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		Chapter 1 – Prison life

		 

		He took the other man in his mouth—over the past several months, this was something he had grown to excel at. The texture of a man is different from that of a woman’s, rougher but still smooth and slick. Ronnie was acutely aware of his surroundings as he began sliding his lips and tongue down the other man’s shaft—you had to be careful in a place like this. A low rumbling moan slipped from the large man whose cock he had begun to service, and he took that as a cue to increase the intensity, creating more suction in each stroke of his mouth, moving his tongue over the head at the peak of every beat.

		His bunk mate’s name was Filip, a large and imposing polish guy who was part of the group which was ruling this penitentiary. Filip grabbed Ronald’s short hair and used it as handles, pushing his head down further onto his erection. This was a common thing with him and all the other Aryans—control was important. Ronnie relaxed his throat to accommodate the added pressure, but not too much—there had to be some gagging for Filip to be satisfied.

		The length of the cock slipping in and out of him was incredible. He could feel the head grinding up against the walls of his throat as it went further and further down. The sensation made him turned on, and he could feel his own cock expanding between his legs, which was something that never used to happen before.

		Filip was getting close, and he began ramming himself down into Ronnie with no regard for his wellbeing, pushing himself until not even the base of his cock could be seen, Ronnie felt like a sleeve for the larger man’s member and just a tool for his pleasure. His eyes began to burn—he wouldn’t be able to take this much longer—sloshing sounds were coming from his mouth as his saliva production increased even further. Filip’s moaning suddenly got loud, and his thigh muscles tightened. Ronnie could feel him cumming, releasing waves of pleasure from his twitching cock far down into his throat. He had to swallow many times with his throat still full of cock, and he came away coughing and spitting as Filip withdrew from between his lips.

		As Filip pulled up his beige overalls and walked out, he looked over his shoulder. “Good job, princess, see you tomorrow.”

		The walls of his prison cell felt more grim than in ever, the grey colors more depressing, and the erection in his overalls very confusing. With his small frame and slender body, he had been targeted from the start for sexual favors. It was rough at the start, but he got protection from the gang he was servicing, which was very important.

		Ronnie hid under his covers to relieve himself, but just as he was about to take cum, a guard entered his cell. “Inspection time! Get out of bed, inmate!”

		The shock could clearly be seen on Ronnie’s face. “But, I can’t now, please wait.” He realized his mistake as soon as the words left his mouth.

		The guard, one of the few female ones, approached his bunk in two swift steps and pulled the covers from him, exposing his erect cock for everyone to see. A couple of inmates who stood nearby broke out in laughter and pointed at him—the shame made him flush crimson both in the face and on his chest.

		The guard, Ms. Ramirez, took a step back and looked over at the group laughing on the other side of the steel bars. “Shit, inmate, keep it in your pants. Zip up and come with me.” She did not look pleased.

		The offices were located in an out of bounds area to the prisoners, this meant walking across many of the open spaces where inmates socialized during the day. Ronnie couldn’t completely hide the outline of his dick as he followed the guard—many people noticed, and he could see and hear them snicker as he walked past with his face turned down towards the floor. Ms. Ramirez didn’t seem to mind as she kept a leisurely pace, seemingly unhurried.

		There were men in suits who Ronnie didn’t recognize walking about, talking amongst themselves. They were followed by other guards—for safety reasons, he assumed—and some of the groups had men in white coats among them. He didn’t dare ask the guard he was following for fear she would berate and embarrass him further.

		She opened a door and held it open for him. “Get in, inmate, it’s time to teach you how to behave in front of a lady.”

		He walked past her, not knowing what to think, not saying a word. They went through a corridor and turned left, finding a door which required a key to open. Once inside, Ms. Ramirez locked it behind them. Ronnie thought, Guards aren’t supposed to be alone with an inmate, what’s going on?

		The room was brightly lit and had a large wooden desk in the center of it, an office chair behind it, and a plant in the corner. Other than that, it was empty, with no other exits. “Now, take of those clothes; it’s time for an inspection. We got a tip saying you’ve been smuggling drugs.”

		Ronald knew better than to talk back to a guard when they looked like she looked right then, staring at him intently and expectantly. Her chest heaved with each breath, breasts large and heavy under her tight uniform, sweat stains forming under her arms, and her arms crossed over her stomach.

		He did as she said—there was nothing else to do but obey. Naked, he stood in front of the woman as she looked him up and down, assessing his qualities. “You look scrawny and weak, no wonder you’re the Aryans’ bitch.” His eyes widened as he breathed in to protest, but he wasn’t given the chance. “Now, bend over on the desk and assume the position, inmate!”

		The position was used to inspect inmates who were suspected of trafficking drugs—it meant to bend over and spread your legs for easy access. Ronnie swallowed his protests—better to comply and get this over with. He stood with his legs apart, bending over at the desk. The cool air could be felt on his ass when it spread with his legs. The guard took off her uniform shirt, revealing a black tank top with narrow straps and an ample bosom which was shiny with sweat. She threw the shirt on the floor, took out a latex glove from a pocket, and put it on her right hand and arm. Ms. Ramirez went out of sight, and soon after, he felt her latex clad hand on the back of her thigh, slowly guiding it up his leg before letting it rest on his buttocks.

		He felt her move further down and grab his butt, taking as much of it as she could in her hand. She pulled his cheek to the side, and he could then feel a chilling substance being emptied onto him. “Now, let’s see what you’re hiding in there.”

		First one finger, and then two—she moved them around, searching, questing for contraband which she thought he had hidden away. He had none, but to protest against a guard was futile, especially a female guard. The female population had become hard to deal with after the epidemic had started. Depression and hatred ran deep in most of them now they could no longer produce children. Female guards in particular were hard to deal with, but that might just be because he was an inmate.

		A third finger entered him, and at this point, Ronnie was becoming aware of what was happening—this wasn’t a regular search. She moved her fingers in and out, sometimes stopping to grind them up against his prostate. His breathing got heavier and heavier, moans slipping out between his lips, his cock once more turning hard as it dangled between his legs.

		He turned to look over his shoulder. “What are you doing? I haven’t done anything wrong.”

		The guard took her other hand and closed it around his balls, squeezing them gently. He yelped, and she spoke. “I’ve had my eye on you for some time now, seeing you suck dicks all day to stay afloat. I just thought I’d treat you to some fun. Besides, I need to let some steam off.”

		He could feel her hand pressing harder into his balls. “Sorry!” he cried out.

		She let him go, and he fell to his knees. When he got his breath back, he stopped and looked around, Ms. Ramirez had gone to the other side of the desk, fiddling with something. She came back, and Donnie’s mouth fell open.

		Her pants were off, and she had attached a dildo to her hips, making it look like she had a cock on. There was a wet spot on the front of her underwear, which he noticed as she came towards him, the black fake dick swaying with the rolling of her hips. She closed in on him and stood with the cock protruding from her crotch. She spoke as she removed her top. “This will be fun, I need to test you for the program.”

		He closed his mouth once, twice, but they asked, “What program? What are you talking about?”

		She started fondling her heavy breasts, massaging them with her whole hands. “Oh, you’ll see. Now, come here!”

		It had been a long time since he had gotten any real action with a woman, so he quickly obliged her, even if her black dick looked scary. As he approached, she grabbed his head just like Filip had done and pushed into his mouth.

		He looked up at her, hardly seeing her face because of her chest being in the way. She got bored quickly and wanted to try something else. “Assume the position again, I want to fuck you.”

		He did as she asked—at this point, he was extremely turned on and wanted to impress her so she would let him fuck her in turn. He faced away from her and used his hands to spread his ass.

		Ms. Ramirez was quickly there, bending over him, her hot breath on his back as she guided her black cock into his expectant hole. The lubricant from her search was still inside him, and it made for easy entry. He gasped as she pushed it to the hilt, grabbing his hips for added force. His ass suddenly stung from an unexpected slap from her hand. “Arch!”

		He arched his back, doing his best to please her, moaning loudly to make sure she was rewarded for her work. His cock moved back and forth wildly in the air as she fucked him, pushing his hips forward with surprising force. This isn’t her first time doing this, he thought.

		The movements actually began feeling pleasurable as the guard ground her cock along the walls of his ass, pushing it against his prostate, sending jolts through his body. Her breathing was becoming labored, and she paused for a second and pulled out. “Turn over onto your back, inmate,” she said, almost growling.

		He did as instructed and now lay on his back on the large desk. The woman grabbed his legs and lifted them to her shoulders. Without warning, she pushed into him once more. He could see tears running down her face as she fucked him, her features twisted in rage. The angle she used now made for deep penetration, and long strokes were used to penetrate his ass. The feeling of fullness it brought him was intoxicating, and he felt like he needed more. Grabbing his own legs from Ms. Ramirez, he placed them behind his head, displaying himself as much as he could.

		His cock was on full display, and the woman grabbed it with one hand. His cock was not particularly large, but at this point it was so hard that it hurt. She used the hand still clad in a latex glove to jerk him off while fucking him. The movement of her hips slowed down, but the added pleasure of her handling his dick more than made up for it.

		He moved his hips as if to help in the penetration, and he could see she looked pleased. “You’ll do just fine in the coming days, inmate.”

		He still had no idea what she was talking about, but by now, he knew she wouldn’t explain it—at least not yet. The orgasm washed over him without much warning. He could feel his ass contracting against the dildo and his prostate start to quiver. Ms. Ramirez had his cock angled upwards, making him cum all over himself, covering his chest and stomach with impressive amounts of white cum. He collapsed back, letting his legs fall.

		The woman took a step back, letting the cock slip out of him as she did. “Get dressed; we’re going back—it’s time.”

		He lay there panting for a minute, and when he sat up, he could see she was furiously rubbing the inside of her panties, fucking herself with her hand. She looked him straight in the eye as she silently came in a matter of seconds, bucking her hips forwards and then shuddering backwards. The orgasm didn’t stop her from continuing. “Get dress, inmate, now!”

		As he picked up his overalls to put them on, she was still attacking her pussy aggressively, now grabbing at her tits as well, stimulating a hard nipple. Another orgasm rippled through her, and this time she let out a single moan which sounded like a long breath. Her knees buckled, and she fell to the ground, still not letting up, savagely masturbating. The guard rolled over to her back, going up in a bridge with both hands inside her underpants, moving up and down as her large breasts swayed back and forth. Her third orgasm was her last. She fell back to the floor with a strangled sound, red in the face, and her legs looking like they were cramping.

		Ronald didn’t know what to do, so he just zipped up his overalls and stood there, waiting for the guard to move. After catching her breath, she stood up on shaking legs, looking at him but not saying a word. She slowly got dressed, hiding away her body one piece of clothing at a time.

		With her all of her uniform on, she resumed her authoritarian air and gestured for him to follow. “Let’s go, inmate!”

		She locked the door behind them once they were back in the hallway. About halfway back to his cell, Ms. Ramirez was stopped by one of the men in white lab coats. He spoke very silently while looking at him, and Ronnie couldn’t make out what he was saying. Ms. Ramirez answered in a slightly higher volume, and he was able to make out that he would work in the secondary program if he wished it.

		Ronnie wasn’t very secretive about his eavesdropping, and they both caught him as he leaned in to hear more clearly. “Get back to your cell, inmate! Chop, chop.”

		With a start, he walked away by himself. He barely made it back to his bunk before an alarm sounded. It was still hard for him to make out what each alarm meant, but by reading the expressions on his fellow inmates, it wasn’t anything too bad.

		Everyone started moving along the walls, and he got in line and did the same, still not knowing what was going on. Ronald gently tapped the man in front of him. “Hey, what’s going on; where are we going?”

		The man didn’t react, said nothing, and did nothing. A man behind him heard and answered in his stead. “Assembly. Pretty sweet, if you ask me—get to sit on our asses, sleep for some time while they talk about cutting our food budget, and things like that.”

		Somehow, Donnie didn’t think that’s what it was. He had a nagging feeling that this had something to do with all the lab coats and suits walking around, watching them. His suspicion deepened when he noticed there were far more guards than usual, some even wearing riot gear. From the restlessness in the lines of inmates walking towards the assembly hall, he could read they, too, had figured out something was wrong—this wasn’t just some normal assembly.

		

	
		Chapter 2 – The Deal

		 

		Rows and rows of chairs lined the large assembly hall, and the walls were painted in warm bright colors that gave a soothing impression. At the front of the room was a large podium with a speaker’s chair on it. One of the men dressed in lab coats was standing by it, holding a microphone. He waited patiently until they were all sitting quietly turned towards him.

		He began speaking. “As you all know, the female population of earth has been rendered unable to conceive children. We do not yet know why, but we think it has to do with a virus. Facing the death of mankind, scientists have worked on different ways to solve this problem so that we do not go extinct.”

		One of the men sitting in a front row stood up. “Get to the point—what does this have to do with us?”

		A guard quickly walked up and pushed him back into his chair. The man on the podium lifted his microphone again and continued, “I work for Glendyle Multinational, and we have—in cooperation with the government—worked out a way to solve this crisis. Working with the human genome, we have discovered a way to alter a grown person’s parameters to reshape him or her into an incubator we can use for furthering mankind.”

		Ronald’s eyes widened—he couldn’t believe what he was hearing—it sounded like science fiction. Several other men stood up, and one voice boomed above them all. It was Filip. “I don’t understand all this science talk, speak more plainly!”

		The scientist resumed his speech, “Sorry, know your audience, right?” He chuckled a bit to himself then continued, “To speak plainly, we can change any man into what we desire. Using our latest technology, we can turn you inmates into women fit for breeding and use this to save our species.”

		The room fell completely silent and then erupted—some people laughed in his face while other screamed angrily for him to get the hell out. The guards had to run into the crowd to keep everyone from standing up and fighting.

		The man in the white coat left the stage, and another one entered. He looked roughly the same but was significantly older. He fiddled with the microphone and then started speaking with the volume turned up very high. He boomed over the assembly room, and everyone stopped speaking when he spoke.

		“I assure you all, this is very real. I will also assure you this process is completely voluntary—you are all free to say no. If you choose to agree and help us save this planet, together with inmates from all over the world, you will be released and turned back to your old selves after one year or one pregnancy carried to term. When you have completed the program, you are free to go back into society on probation. The number of years you have left to serve matters not at this point. You are also allowed to cancel the program at any time without any repercussions other than you being sent back here. This is the only way to save ourselves, as this process still only works on men. Please, take the rest of the day to think on this. We will have your answers tomorrow morning.”

		No one said anything—the room had fallen into complete silence. Ronald didn’t know what to believe. He shuffled out together with the other inmates. On the way back to his cell block, he was deep in thought, If this is real, and I do it, my sentence will be shortened by several years. This is a prison for nonviolent offenders, but most of us are still in for many a long time. Being a woman for a year might not be so bad, but the thought of being pregnant is just too strange. As he walked along the corridor Ms. Ramirez winked at him and blew a kiss his way. What a strange woman.

		Everyone was muted during the rest of the evening and went to bed without saying much. Some proclaimed loudly that they would never be turned into chicks while a few others argued it was an easy way out of here. Ronald couldn’t sleep and spent most of the night staring up into the ceiling, wondering what he should do. An alarm woke the block up in an instant. As usual, he didn’t know what it meant, so he just did what his bunk mate did—stood by his bed and scratched his head. The cells opened, and a guard entered, followed by a man in a white coat.

		The man turned to his bunk mate first. “Have you decided?”

		His bunk mate’s name was Geoffrey, and he was a man in his early fifties, short and bald. Ronnie knew he had somewhere around six years left on an eight-year sentence for some sort of company tax fraud. Geoffrey didn’t hesitate. “Yes, I will do it.” The guard left with him in tow, and as he was leaving, he turned to Ronald. “See you on the other side.”

		He was now alone with the man in the white coat. He pointed towards Ronnie. “You have been recommended for something other than the rest, so you have a choice. Either you say no and nothing happens, or you accept the proposition from yesterday. You have a third alternative, though. This alternative still means you are changed into a female, but not for ...ehm, breeding purposes. Instead, you will be used for other services by the government. Ms. Ramirez shared that you have an aptitude for sexual favors, and these services would require those skills.”

		Ronald had not expected this. “So, I either get knocked up—or what—turned into a sex helper of some sort?”

		The man shuffled uncomfortably. “Yes, something like that. The same rules apply, but you would be rendered infertile and unable to conceive. You also have a chance of being released earlier than the proposed year if your services are appreciated enough.”

		The scientist, or whatever he was, had started turning red in the face, but he still looked at Ronnie for an answer. This new proposal was too good to pass up, he thought. “I’ll do it—the sex thing—not the birthing thing.”

		The white coat actually smiled. “Good, you will be sent to the facility later today. We have arranged for you to meet with the woman who will train you after your transition—she is waiting in the visitors wing for you. One more thing—with this assignment, you will have your own name while the others are assigned a number. You will be Roseanne.” With those words, he left, and Ronald was left alone with his thoughts.

		As he walked towards the visiting ward, where he had been told to find his trainer, he noticed how empty the place was. Seems like most of the inmates had accepted the offer, as there was only a handful of people still around the block.

		Ms. Ramirez was manning the desk where the entrance to the visitor’s ward was. “So, did you get the offer?”

		He stopped in front of her. “Yes, I got it. I supposed I should thank you?”

		She looked up at him. “I’m not sure if it’s better. I heard you’re pretty much on autopilot in the pregnancy wards, and once you’re done, you’re done. You, on the other hand, will have to consciously fuck anyone who asks—I might even fuck you, myself.”

		Ronald thought she seemed more human now than usually. “Maybe. I hope they find a way to help you ladies, too, eventually.”

		Her eyes darkened, and she sat up more straight. “It looks bleak, but I hope so, too. Otherwise, the original females will be doomed, and only the ones you birth will be around. Us females are being discarded left. And right now, since the epidemic started, people think we are sick and the moods we get drive people away. Anyways, shut up and move it, inmate!”

		As he walked past her into the now unlocked door from her buzzing, he thought she looked sad and had to refrain himself from giving her a hug—something that would surely have awarded him a savage beating.

		The woman waiting for him to arrive was decidedly younger and prettier than Ronnie had imagined. The word trainer made it sound like she would be some sort of military persona barking orders at him—someone more like Ms. Ramirez. The fact it wasn’t someone like that brightened his day instantly. The woman was slim with a narrow frame, small chest, and large eyes. Her mouth was small but had full lips—this gave her a slightly pouty look, which was very attractive in a primitive sense. She wore a long dress which came down to right above her knees, and she wore no shoes.

		As he entered the room, which was originally designed for conjugal visits, she looked up at him from where she was sitting. “Hello, so nice to finally meet you. I hope you’re ready for work—this will be hard but rewarding in the end.”

		Ronald looked away instead of meeting her eyes—he felt ashamed for some reason. “Hi, nice to meet you too. This is really weird.”

		Her small mouth broke out into a smile larger than he would have thought was possible for her. It was warm and infectious, instantly reaching her eyes, which glittered playfully. “I know what you mean—I’ve been where you are now. I was one of the first, and now I’ve gotten work training the new recruits.”

		She gestured for him to come closer, waving a hand in a come hither motion that looked like she had worked on it to perfection. It wasn’t until now that he noticed she was actually sitting on a bed.

		He stammered, “Erhm, so, you’re close to the end of your year, or something like that?”

		She laughed, a pearly sound that spread to him, and he could feel himself smiling without having any actual reason to. “No, silly, my year was up two years ago. This is a steady thing for me now. Being like this isn’t some punishment—I bet you’re gonna love it.”

		He had a hard time picturing that, but the woman in front of him made him calm, and he felt at ease as he approached her on the bed. He placed himself in front of her, waiting for a cue, not knowing what to do. The woman threw her light brown bangs to the side with one of her hands before reaching them towards him, inviting him to take them into his. He did so, and she immediately pulled him down into her embrace. They lay on the bed for some time just lost in the hug. Ronald had not had real female contact in a very long time, Ms. Ramirez didn’t count.

		She smelled lovely, like lily flowers. He was surprised to find tears in his eyes as she pulled away to face him. “Don’t worry, everything will be fine. I’ll make sure you know what to do.” She pulled him into a kiss, and he melted in her arms, losing himself completely in her control.

		The close proximity to her inviting female form made it hard for Ronnie to control himself. He moved one hand to cup one of her small breasts, and a longing sigh from her felt like an invitation for more. Their kiss deepened for a moment before he sat up on the bed, working her dress up over her thighs, trying to get it off. She lifted her hips from the bed, making it easier for him to reach and get it off. As he was able to get it past her hips, she sat up with him so he could pull it off her completely.

		As the dress came off, he got a full display of her breasts. She wore no bra, and they were rather small. Their size didn’t matter to him at all as he pulled her body closer to his. He began planting light kisses around them before moving on to tease her nipples with his tongue. They were small, hard, and pointy and they responded immediately to his stimulation. Her little mouth broke into a soft moan that made him think of sighing starlets in 50’s movies. She moved to open his jumpsuit, and he was glad to be out of the traditional prison garb as it fell to the ground beside the bed.

		His cock was erect, and she moved a slender hand down his stomach towards his groin. She slid her hand around his throbbing cock and started moving back and forth across it, stimulating it with each stroke.

		The way her body moved and responded to his touch, he figured she must be ready for him. He reached downwards, moving closer to her wetness. As he moved his hand across the front of her panties, it was no damp spot he found—instead, he found she was hard to the touch. He looked up at her face. “You could keep it somehow?”

		She smiled. “They can do all kinds of things with their new technology. I have this because it helps in teaching you when you change.”

		This was all the explanation he needed. He used both hands to slowly peel off her underpants, which revealed a cock that somehow looked feminine with incredibly soft skin but still larger than his own and with more girth. He wondered how he hadn’t noticed it before.

		Her hands reached out to take his face in her palms. “Don’t worry about that one today. I want you to fuck me like it’s your last time. It will be for some time after all.”

		With those words, she flipped over to her stomach and rose to her knees and hands, presenting a backside that looked like nothing he had ever seen before. Her ass was perfection—like it was sculpted by a master. It was connected to slender thighs, which now were parted. This in turn showed her cock angled downwards to the bed. She arched her back, presenting her hole for him—it looked different.

		She murmured from further up on the bed. “Just fuck me like you would any other girl. I’ve had some changes down there, too.”

		Ronnie reached for her with a hesitant hand, His fingers touched her lightly on the edge, and he could feel she was wet—they had somehow made this entrance similar to a woman’s pussy. He slid a finger into the woman and could feel a small bump inside. He ground his finger against it, and she went crazy.

		Her light moans increased in volume, and she could barely control herself. “They gave me a little extra on the pleasure front after the first year of good service.”

		She sighed deeply and pushed her ass towards Ronald as if urging him to go ahead and fuck her. He was not one to deprive another human from pleasure, so he took the hint. He went up on his knees and guided his cock towards her altered asshole. Pushing his cock into her was easy, but he still chose to do it slowly. He could see the head of his cock disappearing into her with ease. She was very tight and warm, but somehow, he fit with no trouble. In one long, slow stroke, he entered the increasingly vocal woman, moving all the way until his hips brushed up against her thighs.

		She shuddered and started moving by herself, using his cock as a wall mounted dildo as she pushed herself onto his erection again and again with increasing force. It had been a long time since Ronald had seen a woman writhing in pleasure in front of him—he felt manly, strong, and accomplished.

		He wanted more. He wanted to be in control. He flipped the woman over to her back and grabbed her legs, placing them on his shoulders like Ms. Ramirez had done with him the day before. Her cock was glistening—it looked like it had been lubricated somehow, too. Her moaning continued as he pushed into her again, and he could clearly see her cock twitching each time he pushed into her. Her small breasts bounced on top of her chest, and her hands were clutching the covers as if to steady herself.

		Seeing her turned on like this was amazing for his self-confidence. He felt like a bull as he fucked her harder and harder, forcing himself into her ass, making audible sounds each time his hips slapped against her thighs. At this point, she seemed unable to make sense—her mouth was open, and her tongue actually slightly hung out, and she made strangled sounds.

		Ronald thought, Is this what I will feel? This might not be a bad thing at all. He was getting close, and somehow it seemed like she knew. She came to and sat up on the bed, and before he had the chance to say anything, she jammed his cock straight into her mouth, all the way to the hilt. She seemed to have no trouble fitting him in there, using her hands on his hips to fuck her own throat deeply, her tongue licking the underside of his cock as he disappeared into her. It only took him a few seconds to reward her efforts. He blew his load straight down her throat like Filip had done to him. The pulsating feeling spread through his body, and she didn’t stop until he had to push her off.

		She fell back into the bed looking satisfied and panting. “Good job. I’m Emily, by the way.”

		They were both covered in sweat. In the heat of the moment, he hadn’t realized how warm he was. “I’m Ronald; that was great, thank you.” As he finished speaking, he noticed the bed where she had made him finish was wet as well. “You came from blowing me?”

		She laughed. “Yes, that’s another thing. My orgasm can only be triggered by making others cum, but as you could see, most of the act feels better than a regular orgasm for me.” She sat up on the side of the bed and started getting dressed. While doing so, she turned her head towards him. “Now for some ground rules. From now on, your name is Roseanne, the closest I could figure for a feminine form of Ronald. I’m not sure what your assignment will be yet, but I will help you get ready. For some, you will look like me down here.” She gestured towards her dick. “And, for others, you will have a vagina.”

		He interrupted her. “They can do that so freely?”

		Emily picked up his overalls and handed them to him. “They can do a lot, that is nothing to them. You should see how the ones picked for breeding turnout. You’ll be sent to the facility on the same busses as them and go through the same process, but you will look different, and of course retain more of yourself.”

		He didn’t understand. “What do you mean by that?”

		At this point, she was standing up and was pulling her dress over her head. She turned her back to him. “Zip me up, please.”

		He did and then turned her around by the shoulders. “What did you mean by retain more of myself?”

		She looked uncomfortable but explained herself. “They make you happy with what you are turned into. You can still say no and go back, but most people don’t. You feel great. I was one of them for a while. It was amazing but disturbing at the same time.”

		He still had his hands-on Emily’s shoulders and could feel her shudder a little. He didn’t press for more. “So, what now?”

		A few hours later, he sat on a bus together with about thirty other inmates—it was one of many buses. Emily had told him he should go with the others and then, when everything was done by the next day, she would come to pick him up for separate training and assignments. He wasn’t supposed to talk to the others about what would happen to him. They were chatting excitedly about being out in a year’s time and what they would do. Ronald—it was hard to think of himself as Roseanne—spent the whole ride in silence, deep in thought.

		

	
		Chapter 3 – Changes and Training

		 

		The bus ride was long. They rode through the night, and Ronnie woke with a start as the bus suddenly ground to a halt. There was a barbed wire gate and a small booth containing a guard. A man in a suit exited one of the cars that had rode in front of the busses and exchanged a few words with the guard, who then opened the gate with the press of a button.

		By now, most of the inmates were waking up, and the chatter began flying back and forth in the bus Ronald rode in. Once inside the gate, some sort of compound spread out before their eyes—several large buildings in all directions—they were large, white, and had solar cells on the roofs. The busses stopped by different buildings, and Ronnie’s drove the furthest and stopped by one of the last buildings. They were ordered out of the busses and told to stand in line starting at a door leading into the building.

		The door opened a few moments later, and the man first in line was told to move forward. Ronnie was among the first fifteen or so, but he was unable to see what was inside immediately. They moved steadily towards the open door, and man after man disappeared. When there were only a few men left in front of him, he was able to see what was happening inside. The door lead to a wide corridor painted white. The floor was of the exact same color, and there were bright lights in the ceiling giving the impression of a lab or a hospital. Just inside the door was a desk with a small man behind it talking quietly with each inmate in turn. After a quick talk, all of them signed a paper and continued onwards further down the corridor.

		Once it was his turn, Ronnie walked up to the table like the men before him had and waited expectantly. The small man had glasses and looked like he was in his seventies. “Hello, inmate number, please.”

		He had to think for a moment—it’s not every day that he used that. “I’m 5934-12, Ronald Parker.”

		The man looked down onto his papers and flipped through a few, trying to find him. Apparently, he was successful. “Ah, yes, Ronald Parker, or Roseanne Parker from now on, ey?”

		He looked up at Ronnie once again. “Yeah, I guess so.”

		The man looked pleased with himself—like he had told a great joke. “Sign here, please. This shows you are here of your own free will and what the program entails and so on. Standard stuff.”

		The thing was several pages long—there was no way he had time enough to read it, so he just signed and gave the man a quick smile. The man looked satisfied. “Just continue on, follow the guards, and you can’t go wrong.”

		He did as told and followed the line of guards, ending up at another open door. Ronnie walked through and entered a large room covered in beds. Each bed had an inmate, and he just chose one for himself at random and sat down, not knowing what to do next. The beds had equipment next to them. He recognized IVs for infusions and some sort of pill dispenser. Other than those, he had no idea what the other stuff was—he didn’t look at it too closely.

		Over the next hour, more and more inmates entered the large room, and soon all the beds were filled with nervous men. As the last bed became occupied, the guards left, and the door closed with a large thud. A speaker system activated and began crackling before a voice could be heard: “All subjects, please undress and lie down in the bed that was assigned to you and await further instructions.”

		None of the men were shy about being naked next to each other—they had been so many times before in the prison—and soon they were all undressed, and Ronald had a thought—Wait, assigned bed? I just grabbed one at random. He was about to speak up when gas was released from the floor—he had a second to panic before everything turned dark.

		The world was spinning as she opened her eyes. It felt like a fog had invaded her mind—it was a pleasant feeling. Roseanne sat up to check on her surroundings. Her large and heavy breasts almost made her lose balance as she half sat on the bed, resting on her arms. She was naked and sweaty, and her long hair fell over her face and shoulders, a mess of bed hair that felt wrong somehow. Her stomach had a few pounds extra to hold on to, but only more to love for her man. Her hips were very wide and made her figure very womanly and pleasing to the eye. She had always liked the way her body looked. She moved a slender hand down her stomach towards her crotch. She wasn’t sure why, but it felt important, somehow. Roseanne gently caressed herself, feeling her wetness, sending lovely jolts of pleasure through her body. A tired smile crept across her face—there would be more time for that later.

		The room around her was large and bright, and many other women were lined up on beds all around. Most of them were voluptuous like herself with heavy breasts and lovely shapes. Some were openly masturbating—a sight that was highly erotic. On the bed directly to her right was a much skinnier woman, her hair dark in stark contrast of her own lovely blonde hair, and her hips almost non-existent. Something felt off as she looked at the other woman’s small breasts. Her dark hair flowed as she looked around curiously and at herself with awe.

		Two women who looked more like herself were banging on a door close to Roseanne’s bed—they screamed for help and that they wanted to leave. The door opened and closed behind them, leaving the room relatively quiet again—if one didn’t count the loud moans and happy laughter here and there. A loud voice came from somewhere: “Ladies, lay back down on the bed now and await further testing.”

		She instantly followed his order—she had to follow their orders if she wanted to be a mother. The thought was scary—it felt off—like it wasn’t her own. She did want to be a mother, though, more than anything else she had ever wanted. She felt herself move without being able to control herself. She was soon looking into the ceiling, completely unable to move an inch. Everything was completely quiet other than a quiet buzzing that seemed to come from the floor under the bed.

		Roseanne was able to move her eyes and glanced over towards the twig of a woman on her right. She was not on her back—she was still sitting up, curiously watching her. The whirring sound increased, and it now sounded like it was coming from the foot of the bed, moving closer.

		The voice returned: “Now, ladies, assume position A.”

		Roseanne instantly lifted her legs high in the air, exposing herself. She was suddenly incredibly turned on, and a tingling sensation spread through her groin and upwards. A gentle breeze came from somewhere, and it almost made her explode in an orgasm. She could feel herself becoming increasingly wet, her breaths shallow and quick. Her world felt wrong—everything was wrong—what was happening to her?

		The thought evaporated as something came plunging into her, forcing its way into her pussy before moving back and out again. It happened again, and Roseanne’s neck bent her head back as something started fucking her relentlessly. She could hear herself moaning but felt disconnected somehow as her tits moved with her body, making it impossible to see what was happening to her crotch. Lightning shot through her body again and again, and waves of pleasure which were too intense—she felt like she was losing her mind.

		Her breath was ragged and strained as she once again looked over to the other bed and the woman on top of it. She was now pleasuring herself, rubbing furiously at her own pussy while looking at Roseanne with dim eyes. Someone was running towards her a few beds down. The woman approaching them was familiar, somehow, her hair dark and her frame narrow, much like the woman now trembling from an orgasm next to her.

		Another sound came from above Roseanne, and two glass object came down towards her. They were connected to the machine with plastic tubes, and they landed on her chest, enveloping her increasingly stiff nipples and stuck to them with a sucking force. The added pleasure the new contraption introduced was nearly enough to drive Roseanne insane with pleasure. She was finally able to speak but was unable to form intelligible sentences. All she tried to say came out a jumbled mess, sounding mostly like moans and elongated vowels.

		She had closed her eyes out of fear as the machine stuck to her but opened them once again. The tubes were now white—at first, she didn’t understand—but then it dawned on her, Milk... they’re milking me! Large quantities of milk left her breasts, and she experienced relief, like her body had been begging for it without her realizing it. Someone was now standing next to her bed—she whispered something, or maybe yelled, it was hard to tell. Roseanne couldn’t make out the words, her entire existence had become the pleasure wracking her body, her pussy being penetrated again and again while the machine sucked her dry of milk—she felt like a cow being used by a farmer.

		Then lips on her own, a hot mouth pressed up against her own, a familiar mouth. Roseanne's memories came flooding back from Emily’s kiss. She knew what had happened, but not what had gone wrong. She had been turned into a breeder, engineered to further the human race. There must have been a mix up—she was supposed to be something different—the thoughts came quickly but were still covered in a haze.

		She could finally hear what Emily was saying. “Hold on, honey, we’ll fix this; just hold on until this session is done. I know what you’re going through; just breath and don’t fight it.” The voice disappeared but a hand clasped hers. It would be alright, somehow it would.

		The machine sucking on her tits seemed to be satisfied. It left her chest with large marks as it ascended once more into the machine. Roseanne’s body was now a mess. She was covered in sweat and her own juices. The machine had continued to fuck her through the whole ordeal, and she had lost count of the number of orgasms she had experienced since the start. Her whole being felt like a large clitoris, and for some reason, her ovaries tingled as if they expected something more.

		She soon found out what. The machine withdrew from her pussy, which produced a disappointed moan from her. She could hear others close around her getting the same treatment and who were as unhappy as her with the disruption in penetration. Something else entered her and pushed as far as she could take it. It stopped just as it started to hurt and began releasing something into Roseanne—it felt like a warm substance. There were large quantities—it wouldn’t stop—she couldn’t take more. She saw her belly starting to bulge as it filled her more than she could take, and then continued, uninterrupted.

		Her belly ballooned up, and she no longer felt human. Artificial insemination would have been a kind way of putting it. They pushed her full of collected and engineered cum, much more than a body is supposed to be able to handle. The machine stayed inside her for a few moments longer as she struggled for breath. It worked like a plug, hindering the ejaculate from leaving her body. When it finally released her, she could feel the stuff gushing out of her, covering her legs and bed in sticky matter. The soothing voice of Emily was all that kept her connected to reality as the paralysis wore off. Roseanne crawled up into the fetal position and wept silently. She, herself, couldn’t tell if the tears were from joy or sadness.

		It took a few moments before she regained her senses and was able to sit upright. She felt Emily’s hand on her smooth thigh as it gently caressed her. “You’re done, just wait here a moment, and I’ll make sure they fix this.”

		Roseanne was once again alone. The mist that made it hard to think was still there, and she was still feeling incredibly hot. Sweat trickled between her breasts, and her thighs rubbed together uncomfortably. Sitting up, she could survey the room. All around were scenes that looked similar to her own. Women of different sizes and colors were strewn around on beds that looked rumpled and wet. No matter if the woman was tall or short, white or dark skinned, they all had two things in common—a large chest and very wide hips.

		Roseanne thought to herself they would all make excellent mothers. She felt proud of what they were doing—saving the world. The feeling was wrong, somehow, but she was too tired to fight it. She wished she had a mirror so she could see what she looked like—for some reason, she couldn’t remember.

		Gas started leaking out of the floor again, and the skinny woman on the bed next to her started talking to herself. “No, no, please. I don’t want to turn into that. Anything but that.”

		Roseanne’s world turned black once again.

		Emily was standing next to her bed as she woke up. “It’s over now, honey, just take it easy for a moment.”

		Roseanne looked around, confused at what was going on—she felt fine. Looking down on her body, everything came back to her. “Oh, fuck. What the hell was that? What’s going on?”

		She was still a woman, of course, but now she was much thinner, with sensible hips and normal sized chest, and her hair had become much darker. Something dawned on her, and she quickly spun around to look at the next bed over. In the bed was a woman similar to all the others—a large, heaving chest which she was gently fondling, murmuring to herself in a pleased tone. The woman’s hips had become much wider.

		“They mixed us up?” Rosanne’s voice was low and playful, surprising herself.

		Emily looked over to the other bed. “Yes, your beds got mixed up. I’m not sure how it happened, but you’re fine now.” She got into bed next to Roseanne and gently kissed her forehead. “I’ll take care of you from now on; you’ll be safe.”

		It still felt strange to be in a female body, even if it wasn’t the huge bimbo breeder one. Now, she could think clearly and reflect on the weirdness of it all.

		

	
		Chapter 4 - Assignment

		 

		As much as she tried, she couldn’t think of herself in terms of being a man. Rosanne had tits and a pussy—this would take some getting used to. She gave her loving trainer a deep hug, not letting go for a full minute. A whirring sound started up from the machine, and Emily made them both sit up together. “We should go. What’s coming isn’t a pleasant sight.”

		She had brought her a bathrobe to wear so she wouldn’t have to walk around the facility naked. As they stood from the bed, Roseanne got a full view of what was making that sound for the first time as it started fucking women all around her. It was a huge dildo that entered them with amazing force, fucking them and making them all squeal with joy and pleasure. Women were orgasming everywhere around her, and a chorus of moans reached her ears as they started walking out of the large room.

		The sight and sound of the scene somehow made her feel a pang of envy. “You know, maybe this wouldn’t have been such a bad life. To me, it was pure bliss, even in all its horror. My body still seems to long for that machine and the pleasure it brought.”

		Emily looked back and replied sharply. “It only made you think like that. It programs you to become obedient breeders. Sure, you can still leave whenever you want, but it makes you want what’s happening to you.” She walked ahead but stopped after a few paces and turned around. “Sorry, it’s just that I was stuck in a body like that for a whole year. Yeah, it was amazing, but it still haunts me. When we’re like this, at least we get our own thoughts, and most of the time, we control our own bodies—except in some special cases.”

		Roseanne didn’t dare ask about the special cases as she followed the woman who had rescued her out of the room, leaving the moans and trembling sweaty bodies behind. On the way out, there was a muted buzz coming from Emily. She picked up the cell phone she kept in her back pocket and glanced at it. “I’m sorry, but we just got an assignment—a party on some rich guy’s island. We’ll be shipped over there. This thing might get weird, but just stay close to me, and we’ll be alright. I’ll explain more on the way.”

		Emily couldn’t go in her current state—she had to undergo one more of the changes to become wholly female—a dick wouldn’t do when one of those rich guys lowered her panties. Roseanne was instructed to wait in another room. She fantasized about what would happen and got herself worked up over all the things she would have to do—she couldn’t wait—she was just so horny. She needed it—she needed more cock. The thoughts felt alien to her—like they were forced upon her new, delicate body, but she didn’t mind.

		Emily returned within a half hour. She was naked, and her body was dripping with sweat. She had a tired smile on her face, and her eyes made her look distant—like she was deep in thought. Between her legs was no longer a cock—she had a vagina just like Roseanne, but Emily’s looked red—like it had been recently in use.

		The two women both had a confident stride and they breathed deeply as they walked towards their goal and the clients who waited to explore their bodies. Before exiting the building, Emily grabbed a robe for herself for protection and warmth. The robes were all they brought as they exited the building and got into a car that was waiting for them.

		As they rode, Emily explained the ground rules, and it wasn’t until now that it dawned on Roseanne what kind of things might happen. “No matter what, you can’t attack our hosts in any way—except they order you to. That’s the cardinal rule—if you break it, I’m not sure what’ll happen.”

		Roseanne nodded thoughtfully but barely heard her. She had opened her robe and was exploring her slim stomach and perky breasts, almost consumed in reveling in her female form. Emily continued, “The people we’re going to see are high rollers. They paid a lot of money for us to be there. They did it to have us wear this.” She held up two thin straps with some electronics stuck to it. “These go on your ankle—like this.”

		She stopped speaking and poked Roseanne to get her attention. When she got it, she put it on and helped Roseanne with hers. Roseanne sat gently rubbing her extended leg, caressing the smooth surface with her delicate hands. “What does it do?”

		All of a sudden, a pressure build within her chest. It became hard to breath—she hugged herself and bent forward, doing her best to breath. With her arms around her, she could feel her body begin to change. She sat up, terrified of what was happening. Her breasts were growing, and they wouldn’t stop. Emily looked on as the other woman’s chest expanded until it was comically large. It finally stopped, and Roseanne had to stoop forward, unable to support the weight.

		Her body glistened with sweat. “What’s happening? Help!”

		Emily calmly changed her back with the help of the companion pad their ankle straps connected to. “It’s the latest version—instant change. They guys who can pay get to play with us in any way they please. In any shape they please. This is why it’s so important to not be freaked out—anything can happen—your thoughts might not even be your own. Just be careful.”

		Roseanne’s body changed back, to her immense relief—the change had made her feel like one of the breeders again—something she really wanted to forget as quickly as possible.

		The two women shortly fell asleep and didn’t wake up until they had arrived at a dock. The sun was overhead, and the weather warm and pleasant, which was a good thing seeing as they were both not wearing much. Emily guided her trainee onto the boat, and within a few minutes, they were off.

		Below the deck, Emily started rummaging through drawers before finding what she was looking for—underwear. Roseanne was standing in the entrance to the small room, not knowing what to do, and was startled as she got a pair of panties thrown at her. It wasn’t a thong, but not far from it—the deep red panties didn’t leave much to the imagination, and they barely stayed up. “These are too big, I think, do you have any smaller ones?”

		Emily had already stepped into a similar pair of her own, hers in white. “We’re going to change ourselves a bit in a minute, don’t worry.”

		For some reason, that statement felt entirely legitimate—Roseanne didn’t question it and was handed a matching bra—it, also, was way too large—and what looked like a dress. The bra was considerably larger than what she needed, but she put it on anyway, Roseanne felt like a child wearing her mother’s fancy underwear.

		Emily fiddled with something, and the pressure from before returned—it wasn’t as bad this time when she knew what to expect. Rosanne’s chest started filling out, and the bra soon fit snugly. Her breasts were now much larger, and she had trouble seeing the rest of her body since they blocked her view. The panties which she had held up with one of her hands until now became form fitting as her hips widened and her butt grew in volume, giving her much more of an hourglass figure.

		Emily’s body mirrored her own as it grew and changed. Seeing it in someone else was a strange experience—it was like her body remodeled itself. Emily’s face started to change, it lost its character, and she started looking vapid.

		Rosanne could feel it coming on. “Oh my, we’re turning into bimbos, aren’t we?”

		Emily looked up and opened her mouth slightly into an expression that screamed stupid. “Yeah, this is the starting form, basically. If we’re lucky, they won’t do weirder stuff with us—most men want breasty blondes.”

		As she finished speaking, her hair changed color from beautiful auburn to light blonde, almost looking white. Rosanne’s own hair did the same, and it changed not only in color but in length and texture, becoming more wavy and ending just above her panty line.

		A hard knock on the door announced they had arrived at their destination, and they both went up on deck, not bothering with the dresses. Each step made Roseanne’s body jiggle. Her breasts sat high and proud on her chest and moved slightly as she ascended the stairs. She could feel her hips moving differently from before, and the added width made her walk more rolling, which felt incredibly sensual to her—very womanly.

		Emily went first, and as they emerged on the deck, Roseanne could see the other woman was startled—she was staring at something by the docks. Roseanne followed her gaze and saw what had surprised the woman whom she was starting to feel genuine affection for. The docks were empty of men. Instead, there were three women, two that looked in their late thirties, and one who can’t have been older than twenty.

		One of the older women initiated contact. “You’re coming with us—our husbands said they’d let us have our fun before they did.”

		Emily didn’t look at Roseanne but whispered. “Shit—women are always worse. Just keep your cool no matter what.” To the women on the docks she replied. “Of course, thank you for having us.”

		They disembarked the boat, and Emily handed the devices to the women. The two older women grabbed one each while the younger woman sullenly watched. As they got closer, Roseanne got a good look at them. The two older women had once been very beautiful—they looked like bored trophy wives—too much makeup and sun tanning. They both wore small bikinis and had obvious implants. This might get bad, thought Roseanne. The younger woman had no implants and was not tan—she was actually very pale and looked uncomfortable wearing the same style of bikini as her older counterparts.

		The five of them started walking towards a large mansion, and Emily explained how to operate the devices as they walked. The main building was white to stave off the sun—large glass windows covered the walls, and they could see staff running back and forth on the inside. The door was opened for them by a young man who didn’t know where to look as the barely dressed women walked past. Roseanne could feel his eyes on her back as they walked away.

		“First, we want a show.” The woman who had introduced herself as Claire seemed to be the one in charge of their little group. She pointed at the two of them. “Get naked, now!”

		They did as she asked, and Roseanne could see the envy in Claire’s eyes as she looked at their naked, flawless bodies. She fiddled a bit with the device in her hand, and Emily gasped, falling to the floor. At the same time, the familiar cloud enveloped Roseanne’s mind, and she could feel herself growing wet between her legs. She needed a cock—her pussy desperately needed to be fucked—she wanted to be stretched so badly.

		Her mouth fell open slightly and her breaths long and deliberate as she scanned the room, No cocks on them, she thought as she looked on the three women in the room. The young one was lying on a large sofa with her hand inside her bikini bottoms. Roseanne could see the stiff nipples of the young woman through her top—the sight excited her even further. She spun as she heard a sound from behind her.

		Emily was gone. She had been replaced by a hulking mass of muscles—a dark skinned man stood up reaching a height well above average, which to Roseanne was like a giant. His dark, hairless skin had a velvety tone, and his muscles were clearly defined—such large muscles. The man’s face looked dumb. His blank expression made it seem like he was of little intelligence, but Roseanne didn’t care about his intelligence at this point—he had a cock, and what a cock.

		He stood stupidly watching her naked form. He was soon erect, and the size of him made her mouth water. He took a step towards her. “I’m sorry, Rosie, but I can’t help it. I’m gonna have to fuck you now.” His voice was low and guttural.

		Rosanne now understood it was Emily in a completely different form. That’s what they meant about wanting a show, she thought. It didn’t matter—all that mattered now was the large dick swaying as he walked towards her.

		She felt a pressure come on swiftly, and her form changed yet again. There were plenty of mirrors in the room, and through them, she could see she had taken the form of the young woman on the couch, who now sat up. “Hey, what are you doing?”

		The older woman controlling Roseanne’s device laughed. “Don’t worry, I promise it will be hot seeing yourself get fucked by that hunk.”

		She was now even shorter, and her pale skin stood in contrast to the black man now standing in front of her, his cock pointing outwards and reaching to her chest when she stood. Her hands looked impossibly small as she reached out and touched it. It felt smooth and velvety, and her mouth hung open as she started caressing the length of him. At this point, it was hard to keep standing up—Roseanne’s own sex had become wet and aching—it needed attention. It felt to Roseanne like she was empty, and she needed a cock to make her whole.

		Without any notice or foreplay, the black man simply closed his hands around her upper body and lifted her from the ground like she weighed nothing at all. She was turned to face him in the air, and she could see where he was guiding her. Without resisting, she spread her legs in the air as he lowered her onto his cock, penetrating her deeply in one fell sweep.

		Him being guided inside her felt like the meaning of life—she finally felt complete, and her mouth made this clear when her moaning began. He quickly pushed all the way inside her, and his dim eyes looked filled with lust. The black man’s moans came out like short growls in comparison to her longer moans filled with pleasure and affirmation.

		The pressure returned, and she could her the woman speak behind her. “Look at this—these things can really do anything.”

		The pressure returned to her, and at first Roseanne couldn’t tell what they had changed, but it quickly became apparent—her arms and her legs. They were gone, all her limbs had been taken from her. Not even this could faze her when she was filled to bursting with such an amazing cock.

		The black man widened his eyes in surprise but then bettered his grip and moved her up and down on his dick like she was some sort of fuck doll—something to be used for lust and pleasure. The man turned her around to face the other women while still continuously moving himself in and out of her pussy. The feeling was indescribable, and what was left of her body spasmed again and again. Her chest heaved with each breath, and she was quickly losing control.

		The two older women looked on, pleased with their work, and the younger woman was now openly masturbating, furiously rubbing her clit while watching the image of herself being used for sexual relief by the huge black man. Roseanne had never felt more feminine than when the man changed his grip and hugged her from behind, instead using his hips to penetrate her. Through the mirrors, she could see the spectacle and their writhing forms—her stomach tensing again and again as she felt an orgasm wash over her. If she had still had her limbs, her thrashing would have made it impossible for him to continue, but now she barely moved, and he kept on fucking her through the orgasm like nothing had happened.

		She did feel him twitch during her orgasm when her own sex had tightened around his huge cock for added pressure. Roseanne was totally lost in the moment—wild with lust—but she could still make out his words. “Don’t worry, it’ll be over soon.”

		As he said this, he started erupting inside her. He pushed her down harder and kept fucking her as wave after wave of cum filled her insides. When he was finished, he gently pulled her off himself and lowered her onto the floor. Roseanne lay panting on her back, unable to move or do much of anything. Emily’s cum flowed out of her at first and made a small pool on the hard, wooden floor, but soon stopped, and she felt sad for some reason—empty.

		The young woman approached Roseanne while Emily stood still, not knowing what to do. She moved slowly and deliberately, going down into a sitting position right next to her limbless form. She seemed curious, noted Roseanne as the fog lifted slightly from her mind. Must be strange seeing yourself be violated in such a way, she thought.

		Both of the women on the floor were naked, and the original started caressing her own breast and Roseanne’s at the same time. “Yeah, they feel the same—this is so fucked up.”

		She grabbed Roseanne by the shoulders and spun her on the floor, making her own face align with Roseanne’s used vagina. She pondered a moment before going down on her stomach to smell her sex. She started placing gentle kisses around her mound before tasting the other version of her own pussy, gently playing with her tongue over Roseanne’s clit. She couldn’t help but moan from the treatment, which was infinitely more gentle than the treatment she had received moments earlier.

		The young woman stopped and looked up at her from below. “Is that how I sound?”

		The double doors slammed open, and a man in a suit entered. He was normal looking with no easily distinguished features. His voice boomed as he talked to the other women in the room. “Time’s up, you’ve had enough fun for now. Get them ready and send them in to us.”

		The other women muttered something and started fiddling with the devices again, and the young woman went to stand at their side. Roseanne didn’t want her to go—her tongue had been amazing. The now familiar pressure built up and released, turning her back into the bimbo she had been when she arrived. Emily returned to her side, and they stood naked, silently waiting for what would happen next.

		They were handed the devices and told to move to the next room over. As they passed them, the younger woman winked at Roseanne, giving her a sly smile. The doors were heavy and the room behind them dark. The room was full of men standing around, idly watching as they entered. No one seemed to think it was strange that two naked women just walked in, and most of them continued talking.

		One of the men approached them and took the devices. He looked both of them over and then walked off. The both of them didn’t know what to do, so they just stood there awkwardly, waiting for someone to fetch them or tell them what to do. It didn’t take long for the man to return. He guided them through the crowd of men into a smaller room where there were just a handful. The room was decorated in the same dark colors, and there were no windows, but book shelves lined the walls. All the men except two remained seated in large, comfortable looking chairs—the other two approached them with a device each.

		With no warning, one of the men extended a hand and hit Emily straight in the face, making her fall down to the ground with a groan. When she was down, he started savagely kicking her. He had a crazed look on his face as he continued in beating poor Emily. Roseanne didn’t know how to react—her first instinct overtook her, and she lunged at Emily’s attacker. She slashed his face with her nails and got a hold of his hand with her mouth, biting down as hard as she could until she tasted blood.

		The men swore and pushed her off. Emily crawled to a sitting position. “No, please, don’t hurt her. She didn’t mean to; she doesn’t know. This is her first time. Please, don’t report her.”

		

	
		Chapter 5 - Punishment

		 

		Several days later, the staff from the facility came to collect the two women. By this time, they had served different men through the days and nights with almost no time for rest. They had been transformed into whatever twisted desire they had been able to conjure. Fucking each other and others, they had been penetrated again and again, had received cocks down their throats and into every orifice they possessed. Their brains had been reprogrammed to orgasm at command—when feeling pain or from just giving service to whoever was next in line. The women had visited them a few times more, but never the young one—she had not been seen by Emily and Roseanne again.

		The two women had been restored to the way they were before arriving, but the memories of what they had been asked to do would never disappear. Emily had told Roseanne to do anything that was asked to minimize the risk of being reported to the facility. If they didn’t serve properly, Roseanne would have to enroll in the first program—damning her to spend a year hooked to machines, forced to orgasm and receive sperm day in and day out until a pregnancy had been achieved. After that, who knew.

		To Roseanne’s horror, the first thing the man in charge told them as they were collected was that there had been reports of assault and battery. The men whom they had done so much for had still reported them.

		Roseanne felt her face becoming pale and saw Emily was pale as well, even if she tried to be brave. “Don’t worry, we’ll figure it out. Maybe you’ll get a second chance.”

		She didn’t look like she believed that herself. They rode in silence all the way back, only stopping to get on and off the same boat which had taken them there an eternity ago.

		The heat felt like a wall when Roseanne first entered the same building on the compound where she had been changed the first time—the building where she had been infused with semen in an attempt to get her pregnant. She still remembered how it felt, how amazing the experience had been.

		And now, she might have to go back. The idea of being pregnant was so foreign to her, but she absently stroked her thin stomach with her hands as they walked. Emily noticed and gave her a look that Roseanne didn’t notice. They followed the same bright lit corridor and had to move over to the side as a long line of inmates stood waiting to sign documents with the old man. The inmates started cat calling and staring with their mouths open as they passed. The two women still hadn’t changed from the underwear they had worn to the assignment, not that they had worn them much over the last couple of days.

		Roseanne felt conscious of her enlarged chest and butt as they kept on walking—the men would have even larger ones themselves in only a few moments time. At the end of the corridor, the door stood open to the large room—it was now empty. They must have been moved somewhere else, she thought. Instead of entering the room, they veered right and were asked to sit down behind a table in a smaller conference room.

		Another man was sitting at the other end of the table, reading some papers. As soon as they sat he began, “You have violated your contract. This means you have two choices. Either you go back to prison and serve out your sentence, or you enter into our primary program. The same rules apply as last time, except you change directly from this device, which means we can make the process speedier and more effective.”

		Roseanne didn’t have to think—no way was she going back to prison—no way was she going back to being a man. The man looked sympathetic but slid a paper towards her. There was already a pen on the table. She took it and signed the paper, not giving herself time to think and change her mind.

		Emily didn’t react in time and could only watch in horror as her friend began to change. It started the instant she was finished signing, and one of the guards rushed over to get her naked before the scant clothes she wore could hurt her. Roseanne’s body started morphing into a totally different form. It wasn’t one part at a time, instead, her whole shape was molded into what could only be described as pure sex.

		Her chest expanded slightly from her already increased size—their perkiness disappeared, and they sat more comfortably on her upper body. Roseanne’s weight increased to make her more chubby, still not overweight, but with a healthy amount of fat. At the same, time her hips widened, making a large gap between her thighs and giving her a now even larger butt the shape of a heart. Incredible warmth could be felt from her, and a happy grin spread across her face, giving her a content look.

		Emily could clearly see how turned on the other woman was already, and small sighs could be heard as Roseanne slid her hands over her new body, inspecting and appreciating it with her palms and fingers, her eyes dim with lust.

		The man said something directed at Emily, and she snapped back to face him. “Sorry, what?”

		He looked annoyed. “I said that you should report back to your section head; you’ve still got a few months left on this run. If you want, we can let you know when this one has served her year or given up.”

		Emily said nothing as she rose, she left the room but had to look back at Roseanne one final time before leaving—she would be back for her.

		At some point, Roseanne had blacked out. When she woke, she was suspended from the ceiling, her body supported by some sort of machine. To both her left and to her right were women with the same sort of figure as herself, and they looked amazing in this position. Her arms and legs were enclosed in the machine, and she was placed horizontally with both her arms and legs stretched out in the shape of a starfish. Her breasts felt heavy but looked perfect to Roseanne as they hung freely.

		The women to her sides smiled at her. It felt welcoming and safe where she had been placed—a perfect place to become a mother. A familiar sound emerged from the machine, and the room was soon filled with joyful moans as each woman was penetrated by her respective machine. The pleasure was incredible, and the women around her hung with the mouths open, suspended in the air and brought to climax over and over for the good of their people.

		The machine made it impossible for her to move—this made each orgasm better than the one before it as the restraints forced her to experience them head on—there was no way to escape them, and why would she want to? Each wracked her body, making her involuntarily fight her restraints as she lost control of her body. Her large breasts swayed in the air, and creamy white liquid dribbled from her large, hard nipples.

		Just like last time, large amounts of ejaculate was forced into her aching pussy. Being filled to the brink made her feel whole—like a hole she had always carried with her was now finally filled—like she was now a complete woman. This time, the machines didn’t stop—they continued in fucking her, even going so far as to add a second cock, which made its way far into the depths of her ass. She was penetrated by two cocks at once, which fucked her until it all became too much, and Roseanne passed out with a long, low vibrating moan, her body going limp.

		She woke up in a room she hadn’t seen before. Around her walked and talked other women. Some were reading books in their beds and others played board games. They all looked happy, and they were all carrying around large bellies. The fog had lifted somewhat from Roseanne at this point, and she slowly connected the dots. Her eyes widened, and a woman walking past laughed. “Yes, honey, you’re pregnant.”

		She spent the day with the other women, chatting about mindless things. As the day went on, Roseanne started to feel woozy, so she went back to bed, instantly falling asleep.

		Low murmuring voices woke her up the next morning. She opened her eyes and screamed. Her scream startled the other women—some started to weep, but most just took a step back. Roseanne’s belly was huge. She looked like she had carried for at least six months. Added to that, her breasts were incredibly swollen and hurt, and white liquid was leaking out of her nipples.

		Roseanne collected herself and sat up on the bed with some help from the others. “How is this happening? I was inseminated just yesterday!”

		None of the others knew what was going on, but one of the women brought out a machine on a small cart. They pushed her back into bed and applied smaller suction cups to her nipples. One of them looked at her. “This will help with the pain. Don’t be ashamed of the other stuff as we start this—we’ve all been there.”

		Roseanne was surrounded by naked, pregnant, and beautiful women. She felt like a cow when the machine was turned on. Her tits were being milked, and the tubes made a sucking sound with each spurt of milk she released. The process did feel good, and to her embarrassment, she felt herself growing wet.

		One of the other women had gone to fetch a man in white coat who explained that the device she wore made it possible to give birth once every three days instead of once every nine months like the others. “It’s all in the contract; didn’t you read it?”

		Roseanne hadn’t read it. “Does this mean I’m free after I give birth in two days?”

		The scientist laughed. “No, no, you’ll stay the whole year; you’ll just be more productive. You can leave, instead, if you want.”

		Roseanne couldn’t contain her moans at this point, and her face was red—both from excitement and from being mortified at the other pregnant women seeing her in this state. She moistened her lips with her tongue. “Please. I need you in me.” Roseanne said nothing more—just looked at the scientist pleadingly as the two suction cups worked her tits, making them release milk in orgasmic spurts.

		The man smiled—he didn’t mind the women watching him. He quickly got undressed and did as she wished. The women helped her turn around so she stood on all fours. The milking machine was still attached to her chest, and her breasts made small jerks each time they sucked her dry of milk. She was more easily entered from behind, and the now naked scientist fucked her franticly and roughly as the other women watched.

		The sight was apparently sexy to them—Roseanne could see several working their own cunts with dildos of different shapes and sizes. Her body jiggled pleasantly with each thrust from the man, and the feeling of being complete hit her once more. Before his orgasm, the man withdrew from her and turned her back around so she faced him. He stroked his cock and soon came all over her distended belly, smearing it in thick ejaculate. He left her there without a word, and she used her hands to finish herself off while the machine finished its job, sucking her dry.

		The day after that, she gave birth. In preparation, she was strapped to another machine, which put her in a position where she couldn’t see anything that happened to her. The process was entirely automated—there was no one there to care for her as it happened, but the room in which she was placed had several others undergoing the same thing. They had reprogrammed Roseanne, somehow, making each contraction give her pleasure instead of pain.

		As she neared the climax of the birth, she orgasmed at each interval, making her body spasm and her sex wet. This contributed to an easy birth, and it all felt like taking a huge cock inside her. She didn’t want to but couldn’t help orgasming as she felt the head peak. The shame it brought her was immense, but she focused on keeping the image of Emily in her mind. If she didn’t focus, she felt like she would lose herself in this facility. She never saw the product of the birth and didn’t want to—she felt no connection to her spawn—it wasn’t hers, it belonged to the company and to the state.

		During the next year, Rosanne lost count of the offspring she brought upon the world—each day was a repetition. On day one, she was fucked until she nearly lost her mind. On day two came the milking. And, on the last day, she climaxed another baby into the world, after which she was restored using the device.

		Roseanne soon lost track of time, and on the day of her release, Emily entered the chamber she shared with all the other women. As she looked upon Roseanne, she saw there was no recognition in her eyes. She moved closer and sat next to her on the bed that had been her home for her twelve month stay.

		Emily gently placed her lips on Roseanne’s slightly open mouth, gave her a small kiss and, whispered, “It’s time. Let’s go be free.”

		Roseanne looked up, her eyes regaining their focus.
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