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Ready for Sissy Work 
 
      
 
    Standing straight, I don’t know what’s going to happen on the other side of that door, but the steam walks along my naked body, and I do my best to stand straight, tall, and proud. I told myself that I can handle this. Yes, Miranda is on the other side of that door, and she’s waiting for me with something special, but I shouldn’t be intimidated. 
 
    I repeat a simple matter to myself: I’m a man, and I can do this. 
 
    Sure, over the course of my life, I’ve always been one of the smallest men in the room. I’m not very tall, and I’m definitely petite. For a girl, a word like “petite” would be great. She could think of herself as elfin, lithe, and sexy. But me? It doesn’t work that way for me. 
 
    Or at least, it hadn’t until I met Miranda. 
 
    “Come out here now,” she commands, her voice easily cutting through the bathroom door. 
 
    Miranda Fitzgerald, my new boss. 
 
    I breathe out slowly, and then I reach for a towel, only to stop myself. She was very explicit with her instructions. Go into the bathroom, take a shower, and shave off every strand of body hair from my eyebrows down. She wants my cheeks, arms, legs, and chest to be completely smooth. 
 
    I’ve actually done a pretty good job. As I run my fingers along my body, I don’t feel any stubble. I’m soft and smooth, just the way she wants. 
 
    Wishing that I could grab a towel, I nonetheless open the door and step out into the cold, hotel room atmosphere. 
 
    “Very nice,” she says, reaching out and grabbing me by my wrist. Miranda pulls me forward, positioning me right in the middle of the room. For a second, I glance over at the bed, and I spot an outfit laid out. I notice the pleated skirt, the lavender panties, and knee-high socks. Before I can look at them in any great detail, however, she turns my back to the bed. She positions in front of the mirror hanging on the wall. 
 
    “Don’t move,” she commands. 
 
    I begin to glance over at her, but her hand flies up, and she grabs my cheek. Her scarlet nails pinch down into my skin, sending a little shiver of pain running through my nerves. “I told you not to move,” she says. “Disobey me again, and I will bend you over the bed and spank you.” 
 
    “I, I understand,” I quickly stutter out. 
 
    “Good,” she replies. And then she starts to circle me. 
 
    I keep my chin up, and I don’t move, not a tendon or muscle. I stay frozen in this position with my hands crossed behind my back. Breathing out slowly, I can feel her eyes on me. From second to second, she brushes her fingers along my skin, almost like she’s inspecting me. 
 
    “Jared, you think you have what it takes to be my assistant?” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am,” I reply quickly. This time, I sound a little bit more confident. 
 
    “Oh? You don’t mind following the orders of a woman?” 
 
    “No, ma’am,” I tell her. 
 
    “You know, I’m going to be more than just your boss.” 
 
    “I, I don’t understand.” 
 
    “No, I didn’t think you would. So let me be very clear for you. I’m not just interested in an employee. I want a servant. When I give you order, I will expect you to obey. And when you don’t, I will punish you. Remember when I said I was going to spank you just a second ago? Yeah, that wasn’t hyperbole. I will actually discipline you with corporal punishment. The not talking about some kind of silly game or something you might enjoy. It will hurt. It will be very painful, and it will provide you with the kind of instruction you won’t soon forget.” 
 
    As she speaks with those clipped, sharp words, I do my best to remain calm. I keep my back straight and my shoulders down. I raise my chin slightly, and I continue to stare at the mirror. 
 
    My focus drifts over to her, however. Miranda Fitzgerald, literally the most powerful woman I have ever met. Granted, her company is relatively small and obscure. She provides some backend support for large, data security companies. But it isn’t the money she commands or the people who follow her. Instead, there’s just something about her. Whenever she walks into a room, people instinctively listen to her. It might be her straight blonde hair, her bright blue eyes, or the way her voice cuts through the air. It could be her height or how she dresses. Even now, she looks amazing in her black dress and those knee-high boots. 
 
    But still, no one looks at her and automatically assumes that she would be easy to catch or sleep with. It’s not like guys listen to her because they want to have sex with her. Maybe they are interested in her, but that’s not the point. It’s the confidence she radiates, the command she breathes so effortlessly. 
 
    But now, she steps behind me, and her fingers brush along my forearms, up past my elbows, and along my shoulders. Then she reaches down, and she squeezes my ass. 
 
    “Are you ready to become my servant?” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am,” I say. 
 
    Her fingers continue to slide along my body, only now she reaches for my pelvis. My breath sharpens, speeding up as my pulse kicks in my chest, and I know exactly where she is going. 
 
    I attempt to fight it, to keep my body from reacting, but there’s a beautiful woman right behind me. As she leans in closer, I can feel the soft give of her breasts against my back. Her fingers get closer and closer to my cock. I don’t know if she’s going to touch me, but I desperately hope even as I fear what might happen. 
 
    She lowers her fingers down toward my thigh. She continues to brush me. 
 
    “You’re going to be my servant, Jared. You’re going to do whatever I want, wherever I want, be whatever I want. Do you understand?” 
 
    “I, I think so,” I reply, hearing the nervous edge in my voice. 
 
    “I don’t think you really understand, but that’s okay,” she says. 
 
    Then her fingers come back up to my scrotum, and she strokes me, her fingers gliding along my sensitive flesh. Up until this point, I do a pretty good job of appearing neutral, but now my shaft stiffens. I get hard right here, right in front of this woman. 
 
    I tell myself that I shouldn’t be surprised, yet an involuntary moan vibrates deep in my chest. 
 
    With every second, I try to resist that temptation, but it’s impossible for me to fight my own physiology. My body reacts to her touch, and I’m soon straining right there. 
 
    “Oh, you sound frustrated,” Miranda teases. “Maybe I should stop? Maybe you can’t take this?” 
 
    Before I can respond, a nervous gulp slides along my throat. But then she pulls her hand away, and I shiver again. Instinctively, I try to step away from her, like that might give me the clarity I need to think through this. She grabs my wrist, pulls me back, and I stumble. When I bump into her back, she wraps one arm around my waist. 
 
    I really want to believe that I’m strong enough to simply tear away from her grip, but I’m not entirely sure. For a second, I flash to the horrible possibility that she would be able to hold me here against my will, so I told my place and remain right where I am. 
 
    Only then, she giggles. The sound surprisingly childish and feminine. She sounds like a little girl as she whispers something to me, “You know, you could try to get away right now. I might even let you go.” 
 
    Might. 
 
    She makes me think about the possibility she could keep me. 
 
    “I can’t wait to train you. I can’t wait to use you. I love how responsive you are,” she says, and her fingers glide along my shaft again. When she starts to touch me, another involuntary moan pulses from my chest. 
 
    “Hear that? That’s the sound of your surrender.” 
 
    “No,” I start to say, gasping the word. 
 
    She turns me around and looks into my eyes. 
 
    “Jared, you have no idea.” 
 
    Then she reaches up, puts her hand on the back of my neck, and she brings me right to the edge of the bed. She shoves me down, bending me over the mattress. My body presses into the girlish clothing already laid out on the coverlet. 
 
    I see the white blouse right in front of me. I can feel the skirt’s pleats against my crotch. 
 
    “Disobedience will always be punished,” she promises. “Maybe not right away, but you’ll never be able to escape punishment.” 
 
    “I, I haven’t done anything wrong,” I tell her. 
 
    “Yes, you have,” she replies. Then she reaches down, strokes my ass, and I’m not really sure what she’s going to do. Part of me has an inkling, but I don’t really believe it. After all, I’m not some little kid. I’m a fully grown man, and I deserve respect. 
 
    Or at least, that’s what I want to believe. 
 
    But then, she grabs my ass, squeezing my right buttock in the palm of her hand. Then she pulls her arm back, and her hand is flat on the air. She swings down. Hard. 
 
    To be honest, I don’t even brace myself for the impact. I have no idea exactly how much this can sting. Then her hand claps against my backside, and the pain flashes through my skin, singing out between my nerves. 
 
    My eyes widen, my vision blurs, and the pain seems to echo through my skin, reverberating all along my body. But that is just the first spanking. 
 
    She throws her head back, and she laughs. “Disobedience will always be punished,” she says. “Even if you think you’ve gotten away with something, you haven’t. And you never will.” Even though I’m bent across the mattress, it’s easy for me to picture her beautiful, smiling face. There have been moments at work when she holds a meeting or announces some new policy, and it’s clear she revels in her authority. This is a woman who enjoys the attention that comes from command. 
 
    “Now, are you ready to be spanked again?” 
 
    When I don’t answer quickly enough, she swings her hand down again, striking at the other side of my rear. I hear the clap, I feel the pain, and I hiss through my teeth as the stinging agony sweeps through me. 
 
    Incomprehension wipes away every coherent thought, at least for a couple of seconds. Part of me can’t really understand how something like this could happen. It’s a spanking. It shouldn’t be able to hurt me. I’m an adult. 
 
    And yet, she grabs my ass, squeezing. “Nice and firm and smooth,” she says. “I’m looking forward to riding you.” 
 
    I’m not sure what she means by that, but my shaft tightens again. I can feel the erection even as she presses me into the soft give of the bed. 
 
    She cocks her arm back again, swings down hard and fast, making sure that it stings when she spanks me. Miranda seems to enjoy this. I can hear her laughing even as my ears ring with the faux applause of the spanking. 
 
    Again and again, she strikes. By this point, my buttocks must be a bright shade of red. Before each strike lands, I tell myself that I’m going to be able to hold out this time. I will summon up the requisite mental fortitude to hold back the pain. I’m not going to react. 
 
    But this young woman knows exactly what she’s doing. She strikes at the back of my legs and the curves of my ass. Then she pauses, letting the stinging sink into my body. 
 
    She wants me uncertain, off-balance, nervous. 
 
    It’s working. 
 
    I try to ignore the adrenaline flashing through my veins, but it’s impossible. 
 
    “What did you do wrong?” Miranda asks me as we pause. She touches one finger to my thigh, brushes it along my body, barely touching me with her nail. I shiver, and I can’t believe that I’m still hard, my erection hasn’t dissipated. 
 
    “I, I don’t know.” 
 
    “Think about it. Think about it very hard,” she commands. 
 
    “I used the wrong tone of voice?” 
 
    “No, silly. Try again.” Before I can try to say anything, she continues, “Actually, I like your tone of voice. You always sound so deferential and just a little bit confused. I like knowing you’re perpetually off-balance whenever we’re together.” 
 
    It’s true, but I grit my teeth anyway, frustrated that she can point this out. Yes, I know that she’s my boss and she’s in command, but I’ve never had a female superior like this before. Even when I’ve had a female teacher or supervisor, none of them seemed to revel in authority like Miranda. 
 
    “Then I don’t know!” 
 
    “Think about it. Think about it very hard. I know that you’re nothing but a silly boy, but you can figure it out. I know you can. There are certain things you should never say to a woman of authority. There are certain things you should never, ever try to tell her.” 
 
    The word pops into my head: no. That’s what she doesn’t want me to say. That’s the word I used with her before. 
 
    But now, I run my tongue along my lips, and I’m not sure if I can say this. Not sure if I can acknowledge that kind of power she wields over me. Because this isn’t fair! She’s not supposed to be able to talk to me like this! But she’s my boss and so much more. She runs her fingers along my naked body, exploring, fondling, and claiming all at the same time. She wants to take me, to touch me, to show me that I have no boundaries, not when it comes to her. 
 
    “I’m not allowed to say no,” I reply. 
 
    “That’s right!” Miranda calls out. She reaches down, grabs me by my hair, and then she pulls me back up. She looks into my eyes. I try not to feel intimidated, but there’s something about her perfect, crystalline confidence that makes me nervous. “You aren’t allowed to say no to me. You aren’t allowed to deny me anything. You know why?” 
 
    “Why?” I ask, gulping back my trepidation. 
 
    “Because as far as you’re concerned, I own you now.” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am,” I respond automatically, thinking that this is the right answer. 
 
    “I have something for you, something I want you to wear,” she says. She pushes me down onto the bed, so I fall onto my back. It feels strange. I’m on top of her outfit: the skirt, panties, socks. 
 
    She moves across the room, dips down, and pulls something out of a tote bag by the door. When she comes back, I see the small box, but it’s unmarked. Then she opens it, and I look up at her, confused. She’s holding some kind of tube with an attached ring of some kind. It all looks like it’s made out of some thick, heavy plastic. 
 
    “Do you know what this is?” Miranda asks me. 
 
    She holds it up, letting me see it from different angles. As strange as it sounds, she seems to marvel at the strange piece of equipment in her hand. 
 
    “I don’t know what that is,” I tell her. 
 
    “This is a chastity cage for a boy.” 
 
    I gulp again. 
 
    “And you want me to wear it?” 
 
    “I’m going to make you wear it,” she says. 
 
    She comes closer and closer. 
 
    Then she reaches down, and she strokes me again. She touches me and teases me, making me hard. I close my eyes, so I can’t see her gorgeous features, but I know that she’s smiling. I know that she is enjoying every second of my surrender. 
 
    In her job a, she might have to deal with angry, aggressive men, the kinds of guys who will fight, especially when it comes to dealing with a woman. 
 
    But now she has me, and she can do whatever she wants. That’s why it’s so easy for her to touch and tease me. She knows that I won’t be able to strike back. In this room, she has every drop of power. 
 
    Finally, she pulls her hands back, and I look up at her. 
 
    “Relax,” she orders. 
 
    “I, I don’t understand,” I tell her, stammering through the words. 
 
    She smiles again, “Relax, Jared.” 
 
    At first, I can’t comprehend her meaning, but then she pulls her hands back and holds them at her waist. She’s relaxed, patient, and taking her time. For my part, I wish she would touch me some more, but I know that’s not going to happen. So I press my lips together, I close my eyes, and I force myself to settle down. Because that’s what she wants. She needs to see my body relax, my shaft flaccid. 
 
    It takes a long time. Or at least, that’s how it feels to me, but my body starts to settle down. Some of the excitement drains away, and then she reaches down, and she slides the plastic ring underneath the base of my shaft. It is snug, but not uncomfortably so. Then she brings that tube up, and she slides it along my penis. 
 
    My heart starts to beat faster, especially because I’m not sure exactly how this thing will work. She told me that it was a chastity device, but I barely understand what that means. As far as I’m concerned, “Chastity” is an ironic name for a stripper. How could that be a device? 
 
    But my confusion is irrelevant to her; so long as I do what she expects, Miranda really doesn’t care about the thoughts bouncing between my ears. 
 
    Next, she pulls one other item from the tote bag, and then she slides it down just below my pubis. I’m not sure what it is or what she has in mind. She’s very careful to keep her hand over this next component, so I can’t see what she’s doing. 
 
    Click. 
 
    I hear that sound, and my body tenses up. I know that simple noise means something, but I’m not sure what, not until she pulls her hand away. Then she smiles down at me. “There we go.” 
 
    “What, what did you do?” 
 
    “Don’t worry, Jared. It’s just a little lock.” 
 
    “A lock?” I look down. Sure enough, I see the small padlock now dangling from the top of the chastity device. 
 
    “You see, your cock lock is going to make sure you can’t get an erection without my permission.” 
 
    “Please, please don’t make me wear this,” I say. Even as I speak, panic starts spinning in my chest. It feels like hot ball, but there’s nowhere for it to go, so it somehow morphs into an attempt at arousal, like my body is intuitively checking to see if her device can really work. I can feel the pulse of desire rush down into my genitals, and my cock starts to get hard, only to feel the confining boundaries of its new, plastic prison. 
 
    She watches me, and she can see the look of dismay on my face, which only makes her smile happily. “Oh, don’t worry. I will let you out from time to time. But you see, this is a really good way to control a boy like you.” 
 
    “You could already control me!” I point out. 
 
    Miranda wobbles her head from side to side. “That’s true. But someone like me craves more than just professional obedience. I want to know that I own you. And when you own a boy’s dick, you have real power over him.” She explains all of this like I’m supposed to learn some sort of lesson. 
 
    “Now, would you like to get dressed?” 
 
      
 
    Breathing out slowly, I try to get my temper under control. Yes, it might sound absurd, but I’m upset by the chastity cage. 
 
    Instead of answering, I raise my head, and look down along the length of my body. I see the transparent plastic and the distorted color of my genitals underneath. 
 
    “You really want to try to take it off, don’t you?” Miranda asks. 
 
    “Yes,” I say, breathing out. 
 
    “Okay. You can try.” She sounds magnanimous when she gives me permission. 
 
    Tentatively, I reach down, and I feel the plastic. I tug on it, but it doesn’t slide off. Then I pull on the ring around my scrotum, only to feel it press into my testicles. If I pull the harder, it’s going to start to hurt. 
 
    As I tug and try to gingerly slide it off, the frustration begins to blossom in my chest. I can feel it like some kind of poisonous flower right there in my heart. I bite down, squirming, wiggling, shifting my body from side to side, like maybe if I can just get the right angle, then things will be easier. 
 
    From there, I make the mistake of glancing over at Miranda, and she’s still smiling at me. “What’s wrong? You can’t get it off?” 
 
    “I can’t!” 
 
    “Oh, you sound frustrated. Maybe you should calm down. Relax. It’s not a big deal. I mean, I do have the key.” 
 
    “Can I have it?” 
 
    “Honey, I just put it on you!” 
 
    Honey. Sweetie. She enjoys using those designations because they’re degrading and dismissive. 
 
    “No, I’m not giving you the key. Now that I have you in chastity, you’re going to do anything and everything I want.” 
 
    “I had already chosen to be obedient,” I remind her. 
 
    Miranda isn’t convinced, “That’s true, but I want to make sure you have to do what I say. You’re a boy, so this is the key to your obedience.” She reaches down and touches me, her fingers gliding over the contours of my scrotum. She could no longer touch my shaft, not while it is imprisoned. But somehow, she doesn’t seem to mind that limitation. 
 
    I’m squirming helplessly, still on my back. Technically, I’m free to get up at any time, but there’s something about her presence, plus the position of the lock that makes it impossible for me to move. 
 
    “It’s okay if you’re frustrated,” she tells me. “I know that you want to be free. Too bad.” She smacked my leg, sending a little jolt through my skin. 
 
    She tilts her head to the side. “Now get dressed.” 
 
    “I, don’t have any clothing here,” I remind her. 
 
    “Why do you think I put an outfit on the bed for you?” 
 
    Tentatively, I push myself back up onto my feet, and then I slowly turn to look down at the mattress. 
 
    No. No way. She can’t be serious, I think to myself. The denials blossom, one after another, but then she comes up behind me, and she wraps her arms around my waist. She squeezes me tight even as she starts to whisper into my ear, “That’s right, Jared. You’re going to put on that cute little uniform for me. You’re going to look so adorable.” 
 
    “It looks like a schoolgirl uniform,” I mutter, the words dull and obvious. 
 
    “That’s right! This is going to be your uniform when you go to work.” 
 
    My eyes get big, my bottom lip trembles, and I can’t really believe it. 
 
    “No. I can’t.” 
 
    “And you just broke the rule again,” she says, sounding disappointed, yet I can still hear that little edge of amusement in her voice. She shoves me down, and the spanking resumes. 
 
    Her hand flies down again and again. I thought the stinging was bad before, but now I’m apologizing, blubbering out one word after another, “I’m sorry, ma’am!” 
 
    “It’s okay. I know you’re just a boy. Boys need to be reminded. Maybe that’s the problem. You aren’t even a boy, are you? You’re just a little sissy.” She giggles at the word, right before she spanks me again. Her hand claps against my vulnerable ass over and over. 
 
    When it’s done, I’m panting, my heart is pounding, and the stinging agony continues to pulsate through my body. The spanking may have come to an end, but the effects linger and throb. 
 
    “Apologize.” 
 
    “I’m sorry!” 
 
    “Good. You should be,” she tells me. She sounds cruel and harsh, but there is still that little sparkle of amusement in the corner of her eyes. “Now get dressed.” 
 
    Breathing out slowly, I stand up again, look down at the outfit spread before me, and I shiver. 
 
    “I’m not sure I can do this. These are girl clothes,” I tell her. 
 
    “So maybe you should think of yourself as grateful,” she says. “You’re a boy. Boys are inferior, and I’m going to let you dress like a girl. In fact, you should probably thank me right now.” 
 
    My chest pumps hard as I hear those words, but I’m not sure I can really do it. 
 
    Then she comes up behind me, squeezes my reddened ass, and then I stumble forward. Before I know it, I grab the white panties. They’re soft and dainty in my hand. I raise them up. They feel almost weightless. They’re definitely lighter than I would have worn as a guy. 
 
    But now I look at them. Then I look at her. 
 
    “Go on. You can do it. It’s not a big deal. Put on the panties because your boss told you to do so.” 
 
    Yes, she’s my boss. But now she is also the woman who holds the key to my chastity cage. That makes her so much more. 
 
    Tentatively, I raise one leg, and I slip my foot down into the panties. I start to pull them up along the length of my body. And by inch, I desperately hope that they’re not going to fit. After all, the fabric just feels too light and thin. These can’t really work. But the cotton seemed to stretch. And then I have the panties on, and they’re tight, but not uncomfortably so. 
 
    “Very nice!” Miranda calls out. She grabs me by the hand and pulls me over to the mirror again. Before, I was naked, which was embarrassing enough, but this is worse. 
 
    It’s so much worse. 
 
    As I stand in front of my reflection, I stare down at the floor. 
 
    She touches my chin, pinching, forcing me to look up. 
 
    “See that? That’s you. That’s you in your first pair of panties,” she says. “Don’t worry. Everyone at work is going to think that you are just so cute. You’re going to be the office sissy, my little sissy assistant.” She revels in that word: sissy. It encapsulates so much. She isn’t just stripping me of my independence and dignity, but also my masculinity. 
 
    “You look cute in panties!” She pats my behind. “And you know what I really love about your chastity cage? It kind of tucks in your penis, so it looks like you are nice and smooth right there.” She touches her hand my stomach, then glides down, going lower and lower until she can feel the plastic bulge. But there isn’t much. 
 
    If I had been excited, it would have been obvious. But I’m hard because the device makes it impossible for me to achieve an erection. 
 
    She knows all of this, and she savors every second of it. Then she steps back, smacks my behind again, and she tells me to go finish. 
 
    I turn back to the bed, and I’m not sure what I should put on next. I pick up the socks, probably because they seem easiest. I pull them up along my feet, and I want to stop. But when I glance up at Miranda, it’s clear that she’s watching me. More importantly, she won’t settle for letting the fabric cling to my ankles. Oh no. She wants those knee-high socks pulled up all the way. They need to be flat and smooth. 
 
    I continue to tug the material up along my legs until I feel the elastic against my shins. Then I stop, and she smiles at me. 
 
    “Very cute,” she declares happily. 
 
    Next, I look down, and I see the skirt. I pick it up with one hand, pinching the fabric between two fingers. I slide my legs into it, which feels even stranger. The soft cotton of my panties rubs against me, but now there is the swish of pleats along my thighs. 
 
    Miranda grabs the zipper and pulls it up, tightening it. The waistband seems to dig down into my skin just a little bit. It’s going to be snug, but it will fit. 
 
    “Don’t forget your cute little bra,” she says to me. 
 
    I didn’t really notice it before. Maybe I didn’t want to see it. Perhaps, on some level, I had known what Miranda had in mind. After all, why would she dress in a schoolgirl uniform? Why would she put on something so demeaning? 
 
    She wouldn’t. The answer seems painfully obvious now, but she picks up the bra and hands it to me. 
 
    It’s not just a bra. If I put that on, it would be mostly empty. This thing comes with little silicon cups that will give me a more feminine outline. 
 
    I grit my teeth again, and then I glance back at her, hoping that she might change her mind. 
 
    Yeah, right. That’s not going to happen. 
 
    “Why did you think I wanted you so smooth? I want you to be nice and dainty and feminine for me,” she says. 
 
    I start to slide into the bra, but I’m not exactly sure what I’m doing. I feel the cups against my chest. They’re cool to the touch, strange and alien. Not only that, the weight seems a very odd. 
 
    Before I can figure out how to clasp the bra into place, she comes up behind me, hooks the pieces together, and then she pasts me on the head. “Very nice.” 
 
    That just leaves the blouse. 
 
    I pick it up, slide my arms into the sleeves, and then I start to button it up. As I do so, I realize that this thing is going to be much tighter than I expected. As a guy, I usually wear T-shirts and shorts that are loose. But this thing will highlight my waist in a way that I’m not used to. 
 
    And when I’m done, she grabs me again, pulls me to the mirror, and then she smiles. 
 
    “Look at that. You look like some college girl!” 
 
    It’s true. 
 
    I don’t want to believe it, but I can’t deny the reality of my situation either. 
 
    In a pleated, tartan skirt and a white button up blouse, with knee-high socks clinging to my legs, I don’t look like a man, not anymore. 
 
    Every article of clothing seems to highlight my petite frame, making me seem more feminine than I would have ever imagined. 
 
    “Do you feel like a girl?” 
 
    An answer springs to the tip of my tongue, but I already know that I’m not allowed to use or say that word, so I just shake my head from side to side. 
 
    “I guess that means we have to go farther,” she says, chuckling. 
 
    “I mean, yes, I do feel like a girl!” I call out, desperately hoping to stop the next part of her plan…whatever it may be. Unfortunately, Miranda has already made up her mind, so she shoves me down onto the bed, but that isn’t all. “Spread your arms and legs for me,” she orders. 
 
    Since I’m already on my stomach, I obey her. 
 
    “Close your eyes.” 
 
    Again, I give her precisely what she expects. 
 
    I can hear her footsteps as she walks around the bed, but then she grabs my right wrist, and she loops something around it. I feel the lock engage. It’s a shackle of some kind, like a handcuff or something. 
 
    She does the same thing with my left wrist. 
 
    After that, she locks my ankles near the corners of the bed. It only takes her a few seconds, maybe a minute at most, but she has me trapped. 
 
    “You can go ahead and try to struggle if you want.” 
 
    Tentatively, I pull at the restraints, hoping that I might be able to slip free. I’m not sure why. She would just tighten the bonds again…maybe some part of me just wanted to feel like I’m resisting. But this woman is my boss, and she controls my future. She may not be the most powerful woman in the industry, yet she could easily destroy my reputation. 
 
    This is especially true now that she has me dressed up like some college intern. 
 
    Breathing out slowly, I try to relax. It helps a little bit, at least until I hear her squirt something out. 
 
    “What, what was that?” I ask. 
 
    “Lubricant.” 
 
    “Why would you need lubricant?” 
 
    “I have something for you,” she says. 
 
    I opened my eyes, just in time to see her slide the dildo toward my mouth. 
 
    “Open up,” she teases. 
 
    I can’t stop myself. I part my lips, probably because I want to ask another question, but she shoves the artificial cock tween my lips and into my mouth. 
 
    “Suck on it,” she commands. 
 
    I hardly know what I’m doing, but I wrap my lips around the rubber, and I suck on it just the way she wants. She slides it back, only to shove it forward again. Hot shame burns through my body. “There we go. Good. At this rate, you’re going to be ready for work before you know it.” 
 
    I shiver but I can’t stop her. She has absolute power! 
 
    When she shoves the dildo in deeper, I nearly gag. “Just relax. Breathe,” she says, turning those words into advice. She almost sounds kind. 
 
    “You know, guys love to think about girls giving blow jobs. But that’s not how your life is going to go. This is what you’re going to learn to worship. I’ll be at my desk, I’ll wear a strap-on, and you’ll suck on it. I’ll be able to look down to see your head bobbing down and up. Doesn’t that sound fun?” 
 
    It doesn’t! 
 
    And yet, she keeps going. 
 
    Somehow, I manage to relax the muscles in my throat so that I don’t actually gag. Still, she pushes it in deep, brushing the rubber tip along the back of my throat. 
 
    “That’s right. You’re going to be such a good sissy.” 
 
    She chuckles to herself, clearly enjoying the image. 
 
    When she pulls the dildo away, I gasp with relief, grateful that it’s over. 
 
    But things are about to get much worse. 
 
    I can hear the rustling of fabric. She’s doing something. I try to look around the rest of the hotel room, but I don’t see anything. She’s outside of my line of sight. 
 
    Then she climbs up on to the bed. 
 
    “This is going to be fun,” she promises. 
 
    “You know what I love about having an assistant?” 
 
    “I don’t,” I tell her. 
 
    “I love knowing that I can have sex with you whenever I want. Like right now, I’m going to use you.” 
 
    “You’re going to let me out of the chastity cage?” I ask. Despite my own cynicism, I can still feel that little spark of hope deep within my chest. 
 
    “No,” she says, purring the words. “I’m not letting you out of your chastity cage.” 
 
    But what is she going to do? 
 
    Before I can tell for certain, I feel her brace her weight right between my legs. Then she lowers herself down, and she grabs my buttocks, parting them. Oh no. 
 
    Frantic now, I start to struggle, but it’s way too late. She pushes down, thrusting into me, so I feel the curved edges as she penetrates my body. She slides into me, only to pull back a second later. 
 
    Instinctively, I tighten up as much as I can. It doesn’t matter. This girl knows exactly what she’s doing, so she presses into me. 
 
    “Do you know what I love about this, Jared?” 
 
    She stops, giving me a chance to catch my breath and answer her, “What? What do you love about this?” 
 
    “You get to be the girl, and I still get my orgasm.” 
 
    How is that possible? 
 
    She explains. Reaching down, she grabs my hair to pull my head up, she tells me, “It isn’t about physical sensation. It’s all about power. It’s about knowing that I get to ride you hard this way. It’s about the things you’re going to do for me, sissy. As my assistant, you’ll come into my office whenever I order you to. You’ll suck on this exact same dildo or maybe you will just lick me. Either way, I can do whatever I want with you. You’re chained down for a reason, sissy. I want you to feel true and genuine helplessness. I want you to feel completely and utterly powerless.” 
 
    Then she starts pumping me again, thrusting slowly, only to work up, faster and harder. At the same time, the dildo must be pushing back against her pelvis, which stimulates her even more. 
 
    She rides me, taking me, claiming me. 
 
    I have never had sex like this before, and I can’t stop it. My boss uses me until her breathing turns sharp and ragged. 
 
    All the while, I fight to deny it, but some part of me likes this. Some part of me is actually turned on! Still, there’s nothing I can do. She pumps me hard, taking everything. 
 
    “Yes. Yes, I love having you this way! You’re mine!” She cries out those words as she finishes. She screams, moaning and panting through the pleasure until she’s done. Finally, she withdraws. 
 
    Breathing out slowly, she asks, “How did that feel?” 
 
    “Demeaning,” I tell her. 
 
    “Good.” She reaches down and pats the back of my head, “Now I think you’re ready for work.” 
 
      
 
    The End 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 The Chance 
 
      
 
    As I wake up, there’s no way for me to know something’s wrong. I stretch my arms over my head, and I open my eyes as the sunlight cuts across the carpeted floor. I can feel my blankets and my comforter on top of me. But then, I run my fingers through my hair, and something is definitely wrong. 
 
    At first, I hardly notice it. 
 
    But my hair is thicker. Not only that, I start to pull on it, and it’s not the extremely short, stubbled scalp I’m used to. Instead, I feel inches and inches of hair. 
 
    What the hell? 
 
    At first, I think that maybe I’m tangled up in a sheet or something. Okay, so maybe that doesn’t make sense, but it’s the best I can do. Confused, I try to pull on it, only to feel the sting along the top of my head. Ow! That actually hurt! 
 
    Rather than get freaked out, I tell myself that there’s a logical explanation for this. That’s why I drop back down against my pillow, and I pull my blankets over my body. To be honest, I’m really tired. Part of me just wants to go back to sleep. 
 
    But I can’t. 
 
    There’s this little niggling curiosity at the back of my brain. I keep wondering what’s going on. That’s why I finally force myself to get up and walk over to my bathroom. It’s bright out, and the sunlight keeps my room shining, but I’m rubbing my eyes and still trying to wake all the way up. Then I turn on the lights in my bathroom, and I look up at the mirror. 
 
    No way. 
 
    This doesn’t make any sense. 
 
    I’m all alone in my condominium, so this isn’t a prank or something, but I still stare back at the mirror. There’s my reflection, only it isn’t me. 
 
    I keep my hair cropped short. Not only that, it’s dark, somewhere between brown and black. My eyes should be the color of coffee, and there should be some stubble on my cheeks even though I shaved last night. There isn’t any. I’m completely smooth. 
 
    Because I’m looking at the reflection of a young woman. 
 
    She’s pretty with bright blue eyes, a small, button nose, a couple of freckles along her cheeks, although they probably aren’t noticeable. She has high cheekbones, and her long blonde hair spills out from the top and sides of her head down along her shoulders. Is that what I was feeling before? It’s shining and thick, the kind of blonde hair you’d expect to see on a model. 
 
    At first, I just stare. She’s wearing my navy blue T-shirt, and when I look down, I find that I’m wearing the same pair of sweats I went to bed in last night. But now, there are curves along my chest. 
 
    No way. 
 
    No way. No way. No way. 
 
    No freaking way! 
 
    I’m looking at this reflection, and I keep trying to figure something out. I want to come up with a solution, some kind of explanation. Tentatively, I reach up, and touch my cheeks. I run my fingers along my nose, and my skin is sensitive. It seems to tingle more than I remember, but this is me. These nerves seem to connect to my brain, so this is me. 
 
    Tentatively, I reach down, and I cup the breasts beneath my shirt. As I rub the fabric over my nipples, hot anticipation shoots through my body. Then I feel something else, a different tickle between my legs. 
 
    It’s not the usual heat and power that thrums into my genitals…It’s something else, hot yes, but also…moist. 
 
    Oh no. 
 
    The idea occurs to me, but my thoughts immediately bat it aside. No way. 
 
    I grab onto the front of the sink, and I tell myself not to freak out. I know that this isn’t normal or anything, but there must be a logical explanation. There’s no way this is really happening. I’m not really in the body of some girl. 
 
    Inhaling and exhaling, I look back at the mirror. This isn’t some kind of trick. That much is obvious. The details are too perfect. This isn’t makeup or anything either. Quickly, I go back into my bedroom and I grab my phone. I snap a picture of myself, checking at different angles. 
 
    According to my camera, this is me. I’m a young woman. I’m a girl. 
 
    Locking my teeth together, I go back into the bathroom, and I know what I need to do. There’s one more thing I have to check. Forcing myself to be brave, I pull off my shirt. As I do so, I feel the squish of fabric along my nipples and over the curves of my breasts. 
 
    Sure enough, there they are: round smooth with my nipples right there. I touch them. I accidentally brushed my thumb along my nipple, and there it is again, that route of desire deep within my body. Before I know it, I think about how would feel if someone would lick me right there. 
 
    Then I clench my eyes shut. 
 
    Before last night, my nipples were never particularly sensitive. I had a girlfriend once who started touching them, stroking and licking them, but she never got the reactions she wanted. Of course, when I held her down and slid my tongue over her breasts, she would start to pant almost immediately. She was ridiculously sensitive. 
 
    Sleeping around with her had been fun. 
 
    Focusing, I hook my thumbs into the elastic of my pants. At this point, they barely cling to my hips. Breathing out slowly like I’m about to rip off a bandage, I yank the sweats and my boxers down. Then I look at myself. 
 
    I’m a girl. I’m really a girl. 
 
    I step out of the too-big sleepwear and walk out of the bathroom like I don’t really know where I’m going. I throw myself down onto my bed, and I start touching myself. To be honest, I’m not really sure what I want to experience or discover. This isn’t about desire. It’s just experimentation. 
 
    Tentatively, I move my hands along my arms. From there, I touch my shoulders, then my stomach. I specifically avoid any contact with my breasts. From there, I raise my feet up, and I touch my toes. I look at my ankles. They’re thinner than I remember. A second later, I wrap my fingers around my wrists. Damn. Those are really thin too. 
 
    As a man, I was just average, not particularly tall or big or thin or anything. But as a girl, I’m ridiculously dainty. I look at my biceps, and they’re toned but thin. 
 
    I bite down on my lower lip and try to think this through. The shock has started to fade a little, so maybe I can analyze and dissect the situation to figure out what to do next. 
 
    Look, it sucks, but I can’t do it. I would if I could, but I can’t, so it’s up to you. 
 
    That’s what I said to her last night. 
 
      
 
    …Last night… 
 
    “Josh, this is insane. You know what you’re asking me to do?” Michelle stared at me hard from across the restaurant table between us. The remains of our overpriced food sat on the plates between us. Our wine glasses were mostly empty, but we were both entirely focused. We each knew how to drink without getting messed up. 
 
    “Look, I know that this isn’t the ideal situation, but the supplier has been very clear.” 
 
    “Has he? Has he really?” 
 
    “This isn’t about numbers.” 
 
    “It’s always about the numbers,” she said. 
 
    “Fine. It’s not about numbers that we can actually make work. If we want to stay in business, then we need him to drop his prices. The only way he’s going to do that is if…” At that point, I stopped. My usual diplomacy failed, and I wasn’t exactly sure how to proceed. 
 
    Michelle knew exactly what to say. “If I don’t fuck him, then he won’t work with us.” 
 
    “Look, I know that this isn’t fair, but we have made a lot of sacrifices for our business. If we want to continue, then this has to happen.” 
 
    “Sacrifices? You’re trying to whore me out!” 
 
    “Because I know how much you care about this company. Otherwise, I would say that we should just clean our hands and walk away. We can do that, Michelle,” I told her. I kept my voice low, but that possibility was there, terrible and uncomfortable and painful. 
 
    After all, we had already gone through so many sleepless nights, so many meetings, so many thousands of hours spent. And if we could secure this one supplier and get our next deal going, then we would both be rich all of a sudden. This was it, we were on the cusp, and we both knew it. 
 
    But only if Michelle had sex with him. 
 
    “Look, I would do it if I could,” I told her. “But this isn’t something I can handle. This is you. It has to be you.” 
 
    “Can’t we just hire a hooker or something?” She was thinking about it, I realized. And just like that, I thought there might be some sort of hope. 
 
    “No. He’s not interested in a prostitute.” 
 
    “Yes, he is. Because that’s what this has to be,” Michelle said. 
 
    I pressed my lips together and studied her. For so long, we had been working together. To be honest, she felt more like a best friend or a sister. That said, I acknowledged the simple fact that she was gorgeous. With her raven black hair, her smoothly sculpted cheeks, and her big eyes, she looked sweet and sexy all at the same time. More than that, there was this adorable pouch in her lips. 
 
    Michelle had always been my friend since business school, then my partner after, I could understand why Tony Smith wanted her on her back. 
 
    “He wants you.” When I acknowledged those words, I could feel something shake in my chest because I worried that Michelle would just walk away. It was her right. She could do it. Of course, in doing so, she would cut off our best deals. Everything we had built would fall apart. 
 
    “Do you want me to do it?” 
 
    “Yes.” But because she was my friend, I had to add that other piece of consolation. “I mean it, Michelle. If I could do this, I would. I know that I’m asking you to do something hard, but I can’t. I just can’t.” 
 
    “But you would if you could,” she said with a little sneer. 
 
      
 
    As I stare back at the mirror, I’m not sure what to do. I’m not sure what’s going to happen to me. 
 
    No. I can’t think like that. This isn’t about things happening to me. It’s about the choices I make. If I can figure something out, then I can make this go away. I can fix this. 
 
    But how? 
 
    I first consider going to the hospital, only to realize that I would sound utterly insane. First off, everything about my new body is perfect. I mean, I’ve already checked for scars or incision marks. There’s absolutely nothing here to tell me that I went through a sex change operation or something. On the one hand, that is something of a relief because it means that I haven’t lost any time and my body hasn’t really been messed with. 
 
    …Yet it also means that I would sound completely crazy if I went to a hospital. I could walk in and tell them that I went to bed as a man, and maybe there could be DNA tests or something, but I doubt anyone would bother. They would just assume that I was some pretty girl who had endured a mental breakdown. 
 
    What else can I do? 
 
    Michelle. 
 
    Breathing out slowly, I think of her, and I realize that she has been my best friend for the last couple of years. Tentatively, I go to my phone and pick it up. I pull up her name and I tap the screen. From there, I listen to the tone. It buzzes against my eardrum for a few seconds. 
 
    “Hey, you’ve reached Michelle. Leave a message and I will get back to us soon as I can,” she promises. It’s a recording. 
 
    “Michelle…” I start to say. 
 
    Then I hear my voice, and it’s not the masculine tone I have always used. I don’t sound like a man at all, I realize. 
 
    I drop the phone from my ear and instinctively tap the screen to cut off the call. No matter what I say to her, I’m going to sound like a girl. If I sound like a girl, she’s not going to listen to me. 
 
    Or maybe it’s something else. Maybe I just don’t want to talk because I don’t want her to hear me. 
 
    After my failed phone call, I hold up my device again, and I try text message. 
 
    Can we talk? Text messages are fine. I send the message, and I wait, hoping that she will get back to me right away. I’m staring down at my screen, but it doesn’t buzz or ding. If she got my message, she’s not answering. 
 
    Considering how angry she was last night, I’m not terribly surprised. 
 
    I told her that she needed to go have sex with a supplier, that if she didn’t sleep with Tony Smith, then everything we had done would become meaningless. 
 
    Breathing out slowly, I tell myself that I can handle this, that I will figure something out, with or without Michelle’s help. But after a little while, I throw myself back down onto my bed, and I look up at the ceiling. Strangely enough, my eyes start to water, and my bottom lip begins to tremble. What, what’s happening to me? I’m almost crying, but I don’t know why. 
 
    Yes, this is freaky and weird and I don’t have any good explanations, and I don’t know what to do, but that doesn’t mean I should be crying! Even so, I ball up into a fetal position. 
 
    I’m going to figure this out, I tell myself. 
 
    I’m going to get this changed. 
 
    I’m going to fix this. 
 
    Whatever it takes, I will make it happen. 
 
    This is a silent promise I make to myself, and then I force myself to straighten up. I roll over onto my back, and I spread my legs, and that there is something else, a little hint of desire still simmering in my body. 
 
    I put my hands on my breasts, and I wait for some kind of revulsion. I should be ashamed or angry to have these breasts. I should miss my real genitals. 
 
    But then, as I touch myself, there is the spark of desire. It rushes through my skin, and I gulp nervously because I know what I’m about to do, but I can’t quite admit it or acknowledge it. 
 
    I’m a girl. 
 
    If I touch myself, that will somehow become even more true. My fingers and palms move along my sensitive skin. This is so much more intense. Like so many other guys, I’ve touched myself a bunch. But now, I’m in the body of a girl, and every caress is more powerful and intoxicating. 
 
    My fingertips brush over my nipples, and I feel that heat and moisture between my legs. I gulp as my mouth turns dry. 
 
    Maybe I shouldn’t do this. Maybe if I touch myself like a girl, I will somehow be acknowledging or proving that this is real. Maybe I shouldn’t do that. 
 
    Despite that trepidation, I start to cup and fondle my breasts. I stroke them gently, shocked by how intense every impulse is. It feels like the nerve endings and my nipples just cry out with desperation. More than that, it feels like they want to be touched. I need to do this now, so I don’t stop. I try different patterns. I stroke my nipples with the soft give of my palms. Later, I use just my fingertips, and then the sides of my thumbs. 
 
    It all feels so good. 
 
    But of course, there’s something else I can do. 
 
    Closing my eyes, I reach up, and I stroke the smooth skin of my thighs. From there, I reach down. I caress my inner thighs, and I savor how it all feels. Hot energy seems to coil within my body, but I still haven’t touched myself right between my legs. 
 
    Breathing in and out, I’m really not sure I can do this. I’m not sure I should do this. 
 
    I bite down on the inside of my mouth, and I think about how I normally fantasize. Right away, I try to imagine these different models. Actresses. Singers. Anything. I want to picture some girl with long blonde hair and bright blue eyes. I want to imagine myself on top of her. Grabbing her. Holding her down. I want to picture myself licking at the contours of her neck. 
 
    But I can’t. 
 
    For some reason, none of that works. Those images have always excited me before. 
 
    But they don’t work right now. I’m not sure what’s happening, but I run my tongue along my bottom lip, and the excitement isn’t quite there. I can’t just start touching myself to images of girls. 
 
    What’s wrong? 
 
    What would Michelle do in this situation? 
 
    First off, she would probably start picturing some haunting guy. He would have broad shoulders, and he’d be shirtless, of course. His rippling muscles would be on display, and maybe he would be damp. His tanned skin might have little droplets of moisture running down every inch. 
 
    As those thoughts run through my head, I realize something,  
 
    That image triggers something within me. 
 
    What? 
 
    No way. 
 
    I don’t want to think about a guy. That’s not supposed to work. And yet, my body responds. The desires begin to percolate within me, trickling through my skin. 
 
    I tell myself to stop. I don’t really want to know how this will feel, but I start imagining myself on my back. I imagine some guy grabbing me from behind and forcing me down. He would yank down my panties and hitch up my skirt. He would plunge into me, hard. 
 
    Without even thinking about it, I reach between my legs, and I tentatively start to stroke my slit. I tease my opening with soft caresses, and then I push down. I penetrate myself with one finger, then two. 
 
    Damn. 
 
    With a sharp gasp hot rushes across my lips, I push down, and I feel the swell of my clitoris. I never knew these feelings could be so intense. As a guy, I got horny. I knew how frustrating it could be to hunger for something, but now this sense of completion feels so much more addictive. 
 
    I don’t know what I’m doing. I just follow my instincts, and it feels so good, so bright. I continue to touch myself, working myself up into a frenzy. Gasping, moaning, all while images of that stranger play behind my eyes. 
 
    He would take me, and I wouldn’t be able to stop him. With every thrust, I would feel his cock right between my legs, and I would try to pull away. I would fight so hard with my arms and legs, yet it wouldn’t make any difference. Even if I cried out, he would just put a hand over my mouth, silencing me because he was going to have me no matter what. 
 
    Yes, yes, yes! 
 
    But right as I’m about to climax, I hear the boom, boom of a knock.  
 
    I freeze. 
 
    At first, I really don’t know what to do. 
 
    “I know you’re in there,” she calls out. 
 
    I still don’t say anything, mostly because I don’t want to risk using my voice. 
 
    “Open the door right now,” she commands, her voice brusque yet confident. 
 
    I start walking immediately. Almost as though I’ve completely lost control of my body, I take one step after another through my condominium. Before I know it, I’m at the front door, and I’m trapped in the body of a girl, but I don’t even care. 
 
    I grab the handle and turn it. I open the door, and there she is, Michelle. 
 
    “It works,” she says. “Oh my gosh. It really works!” 
 
    My eyes get big, but I don’t know what she’s talking about. 
 
    She steps across the threshold, brushing past me. She closes the door before I can think about doing anything. Then she grabs my hands and pulls me deeper into the condo. “Let me get a good look at you,” she says, sounding more like some big sister eager to check out her younger sibling before she heads off to the prom. 
 
    I still don’t know what to say. 
 
    “Josh, I really didn’t know the spell was going to work like this. This is amazing!” 
 
    “Spell?” I finally ask. 
 
    She studies my pretty face, my thin neck, my big breasts, and my hips. She checks out my legs, and I don’t know what to do. I’ve never been examined or studied like this. I feel like a piece of property or meat, and I try to pull away, but Michelle is stronger than I am, so she just holds me tight. 
 
    “That’s right,” she finally says. 
 
    “You did this. You did this to me!” I squawk those words indignantly, but she just starts laughing. 
 
    “Yes. Yes, I did it.” Michelle actually has the gall to sound proud of herself. “I didn’t think it was going to work. I mean, my grandmother used to talk about magic, but I always assumed she was crazy. Who knew her spell book would actually work!” 
 
    “Change me back! Change me back right now!” 
 
    Michelle puts her hands on her hips. She has finally let go of me, but now something in her gaze hardens, and I gulp nervously. She doesn’t look like she’s about to apologize or tell me that this is a mistake. Instead, her expression has become coolly calculating. As her business partner, I know how to read her, and I don’t like what this portends. 
 
    “No. I’m not going to change you back. And you do you know why I’m not going to change you back?” 
 
    “Why?” I ask, my voice trembling. It doesn’t help that when I speak, I sound like some cartoon character. 
 
    “Because this is your chance,” she tells me. 
 
    “What, what are you talking about?” 
 
    “Let’s get you dressed first, and then we can talk about what you’re going to do tonight.” 
 
      
 
    Michelle saunters off, heading back toward the bedroom. For the first time, I notice the large bag slung over her shoulder. At first, I probably discarded it as an unimportant detail. It looks like a big purse, but now I’m thinking about what that bag might contain, and my heart starts beating faster. 
 
    I slam my foot down against the floor. As my fingers ball into fists, I stubbornly call out, “No! You aren’t going to do anything until you explain what’s going on here. Magic? I’m supposed to believe in magic?” 
 
    “Just look at you. You’re the perfect little slut. You got that right combination of innocence and eagerness. You look like you can’t wait to have sex.” 
 
    Sex. I hear the word, and I feel that little trickle of heat back between my legs, a spark of desire that makes me hesitate before I say anything. 
 
    “Yes, Josh. I used magic on you. Now, whether you like it or not, you are a girl. So until I say otherwise, you’re going to do what I say and stay this way.” 
 
    “This can’t be happening,” I murmur helplessly. 
 
    “Oh, it is. And you want to know the best part?” 
 
    I really shouldn’t say anything. I shouldn’t engage with her. Instead, I should go out and try to find some scientist or doctor who can help me. Hell, I will even settle for some new age witch if she says she can cure me. 
 
    Instead, I ask, “what? What’s the best part?” 
 
    Michelle starts giggling. “You have to do whatever I say. The spell doesn’t just turn you into a girl. It also makes you my slave. As far as the universe is concerned, your free will doesn’t exist, not when I tell you to do something.” 
 
    “No!” I squeak. “That can’t be right.” 
 
    “Here. Let me show you. Would you like to have an orgasm right now?” 
 
    “No. Don’t do it.” Although I tell myself that I don’t believe in any of this, I’m not eager to find out what she might be able to accomplish. 
 
    “Don’t be ashamed of your body. Revel in it. Enjoy everything you can do,” she says, as she looks right at me from across the room. “Masturbate.” 
 
    My hand immediately falls between my legs, and I start rubbing my fingers up against my pussy. Hot, bright pleasure flashes through me. This is incredible, addictive, and completely unstoppable. No matter how hard I try, I can’t pull my hand away. 
 
    The compulsion overwhelms me like I’m just some dirty little slut who can’t help it. From one moment to the next, I rub my fingers against my wet crevice. Heat and moisture glide along my fingertips until I’m close to an orgasm. I press down just a little bit harder, and the lust rampages through my system. Every nerve ending in my body tingles as I pant and moan right in front of her. 
 
    The next thing I know, I’m on my knees. 
 
    “Oh, that’s nice. You should get used to this. You belong on your knees, Josh.” 
 
    “How, how are you doing this to me?” 
 
    She gives me the same answer as before, this time with a knowing smirk. “Magic,” she promises. 
 
    “You know, I think I want you to crawl into your bedroom. That’s where I’m going to finish your transformation. And tonight, you’re going to have a lot of fun. I promise.” 
 
      
 
    With my blonde hair hanging downward, I crawl like a dog. I feel filthy, but that somehow turns me on as well. In this position, it’s easy for me to imagine some guy smacking my ass as he rams me from behind, his thick cock plunging into my pussy. Yes, my pussy. I have a slit, and it’s just begging to be used. The orgasm felt good, but now I crave more. 
 
    A short while later, I make it into the bedroom, and Michelle is taking several items from her purse. “Before I do your makeup and hair, I’m going to figure out what you should wear. Unfortunately, I could only pack a couple of different choices, but I think we can make it work. After all, it’s not like he is going to worry about what you’re wearing. He cares a lot more what he can do with that tight little body of yours.” 
 
    Down on my knees, I look up at Michelle. She has on black boots, a short, dark gray skirt, and a white blouse. She looks good, sexy, and my mouth waters. Even if I’m a girl, I still want her, it seems. 
 
    I can’t help myself, not with the lust permeating every inch of this body. 
 
    “What do you think?” Michelle grins as she takes out two possibilities. The outfits fit in her purse because the choices are skimpy. As she holds them up, I can tell that there is hardly any fabric there at all. 
 
    One dress looks ridiculously short. Even now, with my size reduced, I can tell that the purple dress is ridiculously small. It’s tiny, like it will barely cover my ass if I put it on. But what my thinking? I’m not going to let her just dress me like a girl! 
 
    “Remember. You said you would do this if you could,” she said. 
 
    “I never said that!” 
 
    “You said you felt bad for me because you wanted to turn me out like some dirty slut. You said you would do it if you had the chance. Well guess what? Now you have the chance.” 
 
    “I, I…” Words failed to come out of my mouth because my mind turned blank. 
 
    Michelle gives me something else to worry about. “Which one do you like more?” 
 
    Obviously, I hate both of them because they are repulsive. The first dress is tiny. The next outfit looks like a pair of panties and this short little top that will barely cover my breasts. In either one, I’m going to look like a stripper! 
 
    I don’t say anything. 
 
    “Choose.” 
 
    “The dress,” I say, blurting out the words. Immediately, I bring my hands up to my mouth, but it’s too late. 
 
    “Okay. You’re going to put on the dress, but first, you’re going to need a bra and panties.” She fishes those out of her bag as well. When she sets them out in front of me, I study the pale pink lingerie. Because yes, this underwear isn’t supposed to be practical. It looks soft and sheer because it’s designed to be sexy. It’s designed to be worn in front of some horny guy. 
 
    “Put them on,” she orders. 
 
    Immediately, I walk over to the bed, and I pick up the panties. Before I can put them on, however, she reminds me to strip first. She wants me completely naked. 
 
    I strip out of the male clothing I had been wearing. Soon, I’m naked before her, and Michelle takes a few seconds to admire me. She nods to herself, like she is satisfied with her own handiwork. From there, she gives me permission, and I raise one leg. At the same time, I can feel the light weight of the panties. They’re almost gossamer as I slide my legs into them. Then I pull them up until they snugly squeeze against my buttocks and crotch. 
 
    “You like that, don’t you?” 
 
    I don’t say anything. I don’t want to give her the satisfaction! 
 
    “Tell me the truth,” she commands. 
 
    The word slipped from my lips as I can’t control myself. She tells me this is magic, but I don’t want to believe it. “Yes.” 
 
    “You love wearing your panties, don’t you? They make you feel sexy and feminine. Isn’t that right?” 
 
    My voice drops, and I barely whisper, but I tell her the truth, “Yes.” Shame burns along my face. 
 
    “It’s okay, Josh. You don’t need to feel bad about this. It’s okay. You’re doing me a favor, remember?” 
 
    “Please, don’t do this,” I tell her. 
 
    “Put on your bra.” 
 
    At once, I obey. She holds it out to me, and I take the flimsy garment. Somehow, I know how to put it on. As a guy, this should feel mysterious and weird. But it doesn’t. It’s natural. Soon, the cups fit over my breasts, and I feel good, especially when my nipples rub against the inside. 
 
    “Hooking these can be little bit tricky,” she says, pulling the straps toward the center of my back. She locks them together. At any moment, I should be able to tear this clothing off, but then she brushes aside some of my thick, blonde hair and whispers into my ear, “Don’t take anything off unless someone tells you to.” 
 
    The magic seems to ripple through my body, and I already know that there’s going to be a mental block inside of my head now. With just those couple of words, she has made it impossible for me to take off the bra or panties, and now the dress goes on next. 
 
    She holds it out to me, and I pull it up and over my shoulders. The material is soft, just like the rest. Any guy who sees me will be grateful for the chance to rub his hands along my body. 
 
    “Very pretty,” she says, placing her hand on the small of my back. Michelle nudges me forward toward the bathroom so that I can look at myself. I don’t want to do it, yet I know better than to resist. 
 
    Wait. That shouldn’t be true. 
 
    Throughout my life, I’ve been aggressive, the kind of guy who is willing to take risks and do whatever it takes to survive and to win. 
 
    But now, she’s barely touching me, and I don’t fight. 
 
    “Are you feeling shy? Feeling nervous?” 
 
    “I don’t know.” 
 
    “You don’t sound like your usual, blustering self. I wonder why that is,” she says to me. At first, I think she’s genuinely curious, like she doesn’t know what’s going on, but then the giggles burst from her lips. “Or maybe you’re just a hot, shy, sexy coed. Maybe that’s what I’ve turned you into. Maybe I didn’t just mess with your body, Josh.” 
 
    Before I can say anything, we are back in my bathroom, and I look down. I focus on the marble sink. 
 
    She starts snickering again, but Michelle wasn’t about to let me hide from the truth. Within a few seconds, she touches the underside of my chin, forcing me to face my reflection. Sure enough, I’m looking back at that same pretty girl, but now my blonde hair is ruffled and tangled. Even so, I still have those angelic features. My smooth skin is bright and right there. My eyes are still blue and vibrant. And now, I see the straps of my dress, the cleavage, and of the snug fit of the fabric. 
 
    “No. Please, don’t do this.” 
 
    “But you said you would, if only you had the chance,” she taunted. 
 
    “Please,” I say again. 
 
    “Josh, this is something that you don’t understand. This is the thing that plenty of men don’t understand,” she explains, her words coming out slowly and deliberately. “Guys don’t get it. They just don’t understand. They don’t realize how it feels to be vulnerable, small, to be powerless. Sure, they think that we can fight back, but they don’t understand what it’s like when there is a guy nearby, and he wants something and he is incredibly eager to take it. There’s this nervous energy that you just can’t push away.” 
 
    When I don’t say anything, Michelle lightly squeezes my chin. “Do you understand?”  
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    For a few seconds, I hope that maybe she just wants to teach me a lesson. Maybe now, she will snap her fingers and I will get transformed back into a man. Bright light would flash from my body, shooting out in every direction. 
 
    But then, she looks right at me. “It’s okay if you’re nervous. I’m sure he’s going to have fun with you. And if I’m guessing correctly, you are already really horny. Your first time will be easy.” 
 
    My first time? 
 
    “Let’s do your hair and makeup,” she says with another giggle. 
 
      
 
    She sits me down on the edge of my bed. Fortunately or not, she brought all of the makeup and hair care supplies we will need. She starts by brushing my hair out. First, it hurts, especially as the brush’s tines pull their way through my tangles. But little by little, the rhythmic strokes of the brush through my lustrous blonde hair starts to feel good. It’s almost relaxing, this hypnotic rhythm. 
 
    “This is good, just enjoy it,” she says. “There’s something very relaxing about getting ready for a date. You get to enjoy all of the small rituals. You know, that’s why plenty of girls are late when it comes to get ready for their dates.” 
 
    I don’t say anything. I can’t. 
 
    “What should we do with your hair?” After a little while, she nods to herself. Michelle wasn’t really asking for my opinion; she doesn’t care what I think. “I’m thinking tight, rope braids, sexy, aggressive, but also feminine and almost like something a little girl would wear.” 
 
    I give a quick shake of my head, but she runs her fingers through my hair, pulling the strands tight. She bunches half of my hair up into one long tuft before she starts trying a rope. She’s firm, yanking my head back. She wants it to be sleek and sexy. 
 
    I keep my eyes down, like I don’t want to watch. 
 
    Seconds later, she starts on the other side. She pulls the hair into another braid. And when she’s done, she ties that one off as well. 
 
    “There we go. This looks nice,” she says, clearly satisfied with her work. “Check out your reflection.” 
 
    When she issues the command, I have no choice. I look up, and sure enough, I see myself with my hair tied back in braids. They fall down in front of my shoulders. 
 
    “You know why guys like pigtails so much?” 
 
    “Why?” I can’t seem to help myself from asking. 
 
    “Because they make you look young and small and helpless. But more than that, they’re great to pull on. Just think about how it’s going to feel when you’re on your hands and knees and he’s fucking you from behind. He’ll be able to hold onto these just like a pair of leashes or reins.” 
 
    Another wave of blush crashes along my pretty face. Normally, I’m pretty pale, my skin clear and pale. But now I turn a bright shade of red, and that just makes Michelle laugh at me some more. “Oh, you shouldn’t feel bad. It’s okay. It’s going to be fun.” 
 
    I might be embarrassed, but I’m also horny. 
 
    “In fact, I bet you’re wet right now. Should I check?” 
 
    “No!” I squeak. 
 
    “It’s okay. The way I’m using you, you’re basically my property anyway. So stand up and spread your legs for me. Show me just how horny you are.” 
 
    Automatically, I get up. I straighten my back and part my knees. She hitches up my skirt and slides her hand down into my panties. Her fingers glide over my wet crevice. “Damn. You are definitely one horny slut,” she says. I bristle at those words. I tell myself that I should be offended. After all, I have used to them on plenty of girls in the past. More than that, I’ve always thought that women were silly for getting upset when it comes to those kinds of terms. 
 
    They’re only words, after all. They shouldn’t have any real effect. 
 
    But they seem to cut into me when she says them. To her, I’m just an object, a sex toy to be used. I’m a plaything here, and she doesn’t care about my feelings or anything else. 
 
    “Makeup,” she announces. 
 
    She puts her hand on my shoulder, and she nudges me down to the side of the bathtub. I sit down, and I’m careful to keep my knees together for some reason. 
 
    “Smart girl,” she says. “You don’t want to accidentally flash the boys. That might encourage them to get aggressive.” 
 
    “What does that mean?” I ask before I can think about it. 
 
    “It means that girls get blamed for what boys do. Let’s say you’re walking along, and you’re wearing a short skirt, and some guy decides he wants to have some fun. It doesn’t matter what you say because no one cares what a girl thinks. It’s your fault for being out late at night. It’s your fault for wearing something sexy.” 
 
    “That’s not fair!” 
 
    Michelle stares at me for a few more seconds before laughing. 
 
    After that, she tells me to remain still, and she begins to apply the makeup. It feels so strange, like this extra weight along my face. At the same time, it’s almost comforting because it means that the rest of the world won’t be able to see the real me. The lipstick is slick and thick along my mouth, even when she teaches me to spread it out by popping my lips together. The blush adds some color, and the eyeshadow is strange, but I sit still with my back straight, almost like I’m a mannequin and not a person. 
 
    “Let’s take a look,” she says. 
 
    She pulls me up by my wrist again and nudges me in front of the mirror. 
 
    Without the makeup, I looked gorgeous and sexy. With the makeup, I’m spectacular. 
 
    “I think you’re ready,” she says. 
 
      
 
    Michelle drives, of course. But at the same time, she’s humming happily to herself and to tapping her fingers against the steering wheel. She wobbles her head from side to side as she considers what’s going to happen next. “I think he’s going to give us a price reduction,” she says. 
 
    “Please, please don’t do this.” 
 
    “And why wouldn’t I? You volunteered to,” she says. “This is your chance. You’re going to get to be our company whore.” 
 
    “No! I run the business with you!” 
 
    “Sweetie, do you think you’re going to be able to run anything like this? No one’s going to take you seriously.” 
 
    “That’s because you dressed me like a slut!” 
 
    “I did, didn’t I?” Michelle laughs. 
 
    We don’t head to an apartment building or anything like that. Instead, it’s a hotel. Michelle gets out of the car, and she orders me to do the same. Meek, I follow her with my head down. “You know, I was thinking about telling you to strut or look as confident as you can, more like a model. But I think you’ll do really well as a horny, nervous schoolgirl looking to have sex for the first time. Walter will like that.” 
 
    Walter. 
 
    That’s the name of our supplier. Without his support, our business will be ruined. 
 
    “Please, please don’t do this,” I beg her. But we go through the lobby, and I look around. I squeak as I notice something. Guys are looking up and studying me. They might not say anything. They may not behave our badly, but they’re checking me out. Not only that, I know they think they’re being furtive, but I can tell. I can feel it. Worse, I know what they’re thinking. 
 
    We ride the elevators up to one of the rooms, and I continue to plead with my business partner, but she isn’t interested in anything I have to say. 
 
    “Don’t worry. This is going to be as bad as you think.” 
 
    We go to a door, and she knocks. Seconds later, Walter appears. 
 
    He’s not a particularly sexy man, but he’s not gross or disgusting either. He’s just a guy. He’s discarded his business jacket, so now he has on the white, collared shirt and black pants. He motions for us to follow.” 
 
    “This is her?” 
 
    “Yes. This is Tiffany,” Michelle says. 
 
    Tiffany? I want to squeak, but I can’t. 
 
    “Tiffany here is really eager to give you everything you want. She’s one of our employees. I hope you don’t mind. But I think she’s going to do a good job. Just remember, she likes it rough.” 
 
    Walter sweeps his eyes up and down my body. He studies my breasts, my hips and legs. He even checks out my feet as they poke out from the strappy sandals Michelle forced me to wear. 
 
    “Is that right? And you’re one of their employees?” 
 
    I give a stiff nod. 
 
    “Good. I’ll take her.” 
 
    “Before you start with her, just a little bit of girl talk?” 
 
    Walter sneers, but then he starts to chuckle. “I guess girls always like to talk too much. Sure. You got a couple of minutes.” 
 
    Michelle runs her hand along the side of my neck. She doesn’t want to touch my face and risk messing up my makeup. But then she whispers, “This is going to be okay. You already know you’re horny and you can’t wait to feel him inside of you. But more than that, I want to tell you something very special. If you have an orgasm, I’m never going to be able to change you back.” 
 
    “What?” I whisper, my voice harsh. 
 
    “I just thought it would be funny,” she says before she pats me on the head and heads back out into the hallway like my pimp. “You two have fun. And remember, Walter, she doesn’t have any limits because she really, really likes it rough!” 
 
    Walter trusts her. And why not? We have been business partners for a long time. Besides, he wants this. He wants me. 
 
    He turns back, and he’s coming at me fast. He grabs my wrists, and he yanks me forward, throwing me down onto the bed. I hit the mattress and bounce for a second. In the next moment, he’s on top of me. 
 
    I think that I should try to say something, but he presses his mouth to mine, and hot pleasure surges through my body. I can’t help it. This is biology, something Tiffany has done to me. Whether or not I crave this intellectually doesn’t matter. My thoughts have become irrelevant because I am a piece of meat getting ready to be fucked by this man. He grabs my wrists again, pinning them above my head. 
 
    As he kisses me, he bites down and my lower lip. There’s a flash of pain, only it feels so good! 
 
    He kisses me hard, taking what he wants. I can’t stop him. Somehow, I don’t even want to stop him. 
 
    Then his hand goes down to my legs, and he slides his knuckles beneath my skirt just before he pulls down my panties. 
 
    “Should I fuck your ass?” Walter snarls at me. We’ve been in the same conference room before, and he always sounded so professional, but this is a different side of him. He’s unleashing something. 
 
    “No!” 
 
    “I’ll give you a chance to suck me first,” he says. “But if you don’t do a good job, I will flip you over,” he promises, his eyes lit with animalistic need. 
 
    The next thing I know, he pulls off his pants and boxers. He settles down onto the bed, his head resting on his hands. I slide back, down on my hands and knees, and he is looking at my breasts. He enjoys the curves of my cleavage, and I look down at his erection. 
 
    Because I’m hesitating, he puts his hand on the top of my head, and he pushes me down. 
 
    Before I know it, my body takes over, like I already have an instinctive understanding of what I need to do. I lick my lips and wrap them around his circumference. I take him, inch by inch as I bring my head up. I lick him and suck, almost like I’m desperate to make him climax. 
 
    “Oh, wow,” he says. “You’re really good at that, Tiffany.” 
 
    Tiffany. 
 
    That, apparently, is my name now, at least until I can get Michelle to transform me back. 
 
    For the next couple of minutes, I lick and suck, moving my head down and up like an eager slut who just loves giving blow jobs. 
 
    “Not bad,” he said, “but now it’s time for the main attraction.” I’m worried what this might mean, but he grabs onto one of my pigtails and pulls me back. I fall down onto my back, only then he smacks my ass, he orders me onto my hands and knees. Apparently, I don’t have to obey, but that only makes it worse. 
 
    Once on down on my knees and elbows, my ass up in the air, I know that I’m doing this of my own free will. 
 
    He comes at me hard, thrusting his cock into my waiting pussy. Damn. It feels good. It feels intoxicatingly good! 
 
    Michelle was right about the pigtails because he grabs them almost immediately, yanking my head back. My eyes water as the pain shoots through my scalp, yet I’m somehow grateful and eager for more. He pumps into me, his shaft sliding forward, then almost pulling back, again and again. 
 
    Hot anticipation runs through my body, and I forget about one important detail. 
 
    As he thrusts forward, I surrender to the desires. I let the impulse takeover. “Yes, please. Don’t, don’t stop,” I pant. 
 
    “That’s right,” he growls. “You’re just a dumb slut. That’s why she uses you, isn’t it?” 
 
    Just then, the orgasm runs through my body, hot explosions of pleasure along every inch of my skin. I clench my eyes shut and the world turns to a kaleidoscopic haze of ecstasy. The supernova rushes through my body, and I scream out. “Yes!” 
 
    Just then, he comes hard. I can feel his cock throbbing deep inside of me. It’s amazing, and I want more. 
 
    He pulls out, and that’s when I realize my mistake. 
 
    I can feel it, the magic permeating my body as this becomes permanent. From now on, I’m not Josh, Michelle’s partner…I’m the slutty girl she’ll use and own however she likes…because I just made it permanent. 
 
      
 
    The End 
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