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    A Sneak Preview of the Story Inside… 
 
    (Warning: spoilers below! If don’t want to know what happens in this novel, skip ahead to the prologue. For those of you looking for a kinky TG sneak preview, carry on reading…) 
 
      
 
    “Look at you.” Dan smiled. “I can tell you’re thinking something like, what’s he done to me? Well. I guess it’s only fair I let you find out.” 
 
    He suddenly stood up straight, a smirk on his face, his eyes flashing. 
 
    “Candie. I order you to examine your new body.” 
 
    Candie? Jacob just had enough time to think. What the-? 
 
    And then his neck whirred forward on tiny, invisible gears, he looked down at himself, and his thoughts were swept away on a wave of utter horror. 
 
    No! This can’t be happening… it can’t! 
 
    Gone was his muscular, male body, the one he’d seen every day since he was a child.  
 
    In its place was a female body out of a nightmare.  
 
    Where only that morning, Jacob had had a strong chest with two well-defined pecs, he now had a gigantic pair of boobs that dangled free from his frame, their nipples long pink and pointed at the sky.  
 
    Where he’d once had a strong, triangle-shaped man’s body, he now had a horrible hourglass figure, that swelled out around his too-wide hips and tucked in horribly at his tiny waist.  
 
    And where he’d once had a big, fat cock that dangled between his legs and gave women like Jen endless pleasure, he now had a demure little mound, hidden away inside a pair of lacy pink panties. 
 
    Jacob didn’t need to pull his delicate new panties down to know that mound would be home to two plump little lips, and a tight little hole, all moist and ready to be invaded by cocks. 
 
    That’s my pussy, he thought, giddily, leaning forwards and trying to look past his stupidly-oversized boobs. Oh my God, I have a pussy! 
 
    That wasn’t all he had. 
 
    Gone were his hairy, muscular legs, replaced by two smooth, slender things that led down to a tiny pair of feet encased in tacky silver high heels. 
 
    Gone were his big arms, thick wrists and calloused hands, replaced with fragile little things that looked like a strong man could easily snap them in two, and long, elegant fingers that ended in bubblegum pink nails.  
 
    His shoulders had become narrower, pulled tighter to his body. His Adam’s apple had vanished, leaving a neck that was long and elegant.  
 
    Running his hands over his soft, springy new flesh, Jacob clasped his behind and was mortified to realize it now poked proudly out behind him, so pert and round and peach-like that it simply couldn’t be real! 
 
    “Well?” He heard his lover’s jilted husband murmur. “What does the little whore think?” 
 
    But Jacob was too busy helplessly following Dan’s orders to answer, examining his awful new body with a thoroughness that made him want to scream and close his eyes and never open them again for as long as he lived. 
 
    His dainty new fingers gripped his long blonde hair, holding it before his eyes so he could mentally wail at the perfect bounce and shine it had.  
 
    His hands felt his new face, taking in the smooth, stubble-free cheeks, the soft jawline, the pouty lips, the tiny button nose and cute little ears. 
 
    His long eyelashes fluttered in his vision, synthetically designed to be longer, darker and more seductive than any real woman could possibly hope to achieve.  
 
    He felt his eyebrows, plucked into a fine line that would be the envy of any girl. Touched his sharp new cheekbones. Helplessly clasped his big new titties and screamed. 
 
    But there was no denying it. 
 
    He, Jacob Flex, was a girl now. And not just any girl. 
 
    He was CANDIE. Even without looking in a mirror, he knew that it was true. Dan had – somehow – taken his soul and uploaded into the body of the busty sexbot, trapping him forever as an unthinking sex machine.  
 
    He was now a pleasurebot. 
 
    And he had a horrible feeling he’d soon be forced to give pleasure to as many men as possible… 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Prologue  
 
    “There. See it?” 
 
    Jacob Flex leaned forward to where his colleague’s long-nailed finger was pointing at the screen. He frowned, the bluish light reflecting in his sturdy glasses. 
 
    “Where am I looking?” 
 
    “The sub-routine.” Jen’s voice was as cool and as serious as the rest of her. But there was something else, too, something only someone who knew her as well as Jacob could possibly detect. 
 
    Beneath her scientific professionalism, Jen was struggling to hide her excitement.  
 
    “See it?” She asked, not taking her eyes off the monitor. “Just there, among the code. See what it’s doing?” 
 
    For a moment, Jacob was silent, his handsome face lined in concentration, the shaggy mop of dark hair that made him seem younger than his 36 years dangling over his soulful brown eyes. 
 
    Suddenly, those eyes widened. He looked speechlessly down at Jen, who finally turned and smiled up at him, her supermodel face (way too perfect for a scientist, Jacob had always privately thought) lighting up into a brilliant smile.  
 
    “Is that what I think it is?” 
 
    “Depends what you think it is.” Jen playfully winked at him, leaning back in her chair, her lab coat falling open just enough to give Jacob a flash of her pert cleavage. He didn’t even bother pretending to look away. 
 
    “Why don’t you tell me? If you’re so clever,” he said with the tiniest hint of a smile. 
 
    Jen laughed, a throaty sound that made the hairs on the nape of Jacob’s neck stand on end. She gently ran a hand through her long, expertly curled brown hair, the light of the monitor briefly reflecting off her wedding ring. 
 
    “If I wasn’t clever, would you have me here?” She asked, gesturing the pristine white lab all around them, with its dark, humanoid shapes lining the walls; the lab that was the secret nerve center of Flex Cybernetics. “And don’t say it’s coz of my looks.” 
 
    “Not just your looks,” Jacob deadpanned. “Your tits and ass are pretty great, too. OW!” 
 
    He leaped back as Jen furiously swatted his arm, a mock-angry expression on her face. 
 
    “You are such an asshole, Jacob Flex. When I’ve just made the breakthrough you’ve been waiting for…” 
 
    But she was still smiling. Still on his side. Jacob mentally congratulated himself on keeping the conversation dirty. 
 
    After all, he thought, it really isn’t just her brain that’s brought her here… 
 
    ‘Here’ was the top of the cybernetics field. ‘Here’ was this vast, expensive factory on the outskirts of the Californian desert. ‘Here’ was into the very heart of the Flex Foundation, set up to provide humanity with its first leg up into the future… 
 
    And ‘here’ was also exactly where Jacob Flex, billionaire tech entrepreneur, wanted a beautiful woman to be. Right beside him, in awe of him, ring finger be damned.  
 
    “It’s good, I’ll give you that,” he said, slowly. “But is it replicable? Could you set it up in a new system?” 
 
    To his mild surprise, Jen gently shook her head at him, smiling with heavy-lidded eyes. 
 
    “Nu-uh. First you tell me what it is, Mr. Clever Man. Then I’ll tell you my secret.” 
 
    “Is this a test?” 
 
    “Maybe.” Jen slowly crossed one long, slender leg over the over, folded her arms across her chest. “Or maybe it’s just time to prove you’re not just here for your looks.” 
 
    “Flattered, I’m sure.” 
 
    But Jen didn’t respond. The 25-year old supermodel computer whiz – the woman of Jacob’s dreams – just kept right on looking at him with that teasing gleam in her eyes. 
 
    Fine. If we must… 
 
    Jacob turned back to the monitor. Looked at that tiny piece of code again. The piece of program that would place his name (and maybe Jen’s) in the history books.  
 
    “Simple.” He said. “It’s the thing we’ve been waiting for. The thing that will make this the most-important company in the world, maybe world history. It’s…” 
 
    “Life.” Whispered Jen.  
 
    A hush settled over the lab, seemed to seep into the frozen figures surrounding them, like the quiet that overcomes a large congregation before prayer. Jacob swore he could almost hear the tiny, distant rhythm of Jen’s heartbeat.  
 
    Ever since its founding five years ago, Flex Cybernetics had been at the forefront of both robotics and AI. Using advanced nanotechnology and state-of-the-art design, they’d been able to build the robots their company was famous for, the same robots that now stood in various degrees of completion around them both. 
 
    The Pleasurebots.  
 
    Designed to be the perfect lovers, the pleasurebots were all female, all horny, and all pneumatic, with big tits and pert asses. They were capable of walking, talking, cooking, cleaning and – most-importantly – fucking any man they were programed to; courtesy of a kickass design department headed up by Jen’s mild-mannered husband Dan.  
 
    They were what had made the company so highly-profitable, what had allowed them to plow money into their AI program. But there was one thing these busty bimbos of a billion men’s fantasies couldn’t do, no matter how much you paid. 
 
    They couldn’t love. 
 
    Oh, sure, they could act like they loved you. But that really wasn’t the point. Humans tried their damn-best to act like they loved other people all the time, but if it wasn’t genuine then you could easily tell, and with robots it was 100 times worse. 
 
    But if you could program a robot to love, not just physically, but mentally too. If you could breathe life into it – that magical, ephemeral thing that religions called a soul – then make it love a man with all that soul… 
 
    Well, then you’d have a lot of customers willing to pay a lot more. 
 
    Which was where Flex Cybernetics’ AI program came in. But it had just been early days so far. Jacob hadn’t seriously expected a breakthrough for another 3, 4 years, minimum.  
 
    But then, he hadn’t counted on what Jen could achieve without a husband in the same department to distract her… 
 
    “It sure looks that way,” Jacob murmured, unwilling to take his eyes off the screen in case the evidence somehow vanished.  
 
    Jen nodded.  
 
    “Isn’t it beautiful?”  
 
    The two were silent for a moment, lost in their mutual appreciation. At last, Jacob stirred. 
 
    “OK, your turn.” He turned to Jen. “Can you do it again? Was it a fluke, or…?” 
 
    He trailed off as Jen shook her head, his good mood suddenly ebbing away. 
 
    “No.” His partner sighed. “Almost certainly not. I’m… I’m not even really sure what I did. One moment, it wasn’t there, the next…” 
 
    She shrugged her slender shoulders, wrinkled her cute little nose. Jacob would’ve found it almost unbearably cute if he hadn’t been in the process of having his life’s dreams cruelly shattered. 
 
    “Wait. You mean, you’re telling me…” He shook his head. “You’re telling me this has just been a waste of time?” 
 
    He couldn’t believe it. This whole little dance. This whole, seductive play. All of it had been for nothing. All of it… 
 
    And then he noticed Jen was grinning at him. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I can’t replicate it.” His partner said, slowly. “But that doesn’t matter.” 
 
    She tapped the screen with one expertly-polished nail. 
 
    “It’s doing a pretty good job of that itself.” 
 
    Jacob looked slowly from Jen to where she was indicating on the screen, then back to Jen again. His head swam. His mouth opened and closed of its own accord. 
 
    “You mean…?” 
 
    Jen laughed, her eyes sparking. 
 
    “Gotcha! We don’t have to do anything. This little baby is gonna self-replicate and create new life over and over and over again. All we have to do is upload it into a bot and blamo!” 
 
    She slapped her hands together, gleefully.  
 
    “An army of pleasurebots, all alive. All sentient. And all willing to serve.” 
 
    She sighed and then peered up at Jacob from beneath her bangs with a cheeky look. 
 
    “Hope you’ve got your stock options sorted, Mr. Flex. Coz you’re gonna be rich.” 
 
    It was all the encouragement Jacob needed. 
 
    Without a word, he stepped forward. Took Jen’s elegant face in his hands. Ran his fingers through her soft, kinked hair.  
 
    He expected some resistance. At least a token effort. But instead, Jen simply bit her lower lip, smiled at him, her eyes half-closed with desire.  
 
    “I thought you’d like that,” she murmured.  
 
    Then she tilted her head back, parted her lips, and Jacob was kissing her.  
 
    He kissed her roughly, as he knew women liked to be kissed. Grasped her hair, gave the tiniest tug. Just enough to show her who was boss. 
 
    The gorgeous scientist responded exactly as he expected. A faint whimper escaped her throat. Her body untensed in his arms. She melted against him. Jacob had to stop himself from laughing. 
 
    She’s even easier than I thought she’d be… 
 
    An erection was starting to grow in his pants, bulging against the fabric of his white lab coat. Standing up, it occurred to him that Jen was sat at the exact right height to give him a blowjob.  
 
    Easy tiger, don’t come on too strong… 
 
    He brushed the – admittedly delicious – thought away, and concentrated instead on kissing his colleague. He kissed her lips, kissed her cheeks, forced her head to one side, brushed some strands of hair away and kissed her neck. Jen sighed in his ear; the lost, blissful sigh of a woman who has surrendered to her animal instincts.  
 
    Just as Jacob was starting to remove her lab coat, his strong hands running up her sides, over her breasts, Jen pulled back slightly, seemed to hesitate. 
 
    Jacob smiled faintly to himself. He’d been anticipating this. 
 
    “Jen,” he whispered to her, still gently kissing her long, elegant neck. “Don’t think about Dan right now, just let yourself…” 
 
    Then he stopped kissing altogether, because at the sound of her husband’s name, Jen had giggled. 
 
    “It’s not that, dumbass,” she whispered, teasingly slapping one of his arms. “God knows I don’t give a shit about that man. I’ve been waiting for this ever since you first walked in and eyed up my tits…” 
 
    Jacob frowned. 
 
    “What then?” 
 
    “It’s just…” Jen pulled back, gave him a smile that was teasing and coquettish and self-conscious all at once. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I want to hear you say it,” she breathed. “I want to hear you say I’m the clever one. That you’re in awe of me.” 
 
    Her dark eyes twinkled. 
 
    “That you couldn’t have done it without me.”  
 
    For the briefest moment, Jacob froze. He wasn’t used to sharing credit with anyone. He didn’t even intend to mention Jen’s name when he went public with this. He’d pay her, sure – handsomely – but to admit it was someone other than him who’d done this? To admit that for once he wasn’t the smartest guy in the room…? 
 
    But Jen was waiting, a little smirk on her supermodel face that was so cute it hurt. Her brown hair was tumbling over her now-bare shoulders, her cleavage was heaving a little from the excitement of their kiss. If Jacob stuck her hand in her pants now, he knew it would come back dripping wet. 
 
    In his mind, he imagined himself shaking his head, giving a rueful smile. Damnit, he’d waited this long, he could afford to give an inch for once. 
 
    “Of course I couldn’t,” he murmured, reaching up and touching Jen’s pink lips with the ball of his thumb. She playfully bit at it. 
 
    “You’re a genius, Jen. A bona fide genius.” A thought popped into his head. “Dan doesn’t deserve a girl like you.” 
 
    Jen kissed the tip of his thumb. Gently wrapped her lips round one of his fingers and gave it a slow, sensual suck. 
 
    “I know.” She whispered at last. “I just needed to hear you say it.” 
 
    Then she reached out, beneath Jacob’s white lab coat. Unzipped his fly. Without taking her eyes off his, she reached into his pants, a demure, hungry look on her perfect features. 
 
    Five minutes later, Jacob was gripping the side of the desk, trying not to gasp as his beautiful colleague daintily sucked on his cock, slobbering over his thick head while she worked his shaft with one hand, her eyes closed as she furiously rubbed her cunt with her other hand, the two scientists pushing themselves towards climax.  
 
    Across the room, in the dark of the lab’s far-flung corners, a synthetic female figure slowly moved its head, turning to look at the couple with one robot eye. There was a pause, and then its blue iris refocused with a barely-audible whirr as it started recording what it saw.  
 
    Jacob Flex didn’t know it, but he’d just missed his last chance to not be turned into a beautiful, horny girl.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter One 
 
    The Man 
 
    There was a distinct buzz in the air at the factory as Jacob made his way to the design department.  
 
    Everywhere he went, junior colleagues looked up with a mixture of awe and hope from behind their desks. The busty Ivy League grads Jacob liked to employ gave him breathless glances, their eyes alive with admiration and lust. Old timers who knew him personally dropped little winks as he brushed past, his face fixed on the report on his iPad screen. 
 
    It was like everyone just somehow knew. Knew that today was the day, the day the emergency meeting would be called.  
 
    The day Flex Cybernetics would go public and make world history.  
 
    “Look at him,” whispered one awestruck young engineer as Jacob passed. “I wonder what he’s thinking?”  
 
    The short-haired girl beside him smiled at their boss’s retreating back as he passed a ‘SUCK IT, ELON!’ sign someone had triumphantly stuck up on the noticeboard. Her name was Anna, and she’d been following Jacob’s career with fascination for years. 
 
    “He’s probably already working on his next project,” she sighed. “They always said sexbots were just the first step, didn’t they? To get our capital up for the real deal.” 
 
    Her expression was dreamy. Beside her, the tall engineer found himself faintly wishing Anna would look at him that way occasionally.  
 
    “He’s probably got stuff up there,” she tapped her forehead, “that we can’t even dream of.” 
 
    Had Jacob heard her, he would’ve been forced to smile. He was meant to be plotting out the company’s next step, that was for sure. He was meant to be thinking how to turn this pleasurebot technology towards his Long Term Goal. 
 
    But, really, he was just thinking about Jen.  
 
    Jen. Christ. He thought to himself in quiet amusement. Can’t you get out of my head, just for today? 
 
    Ever since that night in the lab ten days ago, Jacob’s life had wholly, inexplicably, incredibly, began to revolve around the time spent with his beautiful assistant.  
 
    It was like solving the AI problem had broken a reservoir of sexual energy within the pair of them. Even as Jen’s husband Dan had been slaving away in the design department, adapting their pleasurebots for full AI, the two of them had been screwing away like there was no tomorrow. 
 
    As Jacob helplessly tried to focus on his iPad, the images on the screen were replaced by fresh ones in his mind, images he was powerless to keep at bay. 
 
    Jen, bent naked over the desk in the lab, moaning helplessly as he fucked her roughly from behind, her breasts bouncing with each thrust he made, his fat balls thwacking up against her clit.  
 
    Jen, deep throating him beneath his office desk, one hand squeezing his balls as she slobbered on his cock, while his colleagues walked past the window, completely unaware. 
 
    Jen, dragging him into an empty conference room, and whispering in his ear that she was desperate for him to fuck her ass… 
 
    Jacob tried closing his eyes, gently shaking his head. He refocused on the iPad, but the screen still refused to make any sense. 
 
    He had simply never met a woman as horny and as willing as Jen before. 
 
    If only there were more chicks like her in the world, he found himself thinking with a tiny smile on his thin lips, we wouldn’t have needed to build the pleasurebots in the first place… 
 
    But then he’d be out of a job, his company wouldn’t exist, and there would be no capital for his plan. 
 
    No, probably best Jen was a one-off. Dumping her when she’d tired him might be messier than just switching off a fembot, but there was always a trade off in these things.  
 
    I wonder how long it’ll take this time? Maybe after she lets me come on her face… 
 
    With a smile, Jacob bleeped his ID over the scanner, and stepped through the heavy steel doors into the design department. 
 
    The design department was a vast hanger, like a factory floor crossed with an artist’s studio. Instead of sculptures, dozens and dozens of pleasurebots of all shapes and sizes stood to attention, awaiting activation, or lay in semi-assembled pieces on benches.  
 
    There were brunettes with big tits waiting to be turned on. Raven-haired goth girls without their bottom half propped up against benches.  
 
    Blonde cheerleaders, their heads on the floor beside their bodies. Elegant women with long legs and tiny breasts, already dressed in evening wear, missing only their arms.  
 
    And, at the center of it all, before a slender man with close-cropped blond hair, stood Her.  
 
    She was blonde, with curly locks of shimmering hair that tumbled down her naked back. She was petit, with a tiny frame that supported two impossibly-large boobs, and an ass rarely seen outside of music videos.  
 
    She had a round babyface. Innocent eyes. Pink, pouty lips. Long legs. And a waist that was tighter than any real-life woman could possibly hope to achieve (especially with breasts that size).  
 
    She was the summation of all their work. The girl their teams had calculated would appeal to the broadest number of men, fulfilling the biggest number of fantasies.  
 
    She was CANDIE, the result of years of robotics and design experience, channeled into one synthetic form. And she was going to be the recipient of Flex Cybernetics’ first functioning AI. 
 
    My first baby… 
 
    “Dan Summers.” Jacob raised his voice as the steel doors clanged shut behind him, echoing round the vast space. “Everything ready?” 
 
    The slender blond man stood before CANDIE jerked at the sound of Jacob’s voice, then turned round. A brief, dark look passed across his handsome, boyish features, before quickly settling into one of professional deference.  
 
    “Mr. Flex.” He replied. “And, yes, she’s good to go. Just waiting for the soul, now.” 
 
    Jacob smiled. Dan always insisted on calling him ‘Mr. Flex’, despite their Silicon Valley-style insistence of no formalities in the workplace.  
 
    Prick. Jacob thought, vaguely. Still, he’s useful. How many roboticists are also miracle workers with synthetic design?  
 
    “Well, you won’t have long to wait,” he said, coming to a stop near CANDIE and casually slinging one hand into his pockets. “Jen should be here any minute now.” 
 
    He felt his eyes involuntarily sliding up and down CANDIE’s naked figure, resting on her pink, pointed nipples, on the flimsy bit of pink fabric hiding away her pussy, on her gorgeously vacant expression. Despite himself, he felt something stirring in his pants. 
 
    Beside him, Dan pulled back the sleeve of his white coat and glanced at his old-fashioned watch. 
 
    “She should indeed. It’s a pity we have to wait, when Candie’s soul is here already.” 
 
    He gave Jacob a meaningful look. Jacob laughed. 
 
    “Sorry,” he said, brandishing the iPad. “It really is with Jen. This is just for documenting things. For our shareholders.” 
 
    Dan gave him a mysterious smile. 
 
    “The shareholders, huh? How interesting…” 
 
    Jacob frowned slightly.  
 
    “Something the matter, Dan?” 
 
    “Not at all,” Dan said, smoothly. He grinned at Jacob, his cheeks dimpling. It made him look more boyish than ever; almost like an androgynous teenager who could be an 18-year old girl… 
 
    Or a 25-year old man married to Jen, Jacob though, giving his chief designer an appraising look. Jesus, what does she see in him? 
 
    At that exact moment, the steel doors opened again and Jen came in, a smile on her face and a briefcase containing the completed AI core in one hand.  
 
    “They’re going nuts waiting out there,” she called over the clanging of the closing doors. “Hey there, baby.” 
 
    She walked right up to Dan and gave him a quick peck on the lips. Then she turned her head slightly and dropped Jacob a secretive wink.  
 
    I missed you, he mouthed. 
 
    Jen glared back at him, her eyes flicking warningly over to Dan, but the faintest hint of a smile still on her lips.  
 
    “Hey, honey,” Dan said, vaguely. “I was just about to show Mr. Flex what we’ve been up to down here.” 
 
    He turned to his boss, who made a point of ignoring Jen’s amused eyes.  
 
    “I can’t wait.” Jacob said, evenly. In a way, he really couldn’t. 
 
    “Nor can I.” Dan smiled at him. “We’re going to have so much fun.” 
 
    Before Jacob could reply, the younger man turned away, gestured CANDIE. 
 
    “You’ve both met Candie before,” Dan said. “Part of our new wave of pleasurebots.” 
 
    Out the corner of his eye, Jacob saw Jen wrinkle her nose. She was stood beside her husband, pretending not to notice her boss. 
 
    “You never told me why you called her that. It’s a pretty sucky name…” 
 
    Dan smiled sideway at Jacob. 
 
    “Care to fill my adorable wife in, boss?” 
 
    “If I must…” Jacob sighed, turned to Jen. “The C stands for Cybernetic, the A stands for your department, AI…” 
 
    “We moved the ‘I’,” Dan said tonelessly, “because CAINDE sounded less like a stripper.” 
 
    “The N,” Jacob went on, “stands for Natural, because of her looks – she’s not one of our fetish models with tits on her head or whatever – D is Domestic, because she’s the housewife model, the I is just the I from Artificial Intelligence, moved later in the name for aesthetic purposes…” 
 
    He shrugged. 
 
    “And the E is just her series number.” 
 
    He took a breath. That had been a mouthful to say. 
 
    Jen rolled the words around her mouth, as if tasting them on her tongue. 
 
    “Cybernetic, Artificially Intelligent, Natural-Domestic – or is it Natural-Intelligent-Domestic? – Model E.” She gave a low whistle. “Snappy name.” 
 
    Her husband shrugged beside her. 
 
    “So we called her CANDIE. Say hi, Candie.” 
 
    The sexbot didn’t react, didn’t blink. Just kept staring straight ahead, its lips pouty and its blue eyes narrowed and smoldering.  
 
    “She’ll be better when we get her soul in,” Dan apologized. “Isn’t that right, Mr. Flex?” 
 
    But Jacob wasn’t listening. He was too busy frowning at Jen, his mind ticking over, a feeling like a trickle of ice slowly worming its way into his gut. 
 
    What? Jen mouthed at him, but Jacob just kept right on frowning.  
 
    At the pedestal, Dan was carrying on like nothing had happened, climbing up to and gesturing different parts of CANDIE. 
 
    “She’s fully customizable, perfectly calibrated for pleasure. Look at these.” He idly bounced the sexbot’s enormous boobs in his hands. “Double-J breasts, perfect huh?” 
 
    “Why did you make them Double-J?” Jen asked, vaguely, not taking her eyes off Jacob’s strange expression. 
 
    “You’ll find out,” Dan called back. “Where was I? Oh yeah. You can take her apart with ease for traveling, or just for a change. Like, if you get tired of her following you around like a lost dog, you can just remove her legs. Or, maybe if you’re traveling coach and can’t afford a hold-bag, you can just take her head for company…” 
 
    As he carried on talking, Jacob suddenly had a horrible feeling, like a black lightbulb going off in his brain. He took a step towards Jen, who watched him with a nervous expression, even as Dan continued to witter away. 
 
    “She’s Wi-Fi ready, so you can even download her personality into another model if you start to get bored with her looks…” 
 
    “Jacob…?” Jen whispered. “Uh, Mr. Flex… is everything…?” 
 
    “Why didn’t you know that?” Jacob asked. Then, when Jen just looked confused, he said, louder, “the naming system. Everyone who works here knows it. Why did you have to ask?” 
 
    “She can record anything she sees, and play it back as a hologra… a holo…” 
 
    Stood by CANDIE, Dan trailed off, looked back over his shoulder, listening to the unfolding drama.  
 
    Neither of the two lovers noticed him. Jen responded to Jacob’s words by shaking her head, her luscious brown hair trailing out around her. 
 
    “That’s ridiculous.” She said. “I’ve been here years. If you’d told me…” 
 
    But Jacob was barely listening.  
 
    “It’s one of the first things…” He frowned suddenly. “Quick. What’s the difference between our first generation bots and our second gen, the ones we released in your first year?” 
 
    Jen looked incredulous.  
 
    “Jacob…? Is this some kind of dumbass joke…?” 
 
    “Just answer, Jen. Please.” 
 
    For a second, Jen looked almost angry. Then she took a deep breath. 
 
    “Fine. OK, sure, if you want to waste time with stupid tests.” She crossed her arms, gave him a smug smile. “The difference between gen one and gen two is that the gen two… the gen two…” 
 
    She frowned, shook her head.  
 
    “Hold on, I can’t think. Let’s see. Right. The gen one have… they have…” 
 
    She trailed off, a look of confusion on her perfect features. 
 
    “Hey. What’s…?” 
 
    “OK, forget it,” Jacob said, quickly, all too aware of the way his heart was pounding in his chest. “Tell me instead the basic parameters we used when we first started playing around with AI.” 
 
    Jen looked relieved. An unsteady smile came to her lips. Jacob could almost hear her sigh with relief.  
 
    “S-sure… I mean, I guess I should start with the first bit we came up with, about how… um, how…” 
 
    Again, that look of confusion. Again that trailing off. Only now the look was giving way to something else.  
 
    Something much closer to fear. 
 
    “Don’t worry,” Jacob said, hurriedly. “Try this instead. What did you parents look like? What’s your first memory of them?” 
 
    By now, Jen was visibly shaking. But she forced up a laugh that came out slightly shrill.  
 
    “Seriously, Jacob? Do we have to…?” 
 
    “Just do it!” Jacob suddenly snapped. “Just tell me about your parents!” 
 
    The silence that followed his outburst seemed to roll round the hanger, seemed to swallow up the not yet activated fembots all around them. Jen trembled, tears forming in the corners of her eyes. 
 
    “Please,” Jacob whispered. “Please, Jen. For me.” 
 
    “I…” Jen stuttered. “I-I… I…” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I can’t remember!” She suddenly wailed, clutching her hands to her head. The suitcase fell to the floor beside her. “What’s happening to me?!” 
 
    She reached out for Jacob, tears running down her cheeks, like a dying woman reaching for a lifesaver, but her lover pushed her roughly away. Hurt sparked in her eyes, but Jacob was already spinning around and didn’t see it.  
 
    “This isn’t Jen!” He yelled at Dan. “What the hell is going on here?” 
 
    For a moment, the androgynous young man looked as confused as he did. Then his expression collapsed into a sly little smile.  
 
    “So you figured it out, did you?” He sighed. “More’s the pity. I had an excellent reveal all worked out.” 
 
    Jacob felt his hands tightening into fists. 
 
    “Where’s Jen?” He growled. “What did you do to her?” 
 
    “Jacob…” bleated the tearful girl who wasn’t Jen. “Please… why are you…?” 
 
    “Annoying, isn’t she?” Dan smiled at Jacob. “Want me to shut her up?” 
 
    ‘Jen’ blinked up at him.  
 
    “D-Dan? Baby… tell me what’s…” 
 
    “Voice override.” Dan said, clearly. “Silence.” 
 
    There was a faint glerk, and then suddenly Jen was holding her hands up to her throat, a terrified expression on her beautiful face.  
 
    Jacob could see her working her lips, desperately trying to speak, but no sound was coming out.  
 
    One word from her husband had been enough to make her mute forever.  
 
    “That’s better,” the younger man sighed, turning his smile back to Jacob. “The real Jen wouldn’t have been such a whiner, but can you blame me for getting her wrong? You only gave me a week’s notice.” 
 
    ‘Jen’s’ face was now a mask of tears, her eyes bugging out as she clutched her throat and tried to scream, her mouth opening wide and her face screwing up, even as no sound came out.  
 
    The effect was eerie, like watching a horror film with the sound off. Jacob forced himself to look away.  
 
    “She’s a bot,” the word came out like a splinter being yanked from skin. “You turned your own wife into a bot.” 
 
    “Did I?” Dan raised his eyebrows nonchalantly. “How clever of me. It’ll stop her wandering off with any more billionaire assholes.” 
 
    He looked at Jacob levelly. The billionaire snarled. 
 
    “Where is she? What did you do with the real Jen?” 
 
    “What would you do with a colleague that betrayed you?” The designer shrugged, deliberately casual. “You’d remove them from your company, replace them with someone better. Well.” 
 
    He smiled again. 
 
    “I removed Jen from this mortal coil. Then I uploaded her personality into something more obedient.” 
 
    He gestured the panicked, pleading bot that looked like Jen.  
 
    “Course, it wasn’t easy retaining her memories. The blaster fried away too much of her skull for that, cooked her brain. Which reminds me.” 
 
    He grinned evilly at Jacob.  
 
    “Now it’s your turn. Jen! Command C5.” 
 
    At his words, ‘Jen’ suddenly stopped trying to scream. Stopped crying. Her face went blank. She picked the suitcase up off the floor, obediently fumbled with the clasp… 
 
    Jacob didn’t need to see any more than that. 
 
    With one fluid movement, he jumped up on the pedestal, punched Dan, grabbed his shirtfront and held him close. 
 
    “Listen you… you freak!” He shouted. “This is nuts. No, it’s perverted. I’m taking you to the cops right now, even if I have to kick your ass to…” 
 
    Dan was smiling over Jacob’s shoulder, even as a trickle of blood escaped his nose. A prickle of fear ran up Jacob’s spine. 
 
    “Oh Jacob…” whispered the young cuckolded man, using his boss’s first name for the first time. “Oh Jacob, Jacob… You’re never gonna get the chance to hit me like that again.” 
 
    He laughed. 
 
    “In fact, in a few short minutes, you won’t be able to disobey me ever again.” 
 
    Slowly, Jacob turned, looked over his shoulder. Saw ‘Jen’, looking in fright at the blaster in her hands, pointed right at his back. 
 
    Sorry! He saw the Jen-bot mouth. I can’t stop…! 
 
    She was fighting to let go. To point the gun elsewhere. Jacob could see her muscles tensing, trying to disobey her husband’s orders… 
 
    But it was no good. However Dan had managed to create this doppelganger of his wife, he’d used the same technology they used with their sexbots.  
 
    ‘Jen’ now had to do whatever her owner told her to do. And, apparently, she had to do it even if it meant hurting a human. 
 
    Even if that human is me… Jacob thought, numbly. 
 
    “Good girl,” Dan called. “Now, take aim, and make sure you don’t burn off his head or anything like- yikes!” 
 
    The designer let out a cry as Jacob suddenly planted one foot behind him and pivoted around, swinging them both wildly. The Jen-bot’s gun swung with them, tracking, looking for the shot… 
 
    But it was too slow. Before ‘Jen’ could squeeze off a shot, Jacob was holding Dan out in front of him, using him as a human shield.  
 
    “Nice try,” he growled in his designer’s ear. “But you’d better call her off before she fries you, too.” 
 
    “Hey!” Dan squirmed, trying to get out of Jacob’s grip, “that’s not how you’re supposed to… let go of me!” 
 
    “No thanks,” Jacob smiled, aware he was by far the stronger of the two. “Not until you’re sitting in some cell somewhere.” 
 
    “Damnit!” Squeaked the androgynous boy. Then Jen-bot still had the gun on them, looking for any opening with an expression of misery on its face. Jacob was determined not to give it one. 
 
    Finally, Dan stopped squirming. Sighed.  
 
    “OK, you’ve forced me. I didn’t want to end it like this. But…” 
 
    Suddenly his face split into a terrifying grin. 
 
    “Girls! Come save your master!” 
 
    Girls…? Jacob just had time to think. Who is he…? 
 
    And then he saw them and felt his mind go whirling away in horror. 
 
    Throughout the hanger, the fembots were coming to life. Turning to him, their expressions vacant above their big breasts and outstretched arms. 
 
    Pleasurebots shaped like strippers began walking towards him. Sexbots in school uniforms who looked just the right side of 18 started pulling themselves off benches.  
 
    Unfinished girls with nothing from the waist down suddenly flopped onto the flaw and began dragging their bodies towards their prey, arms outstretched, clawing after Jacob.  
 
    Oh fuck… 
 
    “Help!” Jacob yelled, hoping someone would hear. “HELP!” 
 
    “Nice plan,” Dan snorted in front of him. “Those doors are sealed. No-one’s gonna hear you or come looking for hours. By which time…” 
 
    He laughed. 
 
    “You’ll be my robot slave.” 
 
    Jacob looked in horror at the dozens of fembots coming toward him. On an otherwise-empty table, a cheerleader-bot’s head twisted itself round, stared at him with pretty eyes that were blank and deadly. He looked wildly back at ‘Jen’, still helplessly training her gun on him.  
 
    “This is it,” Dan said in a sing-song voice. “You might as well let her shoot you now. It’ll be so much nicer than…” 
 
    “Shut up!” Growled Jacob, wrapping one arm round the boy’s throat.  
 
    He stepped them both forward, to the edge of the podium.  
 
    “STOP!” He yelled. “Stop or I’ll kill him. I’ll do it!” 
 
    His words made no difference. The vacant-eyed, beautiful women kept right on coming. Getting closer, closer… 
 
    Dan gurgled something in his ear. Jacob sighed and relaxed his grip a fraction. 
 
    “I said,” Dan gasped, still half-choked by Jacob’s broad arm, “they won’t stop. If I die, they’re programed to kill you in the nastiest way possible.” 
 
    “Maybe,” Jacob snarled. “But I can still take you with me.” 
 
    Then he closed his eyes. Tightened his grip. Felt Dan start to struggle as the life was choked out of him. 
 
    So this is how it ends… he thought, killed for an affair… 
 
    He suddenly realized he didn’t know when Dan had killed and replaced his wife. Had his and Jen’s whole time together just been an illusion? After that first blowjob in the lab, had he been fucking a modified pleasurebot that didn’t know it was a fake, all while Dan watched and laughed? 
 
    Oh well, he thought, as Dan went limp, it doesn’t matter now… 
 
    He was so busy trying to kill his colleague that he didn’t notice CANDIE’s raised arm until it came crashing down on his head.  
 
    It was like getting hit with a lead pipe. There was impact, but no pain. Confusion, and then Jacob was suddenly on his knees, blinking stupidly as Dan staggered away. Blinking stupidly down the barrel of the blaster ‘Jen’ was holding, a look of horror in her beautiful eyes. 
 
    I’m sorry, he saw his lover mouth, her arms trembling as she tried to fight her commands. For a second, her wedding ring seemed to glow as a blue light winked round him, just as it had that first night in the lab. 
 
    Then ‘Jen’ pulled the trigger. There was a flash of light, a momentary, all-encompassing pain as Jacob’s skull exploded… 
 
    And then there was nothing but blackness. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Two 
 
    The Girl 
 
    “Wake up, Mr. Billionaire. It’s time to wake up…” 
 
    The low, mocking voice drifted through the blackness behind Jacob’s eyes, taunting him, coiling its tendrils around his dazed mind.  
 
    Wh… where am I? A thought struck him. Am I dead? 
 
    If this was the afterlife, it certainly didn’t feel like it. Jacob was all-too aware of cool air, caressing his naked skin. Of something tickling his back, between his shoulder blades. Of a heavy weight around his chest he wasn’t at all sure he liked. 
 
    “Come on, now. Don’t make me command you…” 
 
    Inside his mind, Jacob whimpered. He really didn’t want to listen to the voice and open his eyes. Really didn’t want to leave the disorientating comfort of the darkness, and remerge in the awful world of light. 
 
    But already, the comfort blanket of his confusion was ebbing away. Already, he could feel the light fabric wrapped around his crotch, the only clothes he was wearing. Feel the little leather straps over his feet; keeping him from falling out his high heels. 
 
    That wasn’t all. There was something else, too. Inside him. In his brain. Something alien. A rush of noises and sensations and ideas, and things he didn’t even know how to categorize… 
 
    No, not a rush. More like a hum. More like the drone of noise when you’re on an airplane, only this droning was made up of numbers and data and reports on things like temperature, and the biometrics of the man standing in front of him, and things his human brain wasn’t remotely equipped to deal with… 
 
    With an internal whimper, Jacob shrank back from that part of his brain in fright. He didn’t like where his thoughts were taking him. 
 
    “OK,” he heard Dan sigh. “You’ve left me no choice.” 
 
    A note of cruel laughter entered his voice. 
 
    “Candie. Open your eyes.” 
 
    Jacob’s eyes flew open.  
 
    He was standing to attention in the lab, the design hanger long gone. Facing the desk where he’d first seduced Jen, where they’d first made their breakthrough… 
 
    Only the Jen now sat in the chair was different. She had a miserable look on her beautiful features. A blaster was clasped limply in one hand. But that wasn’t what made Jacob’s mind go reeling like he was going mad. 
 
    Jen’s ordinary clothes had vanished. In their place was the flimsy, frilly uniform of a French maid.  
 
    “Do you like it?” Dan walked into Jacob’s field of vision, his hands in his pockets, glanced at the robot that looked like his wife. “I always used to have secret fantasies of dressing women up as maids and forcing them to do my bidding.” 
 
    He shrugged. 
 
    “I guess they’re not so secret anymore.” 
 
    Trapped in his standing position, Jacob stared at Jen. At the long, white stockings encasing her legs. At the short, frilly dress she was wearing. At the dainty white cap on her head, and the tightly-pulled corset hiding her huge breasts from view… 
 
    He blinked, feeling like he was going mad. In the time he’d been out, Jen’s tits had gotten bigger, swelling up from a C-cup to what looked like a Double-G. 
 
    Hey, his lover mouthed unhappily at him.  
 
    Hey, Jacob tried to say, but his mouth wouldn’t open. He tried to raise a hand to his throat, but his arm wouldn’t move either.  
 
    Somehow, he’d lost the ability to move.  
 
    Dan leaned back on the table, smiled at him.  
 
    “I guess you’re wondering why you can’t move?” He asked, quietly.  
 
    Jacob tried to nod, then realized how pointless it was, and just stood there in silence, a feeling of terror coursing through his veins.  
 
    What’s he done to me…? 
 
    “It’s just sort of easier that way,” Dan said. “For me. I imagine for you it’s less-pleasant.”  
 
    Jacob’s eyes flicked over to him. To his surprise – and worry – they didn’t move in little jumps, like human eyes do. Instead, they slid across the whole room, like a camera panning. There was a tiny whirr as they refocused on Dan’s face. 
 
    With a start, Jacob realized he could see his enemy’s features in greater detail than he ever had before. Every pore in his face. Every little twitch of his muscles.  
 
    In the back of his mind, the droning suddenly became a roar, filling up with details of Dan’s body temperature, pupil dilation, how engorged his penis was, whether he was aroused or unaroused… 
 
    Jacob drowned out the data-stream with an internal cry. 
 
    What the hell is happening to me?!! 
 
    He had a horrible feeling he already knew the answer.  
 
    “Look at you.” Dan smiled. “I can tell you’re thinking something like, what’s he done to me? Well. I guess it’s only fair I let you find out.” 
 
    He suddenly stood up straight, a smirk on his face, his eyes flashing. 
 
    “Candie. I order you to examine your new body.” 
 
    Candie? Jacob just had enough time to think. What the-? 
 
    And then his neck whirred forward on tiny, invisible gears, he looked down at himself, and his thoughts were swept away on a wave of utter horror. 
 
    No! This can’t be happening… it can’t! 
 
    Gone was his muscular, male body, the one he’d seen every day since he was a child.  
 
    In its place was a female body out of a nightmare.  
 
    Where only that morning, Jacob had had a strong chest with two well-defined pecs, he now had a gigantic pair of boobs that dangled free from his frame, their nipples long pink and pointed at the sky.  
 
    Where he’d once had a strong, triangle-shaped man’s body, he now had a horrible hourglass figure, that swelled out around his too-wide hips and tucked in horribly at his tiny waist.  
 
    And where he’d once had a big, fat cock that dangled between his legs and gave women like Jen endless pleasure, he now had a demure little mound, hidden away inside a pair of lacy pink panties. 
 
    Jacob didn’t need to pull his delicate new panties down to know that mound would be home to two plump little lips, and a tight little hole, all moist and ready to be invaded by cocks. 
 
    That’s my pussy, he thought, giddily, leaning forwards and trying to look past his stupidly-oversized boobs. Oh my God, I have a pussy! 
 
    That wasn’t all he had. 
 
    Gone were his hairy, muscular legs, replaced by two smooth, slender things that led down to a tiny pair of feet encased in tacky silver high heels. 
 
    Gone were his big arms, thick wrists and calloused hands, replaced with fragile little things that looked like a strong man could easily snap them in two, and long, elegant fingers that ended in bubblegum pink nails.  
 
    His shoulders had become narrower, pulled tighter to his body. His Adam’s apple had vanished, leaving a neck that was long and elegant.  
 
    Running his hands over his soft, springy new flesh, Jacob clasped his behind and was mortified to realize it now poked proudly out behind him, so pert and round and peach-like that it simply couldn’t be real! 
 
    “Well?” He heard his lover’s jilted husband murmur. “What does the little whore think?” 
 
    But Jacob was too busy helplessly following Dan’s orders to answer, examining his awful new body with a thoroughness that made him want to scream and close his eyes and never open them again for as long as he lived. 
 
    His dainty new fingers gripped his long blonde hair, holding it before his eyes so he could mentally wail at the perfect bounce and shine it had.  
 
    His hands felt his new face, taking in the smooth, stubble-free cheeks, the soft jawline, the pouty lips, the tiny button nose and cute little ears. 
 
    His long eyelashes fluttered in his vision, synthetically designed to be longer, darker and more seductive than any real woman could possibly hope to achieve.  
 
    He felt his eyebrows, plucked into a fine line that would be the envy of any girl. Touched his sharp new cheekbones. Helplessly clasped his big new titties and screamed. 
 
    But there was no denying it. 
 
    He, Jacob Flex, was a girl now. And not just any girl. 
 
    He was CANDIE. Even without looking in a mirror, he knew that it was true. Dan had – somehow – taken his soul and uploaded into the body of the busty sexbot, trapping him forever as an unthinking sex machine.  
 
    He was now a pleasurebot.  
 
    And he had a horrible feeling he’d soon be forced to give pleasure to as many men as possible… 
 
    “OK, that’s enough now.” In the corner of his vision, Dan held up one hand.  
 
    Immediately, something sparked in Jacob’s new, fembot brain. His pouty little lips snapped shut. The female screams died in his throat. His hands dropped away from his petit new girl-body and he stood to attention, staring straight ahead with a look of stark terror on his beautiful, sculpted face.  
 
    Dan smirked at him. 
 
    “Oh, it does me good, seeing you like this.”  
 
    He pushed himself off from the table and walked over to Jacob’s new body. In the depths of his terror, Jacob still managed to note with a feeling of misery that his old colleague now towered over him. 
 
    Oh God, I must be tiny! How big was Candie without her heels, again? 5”1… 5”0… 4ft something?!! 
 
    All he could remember was that they’d done a ton of focus groups with the men most likely to buy their doll, and nearly all of them had agreed they wanted a cute little girl they could completely dominate. 
 
    A robot girl they could hurt, just as easily as an adult could hurt a child.  
 
    Dan stopped in front of him. He smirked down at poor little Jacob, then reached up and started absentmindedly squeezing his big new boobs. 
 
    The moment Dan touched his tits, Jacob got a rush of information into his pretty little head.  
 
    There was a bolt of raw pleasure, the pleasure Candie and all the other robots had been programmed to feel whenever a man paid any sexual attention to them, a pleasure greater than anything Jacob had ever felt, even while fucking Jen. He felt his eyelids flutter and his pouty new lips dangle open in response. 
 
    But it was more than that. There was pleasure, and then there was… knowledge. His new, robot brain was scanning Dan as fast as it could, checking on the state of his arousal, measuring the blood flow to his cock.  
 
    Trying to quickly compute how to make him as horny as physically possible.  
 
    Dan smiled as he carelessly squeezed Jacob’s heavy breasts, teasing the nipples with his fingertips, kneading the flesh, turning his former boss into putty in his hands.  
 
    “Is Candie enjoying having tits?” He whispered. “Does she like having a great, big pair of boobies for horny men to play with?” 
 
    Jacob’s body desperately wanted to nod its head, or say yes, but his programming wouldn’t allow it.  
 
    Until Dan allowed him to act normal again, there was a digital wall around parts of his brain that meant he simply couldn’t even imagine what it would be like to speak, or move, or do anything Dan hadn’t expressly allowed him to do.  
 
    So instead, he simply stood there, eyelashes fluttering away, feeling his nipples get harder and harder until they almost hurt, and his breasts gently swell up with warmth.  
 
    At the same time, he became aware of a faint moistness in his crotch, as his brand new cunt came to life, already hungry for dick. 
 
    Male master’s arousal levels, a giggly female voice whispered in the recesses of his mind, twenty five percent of maximum. Suggested course of action based on profile: masturbate for him when permission given. Follow this up by sucking his cock for precisely eight minutes, until he is just about to come, and then… 
 
    Jacob desperately tried to ignore the voice, horrified at the thoughts his new, artificial brain was making him think. 
 
    This is Dan! He screamed in furious silence. I don’t want to masturbate for him, or suck his cock, or-or… 
 
    But the words no longer felt convincing. As Dan squashed Jacob’s big tits together, playing with them like they were his to do with as he pleased, Jacob couldn’t help but wish he had the power of movement.  
 
    The power to stand on tiptoes and kiss this hunk of a man. To obey his orders and fulfil his every desire without a single question asked. 
 
    He’s so handsome… he found himself thinking, dreamily. I bet he’s got a big dick that would feel great in my mouth… 
 
    “If the programming has worked,” Dan said, slowly, still kneading Jacob’s springy, synthetic flesh, “you’re now falling head over heels in love with me.” 
 
    He pinched one of Jacob’s nipples, hard. The pain flared like a light in Jacob’s head, then dissolved into a feeling of pure bliss. 
 
    “Don’t try to fight it.” He murmured. “Your mind isn’t strong enough. You yourself know how expertly made these pleasurebot brains are. And Candie’s is the most-perfect of all…” 
 
    Male arousal at thirty percent, the female voice sighed happily in Jacob’s mind, making him feel like he was going mad. Desire for dominance detected. Suggest new course of action: dilate asshole and invite him to anally rape you… 
 
    The worst part was, if Jacob had been capable of moving, he would have done exactly that.  
 
    The pleasure he was feeling was simply too strong. The voice in his head too commanding. His own willpower was slipping away, replaced by whatever sick version of Candie the slutty sexbot Dan had forced him to become.  
 
    “I bet you’re hating this,” Dan whispered, a smile on his face. “Look at you. Big, strong, brilliant Mr. Flex, suddenly finding himself desperate to suck the cock of a lowly designer.” 
 
    He chuckled. 
 
    “Well, you’ll get you wish. Any minute now.” His voice hardened. “But not till I’m done giving you the humiliation you deserve.” 
 
    Accessing humiliation databanks. The female voice breathed. Possible courses of action: piss yourself, forty percent chance of increasing male arousal. Get on all fours and act like a dog, thirty-five percent chance of increasing male arousal. Start crying and tell him you won’t stop until he lets you kiss his dick, thirty-three percent…  
 
    Inside himself, Jacob howled with misery, trying to drown out the awful, awful voice. Trying to silence his awful new desire to debase himself for Dan’s pleasure. 
 
    He hopelessly tried to make eye contact with the French maid who had once been Jen, but even his eyeballs now refused to budge, forcing him to look into Dan’s face with a dazed, lusty expression on his beautiful features. 
 
    God, he’s so fucking hot… thought part of Jacob that may have been him, or may have been Candie. Why did I never notice what a cutie he was… 
 
    A sudden, awful desire to giggle came racing up in him. To bite his lower lip and flutter his eyelashes, then pull Dan down into a passionate kiss, their lips locked together as Jacob’s new body whimpered and moaned and let the man of its dreams know it needed to be fucked… 
 
    “Double-J,” Dan murmured, suddenly pinching Jacob’s tits as hard as he could, making that horrible mixture of pain and pleasure run through Jacob’s poor pleasurebot body again. “The initials of the two people who betrayed me. Good, huh? Thought it would act as a reminder. After I’ve destroyed the two of you.” 
 
    Then, suddenly, his hands dropped away. He turned, stalked back to the table he’d been leaning on, not even trying to hide the obvious boner in his pants, thick and hard and long.  
 
    Analyzing data for appropriate response. Conclusion: breathless lust. Chest rises and falls. 
 
    Against his will, Jacob felt a horny dizziness overcome him. His lips dangled helplessly open. His eyes traced after Dan’s big dick against his will, a hunger in them that must have been almost comical to witness.  
 
    His robot body began to simulate breathing, making his already-big boobs seem to swell up and rise with each ragged breath.  
 
    It was a perfect display of arousal. A kind of ballet of lust, perfectly choreographed to make any man feel like he was at the center of this horny young girl’s universe.  
 
    From the outside, it would’ve made Jacob’s dick go hard as iron. But trapped on the inside, it merely made him feel like screaming until he went completely mad.  
 
    Please! I don’t want to be feeling this for Dan!!! 
 
    “Here’s the deal,” Dan smiled, looking at the two fembots now completely under his control. “You are both now my property. Legally. Emotionally. Everything. You’re programmed to obey my every command, and do everything in your power to make me happy.” 
 
    His smile became a shark-like grin.  
 
    “I can customize both of your bodies, both of your minds. I can change the way you think, the way you act, what your memories are. Got that? You are now mine.” 
 
    Male arousal, whispered Jacob’s giggly female brain, thirty-eight percent of total. Mmmm…. 
 
    It moaned softly inside his mind, playful, seductive. 
 
    Suggested course of action: beg him to fuck you. Right now. 
 
    “So.” Dan finished, coolly. “Let’s have some fun.” 
 
    His eye flicked over to Jacob. 
 
    “Both of you: Body-mind reactivate. Additional order: forget I’m here.” 
 
    Wha-? Jacob just had time to think. 
 
    And then it happened. 
 
    With a gasp, he felt his cybernetic body untense. Felt the ability to move, to speak come flooding back to him.  
 
    He staggered forward, his high heels nearly giving out, his big boobies jiggling with the movement. Across the room, Jen was shaking her head and blinking, looking down at her maid’s uniform with an expression of shock and disgust. 
 
    “Jen!” Jacob squealed. “Jen!” 
 
    His voice came out high-pitched, feminine, squeaky. It sounded trashy, like that of the dumbest bimbo in the world (just like the focus group wanted, Jacob thought unhappily). 
 
    But it also came out feeling wrong. No longer did his voice vibrate in his chest, form itself in his throat. Now it was simply generated by a complex set of tiny speakers that merely sounded human. 
 
    “Jen… Oh, God. What has he done to us?!” 
 
    The French maid raised her damp eyes to tiny, beautiful Jacob. The blaster clattered out of her hand. She shook her head in horror. 
 
    “Jacob…” She whispered. “I’m sorry, I’m so sorry…” 
 
    But Jacob was too busy looking in disgust and horror at his busty new body to hear her. He grasped his new breasts in his hands, miserably felt their impossible weight. Slipped a hand between his legs and clasped at the nothing there with a gentle moan.  
 
    I’m a sexbot! He wailed inside himself. Oh God, I’ve been turned into a sexbot! 
 
    “Where is he?!” He screamed out loud, his squeaky voice almost at the limits of human hearing. “Wait till I get my hands on him!” 
 
    He bunched his dainty little hands into furious fists, then looked down at them and couldn’t decide if he wanted to laugh or cry. Even without Dan’s ability to control his mind, he knew he’d be incapable of doing any damage with them.  
 
    “I-I think he left,” Jen said, getting to her feet and looking around in fright. She came running over to Jacob, threw her arms round his narrow shoulders.   
 
    “Jesus, what the fuck did he do to you?!” She whispered in his ear. 
 
    Jacob felt like crying. Stood up, in high heels, he was now maybe half a foot shorter than Jen, a woman he’d once towered over. 
 
    I feel like her kid sister or something… he thought, unhappily, artificial tears pricking at his robot eyes, how has this happened? 
 
    “We’ve got to get out of here,” Jen was whispering in his ear. 
 
    She pulled back and looked right into his beautiful new face. With a sad expression, she reached up and tenderly stroked one of Jacob’s soft new cheeks with her palm. 
 
    “This is all my fault… if I hadn’t….” Her face began to crumple. “Sorry, seeing you like this, it’s just so… Oh, Jacob. Baby. I lo-” 
 
    And then it happened. 
 
    There was a noise in the room. A vibration that passed through the air, like someone was speaking. Jacob’s new, robot sense picked up the faint change, even though nothing came to his ears; like a voice was speaking without noise.  
 
    FORGET WHO HE IS. It seemed to say. 
 
    But who…? 
 
    Jacob glanced around at the empty lab, suddenly uneasy.  
 
    “Jen…?” He whispered in his girly new voice. “Did you just…?” 
 
    Then he glanced back at his lover, and felt a fresh wave of horror wash over him. 
 
    Jen was looking down at him with a confused expression on her beautiful features. She stared at her hand, as if unable to believe she was touching Jacob’s synthetic new face. She slowly started to back away, as if somehow disgusted by him. 
 
    “Jen…?” He whimpered. 
 
    And then it happened again. That voice that wasn’t a voice. The vibration Jacob’s new body could detect, but his mind couldn’t hear. 
 
    NEW SCENARIO. YOU ARE THE SCIENTIST. SHE’S THE NEW PLEASUREBOT WHO NEEDS TO BE TESTED. 
 
    Jacob’s eyes went wide. 
 
    “Did you…?” 
 
    Then his vision seemed to go funny. The air around Jen shimmered. He blinked his artificial eyelids, and suddenly Jen was dressed in her lab coat, her maid outfit gone, looking down at Jacob with cool, appraising eyes. An iPhone was clasped in one hand, ready to record. 
 
    “Jen? What…?” 
 
    “First test of newest sexbot model Candie,” Jen said into her cell, voice level. “The time is…” 
 
    She checked a watch that had suddenly appeared on her wrist. 
 
    “11:32am, and I’m already dying for lunch.” 
 
    Trapped in his petit new body, Jacob simply stared at Jen, wondering what the hell had happened. The edges of her lab coat seemed to ripple slightly. For the briefest moment, he thought he saw the telltale frills of a French maid’s outfit… 
 
    …and then he was just looking at Jen as she’d looked ten days ago, the night he seduced her. A beautiful scientist, trying to do her job professionally.  
 
    It’s like someone’s changing reality… Jacob thought with a shiver, but who? The lab is empty, it’s just us… 
 
    “Tester. Your humble servant. Me.” Jen sighed, rubbing the back of her neck. “Right, let’s get this show on the road…” 
 
    She turned and started walking back across the lab, as if to get something. As she approached the desk, she momentarily looked confused, hesitated, then side-stepped around an empty patch of floor, as if there was someone invisible standing there.  
 
    Not that Jacob really noticed any of this. 
 
    “Jen!” He said, running after her, trying to ignore the way his big new boobs bounced with each step, and the awful way his hips rolled, causing his pert ass to curve seductively. “What’s gotten into you? It’s me in here, remember? It’s Ja-!” 
 
    “Command override,” Jen said, lazily. “Voice activated only for arousal and answering questions.” 
 
    “That’s not gonna work on me!” Jacob snapped. “Jen! We need to remember! We’re both robots; Dan he-!” 
 
    The vibration rippled across the room again. 
 
    SHUT UP, WHORE. (Jacob’s pretty little mouth snapped shut. His innocent blue eyes went wide in fright.) YOUR SCENARIO IS YOU MUST OBEY THE SCIENTIST. YOU ARE ORDERED TO PLAY ALONG. 
 
    Jacob blinked, his long eyelashes fluttering. He shook his head, his seductive blonde curls bouncing off his naked shoulders. Frowned. He could’ve sworn he just heard someone talking, someone giving him orders, someone… 
 
    And then he remembered Jen had overridden his voice circuit and came crashing back to reality. 
 
    “Right,” Jen was saying, sitting down, picking up a clipboard and pen. “First things first. Why don’t you tell me your name?” 
 
    “Jen! It’s me, Jacob! How could you forget what Dan did to us?!” 
 
    At least, that was what Jacob meant to say. What actually came out his pouty lips sounded very different. 
 
    “Candie, ma’am,” he heard himself say in his breathless girl-voice. “I’m a sexbot.” 
 
    A giggle. A flirty wink which Jacob was powerless to stop. 
 
    “I live to give you pleasure.” 
 
    Before him, Jen made a silent note on her clipboard, looking every bit the hot scientist. Even trapped in his horrible new body, his mind filled with numb panic, Jacob still had time to notice how heart-stoppingly beautiful his lover was. 
 
    “OK, Candie. Doll. Could you…” Jen stared at him, seemed to think. “Could you tell me what you like doing?” 
 
    “I like whatever you want me to like.” The words were out before Jacob could even pretend to fight them. “I’m programed to please all genders and cater to all fetishes.” 
 
    To his dismay, he felt his body suddenly spin round, bend forward, look over its naked shoulder at Jen and giggle. 
 
    “See anything you like?” His lips moved without any input from his brain at all. 
 
    Over at the desk, Jen smiled slightly. It was the first time Jacob had seen her happy since learning she’d been turned into a fembot.  
 
    Not that she remembers that particular revelation anymore… 
 
    “Not bad, Candie. You’ve certainly got a good body.” 
 
    Jacob felt a dazzling smile split his face. He briefly closed his eyes in bliss and sighed. In astonishment, he realized that one off the cuff compliment from Jen had made him feel happier than he had in years. 
 
    It’s because she’s your master – well, mistress – right now… Candie’s programing is making you act like she’s the entire world… 
 
    But was that right? Was Jen really his mistress? Wasn’t there someone else he was under the control of? Someone else he was doing all this for, purely because they wanted him to… 
 
    “In fact, that’s an excellent bod.” Jen’s eyes briefly flickered down to Jacob’s big new ass, lingered there slightly too long. 
 
    Jacob felt a little jolt inside himself. He hadn’t realized Jen sometimes swung that way. 
 
    “Now then, Candie…” Jen murmured, gently loosening her white lab coat, not taking her eyes off Jacob’s new body. “Why don’t you show me what you’ve got?” 
 
    We don’t have time for this! Jacob wanted to scream. We need to get out of here before Dan comes back! 
 
    But, of course, he was helpless to say such a thing. Unable to convince Jen it was him trapped inside this gorgeous, slutty body.  
 
    Instead, he felt gears whirr in his back as he bent down low, placed his tiny hands round his dainty little ankles. Felt his ass get higher and higher in the air as his body gracefully curved.  
 
    He peered round the side of his slender, bronzed legs at Jen, one ringlet of blonde hair falling seductively across his soft face. He felt his eyes drop to half-lidded. 
 
    Female mistress’s arousal, he heard Candie’s voice purr in his brain, twenty two percent of maximum. Suggested course of action: slow seduction. Tease out hidden lesbianism. 
 
    “Where would you like me to start?” He heard himself murmur out loud. 
 
    Sat in her chair, Jen simply smiled. But deep in Jacob’s new, robotic mind, he felt a rush of data from her body.  
 
    He could sense the blood flow increasing to his lover’s genitals. Detect the heat coming off her breasts. Almost smell the faint tang of pussy, as Jen slowly, helplessly began to get wet. 
 
    “Y’know…” Jen’s voice was soft, playfully hesitant. She glanced around, as if to make sure no-one was watching, then looked back at Jacob with a faint smile. “I’ve always wanted to have another girl dance for me.” 
 
    Jacob gave a light little laugh. 
 
    “Your wish,” he whispered in Candie’s voice. “Is my command.” 
 
    Then he felt himself let go of his ankles, slowly straighten up, like he was unfurling his gorgeous, curved body. Turned to face Jen. Threw up one hip, placed his hand on it, letting the other arm come up, its long nail resting on his lips. He let out a soft giggle. 
 
    “Let’s have some music.” 
 
    He felt his cybernetic brain connect up to the wi-fi. Felt it access the speakers in the lab. A soft, seductive tune came on, hypnotic, lustful. 
 
    And then he began to dance. 
 
    He danced sensuously, letting his hands run over his body, caressing his tits, his flat stomach, his round hips.  
 
    He threw his ass out, curved his body back in, his pink lips dangling open, his half-closed eyes looking at Jen as he threw his head back, his face unmistakably filled with desire. 
 
    He ran his hands through his long, shimmering hair. Sank down onto his haunches, so his pussy was almost brushing against the floor. Let out a soft moan. 
 
    As a man, he’d never been particularly good at dancing, preferring instead to seduce women in a quiet bar somewhere over a cocktail, or else here, in the lab, where he felt most at home. 
 
    As a girl though… as a fembot, he was designed to be incredible at dancing. The way his body moved, his sense of rhythm, his power to tease with the slightest movements.  
 
    As horrible as it was to admit, for the first time in his life, Jacob felt sexy.  
 
    He wasn’t the only one to think so. 
 
    Mistress’s arousal approaching forty percent, the female side of his brain whispered, evidently thrilled. Suggest approaching… 
 
    With a faint moan, Jacob unfurled himself into a standing position. He walked over to Jen, wiggling his hips in time with the music, watching his new body move from the inside with a dazed sense of horror. 
 
    This was awful, moving like this, being in this body. It was horrible. Wrong! 
 
    Yet he had no way to fight it. No method by which he could even seriously consider disobeying Jen’s orders.  
 
    …So why fight it? The female voice whispered. 
 
    He stopped before his female lover. Curved forward so his large breasts dangled inches from her face. Jen looked up at him with eyes that were shining with lust. She swallowed gently. Jacob’s cybernetic mind could tell her lips were dry from watching him. 
 
    God, this is so perfect… He couldn’t tell if the thought had come from his male or female side, and he no longer cared. 
 
    Every increasing sign of Jen’s arousal fed into his own horniness. As her pussy got wetter, so did Jacob’s, his artificial body creating juices that made his panties all damp and sticky. 
 
    As her breasts almost imperceptibly swelled with pleasure, his boobies began to faintly swell too, their surface becoming hot, their nipples getting longer and harder. 
 
    And as Jen’s mind became fogged with pleasure, Jacob felt a veil fall over his mind too, until he wasn’t sure if he was dancing because he’d been ordered to, or because this was what he’d always dreamed of doing for as long as he’d lived. 
 
    It was a classic pleasurebot interface, designed to keep a customer and their model perfectly in sync with each other’s arousal.  
 
    And, experienced from the inside, it was hot as hell. 
 
    “Fuck, Candie…” Jen whispered, reaching up, letting her hand with its wedding band on run through Jacob’s long, blonde hair. “Jesus, you’re good…” 
 
    “I’m programed to serve, mistress,” Jacob said, no longer sure if he was talking or his new programing, and no longer really caring. “Would you like me to arouse you further?” 
 
    Without waiting for an answer, he reached out. Gently slid Jen’s lab coat over her shoulders, exposing her body to the cool air of the lab. His lover looked at him with a lost, dazed expression. 
 
    “Just give me an order,” Jacob placed his slender arms around Jen’s neck, looked deep into her dark eyes. “Please, mistress…” 
 
    Inside his mind, Jacob was aware that this should be humiliating. He was seducing Jen, in the same place he’d seduced her only ten days before, only he was no longer a man.  
 
    He was a girl. A girl with big boobies and a wet and sloppy pussy. A girl who was puffy, wide and wet where her male-self had once been long and hard and strong. Worse, Jen didn’t even remember who he was; she thought he was just some mindless new sexbot! 
 
    But Jacob was feeling way too aroused to think about any of that now. 
 
    “Mistress…” he heard himself whine, “please give your horny little slut an order. Oh, please. Tell me what to do…” 
 
    He leaned forward as he moaned, until his soft lips were almost touching Jen’s. He so badly wanted to kiss her, but his mistress hadn’t yet indicated she wished to be touched, and his programing forbid him from making the first move. 
 
    Jen looked at him like a girl in a dream. Even without the constant influx of data, Jacob would’ve known she was getting aroused. 
 
    For a moment, he felt confused. In his rush of data, he could swear he’d detected another presence in the room. A male presence. One that was starting to tug at its cock as the lesbian tableau before it made it harder and harder… 
 
    Then Jen smiled and he snapped back to the here and now. A smile that was part seductive, and part like a kid in a candy store, told she can have anything she wants.   
 
    “Maybe I do have an order for you, Candie.” Jen purred.  
 
    She reached out, gently took hold of his boobies, gave them a hard little squeeze that immediately made Jacob’s eyelids flutter and an involuntary moan escape his throat.  
 
    Mistress’s arousal passing fifty percent, get ready to initiate path to orgasm… 
 
    Jen leaned forward. Her lips brushed against one of Jacob’s tiny ears, causing his new body to shiver. 
 
    “Get down on your knees…” Jen murmured, a note of steel in her voice. “And lick that pussy.” 
 
    What?! Jacob jumped in his mind. No, I hate doing that! 
 
    The whole time he’d been male, he’d refused to go down on women. It was too messy, too… yucky. Even for someone like Jen, it was such a disgusting thought, that there was no way- 
 
    Then he heard himself give a light, tinkling laugh. He leaned his forehead against his mistress’s, sighed with happiness.  
 
    “At once, my mistress,” he breathed. 
 
    And then Jacob was lowering himself. Lowering himself down Jen’s body. Letting his nipples graze her slender legs, his lips brushing over her cleavage.  
 
    He lowered himself further still, curving his body until he was crouching before Jen, his pantie-clad pussy almost touching the floor.  
 
    He watched as Jen opened her legs, a dazed, cruel smile on her perfect features. Felt himself lean forward, delicately sniff at her crotch. Data whizzed inside his head, measuring wetness, the composition of Jen’s juices, the time left until her orgasm. 
 
    In disgust, Jacob tried to pull back. To break his program, to shout at Jen that it was him trapped in here, and he no way wanted to eat pussy! 
 
    His will crumbled in less than a millisecond. He daintily threaded one long finger through the lace of Jen’s panties, expertly slipped them to one side.  
 
    He looked greedily at the line between his lover’s legs. At the moist lips guarding a tender hole. He leaned back, smiled helplessly up at his mistress. 
 
    “Now.” Jen whispered. “Eat that pussy.” 
 
    A light flashed in her eyes. She grinned. 
 
    “Bitch.” 
 
    It was all Jacob’s body needed to hear.  
 
    With a blissful smile on his cute, 18-year old face, he bent forward, until his tiny button nose rested against Jen’s pubic thatch. Tenderly kissed her pussy, once, twice. 
 
    Then he parted his lips, slipped out his tongue, and started eating Jen’s dripping wet cunt. 
 
    The effect was immediate. Intense. Above him, he heard Jen gasp out loud. Her hips twitched, she grasped the arm of the chair, desperate to stop herself from falling out. A rush of data filled Jacob’s mind, making him dizzy. 
 
    And then he was licking, licking away like his slutty little life depended on it.  
 
    He ran his tongue expertly up and down Jen’s slit, flicked it across her clit, teasing her, sucking at her lips. 
 
    Jen’s juices dribbled down his chin, cascaded into his mouth. Mingled with his saliva and trickled down his throat. His robotic body analyzed them in microseconds, translated the information into senses, flooding Jacob’s body with overwhelming sensations of taste, of smell, of desire. 
 
    Trapped inside Candie’s mind, Jacob felt himself go weak, like he was about to faint. The taste of Jen was incredible! Her juices were like nectar; the sensation of having her pussy softly grinding against his face the most arousing thing he’d ever experienced. 
 
    It took him a moment to realize that this wasn’t what eating pussy was usually like. This was his programing kicking in again.  
 
    He was currently enslaved to Jen, she was his mistress.  
 
    And if his mistress enjoyed having her pussy eaten, then his fembot body would ensure he enjoyed it as much as she wanted him to.  
 
    Somewhere high above him, Jen let out a loud moan. Without looking, Jacob could tell she’d be biting her lower lip, her eyes creased closed, just as she always did when they were fucking.  
 
    With a little smile to himself, he pulled back, teased at the edges of her hole with his tongue, then sent it lancing deep inside her, swirling around the entrance to her womb, making his lover gasp out loud and babble incoherently.  
 
    She squeezed her legs tight against his pretty little head, as if trying to suffocate him on her pussy, and Jacob responded by taking the tiny nub of her clit between his teeth and gently sucking on it, his mind threatening to explode with bliss. 
 
    For the first time in his life, Jacob was playing the part of the female. The slave. The one who gave rather than taking, the one who licked and sucked and existed only to pleasure her dominating lover. 
 
    And, to his surprise, he was loving it! 
 
    Jen’s hips were gently bucking away now, grinding Jacob’s pretty, synthetic face into her pussy. Jacob ran his tongue all the way up her slit, drinking in her juices, his mind whirling. 
 
    I wish I could see this… he thought, dazedly, we must look so fucking hot… 
 
    Then a thought struck him. As he continued lapping away at Jen’s cunt, a part of him tapped into the wi-fi again. To his amazement, he was able to access the lab’s security cameras.  
 
    He hesitated for a second. Did he really want to see himself as Candie? 
 
    Then Jen let out a squeal, his robot brain told him she was rushing towards the brink of orgasm, and, with a thought of fuck it, Jacob activated the camera.  
 
    Immediately, another image appeared in his fembot vision, overlaying the sight of Jen’s glorious pussy, pressed against his lips. 
 
    He saw the two of them from a high angle, as if he was a fly on the wall, looking down on this lesbian tryst.  
 
    Jen was lying half out her chair, her back arched, her face screwed up as screams tore from her throat. Between her legs, a tiny blonde bimbo with enormous dangling tits was munching away, eating her pussy with a single-minded determination that would’ve been almost funny, if it hadn’t been so arousing.  
 
    That’s me! Jacob thought in wonder. That gorgeous girl, licking away… that’s me! 
 
    Even as he sent his tongue swirling deep into Jen’s hole, he continued to watch the image on the camera; admiring the way the girl’s ass curved. Admiring her supernaturally-tight waist. Her supermodel hair. 
 
    Admiring the way Jen was now looking down at her, an expression of helpless lust on her sculpted features, like a woman experiencing pleasure she’s never known before.  
 
    “Oh, Candie…” he heard his mistress gasp. “Oh Candie… oh fuck!” 
 
    For a moment, Jacob felt a pang of jealousy for the girl on the security camera. For the girl he was now trapped as.  
 
    It didn’t feel right, that Jen should get more pleasure from his female body than she ever had from his male one.  
 
    But what could he do? He was powerless to stop licking Jen’s pussy. His willpower was so weak in the face of Candie’s cybernetic brain that he wouldn’t even be able to make himself hesitate for a millisecond.  
 
    Better to just keep on eating. Keep on drinking Jen’s delicious juices. Keep on… 
 
    And then he saw it. On the camera. Standing right beside the two writhing girls. A male figure, its dick in its hand. Watching the two women fuck, its face for some reason blurred in Jacob’s mind. Standing where he knew there was no-one standing. 
 
    The hairs on the back of Jacob’s neck rose up. For a split-second, he felt a tingling that was nothing to do with his arousal… 
 
    Mistress’s arousal has reached maximum! Candie suddenly gasped in his brain. Initiate orgasm NOW! 
 
    And Jacob was back in the moment, flicking his tongue across Jen’s hole, burying his cute little nose in her pubic bush, lapping, drinking… 
 
    There was a loud cry from above him. Jen’s body shuddered. He heard his mistress scream, and then juices were cascading over Jacob’s face, squirting into his artificial mouth as he happily swallowed everything she gave him. 
 
    That’s right, he thought, dimly, I’d forgotten Jen was a squirter… 
 
    He carried on lapping away, furiously at first, and then gentler… gently… softly, as Jen slowly came back down from her earth-shattering orgasm.  
 
    His mind tracked it. Feeling it peak, then ebb, then fade, then finally reduce to a pleasant nothing inside Jen’s body; a hint of pleasure humming away in the background.  
 
    Jacob stopped licking. Slowly withdrew his tongue from Jen’s pussy. He sat back on his haunches and smiled up at his mistress, who looked down at him with a goofy grin on her beautiful face. 
 
    “That…” breathed Jen, “was incredible.” 
 
    Despite himself, despite the horror of his situation, despite the fact that Jen had no idea it was him in this busty, porn-star body, Jacob smiled to himself. He felt proud that he’d given this beautiful woman the best orgasm of her life.  
 
    “Thank you, mistress,” his body said, outwardly, a servile look on its beautiful fembot features, “I live to serve.” 
 
    “Well, Candie,” Jen sighed, “you sure do a damn good job of it.” 
 
    YES. A DAMN GOOD JOB. 
 
    Jacob blinked, looked around the seemingly empty lab. His eyes focused on the spot where he’d seen the figure on the camera. He looked wildly back to Jen, who seemed faintly confused.  
 
    “Mistress, did you…?” 
 
    THAT’S ENOUGH OF THAT. The voice that wasn’t a voice seemed loaded with amusement. LET’S MOVE ONTO THE NEXT STAGE. NOW, BITCHES… 
 
    REMEMBER. 
 
    That was all it took. 
 
    With a cry, Jacob fell onto his back as Dan suddenly appeared before him, where he’d always been standing, somehow invisible to the two girls’ eyes, his big cock clasped in his hands, a nasty grin on his face.  
 
    Jacob scrabbled backwards on the floor, and threw a terrified look at Jen, who was suddenly looking down at the French maid’s outfit her body was encased in, whimpering in terror.  
 
    Of course… how could I forget?! 
 
    Jen was dead. The Jen he’d just licked out was a fembot, like him. Dan had turned them both into pleasurebots, then made them forget his existence while he forced them to degrade themselves for his pleasure.  
 
    Jacob’s innocent blue eyes went wide as the memory came flooding back. He looked wildly at Dan, and moaned in horror as he felt his eyes fix on his love-rival’s dick and a thrill pass through his robot body. 
 
    Mission a success, Candie sighed happily in his brain, our male master is now at sixty percent arousal… 
 
    There was another sigh, one that seemed to fill his body with warmth. 
 
    Isn’t he so hunky? 
 
    Dan smiled down at the distress on Jacob’s pretty face. He lazily pointed at Jen with his free hand. 
 
    “I free you from her commands,” he said.  
 
    Suddenly, his expression grew dark. Almost gleefully evil. 
 
    “In fact,” he laughed, “I don’t think we’re done here yet. Candie. I free you from any attraction you’ve ever felt towards this ugly whore.” 
 
    “Wait!” Jacob had time to yell, turning towards Jen’s shocked expression… 
 
    And then there was a feeling in his mind, like a curtain being pulled down, and he found himself looking at this stupid French maid fembot with a mixture of contempt and disgust. 
 
    Ugh. God. Just look at her, he thought with a sneer. What sort of trash is that…? 
 
    Jen was looking at him, fear on her face, like she could read the disgust Jacob felt for her. 
 
    Good. She deserves to feel bad. Eww! She’s so fucking ugly! I can’t believe I just licked her out… 
 
    “J-Jacob?” Jen whimpered. “H-honey… what did Dan…?” 
 
    “Master?” Jacob said out loud, cutting his ex-lover off. “Why do you keep such a pig-faced piece of trash around?” 
 
    The naked, wounded look that shot through Jen’s eyes was enough to make him feel savagely pleased. He turned to Dan.  
 
    “Look at her, master!” He exclaimed, in Candie’s shrill voice. “She’s hideous! She’s a fucking ugly dog of a dyke, she’s a…” 
 
    His voice was drowned out by Jen’s scream and Dan’s simultaneous laugh. The designer turned a nasty grin on Jen. 
 
    “You see, bitch? You see how strong your ‘love’ really was? One command from me, and lover boy finds you as repulsive as I do.” 
 
    He glanced back at Jacob. 
 
    “That’s why I killed her, Jacob. She told me she loved you. What do you think of that?” 
 
    “Urgh!” Jacob felt his body shudder. He clasped his hands across his torso to stop himself shivering, squashing his big boobies in.  
 
    “That’s gross. Imagine a skank like that,” he spat, “being in love with me!” 
 
    Jen’s face had gone white. She glared up at Dan. 
 
    “You bastard.” She snarled. “You insecure little…” 
 
    “Think that’s bad?” Dan asked, innocently. “Watch this.” 
 
    He turned back to Jacob, who was pushing himself backwards from Jen, a look of wild disgust on his feminine features.  
 
    “Candie.” His master said. “I order you to delete all memories of your affair with Jen from your memory banks. Any feelings you ever had for her, any pleasant memories, I want them all gone.”  
 
    His lip curled into a snarl. 
 
    “Permanently.”  
 
    “Thank God!” Jacob snapped as Jen’s eyes went wide in fear. “The sooner I get this cunt out my mind, the better.” 
 
    His squeaky voice rose even-higher in pitch, taking on a smug tone as he smirked at Jen. 
 
    “Deleting in five… four… three…” 
 
    Jen turned to Dan. For a second, it looked like she was going to scream at him again. Then she swallowed, forced up a smile, sank off the chair onto her knees and clasped her hands together in a begging pose. 
 
    “Please.” She whispered, blinking back tears while she tried to keep smiling. “Please, master. Spare her memories.” 
 
    “…two… one…” 
 
    Dan smirked down at Jen’s heaving cleavage, at the big new breasts he’d forced her to have. Jacob followed his eyeline and shuddered with nausea. 
 
    How could anyone find a hideous piece of trash like that attractive? 
 
    “…Zero. Memories dele-”  
 
    “Hold it.” Dan held up one hand. In his head, Jacob felt like he was suddenly holding onto something big and heavy by the tips of his fingers.  
 
    For a long time, Dan simply smiled down at his beautiful, helpless wife. Slowly, he crouched down, bringing himself to her level.  
 
    “Even now…” he murmured, reaching up and gently fondling Jen’s tits, who flinched but didn’t stop smiling, “even now, you still care about what that big-titted bimbo thinks of you.” 
 
    He shot Jacob a sneer. His former boss reacted by fluttering his eyelashes and smiling at his new master. 
 
    “You want him to remember your betrayal, even though you know it hurts me.”  
 
    A tear leaked out of one of Jen’s eyes, ran down her cheek, pattered onto her big new cleavage. She didn’t seem to notice. 
 
    “Please, Dan,” she whispered. “I… I know I’ve been bad. I…” 
 
    She grit her teeth. 
 
    “I know I deserve this. But please.” She bowed her head, her voice barely audible. “Just let us keep our memories.” 
 
    There was a silence as Dan studied the pathetic maid completely under his control. He seemed to be considering something.  
 
    “Retrieve your memories from the recycle bin,” he snapped, turning to Jacob. “You may restore your feelings for this treacherous slut, too.” 
 
    The moment he’d finished speaking, Jacob felt something twitch in his mind… 
 
    …and suddenly he was clutching his head, his eyes wide, his mouth gaping open, gasping in sheer horror.  
 
    What did I just say to Jen?! He thought, wildly, oh God, what did he make me say…? 
 
    The thought that he’d come within a fraction of a second of losing his image of Jen forever was so big it almost blocked out all other thought. He wanted to weep, wanted to scream, wanted to take the blaster by the chair, jam it under his chin and blast his stupid electronic brain to pieces. 
 
    Neither Dan nor Jen paid his whimpering any mind. They were too busy looking into one another’s eyes, Jen with helpless, miserable gratitude, Dan with a kind of cold amusement. 
 
    “Thank you,” whispered Jen. 
 
    “It’s not for you,” Dan smiled. “Don’t think for a second it’s for you. I just realized how fun it would be to make you do this stuff while you’re both still you.” 
 
    A look of fear flitted across Jen’s supermodel face. She quickly squashed it down, forced up another smile. 
 
    “S-stuff? Dan, what are you…?” 
 
    “You’ll find out soon enough,” their tormentor replied, cheerfully. “But first…” 
 
    He stood back up, glanced from the semi-naked Candie to the begging maidbot with a look of utter contempt.  
 
    “On your feet, both of you. Now!” 
 
    At his words, both Jacob and Jen’s bodies jerked to life, leaping up onto their feet. They moved so quickly that Jacob nearly overbalanced on his high heels and went sprawling.  
 
    “Right,” Dan clapped his hands. “Time for the second part of your punishments.” 
 
    An evil glint came into his eye. 
 
    “After a little change, of course…” 
 
    The two beautiful pleasurebots stole sidelong glances at one another, their faces lined with identical worry. 
 
    Whatever their wonderful master was planning, it didn’t sound good.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Three 
 
    The Fembot 
 
    Candie’s big tits squashed against Jacob’s face, almost smothering him. Her slender arms wrapped round the back of his head, one hand idly stroking his long, blonde locks as they made their way across the lab.  
 
    They passed Dan, who smirked down at Jacob, briefly visible over Candie’s naked shoulder. 
 
    “Welcome to the finale, Jacob,” the designer winked, “I hope you enjoy it.” 
 
    I doubt that, Jacob thought, bitterly.  
 
    But he was clever enough not to say anything. Instead, he kept silent as Candie walked, ignoring the way one of her nipples kept threatening to poke him in the eye.  
 
    At last, they reached the desk Jen had sat at the night he seduced her. Candie put him down – not as gently as he would’ve liked – and stepped back, her hands dangling uselessly at her sides. 
 
    There was a sniffle from beside him. With an effort, Jacob twisted what was left of his neck muscles and looked round.  
 
    About eight inches away from him, Jen’s head sat upright on the desk, disconnected from her cybernetic body like he had been from his. There was a look of utter misery on her face, her eyes were damp with tears. 
 
    “Hey,” Jacob whispered unhappily. 
 
    Jen’s eyes flicked over to him. She forced up a smile. 
 
    “Hey,” she said back.  
 
    “Enough jawing,” Dan stepped up to the desk, standing between the two fembots’ headless bodies. He clapped them both on the shoulders. 
 
    “Let’s get this show on the road.” 
 
    At his words, Jen let out a sob. Jacob heard a female whimper escape his lips. He stared at Candie’s headless body, at the body he’d been attached to only seconds ago, and felt himself getting dizzy. 
 
    It was bad enough, thinking those plastic tits and that stupid waist were mine… he thought. Now I haven’t even got that… 
 
    A feeling of nervousness rose up in what was left of him. He didn’t even want to think of all the sick things Dan might do with two disembodied heads. 
 
    Apparently, neither did Dan. He smiled down at the two helpless women, clearly enjoying himself. 
 
    “Don’t worry, Jacob, my darling wife. This is just a temporary bit of unpleasantness, before we get to the main attraction. More on that in a moment. For now…” 
 
    He looked at each of the two fembot bodies; Jen’s dressed in its slutty French maid outfit, a white lab coat now thrown over its shoulders, Candie’s naked expect for her flimsy pair of pink panties.  
 
    “You two.” He ordered. “Swap heads.” 
 
    It was like being in an awful dream. 
 
    The two headless sexbots turned to the desk, reached out across one another, and picked up their opposite’s head.  
 
    Jen’s elegant fingers clasped Jacob’s cheeks, lifted him up. From the corner of his eye, he saw Candie grab Jen by the hair and haul her into the sky. He closed his eyes. 
 
    “And attach.” 
 
    For a moment, Jacob felt like he was floating. Floating in a darkness that had numbed his body, leaving on his skull untouched. 
 
    Then he was dropping through the air, his neck connecting with something solid. He kept his eyes closed. The dark world seemed to twist, there was a whirr of gears, a hiss as things connected… 
 
    …and then life returned to his body, and he was suddenly aware he was standing, with his eyes shut, hands clasped against his cheeks, his long, blonde hair tickling his fingers.  
 
    He stayed like that for as long as he dared, feeling his new synthetic body wire up to his cybernetic brain. Getting used to the strange new form he found himself in: a form with less weight on its chest, with different dimensions, with its own quirks and odd little bits, unique among bodies in the universe. 
 
    “Right. Both of you. Open your eyes.” 
 
    Jacob didn’t even bother trying to put up token resistance. He opened his eyes. Candie’s long eyelashes still fluttered on the edges of his vision, he could still see her curled blonde hair out the corner of his eyes. 
 
    But he knew everything else would be very different. 
 
    “And examine your bodies.” 
 
    With a nightmarish feeling of déjà vu, Jacob bent his head forwards again. Looked down at his new female body for the first time. 
 
    Only now, where he’d once gaped in horror at his big, Double-J breasts, he now found himself looking numbly at Jen’s modified cleavage, straining at his white lab coat.  
 
    After a few hours in Candie’s monstrously endowed body, it was something of a relief to see tits that looked human-proportioned growing from his chest. 
 
    Well, that’s the new boobs. As for the rest of it… 
 
    He held his new hands out before him. Blinked at the familiar, slender fingers, with their expertly-polished nails. He could remember slipping one of these fingers inside his mouth once, as he expertly worked Jen’s clit with his hand. Seeing them now attached to his own hands was extremely weird. 
 
    Jen’s wedding ring glinted on her fourth finger, momentarily catching his eye. 
 
    Ah, the source of all our trouble… 
 
    With no new orders from Dan, Jacob kept on exploring his new body – Jen’s body – aware its rightful owner was similarly exploring Candie’s right beside him. 
 
    He ran his hands down its sides, taking in the curve of Jen’s hips, hips he’d once held in strong fingers while he roughly fucked her from behind. 
 
    He looked in wonder at his long, slender legs – longer than Candie’s – that he’d so often lusted after as they passed him in a corridor. The white maid’s stockings they were now encased in made them look slimmer and sexier than ever. 
 
    Finally, he ran one hand beneath his lab coat, below his naval, under the bunched up petticoats and inside the tiny satin panties he was wearing, and clasped Jen’s pussy. 
 
    For a split-second, he wondered why it was faintly sore, in a warm, pleasant way, and then he remembered. 
 
    He’d finished eating Jen out only minutes ago. And now Jen’s well-licked pussy was hidden away between his legs. 
 
    So this is what it feels like to be Jen... he thought, well, almost… 
 
    It was a weird feeling, being in the body of the woman who had loved him. The woman he’d seduced and fallen for; the woman he’d fucked so many times he’d lost count. 
 
    I can’t believe I was plotting to break up with her. I’m such an asshole. Maybe I even deserve this… 
 
    Jacob shied away from that one. No, there was no way anyone deserved what Dan had done to them. 
 
    His overview of Jen’s body done, Jacob turned to his lover. From the top of Candie’s nearly-naked stripper’s body, Jen’s face smiled wanly back at him. Jacob was surprised to see the skin tones around her neck had deliberately blended, to make the transition between Jen and Candie less jarring.  
 
    “How you feeling?” He whispered, in Candie’s squeaky voice. 
 
    “Like I’m going mad,” Jen smiled weakly. 
 
    She looked down at her new body, experimentally wiggled her torso, then groaned as Candie’s Double-J breasts jiggled around.  
 
    “For fuck’s sakes… how do you live with these things?” 
 
    Jacob shrugged Jen’s slender shoulders.  
 
    “You get used to them,” he lied.  
 
    “OK, chicks. Enough chitchat.” Dan stepped up to the two girls, smiling. “You two had plenty of time to talk when you were fucking behind my back. Now it’s my turn to be the center of attention.” 
 
    A scowl briefly flashed across Jen’s face. She looked like she wanted to thump her husband, right on the nose… 
 
    But then she hid her emotions away behind a big, fake smile again and gave him a little curtsey.  
 
    “Yes, master,” she said, humbly, bowing her head. “Whatever you wish.” 
 
    Dan looked at her in amusement. He turned to Jacob. 
 
    “Well?” 
 
    Oh, shit! 
 
    With a feeling like he was trapped in a dream, Jacob let his legs bend, grasped the hem of his maid’s petticoats, and executed a perfect curtsey for his former designer. 
 
    That fucking asshole bastard! Inside his brain, he raged at the ongoing humiliations he was being forced to suffer. Who does he think he is…? 
 
    Under that, though, his Candie voice continued to burble away, all smiles and love for her master. 
 
    He’s our owner, that’s who he is! She squeaked, happily, and we live to make him happy! 
 
    Jacob scowled to himself. If he ever got out of this (which didn’t seem likely) he was gonna reprogram the sexbots to be less utterly slavish.  
 
    “We’re gonna play a little roleplay, now. I call it,” Dan grinned, “how that night should have gone.”  
 
    He smiled at Jacob.  
 
    “Candie, you’ll be playing the role of my whore of a wife, who is working late on an AI project and thinks she’s cracked it.” 
 
    He broke off to chuckle. 
 
    “Not that she has, you understand. I wrote that tiny bit of code to encourage her. It was meant to be a little ego-boost until she managed to develop real AI; instead it sent her running into the arms of some billionaire asshole.” 
 
    He scowled, then brightened again. 
 
    “Course, it also helped me plan my revenge. So that’s something…” 
 
    Jacob was barely listening. 
 
    “It wasn’t real?!” He yelped. “Then… then…” 
 
    He looked down in horror at Jen’s body, a lock of Candie’s long, blonde hair tumbling across his vision as he did so. 
 
    Then it was all a waste… he wanted to say. Then the only reason I’m trapped like this is because of a… a mistake… 
 
    He felt like laughing. Felt crying. Screaming. Dan winked at him again. 
 
    “That’s right, Jacob Flex. Oh you stupid asshole, if you’d checked the code properly, instead of spending the last ten days jumping my wife…” 
 
    “But whatever,” he waved his hand irritably. “Let’s just get on with this. So, you’re my wife. You, Jen, are the slutty sexbot we’ve been working on, and I’m Dan, the big-dicked hero of this story.” 
 
    His eyes twinkled. 
 
    “Got that? Then let’s get into character! Three… two… one… and-!” 
 
    GO. 
 
    There was that vibration in the room again, that voice that wasn’t a voice. Jacob shook his head, tried to listen to it… 
 
    …and then it was gone, and he was sat in his chair in front of one of the monitors, working on the AI code for the fembot stood blankly in front of him.  
 
    Huh? How did I get here… wait? He held one hand up to his pretty little head. Everything seemed fuzzy, unreal. What’s going on? 
 
    He could have sworn he’d been stood up a second ago, talking to someone… no. Two people. A man and a woman. So where… 
 
    He glanced uneasily around the empty lab, feeling a little shiver cross his skin. There was no-one else here. Just him and this dumb fembot he was helping to code.  
 
    He shifted uneasily in his seat. Forced himself to get a grip. 
 
    Come on, girl, he told himself, you’re a grownup, remember? You’re… you’re… 
 
    For a second, his head felt confused again. Like there was something inside him, trying to scream his real name. A strange, male voice. 
 
    It passed. 
 
    You’re Jen, he told himself, firmly. You work at Flex Cybernetics. You’ve got a wonderful husband, with a big dick, who you love almost as much as you love fucking him.  
 
    Now, get back to work.  
 
    With a sigh, the girl in the lab coat – Jen, she thought her name was – turned back to the screen. Started tapping away. At one point, she glanced up at the silent fembot and shook her head. 
 
    “Why do they give you such stupid tits?” She muttered out loud.  
 
    The brown haired sexbot stayed silent, as it had ever since she’d started working on it. Jen smiled to herself, ran one hand through her curly blonde hair and looked down at her own chest. 
 
    “Like I can talk,” she murmured. “These babies look like they should be on a pleasurebot themselves.” 
 
    Something sparked in her brain at that. That lost little male voice, whispering inside her. 
 
    Something’s wrong… Jen didn’t naturally have such big tits. He made them bigger, remember, when he turned you into… 
 
    But Jen never found out what happened next. 
 
    At that moment, the door to the lab opened, Jen looked round- 
 
    And felt her face crease into an impossible smile. 
 
    “There you are,” she grinned. “I was wondering when you’d show up.” 
 
    Over at the door, her husband – her impossibly handsome husband, her brain forcefully reminded her – shot her a small smile, slipped into the lab. He walked casually through the darkness, hands slung in his pocket. 
 
    “There’s my angel,” he murmured, coming up behind Jen, placing his hands on her shoulders. Jen closed her eyes, felt herself tingle at his touch.  
 
    “Making progress, honey?” Dan asked, innocently, bending down to his wife’s level. “Feel any closer to a breakthrough?”  
 
    He had a strange, secretive little smile on his face that for a second made Jen feel sick with fear. 
 
    Then something clicked in her brain, and she smiled blissfully up at him. 
 
    God, he’s a catch. So caring… 
 
    “Nothing yet,” she sighed, leaning back and stretching her arms. Her lab coat fell open, exposing her frilly French maid’s uniform. 
 
    “I’ve been too distracted,” she smiled, brushing a strand of golden hair out of her eyes, “waiting for a certain handsome man to come visit me.” 
 
    She winked at her husband.  
 
    “A man with a gigantic dick.”  
 
    That smile flickered across Dan’s face again. For a moment, Jen thought he was struggling not to laugh.  
 
    “You were missing my dick, were you?” He said at last, his deliberately innocent.  
 
    Jen frowned at her husband.  
 
    “That’s a bit direct. But yeah.” She giggled like a silly schoolgirl with a crush on a boy in the grade above. “How long has it been since we last fucked?” 
 
    “Too long.” Dan glanced down at her breasts, feasting his eyes on her big tits. Jen let him. She even leaned back, thrusting her chest forward so he got a bigger eyeful. She was proud of her tits.  
 
    Man, the way he looks at me is hot as hell… 
 
    “Ain’t that the truth?” Jen agreed, letting her own eyes dip down onto the noticeable bulge in her husband’s pants. “Anything you want to do about it?” 
 
    “Maybe in a moment.” Dan nodded at the inactive fembot. “Care to show me your creation?” 
 
    Jen glanced over at the robot, with its heavy top, tight waist, and strangely-familiar face. She frowned. 
 
    “I guess so. If it turns you on.” 
 
    That secretive smile again. 
 
    “It might do.” 
 
    “Hmm. In that case…” She swiveled round to face the sexbot. “Candie. Activate.” 
 
    There was a whirr of gears. A light came on in Candie’s dark eyes. She blinked, fluttering her synthetic eyelashes, turned to look at Jen… 
 
    And suddenly the sexbot was going mad, grabbing hold of the desk, babbling away, talking faster than any human ever could. 
 
    “Jacob! It’s me, Jen. Quick, I need to say this before he stops me. I’ve been trapped as a sexbot; you’re really Jacob Flex, but you’ve been trapped in my old body. He… he wiped our memories! Made me think you were me. Please, Jacob, you have to stop him before-!” 
 
    SILENCE. IN THIS ROLE PLAY THE SLUTBOT CANNOT SPEAK. 
 
    There was a glerk from Candie. Jen frowned. The room seemed to shimmer around her. She turned to her husband, suddenly confused. 
 
    “Did you just say something?” 
 
    Dan shrugged.  
 
    “Nope. What about the machine? Can’t it talk?” 
 
    But it was just talking… 
 
    Jen held a hand to her head. She felt dizzy, and a little scared, like something was happening she couldn’t put her finger on.  
 
    No, of course it wasn’t. This model has never been able to talk.  
 
    All the same, she felt uneasy. She turned back to Candie, who was watching her with eyes that were nearly bugging out with fear, with pleading.  
 
    Something about the fembot’s expression made gooseflesh rise across Jen’s arms. She clutched them across her frilly uniform and shivered to herself.  
 
    “No… no, it can’t.” She said, uncertainly. “Maybe one day…” 
 
    She thought she heard Dan laughing, but when she gave him a sharp look he was simply standing there, an innocent smile on his face. She looked back to Candie, and was horrified to see the sexbot was crying. 
 
    “We… we program them with tears,” she mumbled, brushing a lock of blonde hair out of her eyes, hooking it over one tiny ear, “for those clients that like a turbulent relationship. Screaming at each other. Crying. Begging one another to come back, that sort of thing…” 
 
    Her voice was neutral, but inside her head, she was feeling dizzier than ever.  
 
    There’s something wrong here, something really, really wrong. If only I could think… 
 
    She suddenly frowned down at her body. 
 
    Did I always wear a French maid uniform to work? She held a lock of hair up before her eyes. Hold on, didn’t Jen have brown hai- 
 
    IGNORE IT. CONTINUE THE ROLEPLAY. 
 
    Her fingers loosened. The lock of blonde hair tumbled down, lay over her chest, tickling her cleavage. Jen looked blank for a moment, then smiled up at her husband. 
 
    “You know what I would like to do?” She sighed. “Like really, really like to do?” 
 
    Dan raised an eyebrow. 
 
    “What?” He asked, his voice faintly mocking. 
 
    Jen closed her eyes. 
 
    “I would really love,” she said slowly, as if reading off a pre-written script, “to give my manly hunk of a husband a blowjob.” 
 
    She opened her eyes, looked at Dan through heavy lids. 
 
    “I’d love to slobber all over his cock, then have him fuck me like a slut, then finally shoot his sperm across my face and tell me what a worthless whore I am.” 
 
    “Nice plan,” Dan murmured, slowly dropping one hand down to his fly, gently unzipping it, “but I’ve got something I want to add. Something that I think will make it much more enjoyable for me.” 
 
    Jen noticed that her husband didn’t say both of us, but she didn’t really care. 
 
    She was feeling absurdly horny, for some reason. Like the mere sight of Dan had somehow been programed into her brain to make her go crazy. 
 
    Like a fembot… Like I’m just his personal little fembot… the thought made her feel oddly uneasy. 
 
    “Whatever you want, my dear,” is what she said out loud. 
 
    Dan grinned. He pulled his cock out his pants; all nine inches of it. The mere sight of it was enough to make Jen moan with desire.  
 
    “First,” Dan nodded at poor, voiceless Candie, “let’s get your slave to film it, shall we? I want the world to see what I’ve done to you. And second…” 
 
    “Let me hear you beg for my dick.” 
 
    It was all the encouragement Jen needed.  
 
    With slow, sensual movements, she lowered herself onto the floor. Got up on her haunches. She peered up at Dan from below her blonde bangs, and was surprised to discover she could tell exactly how aroused he was, like she had a hidden sixth sense or something.  
 
    Perfect. I’m going to be the best wife ever, she thought.  
 
    She clasped her hands in front of her. Assumed a begging pose. Beside her came a faint whirr as Candie mutely started to film, those tears still running down her soft cheeks.  
 
    “Please, Dan,” Jen whispered, “please let me suck your cock.”  
 
    Dan began to laugh. A harsh sadistic sound. He grinned down at obedient little Jen. 
 
    “Then what are you waiting for, whore? Suck away.” 
 
    Then he crossed the room in two big steps, roughly grabbed the back of her head, Jen just had time to open her mouth… 
 
    …and then her husband’s dick was between her lips, pushing to the back of her throat, filling her mouth, making her gag, and making her feel happier and hornier than ever.  
 
    With instinctive movements, Jen reached up, wrapped one hand round her husband’s thick shaft and began pumping her wrist, tugging on his cock, even as she started bobbing her pretty little head back and forth, back and forth, inviting him further inside her.  
 
    Dan’s dick slipped in and out between her pouty pink lips, sliding back until only the bell was resting on her tongue, then driving forwards until she could feel it bumping up against her tonsils; feel her whole mouth suddenly filled, making her close her eyes in bliss. 
 
    Oh fuck… his cock is so big… 
 
    It should have been horrible. Dan’s fat balls were bouncing off her chin. She could feel herself drooling over his dick, her saliva mingling with the faint taste of pre-cum. It should have been awful… 
 
    But it was wonderful. 
 
    With a faint, happy sigh, Jen drew back, let Dan’s big dick go flopping out her mouth. She kept pumping her wrist as she kissed it all the way up the shaft, delighting in its taste, luxuriating in its musty odor.  
 
    She flipped her tongue across the tip, slowly ran it all the way around the rim, the sound of Dan’s groans sending shivers through her body. 
 
    Then she pulled back, opened wide again, and took his whole cock inside her mouth.  
 
    “Oh shit… Oh you hot little cunt!” 
 
    Dan gripped the back of her head, began thrusting his hips, fucking Jen’s beautiful face. Jen didn’t resist, letting her husband use and abuse her like his personal whore.  
 
    She loved him so much right now. Loved him with the force of a thousand burning suns. He could do whatever he liked to her and she would enjoy it more than anything in the world.  
 
    Dan’s hips pumped away, now forcing Jen to drop her hand from his shaft. Forcing her to deepthroat him, pushing his dick into her mouth until her lips brushed his wiry blond pubic hair.  
 
    Jen let out soft moans, muffled by the cock in her mouth, her eyes watering even as her body began coming alive with pleasure. Without bothering to check, she knew that she would be dripping wet; her panties soaked and stinking of snatch.  
 
    Oh Jesus, this is incredible. Oh fuck! Fuck, I wish I had Dan’s dick in my mouth all the time! 
 
    At that moment, Jen would’ve gladly given up everything – her body, her job, her independent mind – to just become nothing but a pair of pouty lips. A receptacle for sperm, something Dan stuck his dick in and fucked for hours at a time, leaving full and bloated with cum.  
 
    “Yeah, you bitch… suck it. Suck it!” 
 
    It was like being in the craziest, loveliest dream. 
 
    Out the corner of her eye, Jen could just make out the voiceless sexbot Candie bending close, filming it all through her eyes. The pleasurebot was breathlessly rubbing her crotch with one balled fist, even as she still looked on the verge of tears.  
 
    Maybe she can join in later? Jen found herself thinking, only for a sharp, possessive thought to cut her off. NO! Dan’s my husband. His dick belongs to me! I’m NOT gonna share! 
 
    As if to prove her point, she reached up with both hands, grabbed hold of Dan’s hips, and started wildly thrusting her head in time with his hips, sucking cock for all she was worth.  
 
    Husband’s arousal levels reaching climax, a strange, giggly voice whispered in her brain, new actions will be required unless you wish him to come soon… 
 
    Jen mentally shook her head. Who the hell was that?  
 
    On the other hand, they had a good point. Maybe it was time to… 
 
    With a sudden show of strength, Jen pushed back against her husband’s arms. Moved her head away from his crotch until his long cock dropped out her mouth, leaving her lips feeling sadly empty. She took hold of the shaft again and pumped it wildly, as Dan looked down at her with fogged eyes.  
 
    “Jen…? Why did you…?” 
 
    “Because I still need you to fuck me,” breathed Jen. “On the desk. Now.” 
 
    For a second, Dan’s lips seemed to move, then his face went all blurry in Jen’s vision and that strange not-voice swept through her mind again. 
 
    OVER THE DESK? JUST LIKE YOU FUCKED MY WIFE, JACOB? I BET YOU’D ENJOY THAT, WOULDN’T YOU, YOU WORTHLESS PIECE OF SHIT. 
 
    Jacob? Jen wondered. Wait, didn’t Candie say I was called…? 
 
    She shook the thought away. Candie couldn’t talk, and she was definitely a woman called Jen. 
 
    “Come oooooonnnn,” Jen whined, her voice becoming high-pitched. “Fuck me on the de-esk.” 
 
    She pumped her wrist harder than ever, looking with hopeless hunger at the bulbous, shiny dick jutting out before her. 
 
    “Please! I need you in my cunt!” 
 
    Dan grinned. He winked at her. 
 
    “Of course, baby. Anything for my darling wife.” 
 
    Then he grabbed Jen by her hair, pulled her to her feet, span her round, spanked her ass, and then Jen found herself climbing onto the desk, crouching on all fours, raising her ass up into the air and closing her eyes. 
 
    For a moment, she simply crouched like that, hovering on the brink of unknowable pleasure, her pussy dripping, her petticoats and lab coat pulled up. 
 
    Then there were footsteps. A male hand grabbed her satin panties and roughly pulled them to one side. Another took hold of her hips, angled them slightly. 
 
    And then Jen felt Dan’s big cock pushing into her. 
 
    She bit down on one arm, wailed out loud as it made its way inside, her face screwed up in a squeal of helpless delight. 
 
    She could feel the walls of her pussy stretching to accommodate her husband’s impossible girth. Feel his thick cock as it slipped deep inside her womb, marking her out as forever this strong man’s property.  
 
    Just as Dan settled inside her, that female voice murmured something in her head again, and Jen felt her pussy tighten, her birth canal pull closer in, making a passage perfectly sized and tight for Dan’s member.   
 
    Hey, I didn’t know I could do that… she marveled. Fuck, that’s the sort of thing only the sexbots… 
 
    She never finished her thought. At that moment, Dan started thrusting, and there was nothing left to think about at all.  
 
    Her husband grasped her hips roughly, began thrusting away with angry grunts, almost like he was trying to hurt her.  
 
    His hips slapped against Jen’s bare ass. His balls thwacked against her clit, making her gasp and moan and babble girl nonsense. His big cock lanced deep inside her, invading her womb, making her go dizzy with pleasure.  
 
    “Oh, Dan…” Jen heard herself moan, her eyes closed in bliss. “Oh DAN!” 
 
    She was powerless to stop herself from squealing his name. Powerless to stop herself from moaning and shrieking, only too aware her noises were driving Dan towards climax ever faster. 
 
    She was his cock-whore. His cumdump. His personal slut.  
 
    And she had never felt happier in her life. 
 
    As Dan pounded away, Jen looked up, her vision blurry, her face trapped in a breathless smile. She tried to focus, and realized Candie was now stood right in front of her, the sexbot’s eyes on record, her face a mask of utter misery. 
 
    God, I wish I could see that video… Jen thought to herself, dreamily, I wish I could see how hot we both looked right now… 
 
    In her bra, her big breasts – not nearly as big as Candie’s, but still big enough to drive men wild – were bouncing away, jiggling with each thrust of Dan’s hips.  
 
    She could feel her nipples, hard as bullets. Feel the waves of pleasure washing out her cunt, consuming her body.  
 
    Her lips dangled open. Her eyelids fluttered. She felt like she was drifting away from the Earth on a cosmic wave of bliss.  
 
    This was the sort of sex she’d always dreamed of having with Dan. The sort of submissive fuck she knew she deserved, had always deserved, had always wanted… 
 
    Master approaching climax, whispered a strange voice inside her. Suggested course of action, tighten pussy and buck faster. 
 
    Who the hell is that? Jen thought, distractedly. And how am I meant to tighten my... oh! 
 
    No sooner had she had the thought, then she felt her pussy clasp tight around Dan’s cock, squeezing it. She felt her internal makeup readjust itself for her husband’s pleasure; her vagina becoming tighter, wetter, her muscles moving unnaturally around his cock, as if she was desperately trying to milk him of his sperm. 
 
    What the fuck? Jen just had time to think, that’s like being a sexbo-! 
 
    And then a rush of data entered her mind, she realized Dan was seconds from climaxing, and her body automatically began making loud moaning noises, yelping and mewling as she knew men liked, as she was programed to know men liked.  
 
    “That’s it…” Dan growled behind her, his breathing ragged, “that’s it you bitch!” 
 
    He gasped, his voice suddenly triumphant. 
 
    “Say you love my dick… say you love my dick!” 
 
    A squeal escaped Jen’s lips. She threw her head back, tossing long blonde hair out of her vision. Looked right into Candie’s recording eyes with a breathless smile on her supermodel features. 
 
    “I love your dick!” She heard herself squeal, “oh, Dan, I LOVE YOUR DICK! I LOVE YOUR DICK! I LOVE-!” 
 
    Dan was milliseconds away from climax now. She could feel his balls starting to tighten. She prepared to shriek, to orgasm loudly for him… 
 
    NOW YOU DUMB BITCH. The not-voice suddenly laughed. REMEMBER! 
 
    And suddenly Jacob’s memories came crashing back, leaving him trapped in Jen’s body, trapped with Candie’s head, being fucked by his love rival and screaming that he loved his dick. 
 
    “NO!” He just had time to yelp. 
 
    And then it was too late. 
 
    With a loud grunt, Dan pulled out of Jacob. Slapped him on his ass. Jacob automatically span round, felt himself open his mouth… 
 
    And then waves and waves of hot, sticky white come were squirting over his face, spattering onto his lips, shooting into his mouth; getting in his eyes, his hair. 
 
    Jacob desperately tried to close his lips, desperately tried to look away. 
 
    But it was hopeless. All he could do was smile happily and stick his tongue out as Dan’s come shot into his mouth, stained his beautiful face. He closed his eyes blissfully, even as he screamed inside, and felt his fembot body swallow everything the strong man gave him.  
 
    Master’s arousal, one hundred percent, Candie sighed happily in his brain, mission complete. 
 
    Dazedly, his mind feeling hideous and broken, Jacob leaned forward. Felt Candie’s lips purse. Then he was kissing the tip of Dan’s dick, even as he used one free hand to work the last of his love rival’s sperm out, into his mouth so he could swallow it like the obedient whore he was.  
 
    He could feel Dan’s spunk, dribbling down his cheeks. Feel it matted in his hair. Feel it covering his beautiful fembot face. 
 
    It was the most-humiliated he’d ever been. The pinnacle of his emasculation. To be trapped as girl, having just been fucked by the man he’d cuckolded, and to have his sperm dripping on his face. 
 
    With a bitter internal laugh, he realized Dan had completely destroyed him.  
 
    And he was hopeless to do anything but love it.  
 
    “There,” he heard his master whisper, his voice still ragged from exertion. “Nearly over now… Just one little detail left…” 
 
    He ran one hand through Jacob’s come-splattered hair, gently clasped him under the chin, made him tilt his head back. Jacob slowly opened his eyes, and looked up into the face of his tormentor; his lover; his God. 
 
    “I order you,” Dan whispered gently, “to remember this forever, Jacob Flex. I’m your master, and I order you to dream of this moment, night and day, for the rest of your slutty little life.” 
 
    “I order you to spend whatever time you have left unable to get turned on by anything but the memory of me fucking you. I order you to spend every waking hour of every single day thinking longingly about my dick.” 
 
    He smiled sweetly at his humiliated pleasurebot.  
 
    “And I order you to spend the rest of your life hopelessly in love with me.” 
 
    As Jacob helplessly smiled up at the man who’d reduced him to this state, he felt something click in his mind. A curtain fell… 
 
    …and suddenly he realized that he was looking at the man of his dreams. The only man he’d ever wanted. 
 
    The man he’d spend the rest of his pathetic life lusting after, no matter what he did. 
 
    A dazed look came into Jacob’s innocent blue eyes. He leaned his comestained supermodel body gently forward, began kissing Dan’s big, floppy dick. Kissed his shaft, his hairy balls. Pressed his face right into his lover’s crotch and dreamily inhaled the musty odor.  
 
    “Thank you,” he heard himself whisper. 
 
    And he really meant it. 
 
    High above, he heard the man he unconditionally loved laugh; a laugh he once would’ve found annoying, or nasty, or pathetic, but which now made his heart swell.  
 
    “Don’t mention it,” his idol said. “Now, as for you, Jen… Jen? Jen! What are you…?” 
 
    The sudden panic in his man’s voice made Jacob start to life. He turned round, an angry look on his gorgeous face, wondering what that bitch could’ve done to annoy his master. 
 
    And then he froze, his robot eyes going wide. 
 
    About ten feet away, Jen stood with a blank expression on her face, her head still attached to Candie’s big-breasted body. Her slender arms were held out before her, her hands clasped together. Pointing. 
 
    Pointing the blaster she’d retrieved from the floor right at Dan.  
 
    Crouched on the desk, Jacob felt himself freeze. If it had been necessary for his robot body to have breath, he would’ve held it. 
 
    “Jen?” He heard his male lover growl. “Goddamnit you dumb bitch, you can’t use that on me. I order you to…” 
 
    “Jen is no longer in charge of this body,” the voice came out Jen’s mouth, in her voice, clear as day, even while her eyes remained blank and unfocused. “She’s being operated remotely, over the wi-fi. She uploaded her little video while you were tormenting Mr. Flex, so we hacked in and seized control.” 
 
    There was an awkward sort of pause, as if the person talking through Jen didn’t know what to say next. 
 
    “Uh, I’m Anna, by the way.” Jen’s body said, tonelessly. “I’m a junior in the robotics department.” 
 
    Jen’s head angled down, her mindless eyes focused on Jacob’s poor, pretty, abused form. 
 
    “Hi Mr. Flex. Huge fan of your work, by the way.” 
 
    Jacob said nothing. What the hell was there to say? 
 
    “Anyway,” the Jen-bot looked back up at Dan. “This body is now impervious to your commands. We’ve taken all the other fembots offline, just in case you had them wired up to rebel.” 
 
    A note of triumph entered Jen’s remotely-operated voice. 
 
    “You’re ours now.” 
 
    Jacob wildly turned and looked up at the man he adored, wondering what his lover would do next. What brilliant plan he’d have to get them out of this mess.  
 
    But Dan simply sneered. Folded his arms over his chest. 
 
    “So that’s it, huh? You’re gonna hold me here at gunpoint till the police arrive? Well fuck that.” He gestured the crouching Jacob. “I’ve got me a hostage. If you ever want to see your lovely Mr. Flex again, you better be ready to do a deal.” 
 
    Across the room, the Jen-bot jerkily shook her head. 
 
    “No, sorry. Think that was my fault. Whoops.” 
 
    She cleared her throat. It sounded creepily mechanical. 
 
    “I didn’t mean we were going to arrest you. You’ve caused far too much trouble for that. No.” 
 
    She steadied the blaster. 
 
    “I meant we were going to execute you. This is your trial, right now. And I’m judge, jury…” 
 
    “And executioner.” 
 
    Dan’s mouth dropped open. He stepped back from the desk, away from Jacob. Raised his hands, as if in disbelief.  
 
    “Whoa… h-hey, wait now…” then, suddenly angry. “What gives you the right to-?!” 
 
    “State law allows us to shoot trespassers in sensitive areas. Your employee status was rescinded five minutes ago.” There was a nervous cough. “Sorry about the mixup.” 
 
    Then the Jen-bot aimed her blaster. Fired.  
 
    There was the briefest flash of blue light, followed by a brilliant white that seemed to fill the room. Dan gave the briefest scream… 
 
    There was a bang, followed by a wet splat as several lumps of human flesh splattered to the floor. 
 
    And then there was no more Dan.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Epilogue 
 
    Clack… clack… 
 
    Jen’s high-heeled boots tapped off a rhythm as the scientist made her way down the long, empty corridor towards the special lab, echoing off the walls, seeming to fill the air around her. Beneath her lab coat, her perky C-cup breasts wobbled slightly with each step.  
 
    The faint movement was strangely soothing to Jen. After her nightmare day trapped with the big boobs Dan wanted her to have, she was glad to get back to her normal size. 
 
    Clack… clack… 
 
    As she approached the heavy, steel doors, Jen became aware of the person standing on the other side of them. Faint data streams began to flood her brain, measuring what mood this person was in, what gender they were, whether they were ready for sex. 
 
    With an internal sigh Jen shook her head, trying to chase the information away.  
 
    You can program the girl out of the fembot, she thought wryly, but you can’t program the fembot out of the girl. 
 
    No, the roboticists and AI guys had tried that already. Plenty of times. The best they’d been able to come up with was setting Jen to ‘dominant’ mode, which at least stopped her from offering to fulfil the sexual wishes of every single human she met. 
 
    On the other hand, it meant she was constantly having to fight thoughts about whips and chains and tying her colleagues up and spanking them.  
 
    Clack. 
 
    Jen paused at the doors, rearranged her lab coat. Flashed her ID card, the scanner bleeped, the doors whooshed… 
 
    …and then she was inside.  
 
    Ah. The dragon’s den… 
 
    The special lab consisted of a single gray corridor leading past a vast two-way mirror that looked into a specially-designed large room, roughly the size of the entire ground floor in an average suburban home.  
 
    It was this room that made the special lab so special. Made it the most top secret part of Flex Cybernetics. Known only to a handful of the board, a tiny number of roboticists and AI gurus, Jen herself… 
 
    …and the woman she was here to meet. 
 
    Short-haired Anna glanced round from the window as Jen entered. Gave her a quick smile.  
 
    “Hey. Wasn’t expecting you today.” 
 
    The doors clanged shut as Jen returned the 22-year old tech whizz’s smile. Deep inside, she was distractedly trying to ignore the information her robot body was giving her on the dilation of Anna’s pupils, the blood flow to her crotch, the state of her arousal.  
 
    Suggested course of action, whispered a voice deep inside Jen, coldly command her to remove her clothes and prepare for a spanking… 
 
    Oh, shut up you, Jen hissed back. 
 
    Outwardly, she kept her demeanor professional as she walked over to the girl who’d once possessed her body and saved her life, coming to a stop beside her and looking through the window.  
 
    “I didn’t expect to be here myself. How are they?” 
 
    Anna shrugged, not taking her eyes off the two figures inside. 
 
    “Hard to say. I think they’re happy. At least, we’re detecting no signs of distress.” 
 
    Jen gave a tiny nod. She glanced with a faint pang of jealousy at the clipboard in Anna’s hands. Not so long ago, before Dan scrambled her memories, she would have understood that data as well as Anna.  
 
    “Did they have sex again this morning?” She asked, trying to keep her voice casual. 
 
    Anna nodded.  
 
    “Yeah, just like every morning. And then some.” 
 
    She paused. 
 
    “It’s funny, watching them. I mean, they’re meant to be living out the same day, and to an extent they do, but…” 
 
    “Go on.” 
 
    Anna sighed, casually ran a hand through her short hair. 
 
    “It’s like, there’s always differences. Like they’re in a play that gets tweaked every night. Sometimes she gives him a blowjob after breakfast. Sometimes, they just sit and talk about having kids or whatever. The routine’s the same, but always changing.” 
 
    She shrugged again. In this light, Jen couldn’t help but think the young scientist was strikingly handsome.  
 
    We could tie her to the bed, the voice inside her whispered, face down. Whip her ass until she got nice and wet, then put a dildo on and fuck the living- 
 
    “It got me thinking,” Anna said, interrupting Jen’s cybernetic thoughts. “Repetition. Doing the same thing, but not knowing you’re doing it. Is it Heaven we’ve left them in…” 
 
    “Or is it hell?” 
 
    “Or maybe both,” Jen murmured.  
 
    For a long time, the two women were silent, watching the couple through the glass, the couple who’d been delicately reprogrammed to never notice they were being watched. To never realize they were effectively prisoners.  
 
    To never realize their lives were on a loop, and they were living out the same 24 hours over and over again. 
 
    “It was the kindest thing we could do,” Jen said, at last. “She couldn’t live without him, and we couldn’t program his last orders out of her. But nor could we let him out of our sights, or give him time to plot revenge.” 
 
    “It’s a compromise. She gets to be happy, in her own fashion. He gets contained, and nobody is any the wiser.” 
 
    “Except us,” added Anna. 
 
    “Yeah.” Jen nodded. “Except us.” 
 
    “Does…?” Anna glanced sideways at the older woman, hesitated. “Does it ever get weird, seeing her like this? I mean, thinking of him as her? Stop me if I’m being nosy, but you two…” 
 
    “No. No, we didn’t.” Jen kept her eyes fixed firmly ahead. “Two people who looked like us did. Two humans, with our memories. But we never…” 
 
    She fell silent for a moment. If Anna hadn’t known better, she would’ve thought the bot was holding back tears.  
 
    “At least he’s happy,” Jen said at last. “It’s not a happiness I would’ve chosen for him, and it’s not a happiness he would’ve chosen, but now he’s got it…” 
 
    Another shrug. 
 
    “I guess happiness is happiness, wherever it comes from, right?” 
 
    Anna nodded. The silence stretched on between the two girls, contemplative, endless. 
 
    Then finally Jen gave herself a little shake. She turned and fixed a dazzling smile on the younger girl. 
 
    “Anyway, enough of all this. How about I buy you lunch? You know… as a thank you.” 
 
    Anna smiled back at her. 
 
    “Yeah. Why not, huh?” 
 
    Jen held out her hand. 
 
    “Come on. My treat.” 
 
    As the two women walked away, Jen’s fembot brain was already thinking about how she could take the sexy young scientist back to her quarters afterwards and thank her properly.  
 
    Hey, I can’t ignore my programing all the time… 
 
    Meanwhile, inside the vast room of the special lab, a slender blond man sat on an armchair, surroundings by the makings of an open-plan home. At a stove, his busty wife stirred away at a pot, gently humming to herself as she cooked. 
 
    Trapped deep within her mind, Jacob smiled to himself as he thought about the awesome fucking his husband had given him that morning, using the twelve inch dick he’d insisted the roboticists equipped him with when they resurrected him as a manbot.  
 
    The husband he’d been programed to love wildly until the day he died. The man he could no longer live without, or even wanted to live without.  
 
    Dan, the wonderful hunk of man he, Candie, was now married to. 
 
    Inside his new body, Jacob smiled to himself. Looked proudly down at his Double-J tits; the tits that drove Dan wild, that made his man love him more than ever.  
 
    Just you wait, my darlings, he thought to himself, we’ll be putting you to good use any minute now… 
 
    A titwank. There, that’d be what they did this afternoon. And after Dan had creamed all over Jacob’s boobies, he would bend forward and lick all that delicious spunk off and think how lucky he was to have such a strong, controlling husband.  
 
    How lucky he was that he was going to spend the rest of his long life stuck as gorgeous, obedient Candie, the busty airhead sexbot he had always wanted to be.  
 
    The End. 
 
    * 
 
    Like what you’ve read? Subscribe to my blog to get information on HOT new releases and FREE TG short stories delivered straight to your inbox! 
 
    Alternatively, keep reading for some kinky bonus content… 
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Like what you’ve read? Check out my other novella of a man forced against his will to be become a beautiful, obedient female pleasurebot… 
 
    Gender Swapped for Her Pleasure 
 
    “But first…” Holly leaned on the edge of the desk, facing Zayne, her arms folded across her ample breasts. “Command override. Examine your new body.” 
 
    My new body? What the-? 
 
    But that was all Zayne had time to think. 
 
    The moment the words were out Holly’s mouth, his neck moved as if on gears, tilting his head forwards. His hands raised up automatically, ready to explore. His eyes focused on his frame. 
 
    And what they saw made Zayne want to start screaming and never stop. 
 
    His body had changed. Where he’d once had a big, strong, muscular frame, he now had a torso that was weak and willowy, with slender arms and a tight little waist.  
 
    But it wasn’t his sudden lack of muscle that sent shockwaves of horror ricocheting through him. 
 
    Protruding from his chest was the sweetest pair of tits Zayne had ever laid eyes on. 
 
    They were big, two large, pert things that stuck out in front of him, their nipples long and pink and pointy. In fright, Zayne clasped them in his hands and was disgusted to feel how heavy they were. How… ripe. 
 
    Oh Jesus, God no… oh Christ… 
 
    They were huge! A big pair of Double-H tits, bigger and firmer than anything Zayne had ever seen not attached to a pleasurebot.  
 
    He wanted to close his eyes. Wanted to scream. 
 
    But it was like his body was no longer under his control. Just as Holly had instructed, Zayne examined his new form.  
 
    He gently squeezed his breasts, noting with fright how pert they felt in his palms. 
 
    He let his hands drop down, over his tight waist, with its soft, springy skin, to his ass. Instantly, he realized that it was now significantly bigger than it once had been, a pert, peach-like thing that wobbled out behind him, cushioning his newly-wide hips.  
 
    No! Please! 
 
    Zayne turned around, gawped over his newly-narrow shoulders at his bare ass. As he did so, a long strand of blond hair tumbled across his face. The detective delicately hooked it behind one ear, and was shocked to see his fingernails were now long and painted a deep, lustful red. 
 
    “That’s right…” he heard Holly whisper. “Get used to that new body, darling.” 
 
    Her voice hardened. 
 
    “You’ll be seeing a lot more of it.” 
 
    Zayne was hardly listening.  
 
    In shock, he examined his fatter thighs, more fleshy than a man’s could ever be.  
 
    In shock, he put his fingertips to his face, felt the plump, pouty lips, the tiny, button nose, the long, fluttering eyelashes.  
 
    Finally, with a little whimper, he hesitantly reached one hand down, between his legs. Felt the soft, moist mound that now hung there. A pair of plump lips guarding a tight little hole. 
 
    Oh God… that’s my pussy! 
 
    There was no denying it now. He was no longer a man. 
 
    Somehow, against all the laws of nature, Holly had turned him into a girl.  
 
    “Not just a girl, darling,” Holly purred, causing Zayne to jerk his head up in fright. 
 
    Holly smiled up at him from a tiny hologram projecting from her wrist. 
 
    “It’s sending me updates on your every thought,” she said, waving the device at him, “so make sure you only think nice things about me.” 
 
    She giggled.  
 
    “Or else I’ll use that command override to force you to do something truly dreadful.” 
 
    She nodded at her maid.  
 
    “Fifi. It’s time.” 
 
    Time for what?! Zayne thought, wildly.  
 
    He didn’t have to wait long to find out. 
 
    With purposeful steps, the French maid wiggled her way over to him on her high heels. She stopped just before Zayne, her eyes flicking dismissively over his new figure, with its big boobs and wide hips. Then she held up the wooden rectangle in her hands… 
 
    ….revealing an old-fashioned mirror.  
 
    Oh no… Zayne whimpered in his head. Oh sweet Jesus, no… 
 
    Looking back at him from the silvery depths of the glass was the trashiest bimbo Zayne had ever seen. 
 
    She had wide, perplexed blue eyes, plump, pink lips and a cute little button nose. Her face was soft, baby-like, with long, platinum blonde hair tumbling in lines either side of her head.  
 
    She looked barely a day over 18. Like a dumb little bimbo about to do her first day’s shooting on a porno.  
 
    Only she wasn’t just a girl. Everything about her: the too-perfect features, the way her eyes moved in little jumps rather than smoothly, the flawless complexion, pointed to one, hideous conclusion. 
 
    He, Detective Zayne Swift of the Ing-Bot robocrimes division, was now trapped as a female pleasurebot… 
 
    Continue reading at Amazon.com… 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Like stories about powerful men transformed by technology into sex-crazed bimbos who are forced to obey their owners? Check out my darkly kinky trilogy… 
 
    Becoming Christine  
 
    (the complete digital slave girl trilogy) 
 
    “Perfect.” Linda’s eyes glinted. “You’ve been programmed to obey my every command. You’ll do anything I ask, and more than that, you’ll like it.” 
 
    Panic was seizing Christian’s brain, drowning him.  
 
    “Please…” he tried to whisper. 
 
    “Oh, do shut up.” 
 
    Linda clicked her fingers. The words died in Christian’s throat. With a feeling of unreality he realized he could no longer talk unless Linda wanted him to. He couldn’t even remember how to make a sound.  
 
    “Well now, let’s see,” Linda put a finger to her chin in a mock ‘thinking’ pose. “I could click my fingers and turn you into a pig. Or maybe I could kill you for real. But no, I’ve got a better idea.” 
 
    She glanced round at his office. “You always used to pride yourself on being the top dog. Treating me like a servant while you swanned around those board meetings. Really, I was the brains. You should have been waiting on me. But you couldn’t bring yourself to, could you? Being subservient was for women.” 
 
    She smiled a terrible smile.  
 
    “So let’s make the punishment fit the crime.” 
 
    And she clicked her fingers. 
 
    Immediately, the air around Christian’s body began to glow. Terrified, he watched as his clothes started to twitch, to tremble. To move. 
 
    “Oh, hubby,” Linda whispered. “I’m going to enjoy this.” 
 
    There was a popping sound, and the buttons of Christian’s shirt started pinging off, bouncing across the office floor. His suit jacket shivered, then ripped itself off his body and tore into tiny shreds. His pants unzipped themselves, then pulled off his legs and disappeared into nothingness. His shoes split, disintegrated around his feet, then a thread leaped out from his underpants and started unwinding them at dizzying speed. 
 
    What the hell are you doing?! He wanted to scream. But he still couldn’t talk. Couldn’t make a sound. He could only watch helplessly as Linda magically undressed him, exposing his body to the morning cold.  
 
    The final button went and Christian’s shirt peeled off, rolled into a ball and flew out the window. His socks tore off his feet, then he was standing there utterly naked, looking down at his own muscular torso, at his cock dangling uselessly between his legs. He shot his wife a terrified glance. 
 
    “Hang in there, baby.” Linda’s eyes twinkled. “This is just the start.”  
 
    The light around Christian grew stronger. Then he felt it. A ripple passing through his skin. For one awful second, he thought his own body was going to shred itself like his clothes. Then he saw his hands and realized he was in for something much, much worse. 
 
    Where they’d once been big and calloused, his hands were now small and dainty. Soft, white things with delicate fingers. As he watched, the nails began to grow longer, elongating out with a feeling like someone was pulling them, turning dark, lurid red. He tried to scream. 
 
    But it was too late. The feeling was everywhere now. With an audible hiss, he watched as his large biceps deflated, becoming narrow, slender. There was a faint grinding sensation, and Christian’s broad shoulders yanked inwards, losing their masculine shape. He looked down just in time to see the hair fall from his legs, fluttering down onto his tiny feet with their red-painted nails.  
 
    The changes were picking up speed now. There was a feeling of pressure, then his hips were widening, becoming broader, fuller. A ripple passed around his back and his ass suddenly jumped up, filled out, becoming pert, smooth. There was a tightening in his torso and Christian’s sides fell inwards, giving him a curvy, hourglass figure. He put a hand to his stomach, and felt it collapse away in horror, becoming flat, smooth.  
 
    “Don’t look away!” Linda called. “This is the best part!” 
 
    The floor rushed up to meet him. Christian was getting smaller, his body shrinking from its former 6’4 height, making the office look large, alien. He automatically put his hands up to stop himself from hitting the ground, then he felt it. A stirring deep within his chest. A strange, twisting feeling of pressure. He tried to resist, tried to stop it. 
 
    But it was no use. Two large, beautiful breasts exploded out his chest, the nipples protruding, turning dark and long and pointed. As he watched them grow, blonde hair suddenly tumbled past his vision, falling in delicately tousled curls that bounced and hung above his enormous tits. He opened his mouth to scream and felt his lips swell up, become full and pouty. 
 
    The changes were happening so fast now he lost track of them. He was dimly aware of his jawline softening. Of his legs becoming narrow and smooth. Of a faint click in his back as his spine suddenly curved forwards, thrusting his breasts and ass outwards.  
 
    Long, fluttering eyelashes sprouted in his vision. His Adam’s apple bobbed once, then slipped down his throat, vanishing inside him.  
 
    Finally, he felt a tremor in his cock.  
 
    No! Please! He tried to scream, Anything but that! 
 
    But it was too late. With a last twitch, his cock scooted back up inside his body, taking his balls with it. For a moment there was nothing. Then there was a zipping sound and the smooth skin over his crotch split open, forming a pussy with two tender, delicate lips.  
 
    The blue light faded. His body gave one last tremor. And then it was over. 
 
    In horror, Christian examined his new body, the new body his ex-wife had forced on him. Took in the enormous breasts, the tender, cream white skin. Felt his soft features, his pouty lips, then pulled back his girly hands and stared at them.  
 
    “Need a mirror, darling?” Linda clicked her fingers. “Here.” 
 
    Blue light swirled before him, and the next thing Christian knew he was stood in front of an ornate mirror with a gilded frame. However, it’s appearance registered only faintly. It was what was in the mirror that made him moan softly, made him want to scream and shatter it with one dainty fist, then use the glass to cut his way out of this nightmare. 
 
    Looking back at him from the depths of the mirror was a bimbo from his tackiest fantasies. 
 
    She was young, he could tell that immediately. Eighteen at most. Her doe-like eyes were startled, hidden beneath layers of mascara. Her ruby red lips were soft and full – blowjob lips, Christian dimly remembered calling them. Her breasts were enormous, like two beachballs hanging from her frame. She looked like a porn star. More than that, she looked like… 
 
    She looked like the bimbo secretary from Hell… 
 
      
 
    Continue reading at Amazon.com… 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Also by Lisa Change 
 
    * 
 
    Turned Into the Vampire’s Bride 
 
    Jason Harker is the best vampire hunter in the business. The guy whose name strikes terror into undead hearts across the world. He’s the alpha, the hunter, the macho man… until now.

On a routine hunt one night, Jason finds himself caught in a hideous trap set by his nemesis, the Count. But this hunky aristocratic monster doesn’t just want to kill Jason. He wants to make the hunter suffer… by forcing him to become his vampire bride!

Trapped as the beautiful, undead redhead Jasmine, Jason must now battle with the dark urges of both his bloodsucking side and his nubile female form. Because the Count has big plans for Jason. Plans that won’t stop until this former hunter has fallen in love with him, and become his obedient, bloodsucking wife!

Will Jason escape his girl-body and regain his male form? Or will he discover that being seduced and controlled by a musclebound vampire stud is what he secretly wanted all along…? 
 
    Buy now 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    He Became Her Slave Girl 
 
    Harry thinks he’s got it all: a good job, a shy obedient wife, and a beautiful mistress who’ll do whatever he wants. Then one evening his wife Charley discovers a magic ring that turns her into a goddess. Confronted with her husband’s infidelities, she uses her new powers to extract a dark and kinky revenge: she turns Harry into her willing slave girl. 

Now trapped as busty airhead Harriet, Harry must obey his wife’s every whim – no matter how filthy! Dressed in a gold bikini top and tiny satin skirt, it’s finally Harry’s turn to be the obedient one; kissing his wife’s feet, worshiping the ground she walks on, and even servicing other men…

Lisa Change’s cruel and sexy debut novel follows Harry into the depths of feminized humiliation. Dark, thrilling, and deeply kinky, it builds to breath-taking climax.  
 
    Buy now 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Turned Into His Sister’s Maid 
 
    Chris is an ordinary teenage boy who enjoys nothing more than annoying his younger sister. But when their parents go on vacation to Costa Rica, Jasmine decides to get her revenge in the kinkiest way possible. She uses a birthday wish to turn Chris into her sexy maid!

Trapped as the gorgeous Christina, Chris is forced to wear a skimpy French maid’s outfit and obey his sister’s every command. Utterly obedient and constantly horny, he’s made to scrub floors, humiliate himself in public and sexually service other men. With the whole school coming round for Jasmine’s birthday bash, will Chris be able to keep his new identity a secret? Or will he be outed as a little sissy in front of all his friends? 
 
    Buy now 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    About the Author 
 
    Lisa Change specializes in stories of gender transformation. Her favorite books feature strong men losing their masculinity and becoming weak and submissive women. Among other kinky interests, she's obsessed by forced male pregnancy, feminization, gender swap servitude, men turned into maids, sexual orientation reversal, bimbofication and magical age regression.  
 
    If you've ever wondered what it would be like to feel your masculinity slipping away as you slowly transform into a beautiful, obedient woman, these books are for you...  
 
    To see hot new releases, read kinky free short stories and keep up to date with news visit Lisa at her brand new blog. 
 
    * 
 
    If you like what you’ve read, why not leave a review? Your recommendations will help others discover the naughtiest gender-swap tales on Amazon. 
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