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I

Harry should have known something was wrong the minute he left the apartment. 

He’d been lying naked on the large double bed, half-listening through his warm post-fuck haze as Rebecca washed the taste of him out her mouth, when suddenly he’d got an overwhelming urge to leave. Ten seconds later, he was on his way downstairs, pulling his shirt on with one hand while his other summoned an Uber cab. He hadn’t said goodbye, hadn’t even told Rebecca he was leaving. His only thought had been to get home as soon as possible.

It wasn’t until he reached the street where he and Charley shared their spacious house that he realized how stupid he’d been. Less than twenty minutes earlier, he’d been looking forward to a long night with the greatest piece of ass he’d ever had. Rebecca’s perky tits, cream white skin and fiery red hair had been his to do with as he wished. But even an office bimbo like Rebecca wouldn’t forgive his walking out. With an unpleasant jolt, he realized this evening might be the last time he’d see Rebecca naked for a very long time. 

The lights were on up ahead. Harry slowed, his expression darkening. Charley was awake. He hadn’t checked the time since he and Rebecca left the bar, but it had to be coming on midnight. At least. He stopped at the foot of their drive, wondering what he should do, but a sudden urge made him step forward again. It looked like instinct had decided for him. 

He rang the bell, somehow forgetting all about the keys jangling in his pocket. For a second he wondered if maybe Tom was here. Harry’s heart thudded in his chest. He’d asked – no told her to stop inviting that college prick over. He couldn’t stand the guy. The way he let his eyes linger on Charley, peering out from below his dark sweep of hair. The way Charley laughed too loudly at his jokes…

Unconsciously, he set his jaw, his large hands balling into fists. Ready to burst in and put that little shit in his place once and for all. 

“Come in.” Charley’s voice echoed down the hall. It was as if he’d been waiting for her permission all this time. Carefully, with deliberate movements that would show Tom he meant business, Harry opened the door and stalked into the living room. 

To his surprise, Tom was nowhere to be seen. The only person there was Charley, watching him from the white leather sofa with an amused, predatory smile. 

“My, my,” she drawled the moment she saw him, “it really does work.”

Harry felt a sense of unease creep up his spine. He wasn’t used to Charley looking at him with such directness, such control. She was usually so quiet, so cowed, so… obedient. 

“What’s the matter? Not going to say ‘hi’ to the love of your life?”

There was something else different about her, too. Her clothes. Gone was the comfortable sweater, the jogging pants. In their place was a sort of long, expensive-looking black dress. Around her usually bare neck lay a bejewelled necklace. A large silver ring adorned her index finger. Taken together, it looked like something Cleopatra might wear.

“Well, dear?”

Harry at last brought himself to look at her face. With a jump he realized she was wearing eyeshadow. Her eyes themselves looked darker, seeming to almost burn with a powerful fire. Her black hair, too, was different. Thicker. Her features sharper. It was like his demure little wife had been whisked away and replaced with an ancient and terrible queen. 

Charley was still looking at him expectantly, that same smile on her olive-skinned face. Harry blinked and shook his head.

“What the hell are you wearing?” He said at last. 

Charley pretended to look hurt.

“Don’t you like it?” She pouted, before adding with a sigh, “oh well. It’s not like your opinion matters anymore.”

“It’s midnight.” Harry heard himself say, incredulously, “And you’re sat here looking like you’re on your way to a – to a costume party! Who’s that meant to be? Cleopatra?”

Charley cast an appreciative eye over her new clothes.

“Well, I like it. It’s exactly the sort of thing a ruler should be wearing.”

“A ruler…? Have you gone nuts?” Harry had a brief, horrifying image of the reaction this would get at work if it ever got out. “Don’t tell me you plan on going out in public like that?” 

“Why should I?” Charley countered. “I’ve got everything I need right here.”

Again she gave Harry that dreadful look. The same look a tiger might give a quivering mouse. Coming from kind, sweet Charley, it made Harry’s blood run cold. 

“Would you mind,” He asked through gritted teeth, “Telling me what the fuck is going on here?” 

For a long moment, Charley simply stared at him. Then she nodded.

“I suppose it’s only fair I tell just how much your life has changed tonight.” She raised up her right hand, showed it to him. The silver ring glinted in the light.

“Do you see this, Harry?” She asked. “I found it when I was cleaning out the attic – just like you told me to this morning. It’s mine. I used to have it when I was a child, I had all these stories I made up about how it had magic powers.”

“Congratulations,” Harry sighed, wearily. “You found a toy.”

Charley’s eyes flashed with amusement. 

“Not quite, Harry dearest, not quite. Do you know what I used to pretend my ring could do?” She paused. “I used to pretend that when I put it on it would turn me into a princess. Not one of those yucky Disney princesses, but a queen. A powerful, dangerous queen.”

Harry was beginning to feel genuinely worried for his wife. He slowly shook his head.

“And what? It inspired you to play dress up?”

Charley laughed. A long, low, throaty laugh.

“Oh, Harry,” she giggled. “Poor Harry, you really don’t get it, do you? I found my old ring, and I put it on, and then…”

She gestured her new clothes, her perfect, statue-like body. 

“I couldn’t believe it, either,” She whispered. “It was like some angel had made all my childhood dreams come true. The first thing I decided to do was call you. So I rang your phone.”

She picked am old Samsung up from the sofa beside her. At the sight of its chipped case, Harry felt a sudden sinking feeling.

“Recognize this, Harry?”

It was his old smartphone. The one he’d abandoned in a desk drawer after Charley gave him his iPhone for Christmas. 

At the time he hadn’t wanted to throw it away, thinking he’d one day transfer across his old photos. He’d finally remembered all about it last night. He’d left the phone on charge when he headed off to work, never thinking that Charley might accidentally call it, trying to reach his new number. That she might pick it up, flick through his messages and see…

“This picture.” Charley’s voice was cool as she held up the phone, showed him the image on the screen. Even before he looked, Harry knew exactly which one it would be.

It was the photo he’d taken on their last anniversary. The special photo he’d pestered Charley into letting him take as a gift. The one of Charley in her black nightie. The one of Charley on all fours, his cock in her mouth. The one he’d stupidly sent to Rebecca. 

“Good, so you know exactly what I’m talking about.” Charley smiled, the smile of a woman in absolute control. “Do you have anything to say in your defense?”

Harry violently shook his head, as if trying to shake the image away. He hadn’t meant for Charley to know Rebecca had seen the picture. He’d only shown it to her to prove his wife was nothing special, that Rebecca shouldn’t be jealous, that she was different to all the other bimbos he’d fucked…

Not that he said any of this. Instead, he forced himself to look indignant, to shake his head.

“That’s it, Charley, I’ve had enough of this madness. You can stay here playing games all night if you want to, I’m going to bed.”

“Oh no you’re not.” The smile had crept back on to Charley’s face. She examined her ring finger almost carelessly.

“Do you know what else I used to pretend this ring could do, Harry?” Charley asked in her strange, confident voice. “I used to pretend it gave me absolute power over anyone who had hurt me. When I was a girl that meant the other kids at school, my sister. Today, it means you.”

Her confidence was building now. She flashed Harry a terrifying grin, the grin of a queen about to pass a death sentence on a trembling underling.

“So long as I wear this ring, I can make you do anything I want you to, do you understand, dear?”

The room seemed to swim before Harry, grow dim around the edges. He struggled to say something, anything that would cut through this bizarre night and bring him back to reality. It was hard to believe he’d been sat in a regular bar only two hours ago, not even suspecting the weirdness he might come home to.

“Charley, that’s crazy…”

“Is it?” Charley giggled again. “That’s what I thought, too. But I was so hurt by you sending that photo that I finally decided to try it anyway. And do you know what I did?” She gave Harry a sly look “I asked it to bring you back here from wherever you were immediately. And guess what? Twenty minutes later, here you are.”

A horrible chill was beginning to creep over Harry. He remembered how he’d been lying on Rebecca’s bed, how he’d suddenly leapt up and left, almost like he was obeying an order… He pushed the thought to the back of his mind. It couldn’t be possible. 

“You’re talking shit, Charley,” he said, nervously. “I’m going to bed. If you’re lucky, I’ll forget all about this by the morning.”

He turned to leave. 

“You’re not going anywhere.” Charley pointed her ring finger right at him, her expression suddenly deadly serious. “I order you to stop.”

Instantly Harry’s feet stopped moving. He tried to take another step, to get away from the living room, get away from this craziness, but he couldn’t. His feet were frozen to the floor, incapable even of twitching. He tried to reach out for the door handle-

“Turn around.”

-and suddenly it swung away from him. With disturbing speed, Harry twisted around to face his wife, an expression of horror on his face. Charley giggled.

“If you could see your face…” She watched him with a smile, her eyelids half-closed. Even through Harry’s fear-soaked brain, he could see that power was giving her a sexiness he’d never seen before. 

Charley was looking him up and down. Harry tried to turn and run, but his legs wouldn’t move. He tried to speak, to force out a plea.

“Charley…” was all he could manage. Charley pointed the ring at him.

“Hush.” She said. The rest of the words died in his throat.

“Now on your knees.”

Harry felt his legs give out. He put his hands out to stop himself and landed clumsily on all fours. In shock he noted he was in the same position Charley had been in in the photo. All he needed was a sexy black nightie and their positions would be completely reversed. 

Charley didn’t seem to have noticed. She was busy stroking her chin in a mock-serious ‘thinking’ pose. 

“You know something, Harry? I’ve been thinking about this moment ever since I found that phone, and I still haven’t figured out what I’m going to do next. Absolute power. I could point this ring at you right now and turn you into a dog. God knows you deserve it. But where’s the fun in that…?”

She pondered this fate for a moment, then shook her head.

“Sorry darling, but you’re going to have to suffer. Come here.”

Before he knew what he was doing, Harry found himself crawling towards her. She hasn’t told me I can stand, he thought, thickly. He stopped just before the sofa and resumed his kneeling position. One knee cracked and he felt a warm pain spreading up his leg, but his expression remained passive, servile. 

Charley’s hand ran through his hair. She stroked his cheek, smiled, and pulled his chin up so his eyes looked into hers. There was something about her expression Harry couldn’t quite put his finger on. 

“Clever boy, good boy. Are you a good boy, doggie? Bark for mummy.”

No. He wouldn’t do it. He wouldn’t let her humiliate him like this. He would fight back, regain his voice, force his way to his feet then knock her down and charge out that door. He would…

Charley threw back her head and laughed, her dark hair bouncing off her shoulders. With a surge of red hot embarrassment, Harry realised he’d been barking like a dog for the last five seconds. 

“OK boy, that’s enough, shh now, shh!” Charley ruffled his hair again affectionately. “We don’t want to wake the neighbours.”

She smiled at him through her heavy-lidded eyes, and suddenly Harry knew what that something he’d detected was. It was an expression he hadn’t seen for five years, at least, but still dimly remembered somewhere in the back of his mind. 

Charley was feeling hot.

She was looking round the living room now, that faraway smile still on her face.

“Do you remember,” she asked suddenly, “the night you took that picture? We had a fight in the restaurant, but when we got back you were desperate for a fuck, so you made me get down on my knees and suck your cock. Afterwards, you made me swallow and say ‘thank you.’ All I could wonder was why I was doing this for you after you made me feel so shitty over dinner, but it was so much easier than having you mad at me…”

She trailed off. Harry watched her cautiously, wondering where this was going.

“That’s how you always liked it, isn’t it Harry? You had to be in charge, had to see me humiliated, and I just put up with it…” She was playing with the ring now, still lost in her reveries.

“Well, you know what?” She asked, her voice suddenly triumphant. “I think it’s time I was in charge for a little while, don’t you?”

And before Harry knew what was happening, she was pointing her finger at him again and saying something he couldn’t quite make out, and suddenly his clothes were fluttering, tearing round him like birds. 

His jacket ripped off and shredded itself into tiny pieces right before his eyes. He felt his pants split and fall down to the floor. He saw Charley smile again and then she vanished behind a wave of white as his shirt pulled itself off over his head. Finally his socks yanked themselves off his feet and vanished, his underpants rolled up into a ball and flew away and Harry found himself naked, his cock dangling limply toward the floor. 

Behind his head, the TV flicked back on. A porn channel. Reflected in the sideboard mirror, Harry could see what looked like two young girls rubbing their hands across one another’s tits. He felt a kick in his chest. He’d had no idea his wife was into this.

On the sofa, Charley slid her elegant dress up and gently parted her legs. Harry could see something dark in there. A wave of nausea rose up in him. No. He wouldn’t. She couldn’t possibly make him do that. It was…

“Disgusting. That’s what you always said, wasn’t it? That’s why you’d never go down there for me,” Charley said, dreamily. “And guess what? Now you don’t have a choice.”

“Slave,” she said in her firm voice, ring pointed right at him, “I order you to eat my pussy.”

Harry thought he would vomit. The thought of that, that thing pressed up against his lips, his tongue… the smell of it, the wetness, the disgusting, marshy quality…

But outwardly he didn’t even blink. Like a trained dog, he crawled forwards and docilely placed his face between his wife’s legs. Inhaled deeply. And then he was licking. Licking and licking like his life depended on it. He wanted to scream, to gag, to accept any punishment but this. 

Instead, he pressed his face deep into Charley’s pussy, felt the first trickle of her juices begin to run over his lips and began slurping greedily. He ran his tongue over her lips, flicked at her clit with the tip, then inserted the whole thing into her hole. Charley moaned and parted her legs wider and Harry sent his tongue further in. Down, down, swirling round until he could taste nothing but the sweet, acrid taste of her.

As he drank from her, he felt Charley’s hands running through his hair again. Felt her hot breath as she leaned over and whispered in his ear:

“And when you’re done, you can get down on your knees and thank me.”


II

Two hours later, Harry found himself stood over a hot stove, waiting for the soup to reduce, his limp cock dangling between his legs and a snarl on his lips. He was completely naked except for a little bow tie Charley had conjured with a wave of her finger. When he’d seen it he’d wanted to scream. Charley had decided to make him look like an extra from Magic Mike.

The last two hours had been the most-horrible of his life. After 40 minutes spent on his knees in front of Charley, she’d finally allowed him to thank her. With an infinitely servile expression, he’d bowed his head until his lips were almost touching her pussy again.

“What do we say, slave?” Charley had asked with humor in her voice.

And Harry had tried to fight the words, to hold them back, to choke them off. But it was no use. Instead, his stupid body had humbly whispered:

“Thank you, mistress.”

Then Charley had laughed and waved her finger, and next thing Harry knew he was on his feet and marching into the bathroom. 

The moment he’d entered, his hands had grabbed a razor, leaving him to watch in horror as they shaved off all his chest hair. Then they’d grabbed some tweezers and started painfully plucking the pubes from his groin, until he was smooth all over. Finally, they’d rubbed oil all over his body, slicked his hair back and made him tie his stupid little black bowtie round his neck. 

All that time, he’d only had one thought whizzing round his head: “this can’t be happening. This can’t be happening.” But, deep down, he knew it could.

Somehow, against all logic, like a wicked queen in a fairy story, Charley had turned him into her oiled and willing slave. 

The bow tie adjusted, it’d been off to the kitchen, where his hands had instantly started assembling the ingredients to make Charley’s dinner. And now here he was, 120 minutes later, just turning the heat down and getting ready to serve his wife’s supper in a large silver bowl. 

Charley was still sat on the sofa when he came back into the living room, half watching two buxom girls fuck on the TV, half playing with his phone. Harry marched in and immediately began setting the table, desperately wishing he could throw the scalding soup in his wife’s face, but unable to even twitch a muscle. Eventually, the table was ready. Harry sank to his knees, his head bowed. With an internal shudder he realized his body was awaiting orders. 

Charley muted the TV and looked up at Harry with a mischievous grin. 

“I found the pictures of your little tart, darling. I have to say, she’s one hot piece of ass. I wouldn’t mind fucking her myself.”

Harry said nothing. He couldn’t speak even if he wanted to. 

“Did she know you were sharing these pictures of her tits around the office?” Charley paused, then giggled. “Thought not. Oh Harry, you are a shit.”

At last she stood up, drifted over to the table, sat down and regarded Harry. 

“Well, she will now,” she smiled. “I just uploaded some of the best to one of those porn sites you and your buddies like. We’ll see how that little slut enjoys it.” 

Charley leaned back with a look of satisfaction. 

“Well?” She asked, “Are you happy with our new arrangement, darling?”

No I’m not! Harry wanted to scream. What the fuck have you done to me you crazy bitch?!

Instead though, he simply knelt there in silence, his body betraying no outward sign of the anger engulfing him. 

“No?” Charley asked, “I thought you’d be enjoying yourself. After all, you used to take such delight in treating me as your slave. Telling me to clean the house. Making me cook your dinner every evening. Making me suck your pathetic little cock.”

A pause. Harry waited, his eyes level with Charley’s pussy. Her lips were still swollen from the tonguing he’d given her. With a sharp kick of revulsion, he wondered if she was about to make him lick her out all over again.

“So here’s the deal,” she said at last. “From now on, you’ll be my slave, OK? You’ll cook for me, clean for me and pleasure me. And if you’re a good little slave, maybe I will one day let you go. How does that sound?”

She tilted her head. “You may speak.”

It was like Harry was suddenly back in charge. In an instant, all the venom, all the rage he’d felt building in him since leaving Rebecca came exploding out.

“For God’s Charley! That sounds horrible.” Harry glared up at his wife “You can’t keep me here forever. I’ve got a job. Friends. A life.”

Charley yawned theatrically. 

“I’m serious!” Harry could feel the blood pounding through his ears. “You’re not Marie Antoinette! You’re not a queen and I’m not your slave! I’m a-”

“A what?” She asked, innocently. 

“Well, err,” Harry faltered, feeling self-consciously silly in his dainty little bow-tie, his cock dangling uselessly between his legs. Then he snapped out of it.

“A man.” He answered, firmly. 

“Oh dear.” Charley lent back, looked at him pityingly. “Oh deary, deary me. And I suppose as a man you shouldn’t be living like a slave?”

“That’s right.” Harry felt on firmer ground now. He was going to say his piece, whether she liked it or not. “Making dinner, scrubbing myself up, doing that- that thing you like… it’s not natural. It’s wrong.” 

He expected her to laugh. Or use the ring. Or do something. She didn’t say a word. Just looked at him, lost in thought. 

“I shouldn’t have sent that picture,” he carried on, the confidence coming back to his voice, “that was wrong of me. But Rebecca…”

“I had to do it. Don’t you see?” Harry gestured, hopelessly. “We hadn’t fucked properly in years. It’s different for you. Women sometimes go five, six years without a screw. But for us it’s, well, it’s impossible.”

Charley closed her eyes. She pressed the bridge of her nose between her forefinger and thumb and sat there, thinking.

“So the only reason you treated me like your servant,” she said at last, “the only reason you fucked that little slut is because you have a cock?”

Harry shifted uncomfortably. “Not just a cock,” he mumbled.

“And the only reason you object to being my little slave is because of your Y chromosome?”

“Yeah.” Harry nodded, suddenly feeling stronger. “Yeah, that’s right.” 

“Well then,” Charley’s eyes flew open, alive with amusement, “I guess we’d better do something about that, hadn’t we?” 

And she pointed her ring finger right at Harry and whispered something under her breath. Instantly, Harry’s bowtie detached and fluttered down to the floor. He watched it fall with a feeling of release. The nightmare was over. 

He realized he could stand again. He picked himself up off the floor, got to his feet.

“Thanks…” he began to say, then stopped. There was something wrong. Something different. Something…

“Oh Harry,” Charley tittered gleefully, “You’re going to regret ever opening your stupid big mouth.” 

Then Harry saw it. His feet were shrinking. Slowly at first, but picking up speed. Becoming smaller, daintier. The wiry hairs that graced his toes were coiling back into his body. With a feeling of horror, he held up his hands-

-and saw they were shrinking too. His large, calloused palms became pale, soft. His fingers narrowed, became thinner. His closely-cropped nails elongated. A dot of red appeared in the middle of one and began spreading, turning his nails a dark, shiny red. 

“What did you do?!” He squeaked in horror. Charley laughed.  

“You’ll figure it out soon enough, baby. But for now…” She folded her arms. “I’d advise you to just sit back and enjoy the ride.”

Harry watched in terror as his sturdy forearms seemed to ripple, then contracted, becoming thin and elegant. His large biceps, remnants of a time when he hit the gym at least three times a week, suddenly deflated like popped balloons. With a shiver he felt his shoulders tug inwards, closer to his collarbone. 

He felt something stirring in his chest. A strange, twisting feeling, like something was fighting to get out. With a strangled groan he looked down…

…and saw two large, beautiful breasts come bursting out. As he watched they inflated like balloons, pushing away from him, the nipples becoming long, pink and erect. He tried to stop them, to push them back in, but they swelled up even larger.  He gave Charley a horrified look.

“Relax, baby,” she smiled. “The best bit’s yet to come.”

A ripple passed through Harry’s body; painless yet unpleasant. His hips were filling out, becoming wider, shapely. His stomach tensed, then suddenly curved inwards, leaving a flat surface stretching down towards his cock. He felt the fat drop away from his sides, felt his ribcage curve inwards, felt his buttocks leap upwards and push outward. 

Then suddenly waves of hair were falling past his eyes. Cute little gold ringlets that bounced and danced in front of him. The ground came rushing up to meet him. With a sense of vertigo, he realised he was shrinking; or rather, his top half was. Even as he got smaller, his legs were telescoping upwards, becoming long and smooth and tanned. His spine twisted and he saw his body was now naturally curved, his chest thrust forward and his ass poking out. He opened his mouth to plead:

“Charley…”

And immediately shut it again. His voice had leapt up two octaves, it’s rough edges falling away, it’s deep bass replaced by a seductive softness. He screamed – a disgusting, high-pitched, girly scream – and grabbed his throat. It was smooth. Caught up in the other changes, he hadn’t noticed his Adam’s apple vanishing.

“Hang in there, it’s nearly done!” Charley giggled. 

Harry felt his lips become fuller, his jawline narrow and soften. He reached up to touch his face, then suddenly snapped his hands down when he felt a strange ripple pass through his groin. He grabbed his cock in one dainty, cream white hand, but it was too late. Before his eyes, it shot up into his belly, dragging his balls with it. For a moment there was nothing there but smoothness, and then the skin split, creating two folds that hung loosely either side of his newly-formed pussy. 

And then it was over. For a moment, Harry could feel something squirming around inside him as his organs shifted to make way for his womb, and then there was nothing. Trembling, he turned to his mistress.

“What the fuck did you do?!” He shrieked, then recoiled in horror. The voice coming out his mouth sounded so… so wrong. Not only that, it felt wrong. The way the sound vibrated in his throat was different, the way it reached his ears. It was all utterly, completely wrong.

With a calm smile, Charley nodded at the sideboard mirror. 

“Go on.” She whispered. 

He would have given anything not to look. Anything to turn and run away, to break down the door and go running off into the night, away from this madness.

Instead, he hesitantly stepped over to the mirror, eyes on the floor. His breasts wobbled in the bottom of his vision, bouncing with each step. He stopped just in front of the sideboard. Then, with a deep breath, he looked. 

Harry’s first thought was that he was smaller. Where his eye line was usually at the top of the mirror, near the faux-gold frame, now it was almost at the bottom. He must’ve lost two feet at least.

But this thought was almost immediately shoved away by a bigger, more pressing one. He was no longer him anymore. He wasn’t even a ‘he’. He was…

“Harriet.” Charley purred, stepping beside him. With a jolt he realised his wife - the woman he used to tower over completely – was now taller than he was. He felt her fingertips trace a delicate route down his back, felt a hand come to rest on his soft, firm ass. 

“What do you think?” She whispered in his ear. “Did your mistress choose well?” 

Harry stared at the face staring back at him. The pouty red lips. The startled, doe-like eyes hidden beneath layers of shadow. The platinum blonde hair tumbling down in curls onto creamy white shoulders. 

It couldn’t be him. Whoever she was, the girl was young. Barely 18. It was impossible, it was stupid, it was…

Then he sneezed, and the girl in the mirror sneezed too. He saw her overcome by the same surprise he was feeling. He poked his tongue out. The girl poked hers right back at him. Hesitantly, he reached up and clutched his heavy breasts. In the mirror, Harriet did the same. 

“Cute, isn’t she?” murmured Charley, her hand still on his ass.

“She looks like a porn star,” Harry whimpered in disbelief. It was true. The girl before him was tacky beyond words. A busty, airheaded male fantasy. 

“I know. And yet you’d fuck her, wouldn’t you, Harry? You’d fuck poor, dumb Harriet. I can tell.” And suddenly she slipped a finger across the lips of his new pussy, and Harry was mortified to feel a faint dampness down there, a dampness brought on by seeing himself.

“It’s the perfect body for you, Harry.” Charley giggled, “Everything you’ve ever thought about women, all your worst fantasies of fucking some compliant, brain-dead, big-titted slut. Well, here she is. That little slut is you.” 

Harry batted her hand away. He felt frustration and anger and exhaustion rising up in him, overwhelming him. 

“You fucking bitch!” He screamed, stamping his foot. 

Charley laughed. She laughed so hard her shoulders shook and she had to lean against the sideboard for support. 

What the hell is she laughing at? Harry wondered, angrily. Then he caught sight of himself in the mirror. With his angry red cheeks and pouty lips, he looked like a spoilt teenage schoolgirl throwing a strop. 

“Charley, please,” he whimpered, trying a different tack, “Just turn me back. Please. I’ll… I’ll do anything.”

“Oh, you will anyway,” Charley flashed him the ring, “you don’t have a choice, remember? As for turning you back…”

She pointed at him, a hideous look of triumph on her face.

“On your knees.”

With a moan, Harry dropped to his knees. He looked hopelessly up at his mistress.

“I’m not done yet.” Charley’s eyes burned with power, power over him. “That was a very bad thing you did just now, Harriet. Questioning me, answering back. Well, I’m going to make sure it never happens again.”

Then she whispered something, and Harry felt his body spasm. For a second, he dimly wondered whether she was going to just turn him into a dog and have done with it, but then he looked down and saw the gold bikini forming over his enormous breasts, squeezing them together and pushing them up. Saw the tight little gold belt suddenly wrap round his thighs, saw the tiny little strip of white cloth unravel from its centre, covering his pussy. 

There was a skittering noise, and Harry looked round. Two thick platform shoes with stiletto heels flew across the floor and stuck to the bottom of his feet, their leather buckles winding round his ankles and hooking in place. 

He grabbed at his neck as a strip of leather suddenly wrapped itself round tight, a small metal ring protruding out where his Adam’s apple had recently been. A thin chain threaded itself through the loop on his neck. One end clasped in place, the other leapt up into Charley’s hand. 

For a moment, Harry thought it was over. Then a last, stabbing pain struck him in the small of his back. Jerking his head around, he watched in horror as a tattooed letter ‘C’ appeared just above his ass in gothic script, branding him with his mistress’s name. 

Charley lowered her finger, a look of satisfaction in her eyes. In one hand, she grasped the end of Harry’s chain. From his position on the floor, Harry thought she looked like a vengeful Greek God. 

He miserably opened his mouth to ask what had happened, then slowly closed it. She’d taken his voice again. With pleading eyes he looked up at his mistress, imploring her to explain. 

“I’ve turned you into my slave girl, Harriet,” Charley smiled. “You already were in everything but name, so I decided to make it official.” 

Harry tried to shake his head, to do anything but sit there docilely, but his body wouldn’t move. With a sensation of sickness he realised he was no longer capable of doing anything without Charley’s permission. 

“From now on, you’ll worship me like a God. You’ll kiss the ground I walk on and beg me to order you around. How does that sound, Harriet?” Charley tilted her head. “You may speak.”

“It sounds wonderful, mistress.” The words were out before Harry could stop himself. 

“Do you really mean that, slave?”

“Yes,” Harry moaned, humiliated by the sound of his own servile, high-pitched voice, “Oh yes mistress.”

“Good.” Charley seemed to ponder something for a moment. Harry watched her in fascination, his body eagerly trembling for its next command. 

“We’ve wasted a lot of time tonight,” she said, at last. “And I’m dreadfully hungry. Go make me something nice. None of this shit.” 

With a careless move, she tipped the soup all over the floor. She smiled. “Then come find me upstairs. I’ll be in my bedroom, getting ready for your punishment. Understood?”

Harry felt his head jerk wildly up and down, sending his blonde curls flying. 

“Say ‘yes mistress.’”

“Yes, mistress.”

“Perfect. Now get to work. And be quick about it.” She snapped, before dropping her end of the chain and stalking off toward the stairs. 

Crouched on the floor, Harry momentarily wondered if his anger would be strong enough to smash the spell, to let him grab the chain from round his neck and choke Charley to death with it. But his body simply picked itself up and ran into the kitchen to grab the mop. 

When the soup was cleaned up two minutes later, Harry realised doing it in double time had made him feel happier than he had in months. 


III

It was dark when Harry finally tiptoed into the bedroom, a large silver platter with Charley’s dinner on it balanced precariously before his enormous breasts. Charley barely glanced up as he made his way over to the bed, his new hips wiggling in a way that must’ve looked sexy from the outside, but felt deeply strange to him. 

For one awful moment he thought his six inch heels would slip in the deep carpet, sending the platter tumbling to the floor, but he caught his balance just in time and wobbled on, unsteadily. 

Making dinner had been a nightmare. Although his new body seemed to know what it was doing, it had kept the information locked away from Harry’s brain, causing him to nearly chop off a finger on at least three separate occasions. His heels were proving impossible to walk on. After only two hours of wearing them he’d nearly fallen over twice and his feet were hurting like crazy. 

But the worst part had come when he tried to spit in Charley’s food. It had been almost unthinking, a spontaneous act of rebellion. Immediately his hand had shot out, caught the globule in mid-air, then his body had promptly raised its other hand and given him a ringing slap across the face. 

After that, he stopped trying to find ways to tamper with Charley’s dinner.

Harry knelt down beside the bed, struggling to keep the tray from overbalancing, and held the food aloft. Without taking her eyes off her book, his mistress reached out, picked up a silver spoon, and took the tiniest sip of sauce. A long pause, in which Harry’s heart beat faster than it ever had in any meeting, then she inclined her head a fraction of an inch, signalling dinner was acceptable. 

A wave of relief washed over Harry, making him feel almost giddy. Further back in his mind, he was aware this was part of the ring’s magic. He tried to fight it, to retain his anger at what this bitch had done to him, to hate her with all his heart. Yet as Charley slowly ate her dinner, he couldn’t help but feel a warm tingle, a sense of pride at his status as a good slave. 

At last Charley dropped her spoon into the bowl, and Harry climbed to his feet. He was halfway out the door, his body already eager to get back to the washing up, when he heard her speak.

“Where do you think you’re going?”

“Ma’am?” Harry heard himself say. He could feel his heart thudding in his chest again, ready to crack into pieces at the first sign he had upset his mistress. 

“We agreed earlier that you had been a very bad girl this evening, Harriet.” He could feel her eyes crawling up his slender legs, focusing on his naked ass; watching him the same way he had watched a thousand anonymous women. 

“Do you know what we do with bad girls, slave?” Charley asked.

“No ma’am.” Harry primly shook his head, his blonde curls swaying at the edge of his vision.  

“We punish them,” Charley said firmly. “Go stand by the dresser.”

Slowly, Harry placed the tray on the floor. Then he wobbled over to the old antique dresser Charley had picked up at that yard sale what felt like a million years ago. A large, ornate mirror stood on top, its surface left to gather grime and dust since Charley stopped wearing makeup. 

I’ll have to give that a clean tomorrow, Harry noted, almost unaware he was doing so. 

“Now place your hands palm down on the top,” said Charley, “and lean forward.”

Harry did as she asked. His breasts were so big they bumped the edge of the dresser, his soft skin pressing up against the wood. Through the makeup-streaked mirror Harriet looked docilely back at him, her face a perfect model of servility. 

On the other side of the room, Charley was rummaging through her bedside drawer. He could see her on the edges of the frame; two slender olive legs poking out the bottom of her dark dress. She bent over, and for a second Harry felt his crotch tingle with excitement. Then he remembered where he was – who he was – and mentally shook the feeling away. 

Charley straightened up and made her way over, something clasped in both hands behind her back. She stopped just behind Harry and mischievously eyed his outstretched ass. 

“I want you to tell me the truth, slave,” she purred. “I am your queen and I forbid you to lie to me, understood?”

She waited until Harry nodded. “Good. Now tell me, how many were there?”

In the mirror, Harry saw Harriet’s brow furrow. Confused like this, she looked dumber than ever. 

Yet it was an illusion to pretend she was different from him. He felt his mind groping around for Charley’s meaning, like searching through thick fog. At last, he answered:

“How many what, ma’am?”

“Silly girl,” Charley grinned, evidently enjoying herself. “How many Rebeccas, Harriet? How many stupid little secretary’s did you sweep off their feet over the years? How many whores did you have while we were married?”

“Remember,” she added, sternly, “I forbid you to lie.”

Harry struggled. He really, truly struggled. But it was no use. No sooner had Charley finished speaking than he heard the words “fourteen, ma’am,” coming out of his mouth. 

“Fourteen? You naughty girl.” In the mirror, Charley seemed to roll the number round her tongue. “Fourteen… Did you fuck any of them like this? Did you bend them over and spank their petite asses?”

“Yes ma’am,” Harry replied helplessly. “All of them.” 

“Then,” finished Charley, with a flourish, “let the punishment fit the crime.”

Harry’s insides went like ice. In her hand was the gift he’d brought her for their second anniversary. The sexy little gift he’d thought they could get some fun out of, but she’d refused to let him use. The one he’d been meaning to borrow and use with Rebecca, knowing she’d agree to it. 

Charley brought the black leather riding crop down into her palm with a thwack. She grinned evilly and studied Harry’s eyes in the mirror. 

“Fourteen lashes, I think, Harriet. One for each of your little tarts. Plus,” she added, “another six for bad behaviour.”

No. Not this. It was wrong, it was so, so wrong. Harry tried to stand back up, but his body stuck rigid, leant against the dresser. He tried to plead, but it was like his jaw was wired shut.

“No… Charley…” he managed to gurgle. 

“Not another word.” His mistress said, firmly. “Or I’ll make it thirty. And now it’s time for you to squeal.”

She brought the riding crop down with a sickening crack. Pain exploded across Harry’s ass, sharp and hot like fire. In the mirror he saw Harriet gasp, her teeth gritted against the assault. 

“That’s for your first whore, Harry. Now your second…”

The pain snapped through him again, causing Harriet to let out a low moan. It was like someone had wrapped a coil of flame around the top of his leg and was burning him. He tried to bite down, to not give her the satisfaction…

“Your third!” 

But it was already too much. He heard Harriet cry out, felt her voice spilling out his throat. He dropped his head down on the dresser and clenched his eyes shut. Already he could feel tears forming; tears of anger, frustration and pain.

“Fourth!”

And then something strange happened. As Charley raised the crop again, he felt a tingling below his stomach, spreading across his body. He felt the rough grain of the wood rubbing up against his chest and realised his nipples were as hard as bullets. He opened his mouth to beg Charley to stop…

…and gave a loud moan as the crop struck him for the fifth time. He raised his head and saw Harriet staring back at him, blonde hair lying in streaks across her face, a wild, dreamy look in her eyes. 

“Sixth!”

The pain was wonderful. It went beyond feeling, mingled with pleasure and shot rockets through every inch of his body. It was agony and it was ecstasy. It was everything Harry had ever wanted. 

He knew what was happening. It was the ring, it had to be. Making him into the perfect little slave, unable to do anything but love her punishment. But even that knowledge couldn’t dampen the pleasure he felt coursing through him.

“Seventh!”

This time, he didn’t even try to fight it. As the crop struck, he let a high-pitched gasp burst out from deep within his chest. He saw Harriet’s mouth drop open, her eyes droop closed with pleasure. Saw her bite her lip as the pain briefly receded, then moan again as it came back with a sharp freshness. 

Behind him, he saw Charley raise the crop again. Without realising he was going to do it, he suddenly wiggled his ass for her. Charley responded by giving him three quick strikes, the third so hard it made Harry want to scream. 

A warmth was spreading between his legs, getting hotter, a powerful surge he felt would tear apart his body. He desperately wanted to reach down there and rub himself into a frenzy, or rip off his gold bikini, grab one of his breasts and roll the nipple between his fingertips, but Charley had ordered his hands to stay put on the dresser. In desperation, he tried raising his ass even higher so Charley would see how wet he was, and found himself rewarded with another thwack. 

“Harder…” he heard himself moan, “harder…” The pain was rising up in waves, becoming sharper, more delicious. With a shock he realised a sensation was building in him; something strong and elemental, something overwhelming, spreading across every inch of his new body…

Then it was over. Charley delivered a final hit that knocked the air right out of him, then stepped back, a great big smirk on her face. For a second, she let the tip of her riding crop tease Harry’s pussy, making him moan loudly, then she dropped down onto the bed, discarding the crop with a lazy wave of her hand. 

The silence that followed was punctuated only by Harry’s ragged breathing. A red flush had spread across Harriet’s cheeks in the mirror. She gasped back at Harry with half-closed eyes. 

“Charley…” he panted.

“Did you enjoy your punishment, slave?” She asked, mildly. 

“M-mistress, please…”

“Stand up now. Turn around.”

The mirror lurched wildly, Harriet vanished, and Harry found himself facing Charley reclined on the bed. His heart beat wildly in his chest. His breasts rose and fell in the bottom of his vision. He felt angry. He felt unsated. But most of all he felt… sexy. 

“That’s it. Perfect…”

Charley’s eyes crawled up his body, hungry in a way he’d never seen them before. Slowly, she lifted up the bottom of her dress. Spread her legs, revealing a dark patch, swollen and damp. 

“Now Harriet,” she whispered. “Show me what a good slave you are.”

Harry didn’t even wait for the magic to compel him. No sooner had Charley finished speaking than he was down on all fours, crawling across the bed, thrusting his face deep between her thighs; deep into that soft, wonderful dampness. 

“Oh yes…” he heard Charley murmur. “Oh baby, yes!”

For a second, Harry seemed to see himself from the outside. Seemed to see just what he was doing. Seemed to feel the old anger rise up, the old indignation…

And then it passed. With a feeling of complete surrender, Harry ran his tongue across Charley’s pussy then stuck it deep into her hole. He swirled it round and round, her juices cascading over his mouth, running into his throat as his mistress bucked and moaned. She tasted delicious. 


IV

The first thing Harry noticed when he woke up was how warm he was. A cloud of utter contentment seemed to have wrapped its way round every part of his body. Dimly, he was aware of a faint stinging sensation in his ass that only seemed to make him happier. With a slight feeling of reluctance, like he was letting go of some already half-forgotten dream, he rolled over onto his back and opened his eyes.

It was late. Judging by the white light filtering through the window, he’d overslept by hours. The ground, too, was soft beneath his back. Slowly, Harry realised he was lying on the bedroom carpet. 

He sat up, lazily running one small white hand through his long hair. The bed – the one he used to sleep in, too, he remembered with only faint consternation – was in disarray, the sheets strewn across the floor. In the en-suite, he could faintly hear the shower running. 

With slow, languid movements, Harry pulled himself to his feet and began making the bed. In the warm sunlight and lazy glow of morning, his mind felt beautifully unfocused. He turned over the duvet, found a pair of Charley’s panties, picked them up and inhaled deeply. The smell of his mistress’s pussy overwhelmed his senses, and for a second Harry could almost imagine he was down there still, lapping away with no thought to anything except her pleasure. Then he pitched the panties into the washing basket and began diligently fluffing the pillows.

And then he saw it. Sat on the bedside table, where Charley had left it before getting into the shower.

The ring.

And suddenly all the anger, all the bitter frustration of the night before came flooding back. Cleaning the soup off the floor. The sight of his cock vanishing into his body. Charley laughing as he begged her to stop. 

The pillow slipped out of Harry’s hand. What the fuck was he doing? He looked down at his body, at the stupid big breasts wobbling in the bottom of his vision. At the tiny curtain of satin hiding his crotch from prying eyes. At the chain still attached to his throat, dangling above the floor.

What the fuck was wrong with him? There he was, tidying up, sniffing Charley’s panties and feeling grateful for the spanking she’d given him. How had he forgotten so quickly what she’d done to him? Less than twelve hours ago, he’d been lying on his back (his back, not this stupid, narrow, girly one Charley had given him!) watching idly as Rebecca sucked on his cock, wondering if this time he could make her swallow. How could he have adjusted to this hell so quickly? 

But he already knew the answer. The ring. The ring’s magic had made him forget, made him want to please Charley, made him moan like some little slut when she spanked him. It hadn’t just changed his body, he realised, it had changed everything. It had corrupted his mind, made him want to do things that made him sick, things no man should ever do…

Hadn’t it?

He chased the thought away. It didn’t matter. What mattered was that it was right here, in front of him. The source of all his misery, of all of Charley’s power. He could snatch it up right now, destroy it, use its magic to get him out of this disgusting body…

So why didn’t he? 

In the en suite, the shower stopped. In twenty seconds, Charley would be out and through the door, and if she caught him looking at the ring he knew there would be hell to pay. 

Harry’s right hand trembled. He needed to do it now, to stick that ring on his finger and blast that bitch to oblivion. She’d hurt him. By the ring’s rules, that should give him power over her. But what if she’d been teasing him? What if it only worked for her? What if it could work for him, but his stupid body refused to speak at the crucial moment? What if…?

Abruptly, Harry bent forward, scooped up the ring and stepped into the bathroom. Charley was stood naked in front of the misted-up mirror. Without her clothes on, she looked like a living Greek statue. She turned round as he entered, a frown crossing her face.

“Harriet?”

Harry knelt down before her, his eyes cast demurely on the floor. Without a word, he held up his hand, palm flat and offered Charley the ring. 

“Thank you…” Charley took the ring from him, studying him with suspicious eyes.

“I was worried you had forgotten your ring, ma’am,” Harry said, his voice loaded with humility. He saw he was face height with Charley’s pussy again, and felt a little thrill run through him. 

“I didn’t want you to lose it,” he finished, humbly.

“Good girl, Harriet…” Charley quickly slipped the ring on, still watching him thoughtfully. “Very good girl. Is there anything else?”

“Yes ma’am.” Harry looked up at Charley, his expression demure, submissive.

“Well?”

“I wanted to thank you, ma’am, for letting me lick your pussy,” Harry struggled for a moment, as if having difficulty with the words. 

“I love the way you taste. I love being your little bitch,” he finished, breathlessly. 

For a moment, Charley was silent. Then a smile crept across her face, and her whole body seemed to relax. She bent over and picked up the end of Harry’s chain.

“Stand up,” she said, and Harry found himself on his feet, looking into her smiling eyes.

Charley gently tugged the chain, pulling him over until he stood directly in front of her. At this height, Harry’s eyeline was almost perfectly level with her lips. He felt a powerful urge to be kissed by her, to feel her tongue roughly force his lips apart, to succumb to his wife’s embrace fully. Looking down, he saw their breasts were almost touching, her erect nipples brushing the surface of his bikini. 

Charley ran a hand through his hair, let her fingertips drift across his cheek, then pulled him closer so their lips were almost touching. 

“I think,” she murmured, “that you’re going to make a wonderful slave girl.” 

Then it was over. With a last flash of smile, Charley pushed him away away and strolled into the bedroom, her cool, superior air flooding back stronger with every step. 

“Now dry me off and help me get dressed,” she snapped, “and hurry up! You already overslept, and you’ve got a lot of cleaning up to do.”

With a thrill of obedience, Harry ran after his mistress. He’d got what he needed, alright. At the back of his mind, so deep he was hardly even aware of it, a plan was already forming. 


V

The next six weeks were the strangest of Harry’s life. Each morning he woke up on the carpeted bedroom floor at 10am exactly, crawled up into bed and licked Charley’s pussy until she slowly came awake. Then he wiggled his way downstairs to make breakfast while Charley showered, coming back up fifteen minutes later to towel and dress her. After that, he retreated to the bathroom to pluck his hairs and oil his new body, before stepping out again at 5pm to pleasure Charley.

With his strict hygiene routine, he’d been forced to get used to his new body as quickly as possible. The result was that he no longer noticed the large breasts hanging from his frame, the long blonde hair draped across his vision, the way his hips swayed as he walked. When he shaved his armpits in the mornings, he hardly noticed Harriet looking back at him from her side of the mirror. When he spoke, his high-pitched voice sounded almost natural. He was finding it increasingly harder to remember a time when he sounded any different. 

The humiliations, too, were changing, albeit in a different way. On the one hand, Charley was as cruel as ever. She’d taken to using him as a footstool when she watched her porn films, her ankles digging into Harry’s soft and girly back as he struggled to stay on all fours for hours at a time. When he was cooking dinner, she took great delight in wandering into the kitchen and slapping his naked ass, reminding him who was in charge. 

Yet in a weird way, it almost didn’t matter. Thanks to the ring’s magic, Harry no longer found these little humiliations unpleasant. In fact, on a level he never dared admit consciously, he secretly looked forward to them. 

That’s not to say there weren’t still unpleasant moments. About a month after Charley had first changed him into Harriet, Harry had woken up feeling strangely run-down. As the day wore on, he’d gotten worse and worse, until he began to wonder if he’d somehow got sick. Finally, as the evening approached, he tiptoed into the bathroom and discovered, to his horror, that there were spots of blood on his little white cloth. He was on his period. 

In that instance, Charley had been able to make the problem go away with a flick of her finger, giggling all the time, but there was other stuff he didn’t dare tell her about. How strange he still found it to pee sitting down, for example. Or how weird it felt peeling his pussy lips back in the shower to clean himself. 

But the biggest change came in the evenings. Ever since his first night as a girl, Charley had taken to spanking him with her riding crop before bed, clearly revelling in his loud moans and cries for more. Nowhere did the sudden shift in his biology strike him more than in those moments, when he desperately wanted to slide a finger into his pussy and frig himself to climax. 

It had taken him a while to realize, but it seemed his new body adored nothing more than getting spanked.

It was after maybe a month and a half of this that they got the call. 

Harry was on all fours in the downstairs loo, scrubbing away with his old toothbrush and a feeling of grim satisfaction, when he heard the phone ring. For a second, he struggled to place the sound – it had been so long since anyone called them (part of the magic, he supposed) – then there was a distant click and the faintest sounds of Charley speaking. Worried she might accuse him of ignoring his duties, he leapt up and ran through to the hallway as fast as his stiletto heels would carry him, just in time to see his mistress hanging up with a smile. 

“I’m sorry ma’am, I came as fast as I could,” Harry squeaked. 

“Hmm?” Charley didn’t seem to have heard him. 

“I was cleaning the bathroom,” Harry repeated, “I didn’t hear the phone at first.”

At last, Charley noticed him. She shook her head.

“Don’t worry about it,” she said, turning to go up the stairs. 

Feeling worried, Harry scuttled after her. 

“Is everything alright, ma’am?” 

“It’s fine, Harriet. Just go do some cleaning, there’s a good girl.” And with that, she vanished upstairs, leaving Harry feeling deeply confused. 

That night, Charley didn’t call him up until hours later than usual. Harry had spent all afternoon making a lamb shank in red wine sauce, but by 7 o’clock he was forced to throw it away and start again from scratch. He toyed with the idea of doing some soup, but eventually decided it was better not to risk having it go on the floor again and made ratatouille instead. 

By the time Charley called, the ratatouille had gone cold, and Harry had spent the last hour idly polishing the glasses to stave off boredom. He traipsed up the stairs and into the bedroom, to find the bed empty and Charley sat naked before the dresser mirror, methodically combing her hair. 

“Do you know what day it is tomorrow, Harriet?” She asked as soon as he entered.

Harry shook his head. 

“No ma’am.”

“It’s your birthday,” in the mirror Charley gave him an evil smile, “The old you, that is. I’ve arranged a special guest to help us celebrate.”

Harry listened uneasily. He didn’t like where this was going.

“And I don’t want you getting any ideas,” Charley said, firmly. “Just because you’re about to reach the grand old age of 19, Harriet, don’t expect any special treatment. You’ll be sleeping in the kitchen tonight.” 

Harry’s heart skipped a beat. Over Charley’s shoulder he saw the hurt flash across Harriet’s face, but all he said was “Yes, ma’am.”

“I knew you’d understand.” Charley tilted her head and pouted slightly at her reflection. “How do I look?”

“Beautiful, ma’am,” Harry said, quietly. He really meant it. Since finding the ring, Charley had become stunning. Seeing her sat there, her black hair perfectly framing her powerful face, her dark eyes flashing cruelly above her white cheekbones, gave Harry a strange ache in his chest; a longing he’d never felt before. 

There must’ve been something in his voice, because Charley turned and frowned at him. “I need you to be a good slave tomorrow, Harriet. Got that? You’ve been getting quite presumptuous recently.”

The words made Harry flinch inside, but outwardly he simply nodded his pretty head. 

“Yes ma’am,” he said, miserably. 

“Good.” Charley turned back to the mirror. “You can leave dinner by the bed there. I’ll be going to sleep shortly.” 

Without a word, Harry placed the tray down on the table, then turned back to his mistress.

“Will that be all, ma’am?” he asked, hopefully.

“Yes, Harriet,” she responded firmly. “Goodnight.”

“Goodnight, ma’am.” Harry gave a little bow, then turned to leave. On his way out, he deliberately bent over to pick a loose sock up off the floor, slowly curving his body so his ass and pussy would be visible in the mirror, his heart pounding in his chest. He stayed like that for a moment, then when Charley didn’t say a word, straightened up and angrily marched out.

The kitchen was dark, cold, with dirty pots and pans piled high on every surface. Harry slowly drifted in and lowered himself onto one of the stools in the breakfast nook. He wrapped his arms across his chest, watching the lonely shadows play outside the window. Then, suddenly, he began to cry. Clasping Harriet’s face in his hands, he felt her hot tears rolling down his cheeks, felt her shoulders shake as each new sob wracked his body. 

Ten minutes later, he was all cried out. Wiping Harriet’s tears from his eyes, he lowered himself onto the cold, hard floor, drew his legs up to his chest and drifted off into an uneasy sleep. 

*

At 10 am the doorbell rang. 

Harry had already been up for hours, tidying the house with a ferocious zeal that faintly frightened him. His back, arms and legs hurt like hell, and he was having one of those God awful days when his body got in the way of everything. Taking the trash out that morning, one of his heels had got caught in the paving and sent him sprawling. Bending over to sweep the floor with a dustpan and brush, he’d found his stupidly oversized breasts kept blocking his view. 

As a result, he was in a foul mood by the time the doorbell finally rang. Straightening up from the sink, he rushed to the living room mirror, straightened his hair, then ran to the front door, cursing under his breath. He adjusted his little white cloth, forced up a smile, pulled open the door…

…and felt the smile drain from his face. His heart kicked in his chest. He wanted to slam the door shut, slam it shut and hide and pretend there was no-one here. But it was too late. Already, Charley’s guest was turning round, a smile lighting up his handsome face.

“Morning,” said Tom. “Is Charley home?”

Harry wanted to scream. That bitch! He thought, furious. That dirty fucking little bitch! He felt his hands balling into fists, desperate to lash out, to flatten Tom’s nose across his preppy face. How could she? He thought, thickly. 

“I’m an old friend.” Tom was glancing Harry up and down, a cool look in his eyes. He lingered over Harry’s chest, a casual, appreciative glance he’d doubtless perfected at college. For the first time since his transformation, Harry became uncomfortably aware of just how much flesh he had on display. 

“Can I come in?” He asked, his deep blue eyes coming to rest on Harry’s face at last. 

No. Harry thought. No you can’t, you little shit. Go find some bimbo your own age.

To his horror, he instead felt himself do a little curtsey, then step aside and indicate the hallway. 

“This way, sir.”

“Great.” Tom flashed him a grin equal parts confidence and kindness. For the first time, Harry realized just why so many women seemed to take an interest in him.

In the hallway he took Tom’s jacket, earning his chest another cheeky glance in the process, and teetered towards the bottom of the stairs, feeling hotly embarrassed by his bare backside. 

“Miss Charley!” He heard himself call, “your guest has arrived!” 

Then he turned and flashed Tom a simpering smile that felt absolutely disgusting. “Can I offer you a drink?” He asked. 

“Gin and tonic, please,” Tom drawled, not taking his eyes off Harry’s body.

“Make that two.” 

Harry saw Tom’s eyes widen slightly. He spun around. Charley was at the top of the stairs, her figure clad in her elegant black dress. Combined with her olive complexion and newly powerful face, the effect was stunning. 

“Tom and I have a lot to talk about,” she said airily, slowly descending toward them, “isn’t that right, Tom?”

Harry snuck a quick glance at Tom, wondering how he would react to seeing Charley like this. The quiet woman he’d known only as a neighbor, transformed into a goddess. 

To his surprise, Tom seemed completely unfazed. He slipped his hands in his pockets, leant against the wall and gave Charley a casual grin. 

“Good to see you again, miss C.” 

“Don’t be silly. Call me Charley.” Charley stopped at the bottom of the stairs, a seductive smile on her face. She turned to Harry.

“Two G&Ts,” she said, sharply, “we’ll be in the living room.” 

And Harry immediately found himself wiggling his way into the kitchen, his head spinning. Tom had been here before, twice when Harry was here at least, and probably countless times behind his back. How could he not notice? Was it the magic? Was it part of Charley’s power to make everyone else in the world live out her deranged fantasy too? 

Five minutes later he came into the living room, an ice-cold glass clasped in each hand. Tom and Charley were sat close together on the sofa, legs almost touching. As Harry entered the room, they sat back.

“Cheers,” Tom took his drink with a quick smile. Charley didn’t even look in Harry’s direction. She simply took the glass and carried right on gazing at Tom. 

Harry knelt beside his mistress, eyes on the floor. He was desperate to leave, to hide away and pretend nothing was happening, but his body insisted he be on call to obey Charley.

Tom meanwhile was looking around the room. It was undoubtedly different. The day after she took control of his life, Charley had made Harry throw away all his DVDs, all his records, and burn his photos on a mini-bonfire. Hardly a trace of him remained. 

“You sure move fast,” he said, appreciatively. “I can’t imagine what Harry’s face must’ve looked like when you told him. Did you do it right away?”

“Almost,” Charley grinned. “He was the first person I told.”

“Well, he deserved it, I guess.” Tom lounged back on the sofa. “I always thought he was a fucking asshole.”

Harry clenched his jaw. What had that little bitch told him?

“Oh, you wouldn’t believe some of the things he was into,” Charley’s eyes flicked over to Harry, bright with amusement. “He used to make me spank him with a riding crop. He liked to wiggle his ass and pretend he was a woman.”

Tom gave a sharp laugh. Harry felt a fresh wave of embarrassment wash over him. Did Tom really know? Was Charley really going to tell him all of the indignities he’d been made to suffer?

“Jesus, what a freak,” Tom sighed at last. “You were right to get rid of him. What a way to do it, though… How much did he miss out on? Ten? Twenty?”

“Sixty million.” Charley said, firmly. “Biggest lottery win in local history.” 

So that was it. She’d spun Tom a believable lie; one that would help the magic massage his brain into accepting all the changes. Iron out the doubts about her appearance with vague thoughts of plastic surgery. Imply that poor old Harry was some kind of expensive new employee. Just enough to stop Tom’s brain from utterly freaking out. 

“Some revenge,” Tom was saying. “I bet the old prick wishes he’d treated you better now.” 

“I certainly hope so,” said Charley, with a meaningful glance at Harry. “But I don’t think I’m done yet.”

“How so?” Asked Tom.

“At first I just wanted to humiliate him,” Charley hadn’t taken her eyes off Harry, “to let him know what it’s like to be laughed at. I thought if I could make him suffer, that would be enough.”

A cold feeling of terror was creeping over Harry, he tried to give Charley a pleading look but his neck wouldn’t move. His head stayed bowed in that same, docile position, ready to serve.

“Wasn’t it?” 

“Not even close.” A fire was burning in Charley’s eyes now, a fire that seemed to burn from the very depths of her soul. “I realized yesterday that humiliation’s not enough. That he might secretly enjoy it. That on some strange level he might still love me. That’s the last thing I want.”

“What do you want?”

“I want him to hate me.” Charley smiled. “I want him to hate me with a burning passion, and not be able to do a single goddamn thing about it.”

Tom shook his head in amazement. 

“What the fuck did that asshole do to you?” 

“Never mind.” At last, Charley turned away. Harry’s heart was thumping in his chest. Panic arched through his body like a coil of frame. Why didn’t I take the ring? He whispered to himself. Why?!

On the sofa, Charley scooted over to Tom. She ran a kind hand through his hair, eyes flicking over his strong torso. For the first time since he’d walked in, Tom looked slightly uncomfortable. 

“Here’s the deal,” Charley said. “I know you’ve wanted to fuck me for a long time. If only so you can brag to your friends about screwing some frustrated housewife. Well, here’s your chance.”

An awkward smile flitted across Tom’s face, looking for the gag. But Harry knew it was a waste of time. He knew his wife was deadly serious. 

“I’m willing to let you do anything you want to me,” Charley leaned in close to him. “You can fuck my ass, my mouth, cum on my tits. Anything. I’ll be your little sex slave and follow your every command. On one condition.”

A breathless pause. Harry wanted to scream out, to stop this stupid charade before it went any further, to throw himself on his knees and weep and apologize but just make her stop. 

Instead, Tom swallowed. “What?” The cockiness had gone, at least temporarily. The young college graduate now looked even younger and greener than his 22 years. 

“That Harry knows.” Charley ran her finger down Tom’s chest, placed her hand above his crotch. “That he sees.”

“How?” 

“Oh that’s the easy part.” Charley turned to Harry, a vicious smile on her face. “Harriet can film us.”

*

They can’t do this to me.

The thought reverberated round Harry’s head as he climbed the stairs, two freshly-mixed Martinis in his hands. It surfaced again as he stepped into the bedroom and saw Tom lying naked on the bed, his thick cock pressed up against his six pack. It cried out once more as Charley took the drinks and handed him his old Samsung phone with a sneer, her smooth, olive body encased only in a pair of lacy panties. 

Please don’t do this to me.

“Make sure you film it all, slave,” she whispered in his ear. “I don’t want you to miss any of it.”

“Charley.”

Charley spun round, her posture suddenly servile, her lips pouting. 

“Yes master?”

On the bed, Tom grinned. 

“Get your hot little ass over here.”

“Yes master.” 

Charley climbed onto the bed, lay down beside Tom, her head resting on his chest. Tom looked up at Harry.

“Ready?” he asked.

No, I’m not ready. I’ll never be ready. Fuck off you little shit! 

“Yes master,” Harry heard himself say. He tried to keep his fingers still, but they swirled his unlock pattern on the screen and tapped video without even slowing down. 

“OK.” Tom was smiling now, still incredulous, but suddenly aware that his dreams were coming true. 

“Well, then…” He turned to Charley, hesitated.

“Suck my cock.” 

With an air of perfect obedience, Charley lowered her face down to Tom’s crotch. Her red lips kissed the tip, then her tongue darted out and she licked his shaft all the way down to the bottom. She kissed his balls, then leaned back up and swirled her tongue around the rim, pumping his shaft as she did so. She pulled back, looked to Harry’s phone and smiled.

“Happy birthday, Harry. I always hated you.”

Then she took Tom’s whole member in her mouth, pushing it deeper and deeper until Tom began to clutch the sheets and moan and Harry felt like crying. But his body kept right on filming, capturing every little jerk of Tom’s pelvis, every little gagging sound Charley made as his wife was defiled in front of him. 

“That’s enough,” Tom whispered roughly. “On your back.”

And instantly Charley rolled over and spread her legs and before Harry realized what was happening Tom had plunged his fingers deep into her cunt and Charley let out a little scream. As Tom’s wrist jerked back and forth, she glanced up at Harry and spat out the words:

“Closer, bitch!”

And immediately Harry found himself down on his knees beside his wife’s pussy, watching as Tom frigged her towards climax. With shock, he noticed a sharp tingle spreading through his crotch.

He was getting wet.

“Beg me to fuck you,” Tom growled, and suddenly Charley was screaming.

“Oh please, master, please fuck me!” 

Then Tom grabbed her legs, forced them apart and shoved his cock inside her. And still Harry was filming, only now his entire body was tingling, his nipples hard as bullets. With a start, he realized he’d shoved his free hand down to his crotch and was now rubbing himself furiously, his eager movements guided by instinct. 

Tom thrust harder, his eyes locked on to Charley’s. His strong arms held her forcibly on the bed, keeping her pinned beneath him. Sweat was forming on his wrists, his forehead. Charley reached up and touched his cheek and suddenly he grabbed her hair and pulled her head backwards, making her gasp in pain. Then he held on tight and bucked against her, and Charley began to moan.

Without knowing he was going to do it, Harry slipped a finger into his pussy. There was a moment of resistance, then it slid in and Harry heard himself let out a gasp. It felt incredible. Not only that, it felt right. In a flash he suddenly understood the attraction of men, of their ability to plug this hole, to make women feel complete again. He slid his finger in and out and felt a rush of pleasure hundreds of times more intense than he’d ever got as a man. He began to groan and frig himself, even as he kept on filming. 

And Tom and Charley were still at it. Charley was on her front now, her face pressed into the white sheets, mouth parted wide as Tom drilled deep into her, each thrust making a smacking sound against her ass. 

Harry closed his eyes. Something was building in him. Something that he’d been waiting for ever since he became female. Maybe since he was born. He had two fingers in his cunt now, stabbing in and out, in and out. He spread them open and scissored the edges and the resulting flash of pleasure made him cry out loud. He started moving his wrist faster, pushing deep into his crotch, willing that feeling on with utter abandon. 

“Harriet… Harriet…”

His eyes flew open. Charley was watching him through half-closed lids, her mouth only inches from his, she gasped again, whispered his name.

“Harriet…” 

And suddenly they were kissing. His wife’s tongue shoved roughly into Harry’s mouth, pushing toward the back of his throat, making him hers. The phone slipped from his hand, and then someone gripped his chain roughly and pulled him up onto the bed. Harry looked up to see Tom pulling out of Charley, turning towards him, his big cock clasped in his hand.

“No!” Harry managed to get out, suddenly terrified. I’m a virgin! He wanted to shout, scared of the pain, scared of the blood, scared of Tom’s masculinity.

But it was too late. Tom grabbed Harry’s smooth legs, pulled them apart and thrust deep into him. Pain exploded through his crotch. Harry heard himself scream, then Tom was on top of him, his broad chest pressed against Harry’s tender breasts, and he was thrusting harder, harder…

Then it came. Rolling up from deep within Harry, a feeling that seemed to radiate out from his pussy to every corner of his body. His mouth fell open, his head snapped back and suddenly he was coming, a wave of pleasure rushing through him that seemed to last forever. 

This wasn’t the quick squirt and finish that he’d known as a man. This was like his whole body was having an orgasm. 

And it kept coming. Harry heard himself cry out, heard himself beg to be spanked as if from very far away. Then Tom’s thick hand came down against his buttocks with a crack and his orgasm got even stronger. It peaked once, twice, three times, then finally began to roll away, bringing Harry floating back down to Earth. 

Then it was over. Tom pulled out and with a groan shot his seed all over Harry’s tits. Still panting, Harry leaned forward and licked one of the white globules up, as he’d seen some busty girl do in one of the porn videos he used to watch. It tasted strange, salty. Then he leaned back and collapsed, his body totally spent by his tremendous orgasm. He turned dreamily towards Charley…

And saw her lower the phone, a look of satisfaction on her face. She’d filmed the whole thing. 

“Congratulations, Harriet,” she smirked, “You’re finally a woman.”

Harry turned away from her, a strange feeling rising in his chest. In the dresser mirror, he could just make out the three of them, lying in a tangle on the bed. Tom’s broad frame, slick with sweat. Charley’s shoulders shaking with laughter. And him, his blonde hair tussled, his breasts rising and falling, his fat red lips gasping for air. 

He’d fallen through the looking glass. There was no more mirror world. No more Harry, trying to convince himself what he saw was just a dream. Now there was only him.

He was Harriet. 


VI

The rest of the day passed in a blur. They dozed together on the bed for a couple of hours, a tangle of limbs and sheets. Then Harry had woken suddenly to find Tom’s large hand rubbing roughly against his crotch. Without even thinking, he’d reached out and grasped Tom’s rock hard member, tugging back and forth while Tom continued to rub his pussy.

Suddenly he’d felt Tom go stiff, then little white droplets had arced through the air and landed on Harry’s tits and before he knew what he was doing he was licking them up again, greedily, like his life depended on it. Then Tom had forced two thick fingers inside his pussy and brought him back to climax. 

At some point, Charley had woken up and smiled and spread her legs. The taste of Tom still fresh in his mouth, Harry had instantly thrust his face into her pussy, tonguing away until Charley began to moan and buck against his lips. Tom picked up the phone and began filming them, and suddenly Harry realized that for the first time during sex he felt utterly free. The way he could control Charley’s moans with the movement of his tongue, making her groan one minute, then scream with pleasure the next made him feel oddly powerful. Her enjoyment was his to give and take away as he pleased, and he rolled away after Charley’s orgasm with a feeling of utter contentment. 

As the afternoon wore on, Tom began to get more adventurous. He made Charley masturbate with a vibrator, then spanked her with Harry’s riding crop. He forced Harry to take off his gold bikini and squeeze his cock between his enormous breasts, then rub them up and down until he ejaculated. Finally, he made Harry suck on Charley’s nipples, rubbing his crotch against her leg until they both loudly came. 

By this point, Harry had experienced more pleasure in a single afternoon than during his whole sex life as a man, and as he made his way downstairs to fix more drinks, he couldn’t help wondering if part of him wasn’t secretly glad Charley had found her ring. 

When he came back up ten minutes later, the atmosphere had changed. Charley was stood fully clothed by the dresser, and Tom was pacing the room nervously. Harry hung back in the doorway, suddenly uncomfortable. 

“What’s going on?” he asked, his voice high-pitched, trembling. 

Tom looked at Harry, let out a loud bark of a laugh, then dropped down onto the bed with an incredulous shake of his head. 

Scared, Harry cast a frantic glance at his mistress. Charley returned his gaze coolly.

“Ma’am?” 

“Don’t worry darling, Tom’s just having some trouble taking it all onboard.” Charley gave Tom a bland smile. “I’ll admit, it’s hard to believe.”

A sensation of horror began to creep up Harry’s naked spine. He tried to force up an uncomprehending smile.

“I don’t understand.”

“For fuck’s sake, Harriet,” Charley sighed, “I know you’re blonde but nobody’s that dumb. I told him. I told him everything.”

The smile drained from Harry’s face. 

“You did what?” he whispered. 

On the bed, Tom gave another harsh laugh. He looked up at Harry, a grin splitting his face.

“At first he thought I was joking,” Charley continued, calmly, “but then I used the ring and changed into my old self and back again. Quite a transformation. You should’ve seen his face.”

Harry tried to shake his head. This wasn’t happening. Tom couldn’t know it was him. Couldn’t know it was Harry who had lapped up his sperm, couldn’t know it was Harry who had begged to be spanked. He couldn’t. 

“Is he really still in there?” Tom asked. His voice was dazed, like someone trapped in a dream. 

“Oh yes,” Charley smiled. “I made sure to only alter his mind a tiny bit. Everything he did just now, that was Harry.”

No. She was lying. She had to be. It was the ring, the ring that had made him do Tom’s bidding, the ring that had made him act like a… like a girl.

“He has to follow my orders,” Charley was saying, “but otherwise his mind’s no different from before. I thought it’d take months to get him to this stage. I guess those desires were never buried particularly deep.”

You lying bitch! Harry wanted to yell, but of course he couldn’t. All he could do was stand there and listen, listen in horror as Charley spilled his secret for all to hear. 

“I always knew he was odd.” Tom was looking right at Harry now, an amused look in his eyes. “You say he has to do anything we tell him?” 

“Hold on.” Charley turned to Harry, pointed the ring at him. 

“Harriet,” she declared, loudly, “I order you to do whatever Tom tells you to.” 

She turned back to Tom. “Go ahead.”

For a long moment, Tom just stared at him, his mind ticking over while Harry trembled with fright. At last, he finally spoke.

“Put down the drinks.” He said.

Harry immediately placed the martinis on the floor.

“Straighten up.”

Harry’s back snapped rigidly up. His mind was screaming now, screaming at his betrayal, at Charley’s two-faced nature, but most of all at the way he’d let Tom do all that stuff to him. 

“Take your bra off.” 

Immediately, Harry’s hands got to work behind his back. His gold bikini fell to the floor, his huge breasts dangled freely, nipples already erect.

“Say ‘I’m a stupid slut’.”

“I’m a stupid slut,” Harry echoed, miserably. 

“Neat.” Tom smiled. “Now. Tell me the truth. Are you really Harry?”

“Yes.” Harry nodded submissively. 

“Did you enjoy eating my cum?”

“Yes sir,” tears of humiliation were stinging at the corners of his eyes, “I loved it.” 

“Wow.” Tom shook his head, a grin on his face. “You’re pretty fucked up, aren’t you slave?”

“Yes sir.” 

“Has Charley punished you enough?”

“No sir,” Harry was crying now, desperate to stop the words from coming, but unable to, “I deserve more.”

“In what way?”

“I deserve to be humiliated.” Harry said through gritted teeth.

“How?”

Harry looked hopelessly at Charley, watching him suffer with a casual lack of concern.

“I have an idea,” he whispered.

*

The nightie barely fit. Harry’s boobs were so big it hung away from his frame; a sheet of black satin fluttering in front of his skin. Yet it was good enough. 

Harry dropped down on his knees, his naked ass poking out behind him. Above him, Tom held up the smartphone, so it obscured his face. All Harry could see was his strong body, legs dusted with hair, and large cock poking out, hard as iron. 

“Ready?” asked Charley from the corner. 

Harry nodded miserably. He’d do anything now, anything to help this nightmare end sooner. 

“In that case,” said Charley, “start sucking.”

Harry crawled forward. He opened his mouth and wrapped his lips round Tom’s cock. Then he looked up at the phone, and began bobbing his head back and forth, back and forth.

Tom didn’t make a sound. Harry knew he was waiting, waiting for the perfect shot. The shot that would see him humiliated worse than Charley had been, the shot they would upload to the internet and show to the world.

He sucked harder on Tom’s cock, his lips moving up and down the shaft, his wrist pumping, his other hand gently massaging Tom’s balls. He sucked so hard he began to gag, tears forming in his eyes. 

For a moment, he wondered if this was it. If this was the point Tom would take the picture, the moment of lowest humiliation he would ever experience.

Then he felt Tom stiffen. He let out a gasp and grabbed Harry’s head, holding it in place. Then he pulled out his mouth and ejaculated.

White globules of sperm splattered across Harry’s lips. Across his face, across his tongue. And Harry heard himself begging, begging to be allowed to suck some more. And then the shutter clicked. The picture was taken. It was over.

He collapsed to the ground, panting. Above him, Tom squeezed out the last few drops of cum, letting them spatter down on Harry’s face. Seconds later, Charley appeared in his field of vision, calmly took the phone. She looked at the picture, smiled, then pressed a button. There was a distant bleep.

“There,” she said, a deep satisfaction in her voice. “Finished.”

On the floor, Harry felt his delicate fingers curl into little fists. Felt the soft, thick weave of the carpet press against his cheeks, absorbing his tears. Charley had never been so wrong in her useless life, he decided. He wasn’t finished. He wasn’t even close.

In fact, his revenge was only just starting. 


VII

It was gone two a.m. when Harry finally tiptoed out the kitchen and crept toward the stairs. The house was dark and still, the only sound being the soft click of his heels against the floorboards.

He’d spent the rest of the evening as Tom’s plaything. Over the course of five hours, the little prick had made him crawl around on all fours, suck his cock and swallow his sperm, and masturbate with a gigantic dildo. 

But the worst part had come when he’d ordered him over to the dresser. As Charley watched, the smile never leaving her eyes, Harry had bent over, his ass high up in the air. Then Tom had picked up the riding crop, strolled over and spanked him till he screamed. 

And he’d loved it. That was the worst part of all. As Tom whipped his cute little ass, all Harry had been able to do was moan with pleasure and beg for more. 

Now, a few hours later, he was still sore as he slowly made his way up the stairs, pausing every time he heard a noise, his heart pounding in his chest. 

Outside the hallway window the trees blew in the wind, casting strange shadows on the walls. Three times in a row, Harry stopped himself just before he could let out a girly scream, convinced the shadows were Tom or Charley, coming to punish him. 

At last, he made it to the bedroom. As he carefully pushed open the door, he could hear Charley’s faint breathing. He stepped into the pale moonlit room, trying to ignore his body’s urgent signals to go back downstairs and back to sleep like a good slave. Instead, he tiptoed over to the dresser.

There it was. In the cold light of the moon, he could see it, exactly where Charley always left it.

The ring. 

Carefully, as if a lightning bolt might obliterate him at any second, Harry bent forward and picked it off the dresser. He clasped it tightly in his small hands, breathing hard. He had it. 

It was his.

In the bed, Charley gave a soft moan and rolled over. For a second, Harry felt tempted to slip the ring on his finger, point it at his wife and see what happened next. But he knew it was pointless. His body wouldn’t let him utter a single word against Charley.

Besides, that wasn’t the plan. 

Ring clasped in his hands, Harry tiptoed back out the bedroom, shutting the door behind him. He padded down the stairs as quick as he dared, pulled one of Charley’s old overcoats off the hook in the hallway, and draped it round his delicate shoulders. Then he plucked his old Samsung off the dresser and summoned an Uber cab. As he waited, he allowed himself to relax a little. Things were going better than he ever expected. 

“Where do you think you’re going?”

Harry span around just in time to see Tom stepping out the living room, his enormous rock hard cock pressed against his stomach. He grinned when he saw Harry’s expression.

“I woke up feeling horny, so came looking for a fuck. Good job too or I would’ve missed you.”

Tom stopped in the hallway, looking Harry up and down with that lazy, lecherous look of his. Harry’s stomach gave a flutter, it was all he could do not to fall into his new master’s arms.

“I suppose I’d better punish you,” Tom said, thoughtfully. For a moment he just stood there, then he gave a terrible grin.

“Y’know, there’s still one hole I haven’t fucked you in yet.” His eyes flashed with dark amusement. “So how about this? Harriet, I order you to…”

And that was as far as he got. In the pause, Harry had slipped the ring on his finger. Now he pointed it urgently at Tom and shouted the first thing that came into his head.

“Turn into a girl!” He said.

For a long second, he thought it wouldn’t work. Tom looked frightened for a moment, then when nothing happened began to smile again. Harry felt his knees go weak. 

It doesn’t work for me. He thought, thickly. It only works for her…

“You stupid prick.” Tom was advancing now, one hand wrapped around his cock. “You’ll pay for that, Harry. I’ll make you… I’ll make you…”

They both noticed it at the same time. Tom was shrinking. 

“No!” Tom squeaked out, his voice suddenly leaping up two octaves. “Harry you bastard!”

But it was too late. As Harry watched, Tom’s strong muscles rippled around his frame then deflated. His casual stubble wriggled and retracted into his chin. His broad jaw softened, became smaller, paler. Tom looked up at Harry, his mouth frozen in a shocked ‘O’. At that moment, two long ginger pigtails burst out of his head, falling either side.

Harry watched with grim satisfaction as Tom shrank to his height, then kept on shrinking. His legs narrowed, becoming dainty. His shoulders rippled, became slender. For a long moment, his enormous cock held on, then it leapt up into his body.

And still Tom was shrinking. Suddenly, a wave of blue fabric appeared from nowhere and unrolled across his body, tightened, became a navy blue skirt. Tom squeaked in horror as long socks magically began knitting themselves around his feet, up his legs. His face softened, became innocent, younger. 

Tom gazed at Harry in terror. They could both see where this was going.

Finally, Tom stopped shrinking. With a final twitch his body gave a spasm and a heavy rucksack leapt from his shoulders, settling on his back. And then it was over. Tom looked up at Harry from inside his new body, looked at him with eyes both frightened and childish. 

Without meaning to, Harry had turned him into a schoolgirl. 

For a long moment, there was silence. Then the child in front of Harry stamped her foot, howling with indignation. 

“Turn me back!” Shouted Tom in his new voice. “I order you to turn me back!”

“No chance.” Harry was breathing easier now. He realized his body had no desire to obey Tom any more, now he’d changed into…

“Tara.” Harry grinned at the horrified look on Tom’s girlish face, “Now be a good girl, Tara, and go back to bed. You’ve got school tomorrow.”

And he pointed the ring. And immediately Tom span around and began climbing up the stairs toward bed, little sobs choking out of his tiny chest.

“But I don’t wanna!” He bawled.

“Hush.” Harry placed a finger to his lips, “not another word. We don’t want to wake mom.”

And immediately Tom fell silent, vanishing off into the shadows at the top of the stairs with only a few defiant sniffles.

Then there was nothing.

Harry’s heart seemed to fill the hallway with its pounding. Ba-dum! Ba-dum! He quietly slipped his hand into his coat pocket, feeling the ring, feeling its power. 

He had it now. And that bitch upstairs was going to pay.

For the first time in over six weeks, he felt an unfamiliar feeling creeping over him. The feeling of power, of being in control. Of being… a man. He was almost there. If nothing went wrong, in just a few short hours he’d be his old self again. 

Outside a car pulled up, throwing shadows into the hallway. There was the distant beep of a horn. Harry buttoned up his coat, took a deep, steadying breath. OK. It was time.

*

The cold in the communal hall seemed to caress Harry’s skin, making delicate gooseflesh rise up along his arms, making his nipples go as hard as bullets. He shivered in front of the apartment door, his bare legs quaking in the cool night air. Impatiently, he rang the buzzer again, a simple mantra swirling round and round his mind:

Please be in, oh please be in…

The cab ride had been horrendous. From the moment he opened the door, the fat driver’s eyes had been on him, crawling over every inch of his body. As they pulled away, he’d realized the guy was far more interested in looking at him than at the road. Every two seconds he’d look back at Harry’s bare legs; at the shape of his breasts under his coat; at his pretty baby face.

Harry had hated it. The whole thing had made his skin crawl. Yet he’d had no choice but to smile uncertainly and force up a laugh at each of the driver’s lewd jokes. 

Is this what it’s like? He’d wondered, is this what it’s like to be a woman?

The thought made him uneasy. How many times had he sat in bars, watching pretty young things the same way the driver was watching him now? How many times had he made these same tired, dirty jokes to the bimbos around the office, his eyes lingering on the outline of their chests? 

And now here he was. He was the pretty young bimbo. 

Not for long, Harry thought savagely, wrapping his arms around his slender frame against the hallway’s cold. Any second now, this nightmare would be over. 

Then at long last, he heard it. Footsteps. The door opened with a click, and there was Rebecca, frowning at the young blonde on her doorstep with a mixture of confusion and guarded distaste. 

With a jolt, Harry realized he recognized that look: it was the one pretty girls around the office always seemed to give each other, a look that instantly let the subject know they were trash, but also that the giver felt slightly threatened.

Needless to say, it was the first time anyone had ever given him that look.

“Can I help you?” Rebecca held the door half closed, ready to slam it in his face at a moment’s notice. 

“Rebecca, thank God…” Harry saw her raise an eyebrow at the mention of her name, but now wasn’t the time for explanations. “You have to let me in, please, I need your help. Charley, she, she…”

But it was no good. Even now he couldn’t utter a word against his mistress. 

“I need your help,” he finished, lamely. 

For a second he thought he’d lost her. Rebecca looked ready to slam the door in this weird girl’s face. But something made her hesitate. 

“How did you…?”

Tears of frustration were already stinging Harry’s eyes. 

“Know your name? For God’s sakes, it’s me Rebecca! It’s…” With a shock he realized he could no longer say his male name, “It’s Harriet!”

“I don’t know any Harriets.” Rebecca’s tone was cool, almost icy. She began to close the door. “I think you’d better-“

And then it hit him. With frantic movements, Harry dug through his pockets.

“Wait!”

And then he held it out. His old Samsung. His old, cracked Samsung, the one Rebecca had seen him use around the office millions of times. The one he’d used on their first night together.

In the doorway, he could see faint recognition flit across Rebecca’s face. 

“Hold on. Isn’t that…?”

But Harry was already swirling the unlock pattern, nodding violently as he did so. He went straight to the photos folder, flicked through…

And there it was. The photo he’d taken on his first night with Rebecca. The one of them in bed together, Rebecca’s head resting on his broad, manly chest. 

“That’s Harry’s phone.” Rebecca shook her head. “How did you get that?” 

“It’s me.” Harry repeated, unhappily, “It’s me. Harriet.”

Slowly, something like understanding seemed to dawn in Rebecca’s eyes. She let the door swing open, took a faltering step toward him. They were almost close enough to kiss, and for one brief second Harry remembered how it had been that first night; before all of this madness. But then the feeling faded and he was back in the present, shivering and desperate in an empty corridor.

“Harry?” Rebecca whispered at last. 

Harry nodded miserably. 

What happened? She seemed about to say, but then thought better of it. She straightened up, glanced around the corridor, and with a pang Harry saw she was now a good four inches taller than him. 

“I think you’d better come inside,” Rebecca said, firmly. 

*

Fifteen minutes later, Harry was telling his story for what felt like the fiftieth time. Rebecca sat on the white leather sofa before him, head clasped in her hands, trying to make sense of it all. Bizarrely, Harry had found himself unable to sit without her permission. It seemed Charley’s spell had made him more servile than he’d ever realized. 

“Let me see if I’ve got this right,” Rebecca said at last. “Your wife – your wife – turned you into her slave girl, and now you need me to turn you back?” 

“That’s right.” Harry glanced impatiently at the clock, Charley might wake up at any moment. “Please Rebecca, you’re the only one who can help. You have to believe me!”

“But it doesn’t make sense,” Rebecca shook her head hopelessly, “Why would she do that? How could she do that? It’s not possible.”

“I told you. The ring.” Harry was struggling to keep his voice steady. It was so frustrating. Freedom was within his sights, but he couldn’t take that last step. Not unless he could convince Rebecca to put on the ring. 

“You need to trust me,” he implored. “Please, Charley could wake up at any minute. If she found I was gone…” but he didn’t need to finish the sentence. He didn’t know exactly what Charley might have in store for a wayward slave, but it couldn’t be good.

“I don’t know, Harriet…” He noticed Rebecca was no longer using his male name, “That’s a lot to take on trust, y’know? Besides, even if I did put the ring on, what could I do? You said yourself, you can only use it on people who’ve hurt you.”

“But I have hurt you!” Harry practically yelled. “That night I left without saying goodbye… didn’t that make you angry?” 

“Sure,” Rebecca sighed. “For a while. But I’m used to it. I’ve been guys’ mistress before, and it’s always the same. They talk sweet, but then they get all guilty and disappear off. What can you do?”

She shrugged, hopelessly. “I moved on. Sorry Harry, but that’s the truth.”

“Please.” Harry knelt in front of her. Rebecca looked down at him from beneath her flowing red hair; powerful, remote. For a second he was vividly reminded of his first night as Charley’s slave, crawling on all fours to lick her pussy. He quickly shook the thought off.

“Just trust me, Rebecca. I’m not… I’m not a nice” guy he meant to say, but his body automatically corrected him, “girl. That whole time we were together… I was…”

“What?” A note of suspicion had entered Rebecca’s voice. Harry took a deep breath. 

“I was a shit,” he finally confessed. “A real shit. Those pictures you let me take of you… I used to…”

He swallowed. 

“For Chrissakes, I used to show them around the office. Me and the guys, we’d all be sharing pictures of your tits. Talking about you behind your back, I’d be telling them what it’s like to fuck your hot little ass…”

He shook his head, feeling utterly miserable. 

“I know it was wrong. Now I know… I know what it’s like. I’m sorry, I’m so sorry Rebecca, I really am.”

His speech over, he dared to sneak a glance at his former mistress. Rebecca was watching him with a kind of studied calm, her face almost scarily composed. 

“Show me.” She said.

Harry hesitated.

“Show me.” Rebecca’s eyes were alive with fire. “Show me or I’ll call your wife up now and tell her where she can pick up her runaway slave.”

Not daring to look at her, Harry swirled the unlock pattern on his phone and quietly handed it to Rebecca. There was a long silence as she flicked through the pictures, punctuated only by a sharp intake of breath when she saw the ones Charley had uploaded to the porn site. At long last, Rebecca lowered the phone.

“OK.” She said, quietly. “You have hurt me.”

“I’m sorry.” Harry whispered, a feeling of shame almost painful in its intensity washing over him, making his cheeks blush scarlet. “I know I was a shit. For what it’s worth, I’ll…”

“I’ll never treat any woman that way again,” he finished, helplessly. 

“You better not.” Rebecca’s face was still dark. She took a deep breath, as if steadying herself. 

“I suppose you’d better give me the ring.”

“You’ll change me back?” Harry asked, quietly.

Rebecca nodded.

“And Charley?”

For a second, it looked like Rebecca would say something. But then it came, obliterating everything in its wake, the sound that made Harry’s blood freeze and Rebecca start with horror. 

There was a sudden, sharp knocking at the door, followed by a human voice.

“I know you’re in there, Harry,” Charley shouted, angrily. “I order you to open this door!”


VIII

When Harry looked back at that moment later, he found he couldn’t pinpoint the exact moment he lost control. One moment he was cowering in terror; the next he was running towards the door, his body screaming at him to obey his mistress’s command. It was like Charley’s words had obliterated every last trace of his own will. He existed only to carry out her wishes.

With a sob, Harry hurled himself at the door chain, yanking it back with a ferocity that terrified him, his elegant fingers clawing at the handle. 

“Harry, what the fuck?!” Rebecca was beside him in an instant, watching in horror as he hurled himself at the locked door.

“I can’t help it!” Harry moaned. “Quick, before she gets in!”

Unable to find the keys, his body began to beat its fists against the door, desperate to get at its mistress, desperate to open the door to Harry’s coming punishment. 

“The ring!” He howled at Rebecca’s frightened face. “In my coat, get it before-!”

“Harriet!” Charley bellowed, “you get those keys and open this door right now!”

It was like someone else was moving Harry’s body. His long hair plastered to his face, he whirled round and began throwing things off the sideboard, desperately searching for the keys. He turned a terrified face to Rebecca. 

“Just go! Go!” He shouted.

It finally seemed to sink in. With quick steps, Rebecca turned and sprinted back into the living room, began frantically digging through Harry’s coat.

“Harriet! I’m warning you…” Charley’s voice was like lava burning through his veins, filling him with a dark desire to obey, to do anything to get that door open. For a second, Harry worried his body might even try to murder Rebecca…

…And then, there they were.

The keys.

With a surge of happiness that bordered on the orgasmic, Harry swept them up off the table, frantically unlocked the door, swung it open, and collapsed on the floor before his mistress, kissing her feet. Dimly, he was aware of another pair of child’s shoes stood beside them, then Charley was stepping over him and into the flat, leaving him to crawl in after her, moaning helplessly. 

“Oh do be quiet,” Charley sneered as she looked around the apartment, “You’re pathetic. You really are. What are you?”

“I’m pathetic,” Harry echoed breathlessly, not even caring that it was all part of the ring’s spell, but reveling in the waves of pleasure obeying Charley had sent coursing through him. 

“I’m a pathetic little slut,” he repeated, dragging himself across the hard wood floor to kiss Charley’s foot. Beside her, Tom glowered at him from inside Tara’s body.

“I told you he’d be here! Make him turn me back!” He shouted, yanking at Charley’s arm. “Now!”

“Another word out of you,” Charley said, grimly, “and I’ll leave you like that forever.”

“Now,” she cast her eyes imperiously round the room, “Where’s the ring, Harriet?”

“Right here.”

From his position on the floor, Harry saw Tom’s eyes widen in fright. He pulled himself behind Charley, hiding from view, peeking out from behind her back at the woman who had entered. 

For she was a woman. Not a girl, an office bimbo, or any of the billion other things Harry had once called her. Rebecca had changed. Her features were sharper, like sculpted marble. Her red hair burned and danced like the fires of Hell. Her red lips held firm above a red dress perfectly sculpted to her figure. She was taller, too, towering over them all like an evil and terrible queen from an ancient fairytale.

More than that. She looked like a God. 

Rebecca stepped casually into the room, the ring shining on her right index finger. She crossed her arms over her chest and smiled a powerful smile.

“Well,” she asked, “What do you think?”

And suddenly, just like that, Harry realized the spell was broken. His body no longer needed Charley, no longer needed to obey her every command. With shock he noticed his lips were pressed against her dirty sandal. He removed them, leaned back and pushed himself away from his former wife. Kneeling beside the sofa, he gave Rebecca a grateful smile. 

“Thank you.” He said. 

Rebecca smiled back at him, a strange, mysterious smile. In this low light she seemed to radiate demonic energy. 

“Don’t mention it, Harriet.” She gave him a wink and turned her attention to Charley, who was watching with her lips pursed. 

“I’m afraid things have changed,” she smiled. “Harriet here is no longer your slave.”

Harry shot Charley a smug look, drinking in her compressed lips, her narrowed eyes. She looked as if she’d swallowed a lemon. 

“If you think you’re doing the world any favors by turning that swine back…” She began, gesturing at Harry.

But Rebecca threw back her head and laughed. A long, hearty laugh that seemed to make the walls shake. She gave Charley a sly smile.

“I never said I would turn him back,” she said, “I meant she’s no longer your slave.”

She gave Harry another wink.

“She’s mine.”

Harry felt his stomach drop out. He turned angrily to Rebecca.

“But you said-!”

“Hush!” Rebecca pointed the ring at him and Harry’s jaw instantly snapped closed, nearly biting his tongue off. Rebecca’s eyes flashed evilly.

“Do you really think I’d let you go, after everything you just confessed to?” She asked, sweetly. “No Harriet, you need to pay. And what better way to do so than spending the rest of your miserable life as my slave?” 

“You’ll worship the ground I walk on,” she continued, “You’ll kiss my feet and lick my asshole and only speak to beg me to abuse you. How does that sound, slave?”

And before he could even think of fighting it, Harry was on all fours, crawling over across the rough floor to his new mistress. To his queen. To his goddess. He placed his lips firmly on her boot, kissed her toes, then looked submissively up at her.

“It sounds perfect,” he whimpered. And with a shock he realized he really meant it. 

“Good.” Rebecca eyed him, amused, “Your punishment will start as soon as I’m done here.”

She glanced up at Charley and the cowering Tom.

“As for you…”

“You’ll what?” Charley folded her arms, smugly. “You got Harriet, well done, but that thing won’t work on me. I’ve never done anything to hurt you. Come on, Tara.”

She turned around, took Tom by the hand.

“We’re leaving.”

Rebecca pointed the ring.

“Stop.” She ordered, clearly.

Instantly Charley’s feet froze. As Harry watched, she tried to take a step forward, struggling to reach out for the door handle. Tom looked up at her in fright.

“Turn around.”

And Charley spun around obediently to face her new mistress, a look of unparalleled horror on her face. Rebecca laughed loudly.

“If you could see your face…”

She took a step towards Charley, holding out Harry’s cracked old Samsung.

“Recognize this?” She asked, sweetly. “I’ll bet you’re regretting uploading those photos now, aren’t you? Seeing my tits up on some porn site like that really hurt me.”

“In fact,” she frowned, mock thoughtfully, “I’d say what with all those people posting and re-posting and laughing at me, I feel like the whole world’s hurt me. Shall we see?”

“No!” Charley practically shouted. “You can’t!”

“Silence!” Rebecca pointed the ring right at Charley. Immediately, her mouth clamped shut. The only sound left was Tom’s sniffling as he tried not to cry.

“From now on, you’ll only speak when spoken to.” Rebecca smiled, “say ‘yes mistress’.”

Harry could see the panic in Charley’s eyes. The struggle, the fight to keep it back for just a second, even if it killed her. But he already knew she wouldn’t win.

“Yes mistress,” Charley said, obediently. 

“Say ‘I’m a stupid little bitch’.”

“I’m a stupid little bitch,” Charley parroted through gritted teeth. 

“Good.” Rebecca surveyed Charley coolly. “You’ll get what you deserve later. As for the rest of the world.”

Then she took a deep breath and pointed at the sky. And she began to speak. A long, terrifying speech which made Harry’s blood run cold.

By the time she’d finished, all three of the helpless slaves in her living room knew nothing would never be the same again. 


Epilogue 

The sky above the temple was clear that night, as it always was. Far off in the distance, the sound of heavy drums rolled out through the jungle air. As he climbed the steep stone stairs, silver bowl in hand, Harry found himself looking wistfully at the stars. At times like this, he vaguely wondered if there was anyone out there looking back. If they’d seen the changes that had taken place on this planet once known as Earth. 

The two slave boys stepped aside as he crossed the gigantic stone archway, spears clasped in their hands, their oiled bodies glistening in the firelight. Inside the air was cooler. Gooseflesh unrolled across Harry’s skin, his bare nipples becoming hard, erect. As he stepped across the threshold, that same begrudging thought came back to him, the one that always surfaced around this point.

Even after all this time, he still had to hand it to Rebecca. She certainly knew how to make a wish. 

In the dim shadows of the chamber, he could barely make out Tara, kneeling at the foot of the statue, an offering of grapes in her golden bowl. Her school uniform gone, she was dressed in the simple white tunic of a child slave. 

Tara scowled as Harry approached, but Harry didn’t mind. Over the last few centuries he’d found himself becoming strangely attached to this stroppy little schoolgirl. 

“Is she waiting?” he murmured, dropping down on one knee, as was the custom.

“What do you think?” Tara muttered, sullenly. She still hadn’t forgiven Harry for his shouted command in the hallway that distant night all those years ago. 

“She’s in there with her toy.” Tara wrinkled her nose to show her distaste. “He’s disgusting. I hate him.”

Harry nodded in silent agreement. He gazed up at the vast statue before them, the giant marble sculpture of their terrible, vengeful God, her ring finger raised in the act of cursing some unfortunate soul. Even at this impossible size, she made him shiver; with lust, with longing, with the thrill of obedience. At last he forced himself to tear his eyes away.

“Is Charley…?” he began, but Tara was already nodding her head. Harry fell silent. He didn’t want to think about what had happened to Charley.

For a long time, they crouched there together, in the darkness, as they had every night since Rebecca had taken the ring. Thousands and thousands of endless nights, listening to the distant drums, to the chanting. Listening to the whole world worship her as one. The great, unknowable God who’d turned everyone on Earth into her slaves. 

Then at last, it came. That distant, aloof voice, alive with power, thrumming with mischief. 

“You may enter.”

Harry gave Tara one last look.

“Wish me luck.” He whispered.

Tara responded with a wan smile.

The chamber below the statue was like something out of Arabian Nights. Gold leaf lined walls inlaid with precious stones. Impossible treasures – brought here from the world’s great museums by Rebecca’s army of slaves – fought for space. And there, in the middle of it all, stood the toy.

“Harriet,” he smiled lecherously, drifting over to Harry. “I was wondering where you’d got to.”

The toy had been a famous actor, back before Rebecca changed them all. His shirtless torso in one particular film had caused women to swoon across the globe. Seeing him now, naked and oiled, Harry couldn’t help but feel a catch in his throat. As time went on, his female body seemed to dominate his instincts more and more. 

“I was telling her I missed you,” the toy was standing right before him now, one hand idly playing with Harry’s breast. He felt his face flush scarlet.

“She said I might be able to come visit you tonight, if I behaved.” The toy paused for emphasis. “And trust me, I behaved admirably. Never heard her sound so satisfied. What do you say?”

Harry avoided his gaze, avoided looking at those piercing blue eyes. He wanted it. God knew he’d lain awake often enough at night, thinking about those powerful arms holding him down; about those strong hands playing with his shapely ass. About that big cock in his mouth. 

Instead, he gave a prim shake of the head.

“M-maybe some other time,” he stammered.

“Oh well. If you insist.” The toy leaned in, and for one delirious moment Harry thought he was going to kiss him, but then he simply stepped past and sauntered to the exit, turning back to give the breathless Harry one last, cheeky wink. 

For a long time Harry simply stood there. Then he finally pulled himself together and stepped through the last door.

The chamber’s inner sanctum was small, almost cozy. Offerings of fruit and gold lined the walls, piled on the soft red velvet floor. On the chaise lounge his mistress reclined lazily, watching Harry enter with ill-concealed delight. 

“Ah. Harriet. You’re finally here.”

Obediently, Harry dropped down onto his knees before Rebecca. Even though he’d repeated this same routine every night for the last thousand years, he always found his mind drifting back to that first evening when they’d kissed. When he’d still been a man. 

On the chaise lounge, Rebecca idly flicked her eyes over his bowl. 

“What have you got for me tonight, slave?”

“The sweetest fruits in the jungle,” Harry whispered, humbly. “Twenty of your men spent all day picking them. I chose the final ones myself, I made sure-“

“Borrr-ing.” Rebecca yawned. “Tomorrow you’ll really have to do better. How long did it take you to get all these?”

Harry felt his chest tighten. 

“Sixteen hours, goddess.” 

“Well, you’ll just have to spend twenty tomorrow, won’t you?”

Inside, Harry almost screamed with frustration. He was sore all over from the day’s work, not to mention his strict hygiene routine. If he had to spend any longer out there in the blazing sunshine, surrounded by those oiled young men who kept grabbing at his tits, pinching his ass when they were meant to be working, he thought he might go mad.

Outwardly, he gave no sign beyond a slight inclination of his head and two muttered words:

“Yes, goddess.”

“Good.” Rebecca fanned herself with a gold-decorated Japanese fan. It looked as priceless as everything else around her. 

“You can give that to Charley,” she said, dismissively. 

Harry had been afraid of that. He hated to see her like this, to be reminded of what his ex-wife had become. Of Rebecca’s power over people. But he demurely stood up and crossed the room to where the silver bowl lay and tipped the fruit in. 

“Charley.” He whistled, softly. “Here girl.”

Moments later, Charley poked her head around the corner, her dark eyes wary. She examined the bowl suspiciously from across the room, then finally trotted in. For a long moment she regarded Harry with watchful eyes. Then, slowly, she lowered her nose into the bowl and began to eat.

“Good girl,” Harry mumbled, not wanting to look at her. “Good doggie.”

The dog that had once been Charley seemed to give him a look of utter loathing. 

Job done, Harry turned round and gave his queen a submissive, questioning look. 

“Is that all, goddess?” He asked.

“Not quite.” Rebecca smiled, patted the chaise lounge next to her. “Come on, sit down. I want to ask you something.”

Dubiously, Harry crossed the room, as if afraid Rebecca would take this opportunity to point the ring at him and blow him to pieces or make him like Charley, or any one of a million horrible things. 

Instead, she simply sat there, watching him with an amused look in her eyes. Harry sat down on the very edge of the seat, ready to leap off the moment he detected trouble.

But Rebecca just looked at him appraisingly. For a long, long time she let her eyes drift casually over his shapely ass, his naked breasts, the tattooed ‘R’ in the small of his back. Then, just as Harry was beginning to wonder if she meant to keep him there all night, she finally spoke up. 

“Are you happy, Harry?” She asked, quietly.

Harry’s heart kicked in his chest. Of all the dumb questions… He’d been trapped as a girl for ten centuries, unable to do anything but serve the whims of the most demanding woman on Earth, day in, day out; his flesh always on display; constantly harassed and felt up by random men; unable to complain unless Rebecca turned him into a dog or something worse.

He gave a jerky nod. 

“Yes, goddess.”

Rebecca smiled. A gentle, natural smile.

“Of course, you have to say that. But I wonder… are you really happy?” she asked. “As in, really? Is this the life you want?”

Harry didn’t know what to say. He shrugged his pretty, slender shoulders. 

“I want what you want, goddess.”

“That’s sort of why I asked.” Rebecca leaned back, thoughtfully. “Because I’ve been thinking, and Charley’s story just doesn’t add up. Finding a ring she played with as a child. A ring that can just suddenly magically make her wishes come true, that lets her take revenge on her hated husband. Does that sound plausible to you?”

Harry was silent. Now Rebecca put it like that, it didn’t really. Yet, here they were.

“On the other hand,” Rebecca continued, “I remember back when I was, well, normal. Doing some reading for my history course. You didn’t know I was studying at night school, did you? It never occurred to you your bimbo might have brains.”

“Anyway,” she went on, “I remember reading about this ring the Egyptians made, oh, thousands of years ago. A magic ring, with special powers. Whoever was wearing it…”

She tilted her head. “Well, they’d be able to make any of their lover’s fantasies a reality. A sort of wish-granting sex toy, I guess. But here’s the thing. They could only make the darkest fantasies of their lover reality. Not their own.”

She was looking at Harry curiously now. “Funny to think such a ring might exist, that seems so similar to our one, yet only grants the wishes of its supposed victims. You wouldn’t know anything about that, now, would you Harry?”

Harry swallowed. His throat seemed unnaturally dry.

“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” he whispered at last.

“Oh well.” Rebecca shrugged, “Guess I was mistaken. I suppose you’d better get back to work.”

Harry nodded. He slowly raised himself to his feet, picked up his offering bowl and began to make his way toward the exit. He was almost there when Rebecca’s voice stopped him in his tracks.

“Harriet?”

“Yes goddess?” he breathed, his heart fluttering in his chest.

“Twenty hours work tomorrow.” Rebecca said, sternly. “Then afterwards I want you back in here, kissing my feet and telling me what a worthless little slut you are, understand?”

Without turning round, Harry nodded.

“Yes goddess.”

“Then after that I’ll make the toy spank you till you scream, got it?”

“Yes goddess.”

“Good. What are you?”

“A worthless little slut, goddess.”

“Excellent.” Rebecca smiled. “You may leave, slave.”

With a little curtsey, Harry stepped through the door and out of the chamber. As he made his way towards the entrance he began mentally planning his day tomorrow. How he’d deliberately choose the substandard fruits so his goddess would punish him. How he’d let the boys all pinch his ass and touch his breasts and pretend to be outraged. How he’d enjoy spending the rest of eternity as obedient little Harriet.

When she passed Tara kneeling by the entrance moments later, Harriet had to turn away because she suddenly had the biggest smile on her face.  

The End. 
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