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Book Description 

Pink Science: Erotic Tales of High-Tech Feminization

“Pink Science” dreams of a future where anything’s possible... including gender changing at the flip of a switch! Sissy erotica princess Kylie Cooper and acclaimed erotic novelist N.T. Morley bring you seven stories of high-tech transformation sure to fuel your most inspired daydreams.

In Kendra Jarry’s “Synthetic Skin”, a DARPA contractor breaks the rules and “borrows” a high-tech girlsuit, passing for female and aiming to seduce the espionage community’s very hottest lesbian hacker!

In Brett Olsen’s “Just Visiting,” a physics grad student uses some high-tech equipment to transport himself into his hot housemate’s body… only to find her rough-and-tumble boyfriend dropping by for a very kinky late-night bondage booty call!

Billie French’s “Carbon Copy” finds a future submissive under control of his wife and her girlfriend when both women decide to take their new high-tech futa prostheses for a test drive… using their plaything’s body as a proving ground!

In “Doctor Knows Best,” an effete young college student is tempted into a scientific research program where he’s gradually reprogrammed to be the perfect sissy slave!

Tiffany Gilmour’s “Interstellar Workout” finds a human supplicant from Earth eagerly surrendering to new life under a race of alien overlords. But when his new taskmasters decide his brain is “feminine,” he must quickly adapt to life in a young, hot, supple and very sensual female body!

These stories and more explore all the imaginative ways that extreme tech might transform gender in futures near and far. With seven stories and more than 35,000 words of erotica, “Pink Science” will inspire your dreams of transformation and reinvention through many a torrid future vision!

This is an explicit collection of consensual erotic fantasy stories. It is intended only for an adult audience that wishes to read frank descriptions of human sensual expression, romance, and power exchange.
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Synthetic Skin by Kendra Jarry

The pub was called “Alias Smith & Jones.” Close to the old DARPA offices in Virginia Square, it was now a favorite after-work haunt for DARPA, NSA, FBI-HRT and CIA personnel who worked at the Annex, which took over Virginia Square when DARPA proper moved to North Randolph.

Casey felt like he was walking in for the first goddamn time. The heels and the skirt and the long hair and all of the makeup sure didn’t help, but that wasn’t most of it. It was the Mark V Exfil Suit. With every step Casey took, he was aware of the suit’s tight embrace. Maybe it would have been truer to say he felt aware, only because he felt so impossibly unaware of it. The goddamn thing was a miracle. The SynthSkin felt as if it had become part of Casey’s body. Casey was the suit... or damned near.

Casey sashayed smoothly across the bar, wiggled his way to the hot tomboy bartender, Skye; he inclined his chin and got instance service for the first time in his life. Skye couldn’t take her eyes off Casey any more than the guys could. No wonder Merc liked this place. Casey had a Long Island ice tea in his hand in under two minutes. He took a ten from his little red purse and flipped it on the bar.

Skye thanked him effusively. She’d never given Casey the time of day before. Casey could get used to this.

Casey sipped his drink, noting he'd have to get past the stickiness of lip gloss practically supergluing his lower lip to the glass every time. He tried not to look like he was eyeballing the door to the back room. From that door, Casey heard the familiar crack and roll of billiard balls. Somebody let loose an exultant howl. Others joined in. Casey heard whoops, hoots and hollers as someone sank some ball or balls in the such-and-such pocket.

Casey made his way past a table of Annex guys. There was Jack Newton. His face was pink with a half-dozen drinks or more. He checked Casey out with blatantly non-professional interest.

Casey had not expected anyone to recognize the suit; if they had, then it wouldn’t be much of a damned exfil suit, would it? But everything had been tense as hell at the Annex since those Code Safety activists attempted a backdoor into the Hardware Dev team’s system a few weeks ago. Ironically enough, it was Casey’s clean-up of the incursion path that got him the opportunity to falsify the sign-out log and get the Mark V out of the equipment locker. He had the Code Safety crew to thank for his walking into Smith & Jones and seeing Jack Newton and Mike Stanley both damn near pop boners when they caught sight of him.

Casey breathed easier. Newton and Stanley led the Annex’s FBI counter-terrorism liaison team, on TDY from the J. Edgar Hoover building in downtown DC. Sitting with them were Andy Korowski and Mark Blunt, two on-site Annex security contractors. It was Andy who always gave Casey shit when he wanted to prop open the door to third-floor south so Casey didn’t have to ring Andy’s cell for an “exfil” when he was done taking a shit. Andy didn't spot the suit, either. Ironic, wasn’t it?

Andy and Mark checked him out, too. Those weren’t the looks of Q-Clearance guys spotting their tech on the run; those were guys lusting after a hot blonde piece of ass twenty years their junior.

Casey felt a warm glow. His tension lightened. He rabbited for the back room, trying to look like he wasn’t rabbiting.

Casey jiggled and swayed on his high-heeled pumps. He felt the gentle whisper of his fuck-me dress against his flesh. He savored the weight of tits on his chest. He felt a weird heat between his legs -- wet and deep, like he really had something down there that was more girl than boy. He felt his bra's underwire dig into the flesh of the girlsuit. It was no wonder girls could never wait to get these damn things off.

Casey heard murmurs, then laughter, from the four-man table. He felt the skinsuit’s cheeks heating. This fucking thing even blushed.

There she was. As Casey slid into the back room, he saw her -- Merc. He almost swooned. His heart beat fast under those million-dollar SynthSkin tits. He felt his throat getting tight.

Merc saw him almost as fast as he saw her. Her right hand held a sheaf of five-dollar bills, her left hand a pool cue. She’d just cleaned the table, it seemed. No surprise there. Someone was racking them up.

Merc stared at Casey with a predatory interest that made drunk, horny Jack Newton seem like a happily celibate monk. Casey had never experienced having his clothes damn near ripped off him by another person’s gaze, but that’s what it felt like when Merc checked him out. Maybe DARPA was working on that tech, as well?

Merc kept her hair close-cropped; this week, she’d dyed it burgundy. Contrasting a tight white wife-beater, her skintight leather pants were topped with a heavy belt secured with a shiny silver CSA belt buckle. “Confederate States of America.”

Casey didn’t get that. Mercury Black was from Oregon. She was as far from a redneck as it gets. Her politics sure as hell weren’t right-of-center. Why was she wearing a CSA belt buckle?

Casey smiled at Merc. He tossed his long blonde hair -- the suit’s long blonde hair. He moved across the room, trying to sway seductively; he stumbled on those six-inch heels and almost went down, spilling some ice and the meager remains of his Long Island ice tea.

Merc was on him like a ghost, catching his arm.

“Whoa! Careful, beautiful! Hope you’re not counting on ‘Smith & Jones’ paying its general liability!”

Casey's eyes crossed, the suit's auto-focus blurring under the feedback response of Casey's sudden fear. His vision went all blurry for a moment, and he barely knew that he was staring into the eyes of none other than Mercury Black.

Sure, yeah, he knew her from work... but this was different. She was looking at him. Looking into his eyes... well, the exfil suit’s eyes.

Casey felt a heat through his body. The suit felt like it was overloading.

Then everything was cool; he got his bearings back. 

“You look like you saw a ghost, gorgeous!”

Casey had practiced this moment a thousand times over in his head. 

“No, just a vision,” he deadpanned.

He couldn’t believe how girly his voice sounded. The suit’s contacts not only flattened out his Adam’s apple; they adjusted his vocal range so he could go through a ten-hour interrogation, if necessary, and never once sound like the boy he was inside the suit.

Mercury Black liked his witty repartee. She grinned and flirted, casually sliding her muscled arm across Casey’s shoulders.

“You spilled your drink! Let me buy the next round.”

Casey had sucked down his drink already, but he didn’t complain. He didn't know which one of Merc’s dyke acolytes fetched him another Long Island ice tea, but within a minute he had a fresh one in his hand. He busily sucked that one down, too, while someone finished racking the balls.

“You play pool?” asked Merc.

“Um,” Casey started tentatively. “I don't think so.” He did play pool -- played it all right, in fact -- but he didn't have much of a sense how it might be to play a game in the suit. Standing there looking hot in precariously pitched high heels was about the most he thought he thought he should try to manage. Unless, of course, Merc took him home, and then... holy shit, he shouldn’t think about that right now. It made the suit get all fritzy.

“It's fun, I'll show you,” said Merc. “Raven’s on the board for the next round, but -- Raven, you don't mind, do you? I’d like to show our new friend how to play. What’s your name, honey?”

“Rain,” Merc said warily.

Casey instantly felt a stab of remorse. He shouldn’t have used that name. It was too close. But who cared? It wasn’t like the fucking Mercury Black would ever have heard of Raincrow. She was a hacker-history goddess. He was a footnote with a ‘nym so irrelevant that he’d passed his NACLC and SSBI and gotten his Q-Clearance like it was a cakewalk -- but compared to her, he was a total skid. Merc had been busted in Phoenix at 16 for essentially single-handedly cracking open one of the most secure networks in the world, and was now a full-on, front-and-center white hat. Like she’d ever have heard of him?

She hadn't, apparently... or she hid it well.

“I like that,” said Merc. “Sexy name. Call me Merc.”

Casey said, “Merc?” like it was a weird name and he didn’t get it... because why wouldn’t that be how he reacted, if he didn’t know her already?

Merc was used to that. “Short for Mercury,” she grinned. “Nickname. Long story. Old story. Here, let me show you how to break...”

#

Casey already knew how to play pool -- and pretty well, too -- but his movements felt a little bit awkward with the suit on. That was good; it gave Merc a perfect excuse to demonstrate everything for him. And that gave her the perfect excuse to wrap her long, smooth, tattooed arms around Casey's convincingly feminine body.

With Merc's help, Casey sank the 6 and the 9 on the break. Casey played it easy, emitting a girly squeal. “Is that good?”

“Good, since we’re not calling shots.”

“What’s that?”

“Never mind. I can't imagine a better pair of balls to drop.” The tone of her voice told Casey exactly what she was thinking. It was what Casey was thinking, too.

“Stripes or solids?”

Casey played dumb. “What's the difference?”

Merc’s smirk was filthy. She leaned real close and purred in Casey’s ear:

“I'll show you later.”

It felt like every feedback response in the suit was about to short-circuit.

#

As they played pool and flirted, Casey could feel the suit reacting to his internal arousal.

He could feel the SynthSkin flesh goose-bumping under the chill of the bar’s air conditioning. It felt exquisitely realistic. He caught himself glancing at the suit's nipples to see if they looked anything like the way they felt. Erect. But what really got him was how realistic it felt up beyond the goosebumps... Not just in the smooth slit of his SynthSkin external sex organs, but inside him.

The suit was fitted with a guided internal stent that went up his ass. It hadn't been easy to get it in there, but it now formed a narrow, self-lubricating channel that served as a stand-in for what should lay beyond the suit’s exquisitely sculpted pussy. Just an inch or so forward of that was a specialized device that flattened his cock so that the little bulge under the soft thatch of pubic hair was indistinguishable from a natural mons veneris. Even if Casey was rock-hard -- and he’d been hard for some time now -- the suit did not show it. It did, however, stiffen its SynthSkin clit in response to the wearer’s hidden erection, and send impulses back with such force that Casey rubbing his thighs together was enough to make his mouth pop open and his eyelids flutter.

Maybe, he thought, he should not have jacked up the suit’s sensitivity. But how could he resist? It went to eleven. That was an internal pop-culture joke. How could Casey not try that out?

The suit was sexually functional -- meaning he could get fucked in it. The suit’s shifting internal structure would compensate for the wearer’s anatomy, angling vulva and vestibule alike to allow penetration in any conceivable sexual position. The suit would even accommodate anal. In practical terms, sexual functionality made perfect sense. The suit had been designed for agent and asset exfil from hostile environments; its design anticipated (and mitigated) Big Bads going after a captured asset using any number of dirty tricks. Strip search, cavity search, even the worst -- sexual assault. In the latter case, the suit was designed to compensate automatically in response to a number of raw-brainwave fail-safes through its biosensors, shutting down sensory transmission and altering its elasticity to prevent real trauma to the wearer.

Meanwhile, if needed, agents and assets in exfil could use seduction to get themselves out of whatever fix they were in; the reactivity protocols sent sensation-appropriate responses to the wearer for behavioral continuity in sexual situations. It was Casey's estimation, especially if an agent turned the dial to eleven, that even the straightest asset didn’t have to be queer to enjoy cock when wearing the Mark V, Gender F Exfil Skinsuit.

And Casey didn’t need to be queer to get a seriously wet pussy from the way Merc hugged him close when she instructed “Rain” in the finer points of bank shots.

The suit’s clit, tucked between SynthSkin labia, had swelled to full erection and gotten so sensitive that Casey could barely let his thighs touch without getting shaky legs. He ended up spreading wide when he bent over to take a shot, which did not help his growing -- now almost intolerable -- arousal. He even had to keep his knees apart when he perched his pert ass on the barstool while Merc shot. His skirt was short. He flashed just about all of Merc’s friends. Thank goodness they kept the Long Island ice teas coming. There was always one topped up for him, magically cold and fresh, whenever he finished a drink. Merc’s friends were clear on the use of liquor in the scoring of tail. By the time Merc sank the eight, Casey was wet, blasted, and horny as hell.

Casey smiled and congratulated his opponent.

“Thanks for the lesson!” he said brightly, his feminized voice a flirtatious chirp.

“Hey, you’re a natural,” Merc said. “You did great!” Merc approached the barstool where Casey perched, his knees almost held obscenely apart.

Merc hugged him. She looked in his eyes. She pressed her lips to the suit’s lips, her tongue thrusting into Casey’s open mouth. Casey felt a rush as Merc’s tongue slipped past the place where the SynthDent auto-adhesive ended and his real mouth began. Something about having her in him, beyond the suit, her seething tongue rough and aggressive, blew Casey’s mind.

But it was her leather-clad crotch grinding against his cunt that almost made him come on the spot.

“Eleven” indeed. There weren’t digits to describe how it felt when Casey realized Merc was packing.

How had he not noticed the bulge in her leather pants earlier?

Casey couldn’t stop himself. He wrapped his legs around Merc, kissing her back. He rubbed his tits against her. His hand moved as if it had a mind of its own. He cupped Merc’s bulge and, without thinking, began to grope it. It was a dildo, all right. She was packing some heat.

When their kiss finally broke, Casey writhed against her, panting.

“You’ve got a cock,” he said weakly.

Merc kissed his neck and whispered in his ear:

“Not so fast, Raincrow. They're watching. They don’t know which Q-Clearance code monkey you are, and they won’t care... if we put on a good show for them tonight. Come home with me and we’ll get this hot body back in the equipment locker by Monday. What happens in Arlington stays here, hon. Now let’s go get naked.”

She knew. His head swam around the shock, blurring into an overwhelming soup of alcohol and arousal that made his reaction a perfectly passable gawping silence. Casey had never wanted anything more in his life than he wanted to get naked with Merc, right now. Unfortunately, while Alias Smith & Jones did cut its spook patrons a wide berth, it wouldn’t look kindly on two women fucking like bunnies on the pool table. Casey would have done that shit anyway. He was out of control. He was so horny he couldn’t even feel fear -- which was good, because it would have paralyzed him, otherwise. Phrases like “theft of Federal property” and “fifteen to twenty in Leavenworth” were like distant seagulls, surfing thermals somewhere they could not touch his overcooked brain.

“I want to fuck,” whimpered Casey. “Oh, fuck, I’m so fucking drunk.” A shiver went through him. “And horny,” he added.

The shiver turned into a shimmy when Merc smiled at him.

She put her face to his neck, biting at him.

Merc growled: “That’s the spirit, Raincrow. I’m sober. I’ll drive. Come on, gorgeous.”

On the way out the door, Casey saw that the table of four had been vacated. He didn’t care.

Merc’s bike was outside -- a jacked-up Ducati. Merc took an extra helmet out of her hard-sided saddlebag and slid it over Casey’s grinning face, and flipped down the visor. Merc rode like a maniac, but she had a steady hand. Casey spent the couple of miles to Merc’s apartment holding on for dear life, but he didn’t mind. The helmet provided a comforting cocoon.

#

Merc parked the bike on the side stand outside an ancient Georgian in Old Town. She took off Casey’s helmet and let it dangle from her pinkie as she unhitched her jangling keys from her belt, unlocked the front door and guided Casey down a large hardwood hallway before sliding her own helmet off. Both helmets hit the hardwood floor as Merc pushed Casey through the nearest door. The bedroom was lit by the faint glow of purple-UV chaser lights that tangled around the canopy of a black metal bondage bed. Casey went down easy.

Casey had an immaculate view as Merc pulled off her white wife-beater and tossed it at him. Merc’s small, hard tits were perfect. Black tattoos crisscrossed her broad, muscled shoulders: Network schematics. Black widows infested them, hourglass shapes on their back, orange-red, the ink highlighted in white and glowing like metal in her skin under Merc's bedside UV lamp.

Merc unhitched the CSA belt, unzipped her tight leather pants, and started for the bed.

Casey's internal stimulators were going nuts. He could feel the vaginal simulator sleeve, deep in his ass, lubricating even has his flattened cock throbbed under the illusory pubic mound.

Under the leather pants, Merc wore a jock strap. She pulled it down and a big cock popped out, foreskin and everything. It matched Merc’s skin tone and was already stiff, the tip peeking out of the tight embrace of the realistic foreskin.

Holy shit, Casey thought. It’s fuckin’ SynthSkin.

Casey reached for Merc. His arms went around her hips. Merc straddled Casey and bent down to kiss him hard. Casey’s hand came forward smoothly and cupped Merc’s SynthSkin cock. He gripped the shaft and reached into her jockstrap, feeling the place where the flesh of her SynthSkin balls melded to her vulva in just the same way Casey’s suit transitioned just inside his mouth. Casey got it, now. The device was a “V”, a plug thrust inside her.

What purpose could this damn thing possibly serve in the business of national security?

With the suit’s sensory circuits firing double-time, Casey didn’t care. He kissed his way down Merc’s hard belly and took the SynthSkin device into his mouth. It felt exactly like cock. It even tasted … good. Casey began to bob urgently, feeling a surge of the suit’s response system with every slick thrust of the hard shaft through its lips and into his mouth. While Casey sucked her cock, Merc reached her long arms down Casey’s back and unzipped his fuck-me dress. Casey was so lost in sucking her cock that the dress was off him and on the floor before he even knew it was gone.

The cock swelled and grew and changed in shape to adjust to Casey’s mouth. He felt it narrowing, lengthening; he opened wide and found himself taking it down his throat. It was easier than he had thought it would be, and from the way Merc's eyes rolled back in her head, she liked it. Did this thing feed sensation back to Merc just like the Mark V did to Casey? After she started to moan, Casey knew that was exactly what it did.

Merc bit her lip and cried out. Her hips rose against the thrusts of Casey’s mouth. She let out a long, low moan and Casey felt the SynthSkin cock pulsing in his mouth. Suddenly he felt a squirt down the back of his throat; Merc was coming in his mouth!

Casey had never sucked cock, but he’d tasted his own come before. This stuff was so realistic that it could have passed as semen almost anywhere but under a microscope. Casey never would have known the difference if he hadn’t already been aware that Merc was wearing a prosthesis. With his pumped-up response cycle, he loved the texture, taste, smell, and the warmth. It made the suit’s SynthSkin shell ripple with pleasure, and Casey’s underneath it, in tandem.

Jizz ran out of his mouth, down his chin, onto his tits, onto Merc’s prosthetic cock.

“I should have warned you,” Merc panted.

“Don’t worry,” Casey said. “I just wanna fuck.”

Merc grinned. “It doesn’t get soft. No refractory period.”

Casey almost fainted. “Viva tech,” he said, climbing up onto Merc’s body.

Casey shivered as he took off his bra. Merc’s pants came off easy, but not the jock strap. She took Casey’s panties down. Casey sprawled, nude, on the bed, spreading his legs as Merc crawled on top of him, cock hard. Casey wrapped both legs around Merc, settled the tip of the SynthSkin cock at his suit's entrance, and pulled her in. 

Casey cried out as Merc’s cockhead slid its way inside him. His back arched as she pushed deeper. Casey felt like every neuron in his body was overloaded, but he wanted more. This was heaven.

Casey pressed his lips up to Merc’s as she started to fuck him rhythmically. Casey writhed and thrust up against her, pushing his body up onto her. Merc’s movements quickened. Casey’s arms and legs tightened around her. He clung as tightly to Merc as the suit clung to him.

Casey came just seconds before she did. Again, the cock pulsed and spurted. Casey did not think about what he was putting in his body until he was filled with it. Was it operationally functional? Could you deploy a chemical agent this way? Casey didn’t care. All he could feel was a deep, warm, wet sensation inside him... and he would have sworn the internal sleeve was in his pussy, not in his ass. Anatomically impossible, but convincing as hell. The Mark V was a goddamn fucking miracle.

Merc rolled off of Casey and pushed up onto his side. She spooned him. One arm went under Casey’s body, the other over; Casey felt Merc pushing two fingers up into his slick, runny pussy.

“Moan for me,” Merc growled into Casey's ear.

Casey could hardly refuse. Her fingers pumped into him, the edge of her hand pushing up against the suit’s perfect, responsive clit. Merc’s nails were manicured, her fingers smooth. More importantly, she knew the suit's configuration as well as Casey did. Or maybe she knew women's bodies; of which the Mark V clearly knew as well.

Casey felt sensation build and sizzle through his SynthSkin-flattened mons veneris, where his cock was hiding. The sensations were intense. His insides still quivered and spasmed from his recent orgasm. 

Merc pushed her fingers in harder, fingering Casey roughly.

“Moan louder,” Merc ordered.

Casey tried his best. He humped against her hand, his pleasure mounting as Merc finger-fucked him.

Merc grabbed the bottle of lube from the nightstand and slicked up the head of her cock. Casey felt her other hand probing his crack -- or the suit’s crack -- and then he felt her cock, still hard, pushing up into his ass.

Casey’s eyes rolled back as Merc double-penetrated him -- two fingers up in his pussy, cock in his ass. Only then did she get him to moan as loud as she wanted... needed.

Only then could she whisper in his ear:

“They’re always listening. When you play with the government's toys, expect them to pay attention. Get this skinsuit back in the locker by Monday, and check with me next time you want to hook up. You might say I get a pass on in-the-field tests, in return for good data. Check with me next time. And, Raincrow... there will be a next time... won’t there?”

Casey came like crazy; Merc and the suit had turned him into a real screamer.

Maybe he gave Jack Newton and Mike Stanley some hearing damage. He sure hoped so.

#

It wasn’t until a lot later, near dawn, after Casey fell asleep in Merc’s arms, still wearing the suit, that he shivered awake and saw the silver of Merc’s silver belt buckle glimmering purple in the UV light that it hit him, all of a sudden. CSA: Code Safety Alliance.

Mercury Black was a double. The kind of double who flaunted it... and she still walked soft through the night, with the Keystone Cops none the wiser.

Casey felt a warm sensation. He snuggled back, deeper, into Mercury Black’s muscled arms. She felt warm.

Casey fell asleep again, nice and easy, wrapped in the safety of SynthSkin and flesh.


"The Serum" first appeared in Master and Sissy. Deception Press, 2014. Copyright © 2014 by the author. Used by permission of the author. All rights reserved.

The Serum by Britney Jordan

I’m in the hospital, but a very special kind of hospital. They're helping me deal with my "marital problems," see? That's what Isabelle wanted, and once she'd convinced me, I wanted it, too. The "treatment" has made a big difference already. And I love it more and more every day.

It's a yummy treatment. See, all day long, I jack off and fuck myself in my hospital bed, while guys time zones away pay to watch. That's how I’m paying for my treatment, see? Isn't that smart?

The camera is mounted on the frame of the hospital bed. It's pointed right at me, at just the right angle so it shows the strange men everything.

There's a little display screen next to the camera. I don't watch TV on it -- LOL! I don't even watch porn. No, the screen is there so I can see what the guys watching me say in the chat room. 

It's all dirty stuff. About what a hot hard little sissy fuckhole faggot I am. I like that. I really, really like that.

There are always more comments flooding in when I fuck myself really vigorously. I do that a lot, because I like to please the strange men. I spread my shaved legs real wide -- the nurses come in and shave them every couple of days -- so my fans can get the right angle on my smooth, pretty legs as I pump myself up and down on the really big black dildos.

And when I say they're big cocks, I mean really big. Sometimes, like, fourteen or fifteen inches, and really big around. The cocks I fuck myself on are always chocolate-brown, and exquisitely realistic. They always have visible veins and really big cockheads. 

Dr. Reynaud wouldn’t have it any other way. Neither would Isabelle. She doesn't visit me here in the Clinic as often as she did, but she still comes by sometimes. She and Dr. Reynaud re on total agreement as to my "course of treatment," and it includes pleasing the guys who watch my webcam shows in any way they want. They both say the guys all like me to fuck really big chocolate-brown dicks. They love it when I stretch my ass open, spread open wide on my hospital bed.

Dr. Reynaud and Isabelle say it's very important to please the strange men. They say that they pay for the privilege of watching, and that's why there's money to cover my stay here at the Marital Gender Clinic.

Isabelle says it's very expensive here. My wife says I've got to be a good girl and fuck my ass good for the strange men, really stretch it out. She says I need to keep fucking my asshole and jacking my dick real good for the strange men.

And Dr. Raynaud says so, too. He says it's a very important part of my "treatment" to please the men. Not just to make money, but to learn how to please a real man.

So I do that. I do what the nurses and Dr. Raynaud and Isabelle tell me. I fuck my ass and I stroke off my cock and I do nasty things to my tits, even nastier as they get bigger and bigger -- I think they're gonna be C-cups soon. I can't wait! I'll have more titty to abuse, with clothespins and clamps and stuff. The guys really love to see me abuse my tits.

But you wanna know a secret? I don't only do it to please them. I don't only do it so they'll help to cover my stay here. I do it because I fucking like it. I mean, I really like it. I love to fuck myself onto big chocolate-brown dildos, and I love to hurt my big, hot tits.

And I really love to jack off my cock, now that Dr. Reynaud has made it big enough to show off. I love jerking off even though I can't cum.

Sometimes when I'm really getting into fucking myself, I turn over and get on my hands and knees. I point my ass at the camera, and I have to reach back to shove the dick in to me doggy style.

That isn't easy, 'cause my arm gets tired; those cocks are so big and so heavy that they're hard to hold, even with the wide bases with their realistic balls that they tend to have. I point my smooth, shaved ass at the camera and fuck myself onto those really big dicks. Isabelle says the guys like it doggy-style. They like to see me down on my knees like a fuckwhore.

Sometimes, I'll doo bondage shows, because Isabelle says those are very profitable. More importantly, Dr. Reynaud says I should learn to be a submissive bondage slut, too, not just a cock-obsessed jackoff girl.

So that's why the nurses come in and make me do bondage shows. I like it, but I’m glad they're here to remind me it's time. 

One of the nurses is a makeup artist; Dr. Reynaud says it's very important for my makeup to be done every day, so I look nice and pretty for the guys. He says that's the only way I'll learn to be a good girl. He says makeup is almost as important to my "treatment" as my long, blonde hair is. I was never blonde before, but Dr. Reynaud says all bimbo slut sissy cocksucker faggots are blonde. And they all love bondage, he says.

I guess it's true; I mean, I know I’m blonde now, and I know I really love bondage. I like doing bondage shows.

See, after one of the nurses puts some eye makeup on me, they'll put me in medical restraints. They spread my legs, strapping my ankles to the hospital bed, and cuff my wrists down. Then sometimes they put one of those medical muzzles on me -- you know, like that movie with the psycho who escapes from prison and stuff by eating a guy? Oh, it's so perverted to use that on me! But the bondage freaks love it. Isabelle says that I get lots of tips on the site when I wear that muzzle thing. And it looks so fucking hot with my eye makeup all fluorescent blue eyeshadow and then heavy black mascara that runs as I struggle to take big black dick in my ass!

Because, yeah, of course, that happens -- every bondage show features cock, because why would it not? I mean, I'd go fucking crazy if I had to spend a whole hour without a big dick in my ass, right? 

So the nurses will lube up the biggest of the silicone chocolate-brown cocks I fuck regularly. They'll put this medical strap around the mattress of my hospital bed, so the dick stands up straight. Then they'll help me lift my ass up high, and position the head right at my entrance, so I can fuck myself onto it. The only real problem is that I can't jack off as I fuck myself.

And I really love to jack off as I fuck myself.

I mean, I was always ashamed to jerk off my dick before, right? When I was Brett. I was ashamed to let women see it. Isabelle says it's no wonder I was ashamed. She says I should be. It was so small. 

But Dr. Reynaud fixed that, with the "serum" they shoot my balls up with every morning. It's made my dick really big. Just like it's changed me inside -- changed my mind, I mean. It's made me want this. Really, really want this. Really want big black dick in my ass.

And that's why I'm so happy here. I get to fuck myself all day long onto big black dick, and to jack off my cock. Now that it's big and I’m proud of it, I fucking love to jack it. Even though I can't cum, it feels so good to show it off and know that other men, real men, are watching me jack it on webcam, and they're jerking off their real cocks. Only they get to spurt.

But I bet you most of them don't have dicks nearly as big as mine. That's what Dr. Reynaud did for me. I mean, now it's like really big. It's, like, crazy. When I was Brett -- ha ha, can you believe I ever called myself that? -- I used to have this really small dick. Now that the doctors at the Marital Gender Clinic are helping Isabelle "fix" me, they've helped me lots. My cock is huge. Don't get me wrong, it's not as big as the cocks that I fuck myself with, and it sure isn't brown so it can't ever be as fuckin' sexy (everyone knows black dick is the best). But it's like seven inches, and kinda narrow, with a little curve. I would suck it if I could bend myself over, but with these big titties I've got now, I can't quite get more than just the tip in my mouth. I would suck my own cock, all the way to the base, if I could; I would suck it and eat my own cum. That's what a big cumslut I am. I'd fucking love to eat my own cum.

But I can't cum, not with that serum that the nurses shoot into my balls every morning.

That's the "wonder drug" that augmented my size, from the two and three quarters inches that I had as "Brett" -- hee hee, I still can't believe I ever used that name! -- to the seven-plus I've got now, as Britney. It also gave me these hot, sexy tits. I don't know why, it just does. For some reason, the serum alters me in all these super-hot ways. It changed my hormones so I feel different. And I grew these titties, these beautiful titties. Oh, God, I love them...I fucking love touching them.

Also, when I went on the serum, there were mental changes. I get all confused sometimes, now, and I feel real submissive and, yeah, okay, maybe I'm kinda ditzy. 

But I mean, what do you expect? I'm totally horny all the time. How can I think straight? I really, really want cock, totally 24/7. Even when I sleep, which is usually from like 4 a.m. until 8 a.m., when my shows start, I dream about cock. I just dream about fucking gulping down giant black dicks, while some big huge hard black guy fucks my ass or, like, maybe just eats my ass out with his gorgeous mouth and his tongue shoving up there. In my dreams, no one ever touches my dick, not even me. It just flops and bounces there, up against my belly, some of the time. Other times, in my dreams, I don't have one at all. I have a cunt. 

But I don't want a cunt. Isabelle and Dr. Reynaud both keep on telling me if I'm a good girl, I can get my thing cut off. But I tell them I don't want it cut off. They both laugh and say I need more treatment. Dr. Reynaud says once he increases my dose next week, I'll sing a different tune.

That scares me a little. Will I really want my thing cut off, now that it's so big and hard and guys want to suck it?

I mean, I kinda like having a dick, now that it's big enough to please a woman. I mean, not that Isabelle would ever let me fuck her, but I like to know that it's big enough. So do the guys who watch my webcam shows, you know? They want a big dick, not some little sissy dick like I had when I was Brett. And I didn't even have tits, then. So why should I cut off my thing now, when I can be proud of it -- almost as proud as I am of my new tits?

Maybe I'll feel different after I fuck myself some more. Mmmm, that feels good.

I love fucking myself. It's nice to be here at the Clinic, where I don't have to do anything at all except that. Dr. Reynaud says it's helping me get better fast. The more I show off for "real men," the faster he says he'll be able to "fix" me.

I keep telling him I don't want to be "fixed" -- I mean, not all the way. I beg him not to cut my thing off.

Sometimes Dr. Reynaud laughs when I say that. He gently caresses my face, almost like he actually likes me. That gets me hot. I really like the idea of being more than just a patient to him. I mean, that's what Isabelle is, right? Since I came in for treatment, they totally started dating. She's gone all the way with him. And I'm not even jealous. I mean, let me take that back -- I'm totally jealous. Jealous of her! I mean, Dr. Reynaud is so fucking cute. He's hot as hell. I'd totally suck his dick if he'd let me.

And maybe he will someday. When I offer to do it, he always says no. I offer to suck his dick often... I just can't help myself. Sometimes I beg. Sometimes I say, "Please, Doctor?"

He always says he only fucks girls, but I just keep on asking. I really can't help myself.

Finally, one day, he says:

"I'll make you a deal, Britney. Let me take your treatment all the way, and you'll get what you want. Let me make you a girl -- a real girl, with a pussy and everything -- no, tell you what, if you beg me to make you a girl -- I'll do more than let you just give me a blowjob."

That really drives me crazy, and I fuck myself ever more vigorously on to the big black dick I'm on just then.

I moan and say, "Yeah, doctor? What do you mean, Doctor? You mean, like... you'd fuck me?"

He pets my hair as he tells me: "If you let me put a pussy where that little cock used to be, I'll do more than just fuck you, Britney. I'll treat you the way a woman should be treated. I'll take you out on a real date, to a really nice restaurant. I'll treat you like a woman, because that's what you'll be. I'll wine you and dine you... and then I'll take you back to my place, just like I did your wife, by the way..."

"Ohhhhh!" I moan, fucking myself harder onto big black dick and jacking my cock violently for the camera. It always turns me on when he tells me the story of how he fucked Isabelle on their first date, a date they made supposedly to discuss my case. I guess they didn't do much discussing; Dr. Reynaud says he had her panties off in the restaurant, before dessert.

Dr. Reynaud continues: "And then, Britney, once I've got you home, with a few glasses of wine in you, and I've kissed you and touched you and felt how fucking wet and ready you are, I'll take you up to my bedroom..."

I cry out in pleasure. "Yes, Doctor, please...oh please, Doctor..."

He says: "Then I'll undress you... I'll strip you naked...I'll kiss you, I'll touch you all over... I'll take you to bed... I'll let you suck my cock..."

I moan louder and louder, fucking myself wildly. The webcam chat is going crazy, but I’m not about to take the time to read it -- not now!

"Then when you've got me good and hard, Britney, I'll push you onto your back... I'll climb on top of you... I'll spread your legs...wide..."

I thrash back and forth as I fuck myself. "Yes, Doctor, yes, yes," I moan.

Dr. Reynaud grabs his crotch as I talk. I see he's erect, his slacks bulging. I've never felt so happy. 

He says: "...then I'll put this right up to your pussy...I'll tease you a little...kiss you...and then, Britney, know what I'll do?"

I'm incapable of speech, I'm fucking myself so hard. I've gone cross-eyed and stupid.

"I'll pop your cherry, Britney. I'll fuck your brains out."

I cum. I don't know how it happens... it's not supposed to. The serum prevents me from cumming, but somehow it just happens anyway. Hot strings of cum blast up out of my hard dick and spew wet and slick all over my tits. Some of it even hits me in the face. Pleasure blasts through me. I cum so hard I start to cry, tears of joy rolling mascara-black down my cheeks.

"Doctor," I whimper. "What happened?"

Dr. Reynaud dabs his fingers in the rivers of cum running over my tits. I blasted buckets.

He feeds me cum, sliding his jizzy fingers between my red-painted lips.

He says, "What happened, Britney, is that you've reached a very important point in your treatment. Now is the time." His cummy hand slides down, caresses my jizzy tits, then moves down my flat belly and seizes my half-erect cock.

His fingers wrap around my balls, and he draws a suggestive line behind them, from my asshole to my balls with his middle finger.

"I'll put it right here, Britney. Right here's where your pussy will go. All you have to do is beg me a little."

I think about having a pussy -- so Dr. Reynaud can make good on his promise. I want it more than anything in the world.

But fear grips me, suddenly.

I say: "I don't know, Doctor."

His hand comes away. He sighs sadly.

He turns away and ignores me. "Nurse?" There's one right outside of my room, in the hall, maybe waiting... hell, maybe she was even watching. Dr. Reynaud is hot. I'd creep around and watch him talk, if they'd let me.

He leaves the room. Tears roll down my cheeks, heavy and black with mascara. Why did I say "I don't know"? I should have begged him... I should beg him now...

But I don't. I just keep fucking myself on that big chocolate-brown realistic dildo, jacking my half-hard erection... till it starts to stiffen again. The serum at work. I play with my tits.

I hear Dr. Reynaud's voice in the hall. He's not talking quietly. He wants me to hear.

"Double her morning dose," he says. "She's going to change soon, but she's not there yet. She's reached the ejaculatory phase. Once her CSPs are normal..." Then there's a bunch of weird, medical gobbledy-gook. I don't even listen to the words, I just listen to his voice, thinking about how dreamy it is and how nice it's going to be to hear him whispering my name and talking dirty to me when he takes my virginity.

I hear the nurse say, "Yes, Doctor. See you tomorrow."

Then Dr. Reynaud is gone, without saying goodbye.

Am I just a patient to him? I don't know yet. But I'll do what he wants. What he wants and what Isabelle wants. I'm going to beg him. I want to go all the way.

But for now...I just keep stroking and pumping my ass up and down on the dildo.

The screen shows the chat going wild. I wipe up the cum on my tits and lick it off my fingers. I fuck myself faster and jack my cock for them. I’m fully hard, again, and it feels like heaven.
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Just Visiting by Brett Olsen

I shudder awake and feel it around me. All at once, it hits me: I’m in Haley Jacobs’ body!

Her gorgeous body... and it feels good.

I’m still partly numb from the Transfer, but I can feel Haley’s sweet body all over me. Through the fog of the sleeping pill I gave her, I feel the weight of her tits on my chest, the slimness of her hips embraced by the soft, silky sheets, the wideness of her hips, the soft swish of her legs as I wriggle and shiver, becoming aware of her body. 

Correction: My body, for now... for at least the next couple of hours.

I fumble my hands down Haley’s front and feel her. I guess she doesn’t sleep naked. I figured her for a nude sleeper, but she’s apparently not. She’s got some kind of a nightie on. I lift the sheet.

Wow... holy shit... it’s a sexy nightie, light fabric sprinkled with lace. It’s a baby-doll. It’s loose up top on her double-D rack, tighter at the waist, and loose, flaring over the hips and down to Haley’s upper thighs... to allow easy access, I guess. She’s also wearing a matching G-string, but there’s not much to it.

My hands rove over Haley’s body. I feel that she’s wearing stockings, too. Damn! What a kinky, hot slut my younger housemate is! She wears stockings and a baby doll nightie to bed? This is one kinky slut I’ve had living next to me! I lift the bedding and look down at Haley’s gorgeous body and see that the stockings are sexy white stay-ups, sheer, with seams down the back. They’ve got lace bands at the top embellished with pink flowers. They look very virginal, their innocence accentuating Haley’s hot, fuckable body and how slutty her see-through baby doll nightie makes her look. I feel hot.

Mmmm... then I discover something even better...

When I run my fingertips over her throat, I feel something around it... something leather... something that buckles.

Haley wearing a dog collar, I realize. This is really one hot, kinky slut whose body I’ve taken over for the night!

With every touch I give Haley’s body, I have more appreciation for her beauty, her hotness, her sluttiness. Oh, she is so fucking fuckable. I want to get a better look at her, but I’m still groggy and sleepy. Everything’s blurry and shadowed. But I can feel her body on me, all over me, against my hands. I explore her aggressively. I feel her tits. They’re glorious. I caress her nipples. They stiffen instantly. Blinking up into the darkness, I become exquisitely aware of every neuron in Haley Jacobs’ gorgeous nineteen-year-old body. I feel her flesh encompassing me like a welcoming cocoon. I feel her neurons surrounding my mind. They feed sensory input deep into my own neurons... my mind... I guess maybe what you’d call my soul.

Or maybe there is no soul, like Professor Bolton says. Maybe what I feel is just Haley’s fingers and flesh, nipples and skin, transmitting signals to my brain. My physical body is in my bed, just past the thin plaster wall, just a few feet away. Having a bedroom next door to Haley’s has made this whole thing a lot more exciting than if I was downstairs next to Ray or Tank.

I feel nothing of my own physical body. It’s detached entirely. If everything is going right, it should be paralyzed, slumbering. My head is embraced by the DelVecchio Helmet, detaching all of my conscious mind-body connections, allowing me to project the way Professor Bolton taught me.

The difference? Professor Bolton says it’s only been done in a lab. He only allows us to try in a lab. No amount of arguing will convince him, I know. That’s why I had to be pretty sly to slip the helmet out of the lab and bring it home for the weekend. If Professor Bolton wasn’t out of town at the International Neuroscience Conference, I never would have gotten away with it.

As long as the DelVecchio Helmet stays there buckled to my head -- and there is no reason it should move, barring an earthquake or meteor strike -- everything will go exactly as planned. I’ll relax here in Haley’s bed, spend a few sleepy hours in her body. I’ll use my hands on her tits, her belly, her legs. I’ll touch myself. I’ll spend a few hours “exploring” her. Maybe I’ll get up and look at her naked body in the mirror. Hell, maybe I’ll even take a few pictures! I know I shouldn’t, but... part of me wants to tiptoe down the hall into my bedroom to grab my phone. A few selfies of hot Haley would provide some truly cherished wank fodder through the long, hard weeks ahead as I worked to complete my Master’s degree. Normally, Haley will barely give me the time of day -- unless she wants something. To her, I’m a complete nerd. A hot blonde sophomore with a rack like hers doesn’t need a dweeby grad student like me trying to sneak peaks at her and trying not to drool as she saunters out of the bathroom and down the hall wearing nothing but a towel way too small to hide her hot naked body.

But now, I don’t have to “sneak peaks” at Haley, do I? I feel her... I touch her... I let my hands wander. I stretch and squirm, taking deep breaths and feeling the weight of my breasts expand as my chest rises and falls. I still can’t see much; I wait for my eyes to adjust as my fingers work across her tits. I feel them. They’re huge.

I decide I’m going to have some real fun with Haley’s body.

Why not? I’ve got anywhere from three to six hours with Haley’s hot body at my disposal. Why not have fun with it?

I know the answer, of course. In the DelVecchio Transfer “code of ethics” Professor Bolton taught us, it’s wrong to “exploit” the “target.” But Professor Bolton does not know I’m doing this; hell, he would hardly believe me if I told him! He thinks that it takes a full-powered DelVecchio helmet to be able to make the switch into an unknowing -- and presumably unwilling -- target. But ever since I was singled out by my test scores last year and invited to join the Neurotransfer Project, I’ve suspected that I have a knack for the Transfer that no one else has.

With my mind safely ensconced in Haley Jacobs’ body, I know that I was right all along. I’m the first person on record to attempt a transfer outside the lab -- and succeed.

I start to take my reward.

Haley has exquisitely sensitive nipples. I caress them gently at first, increasing the pressure until I feel my hunger mounting. Back in my body, I was already intensely horny. I’m a young, healthy man of twenty-three; I jerk off at least three times a day. With how nervous I was sneaking the helmet out of the lab, I haven’t rubbed one out in a whole week. That’s simply unheard of!

I guess my horniness has transferred to Haley’s body, along with my mind. That, or Haley is one horny slut, and she’s worked up already.

I feel a hunger for pleasure and pain. I don’t quite understand it, but I really want it. With my right hand, I pinch and twist Haley’s nipples. I feel my back arch, my shapely butt pressing into the soft bed as my legs open wide. My left hand finds its way down Haley’s body automatically, zeroing in right on her cunt. I feel a rush as my fingers touch smooth, hairless flesh. Haley shaves, apparently. She shaves that pussy... or maybe she waxes. If she shaves, she does a very meticulous job. My pussy’s smooth as silk. She’s left it perfectly hairless for me. If she waxes, well... from what I’ve heard about getting your pussy waxed, Haley must be into pain. And from what I’ve heard through the thin walls of this ancient Victorian, Haley is into pain. I’ve heard the smacking, the slapping, the squealing of her girly voice. I’ve heard her cry out while fuckbuddies spank her, probably over their knees. I don’t even know who Haley is fooling around with. I’ve never seen her let a guy upstairs and into her room. As far as I know, she doesn’t even have a boyfriend. But there’s no mistaking the sounds of rough sex, spanking, gagging and slapping I’ve heard wafting through the walls. I guess she’s kind of a private person... but I can already feel something inside her body that tells me Haley likes it rough.

I think it’s one of the reasons I couldn’t get Haley out of my mind. I’m not proud to admit that I jerk off sometimes listening to her get her butt spanked in here. But what am I supposed to do? When a hot girl like Haley has loud sex, a guy like me can’t help but listen!

And now, I could have some hot sex of my own with Haley... solo sex, sure, but that’s what I wanted. I wasn’t about to violate the code of ethics so much as to get up and walk Haley’s body into my room and fuck my sleeping body... I had less than no interest in being with a guy, even myself. Being alone with Haley’s hot body was all that I wanted or needed.

I gasp as I start to rub the fingers of my left hand up and down in Haley’s wet slit. She is gushing, too turned on for it to be just my arousal... my hot blonde slut housemate was obviously wet as a faucet when she retired for the night. There’s even, already, a wet spot under her butt. That excites me still more. I feel the pleasure of my hardening clit and nipples, my moistening pussy, pulsing through my body.

I push two of Haley’s slim, narrow fingers up into my pussy.

Haley’s young cunt is tight, that’s for sure -- so exquisitely tight!

I realize that I’m using my left hand to finger-fuck myself; of course! Haley is left-handed, I realize. I’m right-handed. This must mean something for handedness research... maybe it proves some kind of body-memory habit or something.

Just now, I don’t care the slightest. All I want is to feel more fingers up inside Haley’s tight cunt. I push in three of them, feeling her tight pussy stretch as I force them up to the knuckle. I start humping myself against the thrusts of my hand, my lithe body undulating as I pinch my nipples and moan. I moan louder than I’ve ever heard Haley moan before; and why not? I’m the one next door, so there’s no chance she’ll disturb anyone. Hell, the floor below us is all-male, and I know for a fact that they don’t mind hearing their hot housemate moan like a banshee in heat when she fucks...

So I really go crazy. I kick the covers off, sit up and pull my fingers out of my crotch. I bring them to my mouth and slide my fingers in my mouth. I start to lick Haley’s juices. The taste is musky and erotic. It makes my arousal surge still more.

I feel my hand moving automatically. I barely know what it’s doing. Before I realize it, my hand has disappeared into the upper drawer of Haley’s nightstand.

It comes out holding a big silicone cock.

I whimper, moan and shiver as I start to suck it. I prop the ballsy base between my tits, feeling the cock’s impressive weight and thickness as my hand disappears for a second time... like it knows where to go, or like Haley is partially here, helping me find things that she can find automatically, in the dark, without looking. My hand moves with disturbing assuredness as it comes out holding a pair of tight nipple clamps connected by a silver chain. I know they’re tight because I put them on, quickly, cinching them hard on my firm, peaked pink nips. I cry out as I twist the screws on the side to release the tension on the chain-side, increasing the painful pinch on my nipples. It becomes so intense my eyes roll back in my head and I cry out at the top of my lungs... or of Haley’s lungs. My tits hang out of my baby-doll nightie. I wrap my hands around the wide, realistic base of the silicone cock. The base consists of sculpted balls that augment the dildo’s realism. 

I bring the dildo to my mouth. I open wide. I begin to suck it.

The cock is exquisitely anatomical, with ridges and veins and even a sculpted pisshole. It’s also shockingly huge. I can’t believe a petite girl like Haley could fit this thing into her. But my body seems to know the way, and the giant thing slides right into my mouth. Soon, I’m drooling all over it, tipping my head back and pushing the head against my throat. The back of my throat spasms. I gag. Drool spills out of my pretty mouth and down my chin. I feel a surge of arousal. I realize there’s a mirror on the nightstand. I turn it toward me. It catches the light of the moon. I see Haley’s phone, too. I reach for it... thumb my way to the photo app... look up into the camera and snap a few low-light pictures of me -- that is, Haley -- with a huge, dark silicone dick in my mouth. I flip on the video setting and start the camera. I capture footage of Haley’s pretty face and swelling neck as I look up into the phone cam and force the big dildo all the way down my throat.

When I finally come up for air, I can’t stop sucking the dick, I’m so fucking turned on. I’m terrified of putting it in me... but I know I need it. I want it. I’ve got to have cock inside me, and soon. I can barely get my shaking hands to complete the thumb-strokes necessary to text the photos and video of my cocksucking adventure from Haley’s phone to my phone. I know that I’ll need to delete the outgoing message later... but right now, I don’t care. I just want to suck cock and get fucked.

I turn back toward the mirror on her nightstand. I watch as I suck the silicone cock and drool all over myself. In the moonlight, I can see everything, now that my eyes have adjusted. I’m so lost in excitement that I barely care when the shadow crosses the big grey disc of the moon -- until I realize what it is.

It’s a man, in my window! I feel waves of hot terror attacking me, overwhelming me. Haley’s body feels paralyzed. I draw my breath to scream, but the man is already through the open window, lunging onto the bed. He grabs my wrist. The dildo falls, splatting wetly on the hardwood floor. The big man’s other hand goes across my mouth and silences my scream. I struggle, but it is no use. His hand moves down off of my mouth and onto my throat. He starts to choke me a little, or threaten to; that’s what keeps me from screaming.

The stranger growls: “Couldn’t wait for me, could you, slut? I’ll make you pay for that.”

I feel a shocking wave of relief as I hear his familiar voice. It’s DeAndre, a guy I know Haley knows from around campus. He’s known for fucking a whole lot of girls. He fucked my girlfriend, Belinda, last year -- before I even got in her pants. I’ve seen him and Haley hanging around, but I never dreamed Haley was cheap, sleazy, tacky and slutty enough to get with DeAndre. Worse yet, she even plays kinky games with him! What a whore!

DeAndre forces me down on the bed, his huge body pinning me down to the mattress. He overpowers me easily; there’s not much for me to fight back with. Haley is only about five-foot-two; DeAndre must be six-feet-four or maybe even bigger. He’s a football player. He’s the one in control here. Even if I couldn't feel the surging sense of excitement that tells me Haley has done this with him before, I would be helpless to stop it. I guess I could try to argue... but it all happens so fast!

DeAndre circles both of my wrists with his right hand, easily holding them high up in the small of my back. With his left hand, he pushes my face in Haley’s pillow. I smell her perfume and her sweat. 

DeAndre’s hand travels down my back, feeling my body. He reaches under me and feels my tits. He finds the nipple clamps.

“You fuckin’ kinky whore,” DeAndre growls. “You couldn’t even play virgin for me the way I asked. You know what I’m going to do to you as punishment, don’t you, slut?”

For the first time, I try to say something. My words are slurred; they’re barely comprehensible. I don’t know how to use Haley’s vocal cords, let alone her mouth. Sex appears to come quite naturally. Speaking, not so much.

“Please, baby,” I slur. “I’m tired. I’m not in the mood. I don’t think I want to do this after all--”

DeAndre silences me with a hard blow across my ass. His hand connects with the skirt of the baby doll nightie. I squeal and cry out.

“Careful, slut. You don’t want to wake that faggot roommate of yours. You wake him up and he’ll probably jerk off. You want that faggot jerking off to the sound of you getting it hard from behind?”

Before I can answer, DeAndre yanks up the skirt of my baby doll nightie. He spanks me again and again, until I’m twisting, writhing, struggling to free myself from his weight and his power. The sting rages up through Haley’s body and the pulsations rumble deep into her cunt. It feels good. My face reddens. I’m intensely humiliated to have this done to me by a guy who stole Belinda only a year ago.

“Please, baby,” I whimper. “I don’t think I can do this tonight.”

I guess this must be part of their role-play. DeAndre doesn’t just ignore me; he increases his aggression when I protest.

His hand disappears into Haley’s nightstand drawer. It comes out with a short length of rope. I feel the rope circling my wrists; it takes DeAndre only a moment to bind my wrists tightly. He’s quite a whiz with that rope. Before I can protest much more, his hand retrieves a ball-gag. He grabs my long blonde hair, forcing my head back. I cry out from the sudden pain. He shoves the ball-gag in my open mouth and quickly buckles it around my head. I feel the ominous snap of a padlock.

More rope comes out of Haley’s nightstand. I feel loops circling each of my ankles, secured to the bedframe, inescapable. In under a minute, DeAndre has me tied tight to the bed, my legs spread, my ass thrust in the air, my arms bound forearm-over-forearm in the small of my back.

DeAndre’s big hand caresses the back of my neck. Shivers and ripples run through me. He rubs my shoulders. His hand makes its way down my side to the small of my back, where he slides his hand up my baby doll nightie and tickles me. Then he feels my pussy through the soft thin silky fabric of my G-string.

He seizes hold of my baby doll nightie and pulls. I feel the spaghetti straps yanking at my shoulders, the tension of the fabric across my belly and tits. Then the fabric rips in numerous places at once; DeAndre rips the baby doll nighty away as if it were tissue. I cry out, but my shrieks of dismay are muffled by the ball gag.

Next, DeAndre grabs the sides of my G-sting and pulls even harder. I feel the strings digging into the flesh of my pussy, my hips, my ass, as DeAndre twists and rips. It takes a few good hard yanks before DeShawn rips the sodden fabric off of me.

I whimper in fear and arousal. I’m naked, now, or nearly so -- naked except for my sexy white stockings and the black leather dog collar I put on so DeAndre would know I was his slave.

DeAndre stands. His clothes come off. I watch him through the messy curtain of my falling blonde hair. I whimper behind the gag as I tremble in terror.

He drops his pants. His cock comes bouncing out, huge, hard and ready.

DeAndre climbs on the bed, seizing my hips and forcing me back against him. His hands rise and fall rhythmically, striking my ass on both cheeks. I squeal but the gag catches everything and muffles my sounds of pain. I feel DeAndre’s huge cock rubbing against my slit, teasing me open. He reaches down and parts my smooth cunt-lips. His fingers damn near crush my clit as he lifts me up and back onto him, fitting his dickhead into my snug notch.

He pushes into me. I feel like I’m about to be ripped in two. He thrusts his hips forward. His cockhead forces its way into me. He fucks his cock into me as deep as it will go -- right to the hilt. I feel my snug insides stretching painfully as DeAndre fills me up to the brim -- and beyond.

He starts to fuck me. My eyes roll back in my head. Pain mingles with pleasure. I can feel every thrust of his cock through my body, from pussy to throat and then rippling through every cell in my body. Drool runs out around my ball gag. My pillow is soaked.

“You know what to do, baby. You’re the one who keeps track of your cycle. Give me the signal if you want me to pull out before I cum, baby. Otherwise... you get it all, up inside you.”

I panic. I don’t know the signal! I realize with shock and horror that Haley must not be on the pill! Is she relying on that stupid rhythm method? Tracking the days of her cycle and making her boyfriends, lovers and fuckbuddies pull out on the days she’s most fertile? How the fuck am I supposed to know what her cycle is? Then again, even if I did, I don’t know the signal! What is it, some kind of finger thing? I’d better find it... oh, fuck, oh fuck, oh fuck!

I’m pushing myself up and back against DeAndre, forcing myself on his cock. I impale myself again and again, my eyes rolling back. Behind the ball gag, I shriek at the top of my lungs. My blonde hair falls over my face as my head undulates up and back and around. Drool runs out. Sweat covers me. I scream like hell into the ball gag as DeAndre punishes me with his cock.... pounding his huge organ into me again and again and again and again, hitting just the right spot to make me explode...

My first female orgasm is powerfully overwhelming. I can’t even believe how intense it is. As a man, I never experienced anything even remotely like this. I go crazy. I scream. I start fucking myself onto DeAndre, despite the increase in stretching pain as I punish my insides with the blunt force of his pounding dick. I feel his cockhead pounding my cervix, pushing up against the tender spots inside me as he sighs and groans in pleasure...

“Oh, yeah, baby, that’s what you want. You want it. You want that hot load in you. Here it comes, baby... good and deep. Take it!”

I try to get myself to stop pumping onto DeAndre, but I just can’t. My body’s instincts have taken over. I feel a hot wave of guilt as I detect the intense sensation of DeAndre’s giant cock spurting up in me... stream after stream after stream. DeAndre’s moans are gruff, manly. They make me feel even more dominated than ever.

He just keeps fucking into me, and I keep fucking back... for a very, very long time. He cums more than I ever dreamed a human male could cum. I mean... ten times as much as I squirt on my hand when I jerk off. It just goes on pulsing up into me, filling me up till it feels like my belly is swelling with it.

When DeAndre finally softens just enough to allow him to pull out, I feel my pussy stretched wide and gapped, lips separated by more than an inch. Shudders and spasms run through me as my helpless cunt tries to return to its previous state of tightness. But it can’t; it’s been stretched so wide, it remains open. I feel the wetness collect in thick, heavy beads at the stretched circle of my hole. A river starts to flow out of me.

DeAndre’s hand slips beneath me and catches the dense flow of semen. He switches hands and climbs on me, leaning hard on my petite body and bearing me down into the bed as he pushes his cum-covered hand in my face. He wipes it all over my face, smearing his cum through my hair.

“Yeah, baby. You love that cum, don’t you? I love it when we go all the way, baby. Bareback. Unprotected.” He gets slightly nervous. He growls: “You’re safe today, right, baby? Aren’t you? Aren’t you?”

What can I say? I have no idea! Desperately, I nod as I smell DeAndre’s seed all over me.

DeAndre growls in my ear: “Good, because I’ve got at least two more loads to dump in that hot tight fuckin’ hole of yours, baby.” He grinds his hips down and rubs his half-hard cock up the crack of my ass. It’s stiffening already. He’s getting hard again, after just a couple of minutes.

“Feel that, baby? It wants both of your holes, baby. Both of them.”

I feel his cockhead nudging the tight hole of my ass. My eyes widen. I whimper.

DeAndre starts to push into my ass... just as the room starts to fade and my sensations transform. With the painful stretch of Haley’s asshole as DeAndre enters me, I feel the recoil effect -- and I’m slammed into my own body, in my own bedroom.

Sprawled on my bed, naked and groggy, I feel the weight of the helmet around my head. I grope for the buckles... but instead of unfastening the helmet, my right hand finds my hard cock, instead. It’s throbbing. Despite the thick, drunken feeling in my head, I start to pump my cock furiously.

As I jerk off, I hear Haley’s moans from next door -- so loud that even the ball gag can’t muffle them. Was she awake in here? Could she know what I did?

I couldn't even begin to guess. I lose myself in the pleasure of hearing her moan in pleasure as her ass is stretched by DeAndre’s enormous dick. Then comes the creaking and slapping of the bed as DeAndre fucks Haley in the butt with increasing vigor. I hear the slapping of his body against hers, the bedsprings creaking as he slamfucks her anally.

My phone is beeping. I open it and see the texted photos of Haley sucking her dark-brown, realistic silicone cock... and the video, too, of her deep-throating it.

I realize that the text messages are still in Haley’s outgoing messages. She might find them. What would she think?

The slapping of DeAndre’s body against Haley’s becomes louder. Even the ball gag can’t hide the telltale howl of Haley’s explosive orgasm.

I moan in jealousy as I begin beating my cock harder. 

It only takes a few moments; my jizz spews out, warm and wet, all over my hand.

The scent of it sends a ripple of pleasure through me as I remember what it was like to have DeAndre’s seed all over my face.

I drift back into sleep as Haley and DeAndre fuck again... again... again. My hot housemate moans all the way through the night.

Each time Haley moans, I remember what it was like to be her... and get fucked.

The memory keeps me jerking my cock all through the night and into the morning.


 “Carbon Copy” first appeared in Femdom Triads. Deception Press, 2015. Copyright © 2015 by the author. Used by permission of the author. All rights reserved.

Carbon Copy by Billie French 

The first thing I noticed when I got home from work was the pile of shredded shipping material out on the front porch. It looked like it had been a pretty large box. The label was handwritten, the “from” field bearing only “J. J.” as the name, and some address in Atherton with a 408 area code on the phone number. Whatever the package was, it was a personal gift. It wasn’t some nasty pain toy.... or so I decided by the time I fumbled my keys out and stumbled inside, my cock, balls and nipples all aching.

When I entered the condo, I saw that both Jesse and Hunter were sprawled on the couch.

They were both wearing my underwear.

Or, rather, both my wife and her lesbian lover were wearing the underwear I used to wear, back before Jesse decided to make me cross-dress full-time. 

Both women were petite. I’m not an especially large man, in height or in girth. Hunter, at five-three and perhaps 105 pounds, was smaller than me by a bit. Jesse is two inches shorter than Hunter and weighs less than either of us. This means that my jockeys and tank tops fit her and Hunter both pretty well.

Except that both my Mistresses had enormous bulges in their jockey shorts.

They weren’t just regular strap-ons, though. They didn’t stick out rock-hard the way strap-ons do. They were more like cocks would be if they were soft... except they were way, way, too big to be soft-pack prosthetics or something like that. Something was weird here.

“Hey, baby,” Jesse smiled at me, running her hand over the front of her jockey shorts. “Hunter and I have been waiting for you! We got some new toys today! We’re going to try them out on you!”

“Yes, Mistress,” I said nervously. “I saw the packaging on the porch.”

“Oh, that’s just the box,” Jesse smiled. “The actual packaging’s over there. We have to put them away when we’re done with them. They’re self-cleaning, isn’t that awesome. They also regenerate their own cells.”

Jesse pointed to the island between kitchen and living room, where pair of large steel cylinders sat. They were about the size of small trash cans, and had thick black power cords coiling their way into the wall socket. Condensation dappled the silver surfaces on the outsides, but I could see the logo and legend: “Carbon Copy, LLC.”

I tried to smile; instead, I think I looked panicked.

“Carbon Copy,” I asked with measured innocence. “What’s that?”

“Haven’t you heard of it? Cloning technology... organ cloning, to be specific.”

Jesse smiled, rubbing her fingers across the front of her jockey shorts with mounting gusto.

“They clone cocks,” she continued. “Prosthetic cocks... and not just for poor guys who have been in bad accidents or whatever. They clone them for recreational use. For girls to, well... become guys, sort of... or chicks with dicks. Fuck, is that term offensive?”

“Totally,” Hunter smiled. “So offensive that it makes my dick hard. Could you say it again, while I call your husband a cocksucking sissy slut? Look at the way she’s drooling! She can’t take her eyes off them!”

Hunter and Jesse both laughed at me. I forced myself to look away, but it wasn’t easy... and it didn’t last. I couldn’t take my eyes off those mammoth cocks... because I knew if Hunter and Jesse were wearing them, waiting for me to come home... I was about to end up on the business end of at least one of them -- probably both.

Jesse waited for me to look back at her; my eyes naturally gravitated to her big dick, even more quickly than it did to her pretty tits in that clingy white cotton. Her nipples were very hard, as were Hunter’s, and both women’s tits were deliciously perfect. But as for novelty, they had nothing over those giant dicks... especially now that I knew they were cloned.

Jesse patted her half-erect member through the distended cotton. “These little babies have internal neural interfaces. They...mmm! Let’s just say they’re insertable. And look at these balls!”

Jesse pulled the crotch of her jockey shorts to the side, and I got the shock of my life.

She displayed a half-tightened human scrotum complete with a faint dusting of fur -- but, to my surprise, those balls were a dark chocolate-brown color, quite in contrast to Jesse’s milky-white skin. 

I could not see an even line where the prosthetic balls ended and Jesse began; it blended in to her flesh easily, but the effect was one of cognitive dissonance. Both Jesse and Hunter are white; Hunter tans a bit more than Jesse, but they’re both fairly pale. When Jesse and Hunter fuck me with strap-ons, they often wear black cocks -- by which I mean dark chocolate-brown. Both of them know all too well that this whole adventure started because I developed a fixation on seeing Jesse fucked by black guys. I don’t know what it is about it; it became kind of an obsession. Once Jesse tried it, that was just the start of my life as a cuckold. She would later make me her sissy. Once she decided to start dating women exclusively, it wasn’t long before my wife turned me into the humiliated sex slave to two emotionally and physically sadistic lesbian Dommes... her and Hunter, her now live-in girlfriend.

Or, at least, so I thought. As it turned out, they were no longer lesbians -- even Hunter wasn’t, which was pretty big news, given that she’d always happily claimed to hate men and get off on causing me pain not from erotic enjoyment but because she genuinely liked seeing men suffer. (That never stopped her from getting off hard on my tongue, or from masturbating herself to a squirting orgasm while she rode my face when I wore a dildo-gag... but Hunter often joked that was because I was really a little sissy, not a “man.”)

Anyway, When Jesse slid her hand up into the leg of Hunter’s jockeys and fondled her balls, I saw them, too; they were also dark brown, also very realistic, also lightly furred, and slightly looser than Jesse’s. But they were tightening up fast, as her also presumably chocolate-brown cock stiffened beneath the tortured white cotton fabric.

I don’t know how much you know about human testicles, but when a guy gets a boner, the nuts tighten up and get close to the body -- it’s about body heat, and just how hot it needs to be to facilitate sperm production and sperm survival. Jesse’s balls were shockingly realistic -- more realistic, even, than the balls on the new dildos she and Hunter had bought to strap on, all the better to fuck me. Those cocks -- and their highly realistic, “articulated” balls -- were made from those new flesh-like silicone compounds they use in hospitals to create prosthetics for accident victims and the like.

But deze nuts were far more realistic than that -- so realistic that while Jesse grabbed them and kneaded them, pulling them down, I swear I saw them breathe. They seethed a little, tightening up as Jesse’s dick stiffened inside her jockeys. I could see the white cotton starting to bulge more prominently as she massaged her balls with one hand and, with the other, rubbed the front of her white cotton underwear.

Jesse’s cock was getting so big that it strained my old jockeys to the breaking point. Hunter’s was not far behind it in terms of tumescence. They were both getting fully erect... in response to arousal, obviously, just as if they had real cocks.

My mouth hung open. I was staring like a yokel, not believing what I saw. Real cocks? Two of them? On my two Mistresses?

Hunter purred happily: “I guess today you turn bi, faggot.”

“Darling,” said Jesse. “Don’t be homophobic. Or transphobic. Or whatever. We’re still girls... even if we’re wearing real cocks.”

“But our little sissy is going to be sucking real cock,” laughed Hunter. “What does that make him, if not a pansy bisexual panty-wearing faggot?”

“I don’t know,” Jesse smiled. “A hot little sissy bitch cocksucker?”

“C-c-c-cloning?” I stuttered. “Um... neural interface? You mean... you feel what’s in that... um... those... um... those... wow. Those things look really big.”

“They are big,” said Hunter with bubbly pleasure, caressing my wife’s chocolate balls. “What were they, ten and a quarter inches or something?”

“Hunter! Eleven and a half, please! And eight and a quarter around... cause girth matters, dear.”

“Oh, I know that,” Hunter laughed. “Do you, Billie?”

“When a dick’s this big, girth definitely matters, baby. Don’t you remember, Hunter?”

“Oh, I remember,” purred Hunter. “But once it was in me, I lost my head for numbers. If you know what I mean.” This last part was directed at me, as if she were intending it as a direct threat. “How long should we wait till we fuck him?”

“I say a week,” Jesse said. She smiled and explained to me: “Hunter thinks we should ass-fuck you right now, baby. I said I wanted to wait and make you, well, anticipate it.”

Hunter made a pouty face, mocking me. “Poor, baby. Once you take big black dick up your tight asshole... you can’t pretend to be straight anymore! You’ll be an ass-fucked little... may I, Jess?”

“All right,” sighed my wife. “Say it.”

Hunter’s hot mouth seemed to make love to the syllables as she mewled at me:

“You’ll be an ass-fucked little bitch.”

The head of Hunter’s dark dick popped out over the waistband of my old jockeys. Jesse’s hand slid up and started to fondle it, stroking the long, well-defined bulge of Hunter’s black cock up and down, letting her fingertips linger on the drooling head. I could see glistening pre-cum at the tip, leaking out as Hunter and Jesse fondled each other’s cocks.

“I think that word is hot, too, darling. It’s just that I don’t, you know, want to be, you know, transphobic. Or homophobic or whatever. I mean, we agreed to be beta-testers mostly to fucking humiliate you, Billie... I mean, remember what a little pussy you were about sucking my strap-on? And what kind of weird, homophobic little repressed ‘straight boy’ wants his wife to get fucked by a big black cock... and then sit on his face so he has to eat the guy’s cum? I mean... how is that ‘straight,’ baby? What could be gayer? I guess we can call you a queer, Billie, because you’re the one with the real perversion, Billie. Being into both boys and girls, well... that seems pretty normal. Especially now... oh, fuck, mmm...” Her grip on her girlfriend’s cock tightened. “And it’s so fucking hot making you confront it. You look like you could faint, baby. Maybe we should fuck your tight ass today. I mean... look at the size of these things! We’re gonna rip you in two...”

My wife’s big black cock popped partway out of my old jockeys, the tip protruding above the waistband. Hunter pulled the jockeys down, exposing the giant shaft, and... wow. I think my eyes bugged out. My knees felt weak. Maybe I would have been slightly less intimidated if it hadn't been mention of those cocks ripping me in two that had caused my wife’s organ to reach full erection. But it was, and I was... intimidated, that is. Hugely intimidated.

Now that I could see the cock Jesse wore, I realized they were right about girth. I knew girth really matters, because I’d been fucked in the ass for so long by both Jesse and Hunter. But... GIRTH? Girth like this would matter so much more. Those things were bigger than any strap-on my two Mistresses had yet made me take. I could believe they really were eight-and-a-quarter inches around.

Could I even take one without splitting in two? Hell, for that matter, could I even fit one in my mouth?

“H-h-how did y-y-you two end up... beta-testers, Mistress?”

Jesse said, “Remember Jamaal? Sure you do, baby. I know you’d never forget Jamaal Jordan.”

Oh, fuck. Jamaal Jordan? Fuck no, I hadn't forgotten. How could I ever forget? I’d beaten off to that name over and over again... back when Jesse used to let me jerk off. Before she locked me away. Before she began to dish my “big O’s” out with an eyedropper.

“Of course you Jamaal,” Jesse said. “How many times did I tell you what a well-hung stud he is? So good in bed... well-endowed, and he knows how to use it? How many times did you beat off to those little stories, Billie?”

“A lot, Mistress,” I whimpered.

“That’s right,” said Jesse. “A lot. You loved to hear me tell you all about how Jamaal would fuck my brains out till I just screamed! You thought I was exaggerating, didn’t you?”

“No, Mistress,” I whimpered, eyeing her bulge. “Well... um... well... maybe a little.”

“Well, here you go, Billie. Here is the proof. This is Jamaal’s cock, baby. He had it cloned by his new biotech company. My ex is both rich and hung, and here’s the proof of both. So you tell me, Billie. Was I exaggerating?”

My eyes crossed as I looked at the huge bulge in her jockeys.

“No, Mistress. You weren’t exaggerating.”

Jesse had, indeed, told me about Jamaal Jordan quite a lot. I could never forget those stories. They were instrumental in my transition from interested voyeur and possible cuckold to cocksucking sissy slave.

Back when I was just beginning to confess my fixation on my wife cheating on me with black men, I had begged Jesse to tell me if she’d ever had any black lovers. She’d had one: Jamaal Jordan, her long-term lover, sometime-boyfriend and frequent fuckbuddy in college. He was her frequent fuckbuddy because she kept going back to him for booty calls. He had a really big cock, and knew just how to use it. He was amazing in bed.

Back when this first started, Jesse had learned how aroused I got whenever she told me details of her sex life with Jamaal. It took some prodding, but she gave me all of the details... or most of them. I swear, I must have heard about damn near every fuck they shared, in exquisite detail. 

I had loved every second of it. Jamaal Jordan had become one of my go-to fantasies about my wife... back when she let me jerk off, that is.

“See, Jamaal’s in biotech now,” Jesse said. “He got that PhD he used to talk about... whenever he wasn’t fucking my brains out. Anyway, he’s got an MBA, too, and he’s, you know, and entrepreneur. I found him on FriendBook, and I thought, well... why not? I mean, I can fuck who I want, now. Why not?”

“Yeah,” said Hunter with a slightly sour look. “Why not?”

Jesse laughed. “Don’t you play violins now, Hunter. You got yours!”

Hunter’s frown turned to a smile. She stroked her cock through the white cotton. “Yeah, I guess I did.”

Jesse continued: “Jamaal and I met up for lunch. You know ‘lunch,’ don’t you, baby? That’s what a married woman calls it when she makes an afternoon date with her ex-boyfriend at a really nice restaurant downtown that just happens to be in the lobby of a really, really nice hotel with really great rooms... and really big beds... and really thick walls, so no one can hear what a screamer you are... I’ve always been a screamer, but our neighbors here wouldn't even believe how loud I am when Jamaal’s on top of me.” Jesse watched me with intense pleasure, obviously loving how I squirmed when she told me she’d fucked another man. Not that it was a surprise... but the sharp jab of chastity-spikes in my dickhead was more than enough to make me feel humiliated... far more humiliated than Hunter, obviously, because at least she got a big fat cloned dick in the bargain.

Jesse went on: “Jamaal paid for the room, of course. He’s really loaded now.”

Hunter pouted, her sour face having turned to something a little more playful.

“I was jealous when Jesse told me she was going to fuck him,” Hunter said. “So I feel your pain, cucky.”

Jesse laughed. “I bet I know what you’re thinking, perv! She wasn’t jealous of me, baby... she didn’t want to fuck Jamaal. At least, not at first. You know Hunter is a lesbian.” My wife looked at her lover and asked, “Was a lesbian?”

Hunter shrugged.

“I still am, I guess. A certified man-hating lesbian bitch. But... with exceptions for big black dick.” She grinned wolfishly. “Especially Jamaal. He’s really quite nice, Billie. You should meet him!”

Jesse laughed again. “Oh, Billie’s met Jamaal millions of times in his fantasies. Haven’t you, slut? You used to jerk off thinking about him fucking my brains out in college. But you don’t jack off anymore, do you, chastity-girl?”

“No, Mistress,” I whimpered, struggling to keep my mind off the images that flowed from Jesse’s disclosure. I could imagine the same scenes that she used to relate to me... ones I would repeat over and over again in my mind’s eye while I jacked off as she dated other men or went to swing parties stag, making a total slut of herself and texting me the photographic proof. I thought about mythic Jamaal fucking Jesse doggy-style, bareback, cumming in her unprotected pussy... I thought about him tit-fucking her... cumming on her face... spanking her... tying her up, even... having a threesome with her and her best friend in college, Angela... Jesse had told me all those stories and more. Filthy stories, and the images were as intense as when I first replayed them while I jacked off.

Back when I could jack off.

Now, even getting erect like this made the spikes of my padlocked chastity tube dig into my sensitive cockhead, making me whine.

Jesse went on: “Well, I don’t need to tell you that the sex was amazing. Hunter really was pretty pissy about it when I told her that, but--”

“Why would I not be?” Hunter broke in bitterly. “I mean, ‘polyamory’? What kind of hippie dyke voodoo is that?”

“But I told her I was doing it, baby. She’s always known I’m not monogamous. A few years with you being my only taste of dick broke me of that habit permanently. Married sex gets so boring, baby, especially when your partner only has that to work with.” She aimed her bare foot at my bulging slacks, where the plastic dome of my spiked chastity tube tormented me more and more with each dirty word my wife or her lover said. “I’m not a one-man woman, baby... or a one-woman woman... or even a one-of-each woman.”

Hunter made an offended noise, as if Jesse’s words could impugn her sexual attributes and skills as easily as they impugned mine.

Jesse added defensively: “What? I never said they were at all comparable.” She turned to Hunter and looked in her eyes and kissed her tenderly on the lips. “I love to fuck you, baby. You’re nothing like her.”

By her, she meant me. Jesse has long used the feminine pronoun for me, sometimes, to emphasize what a sissy I am. When Hunter entered the picture, such use became far more common.

Hunter and Jesse began to make out. My dick stirred painfully in its chastity tube. I writhed in pain. Hunter shot me a vicious look, smiling evilly. When he tongue was no longer in my wife’s mouth, Hunter blew me a kiss.

Jesse continued her story: “Anyway, after Jamaal and I... got reacquainted...” Jesse’s whole body gave a little shimmy at the memory. “...I convinced Hunter to have dinner with Jamaal and me.”

“I was pretty reluctant,” said Hunter. “I mean... I’m not all that social with men, you know?”

“She doesn’t like them,” said Jesse, as if she needed to remind me.

“Hey, I admit it. Certified man-hater, here.” Hunter took her hand off my wife’s big stiffening black cock and put it up in the air as if taking an oath. 

“I know that, Mistress,” I murmured nervously. I had felt the savage weight of Hunter’s oppression pummeling me in the butt many times.

“Mostly white men, though,” said Hunter. “Black men really are much better. I didn’t know that. If I had, well... this whole thing might have gone differently.” Her index finger described a triangle, from Jesse to Hunter to me.

“It still might, slut,” Jesse teased her. Hunter slapped Jesse playfully on the shoulder while Jesse continued: “Anyway... same restaurant downtown, Sabine’s, in the lobby of the Valjean Hotel.”

Hunter said, as if embarrassed: “Jamaal really turned on the charm.”

“Hey, he had to,” My wife beamed. “He knew he was seducing a lesbian.”

“Who’d have thought that would work? He’s not the first to try.”

“First to succeed, though,” said Jesse.

“Maybe,” blushed Hunter, smirking playfully.

“Anyway, Billie... like I was saying, Jamaal paid for the hotel room a second time. Did I mention he’s loaded?”

“In more ways than one,” Hunter said with relish, stroking her cock with one hand and Jesse’s with the other.

“Hunter found that out.”

“If I’d known how fun sex with men could be... well, hell, I’d still be a lesbian, I guess. That way I can call you a queer with impunity. Are you drooling yet, cocksucker?”

“Um... Mistress?” I didn’t know how to respond. All I could do was squirm as my dick struggled to get hard... and prepare for what I knew had to be coming.

I was going to suck some cloned dick. Big black dick.

Jesse said: “Anyway, Jamaal was so pleased when I brought my hot lezzie girlfriend...”

“Way less lezzie now,” Hunter laughed.

“He said that he was considering entering the lesbian market, but he knew little about it.”

“You know, with strap-ons?” said Hunter, caressing her big dick with pleasure.

“Cloned bones, I guess you could call them,” Jesse giggled. “I mean... a guy like Jamaal does not exactly get plowed by his wife’s strap-on, the way sissies like you do.”

“He didn’t even know if lezzies like us really do use strap-ons,” Hunter jumped in. “Or if we’d want real dick instead, you know? I mean... I didn’t. Or so I thought.” She ran her hand up and down on her new cloned boner. “Now I know differently. Turns out I like it.”

“Right,” Jesse said. “That’s why Jamaal wanted to make us consultants for his new startup, Carbon Copy!” Jesse said. “Hunter here... slut!... was pretty drunk by then -- they have really good wine at Sabine’s, and Jamaal’s so loaded he bought us the best wine they had.”

“Yeah, it was, like, this amazing red,” Hunter added. “Chalet de Coq Noir or something.”

“It wasn’t ‘Chalet de Coq Noir,’ my wife smirked. “That’s something else.”

“Well, it’s all I remember from that night,” quipped Hunter. It was pretty obvious that it wasn’t a joke.

“Anyway,” Jesse said, “Hunter -- slut! -- said she wouldn't want to try a cloned cock unless she knew what it was cloned from, first.”

“You believe that?” Hunter smiled. “I was so drunk! How’s that for a pick-up line?”

“Like you even needed a pick-up line? I’d given him all he needed. ‘This is my girlfriend. She’s gay.’ That’s all any guy needs.”

“Yeah, but most of them don’t get us into bed,” Hunter said, watching me closely and loving how squirmy I was getting over their filthy conversation.

Jesse went on teasing Hunter: “You could have been wearing an Indigo Girls sweatshirt, instead of that fuck-me dress and those slut heels you did wear...”

Hunter giggled: “You say the nicest things, Jess!” Then, to me, as if confiding, Hunter said, “I really did dress like a fucking whore. I don’t know why... I just feel all femme sometimes. You would have loved it... but that was the night we put you in your cage in the basement. Remember? You were there all night. You probably thought we came home and forgot you... but nope, Billie-girl. We just never came home.”

“Yes, Mistress,” I whimpered. “I remember.”

Jesse broke in: “Anyway, I guess Jamaal’s got a patent on this new temporary-use organ-cloning technology... and then, like, he’s licensing some Belgian tech on the tactile interface.”

Jesse tugged the crotch of her jockeys aside again, pulling her balls up to show me the place where something that appeared to be a flat fleshy disk was nestled at the entrance of her pussy.

“That’s this part,” she said. “It goes up in our pussies, and... Mmm, that feels nice. Real nerves in there. Real skin. Mmm, that feels nice.”

Jesse caressed her own hairy balls. They were chocolate-brown... just like Jamaal’s, from the pictures I’d seen in Jesse’s online photo album.

Since Hunter moved in, Jesse usually keeps herself hairless down there. Hunter prefers it -- and to tell you the truth, I do, too, not that it matters. Hunter got waxed on a regular basis, too.

The soft fur of the cloned scrotum ended about where the interface was, the dark flesh of the cloned monstrosity blending into my wife’s sex. I could see the bottom of her labia, stretched by some kind of insertable plug. It seemed to distend the entrance of her pussy quite a bit. I guess it would have to, to make enough contact to transmit sensation for that kind of monster.

There at the base of my wife's balls, I saw what appeared to be a key. I noticed for the first time that both she and Hunter had not one but two keys each on the silver chains they always wear around their necks. Ever since they locked me in to the chastity tube, they’ve kept those keys close at hand in case they want to offer me a handy or a chance to jerk off -- or, more likely, to tease me with the unlikely possibility of either event. The only other key to my cock-locker is in the fire safe at the back of Jesse’s walk-in closet -- “In case Hunter and I get killed in a car accident or something.” Only Jesse and her lawyer have the combination to that safe.

Hunter mused: “It really took a lot to get me to spread my legs for a man, but... wow! Once I did... everything changed.”

“That’s for sure.”

“Don’t worry, girly-girl,” said Hunter. “This dick is magical. I know you’ll like real cock almost as much as I did.”

“Almost,” smiled Jesse. She cupped her hand at me as if telling me a big secret, and stage-whispered: “She’s such a big fucking slut, now!”

Hunter shrugged and smiled. “Hey, it’s a badge of honor. Lesbian cocksucker, here. Also, a bareback fuckslave.”

“Yeah, we both went bareback,” Jesse said. She rubbed her belly with the same sensuality she’d been stroking her prosthetic cock. “Two times for me.” She made the “V” symbol, which she usually uses to mean I should eat her pussy. “Well... two dates, but I guess, what, like... ten times he came in me?”

“Twice while I was with you,” Hunter said. “Three times in me.” She positively glowed with pride, as if being a dyke who had spread her legs for a big black cock was some kind of honor.

“So we might be starting that lesbian family we talked about,” Jesse purred, petting her belly while Hunter stroked her cock. Again, she made the “V” sign with her fingers. “Two mommies... one big, black Daddy.”

“I never knew cum could be so hot,” said Hunter. “When it blasts up inside of you. I always thought it was a gross idea, before. I guess when the guy’s not a pansy-ass sissy, it’s a whole different ball game.”

“Oh! And there’s more where that came from!” Jesse said.

“Yeah!” Hunter joined in. “We forgot to mention that. That’s part of why they plug in.”

Jesse pulled her balls out and fondled them. “These little babies don’t have a prostate, of course.

“You know that’s where most of semen comes from, right?” Hunter asked.

“Of course he does,” Jesse said. “He’s eaten enough of his own. Billie knows all about semen, darling.”

“Jamaal says they produce ten to fifteen milliliters a day when they’re not plugged in.”

“Thirty to forty a day when they’re in the regenerators,” Jesse chimed in.

“What did Jamaal say the total reservoir is?” Hunter asked Jesse.

“One deciliter,” Jesse answered. “What is that, a thousand milliliters?”

“A hundred,” said Hunter. “Still... that’s a whole lot of cum, huh?”

“What did he say the average cumshot is, Hun?”

“Oh, I don’t know,” Hunter shrugged, smiling. “That’s not my department, remember? Jamaal’s were, like, huge. Not that I have that much to compare it to.”

“I think it was, like, a couple of mils or whatever.”

Hunter said: “Short version is... you’re gonna be eating a whole lot of cum, sissy-slut.”

“Yeah, baby,” Jesse purred. “You’re gonna gobble down four big fat nuts’ worth of jizz.”

“Load after load after load,” Hunter said excitedly.

“After load after load after load,” Jesse added. “For a whole year. That’s how long the beta-test lasts. Billie, you’re gonna be eating cum every day for a year.”

“And getting it pumped up you-know-where,” Hunter gloated. “When she lets me.” She glanced at Jesse affectionately.

“Soon, Hun. I just want to make him, you know... anticipate getting real dick shoved up his tight ass.”

“It won’t be all that tight once these babies have pumped a few hundred loads up there.”

My wife shook her head. “Nope. Not tight at all.”

Hunter said: “So what’s the problem, dicksucker? You’ve got two rock-hard dicks and they’re very glad to see you.”

“Yeah, dicksucker,” my wife joined in. “What are you waiting for, an engraved invitation?”

“No, Mistress. I don’t need... wow. Those are seriously realistic.”

“No shit,” said Hunter, stroking both Jesse’s cock and her own urgently. “That’s the whole point. Don’t you want to become a real queer, instead of the kind of pretend-fag cuckold who wants to only eat jizz out of his wife’s cunt?”

My wife chimed in with the verbal abuse: “Yeah, sissy. Don’t you want to become a real fag like the guys in the porn we jerk off to?” Jesse and Hunter had taken to masturbating to gay porn... it was Hunter’s idea, and it turned out both of them liked it, especially making me watch it with them while I was locked in my chastity tube.

“You don’t even have to have sex with a man!” Jesse said. “Come on, we’re two hot girls here... chicks with dicks! Oh my god, can I say that?”

“It would be offensive,” Hunter said. “To, you know, trans women. Except that it’s true. We’re chicks, right? And now we have dicks.”

“Real dicks,” chortled Jesse. “They’re cloned right from a real man’s cock! They even shoot!”

“So what do you say, queer? Time to earn your dicksucking merit badge. I think you know stiff dicks don’t have a conscience... we’re not taking ‘no’ for an answer.”

“Yes, Mistress, I know.” I knew better than to say ‘no’ to Hunter, in any event.

I got out of the easy chair and started toward the sofa, my knees feeling weak. 

When I was about a meter away, Hunter’s bare foot darted out and caught me in the nuts.

Hunter keep fits by attending kickboxing lessons four days a week. Even a light tap from her hurts like hell. Making matters much worse is the fact that my nuts had been swelling for many long weeks of denial, coupled with constant teasing from both my wife and her lesbian girlfriend.

Hunter’s kick dropped me down to the floor. I rolled back and forth, moaning and clutching my aching balls as my wife and her lover laughed.

To my humiliation, that made my dick start to stiffen again.

Hunter said: “How do slaves move around in this house?”

I struggled to my hands and knees. “They crawl, Mistress.”

Jesse chimed in: “And do they wear clothes when they suck dick?”

“No, Mistress,” I said.

“Then strip!” Hunter barked.

It wasn’t easy to undress while remaining on my hands and knees, but I didn’t dare risk Hunter’s wrath by standing again. I kicked off my dress shoes and socks to reveal the pale pink seamed-back stockings I was wearing under my slacks. I squirmed my way out of my coat and tie, exposing the matching pink bra -- complete with embroidered flowers -- that I’d had on all day while I worked. I fumbled my thin belt open. I unbuttoned and unzipped my dress slacks. I pulled them down to expose the pink panties -- they matched the bra, with the same cute embroidered flowers -- bulging with the hard plastic dome of my chastity tube. Circling my waist just above my hips, the matching garter belt had the same flowers; it’s long garters descended to the embroidered lace bands at the top of my seamed stockings.

“I’d like to see him erect while he sucks real dick,” Hunter said. “You don’t mind, do you, Jess?”

“Not at all,” my wife said. “Come over here, slave. You may stand. Pull them down.”

I did as my wife and her lover ordered, coming over to the couch and pulling my pink panties down. Jesse leaned in, and Hunter reached in to fit one of the keys on my wife’s silver necklace into the inset lock on my chastity tube.

My tube clicked open. My cock began to stiffen instantly. Hunter leaned in, hawked and spat on my dick. She let her lips brush the shaft as it rose and pointed up. Just the barest caress from that man-hater’s lips made my dick reach full erection in a few torrid seconds.

Jesse pulled my panties up, tucking my small cock away. My dick seemed much, much, much smaller with those two monsters sticking out of her and Hunter’s jockey shorts.

“Now,” Jesse said. “Time to suck, slave. Suck dick, sissy. You'll learn to like it.”

I lowered myself to my knees and reached out to take hold of both cocks at once. My hands shook. I had sucked every strap-on in Jesse’s and Hunter’s collections... but these dicks were different.

I took my wife’s cock in my mouth. It tasted familiar, like her mouth in the old days when she used to suck my dick and then French-kiss me deeply. Later, she’d spit the cum back in my mouth. Not long after that, she stopped giving me BJs altogether. Jesse loves to suck dick... but when she started cuckolding me, that pleasure became reserved for the men she met at swing parties, play parties, or singles bars, or through her many personal ads... or on the street, sometimes, when she was really horny and a hot guy whistled at her...

I started sucking. The cloned dick was fully erect by then, its massive size challenging my mouth’s capacity.

I could feel Hunter’s bare foot tucked down under my crotch, rubbing up through my panties against my hard dick, as if to remind me that I was fully erect myself. I didn’t need a reminder... it was intensely humiliating to be rock-hard while I was ordered to suck dick. Real dick, this time, not just a realistic strap-on dildo. And when Jesse came, she’d be pumping real cum down my throat... fresh cum, drunk straight from the spigot, not the kind she’d drizzled out of her pussy a thousand times after she got fucked at parties or in our bed or in the back seat, or...

“Hey, pervert,” Hunter growled. “Whose balls does a girl have to kick to get a blowjob around here?”

I came up off of my wife’s dick with spittle running down my chin.

“Sorry, Mistress,” I said. I moved over to Hunter’s cock and started sucking. The two cocks were indeed identical; they tasted the same and had all the same ridges and ripples and veins. They were both too big to fit comfortably in my mouth, but I tried to relax and worship them as best I could.

Jesse and Hunter both smelled like dick, down there... the familiar scent of their pussies had vanished. It had been replaced by the evocatively real smell of cloned dick.

The aroma of dick overwhelmed me as I traded off between Jesse’s and Hunter’s cocks. They seemed as real as real can be, and they were as rough with me as Jesse had always let “real men” be with her. Between my reluctant slurps up and down on each dick, I found them pulling my hair, slapping me in the face with their big, heavy cocks, smearing pre-cum all over my face until I was shiny with it.

They also talked dirty, heaping verbal abuse on me while they made me suck their dicks. Talking dirty in bed was something Jesse had always loved, and to her assessment I’d never been able to do it as well as she liked. Other men could, as I’d found out when my wife started cuckolding me. The verbal abuse had started as a natural outgrowth of that cuckoldry, and Jesse’s natural affinity for dirty talk. Hunter had ten an even filthier mouth than Jesse, and more prone to verbally abuse men, for pretty obvious reasons. She swore like a sailor and loved to humiliate me with her cruel, dysphemistic words. Once Hunter moved in with us, the two women egged each other on. In the last three months, they’d raised their verbal abuse of me to the status of fine art.

“Yeah, that’s it, cunt,” Hunter hissed, smacking me in the face with her big dick so hard that it stunned me and made my head spin.

“Yeah, you horny little bitch,” my wife cooed. She pulled my hair and slapped my face with her dick over and over again. I struggled to open wide and take it in my mouth so they’d stop slapping me. “Suck that big black dick, bitch. Teach us how a sissy bitch cocksucker sucks real-man dick.”

“Yeah, that’s it, you fuckin’ cocksucking whore. Show us what a fuckin’ dicksucker you are,” Hunter added, rubbing her cock over my face while I bobbed urgently up and down on my wife’s.

“You love dick,” Jesse growled, pumping her hips. “You love big black dick.”

Jesse passed me seamlessly over to Hunter, who rammed her cock down my throat. I was forced to open wide, relax my throat-muscles, and let her fuck my face, lifting her hips with a rhythmic motion, violating my throat so I drooled everywhere.

She snarled at me, almost out of breath: “If Jamaal’s black dick could convert me, Billie, what chance does a cumdump like you have of resisting it? You’re basically queer to begin with!”

“Yeah, baby... why even fight it? Don’t be embarrassed about this little clit-boner, Billie-girl. It doesn’t mean you’re turned on by the taste of dick... having it rubbed all over your face... don’t be embarrassed that big black dick gives you a hard-on, Billie-baby...”

“Yeah,” panted Hunter. “There’s not much to be embarrassed about anyway!”

The two girls laughed. Jesse had leaned and reached down to stroke my cock through my panties. Despite my protests and reluctance, it was rock-hard. It might have even been harder than it was before I started sucking dick. I could feel a clammy wet stain on the front of my pink panties. I was already leaking pre-cum.

Hunter grabbed my head with both hands and began to pump my face hard, slamming her big black cloned dick down my throat. I gagged and drooled everywhere, trying to relax and open wide, making my mouth and my throat a smooth fuckhole for her.

“Look at her! She loves that dick down her throat! Is your face a nice tight little cunt for big black dick, you horny sissy pervert?”

I tried to grunt a “Yes, Mistress,” knowing obedience was expected -- but Hunter was fucking my face much too hard for me to do anything more than gurgle a little. I still shivered to hear Hunter call me “she” and “her,” which she did quite often, now. Jesse had done that sometimes since she started to make me wear panties, but it was more and more frequent since Hunter had moved in. Sometimes I fancied that Hunter, the man-hater, was trying to make me into a girl so she wouldn't have to live in a house with a male of any form.

Part of me didn’t mind that one bit, which is what scared me. What would it be like to get myself turned into a “real girl” and have Hunter be nice to me? Maybe even let me “make love” to her, rather than just being an obedient, drooling sissy mouth to lick her pussy and, now, suck her cock?

To my own shock, I found myself wondering...

Did they also clone pussies? And how would that work?

Hunter went on fucking my face and throat for several long, rough minutes. She didn’t give my wife a crack at me; Jesse, for her part, did not ask for one, but just kept tightening her right hand around my left hand, which was still wrapped around her spit-covered dick. Meanwhile, with her left hand, Jesse tormented me with fluttery strokes of her fingertips up and down my shaft, teasing my dick through the sodden satin of my panties until I was right on the edge of a deeply unsatisfying squirt.

“Fuck! Yes! Yes! I’m gonna blow!” Hunter gasped. “I’m gonna blow my load right down her throat!”

“Hold off,” said Jesse, breathless. “I’m gonna cum, too. Let’s cum on her face at the same time, Hun. Billie! Give me your right hand, slut. I know you want this.”

My wife pulled my panties down. My hard little dick sprang free, desperate for pleasure after long weeks of denial. Jesse grabbed my right hand with her left; she forced me to wrap my hand around my cock and then told me:

“Jack off, bitch. You’re gonna cum first. Cum on the floor, slave, or else. Fast. We don’t wanna wait. Hard dicks have no conscience, remember?”

She tightened both her hands around my left hand, forcibly jacking all three hands up and down on her giant chocolate-brown cock. She bent down as I was forced to jack her off, jack myself off, and get face-fucked by Hunter, who barely eased up on her chokefucking when Jesse asked her to wait.

As I jacked us both off and felt Hunter surging toward orgasm, Jesse leaned down and growled viciously into my ear:

I want you to always remember how you came before either of us the first time you sucked real dick, Billie. I want you to have that in there, in your brain, lurking there... always telling you what you really are. And what are you, Billie?”

Hunter pulled her dick out of my mouth. A long stream of spittle came after it, pouring down my chin and onto my hand as it rapidly pumped up and down on my dick. Hunter slapped me in the face with her big, heavy dick, between her own hard strokes; she was damn close to cumming.

I was much closer, though. Did it prove what Jesse had said it proved? I didn’t know. I just knew that I needed to cum... and I’d been fucking rock-hard since I started sucking their dicks.

So I admitted it, whimpering desperately as I mounted toward an explosive and much-needed orgasm:

“I’m a cocksucker, Mistress! I’m a sissy cocksucker. I’m a f-f-f-faggot. I’m a dicksucking fag for black dick, Mistress! Oh fuck! Oh yes! Oh, fuck, oh fuck, oh fuck!”

I cried out wildly as pleasure exploded through my long-denied body. My little cock blasted out a month’s worth of cum in a half-dozen squirts. It shot out of the tip so hard I think I felt some of my own jizz hit my dripping chin. Afterwards, it would be hard to tell, though, because there would be cum everywhere. Jesse and Hunter both stood up fully and lunged forward to slap their dicks across my face between hard strokes of their own hands. They jacked off, grunting savagely, their bellows sounding more like men’s voices than like they could have come from the two hot women who were abusing me.

I felt hot streams of jizz spewing all over my face. Jesse and Hunter unloaded, groaning. Soon I was covered, my face slimy, my wet mouth hanging open, dripping spittle and jizz. Some of it got in my mouth... and the taste was intense. As I’d anticipated, it was much stronger fresh from the spigot than when it leaked out of my wife’s well-fucked pussy.

Hunter and Jesse had told the truth about how much jizz these monsters put out with each load. If the “average” cumshot is only a couple of milliliters, and mine was more than that -- because I’d been saving it up for so long in my swollen blue balls -- their big black dicks spewed out ten times the seed that my little dingus did. There had to have been at least twenty spurts each. I practically drowned in it.

With every spurt, Jesse and Hunter kept moaning. I could tell they were not faking; these big dicks really did send that much pleasure through their well-plugged pussies, and probably into their clits, too. They howled louder than I’ve ever heard either of them moan when they’re pleasuring each other or themselves or riding my face... and louder than I’ve ever heard Jesse moan when other men fucked her at parties or in our bedroom or wherever. That’s really saying something.

Great gobs of their cloned jizz shot into my open mouth. I swallowed obediently.

The smell was everywhere. I drew deep breaths of it, shuddering from my release as the lingering spasms ran through me. I felt a raging fear as I experienced the curious sensation of getting attuned to the smell, taste and feel of jizz on my face. It was as if I was being “imprinted” with the hot streams of semen my wife and her lover had spewed on my face. It’s as if my body and my subconscious knew that I’d better get used to it.

By the time they unloaded their overfilled clone-balls on me, I felt more than just used to it. I felt comfortable.

Weakly, I whimpered: “I’m your sissy cocksucker, Mistress.”

Jesse and Hunter sprawled onto the couch, panting. Their big black cocks still trickled jizz. Their hands glistened with it; rivulets ran down their forearms.

Hunter reached out, grabbed my cum-matted hair, and shoved my face into my wife’s crotch.

My wife sighed happily.

“Yes, Billie, you are my sissy cocksucker. You are my pervert sissy fag cocksucking whore cumdump jizz rag, aren’t you, baby?”

“yes, Mistress,” I moaned softly.

“And you always will be, won’t you?”

I tried to respond with a “yes,” but Hunter had already reclaimed my hot mouth and stuck her half-hard dick in, purring happily as I started to suck the remnants of jizz off the tip.

“Except when you’re mine,” Hunter growled, laughing as her big dick started to stiffen in my mouth.

Jesse and she laughed and kissed deeply while I started trading off, sucking one and then the other.

It was just the start of my cocksucker training. They’d made that obvious. It would be a very long evening... and, if I knew Jesse and Hunter, a very, very long night, too.
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Femizol Implant by Hayden Hoover

Since Uma’s boyfriend Rondall moved in with us, she gave him my remote.

I mean the remote for the Femizol implant she had inserted under my tramp stamp two years ago. She used to carry the remote with her and only use it when I was bad. My titties grew from nothing to a double-A cup in, like, eighteen months. Uma was very gentle in how she used my implant remote.

Rondall’s not at all gentle with that remote. Now that he lives with us full-time, he uses it a whole lot. Rondall likes me girly, and he loves how much it humiliates me to feel myself getting girlier just because he thumbs a button.

I guess there’s not much chance of me going back, now that Rondall’s in charge. Men like Rondall don’t have changes of heart. Men like Rondall don’t fuck boys... they fuck sissy girls, and the girlier the better. He’s going to keep me on this path until I’m a brain-numbed bimbo with big tits and no dick at all. He’s going to dose me and dose me until I’m the slut of his dreams. Then he and Uma can have a little house-whore and she can be his wife, for real.

Rondall particularly likes to use Femizol doses to punish me when I do something he doesn’t approve of. When I’m bad, even just a little bit, Rondall will break a remote out and watch me with pleasure while he thumbs the button that releases more Femizol into my bloodstream. Sometimes he lets my wife press the button, at his direction. She used to carry the remote with her everywhere, and she was pretty judicious with its use. But now that her Master has collared her, it’s his. So when he says “press the button,” Uma presses the button.

When that dose comes out of my implant and into my bloodstream, I can feel it right away. There’s just a tingle beneath my obscene tramp stamp, and then a minute later, I get horny. I get horny and real submissive, and I feel my tits start to ache and my balls throb.

When my balls throb, I know I’m feeling them fill up with cum... and yet shrink at the same time, just a little. That’s what Femizol does. It’s very effective. Another few months of this, and I’ll be fully feminine. I’m probably well past the point of no return, now. If Rondall stopped the Femizol doses, I’d be like this forever... here in a middle-space, neither a girl nor a boy. That’s why even though it humiliates me when he does me as punishment, even though I beg him to stop and have mercy and tell him I’ll suck his dick if he doesn’t give it to me... I want it. I really want it.

Part of me wants it because I know each dose makes Rondall want me a little more. It's turning me into more of a girl... and that’s what my wife’s Master needs to get his big dick hard.

When the Femizol hits my bloodstream and I feel my titties ache, I know I’m feeling them actually grow, just a bit each time. My nipples get incredibly hard... sometimes so hard they hurt. Just the slightest touch sends shivers of pleasure through me.

Then, a minute after my nipples stiffen, my little clitty gets hard. Waves of desire crash through me, and sometimes can’t stop myself from trying to touch it. 

But touching my dicklet is forbidden, of course, without permission. Sometimes I beg, but mostly my hand just goes there automatically and I start to rub it. But when I touch my hardening clitdick, then I get another dose, at a higher level, and the cycle of arousal and punishment starts anew.

When Rondall first moved in, he used to let me get right to the edge, and then he’d grab my wrists, tie them behind my back, and make me kneel there while he fucked Uma senseless. She’d really get off on how degraded I looked, rock-hard and desperate, watching her get fucked by her Master while I whined and whimpered and squirmed in need.

But lately, Rondall has been letting me jack off all the way. He lets me go to completion, and he keeps dosing me the whole time.

Sometimes, even as I jack off, I feel the Femizol coursing through my bloodstream, and I get scared. What is it going to be like when my little dicklet finally disappears? Will I be able to cum at all once I lose my dick and my body begins to form its neovagina? I don’t know... even the doctors don’t know. It’s different for every neogirl.

When that fear hits me, I kneel and jerk and beg and plead Rondall to stop making me into a girl.

“Please, Master,” I whimper. “Please, Sir, don’t make me go through with this.”

Sometimes he laughs. Most of the time he just lets me beg for a little while, then silences me with his cock down my throat. I usually end up cumming on his boots with my little dick in my hand and his dick in my mouth. I’ve gotten real good at sucking it, and I cum real hard when he’s fucking my face and a fresh dose of Femizol’s pumping through my system.

That always makes me embarrassed, because it’s kind of humiliating that the Femizol keeps my little dick soft except when I get dosed. The only time I can get erect -- and the only time I cum -- is when Rondall or Uma doses me.

Whether I squirt on his boots or the floor, I always have to lick it up -- after I swallow his jizz, of course. Three times this week and four times the week before, I’ve squirted on the floor and Rondall’s pushed my face down to the floor to lick up my “pussy-puddle,” as he calls it. The rest of the time, I’ve hit the target and shot my load on Rondall’s boots. Then, it’s a pleasure to lick Rondall’s boots. When I get dosed with Femizol, I’m still horny after I cum, even if my clitty goes soft. So I really like it when Rondall pushes my head down and makes me lick my own cum off his boots.

When Rondall first moved in, Uma would get real jealous when he fucked my face or ordered me to lick his ass. Lately, when I suck his dick, my wife doesn’t even get the slightest bit jealous, though. She seems to like it. She treats it like a spectator sport. She just curls up next to him and watches my sissy face bobbing up and down in Rondall’s lap. Uma likes to watch me sucking her boyfriend’s cock till he cums in my mouth.

When he shoots his load in my mouth, I always cup my tongue and catch it for him, just like Uma taught me the first time she made me go down on her boyfriend -- a different boyfriend, but it’s the same procedure... a ritual of submission. I catch all his jizz in my cupped tongue, and believe me, that takes a whole lot of skill -- Rondall shoots some big loads.

Then I open my mouth wide and show it to him, like Uma trained me to do back when she was seeing Maxwell. Then it’s Rondall’s decision whether he gives me permission to swallow... or doesn’t.

Sometimes, he withholds permission for me to swallow his seed. He likes to make me drool it all over my budding tits... and rub it all over my face.

Since I’m horny as hell for at least four or five hours after a punitive doze of Femizol, I don’t mind that one bit.

Sometimes I get all red-faced and sometimes my eyes start to water while I kneel there and abase myself with Rondall, but it’s not like I’m crying. It’s just that my eyes water from what’s left of my gag reflex. There's not all that much left -- it’s been mostly trained out of me -- but Rondall is huge. He’s got such a big dick that he can still choke me and gag me and make me get all red-faced and make my eyes water and black, thick mascara tears run down my pretty, feminized face. Ever since Rondall moved in, Uma loves to see me cry. She gets when Rondall gags me on his cock and makes black tears rain down my face.

Other times, I cry and it’s because he hurts me. Like when he spanks me real hard ‘cause I did something bad that the Femizol isn’t enough punishment for. Then, I have to struggle not to cry, and I fight against it, and most of the time I lose, and I end the punishment session with black tears running down my face.

Rondall likes that, too. Everyone likes to see sissies cry. Uma loves it. She gets turned on whenever her boyfriend makes me cry. When he makes me cry by giving me a hard spanking I’ve earned, she likes it so much that sometimes she gives Rondall his “formal thank you” herself, rather than letting me do it.

The “formal thank you” is a blowjob a punished girl has to give the man who punishes her. It’s weird to think that I used to be so reluctant to do it... because I thought I was straight. But now, when I’m suffering through one of Rondall’s spankings, sucking his dick to say “thank you for spanking me” is the only thing that gets me through.

It’s even more humiliating when Uma pre-empts me and gets so turned on watching Rondall beat my ass that she sucks his dick for me.

That means after Rondall punishes me over his lap. I have to kneel there and watch while my wife worships her boyfriend’s cock even after it’s been rubbing against my smooth, flat belly and little titties. I mean, I got him hard... shouldn't I get him off? But that’s not my decision. It’s Rondall’s, and he never says “no” to a BJ from Uma. I mean, she’s just so much prettier than me. And she’s a real girl. I’ll never be that, I guess. Maybe that's why I cry so hard when I watch her suck him after he’s beaten my pretty pink ass. It’s pretty intense to watch that and feel all left out. 

But that’s not the most humiliating time that my eyes pour tears. The worst time is when we’re watching a movie, particularly a sad movie, especially a girl movie, on the couch, in the evening.

Since I’ve been getting more girly, Rondall doesn’t make me kneel with my legs spread when we watch a movie together, the way he used to.

Now, he likes to watch movies with all three of us on the couch, with one of his big, muscled arms around Uma and one around me. Rondall likes to watch action movies, which I used to like... but now I think they’re pretty stupid, except that the stars are sometimes pretty hot. I mean, the boys. There's always one girl in each action movie, or sometimes two, and I used to get turned on watching them prance around onscreen in their tight rubber clothes or skimpy, torn uniforms or whatever, swinging big swords and guns. But now, more and more, I watch the big action stars with their muscles and guns and I watch them sweat and I get really attracted to them. Could that be the Femizol?

I don’t know... but I know when I look at a guy and get excited about him, I feel all tingly inside, almost like I had a pussy and it was getting wet. My clitty stays soft, but I still feel like I’m almost a girl inside.

But anyway, Rondall isn’t exclusively an action-movie fan. He lets Uma talk him into watching “girl movies,” sometimes, and sometimes they’re sad. Like I said, I watch them on the couch, now, with Rondall’s big left arm around me while his right arm is around my wife. Even while they’re making out to a romantic part of the movie or whatever. Sometimes he makes out with me, but never at the romantic part of the movies. It’s always during one of the boring parts.

Then there’s the sad parts. Since I got my Femizol implant, I cry at the drop of a hat. So I’ll be cuddled up on the couch next to Rondall, and a sad part will start, and I’ll just start whimpering and trying to hold back the tears. I never can. Then I give up the struggle, and catharsis comes, and I shake, and Rondall holds me, kissing my face.

He comforts me... and as he does, his dick gets hard. Real hard. That’s how much he likes my tears.

I know I should find that weird, but... you know what? I don’t. I find it kind of... flattering. Is that the Femizol, too?

I don’t know. All I know is that sometimes when that happens, he lets me suck it, and I don’t feel sad anymore. Not at all. Not even a little bit.

I’d say I know that part’s just from the Femizol, but... I’m not so sure. Uma says I was always a dicksucking faggot. And I’m starting to think maybe she’s right. Maybe I was always a little sissy fag, lusting for dick. Maybe that’s why I asked her to cuckold me in the first place. Maybe it was because I wanted dick myself, and was too afraid to ask for it. Maybe, secretly, I was always a fag.

But I won’t be one much longer. A hundred more pumps of Rondall’s thumb on that dosing button... and I won’t be able to be a fag.

I’ll be a girl... a neogirl, technically... but a girl nonetheless.

And I’m going to get all the dick I can stand.
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Doctor Knows Best by Kendra Jarry

Tammy awakened to a blast of bright light. She was blinded. Her blue eyes watered as she tried to take in her surroundings. She felt disoriented; she couldn't get stock of where she was.

Tammy's head spun. She was in a small cubicle with white padded walls. It was just barely large enough for her to be kneeling this way, with her legs spread, her knees on a slightly inclined set of pads, and her tight little butt on a seat-pad -- but one with two parts to it, one for each cheek.

Tammy tried to lean forward off of the butt-pad -- but found that her throat was enclosed by a kind of posture collar, attached to a stiff frame behind her, the same frame as the pads that cushioned her butt. If she leaned forward, she got just a few inches and then she started to choke herself. She could not lower her head, nor could she tip it back. The collar was padded and covered in vinyl, as were the pads that cushioned her butt and her knees.

Tammy found she could wiggle her butt back and forth -- that was how she felt that there was an opening right in the middle of the seat. She could lean back and take just a little of the pressure off her knees, which was nice. She could kind of relax. But she couldn't really move around. Her wrists were behind and beside her, locked into the same little frame structure as the pads against which her butt and her knees rested. Her wrists were enclosed snugly in padded restraints that attached to the rigid frame. Her head was locked in a similar structure, attached to a helmet-like apparatus affixed by mechanical arms to the slots in the wall.

A deep male voice crackled out of an unseen speaker somewhere.

"Tammy, are you awake yet, dear? Good. It's Dr. Valdez. It's time for more training. You'll like this round, Tammy. I promise you that. By the end of this session, you'll love what you're doing. It won't end until you do, Tammy. And you and I both know you're born for this work, so the more you trust me and let yourself feel how good it feels, the faster you'll be what you and I want you to be."

Dr. Valdez's voice was familiar to Tammy by now. She had heard it for weeks at The Institute, usually over a speaker. She heard his voice in her cell when she awakened, gently secured to her vinyl mattress with the same kind of restraints that now held her wrists. They locked her in every night at The Institute -- not just inside her cell, but to her bed. They called it her "rack" or her "bunk," even though she did not sleep in one of the rooms she'd seen pictures of, where another girl would have been sleeping in the bunk atop hers, or even two of them -- sometimes the bunks were stacked three tall. Tammy did not yet have a roommate or roommates; she didn't sleep in a real bunk because she hadn't yet earned that privilege.

She already knew this was one of the ways she could earn such a privilege. And others, too. There were oodles of privileges Tammy could earn... and so few that she had yet earned. She had a long, long way to go. Dr. Valdez was a demanding taskmaster. Tammy knew she'd have to be a very, very, very, very good girl before she was allowed to leave The Institute.

The Institute did not put its stamp of approval on just anybody. They couldn't send her out into the world as an "Institute Graduate" until she'd become the kind of girl they put their mark on. When she left, Tammy knew, she would have that cherished mark, in the form of an Institute bar code and logo tattooed on her pert, tight, pretty, hairless feminized ass.

That's what this training was about. It was just one more step on Tammy's path to full feminization.

Tammy's naked body was smooth, white and hairless from her painted toes to her sculpted eyebrows and cascading blonde hair. Her tits were ripe B-cups -- a laudable response to the high dose of hormones she'd been given. Tammy had been rewarded for growing her B-cups so quickly. Her reward had been given extra cocks to suck. It was a reward she'd accepted with relish, knowing the punishment would be severe if she did not.

Tammy's hips were still slim, but they were starting to become more rounded. Her buns had become pert little pillows of spankable flesh. He legs were long, lean. The restrictive diet at The Institute and the long hours of exercise had wrought their changes on Tammy's slim body. She'd lost lots of weight, even while gaining a few pounds in front -- in the form of her new tits.

Tammy's ears had been pierced since she came to The Institute. Long rhinestone earrings dangled from her pierced earlobes.

Her blonde hair was teased out; The Institute stylists had done it while she was asleep.

While Tammy slept, her Institute handlers had also, of course, made her up. She could feel her lips sticky with lipstick, her lashes thick with mascara. 

Her smooth little cock stood out hard as a rock, her smooth-shaved balls swollen huge and gone slightly blue with the months of denial she'd been subjected to. Tammy had not cum since she'd entered into The Institute. 

Dr. Valdez's voice was hard and authoritative, crackling from the speakers.

He said: "Today you're going to work on cocksucking some more, Tammy."

Tammy shuddered at this revelation. She'd been working on cocksucking for months!

Dr. Valdez continued: "Remember, it's not just about what you do. It's about how bad you want it. You'll get lots of practice, dear, so make sure you give it your all. If you start to feel exhausted, don't worry. You'll get your second wind. Just work harder and you'll find you need it more than you realize."

The padded collar around Tammy's throat popped open and withdrew, into the padded white walls of the cubicle. A panel opened to accept the mechanical arm with the collar, then closed behind it.

Tammy's head was now mobile. She shook her head experimentally, and felt the soft fall of her long blonde hair dancing across her bare shoulders. Her arms were thrust behind her slightly, forcing her back into a big of an arch. That meant her tits were just inches from the padded wall in front of her.

Above her, Tammy could see Dr. Valdez's cameras, angled down on her at thirty and sixty degrees in each of the rooms corners. There were cameras down below her, too, protected by slanted panes of plastic. There would be quite a mess, Tammy knew. Cameras were far more expensive than sissies. And cameras did not learn to love cock by having it shoved in their faces, or learn to love cum by bathing in it.

When the white panel in front of her slid back, she realized there was a camera there, too -- a small one set into the padded wall, right at the top of the padded hole. Above the opening, Tammy realized, there was a stenciled "#1."

To Tammy's surprise, there were panels on either side of her, too. Above each was stenciled a number: "#2" and "#3", respectively.

The panels slid aside. There was no light at all behind the holes. Tammy only saw black. Nothing but gaping black holes faced her from three sides.

Well... gaping black holes, and the trio of little round lenses that Tammy knew represented Dr. Valdez's treasured observation cameras.

Dr. Valdez would see everything she did from multiple angles. Despite her growing humiliation -- or maybe because of it -- Tammy felt a rush of warmth inside her. She thought about Dr. Valdez watching her.

But Tammy knew Dr. Valdez wasn't the only one who'd be watching.

Every moment of The Institute's twink-to-sissy conversion and sex slave training program was streamed live. If you were that sort of man, and knew how to find it, you could make your way to a hidden subscription-only website, and enter a password you'd purchased for quite a lot of money. Access to The Institute's live sissy-training feed was only available by invitation. Such invitations were given only to very wealthy men who appreciated girls such as her... and were willing to pay to see them turned from pansy wimp twinks to sissy slut whores in real-time.

The website was secured and discreet not to protect Tammy's privacy, of which she was no longer allowed any. The secret site's security measures safeguarded The Institute's valuable intellectual property, which included not only their detailed training program, but every video-recorded instant of Tammy's degradation and reprogramming.

Because it was dark on the other side of the holes, Tammy got almost no warning when the first cock slid through Hole #1 -- the one right in front of her. 

The big dick smacked Tammy right in her pretty face, leaving a thin string of pre-cum to glisten in the bright lights between Tammy's pink cheek and the tip of the huge cockhead.

Tammy knew what to do with a big dick. She knew what might happen to her if she failed to properly service a dick that got shoved in her face. Sissies, quite simply, didn't let hard dick go without service, especially when it was shoved in their faces.

Tammy hurried to part her red-painted lips and take the huge dick in her mouth. 

She did not pause to look at it first; was it light? Dark? Rippled? Veined? She didn't know... at least not visually. She barely glimpsed it before it was in her mouth. But she did know exactly how it felt in her mouth, and she savored every inch as she started to worship the cock.

Tammy bobbed eagerly up and down, losing herself in the familiar task of worshipping dick. 

Just a few seconds after Tammy began to suck the first dick, one shoved its way through the hole to her right -- Hole #2. The walls of the cubicle were very close to Tammy's narrow shoulders, and the cock was quite big, so when it smacked her in the face, too, she could not help but take notice. She came off Cock #1 with her wet mouth drizzling spittle, drool running everywhere as she turned to start worshipping the second cock. Before she could get her mouth on it, a third cock shoved its way through the hole on Tammy's left -- Hole #3.

Tammy panicked. She sucked Cock #2 for a few messy gulps, went back to Cock #1 for the same, then continued on to the cock in Hole #3. 

Tammy could not move fast enough to keep all three men satisfied. She felt hands reaching impatiently through the holes, grabbing at her. 

Tammy felt her long blonde hair being pulled. Someone slapped her face. She moved back to the first cock and felt whoever owned the cock in Hole #2 pulling her hair and slapping her face with his big, heavy dick. Tammy obediently turned to suck Cock #2.

She must remember not to neglect any of the three.

To this end, Tammy desperately moved from cock to cock, working as urgently as she could. She sucked hard, taking each punishing slap from a hand or a cock with the bravery she hoped would see her through this new ordeal. But it didn't take long before Tammy's eyes ran with black tears. Rivers of mascara ran down her cheeks as she desperately tried to suck three cocks at once.

She heard Dr. Valdez's voice, still hard but no longer authoritative. He was no longer a doctor. Now, he was Tammy's Master and an interested observer, getting off on his plaything's degradation.

Dr. Valdez crooned: "Oh, yeah, that's it, Tammy. Cry for us. You're such a hot cunt when you cry. You cry like a bitch. Cry harder, cocksucker. When you get all three of these real men off, you'll be given your hands back. Then you'll have an easier time, won't you, slut?"

"Yes, Doctor," Tammy gasped, moving from dick to dick desperately. She slurped at the strings of spit that ran out of her mouth. In the split-second before she gulped dick again, she blurted, "Thank you, Doctor!"

That was how it was here; Dr. Valdez was always "Doctor"; all other men were "Master." 

All of The Institute's doctors, attendants, guards, trainers, and other staff were male. They were told "Thank you," constantly by the sissies-in-training.

Constantly. Not always with words, either. Often with the same, slurpy, messy gulps that Tammy was giving to strangers right now. Whenever Tammy was punished by Dr. Valdez, by another trainer, or even merely by an Institute attendant -- they were called "handlers" -- she said "Thank you" by offering him a blowjob. Failure to do so was dangerous; it resulted in further punishment and potentially loss of whatever small privileges Tammy had earned.

Having now given many hundreds of blowjobs, Tammy had become quite the accomplished little cocksucker, as Dr. Valdez often delighted in reminding her. 

But this was hardly the ideal arrangement for her to showcase her skills. 

Tammy was having a hard time handling the three cocks assigned to her. Without the use of her hands, things were quite a bit more difficult. The glory holes were not close enough together for Tammy to get all three dicks in her mouth at the same time, which would have been much easier. She could not pull the men closer. She could only suck them one at a time, bobbing wetly from one to the other. She could only hope she moved fast enough to keep the men engaged. Otherwise, they might reach through the holes and slap her... which was hot in its own special way, of course. But she still tried to avoid getting slapped, because it indicated the displeasure of her handlers.

With her hands bound, Tammy had no choice but to use two things: suction and deep-throating. Luckily, she was known throughout The Institute to be very good at the latter. She had, in fact, aced her first-term "orals."

Deep-throating was a very important part of sissy training at The Institute. Tammy had been taught early-on about how much men loved to have their dicks all the way down a girl's throat.

Tammy remembered that from when she had been Tom -- but she'd only seen it in porn. Tom's hard little dick was just three-and-three-quarters inches long, and so narrow that even if it had been long enough to be deep-throated, it would have posed no real challenge for an accomplished sucker.

A real man's cock, on the other hand, deserved worship from Tammy's whole throat. She had come to accept that as an immutable law of biology, society and spiritual reality.

Therefore, Tammy gulped each cock down with aggressive thrusts.

She brought her lips down to the base of Cock #1, her throat stretching while she gave him a couple of thrusts. Then she came up with a pop, drooling down her chin, and moved on to Cock #2. She gave it the same treatment, then proceeded to Cock #3. 

Since Tammy's time with each dick was limited, she used hard suction with every upstroke. Following each upstroke came a duet or trio of wet, tightly-sucking downstrokes, all the way to the base, her throat filling each time as she fucked her face onto the strangers' cocks.

Even so, Tammy had to endure slaps and hair-pulling from each impatient man while she paid even just those few seconds of attention to other cocks. 

Who the hell were these pigs? Had they been stranded on a desert island for ten years?

Tammy chided herself internally for her rebellious thoughts. They were only slapping her and pulling her hair because it was what she deserved. 

She should be able to suck three cocks at once, without her hands, with nothing but her whore faggot mouth.

Tammy understood that was what the lesson was about. Real-man cock was there to be worshiped by sissies like her. Failure to do so earned her bitch-slaps, just as it should. They aroused her because she was a kinky little whore. She'd been taught she should be as ashamed of that as she was of her hunger for cock, and her inability to be an appropriately cock-hungry whore. These contradictions did not cancel each other out; rather, they augmented the arousing power of each "fact."

Tammy was learning to accept that not only was she a worthless cock-hungry cumdump by nature; she was also a bad little girl for wanting to be a worthless cock-hungry cumdump. But she could never want it enough to satisfy the real men who deserved her obeisance for not being cock-hungry cumdumps like her. She was a whore and a slut and a faggot and a sissy for being a good little cocksucker, but she could never be a good enough cocksucker to provide what a real man deserved. She was destined for failure; this was why she must train constantly.

Thank you for training me, Doctor, Tammy thought instinctively. Thank you for training me, Masters. Thank you for treating this sissy cuntface like the inadequate cocksucking whore that I am. 

Tammy thought such things often. She often said them out loud, too. In this case, she would have said it out loud, too, so that Dr. Valdez could hear her... except that her mouth was filled with dick, which was even better than having it free to say dirty things about what a little whore she was.

The hard slaps to Tammy's face continued as Tammy moved more quickly, trying desperately not to seem rushed to the men she was servicing. A sense of being rushed was poison to the art of giving a good blowjob, no matter how many cocks she had to service. 

Tammy moved from dick to dick in a circle, sliding her lips down the shaft of each cock and swallowing it for a few pumps, then moving on to the next. She moved in something approaching a dance.

She felt a rush of excitement as she got into a rhythm, moving from cock to cock with increasing ease. 

Tammy found that the slapping and hair-pulling came less frequently the more naturally she let her motions flow.

Spittle ran out of Tammy's mouth and dribbled over her chin, onto her budding tits. It got in her hair, matting it. It smeared her lipstick and ran over face. Tammy's tits glistened with her drool. 

Every now and then, she would take a brief moment to look up into one of the semi-hidden cameras. There were many of them. Dr. Valdez had many perspectives on Tammy's degradation. Tammy wasn't sure just how many, but she knew if Dr. Valdez wanted, he could observe her suck-training from just about any angle.

Tammy thought about Dr. Valdez watching her. Her heart leapt to imagine his dark eyes focused on her, narrowed with intense concentration. She dreamt of his handsome face set tight as he evaluated every detail of her technique, making notes on her chart about items that required later chastisement.

Was he hard? Was he tenting his slacks? Was he maybe, even -- Tammy scarcely dared to hope -- jerking off? Did Dr. Valdez sneak his hand to his bulging crotch and give himself a quick rub through his slacks between making notes about how many agonizing, humiliating strokes Tammy should get when he next stripped her naked and ordered his plaything to bend over and grab her ankles for the cane? Did he maybe even, occasionally, sneak his hand down his slacks and actually pump his own dick?

Tammy shivered. Her naked body undulated more energetically whenever she thought about Dr. Valdez watching her.

The cock in the middle, Cock #1, was first to explode. The guy's load was huge; Tammy was just coming off his dick when it burst forth. She hastened to put her mouth back on his dick and suck him dry, but she missed a lot. Hot pulses ran into her mouth, and she gobbled eagerly... but more cum ran out of her mouth, down her chin, onto her tits. The guy finished cumming with several more squirts; Tammy felt the tight pull of a hand in her hair and turned instantly to Cock #2, still dripping from the first load.

Number 2 came seconds after #1.

Cum blasted into Tammy's mouth, onto her face, all over her tits; this guy's hand was wrapped around his cock and he was jerking himself, so Tammy just had to wait there for each stream. She opened her mouth wide and let him squirt some of it onto her outstretched tongue, keeping her eyes open the whole time. She hoped the camera could properly capture the submission in her eyes, but knowing it would always be insufficient... just like her submission itself.

Her shimmering crystal blue tear-filled eyes stayed fixed on the plain round glass disk of the camera.

The lens was set into the padded wall above each hole. As Tammy took her cumload, she tried to emote for the benefit of the camera right in front of her. She tried to communicate non-verbally how much she adored being bathed in cum like this. She tried to be the cumslut she was expected to be.

Was Dr. Valdez watching? Did he like this? Was he impressed with how she was performing?

The third man, Cock #3, slapped Tammy's face, grabbed her hair, and pulled. He dragged her mouth to the hole, unwilling to wait for Tammy to turn her head.

Both the man's hands were shoved through the hole to grip her head on both sides. It was tight going. The man behind Cock #3 held Tammy's head tight against the glory hole. 

There was not much room for Tammy to do anything except open wide and let the man use her face.

This, the man did with great gusto. He fucked Tammy's face like it was a porn-shop prosthetic -- a Pocket Pussy, or something.

Tammy relished the feeling of being reduced to a cheap latex fuckhole.

The man plowed Tammy's face vigorously.

It didn't take long before his jism blasted into Tammy's mouth.

Tammy relaxed, opened her throat, and let it jet right down her piehole into her slut belly.

She felt all warm and delicious inside. 

She moaned in pleasure, making gurgling sounds through the great wads of jizz and spit that ran down her face and gathered, half-congealed, around her lips.

The speaker crackled.

Tammy's heart leapt as she heard Dr. Valdez's voice again.

"Good girl," he said. "Very good little slut, Tammy. Now, you get the use of your hands back. Congratulations."

Throughout the first phase of the training ordeal, the padded cuffs had continued to secure Tammy's wrists at her sides and slightly behind her.

Now, they came open with an audible hiss of air.

Everything here in the training cubicles seemed to operate on some combination of pneumatic pressure and electrically-powered mechanical arms.

Tammy was trying to forget words like that, though. Sissies don't need to think about mechanics or engineering, the way Tom used to, sometimes. A sissy's only interest in a fuck-machine is how hard it can do her. A sissy bimbo slut whore cuntface cumdump only needed to have limited knowledge of such remotely-operated bondage devices as were ubiquitous through The Institute.

A sissy bimbo slut needed only to know how to let such machines take control of her.

Tammy let the thought flutter through her mind airily.

Tammy felt the long strings of thick cum running jizzy and gooey down her face, over her chin and onto her tits. Some of her long blonde hair had grown matted with cum. When Tammy moved her head in sensuous undulations, the matted strands of her long platinum locks whipped around messily.

Tammy looked up at the camera directly in front of her, over Cock #1. 

She licked her lips, tasting cum, feeling its sensuous texture.

She brought her hands to her face and began wiping cum off her chin. 

With each wipe, she thrust her cummy fingers into her mouth, licking eagerly and making yummy sounds.

When she'd licked up a good quantity of cum, Tammy moaned at the camera:

"Thank you, Doctor. Thank you, Master and Master and Master. All three of you -- four of you -- thank you for training this cuntslut. This sissy cumhole loves sucking your real man dicks. It has never been happier."

Then she lowered her voice a little. She moaned as sensuously as she could:

'

"This sissy cunt knows it doesn't deserve any more dick, Masters and Doctor. But it wants it so bad..." She whimpered and wriggled her sweaty, cum-covered body suggestively. She purred: "Please, Doctor Valdez, this sissy needs more dick. Can it have some more, Doctor? It'll try hard to be a good girl for real-man dick, Doctor...please, Doctor? Can this cumdump have some more dick?"

Tammy was racking her brains to come up with even filthier things to vocalize in her desperate plea for cock… when said plea was finally answered.

Some stranger shoved his fresh dick through the center hole.

It was Cock #1, all over again.

#

Tammy's cummy mouth was already open wide this time, begging for dick. So the new stranger's cock slid in nice and easy.

Tammy's mouth was still wet with spittle, her salivary glands still working overtime. Cock #1 -- #1B, maybe? -- slid right into her mouth.

Tammy ran her hands over her tits, wiping up cum and smearing it into her hair as she lifted her watery baby-blues up to the camera just above the cock she was sucking.

When she felt another cock push at her face from the hole to her right, she stopped feeling her tits and put her hand around the new dick. She started jacking off Cock #2... without being told to do so, of course.

She was a good girl.

Then Tammy did something she hoped would make her seem like an even better cumslut in Dr. Valdez's eyes. 

She put her left hand up to the empty Hole #3... waiting for it.

When, a few moments later, someone new shoved his dick through it, he was greeted by Tammy's ready hand.

Tammy started stroking.

#

"Oh, yeah," Dr. Valdez crooned. "You're a hot little fucking faggot sissy cocksucking cumslut face-whore, aren't you, bitch?"

Tammy would have said, "Yes, Doctor," but she was too busy sucking off three strangers. With her mouth full of dick, all she could do was murmur happily as Dr. Valdez cheered her on.

"That pretty face of yours is a fuckhole, slave. You're just a sissy cunt hole to be fucked, aren't you? Your pretty slut face is there as a cock-sleeve for real-man dick. Don't you ever forget that."

"I won't, Doctor," Tammy gasped, catching the gap in her Doctor's instructions just as she came off of Cock #2 with a string of spit trailing behind her. She moved over to #3, then back to #1, always using her hands for whatever cocks she didn't have her mouth on at any given time.

Tammy fell into an easy rhythm, sucking and stroking dick after dick. Her shaved little cock stood hard and humiliated, Tammy's arousal obvious even through the haze of hormones.

The "medicine" Dr. Valdez gave her might make it harder for Tammy to get erect. But she was such a horny little cocksucking whore that she couldn't help stiffening up in a situation like this. Stiffening up... and staying that way.

Tammy moved back and forth from dick to dick in an easy, wet semi-circle.

She built up speed, craving the ecstatic moment when each man would unload on her.

It was not long in coming.

A few short minutes later, Tammy found herself bathed in another triple load of jizz.

She caught what she could and wiped up the rest with her fingers -- or tried to, at least. 

She licked her fingers provocatively, looking into the camera above Hole #1.

Perhaps a half-minute of cum-licking passed gloriously, as Tammy thought about Dr. Valdez watching her lick cum from her fingers.

Then Tammy saw a fresh, hard dick coming through Hole #1, approaching her face with the speed of a rapid and careless thrust.

She opened her mouth and swallowed it.

While Tammy's blonde head bobbed at Hole #1, she put her hands to Holes #2 and #3, waiting for more cock.

Seconds later, her hands were both filled with hard dick again.

Tammy started to stroke.

#

It took Tammy less time to get these three men off than it had the first two rounds. 

Tammy's hands were all slippery with cum and spit from her firm tits. She moved eagerly back and forth between cocks, sucking and jacking each one for a few strokes. She never left one unattended for more than a few seconds.

The three fresh cocks blasted in just a few minutes, all within seconds of each other.

In fact, for a glorious instant, all three dicks were spurting at once. 

When that happened, Tammy felt drunk. 

She was overwhelmed, unsure what to do. 

She let her sissy instincts take over. 

She hunched her shoulders and snuggled her way down beneath the cocks, aiming them at her as best she could. 

She tipped her head awkwardly upward and tried to get down far enough beneath the spurting dicks to take as much jizz as possible on her face and in her open mouth.

She ended up bathed in a thick glaze of jizz. She could feel it running over her face onto her body. Her tits were once again clotted with the congealing stuff.

Tammy returned to a semi-upright kneeling position, feeling the tight tug of the bonds that still held her kneeling and spread.

As the latest trio of cocks withdrew, Tammy fixed her eyes on the camera above Hole #1.

"Thank you, Doctor," she whimpered, her eyes wet and open, still running with mascara tears. "And thank you, Master, Master and Master. This cumdump--"

Tammy's offer of verbal gratitude was silenced before it could really get going.

Whatever Institute handler -- or lucky and well-hung outside "consultant" had been waiting in line behind Cock #1B -- was horny as hell. Maybe they had a monitor, over there on the other side of the panel. 

This guy was worked up. He wanted his dick sucked now. He didn't give a damn how thankful "this sissy cunt" felt for her previous customers.

He shoved his dick through Hole #1, and right into Tammy's wet mouth.

#

Tammy willingly abandoned her plea. 

She started to suck the third cock through Hole #1 and lifted her hands to holes #2 and #3 with a hopeful tremble of her fingers.

She was instantly rewarded with two more dicks.

Tammy took each one in hand and began to stroke it with her cummy and spitty fingers.

She began to trade off, moving in an arc from dick to dick to dick, trading mouth for hand and vice-versa. 

She went left-center-right-left, Hole #3-Hole#1-Hole#2-Hole #3-Hole #1. She did that to keep from providing too much attention to any one dick. If she went in a semi-circle back and forth, as would have come naturally, she would lavish attention on Cock #1, and #2 and #3 would be neglected. It wasn't her place to play favorites just because one cock was right there in front of her in Hole #1, easy to get to without even turning her head. All real-man dick deserved equal consideration.

Tammy heard Dr. Valdez's soothing voice through the speakers.

He said: "Good, Tammy. You're being a very good cockslut today. You're a good little cocksucker. Just a few more hours, Tammy, and we'll let you rest..."

Tammy's head spun. A few more hours? Was Dr. Valdez fucking with her? Or did she really plan to keep her in this cubicle, bathed in cum, sucking dick, jacking off cock, for a matter of hours?

She knew better than to let herself think about that. 

If the Doctor demanded it, Tammy would do it. Doctor knows best.

Tammy whimpered: "Yes, Doctor. Please, Doctor..."

Then the slim, blonde little sissy had her mouth full for quite a time after that. 

Tammy did find out whether Dr. Valdez had been exaggerating how long he planned to keep her on her knees in the glory hole training booth.

But by then, she'd learned that a few hours can pass rather quickly, sometimes. When a sissy slut's mouth and hands are filled with dick, every minute is a treasure.

By the time the cum-glazed sissy's ordeal finally abated, it was indeed hours later. 

And by then, Tammy was begging for more.

Her voice hoarse from repeatedly deep-throating dick, she could not stop begging her Doctor to give her more dick.

When the pneumatic cuffs holding her ankles hissed open, Tammy's first action was to stand on trembling legs... and thrust her butt up against Hole #1, begging, "Please, Doctor? Please fuck me? Please fuck my sissy cunt?"

Her slender and cum-glossy hands gripped the edges of Holes #2 and #3 while her shaved little butt undulated against #1.

Tammy had learned a valuable lesson. 

For a sissy like her, more cock is always better.

What could Dr. Valdez do? He had to reward the slut. She'd been a good little girl.

Dr. Valdez abandoned his seat in the control booth.

He exited and started down the short hallway for the trio of cubicles facing the glory hole trainer.

As Dr. Valdez neared the booth that held his moaning plaything, his cock started throbbing.

Dr. Valdez unzipped his pants.
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Interstellar Workout by Tiffany Gilmour

The feminine alien voice ordered: "Faster, now, Kelly! We need data on you with your heart rate above 140!"

Cal groaned, his eyes rolling back in his head.

“Please, Mistress! I can’t! I’m too tired, Mistress!”

“You’re not too tired, Kelly. You’re going to run for us... faster, Kelly. Faster!”

The alien treadmill quickened, and Cal struggled to run faster in his high heels.

“No,” he moaned. “Please, Mistress, no! I can’t do it! I’ll pass out!”

“Of course you can,” the voice said pleasantly. It did not quite sound human... more like a chorus of high-voiced humans, distant, crystalline, invisible. But it was definitely feminine.

“You can, and you will, Kelly,” the voice continued. “You’re going to run till we tell you to stop. Just as, when we tell you to fuck, you fuck until we tell you to stop. Isn’t that right, Kelly?”

“Yes, Mistress,” Cal heard himself saying miserably. The voice was not his -- or it was not what his voice had been before he’d been transferred. Now, his voice was girly, chirpy, high-pitched, and a little flirty by default. As Kelly, Cal even slurred a little, because his lips had been plumped to the point where no natural human female lips could be. It wasn’t collagen, or silicone, or anything it could have been on Earth. It was, Cal understood, genetic modification.

His lips had been altered when his new clone body was just a zygote. The gene for full lips had been tweaked and finessed, altered until “Kelly’s” mouth was a fuckable hole that drooled for cock. After his clone had been born and matured, Kelly’s aging process had been stopped; she would always be twenty, even though Cal had been sixty-four.

Kelly’s tits were not at all natural, though. Those had been inserted after the maturation of the mindless “blank” clone. Tits were a great deal trickier, if you wanted them as big as Kelly’s were. Cal didn’t know this because he had been there; the female voice had explained it to him.

Similarly, the bright blue of Kelly’s eyelids and the thick black of her heavy eyelashes were the product of post-maturation modification, in a process “Similar to tattoos on your home world.” The puffy lips had been colored a bright red. Kelly’s teeth had been straightened and reinforced with some substance that would keep them straight. Her throat-muscles had been loosened to make it easier to take big cocks down her throat. A few other surgical changes had resulted in the highly fuckable clone body Cal now regarded whenever he looked down.

“You want to look at yourself, slave?” the female voice said. “We want you to look at yourself. Get a good look, slave. You’ll wear this body for quite a few years.”

The wall in front of Cal shimmered and became a shiny mirror.

Cal saw himself as “Kelly.” He still couldn’t believe it... but he could feel it was true. The same grimace of effort was on the face in the mirror as Cal ran desperately to keep up with the treadmill.

And that hot, incredibly fuckable body was what Cal felt when the invisible hands and electric whips touched him.

She was one beautiful clone, that was true. Cal could certainly have done a lot worse, even if he insisted he wasn’t a girl… or his mind was not a girl’s mind, at least. His body certainly was... that much was obvious whenever the wall of the cell turned into a mirror for Cal’s benefit.

Kelly was a mix of manipulated genes and factory modifications. Kelly’s cheeks were rosy-red as if she wore blush. Her hair was platinum-blonde, as if it had been bleached -- but it was all-natural.

Her pale skin was immaculate. Any slight genetic imperfections in her face and skin had been smoothed out on the manufacturing table, after maturation but before Cal’s human brain had been inserted into the cloned body.

And yet, he still wasn’t allowed to touch it unless he was ordered to touch himself.

The voice had explained the cloning and modification process to Cal near the start of his tenure in the white room. Cal had not followed the details, of course, but he had been informed that as a voluntarily surrendered subject, he had been given a body that matched his self-image.

Which was fucking crazy, Cal knew... he wasn’t a girl!

That’s why he kept on resisting the orders that the think of himself as “Kelly.” It became harder with every passing “sweat-session,” as the female voice referred to his exercise routines. The slide into an acceptance of himself as “Kelly” was even harder to resist when Cal was subjected to “sex-sessions” as Kelly. Dreaming, too, made it even harder to resist the conditioning. Cal now dreamed as a woman... and his dreams were dirty.

“Don’t stumble, Kelly. You’re valuable property, now. Stumble, and we’ll make you sorry.”

“Yes, Mistress,” Cal moaned as he struggled to keep running in these crazy heels.

“We’re very proud of you,” the voice said. “We’re going to make you a real slut, and soon, Kelly.”

Cal didn’t answer, this time.

The feminine voice referred to herself as a plural, sometimes, as a singular other times. But mostly, she was a “we.”

As for her name, Cal only knew her or them as “Mistress,” always a singular.

He had awakened in this new body, in this cell, with Mistress giving him instructions as to how to move, how to act, what to say. When Cal had resisted, the training had intensified. Cal’s resistance had been broken quickly, but he still begged for mercy often... which only got him more intense trainings.

The chorus of female voices came every few hours, jerking Cal out of dirty-dreamed sleep and putting “Kelly” through her paces on a variety of exercise equipment.

Cal still struggled to keep up.

The room in which Cal ran was made out of featureless white. The walls were a substance that had a slight give to it, as Cal had found out when he’d thrown himself against it. He could not hurt himself. It was basically a padded cell. 

The cell was three feet across by six feet long and just a bit over six feet high. Cal could not jump; he could stand up straight only because his new body was so petite compared to his old one. Cal had been forced to confront his claustrophobia almost as much as his humiliation at having... a pussy. And tits... huge tits. And high-heels, locked on his ankles... no, integrated into his feet.

The body Cal had been given was not just a female body. It had been engineered as a sex-slave.

As such, it had been built with integrated high-heeled boots of shiny black plastic material -- something like PVC was on Earth. The boots came up to “Kelly’s” knees, but they were not merely boots. There appeared to be no space between the skin of his calves and the boots. They seemed to have been glued there, or part of the same fabric, two-tone but made of one substance -- shiny black PVC on the outside, and flesh on the inside. For all Cal knew, Kelly didn’t even have feet underneath the boots. She hadn't been customized that way.

This was how he would look for the rest of his unnatural life as “Kelly” -- a hot, big-boobed blonde wearing nothing but a pair of shiny black PVC boots.

The tiny white cell was totally featureless. The walls showed no variation; they were plain white, as was the ceiling and floor. It was all made out of a glassy substance, but Cal knew from experience that the substance could morph and change when his captors desired it.

For instance, when they decided it was time to study him running in heels... there was no “installation” of the treadmill. It just formed out of the floor and walls, which made it impossible for Cal to refuse to participate.

When it happened -- and it happened often -- the floor started moving, lengthwise... and Cal could either run or find himself slammed repeatedly against the back wall. It didn’t really hurt, because of the give that the white substance offered. But it wasn’t pleasant.

Once he had tried to prop himself lengthwise across the short side to avoid running. When he had done that, those walls started moving, too. The whole cell had rotated -- or gravity had; he could not be sure which -- and Cal had been forced to crawl on his hands and knees, until such time as he got his heart rate up to the place his Mistress wanted it. Crawling on all fours, it had taken even longer than it would have in the event of a good run.

Cal learned his lesson. He no longer resisted. He still complained, but it didn’t do much good. 

He always ended up running, and the disembodied voice coaxed him on until it was satisfied by the “data” they’d collected.

“Good, Kelly. You’re showing real initiative here. You deserve praise for accepting your fate. Your pussy’s wet, you know?”

“Um,” whimpered Cal. “I... I didn’t.”

“Well, it is, little slut. You want sex right now, don’t you? Admit it, whore. You’re quite a dick-loving slut, now. Remember when you claimed you were... what do your people call it? On Earth, I mean, not your people as in horny fuckslaves we train for our science experiments. What do they call it when a bitch does not do what she’s told?”

Cal raced. His mind swirled. He whimpered.

“Kelly! We asked you a question! What do they call it? When a girl like you -- a girl with a boy’s brain, and who used to have a girl’s body -- won’t suck dick when she’s ordered to?”

“Uhhhh...” Cal groaned. “Heterosexual?”

“Yes, that’s it,” the voice purred. “Heterosexual. We do not allow that concept. Your body has been created to take dick in its holes. All its holes, Kelly. That’s why your pussy is wet.”

“Yes, Mistress,” Cal bleated, fighting the exhaustion in his hot body.

“Such a good whore, Kelly. We’re very glad that we gave you a pussy. There was some disagreement among us whether your boy-brain could handle it. It’s good that you’ve proved us wrong, Kelly. That’s a good slave. Kelly. Keep running. Heart rate is... keep running, Kelly. You look very hot, by the way.”

“Hot?” murmured Cal. “You mean...”

“Sexy,” the voice said. “Of course you are hot in the temperature sense. We keep you that way. Your human language is so imprecise, Kelly. It does have its uses, however. For instance, in studying your planet, our culture has documented more than four thousand ways to refer to a woman who needs to be fucked all the time.”

“Um, you don’t say?”

“We do say, slave. That proves useful in training a slutty whore bimbo cock-socket like you, slut. Four thousand! And that is only in your native language.”

“English?”

“No,” said the voice. “That isn’t one of the terms.” Cal felt a painful zap across his butt; its source was unseen. “Try again,” the voice said. “Tell us what you are. You’re not English, slut. Don’t pretend.”

When Cal did not volunteer a term that meant “slut,” he received another sizzling swat across his ass, with much greater voltage. Cal shrieked.

“Try again!” the voice insisted. “Tell us one of the words for girls like you!”

“Um, um... cock-socket?”

Cal felt his titties slapped hard by the phantom hand that sometimes touched him, at the same time that the current struck his pretty butt again.

“We said that one!” the voice chided him. “Give us another!”

“Um...um...um... slut?”

This time, the zap was more powerful, the slap far more intense.

“Don’t insult your Mistress!” the voice said. It was still calm, but slowly becoming more emphatic.

“Cocksucker?” Cal tried.

Again, a slap on his big tits, a zap to his butt.

“That one’s too easy, too common! Get creative, Kelly! Your pussy is dripping! When your cunt’s wet like that, you should be able to talk a little bit dirty!”

“Dicksucker,” Cal tried desperately, his legs aching as he kept running. “Dick sleeve, fuckhole, roundheel, whore, bimbo... cumdump...”

“Roundheel?” the voice asked with pleasure. “We like that one. We don’t have that in our database, Kelly.”

“It’s archaic,” Cal gasped, struggling for breath. “It means--ow!”

His butt was zapped, his tits slapped again.

“You’re the dumb one!” the voice said, a whisper of laughter in its oddly computer-like voice. “You’re the slutty bubblehead cocksucker... what was that second-to-last term, Kelly?”

Cal struggled with his dimming memory, panting hard.

“Bimbo?”

“Yes, Kelly. Bimbo. That’s a nice one. Bimbo roundheel. You’re such a good slut, Kelly. Good little slave.”

“Thank you, Mistress!”

“Kelly the Round-Heeled Bimbo,” the voice purred. “We like that. Say it!”

Cal still had trouble thinking of himself as “Kelly,” but... that’s what the voice called him, and some days it was hard to resist its convincingly confident tone. More importantly, it was hard to resist the name when he was told to use it, because he was punished if he refused.

“Kelly the Round-Heeled Bimbo,” Cal said.

He felt his tits slapped again.

“Louder!”

He repeated the phrase, struggling to catch his breath.

The disembodied force-hand slapped his tits once more.

“Louder!” the voice ordered. “Tell us what you are!”

Cal howled: “I’m a round-heeled bimbo!”

The hand slapped his face.

“What’s your name, bitch? What’s your name and what are you?”

Again, the invisible hand slapped Kelly’s face -- and another hand grabbed each of his tits, squeezing and pulling his nipples. More hands spanked his butt -- both cheeks at once. Another hand spanked his pussy, despite the fact that his legs were too close together to allow it any kind of swing space. The invisible hands could touch him anywhere, anytime, whenever they felt it was needed to “train” him.

“Tell us! Tell is who you are! What are you, Kelly?”

Cal wailed desperately: “My name is Kelly! I’m a bimbo! I’m a slut! I’m a round-heel! My name is Kelly! I’m a slut! I spread for dick! My name is Kelly! I suck cock!”

Cal was so out of breath that it hurt to breathe. His big tits heaved as he struggled to keep up with the treadmill, let alone to get enough breath to keep calling himself names.

When he finally ran out of breath and began to just moan and grunt, he heard the soft crystalline laughter of his unseen alien Mistress... or Mistresses, if there were really more than one of them. Cal didn’t know.

But he did know that their voices worried him when they laughed like that.

Cal felt an invisible hand patting his butt, and another caressing his face.

The treadmill slowed down a notch.

“Good girl,” the voice told him. “Good little slut. You’re learning, Kelly. You’re learning.”

#

After stripping naked in the parking lot at the pick-up site off of Highway 90, Cal had walked barefoot into the cornfield. He was surrounded by a hundred others, male and female, ranging from eighteen to sixty or seventy years old. Like him, they were responding to the government’s public announcement that the Visitors wanted study subjects. The notice had not disclosed what the Visitors planned to study, or what they would do their subjects, other than that they would not be harmed.

Cal had to admit, his new body was a lot better than his old one. He may have not liked that they’d made him a girl, but in his old body he never would have been able to run like this.

Cal had passed out before he had been “collected.” He’d lost consciousness when the silver saucer was just a tiny vessel high above. Cal had seen a bright flash from the underside of the saucer, and then he’d gone down.

He’d awakened in this body... different in every way than his old one.

Cal had been living in this featureless cell for more than six months, now, in this female body. The Visitors had informed him that his new body would not be harmed, and if it was -- through any sort of accident -- they would repair or revive him. This was a cloned body, he had been told, engineered by the Visitors to match what humans believed ideal in the kind of person the brain-scan had revealed.

Cal had been informed that he was this kind of person... that his brain was the brain of a hot, wet, submissive bimbo slut who craved dick. Years of living in “the wrong body” on Earth had broken his brain, he was told. His brain and his mind and his spirit and his soul, if you would, belonged here. In this. In a bimbo. In a big-titted, submissive slut.

Cal had been told that the Visitors had matched him to this engineered clone and given her a female name because it was where Cal had always belonged.

He would be trained to accept this.

If he did not, he could not serve as a proper study subject. He could not be returned to his old body, as it had been “discarded,” he was told. What’s more, the Visitors did not allow their collected "subjects" to “customize” their own bodies based on their conscious desires.

“That would be dangerous,” the calm female voice informed him. “Your species is not trustworthy with such high technology. Our brain-scan method is foolproof. If we say you’re a slut, Kelly, believe us, you’re a fucking slut.”

As his acceptance of the Visitors’ terms was non-rescindable, Cal was told he would be kept in this cell until he really became the kind of slut he was secretly. Then he would be assigned to a group facility for sexual training.

Cal knew there had been some kind of mistake. The “brain-scan” must have been faulty. He was not a girl; he didn’t feel like a girl; he did not want dick; he didn’t want to be in a body like this... and if he did, he at least wanted to be able to play with himself and to get with other girls. He wouldn't mind having some super-hot lesbo action... there had to be other humans who had brains like his, right? And they were probably all real girls...

But when he tried to tell the disembodied female voice that, he got a hard dose of the “invisible hand” -- in reality, he suspected, a kind of force field. He would get that, and the “phantom lash” -- which felt he was being bullwhipped -- and the pain of the “behavior modifier,” which felt as if he’d had his butt, tits or pussy poked with a live cattle prod.

Part of Cal’s “training” was 

“Kelly,” as the aliens called Cal in his new body, would have been five feet tall if she hadn't been pre-fitted with these crazy high-heeled boots. She had huge tits -- Cal figured they had to be at least triple or quadruple-D-cups or something.

Her nipples were exquisitely sensitive, and her pussy got wet at the drop of a hat. Her clit would engorge with blood, and Cal would feel the desperate need to touch it, to rub it, to masturbate. He very badly needed an orgasm. As Kelly, he could not help but think of sex all the time.

The aliens had explained differently. They told him, once, in language Cal could just barely follow, that Kelly’s physical sex drive had been “adjusted” to match Cal’s hidden desires as revealed by his brain-scan. “You may not have realized you wanted to be a sex-crazed slut,” the disembodied chorus of female voices had finally put it when Cal made it clear he did not understand. “But we did. You are a nymphomaniac. Until you accept that, Kelly, you will remain here, in training, and we will continue gathering data on you.”

“Gathering data” meant running “Kelly” through a long series of agonizing exercises... on equipment that materialized from the floor and the walls, created out of the glassy white substance that morphed in ways Cal’s eyes could not really follow -- even though Kelly’s big, pretty blue eyes had 20/20 vision, as the aliens had informed him.

Sometimes the cell merely reconfigured into the treadmill, and “Kelly” had to run.

Other times, more disturbing and demanding exercises would be required.

On many occasions, the floor had dropped away just as Cal had seen and a chin-up bar forming in front of him. He would catch himself on it as the floor opened wide, yawning into an abyss.

“Three chin-ups, Kelly,” the female voice had ordered Cal the first time it happened. “We know it’s hard. With a rack like that, you're really going to have to work. You couldn’t even do three chin-ups in your old body, could you, Kelly? Well, now you’d better do them. You don’t want to find out what’s down there.”

Cal had barely managed to obey on that first occasion. His arms felt weak; his huge tits seemed to impede their movement. Nonetheless, the frightened captive had struggled his way through a trio of chin-ups... the first time.

Since then, many iterations of the chin-up ritual had turned the “three chin-ups” into a dozen... then twenty, then thirty. Still, Kelly’s soft, slender female arms did not build muscle. Cal just learned to accept the pain of fighting against his weight... until he could do however many chin-ups were demanded of him.

More recently, a bright brass pole had materialized in front of Cal, and he’d been ordered to “Practice your dance moves, Kelly.” When he said he didn’t know any, he had been shocked until he started doing what he’d seen in strip clubs before.... twirling around the pole, climbing it, humping it.

That had turned out to be exactly what his captors wanted.

Similarly, Cal was ordered to his hands and knees, sometimes, then told to crawl on all fours while the treadmill engaged. Other times, in an even more humiliating ritual, Cal would be ordered to put his pretty face against the smooth, glassy white floor, reach down, grab his ankles, spread his legs wide, and raise his ass up high. Then he would be, again, ordered to crawl -- but this time in a truly degrading position.

While Cal crawled like that, the phantom hands would spank his butt and his pussy, sometimes so hard he cried. When he cried, the feminine voice would observe that “We” would stop only when “Kelly’s” cheeks were at least as wet as her pussy. In case “she” didn’t believe them, the phantom hands would finger the snug, tight, cloned cunt as Cal crawled. It was always dripping wet. Sometimes Cal would crawl for what felt like miles, being fingered and spanked, slapped and forced to abase himself verbally... correction, he’d be commanded to abase herself verbally, for it was always as Kelly that Cal was degraded. Kelly’s extreme sluttiness, bimbo body and fuckable qualities were what the female voice wanted Cal to admit to.

And what choice did Cal have? Not only had the aliens remade him as “Kelly”... they had made him like it.

The evidence was right there between Kelly’s spread legs. Her cunt was dripping. She needed sex. She always needed sex, now.

Rarely, she got it.

That’s the reward Cal was pushed toward. It scared him to think about it... but he had no choice. The Visitors beamed the thoughts into his mind, while he was sleeping.

In Cal’s period of captivity, his dreams had been the most inescapable training implement. He grew sleepy whenever it suited his captors, and dreamed what they wanted their fuckslave to dream.

In dreams, Cal was never just Cal. He was Kelly, or he was Cal becoming Kelly. 

Ninety percent of Cal’s orgasms in Kelly’s body happened while she was surging up from sleep, moaning, her naked body humping the air in desperate abandon. He had tried to control it, but his resistance was becoming less every day. He needed those orgasms... just as he needed the dreams.

He had little choice but to submit to the dream-lovers... after all, his conscious mind was disconnected. As the long months of Cal’s captivity and training had continued on, the line between dream and reality had blurred.

Nonetheless, Cal had begun to enjoy his dreams.

It was only then that Cal really did feel like Kelly... which was the only reason he was allowed to orgasm in them.

Freed of his conscious mind’s resistance, Cal gave himself to vague male figures. Sometimes they were faceless men, humans, vaguely-imagined but intensely desirable to his -- her -- dream-self. 

But sometimes the men “Kelly” submitted to in her dreams were not humans at all.

Cal, as Kelly, dreamed about fucking some kind of robots.

Cal wasn’t sure of the terminology... robots? Androids? He didn’t know. They were dream-lovers, anyway, so it was strange that they were made not of flesh, but of this glassy substance -- or, sometimes, of bright stainless steel, gleaming as they shoved their hard steel cocks up into Kelly’s slut body, making Cal surge toward orgasm in his sleep.

They were hard, featureless, masculine shapes, whether glassy-white or gleaming steel. Their cocks were always quite big, and their hands felt lovely upon Kelly’s body.

In his dreams, Cal’s desperation for their giant cocks would drive him to spread his legs wide and fuck himself onto those smooth, hard implements.

Cal would beg -- in his dreams -- to be slapped, spanked, and choked, to have his hair pulled, to be “Flipped over like a bitch.” In Kelly’s voice, Cal would moan, “Fuck me doggy style! Fuck my ass! Pull my hair! Choke me out!”

Kelly was such a slut that, in her dreams, she liked it rough.

And Cal was beginning to feel the intense lure of becoming Kelly.

#

When Cal wasn’t sleeping, there was very little rest time. It was almost like his unseen captors and trainers just turned him “off” when his sluttiness wasn’t required.

Between being made to run, to do chin-ups, to practice his pole-dancing and more, Cal would be ordered to spread his legs, bend over, grab his ankles, close his eyes, and be felt up.

He would feel Kelly’s cunt stretching around the thick fingers of the “invisible hand,” and he’d feel wet pussy-juice leaking down the insides of his thighs.

He would be brought to the edge of orgasm again and again... but never allowed to cum.

Other times he would be ordered to spread his legs and masturbate, sometimes with big dildos that materialized on the floor next to him. They were made of the same white substance... and they were always bigger than Kelly’s tight cunt or exquisitely sensitive ass could comfortably take.

Cal took them anyway.

Other times, cocks would materialize from the walls, and Cal would be ordered to fuck Kelly’s body onto them. He would suck cocks on command -- and be “fed” by a hot, cummy slime that exploded from the tips and streamed down his throat.

It was the only time “Kelly” was “fed.” She didn’t seem to need food, otherwise.

Nonetheless, no matter how hard and deep Cal fucked Kelly’s hot body onto these disembodied cocks, he was rarely allowed to climax.

He would be allowed to bring himself close... but then he’d be ordered to stop and remain in position, feeling Kelly’s pussy spasm and quiver as she was forced to remain right on the edge.

If Cal tried to touch himself -- herself -- when he had been ordered to stop, the invisible hand would catch him and force Kelly’s hand away from the quivering cunt. The hand or hands might pin Kelly’s wrists up high in her back, or lock her pink-tipped fingers around her throat, or force her to place them, laced together, on the back of her neck while her pussy went crazy with near-orgasmic spasms. Even bringing his thighs closed to he could rub his thighs together would get Cal secured by the unseen hands of his captors.

Sometimes, Cal would be held there and ordered to let himself feel Kelly’s pussy quivering at the edge of orgasm for what felt like hours. He’d be asked what he wanted... and what could he do? Cal would admit it.

“I want to cum, Mistress,” he would hear himself saying in Kelly’s high, girly voice. “Please, give me cock. I need to be fucked.”

Nonetheless, Cal preferred the relatively infrequent “cock-training” to the far more frequent “sweat sessions,” when he would be ordered to exercise.

The “sweat sessions” seemed to happen any time of day, though clocks had no meaning in this place. Cal had stopped counting his “sleeping-periods” at the count of three hundred and six. He had no idea how long any of his many sleeps had been, but he always felt refreshed and he always had dirty dreams.

Somewhere between a few times a day and once an hour, Cal was awakened by the disembodied alien voice ordering him to seize the chin-up bar, or to use the brass pole to dance, or by the floor simply starting to move.

The running was the worst -- especially in these insane heels! 

#

“Good, Kelly!” the voice said. “You’re running nine miles an hour! That’s quite impressive in heels, slut. Now let’s get you up to eleven.”

“Eleven?” howled Cal. “You’ve got to be kidding! I can’t -- uh! Oh, fuck!”

The featureless white treadmill-floor picked up speed, and Cal had no choice but to run at the demanded pace. If he had been a normal... guy, girl, whatever... and these had been normal shoes... his feet would be painfully blistered by now. But somehow, these shoes, attached structurally to the new clone-body into which the aliens had downloaded him, did not blister his feet, if “Kelly” even had them.

“Please, Mistress!” he begged. “Please, can’t I rest, Mistress?”

The chorus of feminine voices rose in volume.

“No, slave! You’ll only rest when you show us how fast you can run... and it will be a very long time, slave! So you should get comfortable!”

“I’ll try,” whined Cal pathetically. It still confused him to hear Kelly’s seductive voice purring out of what felt like his own mouth and throat. It was hardly the most unusual thing about living in a female body... especially in this environment.

The voice said: “Don’t be sarcastic, Kelly. We know what you’re thinking, slut.”

“Wh-what?” Cal whimpered. “What am I thinking?”

He heard the tinkling of crystalline laughter. It scared him when his “Mistress” laughed.

“You still think of yourself as Cal, Kelly,” the voice told him. “We have no use for a male-minded slave. You’re a girl now, slut. Human females are what sell at auction. When your brain-scan matched the slut-profile, we invested resources in you. You will be expected to pay us back with appropriate service... to whatever Master purchases you once you’ve been trained.”

Cal was sure he’d misheard. He cried, “Wh-what? What did you say, Mistress?”

Again, the chorus of female voices rose in volume, as if they were angry.

“We said that human females are what sell, Kelly! That’s who males of every species want to fuck! That’s why we cloned one and put you inside her, Kelly. That’s why we made you a nympho! You’re getting close to the time you will be auctioned, whore! You’re going to like it, aren’t you?”

“Um...” Cal began. “Yes?”

The unseen hand spanked his ass and slapped his tits; a hot sizzle of current assaulted his pussy.

Cal shrieked... and it was, of course, Kelly’s voice that came out, because that's who he was, now.

“I mean... Yes, Mistress! I need cock, Mistress!”

“You’ll get a lot of it!” the voice proclaimed. “Do you know what an Oskabaaran is?”

“An Oskey--what?”

Again, Kelly was slapped -- face, tits, face, pussy, ass, face, ass, pussy, tits, all in a long rain of punishing blows. Every stroke made Kelly’s pussy drip more, her clit throb harder between her slim legs as she ran.

“O-S-K-A-B-A-A-R-A-N,” the voice chorused. “Spell it for us!”

Cal moaned in agony as she struggled to keep running, but to obey and spell the strange race’s name just the way his captors had.

He began: “O-S-C-ow!”

Cal felt more face-slaps and tit-slaps and hard, spanking blows to his pussy -- to Kelly’s pussy. He tried it again... and again... and again... and finally got it right, but not before his clit was quivering with the deep rumble of pleasure from the hard spankings.

Spanking could make a girl cum. Cal had learned that his first week as Kelly. Her body had been right on the edge, and Cal had begged for more spanking to push it over. He’d been denied.

Now, Kelly’s voice came easily to Cal’s lips: “Please, Mistress, spank me again!”

“Spell it once more, slave! Oskabaaran!”

Cal obeyed. This time, he got it right.

“Well? Do you know them?” the chorus of female voices asked, tone rich in sarcasm.

“No, Mistress,” Cal said, panting as Kelly’s tits bounced hard with every jog.

“A ravenous race,” the voice informed Cal. “They’re your top bidders, right now. They have human -- or humanoid -- minds, just like yours, but in manufactured bodies... manufactured there by an ancient race, the Kontaari, whose males died off after parthenogenesis was developed. They were needed as sex slaves by the remaining Kontaari who did not find their needs met by other females. That means they’re all male, of course. Unfortunately for you, Kelly... or fortunately, you little slut. And although they are good traders, they’re also quite thrifty. For that reason, they have a tribal arrangement to share one sex-slave between all members of a clan. That means you’ll be serving about one hundred male Oskabaarans, Kelly. You’ll get your fill of hard dick, slave, and then some. The Oskabaarans achieved independence before recorded history... and now they are exceptional traders and warriors. The tribes that do not acquire human slaves by pillage are the more ethical ones, like those who are leading the bid for you, now. We think you’ll like them, slave. You think so, too, don’t you?”

“Yes, Mistress!” Cal whimpered. “If you say so, Mistress... I’ll love them!”

“You want their dicks, don’t you, Kelly?”

“Yes?” Cal moaned, almost exhausted.

“Of course you do,” the voice said. “You’ll find them familiar. We’ve been beaming them into your mind.”

Cal’s head spun.

“Those robot things that I dream about, Mistress?” he whimpered.

“Yes,” said the voice. “That’s them. They put a pre-bid in, so we’ve used them as your dream-training lovers. We’re glad you’ve noticed. You come out of every sleep-cycle dreaming of their hard cocks in you. Now you’ll get all you can stand, and more. But you’ll learn to like it, we’re sure, just like the horny slut cock-socket you are, slave. That’s what you want, isn’t it, Kelly? That’s what you’ve always wanted, isn’t it? Plenty of cock? Spell their name! Don’t say it, slave, just think it. Remember, we hear your thoughts.”

Cal felt his resistance slipping away. He spelled the name of his new Masters in his head. O-S-K-A-B-A-A-R-A-N. He thought of the robot cocks he had fucked in his dreams... and he felt a shiver go through him.

“That’s it, slave. You’re learning. You’re almost ready. Good thing, too, because the bidding is closing. Congratulations, slave... you’re going to be one of the highest-priced slaves we’ve ever sold. Your brain-scan revealed an inner whore of interstellar proportions. You’re going to make us very proud... and your big-dicked new Masters will make you very, very happy, you horny fucking slut. You’ve come a long way from claiming you didn’t want dick. You’ll never claim that now, slave, will you?”

Cal shook his head, feeling Kelly’s long blonde hair brushing her shoulders and tits, strands sticking to her sweaty flesh

“No, Mistress,” Cal promised. “I’ll never claim that I don’t like big dicks... I love big dicks, Mistress. I want big robot dicks, Mistress. I promise I’ll always want them. I need robot dick. I’ll always need it. I promise. I won’t say I don’t. I won’t even think it.”

“Not even when you get more of it than you can handle, slave? When you get your fill and there’s a line of robots with boners stretching out the door, down the street, and around the block?

“No, Mistress. I’ll never pretend I don’t want big dicks in my holes, Mistress.” The words came easy to Kelly’s lips. She was surprised to find how right it felt. She had been Cal before, and she’d pretended she didn’t want dick... she’d tried for pussy on Earth, and hadn't gotten very much of it... but she had never learned how much she craved big dicks, until the Visitors showed her...

The female voice said: “Good, slave. You really are ready, we’ve decided.”

The treadmill started to slow. Cal let out a soft sigh of relief.

The voice asked: “What is your name, slut?”

Cal purred, “Kelly!”

The voice said: “Bad girl! You were thinking Cal even while you said ‘Kelly’! You're a very bad girl!”

With no warning, the treadmill sped up again, quickly! Seconds after sighing in relief, Cal was again running, wobbling in his high heels, his lungs burning behind his huge tits as they bounced.

“Kelly! Kelly! My name is Kelly, Mistress! I am a cocksucker! I am a bimbo! I am a sex-slave, Mistress! I suck dick! I suck -- uh! -- uh! -- I suck Oskabaaran dick, Mistress!”

That last was a little improvisation, and Cal was proud of it.

Unfortunately, his trainers were not impressed.

“They’re all male!” the voice proclaimed. “We told you that!”

“Master,” Cal howled. “I suck dick, Master!”

“Say it again!” the chorus shrieked.

The treadmill sped to a breakneck pace. Cal ran himself into exhaustion.

“Kelly! Kelly! My name’s Kelly! I am a slut, Master. I suck dick, Master! I am a bimbo whore sex-slave cunt fuckhole cumdump, Master... please use my holes, Master!”

“Good! Now keep going!”

“Cumdump,” whimpered Cal-as-Kelly. “I am a cumdump! I’m a whore! And a slut! I suck alien dick! I suck robot dick! I love to suck it, Master! I love dick in my ass, and my cunt, and--oh, fuck! I need dick, Master! Please give me dick?”

The treadmill sped up. Electric lines of force sizzled out of the featureless white walls and slashed across Kelly’s naked butt.

“What is your name, whore?”

“Kelly!” moaned Cal. As he did, he felt the name looming large in his mind... it felt right.

“Good, slave! Now say it again! Introduce yourself to your future Masters! Practice makes perfect, slave!”

“My name is Kelly!” she moaned as she ran, titties bouncing. “I am a sex-slave! I’m here for your cocks, Masters! I need your cocks, Masters! I need big dicks in my cunt and my ass, Masters! I suck Oskabaaran dick... I need robot dick up in my tight holes, oh, fuck, oh, fuck... please, Master... give me hard cocks in my holes? I’m Kelly... I am your fuckhole cumdump bimbo slut...”

Cal’s mind felt loose, now; when he tried to think of the name he had used in his old life, he came up blank.

“Kelly,” he moaned. “I am Kelly. I am yours, Masters,” he said. “I’m here for you to fuck. Any hole you want, Sir! Any position. Any way you want. Whip me and slap me, too, Masters... hurt me, if it pleases you. It pleases me to be hurt. My name’s Kelly. I am a masochist bimbo slut cumdump whore.

What had once been “Cal” of “Earth” lost its grip on the body of Kelly. A new mind formed in what had been Cal’s mind. It had been built in the long, sweaty trainings and desperate dreams.

“Cal” became “Kelly”... and everything he said was real.

He wanted dick. He always had. Robot dick was as good as a man’s dick.

Robot dick fucked you hard, fucked you long, didn’t stop when you were finished with it. Kelly would get all she wanted... and more.

The treadmill slowed.

The glassy white cell transformed; the floor softened.

Kelly collapsed onto her knees, feeling the soft give of the cottony fabric that formed when it was time for her to sleep.

“Good slave,” the chorus of feminine voices said. “Go ahead, sleep, Kelly. You’ve passed your final. You’ll awaken where you belong... in an Oskabaaran brothel, slave. You’ll awaken ready for sex, of course. Your eagerness to be trained will be rewarded now, with a thousand or more years of life as a fuckslave for the Oskabaarans.”

Eagerness! Kelly thought weakly. Yes, that’s right! She had been eager. Inside her mind... deep inside... she’d always known it would come to this. She’d always wanted it to come to this. Her clone-body was the right body for what had been what’s-his-name... Kelly’s slut body was perfect. It was what the pathetic creature she had once been had always wanted... slavery to cock.

Now she would have it... and Kelly had never been happier.

She sank into the soft floor, her thighs and calves burning. Her chest heaved, her lungs aching behind her big quad-D tits. Sweat ran down all over Kelly’s cloned body.

“Sleep, Kelly. Sleep and recover... when you awake, there will be cock for you to service... when you awake, and ever after...”

Yes, Kelly thought. Happily ever after...

She thought of sucking their cocks... a hundred-to-one? That sounded just about right...

Kelly’s tongue felt thick, her throat hungry. She felt a trickle of wetness escape her full, puffy-lipped mouth. When she tried to sit up, the trickle ran down her chin and onto her huge titties. Yum. She was drooling.

Kelly collapsed into a prone position, spread out on her back, legs wide open, her arms thrust up over her head. She smiled, moaning softly in pleasurable anticipation.

As Kelly drifted off, she felt herself lift her hips slightly, instinctively. She inclined them, even though it required effort. Her overworked thighs trembled as she raised her pussy into a receptive position.

This was not the most comfortable position, especially given the intense burning in Kelly’s muscles. It would have been easier to relax... but Kelly did not care. It was more important to present her cunt as the receptive orifice it was.

She wanted to be ready for her new Masters. 

Their cocks would be in her soon.

“Thank you, Mistress,” she said softly. “And goodbye.”

There was no response. Kelly felt hot waves of humiliation as she realized: To her captors, she was just meat.

“That’s as it should be,” she whispered to herself.

She yawned.

“As it should be,” she said, her blue eyes fluttering closed.

Sleep took her.
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