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		A large ocean liner commissioned by GenCore meandered through the water due east of New York City. The Autopilot module installed in the ship’s navigational computer made sure to keep the vessel just outside the boundary of the United States and international waters.

		Fewer laws meant fewer questions, and everyone on the board of directors agreed that both were a detriment to science. In the weeks since Remo’s genetic remodeling, she’s stopped using her own quarters and exclusively stays with Carla.

		One morning Remo got up a little earlier than usual and decided to take a shower, hoping to be able to wake Carla with a little tongue before heading down to work. In the luxurious shower pod, she rubbed the soft soap-covered sponge over every inch of her dripping wet body, making sure to be clean and perfect for her lover. The only place that she couldn’t reach very well was her neck under the leather collar she’d been forbidden from removing.

		With that clean enough, she turned off the water and toweled off. Stepping back into the main room wrapped in a towel, Remo was more than a little disappointed to find Carla already out of bed and dressed.

		“Green dress again; are you leaving?”  Remo asked.

		“I am, my love.”  Carla smiled. “Have to go pick up a couple more interns.”

		“Awe.”  Remo stuck out her lower lip and pouted, crossing her arms over the towel just under her boobs. “I thought I was your favorite.”

		“Oh, baby you are.” Carla consoled her not to worry. Remo turned away still sulking. Carla ran over, wrapped her arms around Remo, and kissed her on the cheek. “You smell good,” she commented.

		“Kiss me like you mean it,” Remo said, looking into Carla’s eyes.

		Carla gently pressed her firm lips against Remo’s soft and damp lips fresh out of the shower. Involuntarily, Remo breathed in Carla’s scent and then gripped her hips. Carla started to pull away.

		“Don’t leave me.” Remo whimpered, “Not yet.” 

		Carla started to pull away; Remo accidentally dropped her towel, leaving her damp curvy body exposed to the world. She softly rubbed her erect velvety pink nipples against Carla’s chest.

		“Please, just a little.”  She breathed deeply into Carla’s ear. “I promise to be good.”

		Carla grabbed Remo’s ribs just below her plentiful breasts and pushed her against the wall. Then she nibbled on her neck as she flicked her tongue across Remo’s collarbone and down her shoulders.

		She whispered, “If I’m late, you are going to get it.”  She twisted both of Remo’s nipples at the same time she said it.

		Remo gasped. “God please, I need it.”  She pushed her boobs together over Carla’s face and started grinding her hips against the wall.

		“You are such a little slut,” Carla said, biting down on Remo’s left breast.

		“You better punish me,” Remo said, pushing her back. “I’m a bad bad girl.” She walked over to the bed they shared and knelt down on the edge. She put her face down on the mattress and started to finger her own cunt and moan out in pleasure. “Oh God baby, I need you.”

		Carla smiled and started rubbing her fingers between Remo’s crack, gently flicking her clit. Then she bent over and started furiously licking Remo’s pussy.

		“Oh shit,” Remo called out, gripping the bed with both hands. “Tongue fuck me harder,” she demanded.

		Carla slapped Remo’s ass. “What did I tell you about using that kind of language around me?”

		“I’m sorry,” Remo said.

		Carla stopped touching her. Then she stepped back and sat down on the edge of a wicker chair. She pulled up her dress, revealing herself to be wearing no panties. “Prove to me how sorry you are,” she said, spreading her legs. “Make me come on your face without using your hands.”  She paused. “Or touching my legs.”

		Remo looked at the floor. “Your wish is my command.”  She crawled off the bed and dropped to the floor. She crawled over to Carla and knelt between her legs. Gingerly, she touched Carla’s wet pussy with her tongue. “You taste good.”

		“Get to it, woman. I don’t have all day,” Carla demanded, grabbing Remo by the back of the head and smashing her face into her own pussy. “Get to licking it.”

		Remo gasped and started swirling her tongue as fast as she could. She moaned and moaned. She reached up and grabbed Carla’s ass to pull her forward a little and get her in a better position.

		“No!”  Carla thumped Remo on the head.

		Remo whimpered but kept licking and flicking with her tongue. She dropped her hands to her sides, and they instinctively found their way to her own creamy wet pussy. She began fingering herself. She became wetter the more she tongue-fucked Carla.

		Carla’s stern face began to relax, and her tight grip around Remo’s hair began to loosen. Her eyes rolled back in her head. Suddenly, her legs clapped down over Remo’s head and she screamed, “Oh fuck, I’m coming.”

		Remo gasped for air and squeaked out, “Me, too.”  Her face was covered in juice from Carla’s snatch. Breathless, she collapsed onto the floor.

		Carla stood up and pulled her dress back down. “Thanks, baby, I needed that before having to work with these penis heads today.”  She bent over and kissed Remo’s cheek while she continued to lay on the floor, panting.

		 

		***

		 

		Remo heard the helicopter spin up and leave the ship before she managed to get her vinyl suit on for work. She clawed at the collar on her neck and even considered pulling it off, but she shrugged the idea out of her head and got dressed. She couldn’t even identify why the thought crossed her mind.

		On the way down to the main work area, the door opened at level 13. Absentmindedly, she stepped off the elevator into the dimly lit hallway. The door closed behind her, and the lift continued on its way before she realized it was the wrong floor. She turned around and started to press the elevator call button when she heard a deep guttural growl rumbling down the hall followed by clawing sounds.

		Intrigued and terrified, Remo decided to go down the corridor and look for what might be causing these awful noises. As she tracked down the corridors looking for the source, the sounds continued to get louder. She could eventually tell there was more than one creature making the sounds. She finally reached a closed door with a sign warning all passersby should keep out.

		Checking the knob, she found the door unlocked. Slowly, she swung the door open. Inside she found a rudimentary lab setup. A thin layer of white dust on several surfaces indicated to her that the room did not receive many visitors. She found four observation containers that looked to be set up for human uses with bright lights and heavy observation glass. The large rectangular windows with rounded edges gave a pale blue sheen to whatever was behind them. Three of the chambers were closed and locked, but the last door was ajar

		Above the window of the first container, she saw a sign with the name Leslie Trufain. “Oh my God,” she gasped; she recognized the name as the wife of the GenCorp founder Adrian Trufain. “I thought she died of cancer fifteen years ago.” 

		Inside the first container, she could see something moving around. The creature inside looked deformed and miserable. One side of its body seemed almost normal; it would have been except for the burned chunks of skin grafted over to heal. The other half seemed oversized, covered in hair and mutated. Bones twisted and mangled, almost poking through in places.

		The creature moved with great pain and cried out in a terrible guttural groan with every step. When the creature looked up, Remo looked at its face. She saw two round, pale blue sad human eyes staring back at her, begging for death. She gasped and took a horrified step backward. She stepped back so far, she bumped into a plain table with a logbook laying open in the center.

		The last entry read Zeil: Test Failed. No improvement. Remo wrinkled her forehead. Why was her name in the book? What did she have to do with this abomination? She flipped back through the book, looking for a synopsis or something. On the second page, she found the title Curing Cancer through Genetic Engineering by Carl Walken and Adrian Trufain.”

		She read of how Leslie’s battle with stage four cancer was ending, and traditional medicine offered no solution. Carl and Adrian purchased an old scrap cruise ship, sailed it out into the middle of the ocean, and created a lab. They put Leslie in a stasis chamber and started working to rewrite her genetic code to remove the cancer. Their early experiments went horribly wrong. Leslie wound up with giant, almost sentient lesions all over her body. Further experiments cause part of her skeletal system to grow wildly in wrong proportions. Remo shuddered at the horrific details.

		The sound of claws scuttling across the bare aluminum floors startled her and she slammed the book closed. Out of the corner of her eye, she thought she saw a creature similar to the one named Leslie, although this one was able to move much more stealthily through the shadows. Another bump behind her sent Remo into total panic, and she quickly gave up her search and ran back to the elevator shaft. She pressed the button several times, and the elevator came to the door. She sighed in relief when the door closed behind her and she was alone.

		 

		***

		 

		She liked level two; none of the test being run on the floor gave her the overwhelming urge to throw up, which could not be said of some of the other floors. Remo stopped in the control room, the messiest room on the floor, to review the logs to determine which experiment chambers needed to be checked first. After finishing the first few rounds, Ari came into the control room.

		“Good morning,” Ari said in a delicate yet sharply judgmental tone. “Where’s Carla?”

		Not looking up Remo replied. “She left in the chopper, said something about new interns.”

		“I’m sorry,” Ari said.

		“Why is that?” Remo asked, looking up from her notepad. Remo couldn’t help but notice how Ari’s black, vinyl-wrapped skirt splattered with hints of red contrasted against her pure white, almost glowing skin. A breath hung in her throat waiting for Ari’s reply.

		“Carla’s moving on.” Ari frowned. “By tonight you will be down on my floor, or worse.”

		“What do you mean? Things are going great,” Remo said. She shook her head not believing Ari. Although deep down, the urge to press her against the wall and kiss her grew stronger with each heartbeat.

		“Whenever she gets bored, she goes and picks up a new lover and cons them into using the transformation machine on themselves,” Ari said flatly.

		“That can’t be true.”  Remo protested.

		“You might get lucky,” Ari said with a shrug. “Not all transformations go as well as yours did. If he doesn’t make it through, she’ll keep you around for a bit longer.”

		“Wait, what do you mean; explain that,” Remo said.

		“No, never mind, I shouldn’t have said anything,” Ari said. “Let's just get these things checked off before they get back.”  She nodded and grabbed a list of experiments attached to a clipboard. She smiled a mischievous half-smile and spun around. Exiting the room.

		Remo couldn’t stop herself from watching Ari’s tiny, round butt bounce as she walked out of the room.

		Ari must have known Remo was watching, because she slapped her own ass and made an excited whimper sound. “If that bitch kicks you out,” Ari looked back over her shoulder, “You can come to sleep with me any time.”  She finished speaking and left with a quick flick of her long, black hair.

		“Wait,” Remo called after her, dropping her clipboard on the tabletop. She took a few steps into the darkened hall and walked into Ari accidentally, wrapping her arms all the way around her small, thin frame.

		“What is it?”  Ari breathed into Remo’s face.

		“Um,” Remo stumbled for words, being partially embarrassed and partially thrilled at being so close. What can you tell me about the 13th floor? she tried to say, but the words never came out.

		Ari pursed her delicate lips and pushed them upward almost to meet Remo’s. “Kiss me,” Ari demanded, pulling Remo down.

		Just as their lips touched and pure spasmodic elation ripped through Remo’s body, the loudspeaker clicked on.

		“Chopper one to Tower,” Carla’s voice crackled through. Ari quickly pulled away like a wilting flower and shrunk down to the floor. “Preparing to land. Two visitors on board. Get the decontamination chambers ready.”

		“Two?”  Remo asked aloud.

		“The queen has spoken,” Ari, said returning to her emotionless, almost mechanical state. “Let’s get up there and not keep her waiting.”

		Still swirling with questions and emotions, Remo nodded. “Yea.”

		In the elevator, Ari pressed the P button to take them to the promenade area where the decontamination chambers sat. Remo reached up and pressed the button for floor 13. The light did not come on, but she pressed it again. Ari grabbed Remo’s hand firmly and twisted.

		“Don’t ever try to go there,” she whispered. “Ever,” she repeated, making sure Remo understood.

		“Why not?”  Remo asked.

		Ari closed her eyes and shook her head, continuing to hold Remo’s hand as the elevator ascended. When the car came to a stop and the door dinged, Ari released her hand and quickly walked out without saying another word.

		Ari moved so fast Remo couldn’t catch up until she had already inspected the first pod. “All clean,” she reported.

		“What about the other one?” Remo asked.

		Ari shrugged. “I’m sure it’s fine.”

		Remo heard the thumping of the helicopter overhead and went to the landing pad to greet the new interns. She thought if they were guys, she might be able to sleep with one of them before Carla and Ari convinced them to jump into the transformation machine.

		As he watched the helicopter come to rest on the landing pad and the blades spin down, Remo realized this was the first time she’d been to the top of the ship since her transformation. Through the windows, she could see three heads, Carla and two men. She went to elbow Ari and make a joke about how they could each take one, but Ari wasn’t there.

		Carla jumped out of the craft and onto the pad, followed by the others. The first was a medium height man sporting orthopedic shoes and a premature bald spot. The second man stood a good head and shoulders above the first, his shaggy blond hair dancing in the sea breeze. Remo couldn’t stop herself from thinking about how handsome he was.

		Carla pulled the door open, stepped inside, and handed Remo her flying sunglasses and aviator jacket. “Thank you, my dear,” she said to Remo. “Right this way, gentleman.” She motioned for the men to follow her down the hall toward the chambers.

		As the second man stepped into the doorway, Remo smiled slightly and said, “Hi, I’m Remo.” She tucked her hair behind her ear, trying not to show her emotion.

		He stopped dead in his tracks and looked directly at her, his eyes growing wider than flashlights. “Wait,” he said. “Are you the famous Remo Ziel?”

		“I don’t know about famous,” she said. “But that is my name.”  She blushed a little.

		“Oh my God,”  he said getting down on one knee. “My name is Luke Christopher, and I am honored to meet you.” 

		“Nice to meet you, too, Luke.”  She blushed even more.

		“Hey, Dale.” he called out. “Can you believe it; we’re going to be working with Remo Ziel?”

		Dale glanced over his shoulder, looked Remo up and down, and scoffed. “If you want to impress me, come to my room later. I’ll show you what a real expert can do.” Not waiting for a reply, Dale turned back around and continued following Carla down the hall.

		“Creep,” Remo mumbled.

		“I’m sorry,” Luke said. “He thinks he’s God's gift to women or something stupid like that. I’d be surprised if he’s even gotten past second base.”  He faintly grinned, the corners of his mouth turned up on edge just a little.

		“Come on.” Remo motioned, heading to the chambers. “Let's get you decontaminated.”  She motioned to one of the decontamination pods. He followed her motion and stepped inside. “I know this might sound weird, but take off all your clothes and put them in the bin. Then put the goggles on.”

		He nodded and stripped his clothing off. Remo bit her lip while she watched him get undressed. His firm, muscular body really did something to her. She wanted to join him after the cleaning.

		“This may sting just a little,”  she said flipping the engage switch.

		Luke screamed and fell to his knees on the floor as all of the hair on his body vaporized in the scalding white-hot light. He panted, “Just a little.”  He looked up at her through the glass.

		“Now let's get you dressed.” She smiled. He followed her over.

		Remo looked over at Carla, who was instructing Dale. “Dale, listen, we have to do this. If you don’t take your clothes off, it will just hurt more,” she insisted, pointing at the container box on the floor.

		“No, I’m the man here. I make the rules.” Dale shouted, banging on the door.

		“Whatever you say,” Carla said, flipping the switch on the chamber.

		“Argh!” He screamed, grabbing his face with his hands. “My eyes, I can’t fucking see.”

		Carla shrugged. “How did yours do?”  she asked Remo.

		“He’s fine, Level 37 with us?” Remo asked.

		“Sure, put him across the hall,” she replied. “This dipshit is going to be here for a while.”

		“Yeah.” Remo sighed. “I know how that feels.”

		“Help me!”  Dale shouted, banging on the door again.

		“Shut up,” Carla said, flipping the switch to zap him again. “I’ll come with you,”  she said to Remo, patting her on the butt.

		Luke’s dick jumped when Carla patted Remo. Carla noticed and started caressing Remo’s butt as they entered the elevator. Remo moaned happily, making sure to make eye contact with Luke. Unable to hide it, Carla and Remo watched Luke’s cock come to full attention. Enjoying the attention, they kissed a little in the elevator.

		Once the door opened on the 37th floor, Carla stepped out with purpose and headed over to the room that had once belonged to Remo. She stood at the external control panel of the vinyl clothing machine.

		“Remo, in.” She pointed.

		Remo stepped in, and the machine started whirring. While it worked at removing her clothing, Carla explained the process to Luke. A moment later Remo emerged squeaky clean and naked.

		“Your turn.”  Carla pointed into the machine to Luke.

		He frowned, because her explanation did include the part about no sex in the suits. She pressed the button, and the machine whirred. While he was still in the machine, Carla lifted her shimmering green dress over her head and pressed her body again Remo. Grinding her hips, Remo locked lips with Carla. They twirled tongues in each other's mouths as Luke watched on, still locked in the machine.

		The clothing machine vented the excess gas and released him, but the girls were too busy making out to notice. It turned Luke on so much his dick still showed through the vinyl, even though it was compressed against his belly.

		Carla pressed Remo against the wall and passionately kissed her. Remo smiled and kissed back. Carla grabbed Remo’s butt and pulled her in close.

		“Kiss me again,” Remo cooed. “Down there.”  She pushed on Carla’s shoulders.

		Carla nibbled on her neck and slowly made her way down to Remo’s beautiful breasts. She made sure to make lots of licking and sucking sounds as she tongued the girl's nipples.

		“God damn,” Luke said. “I want some of that.”

		Carla stopped and stood back up; she went over and nibbled Luke’s shoulder. “Girls only,” she whispered in his ear. Then she grabbed Remo by the hand, and they left the room together.

		 

		***

		 

		Remo lay in her bed, still warm and pulsating from the glorious tongue and dildo fucking she’d received. After Carla finished, she’d showered and gone back to work. Remo still lay in the bed named panting slightly. She was surprised to see Ari sneak into the room and start speaking.

		“Hey, Remo,” Ari whispered into Remo’s ear. “Come with me.” She tugged on Remo’s shoulder.

		Remo turned to look at her and wrinkled her eyebrows.

		“I’m not asking you for sex,” Ari scolded. “Although I’m not against it,” she said with a shimmy. “Later, though. Come on.”

		Ari led Remo to the main elevator, and they went to floor 22, a floor Remo had never been to before. “What’s here?” she asked.

		“Security Center,” Ari said, stepping into a large square room with monitors glowing from every space on the walls.

		“Are you telling me this place has cameras?”  Remo asked. She’d never thought about it before, but really, it did seem like a good idea to monitor at least lab areas.

		“Every square inch of the ship is monitored,” Ari said.

		Remo blushed. “Really?”

		“Yeah, you can see everything.”  Ari giggled. “Nice moves, by the way.”

		Remo blushed more; she fanned her face until her cheeks cooled. “What’s going on here?”

		“Oh, yeah. I was having so much fun making you blush, I almost forgot. Luke is sneaking into the transformation chambers today, and we get to watch.”

		“Oh,” Remo mused.

		Ari clicked through the menus on the large monitor and brought up the view for the chamber on level 15. Remo noticed no level 13 from the floor selection menu.

		“Level 9 is the one I used, right?” Remo said.

		“Yeah, that one usually works the best.” Ari nodded.

		“What happens if the transformation doesn't work right?” Remo asked.

		“You may find out in a minute.”  Ari half smiled. “Shhh.”

		On the screen, the girls watched Luke carefully walk into the room on level 15. This chamber looked and operated much differently than the one Remo had previously seen. In the center lay several concentric illuminated circles around two indented foot markers. Four rods with amber orbs on top lay partially retracted in the floor. Near where Luke stopped stood a control box with a large electric breaker in the center. Luke closed his eyes to concentrate or pray for a moment, then he flipped the switch. The lights all over the ship dimmed for a moment. Luke stepped into the center of the circles as they pulsed from the outermost to the innermost lines.

		The lines blinked faster and faster, changing colors as they blinked on and off. Luke opened his mouth in a shout.

		“Is there sound to go along with this?” Remo asked.

		“Yeah, but it gets pretty brutal,” Ari said.

		“I want to hear it,” Remo said.

		Ari pressed a button on the scream, and they could hear Luke screaming out, “Oh, my fuck!”  He was barely audible over the high-pitched whining of the machinery. Then he fell to the ground and screamed again. “My legs.” 

		He reached down to feel what Remo and Ari could already see. Jagged white bones stuck out of his thighs. He writhed on the floor, laying his back flat against the ground.  The muscles in his arms and legs bulged and contracted repeatedly. His back arched as his chest surged out. Two round lumps remained after the surge passed. They could see his massive, uncut penis shrink and draw inward with every heave of his body until it completely disappeared.

		The machine eventually whirred to a stop, leaving a long-legged and lean woman with plentiful breasts laying on the floor and gasping for air. Luke lay on the floor grappling at her chest.

		Remo clapped her hands over her mouth. “Is she okay?” 

		“She will be in a little while. Why don’t you go check on her?”  Ari suggested.

		Remo ran to the lift and headed to Luke on the 15th floor. When she arrived, Luke still lay flat on her back on the floor.

		“Are you okay?”  Remo asked, dropping to her knees to examine Luke’s body. She noticed the wounds on her legs healed and left no scar.

		“That was amazing,” Luke said. “My body still hurts a lot.”

		“You’ll get used to it; turning into a woman is like that.”

		“Oh my God. What?”  Luke pressed her finger between her legs.

		“Let me help you up,” Remo said, putting her arm on Luke’s shoulder. “I’ll explain on the way back up to your room.” 

		On the lift, Remo explained to Luke how the process of genetic reassembly works. How the entire body turns to mush as the bits of proteins and molecules in the body break down and reassemble into a new but similar human who has gone from being a man to a woman.

		“Do you mind?”  Luke asked.

		“Pardon?”  Remo said, surprised she’d interrupted the explanation.

		“Can you call me Lucy, since I’m a woman now?” she asked

		“Yeah, sure,” Remo said.

		The elevator door slid open on level 37, and Lucy stepped out of the elevator. She turned and bit her lip. “Can I ask you something?”

		“Yeah, anything,” Remo said.

		“What’s it like?” she asked.

		“What is what like?”

		“Fucking,” Lucy said, looking straight at Remo’s breasts. “I thought you were hot before, but oh my God. Right now, I just want to lesbian fuck you all night long.”

		“Wow.”  Remo blushed. “That sounds kind of hot.”  She stepped out of the elevator and pressed her chest against Lucy.” But you are going to have to work for it.”  She leaned in and pressed her wet lips against Lucy’s.

		Lucy slammed Remo’s back against the wall and started running her fingers through her hair. Lucy kissed her again. “Jesus Christ. I need to touch your pussy right now,” Lucy whispered in Remo’s ear.

		Remo just gasped for air, panting in anticipation. Neither of them heard the elevator open again, nor did they hear Carla step out of the lift.

		“What the fuck is going on here?”  Carla screamed, grabbing Lucy by the shoulder.

		Lucy jumped. “Oh my God, you scared the shit out of me.” 

		“Good,” Carla said. “Remo, our room now!” she shouted. “You know the rules.” 

		Remo frowned and looked down as she dropped her hands to her side. “Sorry.” 

		Lucy retreated and started for her room.

		“Where the fuck are you going?”  Carla asked.

		Lucy stopped in her tracks. “My room.”

		“Try again,” Carla snarled.

		“Your room?” she asked sheepishly.

		“Exactly,” Carla said. “You want to fuck. Then, that’s what we are about to do.” She pointed down the corridor. “Go, both of you.”

		Remo nodded and quickly went down the hall.

		“Yes, ma’am,” Lucy said, following Remo.

		Carla exhaled. “I love new pupils.” 

		She smiled to herself as she walked back to her own room. When she got into the room, Remo was already sitting on the edge of the bed looking at the floor.

		“I’m sorry,” she said.

		“What the hell is going on?” Lucy asked.

		“We have an agreement, a contract if you will,” Carla said. “There are rules, and there are punishments. Remo knows that. She was about to have sex without my permission. The punishment for this is very grave.” 

		“Look, it’s my fault,” Lucy said. “Don’t be mad.”

		“Oh, I’m not mad,” Carla said, reaching into a drawer and pulling out a short black riding crop. “I’m going to enjoy myself.” She turned and slapped Remo across the face with the crop.

		“Oww,” Remo whimpered.

		Carla drew her arm back to slap Remo again.

		“Hey. Stop it.”  Lucy demanded, grabbing Carla’s arm.

		Carla turned and looked into Lucy’s eyes. Carla gasped as her gaze met Lucy. She felt her entire body shiver. She wanted Lucy because she still had fight. She knew it would be tough to dominate her, but Carla wanted the challenge. She longed for it.

		“Fine.” Carla relented. She dropped the crop on the ground at her feet. “You do it.” 

		“Excuse me,” Lucy protested.

		“I told you.”  Carla smiled. “She must be punished, and since you are so high and mighty about my methods. You do it.” 

		“No.”  Lucy crossed her arms over her chest.

		“Oh, please.”  Remo softly gasped. “I’ve been.” She choked a little on her words. “I’ve been bad. Hurt me.”

		Lucy felt pleasure welling up in her. She wanted to see what would happen; the temptations were so strong, she could barely stand.

		“Look,” Carla said putting her arm around Lucy. “If you can punish her good enough,” she whispered into Lucy’s ear, “I’ll finish you.” 

		Lucy felt her pussy quiver in anticipation. She couldn’t stop herself from smiling at the idea. She longed to find out how this worked with her new body parts. She bent down and grabbed the crop in her hand. Carla grabbed her firm, toned ass and squeezed. Lucy slapped her own hand with the crop as she stood back up. It hurt.

		“Oww. Remo, you like this?” she asked.

		Lucy looked up to see Remo kneeling on the bed with her face on a pillow and her ass high in the air. “Please. I need it.” 

		Lucy raised her hand with the crop and gently slapped down on Remo’s ass. Red marks immediately began to form. Remo whimpered and gasped at the same time.

		“Harder,” Carla demanded.

		“But.”  Lucy protested.

		Carla glared. Lucy smacked Remo a few more times a little bit harder each time.

		“Oh fuck, yes baby,” Remo cried into the mattress while gripping the pillow on the bed. “More, more, fuck me.

		Lucy felt herself getting wetter and wetter. She hesitated, a little fearful of what to do next. She shyly looked at Carla. “Do I just like stick my tongue in her pussy?” 

		“You have to try harder than that.” Carla ripped the crop out of Lucy’s hand. She smacked Remo twice as hard.

		“Yes! Yes!” Remo shouted.

		“Remo, up.” 

		She pushed up her lips, quivering, wanting more.

		“Now, Lucy, since you are new, you get to lay down,” Carla instructed.

		Lucy hesitated.

		“Lay down, you inexperienced cunt. She’s going to sit on your face.”  Carla motioned to Remo.

		Lucy scowled. She didn’t like being called such a name. Carla pushed her over on the bed. Lucy smiled, while as a man she had always been in control, as a woman she liked being pushed around.

		Her legs hung off the end of the bed. Remo climbed up and put her knees on either side of Lucy’s head. She slowly lowered her hips as Lucy extended her tongue. The first connection between Lucy’s timid and erect tongue and Remo’s wet almost dripping pussy sent chills down Lucy’s spine. Her body twitched, and she could feel her own pussy pulsing.

		She was too busy enjoying herself to notice right away that Carla had knelt on the floor between her legs. When Carla gently separated Lucy’s pussy lips and placed her tongue gently between them, Lucy involuntarily closed her teeth and narrowly missed biting down on Remo’s clitoris.

		Hearing Remo’s moans and gasps as she bobbed up and down on Lucy’s face combined with the feeling of Carla’s strong and expert tongue firmly exploring her virgin slit made Lucy come fast and hard.

		“Oh, shit,” she said, clapping her legs down on Carla’s head. “God damn, that feels good.”

		Carla gripped Lucy’s ass with both hands and clenched her fists, sending pleasuring pain through Lucy’s body. “Ready for some real fun?” she asked Lucy as she tried to catch a breath.

		“Yeah, you can fuck me however you want,” Lucy finally said, a little surprised at the words coming from her mouth.

		Carla pointed to the head of the bed. “Remo, lay. Feet here. “Head here.”  She pointed to the end of the bed.

		Remo nodded as she stood up, getting ready to lay down again.

		Carla pointed at Remo’s face. “Lucy, pussy here.” She playfully slapped Remo’s cheeks. “Face up there.” She pointed to the pillows. “Now remember. No matter what happens, you must — and I mean must — keep licking Remo’s pussy until she comes all over your face. Got it?” 

		Lucy nodded as Remo lay down.

		Her knees hit the bed as Lucy leaned over and began to explore Remo with her tongue. She even thought she could handle whatever was coming next. As her hips descended, Remo grabbed her and pulled her in close, thrusting her tongue into Lucy’s sweet, juicy pleasure hole. Lucy tried to focus, but it was hard because Remo felt so good on her delicate new lady parts.

		Lucy felt a firm grip on her ass cheeks; she could feel Carla gently spreading them apart. She felt a warm, syrupy liquid slide between her cheeks and over her asshole. Then she felt the pressure of a cold rubber object pressing against her.

		Between the trepid anticipation and the feverish stimulation of her pussy, Lucy lost focus for a moment and stopped licking.

		“Keep your mind on your work.”  Carla gently coaxed her.

		Lucy shook her head for a moment and then extended her tongue to touch Remo again. All at once, in an explosion of pain and pleasure, a long rubber cock slammed inside her ass. It hurt a lot, but the lubricating jelly somehow made it better. It warmed her from the inside as the cold rubber cock drove deep inside her.

		Lucy yelped but kept licking. Her pussy was almost numb from the stimulation this new entry into the scene and made it even harder to think. She just wanted to explode, curl up to cry, and melt all at once. Then it happened. All three seemed to happen at once, and she lost entire control of her body. She fell over onto Remo and her arms and legs twitched. Her eyes crossed. She couldn’t take a breath.

		“I bet you never felt anything even close to that good as a man,” Carla said.

		Lucy weakly shook her head. She curled into a ball and rolled over to the side of the bed to enjoy the glow.

		“Do me; do me?”  Remo gleefully expelled as she rolled over onto her hands and knees.

		Carla smiled an evil smile as she lined up the gigantic fake dick strapped to her pelvis with Remo’s tiny pussy. Just as she was about to thrust inside, Ari burst through the door.

		“Girls!” she shouted. “I hate to break up your little lesbian fuck party, but we have a major problem.”

		Carla pulled back. “Shit! What happened?”  She looked pissed.

		The good feeling in Lucy’s soul left all at once. She just felt empty and used as she looked at Ari.

		“There’s been an accident. We have to leave the ship,” Ari said.

		“God damn it.” Remo slapped the bed. “Just when I was about to get fucked, too.”

		“I’ll get you later,” Carla said, already stripping off the strap-on sex toy.

		Loud clanking and ripping sounds emanated from the elevator in the hallway.

		“What the fuck was that?” Lucy asked, coming back to her senses.

		“Run, now, to the chopper. Don’t even get dressed,” Ari prompted, shooing them.

		“Did Dale adjust the controls and fuck himself up in the machine?” Carla asked.

		“Worse.” Ari paused. “He overloaded the entire system. It shut down then went into emergency mode, but she broke out before the security locks came back online.”

		“Don’t fuck with me, Adrian,” Carla demanded. “Is this a full system breach?”

		“It’s Code Blue, Carl.”  Ari nodded. “Go now.”

		Fear welled up in Carla’s eyes. “Girls, run!” she shouted, spinning around to point at Remo and Lucy. “Take the back stairs to the chopper. I’ll meet you there in a minute.” She turned back to face Ari. “Are you coming?”

		“You know I can’t.” She shook her head. “I can’t leave Leslie.”

		“She’s not who she was before,” Carla said, fear tingling in her voice. “She’s a monster now; we need to let her and this ship go.”

		“No!” Ari shouted, her tiny voice breaking. “We did this to her; we did this to ourselves. I have to fix it. You know it.” 

		“Goodbye, old friend,” Carla said, wrapping her arms around Ari.

		“Goodbye,” Ari said with a tear in her eye.

		They broke their embrace, and Carla followed the girls up the stairs. The last thing Carla heard before slamming the heavy fire door closed was Ari screaming, “It’s Okay, my love, we will be together forever.” Then a juicy, meaty scraping sound and then silence.

		She wiped a tear from her eye as she climbed the stairs to the helipad.

		The chopper blade spun to life with three completely naked women seated on board. Even with all the chaos going on around them, Lucy couldn’t help but look down at the others glorious, naked breasts. Trying to break her own tension, she spoke.

		“Anyone want to tell me what the fuck just happened?” she asked.

		Carla shook her head and remained silent for a moment, and then she spoke. “Genetic experiment zero broke out of containment,” she said smoothly. “Evacuation mandatory until the automated system can get it back under control.”

		“Then who’s Leslie?” Lucy asked.

		Carla stiffened but did not respond.

		“The founder's wife,” Remo said. “Don’t you know the company history?”

		“But she’s dead.” Lucy nodded, answering the question.

		“That’s not entirely true,” Remo said.

		Carl a flashed an angry glance at her. “How long have you known?”

		“Couple weeks.” She shrugged. “The lift stopped on the 13th floor one day, and I accidentally discovered the whole thing before I realized I was in the wrong place.”

		“If Adrian knew you knew, he would kill you,” Carla said.

		“I know,” Remo said.

		“Wait, slow down. Who’s Adrian?”  Lucy asked.

		“Ari,” Carla and Remo said in unison.

		An explosion rocked the helicopter as it flew away from the cruise ship.

		“Holy shit, really?” she asked about Ari’s identity.

		“Yeah.” Remo sighed. This entire thing has been the story of a man trying to save his wife going tragically wrong.

		“Wow,” Lucy said, trying to wrap her mind around it.

		“It’s not all bad, though.”  Remo lifted her chest with her hands. “At least we wound up with nice tits.” 

		Carla and Lucy laughed.
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