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Part I: A Reluctant Bargain

“Ryker, you've been cheating on me.”

Ryker forced himself to keep calm. Fuck! How did she find out?

“My sister saw you in a pub with some slut four weeks ago. The two of you were canoodling in a booth at the back. She took pictures with her phone. Would you like to see them?”

“Uh, baby, I can explain...”

Ryker scrambled to think of a plausible lie. It wasn't that he particularly cared about Brianna. Sure, she was gorgeous. But he had no trouble attracting beautiful women, and could easily replace her with some other bedwarmer. But she was the head of a medical research startup, and since moving in with her he'd been able to quit his shitty sales job and do pretty much as he pleased when she wasn't around. He loved living in her suburban mansion, dining in the city's best restaurants, partying in the most exclusive nightclubs, and having the best of everything that money could buy. Shit, the bitch even had servants! He loved bossing them around when Brianna wasn't home. Which with the long hours she put in at work was most of the time. And Brianna's father, Matthew Kirkpatrick, was the country's richest venture capitalist. He had funded Brianna's company after she'd graduated from medical school. Ryker planned to marry Brianna so that one day half of the wealth she would inherit would be his.

“I hired a private detective to follow you after Maddie showed me the photos. This wasn't a one time thing, Ryker. You've cheated on me eleven times in the past month.”

“I'm sorry, bae. Those girls meant nothing to me. You're the one I love.” He put his beer on the coffee table and gave her his most beguiling smile. She looked at him as if he was a cum stain she'd discovered on a hotel bedsheet.

“I've always been a player, bae. But when I met you, I felt something I've never felt before, and I decided I was going to change. You've been putting in so much time at work that I got lonely and started backsliding. I fucked up bad, Bri. I know that. But I can do better. Just give me another chance—“

Ryker expected Brianna to cry or yell or storm out of the room. The sort of shit bitches did when they found out they'd been played. But she just stared at him like a cop looking at a body about to be hauled off to the morgue. He rose to his feet and attempted to embrace her. She stepped back, out of his reach.

“You betrayed me, Ryker. I trusted you, and you betrayed me.”

He lowered his head contritely. “I know, Bri. I'm so sorry. I know what I did was unforgivable. It will never happen again, I swear. Please, give me another chance...”

“You want another chance, Ryker? Okay, I'll give you another chance. But you're going to have to earn it. And it won't be easy.”

He raised his eyes. Her cold scowl had been replaced by a weird grin. He did not like the look of that grin at all.

“I'll do whatever it takes to make this up to you. I've never loved a woman the way—”

“Your words don't carry much weight right now, Ryker. If you want to keep me, you're going to have to demonstrate just how badly you want to stay with me.”

A cold sweat broke out on Ryker's forehead. He had never seen Brianna like this. She was usually sweet and kittenish around him. But he knew that, like her father, she could be cutthroat in business dealings. And that she had a sadistic streak.

“You know that big project my company has been working on for the last five years?”

“The gender swap thing?”

“Yes. The Gender Transformation Project.”

Brianna's startup had developed a way to quickly, painlessly, and completely alter a person's gender without traditional surgery or drugs. Billions of microscopic machines no more than a thousandth of a millimeter in size would alter cells and tissues a molecule at a time, altering some parts of the body, disassembling others, and building new structures and organs where needed. The patient's body would be transformed to the gender of their choosing right down to the DNA. It built upon more than a decade of research and development into replacing organs and tissues lost to injury or disease. It was a massive breakthrough for trans and nonbinary people who wanted to alter their bodies to match their identities.

“We've reached the stage where we're ready for human volunteers to test the technology. I'd like you to be our first volunteer.”

“Uh, what?”

“I want to test the technique we've developed on you. Don't worry, it's reversible.”

“Um, I don't know, Brianna...”

“That's fine. We're done, then. You can sleep in one of the guest rooms until you've found a new place to live.”

“Uh, wait, bae. Let's not be rash. So to make things right, all I have to do is go through this procedure that will turn me into a woman? And then you turn me back into a man, and we're good?”

Brianna laughed.

“Getting you turned into a woman is just the first step, darling. It's going to take a lot more than that to make up for what you've done.”

Ryker thought about the Kirkpatrick fortune. Whatever this crazy bitch wanted him to do, he'd do it.

“I'll do whatever it takes, bae. I meant it when I said I love you. I can't bear the thought of losing you.”

“Did you know that my sister Maddie is a Domme?”

“You've mentioned it, yeah.” He'd met Maddie a few times. She was even hotter than Brianna. She was a couple of inches taller than Ryker, and Ryker was tall. She had a killer body and a gorgeous face. She usually ignored Ryker when she saw him, acting as if he was a dog dropping on the sole of her shoe. Brianna had told him she was an amateur dominatrix, and that she had several willing male sex slaves—Brianna referred to them as “submissives” or “subs”—whom she used and tormented for her own amusement and gratification. Ryker had occasionally fantasized about tying women up and using them as he wished. But he had no interest in being on the receiving end of such an arrangement.

“Maddie's curious to try a female submissive. As part of your—let's call it your penance—you're going to spend two weeks in Maddie's dungeon.”

Ryker swallowed nervously.

“Isn't that a little...extreme?”

“You fucked almost a dozen girls behind my back. You expect me to just say, Aw, it's okay, darling, we all make mistakes and forget it ever happened?”

“No, of course not. But—“

“If you don't like it, the door is over there.”

Ryker decided that for a share of the Kirkpatrick fortune he could endure whatever Maddie's subs endured for a couple of weeks.

“Okay, okay. I'll do it. As long as she doesn't do anything that causes any permanent harm.”

“You have my word that she won't do anything that will leave scars or other physical damage.”

Ryker could feel perspiration staining the armpits of his shirt. He didn't intimidate easily, but Maddie was a little scary.

“You're also going to be participating in a live press conference, where you'll be examined by a leading gynecologist and a couple of other specialists who will confirm that the transformation was successful. Some of the tests might be...uncomfortable.”

“Um, sure, okay. I can do that.” It dawned on Ryker that Brianna had been planning his punishment for a while.

“And last but not least, there's something I've been wanting to try for a long time...”

Brianna's grin widened.

“I've always been curious to experience what it would be like having a penis. To fuck a girl. To have a girl suck my cock. With this new technology, I can give myself a temporary penis. I want you to help me test it out.”

Ryker's jaw dropped.

“Please tell me you're kidding, Bri.”

“Do I look like I'm fucking kidding?”

Ryker liked the idea of Brianna having a cock even less than he liked the idea of being temporarily turned into a girl and spending two weeks in Maddie's dungeon. But he wanted Brianna's money. He sighed in defeat.

“Okay. I'll do it.”

“Good. You'll be spending two weeks as my personal slave girl while I experiment with my new...equipment.”

Ryker felt like he was in a nightmare from which he couldn't wake up.

“Maddie wants to try having a cock too, so she'll be using you as well. I may share you with a few other friends, too. At the end, I'll turn you back into a man and give you another chance. But if you ever even look at another woman, we're through.”

“I'll never ever cheat on you again, I promise.”

Brianna smiled. Ryker got the feeling that she knew he was lying, and that she didn't really care.

“Do we really have to do this, Bri? I've told you a hundred times how sorry I am. Can't you just give me another chance—“

“I am giving you another chance. If you don't like my conditions, you're free to walk out of here and find yourself another girlfriend.”

Ryker gave up. He was going to have to go through with this. He was lying on a gurney in an operating theater at Kirkpatrick Medical Research, Brianna's company. A nurse was inserting an IV needle into the back of his hand. The IV would deliver an anaesthetic that would put him to sleep and ensure that he experienced no pain and then deliver the nanobots that would effect his transformation into a woman. Brianna was standing beside the gurney, looking down at him with an inscrutable expression. Neither she nor the nurse wore surgical scrubs. There would be no incisions made during this operation. The nurse wore a lab coat. Brianna wore designer jeans that hugged her curvy hips and legs and a low cut ivory blouse that showed off her full breasts. Her long blonde hair was pulled back in a ponytail. Her glasses were perched on her nose. A technician, the only other person in the room, was sitting at a computer console nearby.

“How big do you want me to make her boobs?”

“She likes big boobs, so give her an E-cup, Rachel.”

Rachel tapped on the keyboard. “Done.”

“Before we start, I need you to sign these waivers, Ryker.” Brianna handed Ryker a tablet with a series of lengthy release forms. “These absolve us from any liability in the event anything goes wrong.”

Ryker reluctantly accepted the tablet and signed without reading anything. He wondered for the umpteenth time if he was making a mistake. He pushed his doubts away.

“Ready to be transformed into a beautiful girl, Ryker?”

Ryker nodded.

The room began to spin. Then everything went black.

“Welcome back, sweetheart.”

Ryker opened his eyes. He was still on the gurney in the operating theater. Brianna was standing at the head of the gurney, looking down at him. The nurse was beside her. The technician, Rachel, was still seated at the console.

“Everything went perfectly,” Rachel announced.

“She looks amazing,” the nurse remarked. “She's gonna turn heads everywhere she goes.”

“She certainly is. How you feeling, girl?”

It took Ryker a moment to realize that Brianna was talking to him.

“I...I think I'm okay.”

Ryker raised his head and got his first look at his new body. Or rather her new body. Her curvy new figure was outlined beneath a thin blanket. She not only looked different, but felt different. Her legs were longer. But her body overall was shorter. Her hips were wider. Her ass was fuller. Her new breasts were heavy, something that she hadn't expected. She slid a hand down to her crotch. Her penis and balls were gone. She had known to expect this, and knew that she would soon have them back. But she still felt something close to panic as the reality that they were no longer there sank in. Brianna laughed as she watched her reaction.

The nurse held a mirror to her face. Ryker was stunned by how beautiful she looked. Her hair had been lightened from plain brown to straw blonde and lengthened to below her shoulders. Her face was softer and rounder, with a smaller nose and chin and slightly bigger cheekbones and eyes. She had been good-looking as a man. But she was downright gorgeous as a woman.

Ryker felt the cleft between her legs through her hospital gown. The touch of her own fingers sent a tingle through her new lady parts. She cupped one of her massive boobs, and felt another surge of pleasure. Her nipple was a lot bigger. It tightened and stiffened beneath her fingertips.

“You'll have plenty of time to explore your new body later, Ryker. It's getting late. Time to take you to your new home.”

Ryker felt a sting as another needle bit into her arm. She opened her mouth to protest, but before she could get any words out she was again engulfed in blackness.


Part II: Maddie's Dungeon

“She's awake.”

Ryker opened her eyes. She was lying on a cold stone floor. Her arms were bound behind her back.

Brianna was standing above her. She was still wearing the same outfit she'd had on at the lab. Her sister Maddie was with her. Maddie was twenty-seven years old, four years younger than Brianna. She had the same generous curves and natural sandy blonde hair, though hers was styled in a tousled shoulder-length lob. She wore a crimson latex dress that barely reached her thighs and matching stilettos that added another three inches to her already formidable height.

Maddie leaned down, gripped Ryker by the hair, and pulled her roughly to her knees. Ryker squawked as her hair was nearly pulled out by its roots.

“Shut up, bitch.” Maddie slapped Ryker across the face.

Ryker scowled, but didn't say anything. Her eyes darted around the room. She appeared to be in a replica Medieval dungeon. The huge chamber was equipped with a wooden pillory, an X-shaped St Andrew's cross, a spanking bench, and other equipment she couldn't even name. A selection of whips, canes, and other instruments of pain hung from the otherwise bare cinderblock walls. Ropes and chains dangled from rafters.

What's this psycho planning to do to me?

“Welcome to my playroom, Ryker. We're going to have a lot of fun here. Well, me, my sister, and my guests are. You, maybe not so much.”

Brianna laughed.

“Please, I'm so sorry about everything I've done. I—”

“Shut up. I don't want to hear another fucking word out of you unless I ask you a question, slave.”

“But—“

Maddie slapped Ryker again, this time hard enough to nearly knock her back down to the floor. Ryker fell silent.

“That's better. I hate yappy subs.”

“Shouldn't she have a safe word or something?” Brianna asked.

“Yes, she should.” Maddie thought for a moment. “Weasel. Ryker, your safe word is weasel.” Brianna chuckled.

“If you can't talk cause you have something in or over your mouth, make a fist with your right hand. I'll keep an eye out for your signal, just like I do with my regular subs.”

“You can back out of this arrangement any time, darling,” added Brianna. “If you want to quit, just use your safe word or your safe signal. But if you do, we're finished. I won't be your girlfriend anymore.”

Maddie leaned down and cupped one of Ryker's boobs. She casually stroked the nipple with her fingertips, bringing it to life. Despite her indignation and fear, Ryker's body responded with arousal. Her nipple tightened. Pleasure radiated from Maddie's touch; it felt like there was a direct line from her nipples to her new kitty. She let out a sensuous sigh.

“You like that, don't you, bitch?”

“Y-yes. Please keep doing that. It feels good.”

“Nope.” Maddie pulled her hand away and laughed.

“You do agree that you deserve to be punished for cheating on Brianna, right Ryker?”

Ryker didn't feel any remorse for what she'd done, but was smart enough not to say so.

“Yes. Yes, I deserve to be punished.”

Maddie slapped her. “Say it like you mean it, motherfucker!”

“Yes! I deserve to be punished!”

“That's better. Now beg me to punish you.”

“What?”

Another stinging smack across the face.

“Please punish me! Please teach me a lesson! Please make sure I never cheat again!”

“That's more like it.”

Maddie pulled Ryker to her feet and led her to the spanking bench. The restraining device consisted of a padded platform for the torso and head to lie on and four lower, smaller padded platforms for the forearms and lower legs, all supported by a metal frame shaped like a sawhorse. Maddie positioned her on the bench, fastened her wrists and ankles in place, and selected a cane from a rack.

Ryker watched apprehensively as Maddie circled behind her. Brianna hovered nearby, smiling. Ryker braced herself for a stinging blow. Instead she felt Maddie's fingers on her kitty. She nearly came on the spot. Maddie pulled away, then brought the switch down on her exposed ass. Ryker yelped.

Maddie rained down three more blows. Ryker's eyes watered. Despite the pain, the yearning between her thighs continued to smoulder. Her entire body was electrified with lust. Maddie's fingers returned to her pussy. This time she inserted a finger. Ryker came explosively. Maddie grinned.

Maddie continued to alternate between lashing Ryker's ass and playing with her pussy. Ryker came three more times. Tears were flowing freely down her cheeks by the time Maddie was done. Yet the pleasure intermingled with the pain felt so good that she didn't want Maddie to stop.

“That's enough for now.” Maddie freed Ryker from the bench. “We'll continue your punishment later.”

Ryker felt that the amount of punishment she had already received was ample, but had enough sense not to share this opinion.

Maddie led Ryker to another padded bench. This one was lower, about knee-high relative to someone standing. A segment of the bench projected from the main body to support the head and neck. Maddie made Ryker lie face-up on it. She secured her in place with built-in wrist and ankle cuffs.

Maddie pulled off her dress and draped it over a nearby chair. A lacy balconette bra and a matching thong no wider than a pinkie followed.

“I'm now going to give you an opportunity to thank me for your punishment,” the young Domme announced. “And I don't mean with words.”

She stepped over Ryker's head, straddling her face between her knees. Ryker had never had a girl sit on her face before. She'd always taken the lead when she'd been a man, and if she went down on a girl at all it was usually with the girl lying on her back. It felt odd to see a woman from this vantage point, with her thighs, bush, and belly rising above her and her boobs jutting out overhead. Her new body responded with unexpected excitement.

Maddie gazed down at Ryker with a contemptuous leer. She squatted, lowering her cooch to within half an inch of Ryker's mouth. The thick scent of her arousal penetrated Ryker's nostrils. She had a full, untrimmed bush. Ryker preferred women shaved, and inwardly recoiled. Yet the yearning between her thighs was undiminished.

“Well, slave, what are you waiting for? Make me come.”

Ryker brought her lips to Maddie's inner thigh. The fire between Ryker's legs grew stronger. She trailed kisses over Maddie's soft skin, moving from one leg to the other, inching ever closer to Maddie's pussy.

“That's it, slave. Keep going.”

Ryker's lips reached Maddie's muff. The sexy Domme moaned softly as Ryker's lips explored her folds. She gripped Ryker's hair, holding her in place.

“That's it, slave. Now get your tongue in there. Lick me. Nice and slow.”

Ryker slid her tongue into Maddie's cleft and slid it up and down. Maddie sighed happily. The raw taste of her lust was almost overwhelming. Ryker couldn't remember when she'd last felt so horny.

“Fuck, yes! Don't stop!” Maddie began fondling her own boobs with her free hand. Her head tilted back. Her pussy was getting wetter.

“Deeper, slave...”

Ryker found the opening inside Maddie's folds and hesitantly probed it with her tongue. Maddie lowered herself onto Ryker's face, driving her tongue deeper. Ryker groaned as the tall, voluptuous Amazon carelessly settled her full weight on her. The back of her head was pressed into the padded headrest.

“Oh God, that feels so fucking good! Get that tongue all the way in, slave!”

Ryker stretched her tongue as far as she could into the rippled interior of Maddie's vagina. Maddie started thrusting. Ryker squirmed and groaned. Maddie just humped her face more aggressively. Ryker did her best to make the sadistic bitch come. Her own need for release was almost unbearable. Her hips twisted and bucked, vainly seeking something—anything—to fuck.

“Oh God, I'm coming!” Maddie's body tensed and then quivered as she let go in Ryker's mouth.

Ryker expected Maddie to get up now that she had had her fun. But the young Domme remained seated astride her face. She slid a hand between her thighs and began stroking her clit. Her fingers brushed Ryker's nose. She gazed down at Ryker as she masturbated in her face. She resumed thrusting her hips. Ryker wiggled and moaned.

“Oh my God! Yesssss!”

Maddie gripped Ryker's hair as she convulsed on top of her. Her second climax was longer and more powerful than the first. So much cum squirted into Ryker's mouth that she had to swallow.

Maddie repositioned herself so that she was facing backward, in the direction of Ryker's feet. Her ass hovered above Ryker's face.

“Don't neglect my ass, slave.”

“You...you want me to kiss your ass?”

Maddie rose and slapped Ryker hard across the face.

“Don't ever make me repeat myself again, or I promise you'll regret it. Kiss my fucking ass. And do it with enthusiasm.”

She lowered herself back down. Ryker wanted to tell the arrogant bitch to go fuck herself, but didn't dare. She brought her lips to the underside of Maddie's pert butt and kissed it.

“That's it...good....” Maddie's hand descended between her thighs and she resumed jilling.

“Now stick your tongue in.” Maddie moved her puckered rosebud directly over Ryker's mouth.

“Oh Jesus. Please tell me you're joking.” Ryker was not a fan of eating ass.

“Do you want to back out?” Brianna asked caustically. “Just use your safe word. You won't be hard to replace...”

Ryker reminded herself of why she was doing this. She hastily planted her lips on Maddie's forbidden hole. Maddie lowered herself onto Ryker, burying the smaller woman's face under her perfect behind. Ryker could no longer see. She hesitantly probed Maddie's back door with her tongue. To her relief, the young Domme's hygiene was fastidious, and she tasted nothing but skin. Maddie purred. Ryker felt her arousal increasing despite her mortification.

Ryker delved deeper. Maddie's ass clasped her tongue like an overenthusiastic lover's kiss. Ryker couldn't believe how aroused she was. Her need for release had become torture. Maddie rocked on her face. Her fingers sped up. Moments later she quivered as her most powerful orgasm yet consumed her.

“My turn,” announced Brianna.

“Let me clean her up for you first, sis.” Maddie disappeared into a small washroom. Brianna began stripping. Maddie returned with a soapy washcloth and wiped Ryker's face. Brianna had removed everything except her pumps by the time Maddie finished. Brianna straddled Ryker's face and lowered her pussy onto her mouth. She rested her full weight on her, as Maddie had done. Her familiar scent and taste inundated Ryker.

“Make me come, you cheating slut!”

Ryker started licking. Brianna let out a contented sigh.

“Your scientists did an amazing job with this loser, sis.” Maddie fondled one of Ryker's immense boobs. “I can't believe how big you made her tits! They're bigger than mine!” She gave Ryker's breast a hard squeeze.

Brianna was wetter than Ryker had ever seen her get. Her warm nectar ran down her tongue and into her throat.

Maddie's hand trailed down Ryker's belly and teased her folds. Ryker bucked against her fingers. Maddie pulled her arm back and laughed.

“I think the little slut wants to come,” Maddie taunted. She resumed fondling Ryker's boobs. She teased her taut nipples, torturing her with pleasure.

Brianna was grinding her pussy in Ryker's face. Her thrusts steadily grew more forceful. More female pre-cum dribbled into Ryker's mouth and throat. She had no choice but to swallow it. She would have given everything she owned just to trade places with Brianna. Hell, she would have given everything she owned at that point to be allowed a minute or two to get herself off with her own fingers.

Maddie's hand returned to Ryker's cooch. She slammed two fingers into her ravenous hole. Ryker cried out and shuddered as her most powerful orgasm yet engulfed her.

“Oh fuck I'm coming!” screamed Brianna. Warm, silky girl cum flooded Ryker's mouth. A series of aftershocks wracked her as she swallowed her lover's juices.

Brianna continued to pound Ryker's face until she gushed again. Then she raised herself and turned around, as Maddie had done. Ryker had never eaten Brianna's ass. Brianna had hinted a couple of times that she'd like her ass eaten, but Ryker had always avoided doing so. There was no avoiding it now. Not if she wanted to get her hands on the Kirkpatrick fortune. Ryker lavished kisses over Brianna's cheeks, making her coo and moan. She delved into her crack, but bypassed the puckered hole inside. Fresh yearning was building between Ryker's thighs.

“Get that fucking tongue in there, you useless fuck!” Brianna lowered herself the rest of the way onto Ryker's face, pressing her head against the headrest and nearly smothering her beneath her curvy buttocks.

Ryker located her rosebud and pushed her tongue in. She was thankful that Brianna, like her sister, was a clean freak. Brianna bounced up and down on top of her, fucking her own ass with Ryker's tongue.

“Here, try using this vibrator while she eats you, sis.”

“Sure.”

Brianna accepted the buzzing sex toy and brought it to her nub. She screamed as one of the most explosive orgasms she'd ever experienced overtook her.

“We'll let Ryker rest for a while,” Maddie said as her sister came back down to earth. “Then I think I'll give her another caning, and she can thank us again.”

“Ryker, I'd like you to meet my friend Trish.” Maddie nodded toward the woman beside her. “We've been best friends since junior high.”

It was Ryker's fourth day in Maddie's dungeon. Maddie had put a chastity belt on her when she and Brianna were finished with her that first night, preventing her from experimenting with her new body. Maddie usually removed the chastity belt during their “play sessions”, but tonight she had left it locked around her waist. She'd been keeping her locked in a cage when she wasn't using her. It was big enough to lie down in but not high enough to allow her to stand. She was stiff and sore most of the time from the cage, and raw from Maddie's repeated whippings and beatings. Maddie had been applying a nanotech skin repair cream to her welts an hour or two before each new session, which healed the previous day's wounds. Ryker was pretty sure that if not for this her body would be a patchwork of open wounds and half-healed scars.

Ryker was strapped to Maddie's facesitting bench. Her ass, torso, and legs were crisscrossed with welts from a thrashing Maddie and Brianna had given her with a riding crop before Trish arrived. As usual Maddie had paused the punishment several times to massage Ryker's kitty. But this time Maddie had stopped each time Ryker was on the verge of coming. Ryker was starting to associate pain with pleasure. And to feel aroused as Maddie and Brianna humiliated and degraded her. It scared her.

And now Maddie was introducing her to her best friend as if they were all about to sit down together for a cup of tea.

“Um, hi Trish. Nice to meet you.”

Trish ignored her. Ryker felt like a new couch Maddie was showing off. Or a new dildo. Ryker wondered apprehensively if Trish was going to sit on her face. Trish was a big girl. She wasn't as tall as Maddie or Brianna, but she had a lot of meat on her bones. She had astonishingly wide hips and massive breasts that rivaled Ryker's own. Despite her size, her body looked firm and smooth, not flabby or saggy. She had long, curly red hair, mischievous green eyes, and a strikingly pretty face. She wore black platform stilettos and a short, low-cut black dress that showed off her ample curves.

“Would you like to try her out, Trish?”

“I'd love too.” Trish peeled off her dress. A semi-transparent black bra and panties followed. She took her time, allowing Ryker to savor her body as ever more of it was revealed. Ryker wasn't usually into heavier girls, but found herself aroused as she drank Trish in with her eyes.

“She's kinda skinny. I hope I don't break her.”

“Be as rough as you want, Trish. And take your time. There's no rush.”

Trish straddled Ryker's head and lowered herself to within a couple of inches of her face. Her bush was shaved in a wide landing strip. The smell of her arousal was stronger than both Brianna's and Maddie's.

“I fucked my boyfriend a couple of times to get myself in the mood before I came over. So it might be a little messy down there.”

“That's okay. Ryker will be more than happy to clean you up. Ryker, why don't you tell Trish how badly you want to lick her pussy clean?”

Ryker gave Maddie an are-you-fucking-serious look, but knew better than to argue or plead. She could do as she was ordered, or she could use her safe word and kiss her ticket to riches goodbye.

“Yes, Mistress Trish, I'd be happy to clean your pussy.”

Maddie smirked. Trish grinned. Brianna laughed like a delighted child.

Trish lowered herself onto Ryker's face. She rested her full weight on the smaller girl. The headrest creaked. Ryker feared her skull was going to implode.

“Well, what are you waiting for, bitch? Make me come!”

Trish's hairy mound was pressed against the underside of Ryker's nose. She could barely breathe. The thought of swallowing a man's cum from the big girl's twat horrified her. But it had to be done if she was going to achieve her goal.

She steeled herself and began licking. A warm, gooey mess met her tongue. It had a salty, bitter taste. She cringed but forced herself to keep going. The thick gunk was soon sliding down into her mouth. She was astonished by how much there was. How could one man produce so much cum?

“Oh fuck, that feels good. Do you like the way me and my man taste together, slave?”

Ryker ignored the taunt. Trish rocked her hips, grinding her cunt into Ryker's face. Ryker kept going. Trish gripped her hair with both hands and humped her face harder. Ryker felt lightheaded from lack of oxygen. Cum continued to slide into her throat. She was forced to swallow. She moaned indignantly.

“Oh shit, I'm coming already!”

Trish gushed in Ryker's mouth. Ryker had to swallow again.

When her climax subsided, Trish turned and planted her broad butt on Ryker's face. “Now do my ass.”

Ryker was completely buried under Trish's wide posterior. She couldn't see. She could barely hear. Her lungs were screaming for oxygen. She moved her tongue around and found Trish's asshole.

It turned out that Trish's pussy wasn't the only thing her boyfriend had fucked.

“I'm surprised you've lasted this long. I'm actually impressed.”

Ryker watched apprehensively as Maddie selected a wicked-looking cat-o-nine-tails from a rack. She was spread-eagled on the St Andrew's cross. Nipple clamps were fastened to both her breasts, biting painfully into her tender flesh. A spade-shaped butt plug filled her ass. It was only four inches long, but that felt plenty big to her virgin hole. She squirmed. The butt plug felt weird. Yet to her surprise, it also felt good.

It was her seventh day in Maddie's dungeon. She was alone with Maddie and Trish. Trish was studying a selection of strap-on dildos mounted on a nearby wall.

“Are you sure I can't fuck her with one of these?” Trish ran her hand over a particularly mammoth specimen. “I'd love to fuck her in the ass with this one.”

“I'd love to watch you destroy her ass with that. But you know Brianna's rules. No one gets to fuck or peg her until Brianna's had a chance to use her new cock on her.”

“We could fuck her together. Brianna would never know. If Ryker says anything, we just say she's lying.”

For a terrifying moment Maddie seemed to consider it.

“Sorry, Trish. The answer's no.”

“Can I have a turn whipping her, at least?”

“Brianna made me promise I wouldn't let you administer any of the physical discipline. You'd flay this skinny bitch to the bone.”

Trish laughed. “I probably would.”

Ryker yelped as Maddie brought the cat's knotted cords down on her unprotected ass.

“This cunt makes too much noise.” Maddie found a ball gag and secured it around Ryker's head. She brought the lash down again. Ryker groaned around the gag.

“That's better.”

Maddie put the whip down and walked to a cabinet. “I have a special treat for you tonight, slut.”

Maddie retrieved a pink butterfly vibrator. She slid the dildo portion into Ryker's vagina and brought the clit stimulator to her nub. Ryker moaned as the toy penetrated her. She thrust her hips, trying to fuck herself with it.

“Hold still, bitch!”

Maddie fastened straps around Ryker's waist and thighs to hold the vibrator in place. She gripped Ryker's hair and pulled her head back. She kissed her hard on the mouth as she flicked the vibrator on. Ryker came almost instantly. Maddie stepped back, smiling.

Then she began whipping Ryker's ass in earnest.

Ryker cried out as the knotted thongs bit into her flesh. The sound was muffled by the gag. Tears rolled down her cheeks. The vibrator continued to buzz, keeping her in a frenzy of lust. Maddie brought the whip across her upper thighs and then her shoulders before returning to her ass. Ryker shuddered as another orgasm tore through her.

Maddie delivered half a dozen more lashes. Then she kissed Ryker deeply while fondling her breasts. She turned the vibrator up a notch. Ryker quivered and came yet again.

“Want me to stop, Ryker? I think maybe you've had enough for tonight...” Maddie removed the ball gag so that Ryker could speak.

Ryker didn't want Maddie to stop. She wanted Maddie to make her come again.

“No! What I did to Brianna was really bad. I deserve more punishment! Please don't stop!”

Maddie beamed. She stepped back and delivered a particularly hard strike across Ryker's backside. Ryker whimpered and came.

Maddie kept going until Ryker's skin was crisscrossed with swollen red marks from shoulder blades to calves. She halted several times to kiss and fondle her willing captive. Each time she turned the vibrator up a little more. Ryker came more times than she could count.

When Maddie released her from the cross, Ryker collapsed limply to the floor.

“Time to show us how grateful you are, slut.”

Maddie stepped in front of Ryker and pulled her to her knees by the hair.

“Tonight is your last night with me,” said Maddie. “I want it to be memorable. So I invited a couple of my Domme friends over to play. They're upstairs now, enjoying some drinks and hors d'oeuvres.”

Ryker swallowed nervously. She was hanging upside down, her arms bound behind her back, her ankles locked in a spreader bar that stretched her legs into a wide V. The spreader bar was suspended by chains looped over a rafter and attached to a mechanized winch. Her chastity belt was locked around her waist.

Maddie was standing in front of her. She was wearing a short scarlet dress that didn't fully cover her ass, a lacy pink garter belt with matching thigh-high stockings, and three-inch cherry pumps. She wasn't wearing panties. Ryker's upside-down face was level with her mound.

Maddie watched Ryker for a minute or two, relishing her discomfort and fear. Then she stepped outside Ryker's field of vision. Ryker heard her walking up the creaky wooden stairs to the main floor. A door opened, and several women greeted Maddie. Words were exchanged that Ryker couldn't make out, followed by laughter. Multiple footsteps descended the stairs.

Half a dozen women congregated around Ryker. Some wore traditional leather or latex dominatrix outfits. Others were dressed in street clothes. One was wearing a ballroom gown. Some had drinks in their hands. Two were passing a joint back and forth.

“To start with, you're going to thank each of my guests for coming here. To give you some extra motivation, I'm going to spank you with this paddle as you're eating each of them until you make her come.”

Maddie gave Ryker's ass a stinging smack. She winced. Her pussy moistened.

“You'll begin with the honor of serving Mistress Jade.” Maddie punctuated the sentence with another painful swat. A petite woman with pixie-like features, intense dark eyes, and long raven hair stepped forward. She appeared to be in her early twenties, making her the youngest of the assembled Dommes. She wore running shoes, a denim miniskirt, and a T-shirt with a radical feminist band that had recently been in the news for advocating that men be stripped of the right to vote.

Jade pulled a lever and lowered Ryker till the top of her head was almost touching the floor. She eased one foot out of its well-worn shoe and presented it to Ryker's mouth. She wasn't wearing socks.

“Worship my feet, slave.”

Ryker kissed Jade's foot. Maddie continued whacking her ass. Jade pushed her toes between Ryker's lips. She obediently sucked them. She couldn't believe that she was getting turned on by having some bitch's smelly foot in her mouth. Jade shoved more of her foot in, stretching Ryker's jaw and lips and making her gag. She let her suck the end of her foot for several minutes, then pulled off her remaining shoe and made her lick and suck her other foot.

One of the other girls leaned down and took a photo with her smartphone. A couple of others followed suit. Ryker's face reddened.

Jade used the winch to raise Ryker till her face was level with Jade's crotch. She unzipped her skirt and let it fall around her ankles. She was wearing white cotton panties embroidered with roses, complete with leaves and thorns. The panties followed the skirt to the floor. Jade pulled Ryker's head forward, bringing her mouth to her cleft.

More photos were snapped, capturing Ryker's humiliation for posterity. Maddie continued to whack her ass with the paddle.

“Make me come, you useless fuck!”

Ryker did her best to make the young Domme come. Jade was soon moaning and grinding herself against her mouth. Ryker could feel Jade's firm, pointy breasts against her exposed belly through Jade's T-shirt. The feel of her sinewy body, the exhilarating taste of her kitty, and the unrelenting assault on her ass were all driving Ryker crazy with lust. She would have agreed to serve all of the assembled women nightly for the next month just to be allowed to touch her own pussy.

Jade's grip on Ryker's head tightened. Her body tensed. She quivered and let go in Ryker's face. Maddie paused her assault on her ass.

“Next, you will have the pleasure of serving Lady Rhiannon and Lady Olivia.”

Lady Rhiannon and Lady Olivia both appeared to be in their early thirties. Rhiannon was a curvy blonde with a short, spiky haircut. Olivia was taller and slimmer and had shoulder-length black hair with crimson streaks. Both were both clad head to toe in black leather.

Rhiannon stepped up to Ryker and pinched both her nipples as Maddie resumed her spanking. Ryker squawked, eliciting laughter from the circle of Dommes. Olivia gave her ass a violent smack with her bare hand, producing a further yip and more chortles. Rhiannon undid her belt, pulled down her leather pants and barely-there thong, and pulled Ryker's face to her crotch. Olivia stepped behind Ryker and began humping the back of her head, grinding it into her lover's cooch. Ryker gasped and groaned, generating more laughter. Once Rhiannon came, the pair switched positions. Olivia made her eat her ass instead of her pussy.

“Goddess Lucy will allow you the privilege of serving her next.”

Lucy stepped forward. She was in her late forties and was the eldest of the group. Her body was slender but voluptuous. She had a tiny nose and chin and large cheekbones and eyes, which gave her a kittenish appearance. Dark hair frosted with blonde highlights fell to her shoulder blades. She wore a silk emerald gown and matching pumps.

Lucy used the winch to raise Ryker until Ryker's boobs were level with her face. She fondled one of her boobs while engulfing the nipple of the other between her lips. She sucked as if she was famished. Ryker squirmed and moaned, overwhelmed with pleasure.

Lucy lowered Ryker until she was face-to-face with Lucy's mound. She leaned down and planted several slow, sensuous kisses on Ryker's belly. She then lavished the same attention on Ryker's inner thighs. Her hands caressed Ryker's back, hips, and ass. Maddie continued to smack Ryker with the paddle.

Lucy brought her lips to Ryker's chastity belt. She kissed the steel barrier as if she was kissing a lover.

“Fuck, I can't take it anymore! Please let me come, Mistress Maddie! Please!”

Maddie stopped swatting her ass and circled in front of her. Lucy stepped back, giving her room. Maddie slapped Ryker hard enough to make her entire body swing.

“What did I tell you about speaking without permission, slut?”

“I'm sorry Mistress Maddie. I need to come so bad—“

Maddie slapped her face several more times. Her upside down body swung and spun. Ryker had enough sense not to say anything more.

Lucy laughed. She unzipped the back of her gown. Jade helped her pull it off. Maddie resumed spanking Ryker.

Lucy squatted before Ryker and pushed one of her rigid nipples between Ryker's lips. Ryker eagerly nursed on her full breast. Lucy resumed running her hands over Ryker's body, caressing, exploring, and teasing. Ryker whimpered and writhed, dying for relief.

Lucy abruptly rose, bringing her shaved kitty to Ryker's face.

“Kiss me.”

Ryker's kissed Lucy's pussy. Lucy cooed her approval. Ryker was literally trembling with lust. She wondered if it was possible to die from orgasm denial.

Lucy's breathing quickened into short, high-pitched gasps as Ryker's tongue probed her folds. She gripped Ryker's head and pulled her tighter. Ryker's tongue found her clit. Lucy's knees buckled as she gushed in Ryker's face. She clung to Ryker's upside-down body to avoid losing her balance. Ryker nearly came too, but couldn't quite make it over the edge.

The next girl, Mistress Luiza, stepped forward. She was a willowy brunette in her late twenties or early thirties. She clutched Ryker's head between her thighs, pinning her mouth against her pussy. She grabbed Ryker's legs as if they were handlebars and used her hanging body as a swing. Her firm, pointy breasts were pressed into Ryker's stomach. Her mouth was so close to Ryker's pussy that she could feel her warm breath. Laughter and cheers rose from the other women as the two swirled back and forth like a giant pendulum. Maddie wasn't able to swat her ass quite so often, but made up for it by striking more vigorously when she did land a blow.

Luiza literally screamed when she came. Ryker was gasping for breath as she dismounted.

The last of Maddie's friends, Mistress Natalia, was the most intimidating of all. She was in her late thirties. She was taller than any of the other women, including Maddie. Her arms and torso were a patchwork of tattoos. A ruby stud pierced one side of her nose. She wore black leather biker boots that added an unneeded extra two or three inches to her height, black leather pants, and a black leather vest with nothing underneath. Ryker could see a generous amount of underboob from her low vantage point, and couldn't help staring.

“Are you looking at my tits, scumbag?”

Ryker immediately averted her eyes to the floor.

“I'm sorry, Mistress!”

“Your insolence needs to be punished.”

Natalia strode to a nearby table and picked up a candle. She stooped in front of Ryker and lit it inches from her face. Ryker feared that she was going to burn her face. She glanced at Maddie, who just smiled.

Natalia let the spindly flame dance before Ryker's eyes for a minute or two, then rose. She held the candle between Ryker's legs and tilted it so that a drop of hot melted wax landed on her inner thigh. Ryker winced. A couple of the surrounding Dommes laughed.

Natalia circled Ryker's hanging body, dripping more hot wax onto her thighs, abdomen, ass, and boobs. Maddie paused her assault with the paddle. Ryker would later figure out that this was so that her body didn't move when Natalia was pouring wax on her and cause Natalia to inadvertently get her in the eyes or the face. Ryker wondered if she would be left mottled with little scars, and if she should use her safe word. She reminded herself that Brianna had promised nothing would be done that would leave permanent marks. Surely Maddie and Natalia knew what they were doing. Didn't they?

Natalia blew out the candle and put it back on the table. “Do you mind if I remove the slave's chastity belt, Mistress Maddie?”

“Go right ahead.”

Maddie handed Natalia the key, and Natalia removed Ryker's chastity belt. Maddie resumed smacking Ryker's ass. Ryker prayed that Natalia would at last bring her relief. But Natalia ignored her starving kitty and selected a butt plug from a nearby shelf. It was at least six inches long, bigger than any of the ones Maddie had used. It was a little bigger than her own cock had been. Natalia leaned down and nudged her lips with the rounded tip.

“I suggest you lube this up before I put it in your ass.”

Ryker allowed Natalia to push the sex toy into her mouth. It was quite thick, and stretched her jaw and lips wide. She gagged as it bumped the back of her throat. Several of the Dommes chuckled. Natalia let her fellate it for three or four minutes. Then she brought it to Ryker's rosebud and with a single brutal thrust shoved it all the way in. Ryker's tight ass was stretched painfully around it. The flat base of the toy was wedged between her cheeks. An orgasm overtook her, and she shuddered and twitched. Natalia smirked. Maddie laughed and continued whacking her ass.

Ryker wanted more. She stifled the urge to beg for a second toy to be inserted in her pussy. Maddie had never stuck more than a finger or two in her vagina. Her kitty was reserved for Brianna's cock.

Natalia disrobed. She laid her garments over a nearby chair and stepped in front of Ryker. She used the winch to raise Ryker until her face was level with her crotch. She took Ryker's head between her hands and pulled her to her slit. Her ladywood prodded Ryker's lips like a tiny hard-on.

“Suck me off, you worthless slut.”

Ryker sucked Natalia's clit. Natalia tightened her grip and humped her face like a bull mounting a heifer. Ryker flailed and groaned as the tattooed Amazon facefucked her.

It took Mistress Natalia a while to come. When she did, her orgasm was violent. She mashed her cooch into Ryker's face as if she was possessed by a demon. Her juices ran down Ryker's face and into her hair. She held Ryker against her crotch as a series of aftershocks worked their way through her. Ryker sputtered and gasped when she finally released her and stepped away.

“Now that you've said hello to my friends, Ryker, it's time to get this party started.”

The sun was rising outside by the time Maddie's cruel soirée ended.


Part III: The Evaluation

“Wake up, slave. It's time to get ready for your big day.”

Ryker groggily opened her eyes. She was in the cage in Maddie's basement dungeon. Her nude body was wrapped in a single thin blanket. She'd only had a few hours of sleep. Her body ached from the abuse Maddie and her friends had subjected her to. She had come more times than she would have thought possible as the cruel Dommes abused and tormented her. Yet she was already craving more.

“I'm going to miss having you to play with. But I have to hand you back to Brianna now. Today's the big press conference. A team led by the top gynecologist in the country is going to confirm that your transition into a woman was successful. Reps from every major media outlet will be there. You're going to make medical history.”

Maddie opened the cage and helped Ryker to her feet. “Come on, let's get you showered and dressed. You must be hungry. It's almost noon.”

Ryker's stomach growled at the mention of food.

“Wow, we really worked you over last night. Your ass is the color of an eggplant.” Maddie snickered. “And the rest of you doesn't look much better. We can't have you looking like that at the press conference.”

Maddie removed Ryker's chastity belt and rubbed nanorepair gel over her bruised and battered body. The pain began to dim as innumerable microscopic bots penetrated her flesh and set about repairing the damage.

“Oh, by the way, the gynecologist who'll be examining you is a longtime family friend of ours. She knows you cheated on Brianna, and she isn't too happy about it. She may be a little rough on you.” Maddie smiled sadistically.

“Come on, let's get you in the shower. We don't want to be late.”

The examination and press conference were held in an auditorium at Kirkpatrick's sprawling office and lab complex.

Brianna met Maddie and Ryker at the entrance to the wing where the auditorium was located. A nurse and a pair of orderlies were with her.

Ryker was escorted to a mid-sized office that was empty aside from a wheeled hospital bed and an IV stand. She was ordered to disrobe and get on the bed. The nurse inserted an IV needle in the back of her hand. She was administered a sedative, but no analgesic. Straps were placed over her wrists, shoulders, and waist. Her legs were spread and secured in stirrups. After two weeks with Maddie, Ryker was coming to associate being restrained with pleasure. She felt a familiar tingling warmth building between her thighs and a delicious tightness as her big nipples puckered and stiffened. Brianna noticed, and gave her a sardonic smile. The orderlies draped a white sheet over her body below the neck.

Brianna left, leaving her with the nurse and the orderlies. She was kept waiting in the makeshift prep room for perhaps an hour. The nurse and the orderlies chatted about work, boyfriends, and recently-seen movies.

The nurse received a text and nodded to the orderlies. Ryker was wheeled through a series of hallways to the auditorium. The corridors were largely deserted, and the few employees they passed barely gave the moving bed and its entourage a glance. Ryker was parked off to one side of the stage, hidden from the audience by a curtain. Brianna was finishing a speech to the assembled scientists, journalists, and other guests.

“...I'd like to thank Dr James and her team again for the innumerable hours they've worked to make this breakthrough a reality. And last but not least, I'd like to thank Mr Ryker Williams for selflessly volunteering to be our first human test subject. Or rather the person formerly known as Mr Ryker Williams. She's Ms Williams now. Ms Ryker Williams. As you are about to see, our first human experiment was a resounding success.”

The curtain slid aside, and the orderlies pushed Ryker's bed to the center of the stage. Overhead floodlights made her blink. They parked beside a table laid out with medical instruments and a couple of larger medical devices. The amphitheater was packed. Many of the attendees were medical students and faculty who had been invited to observe. Half a dozen stationary cameras and a pair of roving videographers were recording the scene in real time. A movie theater sized monitor displayed Brianna—or Dr Malcolm as she was known here—finishing her speech. She was wearing a lab coat with an expensive unisex suit underneath. Behind her several women in lab coats sat on folding chairs.

One of the videographers stepped forward, and the view switched to Ryker in her hospital bed. Applause erupted from the spectators.

“My esteemed colleagues and guests, I would now like to introduce you to Dr Janet Ward. Dr Ward is the head of the National Gynecology Association and the author of over a hundred peer-reviewed medical articles. She is also the author of two bestselling books on women's health. She is a graduate of...”

It took several minutes for Brianna to enumerate Dr Ward's accomplishments. Dr Ward stood and bowed as she was greeted by a round of applause. She walked over to Ryker. She was an attractive woman in her late forties. She was wearing a white lab coat that hung open at the front, low heel black pumps that would not have been out of place at a business conference but which subtly accentuated her curvy figure, designer jeans, and a surprisingly low-cut blouse that afforded the slightest peak at the lacy lavender bra underneath. Her chestnut hair was cut in a stylish bob that came down to just below her jawline on one side. A stethoscope hung between her breasts.

“Ryker! So nice to meet you! I've heard so much about you.”

Her smile gave Ryker goosebumps. Ryker attempted to smile back. The habitual confidence she'd felt two weeks ago when she'd been a man had shrivelled up and died. She was nervous about the tests she was about to be subjected to. She was also uncomfortable having so many eyes on her, and with the cameras recording her every move. And with the knowledge that within hours her transformation into a female would be a headline story across the planet.

“Dr Ward will be joined by Dr Marsha Cunningham, chair of the Women's Regional Hospital, and Dr Jane Armstrong, head of the Biotechnology Department at Simpson University...” Brianna spent several minutes describing each woman's accomplishments. The pair rose from their seats, acknowledged the applause from the audience, and joined Dr Ward.

Dr Cunningham was a handsome woman in her early 50s. Her long raven hair had gone white at the temples. She wore a lab coat over a blue satin top, black slacks, and black women's dress shoes. She looked a little uncomfortable at being the center of so much attention.

Dr Armstrong was an elfin redhead in her late 30s who brimmed with energy. She too had a lab coat, but left it draped over her chair. She was dressed in a rather short black skirt, three-inch black pumps, and a sleeveless cream-colored blouse that at first glance gave the illusion she was topless. She waved cheerfully at the audience and the cameras.

“And last but not least, our very own Dr Anita James is here to assist and to answer any technical questions our guest may have.”

Dr James stood up. She was the same age as Brianna. The two had attended medical school together, and become friends there. She was a buxom woman of average height with shoulder-length ash blonde hair and alert, vivacious eyes. She also removed her lab coat and draped it over the back of her chair. She was wearing stylish leather boots, a black skirt, and a teal blouse. She curtsied to the audience's applause, then joined the others.

“Our evaluators will be giving you a step-by-step rundown of what they're doing as they work. You'll be seeing everything as it happens on the monitor. As you already know, this examination will be very intimate, and you're going to see some graphic imagery on the screen, some of which will be of a sexual nature. If anyone is having second thoughts and wants to leave, now would be the time.”

No one budged.

Brianna abandoned the podium and joined the other doctors and scientists gathered around Ryker.

“We're going to start with a general examination to make sure this young woman is healthy,” announced Dr Cunningham. “I'll just be doing some basic tests, such as taking her temperature, checking her heart and blood pressure, evaluating her reflexes, and so on. I'll also be taking a blood sample and a nasal swab.”

Ryker winced as Dr Cunningham stuck a needle in her arm. You'd think I'd be impervious to pain after two weeks as Maddie's sub, she thought. She recoiled slightly as Dr Cunningham prepared to insert a long swab into her nose.

“Maybe we should tighten her straps,” suggested Dr Ward. “We don't want her to hurt herself.”

“She's doing just fine,” responded Dr Cunningham. Ryker was surprised by Dr Cunningham's gentle tone. It seemed like forever since anyone had spoken to her with kindness. She let Dr Cunningham insert the swab, and forced herself to hold still as it scraped the back of her pharynx.

“While Dr Cunningham is doing her tests, I'm going to take a blood sample and vaginal swab to test her hormone levels and other biomarkers to verify that the transformation was successful,” Dr Armstrong announced.

“And I'll take some measurements to confirm that her proportions are within the typical range for a young adult female,” said Dr Ward.

Ryker felt the sting of another needle drawing blood. Followed by the uncomfortable sensation of what seemed like an unnecessarily large swab collecting a mucus specimen from her vagina. Dr Armstrong placed the vial of blood in a slot in a machine beside the bed. She smeared the swab on a glass tray and inserted it in another slot, then typed commands on a control panel.

Dr Cunningham examined Ryker's eyes with a pen light, looked in her ears with an otoscope, and measured her temperature with a sublingual thermometer. She liberated one of Ryker's legs from the stirrups, tested her knee-jerk reflex, then fastened her leg back in the stirrup. She pulled her blanket down and checked her heart with her stethoscope. A camera panned across her oversized breasts as Dr Cunningham listened to her heartbeat. Ryker's self-consciousness increased. To her surprise, she also felt aroused.

Dr Ward took measurements that included the length of Ryker's torso, arms, legs, and head. She then measured the circumference of various body parts including her biceps, bust, hips, and thighs. She had to repeatedly slide her hands under Ryker's body to get the measuring tape around her. Her nanofabricated surgical gloves were almost indistinguishable from bare skin. Ryker found her arousal increasing, especially when Dr Ward slid her hands under her ass to measure her hips.

“Ms Williams' proportions are all within the normal range for an adult female,” Dr Ward announced upon completing her measurements. “Aside from her breasts, which are...somewhat larger than usual.”

Laughter greeted this understatement.

“Her hormone levels and other biomarkers are all excellent,” Dr Armstrong proclaimed.

“These floodlights are making it really warm up here,” Dr Ward remarked. She removed her lab coat and draped it over the rail at the head of the hospital bed. Ryker's eyes zoomed in on her cleavage. Dr Ward noticed and frowned. So did Brianna. Ryker forced her eyes back to Dr Ward's face.

Dr Ward ran her fingers over Ryker's face, stroking it as if Ryker was her lover. Ryker got wetter.

“Her skin tone is perfect. Nice and supple.”

Dr Ward stroked her hair, then gripped a clump and gave it a painful tug.

“Her hair's good too.”

The gynecologist's hands moved to her breasts and squeezed them hard enough to be uncomfortable. A surge of pleasure coursed through Ryker. Her hips squirmed.

“Breast texture and density is normal.”

Dr Ward kneaded her breasts. Her fingers brushed her straining nipples. The pleasure was so intense it was almost painful.

“No lumps or other abnormalities. This girl has a very healthy pair of breasts.”

Dr Ward circled to the foot of the bed and adjusted the stirrups, spreading Ryker's thighs as wide as they could go.

“Now let's take a look at her vulva.”

The sexy female physician leaned down to examine Ryker's pussy. Her fingers parted and explored Ryker's folds. “Everything looks good on visual examination. Labia major, labia minor, clitoris, urethra...”

Ryker grew even randier as Dr Ward studied her kitty. She tried to buck against Dr Ward's fingers, unable to control herself. Brianna tightened the belt across her hips, immobilizing her.

Dr Ward slid a single long finger into Ryker's opening. Ryker nearly came. The statuesque doctor moved her finger around. The sensation made Ryker half-crazy with lust. She simultaneously palpitated Ryker's lower abdomen with her other hand, verifying that everything felt the way it should. She withdrew her finger, changed gloves, and pushed a finger into Ryker's ass. This was too much for Ryker. She let out a sultry gasp as an orgasm washed through her.

The camera zoomed in on Ryker's face as her eyes fluttered and for a second or two rolled up. The audience stared in fascination. Someone let out a wolf whistle. Another person applauded, and was joined by several others. A handful of people giggled.

“Now we're going to take a look at this young lady's insides. I'll be using an instrument called a speculum to open up her vagina so that we can see properly.”

Dr Ward's words snapped Ryker back to the here-and-now. She gulped as she watched Dr Ward change gloves again. Dr Ward picked up an instrument that looked like a metal duck bill mounted on a handle. Both camerawomen hovered nearby.

“This may be a bit uncomfortable, Ms Williams.” Dr Ward smiled wickedly.

Ryker felt something much bigger than Dr Ward's finger nudge her vagina. The metal was shockingly cold against her tender flesh. She gasped as the steel tool penetrated her. Dr Ward didn't stop till the instrument was all the way in.

Dr Ward began widening the speculum's steel jaws. Ryker groaned as it began stretching her vagina around it. Her pussy was pulled wider than she would have thought possible. Perspiration sheened her forehead. The steel jaws continued to expand.

Holy fuck, how wide is this bitch going to stretch me?

“We're going to open Ms Williams up as wide as the speculum will allow,” Dr Ward said, as if reading Ryker's mind. “I want to get a good look inside her.”

Ryker groaned as the speculum pulled her pussy into a taut, gaping circle. It hurt. Yet it also felt unexpectedly good. A close-up of her cooch was broadcast on the monitor. The interior was clearly visible. Mounds of puffy pink flesh surrounded what appeared to be a second opening, which she supposed must be the entrance to her womb.

Dr Ward poked around with her fingers. If Ryker had been opened any wider she was pretty sure Dr Ward would have been able to insert her entire fist. She looked like she had been fucked by a horse.

“Now I'm going to use an instrument called a colposcope to get a clearer look inside Ms Williams' vagina. It's a special camera that magnifies the images it transmits. Our tech team has hooked it up to the overhead monitor, so you'll all be able to see exactly what I'm seeing.”

The colposcope was mounted on an adjustable arm atop a wheeled stand. A big camera lens jutted from the front. An eyepiece that resembled a pair of binoculars protruded from the rear. Dr Ward brought the camera to Ryker's stretched-open vagina. She flicked a switch, and a powerful beam of light illuminated the intimate flesh within. She leaned down and peered into the viewer. She adjusted another control, and a magnified view of Ryker's exposed tunnel appeared on the overhead screen. Ryker felt exposed and embarrassed. Yet also weirdly turned on.

“Looks good so far. Vaginal cavity and cervix both look nice and healthy. I'm going to do a Pap smear to check for disease.”

Dr Ward moved the colposcope aside and picked up a long rod tipped with a conical brush. Ryker watched her apprehensively. She inserted the rod into Ryker's pussy, which was still stretched wide by the speculum. Ryker felt the bristled tip scrape her cervix. Dr Ward fussed with the tool, moving it here and there, adding to her discomfort. She smiled as she worked. Ryker knew next to nothing about gynecology, but she was pretty sure Dr Ward was deliberately drawing out the process.

At last the gynecologist withdrew the brush. She smeared the bristly tip over a glass tray and inserted it into the same machine that Dr Armstrong had used. A few minutes later she announced that no signs of disease had been detected.

“Now we're going to take a look even further inside. I'm going to insert this hysteroscope into Ms Williams' uterus.”

Dr Ward picked up an endoscope from the instrument tray. She inserted the flexible tube into Ryker's vagina and brought it to the entrance of her cervix. Ryker winced as she forced the tool into the tight opening of her womb. Dr Ward ignored her and pushed deeper. A liquid was pumped into Ryker's uterus through the endoscope, expanding it. The tiny camera at the tip of the device displayed the pink interior of her uterus on the overhead screen.

“Her uterus looks healthy,” Dr Ward proclaimed. She moved the camera further in. “The Fallopian tubes look fine. No signs of anomalies or disease. So far so good.”

Dr Ward withdrew the hysteroscope and set it back on the tray. She closed the speculum and pulled it out.

“There's one last test to be performed. A sexual responsiveness test. This isn't part of a standard gynecological examination. But we want to make sure that Ms Williams' sex drive—which I'm told was quite high when she was a male—survived the transformation intact.”

Ryker's eyes widened. Was Dr Ward or one of the other testers going to have sex with her? Right here on the stage, in front of the audience and the cameras? Ryker already felt embarrassed by the tests she'd just been put through. She was even more embarrassed by having her transformation from a self-assured, take-charge man into a subdued, obedient girl publicly documented and broadcast for all the world to see. The thought of now being made to sexually service someone as a meek, compliant girl in front of a live audience and multiple cameras ratcheted up her humiliation to a new level. But to her shock and dismay, she felt her pussy moisten.

“You okay with this?” Dr Cunningham asked softly. “This one is obviously a little more...intimate...that the other tests.”

Fuck it. She hadn't come this far only to back down now.

“Yes. Yes, go ahead.”

Her pussy got even wetter as she said the words. She felt like a slut. She had never felt ashamed of having sex when she'd been a man.

“Would one of you mind massaging her breasts while I stimulate her vulva?” Dr Ward asked.

“I'll do it,” volunteered Dr Armstrong. She pulled the blanket away and placed her hand on one of Ryker's breasts. Her other hand caressed Ryker's face. “You're so pretty,” she whispered. She leaned down and kissed Ryker on the mouth. Ryker's lips parted, and the cute scientist's tongue found hers. Ryker squirmed in ecstasy.

Dr Ward slid her fingers up and down Ryker's cleft, stopping just short of her clit. She pushed a finger in. Ryker tried to buck against her hand, but couldn't move her hips due to the restraints. Dr Ward smiled and slid a second finger in. Ryker moaned into Dr Armstrong's mouth. Dr Armstrong kissed her more deeply and squeezed her breast. Ryker could feel a monumental climax building.

Dr Ward's thumb brushed Ryker's clit, making her quiver and groan. She pressed Ryker's love button more firmly while at the same time driving a finger into Ryker's ass.

Ryker came like a Category 5 hurricane.

“I'd say she passed the sexual responsiveness test,” Dr Cunningham said.

Laughter boomed from the audience.


Part IV: Brianna's New Cock

“So, what do you think of my new cock, Ryker?”

Ryker's jaw dropped as Brianna held open her bathrobe. Her new penis dangled between her legs. It wasn't even hard, but it was already bigger than Ryker's cock had been with a full erection.

Ryker had mixed feelings. She knew that she was—for the time being—a girl, and saw herself as a girl. Yet at the same time she also still saw herself as the heterosexual male she used to be. The idea of sucking a cock repelled her. Or at least, she believed, should have repelled her. Her new female body, to her astonishment, was responding with arousal. She wondered if her brain had been altered along with her body. Or if it was the new hormones coursing through her. She silently cursed herself for getting into this situation.

It was Ryker's second day back at home with Brianna. She was no longer allowed to sleep with Brianna in the master bedroom, but had been relegated to a guest room, where she had been ordered to stay when not “entertaining” Brianna. The room was much smaller than Brianna's bedchamber, but was still larger than her old bachelor apartment. It had an en suite bathroom, an enormous wall-mounted TV, and a floor-to-ceiling bookcase with everything from Shakespeare to Fifty Shades of Grey. There was no computer nor anything else in the room with which she could get online or communicate with anyone. She didn't even have a phone; Brianna had said she would “hold it” for her when she was being prepared for her transformation, and still hadn't returned it.

Ryker still hadn't been able to play with her new body. Brianna had put a chastity belt on her as soon as she was led off the stage after yesterday's press conference. She had spent most of the last twenty-four hours sleeping and watching TV. A domestic had been bringing her meals and leaving her to eat in solitude. By the time Brianna sent a servant to summon her she was going stir crazy.

“It looks like my new cock has you speechless.” Brianna chuckled. “It's quite impressive, don't you think?”

“Yes, it's definitely...impressive.”

Brianna fished a small key from a pocket in her robe. She knelt and unlocked Ryker's chastity belt, then rose back to her feet.

“I'm going to let you jill while you give me head. I suggest you take advantage of that, cause the only time you're gonna be allowed to play with yourself for the next two weeks is when you're serving me or one of my guests.”

Brianna stepped closer.

“Get on your knees, slut.”

Ryker sank to her knees. Brianna's cock was now level with her face. She hadn't even touched it, but it was already coming to life. It was dauntingly thick.

“Um...I don't think that's going to fit in my mouth....”

“You better make it fit, bitch. Or have you changed your mind about wanting another chance with me?”

Ryker leaned forward and kissed the tip of Brianna's cock. She felt the warm flesh swell against her lips. To her embarrassment, she felt herself getting wetter. She looked up at Brianna. Her lover was unchanged aside from her new dick and ballsack. She still had the same beautiful face, lush round boobs, curvy hips, and almost impossibly long legs. Ryker told herself she was reacting to the rest of Brianna's body, not to Brianna's new cock. She was almost able to make herself believe it.

Brianna's hands gripped her head. She nudged her lips with her growing erection.

“Open up, sweetheart.”

Ryker reluctantly opened her mouth and let Brianna push herself in. Brianna's cock continued to grow. Ryker struggled not to let her teeth scrape it. Her jaw and lips were stretched uncomfortably wide. She gagged as it pushed past her tonsils, and retched when it nudged the back of her throat. Her eyes watered, and saliva dripped down her chin. She had never felt more humiliated than she did now. And she had never been more turned on. She placed her hands on Brianna's hips.

“Suck me off!”

Ryker began sucking. Brianna got harder. Ryker groaned and drooled as her lover's straining meat ground into the back of her throat. Brianna couldn't get it all the way in. Ryker wondered nervously how much bigger it was going to get.

Brianna seemed to read her mind. “My new cock is ten inches long when it's fully hard. I'm gonna stretch you out so much that if you ever decide to fuck somebody else you won't even be able to feel it.”

Ten inches. Almost double the length of her old penis. Ryker groaned. Despite her discomfort and indignation, her pussy was dripping.

“Oh fuck, this feels soooo nice. I hope you're enjoying this, darling. Cause you're gonna be doing this a lot over the next two weeks.”

Brianna's cock at last stopped growing. Ryker's jaw felt like it was going to break. About half of Brianna's cock was still outside her mouth, unable to get past the bend at the top of her throat. Brianna gripped her head and started thrusting, literally fucking her face. Ryker retched as Brianna's cock repeatedly slammed into the back of her throat. Brianna ignored her and kept going. Her big boobs jiggled with each brutal shove of her hips. Her breathing grew heavier and more ragged. Ryker tasted what she was pretty sure was pre-cum.

Ryker's own need for release was overwhelming. She jettisoned what was left of her dignity and slid a hand between her thighs. She came almost as soon as she touched her clit.

Brianna pummeled Ryker's face even harder. Ryker whimpered and groaned. Her body twitched with each savage thrust. Tears and saliva spilled uncontrolled down her cheeks and chin. She raised herself slightly and brought her other hand to her pussy. She slid three fingers in and furiously rubbed her clit. She quivered as another orgasm washed through her. It was quickly followed by several more. Girl cum dripped from her fingers and puddled on the floor.

“Oh my fucking God, I'm gonna come!” Brianna screamed.

A blast of hot, heavy spunk hit the back of Ryker's throat. Another shuddering orgasm gripped Ryker. Brianna continued to fuck her mouth as one thick spurt after another spewed from her pulsing cock. Ryker had no choice but to swallow.

Brianna pumped cum into Ryker for what felt like several minutes. At last her nuts were empty, and she pulled out. Ryker collapsed to her hands and knees, sputtering and panting.

“Jesus, that was good. I understand now why guys like it so much when we suck them off.” She smiled down at the woman who had once been her boyfriend, then gripped her by the hair and pulled her back up to her knees. Her new cock was already stirring again.

“Do that again, baby. Convince me to take you back. Show me how much you really love me.”

Ryker was roused from a troubled sleep when a servant brought her dinner.

It had taken Brianna longer to come the second time Ryker had given her head. Ryker's jaw was sore. She could still taste Brianna's cum in her mouth. When she was done with her, Brianna had locked her chastity belt back in place and gotten her butler to escort her back to her room.

The meal was eclectic but, like the other meals she'd been served, delicious. There was a poultry that she was unfamiliar with, possibly pheasant. A leafy green salad with sliced black olives. A curried mix of potatoes and cauliflower. And a generous slice of layered chocolate cake. There was even a goblet of red wine this time. Ryker was obviously getting the same food that Brianna's chef was preparing for Brianna herself.

She was left alone for a couple more hours. She listlessly watched TV as daylight faded into twilight.

There was a knock on the door.

“Ms Williams? Ms Malcolm requests your presence in her bedchamber. If you'll follow me, please...”

Brianna's bedroom—which until a little over two weeks ago had also been Ryker's bedroom—was palatial. Brianna was sitting on the edge of her bed, sipping champagne from a fluted glass. An open champagne bottle and a second glass sat on the night table. The bottle was more than half empty. The butler announced Ryker's arrival, then left her standing in the doorway.

“Welcome back to my bedroom, Ryker. Do come in. Would you care for a glass of champagne? I'm celebrating the success of my new...self-modification.”

She patted the quilt beside her. Ryker sat down and accepted a glass of bubbly. She downed it as if she was chugging beer at a frat party. Brianna smirked. She offered her another glass. She drank this one slower. Her eyes wandered over the familiar room.

“Are you ready to lose your virginity, Ryker?”

Ryker gulped. The thought of Brianna ramming that monster cock into her tight pussy scared her. But it also made her moist.

“Take off your dress and make yourself comfortable.”

Ryker stood up, removed her dress and pumps, and sat back down beside Brianna. Her heart was hammering. To her surprise, Brianna leaned down and kissed her on the mouth. Her tongue slid between her lips. She welcomed it. Brianna's hand cupped one of her breasts and gently squeezed it. The yearning between her thighs grew stronger.

“You look amazing as a girl, Ryker. So beautiful. Have you thought about maybe staying like this?”

The thought had crossed Ryker's mind, but she was too embarrassed to admit it.

Brianna stood up. She scooped Ryker up as if she was a bride on her wedding night. She clambered onto her bed, still cradling Ryker in her arms. The bed was literally large enough to host an orgy. She shuffled to the center and laid Ryker down on her back. She kissed Ryker again. Her kiss was aggressive and deep. The heat between Ryker's legs intensified as she melted into the kiss.

Brianna pulled back and straddled Ryker on her hands and knees. She brought one of her breasts to Ryker's mouth, dragging it across her face. Ryker took her rigid nipple between her lips and nursed. Brianna cooed. Her erection brushed Ryker's thigh, startling her. It didn't dampen her arousal, though. If anything, it increased.

Brianna's hand caressed and kneaded Ryker's breasts, then glided across her belly to her mound. She explored and teased Ryker's folds, then plunged two fingers inside. Ryker thrust against her hand. Brianna pulled away before she could come. Ryker moaned in frustration. The sound was muffled by Brianna's boob, but still audible. Brianna grinned. Ryker's hips continued to pump and gyrate, vainly seeking something to fuck.

Brianna kissed Ryker on the lips again. She nudged Ryker's legs further apart, then rubbed the head of her cock along her slit. The tip nudged her clit, nearly making Ryker come.

Brianna moved her cock lower and pushed it in. It was too big. Pain radiated through Ryker's pussy as she was pried open. Yet along with the pain was an intense pleasure. Brianna's hands slid under her ass and squeezed. She pushed deeper. Ryker groaned. She could feel her uterus and other organs being pressed against the base of her rib cage. She felt like she was on the verge of breaking. Yet she didn't want Brianna to stop.

“Would you like me to fuck you, Ryker?”

“Y-yes...”

“Beg. Beg me to fuck you!”

“Please...please fuck me...fuck me hard....”

Brianna pulled partway out, then slammed her cock back in with a single brutal thrust. Ryker quivered and moaned. Brianna pulled out even further and rammed her cock in with the force of a locomotive. The sensation of that monster cock moving in and out of her pussy, repeatedly stretching and filling her more than she would have believed possible, was unlike anything she had ever experienced. She could feel herself building toward a monumental release. She tried to fuck Brianna back, but the taller woman's weight pinned her to the mattress.

Brianna's thrusts grew increasingly violent. She pounded Ryker as if she was trying to break her. Her breathing was becoming heavier, and perspiration sheened her body. She gripped Ryker's hair and brought her lips to her ear.

“Come for me, bitch. Come all over my cock.”

Ryker gushed over Brianna's cock. Brianna erupted inside her. Ryker could feel her cock pulsing as it filled her with spunk. She shuddered and moaned. Brianna continued to fuck her as she emptied her massive nuts into her.

It was starting to feel like Brianna's orgasm was never going to end when at last Brianna's onslaught stopped. Brianna lay on top of Ryker, her cock still embedded inside her, as she caught her breath. She brought her lips back to Ryker's ear.

“That was incredible. We're going to have so much fun, you and I, while you're a girl.”

The next day, Ryker discovered that Brianna still had a vagina behind her balls.

She made Ryker lie on the edge of her bed and then sat on her face. Her balls covered Ryker's nose and eyes. Her pussy was directly on top of her mouth. Ryker couldn't see anything as she ate her, but sensed that she was stroking her giant cock.

When she was close to coming, Brianna rose and turned around, so that she was facing toward Ryker's feet.

“This time you're going to take it all the way in, my little slut. Move forward so that your head is hanging over the edge of the bed.”

Ryker stared at the monster cock dangling inches from her face.

Oh fuck.

She nervously pushed herself forward so that her head was hanging over the edge of the bed. She had seen girls in porn videos deepthroat in this position. She had never imagined that one day she would be one of those girls.

Brianna nudged her lips with her cock. She reluctantly opened her mouth and let her shove it in. She gagged as it steamrolled over her tongue and plunged into her throat. Brianna leaned forward and gripped her wrists, pinning them to the bed. Her breasts brushed her belly. Ryker squirmed.

Brianna pushed deeper. Ryker felt her cock slide behind her larynx. And then beneath her collar bones. Brianna's sack reached her upside-down face and pressed against it. She could no longer see anything. She couldn't breathe. Her throat was stretched so tightly around Brianna's cock she feared it would tear. She moaned piteously. Brianna ignored her and began fucking her throat. Her massive balls slapped her face with each shove.

Ryker's lungs started to burn from lack of oxygen. She felt light-headed and fuzzy. She was on the verge of giving in and using her safe signal when Brianna erupted, blasting jizz so deep into her throat that she was pretty sure some of it went directly into her stomach. Brianna continued to pound her face as she emptied her nuts.

“That was excellent, slut. You're a natural at this.”

Ryker didn't hear her. She had passed out.

Brianna deflowered Ryker's ass on the fourth day.

She allowed Ryker to dine with her when she got home from work that evening. Her chef had prepared an elaborate tray of sushi. Ryker was a little apprehensive about eating raw fish, but found that it didn't taste that bad. She was taken off guard by the intensity of the wasabi, which make Brianna laugh.

Sake accompanied the meal, and Ryker helped herself to three or four glasses. She sensed that Brianna had something different planned for tonight, but had no idea what. The alcohol helped settle her nerves.

Brianna chatted about the weather, current projects at Kirkpatrick, and a Monet exhibit she wanted to see. Ryker couldn't care less about the weather, the projects Brianna was overseeing, or impressionist art. But she feigned interest, mostly by just letting Brianna talk and nodding or saying Uh huh or Really? at the right spots. She thought about the Kirkpatrick fortune, and all the things she would be able to do when a portion of that wealth became hers.

“Come with me,” Brianna said as Ryker swallowed the last piece of sushi. She extended her hand and led her to her bedchamber.

“Tonight I'm going to take the last of your virginity.”

Ryker gave her a quizzical look. She laughed.

“I'm going to fuck your ass.”

Ryker paled.

“Don't worry, I'll use lots of lube. You'll be begging for more before I'm done with you.”

Ryker very much doubted that, but didn't argue. Brianna leaned down and kissed her on the forehead.

“I love having you as my personal fuck doll, Ryker. I'm actually glad you cheated on me.” She stroked Ryker's cheek, then cupped one of her boobs and teased her nipple with her fingers.

“Let's get you out of this.” Ryker was wearing an aquamarine dress that was so short it didn't fully cover her bottom. Brianna had provided her with a closet-full of expensive clothing, all of it slutty. Brianna reached around and unzipped the dress. Her breasts pressed against Ryker's, sending a frisson of excitement through her. She pulled the dress off, then turned her attention to the translucent bra and panties underneath. Ryker slipped off her pumps by herself.

Brianna leaned down and brought her lips to Ryker's. Her kiss was fiery and passionate, reminding Ryker of their early days together. She returned Brianna's kiss with enthusiasm.

Brianna pulled away and picked up a bottle of lube from the night table.

“Get on your knees and put this on my cock. Use a generous amount.”

Ryker did as she was told. Brianna was already semi-hard, and quickly got harder as Ryker slathered the gel over her dick.

“That's good. Now get on all fours on the bed.”

Ryker climbed onto the bed and positioned herself on her hands and knees. Her heart was hammering. Her ass felt tight when Maddie and her friends stuck fingers or princess plugs into it. She feared Brianna's monster cock was going to rip her apart.

Brianna clambered onto the bed. Ryker felt the mattress shift under the taller woman's weight. Brianna reached around her waist and stroked her kitty, making Ryker shiver with delight. She pushed two lubed fingers into her forbidden hole. She massaged Ryker's clit while sliding her fingers in and out. She pulled away just as Ryker was about to release, making her groan in frustration.

“Not yet, my pet. I want to you to come with my cock inside you. Would you like my cock inside you?”

Ryker hated to admit it, but she did want Brianna's cock inside her.

“Yes.” The word was barely more than a whisper.

“Yes, what?”

“Yes, I want your cock inside me.”

Ryker felt Brianna's erection nudge her cheeks. Brianna slid it down her crack till she reached her virgin rosebud. She started pushing herself in. Ryker groaned. It felt like Brianna was shoving a baseball bat into her. Brianna's fingers returned to her kitty and found her clit. Ryker trembled and came.

Brianna pushed deeper. Once the thick head of her cock was all the way in the pain lessened somewhat. The sensation of fullness, though uncomfortable, was delightful.“Oh God yes,” Ryker heard herself murmur.

Brianna's fingers continued to work her clit. Her other hand played with her breasts. Ryker could feel her insides literally shifting as Brianna pushed her cock further and further in. Another orgasm gripped her.

Brianna forced the last of her cock in. Ryker gasped. Her insides were stretched to the breaking point. Brianna gripped her hips.

“Beg me to fuck you, skank!”

“Fuck me! Fuck my ass hard!” Ryker was surprised by the neediness in her voice.

Brianna started thrusting. She went slowly at first, allowing Ryker to get used to her size. Ryker moaned. Brianna tightened her grip and pumped harder. Ryker began thrusting back. She couldn't believe how good her ass felt as Brianna plowed her. She could feel another orgasm building. Brianna's massive nuts slapped her with each powerful thrust. She felt them contract, and realized that Brianna was about to come.

“Holy fuck!” Brianna gasped as her cock began blasting thick jets of cum deep into Ryker's ass. Ryker trembled and moaned as an orgasm of her own wracked her body.

Ryker collapsed to the bed as soon as Brianna withdrew. Her body was still twitching.

“That was fun!” Brianna exclaimed. “I want to do that again!”

On Saturday—halfway through Ryker's two weeks of service to Brianna—Maddie and Trish visited.

Brianna was lying by the pool in a lounge chair when the butler escorted them in. She was wearing a white bikini top. Her bikini bottom was laying on the patio at the foot of her chair. Ryker was kneeling beside her, naked. Brianna's cock was buried between her pouty lips, which were stretched in a taut circle around it. One of Brianna's hands was resting on Ryker's head, casually stroking her hair as if she was a beloved pet. In her other hand she held a piña colada. A three-quarters full pitcher and two extra glasses sat on a small table beside her.

“How did the procedure go?” Brianna asked.

“Perfect!” Maddie replied. “I can't wait to try out my new cock”

“Same here,” echoed Trish.

“I'll be done with her in a minute, ladies. I'm almost there. Help yourselves to a drink.” Her guests both poured themselves a glass.

Brianna pushed Ryker's head down, driving her thick meat into the back of her throat. Ryker groaned. Tears and drool were running down her cheeks and chin. Brianna exploded in her mouth. A long, lascivious sigh escaped her as she pumped Ryker's throat full of cum. Ryker swallowed it all. She knew better than to let any of it drip onto the marble patio stones.

Ryker fell to her hands and knees, gasping for air, when Brianna released her. Maddie strode forward and gripped her hair.

“My turn, slut.”

Ryker's eyes widened when she saw Maddie's erection. It was even bigger than Brianna's. Ryker guessed it to be twelve inches long.

“Mind if I fuck Ryker while she sucks your cock, Maddie?”

“Not at all. You don't mind if Trish and I use her at the same time, do you, Bri?”

“Of course not.”

“Thanks, sis!”

Maddie brought her cock to Ryker's face. Ryker had jilled while giving Brianna head and had come twice. Fresh arousal stirred between her thighs as Maddie nudged her lips. Trish knelt behind her and gripped her hips. She shoved her cock all the way into Ryker's pussy with a single brutal thrust. It wasn't as long as Maddie's or Brianna's, perhaps eight or nine inches. But it was thicker. Ryker gasped. Trish let out a satisfied grunt.

Maddie pushed her cock into Ryker's mouth, also with a single hard thrust. Ryker gagged as it slammed into the back of her throat. More than half of it was still outside her mouth.

The two women pounded Ryker as if they were trying to touch their cocks together inside her. Ryker feared that her spine would snap. Her pussy felt like an elastic that was about to break. The back of her throat felt like it was being punched. But competing with the pain was an intense, almost delirious pleasure. Her hand returned to her clit, and she quickly made herself come again.

Maddie lost it. A geyser of hot cum jetted into Ryker's throat. Her climax was even more prodigious than Brianna's. Ryker struggled to gulp all of it down without spilling any. Moments later Trish erupted inside her pussy.

Ryker collapsed limply onto the patio stones as soon as the two women pulled out. She was utterly spent. Maddie's raw taste filled her mouth. Trish's cum was leaking from her gaping pussy.

She had never felt happier.

Maddie and Trish sat back down. Both poured themselves another drink. Maddie stretched out her legs and used Ryker as a footrest. A moment later Trish did the same.

“I have some good news, sis. Trish and I were both able to book next week off work. So we'll have lots of time to test our new cocks out further with Ryker.”

“Oh, that is good news. Why don't you stay with me until you have to go back to work? There's plenty of room here.”

“I'd love that! Count me in, sis!”

“Me too!”

“You can both use Ryker as much as you want while you're here. Let's get as much use out of her as we can before she transitions back to being a man.”

Ryker felt an unexpected malaise at the reminder that in a week she would be turned back into a guy.

“Assuming of course that she does transition back. She seems to really be enjoying herself as a girl.”

Brianna looked at Ryker knowingly.

“What do you say, Ryker? Want to stay a girl?”

Ryker didn't answer. She felt her face redden.

The three women gazing down at Ryker laughed.


Part V: An Unexpected Development

“I have some interesting news, pet.”

Ryker looked at Brianna quizzically. She had invited her to have breakfast with her on the north patio. A tray of pastries and fruits and two cups of coffee lay on a low table between them.

It was her last day as a woman. This afternoon she was to be transitioned back into a man. She had mixed feelings about it. She wanted to be a man again. Or, to be more accurate, she wanted to want to be a man again. What she really wanted, if she could bring herself to face the truth, was to remain Brianna's lesbian sex slave. To continue serving her and Maddie and Trish and whoever else they chose to share her with. She was seriously considering asking Maddie if she could stay female and continue being her sex slave “a while longer”.

“Ryker, have you noticed that you've been a woman for a month now and you haven't gotten a period yet?”

Ryker hadn't noticed. She'd given it no thought at all.

“Maddie, Trish and I are all taking menstruation blockers. Most women do nowadays unless they want to get pregnant. But you're not on one...”

Ryker's brow furrowed. She wasn't sure that she liked where this conversation was going.

“The pre-op tests Rachel did on you yesterday turned up a very interesting result.”

She paused and took a sip of coffee. Ryker's heart was pounding as she considered the implications of what Brianna was saying.

“You're pregnant, Ryker.”

Ryker's eyes widened.

“As you probably know, the Conservative Alliance re-criminalized abortion last month. And also made it illegal to leave the country to obtain an abortion. So we can't transition you back just yet. That would kill the embryo, and subject all of us to potential prosecution. You're going to have to remain a girl for another nine months.”

Brianna took another sip of coffee.

“You've kept your end of the bargain, Ryker. To be honest, I didn't think you'd last. I fell out of love with you when I found out you were cheating. I just wanted revenge. What we had before is dead.”

Ryker's face fell. She no longer cared about the Kirkpatrick fortune. She just wanted to continue being Brianna's lesbian slave. And to have Brianna's baby. Or was it Maddie's? Or Trish's? Did it really matter?

“You know, to be honest, I've really been enjoying having you as my sex slave. So have Maddie and Trish. But I know that's not what you really want...”

Ryker could contain her feelings no longer.

“Bri, that is what I want. I love being your lesbian sex slave. I want to continue serving you. Please let me keep serving you.”

Brianna grinned. Relief flooded through Ryker.

“You're going to look very sexy pregnant. You're going to be so cute when your belly swells and those giant boobs of yours get even bigger.”

Ryker blushed.

Brianna was wearing a silk bathrobe. She stood and opened it.

“This is making me very horny, pet. Why don't you do something about it.”

Ryker sank to her knees and took Brianna's cock in her mouth.
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Lilith's Daughter

Alexander isn't very good with women. He summons a succubus to become his lover, and discovers that she has her own ideas about the nature of their relationship and his place within it.

The Curse

Teresa's sister Sadie is an adept in the dark arts of the Left Hand Path who can summon demons and commune with the dead. When Teresa's boyfriend Trevor insults her, Sadie places a curse on Trevor and Teresa which causes Trevor to gradually shrink to the size of a sex toy while pushing Teresa's already healthy sex drive increasingly out of control.

The Favor

Nikki's best friend Samantha is in love for the first time in her life, but her macho biker boyfriend won't go down on her or any other woman. Samantha doesn't want to leave him, but is going crazy from the lack of oral attention. So Nikki offers to lend Samantha her own boyfriend for a night.

The author hopes you enjoy reading her work as much as she enjoyed writing it. She'd love to hear your feedback. You can reach her at:

zoedenoir@protonmail.com
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