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Crissy’s Temptation

"Christopher—c’mon man, you have to be joking. This is a joke, right?"

"No, it's not a joke," I said. "You're fired." At that moment, I was in my penthouse apartment, standing in the middle of my living room. I walked over to the huge windows, and I gazed out at the city like some god overseeing his domain as I waited for Eric’s reaction.

"But, but you can't do that…"

"Really?" I asked, chuckling. I studied the cars rolling down each of the streets, the various buildings, the other skyscrapers. This was my city. As far as I was concerned, it belonged to me. Okay, so maybe I wasn't the richest or most powerful man in the city, but I had way more money and far more influence than most of the individuals scurrying around it down on the city streets. Most of those people would never get to see more than two or three commas in their bank accounts. "Have your lawyers read the purchase agreement. I bought your company, Eric. That means I can fire you. You’re just another asset—and it's time for me to make some cuts."

"I built this technology," he said. "Do you know how much time I spent working on those algorithms, on those lines of code?" His fingers were probably pressed against his phone as he paced back and forth in his much, much smaller apartment.

"I don't care," I informed him. "Frankly, this is just business. You entered into a contract, but you didn't study it carefully enough, and now I am going to take your assets and sell them all for a profit. That's how it works, Eric."

"You can't do this to me," he said.

"Again, I can," I pointed out. "Now, if there's nothing else…"

"If you try to fuck me like this, I'm going to make you pay. I'm going to make sure you regret it."

"Seriously?" I asked, chuckling again. "What kind of threat is that? You sound like some little kid."

"I'm serious," Eric told me. "The world is bigger and more complicated than you can understand, Christopher. There’s more to life than just money. If you don't back down right now, you're going to regret it."

"Really? Is that what you think?" I asked.

"Yes." His voice became cold and sharp and dangerously logical. At the same time, I tightened my brows. I stepped away from the window, and I found myself experiencing one of those frustrating jolts of fear. I locked my teeth together, but only for a moment. I remembered who I was, what I had accomplished, and how I had outmaneuvered him. No, I wasn't going to let Eric succeed with some stupid threat even if he triggered some tickle of fear at the back of my brain, "Listen to me, Eric. You played the game, and you lost. Go ahead and try again. That's how the game works."

"This isn't a game," he protested. "It's my life." At that moment, I exhaled. He sounded desperate. He sounded pathetic. Good. He was a loser. He didn't know how to fight me. He didn't know how to compete with someone as ruthless as I was. I hated how he had been able to scare me, if only for a few seconds, but there was an underlying truth that I didn't like to acknowledge: sure, I was rich, but I was still just a guy. If someone went crazy and decided to go out and buy a gun and sneak up on me, there wasn't much I could do about it.

Yeah, I could have carried around my own gun or hired bodyguards, but would that really make a difference? If someone decided that they should come after me, would I actually be able to stop them? Could I keep some guy from “bumping” up behind me, jabbing a gun against my spine, and pulling the trigger?

No. Probably not. The human body could be incredibly fragile.

But now I exhaled, savored that sense of relief, and told him, "Life is a game. And it looks like you just lost. Don't worry. You can try again." I could hear his voice as he tried to protest again, but I yanked the phone away from my ear, hit the red button at the bottom of the screen, and cut the conversation.

"Is everything okay?" asked a soft and playful, teasing and far more pleasant voice. I glanced up from the windows again, and now I saw Monique standing there in the hallway. She was leaning to one side, wearing nothing but her bra and panties. She looked amazing. Sure, this wasn't the expensive lingerie I had bought her, but there was still something so enticing about this girl in her white, cotton panties and matching, silk bra.

She looked incredible with her wavy blonde hair, her bright blue eyes, those full red lips, those big mounds, her tight waist, and her toned legs. I drank in every detail; as far as I was concerned, she belonged to me. She was twenty-five and mine. I had married her, and she understood just how powerful and predatory a man like me could be. My expression darkened as the desires swirled through my body.

Suddenly, I wasn't thinking about Eric and his pathetic complaints. Instead, I hungered to take this girl, so I reveled in my power as I strode across the room. With each step, I came at her like a hunter.

Grabbing her, I drew her close as my hands roamed along her waist. I loved the heat of her skin, her soft, tender flesh. My fingers brushed along her flanks and up to her rib cage. I traced the outline of her bra even as I leaned down and kissed her.

It was a fierce, passionate connection with my lips against hers. I pushed down as our tongues teased one another. Fresh waves of pleasure and desire coursed through my body; those impulses grew stronger and stronger. Then I grabbed her by her hand, sliding my fingers through hers. I held on tight and started to pull.

"What if I don't want to go with you?" Monique teased me. I glanced back at her, and I could read that flirtatious need playing across her gorgeous face. Yeah, it was easy to believe this woman was a model. She had already participated in several different campaigns, none of which included the hundreds of thousands of followers she had online across three different platforms. Lots of guys checked her out; they stared at her smile and the curls in her blonde mane while thousands of women stared and envied her. But in the end, she was mine. I reached out, grabbing her hand and pulling her close.

She stumbled forward, and that's when I grabbed her, lifting her up and throwing her over my shoulder. She squealed, kicking out with her feet and laughing even as she playfully and halfheartedly slapped her hands down against the small of my back.

"You belong to me," I said, my voice rough, gruff, and possessive.

Squealing with delight, Monique shook her head from side to side. I carried her down the hall and through the double doors of our bedroom before I tossed her onto the mattress. She bounced once. Right as she settled, I rushed forward, crawling across the mattress. In the next moment, I pinned her. I was on top of her, my knees pressed against her flanks, my hands on her wrists.

Just as playfully as before, she squealed out again, shaking her head from side to side. I studied the way the light glistened on her lips and along her golden yellow locks. Damn. This girl really was exquisite. I leaned in and kissed her again, just as powerful and possessive as before. She belonged to me, and I could do whatever I wished with her. I kissed her hard, and then I licked and nipped at her neck. From there, I drew back to say, "Strip. I want you naked within the next five seconds."

"What if I don't?" Monique asked, narrowing her eyes and glaring up at me with mock defiance.

"Do you want to find out? Do you want to find out how I can punish you?"

"No!" Monique squeaked out. She scurried to lift herself up, and she unhooked the clasp on her bra. She threw the white fabric down onto the floor. I had pulled away, so now she peeled off her panties. And that's when I grabbed her again. I straddled her just like before. But this time, I crossed her wrists above her head, and pinned them beneath the palm of my hand. From there, I kissed her forehead, the bridge of her nose, and that her lips. With my free hand, I reached down and brushed my fingers along the curves of her breasts. I pinched her right nipple, then her left. Each time, she widened her eyes, gasping out.

"Yes, sir," she breathed out even though I didn't ask a question.

"Good girl," I replied.

Occasionally, I wondered what her fans and followers thought of her. Could they imagine what happened at moments like this when I decided to take her? My cock was hard, and I was hungry for the pleasure of her body. I continued to touch her, groping and fondling her. I squeezed her breasts before gliding the back of my hand down to her stomach, then her pubic hair. I ran my fingers down to her pussy. With my middle two digits, I started to caress her crevice. I played with her, just gently touching my girl even as she bent her knees and kicked her heels down against the bed.

"Damn," she growled, biting into her lower lip. I gazed at her.

Monique opened her eyes and looked up at me for just a second. Red heat splashed across her cheeks as the embarrassment gripped her.

"I think I should tie you down and touch you all over," I told her.

"No. Please. No, I don't need to be tied to the bed," she panted out. But then I glanced up at each of the pillars. I saw those smooth, wooden posts, each of which came equipped with a leather strap and a thin set of metal chains.

I grabbed her right wrist and guided her toward the corner of the mattress. Then I looped the shackle around her wrist. I did this with her right hand, then her left. From there, I spread her legs, and she kept begging. "Please, sir. Please, you don't have to tie me down." But even at that moment, I knew she was aroused. The heat radiated off of her body. Just as importantly, I could hear the desperation reverberate along every syllable she said.

Once I finished strapping her down, I ran my hands along her frame. Then I leaned in and kissed her. At the same time, I kept fondling her. I would squeeze her breasts or reach down for her pussy. I loved gently fingering her and feeling her squirm. By now, she was so hot and desperately wet. "Say it. Tell me what I want to hear."

"You own me, sir. You own me, and you can do whatever you want with me because I am your girl."

"Smart," I agreed.

Finally, I unzipped my pants, reached in, and pulled out my heart and cock. Excitement flared across my own body, especially when I studied her. "It's time for me to claim my girl."

I leaned forward, and that's when time seemed to slow down…

…I didn't understand what was happening…

It felt like I was trying to push my way through some invisible force field. At the same time, I itched to call out. I could barely blink. My hands stopped obeying me. And then there was this flash of light.

The bright flash cut through everything.

And that’s when the world changed.

Tentatively, I opened my eyes again, only to embrace bright and vivid light. When I couldn't take it, I clenched them shut for a few seconds. Then I swallowed. My mouth was dry, and I automatically reached over toward the nightstand. Normally, I kept a bottle of water right there. I didn't see it. In fact, I didn't even see my normal nightstand. There was supposed to be an elegant, black tabletop right there. Rather, I saw something vibrant and pink.

My brows tightened.

What the hell? What just happened?

Where was I? Where was my wife?

Tentatively, I rolled over onto my hands and knees, and I started to sit up, only to feel that something was different. My nails scraped across the mattress, but that didn't make sense. I had just trimmed them earlier that day.

I lifted my hands, and they weren't what I expected. They weren't big or strong...instead, they seemed smaller than I expected. My wrists were narrower too, and now I noticed that the strange weight against my chest. Not only that, I could feel my hair tickle the back of my neck.

Clenching my eyes shut again, I rubbed my face as I worked to understand this. In the first minute, I started to think that maybe I had gotten really, really drunk. Had I gone to some kind of party or something? No, I didn't think so. Even then, I didn't feel drunk or hung over. It wasn't like my head was pounding.

That's when I grabbed onto the coverlet, pulled it aside, and tossed it onto the floor. I slipped off of the bed, and I stood up, and then I saw my full-length reflection in a tall mirror. I blinked, uncertain. The reflection matched my movements. And yet, I wasn't looking at myself. I didn't see a fully grown man standing there with broad shoulders, a muscled physique, and the confidence of someone who had already conquered the business world.

My cheeks were smooth, my face heart-shaped. I had slender brows. No…that…that couldn’t be my face or my body…

Tentatively, I stepped forward, almost like I needed to test this mirror. It had to be some kind of joke or something, right? It was a trick. And yet, I found myself striding forward, and I saw that I was wearing this little pink nightgown. Not only that, I could feel the weight of my breasts, not to mention that slightly awkward shift in my gait. This was different. I couldn't name all of the details; I couldn't explain them, but something just felt off with each movement. Then I looked around again, and I realized what part of it might be: my height. The world was bigger…

…I had lost several inches!

I spun around again, and I stared at the mirror. I saw a girl standing there. She looked like she was sixteen, seventeen, or eighteen. She had wavy blonde hair, full red lips, vibrant blue eyes, a petite nose, big breasts, and…

No. I didn't want to look.

I focused on my face. First, I just stared. Then I puckered my lips. The reflection did the same.

Tentatively, I reached up. I raised up my hands. I saw the hot, neon pink along my nails. My eyes widened again. Of course, everything happened in perfect unison with the reflection in the glass. I brought my hand up, and I grabbed onto my hair. I tugged, and I watched this reflection do the same thing. At the same time, I could feel the quick jolt of pain along my scalp. That actually hurt!

This was really my hair.

…But how?

No. I refused to think about it.

A surge of anger-laced fear shot through my frame as I grabbed the gown, and I peeled it off of my body. Suddenly, I saw myself, and I had breasts! They were bigger than I expected, but they had to be fake.

Right?

Normally, I could handle any situation, especially if I remained logical. But at that moment, I reached up experimentally, and my fingers grazed along the underside of my breasts. My nipples hardened, and I endured this rush of excitement that darted along my body. Little bumps appeared down my neck and over my shoulders. The moisture in my mouth drained away, but I still believed that this had to be some kind of trick. That's why I reached up, and my fingers just barely touched my nipples, and another jolt of pleasure ran through me. At the same time, I feel something happened between my legs.

No…

I peeked down at my pink, cotton panties. In college, I had stripped panties like these off of plenty of girls. I recognized the tight little triangle and clingy fabric. It was soft and dainty, feminine, alluring and innocent all at the same time. Worse, I saw the little embroidered hearts, and I bit down, locking my jaw with all of the ferocity I could manage.

What was going on? What was happening to me?

I was supposed to be back in my bedroom with Monique. I was supposed to be on top of her…

For some reason, I tried to imagine my cock, and there was this jolt of nervousness, like thinking about a man's body seemed wrong somehow. I shook my head from side to side, hooked my thumbs into my panties, and I tugged them down. That's when I saw the blonde tuft of pubic hair just above my pussy. Yes, I had a slit! I reached down with this strange curiosity—the need to touch myself. My fingers just barely slid along my opening, and a fresh burst of bright desire ran through me. It felt as though someone had just tickled all my body, and now I stumbled back. I lost my balance and hit the floor.

Then I heard it, a knock on the door.

"Crissy? Are you decent?"

Even through the door, I recognized the voice right away: Eric. I turned and stared at the white door. It was framed by the pink walls. Everything about this space seemed like it was perfect for a young woman from the twin bed with the purple sheets to the bubblegum pink walls. There were even a couple of posters with cartoon unicorns. My chest tightened, and I didn't understand what was going on.

"Eric?" I began to squeak out, only to stop myself. My slender little hands shot up to my mouth. I was still on the floor, still disoriented and confused, but I couldn't believe that I had just spoken. That couldn't be my voice.

Ever since puberty, I had spoken with the deep notes of an adult man. Sure, there had been that awkward phase when my voice cracked from time to time, but I was used to sounding authoritative and powerful.

Every time I spoke, people listened.

Just now, I sounded more like some Disney princess from the nineties! My voice was breathy and higher pitched at the same time. I squeaked!

"Put on some clothes, so we can talk," he said.

Quickly, I scrambled. At first, I looked down at the nightgown. No, I wasn't going to wear that. I opened the drawer and discovered a bunch of neatly folded panties. I pulled out a white pair with ruffles. There were even little embroidered strawberries on it. I stared at the panties for one or two seconds. These would have looked incredibly sexy on some coed, but I was supposed to be a man.

At first, I raged for another second. Then I grabbed the panties, and I slid them up along my legs, and they were nice and snug around my waist and between my legs.

Gritting my teeth, I ached to pull them off again, but I knew I didn't have much time. I grabbed some socks, and then I ran over to my closet. I found a pair of jeans. I pulled them up my legs, only to discover they were tighter than I expected. They showed off my legs and my butt. Just a glance at the mirror made all of this abundantly clear. Finally, I pulled on a T-shirt. It was tighter than I expected too, and the outline of my nipples showed, but I couldn't do anything about it.

The door opened.

"Hello," Eric said—what was he doing here? He was supposed to be someone I worked with! He crossed his arms and leaned against the door frame. A triumphant smirk curved along his lips.

"What is this?" I demanded. "What's going on?"

"Isn't it obvious?" The corners of his eyes wrinkled with amusement even as he flashed a smile and revealed at the edges of his teeth. When I saw him again, I realized something. I had to tilt my head upward slightly because he was taller than me. But no, I was supposed to have a couple of inches on him at least.

This wasn’t right!

It almost seemed like I should throw a tantrum. I could’ve cried out and stomped my feet and hopped up and down like some overly emotional teen girl.

Then he relaxed his arms and strode into the middle of the room. At the same time, he closed the door behind him. All at once, I realized he was both bigger than me and stronger than me. He stood right in front of me, and I tried to hold my place, but he exuded this masculine power. His arms were large and broad, especially compared to waifish limbs.

At the same time, something else awoke within me. I didn't want to think about it, but there was something almost alluring about this man. He exuded this strength that drew my attention in a way I couldn't explain or comprehend.

"I gave you chance," he said. "But you tried to mess with me, so I changed the rules of the game."

"What did you do?" I whispered.

Eric chuckled, "I know. I know. It’s hard to understand, but I come from a very old family. We have maintained certain traditions for millennia. In our family, the firstborn son is given a ring. The legend tells us that the ring grants three wishes to each generation. I used my wishes."

"What, what did you wish for?"

"I wished for your company, your wife, and your humiliation. To be honest, this isn't what I was expecting, Crissy."

"That's not my name!"

"Actually, it is. As far as you're concerned, reality has been rewritten."

I absorbed those words, and they pummeled against my psyche. I tried to understand what was going on, only this deviated from everything I had been trained to expect. I worked with numbers, underlying realities, and objective truths. When it came to computer programs, I understood these machines and how they operated based on logical principles. The standards couldn't be changed or altered, and something as absurd as magic couldn't possibly exist.

"No…" When I spoke, I couldn't even try to shift the pitch of my voice. I sounded just like some teenage girl!

"Yes," he said. At the same time, Eric reached out, and he brushed his hand along the underside of my chin. I reached up, and I tried to slap his arm away, but he was too strong! In the next moment, he grabbed me by my wrist. "Do you want to learn about how this world works now?"

"What, what're you talking about?"

"I'm guessing you just woke up a little while ago, but this was my wish, so the power of the ring allows me to understand all of it. I can remember the old reality, but I also recognize how things work now. In a little while, maybe you'll get to figure it out too."

"This can't be happening," I murmured as I worked to find some flaw in his explanation. All at once, I could feel the hot sting of tears at the corners of my vision. I tried to yank my arm away, only it didn't work. I reached out with my other hand, maybe thinking I was going to slap him across the face. I didn't know why I wanted to react with such a feminine response, yet I couldn't help myself!

Proving his physical superiority again, Eric grabbed my other wrist, and then he shoved me down across the bed. He bent me over, and I hardly understood what was going on. He grabbed my arms and pulled them behind my back, pinning my wrists just above the hem of my jeans.

"Crissy, Crissy, Crissy..."

"That's not my name!"

"Yes, it is. And guess what? As far as you're concerned, I'm in charge now. Do you know why?"

"Screw you!"

"That's not the kind of language you should use with me, not when I'm the man of the house."

"No, that's not true. That can't be true!"

"It is," he promised me.

I sucked in another breath, and I tried to think of some reason why this had to be wrong. I went back to all of the old details from my previous life. And yet, there was nothing to explain any of this—nothing beyond his magic ring. I had already felt my breasts, and there had been that tingling down between my legs.

Whether I liked it or not, this was real.

"What's wrong?" Eric taunted me. "You can't get up? I thought you loved to go on and on about how life is a game of evolution. The strongest always win. It's survival of the fittest. Smart people win because life is a meritocracy. Isn't that the nonsense you loved to spout at all of our strategy meetings? Go on then. Show me how much stronger you are. Show me how much you want it. Prove that you can win based on the strength of your will…"

I tried!

Seriously, I pushed every ounce of strength that possessed into my arms and legs. I fought to yank away from him, but he had no problem holding me in place.

Then he slapped my ass. Yes, I was wearing panties and the denim of my jeans as his hand flew down; the fabric absorbed some of the force. Every muscle in my body contracted all at once. It wasn't pain, not exactly. Maybe it was something closer to shame. Hot frustration blasted through my body as he spanked me once, twice, three times.

"I’m sorry! I'm sorry, Daddy!"

Suddenly, it stopped, and my eyes widened.

That's when he grabbed me, and he pulled me back up. He had his hands on my shoulders, and I knew I couldn't get away. He towered over me. Just as importantly, he radiated this powerful sense of masculinity.

"Good girl," Eric said. "Now, I'm going to go have sex with my wife. I'm going to fuck her hard. In the meantime, I want you to think about how you are now my little girl." He chuckled. Then he leaned down and whispered, "Technically, you’re Monique's little sister now, which is why you live with us, but don't worry. I can use both of you. After all, I never imagined you would be so hot. Monique is in love with me. She's willing to do whatever it takes to keep me happy."

"No, you can't," I said.

He turned around, and he started to walk away.

"Remember, Crissy. I'm in charge. I can spank you if I need to. Whenever I want, I can strip you naked, pull you across my lap, and slap that bottom of yours. Is that what you need?"

I didn't say anything.

"Is it?" Eric asked as he reached for the doorknob.

"No…" I loathed how that word spilled from my mouth.

"Good girl," he said. Then he turned around, and he walked away.

The door closed behind him, and I was breathing hard. At the same time, I had to know for certain. I pulled down my pants and my panties and I brushed my fingers along my pussy. At first, I tried to rationalize this. I figured it was just a scientific exploration, like I needed real proof.

But then my fingers started along my opening, and I couldn't help it. Arousal pulsed through my body. Had it been the spanking? His closeness?

No. It couldn't have been! Seriously, Eric was supposed to be a loser! Only now he had my wife…

Or did he really?

I pulled my panties and jeans back up. I buttoned them fast, and then I opened the door. I crept out. Right away, I could hear Monique. "Yes. Yes! Just like that. Yes, touch me. Please, don't make me wait. Please, I can't wait!"

I moved faster now, scurrying across the floor until I came to the double doors of the bedroom. This was supposed to be my bedroom. Instead, I glanced back toward the other side of the hallway, and I saw the blocky wouldn't letters nailed above the door: Crissy's Room!

No, that's not me. I'm not some teenage girl, and I’m not going to let him control me. I won't let him spank me ever again! As much as I tried to push those thoughts into my head it, I couldn't believe those ideas. Deep down, I knew he would be able to grab me and manhandle me. He could maneuver me and push me around because he was bigger and stronger. At the same time, it almost felt right…

No!

Refusing to think about those possibilities, I crept over to the door again, and now I turned the knob very, very slowly. I cracked the door open just a tiny bit, and then I peered inside.

There was Eric—right on top of Monique. That was supposed to be my wife! But now, because of his strange power, I was her little sister…?

It felt right.

It felt true.

It seemed real…

I pushed my fingertips down against the palms of my hands. My long nails dug little grooves into my skin because I still didn't know how to fight any of this. My heart kicked faster as I stared.

Eric had stripped off every layer of clothing. Monica was just as naked, and I wanted to study her. I had to lock my gaze on her breasts, the contours of her neck, her full lips…

Instead, I found myself looking at Eric.

Why?

My gaze kept sliding back to that man. I remembered what it was like when he grabbed me and held me and spanked me.

"Are you ready to suck my cock, slut?"

"Yes, sir!" she chirped with the same eager enthusiasm she had once used with me. But at that moment, she couldn't think of Christopher; she didn't think of the man who had once been her husband. If she glanced at me, she would see her little sister. She would see a petite blonde girl who didn't understand the world. At worst, we were competitors. At best, we could be best friends and close sisters. She could teach me about clothes and makeup and maybe give me advice when it came to boys…

No!

That gorgeous girl was supposed to be my wife! I was supposed to be able to touch her and tease her and run my hands all over her body. But then I imagined what it would be like to have his fingers graze my flesh, to grab my naked ass or run up my torso to my breasts. My nipples tingled when I imagined what it would be like if he touched me.

"Good girl," he said. He sat up on the bed, and she crawled into position. She started to lick, to suck. She wrapped her mouth around his shaft as she worshiped him, bobbing her head forward and back.

That's when he turned toward the door, and our eyes met. I was about to speak, but I brought my hand up to my lips, and I stifled that quick gasp of surprise.

Eric didn't say anything; he didn't call out my name or announce my presence either. Instead, he could see me peeking through the doorway, so he grinned at me, and suddenly he lifted his head. His lips tightened as he panted from one breath to the next. At the same time, I tried to pretend I didn't know exactly how that felt. But at that moment, I wasn't jealous, not of Eric anyway...Rather, a different urge gripped me.

In spite of everything I needed to believe about myself, I was imagining what it might be like to be Monique. Yes, I fantasized about the taste of his cock and the feel of his manhood between my lips.

As a teenage boy, I had spent a lot of time thinking about oral sex. Now I did it again, only I wouldn’t be the recipient. Different questions seemed to coalesce inside of my pretty head. What would it be like to wrap my mouth around his cock? How would the floor feel beneath my knees? If I stared up at him, would he make eye contact and smile with triumph?

…Could I be his favorite conquest?

Revulsion swept through my body, but it was tinged with something else: desire. In fact, the yearnings became stronger and stronger with every moment. Eager need gripped me, and I desperately yearned for the chance to lick, to suck.

No! That wasn't true. I was supposed to be. I was a job creator, thought leader, and a CEO. I had executed some of the most complicated deals in any major market over the last five years. I wasn't some blonde girl. And even if I could have reached up and run my fingers through those yellow tresses, this couldn't be real. At least, that was what I needed to believe.

In spite of those desires, I understood the truth.

I watched as he enjoyed a blow job from my—his— wife. Fresh waves of shame ran through my body, especially because I recognized the heat gathering between my legs. I could feel that tickle of moisture. Yes, I was getting turned on!

In that moment, I needed to spin around and go find my phone or computer or something…

I had to do research. I needed information. If I could get to a hospital or a wizard, then I could maybe figure out how to return things to the way they were supposed to be.

A wizard? Had that seriously crossed my mind?

One way or the other, I needed to act.

And yet, I didn't. Instead, I remained there, holding on tight to the doorknob, my fingers turning white as my grip strained. At the same time, I stared. I watched.

Finally, he drew back, and then he grabbed Monique, and he pushed her down onto her hands and knees. He laced his fingers through her hair, and he shoved her face down toward the mattress. He came up behind her, his cock thick and glistening with her saliva.

He still didn't say anything, yet he made eye contact with me. He was watching me; he knew I couldn't turn away.

"You're next," he mouthed.

Wait, what?

Maybe that was just my imagination. Yeah, it had to be something I imagined. He didn't really just shape those words. Or if he did, it was just to mess with me.

In the next moment, he came up behind her, she had her legs spread with her ass up in the air. He pushed into her, his shaft sliding right into her wet, eager sex. He slid his shaft along the walls of her opening, pumping into her. With each thrust, he made her moan.

Yes, she let out one desperate gasp after another. She was panting hard as my former business partner fucked the woman who had been my wife.

My heart kept pounding.

I had to do something. But what?

At the very least, I could have turned away. Instead, I stared. I watched and absorbed every detail as the desire continued to build deep within my torso.

Within moments, I realized I was nibbling on the inside of my mouth. At the same time, by hand drifted down toward my crotch. I really, really wanted to rub myself. I wanted to glide my middle fingers along that spot between my inner thighs. I want to press down and savor the gentle force against my clit. And yet, I somehow managed to fight back those instincts.

I wasn't a horny, teenage girl. I wasn't attracted to that man, and I didn't want to be that woman. Again and again, I tried to push those bright declarations to the forefront of my thoughts. Despite my best efforts, I remained there, watching, eager to witness even more.

As tightened and tensed, Eric pumped into her, thrusting harder and faster now. He pumped the woman who had been my wife. He made her scream with ecstasy. The sounds bounced off of the walls; they ricocheted against the ceiling!

Had I ever made her cry out like that?

Maybe. Probably not.

He slapped her ass, his hand flying down and crashing against her firm curve with a loud smack. He spanked that beautiful girl, striking out her vulnerable flesh. Maybe he left reddened handprints along her soft, perfect skin.

Then he grabbed her hair. He kept her face buried against the mattress, yet those moans still vibrated out along the air.

"Take it, girl. Take it because you know you belong to me. You are mine!"

"Yes, sir!" Monique screamed out into the mattress beneath her. She had to know those words were muffled, but she called out her declaration of obedience again and again just as her husband expected. "Yes, yes sir!"

Again, I tried to turn away. I told myself that I simply had to close my eyes, spin around, and dash back toward my bedroom. I could have thrown myself up onto the mattress, closed my eyes, and maybe even used the pillow to stifle the sounds coming from the master bedroom.

And yet, I continued to watch. I continued to stare. Hungrily, I gazed through that small opening as that man pumped into the woman who should’ve been my wife.

Why did this turn me on? Why did one lightning bolt of arousal after another shoot through my petite body? My nipples were stiff. Before, I was worried about how they pointed out beneath my T-shirt. Now it got so much worse! The desires spun and twirled up my center, growing more and more powerful like some unstoppable cyclone.

Before I realized what I was doing, I dropped my hand down between my legs and started to rub against the folds of my jeans. I pressed down against the denim, and I savored the sounds Monique made even as Eric continued to plow into her, thrusting hard and fast as he claimed her.

"You know where you belong, don't you? You know who you are."

"Yes! Yes, sir!" Monique howled out again. She still didn't see me even as she raised her face up from the mattress for just a moment. She sucked in a breath, and she cried out her satisfaction as he forced her to climax. I could pick out that exact moment when her eyes rolled back and her bottom lip trembled even as the shudder reverberated through the rest of her frame. She gasped and panted again, moaning one more time. He grunted with his own satisfaction. His shaft must've been throbbing. He fucked her, savoring the last few moments.

Then he jerked back, and I very carefully turned the knob and pushed the door shut. I made sure I didn't make a single decibel of sound.

What the hell just happened?

Worse, I hadn't been able to finish, so those urges still pulsed through my body. I could feel the heat dancing and buzzing just beneath the surface of my skin. I nibbled on the inside of my mouth even as I stumbled away from the door. On the other side, they were probably cuddling now. Maybe she was curled up around him, gliding her fingers along his naked frame and telling him again and again how good he had been for her. Clearly, she loved him, and Eric knew exactly how to satisfy her.

In fact, I had to wonder if I had ever made her scream like that.

No, I didn't think so. Pensive and pouting, I raged against the suspicion.

Finally, something inside of me snapped, so I sped back toward my bedroom. I opened the door and yanked it shut. I threw myself onto the mattress, and I curled up into a little ball.

For a while, maybe a few minutes or perhaps longer, I stayed right there. Every time I opened my eyes, I could see the blurred outline of my blonde hair framing my face. Then the door opened.

Instantly, I sat up. I pulled my knees up to my chest, and I saw him: Eric. "What, what do you want?" I squeaked out with all of the bravery I could muster. Unfortunately for me, I sounded juvenile and ridiculous. I was a girl. I wasn't capable of standing up to this man. Eric was big and powerful. Those realities made it impossible for me to summon any kind of real bluster or defiance.

"How are you feeling, Crissy?"

"I'm pissed off!"

"Shush," he said. "You shouldn't be. After all, you don't have to be jealous."

"I'm not jealous!"

"I saw what you did, young lady," he told me.

"Don't call me that!"

He stepped forward, and that's when I realized he was holding onto something. My eyes dropped down to his right hand. Was that some kind of pink, leather band? And why was there a silvery chain curving down toward the floor? What about his other hand? I saw the cuffs, and some of the moisture drained away from my mouth.

Eric tossed those restraints down to the foot of the bed, below my line of sight. And then he started to walk towards me. I glanced to my left, then my right. Like some cornered animal, I contemplated my escape routes. If I jumped up, he would probably just grab me.

But if he got close, he could pick me up or throw me down. He could trap me beneath the heft of his masculine bulk.

"Why not? You’re a young girl, and you are going to need to learn how to behave yourself. Luckily for you, you're very beautiful, so I'm sure there’re going to be lots of guys who want to take care of you. For now, I'm going to be the first." His eyes darkened, and he swept his eyes along my T-shirt, down to my exposed midriff, the tight denim around my hips and down along my legs. Every detail seemed to intrigue and entice him.

"I'm not—I'm not a young girl. I'm the CEO of a major company!"

"No, you're not," he told me. "But if you apologize right now, I won't have to spank you very much."

"Spank me?"

He had already done it once before. It hadn't really hurt, yet it still triggered something within me. I didn't want to face the shame or ease with which he had manipulated me.

"That's right," he said. "Sometimes, Daddy has to spank his naughty little girl." Right as those corny words left his lips, Eric flashed another grin.

He was going to do it, I realized. That's when I jumped up.

Like some desperate jackrabbit, I sprinted for the door, only he reached out and took me by my arm. Suddenly, he was seated at the edge of my bed, and he dragged me across his lap. That wasn't all, however. His hands worked the button on my jeans, and suddenly my pants were pulled down along with my panties. They bunched up around my ankles, making it impossible for me to kick out. I squirmed desperately.

Face down, I tried to slap my hands against his legs, but it was completely ineffectual. Then he grabbed me with one hand. His fingers slipped through my hair, and he yanked, jerking me up. A mixture of pleasure and pain flared through my scalp.

Pleasure? How or why could I possibly enjoy that?

Then he touched me.

His fingers went down to my naked buttocks, and he told me, "It's okay. I understand that you are going to misbehave. But that's why I'm going to train you. I'm going to teach you to be an obedient girl. You will respect me because I am a man of this house. I'm married to Monique, and so you will do as I command. You will obey me. Besides, it’s not like you have anywhere else you can go."

He was right. I didn’t have my old ID or phone. All of my former connections were gone. Even if I went to my old associates, they’d see me as some girl.

Maybe they’d hit on me. Or worse.

His fingers just barely grazed my backside. I couldn't believe how sensitive my skin had become. My nipples were even stiffer now! Worse, I could sense that damp heat right between my legs.

Eric grabbed my ass. His fingers pressed down, and there was that pressure. This triggered a different kind of pleasure right until the moment when he yanked his hand back into the air. He flattened his palm, and then he spanked me! His hand dropped down, and I tried to kick out, but it was useless. He could spank me! He demonstrated this very simple point again and again as his palm struck. Hot pain flared along my nerves, and I fought so hard to tell myself it didn't matter. I was supposed to be an adult. I was supposed to be a man. I was supposed to be someone else completely! In spite of those ideas, I couldn't break free from his hold.

He spanked me five or six times. And when he finished, my eyes were wet, and he grinned down at me. "What do you have to say for yourself, young lady?"

"Screw you!"

"Only because you asked so nicely," he answered.

Wait, what? I tried to understand those words, only then he pushed me down onto my knees. The next thing I knew, he grabbed my T-shirt and peeled it off of me. Suddenly my shoulders, waist, and breasts were on display! With this lascivious hunger glowing in his eyes, he smirked down at me. The dampness drained away from my mouth, and I didn't know how to react. I couldn't think of what I was supposed to do or say.

He wasn't done, however.

In the next moment, I tried to jump back up onto my feet, but having my pants bunched up around my ankles made it impossible. Instead, I jumped up onto my feet, and he grabbed me and picked me up and threw me down onto the bed. Then he pulled the denim away from my ankles along with my socks. Suddenly, I was naked, and that's when he reached down. "You don't want to fight me, Chrissy."

I glared at him with all of the theory I could muster. It wasn't much.

"You want to be a good girl. You want to obey your daddy."

"You're not my daddy!" I snapped back.

"Yes, I am," he replied with casual ease. I hated how confident he sounded, but he was a man, and he was stronger than me, so he was in charge.

Eric grabbed the restraints from the floor. He picked them up, and I saw the shackles. Then he straddled me, so I tried to fight. He pulled my right arm toward the corner of the bed. When I felt the metal cuff encircle my narrow wrist. He drew it tight, clicking it into place. He attached it to the other end to the bedpost. Then he did the same thing with my other limb. From there, he spread my legs. He was tying me down! Finally, he picked up the collar. When I saw that pink, leather band, I stared up at him. "No," I insisted. "You, you can't be serious."

"Why not? I told you there would be consequences for your actions, Chrissy. You could have just backed off, but you didn't want to do that, did you? No, you wanted to act like some spoiled brat. And so, here you are, and this is going to be your life now."

"Monique won't let you get away with this!" I squealed out.

"Are you sure about that? She loves me. Besides, she views you as her bratty little sister. She knows I love her, and she knows I'm going to take care of her. At the same time, she knows you need discipline. Luckily for both of you, I'm here now, and I can give you all of the structure you need." As he uttered those words, he slipped the collar around my neck, brought the two tips together, and then I heard it. There was the sound of another click. He locked me into this collar!

"Think of yourself as a little girl, a slut, a slave, and a toy for me to use. That's right. When I don't feel like playing with Monique, I can play with you instead."

"What, what are you talking about?" I foolishly asked like some naïvely ditzy girl who couldn't possibly understand how the world really worked.

"You're going to be my little plaything. Think of yourself as a side piece, Chrissy."

"No," I insisted, only then he climbed up onto the bed. After he finished tying me down. He braced his knees near the sides of my neck, he unzipped his pants, and that's when he grabbed me by my blonde hair all over again. "Suck, slut," he commanded. "Suck for Daddy."

My eyes widened, and I tried to shake my head, only he yanked on my hair. Worse, part of me desperately wanted to do this. I couldn't explain it. Then I understood.

He had done more than transform me into a girl. He had turned into a slut. I craved this even as my lips wrapped around his cock. Disgust flared through my chest and out into my arms and legs. Unfortunately for me, I was still spread eagle; I yanked against the shackles, but I couldn't break the way. And now, my lips tightened on his shaft as he pumped his cock deep into my mouth, all the way to the back of my throat. My gag reflex kicked in, but I suppressed it somehow. I panted through my nostrils as I looked up at him. Our eyes met, and he was smirking all over again. He remembered who I had been, the kind of power I once wielded, and now he forced me to pleasure him. He pumped my pretty mouth again and again.

"I'm not going to come in your mouth, not this time," he said. "I have something else I want."

Right as he withdrew the tip of his shaft from between my lips, I stared up at him. "No! Please, don't! You can't!" I shouted those words, one after another. Heart pounding, I started to thrash twice as hard.

"You make it sound like you don't want to get used hard," he told me. Then he reached down, and he ran for fingers along my knee, up my thigh, past my hip, then right back down to my bare pussy. He touched me, fingering me with one digit, then another. He penetrated me, I arched my back and kicked my heels down against the sheets. This was how Monique behaved.

At the same time, I squealed out for more. That animalistic sound shot out from between my teeth, but I couldn't take it back.

"You're a thirsty slut," he told me.

I was! As hard as I tried to deny the truth, I couldn't.

That's when he reached up, and he ran his fingers along my breasts, down my torso, all the way to my legs. After that, he started fingering me again. "Beg for it, Chrissy."

"No, I can't."

"What's your name?"

I sucked in another gulp of air, and I desperately wanted to shout back with all of the defiance I possessed. Unfortunately for me, it wasn't enough. It wasn't anywhere near enough!

"Chrissy!"

Yes, I gave him what he wanted.

"Good girl," he said. Good girl. I raged against how those words made me feel. It was almost addictive, like the sound of his rough and deep and powerful voice completely overwhelmed me. Even though his remark was humiliating and infantilizing, degrading and insulting, I still loved it!

"Say it again."

"My name is Chrissy!"

"And who am I?"

More than anything, I wanted to snarl out with something like, "Your name is Eric, and I don't know how you did this, but I'm going to get back into my old body and my own life, and I'm going to make you pay!" Even as my nostrils flared and I panted from one desperate breath to the next, I knew I wouldn't be able to snap back at him. He touched me again, and I closed my eyes. I arched my back as his middle to fingers slid into my opening. More. I needed more! Just like Monique, I craved his touch, and it didn't matter how he used or humiliated me. He was right. I was a slut, and I would do anything to please him.

"Daddy! You're my Daddy!"

"Yes, I am," he said.

That's when he crawled forward, and he braced himself right on top of me. I loved the weight of his body, the proximity of his frame, the strength and heft of his movements. "And right now, I want you to tell me that you're a desperate little slut who will do anything to please her Daddy."

If I uttered those words, I knew they would change everything. It would mean something vital, something ineffable that I would never be able to steal back. And yet, I still cried out, "I, I'm a desperate little slut will do anything to please her Daddy. Please, Daddy. Please, let me please you!" I thought I would suck his cock all over again. Instead, he had something worse in mind.

Like a conquering barbarian, Eric shoved down, thrusting his cock right between my legs. He penetrated me, taking me hard as he fucked me like his personal plaything. I tried to clench down, to somehow block him. With my legs spread, I couldn't do it, and now he claimed me just as he had taken my wife. He pumped into me, thrusting hard and fast with a bestial hunger. He didn't take his time; he didn't go slow. Instead, he pumped into me, and I tried to hate the friction of his body against mine. Despite my best efforts, and every iota of willpower I owned, he forced me to enjoy this. The delicious desires whirled through my body as I thrashed, bucking from side to side, but I couldn't break free. I was his obedient little sex slave, so he could use me however he chose. Eric, My Daddy, took advantage of my helplessness as he pumped me with one solid movement after another. He pushed down, forcing me to climax.

Yes, I came!

A blaze of pleasure raced through my body. I could feel it from the tips of my nipples down into my breasts, along my flanks, all the way to my arms and legs. There was the delicious tingling in my palms and that spike of satisfaction along the arches of my feet. He came hard, thrusting and pumping, his shaft throbbing and pulsating. At the same time, I was completely subsumed by that rush of undeniably blissful heat.

It made me scream out. And suddenly, I was spent, dropping back down against it the mattress. He pulled away. "What's your name?"

"My name is Chrissy, Daddy. My name is Chrissy, and I want to be a good girl for you," I said and surrendered because this was my life now. Everything else felt like a dream or a delusion because this was real. This was where I belonged...

The End
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