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Chapter One

Class’ is in Session

Professor James Haynes stared at the cigar as he puffed a perfectly circled O into the air, wondering what the brand was. Smoking wasn’t allowed in the building, but he didn’t give any fucks. A policy and motto he went and lived by. It was his office, and he’d do what he pleased in it. The cigar was left in his office with a thank-you note from a student saying it was one of the finest available, but James decided that based on his gut instinct, the same way he chose his grades. He only smoked occasionally and wouldn’t know a good cigar from a bad one, but he’d never admit that. He’d say he was a “connoisseur” if anyone asked him, even as he was currently in the middle of a coughing fit.

James taught at the local university, although “taught” might be stretching things a bit. James was brilliant and figured working at a university would be easy. Make your hours, get tenured, and not do much work when you can specialize in something you’re good at. History was his thing, so he taught in the history department. History classes were part of general education, so just about everyone had to take them, so students were faceless to James. He couldn’t care less about his classes full of dumb kids, practically infants, and he had better things to do. Those better things consisted of many senseless nights getting drunk at clubs and bars and countless one-night stands, faces he didn’t bother remembering either; those were his better things.

James enjoyed being the youngest department member on staff and was prideful of this fact and its luxuries. Luxuries such as an attentive fan base of students, paying a little more attention to other things in front of the class than just what was on the screen. James would be the first to admit that the thing he loved most about teaching was having the students' gazes on him as he stood in front of the room. He knew how good he looked and would posture accordingly, shifting his weight with his back to the room to show off his perky ass. Another favorite way to remove his blazer is to nonchalantly show off how tight his shirt was over his chest and how trim his waist was. Needless to say, his priorities were a little skewed.

The only thing he really did that was of great benefit to the students was, in his mind anyway, to let them look at how great he was. He didn’t care if they were prepared or passed his class. Since most of the time, he just graded randomly anyway. This occasionally got him in trouble, but he charmed his way out of most of it. Recently, his trouble came in the form of Tress. Tress was one of those students who randomly received a failing grade and went with his gut on that. In truth, Tress was one of the most competent people at the university. She could have taught the course and done a better job than James, but was told she failed. Tress saw through James from the first day of class and was planning her takedown before class ended.

“Enjoying sucking on that cigar, Professor Haynes?” A young woman said, who was sitting in the chair directly across from him. James looked up from his desk, startled by the sudden voice.

“I’m sorry, I didn’t hear you come in.” James was incredibly annoyed. He hated it when students came to his office, let alone when they just waltzed in. “Can I help you with something?”

“I hope so,” the woman said. “You don’t remember me, by any chance?”

“Look, I’m swamped. Can you please leave now? The semester is over, so I’m off the clock to students,” James said.

“Come on now, it’s not a hard question; I’m just asking if you happen to recognize me?” the woman pursued, not backing off.

“I said I’m busy…” James said, getting ticked off by the questions, but stopped. He was feeling funny, sort of light-headed. Something about this student’s voice sounded far away and soothing at the same time.

“No, you’re not,” the woman said firmly as she got up from where she was. James started to speak, but she cut him off. “Stand up, Jamie.” She commanded him with great authority—a type of authority new to James, authority over him, as he felt himself taken over by her melodious voice crashing harshly into his perfectly curated reality like an off-guard tsunami.

James wanted to be professional. He was ticked off, he hated being called by any sort of nickname, especially something like Jamie. It was also the idea of a student calling him by it. So at that moment, he wanted to flip this student off and tell her to screw off, but instead, James found himself standing up and following the command. ‘What the fuck?’ he wanted to scream out, but it didn’t come out, it was just in his head. The woman walked over and examined James. She ran her hands over James’s chest and down to his waist. Slowly, she walked her fingers down the front of James’s pants, outlining a sizable bulge through the thin fabric. She moved her hands around his back and felt for herself how firm James’s ass was. James slowly grew beat red under the unwavering gaze of this student. He’d always gotten off to the collective gazes from lecture halls, but never had he been held down like this by one singular gaze before. As the student analyzed him, he was able to take her in. Her signature eyes were so dark brown they could be mistaken for black. Looking into her eyes, that sucked him in for many minutes, like never-ending black holes that hooked him in and pooled him in deep. He realized the young woman who had drugged him was Tress. His gut had probably told him to give her a failing grade. ‘Guess my gut was right. Good catch, gut.’ he thought.

Tress could feel him struggling. She loomed not too far below him in height as she continued her explorations with a smirk, clearly enjoying the control she wielded over James. After thoroughly examining him, she stepped back, sliding her hands through her curly black hair as she surveyed the office with a calculating gaze.

"I think we need to change up your look a bit, Professor Haynes," Tress declared with a mischievous glint in her eye. When she entered, she walked over to a bag she had left by the door, which James hadn't noticed before. Pulling it open, she removed several items of clothing—feminine and delicate.

James watched in horror as Tress laid out the garments on his office couch, ‘No fucking way.’ There was a floral dress, soft and flowing, a pair of glossy high heels, and other accessories that screamed femininity. His heart pounded against his chest; this was too much.

"Put these on," Tress commanded, throwing the dress at him. "Let's see how pretty you can look, Jamie."

"Fuck no, What the hell, I—" He felt himself able to speak.

"You will give me No buts, do it," she cut him off sharply, gripping his jaw tightly, pulling him back into her deep dark abyss eyes. She pointed at the bathroom. "Change. Now."

With his body still under the inexplicable influence of the drug, James found himself complying despite his inner protests. He entered his office bathroom with a bundle of clothes. The fabric of the dress was soft against his skin, unnervingly comforting. He slipped into it awkwardly. They were women’s clothes, but he could tell these had been tailored to

The garment was hanging loose in some areas and tight in others, clearly not meant for his body.

Next came the heels, which were a challenge even to stand in, let alone walk. When he looked in the mirror, the person staring back was a bizarre juxtaposition of his rugged features softened by the feminine outfit. He felt ridiculous and vulnerable.

When he stepped out, Tress burst into a fit of laughter, one of those profound kinds of laughter that erupt from deep within the bottom of one’s stomach. Tress also clapped her hands in delight. "Oh, Jamie! You look... stunning," she said between chuckles, whipping a little tear that started to form at her eye from her giggle fit, still assessing him up and down with her heated gaze. He gritted his teeth as she called him by that name again, instinctively clenching his legs closed in embarrassment. She circled him, taking in every detail, her touch making James shudder.

"Now, walk back and forth across the room," she instructed. "Let's see those hips move."

He took a few tentative steps, feeling exposed and vulnerable. "Faster," she ordered. He picked up the pace, feeling her eyes on him. "Stop," she said. "You call that a walk? You're pathetic." And then she grabbed him by the arm and pulled him over her lap. "You need to be taught a lesson," she says, raising her hand. And then the first slap came down, sending a shock of pain through his body. The punishment felt like a reminder of his new role and position. He cried out, but she didn’t stop. She kept going, spanking him until he was a sobbing, red-faced mess.

James was released back to his fashion show, doing as told again, each step in the heels unsteady and humiliating. Tress seemed to relish his discomfort, her laughter a sharp sound in the otherwise silent room. After a few minutes of this torment, Tress stopped him.

"Well, that was entertaining," she remarked. "But I think it's time to really make the lesson stick, stick with something more physical."

Tress went back to her bag and pulled out a makeup kit. "Sit," she ordered, gesturing to a chair. James sat. He didn’t fight it this time. His ass was still throbbing from when he didn’t want to do the fashion show.

“Oh, what a good dolly. Deciding to be a brat no longer, huh?”

James felt himself throbbing for the first time at being called good but huffed at the idea of being tamed in any regard. Tress went to town, first shaving James's face and then applying makeup to his face—foundation, blush, and even lipstick. Each brush stroke was a further erasure of his former self, each application a transformation he could hardly bear to feel.

Once she was done, Tress held up a mirror before James. James barely recognized himself. Under the layers of makeup, his face looked softer, almost pretty.

"Perfect," Tress said, satisfied. I am giving her little artwork a peck on the cheek. "I think I’d prefer this version of you more at the lecture hall, shaking your ass, making a spectacle of yourself. What about you, Jamie?” 

Finally permitted to speak again, James flew into a rage. “Why did you do this to me?" he growled, his voice rough with a mix of fear and anger. Tress began to circle James, her movements slow and deliberate.

"I did it because I wanted to see what you're really made of," Tress breathed down his neck hotly. Yet it came out as a soft purr, the hint of danger only laced lightly beneath it, which made Tress even more of a threat. James tried to focus on her and her words to keep her in his line of sight, but his vision was swimming and hazy. Tress reached out and ran a finger along James' jaw, feeling his muscles tense, forcing him to look away from her and forward.

"And now," Tress said, her lips brushing against your ear, "You're going to show me how much you want to please me. I can see the fire in your eyes, the way you're fighting against the drug, against me. It's almost... exhilarating.”

Tress pressed her body against James. James tried to push Tress away, but it was a feeble attempt. Tress captured James' lips as if to soothe him, kissing James deeply, passionately, as she slid her hands all over James' body. James still tried to resist Tress’ pull over him, but something was starting to grow inside James, and Tress could feel it. Tress broke the kiss and looked into James' eyes, Tress' own filled with a mix of lust and something darker.

"You can fight me all you want," Tress whispered, her breath somehow hotter against James' skin, "but in the end, you'll beg for more. I don’t mind playing this game with you. I want to see how far I can push you, how much pain and pleasure you can endure for me. I want to hear you beg and plead, to see the fire in your eyes turn to desperation and submission. I want to own every part of you and make you mine in a way you never thought possible. And I'll do whatever it takes to make that happen, even if it means breaking you in the process. Because James, I’m not letting you go. You’re the perfect canvas for my desires.”

With that declaration, Tress let James go, returned to her bag, and pulled out a strapon. James' eyes widened at the site of the dildo. 

“I’m glad you know what this is. I'm worried I’d have to do an impromptu sex ed class.”

“Bend over the desk.” He did as he was told, unable to object, feeling fear and adrenaline as he presented himself to her. He could hear her moving behind him, the click of her heels on the floor. Then she was there, pressing against him, her body warm and firm.

“Spread those cheeks for me,” she commanded, and he obeyed, feeling shivers run down his spine. A cold sensation at James' entrance made him yelp, “oh, don’t be such a pussy” Tress said in evil delight as she messaged the entrance of James’ asspussy. “This is just the beginning, after all.” Then she slipped in her first finger, slowly working in her second, then third.

“Good,” she purred. “Now, you’re ready to take it like a good little slut.”

And he did. He took it all, every inch of her strap-on, every thrust, and every moan because as Tress pounded him from behind, he couldn’t help but moan like a slut. He’s never felt so complete, so wholly taken. ‘Fuck why does this feel good.’ He managed to think in the haze of it, wondering if it was the power of suggestion or if he genuinely liked it.

“Do you like where I’m touching?” she asks, her voice low and husky. Her small hand pressed against his back as if she knew James’ answer. James didn’t want to give in, to give her the satisfaction of his response, because he feels compelled to respond honestly, so he bites down on the fabric of his dress.

Once Tress realized what James was doing, she began to thrust harder into him and grabbed his hair, ripping his mouth away from his dainty dress, “I said answer me slut.”

“Yes,” he gasped. “I love it.” He couldn’t stop himself because of the drugs from answering honestly.

She chuckled a dark and dangerous sound. “Good. Because you’re going to be my little slut from now on. You will do everything I say whenever I say it. You’re going to be mine, completely and utterly. Let me know if you understand that?.”

He shivered at the thought, feeling rushed by desire and fear, as the words fell out of his mouth, “Yes,” he whispered. “I’ll do anything you say. I’m yours.”

She leaned in close, her breath hot against his ear. "You're going to take it," she whispered. And then she trusted forward, filling him, for the first time, with the dildo. He cried out, but she didn't stop. She kept going, pounding into him until he was a moaning, trembling mess. And somewhere, deep down, he felt a heat building in his body, rising, meshing pleasure with pain. He's never felt anything like this before. His body was feeling all these new sensations when she reached around and started to stroke his cock, and he couldn’t help but moan even louder. At this point, James realized he was utterly at her mercy, yet a thrill crawled up his spine at the thought as much as he tossed it out of his mind.

"You like that, don't you?" Tress taunted. "You like being my little slut." He couldn’t bring himself to answer, but his body betrayed Jamie. She could feel how hard he was, how close he was to coming.

"You're mine," Tress growled. “Say it." With one final thrust, he gave in and did: "I'm yours."

She smiled with a predatory gleam in her eye. “Good Girl.” She said, “I’m going to enjoy breaking you even more. Isn’t that right? ”

This time, James was given no option but to nod as he lay there in his exhaustion, feeling a mix of anger, humiliation, and an unsettling sense of helplessness as Tress snapped pictures with her phone. James, chaffed at being called ‘Good Girl” but somehow it made him feel something inside, he couldn’t quite explain it. "For posterity," she said, a wicked smile on her lips.

“You know Jamie, we’re just getting started,” she giggled while petting his head in her lap, correctly figuring that James hated being called Jamie. Her giggles sent a small thrill down his spine. “You’ve already ingested the first part of a multi-stage drug in that cigar. You can’t do anything I don’t tell you to do right now. Don’t worry; it'll be easier when we get to your place.”

As energy came back to James, he was panicking. ‘Just wait,’ he huffed pridefully in his thought, ‘I’m going to throttle you, bitch’ but still couldn’t move his legs. He could only hear Tress’s voice and feel his face burn with frustration and humiliation. He wanted out, but slowly, it was sinking, and there was nowhere to run. And if he did, it would be pretty tricky in heels.




Chapter Two

Class Field Trip

When night had fallen at the university, Tress told James to act naturally and lead them to his car. 

“Easy for you to say,” he glared at Tress, who was still instructed to wear his uniform. He was given a ridiculous fluffy coat when he whined about going outside like this.

He looked like a crab, his face as red as one, as he made his way around the campus with his knees bent, trying to stabilize himself and failing. He’d probably almost face-planted four times as his squeals echoed through the empty campus. This time of year, it was even more empty since it was past the end of the semester, so there was no one to come to his aide. The only person to help give him some relief was Tress.

And where was Tress during all of James' misery? She was watching from behind. Ideally, she could have lent an arm for aid, but she chose not to, instead taking more photos and snickering.

As they approached James's car, a Hummer Tress couldn't help but chuckle more. “Of course, you drive a Hummer. It’s just so...you. Big and flashy, compensating for something, perhaps?” She threw him a mischievous glance as they climbed into the vehicle.

James, still reeling from the events of the day and the effects of the drug, slid silently into the driver's seat. His hands felt unusually clumsy as he gripped the steering wheel.

“Drive us to your house, James. We’ll finally begin the big plans I’ve got for you when we get there,” Tress said. She squealed a little, and pinched James by his cheek as he felt his stomach churn.

James started the Hummer with a noticeable reluctance, the engine’s growl echoing his internal turmoil. Sitting comfortably in the passenger seat, Tress watched him amusedly. The tension was palpable, but she decided to slice through it.

"So, Professor, how does driving your big, tough Hummer in your cute, fluffy pink jacket and heels feels? Are your legs alright, and haven’t you turned jelly after the long walk? If you asked, I would have carried you, princess." She spoke, her voice dripping with mock sympathy, with a wink at the end.

James gripped the steering wheel tighter, his knuckles whitening. "Just shut the fuck and let me drive," he muttered.

"Oh, come now. Loosen up a bit. I did that to you earlier, but you know what I mean. Have some fun, will you? Would it kill you to imagine the thrill of this situation? Dr. Thinks he’s the big guy at the university, is actually easily subdued by his female students with cheap black market cigars because he’s a lazy prick, and is absolutely adorable when pathetically strutting around in frilly clothes. Just like he belongs in them, this contrast is quite delightful!" Tress chuckled, clearly enjoying the discomfort she was provoking.

James shot her a glare, which only seemed to amuse and rile her up more. "I don’t see how any of this is supposed to be fucking fun, Tress. Like I said before, I’ll fix your fucking grade, and we can just go back to how we both were. Not bothering each other."

"And I told you before, that bridge is burned. Also, if I hear another potty word from you, miss, I’m scrubbing your mouth with soap. Understand?” Tress replied, her tone light but her words sharp. James felt himself forcefully nod to that statement while he rolled his eyes in protest. 

The car ride continued, with the city lights blurring past them as they headed toward James’s home. Tress didn’t miss a beat, keen on keeping the conversation going, each word strategically chosen to tease and provoke thought.

“You know, most people would pay for the chance to escape their daily grind, James, in the way I’m about to let you escape. You’re getting it for free. You really should be thanking me on top of apologizing,” she added, her smile wicked.

James sighed, realizing resistance was futile. "Escape is supposed to be pleasant. It's meant for those who need something to escape from. I was fucking fine," he retorted.

"Well, I guess someone enjoys eating bubbles,” James kicked himself when he heard Tress say that, and he felt soap enter his mouth.

“I’m fucking driving, Tress,” James screamed with soap burning his mouth as he swerved a little Tress just giggled. ‘Crazy bitch is gonna get us both killed. I’m gonna clock her the second I can. I swear.’ he thought.

“And I’ll do more if you don’t shut your potty mouth,” Tress said seriously, which got him quiet and lingering on the taste of punishment in his mouth.

“You have nothing to escape from, which is funny of you to say. You know me bending you over on your desk in your office wasn’t our first time together, right?” The question was more like a statement, which made James feel pale. He’d never mix work and fun.

“You know, treat your one-night stands and your students the same? Everyone’s faceless to you, so of course you don’t remember. Our students were making fun of how you couldn’t recognize faces, and I guess it was really true… and you know what? It really upset me initially that you didn’t recognize me. But I also thought about it and realized you’re probably just bored and looking to escape from all this boredom. So I’ll give it to you. I’ll give it to you and ingrain myself into you while I do it. Who knows? You might find it more liberating if you let yourself just give in. There’s a freedom in just giving up.”

The car slowed as they approached a red light. James leaned back, trying to absorb her words and remember from all the countless one-night stands. But she was.. right. He didn’t remember faces, and he didn’t recognize her. He’d only remember her because he’d been alerted to her being upset about her grade by the TA’s. He’d looked her up on the computer, an ID picture coming up, that being all that he could genuinely remember her by. It was too much for him to take at once. This sense of loss of control was overtaking himself and his life, and it was named Tress, but he had been trying to escape from reality for a while now. She just called his bluff.

"And what if I don't? What if I just want my normal life back?" James said with a hint of desperation in his voice now, a crack in his usually composed demeanor.

Tress turned to look at him, her face softening slightly. "If you really don’t like how you feel about me by the end of tomorrow, you can take this experience as a lesson learned.  You learned something new about yourself, and that’s never a waste, James. You can change my grade, and we go our separate ways. But give it a chance before you knock it. Life’s too short to stay in the same positions… Sometimes, you need to break out and be broken into.”

The light turned green, and James drove on. The silence that followed filled with contemplation. Tress's words, though teasing, had planted a seed of curiosity. Maybe there was something to be gained from this ordeal, even if it was just a new perspective. ‘Maybe I would just enjoy letting go of it all’ The thought trickled in and set up roots in his mind.

As they pulled into the driveway of his home, Tress’s voice broke the quiet. "Ready for your grand transformation, James? Let's find out just how liberated I can make you out to be."

James didn’t respond, his mind racing as he parked the car. As absurd as it sounded, part of him wondered if there might be a sliver of truth in Tress' teasing. Suppose the teasing was mixing with the drug and confusing his rationale. As they headed inside, he felt a bizarre mix of new emotions he was trying to decipher.




Chapter Three

Classroom Takeover

When they returned to James’s house, and the car was parked in the garage, Tress didn't waste any time. She ripped off the outfit she'd ordered James to put on in his office earlier, the fluffy coat and dress, the moment they got out of the car. She left only the heels, stockings, and lingerie in full view as she clipped a leash on the choker on his neck. James was still struggling, his breathing heavy, and his chest was heaving as Tress pulled him like a dog, leading him down the corridor into the house.

"Keep up, Jamie," Tress mocked as she tugged the tie, causing James to stumble slightly. "We wouldn't want you tripping over your pride, now would we?"

James's face reddened further, both from embarrassment and exertion. His breaths came in short, heavy gasps as he struggled to match her pace. Tress giggled in delight.

"Aw, look at you, huffing and puffing," Tress continued, her voice dripping with condescension. "I thought you were used to keeping up appearances, Professor. Or is that only when you're standing still in front of a classroom?"

James clenched his jaw, trying to suppress his growing frustration and humiliation. ‘I know this will have to wear off eventually. Not all drugs can last forever. When I do, I scrub your mouth with soap.’ He thought.

"Such a strong, powerful man, brought to his knees by a little jog down the hallway. How the mighty have fallen!" Tress chuckled darkly, enjoying the control she exerted. "I guess those gym sessions weren't as effective as you thought, hm?"

She paused momentarily, pulling him close enough that he could feel her breath on his ear. "Maybe if you behave, I'll consider letting you crawl instead. Might be easier on those weak knees of yours."

James resisted the urge to retort; his situation was too precarious, and his position was too compromised. The choker was uncomfortably tight around his neck as Tress resumed walking, pulling him with an unrelenting grip.

"Just a little further, pet," she cooed almost sweetly. "I have such delightful plans for you. You'll see, maybe being on all fours will suit you better than standing up."

James’s helplessness in the situation was palpable. Tress's whims dragged his body and will along. As they approached the doorway to the room she had prepared, the reality of his predicament settled heavily upon him, each of Tress’s teasing words mockingly in his mind.

Tress shoved Jamie onto the bed and pulled out her phone, “Say cheese for me,” she said in a mocking tone with a big grin on her face, pointing her finger to her face while she clicked away taking more photos, this time of James in lingerie with big slits that showcased his nipples and didn’t nothing to cover his penis. His legs were reflexively up, trying to cover his naked dick with his stockings, as he lay spread open on the bed. But all that did was expose his bubble butt more.

“I just want oneeeee more. I got one at the University now one at your place of how you were,” Tress said ominously, and she began to massage James’ large pecs, James still unable to move or fight back under the cigar effects. ‘When will this wear off?’ he thought again. He was just waiting to punch her in the face. James raged as Tress hummed away, rubbing her fingers through James’ sparse chest hair that trickled down into a tiny trail on his abs. Tress felt James’s muscles tense reflexively under her probing fingers.

“Turn around and stick your ass out for me,” Tress ordered. As James turned to comply, he felt his ass cheeks spread, as Tress had a perfect view of James’s ass in this position. Tress gave James’s ass a swat as she continued her photoshoot. He hated to admit how he felt under the haze of her and the camera.

“It's okay, you can give in,” Tress chuckled, “you know you're a slut for the camera’s gaze. Like you're a slut up in front of class. You always love putting on a show. Now, put on a good show for me. ” James went rigid at the statement because it was true.

“Come on,” Tress goated James, “Shake your ass.” She commanded firmly. At this, James slid off the bed and began shaking his butt, feeling shame as she wasn’t evening entirely watching. Shooting comments told him to ‘bed his knees more’ and ‘arch his back,’ which he was compelled to. Tress was preoccupied with setting up some video cameras and fixing something else that James couldn’t quite see. Tress was able to catch the end of James’s finally nailing a good twerk on camera, his cock around and bouncing his ass back and forth.  “Not bad, but I can see why you’re a professor and not a dancer…or were a professor anyway. After this, I’ll be surprised if you can spell your name.”

Tress was relishing James' performance from the doorway. Her smirk clearly showed delight in the mix of desire and alarm coming from James as Tress’ sudden nakedness took him aback. Tress had broad shoulders and large hips that leaned upon the doorframe. Her collarbone glistened lightly with a hint of sweat as her breasts moved with each breath.

Tress could feel James oggling and took the chance to pull the surprise hiding from behind her back. She took her hand from behind her back and showed James an oversized baby bottle.

“This is for you, Jamie. All yours. Crawl over here.” Slowly, struggling as hard as he could, James dropped on all fours and crawled before Tress. Tress watched the muscles in James’s broad back flex as he made his way over. Resting upright on his muscular thighs put James’s face inches from Tress’s pussy. “Come on, don’t be such a baby. Drink it. Now.” With that command, he latched onto it. Tress grabbed the chain of James' collar and tugged on it.

“I want you to know exactly what will happen to you. This is a drug, a drug that will cause irreversible changes to your mind and body.” James was having a hard time hearing what Tress was saying. His attention kept wandering back to the perfectly trimmed pussy in front of him. “Your IQ and cognitive faculties are going to drop dramatically. You’ll still be as functional…. as you’ll need to be, but your teaching days are over. Pff, screw it. You’re thinking days in general, are over. This is also gonna get physical. There will also be some physical changes, but I’ll save those as a fun surprise for you to figure out. ”

Tress shoved James down on the ground and angled it so that she sat right on his face. Now smothered James with her cunt while she took James’s face with both her hands. “You were a pathetic, pretentious little man who thought he was so much smarter than everyone else. But now, look at you, drooling and helpless under me. This is all for your own good, and you're going to thank me for this.”

James was too busy instinctively trying to get Tress’s warmth in his mouth to struggle. When he felt something pinch, he snapped back to his attention. “I’m interested in your thoughts... though I guess I should start to say, lack thereof,” Tress said, pulling away momentarily and stroking James’s hair.

“You can’t do this!” Finally able to speak again, James was frantic. He wasn’t sure if Tress was telling the truth; it didn’t seem possible, but he was starting to feel fuzzy, his toes and fingers tingly. James felt spiked by adrenaline at the prospects Tress was outlining for his quickly approaching future. “This isn’t a part of our deal. You said everything would return to normal tomorrow if I didn’t like things. How can normal things happen after this?”

“Oh, This will just be your new normal. I told you, after all. A lesson would be learned tonight.” Tress plopped herself on the bed, the empty bottle on her hip. “I didn’t tell you what the lesson's contents would entail, no did I? Not that you ever did for your lessons ahead of time either.”

James started to argue at her poke, “Come on now, that’s not true. I’m a good professor.” James said, but he could feel himself not remembering. He felt years of knowledge slipping away. He was just bluffing to hold onto his little pride. He needed to. ‘Fuck fuck fuck, what was in that bottle? I’m going to lose my mind at this rate.’ James thought.

“Go ahead then, tell me something about history. Hell, tell me something about the daily news.” Tress commanded. James was silent in reply. He knew this was something he learned and should know, but it was gone. He looked down in shame. “You can’t do it, can you? Pretty soon, you’ll struggle to spell your name.”

Tress taunted the once smug James, looking down at the sight of him on his knees, cock hard, feeling his mind slipping away. She knew James was struggling to hold on to any knowledge he could, but she also knew that was futile. The drug was working perfectly.

“But I’m a prof…prof…teacher. I should know stuff.” James spoke slower.

“Shhh, Not anymore.” Tress reached down and put a hand on James’s broad shoulder. “Spell your name.”

“J…a…m…” James was intently focused on this. “e…s .” ‘No, no, no,’ James screamed out in his head, ‘I’m not just losing my mind. I’m losing myself. Fuck, I have to hold on.’

“Very good!” Tress said patronizingly, knowing that somewhere, James was aware of how far he had fallen, as he was still falling. “The drug is working on your mind now, but it’ll start on your body soon. You better enjoy it now. Why don’t you crawl to the bed and get yourself off one last time?” James crawled to the bed and collapsed on his back. He rubbed his hands all over his body, trying to feel every inch before it changed. Tress walked over and stood next to the bed while James began masturbating.

“Do me a huge favor, Jamie?” Tress began, “You’re going to have permission to let this load out, but while you let it out, you have to let all those unnecessary, pointless thoughts go. Understand?”Some slight changes had already started. James was less hairy now, and he seemed a little less defined. Tress, who was standing beside him, also began to masturbate along with James.

Despite it all, James was still able to bite back, “This…this isn’t what we agreed to. I’m smart, I know… things.”

Tress gripped James' jaw. “Look at you, so feisty, still having the energy to fight back. Such excessive pride of yours, I guess I really need to kick it up a little more.” Once again, Tress reached towards her purse and rummaged through her bags, pulling out a butt plug and a thin metal-sounding rod, holding one in each hand, giving each a little shake. 

“Your body has always proved to be more honest than your mind,” she chucked. “So I guess I’ll play around with it a bit more.” The grin lay heavy on Tress’s face as she continued laying out her plans, slowly stepping closer. “Poke and prod at your body like a little flower bud till I get you to open up. I’ll force you to bloom and lay yourself bare for me.”

“I have no choice but to close up all your holes, so maybe this one up here is more honest and start saying all the things it really wants to say, little flower bud.”  Jamie felt helpless and out of breath at the things Tress was saying, also because he was holding his breath the entire time she spoke.

“Breathe,” Tress said, pressing into him.“Today, you’re going to feel me everywhere.” Tress plugged his ass up first. Jamie let out his anxiously held breath out as he groaned, releasing a bit his uneasy anxious thoughts that had been tied up with them.

“Come on, don’t you love spitting word vomit? Why so silent for me, babydoll?” Tress mocked him as she slowly started to slip the insert the sounding rod. He whimpered and panted even more heavily as he felt himself slipping. Jamie looked over at her face and could tell she was lapping up his pathetic state. 

“Feels weird inside,” Jamie finally relented as she was halfway through inserting the device into his cock,  “Please stop.”

And with that, Tress did pause. She stopped. It flooded Jamie with a sense of relief as he had been overwhelmed by all these new sensations and feelings. A couple of minutes went by like this, Jamie catching his breath and felt calmed. It was in the peace that Tress, hand came down long, hard and fast quickly onto Jamie’s ass, shaking the plug inside him as well as the rod. He shrieked at the sudden hot sensation that came out of nowhere. As his as throbbed Tress striked him again.

In a low voice Tress spoke, “Do you know what your problem is, Jamie?” Her hand swiftly thundered down again in quick succession for another slap. “You think wayyyy too much.”  Again she slapped him now red beaten cheeks while Jamie’s eyes were swollen with tears. “Come on, tell me. What do you want? Then, spankies will stop.”

Jamie couldn’t handle the rein of slaps assaulting his rear going on forever. Still he was Jamie, and pouty, “what do you mean.. want?”

“I guess that drug is moving faster than I thought” Tress said, “so want is to wish for something if you don’t have it, say..”

“No! I understand things!” Jamie shrieked and panic set into him again at what this drug would alter. “Like I could want ice cream right now. Like wanting is subjective.”

Tress rolled her eyes as her hand came down hard once more. “What do you want most in the world?”

“Oh um,” Jamie stumbled. “Give me a moment.” Tress struck him again, giggling everything around inside him. He gasped again.

“What did I just tell you about thinking?” Tress said the sadism thickly layered in as she continued, “or do I need to say ‘please stop’ for you to get the memo?”

Tress laughed from mocking James, and it echoed through him as he felt the last of his thoughts finally slipping from him. He began to softly mumble, finally his true feels from deep within, “I … wan…na  … le… t go”

“What was that? Speak it clearly, missy.” Tress probed Jamie.

“I want to let go.” Jamie’s voice cracked as he shouted, a tremor betraying the fragile resolve he’d tried so desperately to build. For years, he’d silenced the whispers, ignoring the way they curled through his mind like smoke, teasing him with promises he’d sworn he didn’t want. But now, as he finally gave in, he felt that resistance unraveling, thread by thread, until he could barely remember why he’d held back in the first place as the drug sunk deeper into the crevices of his mind, incapacitating him of reason and logic.

This declaration was more than a confession; it was a surrender. Each word that left his lips felt like a brick, torn from the forTress he’d constructed around his heart. He could feel the bite of desire, sharp and unrelenting, pressing against him, filling him with a need so fierce it made him ache. The longing was deep, a gnawing hunger that he’d tried to ignore, to bury, but here it was, raw and relentless, and it wouldn’t be silenced any longer.

His breaths came shallow and uneven, each one carrying the weight of secrets he’d kept hidden even from himself. He’d known, deep down, that this longing was part of him, an emptiness that no amount of distance or denial could ever truly erase. And now, as he let go, there was a strange relief, mingled with fear, as he realized he was no longer running from it.

“There we go,” Tress purred in delight. “That wasn’t so hard now, was it?”

Jamie sank back, letting the tension melt from his shoulders, he felt an odd sense of lightness, as if he’d been carrying a weight for years without realizing it. His mind drifted, replaying the months—no, years—he’d spent pushing this feeling aside, burying it beneath layers of excuses and half-hearted distractions. Now, in the quiet aftermath, he wondered why he’d fought it for so long, why he’d clung so tightly to defensive walls that were never meant to hold. The drugs finally taking hold of him even more as they crash into his mind, knocking over those walls he finally let go of, knocking them away like a sand castle.  

Giving in hadn’t broken him; instead, it felt like coming home, like peeling away the hardened shell of himself and finding something truer underneath. He chuckled softly, a hint of disbelief mingling with the relief. Had it always been this simple, this freeing? The question lingered, sweet and strange, as he allowed himself to sink deeper into the ease of finally letting go.

Jamie’s brief moment of relief vanished, replaced by a new, deeper fear as Tress’s voice cut through the silence, her words coiling around him like a vice. “Now now,” she murmured, a mocking softness in her tone as she watched him, her gaze both piercing and unyielding. “Don’t get ahead of yourself. I don’t think we’re quite finished here.” Her words hung in the air, heavy with the unspoken promises and the power she wielded over him. His pulse quickened, a fresh wave of panic surging through him, more intense than before. He thought he’d given everything, thought that laying himself bare would be enough to end this torment, but Tress leaned in closer, a predatory smile playing on her lips. “You said you wanted to let go,” she reminded him, her voice low and dripping with intent. “And that’s what we’re going to do. Let it all go.” Jamie’s breath hitched, realizing that surrendering was only the beginning of her game; Tress wanted everything, every piece he’d held back. And he wasn’t sure he could withstand what was coming next.

“Kneel” she commands, and Jamie’s body moves to kneel in front of her, in lingerie, with the plug firmly shoved up his ass and the sound device still partly dangling from his cock. He posed for Tress as in all his vulnerability, with a look of anxiousness and desire in his eyes. Tress stood in front of him, naked, wearing only a wicked smile on her face. She slowly removed the sound device from his cock, and he let out a soft moan as she did. Tress placed her hand on the back of his head and guided him towards her ass, where to his surprise, Jamie realized she had a jeweled butt plug glistening in the low lights.

“Be a good girl, and lick the pretty lollipop.” Tress shook her ass as she spoke, emphasizing her words by popping the “p”’s on “pretty” and  “lollipop”.

Jamie felt enchanted, but the sight began, and he felt himself pulled in as he began to kiss and worship her ass, knowing that it belonged to her and her alone. The woman is wearing him down. Jamie’s cock throbbed with need between Tress’ legs as he continued to lick away, making it evident he was ready to explode. Tress chuckled as she looked down at the state of his cock, picking up one of her feet. She stroked it slightly making Jamie moan deeply into her.

She grabbed his head and pulled him around to look into his eyes, "Ah, are you already ready to cum for me?"

He nodded, wincing as she tugged his hair, but it didn't stop him from being right on the edge, breathing ruggedly in and out.

Tress smiled, leaning in to whisper into Jamie’s ear, "Then let it all go.. release all control and surrender to me.. Do you think you can do that for me? Answer me.”

“Yes…Yes!!.” Jamie responded, feeling filled deep with need.

“Good Girl” Tress said and pressed a kiss into his cheek, “on the count of ten, your little rocket will be given permission to blast off. Along with all those big thoughts you have. Say bye bye.” with that Tress began her count down from 10, her voice low and seductive. “10..9…8..7..6…5…4…….3…..2”

And as she reached for “1”, Jamie exploded with a groan, his body shuddering with the intensity of his release, shooting a massive load all over his chest. Tress watched with a sense of satisfaction on her face as he gave himself to her completely, knowing what was to come next.

As James took deep breaths, his airway was muffled, “Come on now? You didn’t think I’d just let you get off without pleasing me as well,” Tress laughed as she sat herself on James’ face. She shook her as she firmly pressed herself against James. “Hurry up and finish what you started, bitch. Lick it good.” James, light-head from cumming and the drugs, licked as Tress commanded, and she grinded herself on James; face. It wasn’t long before Tress felt came as well, drenching James. Tress got up, and as she did, she reached down to swipe James’ cum up and smeared it on his face, mixing there's both together. She giggled as she swirled her finger into his mouth.

“Come on, suck it,” Tress commanded, and he complied. “Good Girl, get used to this. There’s plenty more sucking for you to come.” Tress commented as she stroked James' abs, watching the changes continue to take shape. Again, Tress had called James a ‘Good Girl,’ and he knew he should have chaffed at it like he had tried before,  but the feeling inside that he couldn’t explain had grown and was taking shape.




Chapter Four

Classroom Makeover

Jamie squinted at the mirror, trying to make sense of the face staring back at him. Everything felt... foggy. He could see the changes, feel them pressing down on him, but he couldn’t quite wrap his head around what they meant. His reflection looked soft, almost like someone else’s. A stranger with rounder cheeks and wide, uncertain eyes. What... what’s happening? The thought flitted in and out, slipping away before he could grasp it.

“Put these on.” Tress’s voice cut through the haze, and he blinked, slowly turning to see her holding a pair of his briefs. For a moment, he just stared, confused. Weren’t they his? They felt familiar, but somehow... big. His fingers fumbled as he took them, his mind struggling to remember how to slip them on. Big words, he thought, but even those two felt stretched thin. He shook his head. Why was everything so hard to think about?

“Definitely starting.” Her voice sounded like it was far away, like she was talking to someone else. Jamie glanced down, noticing the slack in the waistband. “How... how come they’re so... like this?” he mumbled, words spilling slowly, clumsy and soft. He looked up at Tress, questions lingering but losing their edges. There were so many things he wanted to ask her, to figure out, but every thought he chased just drifted off into fog before he could hold it.

"Let’s get some fresh air,” Tress said, and he took her hand, feeling small like he needed her to guide him. She led him toward the back porch, and he held on tight, a wave of longing rising in him, a confusing and comforting feeling. Why had he never noticed how strong she seemed? How... how safe?

His legs trembled when they reached the porch, and he doubled over. His body was changing fast, but his mind, his thoughts, they were slipping, too, like sand running through his fingers. Words he once knew seemed distant, tangled, or just... gone. He wanted to ask Tress what was happening, but the question would have to be answered. Too hard. Just too hard, his mind whispered, and that small thought felt like an enormous effort. He looked up at her, dazed and hazy, his heart thumping with a childlike need he didn’t fully understand.

As Jamie clutched his briefs to keep them from slipping, a wave of confusion washed over him, mingling with something he could only describe as loss. He looked down, feeling the fabric droop against his hips, and noticed the soft, shrinking outline beneath, fading like a shadow in the dim light. The tenting in the fabric grew smaller, smaller still, until it was barely there at all, just an empty space, a remnant of what he’d once known.

A tremor of realization swept through him, but the details were like fragments scattered beyond his reach. He felt he should care, that he should feel something, alarm, maybe, or frustration, but his thoughts had dwindled to simple impressions, vague and childlike. When he looked down at his smaller frame, the sight felt wrong, like a puzzle piece forced into a space it didn’t fit. But when he tried to focus on the reasons why, his thoughts slipped away like water through his fingers.

“Jamieeeeee,” Tress’s voice called, a low and patient hum, and he turned toward her with a puzzled look, the faint trace of a frown knitting his brows. She was watching him, her eyes gleaming with something he couldn’t quite place. Was is Pride, satisfaction, maybe? Or was that just his mind playing tricks? He didn’t know anymore. All he knew was that she was there, steady and unyielding, a presence he wanted to hold onto as the rest of him felt like it was slipping away.

Rising to his feet took effort; his legs wobbled beneath him, and he felt... delicate, like glass or paper, as though a strong breeze might knock him down. He noticed the gap between himself and Tress, how she seemed to loom over him, taller, firmer, while he had to crane his neck to look up. He tried to recall the feeling of strength, of confidence, that had once filled him, but those memories felt distant and hazy, as if they belonged to someone else.

Glancing down at himself, he saw the smaller, leaner limbs, the youthful, almost adolescent frame. His chest tightened with a flicker of discomfort, a distant ache, but even that faded into the fog of his mind. The faint thought of standing in front of a classroom, giving lectures, and guiding students. Those images were fading fast, replaced by simpler, softer wants. When he looked up at Tress, all he could feel was a need for her presence, her assurance, the feeling of her hand steadying him as he drifted, unmoored, into this strange, smaller world.

“Wha…is it over?” Jamie’s voice had risen in pitch considerably. Tress walked over and towered over the now shorter Jamie, who was only five feet tall.

“No, we’re just getting started.”

Jamie stood there reeling. Even if his cognitive faculties hadn’t been reduced, he would have had difficulty processing what had happened. All Jamie could grasp at the moment was that something wasn’t quite right.

Jamie shouldn’t have to hold up his underwear, and everything in Jamie’s yard looked bigger. When he looked at his body in the reflection of the sliding glass door, Jamie knew it shouldn’t be this tiny or smooth. Jamie was older than this. Jamie was hairier. Jamie’s hands and arms are bigger than this. Jamie’s thighs were larger and rubbed together; they are usually not so thin. When he looked at the naked woman standing by him, Jamie squirmed as he held Tress hand, feeling a mix of shame and excitement as he tried to avert his gaze. It wasn't polite to stare, especially at the prim and proper woman in front. He knew it wasn't polite to stare, he remembered that at least. But he couldn't help it.

He imagined all sorts of naughty things with her, small glances, as he was paraded about, that made his cheeks flush and heart race. And as much as they tried to resist, they could feel themselves getting hard, his clothing doing little to conceal the growing arousal.

Jamie’s gaze lingered on Tress, tracing the confident way she carried her naked form, her strong presence filling the room while he felt small, uncertain, almost foreign to himself. A faint memory tugged at him, a glimpse of who he’d once been, someone who had stood tall, filled with purpose, intelligence, and the kind of strength that commanded respect. His hands shook as he pulled the slack fabric of his briefs closer, holding onto them like a lifeline. This wasn’t right. He wasn’t supposed to be this way. He was supposed to feel solid, grounded, not like a shrinking shadow clinging to someone else’s footsteps.

The realization broke through the fog, and the words slipped out before he could stop them. “I shouldn’t be this way,” he murmured, his voice higher than he remembered, a pitch that made his cheeks flush in confusion. The sound didn’t match the man he thought he’d been. “I’m older and bigger.” He paused, trying to hold onto the thought, feeling it slipping just as quickly. “I can think good,” he added, almost to reassure himself, yet the words felt clumsy, wrong.

His voice wavered, and the conviction faltered. The memories of his former self were there, but they seemed like whispers of images and words just beyond his reach, buried beneath layers of fog. He looked to Tress, his expression pleading, desperate for some explanation, some clarity, but all he could feel was the growing certainty that he was no longer the man he once knew.

“Not anymore, or ever again, for that matter. I doubt you’re smart enough to fully grasp what happened to you, so don’t try too hard. Don’t give Jamie a head boo-boo.” Tress bent to give a quick peck on Jamie’s head, sending shivering through Jamie. James’s face was now level with Tress’s chest, and he couldn’t stop thinking how nice it was. How good it would feel to bury himself in it. He struggled with himself, wanting to feel that bosom pressed against him but knowing that he shouldn’t. Jamie caught Tress’s eyes as they flicked over him, lingering on his too-big briefs and the faint, barely-there outline beneath. The fabric pooled around his hips, feeling heavy and loose against his smaller frame, and every little shift seemed to remind him of just how much he’d lost. He felt vulnerable standing there, exposed in a way that tugged at a quiet embarrassment he couldn’t fully explain. Part of him wanted to cover himself up, to turn away, but he found himself rooted to the spot, his mind swirling with questions he couldn’t quite form.

“Let’s go inside,” Tress said, her voice steady, a hint of something he couldn’t read in her tone. Jamie nodded, a soft, almost reflexive response. He let her lead the way, feeling an odd blend of gratitude and discomfort that she was taking charge. His fingers tightened on the waistband of his briefs, holding them up as he walked, each step a reminder of his diminished frame. The cool air of the porch seemed to cling to his skin, making him feel small, fragile, as if he needed her warmth, her strength, to keep him grounded.

Despite not wanting to listen, he found himself following Tress inside. He couldn’t stop staring at Tress’s ass as he trailed along. The way the two mounds of flesh giggled and bounced back and forth while Tress walked was hypnotizing. Jamie knew he shouldn’t have noticed how round or firm it looked in this situation.

He tried to look away but got confused by how foreign his house looked as they stepped back into the house, Jamie glanced around, memories of this place—his place, once—drifting in and out like wisps of smoke. The familiar surroundings felt strangely distant now, as though he were seeing them from a child’s eyes, everything slightly too big, too intimidating. He could feel Tress’s presence beside him, her figure tall and steady, and he found himself following her lead, hoping she had a plan, an answer for what was happening. Somewhere in the fog of his thoughts, a question lingered: was this really how things were meant to be? But before he could give it form, Tress’s voice cut through the silence, pulling him back, grounding him with the calm certainty he felt he so desperately needed.

“Go ahead and sit down,” Tress ordered as they entered the bedroom. Jamie climbed up on the bed and sat on the edge, his feet unable to reach the floor anymore. Tress sifted through the drawers with a sense of purpose, tossing aside clothes that were now far too big for Jamie.

She reached the underwear drawer and couldn’t help the smirk tugging at her lips. “Well, looks like you were a briefs man,” she murmured, grabbing a pair and holding them up. With a dramatic flourish, she scattered them across the floor. She picked out a pair, holding it up for Jamie to see. The fabric stretched wide between her hands, mocking him with its size.

“Wow… these sure are big, aren’t they?” she teased, stretching the briefs in front of his face. “It would take a real man to fill these out. But you’re not a man, are you, Jamie?” Jamie looked down, cheeks flushing as he vaguely remembered that, yes, these once fit him. But now they felt foreign, symbols of a past self slipping further and further away.

“No need to keep up the pretense of this big collection,” Tress continued, he squirmed under her gaze as she called him Jamie. Tress watched him as he bristled, but even now, he seemed to hesitate. His mind was clouded, and the memories of who he had been felt blurred at the edges.

She bent over in front of him, sliding a pair of briefs over her own hips, knowing he was watching. Despite being men’s wear, they hugged her naked curves quite well, as she fleshed them out in full. Jamie gaze at Tress thinking of how he’d worn those briefs himself, filling them with a confidence he couldn’t seem to muster now.

Tress turned away from Jamie and back to the dresser, her eye caught something unusual. Buried beneath the rest was a small box. She pulled it out with a raised brow. “Oh my, what do we have here?” Opening it, she found a lacy thong and a picture of a bigger Jamie wearing it. Smiling to herself, she tossed the thong to him.

“Put it on,” she instructed, a playful edge in her tone. Jamie hesitated, a flicker of memory stirring, recalling the girlfriend who’d bought it for him as a joke. Back then, it had embarrassed him, felt too… exposed, too daring. He’d only worn it once, taking the picture in a moment of impulsive fun. But now, with Tress watching, the idea seemed different, almost necessary. Reluctantly, he let the oversized briefs drop and slid the thong on, wincing as it barely clung to him, a tiny remnant of who he’d once been.

Tress took a long look, comparing the picture with the young man now before her. The photo showed a ripped, mature figure straining against the thong, confident and self-assured. In contrast, Jamie now looked barely twenty, small and slender, with the thong sagging around him, only held up by the faintest outline of an erection. She couldn’t help the spark of amusement and desire mingling as she watched him, feeling herself drawn to the absurdity and allure of the moment. “You know, I like how you look in the photo and right now.”

“Then why I change?” Jamie pouted. “You had too many big thoughts, silly girl too much for that small head of yours. You wanted to Let it all go. I was just helping you make that happen.” Tress grinned.

Moving on and back to the closet, Tress retrieved one of his favorite suits, a sleek, expensive one he’d often worn to class with pride. “Well, come on over here,” she said cheerfully, patting the bed beside her. “Let’s get you dressed.”

Jamie shuffled over, feeling the thong slip awkwardly to one side, revealing himself even more. Tress helped him into the pants, pulling them up around his waist. They were absurdly large, and he had to clutch them to keep them from slipping down entirely. The jacket sleeves swallowed his hands, which once could fill the suit’s contours with ease, showcasing his muscular torso. Now, he stood there, swallowed by fabric that dwarfed him, looking both ridiculous and humiliated.

Tress burst into laughter, doubling over as she led him to the mirror. “Take a look, Jamie,” she giggled, watching his expression as he saw himself. Jamie stared, feeling a strange mix of confusion, humiliation, and frustration. He knew, somehow, that this was wrong, that he wasn’t supposed to be like this, lost in his own clothes and reduced to this tiny, unsure figure. But the words to express it eluded him, his thoughts tangled and hazy. All he could do was clench his fists and stamp his feet, frustration bubbling over in a childish tantrum that felt out of his control, an echo of the man he could barely remember being.

“Stop laughing! Stop it! Make me better right now!” Jamie’s voice cracked with desperation, the high-pitched sound cutting through the air. His rage was building, though it felt like a flickering flame rather than the roaring fire he remembered being able to summon. Somewhere deep inside, the part of him that understood what was happening was screaming, furious, demanding to take control. But it was buried beneath layers of confusion and fog, and no matter how hard he tried, he couldn’t make that part of him act.

All he could do was shout, his words tumbling out in a squeaky, frantic rush. “I’m not a dummy! I’m not! My clothes don’t fit right!” His small fists balled up at his sides as he glared at Tress, who was still laughing. The sound of her amusement felt like a dagger, sharp and cutting, and it only fueled his frustration. He wanted to make her stop, to make her see how serious this was, but every word he spoke just seemed to make her laugh harder.

Tress wiped a tear from her eye, still grinning, and grabbed him gently by the shoulders, steering him toward the mirror. “Take a good look, Jamie,” she said, her voice teasing but firm. Standing behind him, she positioned him squarely in front of the glass, forcing him to confront the reality he couldn’t escape.

Jamie froze, his breath catching as his reflection stared back at him. The oversized suit hung from his small frame, the fabric bunched and sagging in places that once clung to muscle and size. His face, so much younger, rounder, and softer than it should be, was framed by hair that looked thinner, boyish. And that voice. His voice wasn’t the deep, commanding tone he remembered. It was high-pitched, shaky, and almost unrecognizable.

“This… this isn’t right,” he whispered, his anger faltering as confusion and fear crept in. But even as the words left his mouth, he could see Tress’s smile reflected behind him, and it made him feel even smaller. The rage flickered again, but it couldn’t sustain itself. All Jamie could do was stare, his fists trembling, as his emotions churned and his mind tried, and failed, to piece together how to fight back.

Tress’s grip on Jamie’s shoulders tightened as she leaned down, her voice firm and unyielding. “Yes, you are a dummy,” she said, the words cutting through Jamie’s weak protests. “No one you ever met was as smart as you thought you were, right? Especially those ‘dumb college kids’ in your class. You looked down on them, didn’t you? Thought you were better than them. But now?” She paused, forcing him to meet his reflection in the mirror. “Now you’re the dumb college kid.”

Jamie squirmed, trying to break free, but Tress held him in place as easily as if he were a child. “You’re wrong about your clothes not fitting,” she continued. “Because these aren’t your clothes anymore, Jamie.” With a swift motion, she pried his hands away from the waistband of the oversized pants. They fell to the floor with a heavy thud, leaving Jamie standing there in nothing but the ill-fitting remnants of his former self. The shirt hung down like a dress, the hem brushing his knees. Tress smirked before tearing it off in one decisive motion, leaving Jamie exposed in the thong that barely clung to him.

“Look at you,” she said, gesturing to the mirror. “Do you think you could ever fit in clothes like these again? You’re barely five feet tall now. Most of your wardrobe will come from the girls’ section from now on. And you know what else?” She stepped closer, her tone softening into something almost mocking. “You’re not exactly built for impressing anyone anymore.”

Jamie froze as her words hit him, each one driving home the reality of his situation. His chest tightened as he stared at his reflection. The reflection of a small, slight figure that seemed worlds away from the commanding presence he once was. The suit pooled around his feet, a cruel reminder of how much smaller he had become. And worse yet, there was no denying the changes that left him feeling… powerless. Vulnerable.

Tress moved behind him, her hands gripping his arms firmly as she leaned in close, her voice a low murmur against his ear. “Let’s face it, Jamie. You’re going to need a whole new wardrobe. Feminine, soft, delicate clothes. Ones that actually fit you now.” She reached down, brushing her hand against the waistband of the thong, and Jamie felt a jolt of something he couldn’t fully understand. It could only be described as discomfort mingled with a strange, unwelcome thrill.

Jamie’s legs trembled, his earlier tantrum leaving him physically and emotionally drained. He wanted to argue, to yell, but the words wouldn’t come. He was spent, and Tress seemed to sense it, pulling him toward the bed with an unrelenting grip. “And,” she added, positioning him so he could still see the mirror, “if you’re going to act out like that, it looks like I’ll have to teach you another lesson about behaving properly.”

Jamie’s breath hitched as she held him steady, her presence overwhelming. He glanced at the mirror one last time, the reality sinking in deeper with every second. This wasn’t the man he remembered. This was someone else entirely, someone smaller, weaker, and utterly at Tress’s mercy.

Tress pulled Jamie across her lap with practiced ease, bending him forward so his bare bottom was exposed. Jamie whimpered softly, his small hands gripping the edge of the chair for support as his heart raced. He had imagined this moment so many times in his old life, dreaming of being pressed against Tress’s chest, enveloped in her warmth. But this. This wasn’t what he’d envisioned. Instead of being lost in her embrace, he found himself trembling beneath her, vulnerable and powerless.

The first smack landed with a sharp crack, sending a jolt through Jamie’s body. His back arched instinctively, brushing against Tress’s breasts. He could feel her nipples graze his skin with every motion, the sensation blending pain with a strange, humiliating pleasure. His cheeks flushed as he met his own gaze in the mirror across the room. The image reflected back, a small, trembling figure over Tress’s lap, only deepened his shame.

“Count for me, Jamie,” Tress said, her voice calm but commanding. “I want you to count every single one.”

Jamie swallowed hard, his voice quivering as he obeyed. “O-One,” he stammered as another slap landed, harder this time. “T-Two!” Another sharp smack, and he flinched, his grip tightening on the chair.

“Good,” Tress praised, though there was a teasing note in her tone. “Keep going.”

“Th-Three,” Jamie managed, the sting building with each hit. His breaths grew shorter, his body shaking under her firm control. “F-Four…”

Smack.

Jamie hesitated, losing his count as the mixture of pain and the overwhelming sensation of her presence clouded his thoughts. “Uh… S-Seven?” he guessed weakly.

Tress sighed with exaggerated disappointment, her hand pausing midair. “Oh, Jamie,” she said, shaking her head. “That’s not right. Now we’ll have to start all over. And this time, we’ll add five more for the mistake.”

“No, please!” Jamie whined, his voice breaking, but Tress had already delivered another smack, harder than before.

“Start again,” she instructed firmly. “From one.”

“O-One,” Jamie squeaked, tears pricking at his eyes as the cycle began anew. By the time he reached five, his voice was a breathless, high-pitched whimper. His body quivered with the conflicting sensations of shame, arousal, and submission.

As the tenth smack landed, Jamie’s body betrayed him entirely. With a strangled gasp, he came, the sticky warmth spreading across Tress’s lap. He froze, mortified, his eyes darting to the mirror. There it was. Everything laid bare for him to see. His flushed face, his trembling form, and the humiliating proof of his arousal glistening on Tress’s thighs.

Tress let out a low chuckle, her hand resting lightly on his reddened bottom. “Oh, Jamie,” she said softly, her tone dripping with amusement. “Look at the mess you’ve made.” She tilted his chin up, forcing him to meet her eyes in the mirror. “We’re going to have to work on your self-control, aren’t we?”

Jamie could only nod weakly, his voice too choked with emotion to respond. The image in the mirror was burned into his mind—a stark reminder of how completely Tress had unraveled him.

While Jamie caught his breath, Tress slid Jamie off her lap and stood up. “Since you’re not smart enough to act your age, we must take precautions. Wait right here.” Tress seemed prepared for this. She left the room and quickly returned with a large diaper. Jamie was horrified. “Jamie, darling, you can’t be trusted to behave like an adult. We’ll have to ensure you don’t make anymore messes. After all, you probably can’t control your bladder that well anymore.”

Tress knew Jamie couldn’t control his bladder by saying that. Her shifting tone of voice allowed her to plant subconscious suggestions. Not that Jamie was any the wiser in his current state to notice.

“Come,” Tress patted the ground where she would be changing him, “Don’t overthink this. Don't think at all. Just be a good girl.” At this point, after all Jamie had gone through he gave into Tress. It felt so odd when Tress first called him “girl” lacing the word around “good”.  Two words having completely stripped of his manhood. At this point she’d said it many times and it made him feel a certain way, and he didn’t know what to think of it. Jamie couldn’t really think of anything as he approached the spot on the ground. Tress had laid a blanket down and had Jamie lift his legs up. Tress carefully secured the diaper and gave Jamie’s padded package a little squeeze.

“There. It’s a bit snug, but it should work. Now, I think after all that hard work you’ve been through today, it’s time for all little girl to go to bed. Don’t you think so? I’ll be in this adult bed; adult beds are for adults.” Tress looked down at Jamie and snicked. “I don’t think I’m looking at an adult right now. So it will just be for me alone tonight. Don’t want to wake up to no accidents, hm? But you're probably too scared to sleep in the guest room alone. Do you still want to sleep with me? ” She patted Jamie on the head.

Tress’s voice was laced with exaggerated sweetness as she crouched down, looking Jamie in the eyes. “Aw, is my little one feeling fussy?” she teased, her tone patronizing and playful. Jamie didn’t respond, his cheeks flushing as he shifted uncomfortably on the floor. The snug diaper crinkled with every movement, rubbing against his skin in a way that made him feel even more helpless.

Without waiting for an answer, Tress stood and left the room. Jamie hugged his knees to his chest, the sound of her footsteps fading down the hallway, leaving him feeling small and abandoned. Returning moments later, she carried an air mat Tress under one arm and a fitted sheet in the other.

“Since someone’s not quite ready for the big bed with Mommy,” she said, her voice dripping with mock affection, “this will do just fine.” She unrolled the twin-sized mattress and began inflating it with a pump. The mechanical hum filled the room, and Jamie looked away, too embarrassed to meet her gaze.

Once the mattress was fully inflated, Tress threw the sheet over it and carefully smoothed it down. “Perfect,” she said, stepping back to admire her work. Then, without warning, she bent down and scooped Jamie into her arms as if he weighed nothing.

“Hey! I can do it myself!” Jamie protested, his high-pitched voice cracking slightly. He squirmed in her grip, but she held him easily, her strength only making him feel more ridiculous.

“Shhh,” Tress murmured, holding him securely. “Don’t be silly, Jamie. You’re much too little to manage on your own.” Her teasing tone made his protests falter, and he hung his head as she carried him to the matTress.

She lowered him onto the bed gently, adjusting the blankets around him with exaggerated care. “There we go,” she said softly, tucking him in like a child. “All nice and cozy.”

Jamie glanced at the king bed as she climbed into it, jealousy and humiliation swirling inside him. “That’s… that’s my bed,” he mumbled, his voice trembling.

Tress leaned over, her hand stroking his hair in slow, soothing motions. “Not anymore, sweetheart,” she said with a smug smile. “This is where you belong now. Sweet dreams, little one.”

Jamie swallowed the lump in his throat, unable to say anything as she settled into the large bed, her presence dominating the room. Though soothing in their rhythm, the gentle strokes on his head felt like a reminder of how small he had become.

Hours later, Jamie woke suddenly, something cold and wet pressing against his thighs. His heart sank as he sat up, his movements causing the diaper to crinkle noisily. He pressed a hand against it, feeling the sopping wetness, and let out a soft whimper.

Hearing the noise, Tress stirred, lifting her head with a sleepy smile. “Mmm, Morning, Jamie,” she asked, feigning concern. “Did you have a little accident?”

“Wha…I peed?” James was shocked. He hadn’t wet the bed since he was 6. It was one thing to do it when getting spanked silly, another to do it unconsciously. Jamie’s cheeks burned, and he shook his head furiously. “N-No! Me… I mean, I didn’t…” He struggled to form a sentence, his words stumbling over themselves.

Tress raised an eyebrow, her tone turning authoritative. “Jamie, don’t fib to me. What do we say when we have an accident?”

Jamie hesitated, his lips trembling. Finally, he whispered out a broken apology in a cluttered stutter, “I…I’m…S-Sorryy..”

Tress’s smile returned, her hand reaching out to tousle his hair. “That’s my good girl,” she said softly. “Now lie back down. mommy will take care of everything in the morning.”

Jamie nodded reluctantly, his heart sinking as he lay back down, the wet diaper pressing uncomfortably against him. As Tress’s hand stroked his head once more, he squeezed his eyes shut, trying to ignore the tears he felt from the humiliation and focus on the rhythm of her touch.

“Aww, don’t cry. It’s okay.” Tress sat up, straddling James between her thighs. “We’ll get you a nice bath and all cleaned up.”

“Thought I think you’d look pretty if you did cry a little,” and pulled on a soaked thong that was not removed. Jamie did begin to cry. Tress stood to get a towel, snapping the thong back in place as she patted Jamie’s head and whispered ‘Good Girl’ as she stepped over him. Jamie felt tingles throughout himself despite feeling mortified by the situation. He came out of shock when he heard the bathwater start flowing. Tress returned with a damp towel and a trash can. She laid James down and took the diaper off. James was beat red again. His cock was rock hard the second Tress started wiping the inside of his thighs and under his balls.

“Good enough to get you to the tub without dripping.” Tress picked James up off the bed and led him to the tub. She lifted James over the edge and sank him in the soapy water. Jamie enjoyed the sensation of Tress’s strong hands under his arms. Knowing that he was starting to enjoy it made Jamie feel worse.

“You’ve got a nice bathroom here,” Tress said, admiring the spacious room. Jamie had paid extra attention when the bathroom was being built because he loved pampering his body. There was a shower stall and a custom-made large tub. One entire wall was a mirror. A TV was mounted on the wall above the tub. Tress reached over and turned it on.

Jamie was greeted with the video of himself twerking from the night before. Tress dropped her robe on the ground and entered, turning her attention to the bathroom mirror doing her skincare routine. She liked going through her morning routine naked and liked it even more, knowing that she turned Jamie on and that Jamie hated it.

“I don’t wanna watch this,” Jamie said but didn’t look away.

“Why not? That’s your ‘bigger, smarter body’  you kept going about. See? Those clothes  ‘fit right’ on him. You’d better watch because that’s as close as you’ll ever get to that again.” Tress approached the tub with some soap and got in behind Jamie. She nestled Jamie between her legs and started washing him.

For all his talk about Jamie being small, she made sure he would still have a good body. He wasn’t as ripped as he used to be but still toned and firm. The drug regressed him just enough so that Tress was only slightly older than James was now and taller.

On-screen, the muscled Jamie was getting his ass swatted. Jamie had almost forgotten how big he used to be. They reached the part of the tape where James was on his knees drinking from the baby bottle. Seeing it from this perspective, made Jamie feel like it wasn't really happening. This was someone else like. Until, Tress reached up and turned the volume up when Jamie on screen was trying tell Tress she wouldn't get away with this, as if to say ‘looks like I have’.

Jamie’s rigid cock stood up out of the water, twitching slightly with every ripple in the tub. Tress’s eyes flicked down to it, a mischievous smirk curling her lips. “Oh, what do we have here?” she said, her tone teasing as she leaned over the edge of the tub. “Guess someone wants a little recreation of what they’re watching on screen, huh?”

Jamie blinked in confusion, his brows knitting together. “Wha—?” he began, but Tress cut him off with a gentle tap on his chin.

“Look at the screen, baby,” she said, gesturing toward the TV mounted on the wall.

Jamie’s head turned slowly, his eyes widening as he saw the image playing out on the screen. His old self, confident, muscular, and commanding, was crawling toward Tress in the video, a bottle held tantalizingly between her thighs.  The memory hit him like a wave, making his heart race. His old self had been so sure, so bold, and now here he was, smaller and unsure, shrinking under her gaze.

He barely had time to process the scene before Tress moved. She slid into the tub gracefully, the water lapping around her curves as she knelt before him. Without a word, she reached out, her hand wrapping firmly around his cock. Jamie gasped, his eyes darting from the screen back to her, his mind spinning.

“T-Tress…” he stammered, but his words dissolved into a gasp as she leaned forward, her lips brushing against the tip. Her tongue flicked out, circling him teasingly before she took him into her mouth.

Jamie’s head fell back against the tub, his breath coming in ragged gasps. “Oh… oh, my God,” he whispered, his fingers gripping the edges of the tub as she worked her tongue around him. The sensations were overwhelming, her mouth warm and wet as she slowly sank down his shaft, taking him deeper. His hips bucked involuntarily, but Tress’s hands held him firmly in place.

“Watch the screen, baby,” she murmured, pulling back just enough to speak before taking him in again. “See how good you used to be at this. Maybe you can learn something.”

Jamie’s eyes fluttered open, his gaze returning to the TV. His old self was buried between Tress’s thighs now, confident and assertive, while she moaned softly in pleasure. The contrast between the man on screen and the trembling, gasping figure he had become was stark, and it only heightened the moment's intensity.

“T-Tress… I-I can’t…” Jamie gasped, his voice breaking as the sensations built to an unbearable peak. He squirmed beneath her, his body trembling as he tried to hold back, but it was useless. With a final, shuddering cry, he released, a giant load spilling into Tress’s mouth.

She didn’t pull away immediately, her movements slow and deliberate as she finished, her eyes never leaving his face. When she finally released him, her lips curled into a satisfied smile. “Good girl,” she said softly, leaning back and pulling him into her arms.

Jamie sank back into the tub, his body limp and spent. He rested against Tress’s chest, breathing deeply into it.

After they were done in the tub, Tress toweled James off and told him to ready to get dressed. James stood there wondering what he would wear when Tress threw a wad of clothes at him. He felt his face flush when he looked at them.

“What’s wrong?” Tress asked. “I’d say this matches your thong nicely.”




Chapter Five

Good Girl Classes

Jamie stood there, his hands trembling slightly, as he held the puffy pink onesie dress Tress had thrown at him. The dress's body was made of a reflective soft pink satin that wrapped completely around his torso and groin. The sleeves and tutu were made out of a white tulle that was voluminous, fluffing, and puffing out. Little bows adorned it along with lace trimmings. Jamie took in the clothes and faced that they would have to go on his body. He looked from the onesie, then at his diminished body in the mirror, and something inside him twisted uncomfortably. He was still fighting his changes within.

“Put them on, Jamie. They’re perfect for you now,” Tress commanded with a smirk, watching Jamie’s face contort in red, despite everything still being able to feel humiliation. Slowly, with shaky hands, Jamie slid the dress onto his body. The fabric was soft, much softer than anything he used to wear, as the skirt puffed out excessively at his waist. At the same time, it hugged his smaller, less muscular body snugly, emphasizing Jamie’s new smaller figure. 

“Look at you, all cute and tiny!” Tress laughed heartily, clapping her hands and squealing in devilish delight. Jamie could feel the heat rising in his cheeks, a mix of embarrassment and suppressed anger bubbling within him. Jamie still missed his old clothes, the ones that accentuated his broad shoulders and trim waist, not these... these sissy baby dresses.

“Let’s go have breakfast, princess,” Tress said, leading Jamie to the kitchen. The house seemed larger around Jamie now. He felt it last night but saw in the daylight how every piece of furniture towered over him. He felt like he had shrunk, not just in body but in presence. The kitchen stools looked like giants' thrones, and he hesitated before climbing onto one with Tress’s help. He didn’t understand why everything was so large and high seated in his house but remembered, ‘Oh, Jamie was taller then.’

Tress prepared breakfast, keeping an eye on Jamie, who sat quietly, his legs swinging slightly from the stool, unable to reach the floor. Tress slid a plate of pancakes in front of him, topped with a ridiculous amount of whipped cream and a cheerful strawberry smiley face.

“Eat up, and you’ll need your strength,” Tress said, a twinkle of mischief in her eyes.

Jamie ate, each bite an effort to swallow past the lump in his throat. He couldn't remember the last time someone had to make him breakfast, let alone dress him. Jamie glanced at Tress, watching him with an unnervingly satisfied look.

After breakfast, Tress announced, “It’s time for your lessons.”

“My lessons?” Jamie’s voice cracked, and he was still trying to get used to the higher-pitched sound. Jamie started to fuss in his chair as small memories of his professor days emerged, fighting back. ‘Ugh, how many more lessons do I gotta do?’ Jamie thought, sulking as his cheeks flushed with frustration.

“Sh, Shhh, baby girl, everything is all right. Come on now, be my good girl for me,” Tress cooed at Jamie, and as if good girl were an installed trigger, Jamie started to settle down at her reassuring words.

“Yes, see what I mean? You need to learn to be a good girl, right? You’re not a professor anymore. I am. Nothing you’ve learned up to this point has been useful, has it, Jamie? So you might as well learn something useful. So class is in session starting now. So, answer me, Jamie?” Tress said, her tone darkening slightly.

“Yes..” Jamie began but didn’t know where else she wanted him to go with his response.

“Yes, who?” Tress ushered Jamie to the answer she was looking for.

“Tress,” Jamie said flatly.

“Today’s going to be a long day for you, isn’t it?” Tress sighed, “Do Tress’ clean up stinky diapers? Who cleans up stink diapers? Answer again: Yes, who?”

Jamie was hesitant because it was new territory for him, but eventually said, “Yes… Mommy?” Once he said it, it felt good.

“Exactly, Good Girl, You’re finally starting to learn something useful in your thirty-seven years of existence.” Being a good girl felt good, Jamie could feel it, and good girls listened to their Mommies. “Maybe you’ll eventually make it to kindergarten one day, but we’ll have to see after a playdate or two.” Jamie stiffed at the word Good Girl. He felt his whole body trembled slightly. ‘This is nice,’ he thought as the words had been used directly on him again.

“I think it’s finally all starting to sink in for you, right? My Good Girl.” Jamie’s eyes rolled slightly as he felt himself spasm in delight.

For a brief moment clarify struck Jamie as he gain semblance to think one clear thought. ‘Damn’, he thought, ‘She’s using it as a trigger’. But almost instantly, another thought bubbled up: ‘Oh no, I’m not supposed to say bad words. I wanna be a Good Girl’.

‘No,no,no’, he thought, panicking, it’s in my head now. It’s taking over. Slowly, the realization crept through him, sinking deep into the pit of his stomach. The seed Tress had planted wasn’t just growing. It was blooming, spreading through him like a vine wrapping tighter and tighter.

His body, reshaped and retrained, didn’t just accept it. It craved it. He craved it. The pleasure of being a Good Girl wasn’t just something he felt; it was something he needed. His skin tingled at the thought, and a wave of warmth rolled through him, unbidden and undeniable.

Tress’s voice broke through his spiraling thoughts. “Oh, you’re starting to figure it out, aren’t you?” she said, her tone sweet but laced with that unmistakable edge of control. She leaned closer, her eyes gleaming. “But don’t worry, baby. We’re just getting started. Mama’s going to give you the full lesson on being my perfect Good Girl.”

Jamie’s cheeks burned as the words sank in, but his body betrayed him, responding to her every word, every look. The lesson hadn’t even begun, and he already knew. He wouldn’t resist it. He couldn’t.

Jamie followed Tress back to the bedroom, his heart pounding in his chest. The room had been rearranged: a small desk and chair were set up in one corner, and a whiteboard was on the wall. Tress pulled out a chair and patted the seat.

“Sit down, Jamie. It’s time for your first lesson in obedience and service,” she instructed.

Reluctantly, Jamie sat on the edge of the chair. His posture slouched as though trying to make himself smaller. His eyes were wide and darted nervously between Tress and the large whiteboard she stood before, marker poised with an air of authority. The room was quiet except for the squeak of the marker as Tress began to write simple, deliberate words in neat, bold letters: Please and Thank you. She underlined each one with a flourish before moving on to more complex phrases like “How can I serve you today?” and “I live to please.”

“Read these aloud, Jamie,” Tress instructed, her voice calm but firm, a clear expectation in her tone.

Jamie swallowed hard, his cheeks flushing. “Please,” he mumbled, barely above a whisper.

“Louder,” Tress demanded, her eyes narrowing slightly.

“Please,” he said again, his voice trembling but clearer this time.

“Better. Keep going.”

He worked his way down the list, his voice growing shakier with each phrase. “Thank you. H-How can I serve you today? I… I live to please.” The words tasted strange and foreign, each one feeling like a betrayal of the confident, assertive man he had once been. His voice broke on the last phrase, and he paused, his hands gripping his thighs tightly to steady himself.

“Good,” Tress said, capping the marker with a satisfied click. “Now write them.”

She handed him a notebook and a pen, and Jamie took them reluctantly, his fingers trembling. He began copying the phrases into the notebook, his handwriting uneven and shaky. With each stroke of the pen, it felt as though he were signing away pieces of himself. The image of the man who had once commanded lecture halls, who had stood tall and proud in front of crowds, felt distant and unreal.

Tress leaned over his shoulder, watching closely as he wrote. “Take your time,” she said, her tone softer but no less authoritative. “Every word must be perfect. They aren’t just words, Jamie: they’re promises.”

When the writing exercise was complete, Tress took the notebook from him and flipped through the pages, nodding approvingly. “Good. Now we’ll move on to something more practical.” She set the notebook down and turned back to the whiteboard, drawing a series of arrows and stick figures to illustrate a sequence of movements.

“This,” she began, “is how you will greet me each morning. Stand up.”

Jamiee hesitated but rose to his feet, his head ducked slightly as though to avoid her gaze.

“Start with a low curtsy,” Tress instructed, pulling out a pair of excessively high heels from a nearby box. She held them up with a smile. “You’ll wear these when you practice. Put them on.”

His stomach dropped as he took the shoes, the heels towering and impossibly thin. He fumbled with the straps, his hands shaking, before finally sliding them on. Standing felt precarious, and he wobbled slightly, his arms instinctively reaching out for balance.

“Good,” Tress said, stepping back to observe. “Now, a deep curtsy. Hold the sides of an imaginary skirt and bow low, keeping your gaze on the floor.”

Jamie obeyed, his movements clumsy as he bent his knees and lowered himself shakily. The heels made it even harder to balance, and he stumbled slightly, catching himself before he fell.

“Again,” Tress said firmly.

He repeated the motion, his face burning with humiliation. Each bow felt like it was chipping away at his pride, stripping him down layer by layer. The room’s silence was punctuated only by the sharp click of the heels against the floor and Tress’s calm instructions.

“Now, while you’re in the curtsy, ask politely about my needs for the day,” Tress said, crossing her arms and watching him intently.

Jamie’s voice was barely a whisper. “H-How can I serve you today?”

“Louder,” Tress demanded, her voice cutting through the room.

“How can I serve you today?” he repeated, the words tumbling out awkwardly.

“Better, but still not enough,” Tress said, a smirk playing on her lips. “You’ll practice until it’s perfect.”

Jamie nodded, feeling the weight of her expectations settle heavily on his shoulders. With each curtsy, with every polite inquiry, he felt himself drifting further from the man he had been. What little remained of his old self seemed to slip away, leaving only the figure he saw reflected in Tress’s approving gaze, a figure molded entirely by her hands.

The final part of the lesson was the most humiliating. Tress brought out a small bell and placed it on the desk.

“Whenever you need something or think you've done something worth praising, you ring the bell. But remember, I decide if it’s worth my attention,” Tress explained.

Jamie looked at the bell, a symbol of his submission, and felt a mix of resentment and resignation. He was no longer the authoritative figure he once was; he was now dependent, and subdued.

As the day wore on, Jamie found himself adapting to his new role, his actions becoming more ingrained, more automatic. Tress was meticulous in her 'training', ensuring James understood his place in this new dynamic.

By the time the sun began to set, Jamie was exhausted physically and emotionally. Tress had planned a final activity for the day that she said would "cement James’s new reality."

She led Jamie outside to his backyard, where the fire pit had been started up. Jamie lived on the outside of town, where he was given some privacy from his neighbors on his property. Still, he felt humiliated being outdoors. ‘What’s she up to now?’ he thought as he began to get antsy and started to fuss. That’s when Tress handed Jamie a stack of photos, all pictures of him from his previous life. Whe he was more muscular, he felt confident and dominant.

“One by one, you’re going to burn these. Say goodbye to your old self, Jamie,” Tress commanded in an authoritarian way that Jamie could no longer ignore the calling inside him.

“It’s time to embrace who you are now.”




Chapter Six

Some Lessons are Learned

the Hard Way

Jamie’s hand trembled as he took the first photograph from the stack. It was a picture of him at a university function, standing confidently with colleagues. He looked at it, remembering the weight of respect and authority he once held. All of those memories make him hesitate. That hesitation was enough to warrant punishment.

“What a bad girl,” Tress said, yanking Jamie by his hair, causing him to wince, “ I guess you need a bit more of a little reminder of your position, slut.”

Tress pulled Jamie over to a chair where she sat and bent him over her lap. She pulled his diaper down, exposing his raw ass, and began spanking. They came hard and fast, and Jamie struggled to catch his breath under the thundering speed of their intake.

“Please, Mommy,” Jamie sniffled as he repeated the word he learned from his lesson, “I’ll be a Good Girl now. I’ll do it, I promise.

Tress gripped Jamie’s jaw and forced his face into her so their eyes were locked as she said, “And why will you be a Good Girl?”

In between, sniffled, Jamie said, “Because I live to please you.” 

Tress smiled smugly, satisfied with Jamie’s response. She gave his ass on last swat before landing a little peck which made Jamie yelp a little. Before she laid him on the grass and started to grab wipes and a new diaper, as he, during the ordeal, had pissed himself. Noticing the accident, Jamie tried to cover his face with the tutu while Tress cleaned him up.

“Now then,” Tress began, “Care to explain why you are hesitating on Mommy’s commands?”

“I’m sorry, I miss..” With that, he was cut off with a pacifier shoved in his mouth, stopping his dialogue completely. As Tress fastened the pacifier to Jamie’s head his mind became fuzzy as he suckled away all his thoughts and worries. What was he so nervous about, anyway, burning some dumb photos for Mommy? Tress could see his eyes become glossy as she finished changing him.

“That’s what I thought,” Tress said knowing she’d finally taken over him completely, “My baby was just having a little fussy tantrum cause you were missing your pacy, isn’t that right?”

Jamie nodded his head in agreement, feeling contentment that Mommy had cleaned up his messies. He felt a new spark of excitement from his throbbing sore throbbing ass, it hurt but the throbbing sent tingles throughout his body that made him antsy. His body became completely new and reshaped by her.

“Maybe it's too hard for you to stand up from all those spankies? Walking to the fire was too much for you in the first place, so can crawl over to the fire, little one.” And with that command, Jamie slowly got on his knees and crawled to fire. The sensations of crawling felt so new to him but so good. He felt even smaller than before, shuffling along on the ground. Tress had placed knee and hand pads while cleaning Jamie up, so there was no roughness to crawling.

His ass shook as he waddled his way down to the fire as fuzzy memories flashed and faded of his time shaking his ass before faceless students. His ass now shook intensely back and forth, beneath his Mommy’s gaze. The thoughts made him tremble and more sensitive, he made his way to the fire.

When Jamie finally made it back to the fire Tress handed him back the photos. His heavy heart returned, but this time he didn’t hesitate. He suckled away, sitting on his feet as he tossed the photo into the fire. The flames licked up eagerly, consuming the paper in seconds.

“One down,” Tress said, his voice neither kind nor particularly harsh. “Keep going.”

With each photograph, a piece of Jamie’s past turned to ash. There he was, lifting weights at the gym, his muscles pumped and glistening into the fire. Another showed him laughing in a bar, surrounded by admirers into the fire. Each image that curled and blackened in the heat was a reminder of what he had lost.

The last photo was the hardest. It was a solo portrait, taken at his peak, a promotional shot for the university’s faculty directory. He was suited, his expression serious and commanding. Jamie held the photo for a long minute, then finally, with a sigh that felt like it carried his soul with it, he let it drop into the flames.

“Good girl,” Tress said softly. “You’re doing so well.”

Jamie didn’t feel well. He felt hollow, emptied of his history, his achievements, and his self-respect. But he also recognized a disturbing new sensation relief. The burden of his former self, with all its responsibilities and expectations, was being stripped away, leaving something simpler behind.

“Now, Jamie,” Tress continued, stepping closer and placing a hand on James's shoulder. “Look at me.”

Jamie raised his eyes to meet Tress’s gaze.

“You are no longer the man in those pictures. You are who you are now, and it’s time you fully embrace that. You’re mine, to care for and to use as I see fit. Do you understand?”

Jamie nodded, the first flicker of acceptance lighting in his chest. “I understand,” he murmured.

Tress smiled a genuine, pleased smile. “Let’s go inside. It’s getting chilly, and I have one more gift for you.”

Back inside the house, Tress led Jamie to the living room where a small package lay on the coffee table. “Go ahead, open it,” he urged.

Jamie tore the paper hesitantly to reveal a new set of clothes. This outfit had a more refined, almost casual elegance, but it was still a far cry from anything Jamie would have ever chosen for himself. The soft, pastel pink loungewear consisted of an oversized sweater with delicate lace trim along the neckline and cuffs, paired with slim, cotton leggings that clung snugly to his smaller frame. It did nothing to cover his diaper, which peeked out, the legging stretching against them. The material was impossibly soft, designed for comfort rather than practicality, and the subtle floral embroidery on the sweater added a distinctly feminine touch.

Tress completed the look with a wig that she carefully placed on Jamie’s head. It was long and silky, cascading in gentle waves down to his shoulders. The color was a warm honey blonde with subtle highlights, giving him an innocent, polished appearance. The bangs framed his face delicately, softening his features even further.

When Jamie caught his reflection in the mirror, he froze. The outfit and wig didn’t just suggest his new role They solidified it. He looked smaller, softer, and undeniably feminine. The person staring back at him was unrecognizable, a far cry from the confident man he used to see.

“These are for you to wear around the house,” Tress explained. “Comfortable, easy to move in, and a perfect match for your new life.”

Jamie touched the soft fabric, then looked up at Tress with a complex mix of emotions. “Thank you,” he said, his voice quiet but steady.

“That’s exactly the right response,” Tress nodded approvingly. “Now, why don’t you go change, and then we can watch another movie together? I think you’ll find it just as relaxing as the last one, babygirl.”

Jamie felt the fabric comfortably hug his body as he changed into his new clothes. He looked in the mirror, hardly recognizing the man staring back. He was now “babygirl”, and he looked like it. He was smaller, softer, but also somehow at peace. He returned to the living room, where Tress was setting up a show on the television.

“Come sit with me,” Tress patted the couch beside him.

Jamie did as he was told, settling into the cushions. Tress threw an arm around his shoulders, pulling him close. As the movie played, James found himself laughing genuinely for the first time in what felt like forever. It was laughter free of pretense or expectation, fueled by the simple joy of the moment.

Tress watched him, pleased. “See? You can still find happiness, Jamie. It’s just a different kind now.”

As the night drew on, Jamie leaned into Tress, his head resting against Tress’s chest, listening to the steady beat of her heart. Maybe, just maybe, this new life wouldn't be so bad. Perhaps in this drastic reduction of his world, he had found something unexpected, a chance to redefine what it meant to be content, cared for, and, in a strange way, free.

Jamie found himself standing before the small brass bell on the nightstand, his hands trembling as he reached for the rope pull. His reflection in the mirror behind the bell was unmistakable now, soft, delicate, with wide, round eyes that looked more like a student’s than the professor he had once been. His breath hitched, and he glanced at Tress, who stood nearby, watching him with a satisfied expression that made his stomach twist in both fear and longing. He knew what she wanted. The bell wasn’t just a signal. It was a symbol of his submission, a quiet declaration that he was hers to mold and shape.

Slowly, his fingers curled around the pull, and he gave it a gentle tug. The bell chimed, its clear, high note cutting through the air. Jamie felt his cheeks flush as the sound echoed, as if it were announcing something final and inescapable. He turned to Tress, who was holding the thank-you note that had come with the cigar, another relic of a life he no longer seemed to recognize.

“Now, what do you say?” Tress asked, her voice calm but firm, her eyes sharp as they bore into him.

Jamie swallowed hard, his voice shaky and soft as he spoke. “Thank you, Mommy,” he said, the words foreign and humiliating on his tongue. His voice was pitched higher than he wanted, fragile and uncertain, but Tress seemed perfectly content with it. She smiled, folding the note neatly and placing it back on the nightstand as if everything had fallen perfectly into place.

In truth, it had. As Jamie fidgeted under her gaze, Tress’s thoughts wandered to the very beginning of all this. She had failed his class deliberately, a calculated move that had been as much about opportunity as it was about satisfaction. It wasn’t revenge; she wasn’t angry, and there was no grand vendetta fueling her actions. What she had done, she had done with precision and purpose. The idea of tying Jamie to her had been a quiet whisper in her mind, growing louder with every passing day she spent planning.

Tress had studied him as carefully as she’d studied for his class, watching the way he carried himself, the way he spoke with authority, and the way he always seemed just a little too proud of his position. She had noticed the cracks beneath the surface, the insecurity masked by his intelligence, and the loneliness he didn’t think anyone saw. She hadn’t failed for revenge. She had failed because it was the first step in ensuring that Jamie would belong to her, in every way that mattered.

And now here he was, smaller, softer, utterly dependent, ringing the bell like a good girl and thanking her as “Mommy.” Tress couldn’t help the smirk that played on her lips as she watched him. Her plan had been meticulous, every detail thought through. There was no need for malice when control could be achieved so sweetly, so thoroughly. Jamie wasn’t hers out of anger or spite. He was hers because she had made it so, with careful planning and a patience that now bore fruit.

_______

“Well, well,” she said with a smirk, stepping closer. “It looks like someone’s earned a little reward.”

Jamie frowned, shifting uncomfortably. “R-reward?” he asked, his voice small and hesitant.

Tress revealed the object in her hand, a buttplug with chains attached it with multiple different bells attached with various sighted bells as well as a chastity cage in the shape of a lion head with a single bell tiny, bell coming out it, jiggling away. Both items jingled softly as she tilted it back and forth. “These,” she said with a teasing lilt, “arw your very own special bells. Special, just for my Good Girl.”

Jamie’s eyes widened, and he instinctively shook his head. “I-I don’t my own special bells,” he stammered, his voice cracking.

“Oh, but you do,” Tress said firmly, kneeling down to meet his gaze. She dangled the bell in front of him, watching as his cheeks flushed even deeper. “These are for special occasions. When you do extra well.”

With that Tress pinned Jamie down, ripping her tights down, and removed the diaper. It felt weird to Jamie being exposed to the air, in so long, but was lapsed as he found himself quickly caged and plugged up. Tress pulled bim back up to his feet and with it, the jingling sound followed his every movement, a constant, humiliating reminder of his place. He glanced at the mirror, his reflection showing the delicate bell sparkling against his wrist, utterly out of place on his smaller, trembling frame.

Tress leaned in closer, her voice low and teasing. “Now, what do you say, sweetheart?”

Jamie’s throat tightened, but he forced the words out, his voice barely above a whisper. “Th-thank you, Mommy.”

“Good girl,” Tress cooed, stroking his hair. “And don’t forget, every time you ring it, you’ll be showing me just how much you appreciate being my perfect little one.”

Jamie nodded reluctantly, the sound of the bell jingling softly in his ass as he moved. He couldn’t look at her, the bell sensation of the bell was too much. But the way Tress smiled at him, the warmth in her eyes, made him swallow his embarrassment and cling to the faint hope that maybe, just maybe, this was enough to make her happy.

Jamie’s cheeks were already flaming from the soft jingling of the bell in his rear, but his embarrassment deepened when Tress stepped back, her smirk widening. She crossed her arms, the light glinting off the bell as it swung slightly with his movements.

“Oh, but there’s one more part, sweetheart,” Tress said, her voice sweet yet commanding. “Your special bell isn’t just for ringing. It’s for showing me how much you adore being my Good Girl. And how do we show that, hmm?”

Jamie froze, his eyes widening. “D-do I have to?” he stammered, though he already knew the answer.

Tress raised an eyebrow, her smirk turning into a playful pout. “Jamie, do you really want to make me ask twice? Go on. Show me your pretty little dance. I want to hear that bell sing.”

Jamie gulped, his shoulders hunching as he shuffled to the center of the room. The bell on his wrist jingled with every hesitant step, each sound making him feel smaller and more foolish. Tress sank into a nearby chair, lounging with an expectant look on her face, her hands resting in her lap.

“Start with a twirl,” she instructed, motioning with a flick of her hand.

Jamie reluctantly spun in place, the soft fabric of his pastel outfit swishing with the weight of the bells around his legs as the bell jingled loudly. He could barely meet his own eyes in the mirror, the sight of himself twirling like a child in front of Tress too much to bear.

“Good,” Tress praised, her voice light and teasing. “Now add a little bounce to your step. I want to see you happy about it, baby.”

Jamie’s lips trembled, but he obeyed, adding a small, awkward hop to his movements. The jingling became more erratic, and he felt the humiliating weight of the bell’s sound with every step. His heart pounded as he worked through the improvised dance, his movements clumsy and uncoordinated.

“Come now, sweetie, smile for me,” Tress said, clapping her hands lightly in rhythm with the jingles. “You’re my special Good Girl, aren’t you? Show me how much you love your dance.”

Jamie forced a shaky smile, his eyes glistening as he tried to keep up the performance. He raised his hands, the bell jingling higher as he gave one final, exaggerated twirl before stopping, his chest heaving from both exertion and humiliation.

Tress stood, walking toward him with slow, deliberate steps. She cupped his face in her hands, tilting it up so their eyes met. “There’s my perfect little dancer,” she murmured, brushing a thumb across his flushed cheek. “Now, what do you say?”

Jamie hesitated, his voice cracking as he whispered, “Th-thank you, Mommy.”

“Louder,” Tress prompted, her tone soft but firm.

“Thank you, Mommy,” Jamie repeated, his voice trembling but clearer this time. The bell jingled as he shifted nervously, its sound a reminder of just how much control she had.

Tress smiled, pressing a kiss to his forehead. “That’s my Good Girl. Now, why don’t we practice again, hmm? I want that dance to be absolutely perfect.” Jamie nodded reluctantly, knowing he had no choice but to continue as the bell jingled softly with his every move.

“Good girl,” she said softly again watching as Jamie practice on into the night, “Let’s make sure you keep earning all your good girl bells, Jamie.”

~

The End
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