

From Brian to Bimbo




Witches Potion had Unexpected Results

by Xev Rivers

Brian walks into a curiosity shop in a shopping mall and sees all these potions.

The woman behind the counter says they are magic.

He scoffs at such nonsense.

The woman tells him he can have any one he wants and if it does not work, he pays nothing.

What follows is his transformation from arrogant male to compliant shemale bimbo.


He walks into a curiosity shop in a shopping mall and sees all these potions.

The woman behind the counter says they are magic.

Brian scoffs, the woman tells him he can have any one but if it does not work her pays nothing.

If it does work each has its own special price.

"A potion," he said, straightening up. "For desirability."

He

is not attractive by any means.

Coupled with his arrogance and attitude, the only way he can get sex is to pay for it.

Sachiko's face gave away nothing.

She stood behind the counter with her hands folded over the plum silk of her blouse, watching him the way a cat watches a bird that hasn't decided whether to fly yet.

"You doubt it works," she said. It wasn't a question.

"I doubt any of this works." gesturing at the rows of bottles lined up behind her like a pharmacist's fever dream.

Labels in curling script promised wealth, luck, courage, peace of mind. All the things people paid for when they couldn't face the truth about themselves.

She reached under the counter and slid a small silver-stoppered bottle across the velvet.

The glass was dark, almost black, and the liquid inside moved slower than it should have.

When he touched it, the surface was unnaturally cold against his fingertips, like a stone that had spent the night in a cellar.

"If it does not work," she said, "you owe me nothing."

"And if it does?"

Her smile was thin and polite, a customer-service expression that didn't reach her eyes. "Each potion has its own price, Mr. Merrick.

You will know it when the time comes."

He should leave.

He knew he should leave.

This was a scam, a well-dressed tourist trap for bored mall walkers. But his reflection in the dark glass shifted, just for a heartbeat.

His own face winked back at him, one grey eye closing slowly, deliberately, and then it was just a reflection again.

"What's the catch?" he asked.

"No catch." She tilted her head, the silver-streaked bun gleaming under the dim light.

"You drink it. You become desirable.

You pay the price.

Or you walk away and keep your scepticism and your wallet intact."

He looked at the bottle in his hand.

The glass was warming against his palm now, and the liquid inside seemed to be catching the light in a way that made his stomach tighten.

"How much is the price?"

"I cannot tell you that. It depends on what you do with what you get."

"And if I don't come back?"

"Then I suppose you'll never know."

The silver stopper came free with a soft pop.

The liquid inside smelled like nothing, which was stranger than if it had reeked of sulphur or rosewater.

Brian tipped the bottle back and drank.

It tasted like cold water.

Like tap water, maybe slightly metallic.

He set the bottle down on the velvet and waited for something to happen.

Nothing did.

He looked at Sachiko, who watched him with that same patient, unreadable expression.

"Is that it?" he asked.

The room tilted.

The shelves of bottles swam in his vision, their labels bleeding into each other like wet ink.

He tried to put a hand out to steady himself, but his arm wouldn't cooperate.

His knees buckled and the carpet rushed up to meet him, and then there was nothing at all.

Consciousness came back in pieces.

The first was sound: a low hum, something electrical, maybe a refrigerator.

The second was the surface beneath him, coarse sheets against his bare skin. The third was the cold metal around his wrist.

Brian opened his eyes.

He was on his back, staring at a ceiling of stained acoustic tiles.

A single bare bulb hung from a frayed cord, casting a dim yellow light across a cramped room.

Shelves lined the walls, stacked with cardboard boxes and dusty jars.

Some kind of storage room, some kind of back room.

He tried to sit up and the chain clinked.

His right wrist was cuffed to a metal rail attached to the bed frame.

He twisted his head.

His left wrist was cuffed the same way.

The cuffs were leather lined with something soft, but the metal rings holding them were solid enough.

"What the fuck," he whispered.

The voice came out wrong.

It was too high, too light, too feminine.

The words scraped out of a throat that wasn't the one he'd fallen asleep with.

He froze then looked down at himself.

The chest that met his eyes was not his chest. It was smooth-skinned, pale, and heavy.

Two full, round breasts sat there, each the size of a small melons with pink nipples that had gone tight in the cool air of the room.

The sternum between them was delicate, the collarbones fine and narrow.

He stared at them for a long moment.

His mind refused to catch up, refused to make sense of the image. He began to shake.

He dragged his eyes downward.

The body was slim, almost slender, with a flat stomach and narrow hips, soft thighs that ran together at the top. And there, nestled in a neat patch of dark hair, was a small pink penis, flaccid and tiny, barely two inches at best, retracted and soft against the crease of his thighs.

Two small testicles hung beneath; the whole arrangement disproportionately small against the feminine hips.

"Oh god," he breathed. "Oh God, what did she do to me?"

He yanked at the cuffs.

The metal held; the chain rattled against the bed frame.

He pulled harder, straining until his arms shook, but his new body was weak, the muscles thin and untrained. The effort left him gasping within seconds, his chest heaving, his heart hammering against his ribs.

He stopped; the room swam.

He felt dizzy, hollow, drained in a way that went beyond the shock. His limbs were heavy, leaden, as if all the strength had been siphoned out of him.

He looked at his hands. They were smaller than they'd been, the fingers slender, the nails neat and short.

"Hey!" he shouted. "Hey! Get in here! Sachiko!"

The words came out high and reedy, almost comically desperate.

The sound of his own voice made him want to throw up.

He twisted, trying to look around the room for answers.

A table near the wall held what looked like a medical kit.

An IV stand stood in the corner, empty. On a shelf above the table, a row of silver-stoppered bottles identical to the one he'd drunk from sat in a neat line.

He reached for the chain attached to his right wrist. It gave maybe six inches of slack. Not nearly enough.

"Someone!" he screamed. "Help! Anyone!"

Silence. The hum of the refrigerator. His own ragged breathing.

He looked down at his new body again.

The large breasts rose and fell with each panicked breath.

He wanted to touch them, to verify they were real, but he was afraid.

Afraid of what his fingers would feel.

Afraid of making this more real than it already was.

The tiny pink penis lay soft between his thighs.

He stared at it, trying to summon some sense of recognition, some sense that this was still his body.

There was nothing. It was alien, wrong, a cruel joke carved into flesh.

"What did I drink?" he whispered. "What did I drink?"

He closed his eyes.

The world swayed.

The sickness in his gut rose and fell like a tide, and he felt the weakness pressing down on him like a weight, pulling him toward the dark.

Footsteps. Soft, deliberate, somewhere beyond the door.

Brian snapped his eyes open.

He pulled at the cuffs again, uselessly, his biceps straining against a body that had no strength to give.

"Sachiko!" he shouted. "Sachiko, get in here! Let me go!"

The door opened, she stood in the frame, the dim light from the hallway outlining her slight frame.

Her silver-streaked bun was still immaculate.

Her plum silk blouse was still pressed.

She looked at him with the same patient, unreadable expression she'd worn behind the counter.

"Ah," she said. "You're awake."

"What did you do to me?" His voice cracked.

"What the hell did you put in that bottle?"

She stepped into the room and closed the door behind her.

The quiet click of the latch sounded like a gunshot.

She smoothed her hands down her blouse and looked at him with an interest that made his skin crawl.

"You drank the potion," she said. "It worked."

"This isn't desirable," he spat. "This is a nightmare.

This is some kind of freak show."

Sachiko tilted her head. "You are desirable now, Mr. Merrick. In the way that matters."

"What?" The word came out small, thin. "Owned?"

Sachiko walked to the table against the wall and picked up another silver-stoppered bottle.

She turned it over in her fingers, the glass catching the yellow light.

"You wanted to be desirable.

Desirability has no meaning in a void.

Something desired must be possessed, or it is simply a thing that exists.

You chose to be wanted, Mr. Merrick.

I have simply made that want concrete."

“That's not what I agreed to." yanking at the cuffs; his new body too weak to do more than rattle the chains.

"This isn't a price, this is kidnapping."

"The price," she said, stepping toward the bed, "is being owned.

Everything else follows from that."

She uncorked the bottle.

The liquid inside was pale, almost golden, and it smelled faintly of honey and something acrid underneath.

"No." He twisted away from her, pressing his back against the mattress.

"No, get that away from me."

She was smaller than he was, even now, but she moved with an unhurried certainty that made the difference in size irrelevant.

She sat on the edge of the bed, set the bottle down, and reached for his jaw. Her fingers were cool and surprisingly strong.

He tried to jerk his head free, but she had him by the chin and the cheekbone, and his new body responded to her grip like a scolded puppy.

"Swallow," she said.

He clamped his mouth shut.

She pressed her thumb into the hinge of his jaw, just below the ear, and the pressure sent a jolt of pain through his skull.

His mouth opened without his permission. She tilted the bottle and poured.

The liquid hit his tongue like cold honey, thick and syrupy, with that faint metallic bite underneath.

He tried to cough it out, but she had his jaw closed again, her other hand stroking his throat, gentle and insistent. The reflex was automatic.

He swallowed.

The taste lingered.

He gagged, but the liquid was already going down, spreading warmth through his chest like a slow tide.

She kept her hand on his throat until his second swallow was done, then released him.

"There," she said quietly.

Brian lay there, gasping.

The warmth spread through his arms, his legs, into his fingers and toes. His thoughts felt slow, syrupy, like his mind was wading through honey.

"What did you give me?"

"Compliance." She picked up the empty bottle and set it aside.

"Whatever anyone asks of you, you will do.

Even if you do not wish it. Even if every part of you screams against it."

"That's not..." He tried to summon anger, but the feeling slid away from him like water.

"That's not possible."

Sachiko looked at him with that same patient expression.

She smoothed her blouse and stood up. "We will see. Sit up."

His body obeyed before his mind caught up.

The chain clinked as he sat, his bare chest rising and falling, his hands resting in his lap.

He stared at them, and felt his own horror as though it belonged to someone else.

"Stop," he tried to say. "Please, don't."

Her eyes were steady on his. "Raise your right hand."

It lifted without his permission, the chain going taut.

He watched it happen, feeling the command in his muscles like a puppet string, and there was no part of him that could fight it.

Sachiko watched him for a long moment, her fingers resting on the silver chain that bound his right wrist.

Then she reached down and unbuckled the cuff.

The leather came away from his skin, leaving a faint red mark.

"Kneel on the floor," she said.

His body moved before his mind could catch up.

He slid off the bed and dropped to his knees on the cracked linoleum, the shock of cold shooting through his thin legs.

His hands rested in his lap, his shoulders back, his head bowed.

He stared at his own bare thighs and felt the wrongness like a stone in his chest.

"What are you doing?" he managed.

The words came out shaky, thin. "Please. Please don't leave me like this."

"You will wait," Sachiko said.

She walked to the door and paused, looking back at him with that same unreadable expression. "He will be here soon."

The door closed behind her.

The latch clicked.

He sat on his knees on the cold floor, his small pink penis soft against his thighs, his breasts heavy on his chest, and tried to remember how to fight.

He could feel the potion in his blood like a second heartbeat, a calm golden current that smoothed the edges off his panic.

He wanted to be angry. He wanted to scream, but the anger kept sliding away from him, replaced by a dull acceptance that made him want to weep.

The door opened.

The man who stepped in was tall, broad-shouldered, mid-forties, with a thick neck and a heavy jaw.

He wore jeans and a plain black t-shirt.

His arms were crossed over his chest, and his eyes swept over his kneeling body with a look of flat appraisal.

"New one," the man said. His voice was low, gravelly.

He opened his mouth to speak, to ask for help, to beg.

The words tangled in his throat and came out as a thin whimper.

The man stepped closer.

His jeans were tight across the front, and there was no mistaking the shape under the denim.

A thick, heavy bulge pressed against the seam, unmistakable in its size.

He was already hard, or close to it.

He reached down and unbuckled his belt, then unbuttoned his jeans and pulled down the zipper.

His stomach turned.

He tried to look away, but his head wouldn't move.

The potion held him in place, a perfect statue of a man who was no longer a man.

"Open your mouth," the man said.

Brian's jaw dropped before he could stop it.

His mouth hung open, his throat exposed, and he watched in horror as the man reached into his jeans and pulled out his cock.

It was thick, longer than his own body would have been able to take, with a dark red head that glistened with pre-cum.

The man's hand wrapped around the shaft, and he gave it a slow, deliberate pump, showing it to Brian the way a man shows off a tool before he uses it.

"Suck it," the man said.

He felt his body lean forward.

His hands came up of their own accord, small and pale, and touched the man's hips.

His mouth opened wider. The man stepped closer, and the head of his cock pressed against Brian's lips.

"Please," he tried to say. "Please, no."

But his tongue came out, wet and willing, and lapped at the head of the man's cock like a starving thing.

The taste hit his tongue, salty and bitter, and his body moaned with pleasure, a sound that came from somewhere deep in his chest.

He heard it leave his mouth and tried to stop it, but the sound was already out there, echoing in the small room.

"Good," the man grunted. "Open wider."

Brian's mouth opened wider.

The man pushed forward, and the head of his cock slid past his lips and into his mouth. It was thick, stretching his jaw, filling him in a way that should have been unbearable.

His tongue moved without his permission, licking along the underside, tracing the ridge beneath the head.

His throat relaxed, opened, and the man pushed deeper.

His eyes watered.

He felt the cock slide down his throat, thick and relentless, and the gag reflex that should have kicked in simply didn't.

His body knew what it was for.

It took the man's cock like it had been made for this and nothing else.

"That's it," the man said. His hands came up and tangled in Brian's short hair, grip hard enough to hurt. "Take it. All of it."

His head was pulled forward, and the man's cock slid deeper, until his nose was pressed against the man's groin.

He could feel the thick pubic hair scratching at his lips. His throat bulged around the shaft. He couldn't breathe, and yet he stayed still, held by the man's grip and his own obedience.

The man pulled back just enough to let him breathe, then fucked his mouth with short, hard strokes.

The rhythm built fast.

The sounds were wet and obscene, his throat worked around the cock as the man's breathing quickening.

"You're good at this," the man said, his voice thick. "You like it, don't you?"

His body nodded.

He watched his own head move up and down the man's cock and felt a horror that was muffled, distant, like screaming underwater.

He felt his own small penis twitch between his thighs, ignored and meaningless.

The pleasure in his body belonged to the cock in his throat and nothing else.

The man's hips started to move faster.

He grunted, his hands fisting hard in Brian's hair, and then he was coming with a guttural sound, flooding his mouth with heat.

The cum hit the back of his throat in thick, salty pulses, and Brian's body swallowed, gulping it down like it was the most natural thing in the world.

The man pulled out with a wet pop.

Cum dripped from his lower lip, and his tongue came out automatically to catch it. He sat back on his heels, his hands in his lap, his mouth wet, and stared up at the man with wide, dazed eyes.

"Clean me up," the man said. "Lick it off."

His body leaned forward again.

His mouth closed over the man's cock, and his tongue lapped along the shaft, cleaning away the lingering taste of cum and spit.

He felt his own tears fall, but he couldn't stop, his mouth moving with the mechanic obedience of a machine.

When he was done, he sat back.

The man looked down at him with a satisfied grunt, tucked himself back into his jeans, and left the room without another word.

The door closed.

He knelt on the cold floor, his throat raw, his mouth tasting of cum and salt, and listened to the hum of the refrigerator.

He lifted his hands and looked at them. The gold ring glinted on his fourth finger.

The golden calm in his blood pulsed gently, satisfied.

His knees ached as he knelt on the cold floor, his throat raw and tasting of salt.

The golden calm kept his breathing steady, kept his hands folded in his lap, kept the horror at a manageable distance. The door opened again, and he looked up.

Sachiko stood in the frame holding a hanger draped in red fabric. She stepped into the room and hung it from a hook on the wall.

"Get dressed," she said. "You have a living to earn."

Brian's body rose before his mind could argue.

The cuffs on his left wrist and ankle had been left loose enough to move, and he found himself standing, bare feet on cracked linoleum, his arms at his sides.

His chest rose and fell with steady, shallow breaths.

The clothes were a set of lingerie.

A red nylon bra with a thin mesh bodice, the kind of thing worn by dancers who had given up on subtlety.

The panties were a matching brief, high-cut on the hips, with a narrow strip of fabric in the front that would do nothing to cover him.

"What is this?" he managed. The words were thin, distant.

"Your uniform," Sachiko said. She stood with her arms crossed, watching him.

"The club downstairs is owned by a friend of mine.

She needs a new performer, yu start tonight."

"A performer." The word came out as a whisper.

"You will dance, you will be looked at, you will be desired.

"She tilted her head. "That is what you asked for, Mr. Merrick."

He picked up the bra.

The nylon was soft in his hands, cool against his fingers.

His body wanted to put it on.

The compulsion pressed at him like a patient hand on the back of his neck, gentle and impossible to refuse.

"Please," he said. "Please, don't make me do this."

"You will do it," Sachiko said, "because it is what you are now.

The potion gave you what you wanted.

The rest is simply what follows."

His hands lifted the bra to his chest.

His arms moved behind his back, and he felt the clasp click into place.

The mesh settled over his breasts, the cups holding them snugly, the fabric thin enough that his nipples pressed against it in the dim light.

He picked up the panties next.

His fingers hooked the sides and worked them up over his thighs.

The strip of fabric pressed against his small penis, soft and warm, and he felt his body respond with a faint, unwelcome shiver of pleasure.

Sachiko handed him a pair of clear plastic heels.

"Put them on."

He took them.

His feet slid into them, and he wobbled when he stood, unsteady on the thin stilettos. He caught himself on the edge of the bed, the gold ring glinting on his finger.

"You will go down to the dressing room," she said.

"Ruby will show you what to do.

You will obey her the way you obeyed the man earlier."

"Who are you?" He heard himself ask. "What are you?"

Sachiko's smile was small and tired.

"I am someone who gives people what they want.

You wanted to be desirable. Here is your chance."

She walked to the door and opened it.

The hallway beyond was dim, lit by a single warm bulb.

The sound of bass-heavy music drifted up from somewhere below, muffled by walls and distance.

"Follow," she said.

Brian's body stepped after her.

He felt the cool air on his bare shoulders, the nylon of the bra shifting against his chest with each step, the high heels clicking on the floor.

He was a puppet with a golden heart, and the strings were soft and warm and lead him exactly where they wanted him to go.

The dressing room was a narrow hole behind the stage, all cracked mirrors and cigarette burns.

Ruby sat at a vanity, a bottle-blonde with a hard jaw and a black corset, and looked Brian up and down without interest.

"You're Sachiko's new thing," she said. "Dance rotation starts in ten.

Between sets, you work the floor. Customers buy you a drink, you sit on their lap, you give them whatever they want for a price. Got it?"

"What if I don't want to?" he asked.

"She'll make you anyway."

Ruby stood and zipped her own dress.

"Don't make it harder than it has to be."

The music thumped through the floor.

He stood at the edge of the stage, the thin nylon of his panties clinging to his small penis, and watched the crowd.

Bodies pressed together in the dark, hands holding drinks, eyes fixed on the dancers.

"Hey, sweetheart."

A man in a polo shirt sidled up, a twenty folded between his fingers.

He was short, balding, with a sweaty forehead and a grin that showed too much gum. "How much for a private dance?"

"I, um." his mouth moved without him. "Fifty."

"Fifty. Okay." The man's hand slid around Brian's waist.

"Back room, then? I got more if you're good."

His body followed the man into the curtained alcove.

The man pressed him against the wall, mouth on his neck, hands rough on his breasts through the mesh.

He felt his own hips grind forward, felt his cock stirring against the thin strip of fabric, a soft and entirely meaningless heat.

"On your knees," the man said.

Brian dropped.

His fingers unfastened the man's fly, and his mouth opened, and the man's cock slid past his lips before he could even taste it.

"God, you're eager," the man grunted.

He came fast, groaning, filling Brian's throat with bitter heat.

He swallowed and sat back on his heels, watching the man tuck himself away and drop another crumpled note on the floor beside him.

"Thanks, sweet thing."

The golden calm pulsed in his blood. Happy. Satisfied.

He picked up the note and folded it into the waistband of his panties, and a small, distant part of him screamed that he was earning his own price.

This next one was younger, leaner, with dark hair pushed back from a narrow face.

He wore a black leather jacket and a wolf's grin, and his hand closed around Brian's wrist with a grip that meant business.

"Back room. Now." He followed.

The curtains swung shut behind them, and the man pushed him against the wall without preamble. His hands ran down Brian's sides, over the mesh of the bra, down to the thin strip of fabric covering his small penis.

"We're going to do this properly," the man said. "Get on the bench. Face down."

The bench was a padded leather affair, low and wide.

His body moved on its own, belly flat against the cool vinyl, his hips lifted when the man's hand pressed the small of his back.

The panties were pulled down, bunched around his knees, and the man let out a low whistle.

"Holy shit. That's a sweet little hole."

He heard the man unbuckle his belt.

The zipper went down. And then the man's cock was against his ass, thick and heavy, and Brian felt a spike of pure horror cut through the golden calm.

This one was huge. Longer than his forearm, thick as a wrist, the head dark and swollen.

"You're going to take all of it," the man said. "Say it."

"I'll take all of it," his mouth replied, and his own voice made him want to vomit.

The man spat on his cock and pressed the head against Brian's entrance.

His body pushed back, eager, wanting.

The first inch went in and he gasped, the feeling alien and wrong. The man's hands gripped his hips and shoved.

He screamed into the leather.

The cock split him open in one brutal stroke, buried to the hilt, and he felt his whole body stretch around it, a burning pressure that should have torn him apart.

The man grunted and pulled back, then drove in again with a wet, slapping sound.

"Yeah, that's it," the man breathed. "Take it. Take every inch."

He fucked him hard, a punishing rhythm that shook the bench, the walls, the curtain hooks.

Brian's breasts bounced beneath the mesh bra with each thrust.

His small penis slapped through his thighs, hard and leaking, a pathetic counterpoint to the thick cock spearing him open.

He heard himself moaning, a high, desperate sound, and the golden calm in his blood hummed with pleasure.

He felt his hole clench around the man's cock, felt his body open and welcome it.

"God, you're tight," the man grunted. His pace quickened, frantic, and then he buried himself to the root and came with a hoarse cry, flooding him.

The heat filled his guts, thick and pulsing, running down his thighs when the man pulled out.

The man stood back, breathing hard.

His cock was slick with their combined mess, huge and glistening. "Come here. Lick it clean."

His body rose.

He dropped to his knees in front of the man, opened his mouth, and took that huge, wet cock between his lips. His tongue lapped along the shaft, tasting cum and his own slick, cleaning the man with slow, devoted strokes, like his mouth had been born for this too.

The man laughed, soft and satisfied. He tucked himself away and left without a word.

Brian knelt on the cold floor, his hole still gaping, his thighs running with the man's cum, and the golden calm pulsed in his blood.

Happy. Satisfied. His small penis was hard and ignored, and somewhere, far away, a man named Brian Merrick screamed soundlessly into the dark.

He didn't remember climbing the stairs.

One moment the bass was shaking through his bones, the next he was standing in Sachiko's storage room, his heels still on, his thighs sticky with cum he hadn't been allowed to clean.

His hands shook as he pulled the crumpled bills from his panties, from his bra, from the garter that held his stockings up. He stacked them on the table by the medical kit.

"Five hundred and fifty," he said. His voice cracked on the last word.

Sachiko picked up the stack and counted it with practiced fingers. The bills were worn, some damp with sweat.

She put them in a steel lockbox and closed the lid with a soft click.

"It's a start," she said.

He blinked.

Tears spilled over his cheeks before he could stop them. "A start? I let three men fuck me. I swallowed for four others. I danced for three hours and I don't even remember what the music sounded like."

"And you earned five hundred and fifty dollars.

" Sachiko smoothed the front of her plum blouse.

"The club will be open tomorrow night as well.

You'll do better. More customers. More of their time."

"Please." He heard his own desperation, thin and wet. "Is this enough? Is this what you wanted?"

Sachiko looked at him with that patient, unreadable expression.

She reached out and touched his chin, tilting his face up, the way she had when she'd poured the compliance potion down his throat. The muscles of his jaw relaxed without his permission.

"This is your life now," she said quietly. "Mine, until I tire of you.

Then I'll decide what's next."

"What does that mean?" He asked.

"It means you have value to me, but value can be spent."

She released his chin and stepped back.

"Wash yourself. Sleep. Tomorrow you'll do better."

She left through the door that led to the shop.

Brian stood alone in the storage room, his body humming with that golden calm, his small penis soft in the ruined panties, and understood that there was no fight left in him to find.

He walked to the small sink in the corner and washed his thighs with cold water and a rough rag.

When he was clean, he peeled off the lingerie and folded it on the table.

He found a plain cotton robe on a hook and pulled it on.

The fabric was soft and smelled of fabric softener, and the golden calm pulsed with a satisfied warmth, as if his body was proud of him for earning his keep.

He lay down on the narrow bed. His wrists still bore the red marks from the cuffs. His back ached from the bench.

His mouth tasted of salt and cum and his own ruined dignity.

He closed his eyes and slept, and the golden calm dragged him under like a warm tide.

Morning came without a window to mark it.

A tray of food appeared on the table: rice, vegetables, a glass of water.

He ate because his body told him to, and then he dressed in the lingerie again, because his body told him to do that too.

Sachiko found him in the storage room just before sunset.

She carried a new pair of stockings and a small leather pouch.

"You'll do better tonight," she said. It wasn't a question.

The days passed in a blur of bass and nylon and the golden calm.

Weeks folded into months.

Brian learned each repeating face at the club, the regulars who asked for the same things in the same order, the ones who wanted him on his back and the ones who wanted him on his knees.

His body remembered what his mind tried to forget.

Then one night a man came in with a leather vest and a leather belt wrapped twice around his fist.

He watched Brian dance for an hour without blinking.

When he spoke to Ruby, she went pale and fetched Sachiko.

The man's name was Dane.

He was wide through the shoulders, close-cropped grey hair, a voice like gravel in a blender.

He took the private room and made him lie across his lap.

The first slap of his palm across his bare ass cracked like a gunshot.

The second made him gasp.

The third turned his ass into a hot, stinging brand.

"Count them," Dane said.

"One," Brian's mouth replied.

By the time Dane reached twenty,

He was sobbing into the leather, his ass bright red and throbbing, his small penis hard and leaking against his belly.

Dane shoved him off his lap and made him bend over the bench.

The belt came off Dane's fist, and he heard it whistle before it cracked across his welted skin.

He screamed. The golden calm pulsed and smoothed the edge off the pain, and Dane laughed.

"That's it. That's a good puppy."

The rough fucking that followed nearly tore Brian in half.

Dane took him from behind, one hand fisted in his hair, the other slapping his blazing ass with every thrust. Brian came without being touched, a thin, pathetic spray across the leather, and Dane laughed again.

"He's mine," Dane said afterward, standing over him. "I'm buying him. Name your price."

Sachiko's answer came the next morning.

She found him in the storage room, already in his lingerie.

"It's done," she said. "You belong to Dane now."

Brian stared at her. His voice came out thin. "What does that mean?"

"It means you're a fuck puppy now."

She set down a steel collar with a small ring on the front.

"He wants to put this on you himself. You'll wear it when he feeds you, walks you, fucks you.

That's your life now."

His body knelt as the collar went on.

The metal was cool and heavy. Dane pulled the leash taut, and the golden calm pulsed with a deep, satisfied hum.

"Good puppy," Dane said.

Dane's home smelled of leather and wood smoke.

He led Brian through a wide hallway lined with framed photographs, all of them dogs, all of them with the same steel collar he now wore.

The leash stayed taut in Dane's fist, and his body followed on hands and knees, the cotton robe long abandoned and the lingerie gone too.

He was naked except for the collar and a pair of soft knee pads Dane had strapped on him before they left.

"First rule," Dane said. "You crawl everywhere in this house. You don't walk.

You don't sit on furniture. You don't use the toilet like a person. You're a pet now."

Brian's mouth opened. "Yes, Master."

The words came out on their own, soft and obedient, and the golden calm pulsed warm and satisfied through his blood.

They stopped at a steel bowl on the kitchen floor.

Dane filled it with water from the tap and set it down. "Drink."

His hands went flat on the tile, and he leaned forward and lapped at the water with his tongue, splashing his chin, his breasts swaying beneath him.

The water was cold. He drank until Dane pulled him back by the collar.

"Good puppy."

Dane led him to a corner of the living room and pointed at a folded dog bed of dark grey faux fur. "That's your spot. When I work, you lie there.

When I eat, you lie there.

When I sleep, you lie in the crate at the foot of my bed."

The crate sat open in the corner.

It was steel, large enough for a man to curl in on his side, with a thick pad and a bowl clipped to the inside bars.

"Get in," Dane said.

Brian's body crawled into the crate and curled up.

His head rested on his arms; his knees drawn to his chest. His bare ass faced the door of the crate. His small penis nestled soft against his thigh.

Dane crouched in front of the bars. His hand came through and stroked his's hair, heavy and slow. "You're going to learn what you are.

Every command you follow, I'll reward you. Every slip, I'll correct. By the time I'm done, you'll beg for the chance to serve me."

"Yes, Master."

Dane stood and left him in the crate.

He lay in the dim light of the hallway and felt the golden calm swell with pride. He wanted to be good.

He wanted to be praised.

The horror was a distant whisper now, barely audible beneath the hum of his own obedient heart.

Hours passed.

Dane let him out at dusk and made him heel at his side through the kitchen.

The word "heel" snapped in the air, and his body moved into position, shoulder against Dane's thigh, head bowed.

"Present," Dane said.

Brian dropped to his forearms, his ass lifting, his thighs spreading. He presented his hole to his Master, open and ready, and felt his small penis stiffen against his belly.

Dane's hand came down on his ass, a sharp slap that made him jump.

"Not like that," Dane said.

"You present because I tell you to present.

Not because your ass is greedy for a cock. Now hold position."

Brian held.

His muscles trembled with effort.

His hole clenched and unclenched around nothing, aching.

Dane stepped behind him. The zipper went down, and then the thick head of his cock pressed against Brian's entrance, blunt and unyielding.

"Please," he heard himself whisper. "Please, Master, put it in."

Dane laughed low. "Not yet.

You beg when I tell you to beg."

His finger found the small penis between Brian's thighs and pinched it, hard enough to sting.

He yelped.

"Puppies don't get to touch," Dane said. "Your cock is decorative. It belongs to me.

You don't use it. I decide when you feel it."

His body nodded, still presenting, his ass swaying slightly.

"Good. Now hold. I'll be back."

The footsteps retreated. Brian stayed on his forearms, his ass in the air, his hole clenching around nothing. The cold air on his wet skin. The burn of the red handprint across his backside. The golden pulse of approval in his veins.

When Dane returned, he had a leather strap coiled in his hand.

"School time," Dane said softly. "Say it."

"I'm ready," his mouth replied.

"I'm ready, Master," Dane corrected.

"I'm ready, Master." The words dripped with submission.

The strap whistled through the air and cracked across his ass.

A white-hot bloom of pain that snapped through the golden calm and landed as pleasure instead. Brian moaned, his body pushing back into the blow, wanting more.

"That's it," Dane said. "Again." The strap rose and fell. Each crack sent a shock through him, chased by that hollow, aching satisfaction.

Brian counted in his head and lost track at eleven. By fifteen his ass was striped and blazing, his small penis hard and dripping against his belly, his mouth open and panting.

"Please, Master," he heard himself beg. "Please. Let me be good for you."

Dane set the strap down and stroked his welted skin with one calloused hand. He shivered.

"When I'm done with you," Dane said, "you'll beg like that for every meal. Every breath. Every time I fuck you. And I'll give you what you ask for, as long as you earn it."

He stepped back. "Up. Heel. We're going to the bedroom."

His body rose and padded after him on all fours, trembling with need, his hole wet and empty and aching for what his Master would give him next.

The End
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