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Only Natural

Jacob took a slow sip from his beer. Was he going to take it back? Or was he going to continue? Two options. It should have been easy. If he hadn't been holding that beer in his hand, Jacob would have immediately started to retreat. He would have backpedaled and apologized, perhaps shrugging or laughing it off like it was just some bad joke.

Sitting next to him, Amanda didn't seem amused. On the contrary, her eyes were tight and cold with barely contained anger. Her lips had formed into a thin, angry line.

"What did you say?"

Jacob laughed. Maybe he could take a middle road? Yeah, that sounded like a reasonably good idea, not that he stopped to consider it. "Look, all I'm saying is that there are certain natural predilections." Despite being drunk and having already emptied several mugs, he was proud of himself for articulating his position so clearly. He didn't slur his words even as the world tingled and buzzed around him.

"Natural predilections." Amanda repeated the words, but she didn't add any kind of inflection.

Sober, he would've been able to tell she was angry. He would have sensed the rage radiating off of her.

But he wasn't sober. Instead, he was completely hammered and enjoying every second of it.

"Yeah! It's just a question of biology. I'm a guy, and I like the idea of getting to be with as many women as possible. It's not a big deal. I still love you, but if I had the chance to bang that girl over there?" Jacob pointed through the throngs of young adults, both college aged and working professionals.

He picked out a girl wearing tight, white jeans and a black blouse. The girl was with her boyfriend. She started jumping up and down, apparently excited.

Mesmerized by the image, Jacob couldn't look away.

"I can't believe this. Are you saying you would cheat on me if you had the chance?"

Grinning because he thought it was affable and sweet, he shrugged. "Sure. Why not?"

That's when Amanda simply got up. She had her phone in her hand. Right away, Jacob lifted his hand.

Why was she so upset? What was freaking her out?

Then he fell back into his chair, and he thought about chasing after her. But did he really feel like groveling?

No. In the morning, he would find her and apologize or something. He would have a terrible headache, and maybe he would get her some flowers or something. It wouldn't be a big deal.

But then, their friends came back. When asked what had happened to Amanda, Jacob just shrugged.

"Amanda is a big girl. She can take care of herself." And with that, he started drinking with their friends, laughing and joking through the night. And of course, he enjoyed the eye candy that was on display, girls like the one in the white pants.

Oh yeah, it was going to be a good night.

Jacob woke up in his bed. He woke up, his head pounding. The light stabbed through the windows, burning across his retinas even though he still had his eyes closed.

What the hell happened?

His mouth tasted like an ashtray. Exhausted and thirsty but unable to stay still, he rolled over. He rubbed his temples.

" Jacob, we need to talk."

Oh hell.

Jacob glanced over toward the doorway.

Amanda's voice had simmered out, cold and collected.

"What? What is it?" Couldn’t she see that he was already in a lot of pain? Did they really have to do this now?

Vaguely, he remembered that she had stomped off, upset. At the time, he didn't think it was really a big deal. Even now, he couldn't pay her feelings all that much attention, not when there was that sawing pain in his head, like a pair of lumberjacks were chopping through his brain with a very dull blade.

"We need to talk," she said again.

She climbed up onto the bed, and Jacob kept his eyes closed. Yes, he was sitting up now, but he couldn't quite look at his lovely wife.

"What do we need to talk about?" He did his best to sound bored, like he didn't really care.

"Do you love me?"

"What kind of question is that?" Jacob asked, doing his best to get worked up and defensive. But with his pounding headache, he didn't do a very good job.

"Do you want to stay with me?"

"Obviously!" He had to say those words. What was this? Some kind of tantrum or something? Exasperated, he shook his head.

"Okay then. There’s something you need to understand. Our relationship is about to change."

"What are you talking about?"

He blinked a couple of times, figuring that she'd vent about women's rights or something. Maybe she would talk about the importance of communication or how they needed to develop some bond of mutual respect or some bullshit like that.

Instead, Amanda tilted her head to the side. She swept her gaze up and down him. "You know, I'm really not sure what I've seen you all this time. I mean, you’re a sweet guy, at least when you're not drinking. And you make a decent amount of money. But you’ve never really been able to satisfy me. And Jacob, last night really made it clear that I'm better than you. You want to talk about natural inclinations? Okay. As a woman, I feel like I should go find the best guy I can."

"What? You're leaving me?" Even as he said the words, he couldn't really believe them. No. No way. She would never do something like that.

But instead of quickly shaking her head or holding out her hands and reassuring him, she just smirked. "I guess that's an option," she said. "But really, no. I don't want to leave you. But just because I stay with you doesn't mean that we can continue the way things have been going. So this is what's going to happen, Jacob. I hate the idea of you cheating on me. That's totally unacceptable. So you're going to wear something for me. And if you don't agree to this or all of my other conditions as well, then I will leave you. I will dump you, and you'll be all alone. Poor boy."

He blinked a couple of times, looking back at her.

Damn. Even in that moment, pissed off at him, Amanda was gorgeous. She had that perfect blonde hair that reached down to her shoulder blades. Her bright blue eyes shined like a pair of angry stars. Even this early, her makeup was perfect.

But then he realized something. She was wearing the same little black dress from the night before. It was one of his favorites. It cinched around her waist, showing off her perfect ass. It squeezed into her breasts, giving her this incredible cleavage.

Jacob drank in her sight for a few more wonderful seconds before the implications actually dawned on him. "Wait. Did you just get home a little while ago?"

If so, where had she been all night? The obvious answer was that she met up with some of her friends. And yet, hadn't he been with them through most of the night?

Dread started to pool at the base of his stomach, tight, clenching, constrictive. He hated this kind of fear.

And yet, he did a pretty good job of keeping his expression neutral.

"Honey. Don't worry about what I'm wearing or where I was last night," she replied. "What you need to think about is how our relationship is going to work from now on."

"What do you want?" Just a simple group of words, nothing special. And yet, he felt like he was about to get run over by a train.

"First, I'm going to be able to take any lover that I want. If I meet a guy and I like him, then I'm going to do whatever I want with him. If I allow you, you might be able to watch. Second, I'm going to lock you in chastity from now on. You didn't like the idea of being faithful? Too bad. You're going to be faithful to me, whether you like it or not."

Immediately, he wanted to growl about how this was unfair.

But just as he was about to open his mouth, Amanda lifted a finger, instantly silencing him. It was like she had become this teacher and he was just her pupil, a student who needed to be disciplined on how to behave.

After she silenced him with a gesture, she continued, "From now on, I'm in charge. I decide how things work in this relationship. If I give you a chore, you're going to do it. You're not going to whine, you're not going to complain, and you're not going to mess around. If you do, I will punish you."

"Punish me?" He whispered those words, but they didn't really make sense. He couldn't get the pieces of those syllables to fit together into something comprehensible.

"That's right. Oh, and I reserve the right to add, change, or modify these rules however I want whenever I want. And if you don't like it, you can leave right now."

That was another part of their relationship. When they first met, Amanda had already owned this house. It was only in her name. Technically, he could have tried to divorce her or sue her for it or something, but the idea made him shrivel.

He didn't know what to do.

This void of indecision gripped him.

Was he supposed to fight?

"Granted, you could try to assert your dominance as the husband," Amanda said to him, but then she snickered, like this was some sort of joke. "Personally, I think that would be a bad idea. You wouldn't want to risk pissing off Kurt."

Kurt?

"Oh? Did I forget to mention him? Yeah, you hurt my feelings last night. You made me really, really angry. And I met a nice guy. We went back to his apartment and fooled around a bit. It was a lot of fun. He is a real man."

Jacob absorbed this, his brain fuzzy. No way.

"I'm going to give you a few minutes to think about that while I go take a shower. You can tell me what you want to do when I'm done."

Jacob moved. Mechanically, he pushed himself into the kitchen. He grabbed a glass from the cabinet, just as he had done so many times before. But as he moved, it felt like he was operating a machine. He stuck the glass into his refrigerator, pressing the button. Water began to shoot down.

He watched the line of liquid rise up. He was incredibly thirsty, only he couldn't quite remember what he was supposed to do. He only pulled his hand and the glass back when he realized it was about to overflow.

As Jacob took a sip, he felt the cold run into his mouth and down his throat as he swallowed.

Last night, his wife had cheated on him. Last night, Amanda had met some guy. Kurt. And they had been together. They had sex!

Jacob didn't know what to make of that. And when she came home, Amanda had decided that she wanted to be a different person. She had decided that she was going to be in charge, that she would do things to him.

"No. This can't be happening," he said, closing his eyes and gently massaging the sides of his nose. That relieved some of the pressure.

And then the doorbell rang.

He snapped up, thinking immediately that had to be this guy, Kurt.

For a couple of seconds, Jacob just stood there, waiting for some fury to consume him. He wanted to get angry, to shout some barbaric noise and be ready for a fight. But he wasn't. He couldn't  just summon up a berserker fury.

Like it or not, Jacob was a rational guy. He could think clearly, and he came to one conclusion very early on.

Amanda could do this.

Beautiful women have a massive advantage. Sure, they get a lot of unwanted attention and sexual harassment and sexism can be big problems, but a hot girl like Amanda would be able to find a guy within a matter of hours, if not minutes. It made sense. Last night, Jacob screwed up. He hurt her feelings, and she ran off. Maybe she really wanted to hurt him in turn. Or maybe not. It didn't actually matter because Amanda could do it.

Jacob went to the door. He opened it up, thinking that there would be some guy standing there.

Their porch was empty.

Instead, there was a brown box right there on the welcome mat. Just down the walkway, on the sidewalk, a delivery driver was busy climbing back into his vehicle.

Because he didn't know what else to do, Jacob picked up the box. It was light in his hands, a little bit larger than both of his fists together.

What was this?

It was addressed to Amanda. He threw it on the couch, heedless of what she may have ordered.

And then he sat down again, resting his face in his hands.

He had to think. He had to figure this out.

Should he apologize? Should he argue? Should he just leave?

Arguing wouldn't work. He had broken something inside of his wife, altering her permanently. One glance at her made that abundantly clear. She wasn't going to compromise on this. Last night had changed things. Permanently. Irrevocably.

So what was he supposed to do?

He couldn't apologize either. He already knew that wouldn't work.

Could he leave?

No.

Gulping, he listened as the sounds of water stopped in the bathroom. The door opened, and Amanda strolled out. Even though she only had a towel wrapped around her waist, she looked glorious. Her wet hair was pasted down the nape of her neck toward her shoulder blades. She smiled at him, her features seeming even more dangerous now.

"What have you decided?"

"I, I'll do it," he said. "I agree."

"Of course, you will," she said, as though there had been no doubt. "It's only natural for an inferior male like you to accept your place. You're a beta, aren't you?"

He found himself nodding before he even thought about that.

Alpha and beta. Superior and inferior. Those thoughts kept spinning through his head even as she beckoned him from the couch. She lifted one finger, curling it onto the air like a wisp of smoke.

Jacob followed his wife back into the bedroom.

She still had the towel wrapped around her body, and there were a couple of errant drops running down her skin.

"Don't you even think about it," she said. "You only get to touch me when I give you permission. As far as you're concerned, you’re property now."

His lips parted.

"Say it," she demanded.

"I, I'm property," he replied.

"That's right. You had the chance to be a man, but you couldn't handle that, could you? You forgot that you're just this pathetic little wimp. And now I'm going to use you and break you and build you and to what I really want."

"What's that?" Jacob asked.

"Isn't it obvious? You're going to be my little slave boy."

She shrugged, wobbling her head from side to side. "Or maybe I'll do something else with you. Who knows? As long as you want to be with me, in one form or another, you're going to always obey. Because if you don't, I'm going to punish you. And that reminds me, did any packages come for me?"

Confused, he nodded his head slowly.

"Go fetch it."

Fetch. Like a dog. The implication was there.

Bowing his head, Jacob got up and he rushed back into the living room. He snatched up the small box and brought it back to his wife. Or had she become something else? Maybe his owner?

The thought sent a shiver down his back. Why?

Was she right? Was he really just this pathetic? No. It had to do with the hangover. He wasn't a loser. He had convinced Amanda to be with him in the first place. That meant he had something to offer, didn't it? But if that had been his greatest achievement, what did it mean that he had blown it so quickly and so easily?

The bitter flavor of grit brushed against the back of his throat.

Jacob didn't have any good answers, so he snatched up the box and brought it back into their bedroom. He found his wife seated there, her legs crossed. She wiggled her toes in his direction, each crimson nails shining in the light.

"Open it," she ordered.

He struggled with the tape and the cardboard for a few seconds, but he managed to stretch one side until it finally snapped.

"Good. Give it to me," she said just as he began to look inside. There were several plastic rings, a small, square padlock, some kind of tube.

He didn't understand what it was, but it was hard to think through the haze of the hangover.

"Strip."

"What?"

"Strip," she snapped.

Jacob started to obey. He loosened his belt. He dropped his pants and kicked off his shoes. He peeled off his socks and took off his boxers. One layer at a time, he removed his clothing until he was standing before his wife, naked.

And even though she only had on a towel, that seemed to make all the difference, like she was some wealthy heiress, and a this woman who could do whatever she wanted with the pathetic, male chattel positioned before her.

He was pathetic. He realized that.

His cock started to twitch, especially as he looked up at her. "No," she replied. "You don't get to touch me. You don't get to serve me. You don't get to do anything without permission."

"Please, can we talk about this?"

She grabbed him, her fingers going to the back of his neck, like he was some misbehaving pet. Her fingernails pushed into his skin, not enough to break the flesh, just enough to leave little indentations.

He had never known that his wife could be like this. But it was anger, hurt, and something else.

Jacob had to wonder if this part of Amanda had always been there, lurking beneath the surface. Probably. With a shiver, he realized this wasn't new. She had always carried this strength, and he had unleashed it.

It was his fault. That thought kept ringing inside of his head.

She shoved him down onto his back. He landed on the mattress, bouncing once.

"Spread your arms and legs right now."

"Why?"

Her hand flew down to his balls. She gripped them in between her fingers. A little bit of squeezing, a little bit of pressure, and she would be able to inflict untold agony upon him.

"I'm sorry!" Jacob squeaked, literally squeaked, as he spread his arms and legs, pointing his knuckles toward the bedposts.

"No. You aren't." She winked. She actually winked. "But you will be."

That's when she leaned forward, touching her fingers to his eyebrows. She covered his vision, making it impossible for him to see anything.

He closed his eyes, and that's when he heard her giggle. Apparently, this was the right course of action. He resolved not to lift his eyelids again, not until she said it would be okay.

It was funny how easily he accepted her authority, almost like he'd always known this was the way it was supposed to be.

She said this was natural. Maybe she was right.

Jacob felt the scarves. She wrapped them around his wrists, tying them in knots. She wrapped them around his ankles, doing the same thing.

"Struggle. Do your absolute best to get away."

He pulled halfheartedly.

SMACK!

Her hand flew down again, but this time she struck at his thigh. Stinging humiliation burned through his body. His wife just struck him. Worse, there is nothing he could do to stop her. This was her prerogative, her right.

"I told you to struggle. Do better than that," she demanded, disgusted with his performance.

He started to twist, writhing from side to side as he attempted to pull free from the bonds. But Amanda did a great job there, just as she succeeded in everything she attempted. He fought as hard as he could, channeling every drop of effort he possessed into those restraints. It still wasn't good enough. This poor boy just couldn't get away.

"Do you need some incentive? Is that it? Show me you can get away." Her hand went back down to his balls again, and she squeezed lightly, sending the sick rush of nausea running through his body.

Was she going to squeeze?

Jake had been lucky. He hadn't been slammed in the balls for a very long time. Even so, he could remember exactly how that sickening twist felt. When he was back in high school, he had been skateboarding with some friends when he fell right on his chest. The air was knocked from his lungs. To make matters worse, he hit his testicles against the asphalt.

He wouldn't ever forget that burst of pain, sharp and jagged as it slammed into him, cutting straight to his core.

Jacob redoubled his efforts, pulling as hard as he could. He yanked. He fought. He tried to kick and punch his way free, but his wife had done an excellent job. Her slave wasn't going anywhere.

"Can't get away? That's unfortunate." Despite her words, she giggled. He could hear that sound. He kept his eyes closed at this point.

"So, I think I want to test something out."

"What?" He wasn't certain he really wanted to know, but he felt compelled to ask nonetheless.

She didn't answer right away.

"Should I tell you about Kurt?"

"No. Please, don't," he said, despite the lingering temptation.

As hard as he tried not to imagine it, he could picture his wife with another man.

A stronger man, a taller man, a smarter man, a better man.

"Shush," she commanded, touching a finger to his lips. Now he kept his mouth closed as well as his eyes.

"Last night, I left, and I went to another bar. I figured I just needed a place where I could collect myself, you know? And there a couple of guys came up to me. They wanted to see if they could buy me drinks. One of them even said that he knew I was probably upset, but he just wanted to see if I needed someone to talk to. Right away, I knew they were just messing with me. They wanted to see if they could have sex with a distraught girl. I told them to get lost. And that's when I heard Kurt's voice. He started chuckling from a few seats away."

Jacob didn't know if he wanted to hear this. And yet, with his hands strapped to the bed, it wasn't like he had a choice. He couldn't block out the sonorous notes of her voice. The melody of her infidelity rang out onto the air, and he couldn't stop. He couldn't fight her.

"Kurt made a point of apologizing for the male sex. I laughed, thinking that he was joking. But no. He really wasn't. He came over and sat down with me, and we started talking. We really talked. It felt good. He knew exactly how to distract me. And guess what?" As Amanda spoke, she reached down and stroked Jacobs cock. She squeezed him lightly, teasing his body. As his wife, she knew exactly what it took to stimulate him. She knew where he loved to be touched, where she had to apply just a little bit of pressure to excite him, to get him erect.

"Want to hear something else funny?"

No, he didn't.

Only Amanda didn't care. Giggling again, chortling happily as she gave her husband a hand job that he couldn't stop, she continued, "Kurt has a great cock. A lot bigger than yours. There something about the shape too. I don't know what it is exactly, but I definitely like it a lot more. I see him, and I do start to get wet. Talking to him really got me going. I didn't think it was possible, especially when I was so upset."

"No. You only wanted to sleep with him to get back at me," Jacob tried to snarl. And yet, as those words tumbled out onto the air, they seemed small and pathetic, like some lame excuse a child might offer up.

"Oh no. I never wanted to sleep with another guy, not until you made it abundantly clear that you're just a pathetic jerk." As she said those words, her fingers grazed along the base of his shaft, lightly stroking him.

Despite what she had said, Jacob started to moan.

"But you're right. After a little while, we were laughing and I was probably tipsy, and he offered to take me home. But I said I'd rather go to his place. Right away, we both knew what that meant. It meant I was going to have sex with him. We were going to fuck like bunnies because my husband didn’t respect me and didn't really want to be with me."

"I want to be with you!" Jacob promised.

"Now, when you realize what you have lost. Too bad. Now, I'm going to get you off. I'm going to give you a nice orgasm whether you want it or not and then I'm going to lock this little cock of yours up. I want you to know something though. This orgasm isn't yours. It's mine. I get to decide when you come. Hell, I could decide when you're hard. Say it."

"No. I won't!"

"Say it or I will leave you. I mean, you need to learn to obey. You might as well start right now."

Jacob gulped, his eyes still closed. Despite this, he could hear that rage vibrate in her voice. She wasn't messing around, she wouldn't change her mind, nor was she bluffing.

"You get to decide when I come!"

And with that, she jerked him off. She squeezed, roughly moving her hands up and down, up and down. She toyed with his body until he started to spurt his load, quick, pathetic little squirts.

"Keep your eyes closed, slave."

She heaped this new title on him with hardly any effort.

She grabbed some tissues from the headboard, and she wiped him down. After that, he could hear the clink of plastic.

Timid, he asked, "What are you doing?"

"I'm getting your chastity lock out, slave."

By this point, his erection had drained away, leaving his flaccid, pathetic shaft right there. She slid it into the tube. She brought another ring up around the base of his scrotum. She connected the two pieces, and she locked them on. "There we go. Nice and secure."

Harsh, Amanda grabbed onto the chastity cage and pulled.

Jacob let out a quick yelp of fear and frustration.

"Oh, it can't hurt that badly." Then she giggled just as the doorbell rang again. "Perfect timing."

Jacob opened his eyes, watching as his wife left the room. She scurried out into the hall, turning to the left before she started back to the living room.

The door opened, and he heard her beaming happily. "It's great to see you again!"

Jacob heard another voice, but he couldn't quite make out the words.

Then he heard the footsteps. Someone had just come into the house, stepping onto their hardwood floor.

"Stay here for right now," Amanda said, raising her voice just enough that Jacob could hear from their bedroom.

They were going to stay in the living room. What were they doing?

It had to be Kurt. His wife was with another man, and Jacob was strapped down, tied to their bed, completely helpless.

Why had he been such an idiot? Why had he said all that stuff about wanting to cheat, wanting to be with someone else?

"It's only natural," he said, picturing it. He knew that his wife was in there with another man, and they were making out. Kurt was probably running his fingers over her dress again, touching her breasts, squeezing her ass, gliding his fingers up her skirt toward her panties.

Jacob loved his wife's panties. They were always black and sleek, smooth silk that shimmered with the light, almost like polish.

His cock started to strain, getting harder. Or at least, he tried to. It couldn't really succeed, not when he was wearing that chastity cage.

That's when he lifted his head, touching his chin to his chest. Jacob’s eyes fluttered open, and he looked down at the device for the first time. The plastic was transparent, so he could see his cock, locked away, like a fish on the other side of an aquarium.

Groaning with dismay, he dropped his head back down, his eyes wet.

Where they having sex?

That's what Jacob had to wonder.

In his mind's eye, he could picture the two of them. This guy, Kurt, would hold his wife down, pinning her to the couch. His mouth would be on hers. He would make her moan. There would be those throaty little sounds that vibrated from the base of her throat whenever she got really, really turned on.

Her panties would be wet, and he would stroke her, using two fingers to press down on her underwear. He would feel the warm moisture of her excitement. With every touch, every press of his fingertips, he would make her moan again.

And he would get hard.

Jacob tried not to think about it, but he couldn't block that image of a bulge from his mind. This guy was going to be strong and powerful, capable. He would be able to take whatever he wanted.

And he was going to plunge that cock into Jacob’s wife. And there was nothing Jake could do to stop it.

He was locked away, this pathetic excuse of a man.

Jacob decided to fight.

Knowing full well that his wife was with another man, he yanked and twisted as hard as he could once more. No, he tried even harder this time. Desperation propelled him. He threw himself forward, eager to pull away. It didn't seem possible.

No matter how hard he tried or how much effort he threw into his arms and legs, Jacob simply couldn't free himself.

Jacob kept at it, channeling all of his frustration until his strength finally ebbed away. His skin was hot, his naked body spent. Panting, he looked up at the ceiling. He stared hard, almost like he wanted to try to figure something out. But this wasn't going to work.

"Maybe it's a trick," he said to no one in particular. He whispered those words, almost like he was worried that someone might overhear.

But now, the door didn't swing open. Amanda didn't come rushing in, laughing, her voice trailing on the air.

"Yes, it has to be a trick. This isn't really something she could do."

Amanda was a nice girl, a sweet girl. She was kind and considerate to all of her friends.

She could never...what was the word?...cuckold him.

Cuckold.

It sounded like such an ancient word, something that Jacob could barely remember. Even then, it didn't come from anything having to do with modern relationships. No, he saw the word online on some forum at some point.

But he closed his eyes for a moment, and he pictured his wife looking up at Kurt. There would be that glint of arousal in her eyes. She would be panting, but for a few seconds, she would restore her composure.

And in that moment, she would make a decision. She would think about what she really wanted. Who she really wanted. And she would come to a conclusion.

It wasn't going to be Jacob.

Why did that thought turn Jacob on?

This made things ten times worse! Seriously, why was his cock still trying to stiffen against the bonds of its cage?

Because yes, there was that sense of betrayal and disappointment. Even if this had been his fault, he still wanted to make it stop. He still wanted to reclaim his manhood somehow.

But he couldn't. Because he wasn't a real man. He was a beta. He was not tall enough, not strong enough, not smart enough. He had been given this beautiful girl, and she betrayed him. Granted, he had been the one who wanted to change the rules first, but that somehow didn't seem fair. Or maybe it didn't really occur to him. Either way, Jacob kept squirming against the bonds holding him down and keeping him from that direction.

It didn't do any good.

Then he heard it, a scream, a scream of pleasure, a scream of ecstasy.

It wasn't the loudest one Amanda had ever let loose. But it still cut right into her husband. He tried to tense up, to curl into a pathetic little ball, like he wanted to hide from the world everything he had done.

That wasn't an option.

Strapped down on his back, with the scarves tight around his extremities, he couldn't do anything. He couldn't stop her.

But he had to listen.

He kept waiting for the sounds of a man, a grunt, a groan, some shout of triumph. But again, there was nothing.

In spite of himself, Jacob strained his ears, doing his best to pick out any sound.

There was nothing, nothing he could use, nothing he could make out. There was quiet, then more panting, then the sounds of his wife.

She was coming, again and again.

And he still couldn't do anything about it!

Then silence.

Why? Were they just making out again?

Or were they talking? Were they whispering back and forth, sharing little secrets. Jacob didn't know. He didn't understand how any of this could work. After all, they had known each other for less than twenty-four hours.

Jacob bit down on his lower lip, realizing something. He could shout out. He could call out to them, interrupting.

What would that do?

Could he scare the other guy off? Kurt wouldn't be intimidated. That much was obvious. With Jacob tied down and naked, locked in chastity, he was no threat. But if Kurt didn't know what Amanda was up to, then maybe that could be enough.

Closing his eyes, Jacob didn't want to take any chances. Time and again, he inhaled, thinking that he was going to do something brash, something aggressive. And then, each time, at the last possible second, he froze. He might let out this little tiny squeak, something from a mouse. But that noise wouldn't be strong enough to make it a couple of feet, let alone through the walls that separated him from his wife and her lover.

Throwing his head back, he felt that rush of shame. What was wrong with him? Why couldn't he do this?

His cock tried to get hard again and again.

Jacob didn't understand. His eyes were wet now. He blinked back angry tears. He wasn't going to cry. There were lines that he wouldn't cross.

And yet, the fear kept coiling into him.

What was happening? Why were they quiet?

Perhaps they'd fallen asleep?

Yeah, right.

He needed to do something. He had to act!

But what could he do? He wasn't strong enough or smart enough to come up with any good solutions. He couldn't tear through the scarves, nor could he call out for attention.

And that's when he heard the door open again.

The hinges squeaked softly, and he looked up, blinking rapidly. For a second, this hot dart of fear shot through him. What if it was the stranger, Kurt? What if he walked in here, ready to tease, mock, humiliate Jacob?

Jacob gulped, but he locked on the feminine silhouette of his wife.

Amanda strolled forward, holding her hands behind her back like she was some coquettish school girl. She swayed her hips from side to side.

"Hey there, cuck. How are you doing?"

Her face was flushed.

"What, what's going on?" Jacob demanded. "Is he, is he here?" Jacob despised the stutter in his voice, but he couldn't get himself to speak evenly.

"Oh yeah, he's here. And guess what? You're going to get to watch next time. Doesn't that sound nice?"

Next time. The phrase implied that he was going to have some time, a few days, maybe even a couple weeks."

And yet, Amanda walked back toward their closet. She opened the door and started to rifle through some of the smaller, discarded piles of clothing. And then she found what she wanted. She held up a leather strap connected to a rubber ball.

"See this? Do you remember it? I was thought it was pretty presumptuous, but I suppose I should be grateful now. You had the foresight to buy it."

The ball gag.

Jacob tensed, thinking about that fight it provoked. He had purchased it, thinking that he was going to get some powerful sex. He would tie his wife to the bed, gag her and have some fun. He would use her degrade her, and she was supposed to put up with it because she was his wife. She wanted to make him happy, right?

Apparently, Jacobs had always been a spoiled brat.

He thought marriage meant that he could get anything and everything. He was wrong. And that's why he needed to lose everything.

"So here's the thing, Jacob. I'm going to let you off of that bed, but just for a little while. I'm going to tie your hands behind your back, and I'm going to hobble you too. And you're going to let me. You know why?"

Jacob tried to marshal his thoughts, to put them into neat rows. He had to talk to her. He had to convince her to stop this.

What? What could he do? What could he say? What could he promise?

There wasn't anything. This was Amanda, after all. She was smart, gorgeous. She was capable, capable of anything, capable of getting and taking whatever she liked.

For a time, she had loved Jacob and only Jacob. And he blew that!

So now, if he wanted to be close to her, he had to accept his new role.

"Why?" Jacob asked. He raised his voice slightly. This almost felt like a victory. "Why would I let you do that to me?"

"Because if you don't, Kurt is going to come in here and kick your ass," she promised, batting her eyes flirtatiously. "And I would get to watch."

Jacob tensed up, unable to believe it. No way. She would never do that!

Or would she?

For just a second, he flashed back to last night, thinking of the hurt on her face. She had been so upset, angry enough to storm off. For a girl who was usually very centered, this was huge. He had messed everything up.

"I'll be good," he said, sounding more like a chastened child.

She clapped her hands together, apparently pleased. And she was true to her word. She released him from the silk scarves, untying them from the bed. And then, she held them up once more, first gripping a crimson bit of fabric in her hand. The color almost matched her fingernails.

"Get over here," she snapped, pointing down toward the floor at her feet.

He didn't want to cooperate, but he didn't see any other choice. Even after she had released him from the scarves, Jacob hadn't moved. He stayed there, his arms and legs spread, as if he was held down by invisible bonds.

He got up off of the mattress and made his way toward the floor. He lowered himself down onto the carpet, shivering with humiliation.

"If you're going to tie my hands behind my back, can you at least take the chastity cage off of me?" Cuckold. Chastity cage. These words should have felt exotic and unusual. Somehow, however, they seemed normal. It felt like he deserved this.

She grabbed his hands and pulled them behind his back without responding. She tied them together, her fingers weaving and knotting the material until she was certain he wouldn't be able to pull free.

"Don't struggle too hard," she said. "The harder you fight, the tighter they get."

She repeated the process on his ankles, though she allowed him a little bit more slack this time.

"Now, are you ready? Are you ready to watch me get taken by a real man?"

Jacob didn't say anything. But then, he didn't need to.

His wife grabbed the ball gag again, shoving the rubber sphere into his mouth. She brought the straps up around his ears, clicking them just above the nape of his neck. "Go ahead. Try to say something. Try to tell me about natural imperatives."

She giggled as he attempted to speak, but the ball was big, pushing up into his teeth.

He hated this thing, but he couldn't speak.

"Follow me," she ordered. He didn't get a choice.

Amanda skipped forward, darting out of the bedroom and back down the hall. He listened to the sounds of her bare feet as she made her way.

For a few seconds, Jacob didn't move. He couldn't. But then he thought of this man, a stranger kicking his ass. Jacob didn't know exactly what that might entail, but he already knew that he was small and weak. Besides, with his limbs restrained like this, he couldn't come close to fighting.

So he started to move. At first, he thought that he was going to simply walk. But he couldn't quite get himself onto his feet, so he made his way on his knees. He emerged out into the hallway, and he looked down toward the couch in the living room. He stared ahead, and he saw Amanda there, leaning up on her tip toes to whisper into the ear of the stranger.

Kurt.

Strangely enough, Jacob noticed the pile of clothing on the floor first. A black coat, and a white dress shirt, even a tie lying off to the side. Then Jacob turned his attention to the man himself. He had on black trousers, shiny leather shoes, and white socks.

Jacob tried not to stare at the rest of this man. He didn't want to see his strong, tight muscles. He didn't want to absorb the details of just how broad his shoulders were.

Worst of all, he saw the way that Amanda looked at him. Flirtatious and happy, giggling. Jacob had to wonder if that side of her had always been there, like maybe it had been natural for her to simply discard Jacob. Maybe some side of her always wanted this, and he had simply given her the excuse she needed.

"That's him?" Kurt asked.

Amanda whispered something else. Jacob couldn't pick out the individual words or sounds. He had no idea what she was saying. Even if he had heard her clearly, he didn't know if he would have been able to process the sounds. After all, this man was tall, strong and muscular, but it was her expression that seemed to stab into Jacob the most.

Kurt walked over to him.

"Your girl tells me you like this. She tells me that you're just not enough of a man for her. Is that right?"

Standing behind Jacob, Amanda nodded. The stranger couldn't see that gesture. But Jacob could. Right away, he understood the threat.

Jacob nodded his head. Pathetic and miserable, he lowered his chin down, bobbing it for this man, giving Kurt permission.

"Okay," Kurt announced. Then he turned around and marched back to Amanda. His arms went for her waist first, grabbing her. His fingertips pushed down, and he dragged her close, yanking her in one quick, smooth motion.

Suddenly, Amanda found herself bumping into this wall of masculinity. His arms slid around her, trapping her. She giggled again, happy, excited to be trapped.

And they started kissing.

With the ball gag in his mouth, Jacob knew that he didn't have to watch this. He didn't have to see it.

And yet, he couldn't bring himself to look away either.

He watched as Kurt started to strip his wife. He grabbed the hem of her dress and pulled. As if they had practiced this 100 times before, she fluidly raised her arms into the air. He pulled the dress away, swinging it once and throwing it so it landed just in front of Jacob.

Next, he grabbed her panties, yanking them down. This meant he kneeled before her for just a moment. And that's when Jacob really noticed the excited twinkle in his wife's eyes. Despite everything that was going on, despite their difference in size, she was still in charge. This man may have been better, a better choice, a naturally superior specimen of masculinity, but this was what Amanda craved.

He unhooked her bra next, pulling it away and letting her breasts spill out. Then he grabbed onto those globes, massaging them.

Instinctively, Amanda turned around, rubbing her ass against this stranger's groin. Kurt must have gotten hard; Jacob’s body tried to respond, tried to react. Of course, it didn't do any good.

Amanda continued to grind against her new lover. She moved her body sensually, rotating from left to right, up and down. She almost danced like she was some kind of stripper, a slut and there for Kurt’s pleasure.

Jacob tried to say something. He tried to move his lips, but the ball gag made that impossible.

The seconds continued, and Kurt enjoyed the show. But at some point, he must have gotten impatient because he grabbed onto Amanda's ponytail. He turned her around. She let out a yelp of surprise. But there was something else lurking just beneath that little squeak. Arousal.

His hands went to her shoulders and he nudged her down onto her knees.

Eyes wide, Jacob couldn't understand what was happening. No. No way!

But yes, this was going to happen, and there was nothing Jake could do to stop it.

She was about to give a stranger a blow job. And he was going to watch.

Kurt unzipped his fly. He took out his cock.

He had to be bigger than Jacob by several inches. At least.

Jacob didn't know what to do as he watched his wife. She opened her mouth, licking her lips seductively. Then she took a moment to glance back in Jacob’s direction, just long enough to let the reality of his situation sink in. Then she leaned forward, and she swiped her tongue over Kurt's cock.

She licked him, savoring the taste, the texture of his body.

For her part, she enjoyed this. That much was obvious.

Amanda wrapped her mouth around his cock. She never would have done that for Jacob. Even though they had been married, she always complained that the idea of going down on a guy seemed dirty.

It seemed like she was helpless.

He kept using her, thrusting his cock into her mouth. He played with her, teasing her body.

And then he grabbed her, lifting her onto her feet. His cock emerged from her wet lips.

He pushed her down onto the couch. She spread her legs and he pumped into her, thrusting hard. He came at her like she was an animal. Like they both were. Not only that, Kurt grabbed her ponytail, pulling, just to prove that he could. He yanked hard, thrusting his shaft into her wet crevice. He used her some more, and there was nothing Jake could do about it.

His balls swung, their bodies moved together, and the poor cuckold had to watch all of this.

He couldn't say anything. He couldn't argue or complain.

At this point, Amanda couldn't even see him. But she knew he was watching.

Kurt kept going, pumping harder and faster until Jacob’s wife screamed out. She opened her mouth, her vocal cords vibrating with that incredible ecstasy.

And then he thrust again, growling. She came hard. It was his turn. He pumped his load deep into her. He used her. He claimed another man's wife, and Jacob kneeled there, his hands bound, his feet hobbled.

And then they were done. Panting, sweaty, Kurt pulled free. He pulled his pants back up, and he glanced over at Jacob. Their eyes met, and it was clear. Everything was clear. This was going to happen again and again and again and there was nothing that Jacob could do about it.

For her part, Amanda decided to stretch her arms over her head. And when she smiled at her husband, it was just to confirm the obvious.

She was going to have a lot of fun. And Jacob is going to get to watch.

It was only natural.

The End


Little Consequence

"Look, I have had a very difficult life. I won’t deny that I have done some pretty bad things, but please, there were reasons. Everything that's happened has been a consequence of other events. Please, just give me another chance. I know that, if you show leniency, I will never act like this again. More to the point, I will make it my mission to improve the world." I spoke sincerely, my eyes almost downcast.

Every syllable was practiced, every word chosen with great care. I didn't want to appear like I really knew what I was doing as I spoke to the judge. After all, she was the only one in that room who really counted.

The jury had already come back with their decision. I was guilty. But the judge had a lot of latitude in this case; I could go to prison for several years, or I could end up with some community service, maybe some mandatory counseling.

The judge was an older woman, the kind of woman who might look at me and think of a son she might have had. Then again, she could also have been incredibly competent. I didn't know, not until she leaned forward.

I didn't look at her directly. Instead, I had my body facing in her direction, yet my eyes kept drifting downward, like the weight of my guilt made it impossible for me to really face her. As much as possible, I made sure that I radiated contrition.

"Alex, I have considered your case, as well as your plea. I appreciate the fact that you say you want to take responsibility for your actions. Ultimately, I don't believe that the community would be served with your imprisonment. As such, I am sentencing you to one year of probation and counseling."

At that moment, I wanted to exhale, to start laughing. But I decided that I needed to maintain the farce.

A year of probation? Counseling? Yeah, that was a slap on the wrist! I had done it. Maybe my scheme had been found out. Ponzi schemes pretty much always have to fail eventually, right? But this meant I got away with it.

That same cocky self-satisfaction kept me buoyed, even when I walked into Alicia's office. Alicia Cane, apparently the city's best therapist. She also did some pro bono work for the courts, it seemed.

Theoretically, I could have afforded to pay for her all on my own, but that would have admitted that I still had several million dollars stashed away, some of it hidden overseas accounts, some of it literally buried in a municipal park.

"Hello, Alex," she said, motioning for me to sit down. While she held a position in a comfortable office chair, she wanted me to take the more comfortable spot. It looked like the kind of chair where I could lean back or sit upright depending on my preference. It probably helped put her patients at ease.

"Good afternoon," I told her. Once I sat down, I looked at her. "There's something I want you to know."

"What's that, Alex?"

It started to irritate me that she kept using my name. That was a tactic I used with my former employees when I still had my own office. I liked using their names. It made it clear that I was in charge. It was slight and subtle, but it was also effective.

"I don't believe in counseling. I know that I'm required to be here, but I can assure you that I'm never going to commit those crimes again," I lied. More likely, I was simply promising her that I wouldn't get caught. "If you can, I think you should just sign off on my hours and go play some golf or enjoy yourself."

"Alex, what did you do?"

"I stole some money. I wasted a lot more." Yeah, I wasted money on my lawyer. I was the one who got myself off. At least, that's how I saw the situation. "What matters is that I know I'm never going to do it again, so this is all really just a waste of time."

"Healing is never a waste of time."

"I don't need to heal."

Alicia stared back at me for several seconds. Theoretically, she should have just been another blonde girl. She was hot, actually, but I knew better than to try to mess with someone like her. After all, if she did charitable work for the state, she might actually be able to harm me, at least if I really hurt her. A little bit of honesty would probably be okay, but I wouldn't risk anything else.

"Alex, look into my eyes," she ordered.

For a second, I just smirked. But then, I actually felt compelled to obey her. I looked back into her blue eyes, and the rest of the world started to fade away. Nothing seemed to matter except for the shimmering blue of her irises.

"Alex, tell me about your crime. Be completely honest." Did I just see a spark along her eyes? Were there actually little bolts of electricity?

At first, I thought I would tell her the same thing I said to the judge. I would remind her that I had indeed committed those crimes, but I felt horrible about them. More to the point, I was just acting on some bad impulse caused by a terrible childhood. The exact details wouldn't matter. I could make them up as I went.

Instead, I said, "I stole money. I realized that there was a flaw in the local regulations regarding investment funds. I was able to convince a lot of people to give me a lot of money. They give the money to me, however, not the fund. I was able to use it for whatever I wanted."

"And how did you use their hard-earned money?" Alicia asked me.

This time, I kept staring right back at her, but a smile crusted my lips, making it absolutely clear that all of the guilt I purportedly felt was complete BS.

Lie. That was my imperative. That was my goal. At moments like this, I could almost enjoy the game. I had tap danced my way past a judge, so it should have been easy to do with a therapist who is legally bound to keep my secrets. Instead, I kept talking. Worse, I told her the truth!

"I partied. I took office money, and I used it on whatever I wanted."

"I see," she said, tapping one finger against her cheek. "So, Alex, would you commit these crimes again?"

"Yes," I confessed. Again and again, I tried to stop myself, yet the words kept coming out. "I'm going to commit these crimes again. I know I can get away with it this time." No matter how much I raged against my mouth, I just couldn't shut up.

"That's a shame. I guess we are going to have to do something about that."

"Please, just let me out of here. I don't need a shrink. I promise, I won't commit those crimes," I said, contradicting myself from only a few seconds before. I couldn't help myself. My skin turned hot, my heart thundered in my chest, and nervous shivers kept running down my back. There was something wrong here.

A girl like this wasn't supposed to be able to just compel my honesty.

"Alex, do you believe in magic?"

"Look, I think I should make another appointment. I need to go. I need to find another therapist," I started to say as I got up. I knew that I was stuttering, but that didn't seem to matter.

She pointed one finger at me, directing me back down to the chair. "Sit." Her tone didn't allow any disagreement, but I told myself it didn't matter. I wasn’t supposed to continue. I was supposed to get my ass out of there!

Instead, I sat right back down.

Alicia leaned forward. "You are a handsome, articulate, intelligent young man. You had so much potential. Why did you waste it all?"

"I didn't want to work. Besides, those people didn't really deserve that money. In this world, you should only be allowed to keep what you can defend."

"That's a sad, sad reality. Maybe if you learn a little bit of dependence, you would be a bit more sympathetic toward other people."

"Other people are sheep," I replied. Damn it.

Pretty much every day, I would pretend to be a better person. But with this woman, I couldn't keep any of my secrets. It felt like she could ask any question, and I would be absolutely forced to expose the truth.

"By this point, Alex, you are probably wondering what's going on. Well, since I've already decided on your course of treatment, I can tell you the truth. I am a witch, a spell caster, so I have the ability to influence other people. Physically and psychologically."

Despite my plight, I threw my head back, and I actually laughed right in her face. "Lady, you are insane."

"Am I?" Alicia asked as she pointed at me and whirled the tip of her finger in a neat little circle.

All at once, she started to move. But it wasn't just her. The rest of the room seemed to move as well. At first, I didn't understand what was going on. Instead, I concentrated on getting up. It should have been simple. I kept sending the signals from my brain to the rest of my body. Stand up. It should have been simple. Instead, I remained right there on the chair, and after a few more seconds, I couldn't ignore the shifting dimensions of the room around me. The chair underneath me, her bookshelves, her desk, everything seemed to be getting larger and larger.

What was going on?

None of this made any sense.

"Just relax, Alex. It will all be over in a little bit. Then we can really start working on your behavior." As she spoke, she seemed to get farther and farther away. When I first sat down, only a few feet separated us. Now it seemed like there were entire yards between us.

Not only that, her voice seemed to boom through the room, almost like lightning. Yes, she still had that same feminine lilt, but there was something else going on as well.

It had to be some kind of delusion or something, but when I managed to finally slide off of the chair, it took me a moment for my feet to actually hit the floor. They could no longer reach all of the way down on their own.

Just as I did so, my pants and my boxers fell down around my ankles. Not only that, my shirt seemed to swallow me. It was getting so enormous! My head, and my shoulders easily fell through my neck hole. Within seconds, I was naked.

Panic shot through me as I tried to make my way out of my clothing. Everything felt so heavy and thick. It felt like there were yards and yards of fabric all around me, and I couldn't find my way out.

Then I saw light for just a moment, eclipsed by a giant hand.

I tried to scramble away, to burrow down into the fabric, but she found me. She picked me up, pulling me out of the clothing pile.

Then I saw her for the first time, not as a fellow human being, but as a giantess.

Alicia smiled down at me. "How do you feel now?"

My eyes bulged wide as I took in the sight of this huge woman. She must have been twenty or thirty times larger than me. Not only that, she had her fingers wrapped around my body.

"I, I need to get out of here," I said, stumbling through every word. Just then, I did the only thing that seemed to make any sense. I hit my fists down against her fingers.

It didn't do any good. Lifting her head back, she laughed. Those sounds boomed through the room, at least as far as I was concerned.

"You aren't going anywhere. In fact, I'm going to report to the court that you have disappeared. They're going to come looking for you, of course. They will send police to your apartment, but you won't be there. They might even come here to look for you, and you won't be here either. You know where you're going to be, Alex?"

I gulped.

"Where?"

"I'm taking you home with me," she said. "But not until the end of the day. Until then, I'm going to have to see some patients. That means you are going to have to spend some time in your cage." My cage? No way.

She stood up, and I made the mistake of looking down past her fingers to the floor below. It felt like I was on top of a skyscraper. The floor looked so far away! My stomach dropped, and I kept wiggling helplessly in her grasp.

Alicia carried me across the room toward the other door. She opened it up to a small, private bathroom. Right there on the windowsill, there was a cage. It looked like it would accommodate a small bird, maybe a hamster. Already equipped with an automatic water dispenser and a small bowl of pellets, it looked perfectly suited for a bunny or some other small mammal.

Alicia popped open the top of the cage, and she sat me down.

I thought that I had escaped a life behind bars.

Apparently, I was wrong.

"Alicia, you can't go! You can't leave me like this!"

To my own ears, my voice sounded normal. But then it occurred to me that to her, I probably came off like some chipmunk from a cartoon. She had already closed the door on the cage. She snapped a little bar closed, making sure that I wouldn't be able to get out. When the mental clinked down, the noise reverberated through the cage and through my body.

Right away, I grabbed onto the bars, and I tried to pull myself free. I didn't know exactly what I was going to do. After all, I could only watch helplessly as Alicia strolled back through the door and out into her main office.

In the meantime, I was left there in this little cage. I turned back to the window, immediately thinking that maybe I would be able to attract someone's attention. The situation was bizarre, obviously, but at least I would be able to get help, right?

Wrong.

The window was frosted. Even if someone noticed me moving about, they would probably just assume that I was some kind of pet.

They would never imagine that a man had actually been shrunk down to the size of an action figure.

Because that's exactly how tall I was. Just a few inches. Not even a full foot.

When the door closed, I immediately started to look around for some way to get out of here. I didn't know how much time I had, but there must be something I could do. Right?

Wrong again.

When I tried to bend of the bars, they stubbornly refused to move. As a man, I probably could have squeezed two fingers between them and bent them out of shape. In my new size, my best efforts didn't amount to anything. Seriously, I tried for several minutes. I would grit my teeth, brace my feet, and grab onto those metal strips. Pushing all of my strength into that cage, I tried so hard just to bend them a little bit.

It should not have been this hard, but all of my strength was gone.

After that, I was thirsty, so I looked back around the rest of my cage. Wood shavings covered the bottom. There was a little bottle with an automatic drip based against the side of the cage. I walked over to it, and I tried to cup my hands to get some water.

It wouldn't work. If I wanted to drink from this thing, I actually had to bend forward on my hands and knees and lick at it. I had to rotate the little ball with my tongue to get enough liquid out.

Glancing back at the door, I hoped that Alicia wouldn't come back in here.

Finally, I had a little bit of luck. I was able to drink privately.

From there, I slumped down in the corner of the cage, disoriented and confused. This morning, everything made sense. Sure, I had a probation officer watching me, and I was technically a felon, but none of that seemed to matter. All I had to do was wait a couple of months, maybe a year at most, for the attention to die away.

People would forget about me, and I could retire to some Caribbean island. It would be sweet, each day filled with girls and drinks and partying. That's what was supposed to happen.

But this girl, she was a witch? A real witch?

It seemed so.

Every time I closed my eyes, I expected to open them again, to find myself in my bed after a weird nightmare. But this wasn't a dream. Even when I tried to ignore what was going on around me, I still felt the wood shavings beneath my butt.

I was naked, in a cage, just like some little pet.

This wasn't acceptable.

The frustration bubbled through my body, at least until I fell back down against the corner of the cage. Seething, I wanted to hit something. I wanted to break something. Because I didn't have anything else to do, I picked up a wood chip, and I threw it across the cage. It hit one of the bars and it bounced away.

I couldn't get out of here.

But then, I looked back up at the door.

I stared at it for a long time, thinking that there had to be something I could do. I was smart. That's how I got away with my scheming. Lots of other guys would have ended up in jail. Not me.

I looked up at that little doorway. It was only held in place by a thin bar of metal. It was also above me, however.

Because I didn't have anything else to do, I climbed up one side of the cage, and then I wrapped my fingers around the bars above my head. I swung my way ahead, working to get toward the door. I dangled there from the top of the cage, and when I got to the opening, I had to concentrate on staying up there.

My arms started to ache with the strain, but I still didn't come up with any brilliant maneuver. Finally, I dropped back down. I hit the bottom of the cage hard, my eyes watered, and I just dropped all the way onto my back. Panting with the exasperation, I closed my eyes, and I waited.

Boredom gripped me. I hated this. I never really thought about what it would be like for a pet, but it must have sucked just like this.

After about an hour, Alicia opened the big door into the bathroom again, and she came over to me. She leaned forward, her hands on her knees. "How are you doing, little guy?"

"Alicia, you can't keep me like this. I don't know what kind of power you have, but I'm not a pet! Let me out of here! Let me out of here right now!" I demanded, practically shouting at her. I grabbed onto the bars of the cage, and I pulled as hard as I could. But the giantess in front of me just chuckled.

"You're so cute. You know, I should probably think about getting you something to wear. Maybe I will stop at a toy store on my way home."

"No! You're not keeping me like this!" I snarled at her. Back when I had my own company, I could have intimidated a girl like Alicia with ease. But now, she just shook her head. "Maybe you need some sleep," she told me. That's when she picked out a sheet, and she threw it over the cage, turning everything dark. I kept shouting at her, but the therapist just walked away. She closed the door again, and I kept shouting, not that she could hear me.

Eventually, my anger burned out, and I had to settle down. I curled up into a little ball, I closed my eyes, and I eventually fell asleep.

I woke up to an earthquake. The world shook around me, and I immediately jumped up to look around, only to find myself surrounded by darkness. When I tried to run for cover, I felt my feet press into the solid wood chips. Splinters stabbed into my toes, but I hardly noticed.

"What's going on?" I called out, my voice laced with panic. I bumped up against the bars, and I grabbed onto them for some sort of stability.

Alicia pulled the sheet away. Bright light slammed down into me, and I had to quickly clench my eyes closed. The illumination caught me completely off guard, so I stumbled, losing my balance before I hit the wood chips again.

The shaking came to a stop, and my eyes slowly adjusted. When I opened them again, I found myself looking out from behind the bars of the cage to see several pens, some rubber bands, and an enormous keyboard. Seriously, it looked more like a dance floor.

"Hey there, little guy. How are you doing?"

Slowly, I pulled myself back up onto my feet, determined to maintain some shred of dignity. Maybe I was naked, but that wasn't supposed to matter.

"When are you going to let me out of here?"

"Whenever I want," she said, giggling through her non-answer.

"Look, Alicia, if you change me back now, I promise I won't tell anyone."

"I could do that," she told me. Then she snapped her fingers, and she giggled again. "Or, I could keep you like this, and I could play with you. After all, you are such an interesting subject. We could perform some experiments. What you think of that? There is actually something I've been wanting to try back at home."

"You are not taking me home," I told her. But then, she nodded to herself. "Yes. That would probably be really good for you. Let's take you home." I kept shouting at her, but Alicia just picked up the sheet, and she dropped it back down onto the cage. My world went dark again.

For a long time, a couple hours at least, I tried to figure something out. I imagined all of these wild scenarios where I would be able to get access to her phone, where I would be able to call for help. But even if I did, what would I say? I could tell the police that I was being held against my will. That much was true. But was I going to tell them that a witch had taken me prisoner, that she had shrunk me down to just a couple of inches? Yeah, they would laugh at me.

Even if they did come here, they wouldn't find anything. All Alicia needed to do was keep a sheet over my cage, and no one would think to check for me here. That's if they even checked at all.

I didn't know where we were. I couldn't give the police an address or anything.

At one point or another, I started thinking about the people I used to hang out with as well. Powerful women and men used to party with me. We would go out, we would drink, we would do drugs, and it would all be so wild. I would spend all this money, and it would feel so good. Servers would rush up to me, desperate to take care of my every single need.

I tipped well. I made sure that they felt appreciated. That largess made me feel like a king.

At one point, I couldn't take anymore. I hated this captivity, so I jumped to my feet, and I took a wild punch at one of the bars. I slammed my fist hard into that unrelenting iron. Pain vibrated up the length of my arm. I stumbled back, shaking my hand.

She had me. For the moment, there was nothing I could do about it.

I hated the shaking. I hated the way she swung my cage just a little bit. It made it impossible for me to stay up on my feet. So I grabbed onto the corner bars, and I huddled up for as much support as I could get.

She took me outside. It was getting dark, but the streetlights managed to cut through the sheets. A little bit of light made it through, and then I heard the click of a car trunk.

No way.

She set me down in the trunk, and she slammed it shut again.

A few seconds later, the world vibrated again as the car engine came on. She started driving. With every second, my chances of escape grew smaller and smaller.

Where were we going?

Theoretically, my probation officer would try to keep track of me, but when I failed to report in, he would assume that I just ran off. I hated the idea that Alicia could keep me for a few days, and all of a sudden, I would be forced to go to prison.

This wasn't fair! I was just a white-collar criminal!

Several minutes went by, and she came to a stop. That was almost a relief. If she didn't have to drive for very long, then it meant we were still somewhere downtown.

The trunk door opened, and Alicia picked me up again. "Be a good little pet and stay quiet," she said. She carried me, swinging me just a little bit. Then I heard her talk to someone else.

"Good evening, Ms. Cane." Was that? A doorman?

Right away, I inhaled, and I tried to screem out. Even if my voice was small, he would still be able to pick up on it, right? "Help! Help me! I'm in here! I'm in the cage!" It was a risk, but I hopped up and down. She wanted me to be quiet? Well, screw her! I wasn't going to make this easy for her. Besides, once she got me into her apartment or penthouse or whatever, it would be almost impossible for me to escape.

This might be my last chance.

"Did you hear something?"

"I think it's just my phone. It's been acting up all day."

"It sounded like a cartoon or something."

Alicia giggled. "Yeah, sometimes there are a couple of kid shows I like to watch. Anyway, have a good day."

The color drained away from my cheeks and my shoulders and my chest. It felt like every inch of my body got cold as I dropped back down. I held onto the bars of my cage because I had no idea what was going to happen next.

The therapist kept carrying me forward. Eventually, I heard the sound of a key sliding into a lock. A door opened, and then she set me down.

She pulled the sheet away from my cage once again, and I peered up at her. She was leaning forward, her nose only a few inches away from the bars. For a second, I imagined that I might be able to run up to her and jab her. But no, that wouldn't work.

She was too far away for me to poke her in the eye. And if I tried to punch her nose, it probably wouldn't have any real impact anyway.

"You've had a very busy day, haven't you?"

"You're not going to get away with this," I said to her.

"Of course, I am. You are a criminal. No one is going to care if you disappear. You know what that means for you? It means that I can keep you as my pet."

My eyes widened; my breath stopped in my throat. It took me several more seconds to swallow back my fear. After all, I wanted to come up with some good reason why she had to be wrong. There needed to be something I could do or say, some way for me to demonstrate that she couldn't keep me. She couldn't turn me into a pet.

But there was nothing. As much as I hated to admit it, she was right.

"I have friends. Powerful friends. They'll come looking for me."

Alicia answered by laughing. She threw her head back, and I could see the white of her teeth. She smiled, and she looked gorgeous. She really was an incredibly beautiful young woman.

"We both know that's not true. Maybe there were some people who might have cared about you before this all started, but you don't have anything to offer them anymore."

Swallowing, I hardened my lips together, remembering that I still had one card I play. And yet, I didn't know if I should take the chance or not.

"Face it. No one cares about you. Alex, you had your chance. You had all of this money and all of this wealth, and you blew it." She clicked her tongue, and she shook her head, almost as though she were disappointed with me.

"Don't worry. You're going to have a lot of time to think. Pets spend most of their time in cages, after all."

"Screw you!"

"Oh, I don't like that kind of language, especially from a pet. I think you're going to need some time to cool down and figure out how this really works." With that, Alicia picked up the sheet, and she threw it over the cage once again.

She picked me up, carried me into another room, and she set me down. The bars banged against a solid surface. After that, I had to just wait. She closed the door, and she turned off the lights. Now I was all alone in the dark.

“Would you like to come out? Would you like to come out of your cage?”

Those words made me stand. Even if I was naked, I didn’t care. I glared back at her. I kept my hands at my sides, and I refused to acknowledge her taunting questions. She could tease me and mock me, yet I refused to react.

I was better than this; I was better than her.

“I think you do,” she announced. That’s when she popped open my cage door, and she reached down. Her hand came at me like this enormous monster. With her fingers spread, she came closer and closer.

My heart pounded. Stoic at first, I didn’t want to show any emotion. In fact, I didn’t even want to run. Intellectually, I knew it would be a futile gesture. Then panic kicked in, rushing through my body. My fingers tingled, my toes twitched, and I couldn’t help myself. All of my bravery dissipated in the span of a few seconds.

I turned and fled, sprinting toward the corner of my cage. But I wasn’t fast enough, not by a long shot. She grabbed me, her fingers wrapping around my arms and chest. Picking me up like I was just a doll or an action figure, she lifted me high into the air.

It seemed high to me. Realistically, I was only a couple of feet off the ground, yet vertigo set in. My vision swam. Disorientation grabbed a hold of me.

She lifted me up and looked down at me. “You are such an interesting little creature,” she said. “I’m enjoying this, you know. I like having you all small and helpless. Like a bug.”

“I’m not a bug,” I growled back at her. Wiggling with my arms, I managed to free both limbs. And when I did so, I started to bang my firsts against the sides of her fingers.

“Stop that,” she said to me.

I refused to cooperate. I punched my knuckles down into her fingers for a third, then fourth time. She hardly seemed to notice, but she didn’t want me to continue, so I kept going out of sheer stubbornness.

"Final warning," she told me.

I didn't stop.

That's when she tossed me into the air. All of a sudden, my stomach dropped, the air rushed along my naked body, and she caught me in the palm of her hand. Nausea niggled up from my gut.

"Oh, that was fun. Maybe I’ll do that again," she said with a giggle.

"No!" I cried out, but it was too late. Alicia had already made up her mind. She tossed me into the air again, and as I hit that apex, I clapped my eyes shut. Hot terror exploded through me, but then I started to fall, and she grabbed me again.

"Are you going to be good?" Alicia asked, holding me out on one hand.

Looking up at this goddess, I realized something. She was basically a goddess to me. Not only did she have the power of magic, but she could literally toss me around. She could pick me up and play with me however she wished.

"I'll be good," I finally told her. I hated those words. I despised the sound as I made it, but what other choice did I have? Realistically, there was nothing I could do to stop her.

I couldn't even escape. If I tried to run away, I would have to worry about dogs and cats spotting me and deciding to turn me into a chew toy. Or worse.

"Yes, you will because you are my toy. Aren't you? You're my pet now like a little rat." She grinned, wrapping her fingers around me all over again. She carried me through the house, and I could barely take in all the details. Everything seemed to so enormous. A painting of a desert skyscape actually felt like the real thing to me. I barely glanced at it, but that was enough.

She took me into a small, back room.

"You know, when I was in school, I had to study rodent psychology. Part of the project involved this maze."

No, no, no, no. Closing my eyes, I silently hoped and prayed that I was wrong. Doing so was a mistake. I should have been studying the layout and doing my best to memorize where to go. By the time I opened my eyes and saw the maze, however, Alicia was already starting to lower me down. It was too late. I wouldn't be able to memorize the directions I should take.

She lowered me down, dropping me between three walls.

"This is what's going to happen, Alex. I'm going to give you five minutes. If you can find your way out of this maze, I will think about making you big. If, however, you can't, then I'm going to keep you at this exact size. Or who knows? I might even make you smaller."

"How do I know you'll keep your word?" I asked her.

"Unlike you, I'm not a sniveling, conniving criminal. I'm not the kind of bastard who would steal money from widows and orphans."

Inhaling, I thought about arguing with her. I could have given her the same line that I gave the judge, but I stopped, knowing full well that a girl like Alicia would never listen to me. She was too smart for that.

"And the timer starts," she said, showing me her phone. The bright glare almost blinded me, yet I could still make out those digits.

5:00...4:59...4:58.

Without really knowing what I was doing, I started running forward. It felt strange to do so, especially naked, but I knew that the clock was working against me.

I had to figure this out and quickly. I ran forward, turning at random spots. I couldn't help myself. It was so easy to lose myself to the fear and dread. This might be my only chance. After this, Alicia might not ever give me another opportunity.

Glancing overhead, I saw her above me. She watched, her chin supported by her knuckles. She winked at me as we made eye contact, and from that point forward, I resolved to focus on the maze. I turned left, only to run into a dead-end. Doubling back, I went straight. Then I turned right again, only to find another dead end. I doubled back, my heart pounding. I ran as hard as I could, swinging my arms for extra speed and momentum.

"You're running out of time," Alicia warned.

How much time did I have left? Minutes? Just seconds?

I didn't know.

In the back of my brain, I remembered something. At some point in my life, I saw a children's show, and one character told the other how to get through a maze. Put out your right hand, and just walk straight.

If I had started out that way, then maybe I would have had enough time.

Unfortunately for me, I had already wasted so many seconds.

Alicia didn't let me know how much time I had left, and it was impossible for my panicked brain to keep an accurate read.

"You better hurry," she said, teasing me.

A few more seconds went by.

"At this rate, I'm starting to think that maybe you enjoy being little. Maybe you want to be my pet. Is that it? Are you hoping that I will keep you in a cute little cage? Because you'd be right. That's exactly what I would do."

Locking my teeth together, I kept running. Right, then left, right, right, then left again. I kept running into dead ends. At one point, I realized that I was literally running in a circle.

I tried to think through all of this, yet every wall looked the same. There weren't any real defining characteristics that I could use.

Then something occurred to me. I didn't have any points of reference, except for one. Alisha herself. Pressing my lips together, I tried to catch my breath, but I didn't have much time left.

"Oh, I'm going to have so much fun with you as my pet. When you misbehave, I'm going to have to spank you. I don't want to use my full hand, so I will probably just get a popsicle stick and paddle you with that."

No. No way. I couldn't let her get to that point.

"I’ll also restrain you. It wouldn't take much more than a rubber band. I could use a scrunchy. I would just have to double it up around your arms and legs. I could be fun. If I get sick of treating you like a pet hamster, I could always turn you into a snake. What you think of that?"

Again, I didn't respond. I didn't want to waste my breath. By this point, I may have been naked, yet heat was rampaging through my body. My skin was damp with sweat. I liked to think that I was a reasonably fit guy, but I couldn't keep this up for much longer.

Concentrating on the maze, I made my way forward, and I stopped hitting dead ends.

"Of course, as my pet, I would probably want to dress you up. I could get you an adorable little collar. Or maybe I should see about dressing you like a dolly. What you think of that? I could dress you as a baby doll or a boy doll. Maybe I should just put you in a tutu. Would you like that? Oh, I could lock you in a music box. I open up the lid, and you would have to twirl around for me. That could be a lot of fun."

No, she wouldn't do it. She wouldn’t get the chance.

"Just a few more seconds," she teased as I turned to the left again, and that's when I saw it, the bright red finish line. Realistically, it was probably only a foot or two away, yet that felt like a quarter-mile to me.

It was one straight shot, so I started to run, pushing myself as hard as I could. My lungs refused to pump anymore. They ached for oxygen. And then, they seized up. Even so, I somehow managed to force my body forward. I lifted my leg again and again.

"Seven, six, five, four, three..." Alicia counted down, taunting me.

I kept running. By this point, I was stupidly holding my breath, but I was getting close, so close!

I crossed the finish line, collapsing down onto my knees. I fell into a roll, and I slammed up against the cardboard wall in front of me. Gasping, I couldn't do anything except feel the pump of my lungs and the bashing of my heart beneath my rib cage.

"Very nicely done," she said. "I'm impressed."

"Did I, did I do it?"

"Well, you did a very nice job," she said to me. "But unfortunately, no. You didn't go fast enough."

I slammed my fist down against the bottom of the maze. I couldn't help myself. I wanted to stand and to kick one of the walls as well, yet I couldn't manage to stand.

Alisha picked me up, and she took me into the bathroom. She washed me off, literally running my entire body under the sink's spigot. The water smashed into me, in almost every inch of me all at once. It felt like this fire engine hose shooting down against my body.

From there, she dried me off, but I still didn't say anything.

"Don't worry. It's not going to be so bad. I know you don't really want to be my pet, but that's okay. You're going to get used to it. I said I'm going to put a cute little collar on you. A friend of mine can make one. It'll be electrified, so I'll be able to track you and give you these little punishing jolts whenever you misbehave."

"But you said you'd spank me." Those were the first projected words to come out of my mouth since failing at the maze.

"And I will," she promised with a little giggle. "But for right now, I want to see what you can do for me."

Since I was dry, she took me back into the bedroom, and she lowered me down onto the pillow. "Don't go anywhere," she said. "If you try to run off and hide, I'll have to get a cat. I don't think you'd like that worry much, now would you?"

I just shook my head. Kneeling down on the pillow, I didn't know what to do.

And then I heard the swish of fabric as she took off her blouse, her bra, her skirt, and even her panties.

Alicia got down onto the bed as well. She looped her arms back around her head, lacing her fingers together.

"You like this, don't you?"

I looked down, and I saw my erection standing up, prominent, making it impossible for me to lie. I could've tried to say something about preserving my dignity, but that was gone now. By this point, I was really starting to believe that I would never get it back. If Alisha could dictate reality, then she could alter the very truth of how I saw the world and myself in it.

"Yes," I told her, staring forward.

"Come up here," she said, tapping her chest, just below her breasts.

Not sure what she wanted from me, I nonetheless obeyed. I walked over to her, and I pulled myself up onto her stomach. Then I crawled forward, feeling her skin give just a tiny bit beneath my feet. It felt a little bit like walking on a trampoline.

"Would you like to play with these?" Alicia asked to me. At the same time, she cupped her breasts.

"Yes," I replied again, knowing that it would be a waste of breath to try to lie to her.

"Okay," she allowed.

I took several tentative steps forward, thinking that this must have been some kind of trick, but then I climbed up onto her breast, and I reached down. I hugged her nipple, and as I did so, her chest shook underneath me. "Oh," she said with another vibrating purr. "That feels good. Very good." I squeezed a little bit harder. I started to rub my hands up and down along her nipple.

"Keep going," she said.

I obliged. Showing her what I might be able to do, I pressed my body up against her. Even though I was hard, I nonetheless focused on her desires and her pleasure. I knew that this was a special privilege, one that I might not get again if I made any mistakes.

“There we go. That’s right, Alex. You’re just a pet now, a little mouse, a little toy. You’re doing a good job. Do you know why? I can tell you why,” she purred, “but only if you ask nicely.”

My cock remained hard. I loathed how my desire remained on display for her amusement, but I couldn’t help myself. Was it the teasing? Her body? Both? Probably. I squeezed her nipple again. I pressed my hands down against that button, and I pushed, pressing my feet down into her breast.

“Please,” I said to her, only I didn’t know exactly what I was asking for. “Why?”

That’s when she picked me up again. She had her fingers around my waist, and she lifted me up into the air. She let me dangle above her. “You’re doing a good job because you’ve already given up.”

It wasn’t true…it couldn’t be…and yet, I didn’t contradict her. She held me there, letting me dangle helplessly. Did I fight? No. Did I resist in any way? No. I didn’t. I let her tell me—the truth.

“That’s right, Alex. You used to be a big shot, but that’s all over. This is where you are and what you are now.” That’s when she brought me down toward her slit. At first, I didn’t understand why she readjusted her hold on my body. She gripped my arms at my sides, and she dipped my head down between her legs.

Alicia used me like a human dildo.

I waited until the last moment to close my eyes. Then I felt the tight, soft, wet, hot warmth of her body as she slid me in deeper and deeper. My head and shoulders, my arms, chest, and back rubbed against her most sensitive spots. Warm darkness enveloped me; distantly, I could make out the sounds of her moans.

She loved this. She loved using me.

At first, she took her time. She dipped me slowly into her juices. But the seconds kept going, she sped up, and there still wasn’t anything I could about this. As I was plunged into her pussy lips, she groaned again and again.

Her body shook.

Alicia shivered; she shuddered.

She pumped down and up, deeper, deeper, so deep I didn’t think I’d be able to hold my breath long enough. Only then she let out a keening cry of ecstasy, and she pulled me back. She set me down on her stomach.

Languidly, she propped her head up. She studied me. My face, chest, head, shoulders, and torso were all wet with her excitement. “Touch yourself, little mouse.”

I hesitated.

“If you don’t, I’ll have to get you a tiny chastity belt to make sure you only get to touch yourself when I say so. Is that what you want? Is that what you need?” Alicia asked, each word another piece of mockery.

Standing there on her chest, I buried my pride. I reached down, and I began to stroke my shaft. Somehow, I had remained hard throughout this entire ordeal. “That’s right,” she said. “Go ahead. Pleasure yourself. Play with that tiny thing.”

I did.

Sacrificing the last shreds of my dignity, I stroked my cock. My slick palm slipped up and down the length of my erection while this woman lazily watched.

“Go ahead. Come. Come for me, little pet. Do it, mouse.”

While my lips wrinkled together, I worked my body. Closer, closer, closer, I was almost ready to come when—“Stop,” she commanded.

My hand fell away from my manhood.

“Good mouse,” she said. “I’m impressed. Okay. Now you can finish. But kneel first.”

I dropped onto my knees, I grabbed my shaft again, and I rubbed. I squeezed, caressed, and massaged, all while this woman watched. Soon, I couldn’t help myself. On the verge of my orgasm, I had to ask, “Can I come? Can I please, please come?”

“You may,” she said.

And just like that, I blew my load. The delight of an orgasm raced through my body. Hot pleasure flashed through my system. My nerves sang. Groaning, I raised my head up as my eyes rolled back.

When I finished, I couldn’t stand again. My legs felt like rubber or wax underneath me.

“Nicely done,” said the witch. “Yes, I’m definitely keeping you.”

Just like that, she picked me up and she brought me back to my cage. That’s where I’d remain until she decided it was time to play with me again. If I was lucky, I wouldn’t have to wait long.

The End
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