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It was the middle of summer. The breeze was sweet and soft as it played with my hair and caressed my silky, bare legs. I bathed in the sun's warmth as I tried to decide what to do with myself this summer. No more classes, no more stress, no more working seventy hours a week to become an engineer.

I needed the break. I smoothed baby oil on my hairless body to help absorb more sun, boost my body’s vitamin D, and consequently boost my mood. My mind was blank… finally… no thoughts of the next task, next test, what I was behind on.

A deep, slow breath filled my ribcage, expanding my lungs. The sweet scent of the lilacs filled my nostrils. My blank mind drifted, the sun on my closed eyelids giving me a bright reddish pink, filling my field of vision. I rolled my eyes back into the darkness. My body was as if I was floating. My heart rate dropped. Summer. The sweet sensuality of summer.

What to do? My blank mind didn’t last long. I didn’t need to work. I needed a change. I needed a break. I needed sensuality and peace, and everything I felt right then… but more. Something like this, but with eyes open and out and about. Sweet scents, sensual pleasure, something new and lasting to refresh and restore me for my last year of school in the fall.

Then graduate and get to work. What will that be like? How will I fit? What will I do? No. Don’t think about it. It will take care of itself. Engineers can do anything they want to. What to do now, this summer, that’s the main thing right now. I checked my watch. Half an hour is plenty of sun for the first day.

I slid off the chaise lounge, grabbed my shirt, moved to the bench swing, sat in the shade from the lilac bushes, and sipped my iced tea. I checked my phone. It was as if it had read my mind. There was a text reading, “Enjoy a new, happier, engaged, motivated, and more sensual you this summer by joining us. Take our quick survey and if you’re one of the lucky ones. If you are, you’ll get a one-month-long, expense-paid stay at our resort-like facility, on the beach of a private island. Our survey is free on Survey Monkey. Take it now.”

I stared at it as if it were an alien. Did my phone truly read my mind? It sounded exactly like what I needed. It could be a link to a phishing site, but I’d know that. I could verify it as a bonified Survey Monkey site. I’ve used Survey Monkey before to gather data myself. I sipped my iced tea and reread it. Private island. Happier, motivated, engaged and sensual? How and why did they pick that word? A more sensual you. Hmm. What the fuck? Why not?

I checked the link URL, and it was valid. I clinked into the site. It was Survey Monkey. Safe.

I started the survey labeled Transformation Enterprises Entrance Survey. A bunch of body stats like sex, weight, height, shoe size, etc. Education. Then on to likes. Sports, ten for like and zero for dislike. I laughed. A big zero. Gardening, craft making, cooking, art, foods, pizza, all zeros, oysters, ten. Lobster ten, etc. Movie genres, hobbies. World views; political, religious, environmental, human rights Trans rights, etc.

What brings joy? Hmm, money, yes, accomplishment, yes, a clean house, yes, and on and on. The quick survey was quite long, but it was entertaining to think about my answers and what I thought. I never really analyzed myself and I wondered what they would do with all of this and who were those that would pass and get the trip.

The last part was sensuality. Was sensuality important? Ten! What was life without it? Non-sensual means numb. What things did I consider being sensual? I checked boxes on things I never thought of until now. Oysters. Most definitely. Strawberries and cream, god yes. Satin sheets. Hell yes, especially on a freshly shaved or epilated body. The scent of sheets hung out to dry, for sure, ten. The setting sun. A cool breeze on a hot day. A warm breeze on a cool day. A first kiss… I remembered that, and it was a ten for sure. Sex, I laughed, I’m a nerdy engineer hell yeah… with myself… when I have time for it. Ten!

Overall, it was a pretty comprehensive survey. It was as if they were trying to gain insight into my deepest desires and potential proclivities. It made sense, seeing they said in the text, that happiness, motivation, engagement, and sensuality were what they’d help with. It seemed to make sense. I stared at the submit button and the back button. Should I go back over my answers? Did I represent myself properly? What did they want to hear to give me a free pass? Had I provided it? Who knew?

I hit the submit button.

A text box appeared. “Congratulations on completing the survey. If you are chosen, we will contact you in the next twenty-four hours to set up a physical before final approval and then to sign papers and get you on your way. Relax and do something fun, Skylar! Thank you for taking our survey.”

I put my phone in my holster, swung on the swing, and sipped my iced tea. That was fun. I’d probably never hear anything. Now what?

I was energized by the idea that I’d be accepted and could achieve all those things at a wonderful retreat on an island. It was odd they had sex in the survey, but then again, sex is sensual. I glided my hand on my epilated thigh, slick and soft from the baby oil. I looked around the patio. All the bushes were filled in. No one could see me. I slid off my short shorts and folded them neatly on the swing beside me. I moved my towel under me on the seat. I grasped the bottle of bay oil and wet my palm with it, remembered my first kiss, then slowly, deliberately, teasingly, and sensually…
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It had been only two hours. I was still in my reverie for the day, the scent of lilacs behind me, the sensual delight of the baby oil as I used it to edge with, having come to the edge at least twenty times. My body tingled all over and my legs, chest, nipples, and elsewhere were soft and slick from my self-massage.

My phone rang. My hands were oily. I grabbed my shorts and wiped them off on them. I had to calm myself to bring my breathing back to normal from my last edging. I took the phone from the holster. An unknown number. I answered it.

I answered, “Hello?”

A pert young lady’s voice chimed at the other end. “I hope I’m not interrupting anything. Do you have a moment to talk?” She had a very sexy and sensual voice. I changed hands with my phone and my right hand drifted to where it was when she called. Yes, yes. I’m just relaxing in the shade right now, sipping iced tea.

“Wonderful! My name is Jackie and I’m calling from Transformation Enterprises. I’d like to say congratulations, Skylar. You’ve been approved to commence with your summer trip to a private island. You scored in the top half percent of applicants and will most certainly be a perfect fit and reap many life-changing rewards from our cutting-edge facility. Would you be willing to proceed with the physical portion? If you pass that, which I’m almost certain you will, we’ll take you through signing papers and get your journey underway. Ready to be happier, engaged, motivated, and more sensual?”

My hand was busy, and I had to be careful not to let my voice shake. “Uh… absolutely. That sounds wonderful. You have a beautiful voice, by the way.”

“Thank you so much! Okay, Skyler. I’m going to send you a link. It’ll tell you where to go to get your free trip to the island for the physical and finalization of your transformative retreat. I look forward to seeing you when you arrive!”

“Thank you so much.”

She hung up.

“Huh, uh…” I stopped and let go of myself. I had stopped just in time. I didn’t want the sensuality to end. Sometimes I’d do that for days when I could, just to feel sensual, and not let the feeling go.

I checked the link. Airfare to the East Coast, then a private plane to the island. There were instructions on what to bring with an emphasis on traveling light and not bringing any extra clothing beyond the clothes on my back. Everything would be provided. Should I not pass the physical, I’d be allowed to stay overnight and given transport back home.

Cool. I left in the morning.
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I woke on time to have a substantial breakfast and make it to the airport with time to spare. I didn’t need to pack anything, so I didn’t. Just my contacts and solution and snacks and things I fit in my backpack. I wore some jeans, women’s jeans because men’s jeans were too baggy for me, sandals, and a button-collar white oxford shirt.

The flight was uneventful but lovely. Something about being up high like that with the blue sky and those sparkly flecks that show up when the sun's angle is just right. It’s called The Blue Field Entoptic Phenomenon. It seems magical, even though it’s only white blood cells in your eye that can be seen against a vast field of blue sky with the proper lighting.

Anyway, onto the private plane with the young woman pilot who had a similarly luscious, sensual voice like that of Jackie, who called me. It wasn’t a bimbo voice, but it was extremely feminine, yet rich in tones. Some people might call a voice like that honey-like. I call it sexy as hell. I’ll bet any guy would. As hot looking as that young lady pilot was, I’d rather hear her voice than touch her gorgeous breasts or poke her lovely haven or perfect face with those inviting, plump, shapely lips. Wow!

We flew just above the low clouds left over from rain earlier, so I lost track of where we were headed. Besides, the breaks in the clouds only revealed water below, anyway. I hadn’t checked the time when we left, so I lost track of how long we had flown. My excitement made everything distorted concerning time, anyway.

We landed on the island on a smoothly paved runway that wasn’t very large and only had a windsock and some lights lining the edge of the pavement for night landings. The flagger guided us to the entrance and then chocked the wheels as the engines roared down and the pilot took her headphones off and hung them on the arm of her seat before stepping out to open the door, her luscious breasts revealed as she bent down to step over. Her cheeks were like a chipmunk or model while she beamed at me, her eyes an almost unreal shade of bright green. I couldn’t see any contacts either. Incredible. I wondered what Jackie would look like when I met her if the pilot looked this good. Were these some sort of aliens with voices and an appearance like this?

“Is something wrong, sir? Skylar?”

“Oh. So sorry. I was just…” I stared into her eyes.

“You’ll get used to it. Trust me. It is wonderful but can be overwhelming at first. I remember the first time I came here, too. Just remember to trust. Trust you’ll get everything you wanted to come here for. A new, happier, engaged, motivated, and more sensual you.” She tilted her head and smiled as she held her arm to motion me off the plane. She said those same exact words even. I guess they really did plan on delivering exactly that.

“Thank you. Nice to meet you, Candy.”

“You too, Skylar. Enjoy! See you around.”

I stepped off the plane and was greeted by another young lady, just as incredible. She wore a driver’s cap, black miniskirt, stiletto heels, and a white button-down blouse open enough for cleavage to show and a suit coat that matched her miniskirt. Bright light brown eyes beamed out from her made-up eyes, projecting her sensual, inviting nature as another exotic, honey voice led her offered hand to greet me. “Skylar, I’m your driver, Alex. Welcome to the island. Right this way.” She led, walking in front of me, her hips swaying as her high heels clicked erotically on the pavement.

I was hard as a rock in my jeans and held my backpack before me to hide the monster. It may have been from edging so much for so long over the last few weeks and not coming, but just listening to these girls speak and seeing them made me want them. They were like eye and ear candy and seemed like AI versions of sexy women. I wondered if they were a part of making me a new, happier, engaged, motivated, and more sensual me. If so, it was all I needed. It would be all any guy would need. No guy could resist them. They were the girls of every man’s dreams, but ten times better because no one could even imagine such perfection.

The drive was short as we pulled into a fountained turnaround. Candy opened my door. I held my backpack before me and climbed the granite stairs to pass between the tall columns of the roof to the immense double doors. I looked around and before I knew it, someone opened the door.

A young lady with vivid violet eyes greeted me wearing a miniskirted business suit with five-inch strappy stilettos. Her firm creamy breasts were almost pouring out of her silk blouse as she reached her hand out to me and said, “You must be Skylar. I’m Jackie. We spoke on the phone.”

I was throbbing in my jeans, so much it seemed like I’d rip them. I held the backpack before me with both hands as I imagined fucking her lips and face and ass and she rambled about the island and the weather in that incredible fucking voice. My eyes roamed her body and my head nodded to whatever the hell she was saying. I wondered if I’d ever get to poke any of these girls.

“Skylar? Would you?” She grinned and laughed a little laugh. “Oh my. Don’t worry. You aren’t the only one that does this.” She laughed again and took me by the hand, then led us into an office to the side. “Have a seat.”

I sat before the large, elaborate desk. She seated herself next to me, crossed her sheer stockinged legs, and bounced a foot with her head tilted. She placed her hand on my leg. “SO… Skylar. I’ll ask you again. Would you like some coffee or tea or water or juice?”

I shook my head. “No thanks. Sorry. My attention drifted. Are all the women here, or that work here or for the place like the pilot and the driver, and you, all so inhumanly beautiful? I mean, I have to be candid. I’ve had to use my backpack to hide my reaction from you all.” I patted the backpack on my lap.

She laughed and lifted the backpack from my lap and forcibly took it away and placed it on the floor. “Yes, we all are.” She looked down at my crotch. “Oh my. That is a rather large one too. Don’t worry, we’ll take care of that for you. You won’t have to worry about being embarrassed. Instead, you’ll be able to be proud. So are you ready to be happier, engaged, motivated, and more sensual?”

“Oh god yes. I’m looking forward to whatever you ladies have planned for me. I can’t wait to get started.” My eyes roamed her body, and I caught myself. “I’m sorry. I just can’t help it. Is there any chance that sex is involved in the therapy?”

She grinned and slid her hand on my leg as she gazed into my eyes with those gorgeous violet eyes. “Absolutely. Much. Very much sensual sex for you, my sweet thing.” She stood abruptly and stepped around the desk, opened a drawer, took out a packet of papers and a pen, came back, and sat down. She placed the stack on the desk before us and turned to a page where a signature and date line were. “Now this signature is for your consent to treatment to be happier, engaged, motivated, and more sensual.” She handed me the pen.

I signed it.

She turned the pages to another signature line. “This is for any medical treatment that may be necessary during your stay. We’re on an island, so we have a private medical staff that would see to any needs you may have while you’re here. This is your consent to it.”

I signed it.

She turned more pages. “And signing this says you agree to completely and thoroughly and to the best of your ability, follow instructions given to you for your transformation into a happier, engaged, motivated, and more sensual person and that you’ve read and thoroughly understand everything you’ve signed.”

I signed it.

She put the papers together. Stapled them and put them in a file with my name on it. She slapped it on the desk. “There. That wasn’t so hard, was it?”

“Nope. Not at all.”

She stared at my hard-on. “Nowhere near as hard as that monster of yours.” She giggled.

“Uh. Do I get a physical now? I hope I pass.”

“Oh don’t worry. You passed.” She stood, then clicked her way across the room and poured two glasses of champagne from a half bottle of champagne. She brought the glasses over and handed me one. “To celebrate your entrance into a wonderful new world.”

She held her glass. “Drink it all down. It’s tradition.” She clinked mine.

I took the bubbly, sweet concoction and shot it all down my throat.

Jackie placed hers on the desk without drinking it and her eyes turned to my throbbing hard-on. Yes! This was it. I was gonna have sex with her. Her long-painted-nailed fingers gently explored my cock through my jeans. She smiled up at me with those crazy eyes while she rubbed it. “It’s so big. Oh well. We’ll take care of that.” She began rubbing it in earnest. “Relax. Put your head back, Skylar, and relax. It’ll be over soon.”

I put my head back and took a deep breath while she rubbed my begging cock. I was so close I was afraid I’d wet my pants. I was so relaxed. So very relaxed. I struggled to open one eye and see her smiling at me and rubbing my cock. Her honey voice stroked me. “That’s a good girl, Skylar. Come for Jackie. Come in your pants. You won’t be needing them anymore.”

Did she say good girl, Skylar? On the edge of falling asleep, I came like a rocket in my jeans. “Oh my, that is an awful lot you had in there, Skylar.” Jackie laughed.
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I stirred in bed under satin sheets that caressed my naked body. I glided my legs back and forth, then rolled over and sensed my nipples alive against the satin. I humped against the bed, letting it rub the tip of my cock. I hugged the pillow and my breathing became choppy. My whole body tingled with pleasure. I wanted to come so badly. I whimpered as I humped frenetically with no finish. I cried out. “Oh god, please.”

My voice sounded weird. “What the fuck?” It sounded weird again. I slid up and sat up, tossing my sheet off. “Holy shit!” I screamed at the top of my lungs in a honeylike, sensual, very sexy voice. I covered my mouth with my hand and looked down at my chest. There were breasts there with huge sensitive nipples swollen hard. I touched the nipples and sent ripples of pleasure into me. I held the big, firm breasts in each hand. They were incredible. Huge but not ridiculously so. I lifted them and dropped them and they jiggled.

I looked down between my legs. My cock was rock hard and throbbing on its own as if keeping time as the conductor of an orchestra. It was incredible. More sensitive than ever, except it was much, much smaller. It was maybe one inch of shaft and one inch of head and that was it. I stroked it with my thumb and middle finger. I tried to make myself come but no use. I let it go to throb on its own. I felt around for my balls, but they were nowhere to be found. As I probed myself, I found they were tucked up inside me.

My heart was racing. Was I dreaming? Is this the result of edging too much for too many days? Was I having some kind of wet dream that I couldn’t come and I was transformed into the girls I’d been lusting for? That had to be it. I was hallucinating while sleeping. My heart was pounding a mile a minute.

I played with my breasts, trying to relax, and took deep breaths, making them heave on my chest. I pulled my shoulders back, straightened my back with some effort because of their weight, and continued playing with them and twiddling my nipples. God, this was so sensual!

I fell onto the bed again and tried sliding my whole body against the satin. It was as if my whole body was made of penis skin, it was so alive. I whimpered, humped, rubbed, slid. All it did was make me want more. It was like trying to eat just one potato chip. I couldn’t stop myself.

I forced myself to sit up again and try to wake up from this dream. Looking around the room, I noticed it was quite a lovely room, with a Victorian style to it, with very feminine decorations and furnishings. Fresh, fragrant flowers were next to the bed.

I stood naked and walked to a full-length mirror in the corner. My eyes opened wide, my hand covered my mouth. I had hips, soft legs and arms, and no body hair except the colored and highlighted styled hair on my head. My eyebrows were raised, nose pert, cheeks plump, lips thick and luscious. My eyes were a vivid purple. I struggled to see I was still me, but I was able to know it was me and I found myself by staring deep into my eyes.

My heart pounded as I gazed upon this wonderful, hot girl before me. I jerked my little cock, trying to come while humming in my new lovely voice. My breasts and hip flesh jiggled as I jerked furiously. I whimpered, and I heard my lovely voice say, “Oh god, please let me come, Oh god, please? Let this dream end.”

A hand landed on my shoulder and turned me. “Why hello, Skylar, you’ve come to. How nice.” Jackie gave me a hug and her hands caressed my ass and hips, and then she leaned back and caressed my breasts while her eyes flitted about me. “Oh my, you did come out well. I see you’re feeling it all, too. How wonderful! You’ll soon be enjoying a new, happier, engaged, motivated, and more sensual life. We have the new and the motivated in you already I see. You certainly are more sensual. Now to be engaged.”
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Jackie wrapped a short satin robe around me and led me to a table with two chairs where cups and a teapot were waiting for us. “Have a seat and have some tea and cookies, Skylar.”

“So do you want to keep the name Skylar? Some girls like to change them when they see who they are. Like Candy that you met. Do you want a more bimbo name? Cherry? Krystal? Bunny? Lusty?” She poured the tea.

“Uh, Christ. A new name? I don’t even know what happened to me. And I can’t come off the edge of this sensation. I need to come and I can’t. How can I think about names this way?”

She held the plate of cookies out. “Take one. You haven’t had any solid food in three weeks.”

I took one. “Three weeks?”

“Yes. We didn’t want you girls to have any pain or trauma after all the things we did to transform you, so we kept you out.” She sat back in her seat, crossed a stockinged leg in her miniskirt, and sipped her tea daintily. I stared at her breasts. I had the same ones now. I looked her face over. I had the same cheeks and eyebrows.

“So what happened to me? I never said I wanted to be this alien woman. I don’t even have a cock anymore. Nothing I could stick in a woman at least.”

She smiled at me. I played with my breasts and my little cock while I sipped tea with my left hand and ate cookies.

“Yes, the cock. The skin was removed from a large portion of it and then reattached to the remaining portions, creating a chastity-cage-like effect where, even as hard as it can get, it can’t grow large enough to penetrate a woman. We wouldn’t want your old method of satisfaction to distract you from your new one. This also has the added benefit of making it more sensitive and pleasant to touch or be touched by panties and such. Don’t worry, it won’t show under tight skirts or dresses either. More skin was taken from the bottom than the top, forcing it to point down and back a little. Being rigid all the time, it will always rub on something, adding to your arousal and motivation for a solution.”

“Solution to being on the edge? Like an orgasm?”

“Correct. By being penetrated by a man. Oh, and don’t bother trying to use a dildo, zucchini, cucumber, banana, or anything like that. It has to be a live cock with a heartbeat or it won’t turn the switch to allow an orgasm to rise. Oh, and there is no waiting period before you’re aroused again and you can come repeatedly, like a woman can, even though you’ll just be shooting blanks.”

“How does all of that work?”

“Ah, the curious engineer in you. It’s an implant. Quartz powered like a crystal radio or quartz cigarette lighter. Primary activation is found in the mesodiencephalic transition zone, including the ventral tegmental area, which is involved in a wide variety of rewarding behaviors. Parallels were drawn between ejaculation and heroin rush. The nerves in the fourth and fifth lumbar are also related, but I was an art major, not a doctor, so the rest escapes me.”

“Wow. Complete control of arousal, stimulation, ejaculation, and orgasm.”

“Exactly.”

“When do I get the controller?”

“Soon. So you can pass it to the men you’ll be meeting and they can control it the way they want you to be to see how you are. For the time you have it in your hands, you’ll be in control. Once the donor has paid their donation to us, they choose if they give it to you or not. They may choose to leave you on or off and when to allow orgasms and ejaculations to happen for you. So be very nice to them and their friends or it will be like being in chastity, not able to orgasm, forever and ever. Even if they use you as a depository.”

“And their friends?”

“Well, of course. They might choose you as an entertainment expense for their businesses or simply to entertain them and their friends.”

“Oh, my god.”

“Relax. Once you get used to the idea, you’ll love it. As long as you have a good relationship with your buyer, as well. Some buyers marry our girls and they live a life committed to them and are unwilling to share their arm candy with anyone.”

“Good. Right. So I get to say no if I don’t like them, right?”

“The highest bidder. Sorry. Just be sure to make the one you want the most want you the most. More motivation for you to act properly with the men the next few days as you all get to know each other better.”

“Great.”

“You’ll do well, honey. You’re smart. You’ll be set for life, too. No need to finish college. These men are filthy rich. They take good care of their valuable pets.”

“Pet. Right.” I grabbed my breasts. “These are so real.” My cockette was throbbing incessantly. My body tingled deliciously. I was filled with femininity and sensuality. I whimpered quietly. My leg twitched. I rolled a hard nipple between my thumb and forefinger. I whimpered quietly.

She grinned, watching me. Sipped her tea. Chuckled. “Lovely sensations, aren’t they? So sexual. Anyway. Breast hip butt and body softening were done with a collagen and fat filler within a shaping matrix for the high-volume areas like breasts and butt, which will bond with your body and become permanent and natural. Lens implants in your eyes for color and to bring you to twenty-ten vision, which as you know is better than twenty-twenty. Complete body hair removal. Cheek and lip implants, eyebrow thinning and raising, manicure, pedicure, hair color and style, and last, your fine-tuned voice to make men very aroused.”

“I know how well that works. I almost came while talking to you on the phone the first time. That was when I had a cock. You hit all the right notes with it.”

She nodded. “Yes, the engineers did. It’s eerie the effect it has. Thank you. Oh my, it is funny. The engineers designed you and you’re an engineer. Ironic… Or appropriate. They used data compiled and submitted to an AI program to optimize you in terms of arousal effect on men. All your features, your voice, eyes, shape, breasts, nipples, hips and butt…. All of your features were optimized to solicit arousal from young rich men.”

“Incredible. So I’m an AI output. A freak.”

“Not a freak. More attractive to men than any regular woman could ever dream to be. You're optimized. Perfected.”

“Yeesh. Frightening what engineers are capable of. I never agreed to all of this.” I twiddled a nipple and jerked my cockette, my body tingling.

“You signed that you read it all. Of course, it was abstract, not specific like what has been done to you. But all entirely legal and approved by you and soon, you’ll have all that we promised.”

I jerked my little cock fervently, then gave up on it. I crossed my legs, trapped it, pressed on it, and bounced one foot. “How do I come? Please let me. Please. Help me, Jackie.”

“Oh, Skylar. How would you have any motivation if you came? The only way you can come now is with a man in your bottom and only when he allows it. It’s who you are now. It’s your new purpose in life. Let it be your motivation.”

“Oh god. This is horrible. How does Candy drive the car and Patty fly the plane like this?”

“They’re turned off for that time. We needed workers here too, not just customer satisfaction experts like you.”

“So I can’t be turned off?”

“Of course you can.” She dug into her purse and held up a remote control. “There are three settings for you. On, off, and allow orgasm. See?”

She pointed to them with a standard line circle power switch for on and off, a star for orgasm, and little indicator lights next to them as to the status of the press. I grabbed it and pushed the star button. She swiped it back from me. “Watch.” She pressed the orgasm button, then pressed it again, then waited and pressed it again. The light next to it flicked on and off, then on again.

I kept jerking fervently.

“See? You need a man inside of you. If it doesn’t detect him there, you won’t come.” She pressed the star button and the light next to it went out.

I put my hands to my face and cried.

She came around and put her hand on my shoulder. “It’s okay. You’ll grow fond of it. You’ll miss being highly aroused when you’re used to it. Let me shut it off for now so you can drink and eat more.” She pressed the button and put it on the table in front of me. My body relaxed. All the heightened sensations stopped.

My shoulders slumped. “Oh, my god. Thank you.” I stared at it on the table.

“No problem. You’re in charge of it now. You do have a temporary respite button of your own installed directly on you.” She turned me back on again and the sensations ran through me. “Okay, touch the tip of your nose for two seconds.”

I did. The sensations ended and my cock softened. I relaxed.

“See?”

“Thanks.”

It doesn’t last long. Just long enough for you to pee and it can’t be used more than once every half hour.

My cock hardened and my body became totally sensual again. “Oh, my goodness. Please? Shut me off again. Please?”

She did. “Okay. I’ll let you have a break. You’re in control now.” She handed me the little controller. “You’ll need to come soon too, since you’ve been hard for three weeks while you healed. It helps with the healing. Kinda like edging forever. So, think about being the pretty girl you are. You have a full wardrobe. I suggest you enjoy the day by the pool, get some color to your skin, and relax. Dinner is at six and you’ll meet the other girls and our donors who make all of this possible for you. You’ll need to thank them.”

“Thank them? For torturing me?”

“Thank them for making you into the girl you always should have been. A girl who no man could turn down and every man wants to breed. A very special girl. Yes, be ready to please the men. You’ll need to clean that bottom of yours this morning and every morning, and there are instructions in the bathroom on how to use the attachment in the shower to do so. Do it. You’ll also need to be good at hand jobs, blow jobs, as well as what will be your favorite because you’ll be able to come then if allowed to of course, and then you’ll probably be engaged soon and off for your honeymoon to the highest bidder. I think you’ll get the highest price of the current class of girls. You’re more than just a pretty face.”

“Great. Making money for the company.”

“You sure are. We could never give this all to you girls if you didn’t. You’ll see. You’ll come to savor this new life. Your survey told us you would. You’ll know soon you do.”

“I’ll probably get syphilis or something.”

“Nope. Can’t. You’ve been inoculated against all known STDs. You’re free to enjoy anyone. Even men with HIV.”

“Holy shit. In the old days, that would be great. Well, not the men, of course. But probably I’d have been more likely to try some sex with a woman.”

“Don’t worry. It’ll be even greater now. No worries. Just pleasure and sensuality. With or without orgasm.” She chuckled.

She stood and lifted me by the hand. She slid open my robe, wrapped her arms around my naked body, and hugged me to her, our breasts crushing together. She kissed me deeply. It was heavenly, even without being turned on.

She broke the kiss, leaned back, gazed at me, and ran her hand through my hair. “Lovely. See? Even nice when you’re turned off, isn’t it? Sometimes owners leave their girls that way when they’re being used as receptacles, so they aren’t so wild all the time.” She gave me a peck on the lips and turned and left, her high heels clicking out of the suite.
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Great!. Turned into a love doll. No way of knowing how I’ll be treated. Used while not aroused? Used while aroused but not allowed to come? Not used and always aroused except to pee? What a deal. I took a deep breath and my hands drifted to my cock and breasts. I was turned off, but it was still sensual. It was very pleasant. My cock was soft, but handling it and rolling it in my fingertips was lovely. I was still sensual all over. Just not horny. Sensuality. One of the things I always strived for. Guess I got what I asked for.”

I looked out the window. The waves crashed on the beach. A lovely patio was below with girls at tables eating and drinking. I was trapped on an island. I didn’t know where my phone was and made a mental note to look for it, but they wouldn’t have me have it. If they did, I was sure there was no service. How could I escape? I have my controller now. Now would be the time. Escape or become a pet. A love doll for some guy. Or, a cared-for wife. I wondered what that might be like. To be loved and honored for life. But a guy? A guy sticking his meat in me and dumping his load? Oh my goodness. What have I done?

I took a deep breath, drank some more tea, and ate a couple more cookies. Back to reality. Escape was out of the picture for now. My stomach rumbled. I needed to shower, dress, walk around, and eat real food. I could tell my muscles needed both, though they weren’t as bad as I would have thought. They probably estimmed them or something to keep them in shape and working well.

I found the instructions, showered, and followed the instructions, being grossed out at first, then enjoying the sensations and the ultimate feeling of cleanliness it gave me. I dried my hair, and it fluffed into place. No styling or combing was needed. I brushed my teeth and looked closely into the mirror. I had permanent eyeliner and long, full lashes. My lips were a perfect rose color, as if they had lipstick on them. I looked in the drawers to see if there were any women’s products I should use, and all there was was some eyeshadow in a few colors and shades. I applied it as it said to on the package. It made my eyes pop even more.

Licking my lips, I realized how gorgeous I was and how much a man would want to stuff my face with his meat. I sure wanted to stuff my face and I couldn’t even get hard because I was turned off, not on.

I walked into the bedroom and found panties and bras and garter belts and crotchless panties and panties with just a hole in the back and pantyhose with cutouts in the gusset and stockings and stay-ups. I slipped some sheer suntan pantyhose up my hairless silky legs, wondering how much better this would probably be if I were turned on, yet how good it felt, anyway.

I slipped into some pink, sheer silky panties that spread over my hips and then slid deliciously against my cock even though it wasn’t hard. Another thing that would be more sensual and intense if I turned myself on. I loaded my breasts into a matching pink, sheer, silky bra that I didn’t need, but it felt nice on them as I caressed my nipples. What would being turned on feel like to them against that fabric?

I stepped into the closet and perused the selection of clothing. All minidresses, miniskirts, revealing tops, and very high heels. I selected a thin summer minidress, wedge high heels, and a matching crop-top sweater.

I stepped into the V-neck dress and adjusted my breasts in the top. The nipples were now soft, and just slightly prominent through the dress. The sweater then hid them.

I stood in the wedge heels. At first, my center of gravity was off with the weight of the breasts and the angle of my feet, but soon, they felt natural to walk in and they made my full hips sway and my steps be short and vulnerable. I looked through the drawers for my phone and credit cards and such, but found nothing. I did find perfumes and sprayed a very feminine, floral one all over my legs, arms, and hair. I was bathed in femininity and it was wonderful. I put the perfume in a purse and found my controller. I stared at it.

Hmm. Should I? I pressed the power on button and the light lit, multiplying my sensuality by at least ten. I hardened and throbbed in the silky undies. My skin tingled. I took a deep breath. My nipples hardened, and I walked about the room, practicing in my heels. My breasts jiggling rubbed my nipples, sending delightful sensations through me. This was like edging without the work. As long as I relaxed about it, I could probably get into it.

Walking to the full-length mirror, I saw my reflection as I approached it. I was incredible. I had never been this good-looking as a man, ever. It gave me a sense of confidence and power I had never had before. It was odd. I was falling in love with the new me. I had become the sensual being I always tried to bring out. My eyesight was razor sharp and colors and lights were as if they had music to them. I looked around the room and all the colors were vibrant and beautiful, even the moderate pastels and muted colors of the wallpaper.

My fingertips slid on the wallpaper, almost feeling each nano-dip in the paper while my eyes nearly saw them. I looked at my hand closely, seeing the tiny pores and the individual metallic flakes in the fingernail polish as I rotated my very feminine hand. Sliding my hand on my stockinged thigh, sent an electrical sensation through my fingertips and my leg into me as if I were an instrument, a harp or violin, that had its strings stroked. It was as if the sense of touch could make a symphony of sensations play through my body. How delectable. How powerful.

I brought myself back to my surroundings. I breathed deeply, the perfume on me filling my nostrils and heightening my immersion in feminine beauty, sensuality, and prettiness. I floated on a humming cloud of my personal creation, the cloud of my new soul.

I checked myself in the mirror. I slung my purse over my shoulder and left the suite.
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The salt air filled my nostrils, followed by whiffs of unique perfumes from the diners. Searching the area, I took in all the incredible renditions of girls like me, now knowing they were all like me a few weeks ago; males by presentation. I wondered if they had the same proclivities I did that got them here. I wished I could see the surveys and the data from them. Were they crossdressers before? Engineers? They never asked the question of being a crossdresser or anything about gender wishes, but I imagined they could glean it from the data. Also, the likelihood of success at having a person who would acquiesce and even engage in this transformation.

I could tell the girls that were turned on. Some were incredibly obvious in their body language. Others not so much, yet there was an air of sensuality that came from them. I opened my purse and turned mine off. My body retreated into a pleasant, less mind-numbing state. I wanted to think clearly and not be distracted by my physicality. I walked confidently and proudly around the edge of the patio, taking in the ocean, sniffing the salt air, enjoying the breeze up my dress on my legs, and fluffing my hair about my shoulders.

A deep breath, a turn to the crowd and I found a seat at a table with one girl at it and moved toward it. I smiled as I approached her. She was dressed in a bathing suit with a sheer coat and strappy stilettos, sipping tea daintily. She looked up at me. I put my hand out. “Hi. I’m Skylar. Mind if I join you?”

“Sure. Have a seat.” She put out her hand daintily. “I’m Joseph. They said I should pick another name, so I might not be Joseph for long.” She chortled. “Are you cahning yours?”

“Nah. Skylar is genderless, and I want to remember the mundane boy I came from.” I slid my dress under me and scooted the chair up to the table. I placed my purse on it and poured myself a tea. “You could be a Josephine or a Josie.”

“Josephine is too old-fashioned. I guess Joseph is too. Josie sounds like a movie character, an outlaw.” She ate her French toast, her bright, almost golden eyes riveting.

“Love the color of your eyes.”

“Thanks. I thought it was over the top, but your purplish ones are kinda, too. All the girl’s eyes are over the top. But what about us isn’t. Our voices even.”

“True. Are you happy so far with the result?”

She rolled her made-up eyes. “I didn’t know this would happen. I just wanted to improve myself during the summer break. I’d never worn a dress before. Or crossdressed even. I’m not gay either. But what can we do now? We’re stuck on an island. We signed the papers.”

“Right. I was thinking the same thing in my room.”

A waitress came over wearing only a bikini bathing suit and high heels, carrying a tray. “Hi. My name is Dolly. Can I get you something, miss?” Her nipples were rock hard on her top. No sign of a cockette in her panties, but she glowed. She crossed her legs tightly as she stood and her free hand caressed the skin on her waist and hips. She was definitely on. Her eyes were a light pink.

“Yes, can I get some bacon and French toast? Perhaps some oatmeal with brown sugar and blueberries, and a glass of grapefruit juice and an espresso?”

“For sure, honey!” Her hand grabbed a pen from her cleavage and wrote it all down on a pad. “Did you say toast and bacon?”

“French toast please.”

She nodded rapidly, shifting her legs and holding her legs crossed tightly. “Okay, no bacon, just French toast.”

I chuckled. “Dolly, hand me your pad and pen, please.”

She did. I scratched out what she scrawled on it and wrote my order down legibly, then handed it back.

She looked at it with pride. “Thanks! The darn cook won’t complain when I hand it to him, even. He’ll be able to read it. Thanks!”

“No problem.”

“I’ll be right back.”

She ran off, her huge oversized breasts bouncing as she ran in tiny steps.

We both laughed. Joseph said, “Think she was a mistake?”

I laughed. “She may have been an earlier model when they were going strictly for bimbo-like appearance and brains. That’s my guess.”

“Wonder why she’s working here? Plus, I think she was turned on high.”

“Probably the donors didn’t take to total bimbo, so they kept her for a waitress.”

“Could be. She can’t even do that well, though.”

“True. But what girl here would give her a hard time, Joe?” I looked around.

“You’re right. We’d all be sympathetic to her.”

“You aren’t on right now, are you, Joe?”

“Nope. You aren’t either. It’s great, but a bit distracting. Being chill yet still a bit sensual is nice.”

“It is. I never felt so good. They nailed it. Not that I don’t enjoy being turned on, either. It’s incredible. But with no relief in sight, it can be a bit much. I do know one thing, though.”

“What’s that?”

“When I’m forced to be turned on and a guy is around, I’m gonna want to get laid.” She laughed. “Never thought I’d have wanted that from a guy. It sounds wonderful though. Doesn’t it, Skylar?”

I shrugged. “I guess. It’s our only way to have it so…”

“Right.”

“I guess I have to be what I am. I reached into the purse and turned myself on. Joseph was a gorgeous woman. She watched me as the sensations filled me. I slid my chair closer to her. She sipped her coffee, watching me and smiling. I placed my hand on her silky thigh and slid it. “You’re a dream girl, Joe.”

“I know. You are too. I love hearing your voice.” She reached into her purse and turned herself on, showing me the light on then put it back in her purse.

She looked around. “Wouldn’t it be something if we could buy each other and then just use men when we want to?” Her hand slid under my dress and she rubbed my cockette in my panties.

I looked around. Other girls were engaged in similar manners. I suspected it was expected and acceptable. It only made their desire for men greater. I slid my hand under the table and into her bikini bottom and stroked her cockette as best I could, gazing into her eyes. “Yours is much smaller than mine, even.”

“I didn’t start with much to begin with. You’d think they’d leave well enough alone, but nope.” She laughed and gave me a peck on the lips.

“So, what were you before this? I mean, job, school, whatever?” We dropped the cockettes and just caressed each other’s legs.

I looked around for my food. Dolly was wandering around with a tray full of food. It looked like mine. “Wait. Dolly is lost.”

I stood and stepped over to Dolly. “Hi, sweetie. I think you have my order.”

“Oh yeah. Sorry. There you are. Where are you sitting?”

“Follow me.”

I walked over and sat down, and she placed the food before me.

“Thanks, Dolly. You’re a doll.”

“I know, huh? Just like those sex dolls. Enjoy!”

We both laughed. I turned my controller off, as did Joe, and I dug in. Joe watched me as she massaged one hard, nippled breast in her top and glided her hand on her leg. “Poor Dolly. At least we don’t have to be her.”

“True. So?”

“Oh yeah. I was studying engineering. You?”

“Same.”

“Cool, Skylar! I think our engineer’s pragmatism will help us get through this. Do you have a plan?”

“In a loose way. I’m gonna try for a guy who wants me to control myself and not just want me for my sex doll attributes. You know. A guy with a brain and not just a dick. If they’re rich like Jackie said, they should have some brains, right?”

“Maybe. Trump is rich, and he isn’t the brightest bulb on the planet for sure. And how about that pillow guy? Not sure how he got so rich. You don’t have to be smart to get rich, and being rich doesn’t mean you’re smart. My plan is the same, though. I love sex, but not as a 24/7/365 thing.”

The French toast and bacon filled me with savory delight. It was as if I hadn’t eaten in ages and I guess I hadn’t. I rolled my eyes at Joe as I chewed and savored. I put my utensils down and covered my mouth like I’d seen women do as they chewed a full mouthful. I held my hand up, pinky out. When I swallowed I said, “Oh god that is good.”

Joe laughed. I reacted the same. “It’s been three weeks. Our taste buds are crying for it. Not to mention, I think we’re more sensual, even with us off. Everything is more intense, better. They set us at a higher point.”

I nodded. “I think you’re right. Good analysis.”

“Thanks.” Joe’s eyes flitted over my face and hair. “You know… we could go back to the room and suck each other’s breasts and cockettes all day.”

“We could. Sweet torture, huh?” My eyes opened wide and a big grin filled my face. I cut more toast and bacon and stacked it. “But then, we’d just kinda waste the day and not get any exercise. I need to walk and stretch my muscles and swing my arms and stuff. I was thinking walking on the beach barefoot would be good exercise. Plus, I’d like to get some sun on my skin. I need a bathing suit like you’re wearing. Wanna join me?”

“Sure. Then we can suck breasts later… before we get ready for dinner.”

I laughed. “Deal.”
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I borrowed a minimalist bikini bathing suit from Joe and we took towels and headed for the beach. It was beautiful with the waves crashing, the blue water with whitecaps, the seagulls, kingfishers, and dolphins off the beach. Hand in hand, we walked a half hour away and a half hour back, then laid on our towels and got an hour per side. It was rejuvenating. All of it with us turned off. I liked Joe a lot. We seemed to really hit it off well.

She rolled over on her belly, facing me on mine. Her hand rubbed my back. “So, I think we have enough sun. We have a couple of hours until dinner. Wanna play a little?” She grinned, grabbed my ass, and squeezed it.

I rolled my eyes and laughed. “Oh god. Yes. I can’t resist you… Grace.”

“Grace?”

“Sure. Why not?”

“Gracie was George Burns's wife’s name. It’s an old name.”

“But Grace is what you’re full of. You radiate grace. It isn’t a bimbo name. It’s an elegant name. It cries elegance, refinement, and courteous goodwill. Grace me with your presence in my suite, will you, my love?”

“Oh god. When you put it like that, Skylar. How can I resist taking that name? Now I’ll have to so that every time I hear it, I think of you telling me my name and describing me so honorably.” She gave me a deep kiss on the lips. We rolled into each other and embraced, our breasts crushing together deliciously.
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Turned on and with the star button pressed, our naked bodies tumbled around the satin sheets, our legs entwined, our cockettes pressing and humping each other’s silky thighs, our mouths filled with each other’s tongues, our nipples rubbing each other. We didn’t have enough hands or mouths as we drifted in our mutual sensuality, both of us perched on the top of the mountain where it seemed we would fall off, shuddering and shaking, into a pool of overwhelming pulsing release.

We pressed on, trying to leap over the edge, but we only got higher and higher. It was as if we would reach outer space soon when we switched to sucking each other’s breasts and nibbling our nipples. We continued on until we flopped about and took our tiny cockettes into each other’s lips, flicked our tongues on them, and ran our tongues around them in circles in time with each other. We’d twitch and jerk our legs and whimper like two little girls as we fervently attacked our little dicks, climbing ever higher, yet never being allowed to fall into that pulsating, body-twisting heaven.

We knew pressing the star button would be no help for us and we tried to use our cockettes on each other only to laugh about it. But we couldn’t resist the draw of the sensuality and extreme closeness we felt when we played with each other in such wonderful ways.

The alarm on the nightstand rang. Our time together had to end for now so we could get ready for dinner and meet our men. Grace rolled over off me, reached for her controller, and shut herself off. I did the same. She fell back onto me. “Just a few minutes more like this. Please?”

I nodded and held her close, her warm, silky skin, the scent of her perfume in her full, curly hair as I nuzzled her neck. A delicate open-mouth kiss, so tender you’d think it might break. A warm hand on my breast massaging it tenderly. Heaven. Might have been better than turned on. “I love you, Grace. We’re in this together. We need to stay together. Make some kind of deal, so we do.”

“I’d love that.” She gave me a peck on the lips. “Love that. We can try our best.”

“No try. We’re almost engineers. We can do it. Right?”

“Right. Engineers can do anything.”

“I wonder if we have the same selection of clothing. We should look like a team.”

“True. Good idea, Skylar. Hmm. How can we do that if we can’t communicate between our distant rooms? I’m sure we don’t both have two of each dress.”

“Right. How about we chose something classy versus slutty? Say a long dress with a slit side. We probably have one in black.”

“I do. I saw one. Let’s go with that.”

“Hair up?”

“Good idea.” She gave me a smiling peck on the lips. “Hurry. So we can be early.”

“I will.”
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Back in my suite, I found a dress meeting the description Grace gave me. Perfect. We’d be bookends. Bookends need two to work. That should help the sale a little.

I stripped and put my clothes in the hamper. I rinsed off in the shower, then lotioned my skin and fluffed my hair. I redid my eye makeup for a more dramatic evening look with some added eyeliner drawing wings back, then did a darker, more dramatic eyeshadow.

I took the dress and found some sheer gartered black stockings from the dresser along with some sheer black panties and the black sparkle, strappy, sinfully thin heeled stilettos. I took the controller from my purse. I had to maximize how good these clothes would feel when dressing. On button on. Woosh! The rush filled my body, increasing its sensuality, and my cockette throbbed incessantly.

I then realized all the time we played, and now there was no pre-cum oozing at all. Was I broke or was that a part of the switch that only happens if a man is inside of me?

I wrapped the black-lace garter belt above my substantial hips and fastened it then turned it to face forward. The gossamer-thin, black stockings sent ripples of sensation through me as they glided up my legs to be attached to the four clasps of the garter belt on each leg. Each clasp had a little fake diamond that glistened and caught the light.

I went braless since my breasts were so firm and the dress lining so silky. The dress slid over my body, stretching to my curves, and then I slid into the spaghetti strap and adjusted the top about my breasts. The V-neck barely covered my hard nipples, revealing luscious cleavage, nicely colored pink from the sun. I slid into the erotic-looking heels and strapped them about my ankles.

Looking at myself in the full-length mirror, I wanted to hide my nipples some. Into the closet, I found a short-sleeve bolero crop top suitable. Once on, it allowed me to cover my nipples unless I lifted my arm or reached my hand out. When I did that, it gave a perfect view of those pencil erasers.

I strutted around the room just experiencing the fabrics on my body, my nipples caressed by the smooth fabric, my cockette throbbing in the sheer panties, the stockings pulling and tugging on the garter belt when they slid against my legs with each step. I sprayed perfume all over me, found a matching purse, and put my controller and the perfume into it. I checked myself in the full-length mirror.

Incredible. Oops. Hair up. I stepped in tiny steps into the bathroom and found a bejeweled, black, clip-type hairpiece and wrapped my hair up and clipped it high on the back of my head, leaving a fluff of curls to dangle on my neck.

Back at the full-length mirror, I stared into my purplish eyes, then my eyes roamed my body. I throbbed incessantly. I wanted to fuck myself. A whimper ushered from my lips and my hands roamed my body and rubbed my cockette. I was overflowing from the day’s activities and it seemed impossible I wasn’t spewing pearly white ropes from my cockette.

I took a deep breath. Turned off the controller, allowing my body to descend to a reasonable level of feminine sensuality. I’d never want to ever give up being who I had become. I was more than I’d ever been and life was filled with such an abundance of pleasurable sensations it was as if I was reborn.

I slung my purse on my shoulder and hung my thumb from it at my hip. I looked into my eyes and said, “You can do this, girl. Grace and you will find the perfect mate to take care of both of you. Your lives will be stellar.”

I walked out the door in minced vulnerable steps and my heels clicked erotically down the hall and my breasts jiggled on my chest; the nipples rubbing the silky lining. My hair brushed my neck with each step. I was on my way to my new life. I would find the ideal man to fulfill my needs financially, mentally, and …. With the perfect fitting cock to use when I wanted it.
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The signs led the way to the ballroom for the event. Grace was already at the bar looking stunning in the same kind of outfit I wore. I slid onto the seat next to her, gave her a peck on the lips, and rubbed her shoulder while gazing into her golden eyes. “Hello, lover.”

“Hello, Skylar. We did it. We’re bookends.” She sipped her dirty martini… Held the skewer and slowly licked an olive with her pink tongue, looking into my eyes, then wrapped her plump lips around the cheese-filled olive and delicately took it between her teeth. She popped it back into her mouth and rolled it around, then chewed it daintily. “So rich. All the flavors seem brighter, more intense.”

“Are you on?”

She shook her head. “That would be too much, I think. Besides, I don’t want to end up humping a guy’s leg. Not a good first impression unless we want to find a guy that just wants us for toys.”

“True.”

“Are you on?”

“Nope. You’re right. This is plenty.”

A woman with very excessive breasts and bright eyes came over dressed in a tuxedo-type top, with a cutout for her cleavage, nipples hard and showing through it, wearing a black miniskirt and heels. She was obviously on from her body language.

She stopped before me, her hands on the bar, her legs rubbing sensually together. She let out a little whimper and then said in a ridiculous bimbo-type voice that I won’t even try to imitate, “Hello miss. I’m…” She whimpered… “I’m Titsy. Can I get you a drink?”

“Please yes, Titsy. I’d like what she’s having.”

“Okay.” She ran off to mix it. I watched as she shook it, giving us a chance to see her breasts jumping about, her hard, full nipples beneath her thin white tuxedo top, rubbing the fabric with each shake. She whimpered while shaking it and her eyes closed as the pleasure overwhelmed her. When she finished shaking, she stopped momentarily and took a deep breath, then let out a high-pitched sigh.

She came over and poured it from the shaker into a chilled, thin-stemmed martini glass before me. “Oh my. I love shaking drinks,” she revealed in her bimbo voice.

I laughed. “Must be tough working switched on.”

“Switched on? Oh, right. See, I don’t have a switch like you girls do. It’s how I always am. It’s how they used to make us girls. Didn’t sell that well, though. Men want more control.”

“Can’t they fix you and sell you?”

“Engineers hate rework. Costly and makes them admit there was an error.”

“I see. So how do you pee if you don’t shut off?”

“Oh. Yeah. That never gets hard. It just flops around. They didn’t make it smaller, just forever soft.”

“Oh my. I’m sorry to hear that, Titsy.”

“No big deal. This body is so sensual it’s like having a whole body that’s like a hard one all the time.” She wrapped her hand around her forearm and stroked it.m

“When do you get any relief from the overwhelming sensuality, then?”

“When I get a man to put it in me. That’s why I’m so happy right now. For these events, they tell the men us old models can be freely used to get the monkeys off their backs so they can think about things other than sex when they talk to new girls.” Titsy pointed to her name tag. There was an eggplant emoji on it. “That eggplant is the universal symbol for dick and shows we’re the ones for them to use freely. I usually come several times from the men. They use me like their blow-up doll.” She giggled. “Can’t wait!” Behind the bar, another older model joined her, along with a newer model who was turned on.

“Do they take you back to their rooms, then come back?”

“Heck, no, sweetie. They get off everywhere here. It’s part of the game. It is a private island, ladies.” Titsy ran off to serve others.

Grace caressed my stockinged thigh. “Poor girls. They must have been building them for a while. I guess we’re sort of a product of their evolution.”

“For sure. Must have been challenging engineering us.”

“I’ll bet. Wonder what the next generation of models will be?”

The girls were gathering in the ballroom. Some wore classier dresses like ours, and others wore very short, very revealing dresses, some sheer and see-through. It seemed most were turned on at this point, the way their bodies moved and how they touched each other. This should be interesting.

Our watches chimed and buzzed. Grace looked at her watch and rolled her eyes. “Ten minutes to the men arriving in the ballroom. It said they all landed and there were 15 donors.”

I looked around the ballroom and counted the girls. “There are about thirty girls. Perhaps the men take more than one each. Maybe there are leftovers like Titsy that get stuck here.”

“That might not be all bad. We could engineer the next generation for them.”

“True. Wouldn’t have to be a waitress or bartender at least.”

“But then we’d only have men around at events like this now and then. We’d hardly ever get laid.”

“Yeah. That could happen with the guy who buys us, too. Oh well. Can’t think about those things or they’ll come true. Can’t send out negative energy.”

“Right. Let’s get a buzz. I’m still nervous about having some guy stick it in my bottom, no matter how much I need it.”

“Me too. Still have some of the old male thinking about that.”

We watched another older model mix our drinks, having the same sweet torture for her as Titsy did. We were on our way with a buzz and almost done with the next drink when a woman without crazy eyes like ours, or an irresistible voice, spoke on the microphone on the stage. She must have been a regular woman. “Ladies! May I have your attention?”

She waited. The group quieted and watched her. Some of them still played with each other’s breasts. Others writhed in their seats like horny little cats.

“Ladies! Our male donors have all arrived and will enter through the main doors. Please greet them warmly and be your feminine best for them. Do your best to sell yourself to the men you want. Hand your control to each man who talks to you. They’ll give it back when they’re done with you. Enjoy!”

The doors opened, and the men entered, looking around like children in a candy store, their mouths agape.

I laughed. “Uh, I think they’re blown away.”

“Yup.” Grace caressed my leg as we sat with our chairs together, facing out, and our stockinged legs deliciously rubbing each other’s calf gently. We held hands as we sipped and watched.

I laughed. “Not all of them are what I‘d call cream of the crop.”

“For sure.”

“We are the only bookends here, though.”

“That should help.”

“We aren’t turned on. Not sure if that’ll help or hurt.”

“It’ll help get the right guy.”

“I hope.” I nodded. “Now I know what a girl at prom night must feel like waiting for someone to ask her to dance.”

“Right. I’m a little scared, sweetie.” She squeezed my hand.

The guys approached the bar and ordered drinks, looking around. Some nodded their heads at us and smiled. Others went directly behind the bar and fucked Titsy and her friend while the girls held onto the bar and squealed like stuck pigs, their legs shaking and their bodies quivering. Titsy came three times while we sipped our drinks watching, then he pulled out and she had a relaxed, blissful look on her face. Another guy took her from the front this time. Her head rolled on her shoulders.

“Well, at least Titsy is getting some action.” Grace chuckled.

I nodded and sipped, thinking about our purpose in life now. It seemed cheap. But… Who was I to judge when I only arrived a day ago in this life?

“Hello, ladies. You two could nearly be twins. May I buy you a cocktail?”

A handsome young man in a suit-coat and jeans with an open neck button collar shirt beamed at us. Grace and I glanced at each other, smiling.

I tilted my head and in my wonderful voice said, “Why thank you, kind sir. My name is Skylar and my sister is Grace. We hope to stay together through this.”

He looked for a bartender. Titsy was just let go, and he waved her down. She ran over, pulling down her skirt with a big smile on her face, and in her bimbo voice said, “Yes, sir! How may I help you?”

He read her name tag and chuckled. “Uh, Titsy. Please pour me a Blantons neat and get the ladies what they’d like.”

I said. “Vodka soda please, Titsy.”

Grace nodded. “Same for me. Feeling better now?”

She laughed. “Much. I should be good for fifteen minutes or so.” She giggled and ran off.

“My name is Conner. Nice to meet you, Grace and Skylar. So Titsy must be an older model that didn’t sell, huh?”

I nodded. “She is.”

“Poor girl. Good thing they don’t make them like that anymore. Her voice alone would ruin it, not to mention her ridiculous breasts and the fact she can’t shut off.” He laughed. He ran the back of his fingers against my cheek while gazing into my eyes. “You girls are greatly improved. I assume right now you’re turned off?”

Grace’s eyes popped open. She dug into her purse and grabbed her controller. “Sorry, sir. We were supposed to give these to you when you talked to us.” She held it out to him.

Our drinks arrived. Conner laughed and held his drink to us. We lifted ours. “To girls that can control themselves as they wish.”

Grace and I smiled broadly and winked at each other. She put the controller back into her purse. We clinked glasses with Conner. “To girls in control of themselves.”

Grace sipped, put the drink on the bar, stood, kissed Conner on the lips, then sat back down.

He laughed. “Oh my. I think I said what you girls wanted to hear. It only makes sense to me to have it that way. To control someone, even if they are designed and built to be controlled, seems inhuman and outdated. So you girls are even turned off right now. Don’t you want to feel the drive for satisfaction? Don’t you want the increased sensuality?”

We nodded and sipped. I tilted my head to him. “It can be overwhelming. It’s a pleasant option to have, like uh… like the sport mode on a fast car, but driving in sport mode is a bit unsettling after a while, if that’s any kind of example. It’s more intense than that, though. Lovely and fun for a while. My sister Grace and I spent some time today exploring each other with us on. It was marvelous but left us unsatisfied at the end, wanting more, and only a man like you can give us that.”

“Yes. I wondered about that when I read about your model. Sorry about that. But I guess why would you want men if they didn’t set it up that way? We’d have no purpose then.”

“I suppose.” I looked at his crotch. He had a hard-on in his pants. I stared at it.

“Skylar. Do you see something spilled on my pants?”

“Uh… no. Just wondering if we aroused you.”

“Very much so. But it’s up to you what to do with that.”

“Right. Uh… We want to make you happy. We want to get to know you.”

He laughed. “Not sure I can handle the two of you ladies. So, I have to ask. I’m not sure how they get you to do this, but they said it’s all legal and done with your permission. So how does it feel? Do you want to go back to who you were?”

We both shook our heads furiously and shouted no together. I put my hand on his arm. “Oh god, no! We’re so much more now. You’d understand if it happened to you. It’s hard to put into words. Confidence, power, sensuality, feminity. Seeing the new you in the mirror and falling in love with yourself. It’s unexplainable. We love it. Right Grace?”

“Oh my god, yes. I wish I had done this sooner. I highly recommend it.” She giggled. “But of course, a man like you might not work so well as large as you are. I’m sure they could do it all to you, but you’d be a very tall and large woman.” We all laughed.

He sipped and nodded, taking us both in as he smiled. “True ladies, very true. Well, it warms my soul to know you’re happy in the new you. It certainly suits you both, and I wish you the best at finding someone you like to bid you up and earn you.”

“Wait. Don’t go. You have plenty of time to meet the others. Have dinner with us. We can be your bookends. A girl for each arm. Imagine going to dinner in town with both of us on your arms.”

He laughed. “Oh my. Yes, that would be lovely for sure. I’d be the talk of the town with you two stellar ladies. Not sure I’d like being the center of attention all the time.” He looked around the room with more girls than guys as others were engaged in conversing or having sex. A new model in a sheer dress was being spit-roasted on a couch in the lounging area by the bar.

I rubbed his crotch. “I never held or felt one of these, except my old one, of course. We could turn on and give you some relief before dinner if you’d like, Conner.”

“Oh my. That is tempting. The only thing that’s greater than my hunger for you two is my rumbling belly and my hunger for some food. Please… honor me with your presence at my dinner table.” He placed his drink on the bar and held his arms out for us. “May I?”

We took his firm arms and looked up at him, smiling as he led us in our tiny minced steps to a table in the corner.
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Dinner was fabulous. Turns out Conner had an engineering firm and needed engineers. He said if things worked out and we wanted to, we could work for him.

He shook his head. “Now don’t get all excited, ladies. IF! They work out. Right now I don’t know what this will cost, but two costs more than one. Plus, I’d be the center of attention with us in public, and imagine you two in a business environment or walking around a manufacturing plant, warehouse, or office. You’d cause accidents. I need to think this through.”

Grace was quick to respond as she held his hand. “We could wear tinted glasses to hide our exotic eyes. We could minimize our breasts and wear pants and flat shoes.”

He laughed. “Flat shoes? Really?”

“For work.”

“You’d miss the heels, wouldn’t you?”

“Of course. There’s power, sensuality, vulnerability in high heels.”

“Yes. Well, a minimizer bra and some coverage of the eyes would help a bit. Your voices would always be there, though.”

I laughed. “We could wear muzzles.”

He laughed. “What a picture you two are making. I suppose those voices could be useful in business in a way. It can throw off others when they’re automatically aroused by it. It makes them lose their train of thought. Give us an advantage in negotiations and such.”

I nodded and rubbed his cock under the table. “Right. Exactly. We could be assets, not liabilities.”

His eyes told me we were winning him over. “You know, I may not be able to afford you both. What then? I need to explore other girls like you this week.”

I shook my head while I unzipped his pants and removed his thick, long, velvety cock and stroked it. “Conner, if you explore other girls, what will happen to us?”

“Others will approach you, I’m certain.”

“Exactly what does that mean for our demand, then?”

“It goes up.”

“Right. Just like this lovely and alive, demanding thing in my hand. When demand for a commodity goes up, what happens to the price of that commodity? You know, like gasoline, gold, silver.”

“Shit. You’re right. Damn, you girls are smart. If I explore, I need to lock you two away and I could never do that. That would be mean.”

“Glad you’re thinking that way. You must be a nice guy.” I rubbed my thumb over his pre-cum. I tugged his shaved globes with my other hand and gazed into his eyes. “Does this feel nice, by the way? I’ve never done this.”

“It does, my dear. It does. Are you turned on now? I mean, with the switch?”

“You’re turning us both on and we’re both turned off. I’m enjoying the way you’re reacting to my touch. The velvety nature of it and how hard you are for us. It’s extremely gratifying, flattering, and complimentary.”

“Interesting. You girls are teaching me things. Even not being turned on, you’re enjoying yourselves. That’s actually wonderful. Mind if I see what happens when you are turned on?”

He looked at us both. We shrugged, took out our controllers, and handed them to him. Grace said, “Do as you wish, sir.”

She took over stroking his cock, and he turned us both on and pressed the star button, then put them in his coat pocket. “Thank you. I’ll give them back. I promise.”

Grace gazed into his eyes, stroking him with both hands. Her voice became incredibly seductive. “Of course. We trust you, Conner. Please consider what we’re proposing. Stay with us this week. Don’t let anyone else near us.”

He nodded and put his arms around us as we snuggled next to him. I kissed him on the lips deeply; the electricity surging through my body, fully on now, my cockette leaping in my panties, my nipples hard as rocks, my skin tingling, my tongue dancing with his as he moaned a low moan and hugged us both to him. I couldn’t help but whimper and break the kiss. “Oh my god, Conner.”

Grace worked his cock and globes. She pulled her top down and moved her breast to his mouth for him to suck her nipple. He dove onto it.

We sat there in the ballroom while others around us moaned and gyrated. Girls’ exotic voices called out names, and men grunted and groaned. It was an orgy without enough men. But we had our man. I knew it.
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I was sucking Conner’s lovely, silky, velvety shaft that seemed like it was sending ripples of pleasure into my body through my thick, plump lips. Each bob of my head gave me pleasure, as if there were nerves on my lips and tongue specifically made for sex. I ran my tongue around his shaft and flicked the tip, making him twitch while he moaned around Grace’s kiss and squeezed her breasts and nipples.

“Oh my god, girls. Skylar. Stop. Please stop if you can. I need a break, girls. I see what being on is for you two. I wish I had a controller for me.”

I slurped off his shaft and wiped my lips with the back of my hand. I straightened my dress, and we both put our breasts away while Conner tucked himself into his pants.

He shook his head, smiling ear to ear. “Wow. I can only imagine what you girls are feeling.”

“You know, Conner. If you get a good deal on us because no one else bids, you could probably have these controls installed in you as you are. No feminization. Just the controller. It would probably be easy and painless and not that expensive.”

His eyes lit up. “Wow. Cool idea. Yeah, we have to keep the bids down.”

I nodded. “First bidder. If you’re the first bidder and no one else knows us. We can act ugly somehow and not attractive that day, and then we’d be cheap.”

He nodded. “I’d have to convince Jackie to do that.”

“Well, you need to talk to her about having a controller installed, anyway. Perhaps if you say you love the girls all so much, you’d like to go first as the bidder. That would guarantee her having you as an extra bidder for the girls until you won one. It would drive the price of the group up for her. She’d buy into that, I’m sure.”

His eyes lit up. He hugged us both to him. “I love you girls so much. We have to work and live together. We have to win this!”

I was twitching and rubbing my legs in my stockings and gazing like a love-filled date as Grace was playing with her breasts and rubbing her crotch and gazing at Conner. I rubbed his crotch. “We either need to shut off or you need to fulfill the requirements of the star button for us soon. Would you, Conner? Please? We both need it so badly. Please, Conner?”

Grace echoed me. “Please, Conner?”

“Oh god, yes.” He stood and held his arms out for us. “Not here. Let’s go have some privacy. I hear you girls have lovely suites. Who’s is closest?”
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The three of us burst into my room. Asses and elbows were everywhere as Conner stripped and Grace and I slid out of our dresses, leaving us in garter belts, stockings, stilettos, and panties.

I slid onto the satin sheets, arranged myself with my arms out to him, and my legs spread. He moved on his knees, holding his big hard cock, and moved toward me. I watched in anticipation, my body tingling all over, my cockette throbbing incessantly. Conner slid my panties aside. Grace lifted my breasts above the bra and dove onto my nipple with her lips and teeth.

Conner slid my legs back, and I grasped his thick cock to guide it to my begging hole. I whimpered as the tip pressed deliciously against it and I pressed my hips forward onto it while he pushed it in slowly. I gasped as it made it past the gate. Conner pressed my thighs back and looked into my eyes as his cock filled me. “Oh god, Skylar. You feel so incredible. So tight. So hot.”

I nodded hurriedly. “So do you. You’re so big. Now make me come.”

He thrust repeatedly, his face contorted, and I came immediately, spurting my come between us, my body twitching. I heard my honey voice crying out his name and gods in the same sentence. “Oh god, Conner. Fuck me. I’m coming, honey. Fuck me more.”

He did until I stopped spurting and shot blanks, but the sensation was no less. It was as if I just came continuously with each soul-filling stroke of his lovely cock. My body was on fire with sensations. Conner grunted and shoved. My feet flailed in their high heels above my head with each toe-pointing, leg-twitching thrust.

When it looked like Conner was ready to come, I stopped him. “NO. Conner, please, Grace needs you next. I’ll just keep coming over and over and Grace needs this now. Please help her.”

He slid out and looked to Grace, who was readying herself on her back and spreading her legs. She guided him into her and he began fucking her like crazy. Grace reacted immediately, her body shuddering, her eyes wide, staring into his as he pounded his cock into her over and over.

My body relaxed now into a semi-aroused state of relief. I rubbed Conner’s firm back and waist muscles as he pounded my lovely Grace. “That’s it, Connor. She’s finished shooting her come, but she won’t stop coming until you stop. She’s ready for you to come in her if you want. I’m sure she wants to feel you come inside her.”

“God yes!” Grace called out. “Please come in me, Conner. Please!?”

Conner’s shaved globes slapped at her bottom as he pulled it out almost all the way and stuffed it back into her over and over rapidly. He grunted then, pinning her thighs to the bed, held her fast, and held his cock deep as he groaned. I could see his body tense as he held it in her and it pulsed and filled her with his come. She squealed in delight and held him tugged to her by his hard ass. Her toes were pointed in her high heels and her legs twitched while she held on and rode his bucking, spurting cock, her eyes wide and her voice letting out sweet whimpers.

He collapsed onto her. Her hands massaged his back, and she peppered his face with kisses. I lay down next to him and rubbed his back. I slid out of bed, dove into our purses, and shut off our controls, then slid back into bed. Conner quickly rinsed off in the shower and came back to bed. We all fell fast asleep.
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I rose early and snuck into the bathroom to do my duty, clean out, and shower. I dressed in a tiny bikini with a sheer pink belted wrap and a pair of strappy stiletto sandals.

I took the controller from my purse and turned it all on, hoping for another session like last night using Conner’s nice, fresh morning wood. I placed it on the nightstand. Sliding into the bed, I slid down and sucked his limp cock until it grew in my mouth and his hand cradled my head. “Oh god yes, Skylar. Keep that up. Can I come in your mouth?”

I looked up at him. As much as I wanted him in me, I wanted him to have what he wanted more. I nodded and mumbled around his cock and looked into his eyes.

He maneuvered us around so he had a better view and held my head tight with both hands as he fucked my face. “Such and pretty face, Skylar. And those incredible eyes.” He used his hands to move my wide-eyed face up and down on his cock.

Grace stirred and sat Indian style to watch us.

I was crazy for his cock. Like I said earlier, it was as if my mouth were a sex organ the way it lit up when sucking a cock. Threads of sensation flowed through my lips and tongue into my body with each shove of my head onto his cock and the circling of my tongue around his shaft. He stared into my rapidly blinking eyes and thrust into my face as I whimpered, moaned, and mumbled my joy around his cock.

It wasn’t but a moment later that he wrapped his fingers tightly in my hair and tugged it as if to pull it out as he held my skull secure and fucked it. Suddenly, he stopped and held it there. It squirmed and jumped in my mouth, sending exuberant joy into me as his complimenting, rewarding, gratifying come flooded into my proud mouth. My eyes opened wide, and I blinked furiously, trying to swallow each sumptuously full gush. His head rolled on his shoulders and he forcefully removed my mouth from his cock after I wouldn’t stop trying to get more from it.

He laughed. “Wow. That was incredible. Was that your first time?”

I nodded sheepishly. “Never thought I’d enjoy that so much.”

“I’ll say. Phew. You sure did. Made me not be the least bit guilty of what I thought would be my solitary pleasure. Obviously, it wasn’t solitary.” He checked his watch.

He looked at Grace. “How are you this morning, dear?”

“Lovely. It was invigorating watching you two. Thanks for last night, too.”

“Thank you so very much! So, ladies. I like the idea of keeping you out of circulation. What do you say I hang on to your controllers so no one else can have them and then we meet downstairs for breakfast after I get cleaned up?

We both nodded. I gave him a peck on the lips. “Sounds good.”

Conner stood, His enormous cock going limp, his firm hairless body gleaming as he dressed. Grace and I snuggled together on the bedsheets.

Conner looked at us, ready to leave, and held up our controllers. “On or off before I leave.” We shrugged. “Off is probably better.”

“Off it is.” He put them into his pants pocket. “See you both at breakfast.”
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Grace and I decided to try to dress less provocatively. Not that we could with the clothes we were given, but less than a minimalist bikini. We wore mini sundresses with wedge heels, no bra to make our breasts less prominent, and panties. It was the best we could do, but it felt as if we were naked on high heels. The breeze caressed our turned-off bodies and reminded us of our vulnerability.

We entered the dining area on the patio. Jackie was there smiling and greeting us. “Hello, ladies. Meeting lots of men, I hope.”

We looked guilty as we glanced at each other.

“I get the impression you haven’t met many men yet.”

A short ugly man in a ratty tee shirt, and baggy shorts hanging off his plumber butt, entered with a backward baseball cap and unshaven face. He grinned an evil grin as he saw us.

Jackie smiled at him. “Hello, Grunt. I’d like you to meet Skylar and Grace.” She turned to us and told him who was who, then asked for us to give our controllers to him.

We stared at each other. I stammered and tried to make my voice less arousing. “Uh, we uh gave them to someone to hold for us. We’re meeting him for breakfast. He’s interested in both of us.”

Jackie smirked. “Well, that doesn’t prevent you from letting Grunt get to know you two a little better.” She took our hands and gave them to Grunt, who took them in his sweaty palms.

“But we’re having breakfast with someone.”

Jackie said. “Until then, Grunt has you.”

Grunt nodded, grinning as his eyes roamed our bodies. He tugged me to him and lifted my dress from behind. I felt him slip his hard, stumpy cock between my butt cheeks and he immediately found my hole with it. I squealed as he shoved it in and began humping into me, my body captured and held fast by him even though I was squirming, trying to get free while he gripped Grace’s arm.

“Oh yeah. Nice ass, bitch.” He emitted a guttural grunt with each thrust. “Are you Grace or Skylar?”

“I’m Skylar. Please, Grunt. I’m not even turned on.”

“That’s okay. I prefer it that way. Squirm if you want. I like that better, too. Better than just waiting for me to finish in your faggot ass.”

I stood stock still while he thrusted and grunted. I looked into Grace’s eyes, a look of disgust on her face for Grunt.

“Squirm Tyler!”

“It’s Skylar.”

“Squirm, whoever the fuck you are. Squirm.”

“No.”

He shoved me aside and lifted Grace’s dress and shoved it in her from behind. He held her tight to him with one hand and pumped into her while his other hand tugged her hair. “Squirm, bitch.”

She squirmed. I could see how repulsed she was by him.

“Grace no. Stop squirming for him.”

“I can’t. It’s disgusting. You’re disgusting, Grunt! You stink even.”

“Oh yeah. That a girl. That’s what I want from you. You're gonna be my private sex doll. Best one so far.” Grace squirmed more and tried to get away. “Much better this way than having you bitches turned on. Once I own your controller, I can smash it. My buddies will love using you.”

He lifted her off her feet as she kicked in the air, futilely impaled on his thick cock. He grunted a few times and then held her tight to him as he groaned and shot his spunk into her. He dropped her like a hot potato, then slapped her ass. “Good girl. That was awesome.” He stuffed himself back into his baggy shorts and walked off.

Conner came up behind us. “I see you met Grunt. Sorry about him.”

“Conner!” Grace clung to him, as did I. “It was awful. He’s gross.”

“He sure is. Owns a company that supplies us with stuff. It slipped where I was going and he had to go himself so he could buy a doll, he said. He’s a jerk.”

“Well, that jerk wants Grace now because he liked the way she squirmed when he fucked her. He said she was the best so far.”

“Great! Grace’s price just shot up. That’s not good, but maybe I can influence him a little. You two okay now?”

“We nodded sheepishly.”

He put his arms around us. “Let’s eat.”

We ate breakfast in sight of Grunt as he scoffed down his food like a pig in a trough. It was disgusting.

We both calmed down with Conner. We knew what we were and the way Grunt used us was what we were for. We were designed for men like him, as well as men like Conner. It was disturbing, but soon we were able to immerse ourselves in the beauty of our surroundings and the sensual nature of our bodies. Conner gave us our controllers back, and we put them in our purses.

Jackie came by and said hi to Conner.

“Yes, Jackie, I’d like to talk to you about several things when you have time. It’s about controllers and bidding sequence and things.”

“Sure, Conner. Come to my office when you’re done with breakfast and we can talk.” She gave us a flat-lipped smile. “Have a nice day, ladies.” She left.
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Grace and I decided to relax in a private cabana on the beach while Conner went to talk to Jackie. We had some privacy, so we turned ourselves on and fell into each other’s arms on the large bed with the salty breeze wafting through the cabana.

We soon became lost in each other, again not having enough hands or mouths, it seemed, as we brought ourselves up that mountain again. We were in a state of suspended orgasm where we were millimeters from coming. The next thing I knew, someone had gotten between us and there was a wonderful hard cock going into my bottom from behind. “Oh god, Conner. That’s wonderful.”

I immediately started coming and spurted all over Grace beneath me. “My name’s Roger. Not Conner, princess. What’s your name?”

My eyes popped open. I lifted myself as he held my hips up and thrust his luscious cock over and over into me. I looked back. He was handsome. I whimpered and moaned and my body twitched as he came inside of me, his cock jerking and tugging about like a wild animal trying to get free.

When he was done, he rolled to the side and stroked my hair. “Lovely. Your name?”

“Skylar. It’s Skylar.” I reached into my purse and shut off my control.

Grace shut hers off and sat looking at him. “And who are you, sir?”

“I’m Roger, not Conner. Conner’s partner.”

“Partner? He has a partner?”

He nodded.

“I’m Grace. Skylar and I are trying to stay together after the bidding is done. We’re hoping Conner can afford us both.”

“Nice. That would be wonderful. I hope Conner can do it for both your sake if you want to be together. Two is a lot for a guy, though. Maybe we can talk about me getting one of you and then you’d be able to see each other all the time and not have to share a man.”

Grace tilted her head and raised an eyebrow. She glanced at me.

“So Roger. Are you as nice a guy as Conner?”

“I like to think so, even with my abrupt involvement inserting myself between you two. But if you could have seen you two, and you were who you used to be, you wouldn’t resist either. As far as controllers. I believe like Conner does. It’s up to the girls to use them. He texted me this morning he was going to see if we could get the implants too to have our personal controllers for our bodies. We’d make better men for you girls then, too.”

We both evaluated Roger. Our eyes roamed his body in his speedo and shirt. His clean-shaven face and bright eyes. He was a catch, too. “Maybe that would work if one of us was right for you, Roger. Right Grace?”

She nodded. “Certainly. We are engineers almost too. Conner talked about working together.”

“We sure need more engineers.”

“Super. So tell me. Do you know Grunt too?”

“Oh yeah. A supplier of ours. A real jerk. He got his name because that’s how he responds all the time. He just grunts. He’s an animal.”

“Well, he likes Grace because she squirmed for him when he stuffed her.”

“Who wouldn’t squirm?” He laughed.

“I guess the other girls didn’t because they were turned on, so it didn’t matter to them. We weren’t.”

“Oh wow. That would suck with him, of all guys. Sorry to hear that.”

“Yeah. And if he wins a girl, he’s going to smash the controller and leave her off all the time to use her.”

“Nice guy. Hmm. That sounds like Grunt. Conner and I can try to win you two. Why not?”

I kissed him deeply on the lips. “Thank you so much. Can we take care of you? Maybe get you going again, or would you like to do something else while we wait for Conner to be done with Jackie?”

“How about a walk on the beach with my new friends?”


18

We walked barefoot on the beach together, hand in hand. It was lovely. Grace and I turned ourselves on for Roger and took him back to the cabana. This time was Grace’s turn and Roger made up for the terrible start of the day when he released his passion for Grace inside of her. She was in heaven.

We found Conner again when we reached the patio and picked up some iced teas. We all sat together.

Conner raised his iced tea. “To making this work for you girls.”

We all clinked and sipped.

Conner spoke, “Jackie said the controller idea for men was a great one. She decided to offer it to all the donors at a reduced price if they won a bid. I also suggested it for cuckolded men and men with female-led relationships or dominant wives. She was so happy I mentioned all the possible new markets for the controllers, that she was willing to help me get you two at a lower price. I know I’m getting my own controller and Roger probably will too, right Rodge?”

“For sure. Who wouldn’t? Easy on and off, enhanced sensuality, lasting as long as one likes with a switch for release? It’s a dream come true for any guy.”

“Exactly. So… we have you two up for the first bid as a pair as well, and that should help keep Grunt and others away with the increased price of two together. I also registered a complaint against Grunt with Jackie about his attitude toward the girls. She agrees it’s gross and improper to treat a girl that way, but she said he is a customer. She did say though, that she has other options as well that she could employ for Grunt and not to worry.”

Grace and I looked at each other and gave a hoot together. I looked into Conner’s lovely eyes. “Yes! This is going to work. Thank you so much, Conner! You saved our lives!”

“No problem, ladies. My pleasure, for sure. So what shall we do from now until bidding?”

“We certainly don’t want to run into Grunt or other such cretins.”

“I got the impression Grunt would be taken care of, but I still see your point. Maybe we should just shack up and enjoy each other’s company. I’m scheduled for my controller to be installed in an hour. Oh, and Roger, I took the liberty of scheduling you as well, since I thought you’d want to. It’s outpatient and quick. I paid for us both. It was cheap. Ten grand each. Then testing, of course, to be sure it all works correctly. Maybe the ladies would help us with that?”

I laughed. “Oh god, yes. Perfect. Then how about Grace and I relax for a while in my room and we’ll be ready for you boys when you’re done? Just come over.”
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Grace and I went to my room and enjoyed each other turned on. We wanted to be very ready for the men and we sure were when they arrived.

Conner gave me a big hug at the door and Roger and Grace became intertwined in a deep kiss. When we broke our kisses, Conner and Roger were quick to hand us their controllers. Okay, ladies, we’re all yours. Let’s see how they work.

A huge grin filled my face, thinking about having this power. I looked at Conner. “So, they’re both off right now. Do you feel any additional sensuality since it’s been installed? We did, but it could have been our new bodies as well.”

“Hmm, let’s see. I’d say yes. My shaved body seems more aware of the fabrics on it. I could smell the salt air more prominently after. The world seemed a titch, brighter and more colorful. I’d say that’s a yes. Now turn us on so we can see what happens.”

We both pointed the controllers at them as if they were television sets and pushed the on button. Grins filled their faces, and they looked down at their crotches. Conner laughed. “Wow. that’s awesome. Not to mention I feel an electric-like current pulsing through my body that’s like after edging a million times. It’s incredible. I have to take my clothes off.”

He ran to the bed and sat on it, as did Roger, and they both stripped naked. They had totally rigid flagpoles that were lifting and falling over and over. Roger grasped his. “Wow. I can’t help it.” He stared, jerking off fervently, looking at Grace. “Fuck. It’s like I’m ready to spurt, but it just keeps getting closer to it and not doing it.” He moaned and tugged his hairless balls with his other hand as he stroked it.

Conner was doing the same thing. They looked at each other while they both jerked them. Their eyes locked. Conner said, “Oh god this is nice, isn’t it, Rodge? Who needs women when we have this?”

Conner leaned over and grasped Roger’s cock and they both jerked each other off as they gazed into each other’s eyes like lovers.

Grace yelled at them. “Hey! What the fuck? What about us? Stop that!” She dug her controller out of her purse, turned it on, and dove onto Roger’s cock, sucking him and looking into his eyes. Roger held her head tight and stuffed her face repeatedly.

I turned my controller on, took Conner’s hand from his cock, and sucked it and he held my head and used it like a Fleshlight. His energy coursed through his cock, into my lips and tongue, filling me with his passion. I wanted him to come for me, but as diligently as I worked on him, he’d only moan and groan.

I slurped off his cock and remembered I had his controller in my hand. I put my face back on his cock and looked up at him while he stared into my eyes and humped my face and said, “Oh god. Please, Skylar. Hit the star button.”

I did and his snake twisted and jerked in my mouth, spewing massive amounts of come into my mouth, which I swallowed feverishly, trying not to gag as he continued humping my face, looking into my eyes. “So gorgeous. Oh god yes, Skylar.” His leg twitched as he continued coming until it had no juice left. Yet, It continued to spasm and jerk and his body shuddered.

I pushed him back onto the bed, lifted my dress, and sat on his spasming cock, impaling myself on it. I pressed my star button and immediately my body clenched, my cockette spewed and jerked, and I whimpered as I rode Conner’s ever-jerking, spasming cock inside of me while he moaned and grunted. Grace was on Conner next to me, and all four of us were in the unfettered, uncontrolled throes of passion. Four unending full-body orgasms. It was incredible.

Our breathing was intense, like Olympic runners. My heart pounded furiously, threatening to burst my chest. My nipples were so hard and sensitive, I thought they’d pop as they rubbed my top while I rode Conner’s cock. Conner’s face looked desperate. He kissed my neck. “Please! Please, Skylar! Shut us off. I can’t last much longer.”

He humped up into me, holding my hips, his leg twitching, my body shuddering. I struggled to grab the controllers and press the star button again to stop the continuous full-body orgasms we were having. When the buttons were pressed, we slumped and relaxed on each other. We were still all turned on, but the continual orgasm stopped and it was just blissful, super-sensuality that enveloped us. I rode Conner’s cock, and we kissed while he caressed my breasts. It was heaven for us.

I leaned back and gazed into Conner’s eyes. I gave him a peck on the lips. “God, this is beautiful. You’re beautiful. Ready to step it down one more time? You’ll go soft in me.”

“Yes. Let’s rest and just be.”

I pressed our off buttons and my cockette shrunk as did Conner inside of me. He popped out. We rolled onto the bed, the four of us, and rested in embraces. I held Grace’s hand and looked at her. “Heaven?”

“Heaven.” She squeezed my hand. “So, boys. Do you think you don’t need women anymore? Do you think you’ll just take care of each other now, or will you bid for your women?”
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I was frightened. We could lose them now. They didn’t need us and Rodger and Conner saw each other through fresh eyes now that they could have the super sensuality coursing through them with the touch of a button. A sensuality that didn’t care about what the sex of the other person was.

I slid from the bed and freshened up in the bathroom. I had all the controllers in my purse now. That meant I had control, right?”

Back in the room, the men dressed, and Grace freshened up in the bathroom. I sat on the couch, crossed my legs, and bounced a foot, pondering. Conner sat next to me with his hand out. “Controller please?”

I tilted my head and raised an eyebrow. “Not so fast. I think I enjoy having your controller.”

“You do do you? Even when I said I’d never do that to you, you’re ready to do that to me, huh?” He chuckled.

“Well, I saw what you and Rodger did when you both turned on. You two would be forgetting about us girls. That’s frightening, honey.” I gave him a peck on the lips. “Let momma stay in control. She knows best.” I slid my hand into my purse and turned on Conner’s. He immediately responded by rubbing his crotch. “Skylar, be good. Stop it.” He unzipped his pants, took it out and stroked it. “Please stop it.” His eyes roamed my legs and breasts. His hand reached for my breast.

I pushed it away. “Now now.”

“Then stop it.”

Rodger sat down next to him. I turned on his controller. He began rubbing his crotch and looking at Conner. “Stop it, Skylar. Give us our controllers.”

“So you boys can turn yourselves on without us and not have to bid on us? No more working together at your engineering firm? No more life together with us? Grunt will win us and we’ll live in hell our whole lives with him.”

Conner snatched my purse from me and found his and Rodger’s controllers and shut them off. He slid the purse under the couch. He tucked himself away. “There. Now. If you’d give us a chance. I could tell you what else Jackie and I talked about.”

“What else did you talk about?”

“First off. Grunt is taken care of already and won’t be bidding. Jackie had a heart-to-heart with him about enjoying a new, happier, engaged, motivated, and more sensual self. Recognize those words?”

I covered my mouth. “Oh my god, that’s how they sold us on it. We signed papers based on having that result. Is he being transformed? That short fat pig of a man?”

Conner grinned and nodded. He chuckled. “He sure is. He’ll never take advantage of a woman again.”

“But he’s so ugly and fat.”

“But he’s good and short. They’ll fix the other parts and do it well, I’m sure. He’ll be someone he wished he could fuck, but he won’t ever be able to fuck anyone again because of his floppy limp dick.”

“Floppy and limp? We’re not floppy and limp. Just tiny.”

“Right. Remember Titsy? Her and the older models?”

“Oh my god, Conner. Grunt is going to be a Titsy?”

“He sure is. Always on too. Huge stupid breasts from using all his fat and putting it in a collagen matrix to make permanent huge breasts and hips.”

We all laughed. Grace said, “Wow. I feel like I had revenge. Poor Grunt. Now he’ll be constantly looking for men to screw him.”

“Right. The only thing is, Jackie left one thing out to make the revenge complete. Grunt won’t have any trigger planted to be able to finally release. It’ll be a constant reminder of the way he wanted to take women by having them not triggerable. At least he’ll always be turned on, so it won’t be as bad as not being aroused and having that done.” Conner chuckled. “Can’t wait to have her visit us at the plant at the next supplier conference. I’ll have to warn everyone about her.” Rodger and Conner laughed until they cried. When they calmed down, Conner said. “So, Grunt is gone from bidding and under transformation as we speak.”

“Good. Then he’s out of the bidding and you two will bid, right? You will, right? You’re not going to just take care of each other now, are you?”

Conner shrugged. He reached over and held Rodger’s hand as he looked serious. Shit! We were screwed. They were with each other now.

I stood in a huff. “Damn, you two!” I looked for my purse. “Give me my purse. Take your controllers out and let us leave.”

Conner stood and made me sit. “We were only kidding. I mean, we’ve opened our eyes to each other now, but honey, it’s you girls that make us happiest. Just like you and Grace are a couple now and want to stay together and sometimes you play together. But that isn’t what you want all the time, right?”

“We need men. You don’t. You just push a button and gush like a fountain.”

“True. But we still love our girls. Right Rodge?”

“Right.” He gave Grace a peck on the cheek as he snuggled her to him.

I looked at Conner. “So you two are bidding for us, then?”

“Nope.”

“Fuck you, then. Give me my purse.”

“Relax. Calm down and let me explain. Sit!”

I sat.

“Good girl. Okay. I already arrived at an agreement on the price for each of you with Jackie with some conditions. Rodger and I agreed and paid for it already. She needs an engineering firm to work on the next model upgrades. Rodger and I own an engineering firm. You girls will work for it and have experience on this project already. Jackie would like to have you two working on it, and we can do that through our firm. I told her you’d both love to. It’s a done deal.”

I sat there, my jaw dropped, and I stuttered in my honey voice. I heard myself babbling. My eyes filled with tears as I tried to focus on Conner in front of me. I reached my arms around his neck and hugged him to me as I blubbered.

After I composed myself, I thanked him profusely on my knees. Rodger laughed and was peppered with kisses by Grace. Conner took my purse from under the couch and handed it to me. “So, Skylar…” He slid onto his knees and looked up at me. “…will you marry me?”

Rodger did the same to Grace.

“Absolutely!” We all stood and kissed and hugged.

I straightened myself out. Fluffed my hair. Fixed my lipstick.

Conner sat there, relaxed and content. “Jackie has a JP here, and she said we could get married right after the bidding when there will be a mass wedding ceremony for all the new couples.” 

“Wonderful! I’m so happy!” I wrapped my arm around Grace and held her close. We both stood there with our purses slung on our shoulders, beaming at the smiling men.

I looked at my watch. “Us girls need to see Jackie and thank her and see where we get the wedding dresses from so we can be fitted. I think you boys can manage for a bit, right? We can meet for dinner.”

Conner and Rodger shrugged and nodded.

“Good boys.” Grace and I walked toward the door, left, and closed it behind us. I dug in my purse and hit the on button on Rodger and Conner’s controls. “May as well let them enjoy their new selves, right? Enjoy their new, happier, engaged, motivated, and more sensual lives. Why not? They deserve it, right, sweetie?”

“You bet. We can hit their star buttons when we come back. They’ll be begging for it by then.”


If you enjoyed this book, it would be great if you could leave a review and tell a friend about it, or blog it out. Thanks!

Barb and Thom
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