go home again, but for his not mentioning the blue balls inherent in trying.  But I quickly put thoughts about my testicles aside, for I felt the bed shift slightly, signifying that I wasn’t alone.  “Wha—?” I started, but was silenced as a rubbery pussy settled over my nose and mouth like an oxygen mask.

“Shut up and start licking, Rod,” came a hoarse, sex-drenched voice, muffled slightly by the thighs pressing against my ears.  I tried to get up, but a pair of slick, freshly glossed lips slid over the head of my herbal supplemented hard-on, ending any possibility of argument.

It was a night of slippery, grunting exercise that I tried to close my rational mind to, which was not helped by the screaming coming from the floor above, “GOD, YES!  SPRAY YOUR HOT WAX ON MY PLASTIC ASS, YOU BIG-BALLED BASTARD!”

Strangely enough, I received a phone call early the next morning, telling me that I was urgently needed back in Phoenix.  I was on the freeway by eight o’clock, puffing on my tenth cigarette of the day, feeling guilty for having lied to my parents about the bogus phone call, not to mention having spent the night fucking my sister.  At least I think it was my sister.  I’m pretty sure it was my sister.

Pretty sure.

I arrived in Phoenix, where I buried myself in my strange work and even stranger pussy.  Early Monday I coated a nursing mother, who shoved her rubbery nipple into my mouth while we fucked sitting on a chair, so that I could test how well baby would be able to feed—an unnecessary ritual, as Underwriters Laboratories had already done exhaustive testing on Blaze, and had found that not only was there no difference between a coated nipple and a baby bottle, but also that mastitis was almost unheard of in nursing glossies.

Later in the day I did a candy coating of Glaze on a glossy that probably tipped the scales at about three hundred pounds.  Despite the general slimming down of the country, such immense girls were a common enough sight (I could usually count on doing two per week).  Considered a form of body dysmorphia, these girls could be seen eating constantly, often going on high-fat/high-carb diets, trying to get as large and as round a figure as possible.  Desiring to appear proportional, or sometimes disproportional, they would usually have their boobs inflated, often to absurd sizes, and though many decried their unhealthy lifestyles and fabricated funbags, I doubted a single one of these wide-bodies ever spent the night alone by choice.  These models, affectionately known as ‘bed hogs,’ due to their ability to take up most a king-size mattress all by themselves, were especially prized by your typical flannel-shirted lesbians, who could often be heard openly boasting of having a ‘gash-guzzler’ at home.  Minnie hated having them as clients, because it took so much more time and Glaze to coat them, which negatively affected our bottom line, and if we charged extra, people would say that we were discriminating, which would negatively affect our bottom line.  It didn’t bother me, though.  Humping one of these double-wides felt rather like fucking a beanbag chair, which, though weird, did make for a refreshing change of pace.

My last client of the day was eight months gone.  She was beautiful, as all pregnant women are beautiful, and I delighted in her rounded contours as I coated her, her swollen body so very reminiscent of a 1972 Volkswagen Super Beetle.  She wanted to be sunny yellow, a popular choice for expectant mothers, and wanted the typical ‘Baby on Board’ placard painted on her vast belly, as well.  I did not take her for a spin, though.  By custom, Minnie would always don her futanari gear and do the honors on the pregnant ones, for finishing them off required a gentle touch, a woman’s touch.

Resistance continued to mount against Blaze, and the apparently ceaseless objectification of women.  Religious types who railed against the painted harlots for their unnatural lifestyles would carry keys or other sharp objects, dragging them across a glossy’s finish.  Feminists were known to pack squirt guns filled with vinegar, and if they found a glossy that sufficiently offended their sensibilities, they would spray her with the corrosive liquid.  This happened a fair bit, until a group of pissed-off glossies fought back, dragging one trigger-happy bitch into the nearest ladies room, where she was summarily stripped, painted, and then donated to a nearby college fraternity.  It is still the most downloaded video of all time.

Lawsuits were repeatedly filed against AZ-TECH by shiny grieving widows who’d fucked their husbands to death, but none were successful.  Ditto for statutory rape claims by parents whose sixteen-year old daughters had experimented with the addictive polymer and then went on depraved, sex-filled binges that would shock a Hollywood starlet.  AZ-TECH won case after case, having successfully indemnified themselves against such civil actions by diligent enforcement of sales to minors.  Don Carlos, it seemed, was untouchable.

At the close of 2011, AZ-TECH put the Headlights restaurants up for sale, raking in billions of dollars from private investors, and even more for developing franchise rights.  They did the same thing again at the beginning of 2012, selling off every last Blaze Bodyshop, all the while retaining the same strict control of their image as they did over their resellers.  And it was on May 5, Cinco de Mayo, that AZ-TECH became a publicly traded company; overnight Carlos Lopez became the richest man in the world.

Did it make me a little ill?  Yes, but not so much as one might expect, as things were breaking nicely for our little business, too.  In June I competed in the Indianapolis fashion show, the biggest in the U.S.  My creation, a stunning platinum blonde coated in black thigh-highs with glued on spike heels, sprayed-on black opera gloves, an acid-green latex minidress, and porcelain cleavage, shoulders and face, sauntered proudly down the Brickyard’s catwalk to an appropriately awed crowd.  I took best overall design, and was invited to compete at Le Mans, though I declined—it had already been reported that ‘vette would be there.

Minnie was understandably less than pleased that we would not be going to France (I still had not volunteered the identity of my former wife, and was not so stupid as to admit that I had once been married to the hottest woman on the planet—I loved Minnie, but I doubted that any woman could deal with that kind of competition), but I mollified her by promising to take her to Italy for a few weeks.  I’ve heard the Ferrari factory is quite lovely.

It was stupid of me to decline, though, because in reality I saw my ex-wife hundreds of times a day, not to mention fucking her at least five times a week.  ‘vette’s was the single most popular design among glossies, it being a fairly achievable look once women started having themselves surgically transformed—and it was no accident that I fucked each and every one of my clients who went that route, unable to let go and let Vinny do the honors.

As the months went by, more and more women wanted more and more bizarre things done to them in the name of beauty, and the world continued to get weirder and weirder.  It was estimated that just over forty percent of the nubile women in America—and quite a bit older than nubile in some cases—were glossy on a full time basis, a figure easily borne out at the mall.  There you would find them in massive numbers, undulating hither and thither, breasts of varying sizes and manufacture wobbling stiffly (though never less than a C-cup, by my estimation), the air thick with the combined scents of coconut oil, flowery perfumes, and Turtle Wax.

I would sometimes go there by myself, to walk among the glossies in their natural habitat, so to speak, to see what others had been doing, looking for ideas, things I could improve upon.  I went into my favorite computer store under the pretext of wanting to look at a new laptop, but I really just liked looking at their shiny sales staff.  Every last one of them was a translucent white, their bodies perfectly smooth and polished, looking exactly like the molded plastic that housed their high-end computers.  They were beautifully elegant, with no protrusions of any sort to mar their unnatural perfection, their eyes hidden behind gray, apple-shaped contact lenses.

In truth these sorts of alterations were decidedly common nowadays, but being a technology company they had gone one step further, having implanted state-of-the-art micro-USB thumb drives in the navels of their glossies, thus turning them into walking 64-gig iBods.

But they were not the only techno-glossies out there, as other bits of gadgetry were available to accessorize a girl to her fullest: tiny chirping alarms that fit inside the navel, so that with the press of a button a man could easily find his glossy in a crowded bar; or LED nipple lights that would come in handy if one needed to read a map in the dark.

It was in the fall of 2012 that I was requested to do a special commission.  Thanks to my victory at Indianapolis, a new client sought us out, desiring to have her body done up in a black and white cow motif, including having an extra pair of breasts affixed beneath her own—breasts that could be milked—just as her own surgically enlarged and hormone-enhanced udders were capable of.  Minnie cheerfully accepted the commission on my behalf, but accused me of being a trifle priggish when I told her to put on her dickgirl apparatus and meet us in the paint booth, insisting that she do the honors on the silly cow since I wasn’t into bestiality.

That wasn’t exactly true, though, for hardly a day went by without some new, incredibly bizarre wrinkle.  In early 2013 catgirls became all the rage.  Summer came, and suddenly every glossy wanted to be a mermaid.  In the fall I was turning the girl next door into a fucking anime cheerleader, complete with permanently dilated eyes and mouths so small that they could only be made by casting and molding.  Blue-skinned aliens, red-skinned devil babes complete with horns and pointy tail, and I don’t even want to go into the number of giant-titted jack o’lanterns I decorated for Halloween.

I think I could have handled all of that, but I couldn’t help but feel that things had begun turning slightly sinister.  Practically everybody in the civilized world was happy that racial barriers were dropping, as no one could tell what color skin was under a glossy’s finish except for the guy who did her bodywork.  But it wasn’t the skin I was seeing, so much as the scars.  With so many glossies wanting plastic surgery: nose jobs, chin lifts, cheek implants, cheek reductions, et cetera, cosmetic surgeons were turning over at least as many units per day as I was, and quite often had waiting lists of six months and even longer.  Due to the lack of skilled surgeons to handle the load, women were forced to turn to those less skilled with a scalpel—doctors who weren’t too persnickety about quality.  Judging by their finished work it seemed that they subscribed to the notion that ‘Close is good enough,’ leaving it to Blaze, and to craftsmen such as myself, to even out the rough spots and cover up the scars and discolorations of these fashion-conscious women and roll them out looking showroom new.  If there’s anything I hate, it’s shoddy workmanship.

But it was more than just that.  In the fall of 2013 I saw my first ‘convertible.’  I’d heard about them at a glossy expo in Los Angeles, a working vacation that allowed me to see my parents, and to show off my hot little import without having to worry about my dad or my sister taking her out for a spin.  The guy who’d told me about it hadn’t seen one himself, but he knew somebody who knew somebody who had, which for me put it at the level of urban myth—it was frankly unbelievable to me that a woman would do something like that to herself simply for the sake of fashion.  When I saw my first one two weeks later I damn near freaked.

Female circumcision, long thought to be a barbaric practice, was beginning to gain acceptance in the United States, because it allowed a glossy to get that truly streamlined look, but without having to use a cooter cover.  I was shocked at first when I saw it, on a client named Tempest.  Her clitoris was still there, a little bud hiding at the top of a lipless slit, her labia completely and expertly excised.  Once the polymer was sprayed over her flat gash it disappeared entirely, leaving a seamless, smooth valley, but one that was obviously bereft of any appliance.  It was a sexy look, granted, but the thought of it chilled me to my core.

“What did you think of Tempest, love?” Minnie asked while straddling me later on that evening.  “I thought she looked nice.”

It was a good thing that Minnie’s artificial pussy was custom-made for my dick, otherwise my hard-on would have dwindled away to nothing inside her.  “Minnie, my love,” I replied, my heart pounding in dread apprehension, “please tell me you’re not thinking of having it done.”

“But Roddy, darling, I thought you liked convertibles,” she said coyly, but not so coyly that I thought she might be joking.

“Minnie, I love you,” I said, trying to inject as much seriousness in my tone as I could.  “I love every part of you, and I want every part of you to stay the way it is.”

Despite her shiny, royal blue coating I could tell that she was vexed with me.  “I’m glad I didn’t know you before I got my boobs done, love,” she said, her tone slightly icy.  “I wonder what you’d have said then.”

I started to speak, but she pulled my face into those big rubbery breasts and began riding my pole again.  “I don’t want to fight, Roddy.  I want to fuck.”  But she stopped at the top of her stroke, my prick at the very entrance to her simulated cunt—a telling gesture.  “But this is still my body, love, whether you restored it or not.  You do understand that.”

Even though it wasn’t a question, I felt compelled to answer.  “Mmph-mmph,” I said around a mouthful of tit.

“That’s cracking, my love.  Now fuck me like there’s no tomorrow.”

___________________________




We closed at noon on Christmas Eve, and I used that time to do a bit of last minute shopping at the mall.  I took the shop vehicle, a 1965 Mini Cooper pickup that Minnie had bought so that I could restore it, ‘because a bloke can’t shag all the time,’ but whose restoration had taken more than a year due to me shagging all the time.

The mall was packed, which was hardly a surprise.  Glossy women were everywhere: buying things, displaying things, leading guys to the bathroom for a much needed quickie.  Studies showed that approximately sixty-eight percent of target-age women in America were shiny full-time—a silly way of putting it since I had never heard of a glossy who wasn’t coated 24/7.  They milled about me, excited and happy: scintillating greens, sparkling burgundies, and sunny yellows.  Suspended above me hung glossies that had been coated bright white, given angel’s wings, and holding long brass trumpets.

I stopped by Spencer Gifts and picked up a new vibrator for Minnie (she never seemed to get more than a month’s use out of one before it bit the dust) as well as a pair of gold ben-wa balls that she could use when her new vibrator gave up the ghost.  She still had her labia, but it was odds-on that those luscious pussy lips wouldn’t see Valentine’s Day.

I bought a latte and sat at a table for a bit, to admire the scenery; a seemingly endless procession of polymer-coated women.  No, not women, I reminded myself—glossies.  I remembered seeing some program on TV just the day before, a pretentious designer discussing his use of glossies in his latest work.  ‘It’s not like they’re really women anymore, are they?  They’ve gone beyond all that.  They’re art now, man.  They’re design elements.  They’re a color on your palette or the knife in a sculptor’s hand.  They’re artistic fucking statements!  They are not women anymore, man.  Thanks to Blaze they have evolved.’

I shook my head, absently watching the artistic fucking statements as they tottered about in front of me: shiny, pretty, fake.  It was then that I realized that I was sitting across from Victoria’s Secret.  It had managed to survive, but only by offering some very exceptional latex nightwear.  I put down my latte and walked up to the big window, as I had done years before, remembering how my ‘vette had shocked me out of a year’s growth.

The glossy in the display was a superbly lacquered ebony, her smoky finish offset by long, platinum-blonde hair that looked like it might actually be real.  It took me almost a full minute to realize that I’d seen her before—the bitchy blonde manager my shiny bride had french-kissed the day she’d gotten her first taste of public exposure.  Her boobs were bigger, of course, and her black finish had a smoky quality to it, but there was no mistaking who she was, or at least who she had once been.

I looked up at the shiny body in the pink latex g-string for a long while.  Congratulations, bub, my inner voice said sarcastically.  You evolved this one into a mannequin.  I started to argue but thought better of it.  Don Carlos might have given Blaze to the world, but LP_16/2 was still my invention.  At the very heart of it all I was responsible for this woman’s synthetic state.  “Are you happy?” I whispered, looking up at the ebony figure on the other side of the glass.  “Is this what you wanted to be when you grew up?  Was it your life’s dream to become an inanimate object?  A goddamn store decoration?”

I knew she couldn’t hear me, but her fingers flexed slightly.  I looked up past her boobs to find that she was no longer looking out at the passing crowd, but rather down at me, her lips pressed together in that unmistakable ‘please fuck me now’ expression.  I sighed and walked into the store, took her proffered hand, and followed her into her office.  At the very heart of it all I was responsible.

The mannequin moaned loudly when I slipped into her pre-lubricated cunt, and my herbal-supplemented dick became that much harder in response.  She was like so many of them.  It was all a glossy wanted: to be fucked, and to be admired.  It was an addiction they couldn’t break, and one that they didn’t want to break, and it was an addiction that no one else wanted them to break either. 

I continued plugging away at her, her latex pussy gripping my cock like a vise.  I pawed her fat tits savagely, lost in the wonder of her unreal body, moaning loudly when she squeezed her rubbery cunt around my dick.  “God, yes, ‘vette,” I gasped.  “Do that again!”

She giggled and bore down.  “Sure, handsome,” she cooed.  “Call me ‘vette and I’ll do anything you want.”

I started to pull away, realizing what had happened, but her pussy was just too compelling.  I let go and pumped her hard, moaning the name again and again.  “vette… ‘vette… ‘vette…”

It was the fuck that changed everything, as though the blonde mannequin were some sort of ebony Ghost of Christmas Past.  I came inside her latex-coated hole, driving my dick as deeply into her as I could, screaming her name, and that was when I realized it was over.  It was finally, utterly, irretrievably over.  Yvette was gone, and no matter how many times I shagged a glossy, even an exact reproduction of her, it was not going to bring her back to me.  With that realization I felt a great weight lift from my shoulders.

I pulled out of the black plastic fuckdoll, as giddy as a drunken man, and she giggled along with me, believing that my great joy was due to my enjoyment of her sleek body rather than the epiphany I’d just experienced.  I thanked her and raced from the store, as merry as a schoolboy, my cell phone to my ear.  It was Christmas Eve, and I only had a few hours to do it up right.

___________________________




 “What’s all this, Roddy?” asked Minnie after I’d pulled my hands away from her eyes.  She looked with astonished disbelief at the three enormous glossies floating side by side in the shop’s swimming pool, alternately spaced and lashed together at the arms and ankles with red and green pleather strips.  I’d gotten them from Nathan’s Party Rentals, having paid top dollar to have them finished off in pink Glaze, as I didn’t have time to do the coating or the subsequent honors, and paying still more to have them working the holiday.

“It’s something I’ve wanted to do for a long time.  Will you join me?”

She put both her hands to her mouth, her eyes sparkling with incipient tears, perhaps knowing what must be coming.  She stepped gingerly onto the jumbo-sized flotation device and laid herself down across the soft warm bodies, resting her head upon one of the many giant boobs.  Mist rose from the water’s surface, shrouding the scene in unearthly beauty.  I quickly shed my clothes and climbed aboard the living raft, and paddled us out to the middle of the pool.  It was a quiet night, a perfect night, the kind of night you remember forever.  I started to speak, to say the words I’d been rehearsing once I’d pulled my dick from the ebony mannequin at the mall.  “Minnie, I—”

“Yes!” she screamed, bouncing up, happy tears already streaming from her eyes.  She quickly straddled me and slipped my already hard prick into her latex-coated depths.  “Yes,” she screamed again as I bottomed out inside her.  “Oh, yes, Roddy, I will marry you!”

“Thank you, Min—” I started, but she swooped upon me, sucking my tongue as deeply into her mouth as she could.  We fucked for hours on the glossy pink raft, the immense breasts providing secure handholds and comfy cushions.  When it was over we lay adrift in a sea of bliss, as happy as it is humanly possible for two people to be.

We floated awhile, in a state of peace so perfect it should be illegal.  We held hands, gazing up at the stars, into the infinite reaches of space.  It was the beginning of a new renaissance, made possible by my accidental polymer, and humankind was embracing it with gusto.  It was the best of times, without a worst of times in sight.  It was the party to end all parties.  The future was glossy and the road ahead was smooth, and we could all look forward to lives filled with good times, good sex, and nothing but fun, fun, fun.

…until Daddy took the T-bird away.


Chapter 14

The Withdrawal




Blaze ended the same way it began—all at once.  It is said that the light that burns twice as bright burns half as long.  Having been present at its birth, heyday, and inglorious demise I can truthfully say that only the greatest fool would deny that Blaze had shone like a motherfucker.

It was Boxing Day, not quite thirty-six hours after I’d more or less proposed marriage to my hot little British import, that the hammer fell.  Minnie and I were in bed, of course, and as usual we weren’t sleeping.

“God, Roddy,” she gasped, her hands clutching at the brass bedstead, rattling it loudly as she rode me in her favorite position, the reverse cowgirl, “come inside me now!”  And though I’m not exactly porn star material, I did, though not due to her command but to my utter need—she really was a sweet ride.

She continued sitting on me while we both came down from our respective orgasms, her arms wrapped around her shiny blue body, her head lolling slightly sideways as she gazed at her reflection in Yvette’s floor mirror.  “I didn’t think it was possible to be this happy,” she said finally, practically purring.  “I’m beautiful, and I have someone who loves me and who has promised to maintain my finish until death do us part.  Do you still stand by that promise, love?”

“I do,” I said, rising up to a sitting position so that I could put my arms around her, “or at least I will, once we get to Vegas.”  Her back was warm against my cheek, the Union Jack I’d painted there still as clear and shiny as when I had re-coated her just two weeks ago.  I held her close, cupping a big rubbery tit in each hand, and sighed the most relaxed sigh in human history.  There couldn’t possibly be a happier man anywhere in the world.  “How would you feel about being married by an Elvis impersonator?”

She giggled and then spun awkwardly around, impaled upon my still stiff prick, the sensations provided by her Muff-ler heavenly.  “Chuffed, my love.  But we still have a pair of hours before our flight leaves.  More than enough time for another go, wouldn’t you say?”

I chuckled at her pure, straightforward nymphomania.  “Oh, Minnie, you couldn’t be more perfect if I’d made you myself.”

“You did, love,” she said in her low, pleasant voice, “and I’ll love you forever for doing it.”  She swooped down upon me and thrust her tongue deep into my mouth, clenching her latex cunny around my tool as she did so, and that was when the door burst open.

Minnie gasped and sat up quickly, her big boobs wobbling stiffly, as armed men fanned out about my loft.  I started to get up, but between the shiny blue woman on my lap and the military-grade weaponry pointed at us, I felt I had little choice but to stay put.

“Are you Roderick Wright and Minerva Cooper?” the leader of the group barked at us.  My prick wanted to shrivel up in understandable fear, but Minnie’s custom-cast cooter had something of a death grip on it.

“I—” I started, but that was apparently enough for them.

“You’re under arrest for violation of the Public Health Act of 2013.  You have the right to remain silent…”  It was at that point that two of their number stepped forward and grabbed Minnie, pulling her off of my dick with a wet shlorp.

“Roddy!” she shrieked, holding her arms out to me as she was hoisted into the air.

I sprang up off the bed.  “Get your fucking hands off—” but one of the gun-toting thugs slammed a baton into my stomach, quickly taking the fight out of me.  Their leader kept blithely reading us our rights while I knelt gasping upon the wooden floor, one hand supporting my upper body, the other clutching at my wounded belly.  The last time I had been in this position was the day my ‘vette had been stolen from me—was my Minnie going to be taken from me as well?

“Do you understand these rights as I have read them to you?”

I looked up at Minnie, and despite her royal blue finish I could read the fear in her eyes.  What the fuck was going on?  These weren’t policemen, judging by their uniforms, which seemed more suited to tromping through the desert, though they acted like cops in all other respects: informing us that we were under arrest, reading us our rights, beating the shit out of me.

  My pants landed on the floor next to me, my belt buckle clattering loudly.  “Get dressed,” their leader said.  He turned to the thug who’d hit me.  “Make sure it gets done, corporal.”  He left the room.  Hands grabbed me roughly and I was pulled to my feet.  Minnie was across the room, standing between the two cossacks who’d taken her from me, her large chest rising and falling rapidly, her mouth open, gasping in soundless fear while I put my clothes on.

We were hustled out into the early morning light, our hands bound behind us with white nylon cable ties.  Two black moving vans sat idling in the shop’s parking lot, a pair of armed thugs flanking a black metal ramp leading up to the open rear door of the one nearest us.  I stopped in my tracks, remembering a scene in my driveway, years before, two pockmarked cholos in the employ of my former boss who would very likely have knifed me had he given the word, and now that Don Carlos was the richest and possibly the most powerful man in the world, had he finally given that word?

“Get a move on, painter-boy,” came the reedy voice of a short-ish stormtrooper behind me, his words given greater force with the help of a baton across my kidneys.  I dropped to my knees.

“Nazi cocksucker!” Minnie screamed.  I turned about, fearful of what might happen to her, in time to witness my little spitfire slam a royal blue foot into Nazi cocksucker’s crotch from behind.  He dropped like a stone.

“Fucking glossy cunt!” the injured cossack groaned, lying on his side panting, his hands cupping his very likely bruised balls.  Despite the fear and pain it was all I could do not to laugh.

“Corporal!” barked their leader.  “Secure the glossy.  Wilson, get Private Nash in the truck.  Move it!”  They moved it.  From somewhere a gray tarp was produced and thrown over my Minnie, covering her from head to knees, a nylon strap belted around her waist to make sure she wouldn’t cause any more trouble.  We were half-marched/half-pulled up the metal ramp and into the back of the black van.  There was no point in resisting or playing the hard-ass.  Whatever was happening was well beyond my ability to influence.

Minnie was maneuvered to the forward wall of the truck and seated on a wooden bench, whereupon another nylon strap was produced and pulled around her, securing her to the aluminum wall.  I could hear her crying beneath the tarp.  I thought about saying something to her, to assuage her fears, but what was there to say?  I was just as frightened as she was.

We drove in silence, the four of us: Minnie and I, plus two of their number sitting across from me, their sidearms prominent.  They didn’t look like a death squad, whatever one looks like.  They looked more like underwear models.  Just a couple of clean-cut kids following orders, presumably the mysterious Public Health Act of 2013.

“Nice paint job on that glossy.”  It was the blonde underwear model; his partner, a brooding dark-haired type reminiscent of shitty teen-vampire novels, looked uninterested.  “Is that your work?”

There was nothing to be gained from me acting like a tough guy.  “Yeah, she’s mine.”

“She’s a beaut,” he replied, the silver triangle on his collar winking in the interior light of the van.  “I like your color choice.”

I nodded. 

“Sorry about that shot to the guts you took.  Private Nash has got, um, issues.”

“It’s okay.  I understand,” which wasn’t me being sycophantic—I really was beginning to understand.

If there was one group of people, not including the Amish, who failed to derive a benefit from Blaze, it was gay men.  Some had tried it, but the reality was that Blaze just couldn’t do for men what it did for women.  Men in general were too hairy, and that hair was often too coarse, which even if shaved would grow back under the coating, producing unsightly lumps or ripples that looked stupid as well as being scratchy. 

There was also the pesky penis problem: coat a flaccid prick with Blaze, and the tensile strength of my polymer would inhibit said pecker from getting hard; coat an erect one and it would act like a cock ring, inhibiting the penis’s ability to de-tumesce, at least for a while, and when it did it would look like a wrinkly, deflated balloon.  Add to that the fact that no amount of Blaze could keep a guy’s nutsack from looking like a shiny turkey wattle—hardly aesthetic.

In addition to everything else, there was also the fact that Blaze appealed to women in a way that it could never appeal to men.  Being coated allowed women a certain level of anonymity, and with it an expanded level of freedom.  A glossy could do whatever she wanted with whomever she wanted, with the same sort of abandon that men had enjoyed since the invention of doggy-style sex.

On top of all of that, there was the psychological aspect of my polymer.  A glossy felt protected in her second skin, protection that men never really think about, but that is at the very core of a woman’s psyche, so much so that Blaze was often used alongside the Minnesota Multiphasic, as a testing medium to assess the psychological suitability of prospective male-to-female transsexuals.

So millions of gay men were left out of the greatest sexual awakening the world had ever known.  This understandably made them pissed, and being pissed they found the perfect outlet for their unchanneled anger—the Armed Forces.

Remember ‘Don’t Ask, Don’t Tell?’  A controversial policy when it was introduced, but with Blaze causing a drastic reduction in the number of female recruits—as well as a massive decline in the number of young male recruits who would much rather fuck than fight—it meant that the U.S. military, who’d only ever wanted a few good men, found themselves swamped with rather more than a few good gay men.

The saying goes, ‘When life gives you lemons, make lemonade,’ and while the American military has never been terribly good at making lemonade, they are awfully good at making do, and so taking their cue from the ancient Romans created whole battalions of homosexual soldiers.

It was a social experiment that many pundits predicted was doomed to self-destruct, but which was largely ignored due to fact that Blaze never failed to dominate the media, and because most of us were too busy playing with our living latex sex toys to even notice.

But now I was confronted with it.  The young guy seated across from me was a pitcher, signified by the triangle on his collar, the point of which was facing up.  I shook my head.  Leave it to the military mind to create insigne to delineate the sexual peccadilloes of its troops.  

We continued on our journey without stopping, which caused me more worry than anything else, because it meant that city traffic was being subordinated to our mini-motorcade without the use of sirens—the roads had been cleared!  Whatever this was, it was not local.  Several times I thought about asking the obvious question, but the part of me that could still reason despite my fear told me not to bother.  These guys were muscle.  They were just following orders.

The van stopped after about twenty minutes, purely an estimate on my part as I had no watch or other means of telling the time.  I could hear the ramp being readied outside, followed moments later by the doors being opened, bright morning light flooding the interior of the van.  They led me down the ramp first, followed by my still trussed and wrapped fiancée.

“Roddy, are you still here?” Minnie asked once we’d both reached the foot of the ramp.

“I’m here, Min,” I said, trying to keep my voice level, a difficult task considering where ‘here’ was.

We were standing on the tarmac of Luke Air Force Base, hardly a secret government installation.  There were a dozen or so fighter jets parked behind us, the names of their pilots stenciled on beneath their cowls.  Ahead of us was a good-sized hangar, its doors open, although I couldn’t see inside due to the low angle of the sun over its roof.  Marines stood around my trussed-up fiancée and me, each of them sporting little triangles on their collars and carrying automatic weapons.  A terrifying combination, to be sure.

The corporal walked past us toward the hangar, clipboard in hand.  The marines escorting us followed him, which meant that we followed him.  What the fuck was going on?

It was as we reached the door of the hangar that things began to get a little clearer, or at least slightly less murky.  Inside the hangar was a chain link cage covering perhaps half of its considerable floor space, with people inside of it—a holding pen!  Our little group stopped in front of a battered office table located just inside the hangar doors, behind which sat another pair of uniformed thugs, one of them a slightly tubby marine with short cornsilk hair whose triangle, I couldn’t help but notice, pointed downward.  People began saluting.

“Roderick Wright,” the corporal barked at the tubby bottom.

Tubby made a tick on one of two printouts lying on the table in front of him; I couldn’t read how many names were on his list, but there appeared to be at least two hundred.  “Take him in,” Tubby replied, his voice a soft wheeze.  I was immediately pushed sideways and forward toward the cage, realizing after just a few feet that Minnie was being escorted in a different direction.

“Hey!” I yelled, stopping in my nonconsensual tracks, the single word I’d screamed echoing off the walls of the cavernous space.  “What the fuck is going on?”  Separating us was bringing this nightmare to a whole new level of unreality.

The blonde private who had spoken to me in the van pulled me forward.  “Don’t worry, sir.  We’ll take good care of your glossy.”

“No!” I screamed, digging in, which was difficult owing to the glassiness of the concrete floor.  I looked back to see Minnie resisting as well, but petite as she was it was nothing for a pair of marines to simply pick her up and carry her squirming body.  “No, you can’t do this, goddammit!” I yelled, my voice shrill to the point of cracking.  The two marines carrying Minnie were almost to the edge of the wide door, almost out of my sight.  “Oh, Jesus God, no!  Please, stop!  Stop this!  You can’t take her from me again!  Yvette!”

A baton to the backs of my thighs brought me down, sending me crashing to the floor for the third time in an hour.  I was physically dragged forward to the cage and in, the open doors flanked by enough armed marines to discourage those within from making a break for it.  While I lay on the floor, the cable tie binding my wrists was removed.  I heard the gate shut behind me with a clank.  The concrete floor felt cool on my cheek.

“Professor?  Hey, you okay?”  It was Vinny.  He wasted no time dragging me to my feet and over to a wooden bench, its occupants making room for us without needing to be asked.  Vinny has that effect on people.

“Hey, Professor, what the fuck d’you think is goin’ on, huh?”  Despite his resemblance to the Incredible Hulk, I could hear the fear in his voice.

There were about sixty people in the cage with us, all guys, most of them I knew by name, others by sight, all of them in the business of turning women into shiny sex objects.  “I’m not sure, Vinny,” I said, shaking my head slowly.  “I just know it isn’t good.”

A few of them came over to talk to me, each one of them with the same story: dragged out of bed, treated like shit, and arrested under some mythical decree that no one seemed to know anything about.

I watched as Bobby and Al were brought in a few minutes later, both of them having enough sense not to get the shit beaten out of them by our jailers.  “What do you know, guys?” I asked, not surprised to see them, and not expecting an answer that would tell me more than I already knew.

Bobby shrugged.  “It’s got to do with Blaze, I guess.  They grabbed Al and me separately, and then went to get Shelby.  They dropped her off at some other hangar near here.  What do you think they’re doing, boss?”

“What they’re doin’ is got-damned un-American!” growled a voice behind me, a sentiment echoed by various others in the group that had gathered around us.  Having a minor in U.S. History, and being more than a little aware of some of the less than wonderful behavior of my country in years past, I knew this treatment to be quite American, but considering the ugly mood of my compatriots kept my opinions to myself.

So anyone having anything to do with Blaze, male and female alike, was being rounded up.  Why?  It obviously didn’t have to do with me, at least not specifically, and it surely couldn’t be Don Carlos’s doing.  So what the fuck was going on?

I walked around the perimeter of the cage for a bit, stretching my injured legs, no longer worried about being marched out into the desert, shot in the back, and thrown in a trench.  But I was worried about Minnie.  I hoped that blonde marine had been telling the truth, and that they were indeed taking good care of her; if they scratched her finish she would cut somebody to shreds with her royal blue fingernails.

Throughout the day more guys were brought in but none of us were let out.  Under guard we were permitted bathroom breaks, and given crappy-tasting, indifferently prepared bologna sandwiches and water.  Other than that we were not mistreated.  Neither did we see a lawyer, or any law enforcement personnel who was not a part of the military.

At 5:30 PM a contingent of marines entered the hangar, all of them toting automatic weapons.  The group of us in the cage, almost two hundred by now, backed away, a collective frisson going through the bunch of us.  Perhaps our minders had received orders to take out the trash.

One of the marines, a big bodybuilder type who probably worked out by clean-and-jerking two of his fellow officers at the same time, stepped forward and unlocked the gate and opened it.  “You’re free to go,” he said in a surprisingly soft voice.”  He gestured with a shake of the head toward another marine halfway between us and the hangar doors—a neat trick when you don’t have a neck.  “Follow the corporal on out to the gate.”

Everyone around me breathed a sigh of relief.  I didn’t join in.  It was obvious to me that they had never planned to press charges or prosecute.  Whatever this was, it was not only illegal, but had been done for the sole purpose of keeping us incommunicado.  Something big had happened during the last nine hours—totalitarian state kind of big.

We were marched under guard about half a mile to an inauspicious chain link gate, rather than the somewhat grander entrance the public sees.  Halfway there I was able to make out an assortment of shiny, glittery bodies on the other side of the fence, the glossy portion of our illegally sequestered group.  I breathed my own sigh of relief that this whole ordeal was soon to be over.  As it turned out, I was wrong about the ‘soon to be’ part.

As we had been checked in upon our ‘arrival,’ we needed to be checked off upon our departure.  I waited patiently as those ahead of me began going through the routine, looking for my Minnie among the thirty or so assorted glossies on the other side of the fence, praying to the Deity I didn’t believe in that she was unharmed.

She wasn’t there.

I looked the group of them over but could not see my royal blue fiancée among them.  They were parked in a tight circle, huddled together, their rear ends facing outward; damned strange behavior on an already strange day—glossies liked to be seen.

Just then I noticed a sparkly red body I knew inside and out: Shelby!  I made my way over to the fence, none of the marines seeming to mind that I had left the queue.  “Shelby,” I said through the chain link, the odd behavior of the huddled bodies on the other side of the fence filling me with dread apprehension—what had been done to them?

My sparkly employee detached herself from the group, her body language clearly exhibiting the same sort of dread I was feeling.  She turned around, head down, and then looked slowly up at me—her face was completely clean of polymer.  Shelby had been stripped!

It was the strangest fucking thing I’d ever seen, as though someone had taken a rubber mask of a woman and stretched it over the normally blank face of a shiny mannequin, creating some sort of hybrid artistic statement.  It was grotesque.

The rest of the girls turned slowly around to show that they too had undergone the same kind of vandalism, sending a wave of disgust through my fellows still on our side of the fence.

Shelby was crying, as were the rest of them.  She ran up to the fence, her sleek body reflecting the light of the dying desert sun, her pale face marring her otherwise seamless beauty.  “Oh, Rod!  Look what those bastards did to us!”  She clutched at the chain link separating us—her fingertips had been stripped as well.

A couple of marines nearby sniggered, and a cold knot of anger began to uncoil within me, a waking rattlesnake preparing to strike.

“Shelby,” I said, my voice tense, “where is Minnie?  Isn’t she with you?”

“They took her!  The put her in with us, and a half-hour later they said it was time for her to go.”

“They released her?”

“They put plastic ties on her wrists and ankles, and then strapped her to a furniture dolly.  I think they took her somewhere else!”

“God damn it!” I yelled, though my words were barely audible for the restless growling going on around me; my fellow artists, realizing what had been done to their work and to their loved ones, were approaching my level of anger.

I pushed my way through the crowd to the front of the line.  Standing at the gate, holding a metal clipboard to his chest, was that smug tubby catcher who’d checked us in.  On any other day I would try to be nice, to perhaps cajole the information I needed.  Today was not any other day.  “What did you cocksuckers do with her?  Where did you fucking take her?”

Tubby just smiled, enjoying his moment of power.  He languidly flipped over a couple of sheets of flimsy on his clipboard, a look of bored disinterest on his fat face.  “You’re looking for…?”

“Minnie Cooper, goddammit!  Royal blue body!  Got a fucking Union Jack on her back!  Where the fuck is she?”

His look of boredom became a smile of delight.  “Oh, yes, I remember that one.”  He flipped another sheet.  “Let’s see here.  Yes, here it is.  Your glossy’s been shipped back to England.”

“Shipped back to…?”  I understood his words, but I couldn’t understand what he was saying.  “What, you…you deported her?”

“Yup,” the pudgy bottom said matter-of-factly.  “On the container ship Vale Britannia.  Departed Savannah, Georgia at, let’s see…oh, just about an hour ago.”  He turned the clipboard around to show me the truth of his words.

A buzzing noise filled my head, drowning out just about all other sound.  My sweet Minnie was gone–seized!  Without even the remotest form of due process.  My hot little British import had been repossessed while I was in the jug, flown across the country, and put on a cargo vessel bound for Felixstowe, England.  And there was nothing I could do about it.  Well, almost nothing.

“I wouldn’t worry about it, though,” Tubby said, his shit-eating grin making my blood boil.  “You can take your pick of any of those out there.  It’s not like you can tell one from the other any—”

 My fist was in motion before I knew what was happening, the feeling of my knuckles being stopped in midair by Tubby’s jaw causing me great satisfaction.  My moment of victory was short-lived, however, for as I brought my arm back to have a go at his tomato of a nose, I heard the whistle of wood, followed by the thock! of a baton slamming into the side of my head.  Oh, yes, I saw stars.

___________________________




I woke up in the hospital the next morning: three cracked ribs, nose broken, both eyes black, and a mild concussion.  There was a nurse next to my bed when I awoke, a male nurse of course, that profession having been decimated by Blaze. 

“Am I in jail?” I asked.  It came out more like a groan.

The nurse smiled, a nice enough seeming guy despite the downward pointing triangle on the neck of his dark blue scrubs.  He was skinny to the point of being underfed, with sandy blonde hair and a little caterpillar of a moustache crawling across his upper lip.  “No, sir, you are not.  You would be, if you’d been outside the fence when the riot started.  Nope, you’re still a guest of good ‘ol Luke AFB.”

“Fuck,” I said, though with my nose bandaged it came out more like the honk of a VW.

The nurse laughed.  “Sorry, pal, you’re not my type.  And you’re certainly not up to it.  You’ve got enough Darvocet in you to keep a porn star down.”

I laughed back, which came off more like a wheeze.  “So what happens to me now?  Do I get rolled over to the stockade?”

He shook his head.  “When I said ‘guest,’ sir, I meant it.  You’re not under arrest.  You’ll get discharged later today if the doctor is satisfied.”

“I’m not under arrest?”

“For hitting a jarhead?  Hardly.  To tell you the truth, you’re something of a hero around the base.  Fucking marines are a pain in the ass.  Well, not literally.  No, actually literally, I guess.”  He smiled, his affable bedside manner a good complement to the pain meds.

“Listen,” I said, the events of the previous day coming back to me, “what happened with…?”

His smile vanished.  “I’m sorry, sir.  I’m not allowed to discuss it.  Nothing happened on this base yesterday, if you know what I mean.”  My nurse had a good poker face, but years of dealing with glossies had honed my ability to read expressions: he was scared.

I was discharged a little bit after noon.  I couldn’t get home on my own, having neither car nor money, as well as being fairly doped up, which helped to distract me from thoughts of my Minnie.  As it happened, my nurse finished his shift at noon and offered to drive me.

The first thing I noticed was the quiet.  Now, being the desert, Phoenix isn’t all that loud to begin with, especially on the outskirts of town, where the only sounds you normally hear are the ever-present wind or the occasional passing truck full of illegal aliens/undocumented citizens.  But as my nurse friend and I sat at a stoplight just outside the base, it struck me how quiet and still everything was, as though the world itself had ground to a halt.

The closer we got to town the more intense that feeling became.  It was Friday, people should be out hustling and bustling, getting ready for the weekend, but my adopted hometown looked like something out a post-plague movie.  Which is not to say there weren’t any people about.  There were, men and women—but no glossies.  Not a one.

Anywhere.

I turned to my nurse friend, but he knew what was going through my mind.

“Sorry, man.  They’d have me scrubbing bedpans in the fuckin’ Antarctic this time tomorrow if I did.”  He paused, breathing through pursed lips as though he were exhaling the smoke of an imaginary cigarette.  Finally he said, “All I can say is things will change.  Things have changed, and not for the better.”

The medication might be helping with the pain, but it wasn’t helping my fast-sinking depression.  What the fuck had happened in my absence?  Had they declared some kind of martial law?  Put all the glossies under house arrest?  Forcibly expatriated them to fucking Guatemala?  The further we drove the more questions I had, but my gay nurse friend had been as forthcoming as he was going to be.  But there was one thing I noticed that began putting things into perspective: billboards.

Long considered a blight upon the American landscape, billboards during the Blaze era were almost pornographic advertisements for whatever someone was selling: women painted to look like champagne bottles; or marbleized to look like bathroom fixtures; or perhaps a chorus line of sparkly waitresses, menus in hand, ready to serve you a burger and fries at your local Headlights.  I saw none of these as we headed down the highway.  Just dull, drab ads for beer, whiskey, and cheap airline travel.  It was as though glossies had never existed.

We got to the shop fairly quickly, there being so little traffic.  I got out of the car, a wonderful exercise in pain due to my cracked ribs.  My nurse friend leaned across the seat and pulled his sunglasses down, his pale blue eyes like those of a pallbearer about to lift his unpleasant burden.  “I’m sorry, man.  Sorrier than I can fuckin’ say.  I liked them.  Even a queen like me could appreciate how beautiful they were.  It’s just…wrong.”  He turned his head in the direction of the swimming pool where I had proposed to the Minnie I used to have, and shook his head in disgust.  “It was a wild ride, man.  Even if I could only watch it from the stands.”  He swiveled his head back in my direction and pushed his sunglasses back up.  “Hasta luego, buddy.”  He gave me a brief salute, and off he went.

The shop doors were closed but unlocked, causing me to wonder if we’d been robbed in my absence, but then I remembered that something already had been stolen from me: my beautiful, vibrant Minnie.  I looked around the deserted lobby.  Where only a few days ago there had been noise and chattering and happy, sparkly glossies all around, now there was only a dull, oppressive silence.

“They took everything, Professor.”

Vinny stood in the doorway to the paint booths, his thick arms across his broad chest.  He was sporting a black eye and a bruised cheek, but I could see the knuckles of his right hand were bruised and split; he apparently gave better than he got.  “Yeah, Vinny,” I said, looking around, “they surely did.”

Every last can of Blaze was gone, every fixture emptied, the fiber-optic wigs in the showcases had been removed.  Same for all the little gewgaws used in accessorizing a shiny woman: nipple lights, navel alarms, lip wax, all gone.  Every stand-up cardboard cutout, every brochure, sample book, every indication of the existence of my miracle polymer erased—confiscated in the name of the Public Health Act of 2013, presumably.

“I been here all night, waiting for you.  They made a mess, but I cleaned up.”

 “Thanks, Vinny,” I sighed, nodding my head at the devastation all around me, which was at least a swept up devastation.  “How are you doing?”

“I’m okay, but I know some marines who ain’t.  You’re pretty good in a fight, Professor.”  He laughed, but his big heart wasn’t really in it.  “I’m sorry about Minnie.  I liked her a lot.”

I nodded my head, the meds in my system certainly not enough to deal with that kind of pain.  “You must be tired, dude.”

He got the hint.  “Okay, Professor.  You want me to come in on Monday?”

I looked around the lobby: no clients, and no product to coat them with.  “I don’t know, Vinny.  I’ll call you tomorrow.”

I checked the place over after he left.  The paint equipment hadn’t been removed, at least, but there wasn’t a single bucket of Blaze left in the joint.  They had cleaned the place out, right down to the dirty paint rags.

Going upstairs to the loft was difficult for me, not due to my injuries, but because I knew there was nothing up there for me but heartache.  The answering machine was blinking, the red light kindly letting me know that it was full.  There were messages from my parents and my sister, as well as from friends and special clients, all wanting to know what was going on, all of them probably knowing more than I did; people wanting reassurance from the person least equipped to give it.

There was more of the same on my cell phone.  I shuffled through them quickly, searching for the only caller that meant anything to me right now.  Not a single message from my Minnie.

I rested my hand on the frame of the brass bed in which she and I had spent so much time, what little feeling there was within me lessening with each passing second.  Turning my head slightly I saw my reflection in Yvette’s floor mirror, the mirror my Minnie’s gaze was always fixed upon whenever we fucked, the mirror in which my former bride constantly checked her glossy appearance, the mirror that had probably gotten more use than any mirror prior to the existence of Blaze.

The mirror that I slammed my fist into.

___________________________




I patched myself up, after which I grabbed a beer and turned on the news.  It is difficult to imagine what people in Russia or Poland back in the twentieth century must have thought as they watched their respective countries implode, but seeing it happen live on CNN was truly surreal.

The Blaze Age had ended at precisely 6:00 AM the morning Minnie and I were taken.  The Arizona AZ-TECH factory, the sole producer of Blaze for the entire world, had been hit with an electromagnetic pulse that completely fried all of their communications, computers, cell phones, etc.  Troops immediately stormed in and seized the building, arresting the few people working during the holiday, which was mostly just some very surprised security guards.  At the same time, every engineer, chemist, or anyone even remotely connected with Blaze was taken into custody, their computers seized, Facebook and Twitter pages shut down, email accounts hacked and locked out.  All over America, every Blaze Bodyshop had been smashed open and its product seized, its personnel arrested, with the same treatment extended to its resellers.

Of course there was no other news.  Who gave a rat’s ass what the weather was going to be, or if the Minnesota Vikings were ever going to a Superbowl, when the single greatest invention known to man had been seized by the government in a shock-and-awe campaign on domestic soil?

Had any of us been paying attention we might have seen the signs, but as the vast majority of us had spent the last three years partying and enjoying the prodigious sexual antics of our glossy sexpots, we failed to notice that a quiet opposition was building.  While feminists had marched in ineffective parades and lawyers lost case after case against AZ-TECH, that quiet opposition sponsored studies showing the addictive properties of my polymer and its effects on women, and how the widespread use of Blaze was affecting everything from motherhood to reduced productivity in the workplace.  

Never let it be said that people don’t learn from history.  Taking his cue from the Japanese, who had chosen to attack Pearl Harbor on a Sunday morning, a time they knew soldiers would be sleeping or hungover, the President of the United States issued an executive order on Christmas Day, implementing the Public Health Act of 2013 and immediately criminalizing Blaze.

And what was the Public Health Act of 2013, the history books will one day ask?  Simply put, it made it a felony to manufacture and/or distribute and/or apply any substance used in the coverage of the human body where that substance has been shown to cause a demonstrable change in the psycho-sexual behavior of the person upon whom that substance has been applied.

Gobbledegook?  Absolutely.  Unconstitutional?  Certainly.  The strange thing was that it wasn’t against the law to be glossy, but the White House press secretary stated that this action was a curative measure, not a punitive one.

There were riots, of course, not unlike the one I had started at the Air Force base.  Thousands more people, most not even in the business, were arrested in protests against the government crackdown, though none of them were shiny, for glossies were keeping to their homes and apartments, fearing what might happen to them if they went outside.

I continued watching, my injured hand throbbing, as more details unfolded.  Foreign governments had reacted with horror at the actions of the United States, many of them declaring that they would bring U.N. sanctions against the former land of the free, but given the street address of the United Nations, I wondered just how effective those threats might be.  Glossies worldwide were interviewed, expressing outrage at America’s unsurprisingly moralistic behavior, even to the point of taking part in marches, their shiny bodies glinting as they paraded down the streets of Paris and London in solidarity with their glossy sisters across the pond.  Oh, my world.

For three straight hours I watched, hardly able to believe what had happened, what was happening, when the phone rang.

“Roddy?”

“Minnie?  Where are you?”

“In limbo, love.  Somewhere between here and there.”  Her voice was surprisingly steady.  I guess she’d had more time to think about what was going on.  “The captain is letting me use the ship’s phone.”

“Are you all right, Min?”

There was a long pause, a most unaccustomed silence on the other end.  “They stripped me, Roddy.  I’m completely Blaze-free.”

“Oh, Minnie—”

“It’s okay, love.  They’ve given me a dress to wear.  And a w-wig…I…oh, Roddy!”

She was sobbing now, or was more probably continuing an earlier session, our greetings merely a brief respite.  I could see her in my mind, standing in some blank stateroom, wearing a flowery sack of a dollar store dress, a synthetic mop of yellow-blonde curls on her head.  “I’m sorry, love, it’s just…being in skin again…I—”

“Please don’t cry, Minnie,” I said, clenching my injured fist, blood beginning to seep through the numerous bandages I’d slapped on.  “This is all my fault.”  Truer words had never been spoken.

“No, love, it’s not,” she said through her sniffles.  “You didn’t do this, Roddy.  I just wish I knew why.  Why they did this—”

“Because they can, Minnie.  That’s why they always do it.  Because they can.”  From the sound of it her crying seemed to be tapering off, probably out of fatigue more than anything else.  “I’m calling our lawyer, Min.  I’m going to get you back.”

“I won’t be coming back.  A government lawyer told me at the dock in Georgia that my citizenship’s been revoked.”

“They can’t do that!”

“They’ve done it, Roddy.  Like you said, they do these things because they can.”

“Fine.  Then I’ll move to England.  It’ll take me a while to figure out your weird money, and driving on the left—”

“Roddy, I love you.”  It was the worst possible thing she could have said.  It wasn’t the words themselves, but her tone.  She wasn’t telling me that she loved me.  She was saying goodbye.

“No, Minnie—”

“Minerva, Roddy.  Minnie was beautiful.  She sparkled in the sun.  She was loved and cared for.  But she’s gone now.  I’m an old woman, love.  It’s time for me to put away—”

“—childish things,” I finished for her.  Yvette’s words, spoken a lifetime ago.

“Yes.”

There was a silence then that seemed to stretch longer than the distance between us.  “Where will you stay?” I asked finally.

“At my mum’s.  She’s getting on in years.  It’ll be good for the both of us.”

“It will take me a while to liquidate, Min—uh, Minerva.  Do you want me to send you some money?”

“If you would, love.  Wire it to my mum’s.  I’ll give you the address.”  I wrote down the address she gave me, with some difficulty, having to hold the phone in the crook of my shoulder and write with my left hand due to the fact that my right hand was now bleeding profusely.

“Will you call me if you change your mind, Min?” I asked once the practical portion of our relationship had been put aside.  “You’ll always be beautiful to me, coated or not.”

“Roddy, do you remember that picture I gave you, when we first met, the one where I’m sitting on the hood of my adopted sis—on my Mini?”

I remembered.  I would probably sleep with it tonight.

“I never told you, but that really was one of the best days of my life.  I felt good about myself, I felt beautiful, and a wonderfully sweet man had given me the car I’d always wanted.  That was before Blaze, and every day since has been one, long blissful dream.  I love you, Roddy, but I’ll never be the girl in the polka-dot bikini again, nor the shiny blue model who lived to have you inside her.  It’s unfair, I know.”

“Yv—Minnie, please—”

“I’ve got to go now, Roddy.  If I talk any longer, the captain’ll sell me off when we get to port just to pay for this phone call.  Bye-bye, hot rod.”

“Bye, Min.”  I hung up the phone.  My eyes were surprisingly dry considering that I had just lost the second greatest love of my life, courtesy of the polymer that I’d invented.  I wasn’t sure if it was the pain medication, or the shock of the upheaval of the last few days, but I just felt numb.  I had loved Minnie, and I had loved my former life.  I had loved painting women, I loved seeing them and being with them, fucking them and being made happy by them.  I had loved Yvette, and yes, I had loved my Justine.  I had lost everything.  With all that behind me, numbness didn’t seem like such a bad deal.

The sound of a drop of blood hitting my shoe brought me out of my well-deserved funk.  “Shit,” I said to the empty room, a most unaccustomed echo bouncing off the cinder block walls.  “Looks like I better go to the emergency ward, huh?”  There was no one there to answer my rhetorical question, so I left.

It was the strangest damn thing, but when I got out to the parking lot it wasn’t my truck I headed for, but Minnie’s Mini.  I sat in the cramped front seat, the scent of the jasmine air freshener surrounding me, identical to the perfume she wore, instantly transporting back to the night we first made love.  And that was when it hit me.  I sat there, cradling my bleeding hand, overwhelmed by the realization of how much I had lost: Yvette, Minnie, and Justine, feeling emptier in my despair than any man ever, because I had lost more than any man ever.

I would later find out that that wasn’t exactly true.

___________________________




It took me a little more than five months to liquidate.  Some might consider that to be an excessively long time, but then some have probably never tried to sell off a business at the beginning of a major economic and societal upheaval.

I could have tried to make a go of painting and restoring cars again, but if I never picked up an airbrush again it would be too soon.  It sort of reminded me of my dad, when he quit smoking after twenty-five years—cold turkey.  I’d asked him how he’d done it, quit a habit that most people couldn’t give up without pills, patches, or hypnosis.

“Wasn’t that big a deal, Rod.  I just told myself, ‘you’re done.’”

“And that’s it?” I’d asked.  “Don’t you miss it?”

“Every fuckin’ day, son.  But I can’t go back.  Can’t even have one.  If I do, I’ll never quit.”

I understood how he felt.  I knew that if I picked up an airbrush I would be reminded of her—of them.  How many women had I coated?  How many of them had I fucked?  If I cared to look over my records, probably more than two thousand.  Two thousand different women.  In just a bit over three years.  That’s a lot to be reminded of.

Of course I had to let everyone go, which did not help my depressed state.  I gave them all six months severance, which my former fiancée agreed to via email.  Yes, the end of Blaze cost me a lot of money, but not nearly so much as it cost someone else.

CNN was still the Blaze channel, but it no longer showed the meteoric rise of an American businessman and his world-shaking invention.  Now it was almost wall-to-wall coverage of the dismantling of an empire.

I watched Don Carlos testify before Congress, my high-definition television catching the sheen of sweat around his pencil-thin moustache as he angrily denounced the lap dogs of American business.  “It was Blaze that saved the American economy!” he railed.  He continued on, passionately admonishing them that it was Blaze that caused reductions in the numbers of domestic assaults, as well as plummeting divorce rates; Blaze that was helping to heal the rifts between the races by making us all color-blind; and it was Blaze that had been well on the road to making us truly one world, a world in which beauty could be a quality attainable by all women, and by extension a quality attainable by all men.

His impassioned speeches fell on deaf ears.  Men and women by the thousands, by the tens of thousands, wrote to their congressmen, but the President’s executive order could not be overturned without a two-thirds majority in Congress, a feat Jesus himself wouldn’t be able to wrangle nowadays.

Despite it all I felt bad for the fat cocksucker.  Prior to the criminalization of Blaze, he was always accompanied by some glittering showpiece, most often my ex-wife (though never, at least as far as I saw, by Doña Clara, but then perhaps she was there somewhere in the background, her identity hidden under a coating of my polymer), but now he appeared utterly alone, save for a pack of lawyers who seemed unable to prevent an ever-growing avalanche of lawsuits from engulfing their beleaguered client.

Every gallon of Blaze seized was destroyed, loaded onto railroad cars and shipped to a facility in the Nevada desert.  A persistent urban myth cropped up that none of my polymer had been destroyed, and was in reality sitting in vast warehouses deep in the bowels of NORAD, where glossy secretaries were also being kept in storage, perks to those selfsame congressmen who were keeping Blaze from the American people and the world.

But the U.S. government was not without compassion.  The Public Health Act of 2013 was enacted because of the addictive effects of my polymer, and the glossies of America could not be expected to quit cold turkey.  It was while I was in the ER having my hand stitched up, that our benevolent old Uncle Sam announced that he had a plan—a five-year plan, actually.  A website had been launched allowing glossies to register for a government-sponsored paint job.  Any glossy who felt that she could not quit without help, or who needed to hide the scars of botched plastic surgeries, could receive a free once-monthly coating of polymer.

Compassionate?  Hardly.

The coating, a special one provided under contract by a competitor of AZ-TECH, was non-glossy, and could only be applied by government-approved technicians at specific locations across the country—all coating stations would ultimately be housed in state DMV offices, their computer systems being uniquely suited for both glossy registration and licensing.

As Henry Ford once said of his Model T, ‘you can have any color you want, so long as it’s black,’ the coating provided by the government wasn’t available in much greater variety; five colors in fact, ranging from Scandahoovian pale to dusky ebony.  The coating was sufficiently durable for a recovering glossy to apply rouge, lipstick, even penciled-on eyebrows, but it wasn’t nearly so elastic as my polymer had been, thus giving a stiff, mask-like look.  Also, it wasn’t a full-body coating, something most glossies could probably live with, as it would at least allow them that feeling of sexiness and protection.  But no, the nanny state decreed that their benevolence would extend no further than from the forehead to the top of the cleavage.  No exceptions.

At first the glossies of America railed at these indignities, many of them taking to the streets in protest, but policemen armed with spray bottles filled with vinegar often quelled these public disturbances with a minimum of fuss.

And so the pendulum swung away from the freest love the world had ever known to a return of the strictest Victorian prudery.  Glossies, such as they were, still walked the streets, but as much as you could see of them was usually from the neck to the forehead, the rest of their formerly shiny bodies hidden away under long dresses, sweaters, leggings, and especially gloves.  You might see one in a store, picking out clothing, very often indistinguishable from the mannequins arrayed about, save of course that the mannequin didn’t have a bar-coded Glossy Identification Number laser-painted on the base of its neck.

It really did break my heart to see them or to speak with them.  What had once been vibrant, beautiful, often artistic expressions of imagination and technology had been transformed almost overnight into drab, utilitarian robots: impersonal, inexpressive, and unresponsive.

There were still some out there, actual glossy-type glossies, coated in black-market Blaze, which news reports estimated a current street value of as much as $5,000 a gallon.  Of course you never saw these glossies.  No, they existed solely in high-class brothels or the homes of the super-wealthy, of which I’m sure there is precious little difference.

I didn’t go out much during this period; it was too depressing.  I kept myself to myself, staying in the loft, my diet restricted to fast food, beer, and cigarettes.  Pop psychologists would say I was suffering from withdrawal, that I too was addicted to Blaze, at least in the form of glossy women.  I knew better, though.  I was withdrawing, yes, but not from an addiction to glossies, but rather one glossy.

No one knew where ‘vette was.  When the news wasn’t reporting on the insane number of lawsuits being filed against Don Carlos and the parceling off of AZ-TECH, it was usually full of stories of her alleged whereabouts.  Some reports put her in Europe, living in a Swiss chalet, still glossy, surrounded by hordes of lucky men who claimed to enjoy her favors.  Other stories put her in Argentina, where it was rumored that she was living in a nunnery, glossy only to the sight of God.  There were sightings in the U.S., of course, much like Elvis and Sasquatch, except that sightings of her were often accompanied by video footage, which may or may not have been faked—with so many glossies surgically altered to look like the ‘vette I used to have, it was almost impossible to prove who it really was.  She might be the girl making your latte at the local coffee bar, or she could be the recovering glossy sitting next to you on the bus.  No matter where in the world she might be, though, she was certainly never more than a phone call away, which was why I chose to live like a hermit.

It was also the reason that I heard of the suicide of Don Carlos live.

His body was found by a maid in his Brentwood, California home, several empty pill bottles on the bedside table.  Hounded by the government, his assets seized, his life in ruins, he had chosen Cinco de Mayo as the day upon which to end his life; perhaps that date held happy memories for him.  One might think that such news would have cheered me, granted me some small sense of triumph over the fat cocksucker who had stolen everything from me, but it didn’t.  I sat there alone in my loft, bathed in the light of my big-screen TV, remembering the last time I had spoken to him.  He had felt shame over his actions—I could still see the expression on his face as he drove away in my car—but it had not stopped him from doing as he had done.  Now that he was gone I felt sympathy for him.  My polymer had seduced him, as it had seduced me, as it had seduced ‘vette and so many hundreds of millions of people across the globe.  My polymer had created so much beauty, but in the end it had destroyed countless lives.

I watched the funeral, which was not the grand affair it should have been for a captain of industry.  It was small; dignified for something at the center of a media circus.  There were no glossies present, which was hardly surprising, nor was ‘vette anywhere to be seen, but what was most conspicuous was the fact that his own wife was not in attendance.  His children, yes, under the protective arm of their abuela, but no Doña Clara.  No mention of her whatsoever.  It was as though she had never existed.  What had happened to her?

So Blaze was officially done, and AZ-TECH had gone the way of the Aztecs.  I sometimes wondered if any of my fellow chemists might try to market my polymer themselves, but considering Don Carlos’s stringent security it was probable that no one person knew the whole formula (myself included, for all my notes had been on my company laptop).  There was no use kidding myself, Blaze was gone, very likely locked away in some government data bank, or perhaps even destroyed.

And who was responsible for the destruction of Blaze?  Was it the ultra-conservative Christian Right, who had been against my polymer from the start, not because it conflicted with their religious beliefs, but because of their hatred of seeing other people having a good time?  Was it the feminists, who never failed to espouse their objections to the increasing objectification of their spiritual sisters, yet whose leaders had often been illicitly photographed enjoying the favors of those selfsame glossies?  Or was it American Business, as Don Carlos had believed?  Shiny women had saved the economy, yes, but the transition had been tumultuous to say the least, causing massive shifts in employment bases, not to mention the mercurial nature of glossies, whose presence on a shop floor or in an office environment could bring productivity to a screeching halt.

I did not believe it was any of those things, for none of those groups had the kind of power it would take to put the brakes on the runaway locomotive that was Blaze.  It certainly wasn’t Congress; that bunch of ditherers couldn’t vote on what to have on a pizza much less carry out a secret agenda that would deprive their constituents of the single greatest source of pleasure in their otherwise dull lives.  Neither could it be the President, who despite having rung the death knell on an era of unprecedented sexual freedom, had presided over a country that for the first time since its inception was both peaceful and prosperous.

But peace, as any military man can tell you, is bad for business.

With the young men of the world preferring shiny girls to olive drab, war had been becoming an increasingly antiquated notion during the latter half of 2013, the result being that defense contractors and weapons manufacturers, companies that provided private contractors to the military, or who made their money by building that all-important infrastructure in the Sinai, suddenly found their stocks plummeting.  Turning swords into plowshares might be a noble idea but it for damn sure ain’t profitable.

Of course some would say that I was being a conspiracy theorist, a paranoid who sees Illuminati symbols in his morning toast, but it could hardly be a coincidence that only two months after Blaze was withdrawn from the market, the U.S. military saw their recruitment skyrocket, each and every branch of the service receiving an influx of pissed-off young recruits, all of them eager to blow shit up, so much so that the military forthwith suspended their gay soldier experiment, honorably discharging their homosexual troops without so much as a thank you.

Was I right?  Could a conspiracy that would change the lives of more than two-thirds of the American public actually succeed and yet still remain secret?

Who killed JFK?

___________________________




The sixth of June rolled around, my thirty-fourth birthday, and for the first time in a long time I woke up not on the receiving end of a celebratory blowjob.  Yes, it made me triste, but as I spent pretty much every day in that state, it was hardly a new feeling on my part.  After morning coffee I pulled my truck into the shop and began loading the last of my possessions into the bed, including Yvette’s broken floor mirror.

I’d gotten a fair price for the building, the swimming pool being a major selling point.  I would email Minnie once her half of the money was deposited in her bank account, adjusting for the price of her Mini, which I could not bear to part with.

It took me most of the day to tidy up for the incoming owners, who would be taking possession at noon tomorrow, after which I would begin the process of relocating back to Los Angeles; ending one life and moving on to the next.  I sat on the counter and nursed a beer, wistfully remembering what it had been like seeing glossies running around the main floor, some freshly coated and waxed, others needing a complete strip and re-coat.

I, with the help of my late employer, had addicted a good majority of the women of America, not to mention a goodly portion of the females of the rest of the industrialized countries around the world, to a substance that had made them feel good and look even better.  Perhaps it was an artificial feeling.  Perhaps looking fake and living under a shiny veneer of man-made elastomer wasn’t exactly healthy, but few could deny that for the brief period that Blaze had been in existence, the world had been a demonstrably happier place.  Surely that must count for something.

A knock on the glass door drew me from my reverie.  A messenger stood outside, presumably sweltering in her rust-colored bellhop’s jacket, the gold buttons on her overlarge chest gleaming in the sunlight.  Using recovering glossies as bonded couriers was a common enough practice nowadays—their ‘disability’ a plus for businesses desiring to create the appearance of uniformity, their mask-like countenances subtly reinforcing the impression that their lips were sealed.

I hopped off the counter, wondering who would need to use a courier to deliver a message to me: if the bank needed something they would call, if Minnie needed something she would email.  I unlocked the door and pulled it open.  “Yes?”

“Delivery for you, sir,” she said, her voice almost a monotone.

“Oh?”

“Yes, sir.”  She whipped a small tablet computer and a stylus from behind her back with white-gloved hands.  “Please sign.”

I signed next to my name on the screen, stealing a glance into her eyes as I did so.  They were a bright blue, and although her face betrayed no emotion whatsoever, I could see that she was close to tears.  I returned the computer to her, whereupon she handed me a largish envelope, my name and address typed on the front.  I reached back for my wallet, but she checked me.

“No tip, sir,” she said with a brief shake of the head, the gold band around her pillbox cap glinting in the sun.  She started to turn away, her tears closer than ever.

Realization dawned on me at that moment.  “I know you, don’t I?  Burgundy, weren’t you?  Metal flake.  Gold detail lines running down your back.”

She stopped in mid-turn, her lips pressed tightly together.  “Yes, I was,” she said, her voice hoarse.  “I was beautiful then.”  She looked up, tears rolling unnaturally fast down the mask that covered her face.  “You made me beautiful.” 

I could tell that she wanted some sort of reassurance, to hear someone say that she was still beautiful.  What could I say that she would believe?  That beauty comes from within, and not from an airbrush?  That underneath her sprayed-on matte finish was the same beautiful girl I had enjoyed putting the wood to once she’d had her bodywork done?  I didn’t waste my breath.  She knew what beauty was, having been an object of it for a time.  “I’m sorry,” I said simply, trying not to sound trite.  I don’t think I succeeded.

She left, both of us feeling miserable.  I could probably have taken her for a spin, for old-time’s sake, but it would have been an emotionless, mechanical experience.  Glossies belonged to the past.  It was time to move forward.

I went back to the counter and chugged down the remains of my beer, then opened the envelope.  Inside the large envelope was a smaller envelope, a business-sized one.  My name was on the front of it, the handwriting recognizable even after four years.  With shaking fingers I opened it, wondering what a dead man could possibly have to say to me.  Not much as it turned out.  There was no message of any kind, no voice from beyond the grave.  Just a Headlights gift certificate, dated May the fifth, the words Happy Birthday! written in the lower corner in his precise script.

There was also a photograph.  I looked at it for a while, not breathing, not blinking, no feeling of life within me whatsoever.  After a while I put the photograph down on the counter, my lips pressed together in unconscious imitation of the blonde glossy in the picture, her violet eyes boring into me.  Suddenly all my questions were answered.

Well, if I was going to have dinner at my favorite restaurant, there were some things I needed to do first.  I needed a shave, and definitely a shower.

I would also have to stop on the way there and buy a gun.


Chapter 15

The End of the Road




The restaurant wasn’t busy when I got there, even for a Friday night.  I wasn’t surprised by this; Headlights was where it had all begun, so it was natural that a country in withdrawal would avoid the place where the good times had rolled, especially if those good times could no longer be had.  Of course there were no glossy waitresses.  Blaze had been off the market for a little more than five months, and no matter how assiduously maintained a glossy’s finish it could not be expected to last barely more than half that time.

Their wait staff was as it had been before the advent of my polymer: purple shorts, shiny pantyhose, and wife-beater t-shirts.  Their boobs were larger, on the whole, understandable considering the sizable percentage of glossies that had gotten implants back in the day.  Yet the thing about the Headlights waitresses that caught the eye was not the amount of boobage on display, but the amount of skin.  None of the girls wore any form of coating on their bodies or their faces whatsoever.  They appeared to be coping with the loss of their protective finishes well enough, though they did seem a bit muted, somber.

I presented my gift certificate to the hostess, who had me seated in a corner booth at the rear of the restaurant.  A waitress took my drink order and left, but not before unfolding a large privacy screen in front of my table.  Strange behavior, surely, considering that I wasn’t expecting a lap dance, but it suited my needs—for what I was expecting to happen I very much wanted privacy.  And I was right.  When my beer was brought to me a few minutes later, I wasn’t surprised to find that the hand that placed it upon my table shone brighter than the glass into which it had been poured.

“Hola, Rodrigo.”

I looked up into a pair of violet eyes, beautiful and dark.  “Hola, Doña Clara.”

She looked down at me over her expansive bosom, her smile rueful, and shook her head.  “Not anymore.”

I leaned casually back in the booth.  “No, I suppose not.  You know that I’m not surprised to see you here.”

She nodded, wary.  She was as beautiful as I remembered, more beautiful in fact, for her Barbie doll finish sparkled as though freshly buffed.  She was clothed in peasant garb, her shoulders bare and her cleavage deep.  A man could get lost in that cleavage.  “I am not surprised to see you either, Rodrigo, although I expected to see you many weeks ago…after Carlos—”

“To pay my condolences, or to pick up the widow?”  She winced at my harsh tone.  I smiled, my hand resting on the large pocket of my photographer’s vest, camouflaging the bulge of the gun within.  She would do considerably more than wince once she saw it.

She sighed, her unnaturally round breasts reflecting the light.  “I don’t know what I thought.  But this was my husband’s favorite restaurant.  That is why I bought it.”

“This is your place?”  Of course I already knew the answer.  The picture I’d been sent told me that well enough.

“Sí.  It all started here, didn’t it?  You became friends that night.  And this is where you met her.  She told me.”

“She did, did she?”  It took every ounce of will I possessed to keep the sardonic laughter out of my voice.  “And where did she tell you this?  In bed?”

The Barbie doll pressed her lips together in apprehension; the classic glossy.  “Sí.”

I still hadn’t touched my beer.  It sat there, bubbles slowly rising to the surface.  “Yes, I can picture the two of you in bed.  Shiny women in love with each other, and you were in love with her, weren’t you, Clara?”

She nodded.

 “I thought as much.  But you loved her before she came to live with you, didn’t you?  You’d been in love with her for a while.  I remember how you would always ask after her whenever you and I spoke, your eyes always on her at whatever company gathering we attended, always touching her whenever you had the chance.”  She looked at me, waiting for me to continue, and though her face was impassive, the rise and fall of her big chest indicated her feelings well enough—there’s more than one way to read a glossy.  “Don Carlos didn’t steal her from me, did he?  You did.”

She didn’t speak, but lowered her gaze to my untouched beer glass, the liquid shine in her violet eyes telling me that I had guessed right.

“Don Carlos showed you the pictures of her, and you saw your chance.”  Her breasts were heaving now, the light reflecting off of them like moonlight off the undulating surface of a swimming pool.  “You blackmailed her.  If she came to live with you, if she became your personal sex toy, your husband wouldn’t prosecute me for embezzlement.  Have I got it right?”

She closed her eyes then, and the tears began to fall—no sobbing, no drama, just a gentle, regretful sadness.  “Yes,” she said finally, no longer resembling the proud lady of the hacienda, “I took her from you.  I blackmailed her into being my lover.  It was not Carlos’s doing.  He was angry that you had stolen from him, but he was amazed by what you had done, and by what could be done.  He was going to forgive you, and market your invention.  You would have become a very rich man, if I had allowed it.”

Now it was my turn to be surprised.  “If you—”

“Of course.”  Her eyes were dry now, her tears completely sheeted off her finish and onto her cotton blouse.  “I wanted her for my own, which meant that you had to go, whether to jail or simply away, I didn’t care which.  So she broke your heart.  You should be glad she chose—”

“And Don Carlos agreed to this?”  I slowly shook my head in disbelief, not that I couldn’t believe what had happened, but that the wife of my ex-employer could be so underhanded.

“He did.  But do not be too angry with him, Rodrigo.  He didn’t have much of a choice.  I wanted her, and I wanted him to get her for me.  He could hardly complain.  It was not as though he had never done such a thing before.”

“What are you saying?”  I was beginning to feel out of my depth.  That photograph had explained much but this was entirely unexpected.  “That those rumors about him owning a bordello—”

She cocked her head, an indulgent smile on her reflective face.  “I wouldn’t think that someone as smart as you would believe such nonsense.  Then again, maybe it isn’t so nonsensical.  You see, Carlos didn’t marry me—he bought me.”

“He bought—”

“I was born to a very poor family in Mexico.  Arrangements were made, papers signed.  I’m told he paid a good price for me.  I endured the plastic surgeries—the breast implants, the nose job, the chin reduction, et cetera—so that I could become the perfect wife for him, and in return he promised to give me whatever I wanted.  So we did not have a marriage so much as we had a contract, and I was not so much a wife to him as I was a trophy.  But a contract is a contract, and a promise is a promise.  I wanted your beautiful Yvette, and if she was the means by which he could keep his promise, then I would keep our contract…and my silence.”

“Your silence?”

“Oh, yes,” she said with a crooked smile.  “Yvette wasn’t the only person I blackmailed.  In all the time you knew Carlos, did you never wonder why his wife was not just beautiful, but ostentatiously so?  Why such a charming man would need to go so far out of his way to make sure everyone noticed her on his arm?”  She stood there, her hands on her hips, waiting patiently for me to grasp the obvious, which to me was pretty unobvious.  “Rodrigo,” she said with an exasperated smile, “did it never occur to you that Carlos—”

“—was gay,” I finished.  I looked down at the table, shaking my head slowly, my mouth open like a particularly stupid fish.  “But your kids—”

“His nephews, by his sister in Los Angeles.  It was good cover.”

It was all too much to take in, my head swimming with the lies and deceptions.  Doña Clara, a woman I had been more than half in love with, had blackmailed two people, had destroyed my life, had driven me almost to the point of suicide, and had done so because she loved my wife and wanted me out of the way.  There was the lie that Don Carlos had lived; a man who had been my friend and employer, but who had taken everything from me at the behest of his so-called wife rather than have his lie exposed.  But neither was I off the hook, having once planned to defraud my friend and employer so that I could get help for my polymer-addicted wife, as well as never telling Minnie who I was and to whom I had once been married.

And lastly there were Yvette’s lies.  She had fulfilled my fantasy in the desert, my teal-colored bride, knowing what was going to happen when we arrived home.  She had stood in our driveway and told me that she loved my polymer more than she loved me.  That had been her biggest lie.  She had sacrificed herself for me, and had done it such a way that I would hate her for it, breaking my heart, knowing that anger would help me cope with the loss of her.  She had known what was going to happen and she had gone through with it anyway.  I grabbed my beer and drank half of it off.

The shiny woman standing on the other side of the table watched me intently, her spray-coated face giving little away.  I put my beer glass back on the table with a loud thunk.  I could feel the usual numbness beginning to creep over me, but I fought it back.  The gun was in my pocket.  It was time to end this.  “So what is all this?” I said, a distinctly hard edge to my voice.  “Confession is good for the soul?  Where is Yvette now?  If anyone would know, you would.”

She was not looking at me, but rather down into her immense cleavage, perhaps hoping to be lost in there, too.  “She is gone, Rodrigo.  With Carlos gone I could not keep her, and you had already replaced her with that beautiful blue glossy.  There is nothing for her here.  I do not think she will ever come back.”

“And what about you?” I asked, my hand in my pocket, my fingers clenched around the gun’s grip.  “What are you going to do?”

She sighed, her large chest helping me to focus.  I would place my shot right in the center of it.  “I will sell this place.  I know I won’t get what I paid for it, but that hardly matters.”  She brought her hands together over her impossibly small belly, forcing those immense breasts upward, framing my target perfectly.  She fixed me with a sad stare.  “I had everything, Rodrigo, and I have lost it all.”

It was time.  “Oh, I wouldn’t say that,” I said, keeping my voice nonchalant.  “There’s still one thing left for you to lose.”  The gun came out of my pocket as smoothly as I could have imagined.  She saw my hand come up, saw what was in it, her eyes widening in shock as she realized what was about to happen to her.

“Roddy, no!” she screamed, her voice no longer that of the widow of my patrón.

The shot hit Yvette dead in the center of those two big fake funbags, blasting a fist-sized hole in the center of her glossy finish.  My ex-wife stood there, looking down at her chest in shock, the polymer coating already flaking away from the birdseed-enhanced breasts hidden beneath, the acid smell of vinegar heavy on the air.

“¡Pinche cabrón!”  Footsteps pounded quickly nearby, and before I knew it, the real Clara was on top of me, her face a glossy mask of snarling, spitting rage.  The squirt gun was knocked from my hand, and were it not for Yvette pulling the Mexican wildcat off of me, I probably would have been skinned alive by her lover’s long fingernails.

More footsteps approached, people appearing from around the sides of the privacy screen: waitresses, bouncers, and assorted patrons.  Yvette, keeping one arm around the real Doña Clara, turned and raised a glossy hand to the interested crowd.  “It’s all right!” she said hoarsely.  “It’s all right now.”  She nodded at the onlookers, who slowly dispersed, while her squirming lover, dressed exactly as she was, except that her glossy finish was unmarred and her beautiful blonde hair was considerably mussed, tried to wrest herself from her grasp.  “Sally, stop it!”  Clara immediately stopped fighting and slumped against Yvette, her head resting against my ex-wife’s fake chest, her eyes closed, crying softly.

Sally?

Yvette turned to two of the waitresses who hadn’t yet left.  “Vega?  Sienna?  Would you clear up, and bring us three Tecates, please?  Oh, and something to, um….” she trailed off, using her free hand to wordlessly indicate her deteriorating finish.  The two girls quickly righted the table that had been knocked over in the fray, and retrieved the fallen glassware, then quickly disappeared behind the privacy screen.

My ex-wife turned to me, a virtual twin to the crying woman she held in her arms, but her unaccented voice belonging to the woman that I had loved.  “You knew?”

I reached into my vest pocket and retrieved the photograph I had been sent earlier in the day and slid it across the table.  It showed two women, dressed exactly as they were now, standing in the lobby of this particular Headlights, their arms wrapped around one another, their identical faces beaming, obviously very much in love, the banner stretched above their heads proclaiming ‘Welcome to Our New Owner.’  Yvette looked down at the photo, apparently remembering the day it was taken, exactly one year ago according to the date on the back, the day she had bought it from Don Carlos.  “The Internet is a fascinating tool, Yvette—good for more than just looking at porn.  It took me all of five minutes to discover the owner of this restaurant: Yvette Wright.  You kept my name.”

She looked back up at me, her violet contact lenses flashing in the light.  “But how did you know it was me in the picture?  How did you know it was me standing in front of you?  Even Don Carlos couldn’t tell the difference.”

“Blaze could do a lot, Yvette.  It could make you look Japanese, or Mexican, it could even turn you into a chrome robot, but it couldn’t disguise your smile.  That smile was burned into my brain.”

The waitresses returned with the beers, as well as a small dishtub and towels, which they placed on a folding tray stand, along with a bottle of lemon juice.  They left quickly and quietly.  Yvette guided her sniffling girlfriend to the booth and sat her down on my left.  Clara, or Sally, or whatever her name was, didn’t look at me; she simply sat there, a Mexican Barbie doll, gazing expressionlessly at the tabletop.

“Excuse me, Roddy.”  My ex-wife turned away and began the process of removing her protective finish from her face.  It took little more than a minute, skill having been gained from long practice.  When she was done, she came over to the booth and sat down next to her distraught lover, her face polymer-free, save for a bit of flaking around the edges.  She had removed her violet contact lenses, reverting to her natural baby-blues, and had also doffed her blonde wig, her short dark hair the most human-looking thing about her.  She took a sip of beer and placed the glass back on the table, and sighed.  “Happy birthday, Rod.”

I snorted silently and shook my head.  I didn’t know what to say, so I didn’t say anything.  A first for me.

“It’s been a lot of miles.”

“That is has,” I said, not looking at her, but rather at her reflection in the tabletop.  I guess I was used to her that way.

She took another sip of beer.  “I’m sorry about your Minnie.”

“You knew?”

“She knew,” said the mannequin sitting next to her, her voice almost a drone.  “She knew about her, your business, everything.  She followed—”

“Sally….” said my ex-wife, instantly silencing her Barbie doll lover.

“Sally?” I said, looking at the glossy widow of my ex-employer, her head resting on my ex-wife’s shoulder, wordlessly confirming what I had suspected about their relationship.

“Her real name isn’t Clara.  Her former owner wanted something a bit more regal.”

“Former owner…?”

“Oh, yes.  Everything I told you about their relationship was true.  But I hold the paperwork on her now: passport, birth certificate, naturalization papers, all in my safe.  I got her cheap from Don Carlos after the government seized his assets.  The same amount he paid you for Justine, as a matter of fact.”

I snorted again.  She might be Yvette, but the years had certainly changed her.  There was a ruthless quality to her now.  Perhaps it was something she’d learned from Don Carlos, or maybe it was just from having been ‘vette.  “Um, speaking of Justine—”

“Sold at auction, Roddy,” she said, her eyes closed.  “I’m sorry.”

I took another drink of my beer, finishing it.  It really was all gone now.  The life I’d had, the wife I’d had, the other life I’d had; all in the past.  I had sacrificed Justine for her, and she had sacrificed herself for me.  Everything good in my life was gone.  It was time to go.

“Thanks for the beer, Yvette,” I said, feigning a heartiness I did not feel.  I slid out of the booth and came around to her side and kissed her on the cheek—it was warm and soft, the way skin is supposed to feel.  I turned and left.

It was everything I could do not to begin shaking as I walked through the restaurant.  She was back there, the woman I had loved more than anything in the world.  The woman who had sacrificed herself for me.  The woman who had at one time been the most desired woman in the world.  The woman who was quite literally the woman of my dreams.  Yvette was right, though—it had been a lot of miles.

I walked out through the double doors and down the wide concrete steps, so wrapped up in my own thoughts that I almost failed to notice her before I bumped into her.  She gleamed under the bright lights, parked at the entrance of the restaurant’s porte-cochere, her canary-yellow finish as spotless as it had been in that issue of Custom Rod with Yvette lying across her hood.  My beautiful Justine.

“I want you back.”

I turned around in the direction from which the voice had come.  Yvette stood on the top step leading into the restaurant, her almost twin standing slightly behind and to her left, looking nervous.  “But you said—”

“I said she was sold at auction.  I bought her, and for considerably more than I paid for Sally, I’ll have you know.”  She tossed me a glittering key ring, which I managed to catch without too much fumbling.  There was just the single key there, attached by a gold chain to a miniature flag of Mexico, a memento of my late employer.

My ex-bride sauntered down the steps, uncaring of her flaking finish; quite un-glossy-like behavior.  “I want you back, Rod.  I love you.  I’m sorry I broke your heart.  I thought I was doing the right thing.”

“Yvette—”

“I bought our old house back,” she said quickly, doing her utmost to prevent argument.  “We could live in it like before.  And Sally’s a wonderful cook.  I hope you won’t mind that she’s a virgin, to men at least, but I’ve broken her in using a copy of your cock.  She’s grown quite fond of it, and I’m sure she’ll like the original much—”

“Yvette—”

“You can bring your Minnie, too, if you like,” she continued, bright tears rolling down her cheeks rather than sheeting off her former pseudo-skin.  “I can arrange to have her shipped back.  There’s room for three in the garage, if you remember, or we can build a bigger one.  I’m a rich woman, Roddy, and I’ve got enough Blaze squirreled away to last a lifetime, if we’re not too lavish with it—”

“Yvette!” I said, grasping her elbows.  She stopped babbling, her lips trembling.  “You had me at ‘Hola.’

She wrapped her arms around me, clutching at me, sobbing into my shoulder.  I closed my eyes, reveling in the feeling of her soft body against mine.  For the first time in a long time I felt truly happy.

When Yvette’s tears had slowed a bit, I took her hand and led her to my bitchin’ wheels and settled her in the passenger seat, just as I had done the day she had sacrificed herself for me.  When that was done, I turned to Sally.  She stood there, unmoving, her hands clasped together in front of her tiny belly, her forearms pressing her big boobs up and together.  Her gaze was fixed on the formerly glossy woman sitting in my car, and though her eyes were moist her shining cheeks were perfectly dry.  “I’m sorry I stole her from you.”

I walked up to her and took her hands in mine; despite the coldness of her appearance her pseudo-skin was warm and soft.  “I deserved everything I got, Sally.”

She looked up into my eyes, smiled, and squeezed my hands.  “If that is true,” she breathed, “then you also deserve everything you are going to get.”  She leaned in slightly, allowing her impressive breasts to brush against my chest.  “And you are going to get everything, Rodrigo.”  I started to speak, but what came out was something like a gurgle.  She laughed throatily at my discomfiture.  “Oh, yes, Yvette is right,” she said, moving in closer, letting go my hand so that she could rub my straining erection through my chinos.  “I think I am going to like the original much better.”

Feeling a bit lightheaded, I led her around to the driver’s side of the car and held the seat forward while she got in behind her owner.  I slid in behind the steering wheel, feeling at home within Justine’s cool teal interior.  It was as if the last four years had never happened.  I put the key in the ignition and she rumbled to life, the feel of her and the smell of her bringing me a sense of peace, though not without a certain sadness.  I shut it back off.

“Roddy?”

“I’m sorry, Yvette,” I said, exhaling a sad sigh.  “I was just remembering Don Carlos.  Despite everything that’s happened I really did like the guy.”

A throaty giggle from the back seat brought me out of my triste state.  I looked into the rear-view mirror to see Sally looking back at me, her violet eyes screwed up in that crinkle-less way that glossies have when they think something is funny.

“Forgive me, Rodrigo,” she said in her musical voice, “but Carlos is still very much alive.”

“What do you mean, ‘alive?’  It was all over the news.”

She shook her head.  “He made a deal with the government.  They gave him a new identity in exchange for not prosecuting him.  And they got all his money, of course, except for what Yvette paid him for me.  That was none of their business.”

I looked at Yvette for confirmation.  She nodded, smiling her sweet smile.  “He has moved back to L.A.,” Sally continued.  “He used the money Yvette gave him to buy a tamale cart and a food vendor’s license.  I hear he has three carts now, and is looking at purchasing a storefront.  I think he will end up the tamale king of the Southwest.”

I shook my head in amazement.  “All that and he can cook, too.”

“Sí, Rodrigo.  Carlos is an excellent cook, although the cabrón did steal my recipes.”

I laughed then.  I laughed so hard I cried, Yvette putting her arms around me and holding me as I let loose four years worth of angst and turmoil, fear and rage, love and hate.  They say tears grease the psyche.  Well, my psyche was long overdue for its 6,000-mile lube job.

We drove home, our home, the home we used to have before my polymer had come into—and ruined—our lives.  I pulled into the driveway, where sat a 1966 Mustang coupe, in decent shape, though its faded moss-green paint was in definite need of some loving care.  I looked into the rearview mirror.  “Yours?”

“Sí,” she replied.  “How did you know?”

I repressed a snort.  “Lucky guess.”

We walked together into our Pueblo Revival home, and despite the different furniture, and the quite different dynamic, it really was as though I’d never left.  Yvette grasped my hand.  “It’s a warm night, Roddy.  Feel like a swim?”

“I would like that.”

“How would you prefer me?  Glossy, or natural?”

I looked into the bright blue eyes of the woman I had fallen in love with so many years ago.  “I would prefer you happy, Yvette.  Whether as a Barbie doll, a glossy geisha, a super-busty latina, or as naked as the day you were born.  I want you, Yvette, and I want you any color, style, or finish you want to be.”

More tears rained down, which I felt upon my cheeks as well, for she had punctuated my words with a heartfelt kiss that felt as though she’d been saving it for the last four years.  Finally she pulled away, a beaming watery smile upon the clear face of the woman I loved, the woman that I had never stopped loving.  “Will you give us a few minutes, Roddy?” she said, her voice shaky.  “I need to change out of…this.”  As in the restaurant, she indicated her vandalized finish.

“Of course.  While you’re doing that, I, uh, need to check my email.  Would you mind if I use your computer?”

“Oh, Roddy, you exasperating man,” she said at the door to the garage, holding hands with her latina Barbie doll, “you can use whatever you want in this house, if you take my meaning.”

I grinned sheepishly.  “I certainly do.”

The two girls disappeared into the garage.  After grabbing a beer from the fridge, I made my way to the den, where both of our computers had been before our lives had been uprooted.  I seated myself in the armless black leather chair behind the desk and tapped the space bar on the keyboard, quickly waking the computer from its nap.  I recognized her desktop, a picture from our honeymoon—my smiling bride wearing the peasant dress I had bought her, me looking like a dork in my dark sunglasses.

I took the key to my newly reacquired car from my pocket, and pushed the Mexican flag on the key fob forward, revealing the USB connection within.  I slotted it into the front panel of Yvette’s tower, and a few seconds later an icon appeared on her desktop, aptly named Justine.  I double-clicked it, and a window popped up, prompting me for the password.  I took a swig of my beer, considering what it could be.  If this was what I thought it was, it was odds-on that it would be something no one else would know—Don Carlos, the presumptive Tamale King of the Southwest, was not a stupid man.  I put my beer on the desk and typed a single word into the box:




RODRIGO




The password window was replaced by another small window, inside which was a single file: a spreadsheet file.  I opened it.  Methods, notes, and data instantly filled the screen—my methods, notes, and data; everything needed to resurrect Blaze from the ashes of history.  I had to hand it to him; he had known that Justine would end up back in my hands.  The fat bastard really did know people.

I looked at the screen for several minutes, wondering what to think.  The government surely had a copy, buried so deep the Freedom of Information Act wouldn’t be able to wrest it from their clutches.  And now I had a copy, too.

‘You’re going to be a rich man,’ Yvette had said the day I had first coated her, but my polymer had led not to riches but to ruin—twice over.  I could simply drag the icon into the Trash, and that would be that.  No one would be the wiser.  The world would continue as it had for countless millennia.  People would find their happiness, albeit a muted form of it.

Or we could move to Mexico.  It would take surprisingly little capitalization to produce Blaze south of the border.  I could start the whole process again, and in a place vastly more difficult for the military-industrial complex to get at.  I would not just be rich, but super-rich, as Don Carlos had been.  But that wealth would come at the price of a world out of whack, with women becoming literal slaves to fashion, once again turning themselves into objects, caring about little more than their next fix or their next dicks, having parts of themselves removed or enhanced in order to achieve streamlined perfection.

Don Carlos was putting it all into my hands, leaving the decision up to me.  He hadn’t known what would happen when he’d originally released Blaze into the world—who could have?  But I had lived through it, had been at the center of it, and knew better than most what would happen if I now did the same.

The government had forcibly withdrawn Blaze from the market under guise of the nanny state.  Would I be doing the same thing if I deleted this file?  Is it better to give people the freedom to destroy themselves, or to limit that freedom just a little bit, and thereby assure them the ability to live their lives free of addiction?

Most people wouldn’t hesitate, citing that limited freedom is like being a little bit pregnant—you either are or you aren’t—but such philosophical bullshit is suitable for beer-fueled debates.  I had seen the scars, and I knew what my polymer turned women into.  The decision was mine to make, and the consequences mine to live with.  With shaking fingers I closed the spreadsheet program, clicked on the file, and dragged it into the Trash.  Now all that remained was for me to remove the thumb drive, which would consign Blaze to the scrapheap of history.

Footsteps padded down the hallway, coming in my direction.  I quickly reached down to remove the thumb drive from the computer, but missed it, distracted as I was by the woman standing in the doorway.  Yvette stood there without a stitch on, her beautiful body completely polymer-free.

“Did you email London, Roddy?”  Her skin was paler than I remembered, and despite the years and the mileage it looked as though she hadn’t aged a day.  It seemed that Blaze could keep a woman young forever.

“No, not yet,” I said, swiveling the chair to face her, glorying in her nude form.  How could I ever have thought that a coating of striated elastomer would be preferable to this luscious vision?  “Would you like me to?”

 “I would like to meet her, your Minnie.  I know that she made you happy.”  She moved forward, settling herself in my lap, straddling me, and without preamble began unbuttoning my shirt.  We kissed as she undressed me, and I cried out when she slipped my stiff cock into her wet pussy.  How long had it been since I had been inside actual pussy and not a custom cast reproduction?  I honestly could not remember.

The low-backed chair in which we were fucking was not really suited to such gymnastics, and at one point we almost tipped over backwards, but a pair of large rubbery tits pressed themselves against the back of my neck, pushing forward so that my head was cradled in their plush embrace.  I could see that having Sally around would be good for both of us, if for no other reason than to help us practice safe sex.

Yvette slid slowly up and down, the soft skin of her breasts warm against my chest, the feeling of her slippery quim enveloping my cock beyond magical.  We came together, my jizz shooting into her body rather than a latex sleeve inside of her.  She cried happy tears and held me tight, both of us alternately nuzzling each other.  Her breathing more normal, she lay against me, her head resting on one of the giant rubber juggs that were a big improvement on passenger-side airbags.  All was right with the world.

“That was wonderful,” I said, warmly happy in the embrace of the two most beautiful women in the world.  “You’re wonderful.  Was it okay for you, without polymer?”  It was stupid of me to ask, but I needed to know.  If we had been straighter with one another during the last days of our marriage, so much pain might have been avoided.

“It was just fine.  I could go the rest of my life in skin, if it means your skin is next to mine.”

“So you’re over your addiction?  You can live without the need to be glossy?”

She straightened up, fixing me with a soulful expression that was readily apparent now that there was no longer a layer of pseudo-skin separating us.  “I loved being shiny, Roddy, make no mistake about that.  But I love you more.”

I cocked my head slightly.  “So is this you sacrificing again, Yvette?  The last time you did that it cost us our marriage.”

She was silent awhile, her lips pressed together as though she were still wearing my polymer.  “Roddy, you have no idea how much I would sacrifice for you.  But it isn’t a sacrifice.  I would do anything to be with you.  I’m not addicted to Blaze, sweetie.  I’m addicted to you.”

It was my turn to be silent.  It was an interesting answer, and a very flattering one, but I was not sure it was one that I liked.  “Yvette, I—”

“Roddy, you’ve spent the last four years coating women, and you still don’t understand it.  It isn’t the shininess.  It isn’t being beautiful or being admired for it.  It isn’t the sexy feeling of having that second skin over every inch of my body, or of how it feels as it slides across my most secret places.  It’s all of it, the totality of it, and it doesn’t even come close to the feeling of being in your arms.”

“You really mean that?” I said, making sure that the headphone-like tits nestled against my ears weren’t interfering with my hearing.

“I really do.  Any woman would.  Blaze is fun, sweetie, but love is better.”  She leaned forward and lay against me, nuzzling my cheek, her eyes closed, her head resting upon Sally’s pillowy tit.

That was what I wanted to hear, any second thoughts over my impending destruction of Blaze having just been laid to rest.  Women didn’t need my polymer any more than they needed breast implants, butt implants, collagen injections, nose jobs, panty hose, high heels, perfume, thongs, push-up bras, and fanny shapers.  ‘All you need is love.’  The Beatles said that, and they had been more popular than Jesus.

I reached down to pull the thumb drive from her computer, which would consign the file in her Trash to oblivion, but she caught my hand and brought it up to her warm breast, the breast I had touched the night we first kissed.  “But not every woman has that, Roddy.”

“Yvette?”

 She let out a relaxed sigh, squeezing my hand, helping me to relive a memory for which no reminder was necessary.  “You fell in love with me because of these.”

“Now, that’s not—”

“You fell in love with me because of how I looked, and it’s lucky for me that I looked good to you.  But not every woman is so lucky.  That was the wonderful thing your polymer did.  It gave every woman the ability to be beautiful, and to be loved, if only for her looks.”

“That’s not enough—”

“It’s a start,” she said tiredly.  “‘Men learn to love the women they’re attracted to.’  I believe that.  If it takes painting our faces or our bodies in order to attract you, then that’s what we’ll do.  If it takes becoming bright shiny objects so that we’ll keep you, then we’ll do that, too.”

“Keep us?”

“Roddy, I love you with all my heart, but for all that you’re still a man.”

“What does that—”

“Why do you think we women go to such trouble to keep our looks?  Why do we get face lifts and boob jobs, tummy tucks and liposuction?”

“Yvette—”

“Because just around the corner is a newer model.  Younger, prettier, sleeker.  No matter how much you love us, you look—you always look.  And sometimes you do more than look.  Sometimes we get replaced.  Can you blame us for doing what we have to so that you won’t end up abandoning us?  So that we won’t grow old alone?”

“Baby, I would never—”

“I know you would never, but your Minnie is how old now, fifty-one?  Can you honestly say that you would have stayed with her for as long as you did if she hadn’t been glossy?  Even with those big boobs of hers?  You want her back now, Roddy, and that’s fine.  But tell me this—when you see her in your mind’s eye, what color is she?”

I sat in the leather chair awhile, my semi-hard prick still inside my natural love, imagining Minnie in my mind.  There was no sound in the room, save for Yvette’s steady breathing.  Sally continued stroking my hair softly, her unnatural breasts as warm and soft as the one I held in my hand.  I squeezed Yvette’s breast again, enjoying its warmth and weight, then removed my hand and placed it back on the mouse.  Five seconds later the file was back on the desktop, a phoenix risen from the ashes.

Yvette jerked lightly in my lap.  She had fallen asleep.  “Roddy?”

“Yes?”

“Would you like to take a swim now?”

“Absolutely,” I said, nuzzling the rubbery tit on my right, turning my head so that I could give it a languid kiss.  “I want to try out my new pool toy.”

Both girls giggled.  Yvette stood up, sadly causing Little Rod to be dislodged from her sweet warmth, though I had no doubt that he would be visiting it again soon enough.

Yvette took me by the hands and pulled me up out of the chair.  Moments later found me with a girl on either side of me, my arms around them, their heads upon my shoulders.  Sally guided my hand up to her large rubber-coated tit and placed it there.  It felt just right.  She looked up at me, her Mexican Barbie doll eyes full of promise.  “And then, Rodrigo…?”

“And then I think we should talk about us moving to Mexico.”

Yvette cocked her head up at me quizzically.  “Mexico?”

“Sí,” I said, pulling them close.  “Can you think of a better place for a second honeymoon?”

The two girls giggled again, causing Little Rod to attain his full height once more.  My bobbing prick leading the way, I guided them out to the pool, where began the first of many hours of happy, heartfelt, and thoroughly wonderful debauchery.

Yvette is right.  Beauty may be only skin deep, or even only second skin deep, but it’s what drives us.  Whether it’s perfume or polymer a woman sprays on her body, she has the right to choose, whether that choice is to be a doctor, a mother, or even a latex love-doll.  Perverse?  Perhaps.  But if we as a people really believe in freedom, then we must honor their choices and respect their wishes.  We must give them the tools to achieve their dreams and the space to explore their potential, not to mention giving them the occasional waxing and buffing as well.







The End


Author’s Postscript:

Reflections on Next Year’s Model




First things first: I apologize.  Next Year’s Model was something of an experiment for me, but then writing was—and still is—an experiment for me, so I do cut myself a bit of slack.

When I originally conceived the story, I had intended to post it to various websites, chapter by chapter.  What I discovered was that while this may work for some authors, it does not work for me.  Posting periodically requires far more discipline than I have, not to mention having the time to devote to writing, which I must sneak in here or there (suffice it to say, writing erotica while working on the factory floor is both difficult and dangerous—and, yes, my company does monitor their employee’s email).

It also requires the ability to plot well, something I doubt I will ever be very good at.  JK Rowling may not be the greatest writer in the world, but one must give her credit—she had her shit figured out seven books in advance!  Periodic posting means you’re committed to what you’ve put out there, so if you’ve left out something important you may have to engage in a little ret-conning—retroactive continuity—in order to make sure the reader has received all the pertinent information (oh, didn’t I tell you that my sister graduated with Ph.D in journalism, and that she’ll be here tomorrow on the noon train with the million dollars that my late father who I never mentioned left me in his will?)  You see?  Pretty sloppy.

There is also the small matter of real life.  I had only just begun Chapter 14 (the seizure of Blaze) when Arizona Representative Gabrielle Giffords was shot.  A tragic event, but this alone did not put me off of my story so much as the responses to it from the usual ignorant yay-hoos on the goddamn Internets.  Every time I tried to go to Arizona in my head, all I could feel were bad vibes coming out of the Southwest, whether it was gun control, the Minutemen, whack-job politicians, beheadings in Mexico, yammering from the Right, blathering from the Left, etc.  So I disappeared into mermaids and lesbians for a year.  Crikey, who wouldn’t?

But posting periodically had benefits, too.  I was originally going to have Rod be celibate after losing Yvette, heartbroken, relating the tale of Blaze as an outsider (which would have resulted in a much shorter story).  No sooner had I posted that chapter than the responses began rolling in, some readers berating me for being so cruel to my main character/narrator, others depressed over the turn the story had taken, and even some quite definite anger at me for having ended my story that way (even though it was far from over).  Looking at my story again, I decided that I really couldn’t be so mean to Roddy, having him miss out while the rest of the world partied, so I went the other way, getting him laid eight-plus times per day, not to mention turning the ‘63 Mini-Cooper he’d had his eye on into a real person—sort of.

All in all, it was a learning experience, one that I swear to God I shall never ever repeat.

Probably.




Thanks,

Kahuna


About the Author




Like most folks I labor in the vineyard, though I seldom get to taste the fruit.  I’ve traveled most of America, seen some sights, and met some truly interesting people.  I’m a Mac guy, a homebrewer, a cat person, a movie buff, and a beer can chicken fanatic.
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