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The Ditz Test 
 
      
 
    I swear, I was normal. I was just walking back to my car, right after work, and nothing special was supposed to happen. I didn't think I would ever really be special. I had no idea something like this could happen. 
 
    They grabbed me. They must have been professionals. 
 
    I heard the screech of tires, a white van pulled up, the door opened, and strong arms grabbed me. And they pulled me inside. As I kicked and flailed about, desperate to get away, something wet was placed over my mouth. 
 
    Pretty soon, I lost consciousness. 
 
      
 
    When I woke up, there was a gag in my mouth, I was naked, my arms and legs spread. I looked around, but I couldn't see anything except for curved, frosted plastic. It felt like I was in some sort of capsule. 
 
    Beneath me, there was some sort of soft material, some sort of plastic padding or something. 
 
    "Hello? Who's there?" I called out. My voice cracked a little bit, mostly because it felt like I needed to drink something. "Look, I don't know who you think you are, but I think you've made a mistake. You have to let me out of here!" 
 
    After a few more seconds, I decided to add, "I didn't see anyone. I don't know anything. If you let me go right now, there won't be any consequences. Just let me go!" I stopped, and I waited. 
 
    Nothing happened. No one said anything. 
 
    Tentatively, I turned my head and looked over at the restraint On my right wrist. It looked like it was some sort of white leather with iron clasps. I pulled tentatively, hoping that I might be able to slide my hand out. No. I already knew that it wasn't going to be of the breakaway type either, yet some animal instinct pushed me to try anyway. I strained, arching my back and yanking with my arms and legs. I had to break through. I had to get free! 
 
    Yeah, that wasn't going to happen. 
 
    I just wasn't strong enough. 
 
    That thought made me shiver. 
 
    A dozen different questions started to percolate inside of my brain. Who were these people? What did they want with me? Didn't they realize that I was just an average guy? I wasn't anyone special. I haven't done anything unique or fantastic or particularly interesting. I was a low-level manager at a software company. My team didn't even work on anything all that significant. I didn't have any real information, definitely nothing worth kidnapping someone over. 
 
    "Tell me about yourself," came a female voice. It seemed to hit the air from everywhere and nowhere all at once. Sonorous and sweet, she sounded somewhat younger, almost like a cartoon character. And yet, there was a simple authority. This was a girl who was comfortable giving commands. 
 
    "Who are you?" I asked. 
 
    Nothing. Just silence. 
 
    I gulped, finally deciding that I had to cooperate because I really had no other choice. These people had me, and they clearly had resources. I didn't know much about kidnappings, but this kind of job seemed professional. They had a team, equipment, chemicals. I mean, if you really wanted to buy chloroform, would you know where to get it? I wouldn't have. 
 
    So I licked my lips and said, "My name is James Riley." 
 
    "Tell me about yourself, James." Again, there was that easy authority. 
 
    "I'm a manager. My official title is Coordinator I. don't make very much money, and I live in an apartment downtown. Look, please, you can just let me go. I swear, I won’t get you in any trouble. Maybe you wanted someone more important? That's just not me. I don't know anything." 
 
    "This isn't about the kind of information you might be able to provide," answered the female voice. "This is about an experiment. Specifically, this is about an experiment on the nature of masculinity." 
 
    "I don't understand." 
 
    "You don't need to." 
 
    Silence. It stretched on for a few seconds, then minutes. Pressing my lips together, I stared up at the frosted plastic over my head. I couldn't see anything, but I had to wonder if someone was watching me. Were there hidden cameras? 
 
    Obviously, there are some kind of speaker and microphone in here. I couldn't spot either one. 
 
    "James, do you think that gender is predicated upon physicality or social conditioning?" 
 
    "What?" 
 
    "Nature versus nurture, James," she said, chiding me. She sounded a little bit disappointed, like maybe she expected better. 
 
    Gulping again, I tried my best. "I don't know. I, I guess it's impossible to know because you can't separate out the variables?" Yeah, that sounded reasonably intelligent. 
 
    "You're right. We couldn't, not until today." More silence. Then she said, "James, this is going to be an interesting experiment. I've been working on this for several years now. My team has developed a very special treatment, one that is capable of altering a man such as yourself in fundamental ways." 
 
    Altering? I didn't like the sound of that. 
 
    My heart started to beat faster. Up until this point, I had been reasonably calm. Even as I stared straight ahead, wondering what she would try to do to me, I told myself I could handle it. Yeah, right. I wasn't so sure, but I couldn't think of some way to get out of that capsule either. 
 
    "What are you going to do?" 
 
    "James, tell me the truth. Are there any girls you like at work?" 
 
    Immediately, I started thinking of Anna. Redheaded with a couple of freckles along her cheeks, big breasts, long legs, and a penchant for short skirts, she was hot. She was the kind of girl who could walk between the desks, and every programmer would stare after her, desperate to think of something funny or clever, something to get her attention and attract her notice. 
 
    Of course, she didn't go for the programmers. She didn't want someone who was particularly smart. No, she wanted an alpha male, the kind of meat headed executive who played football and negotiated deals. She didn't care about software infrastructure or exploits. She wasn't interested in patches or complicated mathematical problems. She wasn't an engineer. She was just a very, very hot girl. 
 
    And all the guys wanted her. 
 
    "No," I said, but my voice trembled. 
 
    The female voice could tell I was lying right away. She started giggling. It was such a childish, feminine sound. Under other circumstances, I would have smirked, thinking that she was an airhead, some ditz. 
 
    "You know what's really interesting about this capsule? Even as you lie to me, I can perform various scans to learn more about you. Brain activity, blood pressure, heart rate, that sort of thing. It's very fascinating to watch a boy like you squirm. Because you see, I have a theory. I think men, at least in our culture, are trained to be sexist. Even when they want to believe that they have a strong understanding of equality, they don't, not really. They still insist on seeing women as objects, creatures that exist for their entertainment, solely in relation to them. They don't understand what it means to let a woman be her own person." 
 
    At that point, I figured she was just some insane feminist. 
 
    But that didn't help me. Calling her names or deriding her wouldn’t change my situation. 
 
    So what was I going to do? 
 
    I thought back to one of my college classes, Negotiation 203. Sucking on my bottom lip, I decided that I had to try to work with her. Maybe I would be able to offer her something. "Look, I don't think I am the guy you really want." 
 
    "Liar. You're exactly who I want. You're an average boy. And pretty soon, you're going to be something else." 
 
    "What?" 
 
    "You heard me, James. Like right now, think about feminism. What is it to you?" 
 
    Immediately, I thought back to some of those funny memes I had seen online, memes about how feminists are different kinds of ugly, different kinds of stupid, different kinds of fat. 
 
    "You think feminists are just a dumb women who don't really understand how the world works, don't you?" The girl didn't wait for me to respond. Instead, she continued. "That's okay. You don't need to have a strong understanding because you're the average man. You've heard a word, and it has made you angry from time to time, so you assume that feminists must be hypocritical. Silly, silly boy." She giggled again. 
 
    This girl is crazy! 
 
    I couldn't think of any other explanation for what she was doing. 
 
    Negotiate, I told myself. I had to try to negotiate with her. 
 
    "Look, can you just tell me your name?" 
 
    "No." 
 
    "Maybe I can give you something else? Maybe I can help you with your goal. Look, I don't know a lot about gender dynamics or whatever, but I think I can help you. I have a lot of experience in management, and I have a little bit of money." 
 
    "Are you trying to bribe me?" The girl started laughing. It wasn't a giggle, not this time. It was full-blown laughter, like I had delivered some expertly executed joke. 
 
    "Oh, that's so cute. You silly, silly boy. This is all part of a project that has spanned years. Granted, I was only brought on to apply the finishing touches, but you have no idea what you're dealing with. You know those guys online who are terrified of women? The ones who worry about girls taking over? Well, they were right to be worried." 
 
    I still couldn't understand. None of this made any sense! 
 
    In spite of everything, I somehow stayed calm...for the most part anyway. "There are guys all across the world who act like complete jerks. They think that they are entitled to power and control because of historical precedent. Well, guess what? That's about to come to an end. My group has come up with a very special process, and we are going to start with you, James." 
 
    "No," I started to say. All thoughts of negotiation fell right out of my head. I pulled against the restraints, yanking my arms, trying to wrench myself free. It could have been my imagination, but I thought I felt my wrist slip downward another inch. Was I doing it? Was I making some progress? 
 
    "Yes. We're going  to start with you. You will be the first random male. Don't worry. There've been other test subjects. You aren't exactly the first, but you're close enough. You had to be the first one who doesn't know what's going to happen to him. Or should I say her?" 
 
    Her? 
 
    That didn't make any sense, not that I really noticed or cared. I was too busy. I pulled my arm down, yanking as hard as I could, and the leather restraint scraped across my skin. Even so, I managed to get my arm out! 
 
    I flexed my fingers, grateful. But I didn't take a moment to savor my victory. Instead, I rolled over to my other side, and with my newly freed hand, I started to work on the other restraint. 
 
    Maybe they didn't have cameras because the girl didn't say anything. I got the other restraint off, and I pulled my arm away. Then I reached a down for my legs. The capsule was narrow, but I barely had enough reach to get my ankles. I loosened those straps, and I pulled my arms out. 
 
    "You're going to feel a slight tingling sensation," she said. 
 
    That's when I heard it, the hiss of gas. Where was it coming from? 
 
    Who cares? 
 
    I started kicking and punching, bashing my arms and legs up against of the cool plastic. I tried to break free, to shatter it. I had to get out of there! I didn't know what was happening. 
 
    When I first heard the hiss of the aerosolized chemical, I took a breath. I held it. I wasn't going to breathe in. No matter what it took, I wouldn't let them do this to me! 
 
    My fist banged up against of the plastic, enough to bruise me. Pretty soon, there were little scrapes, bruises and shallow cuts along my knuckles. I didn't stop. The adrenaline and fear kept burning through my body. 
 
    Pretty soon, I needed to breathe. My lungs ached for oxygen, but I wasn't going to give in. I could inhale at any time, but if I did, I would let her win. 
 
    Because I figured she was just insane, I worried that whatever the chemical concoction she released would just poison me. So I kept going, desperately trying to push my way out. At one point, I placed my palms up against of the curved plastic, and I shoved again. I braced myself against the bottom of the capsule, getting as much leverage as I could. When I couldn't push free with my palms, I tried to use my feet. I braced my heels and the balls of both feet against the material, and I pushed. The muscles in my calves and thighs strained. I was naked, but my skin turned red with the exertion. Moisture beaded along my forehead and down my arms. 
 
    It still didn't do any good. 
 
    And I couldn't hold my breath anymore. 
 
    Without meaning to, I inhaled, and there was the sweet release. It felt so good to fill my lungs once again. 
 
    But I could taste it as well. I could smell it. There was a strange, sweet odor. It clung to the back of my throat. 
 
    I gasped. Instinctively, I started coughing, hoping that maybe that would help. It didn't. I just pulled more and more of the chemical mist into my lungs. 
 
    Then she was right. 
 
    I could feel it, that tingling. It started in my lungs and along my lips. It spread to my arms and my legs, even down to my penis and scrotum. 
 
    What was this stuff? What was she doing to me? 
 
    I fell back against the pad, exhausted. I didn't have anything left. I couldn't fight this girl. Second by second, I kept my eyes closed, hoping that nothing would happen. But then the tingling became even more intense, especially around my nipples. For a second, I just started chuckling, like this was some sort of cosmic joke. 
 
    Inhaling and exhaling, I took in more and more of the chemicals. The tingling continued, building. It felt like little fingers pressing into my arms and legs, pushing into my body. I couldn't stop it. There was nothing I could do. 
 
    "You might want to keep your eyes closed for the next part," said the girl. 
 
    Strangely enough, the tingling spread to my knuckles, and I lifted up my hands and looked at them. My eyes got big just as I realized something. Those cuts? Those scrapes and bruises? They were all gone. 
 
    I touched my hands, thinking that this had to be some sort of optical illusion or something, but no. My skin looked pristine, as though nothing had happened at all. 
 
    Pressing my lips together, I tried to figure this out. But then, I realized that I was just exhausted, and I didn't want to worry about it. 
 
    Strangely enough, I didn't think. Looking back on it, I should have started to understand the implications. If these chemicals could heal wounds, wasn't that just a question of rebuilding and reengineering materials? Sure, in this case, the "materials" happen to be a part of my body. But it was the principle is the same, right? 
 
    "What is she doing to me?" I whispered. As I did so, I couldn't tell that there was any shift in my voice. Nothing seemed to change. 
 
    The tingling expanded, spreading out along my frame. It went everywhere, to my tongue, the tips of my fingers. It even felt like the tingling had spread to my scalp. 
 
    But I kept my eyes closed. I told myself that this wasn't a big deal. 
 
      
 
    "All done," she said. 
 
    Then I heard this swish of air. I looked up, just in time to see the top of the capsule finish retracting back. 
 
    I found myself in a laboratory of sorts. White floors and walls greeted me. The ceiling looked nondescript, but there were counters with computers, beakers, and other contraptions. I pushed myself up, only to feel the difference in weight. 
 
    I stumbled out of the capsule, uncertain of myself. There was something about my feet and my legs, my chest. 
 
    Immediately, I looked to down, only I didn't understand. I blinked several times. I retreated, almost like I would be able to somehow run away from what I was seeing. I bumped up against a wall. I was still naked. 
 
    Then I glanced over, and I saw her. "It's a trip, isn't it? Don't worry. You'll get over it in a couple of hours at most. It takes a while for the girls to really understand what has happened to them." 
 
    "What's happened to me?" I asked, only to bring my hands up to my mouth. 
 
    In front of me, the young woman in the lab coat just smiled. She was lovely with light brown hair, red lips, and brown eyes. She had on a Navy blue skirt and a charcoal gray top. She held a tablet in one hand as she watched me, her head tilted to the side slightly like she was amused by this entire episode. 
 
    "James, do you want to try to say something else?" 
 
    Immediately, I shook my head. No! I didn't want to talk! 
 
    There was a good reason for that. 
 
    I kept going over the memory of saying a few words. All I asked was what had happened to me, but I squeaked out those sounds, sounding more like a cartoon mouse, maybe some CGI Princess. One thing was obvious. I didn't come off as a man. My voice was no longer strong and deep. Instead, it was high pitched, almost musical. 
 
    "No. Go ahead. Say something." 
 
    "I can't!" I chirped in that same feminine voice. 
 
    "Now look at your body." 
 
    For some reason, I looked down. It felt like a muscle memory, some kind of autonomic instinct that couldn't possibly be resisted. 
 
    My eyes swept down the curves of my breasts, toward my flat stomach, along my legs. And of course, I noticed what was missing between my thighs. My penis was gone. 
 
    "What did you do to me?" I whispered those words, mostly because I could still sound almost like myself as I did so. 
 
    "You know exactly what I did to you. Tell me." 
 
    "You transformed me into a girl!" 
 
    "Not just a girl," she replied. "A pretty girl. A beautiful, blonde bimbo." 
 
    I heard those words, but I couldn't comprehend what she was saying. That's when I felt this instinct, so I reached up and ran my fingers through my hair. I always keep my hair cut short, maybe an inch at the longest, but now I could feel it. It seemed to stretch on. 
 
    My hair brushed along the back of my head. It went down past my shoulder blades! Long, wavy curls continued to flow. 
 
    The girl grabbed me, pulling me over to a mirror. "See. This is you now," she said. "Oh, and don't be like the others. I don't want you to start crying or beg for me to change you back. I assure you, this is very permanent." Somehow, she made this sound boring, like it was all mundane and routine information. 
 
    Tentatively, I looked up at the mirror, and I wasn't looking at myself. I was looking at a woman. 
 
    As a girl, I was shorter by at least half a foot. I had big, firm, perky bouncing breasts. My cock was gone, replaced by a pussy. My legs were shapely and toned. My skin was slightly tanned. I had big, puffy lips, wide round eyes, and high cheekbones. I looked like a model...or a stripper. 
 
    Strangely enough, there was something about my gaze. It no longer seemed sharp. It was almost vacant, ditzy. What did she call me again? A bimbo. 
 
    "I'm not a bimbo," I said, stomping my foot. At the same time, I straightened my arms and pointed my knuckles down toward the ground. 
 
    "Actually, you are. You are a bimbo now. You're dumb, and you're horny." 
 
    "I'm not dumb!" I squealed. 
 
    The girl reached up, placing her hands on my breasts. She barely touched me, but it was enough to make my nipples stiffen. My toes curled, and I wanted more. She pulled away. "Try it. Try not to touch yourself. Let's see if you can go five minutes without stroking your pussy, bimbo." 
 
    Inhaling and exhaling through my teeth, I wanted to sneer at her and laugh. I could go five minutes without touching myself. That would be easy! 
 
    And yet, she crossed her arms over her chest, and I started to squirm. I shifted my weight from side to side, uncertain of myself. I didn't know what to do. 
 
    My pussy was throbbing. I could feel it, that moisture gathered between my legs. And even as I stood in the middle of that laboratory, I started thinking about sex. I pictured myself on my back, my legs spread. There would be some big, powerful man above me, and he would take me, claiming me hard. He would kiss me, I’d feel his stubble, his demanding tongue. I would smell his cologne, and he would be so powerful and he would make me feel so small and helpless. 
 
    No! 
 
    I tried to shake my head. 
 
    "Look at that. You already failed. Congratulations. You made it through fifty-four seconds." 
 
    I looked down, and sure enough, the girl was right. I had my hand between my legs, and had already started to stroke myself. 
 
    "I didn't mean to do it," I said. 
 
    "Don't worry. Let's get you dressed, and then we can take you out. There are some guys who would love to meet you." 
 
      
 
    Everything seemed to happen so fast. She called me a bimbo. She implied I was dumb. And maybe she was right. At one moment, we were in the laboratory. But then she put her hand on the small of my back, and she nudged me forward. For some reason, it felt like I simply had to do what she wanted. I couldn't think for myself. 
 
    If she thought it was a good idea for me to walk down this hallway and to go into the small dressing room, then I was obliged to do so. Obedience had become easy and automatic, especially when it came to this girl. 
 
    I didn't see anyone else. Maybe that was lucky for me. 
 
    Inside the dressing room, she smiled at me. "Go ahead. Pick out something cute." 
 
    I glanced over to the left, and I saw the closet. Sucking on my bottom lip, I walked over to it, and I opened the door. I started to search through the different possibilities. There were so many. There was so much for me to see! 
 
    I really liked it. 
 
    I just couldn't help myself. 
 
    For some reason, I pulled out a hot pink skirt, and I held it up to my waist. I pictured how it would look on me, and there was this thrill of ecstasy. 
 
    Next, I found a black dress. It would be tight. I already knew, by some instinct, that it would pull my breasts tight against my body, giving me incredible cleavage. And without thinking, I imagined how guys would look at me. Maybe some of them would even come up to me and pinch me or grope me. That thought made me shiver with desire. My pussy was wet, and it took all of my willpower and self-control not to touch myself right there in front of the woman who had done this to me. 
 
    Marshaling my strength, I spun and faced her. 
 
    "Please, change me back." 
 
    "Sweetie, I know I dropped your IQ, but you have to understand that it's not possible. You are a beautiful, dumb bimbo now. And that's all you're ever going to be." 
 
    My eyes started to water, but then she reached up, taking a loose bang of blonde hair and tucking it behind my ear. Her touch helped me to settle down. "Just relax and put on something pretty. Look in the bottom drawer. You'll find some panties there." 
 
    Panties? I wasn't going to wear panties! I was a man. 
 
    Before she could turn away, I said, "I don't want to be a girl. Please, you can't do this to me." 
 
    "Honey, you're going to enjoy this. I know we picked you randomly, but you are adorable now. You’re sweet, you’re sexy, and I have simplified your life. From now on, there's only one thing you're ever going to want or need. This is a gift. You get to be a dumb, airheaded bimbo. You won't have to think for yourself. Really, all you have to do is think of new ways to please the men in your life." 
 
    The men in my life? 
 
    No. I shook my head, but she reached out, and she stroked my breasts again. Pretty soon, I moaned, arching my back and dropping onto my knees. 
 
    "See? This is what you want. This is what you need. In fact, I'm going to give you permission right now because I'm feeling generous. Go ahead, sweetie. Stroke your pussy. Enjoy your first orgasm. We both know you're going to be addicted afterward." 
 
    What if she was right? If I felt that burst of pleasure, would I be admitting the possibility was very real, I decided I would defy her. 
 
    My rebelliousness lasted for about twenty seconds. Then I was spreading my legs, my knees parted as my hand went down to my pussy. Damn. It felt so good to explore my crevice. My fingers lightly glided over my clitoris. My body was open, wet and eager for penetration. I slid one finger inside, burying those digits. Incredible arousal played through my body, heating my skin. Every inch seemed to shiver with desperation. 
 
    Faster and faster, I stroked myself until I couldn't take it anymore. My lips parted, and I let out these quick, rasping gasps of moaning in ecstasy. 
 
    "See? Now, you aren't allowed to touch yourself. Get dressed." 
 
      
 
    I got up and pulled on my clothing. I put on a dark blue, shimmery dress. It showed off my cleavage, squeezing into my breasts and waist. After that, I put on a pair of black high heels. Strangely enough, I minced around in them as though I had been wearing them for years. They felt natural, easy on my feet. I knew that it was going to strain my muscles, but I didn't care. They looked good on me! 
 
    I knew the guys would see me in this, and they would want to be with me. They would want to hold me down in the dark, to kiss me, to squeeze my breasts and stroke my legs and pump me hard. 
 
    The thought made me shiver. I wanted that. I wanted that so badly! 
 
    And yet, I couldn't admit it. 
 
    On some level, I kept thinking to myself that I was going to reclaim my old body and my old life. I had no idea. 
 
    "What kind of hairstyle?" As the scientist asked this, she considered me, her eyes running along my body. "Pigtails, I'm thinking. You should look young, like a little girl." 
 
    She reached into her lab coat pocket and pulled out a pair of white ribbons. Then she tied them into my golden tresses. And when she was done, she had me face the mirror. "You're very lucky. I don't think you're going to need any makeup. You’re perfect just the way you are." 
 
      
 
    "Where are we going?" 
 
    We were seated in the back of the sedan. There was a driver up in the front, but he didn't say anything to me. I had blushed when he first glanced in my direction. He nodded to himself, apparently very pleased with what he saw. He thought I was hot! He wanted to fuck me! Those realities seemed really important to me. 
 
    Even if I wanted to try, I couldn't shove those feelings away. 
 
    "You're starting to enjoy this, aren't you?" 
 
    "What's your name?" I asked, fighting through the desire to answer her question first. 
 
    "Tell me the truth." 
 
    "Yes, I'm enjoying this." 
 
    "Why? What are you enjoying about this?" 
 
    "The driver," I said, whispering conspiratorially, "I think he wants to be with me." 
 
    "Of course, he does. You're a very pretty girl. He would be lucky to get to touch you. And I'm guessing you want him to touch you, don't you?" 
 
    I gritted my teeth, uncertain. I didn't know how to answer or what I could say. 
 
    Part of me said that I needed to think back to my old life. But as we drove along that freeway, I looked out the window, and I couldn't remember. I mean, I knew what I did, mostly. Didn't I work with computers or something? 
 
    "You're cute when you twirl your hair," the scientist said to me. 
 
    My nostrils flared with irritation. "I'm not dumb!" I insisted. 
 
    "Actually, you are. Mathematically and physiologically, you are dumb. This isn’t a question of desire or willpower, sweetie. You are just physically incapable of being intelligent." 
 
    I wanted to tell her that she was wrong, but I tried to think of something smart to say. I wanted to bring up a historical event or some philosophical point or something, but I couldn't. When I tried to search through my knowledge, most of it was blank, and I just started thinking about sex again. I glanced over at the driver. 
 
    I imagined myself on my knees, my lips wrapped around his cock. 
 
    "If you ask very, very nicely, I'm sure he'd let you give him a blow job." 
 
    "No!" I squeaked. 
 
    The scientist chuckled, her arms crossed over her chest. She didn't seem offended by my resistance. That's probably because she already knew that I wasn't going to be able to hold out. 
 
    "Think about it. Want to feel good? You get down on your knees and suck his cock. He would probably come really hard. You're so pretty, after all." 
 
    She horrified me. My mouth fell open, but I couldn't think of anything to say. Instead, I settled for bringing my hands back up over my lips, like I might be able to physically restrain myself. 
 
    The scientist snickered again just as we parked. She got out of the car, and I followed her, looking up at an office building. It seemed so normal. 
 
    She took my hand, and I glanced over at her, all without knowing her name. She tugged me along like an errant child. We went through a large lobby. For the most part, it was empty, though a couple of women and men dressed in nice clothing happened to walk by. 
 
    "Where are we going?" 
 
    "There's a CEO here, Daniel Smith, who I would like you to meet." 
 
    "Why?" 
 
    "Because he wants to see you. He's interested in exactly what we have been able to accomplish." 
 
    "Why do you need to show me off?" I asked, wishing that she would just let go of my hand and let me retreat back to my own life. Then again, it occurred to me that I wouldn't be able to do that, not without her help. She and her colleagues were the only ones who would be able to transform me back, if such a thing was even possible. 
 
    With those thoughts echoing in my head, I climbed into the elevator with her. 
 
      
 
    I was grateful when I realized we weren't going into an office. Instead, she opened the door for me, and I stepped into a large conference room. The table looked expensive as it stretched around the large, open space. 
 
    We were alone. I looked back at her, and I was about to ask a question, only she touched my lips. 
 
    She told me to sit, so I obeyed. I obeyed whenever she gave me a direct order. 
 
    Seething, I held my hands against my knees. At the same time, I couldn't stop thinking about my pussy or the driver. I imagined how it would feel to suck a stranger’s cock. I wanted to be used, to feel him hold the back of my head. 
 
    The door opened, and a young man walked in. "Good afternoon, Daniel," said the scientist. 
 
    He looked at her, his eyes narrowed slightly. Clearly, he neither trusted nor liked the scientist. As far as I was concerned, the feeling was mutual. 
 
    At this point, I should have said something about how I was being held captive. Even if he wouldn't believe my story about being transformed into a blonde airhead, at least he could call the police or something? 
 
    And yet, I couldn't speak. It was like the idea didn't even occur to me. I felt as though I should just stand there and look pretty. I didn't need to say anything. 
 
    "Good afternoon, Rebecca.  You have something you want to show me?" 
 
    "Just this," said the scientist, Rebecca, apparently. She took out a phone, and she set it down. It had been preset, so the footage was already playing. 
 
    Eyes wide, I looked down at the screen, and I saw a recording of me. There I was, punching and kicking at the concave capsule. I was trying to get out. 
 
    But as the seconds ticked by, I started to transform. My flat chest began to expand. My waist became narrow, my hips wide. My skin started to shift, becoming perfectly clear and soft. My hair lightened and grew, all in the span of just a couple of minutes. 
 
    Daniel Smith watched this, silent and impassive, like he didn't care about it one way or the other. 
 
    "And that's him? Or her, I should say?" Daniel finally asked, looking up at me. 
 
    "Yes. Perfectly modified. She is an obedient little bimbo. She’ll do whatever she's told. She'll suck, spread her legs, take any degradation. It doesn't matter how intense or humiliating. She is ready to be debased because that's how I programmed her." 
 
    "You realize just how dangerous this technology is?" 
 
    "Oh, me and my colleagues have certainly considered implications. The only real issue now is whether or not you want us as allies. Or enemies." Rebecca smiled even as she stepped forward. 
 
    Daniel Smith didn't look like the kind of man who could easily be intimidated, yet he retreated back a step. Rebecca grinned. 
 
    "I've gone over your data, and this recording is very compelling. But I want to make sure that the obedience protocols are everything you say they are." 
 
    "Are you proposing a little experiment?" 
 
    "I am." 
 
    "Tell me what you want. I can make anything happen." She held out her hands, palms up. 
 
    "One of my junior associates, Ethan, is at work in his office right now. He has a penchant for sleeping around. From what I understand, he's also very interested in punishing the same girls he has sex with. I guess that's his fetish or something." Daniel Smith rolled his shoulders back disdainfully. "I would like to see this girl of yours go in there and take whatever he dishes out." 
 
    Even as I listened to the description, I could feel my body respond. I was becoming aroused! 
 
    "You heard the man." 
 
    Before I even knew what I was doing, I scampered forward, moving along on my high heels. 
 
    Daniel Smith chuckled just before he called out the office number. 
 
    I would have wandered around the hall, searching for some man, any man. 
 
    "Remember to be nice and seductive. You're a slut, so do anything you're told." 
 
    I bowed my head down, certain that he was right about me. 
 
      
 
    With every step, I knew that I had to stop. And yet, I kept lifting up my high heels as I moved closer and closer to my objective. 
 
    Ethan. That was his name. 
 
    I knocked on an office door, and I heard someone call out for me to come in. 
 
    I put my hand on the doorknob and turned it. I stepped across the threshold and was careful to close the door again behind me. 
 
    "Excuse me, sir. Are you Ethan?" 
 
    "I am," he said. Then he glanced away from his laptop screen, and his eyes flickered with immediate interest. 
 
    He wanted me. 
 
    And I wanted him. 
 
    "Sir, I'm here because I would like to serve you. I know this sounds weird, but I've seen you around, and I want to be with you. I would like you to use me, Sir." 
 
    He raised an eyebrow. 
 
    "I think I've seen you around as well," he lied. I didn't care. 
 
    He motioned me forward, and I quickly crossed his office. 
 
    "You should know, I like it rough." 
 
    "Yes, sir. That's fine." 
 
    "Good. Then show me just how obedient you can be. Take off all of your clothing. Right here. Right now. No complaints." This had to be some sort of test. Maybe he suspected that I was there as part of a practical joke or something. And yet, I removed my blouse and my panties, my skirt and my high heels. I stripped away every article of clothing until I stood before him, completely naked, my body on display. 
 
    That got him to stand. I saw his bulge, and my mouth started to water. 
 
    "Sir, may I suck your cock?" 
 
    This must've been a really, really good day for him. He nodded his head. "Absolutely," he replied. "Because you asked so nicely." 
 
    Ethan walked right to the center of the room, just before me, and he unzipped his pants. He took out his hardened cock, and I dropped to my knees. 
 
    Feeling like a passenger in my own body, I tried to resist. And yet, there was no defense against the waves of pleasure and anticipation battering into me. This was my body, built-in programming for one thing. He was a man, and I was a slut, and I had to please him! 
 
    Nothing else could feel more important than that, not dignity, not self-respect, not some vague sense of independence. 
 
    With his cock out, I leaned in and gave my first blow job. I licked him, sliding my tongue up and down the length of his crevice. 
 
    True to his reputation, he didn't simply enjoy the feel of my mouth. Instead, he grabbed my pigtails and started to pull, guiding my head forward and back. He used me like I was a sex toy, this plaything there for his amusement. 
 
    Ethan was probably a sexist bastard, but I couldn't worry about any of that. I was a slut, and I wanted to be used. The taste of his pre-come only contributed to the desires running through my body. 
 
    Yes, yes this felt good! 
 
    He yanked on my hair, sending waves of pain through my scalp. 
 
    Then he let me go. 
 
    I whimpered for a few seconds. 
 
    "Not a bad start. But if you're really a stupid slut, then you should probably be punished." 
 
    Ethan didn't ask for permission. He grabbed another one of my pigtails and pulled me onto my feet. Then he bent me over his desk. 
 
    I braced myself, completely aware of what was about to happen. He was going to spank me. 
 
    And sure enough, his hand swung down, crashing hard into my curved posterior. 
 
    I moaned, crying out and whimpering all in the same breath. Arousal and frustration and pain simmered together in every note. 
 
    The pain burned along my skin, but I liked it. I loved it. I was hungry for more. 
 
    Intellectually, I was disgusted. I hated every moment of this, because I was supposed to be a man. I was supposed to be strong. And yet, I was taking the spanking, and it only added to the humiliation simmering through me. 
 
    Because this was going to be my life now. 
 
    I would take this kind of punishment and this kind of discipline, and even ask for more. 
 
    "Damn. You are so hot." 
 
    As my skin glowed a shade of red, he came up behind me. He still had his cock out. My pussy was wet. With his hands on my hips, he pushed forward, thrusting his cock into my opening. He started to pound me, pumping into me hard. I could feel the swing of his body, the momentum. Our skin rubbed against one another, and I was close to an orgasm. I couldn't help myself. Even if I told myself I should hate every second of this, I couldn't get that emotion to appear behind my eyes. 
 
    So, like a good little slut, I took every inch of him. He buried his shaft deep within me, and that link made me whimper for more. 
 
    "Oh, you feel so good. This is where you belong, bent over my desk." 
 
    "Yes, yes sir!" I cried out. I didn't know if other people could hear us or not. I didn't care. Why would I? I was just a dumb slut. 
 
    He came hard, his cock pulsating. Almost at the exact same time, my pussy clenched. Hot desire exploded through me. And just like that, he withdrew and I collapsed. 
 
    "Get dressed." He was done with me. He dismissed me. 
 
      
 
    Several minutes later, I went back into the conference room. 
 
    Daniel Smith looked at me. I was dressed again, but my outfit and my hair were both disheveled. It was clear that I had been used. 
 
    "So I guess she really is perfect." 
 
    "Do we have a deal?" Rebecca asked. 
 
    "Yes, we do. We can start your process against our mutual enemies as soon as you like." 
 
    This was it, the beginning of the conspiracy. Those men who made the wrong choice would be abducted and transformed, just as I had been. 
 
    And yet, none of those thoughts bother me. Why would they? I'm just a dumb bimbo. 
 
      
 
    The End 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Fair Trade: A Bimbo Transformation 
 
      
 
    I know it was necessary.  
 
    I don't question the decisions I've made. 
 
    Deep within my core, I believe it was necessary as well. There isn't any doubt in my mind, but that doesn't hold back the tickle of nervous energy. It flutters through my gut, making my heart speed a little bit faster. 
 
    Although I'm sure of the decisions I've made, that doesn't mean I can't be intimidated, especially by someone like Nathan. 
 
    Seated at the table, looking down at the white cloth and fine crystal, I know that I appear to be just like everyone else here. I look rich. It helps that I'm wearing my dress coat and black slacks. My shoes are appropriately shined. But I'm not like you or these people. I don't exhale wealth, nor do I control any kind of real fortune. 
 
    That's why I have needed Nathan’s support. 
 
    Most businessmen wouldn't have been interested in my kind of work. Sure, they would have enjoyed fantasizing about the kind of wealth my new process might be able to generate, but would they have the imagination? Would they have the appetite for this sort of risk? 
 
    It makes sense, I suppose. 
 
    Consider what my process does. 
 
    I have built a machine, and it is capable of rewriting DNA. Not just DNA, mind you, but it can also sculpt human flesh. The applications are virtually endless. My machine, if properly calculated, if it works as intended, will be able to reverse the aging process, cure almost every disease, and make people stronger, better. 
 
    It sounds too good to be true, right? 
 
    That's the grand irony of this project. Most businessmen won't believe me just because my machine might be this fantastic. You could change everything, the basic fabric of society. 
 
    And at this point, I am absolutely convinced that it works. 
 
    Want to change your hair color permanently? My machine can do that. Want to feel like you are twenty years old again? My machine can do that too. Want to get better muscles or a faster metabolism? All of this is doable. 
 
    We have run a series of tests on human DNA. We have never used a living subject, not yet. Everything has been statistical, controlled, carefully calculated to make sure that we don't make some terrible mistake. 
 
    But I'm sure it's going to work. 
 
    Nathan appears at the entrance to the restaurant. He walks right by the hostess. He comes over to my table. 
 
    It's easy to see why a man like Nathan has been able to succeed. Lots of managers are small, rather pathetic little men. They don't inspire any sort of respect. Nathan does. With his dark, slicked back hair, his vibrant eyes, and his strong physique, he seems dangerous. Even now, he holds out his hand, and I feel the instinct to stand up, as though recognizing his authority. 
 
    He does that easily. 
 
    Everyone around Nathan defers to him. He is an Alpha Male. 
 
    Women see him, and they want to impress him. They want to do whatever he says. Every one of his ideas sounds like a good one. 
 
    "Hello," he says. We shake hands, and he motions for me to sit. Somehow, it feels like he's giving me permission, not that I mind. 
 
    "Nathan," I say. 
 
    "I want to talk to you about payment." 
 
    My mouth goes dry. 
 
    When we first signed our contract, he took the lion's share of the potential profits. Frankly, that didn't bother me so much. I just needed the support. He has poured a lot of money into my project. He deserves a return, I tell myself. 
 
    "We aren't anywhere close to going to market," I tell him truthfully. "Once this goes public, we are going to have to wait a while." 
 
    "I understand," he says, and I exhale, only now realizing that I was holding my breath. 
 
    Then, he continues. "I'm not interested in a financial payment at this point. I want to talk to you about your assistant." 
 
    "Natalie," I reply. 
 
    "Yes. Natalie. I've been reading your reports." 
 
    Really? I don't ask that question, but I do my best to hide my surprise. An entrepreneur like Nathan is supposed to be smart when it comes to people and business decisions. But science? I didn't try to hide anything from him, but I still didn't expect him to go through the charts or the schematics. He isn't supposed understand how the machine works. 
 
    "And?" I ask, doing my best to school my features into a neutral façade. 
 
    I probably don't succeed. 
 
    If Nathan senses my discomfiture, he doesn't say anything about it. "I want payment for my support up until this point. I want Natalie." 
 
    "I don't understand," I tell him. As I speak, I resist the urge to suck on my lower lip. My heart is beating faster now. The adrenaline itches at of the back of my neck. 
 
    If this was a jungle, I would be the prey. That would make Nathan the predator. 
 
    "Your machine has the capacity to rewrite human desire, correct? You can effectively delete human will?" 
 
    Yes. That is absolutely true. 
 
    "I'm not sure we should use it that way," I begin to say, only then my voice dissipates. I can't keep talking, not while he looks at me this way. 
 
    His expression is set, deadpan, utterly devoid of any kind of sympathy or respect. "We both know what you can do. Natalie is an interesting girl, and I want to see you reprogram her." 
 
    "Is that necessary?" I ask. Unspoken is the idea that Nathan could have any girl. Then again, he might not be able to have Natalie. She is a spoiled brat. She is a decent assistant, I suppose, but she is clearly arrogant. She's the kind of girl who is cute. Worse, she is smart and hot, so she thinks she deserves everything. 
 
    While I've known her, lots of guys have asked her out. Some of them bluster. Some of them are kind and really just want a chance to build a relationship with her. It doesn't matter. She laughs in all of their faces. 
 
    Natalie is waiting for something special, someone perfect. Nathan would probably have a good chance with her, but that's not what he's interested in. If he wants a hot girl or a smart girl, he can go find someone who isn't a bitch. 
 
    And he knows it. 
 
    So this is about something else. I draw my conclusions, but Nathan is willing to admit everything I suspect. "Natalie is a beautiful girl, and you're right. I can probably seduce her if I really wanted to try. But I don't. I don't want to try, and I don't want to put in the effort. What I want is a private confirmation that your machine really does work." 
 
    "What are you suggesting?" 
 
    The server comes by. She's a cute girl, dark-haired with high cheekbones and a ready smile. Of course, she pays attention to Nathan way more than me. She takes a second or two to ask us if we have made up our minds. Nathan says no. She offers to bring us some drinks. He orders one of the finer vintages; I just ask for one of the domestic beers. 
 
    As the server walks away, Nathan barely moves. He doesn't bother to lower his voice. "To put it simply, I want you to program Natalie. I want you to make it so that she will obey me, no matter how absurd the command happens to be. I'm not interested in trying to seduce her. I want to enslave her." 
 
    My mouth goes dry. I really wish I had that beer right now. 
 
    Tentatively, I look around the rest of the room, almost like I expect the police to rush into this five-star restaurant. But no. No one is paying attention. No one cares about our discussion. We just look like a pair of well-to-do managers. Nothing more. 
 
    "And let me be very clear about this. If you fail to honor my request, then I will take your project away from you." 
 
    I don't bother protesting or insisting that he can't do that. He can. This is Nathan Pike we are talking about. He can do pretty much whatever he wants. That's one reason why I was so pleased when he agreed to fund me in the first place. 
 
    "How am I supposed to do this?" 
 
    "Sedate her. Put her in your machine. Reprogram her. Whatever." 
 
    The girl comes back, and she gives us our drinks. 
 
    In spite of myself, I can't quite pick up the glass. 
 
    Nathan doesn't have a problem. He sips from his wine, savoring of the flavor, the aroma, all of it. 
 
    "Now tell me about your progress. How much money will you need in the next infusion." 
 
      
 
    Throughout our meal, Nathan pretended that he hadn't just demanded I enslave a girl. 
 
    At least he chose Natalie, I thought wryly as I went back to my laboratory. Driving through the city, I looked around, and I considered the demand. 
 
    On the one hand, this violated every ethical standard I had been taught to uphold. But frankly, I am a scientist. I'm interested in making the technology work, in pushing the bounds of human knowledge. The general public gets scared of people like me. Perhaps with good reason. 
 
    I want to succeed. I want to understand the universe. 
 
    Once upon a time, it was considered of the height of unethical behavior to cut open a human cadaver to study the inner workings. Every philosopher and ethicist at the time would have insisted that the scientists who want to learn about human anatomy were terrible villains. 
 
    If my technology works, and if I am able to help millions or billions of people, can I sacrifice one girl? Hell, it's not even a sacrifice. All she has to do is give up her free will. 
 
    I pull into the laboratory parking lot and park. My hands don't leave the steering wheel, however. Instead, I smirk, thinking of Natalie. It's easy for me to imagine her naked with a dog collar looped around her neck. And Nathan would probably just snap his fingers and point to the floor, and she would get on her knees and start to blow him with that pretty mouth of hers.  
 
    Her expression would be completely vacant. Or maybe not. Maybe she would retain the ability to look horrified as she would lick and suck dutifully. 
 
    One girl. 
 
    That's all I need to truly believe that I can do this. 
 
    On the other side of the equation, there is the problem of value. Millions of people. Billions. Men, women, children, young, old. My technology can help them. It will help them. 
 
    But only if I do this. 
 
    Natalie may or may not deserve this. To be honest, we don't talk outside of the business of running the laboratory. She might be a nice girl, but I don't think so. I've seen her laugh at too many people, too many guys who just want the chance to get to know her. 
 
    If I'm completely honest, I suspect that she might be a sociopath. 
 
    That's it. I'm going to do this. 
 
    Now that I've made my decision, my heart really starts to beat much faster. How? How can I get her? 
 
    Our laboratory does include a variety of sedatives. I could put something into a syringe and sneak up on her and just inject it into her neck before she has the opportunity to realize what's happening. It could all be over in the matter of a few seconds. 
 
     No. I'm not an action hero or anything, so I won't take the chance. 
 
    Maybe it seems silly or lazy, but I go back into the laboratory, I walk past the receptionist, and I use my key card to access the main research station. Once I'm there, I unlock one of the cupboards and I pull out a couple of white pills. They will dissolve in liquid. 
 
    He wants her today. Nathan was very clear about that. As I hold onto the pills, I look down into the palm of my hand. 
 
    I wait, expecting the fear to flow through me. 
 
    The door opens behind me, and I quickly close the cupboard. I'm still clutching the pills. 
 
    "Back from lunch?" Natalie asks me. She has a singsong, almost childish voice. She sounds incredibly feminine. This girl might be smart, but I imagine she's had trouble with getting people to take her seriously. 
 
    "Uh, yeah," I say, almost distracted. 
 
    "I got you a coffee." Natalie comes up to me, provoking a twinge of guilt. 
 
    This is necessary, I tell myself. It's important. 
 
    But then she holds out the cardboard cup. It's warm to the touch. 
 
    "Thanks." I need to get her out of the room. "Can you print up the results for Trial 32? Our investor wants a hard copy." 
 
    "Sure," she answers. Just as I hoped, Natalie sets her cup down on the counter before she leaves the room. 
 
    Fast, I pop the top off of her drink and drop the two white tablets into the steaming liquid. They won't melt for a few seconds, but I hide them by replacing the lid. Once I'm done, I exhale. 
 
    Several more seconds go by. I didn't need to freak out. I didn't need to get so worked up. Natalie finally comes back, and she hands me the paperwork. Blinking, I look down at it. 
 
    "I think if you check out the results, you will be pleasantly surprised," she says. 
 
    "What do you mean? You see something new?" 
 
    Squinting, I study the paperwork. My eyes methodically run over the different numbers. Everything looks about the same, just as I remembered it. 
 
    When I eventually glance back up at Natalie, she has no trouble reading the confused expression on my face. Then she shrugs. 
 
    Normally, I would chastise her, saying that she is just an assistant, so she shouldn't bother trying to read any of these things. Sure, she's technically qualified, but I'm not interested in teaching her. That's not my job. 
 
    Since I know what's about to happen to her, I shrug. Besides, she holds my attention simply when she picks up her cup of coffee, and she takes a sip. To encourage her along, I do the same. I have my cup in hand. It's nice and warm. 
 
    I smirk, shaking my head slightly. Who would have thought? Natalie brought me this cup of coffee. She holds the cup of coffee that I dosed, the one that she's drinking from right now. 
 
    "Something funny?" Natalie asks me. 
 
    "It’s just a dumb joke I heard the other day," I tell her. 
 
    "Care to share?" She takes another sip, and I do the same. To anyone else, we would look like colleagues simply enjoying a short break before getting to work. 
 
    "I'm sure I wouldn't do a very good job of repeating it," I tell her with false modesty. 
 
    "Okay," she says. 
 
    I wonder what it's going to look like. To be honest, I've never seen a human being passed out before. One of the reasons I avoided medical school was because I didn't have any interest in dealing with people. I was far more intrigued by molecular biology, brain chemistry, and the other, more theoretical facets of the human body. 
 
    When I blink again, my eyelids do something strange. They start to get heavy. They begin to feel sluggish. 
 
    Obviously, I didn't get enough sleep last night. I set of the cup and down, and I rub my eyes. 
 
    "Are you okay?" Natalie asks me. 
 
    I open my mouth to answer, thinking that I will just wave off her concerns. Sure, I'm fine. No, there isn't anything wrong. But then, I'm just standing still, and my right knee buckles. I nearly fall. I grab onto the counter, barely able to stay upright. 
 
    What's wrong with me? 
 
    Natalie takes a step closer. "Are you okay? Is something wrong?" 
 
    She sounds concerned, only I look up, and I see that there is a grin splitting her pretty lips. To her, this is funny for some reason. What's going on? 
 
    Then I look over at the cup of coffee. 
 
    "What, what's going on?" I ask. I blinked again, several times, in quick succession, and it gets harder and harder to stay upright. It feels like I need to fall. 
 
    To make matters worse, my vision is starting to swim. Distortions crowd around my gaze. "What's going on?" I try to ask again. That's when I feel it, this strange sense of lethargy. It's spreading through my body, and I just want to fall to the ground. I don't need to sit down or lay down. I just want to fall, to collapse. 
 
    "Maybe you need to take a nap," Natalie says to me. "Maybe that's what you get for trying to drug me." 
 
    "No. I wouldn't," I tell her. My voice comes out ragged, slurred. Normally, I'm an articulate individual. College-educated, I know how to speak well. I can enunciate and get people to listen to me simply through the grace of my speech. But this time? I can barely get my mouth to work properly. 
 
    "Sure you would," Natalie says. "I saw you drop the tablets into my coffee. That's why I switched them while you were so busy looking at the numbers on that page." 
 
    What? 
 
    I shake my head, and I open my mouth again, ready to tell her that she's wrong. I don't know how I'm supposed to lie or what I'm supposed to do or what I should say, but it doesn't matter because the last of my strength dissipates. It falls away, and even as I try to hold onto the counter, I lose my grip. 
 
    I slip. 
 
    I fall. 
 
    Before I know it, I'm down on my back. 
 
    I manage to raise my eyelids one more time. As I do so, I stare up at the beautiful girl overhead. She has her hands behind her back. Her bangs are hanging downward. "Don't worry. Were going to get to the bottom of this. I promise you that." 
 
      
 
    "Wake up." 
 
    I don't. I can't. 
 
    Even as those words poke into my psyche, I can't get myself together. I can't pull any ideas into coherent strings. Everything is fuzzy, hazy, broken and melted together. 
 
    "Wake up." 
 
    Two words. They’re simple. 
 
    At one point, I do attempt to get my eyelids back up, but they stubbornly stay down. 
 
    "Wake up." 
 
    That's when she flicks me right between my eyes. I can feel her fingernail scratch along the ridge of my nose. 
 
    My eyelids shoot open, and there is a flash of adrenaline. It burns through the last dregs of the sedatives still running through my system. At once, I try to sit up. I make the attempt. 
 
    At first, it feels like the drugs must still be holding me down. I can't get up. I can't lift myself into a sitting position. 
 
    But then I feel them, the restraints against my wrists and ankles. They hold me down. I'm strapped to a metal table, and there are electrodes attached to my naked body. There are two on my forehead, two against my throat, two on my shoulders, one over my heart, and another to along my inner thighs. 
 
    What the hell is going on? 
 
    This doesn't make any sense. I can't believe it. The denial shoots up like a wall inside of me, doing its best to protect me from the reality of my situation. 
 
    Natalie watches me as I try to understand. 
 
    "Are you confused?" Natalie asks me. 
 
    "Yes," I tell her. At once, a masculine instinct takes over. I might be a scientist on paper, but I feel more like a wild animal as I start to pull, twist, and writhe against the restraints holding me down. I fight as hard as I can, summoning up the best my muscles have to offer. 
 
    It's not good enough. 
 
    "You know, when you first had this thing installed, I thought it was silly. I never imagined we would have a patient who needed to be physically restrained. Then again, I didn't think that you were going to be such a bastard." 
 
    "What are you talking about?" 
 
    "I'm talking about why you did it." 
 
    "I didn't do anything!" I call out those words, each one loaded with vehemence. I sound so innocent. 
 
    But she doesn't believe me. Why would she? "I saw you do it, so you should probably save your breath. I just want to know why. Tell me that, and maybe I will let you up." 
 
    "Natalie, look, I don't know what you think you saw, but I didn't put anything in your drink," I begin to tell her. 
 
    The girl in front of me raises up one hand, effectively silencing me. "You're lying. Worse, you're doing it badly. Seriously, if you didn't put something in my drink, then why did I switch the cups?" She smirks, the corners of her mouth rising. Somehow, she doesn't seem offended; instead, she strikes me as more annoyed. 
 
    Trying to deceive her is one thing. Doing it badly is something else entirely. 
 
    "Are you really trying to lie to me?" She sounds a disgusted by the prospect. But then, she shrugs, and she walks over to me. She reaches down, and she strokes my neck with the back of her hand. For a second, I shiver. It is a soft, easy, intimate sensation. Somehow, it makes me wonder if she is going to pet me or choke me. 
 
    Either way, there's nothing I can do about it. 
 
    That truth makes me shiver. 
 
    "It's okay. I don't really care if you try to lie to me because you're not going to be able to do it for much longer." 
 
    "What are you talking about?" 
 
    "Look over at your arm," she says to me. 
 
    Although I don't really want to cooperate, some perverse sense of curiosity compels me to do as she says. I turn my head slowly. Right away, I see it, the small puncture mark. 
 
    "What do you inject me with?" 
 
    "Some of our serum. Don't worry, I'm going to be gentle with you. We won't do anything too extreme to start off with." 
 
    My mouth goes dry, my skin tingles, and anxiety pumps through me. I want to deny the truth of this. I want to pretend that she is lying or teasing me or something. It can't be real. She didn't really give me a dose of our serum! 
 
    When I first woke up with the electrodes attached to my body, I should have been able to figure it out. Right away, I should have understood exactly what she was doing. But part of me didn't want to believe it. It was easier to hide under a veil of denial. 
 
    "That's right. We are going to test all of our theories right now." 
 
    Natalie turns around, moving fast enough to make her hair bounce against the back of her neck. She practically skips with excitement as she makes her way back toward the other counter. She picks up the tablet computer, and she taps the top button. Her face starts to glow with the reflected light from her screen. 
 
    "You, you don't know my password," I tell her. She is only an assistant. She won't be able to access the necessary protocols. 
 
    For just a second or two, I exhale with relief, yet there is still some niggling worry at the back of my mind. Natalie is a smart girl. She should have known that. 
 
    "Are you really this dumb?" 
 
    I don't understand. 
 
    As she walks closer, she touches her fingertips to the screen. "I figured out your password ages ago." 
 
    To prove it, she quickly taps in a series of numbers on the screen. Then she turns the tablet around, holding it between two hands. And I see it, the welcome screen. 
 
    Somehow, she really does have my password. She just used it, so now she has access to everything. 
 
    Everything. 
 
    Panic grips me, so I start struggling again. I can't just stop, and I can't think about any of this. Desperately, I try to pull away, working my arms and legs. Frantic, animal desperation slips into my arms and legs as I writhe helplessly against the restraints. 
 
    All the while, Natalie watches me. She studies me with a condescending smirk on her pretty face. 
 
    Eventually, I have to settle down. Dropping down against the cold, solid, unyielding metal of the table beneath me, I pant. My skin is hot, and there might be a droplet or two of sweat on my brow. 
 
    For her part, Natalie just giggles. "Are you done?" 
 
    I can't help but think of some mean girl at a high school. Natalie might be an adult, and she might be a scientist, yet she still exudes that easy, feminine cruelty. 
 
    "You're not going to get away with this," I tell her. 
 
    "Let's see about that," she says, and her fingers start typing. 
 
    Then I feel it, the tingling, the heat, spreading through my body. 
 
    Because I can't help myself, I try to ask her what's going on. I attempt to talk, and it should work. I open my mouth, my tongue moves, but I can't expel the necessary air. I can't speak! 
 
    I feel like a mute. Yes, I can move every part of my body correctly, but it still doesn't work. For some reason, there's a block inside of me. 
 
    "That's better. I always thought you were kind of a pompous jerk. I like knowing that I can silence you whenever I want." 
 
    As her taunt hits the air, I stop. I force myself to calm down, to settle into place. 
 
    All the while, I do my best to think of this situation as a scientist. It is a problem, so there must be a solution. I just have to find it. But how? What can I do? She stripped me naked, she strapped me down, and I'm not some secret agent or an action hero. It's not like I have some special gizmo hidden away, nor am I going to be lucky enough to kick a laser into the right angle to make it burn away the restraints. 
 
    As a scientist, I come to the only workable conclusion. I can't get away. I'm trapped here. I'm at her mercy. 
 
    "Now that I know I can control your speech, let's see if I can mess with your choice of words." 
 
    I stare at her hard, almost like I will be able to figure out what she is doing just by the way she looks down at the screen. Her fingertips dance as she inputs another set of commands. 
 
    Then she finishes, and Natalie looks back at me. "Why did you try to knock me out?" 
 
    At least I'm going to be able to defy her now, I think. And yet, that thought is quickly dashed and crushed under heavy disappointment as I start to talk. The electrodes feel warm against my skin as my lips begin to move. "I was going to knock you out and put you in this machine." 
 
    "Because you wanted to test it? Because you wanted to see if it could work?" 
 
    "No," I reply. Even as I answer, I marvel at the way my body works, seemingly on its own. At the back of my mind, I know the calculations. I understand how the electrodes trigger certain responses, how the human mind is nothing but a computer, a series of flashing neurons. 
 
    Force the right neurons to flash, and you can get someone to do anything. Anything at all. 
 
    She can make me tell the truth. 
 
    It's amazing and horrifying and exhilarating all at the same time. But then, I know what is coming next, and all of the excitement dissipates, replaced by blanketing anxiety. 
 
    "Then why? Why did you want to knock me out? Why did you want to sedate me?" 
 
    I try to equivocate, to tell her and answer what could theoretically be the truth. Equivocation is simple; someone asks you a question, and you respond with something that might be the real answer, that could be accurate, from a certain point of view. But it doesn't work. My brain already knows exactly what I'm thinking, exactly what I'm trying to do. 
 
    Deception isn't allowed, not while this machine has control over the most basic matter of my thoughts. "Nathan wanted me to put you in the machine and turn you into a sex slave." 
 
    "Really?" 
 
    "Yes," I answer again. Her question might have been rhetorical, yet I answer nonetheless. I can't help myself. 
 
    "That's interesting," she says. 
 
    I still can't speak. Apparently, she programmed me so that I can only answer questions. It's frustrating. Normally, I can get people to do what I want by talking, by making arguments. Natalie has taken that away from me. 
 
    She taps one finger against the side of her mouth. "What happens if we don't give him a sex slave?" 
 
    "He will pull the funding, and he'll take the program away from me." 
 
    "I see," she says. Natalie walks around me. She looks up and down my naked body. 
 
    "I guess there's only one thing we can do then," she says, wearing a wicked little grin. 
 
      
 
    Talk. Speak. Ask the question. 
 
    As I'm strapped down on the table, the electrodes still attached to my body, I look up at her. Tensing my muscles, I flex my body from side to side, desperate as I try to get away, as I attempt to speak. I want to do something useful, anything. 
 
    Only as hard as I try, I can't. This isn't a matter of willpower. It isn't a matter of desire or choice. Oh no. Natalie has control of me on a biological level, on a molecular level. With the serum running through my body and with the proper electrical sequencing, she can literally get me to do anything she wants. 
 
    I can't circumvent it. I can't do anything at all. 
 
    Natalie pulls one of the stools up near the side of the table. She sits down. 
 
    For the moment, she doesn't seem to mind me squirming from side to side. If anything, she glances up at me every few seconds, and when she does, she smirks. 
 
    What is she doing? Worse, why is it taking so long? The longer she has to program, the more in-depth this is going to be. 
 
    "Don't go anywhere," she says after nearly half an hour. She gets up, and she leaves the room. 
 
    What is she doing? 
 
    It's late in the afternoon. I keep hoping that maybe a technical assistant will come by. But that's probably not going to happen anytime soon. Even the cleaning crews won't come around for several more hours. 
 
    What the hell is she doing? What does she have planned? 
 
    She has to know that our program is coming to an end. She won't be able to continue the research. When I fail to deliver her, Nathan will cut off all of our funding. It's not like we can go to any normal endowment. The kind of technology that we are dealing with this too big, too scary, too groundbreaking for most organizations to handle. Even the greediest corporations wouldn't have the balls for something like this. 
 
    So what is she doing? 
 
    The curiosity scratches at me. 
 
    Every few minutes, I think that maybe I will be able to slip free from these restraints. They are heavy duty, industrial grade. Granted, they were never designed to hold someone down for this long, but I'm not strong. I'm not a bodybuilder or anything. I'm just a guy. 
 
    Even when she's gone, I lift my head, and I look over at the restraints. I study them with a scientist’s eye. I do my best, trying to figure out the right point of leverage or how I might be able to rotate my arm. If I can just make my hand small enough, then maybe I would be able to get out. Or maybe if I could break a finger? Could that do it? 
 
    I try. 
 
    Honestly, I pull, yanking as hard as I can, thinking that I might be able to force it. I keep waiting to hear the snap of bone, but it's so much harder than any movie or book or TV show would make you think. Eventually, I give up. 
 
    And a few minutes later, the process starts all over again. 
 
    I hate this! 
 
    At one point, my eyes start to water ever so slightly. It feels like I might start crying. My nose itches, and I can feel that tension at the back of my throat. 
 
    No. No way. 
 
    I push down those instincts because I'm a freaking man. I'm a guy. I have some self-respect. 
 
    Natalie is going to do something. That's obvious. But what? 
 
    For all I know, she's just trying to scare me. She might not have any great plan or anything. 
 
    I like that thought, but I'm not so naïve as to believe that this girl couldn't come up with something good. 
 
    After all, she's been perfectly comfortable playing with my mind. I still can't speak. If someone walked in here, I would probably have to tell them the truth no matter what. It's a strange thought, knowing that my body, my mind, have literally been hacked. 
 
    The doors to laboratory open again, and Natalie saunters forward. I get a good look at her this time. She has on knee-high black boots that shine, tight, navy blue pants, and a dark green blouse. The blouse almost seems to shimmer under the light; it is silk or some other overly expensive material. 
 
    She has her hair pulled back into a simple ponytail, and she's wearing her glasses. Right now, she looks like a scientist. But if she would just let her hair down and if she would take off those glasses, she'd look like a model. She has the right cheekbones, those red lips, and those blazing blue eyes. 
 
    She's gorgeous, her face, her body, all perfectly sculpted. 
 
    I can understand exactly why Nathan wants her so badly. Almost simultaneously, I can understand why he wouldn't want to try. Wouldn't it be better to just have this girl naked, on her back or on her hands and knees? She would be eager, panting, desperate. He would be able to give her any command, and she would just obey. She could look up at him, her eyes almost a vacant. Or maybe he would want her to be able to fight back. Maybe he would want her to blaze with aggression even as she lost every single contest of wills. 
 
     "Are you wondering what I'm going to do with you?" 
 
    "Yes," I tell her automatically. I don't think about it. I don't need to. Between the serum and electricity, there's no chance of me remaining silent. 
 
    "I'm going to have some fun with you. That's what I'm going to do," she says. 
 
    Natalie looks down at me. "I'm wondering, should I give you an orgasm?" 
 
    What? 
 
    Because I'm confused I don't have an answer, I don't respond right away. 
 
    "I kind of like that idea, call it one for the road." 
 
    Does that mean she's about to let me go? 
 
    I still can't comprehend what's happening, but Natalie pulls on a latex glove. She snaps it into place. She squirts some lubricant onto her hand, and then she reaches down for me. Even as she does so, I get a good look at her cleavage. My mouth turns dry, and I don't know how to experience this. 
 
    This feels like it should be some element of a fantasy, but it's not. I didn't choose this. At the same time, I know that I can't get away. This girl has me, and she can do whatever she wants with me. She's proving that. 
 
    Now I understand. That's why she's doing it. 
 
    Natalie wants me to feel helpless. She wants me to feel powerless as she strokes my balls. Her fingertips move along my skin. It would be better if I could feel her soft touch. Instead, there is that slick latex against my skin. 
 
    This is almost clinical. As she smirks down at me, we both know that she is demonstrating her power. She has every advantage here, and now she's savoring it. 
 
    I'm not muzzled. She doesn't need to gag me. Hell, she doesn't even need these restraints anymore. But Natalie leaves them on, either because she hasn't thought to remove them or because she likes watching me struggle. 
 
    And I do struggle. 
 
    As she strokes me, I do my best not to react. But then, she squeezes the tip of my shaft, and it feels so good. My eyes widen, my breath catches in my throat, and every muscle in my body seems to lock up for just a second or two. 
 
    Then she goes back down to the base of my shaft. 
 
    "Do you like this? Are you enjoying yourself?" 
 
    No! "Yes!" 
 
    It feels incredible. 
 
    And yet, I'm supposed to hate it. I'm supposed to despise every second of this. 
 
    "It's okay. Maybe you're just a little slut," she says. "You don't need to feel guilty if that's what you are. Just let it go. Embrace it." 
 
    I'm not a slut. I'm not a girl. I'm not some horny skank who will do anything for sex. 
 
    As a man and as a scientist, I know I can control myself. Or at least, that's what I want to believe, but Natalie continues to touch me. She brings the latex glove up and down the length of my erection. She teases me, taunting me. 
 
    "One more for the road," she says. She squeezes my shaft, jerking me off. And then I feel it, that spurt of my ejaculate. My body pulsates. My cock throbs. From one second into the next, she squeezes me, practically milking me. I feel the splash along my torso. 
 
    And then it comes to an end, I close my eyes, and I don't have anything left. 
 
    Drained, I just relax against the metal. For the first time, the spot almost feels comfortable. I don't try to move my arms or my legs. I simply accept my spot right here. 
 
    At the same time, I'm reluctant to open my eyes. I don't want to look up or to see Natalie. Maybe, on some level, I know that she's planning something. But then, my eyes flicker open as I feel it, that prick against my shoulder. 
 
    My mouth opens, and I want to demand to know what she just did. What did she inject me with? Another sedative? Something else? 
 
    But the words won't form. I can't speak them. Natalie knows this, and she pats me on the head. She walks back over to the stool, she sits down, and she holds up the tablet as she continues to type. She programs in the next element of my modification. 
 
    What is she going to do? Will she force me to tell her my bank account numbers? Will she make me do some embarrassing dance or something? 
 
    My heart pounds away in my chest, especially because I can feel it now, that tingling warmth as it spreads out from my shoulder over my clavicles, along my neck and down into my core. It seems to radiate out toward every corner of my body. 
 
    "You want to know what I'm going to do with you?" Natalie asks. Apparently, she's done with the programming. She sets the computer down against her knees as she leans forward. 
 
    "Yes." The word is pulled from my mouth. 
 
    "Okay. I'm going to make this very simple for you. I like working here. I like the work that we've done. You're a pretty smart guy, but I think I'm smarter, so I can handle the completion of the research. In the meantime, Nathan is going to want his show of good faith. He's going to want me as a sex slave, right?" 
 
    "That's correct." 
 
    Again, I can't help myself. I have to answer. 
 
    "So I only see one conclusion, one possible solution here." 
 
    What? What is it? 
 
    Natalie can tell that I'm nervous. I start squirming against the table again, not that it will do any good. She lets me soak in my own anxiety. My fears simmer. 
 
    "Isn't it obvious? You're a smart boy. Granted, you aren’t going to be a smart boy for much longer, but you should still be able to figure it out." 
 
    The tingling buzz seems to line every inch of my body at this point. I can feel it in my toes, the arches my feet, my shins, my thighs, my torso, my arms, even along the ridge of my nose and over my scalp. 
 
    What's happening? What did she do to me? 
 
    "Tell me what you think is happening right now." 
 
    "I, I don't know," I tell her. 
 
    "Think about it. I need someone who looks just like me. And what do we have here?" 
 
    No... 
 
    ...She couldn't have... 
 
    "That's not possible," I tell her, and I really mean those words. If I didn't, the machine wouldn't have allowed me to speak them in the first place. 
 
    "Oh, but I did," she says, nodding her head down and up. "Don't worry. The transformation won't take too long, I don't think." 
 
    That's when I feel it, the tingling as it spreads to my balls and my penis. Desperately, I force myself up onto my shoulders. Lifting my head, I stare down between my legs, and I can only watch helplessly as my shaft begins to shrink. I can already imagine the serum, those microscopic robots, working through my body, rebuilding me on a genetic level. Why did she leave the room? Probably so that she could draw some blood. 
 
    Natalie is going to make me into a genetic duplicate. 
 
    The answer hits me, and my eyes widen. I try to look up at her, to beg her. It's not too late. She could stop the transformation process right now, it would only take a few seconds. She could do it with a couple of taps of the screen. She only needs to enter the commands! 
 
    But the machine won't allow me to say any of those words. I can't try to talk to her. I can't make some facile attempt at bribery or blackmail. I can't make any one of 100 promises to her. 
 
    Natalie is in control, and she stands up. She holds the tablet in front of her. She watches me. "Oh, look at that. Your hair is getting longer." 
 
    It's true. I can feel it. I see a couple of strands slide down into my field of vision. They’re dark, at first. Then they start to get lighter and lighter until they are a shade of golden blonde, just like Natalie's! 
 
    I lift my head again, and I see my shaft. My penis has almost disappeared entirely. It is getting smaller and smaller. 
 
    Dropping my head back down against the metal table, I stare up at the ceiling. That is a little bit better. At least this way, I can hide from what is happening to me. But there's no ignoring it. I'm being transformed. 
 
    And then the tingling becomes even more intense along my chest. 
 
    Lifting my head once again, I don't look down toward my crotch. I don't want to see what's happening there. Instead, my eyes are aimed right at my nipples. 
 
    Little by little, I can see the deposits begin to form. They are growing. I'm getting breasts! 
 
    "Oh, these are going to be lovely," Natalie says, following my eyes. "Yeah, I think you're going to have a gorgeous pair of breasts. I bet all of the guys are going to want to check you out." 
 
    I desperately shake my head from side to side. No! She can't do this to me. 
 
    "By the way, I want you to understand something. I'm not going to let you have my intelligence. Everyone sees me, and that they think that I'm a dumb bimbo just because I'm blond and I have big breasts. I know, it's a cliché. But for you, it's going to be a cliché, and it's going to be true." She winks down at me. 
 
    When I try to speak again, I still can't get the words out. Could I do something else? Could I try to communicate with her in some other way? 
 
    No. There's nothing I can do. It's not like I know Morse code. And even if I did, I doubt this young woman would have any interest in listening to me. 
 
    Natalie nods her head down and up. "Yeah, we're going to have to have a nice conversation about your IQ. What you think it should be? A hundred? Ninety? Maybe something a little bit lower? All you really need to know is clothes and makeup. Yeah, you'll have to spend most of your time reading the fashion magazines so you'll know how to be pretty for all of the boys." 
 
    Again, I jerk my head from side to side. I glare at her. I bear my teeth like a wild animal, but I’m the helplessly restrained animal, a guinea pig. A lab rat. 
 
    There's no way I can intimidate this girl. 
 
    "Maybe you should just close your eyes and relax. The transformation won’t be done for another hour at least." With that, she pats me on the head, and she turns around, walking away. The laboratory is mostly silent except for the sound of her heels clicking against of the solid floor. 
 
    In spite of myself, I take her advice. There's nothing I can do, so I close my eyes, and I try to ignore the tingling that continues to spread. 
 
      
 
    This doesn't fascinate me. 
 
    Every few seconds, I keep waiting for it, thinking that my scientific curiosity will get the best of me. I'm going to start to consider the implications of this, the map, the science. I'm going to start matching the tiny machines running through my body, rebuilding my most basic foundation. 
 
    But that's not happening. 
 
    Every few seconds, I get frustrated, and I want to pull against my restraints, to struggle again. 
 
    But I resist the urge. I hold out against it. It won't do any good. I'm stuck here. I'm strapped down and helpless. There's nothing I can do. Powerless, I can only relax. I do my best, thinking that this will be over soon enough. 
 
    Maybe I'll be able to transfer myself back into a man? 
 
    If I can find a piece of hair or something, some residual DNA, then I might be able to alter myself again. 
 
    It's a nice idea, but I'm not sure it will work out that way, especially if Natalie really does rewrite my mind. It's a scary thought, but something occurs to me. 
 
    Natalie could actually make me enjoy this. She could make me want to be her doppelgänger, her clone, her twin. Once she puts those desires inside of my head, I won't be able to choose to go back to my old life. 
 
    What happens when decisions and desires become programmable? When one person can choose what someone else chooses? 
 
    It's a frustrating paradox, and I follow that line of reasoning in circle after circle, like a dog chasing his tail. 
 
    But then the tingling starts to fade away, and the doors open again. 
 
    "You didn't get up," Natalie says to me. 
 
    By this point, I'm used to not speaking, so I don't answer. 
 
    She takes up her tablet again, she presses her fingertip against one of the symbols, and then she smirks at me. "Okay, so now you can talk and move around." 
 
    No I can't, I think to myself. 
 
    But then she nods over toward one of the restraints. 
 
    For some reason, I look, and then I see it, my arm is a lot thinner than it was before. 
 
    "Oh yeah, you probably could have gotten up a while ago. Maybe an hour ago?" 
 
    My eyes get big, my lips part, and there's a sharp gasp of surprise. She's right! I could have gotten up because the restraints weren’t actually holding me down. If only I had checked! 
 
    Why didn't I? 
 
    Had she already started to mess with my mind? 
 
    Right away, I pull my wrists free from the restraints. Just by pointing my toes toward the wall, I am able to get my legs out of those ankle bonds as well. 
 
    I sit up. Right away, I feel that something is wrong. My body. It's different. 
 
    My balance feels strange. Ignoring it, I slip off of the table, and Natalie doesn't try to stop me. I keep thinking that she's going to inject me with something, some kind of sedative, and I will wake up in a cage or at Nathan's feet. 
 
    But no. For the time being at least, Natalie just watches me. I stand before her, naked. 
 
    Then, tentatively, I look down. Confused, disoriented, I see them. Breasts. They are gorgeous. 
 
    "Go ahead. Touch them. We both know you want to." 
 
    I look back at her, disbelieving. 
 
    Is it possible? Do I really look just like Natalie? Did she turn me into a copy of herself? 
 
    I know that there is a mirror at the other side of the laboratory, but I can't bring myself to turn around, to look. 
 
    "It's okay. I said you can talk." 
 
    She waves the tablet computer in front of me. 
 
    I don't want to do it. And yet, I remind myself that I'm a man. I don't care what she has done to me or how she is transformed me. I should be able to control myself, and that means being brave. So I talk. "Change me back," I say. I have more words planned, but they freeze up inside of my pretty head. 
 
    At once, I bring my hands up over my mouth, like I'm worried what might slip out if I'm not careful. 
 
    "Oh, that's cute. That's really cute. You know, they say everyone hates hearing their own voice, but I don't think I mind. Sure, I didn't realize my pitch is quite that high, but it's okay I think." 
 
    Frantic, I shake my head again from side to side, and some of the blonde hair falls in front of my eyes. Quickly, I lift up my hands, and I intend to brush the hair away, but instead I look at my slender fingers, my small palms, and I know that I'm not strong. 
 
    Sure, I wasn't a bodybuilder or anything before, but this is totally different. Slowly, I examine my thin wrists and my narrow arms. I don't look like a man. I wasn't much of an athlete before, but at least I wielded that natural, upper body strength. 
 
    Now I know my shoulders are going to be narrow, my hips are a little bit wider, I have a heart-shaped ass, and small feet. Not only that, if I reached down between my legs, I know I'm not going to find my cock. 
 
    It's gone. Transformed, just like the rest of me. 
 
    I swallow once, just in time to see Natalie as she walks over to me. She puts her hand on my shoulder, and she grabs me, turning me around. Still disoriented, I don't even think about trying to resist her. 
 
    Then I see it, the full-length mirror. 
 
    It doesn't feel like I'm looking at the mirror. If this was really a mirror, then I would see my face, my body. Instead, this almost seems more like a movie or something. Natalie is standing there, and there is her twin. 
 
    Only a little bit smaller. Just as the confusion passes across my pretty face, she explains, "I made you an inch shorter." She shrugs. "I don't think anyone's going to really care. But this way, I'll be a little bit stronger than you. You know, just because." 
 
    I turned to her. 
 
    "Please, change me back. Please, I don't want to be like this." 
 
    "You don't want to be me?" Natalie raised an eyebrow, almost as though she's insulted. 
 
    The color drains away from my face, and my mouth opens. I don't know how to respond. 
 
    But then she starts laughing again. "It's okay. I know you don't want to be like this, but that doesn't really matter because you are just a horny little slut now. You'll get used to it." 
 
    "I'm not a slut. I'm not horny," I tell her. Even now, hearing that a voice makes me think I sound young, inexperienced, almost childish. 
 
    Throughout my life, I've always sounded like a man. People have listened to me. They have had reason to respect me. But when I speak now, I know that no one will take me seriously. 
 
    "Not yet," promises Natalie. But then, she reaches down. My legs are parted slightly, my pussy exposed. She strokes me, barely touching me. 
 
    Her caress is electric! 
 
    Hot sensation shoots through my body, and I don't know how to respond. Stumbling back, I don't know what to do. And then I feel it. It's like she pushed a button deep within me to activate something.  
 
    The desire spikes through me. 
 
    Sure, I've been horny before, but it has never felt anything like this. All of a sudden, my body is aching for attention. 
 
    I glance over at Natalie, but she just smiles. She knows exactly what's happening. "Are you okay?" asks my assistant, "You're looking a little bit flushed." 
 
    It's true. When I see my reflection again, my cheeks are turning a shade of hot pink. 
 
    Fighting hard, I swallow back my arousal. I turn to her. "This doesn't change anything." 
 
    "Doesn't it? Go ahead. Touch those breasts. Play with your boobs. I'm sure you'll really enjoy it." 
 
    I tighten my fingers into fists. Summoning up the best of my concentration, I want to ignore her and that tantalizing possibility. Because already the idea of sliding my fingers between my legs or my palms along my nipples is enough to make me wet.  
 
    Natalie notices right away. She brings her hand up to cover her mouth, like she feels bad about laughing at me. But really, this is just a game for her. It's an amusement. 
 
    Focusing, I look back at her. "Change me back. Change me back right now!" I sound shrill, silly, more like a bratty girl than a man. 
 
    "Nope." Natalie crosses her arms over her chest. "Right now, I just want to see how long you can hold out. What's it going to take before you start to touch yourself? We both know you're going to masturbate right here in front of me." 
 
    "No I won't!" I insist, my words high pitched and whiny. 
 
    "We'll see," Natalie promises. 
 
    I tell myself that I won't succumb, that I won't give in, that I'm better than this. I can handle it. 
 
    Glancing back over my shoulder, I look at the double doors. Theoretically, I could try to rush off. I could sprint down the hallway and out into the main building. But even if I did that, what would I accomplish? 
 
    "Go ahead," Natalie says, following my line of sight. "I wonder what would happen to a beautiful girl like you out in the wild." 
 
    "I'd be fine," I insist without even thinking about it. 
 
    "Would you be? Would you be fine?" Mockery drips from every word. "Because right now, I'm thinking that you are a hot girl with no clothing, no ID, no money, nothing. I'm sure lots of guys would love to meet you. They’d be really helpful." 
 
    I shiver. 
 
    Staring back at the mirror, I don't know what to do. My face is flushed, and I imagine being grabbed out there. Some guy would find me, he would pull me into the back of his car, and he would have his way with me. I would be down on my back, and he would pull off his pants, taking out his cock. 
 
    It would be so big. 
 
    He would hold me down, his hands tight around my wrists. I would kick out, but he would have no problem forcing my knees apart. And he would take me. He would claim me, thrusting deep into me. 
 
    My nipples are hard. I can't help myself. I imagine what that sex would feel like, and then Natalie comes up behind me. She doesn't touch any erogenous zone. No, she wants to make this difficult for me. She brushes her fingers along my shoulder blade and up toward the back of my neck. That shouldn't add to the arousal already sizzling within me, but it does. 
 
    "What's wrong?" 
 
    I don't respond. She knows exactly what she's doing, especially when she moves her fingers down toward my buttocks. She strokes me, and I shiver. My body shakes. 
 
    I bite into my lower lip, almost hard enough to draw blood. 
 
    "We both know what you want to do. Prove it to me. Show me that you are just a little slut. Show me that all you really think about is sex." 
 
    "No," I answer, my voice strained. "I won't!" 
 
    "Yeah, you will," she says. Her fingers go lower and lower. They play along my thighs now. She's standing right behind me. "We both know what you want to do. Just give up. You can do it. Touch that little pussy of yours. Stroke it. Finger yourself. I promise I won't tell anyone." She grins, that little smirk telling me everything I need to know. 
 
    I can't trust of this girl. 
 
    I need to remain focused, to think of some way out of this situation. 
 
    But then, I lose control, and my hands go to my breasts. I close my eyes, and I start to press to fingers against each little point. I play with those mounds, groping myself. I fondle and knead the curves of my chest. 
 
    It feels delicious. 
 
    Exhaling one long, slow, passionate sigh, I lose myself to the pleasure, to the anticipation. This is exactly what I want. It's what I need. 
 
    "That's right. You aren't a man anymore. You aren’t a scientist either. You're just a hot girl who wants sex. You’d do anything for it, wouldn't you? You want it bad, and you don't care where you get it from." 
 
    It takes a supreme act of self-control, but I pull my hands away from my chest, and I turn around. I look up at Natalie. 
 
    "No. That's not true," I protest. I want her to believe me. I need her to see me as a real person. 
 
    She smirks. She shakes her head. "Yeah, it is true. Go ahead. Try to hold out. Show me that you're not going to be touching your pussy right now." 
 
    Natalie steps back. She isn't even touching me this time, yet the desires continue to build. I relieved a little bit of the pressure by touching my breasts, yet even those sensations added to the desire culminating within me. 
 
    It feels like something within me is going to break. I’m going to shatter, and there's nothing I can do about it. 
 
    Another second goes by, and I close my eyes again. As I nibble on the inside of my mouth, I spread my legs, and my fingers drift along my sternum, down past my stomach. Every caress is electric, addictive. I can feel the power of my body pumping through me. 
 
    As a man, I had never been turned on like this before. This is irresistible! 
 
    My skin is soft. It's perfect. 
 
    Only then, I’m just an inch or two away from my slit, and my hand stops. It feels like I have hit something, something invisible, some kind of barrier or force field. But that can't be right. What's going on here? 
 
    My eyes bulge as I turn around to face Natalie once again. "What did you do to me?" 
 
    "Oh?" She sounded innocent, "Did I forget to mention the part where you aren't allowed to touch yourself without permission?" 
 
    My lungs seize up. As an intellectual, I can understand that this makes sense. The pieces fit together. If she could keep me from speaking, then she should be able to control any other motor response. 
 
    With my scientific training, I can understand this, but my body rejects the idea. I try again, stubborn. I push my fingertips downward, hoping that I will be able to stroke my pussy. I want to touch myself, to gently caress my outer lips. I want to feel the shivers run through my body as the pleasure races through me. It should be a deluge. It should be this flood of ecstasy. 
 
    But I don't get any of that because I still can't touch myself! 
 
    "Is something wrong?" 
 
    Natalie circles me. She runs her eyes up and down my body. In the meantime, I stare downward, into random spots of space as I continue to try. I make one attempt after another, sending the signal from my brain down my spine, through my arm, all the way to my fingertips, but I still can't move my hand! I keep hitting that programmed command. 
 
    "Come on. Don't you want to touch yourself? Aren't you a horny girl?" 
 
    "No," I say, just as stubborn as before. I won't give her the satisfaction. I'm not going to admit what I'm doing even if it is blatently obvious to both of us. I am better than that. I need to think of myself as strong, as powerful. I can't acknowledge the kind of authority she has over me now. 
 
    "Silly, silly little slut. I guess you’re horny and stupid." 
 
    I snap my head up, and I glare at her, my eyes tightened into angry lines. My lower jaw extends, and I'm exhaling through my mouth. I feel like a wild bull about to charge. But where would I go? What I do? 
 
    When Natalie transformed me, she made sure to make me smaller, probably weaker as well. She's smart. She wouldn't risk me assaulting her physically. 
 
    No, if I want to win, I need to be smart about this. 
 
    "Just tell me you're a dumb slut. Come on. You can do it." 
 
    The cracks in my determination splinter out. And then I break."I'm a dumb slut," I tell her as my shoulders slump downward. I shouldn't do it. I shouldn't cooperate or play along, but she can make me do whatever she wants.  
 
    "Yes. Yes, you are. You are just a dumb slut now. You're a dumb, horny, pretty little bimbo. And that's why I'm going to touch you now. But first, you need to show me that you can do as you're told. That means hold your hands behind your back." 
 
     With an audible gulp, I cross my wrists behind me. I push them together at the small of my back, and I wait. To make it easier, I close my eyes. I hide behind the darkness of my eyelids. 
 
    She comes up behind me, and she strokes me. She brushes her fingertips along my waist. I feel those eight points of contact. Goosebumps run along my body. They appear along my shoulders and down my forearms. 
 
    My breath shutters in my lungs. 
 
    Damn it. 
 
    It feels so good! 
 
    And then she grabs one arm, pulling me tight up against her chest. 
 
    Something inside of me flickers, burning bright, and then her hands slip down between my legs as she breathes into my ear. She nibbles, grazing her teeth over my skin. I shiver again, shaking. 
 
    "This is what you want, isn't it? You want to be taken. You want to be ravished. You dirty, dirty girl." 
 
    "It's not fair," I protest. "You did this to me!" 
 
    "So? It doesn't matter how you came to be in this position. This is where you are. This is who you are." 
 
    If only I could prove her wrong. But right now, I can't even speak because she strokes my opening. She teases my crevice, first with one finger, then two. Natalie pushes down, and I feel it. She's penetrating me with two fingers, and my body responds. My clitoris is engorged, swollen with anticipation. 
 
    "Say it again." 
 
    "Please, please touch me. I'm a slut. I'm your slut." Those words just kind of drivel out of my mouth. I can't help myself, not when my heart is pounding and my breath is ragged. 
 
    "Good girl," she says. 
 
    With my eyes closed, I don't see her. I can almost pretend that this is happening in another way. I can almost pretend that I'm not in the body of a beautiful girl or that I am powerless here. 
 
    Pressing my wrists together, I straighten my back is much as I can. Besides that, I get up on the tips of my toes. 
 
    "Open your eyes. I want you to watch this." 
 
    Maybe she programmed me to want to obey her, or maybe I don't want to risk her stopping. Either way, my eyelids rise up, and I see my reflection. There I am, with my long blonde hair, my petite physique, my big and bouncing breasts. Everything about me is perfectly feminine, including those little gasps of pleasure. I moan out with the ecstasy as she strokes me, her fingertips moving up and down, left and right, little swirls of circles. She gives me everything my body could crave until I'm just about to climax. 
 
    "Come for me. Come for me, you little slut. Show me exactly what you can do. Show me just how responsive you are! 
 
    "Yes! Yes, please, more! Yes, please more!" I don't know if I'm really talking or if those words just echo inside of my head, or I call them out. And then it hits me, the orgasm rushes through my body, the deluge I had hoped for. It pounds into me. And even if Natalie is barely touching me, lightly stroking and massaging my clitoris, it doesn't matter. 
 
    Everything turns to this vibrant haze as I lose track of my body, of time, of everything. 
 
    "Well done. I think you're ready for the next step," she tells me. 
 
      
 
    I don't know what that means, just like I don't know she has planned. 
 
    Spinning around, she saunters back toward the exit. 
 
    My skin prickles with heat, but that's fading now. The air conditioner is on and blows cold through the lab. I watch her. Confused and nervous, I'm not sure what to do. Indecision holds me. It's a new feeling, and I don't like it. 
 
    Natalie pauses at the door. Almost enticingly, she glances over her shoulder. With another smirk, she says, "You coming?" 
 
    I hate sounding as small as I sound, but I start to talk. "Can I have something to wear?" 
 
    The other girl stands there for a few seconds, her head tilted to the side as she considers me. Is she going to let me wear something? Or does she want me to march through the laboratory, completely naked? Right now, my chances are good. There probably won't be anyone else at the facility. But that's not a guarantee, and we both know it. 
 
    "Okay," she says. 
 
    Natalie walks over to one of the lockers. She opens it up, and she pulls out a duffel bag. "Go ahead. Put it on." She tosses it across the room, letting it casually hit the linoleum between us. 
 
    Reluctantly, I take a couple of steps forward. My steps feel shorter, my strides narrower. At the same time, I can feel that sway of my hips. I'm not trying to walk like a girl, but I do. At the same time, I still feel unbalanced by the strange proportions. 
 
    "You look cute," she says. I can't tell if that is intended to be a taunt or a genuine complement. 
 
    Either way, I ignore her. Instead, I crouch down. I can still feel the cool, air-conditioned breeze as it caresses my body. I am getting cold, especially now. The orgasm left me hot, but that warmth is quickly dissipating. So I look inside. 
 
    The first thing I find is a pair of high heels. Next, there are some knee-high socks, a pleated skirt, and a white sweater. It's fuzzy, maybe cashmere? It's also going to be very tight. I can already tell it is probably a size too small. 
 
    "That's something I used to wear in high school," Natalie tells me. 
 
    "Can you give me real clothing? Maybe some pants? Or lab coat?" 
 
    "Lab coats her for scientists and doctors. That's not you, not anymore," she tells me. 
 
    I stare back at her, determined to make her shrivel under the anger of my stare. Instead, she laughs at me. 
 
    Natalie walks right back across the laboratory, and she stands above me. "I'm going to do you a favor and tell you something. As a man, you could probably intimidate people. You could stand up and puff out your chest and use your deep voice to get other people to listen to you. But you're not a man anymore. You're a very pretty, very airheaded bimbo. And that means no one is going to be scared of you. You understand?" 
 
    "Understand that I'm going to make you pay for this," I tell her. Then, just under my breath, I add, "I am not a bimbo." 
 
    Natalie has good hearing. She picks up on those sounds. "Yes, you are," she replies. 
 
    Rather than argue with her, I start to pull on the clothing. First, I pull the socks up the length of my toned, tanned legs. Next, I reach in, and I take out the skirt. 
 
    With another giggle, Natalie asks, "Aren't you forgetting something?" 
 
    Am I? Am I forgetting something? 
 
    "Your panties," she says, filling in the blanks for me. 
 
    Panties? Really? To have to wear them? 
 
    Then I lift up the skirt, and I try to run through the calculations, and I already know that this thing isn't going to be very long. It will maybe reach down a third of my thigh. I shiver at the thought, embarrassed. What if people see me? What if they stare after me? 
 
    Before being transformed into a girl, I always thought that females complained too much about unwanted attention. How could that be bad, after all? Doesn't everyone like being found attractive? 
 
    And yet, I can already imagine guys staring after me, checking out my breasts, studying my lips and wondering what it would be like if I gave them a blow job, or maybe they would check out my ass. 
 
    "Fine. I'll wear panties," I say. I look down into the duffel bag, but I can't find any underwear. 
 
    "Is this what you want?" 
 
    Natalie reaches into her pocket, and she pulls out a balled pair of panties. They are bright red. 
 
    Right away, I reach out for the panties, hoping to snag of them out of her hand. At the last second, she lifts the panties higher up into the air. I stumble forward, down on my hands and knees now. 
 
    "No. If you want this, you have to ask for them." 
 
    Exhaling slowly, I practically growl, not to that Natalie cares. To her, this is still just a game. She's playing with me, so she can do whatever she wants. 
 
    "Fine." I'm not going to drag this out any farther than is absolutely necessary. "Can I please have the panties?" 
 
    "And why do you need them?" 
 
    "Because I want to put on some underwear." 
 
    "No. That's not why you need them. Think about it. Think about it long and hard." 
 
    I get up on my knees, and my knuckles are still pressed down into the flooring. She expects me to say something. And if I don't, I'm not going to get those panties. 
 
    For just a second, I close my eyes, and I start to think about this. I imagine what it would be like to walk through the laboratory in that tight sweater and a short skirt with nothing on underneath. One lucky glance, and the people around would know that I was some kind of slut. They would think that I was looking for the wrong kind of attention. 
 
    No. I can't risk it. So what does she want me to say? 
 
    Then it dawns on me. She wants me to tell her that I need this, that I need this because I'm a girl. 
 
    "Please, can I have the panties? I don't want to look like a slut. I don't want people to think I'm easy." 
 
    "Is that what they'd think?" 
 
    I sigh through my teeth, and I continue to play along because I really don't have any choice. "Yes. That's exactly what they would think." 
 
    "And why would they think that?" 
 
    She's toying with me, but I still can't do anything about it. 
 
    "They think that I'm a slut, that I'm easy, because I'm a girl. Because I'm a pretty girl." 
 
    Those words sound so alien coming out of my mouth. I don't like speaking them, but it works. And she throws the panties down onto the floor in front of me. I pick them up, and I hold them up. They're going to be tight, these cute little bikini briefs. 
 
    And yet, I put them on. I feel the soft, silky material along my legs and up my inner thighs. Finally, I feel the tension of that material along my body. 
 
    "How does that feel? Do you like wearing your panties?" 
 
    They protect my modesty, somewhat. I can be grateful for that. 
 
    "I don't like them." 
 
    "Why not?" she asks. "They look adorable on you." 
 
    Huffing, I crawl over to the duffel bag. I pull out the pleated skirt, and I pull it up along my legs. I zip it into place, and when I'm done, I stand up. I glance over at the mirror, and I shiver, thinking that I look like a college boy's fantasy. With my long legs, my short skirt, and my naked breasts, I look easy. I look like the kind of girl who would get drunk at a party only to make some dumb mistake. 
 
    "Because I'm not supposed to be a girl," I insist, which sounds absurd coming from this body and that voice. "I'm supposed to be a man!" 
 
    "Put on your sweater," she orders. 
 
    I peek down into the duffel bag, and I don't see a bra, but my breasts are firm and high. I don't ask for one. I don't want to risk the possibility that she would say no. At the same time, I almost chuckle, thinking that I wouldn't even know how to put it on. I'm not supposed to be in this body. I'm not supposed to be in these clothes either. 
 
    Next comes the sweater. I take it out, I hold it up, and I consider the fuzzy contours. This sweater might appear modest. After all, it will cover my torso and my arms and my shoulders, but that doesn't mean anything. It's going to be snug. 
 
    Determined to just get this over with, I pull the sweater up and over my head and shoulders. I feel the soft, clinging material as it presses into my breasts and my tummy. When I'm finally done, I run my fingers through my hair, extricating those tresses from underneath the soft sweater. 
 
    Because I can't help myself, I glance back over at the mirror again. I'm fully dressed now, but I don't look respectable. There's almost a hint of innocence because of the sweater, yet the short skirt makes it abundantly clear that I'm looking for attention. I want people to see me. I want them to look at me. Guys. I want guys to look at me and to fantasize about me. I want them to come up and talk to me. 
 
    I shiver again. I can't help myself. That automatic reaction just flashes through my body. 
 
    Finally, I just have the shoes. 
 
    I take them out of the duffel bag, I set them up, and I already know that I'm not going to be able to wear these. I don't know how to walk around in high heels! Just as importantly, I don't want to learn. 
 
    "Is something wrong?" 
 
    The high heels are black. They have narrow tips. They look like leather and they come with little silver buckles. 
 
    They look like something a stripper pretending to be a school girl might put on. 
 
    "No," I say. "I just decided that I'm not going to wear shoes. That's all." Straightening my back, I stand up all the way, and I stare at her, challenging her. She can't make me wear the shoes. She can't. 
 
    "No. That's not an option. You're going to put them on. Right now." Natalie's tone makes it clear that she's not interested in fighting with me or arguing with me. 
 
    Good. 
 
    At this point, I'm determined to show her that she can't control me. Taking away my ability to speak is one thing. Forcing me to climax is another. But this? No. I'm not going to succumb. I'm not going to yield. I'm not going to let this girl think she can boss me around. 
 
    "I won't do it." 
 
    "If you won't, I'm going to have to spank you." 
 
    I raise an eyebrow. Really? She thinks she can spank me? She transformed me into a woman, not some little kid. 
 
    "Not only that, if I spank you, you're going to discover something that you're probably not going to like." 
 
    I don't know what she means, but I take a step back anyway. 
 
    Then I tell myself that I can do this. 
 
    But that's not true. 
 
    Natalie strides toward me. Her features are set; she's annoyed. She's not going to play any games with me. 
 
    I brace myself, thinking that I'm going to be able to resist. I don't know what I'm going to do, but at least I've some clothing on now. A plan starts to flash through my head. Maybe I could try to grab her purse. I have her face, after all. 
 
    But then she's close, and her hands fly out, flashes of movement. She grabs me. She shoves me over toward one of the counters. Before I can try to turn around or gain some kind of leverage, she bends me down. I feel the solid counter underneath me. She raises my skirt. She smacks my ass. 
 
    The panties don't do anything. They don't absorb any of the force. 
 
    The pain sizzles through my body. My eyes start to water. 
 
    "Feel that? That's what you get when you misbehave. Trust me. Nathan is going to want to see you nice and docile. You had better behave." 
 
    She spanks me again and again. I quickly lose count. Her hand flies down, sending those hot bursts of pain through my skin. 
 
    Why does she keep spanking me? 
 
    Then it hits me. She wants an apology. "I'm sorry! I'm sorry I've misbehaved!" 
 
    Just like that, it stops. I stand up slowly, gingerly. I turn around, and I face her. 
 
    "How do you feel?" 
 
    "Embarrassed," I say, and for some reason, I can't even look into her face. I can't meet her stare. So I look down toward the floor. 
 
    "What else are you feeling right now?" 
 
    Aroused. 
 
    That thought jumps into my head. 
 
    No. It's not possible. I'm ashamed. I'm angry that she can do this. But I shouldn't be aroused. Those impulses and ideas can't help me. My pussy's wet and hot. I want to touch myself, to feel fingers glide over my opening again. 
 
    "It's okay. You can tell me the truth. Did you like that? Did you like being spanked like a bad girl?" 
 
    "Yes," I admit. I don't know why I do it, but the answer’s out on the air now, and I look up at her tentatively. 
 
    "It's okay. I made a few modifications. You like being spanked, just like I enjoy spanking." She grins at me. "What? Did you think I would leave any hint of a dominant personality in that pretty little head of yours?" 
 
    I step back, but there's nowhere for me to go. Before I know it, she grabs me by the wrist, and she pulls, guiding me out through the automatic doors. 
 
      
 
    The hallways are different. 
 
    Nothing's actually changed, but the proportions are slightly off. The paintings seem a little bit bigger, the chairs a little bit taller. The corridor doors are wider, and then we pass someone. He's one of the maintenance guys, so I don't know his name. 
 
    I do my best to ignore him; I tell myself that he doesn't matter, that he is just a janitor or something. And yet, he stares after me, his eyes leering. Not only that, it seems like I can feel his attention. He's thinking about me, thinking about touching me, groping me, having sex with me... 
 
     "What's wrong?" Natalie asks me. She glances over in my direction, and it's abundantly clear that she knows exactly what I'm thinking, what I'm feeling. 
 
    "Nothing," I sneer back at her. 
 
    "That's good." 
 
    She still holds onto my wrist. I look down at her grip. "Where are you taking me?" 
 
    "You'll see," she replies in a singsong tone of voice. 
 
    We go back down the corridor, out the door to the lobby. She takes me up in one of the elevators. My laboratory shares space with several other companies, but we have offices up on one of the higher floors. 
 
    I suspect I already know where we're going. It shouldn't be a big deal, I tell myself. And yet, my heart is still kicking away in my chest. 
 
    The elevator doors slide shut, and I exhale, somewhat relieved. I'm grateful for the fact that no one else is here with us. 
 
    "I wonder how well the obedience protocol works," she says. 
 
    "What obedience protocol?" 
 
    "The one that says, when I use a certain phrase, you have to do whatever I want." 
 
    "There is no such thing," I tell her. And yet, my voice shakes ever so slightly. As much as I want to be certain, I'm not. I know the science. I know that this sort of programming is definitely possible. 
 
    "Actually, there is." 
 
    "Prove it," I stare back at her. This is probably foolish. 
 
    Natalie throws her head back, laughing. She wipes away a couple of tears from the corners of her eyes. "No. I'm not going to do that quite yet. Right now, I could just spank you whenever I want to make sure you behave." 
 
    Heat races along my cheeks and over my forehead. I don't want to admit it, but she's right. She can get me to do anything and everything she wants because the prospect of another spanking is enough to motivate my obedience. 
 
    At the same time, the thought of feeling her hand sting my backside makes me wet. It makes me horny. I can feel it, that itch of anticipation deep within my body, tingling along my skin. 
 
    "You're getting excited, aren't you?" 
 
    The elevator continues to go upward. 
 
    "No," I say, perhaps a little bit too quickly. 
 
    Natalie grabs me, she pulls me up against her chest, and her hand slides down into my panties. I wiggle and squirm, but I'm just not strong enough to break her hold. She knows this. She revels in it. And then her fingers are up against my crevice, and she toys with me, touching me, probing me. 
 
    "You feel awfully wet to me," Natalie says, giggling. 
 
    I want to insist that she is wrong, that this is some sort of mistake or something, but it's not. She could feel my juices. She toys with me some more. 
 
    "Let's see if I can get you off before we get to our stop." 
 
    I lock my teeth together, hoping that I will be able to resist. But I can't. She toys with me some more, pressing down on my button. At the same time, I keep thinking about how she spanked me, about how she bent me over the counter where I once did my most advanced scientific research. 
 
    I gasp, moaning. 
 
    Just then, the doors open, and there's a man standing there. I don't know who he is; I don't know his name. 
 
    Natalie releases me, smirking. She acts like this isn't a big deal, like nothing unique or unusual just happened. 
 
    Again, I don't know this guy. He has neatly trimmed hair, he's wearing a suit, and one corner of his mouth rises up. He's watching me from the corner of his eye. At the same time, he could probably smell my arousal. 
 
    Trembling with embarrassment, I retreat over to the corner of the elevator car. 
 
    "What's wrong?" Natalie asks. 
 
    I turn back to her, my eyes big and full of shock. She knows exactly what's wrong, but she asks anyway because she wants to humiliate me even more. 
 
    "Nothing. Nothing is wrong." I get those words out, and I stare forward. The guy glances over at me, his eyes sweeping across my body. He studies my high heels, my socks, my skirt, my snug little blouse. 
 
    "Would you like to see her breasts?" Natalie asks. 
 
    The guy in the suit looks back at her. He seems confused for a second. And why wouldn't he be? It looks like we're twins. He probably can't notice the 1 inch difference in our heights right away. 
 
    "What, what do you mean?" 
 
    "Would you like to see her breasts? This girl is kind of a slut. I can tell her to lift up her sweater, and she’ll do it for you. Heck, she might even let you fondle her." 
 
    My lips part, and I don't know what to say. I can hardly process what I'm hearing. 
 
    "Yeah, sounds great," the guy replies. He probably doesn't think this is really going to happen. And yet, he can play along. 
 
    "Be a good girl and lift up your sweater for the nice gentleman." 
 
    "No! I won't! 
 
    Although I can't get the words out onto the air, I quickly shake my head from side to side. The guy looks disappointed for a second, but Natalie just shrugs. "Sorry. It looks like she's going to be difficult. Why don't you spank her instead. It's okay. I give you permission." 
 
    My panties dampen even more at the prospect. For some reason, the fact that he is a stranger who might raise his hand and punish me adds to my anticipation. 
 
    Natalie reaches out, she takes me by the wrist again, and she pulls me over to the wall. She shoves me up against the solid, unyielding surface. Then she picks up my skirt, exposing the red of my underwear. 
 
    "Go ahead, spank her until she tells you she wants you to touch her breasts." 
 
    I won't do it. I'm not going to give in. This guy has no idea that advanced technologies are involved, so he will get nervous. He will get shy. 
 
    But he doesn't. On the contrary, he steps up, and I can almost feel the air currents shift in this confined to space. 
 
    He must be getting hard, I think. I imagine the bulge in his pants. He probably wants to yank down my panties, to spread my legs and use me right here. 
 
    But instead, he squeezes my ass just once. 
 
    "Very nice," he says, uttering those words like compliment. 
 
    "I know, right?" 
 
    "You're sure she's okay with this?" 
 
    I close my eyes, still horrified. And yet, the prospect of getting spanked is enough to keep me motionless. Is it desire that holds me here? Shame? Something else? 
 
    I hate the idea that she has embedded a protocol that compels my obedience, but I can't dismiss the idea. I want to believe I'm still a scientist under these firm breasts and pretty face. 
 
    But I can't be sure. I can't know one way or the other, not until I really defy her. 
 
    That's not going to be this moment. 
 
    The man raises his hand, and I keep hoping that I will be saved by the elevator. The doors should open up at any moment. We should arrive at our floor... 
 
    Instead, I feel the sting of his hand against my backside. He swings, pushing all the force he can into that blow. The strike lands hard, I'm thrown forward an inch or two, and I close my eyes. Yes. It feels wonderful. The anticipation races through me, and it is almost enough to give me an orgasm. 
 
    Then he spanks me again. Again, I'm on the verge of climaxing. But it's still not enough. 
 
    With the third spanking, I realize something. It's never going to be enough. I can't get off by being spanked. I can become aroused. I can enjoy it. It can make me desperately horny, but that's all. 
 
    He spanks me again and again, and I whimper through those sensations. He's a stranger. He doesn't know me. I'm just some hot little slut on the elevator he happened to meet. 
 
    I don't look back. All I can do is imagine his face, engrossed in the power he now gets to experience. I wonder how many young women have hurt his feelings over the years. How many girls have teased him or ejected him? Even if he is successful with the ladies, every guy gets stung by the opposite sex, right?  
 
    Over and over again, he spanks me until my backside is a red. 
 
    "Please!" 
 
    He spanks me. 
 
    "Please, I, I..." 
 
    He spanks me again. 
 
    "Let me, let me show you my tits!" 
 
    "I think that's enough," Natalie decides. 
 
    I brace myself, thinking that this man won't listen to her. He will strike again, and Natalie will try to stop him, but it won't make any difference to me. I am going to be punished. I'm going to be disciplined. 
 
    And yet, the stranger stops. He pulls his hand away from my backside. 
 
    "Thank you for that," he says. 
 
    "No problem." 
 
      
 
    We travel through the building. We go back up into Natalie's office. I've been here before, once or twice. Since she is my assistant, she usually comes to me, but there's been a couple of moments where I stopped by, to say hi, to check on some project. 
 
    "There's something I've always wanted to do," she says. "And you should probably get used to it as well." 
 
    Although I don't know what she's talking about, I don't ask. Really, I don't want to know. 
 
    She opens the door into her office, and she steps across the threshold. She waits for me to do the same. Once I'm in, she closes the door. She locks it. When I hear that click of the mechanism, I flinch. 
 
    "Oh, don't be nervous, girl." 
 
    "I'm not a girl," I protest, my voice high-pitched and feminine. Even the sounds I make belie the man I want to be. 
 
    "Yes, you are. You're a cute girl. You're the kind of girl that every guy wants to spank, the kind of girl every guy wants to be with, the kind of girl every guy wants to own." She practically chants those words in my direction, and I yearned to disagree, but I can't, not really, not when I am in this body, helpless before her. 
 
    "What do you want?" I ask after a few more seconds. 
 
    Natalie doesn't respond right away. Instead, she turns back, and she saunters over toward her desk. She sits down, and she lolls back in her seat. 
 
    "Be a good girl and crawl over here. Show me you know how to be obedient." 
 
    "Crawl?" 
 
    "That's right. Like a dog. Or a slave. Imagine yourself however you want." 
 
    "I'm not a dog or a slave," I complain. 
 
    "No. You're just a very pretty, very stupid bitch." She smirks back in my direction, and I wish I could argue with her. But if I did, what would be the point? At best, I might be able to annoy or anger her. And then she would spank me. 
 
    My mouth dries at the prospect. My pussy is still wet. I want another orgasm. I'm aching for it, but I won't ask. I'm not going to beg because I'm better than that. No matter how much she has changed me, I can still fight to retain my independence. I want to reclaim the man I used to be. 
 
    He would never crawl. 
 
    He had dignity and self-respect. He was strong-willed. If he had to argue with people, then he could do it. He could use his mind and assert himself. 
 
    As I looked down at my shoes, the light glinting from my toes catches my attention. I'm wearing high heeled shoes. I'm wearing knee-high socks. I'm wearing a pleated skirt like some kind of school girl. That thought makes me shiver. It makes my nipples hard. 
 
    "Crawl," she orders again. "Unless you want me to spank you?" 
 
    Yes. 
 
    No. 
 
    I don't know how I'm supposed to react, but I find myself moving. I lower myself down onto my knees. I bend forward, touching my palms to the floor. And then I start to crawl. Moving along on my hands and knees, I make my way across the small office toward Natalie. 
 
    With my head down, I don't really see anything. I'm not trying to listen either. That's why I miss a couple of those really important clues. I asked her what she was going to do with me. I'm about to find out. 
 
    When I clear the corner of the desk, I lift my head, and I see Natalie still seated. She beckons me forward, curling her finger. I crawl closer and closer. And then she points to the spot underneath her desk. 
 
    "What, what you want from me?" 
 
    "I want you to go down on me. I want to feel that cute little tongue of yours between my legs. I want to know that you used to be my boss, and now you're my slave. That's what I want from you." 
 
    I quickly shake my head from side to side. No. No way. I won't do it. I can't do it! 
 
    The desperation must glow along my eyes, but Natalie just leans forward, resting her elbows on the tips of her knees. "It's either this or you get a spanking. If that doesn't work, I will just strip you naked and drag you out into the office. I will let the guys do whatever they want with you." 
 
    "You wouldn't," I say, my voice trembling. 
 
    "Do you really want to try me?" 
 
    I shake my head again. 
 
    "That's what I thought. 
 
    As my heart thunders away in my chest, I crawl under the desk. She slides forward, and I hear the click of her mouse. She's actually going to work while I do this! 
 
    Sitting up slightly, she tugs her pants down around her thighs. She spreads her legs. She has her panties down as well. Her pussy is exposed, the light, curly hair right there. 
 
    As a guy, I’d gone down on girls once or twice. It's not something I have ever really enjoyed doing, especially because I don't like the implications. The symbolism bothers me. As far as I'm concerned, girls should go down on me. They should suck my cock. They should lick their lips and look cute. 
 
    But now, Natalie chuckles. "Hurry up. Show me what you can do." 
 
    Resting the bulk of her weight on the edge of her chair, she has her legs spread. That's when I realize something. Her pussy is already wet. That's right. Just having me under her desk is enough to get her excited. 
 
    It requires all of my willpower, but I start to lift my head up, sliding my face between her legs. 
 
    I do my best, only it's not good enough, not for Natalie. 
 
    Impatient, she grabs my hair, her fingers tight against those tresses. She pulls my face forward, bringing my lips right up against her pussy. 
 
    "Lick. Lick, you dumb slut." 
 
    I shiver when I hear those words. 
 
    I still have the history of being a man. Those words shouldn't really affect me. They shouldn't insult me, not the way they would a girl who has been told all her life that there's nothing worse than being a slut. Even so, there's that prick of shame, the truth that I'm being used as nothing but a sex toy. 
 
    Embarrassment stings, but it doesn't stop me. I open my mouth, and I start to lick her wet opening. I lap my tongue up and down along her crevice. 
 
    Almost immediately, I can taste her juices. The tang of her excitement fills my senses. At the same time, I can feel the heat radiating from her inner thighs. 
 
    "That's right. There you go. That's right. Keep licking me. That's what you're good for. Lick and suck. You're lucky I don't have a dildo with me. I might be tempted to put on a strap on and take you from behind. Would you like that?" 
 
    She exhales slowly as I lick her throbbing clitoris. And then I think I'm done, so I try to pull my head back. She just had an orgasm, right? 
 
    "Where do you think you're going?" Natalie asks me. Her hand reaches down, and she grabs me by the back of my head. She won't let me withdraw, nor will she let me retreat. That means I have to continue to lick her. So I do. I bring my tongue up and down. She pushes my head forward, burying my tongue deep in her pussy. 
 
    "Keep going," she says. She straightens her back, and I hear it again, the click and the clacking of her mouse and her keyboard. 
 
    I can hardly believe it, but Natalie is actually doing work. 
 
    What's she doing? Is she writing an email? Is she double checking her report. I can't be certain one way or the other, but it doesn't matter. 
 
    "I bet you're curious about this. Don't worry your pretty little head about it. You're just a girl. You don't need to worry about science," she says to me, her voice laced with a sneer. 
 
    My tongue starts to ache, and I'm getting tired, but I still don't stop. I lick her, almost eagerly. I show her exactly what I can do. The seconds quickly morph to minutes, but I keep eating her out. 
 
    There's only one moment when I pause. Immediately, however, Natalie taps the back of my head. I get the message. I continue to lick like a good slut. 
 
    For some reason, those words boom inside of my head. They become a refrain. 
 
    Lick like a good slut. Lick like a good slut. Lick like a good slut... 
 
    Sweeping and sliding my tongue, I do everything I can to please her. I worship her body. The seconds continue to tick by, and I don't try to pull away. 
 
    Then someone knocks on the door. 
 
    I freeze up for a moment, but Natalie taps me on the back of the head. The implication is clear. If I don't resume, right now, I'm going to be punished. 
 
    "Come in," she calls out, sounding almost sweet. 
 
    I lick her, sliding my tongue up and down her opening. I can feel her swollen clitoris under the touch of my tongue. I don't stop. I don't question what I'm doing. I don't even think about it. 
 
    "Hey, Natalie. I was just wondering if you had those numbers?" 
 
    I recognize that voice. It belongs to another scientist, one of my colleagues. He does a lot of the background work. I don't usually see him, but he's technically on my team. 
 
    As I lick, I worry about what's going to happen. My tongue starts to speed up. It's not something I do consciously or intentionally. Oh no. I just channel that nervous energy into my mouth, and my tongue, and I keep worshiping her. 
 
    For her part, Natalie hardly seems to notice. She sounds collected. "Yeah, I already emailed them to you a second ago." 
 
    "Cool. Thanks." 
 
    Get out. Get out. Get out! Those words keep shooting through my pretty head, but there's nothing I can do from the floor. I'm just worried that he will see me. 
 
    Doug. His name is Doug, and he's an OK scientist. He's not particularly smart or anything, but he's good at his job. I've never had any trouble with him, but I'm terrified of him seeing me like this. 
 
    Sure, he wouldn't know who I really am. He would just see Natalie's twin, this hot girl and because of that, his eyes would roam along my body. He would spend a little bit of extra time studying my legs, my breasts, my face. He would think about holding my hair. He would imagine me on my hands and knees. 
 
    I shiver, ashamed of the fact that those ideas turn me on. But it's not fair. Natalie spanked me, and she never let me get off. My pussy is still wet. The lingering desire continues to spin through my body. Even if I can push it aside or think for myself temporarily, I'm still very, very horny. 
 
    And she must know it. That's why she pulls on my hair. It's a degrading little gesture, it reminds me of where I belong. That's entire point. 
 
    "Hey, do you mind if I ask you a question?" 
 
    No! 
 
    "Sure," he answers. "What's up?" 
 
    He's casual, but I can tell that he likes staying in Natalie's office. And why not? She's gorgeous. Most of the scientists who work in this building are middle-aged men. They aren't particularly interesting. But Natalie? She could be a model. She could make so much money just flashing her smile in front of a camera. 
 
    "I've been running through a different set of numbers, and I am pretty sure that the process works perfectly." 
 
    "Oh? Really?" 
 
    "Yeah. In fact, I ran a little experiment just earlier today." 
 
    I clutched my eyes shut. Even as I worked my head forward and back, my tongue sliding over her crevice, I hope. I hope desperately that she isn't going to do what I think she might. 
 
    "What did you do?" Doug sounded intrigued. 
 
    "Well, I took a volunteer, and I made a couple of modifications. Would you like to see?" 
 
    No, no, no. This can't be happening. 
 
    The worry explodes through my body, flashing into my arms and my legs. I grab onto nothing. There's nothing I can do. 
 
    But then, Natalie rolls her chair back, and she pulls on my hair, using those soft strands like a leash. She guides me out from behind her desk. 
 
    For some reason, I can't help myself. Call it perverse curiosity. I peek up at Doug, and our eyes meet. 
 
    For a second, he is shocked. Only a second. Then a lascivious grin splashes across his mouth. He sees the moisture along my lips. Natalie gets up. As she does, she pulls her panties back into place. There is no way to tell that I was just eating her out, but I suspect Doug already knows. 
 
    "Wow. She looks just like you," he says. 
 
    "Yes, she does," Natalie replies. "Anyway, I was hoping you wouldn't mind giving her a little examination." 
 
    No! 
 
    I worried she would show me off; I never imagined he would get to touch me. 
 
    And yet, even as the horror blossoms inside of me, I experience something else. Arousal. Damn it. I don't want to be turned on. I don't want the prospect of having a stranger groping me to push the psychological buttons. 
 
    But what can I do? 
 
    Nothing. 
 
    The answer hits me hard. 
 
    I glance over at the door, wishing that I had the strength to run off, but Natalie was right. I don't have any ID or any money. There's no way for me to prove who I really am. 
 
    Without my wallet, I can't even go to an ATM to get some money. 
 
    My heart pounds away in my chest, but then his voice fills up my senses. "Sure. I would love to help you," he says. Officially, he sounds polite, like a colleague agreeing to do a favor for a friend. But really, he just wants to touch me. 
 
    Natalie grabs me. She pulls me up by my hair. The pain is intense. My eyes start to water, and she grabs my arms, pulling them behind my back. She grips me, effectively pinning me. 
 
    Doug saunters over. If he notices me struggling, pulling futilely against the Natalie's arms, he doesn't comment on it. She holds me tight, and he reaches out. "Wow. This is amazing. She's almost as good as the real thing." 
 
    "I know, right?" Natalie says, winking at him modestly. "But just think about it. Think about how much better this is than plastic surgery."  
 
    "It's a huge improvement," he agrees, reaching out to touch my breasts. 
 
    Helpless frustration drills into me. This can't be happening, I tell myself. I'm better than this. I'm not some girl. I should be stronger, more determined. If only I could fight, then I would be able to show them. But I can't. I am a weak, a helpless girl. I might be beautiful or hot, but that would only help me if there was someone else I could beg for help. And even then, if he did save me, I'm sure there would be a price. 
 
    My throat tenses up, my eyes are wet, and that's just as he massages my chest. She strokes me, touching me. 
 
    "How does she feel?" 
 
    "Perfect." He almost growls those words, like a wild animal. 
 
    "Go ahead. Touch her under her skirt. See how wet she is." 
 
    "Oh? She's that kind of girl?" 
 
    "See for yourself." 
 
    He gingerly picks up the hem of my skirt, and I try to twist away, but there is no escape. Using her feet, Natalie forces my legs apart. And Doug has his opportunity. He reaches under my skirt, and he fingers me. He only touches my panties, but that is almost enough to get me off. 
 
    I won't have an orgasm, not here, not like this, not in front of them. 
 
    In my mind's eye, I think of Doug. I think about when I first met him, when I hired him. He's not creative or impressive in any way. He might be good at processing basic information, but that's about it. 
 
    And now, here he is, able to do whatever he wants! 
 
    "See if you could give her an orgasm," Natalie encourages. 
 
    "I don't think it'll be hard to," he answers. I hate how cocky he sounds. 
 
    The arrogance! 
 
    I pull and try to twist away, but Natalie holds me tight. She has her hands locked around my wrists. There is nowhere for me to go. I might as well be tied down or chained in place. 
 
    Using two fingers, he strokes me. He touches me gently, working his fingers up and down the length of my slit. Then he pushes a little bit more firmly. 
 
    Bowing my head down, I gasp. I told myself that I wouldn't climax, that I wouldn't give them the satisfaction of seeing me come. But I can't help myself, not when he touches me like this, not when I'm being used like this. 
 
    Damn it. 
 
    Natalie really did program me. 
 
    I try to fight it as hard as I can. I grit my teeth and concentrate on my breathing, but every time I turn from side to side, that just means I push my body up against his outstretched fingertips. I'm practically grinding against him! 
 
    Just as I realize that, the orgasm hits me. It explodes through my body, flashing along every nerve in my skin. I gasp, moaning again, and I hear them laughing at me. Natalie lets me go, and I collapse down onto my knees. 
 
      
 
    She's holding my hand again. Her grip is firm as she guides me down another hallway. "Where are we going?" I ask. I can guess. Maybe the conference room? Maybe my office? 
 
    Please, don't let it be my office, I think. I don't want to see my old stuff. I don't want her to make me parade around in front of my computer or my desk. 
 
    And yet, this nightmare unfolds inside of my head. I think about what it would be like if she sat down at my desk, and she kicked up her feet, and if she made me clean or maybe she will make me crawl around. She will want to see me degraded, humiliated in front of the spot where I once held power. 
 
    But then, we walk right by my office. 
 
    "I have something in mind for you. Another little experiment." 
 
    No, I think to myself. That sound trails off, but then we are at the conference room doors, and she opens them. 
 
    The room is exactly as I remember it, only there is one difference. 
 
    Someone is waiting for us. 
 
    Nathan. 
 
    He is wearing a suit, a thin, fashionable tie. He stands up, and he's even more intimidating now. His eyes narrow slightly, so he is surprised, yet he still reminds me of a predator. This man is dangerous. This is the kind of man who can do whatever he wants. He can get away with whatever he wishes. 
 
    "Hello," she says to him. 
 
    "When I was asked to come here, I wasn't expecting...this." 
 
    "Oh?" Natalie asks. "What were you expecting?" 
 
    "You are definitely an interesting woman." 
 
    "I am," she agrees. "And you are a very fascinating man. That said, I think you're going to have to accept a compromise." 
 
    Acting as though he owns the place, Nathan extends one hand, inviting Natalie to sit down. She tugs, pulling me across the space. She brings me over to one of the chairs. While Natalie sits down, I attempt to the same, but she just glances up at me and shakes her head. 
 
    So I stand there, off to the side, like a piece of furniture. 
 
    "What kind of compromise?" Nathan asks. 
 
    "The kind of compromise where you get an almost perfect to duplicate of me. That's what you wanted, right? You want me to be an obedient little sex slave, desperate to please you no matter what? A bimbo who would suck and spread on command?" 
 
    "Something along those lines," he allows. 
 
    "That's exactly what you have here." 
 
    I need to open my mouth. I need to say something, but I can't. Instead, I look over at Nathan, and I try to get my mouth open, but it feels like my jaw has been wired shut. An invisible force field keeps me silent. 
 
    After a few more seconds, I decide that I'm going to take a risk. I'm going to run! 
 
    But I can't. 
 
    "She looks upset," Nathan says, nodding back at me. 
 
    "That's because the first of the obedience protocols have been activated by your presence." 
 
    "Obedience protocols?" 
 
    "Yes. You see, when I  transformed her into a duplicate of myself, I made sure to make a couple of mental adjustments. Nothing too dramatic, mind you, just a couple of edits to make sure you have the best experience possible." 
 
    "I see."He glances over Natalie’s shoulder. "And tell me, where is your boss?" 
 
    "He no longer works here. I made sure that he will be indisposed for quite some time." 
 
    Natalie glances over her shoulder at me. She flashes me one of those wicked grins. "So from now on, you're going to be dealing with me." 
 
    "You really are an intriguing young woman." He shakes his head. "Okay. So you have something pretty fantastic to show me. But is she going to be as good?" 
 
    "It depends on what you want. If you are looking for a fiery, independent woman who will resist every step, then no. She won't be very good. This girl is a docile little slave. She might hate what she's doing, but she's always going to obey you because she can't help herself. Go ahead. Try it." 
 
    No. I won't do it. I'm going to show Natalie that the technology can't work. I still have my free will. 
 
    "Come over here," he says. He doesn't beckon me with a finger. There's just that one command, and my feet start to move! 
 
    What? No! 
 
    Fighting hard, I try to regain control over my legs. But they move forward, carrying me back around the conference table until I'm standing before him. 
 
    "Lovely," he says, glancing at my body before returning his attention to Natalie. "But I'm interested in more than just a duplicate." 
 
    "She has been perfectly programmed. Whenever she hears your voice, she will have to do anything and everything you say." 
 
    That can't be true. It just can't. I cling to the possibility that I will be able to assert my independence, but he snaps his fingers and points down to the spot before his knees. 
 
    No. I won't do it. I will fight! 
 
    Just as that thought crosses my mind, Nathan tells me, "Get down on your knees. Let's see what you can do." 
 
    "She can do a lot. I'm pretty sure she's just a dirty little slut." 
 
    I shiver as I hear those words, looking down. 
 
    Natalie has frightened me, largely because she transformed me in the first place. More importantly, she knows how to taunt me. She knows what it's like to be a woman, and she takes advantage. 
 
    But Nathan? He's something else altogether. 
 
    At this point, I can't even bring myself to lift my head or try to meet his gaze. Each time I try to speak, my voice gets caught in the back of my throat. Even when I was a man, Nathan made me nervous. Now that I am this petite girl? He positively scares me. 
 
    But I get down on my knees. I'm presented before him like I am a slave girl, a conquest. 
 
    "Would you like me to leave you two alone?" Natalie asks. "Or would you rather I watch?" 
 
    "Considering that in the two of us haven't come to an arrangement yet, you should probably stay. I need to be sure that she really is everything you have claimed. If your promises are accurate, then we are looking at a great deal of money." 
 
    "What about my boss?" 
 
    Nathan shrugs. "I don't care about him. If you tell me he's gone, then I will believe you." 
 
    My lips part, and I want to speak. I already know that if I tell Nathan the truth, then there is a chance, albeit a slim one, that he will order her to change me back. And yet, I can't get the words out. Every time I try, I successfully inhale, I fill my lungs, and then I exhale without actually making the right sounds. 
 
    "Tell me about yourself, girl. What's your name?" 
 
    "Whatever you want it to be, sir," I answer. Then I blink, shocked by my own response. No. I didn't mean to say those words. They just sort of streamed out of my mouth. 
 
    I peek over at Natalie again, and she nods to my unspoken question. Yes, she programmed me so that I will answer direct questions. 
 
    "Interesting. Clearly, Natalie isn't a very good name for you. So we should try something else. I think I like Tiffany." 
 
    The blush curls along my cheeks. 
 
    "You don't like it?" Nathan asks. There is no chance that he would be offended or hurt by any response I could give. At this moment, he is simply asking for information. Nothing more. 
 
    "No. I don't like it," I confess in a small voice. "My name shouldn't be Tiffany. I have a name." 
 
    "What is it?" 
 
    There. A direct question. Now I can tell him the truth, and I will be able to tell him that the machine won't work perfectly without my assistance. He can't just leave me like this. He can't turn me into a sex slave! 
 
    Those words form inside of my head, and I'm ready to say them. But when I try, they don't form. Instead, my lips move, touching, but I can't actually speak. Why can't I? What's happening? 
 
    "I'm sorry about that. I decided to block off certain parts of her memory and personality. This way, she won't try to fight as hard." When Natalie says those words to Nathan, she glances over at me, and her eyes are sparkling with mischievous delight. She loves this. 
 
    "Interesting. So tell me your new name now." 
 
    I won't do it. I can't do it. 
 
    All I have to do right now is lock my teeth together. Just bite down and stay silent. 
 
    But I can't. 
 
    "My name is Tiffany!" I announce. Not only that, I actually smile. I probably look like some insipid cheerleader, eager to introduce herself to the star quarterback. 
 
    "Tiffany..." he says, testing my new name. 
 
    "That's not my name," I insist. Some girlish instinct takes over, and I kick my foot down against the floor. I want to sound intimidating, fierce, strong-willed and powerful. Maybe if I do a good enough job, Nathan will be scared of trying to control me. 
 
    Yeah, right. 
 
    This is the guy who negotiates multimillion dollar deals without breaking a sweat. If anything, he will just enjoy the challenge. 
 
    "Tell me your real name then." 
 
    I lick my lips. 
 
    I stare back at him.  
 
    For several seconds, I do manage to hold his gaze. His focus is all on me, and then something inside of me breaks, and I look downward. I see the tips of my shoes, and I try to think, to figure it out because somewhere inside of my head, that a little piece of information has to be there. 
 
    "You don't know," Nathan tells me. He reaches out, touching the underside of my chin. I try to shake him off, but he reaches out with his other hand, and he grabs me by my hair. He pulls my head back, and then he leans down. 
 
    "No, don't. You can't," I say, grateful for the ability to speak. 
 
    And then I feel his mouth against mine. He's kissing me. 
 
    I feel the stubble above and below his lips against my mouth. I can taste him. He is so strong. I catch the aroma of his masculinity, and my body quivers again. Natalie allowed me the pleasure of an orgasm, but my body responds to his proximity. This is the kind of man who exudes strength. 
 
    Nathan continues to kiss me, letting it go on and on. 
 
    "That was lovely," Natalie says from off to the side. 
 
    "She has a good mouth. Let's see what else I can do." 
 
    He sits up just a little bit. He loosens his belt. He lowers his fly. He unbuttons his pants, and he takes out his cock. I can only watch. 
 
    "This is what you want, isn't it? I can see the hunger in your eyes." 
 
    Yes... 
 
    My body responds. It reacts. He's right there in front of me, everything a young woman like me could crave. But I'm not supposed to be some horny girl! 
 
    "Oh, by the way, you might like to know that Tiffany here used to be quite a scientist. She was very intelligent before she was put in the machine. But at this point, she's pretty much just a dumb airhead." 
 
    "That's not true!" 
 
    "Go ahead then. Tell us something about science," Natalie says. She's taunting me. I need to show her that she's wrong, that I have been able to retain my natural intellect. 
 
    So I bite down into my lower lip even as I catch sight of Nathan's cock.  
 
    His shaft is so much longer and thicker and bigger than the one that I once possessed. 
 
    "You're going to feel this a lot," he says. "Unless maybe you can tell me something useful? If you really are a scientist, prove it. Show me that you have some worth beyond your holes." 
 
    He's actually giving me a chance. A spark of hope lights up within me. 
 
    Still down on my knees, I lift my gaze. I stare back at him, focusing. 
 
    "Like, I can't think of anything!" Again, I sound like some idiotic cheerleader, some high school girl who couldn't pass the remedial chemistry course. 
 
    Where is it? Where is all of my information, all of those brilliant deductions that led me to create the serum and the machine in the first place? Come on. Come on, there has to be something. I should be able to say something about molecules or atoms or something. 
 
    The ideas form inside of my head, only to scatter about when I try to articulate something smart. 
 
    Both Natalie and Nathan are waiting for me. 
 
    "What do you have to say?" Natalie asks. There is that teasing lilt in her voice. She's enjoying this. She likes watching me squirm, knowing that I can't come up with anything. 
 
    "It's okay, Tiffany. Don't worry about it. Like I said. You have a very nice little mouth." 
 
    His erect shaft is still right in front of my face, so when he pulls on the back of my hair, there's nothing I can do. 
 
    At the last moment, I open my mouth, and that's when I start to suck his cock. Obviously, I've never given a blow job before. But that's not how it feels. 
 
    "Very nice," he says, his voice deep and loaded with lust. 
 
    I'm licking, sucking, moving my lips. I suck gently, worshiping his shaft with my mouth. After all, I'm just a dumb slut. I don't have anything smart to say. Even when I do talk, there is that giggling uncertainty in my voice. I'm a ditzy airhead. I'm a dumb girl. 
 
    And that's what I'm always going to be. 
 
    I continue to suck, bobbing my head forward and back. 
 
    The tip of his shaft brushes up against the back of my throat. I nearly choke, but I breathe, concentrating. I'm good at this. 
 
    "She's a lovely little cock sucker, isn't she?" Natalie asks, managing to sound polite, almost professional despite her language. "That's a part of the programming, you see. Tiffany here loves being used. In fact, you'll probably come home to her, and she’ll be waiting on her hands and knees, naked, desperate to please you. That is, unless you decide to keep her in a cage or tied down. Either way can work." 
 
    I open my eyes, turning my head to the side. I want to look over to Natalie, to tell her that she is wrong about me. But I can't. My mouth is busy. My face is otherwise occupied. 
 
    By this point, I can taste his excitement. 
 
    And then something occurs to me. 
 
    He's going to come. He’s going to come in my mouth. He's going to expect me to swallow, and I'm going to do it. I can already feel the instinct simmering within me, that natural itch to suck and swallow. I'm just a dumb girl, just a stupid slut. It makes sense. This is why I'm here. This is what I'm good for. 
 
    I try to fight those thoughts. If only I can find some shred of my former life, then maybe I will be able to think of something or do something. There must be some way for me to get out of this! 
 
    Scrambling, I tried to think of something I can do. Within seconds, however, my thoughts start to drift off. I find myself focusing more and more on the slick smoothness of his shaft. I'm not supposed to be some hot girl, an obedient little slave. I'm not supposed to be a dumb slut. 
 
    And yet, that is exactly what I have become. I'm a girl. I’m meant to be used like this. My mouth, my pussy, my ass, every hole is here for his amusement. 
 
    I turn my attention away from  Natalie, and I look up at the man who wants to own me. Nathan. Hot shame pricks me. I feel it along the back of my neck, down in my chest, along my inner thighs. It's everywhere! And yet, as I look up at him, our eyes meet, and he flashes me a wicked smile. "You're really good at this," he says. And then he reaches down, grabbing my hair with both of his hands. He forces my head down and up, faster, harder. He uses me, treating me like I'm some kind of sex toy. 
 
    But I can't fight, so I accept it. 
 
    I start to enjoy it. 
 
    That's right. 
 
    I don't know where the instinct is coming from, but it's easier to just admit the truth. 
 
    I'm a dumb girl. I'm a stupid slut. I deserve this. 
 
    I am horny. Desperate. 
 
    I belong to him, and I feel it. Not only that, I'm actually grateful. Yes, grateful. It feels so good to have his cock deep in my mouth just like this. Something inside of me is cracking, breaking, fracturing apart, and I don't know how to glue any of it back together. 
 
    A few more seconds pass, and I'm ready to swallow his load. I'm actually eager for it because it means that I did a good job. I keep sucking and licking, sliding my tongue over his shaft and around the tip of his erection. My jaw hurts. My tongue is tired. Despite all of this, I keep going, showing this man exactly what I can do. I'm going to please him! I'm going to make him feel so good! 
 
    And then it starts to happen. His shaft begins to throb, and he is pulsating, his cock spurting its load up against the back of my throat. 
 
    This is it. He's getting ready to come. For the second time in about thirty seconds, I lift my head even as I continue to run my lips along his circumference. Our eyes meet again, and he grins down at me, revealing his teeth. He looks like some kind of wild animal, a predator. So what does that make me? It makes me the prey. I struggle to find some sense of my masculinity. 
 
    Before Natalie got her hands on me, I used to have that intuitive, automatic sense that I was a man, that I had the ability to control myself, my destiny, my surroundings. Not anymore. 
 
    That's all gone. 
 
    As I service this man, blowing him hard, I know that I'm not in control because I'm just a girl. I feel it along every inch of my body. My pussy pulsates, and I'm small. I'm weak. I am slender, and anyone could grab me or hold me down, and I wouldn't be able to fight back. That weakness permeates every inch of me. 
 
    "Get ready," he grunts. He's teasing me. He wants me to think about what will happen. He wants me to know that it's coming. 
 
    A few more seconds. That's all I get. 
 
    Finally, Nathan releases his load. He surrenders to the temptation. Thrusting his hips forward, pulling my head back, only to shove me down again, he climaxes. He comes hard, his load splashing up against the back of my throat. 
 
    "Swallow it." 
 
    "Yeah," agrees Natalie. "Swallow it you dirty girl." 
 
    My face is bright red, and I spot her, doing my best not to aspirate. I breathe in through my nostrils even as the muscles in my throat contract. I'm gulping it down, every salty drop. 
 
    Finally, he's done with me. 
 
    Nathan releases me, and I'm breathing heavily. 
 
    "Not bad," he says. That's when he motions for me to stand. 
 
    I do so. 
 
    "Take a little bow. Natalie was right. You're a really good cock sucker." 
 
    Reluctantly, I bow, almost like I'm some actress at a performance. 
 
    "Would you like to fuck her too?" 
 
    That question hangs on the air, and I glance over at Nathan, wondering what he's going to do, wondering what he's going to say. 
 
    I start to bite down on my lower lip. The nervous energy runs through me. My pussy is still wet, still eager, especially as I serviced him. Sucking his cock was enough to make me wet. The arousal has spread through my body. 
 
    But here? 
 
    Emotionally, I crave his attention. I want him to hold me down, to bend me over a table and to take me. I want him to pin my hands behind my back and to use me. 
 
    Intellectually, however, I still cling to the hope that I will somehow be able to reclaim my masculinity, that I will get to be a man again. I don't want breast. I don't want pussy. I don't want men to stare after me, wondering what it would be like to have me down on my back or on my hands and knees. Some small voice inside of me continues to whisper that I deserve dignity. But as long as I'm Tiffany, that's not going to happen. 
 
    "Yes," he says. 
 
    "What would you like me to do, Sir?" I don't know where those words come from. The question just slips out, and there's nothing I can do about it. 
 
    "First, I want you to take off that little blouse of yours. Do it slowly. Strip for me. Let me see exactly what I'm buying." 
 
    What I'm buying. I'm sure that Nathan knows exactly what he's saying. I'm sure it's calculated to make me feel like I am a slut, his own private whore. 
 
    As my hands move up toward the buttons on my shirt, I tell myself that I'm going to do this quickly. I'm not going to turn it into some kind of elaborate show. I've never been a performer, and I'm not about to start now. And yet, my hips start to sway from side to side. Licking my lips, I turn around, and I glance over my shoulder. I'm behaving like some sort of stripper! A flirtatious little dancer who wants to please her client. That's me. 
 
    I can't stop myself. My body moves automatically. 
 
    "Very nice," Natalie says. She might be talking about my performance. Just as easily, she might be talking about her programming. 
 
    I slide the last button free, and then I pull my blouse open. I turn around, revealing the soft, perfect mounds of my chest. At the same time, I reached down with one hand, taking the zipper on my skirt. I pull it, loosening the fabric. I let it fall off. The skirt lands around my ankles, and I step free. 
 
    Then I crouch down. I get on my hands and knees, and I crawl forward. I look up at him, and I begin to nuzzle his leg with my cheek. 
 
    "Good girl," he says. 
 
    "You know, if you want, you could always just get her a dog collar. You could treat her like a bitch. Literally." 
 
    "Tell me, does this bother you?" 
 
    "What?" Natalie asks, the corners of her eyes wrinkled with amusement. 
 
    "Tiffany here looks just like you." 
 
    "True," Natalie allows. "But this is about more than appearance, isn't it? That's not me. I'm not a dumb little bimbo. I'm not stupid. I have an education, I can think for myself, and that's not going to change. Tiffany, here on the other hand, will do whatever she's told because she knows she's just a dumb girl who needs to listen to her owner." 
 
    "I like that." 
 
    "By the way," Natalie says, "if you want her to address you as anything else, that won’t be a problem. She is programmed to do whatever you want." 
 
    "Call me Master." 
 
    "Yes, Master." I say those words, each one spoken with a girlish adoration. 
 
    "I think you'll really enjoy owning her." 
 
    "What makes you say that?" It isn't that he disagrees. But rather, Nathan clearly wants to hear about his new acquisition. 
 
    "Well, think of it this way. Men are mostly the same when it comes to sexual fantasies. You have a guy, and he should be domineering, strong. That's about all you get. But with women? There are so many more fantasies can play out. And Tiffany here will do all of them for you. Eagerly. If you want her to be a little kitty cat, you can do that. If you want her to be an obedient dog, all you need is a collar. If you want her to be a sexy nurse or a horny cheerleader, those are both possible too. Anything you want, Tiffany will be. Just tell her what to do, and she will try." 
 
    "There's no guarantee she'll succeed," Nathan replies. 
 
    "And that's why you have to train her. If necessary, spank her." 
 
    No. They're talking about spanking again. I hope that he will let this idea pass. 
 
    "Spank her? That sounds like fun." Nathan doesn't look to Natalie for permission. Instead, he smirks down at me. "Come here." 
 
    I obey. My legs move with that same automatic instinct. I get up, and he taps his lap, and I crawl over across his chair. Nathan runs his hand along the top of my head, caressing my hair. His fingertips move down to the nape of my neck, between my shoulder blades, all the way to the small of my back. 
 
    "I don't think you're going to need these," he says. He grabs my panties, yanking, pulling them along the length of my legs. Then he drops them down onto the floor. 
 
    His hand goes between my legs. Before I even realize what I'm doing, I spread for him. I give him access. 
 
    I already called him Master. 
 
    At this point, I really do feel like a slave. 
 
    Yes, I have the memories of being a man, of being a scientist, yet those don't mean anything, not here, not now, not when I am faced with the power of this individual. 
 
    "You're wet," he tells me, like I don't already know. His fingers brush up and down my pussy. He strokes my pubis, my inner thighs. He toys with me, making me squirm with eager desperation. Then he takes his hand back, he holds it in the air for a moment, and I brace myself, knowing what comes next. 
 
    But I'm wrong. 
 
    I don't really know. I don't understand. 
 
    I've been spanked before, only this is different. 
 
    The intensity catches me off guard. The pain flashes through my skin, and I try to push myself off of his lap, only he nudges me back down, his free hand on the small of my back. "Where do you think you're going?" 
 
    I don't answer him. He spanks me again, and the pain returns, a bright halo of agony gloating over my nervous system. At the same time, however, I experience it again. It's shameful, degrading, but I'm turned on. He spanks me, and my pussy throbs. 
 
    "She likes it. She can't help herself, but she does. She loves being spanked. She's just that kind of dirty girl," Natalie says. 
 
    With one hand, he spanks me. With the other, he fingers me. Writhing, I wiggle around, squirming helplessly. Enthralled by his touch, I know that I am willing to do and say anything he wants to hear. Right now, I really am a sex slave, I really am his slut. 
 
    And it feels good. 
 
    He spanks me, his hand swatting down hard. There it is again, that mixture of pain and pleasure. The agony surges through me, only to become laced with tempting desire. 
 
    "Do you want me to take you right now?" 
 
    "Yes, Master! Anything, Master!" 
 
    Grabbing me by my hair, he pulls me off of his lap. In the next moment, he shoves me down, bending me over the conference table. At the same time, he grabs my wrists, pulling them to the small of my back. He has me pinned and naked except for my shoes. 
 
    He takes out his cock, and I have this brief moment where I can look forward. I see Natalie. She's watching me, studying me. She flashes a little wave. 
 
    For her, this is just a show. For me, it is the loss of everything I was once. 
 
    Nathan plunges forward, thrusting his cock deep into my pussy. My breasts are smashed down against the table, not that I care. Everything is overridden by the fresh pleasure. The heat, the intensity, the humiliation, it all mixes together within me. 
 
    He pulls back, almost enough to withdraw entirely. At the last moment, he shoves forward, thrusting hard. Fast. He shows me exactly what he can do. I'm gasping again, moaning, my breath frantic and ragged. My heart is kicking away, and I don't fight, not anymore because I know this is where I belong. 
 
    He rides me hard, keeping me pinned. 
 
    At the same time, I keep staring forward, and I see Natalie. She grins happily at me. She waves her fingers again as I cry out. 
 
    "This is where you belong. This is who you are now," she says. At the last moment, she says my new name. "Tiffany." 
 
    For his part, Nathan thrusts. He works me until I can't help myself. Another orgasm explodes through my skin. I feel it, those rampaging sensations. He makes it impossible to think, impossible to breathe, impossible to do anything but experience the waves of pleasure. 
 
    Yes! I'm a slut! I'm a slave! 
 
    He can put a collar on me, and I'll be grateful. He can use every one of my holes, and I'll beg for more. 
 
    Just as he starts to finish, thrusting deep and fast, his shaft shutters. It throbs. I can feel him. 
 
    He grabs my hair. He pulls my head back. "I'm never letting you go," he says. "I'm going to play with you and tease you and use you whenever I want." 
 
    There's only one thing for me to say. "Yes, Master!" 
 
    His orgasm finished, he yanks free. He lets go, and I drop down onto my knees. 
 
    "You have something you want to say to your owner?" Natalie asks, still sitting calmly and the other side of the room, her legs crossed. 
 
    I lick my lips. I swallow, trying to moisten my tongue again. After so much panting, my mouth is dry. 
 
    "Thank you, Master. Thank you for using me. Thank you for owning me. I will be a grateful slave. I will do anything and everything I can to please you, Master. I know I'm just a dumb airhead. I know that I am your girl, and I'll do everything to please you. I belong to you." 
 
    "Yes, you do," he replies, patting me on the head. 
 
    That little bit of affection, it makes me smile. 
 
    The gratitude blossoms inside of me as they start talking. They begin to discuss business and science, but my thoughts drift away. I stay on the floor, naked, waiting for the moment when I can again be useful for my Master. 
 
      
 
    The End 
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