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Cody could never forget the smell of a casino; an odd mix of cigarette smoke and alcohol, with a sprinkling of desperation. Folks sat around the machines and risked their hard-earned or borrowed money, hoping—and sometimes praying—that the odds were in their favor.

Gambling was a cruel mistress. She lured you in with the promise of big money and kept you seated until your pockets were empty and your hopes dashed. That big payout would pay off some big debt or cover the cost of repairs; it could finance that dream vacation or that cosmetic surgery you’ve desired for so long. She didn't suck you dry all at once; it was a slow, drawn-out, and sadistic process that left the player feeling empty and hollow.

You knew you were in Vegas when you stepped through the casino doors and walking toward you was an Elvis impersonator. It was the seventy-fifth anniversary of his death, and yet people still worshiped and bowed to the immortal King of Rock.

Cody shot the man a glance as he started up the set of stairs that the impersonator descended. His outfit was spot-on: tight white bellbottoms and a white, long-sleeved shirt that barely contained his beer belly, both encrusted with silver rhinestones. His hair was jet-black, styled with an entire can of hairspray. Even though it was well into the evening, the impersonator still wore those iconic gold, tinted Nautic sunglasses, behind which tired eyes sat. The neon lights illuminated his worn-out, weary face, the aftermath of long hours spent singing and dancing. Cody reached the top of the stairs and watched the impersonator vanish in the river of people that flowed down the sidewalk.

The automatic doors slid open as he approached and he stopped just before crossing the threshold. He took a deep breath and closed his eyes. Tonight is the night. Everything is going to change.

He kept his hands in his pockets as he maneuvered through the sea of slot machines and gambling tables. It was a Friday night and the casino was packed. He slid past an overweight man wearing a t-shirt that depicted the American flag with the word “MURICA” on it. There was a bachelorette party, giggling and already visibly drunk, and a group of foreign businessmen ready to let loose.

Cody couldn’t help but shake his head at the young couple attempting to corral their three young children. Even with the advanced technology in the present day, casinos hadn’t changed much, with the exception of the patrons.

Cybernetics had evolved to a point to where they were no longer just for people who had lost a limb or two from an accident, but for anyone with the bank account large enough. Of course, certain cybernetic implants were banned at a casino—anything that could improve your odds at a table or slot.

“Excuse me,” Cody said as he stepped around a waitress. She turned toward him and his eyes were immediately drawn to her chest. It was hard not to stare as her breasts were practically bursting out of the red, body-hugging latex dress that was her uniform. When his eyes met hers, she smiled and winked. Her bright green eyes flickered in the lights of the casino and he wondered if that was her natural color.

“Anything to drink?” she asked, voice as smooth as the high-end whiskey she offered.

Cody shook his head.

“Well, come find me if you change your mind.” She smiled once more before turning away.

Nowadays, changing eye color was as easy as applying eye drops. Matching eye color to outfits had been a popular trend for years, and the laboratories behind the color-changing drops were constantly trying to expand the shades available. The newest was his least favorite: jet-black. Seeing men and women with eyes that matched their pupils was unnerving. It gave them a lifeless, empty look that seemed all the rage with the younger crowd. Cody’s own eyes were brown, as dark as his hair, and he rarely changed them. The eye drops wore off after twelve hours, but like a lot of things these days, eye color could be permanently altered with surgery.

Following right behind the waitress was her robot. Thin, sleek, and basic, the machine carried the drink tray in one of its many arms, furnished with built-in gyroscopes to prevent any of the beverages from spilling. Robots like these were everywhere in all sorts of industries and professions. Until the day where the machines looked and acted like the sexy waitresses that served the drinks, the cute blonde in the latex outfit didn’t have to worry about losing her job.

I wonder how much she makes a night? He looked back at her over his shoulder as he continued down the walkway in between the machines. She was bent over, taking the order of a man seated at one of the machines. Cody’s—and some of the other gamblers’—eyes were on the bottom of her dress, which had slid up to show off the bottom of her perfect ass.

His gaze lingered just long enough that he walked right into a brick wall. Except the brick wall was a very strong-looking man in a suit. He was a head taller than Cody and looked down at him cold, perceptive eyes.

“Shit, sorry!” Cody walked as fast as he could away from the man without running. When he was far enough away, he stopped and let his racing heart slow down.

Not even a second passed before his pulse was racing again. This time it was because of the onslaught of light and sound erupting from someone winning a jackpot.

The lights on the machine danced like the flashes of paparazzi cameras, and all eyes went to the elderly lady who had just won a million dollars. Before Cody could mutter “holy fucking shit,” several big men in suits—including the one he’d bumped into—ran up to and surrounded the feeble woman. A couple moments later, Cody saw the crowd that had gathered part and the pit boss, a tall blonde woman in a stylish skirt suit, and heels, approached the winner.

Now that was a woman Cody would have loved to get to know. He’d seen her wandering around the floor during the many times he’d gambled here.

She smiled and said something to the senior citizen, then inspected the machine. Even with the constantly updating security, there were still men and women skilled enough to fool the machines. Those who were caught might end up working for the casino as spotters to prevent tampering; they were the lucky ones.

Some casinos were still owned and operated by the mob. If someone were caught cheating there, they’d be hauled off by the men in suits and away from the eyes of the public. The unlucky soul probably never left the casino intact; there were rumors of limbs broken, fingers cut off, and in the worst cases, death. Bodies were never found, of course, but that didn’t stop the rumors.

Cody watched as the pit boss smiled once more and shook the old lady’s hand. The pit boss motioned to the seven-foot-tall thugs in suits and the old lady was escorted away from the machine and off the floor. She would be taken into one of the back rooms where the casino would directly deposit her winnings into her bank account, and then she would be escorted back to wherever it was she called home.

Every night he stepped foot into this, or any other, casino, Cody wished he could be the one walking away with the big money prize. That he would shake the hand of that fierce woman and be escorted into the back room with dollar signs in his eyes. But tonight was different. Tonight, it was all on the line.

Broke and desperate, he had taken a loan out from a rather shady individual who may or may not have been associated with the mob. While the loan covered his bills and got all the other debtors off his back, time had run out for him to repay the individual and the criminal organization he definitely was a part of.

Except Cody didn’t have near enough to pay them back.

His job barely paid him anything, and he resorted to gambling with the hope of turning what little money he had left into a big payday; lottery tickets were a bust, scratchers gave him nothing, the horses all failed him. With no options left to him, he entered the casino, hoping and praying that Lady Luck would finally smile on him.

All he needed was ten grand. Easy enough, right?

He forced a laugh and sat down at his “lucky” machine. In the year and a half that he’d been living in Las Vegas, this specific machine was the reason he kept gambling. Every so often, he would walk away with an extra thousand or so in his pocket, but with every win there were losses.

Cody smiled to himself as he started the ritual. He rubbed his hands together and placed them on the machine.

“I need it tonight more than ever,” he whispered to it. He had been on a streak of bad luck. Six nights now, he’d walked away empty-handed. As he sat down, he hoped seven would be his lucky number.

“Drink?”

Cody turned and saw a waitress standing behind him. While she wore the same shiny red dress, this woman had reddish-brown hair with brown eyes. She smiled and lifted up the digital pad.

“Whiskey straight, two fingers,” he replied.

The waitress nodded and she typed onto the pad that looked to be nothing more than an illuminated piece of glass. He scanned his phone over it, then pressed his thumb on its surface to confirm the transaction. She smiled. “Be right back.”

He waited for her to return before he transferred any money into the machine. He took a slow sip and savored the burn. “Here goes nothing.” He placed his phone on the reader and watched the digital slots spin.

 

“Son of a bitch!” he yelled as he leaned back in the stained chair. His voice was barely audible over the cacophony of machines and chatter. He slouched, his arms falling to his sides as he eyed the screen in front of him. He was down to less than a dollar. It wasn’t all he had left in his bank account, but it was all that remained of the money he’d set aside to gamble.

“I should’ve cashed out when I got to five grand,” he muttered to himself. “Half is better than nothing. That could’ve maybe bought me an extra day or two.”

There’s no other way. They’re going to fucking kill me. His eyes moved away from the blank screen to the ceiling. He sat there, silent and still, the cigarette smoke from the man sitting next to him filling his nostrils.

“Sir, are you done with this machine?”

He sat up and turned around. The security guard hovered behind him.

“Sir, if you’re not going to play, I’m going to have to ask you to leave.”

Cody looked away from the guard to the robot behind him. The chrome plated automaton carried an automatic weapon loaded with non-lethal rounds. It stared at him through eyes made of small LED lights.

Cody sighed. “Yes, I’m done. I’ll be going now.” He sat up and rubbed his face. Cody slid out of the chair, pocketing his phone in the process. He nodded to the guard and staggered away, his hopes dashed and his fears realized. Countless scenarios played out in his mind, and all of them ended the same way.

On his way out of the casino, he spotted a vibrant movie poster advertising yet another superhero flick. Cody stopped and stared at the ad and his face lit up. An idea filled his head, and the metaphorical lightbulb shone bright.

Since there’s no way I can pay them off, I guess my only other option is to hide. Nothing better than hiding in plain sight.

He drove back to his apartment in silence. He couldn’t even bring himself to turn on the radio. His electric car made little noise. He needed to focus. So much so that he let his car do all of the driving. Everything hinged on this crazy plan working, and his life depended on it working.

A week ago, he had received a message from the man he’d borrowed money from that the deadline to pay back the loan was tomorrow. He was supposed to meet the collector at a predetermined location and time. Cody recognized the address. It was a bar just outside the Strip—the same bar where he’d taken out the loan.

“I have just under twenty-four hours to disappear,” he said to himself as he unlocked the door to his apartment with his thumbprint and retinal scan. No one had followed him, but he still locked the door behind him, just to be safe.

Despite his financial troubles, the complex that Cody lived in was high-end. Housing in Las Vegas had always been cheap. There was no shortage of land they could build on. The apartments were all perfectly soundproof. His neighbors could be blasting their music, or the people above him could jump around and he wouldn’t hear anything. The latter of which was especially beneficial to him, as he spent a lot of time in his apartment walking around in high heels.

Cody held his breath as he waved his hand over the light switch. The lights flickered on, and he let out a sigh of relief when he saw no signs of tampering. Of course, his apartment was cluttered to begin with, but there was a method to his madness.

He took off his clothes and tossed them onto the ground, supplementing the growing pile of laundry, as he made his way to his bathroom. The lights automatically turned on when he entered, and he cringed when the bright white lights reflected off his pale body. You’d think that living in desert where summer temperatures peaked at 120 F, Cody would at least have some semblance of a tan. He hadn’t moved to the desert for the sun, thought—he’d done it because of the cheap housing and abundance of jobs.

Cody frowned not at his lack of a tan, but at the regrowth of his body hair. He had once read about a procedure that would permanently stop the growth of hair were applied, but shaving wasn’t that much of a chore to him, and besides that, the procedure was expensive. Another thing he would’ve gotten, had he won the lottery.

In front of him, cosmetics were strewn across the marble countertop and his favorite wig rested atop a mannequin’s head. The synthetic hair—long enough to reach his chest—was made of a colorless material. One of the most expensive purchases he’d ever made, the wig was programmable, able to change length, color, and style at the discretion of its wearer. It had saved Cody from buying dozens of cheap wigs that would fall apart after wearing them only a couple of times.

The wig wasn’t the only thing that could change colors. Cody opened the small box he kept in one of the drawers and rummaged through the collection of small glass vials until he found the one he was looking for.

The bottle was about the size of his pinky finger, one of the many “tester” vials that the companies who made the color-changing drops would send along with purchases. Most of the sample bottles Cody owned he’d received as freebies from the many conventions that would visit Sin City. Cody held the small bottle of eye drops to the light. The sticker on the front read “ice blue” in a stylized font with a picture of a glacier behind it. He shook the bottle next to his ear and smiled when he heard liquid sloshing.

He considered the bright blue drops for a moment before setting them down on the counter and returning to his collection. There were designer colors like purple, gray, yellow, and bright red, as well as normal colors like brown, green, and blue, and even even vibrant mixes of colors that gave irises a tie-dyed or multi-colored look. Hot pink was a favorite of his, one that he wore when he wanted to look and feel especially slutty and whorish.

In the end, he decided on ice blue and put away the container and dug around for the pink bottle of hair remover. In the past, removers like this would work as well as poorly wired outlet. Sure, sometimes whatever device was plugged into the outlet worked, but other times sparks would erupt and everything would catch on fire. Eventually, the makers of hair removal products figured out the formula that would effortlessly remove hair without the threat of a burning sensation.

As he applied the lavender-scented cream, Cody’s mind drifted back to when he’d first started crossdressing. It had all started with simple curiosity. In high school, the girls would often wear pantyhose, especially during the cold months of the year. At the dances, they would wear short dresses and high heels. He wondered what it felt like to wear those clothes, and as he surfed the internet looking for scantily clad women to masturbate to, his urge to wear the sexy lingerie that porn stars and adult models wore steadily grew.

He had no sisters, so the only women’s clothes he could wear were his mother’s. Unfortunately, none of the outfits he wanted to wear were in her closet. No high heels, stockings, or anything close to being sexy. His mother was a plain woman, and his parents were quiet, private people. They never went to parties, nor did they ever dress up. But one day, he received a pair of skin-colored pantyhose in the mail, addressed to his non-existent wife, as some sort of sample from a lingerie company.

It was the package that changed his life.

The pantyhose caressed his skin and he jerked himself off by rubbing his swollen dick though the silky hose. He bit into his other hand to stifle his scream as he stained the pantyhose with his sticky white cum.

After dropping out of college at the beginning of his senior year, Cody had a falling out with his parents. They were a traditional, prudish bunch and weren’t all too fond of his non-religious, progressive views. The final straw was the pair of stockings they’d found.

Being kicked out of the house ended up being the best thing that ever happened to him. He’d bounced around from job to job until he finally settled in Las Vegas at the age of twenty-six, where he nabbed a job as a busboy at a casino restaurant. After a couple months of that, he’d found a more permanent job that even included benefits. Most of the money he made went to bills and rent, and he’d have had a lot more if it wasn’t for his “hobby.”

What he didn’t spend on food and other basic necessities, he spent on clothes, and now more than half his closet was filled with dresses, skirts, and blouses, not to mention a variety of toys. His dresser was stuffed with lingerie: bras and panties in an assortment of colors, plus stockings, garter belts, and corsets. Cody owned several pairs of high heels, from simple pumps to platform heels to thigh-high boots. Most of his feminine adventures remained in his apartment, and it was only within the last couple of months that he’d finally braved the outside world en femme.

For a long time, the wig was the most expensive item he purchased, until one drunk night, after winning a thousand dollars at his favorite casino, Cody decided to buy a voice changer. It covered his Adam’s apple like a skin-colored bandage and it successfully gave him the voice of a woman. He was going to return it, but once he tried it out, he decided to keep it. That voice changer was going to come in handy, now that he had a very good reason to hide his identity.

The battery in his car was low, and since he’d purchased the cheap model, it would take hours just to get half-charged. If he left town now, his car would die somewhere out in the middle of the desert.

I could find a premium charger and pay for a supercharge, he thought. Then I could get out of town, but I would have no money left…

On his way up to his room, his landlord stopped him and informed him that he had withdrawn Cody’s rent. As if things weren’t already bad enough. How had he completely forgotten about his rent payment?

I guess my only option is to try to hide in plain sight. I could clean up my apartment and make it look like Chloe lives here instead of me. I’ll have to find a job as Chloe too. That shouldn’t be too hard.

This wasn’t the first time Cody had considered getting a job as Chloe. It was obvious that women—attractive women—could make a lot more money in this town than men. The waitresses at the casino he was at earlier not only made more than he did hourly, but when you factored in the tips they received…

I could be a waitress. I don’t even have to carry drinks. I just have to look pretty. Sure, he’d have to deal with the occasional patron who’d had a little too much to drink and got all handsy, but still, it sure would beat the mind-numbing office job he had now.

With his mind made up, he stepped out of the shower and dried off. There was no point to getting dressed. Instead, Cody just threw on a pair of boxers and started cleaning. It wouldn’t be hard to make this look like a woman’s apartment. He had no pictures of himself anywhere, and the only things that hung on the wall besides a mirror was a movie poster that he had received when he’d gone to a midnight showing and some random artwork he’d purchased at a flea market.

Since magazines and newspapers had gone 100% digital, he could easily find and download a couple female-specific magazines to populate his e-reader. In the time leading up to his first time out as a woman, Cody had purchased several of them anyway, and since all of the clothing items were purchased on the internet and delivered to “Chloe,” Cody was regularly receiving catalogs.

Armed with a large black trash bag, he went about his apartment and tossed everything inside that wasn’t clothes. Pizza boxes, empty beer cans and liquor bottles—the typical trash items found in a bachelor’s pad.

He lugged the black bag over his shoulder like a hobo Santa Claus and marched out his front door toward the trash bin located at the end of the hall. In his mind, he played back the cleaning frenzy fit for a montage and made sure he didn’t accidentally toss something of value in the bag. At the bottom of the trash chute was a compactor and furnace. Anything tossed into the chute got scanned and sorted. Organic waste was composted, and everything else was either smashed, burned, or recycled.

With the floor clear, he turned on the pie-sized robot that mopped, scrubbed, and vacuumed his floors. The machine came to life after a moment of lag, and Cody realized it had been almost two months since he’d last used the robot. Goddamn, my place was a mess.

While the robot worked on the floors, he dusted and scrubbed the elevated surfaces. It was three in the morning when he finally finished, and after taking a quick whiff of his body odor, he realized it had been a mistake to shower before cleaning. He turned toward his bathroom, but his eyelids grew heavy and he fell asleep on the couch.

It was late in the afternoon when he finally finished his to-do list. Not only was his apartment as clean as it had been when he’d first moved in, but he’d also been able to get an ID set up for Chloe. It was more expensive than he wanted it to be, but he needed her background to be solid if he wanted her to be able to get a job.

With the day’s work evident by the odor emanating from his body, Cody once again climbed into the shower.

He packed away the more obviously male clothes, which left him his t-shirts, flannel pants, and jackets. He realized then that living as a woman would cost more, but when weighed against the option of dying at the hands of a mob… Well, that made the decision easy.

Evening came, and Cody found himself pacing back and forth in his apartment. It was too late to apply for any jobs, and there was nothing on TV that he could watch since he’d had to cancel all of his streaming services.

As bad of an idea as it was, he needed to get out and get some air and some liquid refreshment.

Cody stood in his bedroom and stared at the clothing placed neatly on the plain gray sheets of his bed. The outfit he’d chosen wasn’t flashy. It was sleek and elegant; sexy, but not an ensemble that would draw too much attention to him. Compared to the rest of the clientele at the club that he’d been to as Chloe, Cody wouldn’t stand out at all.

Sexy clubwear wasn’t the only thing sprawled out on the bed.

He was an average man in many ways. Hair and eye color, height, intellect, and dick size. Fully erect, his penis would reach six inches. But with the improvements in body modification, adding a couple of inches to his manhood—another thing on the growing list of available procedures— was as simple as writing a check.

Cody was thin, which helped a great deal in passing, but he was as flat and curvy as a piece of plywood. Lying next to the clothes on his bed were what he called “the holy trinity”: three pieces of equipment that transformed Cody into Chloe. They were a pair of D-cup breasts, the voice changer, and skin-colored panties that were anything but a pair of underwear.

For many years, silicone was the material of choice for theater or movie prosthetics. Then came a new material that not only effortlessly adhered to the skin, but would also match your skin tone. The material was transparent, which made the fake breasts look like plastic bags filled with lube with nipples attached. He positioned the first of the duo and shivered as the cold material attached itself to his skin. He applied the other breast while the first one went from transparent to perfectly seamless and matched his skin tone.

When he had first purchased the breasts months ago, the added weight had thrown him off. But now he was used to wearing the breasts, and after a quick test of bouncing and shaking, Cody moved on to the next piece of the puzzle.

Normally Cody wouldn’t bother with the panties, but if he was going to live as Chloe outside his apartment, then he would have to get used to wearing them often and for long periods of time. They weren’t made of the same color-changing material as the breasts, but what they did do was give Cody a vagina. It hid his bulge while allowing him to urinate, and it was very realistic-looking, as long as no one tried to finger or fuck him. Fortunately, it was also very comfortable.

After maneuvering his man-parts into place and pulling the panties all the way up, from the neck down, Cody’s body was indistinguishable from any other woman’s. There was just one thing left.

The voice changer was thin piece of square, skin-colored fabric about an inch and a half big, with one side coated in a reusable adhesive. He peeled off the paper back and carefully applied it to this throat right where his vocal cords were. It had no battery and was powered by the electricity created by his body. It was super expensive, but it was worth every penny.

Cody paused for a few moments before speaking. “The rain in Spain fall—” His voice cracked. He started over, and this time, the familiar female voice filled his ears.

He had no choice in what his female voice sounded like; he could only specify that he wanted a “male to female” change pattern when he’d ordered the device. He was afraid he’d have some shrill, irritating voice like some character from a 90s sitcom—or worse, that he’d sound like his mother.

He almost hadn’t put on the voice changer when he first got it. He had been so nervous and afraid that he’d been shaking. It had taken a minute for it to make the changes, but once he’d heard his new voice, Cody was so glad he’d bought it. Chloe’s voice was sultry. It was the voice you’d hear on the other end of a phone sex hotline or whispering to you from an interactive billboard.

It turned him on just hearing it.

As amazing as the little piece of tech was, it didn’t conceal Cody’s Adam’s apple. That’s what the three-inch rhinestone choker was for. It was nothing more than a piece of costume jewelry that Cody had purchased one drunken night to go along with the odd assortment of earrings, anklets, and bracelets he needed to organize.

“Hello, my name is Chloe,” he said with a wink. A little thrum of excitement followed the statement.

A regular piece of his female ensemble were stockings. They were his first love, but for tonight, the only lingerie Cody—or rather, Chloe—would wear was panties. A black lacy pair, as the only type of lingerie he had was the slutty kind. Not a single practical pair in the drawer. That’ll have to change, he thought as he pulled the underwear up to his waist.

The dress came next. It was black and covered with shimmering sequins that resembled the night sky. Well, someplace where you could see more than a handful of stars. Las Vegas was lit up like the sun in the evening, and if Cody wanted to actually see the starry night sky, he’d have to drive out into the middle of the desert for a couple hours to get away from all the light pollution. The dress had a single strap that went over his left shoulder and a long slit that exposed his upper thigh.

After shimmying into the sparkly dress, Cody sat down to slip on the heels. They were his favorite pair: black platform pumps with an ankle strap. His fingers fumbled with the thin straps and the tiny metallic buckle that wrapped around above his ankles. Of all the heels he owned, they were by far the most comfortable—the only pair he wore out to the club.

 

He smiled to himself when he heard the clicking of his heels on the wood floor as he returned to his bathroom. He sat down at his vanity and took a couple of deep breaths. The first jewelry he started with was a gold a pair of chandelier earrings decorated with small diamonds. They lightly tugged on his earlobes and swished back and forth whenever he moved his head.

He tilted his head back and looked up at the flat gray ceiling of his bathroom, preparing to let the first drops of the ice blue color into his eyes. The sting of the color-changing liquid was something he had yet to get used to. Changing the color of the iris, something encoded in one’s genes, was difficult, and it came with a price. While not severe, the chemical burn did sting a little and left the user momentarily blind. The side-effects of the application often caused frequent users of the dye to pay for the gene therapy to permanently change their eye color.

Cody forcibly closed his eyes and held them shut. Tears flowed from the corners and he tensed up. The burning sensation dulled after a couple of seconds, and opening his eyes back up, he was greeted by the blinding white light; a light that was his worst enemy the morning after a night of heavy drinking. As day turned to night, the brightness of the light bulb shifted from blindingly-white to a soft orange. This made trips to the bathroom in the middle of the night easier.

The whites of his eyes were red and irritated, but staring back at him in the mirror were a pair of ice blue irises. The pain vanished and his tears dried up, and with the trial over, he painted his face.

Cody was thin, but not feminine. Obesity was a thing of the past, as anyone could purchase over-the-counter pills that burned up the fat in foods before it congealed in the usual places. He was average, almost androgynous, and even though he didn’t have the rough features or the chiseled jaw of a male model or action hero, he was still masculine in appearance. However, all it took was the right amount of makeup, and to any stranger on the street, he would be a woman.

Before he did anything to his face, he dug around through the drawers and pulled out two different containers. One was a short, rectangular box divided into then sections, and the other was similar to the box that contained the eye drops, only much smaller. Much like how the drops worked for the eyes, nail polish had gone the same route. All Cody needed to do after gluing the clear acrylics on was to drop a single color of his choice onto the nail, and it would change to the desired color.

There was no weighing of options when it came to his fingernails. Cody almost always went with either dark red or hot pink. Tonight, it was the former.

His lips were colored maroon and his eyelids the color of grapefruit. In the silence of his bathroom, he combed his eyelashes with the tiny brush that made them black as a starless night. The rosy blush he applied to his cheeks was faint, but present, and he held the synthetic wig in his left hand. The clear strands of hair took on the color of the dye: silver-blonde in a long, layered style.

Cody smirked. The woman looking back at him in the mirror was the best he had ever looked.

 

Cody stepped out of the auto-cab onto the sidewalk in front of the club. Not having to worry about a lecherous cab driver always made his trips out as Chloe so much easier. I’ve never been here this early before, Cody realized as he walked up to the entrance.

FRYK had been around for almost two decades by the time he discovered its existence. It wasn’t on the Strip; it didn’t belong there. The clubs that filled the casinos along Las Vegas Boulevard were for tourists, and the drinks cost twice as much as they did at a sporting event. The women got in for free just by wearing too-short dresses while the men had to pay. He’d only gone inside one once, and it was just as bad as he thought it was going to be. The only highlight was seeing two girls make out.

FRYK was nestled within the urban sprawl of Greater Las Vegas. It was located in an industrial park where every other business was closed. It didn’t have a big, fancy sign, or any kind of an entrance, for that matter. It didn’t need a velvet rope for the line or some big MMA fighter bouncer. People weren’t getting dropped off in luxury cars and skipping the line. The building was nondescript. If you didn’t know what you were looking for, you’d easily miss it. All there was, was a single, blacked-out glass door with an F on it. Even that was simple. Just an F in white block lettering.

The front door opened to a small lobby which housed a small desk, a single chair, and two doors, one marked “Office” and the other marked “Private”. A woman sat behind the desk, dressed conservatively, and whose sole job it was to collect payment and reject those not on the entry list. The lone chair belonged to the bouncer, a man whose shoulders were as wide was Cody was tall, with muscles as big as his head.

Cody didn’t know the woman’s real name. He only knew her as “Star.” She smiled at him when he entered the lobby.

“Look who’s early tonight,” Star said.

“I was bored at home,” Cody said.

He placed his phone on the glass reader attached to the desk. A moment later, the light turned green. There was a small buzz, and the door marked “Private” popped open.

“Have fun, Chloe,” she said.

Cody smiled as he put his phone back into his purse and walked through the now open door. It led to a short, narrow hallway, which opened up to a large, open room and the club proper. To Cody’s right was the bar and dance floor, and to his left was the playpen, home to a wide array of BDSM furniture. He had seen it used every night he had come to the club, but he had yet to use any of it himself.

He was surprised to see that even this early, there were people on the equipment, but even more surprised at how full the bar and dance floor was.

“What’ll it be, miss?”

Cody tapped his finger on his chin. “Whiskey neat. Double.”

The bartender smirked. “Stressful day?”

“You have no idea.” Cody sighed and looked over at the floating numbers on the wall clock. The time on the clock was eight p.m. An hour ago, on the other side of town, Cody was supposed to have been meeting the man he’d gotten the loan from. He was supposed to transfer ten thousand dollars to pay off his original loan of eight thousand. But instead, he was hiding in plain sight, dressed as a woman and getting a drink at a kink bar.

The bartender placed the glass in front of Cody, the interactive countertop changing color under it, a rhythmic pulse that matched the music. Cody lifted his drink in the air, toasted to fate, and took a long sip. The whiskey hit him like a slap to the face. He felt the burn of the alcohol slide down his throat and warm his body.

By chance, he happened to look in her direction. It all happened on a whim. No sound, nor visual cue made Cody lean forward and look off to his left; he just happened to do so. And there she was, seated at the end of the bar, leaning forward on her left elbow and swirling the blue drink in her low-ball glass with her right hand.

Her hair was red, not a bright red like strawberries or apples, but the color of wine. Her eyes, on the other hand, were bright gold and gave her a predatory look. She brought her drink to her lips and her gaze shot over toward Cody, as if alerted to the presence of her prey.

Cody immediately averted his gaze, instead choosing to stare at the racks of bottles in front of him, knowing full well that he had been caught looking. He took a long sip of his drink. He had seen the woman before at this club on a couple occasions, but he had no idea who she was. She was always alone, quietly drinking by herself. He had seen men—and women—approach her, but get their propositions turned down.

He dared another glance in the direction of the woman and regretted it instantly. She had turned to face him, golden eyes focused on him, half of her mouth curled up into a sly, satisfied smirk. Cody’s cheeks turned bright red, as red as the woman’s lipstick, and burned hotter than the whiskey in his stomach.

He glanced again. Not only was she still staring at him, but she was resting her chin in the palm of her hand and wearing an amused look. Cody turned away, and a moment later, he heard the clicking of high heels getting louder, closer.

The woman slid into the empty barstool next to him, on the opposite side of him from where she’d sat originally.

She placed a sun-kissed hand on his knee, and Cody followed her arm up and gazed into those hypnotic eyes. She removed her hand from his leg and extended it out to him. “Haley, and what is your name?”

“C-Chloe,” Cody replied, eyes wandering down to her crossed legs. Haley also wore a black dress, except instead of some cheap, shimmering material like Cody’s, Haley’s dress was glossy latex so dark that if it weren’t for the shine, Cody would’ve thought he’d be staring into the void of space.

“Like what you see?” she asked.

Cody once again turned bright red. He turned away from her and faced forward, eyes fixed on the row of bottles on the other side of the bar. “S-Sorry.”

“Don’t be,” Haley said. “It means my hard work paid off.”

Cody turned back toward her. She brought her drink to her lips, her eyes not leaving his as she sipped the blue cocktail. “I’ve seen you here before.”

“I’ve been here many times. I love this place.” Her eyes left his and she looked all about the club. Cody noticed her gaze lingering just a moment longer on the play area before coming back to him. “I feel free here. It’s where I come to escape.”

Cody watched her eyes travel slowly up and down his body as he spoke. “Y-Yeah, I like this place too. Very, um, welcoming.”

Haley jerked her head over at the BDSM equipment. “Want to get tied up and spanked?”

Cody choked on his drink and had to cover his mouth to stop himself from spitting it all over Haley and the bar. She laughed at his reaction. It was a cute, melodic laugh, a laugh he wouldn’t mind hearing more often.

He followed her gaze over toward the equipment. He couldn’t really see it; most of the play area was behind frosted glass and the entrances were curtained. Cody had never used the equipment, but he had ventured through those curtains one time when his curiosity had gotten the better of him.

BDSM was something that had lingered in the back of his mind. It was something that he was neither gung-ho for, nor adamantly against. He had seen his fair share of it online; it was just that he never felt motivated enough to get into it. None of the women he had dated were into it, but he figured if he ever found someone into it, he wouldn’t be against exploring it.

Which was why he was now allowing Haley to lead him by the hand through the curtains.

The play area was completely empty, and Cody viewed each piece of equipment in a completely new light. She led him past the giant Xs, past the spanking benches and cages and thrones and stocks, stopping right in front of the small stage at the back of the room. Cody spotted the metal crossbar that hung from a chain pulley mounted to the ceiling.

Haley placed her lips to his ear. “Be a good girl and stay right there.”

He swallowed and watched her walk over to where the chain came down from the pulley to the winch on the wall. As scary as this was, he couldn’t help but be turned on by the thought of being teased and spanked by this incredibly beautiful woman.

Haley cranked the winch, and Cody watched as it slowly lowered until it was eye-level. Then she moved behind Cody and place her hands on his hips and her lips to his ear.

“Don’t be afraid,” she purred. “Go on.”

There was something about her voice. Something disarming. Something that made his body simply obey her. As if on auto-pilot, Cody’s body stepped up onto the stage and his hands took hold of either end of the cross bar where the leather-padded cuffs dangled.

Haley said nothing as she cuffed him. Cody said nothing; he just watched her imprison him. Her fingers moved quickly and skillfully, as if having done this countless times. Then he watched her walk back over to the winch and crank it slowly. Cody’s hands gripped the bar as it went higher and higher, until it was fully stretched and he was standing on his tip-toes.

“H-Hey, I think this is a little too high,” he said, his voice failing to hide the raising panic. “Don’t I get, like, a safe word or something?” He tugged on the cuffs, but to no avail.

Haley paced around him. She tapped her finger on her chin. “Safe word? Let’s see… How about…” She moved behind him. “Cody. How’s that?”

Cody’s eyes widened. His heart raced and skin turned pale. He felt her hand on his ass. She gave it a playful squeeze and continued her circling path until she stood in front of him.

Haley folded her arms. “Do you really think you could avoid us that easily? I mean, come on! Who do you think we are?”

“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” Cody replied.

Haley shook her finger. “Now you’re just being insulting.” She snapped her fingers at someone behind Cody. He tried to look back, but Haley put one hand on the crossbar and the other grabbed his chin. “You almost fooled me, you know? That outfit; that makeover; those eyes…”

“Haley, wait, I can—”

“Is that what I told you my name was?” Her laugh this time was completely different from when they were at the bar. It was dark, twisted, maniacal. “My name is actually Naomi, Naomi Caldesh.”

Cody didn’t realize his blood could get any colder, and his eyes went so wide they threatened to fall out of his sockets. His struggling ceased, and he just stared at the woman with grim realization.

Naomi must’ve read his mind, because she smiled. Then she placed a comforting hand on his cheek. “So you’ve heard of me, then?”

As much as Cody wished the man he’d borrowed money from was just some entry-level, independent loan shark, he knew deep down that the short, greasy, balding man with a heavy New Jersey accent was connected to a larger syndicate. And of all the criminal organizations that operated in Sin City, the one Cody just happened to borrow from was the most notorious.

Cody looked down at his feet, defeated. “How? How did you find me?”

Naomi lifted his chin. “An organization like mine doesn’t get to where it is by being amateurs. We’ve had our eye on you since the moment you took out the loan. We’ve been following your movements and watching your financials. You came so close to paying us back. Then you went and blew it and figured you could hide.”

“I tried to get the money back, I really did. It’s just—”

Naomi pressed her finger to his lips, and Cody heard the sounds of heavy footsteps approaching. Naomi reached behind him and thanked whoever it was. As if reading his mind once again, she dangled in front of him what she’d been given: a ball gag.

“When you failed to show up, your picture was distributed throughout our network, mainly to the collectors and grunts, but I also received a notification,” she said as she put the gag in his mouth and buckled the back. “You owe us ten grand. That’s a lot of money, Cody, and the fact that you didn’t bother to return it made us pretty upset.”

She traced his lips with her finger. “Normally I don’t bother with the runners. I’ll let the guys we train for that sort of thing bring them to me. But there I was, just sitting at the bar at my club—oh, by the way, I own this place. Quite nice, don’t you think?” She motioned to the building and the equipment. “Anyway, there I was, enjoying a drink, when I look and see…” Naomi took a couple steps back and gestured to Cody. “You. Not only that, but all dolled up too.”

She placed her hands on his body and inspected him. She squeezed his fake breasts. “So realistic. Pretty expensive, I’ll bet, though not as expensive as the real things.” She brought her hands to her own chest. “So much better, the real thing.” She bit her lower lip and faked arousal.

Then she pointed to his groin. “What about down there?” She lifted up the hem of his dress and knelt down. “Not as nice, but it’ll fool anyone not looking.” Cody felt her fingers find the seam of the fake vagina and pull it down. It fell past his ankles and off his feet. Naomi kicked it aside. His freed cock hardened almost instantly.

“My, my,” Naomi said as she stood up. “A little turned on, are we?”

Cody couldn’t deny the fact that behind the fear, there was arousal. Naomi was just so damn attractive, it was hard to ignore.

“You see, Cody, we have a system for how we deal with those who default on our loans. First, we’ll sell your possessions. That usually doesn’t do much, but it’s more of a statement of how much you’ve fucked up. Then you go to work for us. If you can’t—or won’t—then we kill you.”

Cody turned his head, and the startled look in his eyes made Naomi laugh.

“What part of ‘organized crime’ don’t you understand?” she said. “The men do all kinds of labor, menial tasks, long hours… The women…” She reached down and grabbed his dick with just enough force to imply, This belongs to me now. “I’m sure you’re little brain can figure out what happens to the women. They eventually go free, mind you, but plenty choose to stay.

“But you… we’ve had people try to hide in plain sight before, but never as the opposite sex.” She reached up and grabbed the ball gag, but didn’t remove it. “So I have a very special offer for you, something I’ve never done before. You could work off the rest of your debt as boring old Cody, or…” She brought her lips to his ear. “You can work for me as Chloe.”

Naomi removed the gag and took a couple steps back. She snapped her fingers and folded her arms. Hearing footsteps approach, Cody looked back to see two men in matching suits. Both were extremely well-built. One walked over to the winch and lowered the crossbar. The other waited beside Cody. When the crossbar was low enough, the man undid the wrist restraints.

“So, what’ll be, Cody? Will you—”

Cody didn’t even hesitate. The moment his wrists were free from the crossbar, he turned and ran. Naomi said something, but he was too focused on escaping to listen to what it was.

He threw the curtains apart as he ran through them and turned toward the door, his ankles miraculously remaining intact. He ran down the hallway and out the main door, hoping and praying that he could get out before the bouncer could react.

“Hey, what are you—” Star yelled as Cody burst through the door and collided with a group of people trying to get in. The men in suits came through the door not a moment after.

Cody vomited twenty different apologies as he squeezed through the group, all while avoiding the vise-like grip of the bouncer. Without slowing down, he lifted his arms and reached for the door handle. His ankles cursed him for moving so quickly in the high heels, the pain burning like fire.

The doors opened before he reached the handle, and Cody bumped into a heavy-set man dressed in long, black trench coat. With their size difference, he bounced off the thick man and fell hard onto the concrete of the sidewalk and slid to a stop. The bouncer and the men in suits cursed at him, and the shouts from new arrivals filled his ears. Cody’s ankles were on the verge of breaking, his arm was bleeding, and his dress was torn.

Looking up from his position on the ground, he spotted one of the goons squeezing through the narrow entrance. Run! his brain ordered, and Cody scrambled onto his hands and knees. The concrete gave way to pavement by the time he reached his feet.

The screams of the bystanders and the bright white headlights were the last things he saw before his world turned black.

 

Cody shot bolt upright in bed, screaming.

The white lights of the room were blinding and his vision was blurry. There were machines everywhere and tubes attached to his body. Moments later, anonymous men and women in matching blue scrubs held him down.

“He's awake! It's too early for him to be conscious!” The voice was broken, distorted, as if it was coming through an intercom.

“Get me a sedative!” another shouted. Everything was a blur, and it all happened so fast that by the time Cody's brain registered where he was, his body relaxed as the sedative kicked in and the world once again turned black.

When he opened his eyes again, his vision had cleared and the machines that had once surrounded him were gone. He was in a bedroom. The bed was large and the decorations were ornate. The sheets that covered his body were silk. He tried to sit up, but his body was too weak and his chest felt heavy.

Then he heard a voice—a woman’s voice. One that sounded familiar.

“I see you’re awake.”

Cody turned his head toward the source, and the tiny shred of hope he had vanished when he spotted Naomi sitting on the edge of his bed.

“Y-You! What… what happened to me?”

The voice that flowed from his mouth was a woman’s—the same one he had when he wore the voice changer. He rubbed the front of his throat.

The skin-colored bandage was missing. The voice that he heard was his own.

This time, he managed to sit up. The silk sheets fell down around him, revealing his breasts.

Cody looked down at the two mounds on his chest and grabbed them. They were soft, warm, and reacted to his touch. They weren’t the fakes he had purchased and worn—they were real. Panicking, he threw the sheet off of him, exposing the rest of his naked body.

“Oh, fuck!” His cock and balls were missing. In fact, he had no sexual organs whatsoever. What was down there reminded him of the toys he’d had as a kid that had interchangeable parts.

“You like your new body?” He felt the bed shake and watched as Naomi crawled toward him across it.

“What did you do to me?” Cody shrieked, pulling the sheets back over his naked body. Naomi continued to crawl toward him. Her hair and eyes were the same color as they had been in the club, but instead of the latex outfit she had worn then, she had on a black fishnet body stocking and nothing else.

“You chose the third option. You thought you could run from me, and while you made a valiant attempt, fate interceded in the form of a truck. Your body was broken and you barely clung to life. If I had let you die, you’d never be able to pay back the loan. And I couldn’t like a pretty little thing like you slip through my fingers.”

Cody scooted away from her, but his back was pressed against the backboard. Naomi straddled him and tugged the sheets away.

“You broke a lot of bones, and your groin was smashed to bits. The doctors repaired the rest of your body with no problem, but when it came down to that area…” She waved her finger in the direction of his groin—or lack thereof. “Well, I decided you would be a perfect test subject for some state-of-the-art cybernetics.”

“W-W-What did you do to me?!”

Naomi rolled away from him, reached over the edge of the bed, and brought up what looked like a briefcase. She brought it back over to her and opened it in such a way that he couldn’t see what’s inside.

“Don’t you just love technology?” She revealed what was inside the briefcase, and not only did Cody’s eyes go wide, but his jaw practically fell down to the bed.

In one hand, Naomi held a cock and balls. In the other hand, she held a vagina. Both of them had three cylindrical pegs on the opposite side. Three cylindrical pegs that matched up with the space between his legs.

“I couldn’t decide on whether you should keep your cock or replace it with something even better. Then the doctors told me there was a way you could have both, so I said, ‘Why the hell not?’ I mean, I pretty much own you, so it’s not like you have a say in the matter.”

“O-Own me?!”

“Well, yeah,” she giggled. “Think about it: You never paid off the loan to begin with, so interest kept building and building. Then you combine that with all the medical procedures and surgeries, and what does that add up to?”

Cody opened his mouth to speak, but Naomi answered for him.

“A debt that would take a lifetime to pay off.”

Cody couldn’t speak. He just sat there, dumbfounded.

“Oh, that blank doll look suits you just perfectly,” she giggled. “Now, how about we try these out?” She looked back and forth between the attachable sex organs. “Which one should we try first?” After a moment of overdramatic pondering, she threw the cock back behind her and slid the briefcase off the bed. “I’m sure you’ve always wanted to know what a real vagina feels like.”

Cody didn’t even react. He was still overwhelmed at what Naomi had told him. So he just watched as she crept between his legs and inserted the pseudo-vagina into its slot. His body reacted instantly as a wave of pleasure flowed through him. A chill went up his spine and he shuddered as the nerves of his body connected to the new addition.

His moan was cut off by the placement of her lips onto his.

“Oh, you have no idea how long I waited to taste those lips of yours.”

 

Cody gritted his teeth as Naomi playfully bit his neck. The pain gave way to pleasure and warmth coursed through his veins. Her kisses tickled his sensitive skin and he writhed under her skilled touch. Naomi’s mouth moved away from his neck down his chest, in between his ample breasts.

He rubbed his legs together as another moan escaped his lips. His lust-filled outburst only encouraged his captor to continue. Cody could feel the slit between his legs moisten as the fire inside his new body enkindled. Naomi kept up her assault on his new female body, teasing his nipples with her lips and tongue until he cried out for more.

“Oh, fuck me!” he caught himself saying.

Naomi immediately stopped and pulled away from him. When Cody realized what he had said, his face went pale.

“Well, well, aren’t you eager?” She smirked. “Ask and you shall receive.”

She straightened up and slid off the bed. Cody watched as she dug through the drawers of the nightstand and pulled out a black leather harness. She stepped into it and strapped it tight, only something was wrong. It didn’t have any sort of dildo attached to it.

His question was answered as she climbed back onto the bed and crawled over to where Cody’s attachable cock landed. Oh my fucking god, he thought as she fastened it to her harness.

“Tell me, have you ever wondered what it would be like to be fucked by your own cock?” She crawled up to him and straightened up, which put it right at eye-level.

“I don’t kn—oh!”

Without warning, Naomi thrust her throbbing dick into Cody’s pussy. His virgin cunt gripped her thick, meaty girth as she pushed it all the way to the base. She stared down at him with her hands on his shoulders and watched his face twist and contort as the sexual electricity moved throughout his body.

“Well?”

“Please… don’t stop…” Cody looked away from her, his face flushed, embarrassed by what he was feeling. He saw his reflection in a full-length mirror. Naomi smirked. At long last, she had her prize.

She had kept his eyes that ice-blue color. His long, silver-blonde hair pooled around his head, and she brought her lips back down to his neck and playfully bit his earlobe as she ground her body into his, sliding her hard shaft in and out of the cleft between his legs.

The bed started to rock as she hastened her rhythm, pounding him passionately. Naomi continued to fuck him, her movements hard and fast. She was filled with an animalistic lust, a raging bull that had caught the scent of a female in heat.

He could feel it building inside of him—the pleasure that was making it hard to think. Moans seeped from his rosy-brown lips, the screams reaching a crescendo when Naomi repositioned herself on top of him. Her hands moved onto his breasts and she squeezed them tenderly. Cody was on fire. Beads of sweat poured down his body as she filled him with her meaty pole.

Then it happened.

The carnal pleasure swept over him like a tidal wave, and he lost himself in the moment. He gripped the sheets so tightly his knuckles turned white, and he cried out in pure, erotic ecstasy. It was a dizzying explosion; the final moment of pure, earthly lust. Cody trembled under the magnitude of his first female orgasm, and he screamed as his womanly fluids erupted from the slick sheath between his legs.

Naomi pulled out and Cody watched as she unfastened the dick from the harness. She brought it to her lips and licked the shaft, savoring the fluids.

“Chloe, you’re mine now. Understand?” Naomi said softly. Cody said nothing; he only nodded. “Good, then you know what to do next.”

He leaned forward and his fingers found the buckles. One by one, he loosened the straps until it fell off of her waist. Naomi shifted onto her back and Cody pulled the harness off of her and set it aside. She spread her legs wide and Cody placed his head between them, his tongue finding her moist pussy.

“That’s a good girl.”

He spotted the door in the far corner of the room. There was no guard protecting it. It was just the two of them there. He could make a break for it, but as he stared at the doorway, the urge to escape dwindled. Why would he want to leave? What life was there for him? Even if he could go back, why would he? Sure, he lived on his own and was able to enjoy his hobbies, but his job sucked, and he was broke, single, and lived from paycheck to paycheck.

But now? Now he was having sex with one of the hottest women he had ever lain eyes on. Sure, she was the head of a powerful crime syndicate, but he was hers. She could’ve just thrown him to one of the brothels, or worse, leave him chained up for her muscular goons to use as they saw fit, but no—she had kept him for herself. For her own private use.

Cody smirked. Maybe Lady Luck did smile upon me, after all.

STILL WANT MORE?

 

 

 

Check out these other works by John Dylena:

 

Raethiana

When a man survives the sensual ritual meant to sate a succubus’ supernatural appetite, she decides not only to stay the night, but to move in as his new roommate and introduce him to her world; a realm full of demons, magic, and a discovery that will change his life forever.

 

 

 

The Succubus’ Sub

Brett comes back to his apartment one night to find a succubus waiting for him. Myserra, as she calls herself, has an offer for him. 

 

She promises an end to his solitude on one condition: he becomes her sub. 

 

Follow Brett as Myserra takes him on an adventure where he will explore the depths of his own sexuality as she introduces him to a wide array of kinks and fetishes. She'll bind him in latex, dress him up in lingerie, change him into a woman, and even give him a body that is anything but human.
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