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Chapter One

Bets Placed

The sound of the beauty salon bell door rang as Eren slowly mustered the courage to push himself through the door. He was blushing from ear to ear. “How in the hell did I get myself into the mess,” he thought.

After a company party, he'd gone out drinking with his co-workers a few days ago. After hopping from bar to bar, all that was left was him and his co-worker, Nicole. With just the two of them left, Nicole suggested a friendly wager.

“Hey, let’s make a bet,” Nicole whispered as she leaned in. She pushed her body against Eren’s so he could hear her over the loud music.

“What now?” Eren shouted back. He took a look at his watch.  It was almost 2 a.m., and he’d been thinking about heading home.

“I didn't take you for a pussy, Eren,” Nicole said back in his ear. She tsked him as she put her hand on his other shoulder. “Come on, let’s play a game.”

Nicole had always been like this. She loved to play games and make wagers. She always liked to add on her stipulations, which ranged from covering the bill to more bizarre things like strip poker, where the final loser has to streak. Eren knew Nicole wouldn’t budge on the issue, so he knew it was easier to give in to her games.

“Alright, Alright. I’ll play your game, but just one game. After that, it’s getting late, and I’m blasted.” So even though Nicole got them another round of drinks, they chugged back. “But before we start, Nicole, I must know the wager.”

“Ah, look at you, still sober enough to know to ask that question,” Nicole says, grabbing Eren’s cheeks with her hand. “This is perfect since you’ll be up for a round of darts.” She held up a dart with her other hand.

“Nicole,” Eren said sternly, “Don’t dodge my question.” 

“Let’s see the wager, how bout the loser has to pay for drinks,” a classic stipulation of Nicoles, “but lets up the stakes a bit. The winner gets to make the loser do one act of their choice.”

“Ugh, Yeah, fine, fine, Nicole. I get it. You want to see me go streaking again. I get it.” Eren said as he grabbed the dart from Nicole’s hand and walked up to the board.

Despite how sloshed he felt, Eren had done pretty well for himself, quick, bold, and invincible. As They played several rounds, each one getting more intense. The alcohol was flowing freely, and Eren forgot about the bets again. Finally, it was down to the last round. Eren had to win this round, or he would have to pay for drinks. He lined up his shot, feeling the weight of the dart in his hand. He took a deep breath and threw. The dart hit the edge of the board and bounced out. Eren's heart sank as Nicole let out a victorious whoop. "Looks like you owe me drinks," she smirked.

Eren groaned and pulled out his wallet. But Nicole still needed to be finished. "And since you lost, you must also get a Brazilian wax." Eren's jaw dropped. "What? No way. I never agreed to that!"

Nicole just shrugged. "You lost the bet, Eren, and you said you'd do whatever I wanted. So you have to pay up."

Eren felt a wave of anger and embarrassment wash over him. He glared at Nicole but knew deep down that he had lost fair and square. He took a deep breath and tried to put a brave face on. "Fine. I'll do it."

Now in the Salon itself, he felt like running in the other direction. He knew he couldn’t, though. For one, Nicole was in her car out front; she had awoken him from his hangover the next day to remind him of the stupid blind bet she had locked him into. She did it on purpose, too; Eren never gets that drunk but had gotten a promotion at work that he excitingly celebrated. He had been looking forward to bliss, spending the day doing nothing as he waited for the hangover to wear off; instead, he had a throbbing headache as he walked up to the front desk.

So Eren strode to the receptionist and gave an awkward cough, “Erm, Hello, yeah, Hi, I’m here for an appointment under the name Nicole.”

“Sure thing, Honey,” said the receptionist. She was a motherly figure She wears a pink blouse with delicate pinstripes, the subtle v-neckline adds a touch of femininity, while its three-quarter sleeves allow her to move freely during treatments. Paired with slim-fitting black trousers, low-heeled black ankle boots, and subtle jewelry. Her outfit radiates a calming aura that complements the soothing atmosphere of the wax clinic, making clients feel welcomed and at ease from the moment they step through the door.

“No need to be anxious. We’ll get you fixed right up in no time. Can I get a name?”

“Yeah, It’s Eren.” He mumbled. He got some weird vibes from the receptionist lady; it began to make him chicken out. “Do I need to do anything, by the way? Like, should I have shaved a bit first beforehand? Look, I can go home quickly and just be right back..”

“Oh, no need to worry about those little details, hun. We’ve got you all covered. You’re not the first fella that’s come in and scheduled let’s see now…. ah yes the full works.” The receptionist grinned a little too wide as she looked at her screen and signed him in.

“Yes, just a Brazilian..” he felt the need to clarify what “full work” was, especially with her grinning at the screen as she was.

“Yes, of course, a Brazilian wax.” the receptionist said as she stood up, “The full works is just what we refer to our Brazilians here. Now if you’ll follow me this way. I’ll get you set up and squared away for your appointment, Sweetie.”

She opened a door and motioned for him to follow. He took one last look at the front door, thinking of backing out but he knew Nicole would march him back in so he sighed and marched through the door held open for him. 

They zigzagged through some hallways till they finally reached a door. The receptionist took a key out and unlocked it which was a little bizarre to him but seemed to be a possible extra safety feature, especially for a woman-dominated field wanting to keep themselves safe. As they entered, a scent filled Eren’s nose and made his muscles relax.

“Now Sweetie, While you wait for the Esthetician to come, take your clothes off that will get in the way of the Brazilian Wax, and lay down and just way on the table over there for her. She’ll be in a couple of minutes Okay?” Eren just nodded his head, and the receptionist gave a little chuckle as she left.

“Oh and one more thing,” She said as she began to close the door, “Don’t worry if you begin to drift off, they’ll wake you when it’s time. The aroma therapy is meant to relax clients but sometimes works too well.” And with that, she was gone. He didn’t hear her lock the door as she left. He wondered if it was but didn’t make a motion to try, as he was in fact, very relaxed from the scent filling his nostrils and invading his whole body. As his muscles began to relax even more he quickly unbuckled his pants stripped down, and lay down on the table. He was glad to know he could nod off for a bit and it wouldn’t be found disrespectful to the workers, as he found sleep slowly creeping over his eyelids. He also thought he began to hear a humming tune which relaxed him even more, as he felt himself not just nodding off but falling off into a deeply tranquil state.

—————————————————————




Chapter Two

Bets have Costs

When Eren came to, staring at a reflection of his naked body. He didn’t remember opening his eyes, just darkness and suddenly awake. Standing upright, he couldn’t move as his arms strapped above his head to a thick, cold, clear glass operating table. His legs were also strapped down, as well as spread apart as wide as they could go. Eren’s feet dangled closely to the ground. He tried with all his might to touch the ground, slightly brushing it with his big toe, but not enough to stand. He struggled, but his energy was significantly depleted. When he tried to yell, nothing happened. It was only then that he started to panic. Finally, he realized he had used up his energy and couldn’t move. After that, he could only stare in frozen horror at his reflection.

The room was covered entirely in angled mirrors, positioned, so he had a 360-degree view of himself even through the clear glass table. He frantically tried to think about how he’d gotten here. The last thing he remembered was lying in the darkened wax room, waiting for the esthetician to arrive. There were no windows in the mirrored room, so he had no idea what time it was or how long he’d been there.

“Had fun with that little burst of energy of yours?” boomed a husky woman’s voice, “Now, I know what you’re thinking but don’t worry, love, I'll be taking good care of you.” Eren didn’t recognize the woman who entered.

She was different from the friendly motherly figure who had checked him in. This lady was younger, and had an athletic build to her, seen in broad shoulders and toned abs with extremely thick thighs. She wore a more clinical outfit, a fitted pale pink dress, similar to an old nurse uniform it had a deep v-neckline that folded to the sides. Along with the old nurse outfit she wore a similar hat on the crown of her head, with her hair neatly tighten back to accommodate it. She wore pink heels, so shiny I could make my reflection out in them. Her face was obstructed by a face mask but even with it on, she seemed to be grinning

“From what they tell me, mind you, I don’t get paid to know all the details. Your biological processes have been halted temporarily while we get you reworked.” The woman informed him as she slowly circled Eren’s naked body.

Eren wanted to beg, to scream, to do anything other than stare straight ahead with a flat expression while the stranger inspected every inch of him. Even through his fear, Eren still had room to feel a twinge of embarrassment. Having just hit twenty-seven, he had still kept himself in reasonable shape, but he was far from an exhibitionist. He made time for playing a little tennis weekly, leaving him with a relatively lean body. When clothed, his five-foot-eleven frame was deceptively thin. Now, with nothing to cover him, his broad shoulders, modest pecs, toned arms, and slightly plump stomach could be shown off. Throw in his sturdy thighs, defined calves, a surprisingly round ass, and he had a body that should leave him feeling secure. He had a handsome face, full lips, a prominent nose, and bright blue eyes. Unfortunately, his high cheekbones and sharp chin were covered by a somewhat overgrown shadow that matched his thick, dark brown hair.

His package was average, nothing he felt insecure about. He did however have the habit of keeping them shaven, he might not have cared about the rest of the hair on his body but he was particular about the hair that grew on top of his balls. Ever since puberty, Eren had bought creams and slowly learned to use razors to master the unruliness of the landscape of his sack. From when they first grew in they had felt itchy and if he didn’t keep shaving they would keep being itchy. If Eren had enough balls he’d just schedule an appointment at a laser hair removal clinic and be done with the whole itchy ordeal, but he was to chicken to do it. So alas, his routine of never fully achieving smoothness continued, as he was a faithful little good boy keeping just his privates nice and smooth.

“Hmmm…shouldn’t be too difficult,” the woman muttered, snapping Eren back to the reality of his situation. She stepped back and rubbed her chin. She mumbled to herself and nodded a few times before leaving the room and returning with a cart covered in what looked like surgical tools. A large pile of a waxy pink substance was also on the lower shelf.

“Might as well get started,” the woman said with a tight, mischievous smile, “I mean, you did ask for a Brazilian, and that’s what you'll get. Just consider the rest a little bonus.”

Eren wanted to scream when the woman stepped forward with a wooden stick covered in pink wax. He watched it press against his chest and scrape across. He waited as she continued and braced himself for the pain that didn’t come. Eren wasn’t sure anything had even happened until the lady stepped away, and he got a clear view in the mirror. His mind refused to believe what it saw. The woman was essentially beginning to remove all the hair from his body, starting with his upper body but she’d taken more than the hair. Eren’s muscle tone was starting to fade as if the wax had also ripped it out along with the hair.

“As you can see, it doesn’t hurt, at least. Since you’re processes have been halted you don’t feel a thing, and with what’s been ordered for you, this shouldn’t take too long” the woman said. “Though, I am not too sure what you will feel after it’s all said and done. Never bothered to check in with any after the fact. Seeing as we are still in business I’d say they make it out just fine.” she shrugged. While she spoke, the lady smoothed out Eren’s chest with her hands. Humming to herself, the woman grabbed a few handfuls of the waxy pink material. Different from the hot waxy that had been used before. It made a wet sound as it was slapped onto Eren’s chest. Again, the lady obstructed Eren’s view in the mirror, so he could not know what was happening. Without looking away at the area he was working on, the lady said, “I’m supposed to tell you that you might start fading in and out during this part. You might be biologically halted but your mind becomes quite free in this process, and whoever’s footing the bill for this has had their hooks in you for a while, so you’ll start remembering some things you’d probably rather not. I’m told you probably won’t remember everything, but enough. So sweet dreams, Darling.” Eren only half heard her as the room went black.

—————————————————————

Eren blinked. He was sitting at his desk in his house, bright sunlight streaming through the windows. He looked around, confused. Had he been dreaming of the mirrored room? He’d never fallen asleep while working, but there was a first time for everything. He went to stand, but his body didn’t respond. He tried again and again with the same result. Finally, he was just sitting, staring at his screen. He noticed the date. Six months ago. As he continued staring, he remembered the project before him and how it took him longer than it should have. What he didn’t remember was his computer beeping with a chat window. As he brought it up, he was a passenger in his own body.

“Hey ____,” he said, leaning back in his chair and stretching his arms as they rested behind his head. The image on the screen was blurry, and even though he had said the name at the time, his brain wouldn’t let him hear it now. He knew this was someone he knew and couldn’t put together.

“What’s up,” ____ asked.

“Just trying to get this stupid project done for work. Can I hit you up when it’s done?”

“This won’t take long, and I just need to test something. Can you take your shirt off?”

Eren heard himself laugh awkwardly, and he leaned forward in his chair. “What?! I don’t….I mean…yeah, okay, what the hell.” He screamed at himself, even though he couldn’t do anything. This was a memory  So he reached down and pulled his shirt up to reveal a lacey bra. The bra was made with lace fabric and had thin spaghetti straps embellished with bows. An exciting function of the bra was the nipples were left utterly exposed.

“Good Girl”  ____ the voice whispered in a hush.

He was stunned. How could that be him? When did he put that on? Where had he been storing it? As these questions spun in his mind. The chat window had been switched, so the video of himself took up most of it. He saw his lean arms and hairless pecs flex within his bra while he leaned forward on the desk. Now Eren was wondering when he had shaved his pecs. But, again, He had no memory of any of this.

“So, uh, what’re you testing?” Eren asked.

“We’re doing it right now. Do a pretty pose for me.” ____‘s voice was calm and commanding. Eren could see his eyes were glazed over on the screen as he broke into a double bicep pose, his lean arms inflating.

"Lookin’ good," ____ whistled. “I just need to confirm that this is sunk in all the way. Let’s see the lower half.”

Knowing it was a memory didn’t make Eren feel any less mortified as he stood and undid his pants. He let them drop unceremoniously, leaving him in a pair of old, worn boxers. Eren internally let out a sigh of relief that his bottom half was still the same.

“No, no, the whole thing,” ____ said impatiently.

Eren, under this person’s command, didn’t hesitate to shuck the boxers off. He cringed when he saw he was in fact, wearing matching lace panties, which had the same design as the bra. His hairless dick dangled exposed among the lace, frill, and bows. All of this bounced on the screen to the pleasure of his commander, who was giggling with delight at their display.

“There it is! You do keep it bare down there. How delightful. Turn around and let me see the backside,” ____ chirped.

On cue, Eren rotated and of course, the underwear had a slit that exposed his asshole to the world, which he did shave while he was at it. He was mortified.

“Come on. Let me see ’em bounce.” He methodically bounced his round, perky cheeks, causing his exposed package to flop wildly. When he turned back around, his cock was solid.

“Geez, you’re still as eager as I remember,” ___ laughed. “Jerk yourself off for me.” Eren robotically reached down and started stroking. “No, like you mean it. Get into it.”

“Oooohhh….” Eren moaned as his expression changed on the screen from flat to seductive. His full lips pursed while he pumped his hips into one hand and tweaked his pert little nipples through the lacy bra with the other. Each of his lean muscles popped as he tensed and groaned and worked himself.

“Bring your clit closer to the screen,” ___ commanded. Eren stepped forward until his crotch primarily occupied the screen. He’d never watched a close-up of his oozing cock before. It looked small and thin in his hand, but that didn’t stop it from spraying a torrent of ropey strands. “Not bad,” ____ said. “I think we can make this work. A little bit of practice, and by the time we’re done, you’ll be a bombshell. But I’m getting ahead of myself. Clean everything up, wear a new matching lingerie set from the closet, and forget this happened. Then, when you think about this afternoon, all you’ll remember is working.”

The scene faded, and once again, Eren found himself in the mirrored room.




Chapter Three

Betting Against the Odds

The lady was still working on him, preventing him from seeing what had been done to him during his flashback. The lady was working on his stomach, and from the brief flashes he got whenever the lady turned her head just right, Eren didn’t like what he saw. The top of his chest had a shape that was familiar, but not one he should be seeing on himself. He was still trying to place it when the lady finally moved. He wished he hadn’t. Where his defined pecs had been, Eren now had a pair of decidedly feminine breasts. Not like a guy who was overweight; these were the kind of tits he’d lust over had they been on the appropriate torso. They stood up and off his chest, his tiny nipples now large and prominent on the perky new appendages. All of this damage was done by the pink wax.

His horror only grew as he continued to look further south as he saw his hairy abs were now a smooth, soft-looking belly. His toned sides were nowhere to be seen, swallowed by the extra flesh that had been placed on his wider-looking hips. His shoulders were thinner, the strawberry rash he had was gone, and he could see his left arm had been worked on. It had been stripped of its definition, leaving it delicate and smooth. He wasn’t overly built, but his right arm looked huge compared to the diminished one on his left. He would have been hyperventilating when the lady leaned in and started on the unaltered arm. Eren saw her pushing the wax down and smoothing it over his bicep area, peeling off the chunks to add to the growing pile of used pink wax. Eren looked over and thought briefly about what that mountain of used pink wax held onto, the things he could no longer get back.

The subsequent blackout brought no relief. Eren gasped as the mirrored room disappeared and he was back in front of his home computer. He was talking to _____, and again, the video was zoomed in on his face. He saw his lips pursed while he moaned out a humiliating string of dirty talk. He was so embarrassed by what he heard it took a moment to register exactly what he was wearing, some cheap  slutty school girl’s uniform, and that he was jerking off again.

“OOOHHH….ohhh…fuck yeah…fuck _____….I want to be a pretty girl for you. I…uuhhh…I shake my ass and these panties anddd rub up all over youuu” he broke off in a whimper, a pained expression on his face. “I wa…want you to paint my…lips… paint my toes, markkk uuuhh…up…” He was panting heavily, sweat forming on his crimson face as he squirmed in the chair and made exaggerated expressions of pleasure. “I want to give…those…juicy breasts…a tongue…bath while you stuff…stuuuhhhhh….” Eren tensed, and a stream shot up in front of his face. He hated the contented smile that spread across his lips.

“That’s my good girl. Such a perfect bitch in heat for me. The online classes have been working, but we’re ready to take this show on the road. Let’s get some practical experience, my little studious slut,” ____ said.

Without warning, his memories shifted again. Eren wasn’t back in the mirrored room or front of his computer. He was confused because he was still staring at his reflection. Only now his tight body was unchanged. His hands were bound behind his back with silk scarves. He was dressed in a frilly pink maid's outfit, complete with a lacy apron and a matching pair of panties. He also had frilly stockings on mary jane's heels and a long, blonde wig that looked like he had gotten a hair transplant, and the lace front made it look so genuinely natural. The hair was pulled back in a tight ponytail, and his makeup was flawless. He looked every bit the part of a submissive sissy ready to serve in any way he could.

“Hey baby, you’re not here to look at yourself.”

Eren turned away from his reflection and took in the unfamiliar room. He had no idea where he was. It looked like a cheap motel. He was equally unfamiliar with the woman standing before him, with a wicked smile on her lips. His memory distorted her face, but she had broad shoulders and was sitting on the edge of the bed. Her voice was familiar though, and it sounded the same as the video calls. She was dressed head to toe in black leather and lace, covered curves and a well-developed chest, a vision of power and control. She had fabulous blonde hair that she let fall off to one side of her shoulder. Her beautiful features and style of clothes radiated dominating femininity. She looked down at him with a mixture of amusement and disdain.

He suddenly felt insecure. His lean, wiry body seemed small and weak. His outfit didn’t help. He didn’t understand why that turned him on so much. “Sorry,” Eren said with a bashful smile.

“I’m not complaining about the view; look at you,” the woman said in a deep, seductive rumble. “Especially this,” she said, reaching out and grabbing Eren’s ass to pull him close. Seated as he was, the woman was at eye level with Eren’s chest. “You are a sexy, pathetic little thing,” she whistled, looking Eren up and down while her hands slid down to the back of Eren’s thighs. “No the. Why don’t you put yourself to use, miss maid?”

Still in the woman’s grip, She reached over and put something in his mouth, “Time to get to work.” by then Eren realized it was a makeup brush. He felt hot in the face but did as she instructed. Swiping and bopping his head to her commands while the woman rubbed and kneaded his ass. Ever so often Eren got a large squat on the ass for going too fast or too rough, not executing the technique correctly. She’d wipe off his progress and make him start again.  Eren wasn’t accustomed to how small he felt from the whole ordeal. As he writhed in the firm embrace he felt positively feminine for the first time in his life. She was in control. Not him. Finally, after the fourth time of applying her lipstick to finish off the look she was satisfied with his attempt.

“It will do. Now then I guess I should give a little reward to my maid for all her hard labor.”

Before he could do anything else, the woman latched her hands to the back of his thighs again and abruptly stood. Eren instinctively wrapped himself around when the woman lifted him like he was nothing. His legs locked around the woman’s waist and his hands still bound behind him, so he pressed in close. He gasped when he felt himself pressed against the wall. He’d never been so helpless. Held like this, pinned like this, there was no way he could escape this woman even if he wanted to. Fortunately, that was the last thing on his mind.

Their mouths met and hungrily explored each other while Eren writhed against the intimidating woman. He could feel the woman’s ample muscles flexing and expanding, and it drove him crazy, causing him to become solid and start to ooze all over his panties and dress. The woman noticed and started to work Eren’s rod through the layers of fabric. Eren pumped his hips against the hand stroking him and the other that held his bare cheeks while his thighs stayed gripped to the stranger’s waist. He’d never experienced anything like this.

"Look at you," the woman sneered. "You're nothing but a pathetic little sissy, aren't you? A weak, helpless little thing who's only good for one thing: serving me."

Eren hung his head, feeling a surge of shame and arousal at the woman's words. He knew that he was entirely under the dominating woman’s control due to the brainwashing, yet he felt a giddiness as he obeyed her commands.

The woman moved her hand from Eren’s clit and ran a finger along the curve of his jawline. "You're going to do exactly as I say, slut," she said, her voice low and menacing. "You're going to embrace your true nature, and you're going to do it with a smile on your face."

With that, she started to put Eren back onto the ground, despite his pronounced arousal from their face fucking session. “Now give me a sweet little curtsey, come on Eren.”

Hearing her say his name out loud got him even harder, as he whispered out “Yes mistress” and tried his bed with his arms still tied behind him. He bent one leg behind the other and bent his knees.

“Mmm,” the woman said, clicking her tongue. “Not deep enough.” With that, she swung her leg over Eren’s shoulder which forced him tumbling to the ground.

“Tsk tsk tsk, so weak in the knees. Really gotta work on them since you’ll use them more often for me.” The woman chuckling said as she circled Eren crumpled on the ground. “I guess I’ll lend a hand since you're so helpless.”

The hand the woman offered was not off the ground but was a slow undress of Eren down to the bra that exposed his nipples and the panties, which also had holes in the front and the back. He was left exposed to her hungry gaze. She tugged on Eren’s long ponytail, forcing him to look at her with wide, innocent eyes.

"You're mine now," the woman said, her voice a low, menacing growl. "And I'm going to make you beg for more."

She pushed Eren onto the bed and climbed on top of him, pinning him down with her body. She began to tease and torment Eren, using her hands and mouth all over his body, particularly his nipples and dick, to drive her to the brink of ecstasy and then pull back at the last moment.

Eren writhed and moaned, his body aching with need. He was utterly at the woman's mercy, and he had never felt more alive.

"Please, mistress," he begged, his voice a desperate plea. "I need more. I need you."

The woman smiled, a wicked glint in her eyes. "Begging already, whore? You're going to have to do better than that."

She continued to torment Eren, pushing her closer and closer to the edge with each passing moment. And just when Eren thought he couldn't take it anymore she whispered, "Look at you …you’re a such … good girl…right? You’re going to shake that…ass and bat…those pretty…eyes…and maybe I’ll …give you…whatever…you want…right?”

She filled his head, and he saw the mess she had made of himself in the mirror he had looked at earlier. With that, he felt his dick spray onto the bed. “Look at that clitty go. Not a dick, that’s boy things, your not that anymore,” the woman practically spat and pulled free. Eren could feel a trickle of fluid on the side of him; a trickle of his manly pride fell with it. His shaking limbs gave out, and he collapsed on the bed. She brought Eren to the most mind-blowing climax he had ever experienced, leaving him trembling and breathless in the aftermath. And as Eren lay there, he also reeled. Not only was he being used like a hooker, he loved it.

Eren felt like he was going crazy. How could he not remember this? How long had it been going on? What else did he do?

His questions went unanswered when he found himself back in the mirrored room. His smooth, skinny new arms were now a matched set. He came to the right as the lady finished working on his hand, leaving it soft and dainty. His nails were longer than before with a freshly painted manicure and intricate white and pink spiral designs. He had no idea how he would manage to pick things up or type with these nails. He’d have to learn to operate from scratch.

“We’re making progress,” the lady sighed, taking a step back to survey the work. From the neck up, Eren looked the same: an overgrown shadow, handsome features, and dark shaggy brown hair. From the waist down, he looked the same: solid, hairy thighs, same developed calves, same wide feet, same bubble butt, thick cock, and some heavy, egg-shaped balls. But in between those areas was decidedly different. His lean, muscular torso was now soft and curvy, complete with ample tits. It was the kind of feminine body that drove him crazy. He didn’t like his women skinny and shapeless or overly built. He wanted wide hips and soft, smooth skin. He liked being the solid one, but now, more and more he was losing his solidness to softener features. He could practically picture what the lower half looked like, and the thought terrified him at what was still coming his way. The lady took a pull from a bottle of water and rolled her neck and shoulders to stay loose. “Let’s keep going,” she said with too much cheerful enthusiasm.

Eren blacked out again before seeing where the lady started working. He was confused because he was still staring at his reflection. Only now his tight body was unchanged; it was dressed up in a frilly pinafore dress, with a Peter Pan shirt with puffy sleeves and Mary Jane shoes. He was wearing a ridiculous bonnet delicate gloves and matching long socks. The gloves and socks probably helped with chafing the ropes that bound Eren.

Eren was bound to a chair. Eren tried to squirm in his seat, feeling the ropes binding his wrists and ankles grow tighter with each passing moment. He had been brought to this elegant dining room against his will. The woman standing before him had a face that was still distorted, but she was still elegant and poised, holding a riding crop in her hand.

"Now, darling," the woman purred, "it's time for you to learn to behave like a proper lady. We can't have you embarrassing yourself publicly, can we?"

Eren whimpered, feeling the sting of the crop against his bare thighs. "No, ma'am," he whispered, his voice barely above a breath.

"Good. Now, let's start with the basics. Elbows off the table, back straight, and for god's sake, close your legs. A lady always keeps her knees together."

He nodded, trying his best to comply. But every time he made a mistake, the crop came down on his tender flesh, leaving red welts in its wake. He gritted his teeth and tried to focus on the woman's instructions, but it was hard to concentrate on the pain and humiliation.

After what felt like hours, the woman finally seemed satisfied. She released Ere from his restraints and stepped back, appraising her handiwork.

"There, that's much better," she said with a smile. "Now, let's see if you can converse without embarrassing yourself. And remember, if you slip up, there will be consequences."

Eren nodded, his heart pounding in her chest. He knew he had to do better this time. He couldn't bear the thought of enduring another round of punishment.

As the woman began to ask him questions about art, literature, and current events, Eren did her best to answer. And to his surprise, he found that he was enjoying himself. It felt good to be treated like a lady, even if it had been forced upon him.

But every time he stumbled over his words or failed to provide a satisfactory answer, the woman's smile would fade, and the riding crop would come down on him again. Eren’s cheeks burned with shame as he struggled to keep up, his mind racing to find the right words.

By the end of the evening, Eren had learned more than just proper etiquette. He knew he could do so much more than he had ever imagined.




Chapter Four

Bet-cha Can’t Win

This Game

He was back in the mirrored room. The amount of progress the lady had made told him he’d been out of it for a while. His perky bubble was no more. It was a thick, round apple bottom. He had cheeks that he could clap. He’d seen twerk queens with smaller asses. And his thighs matched. The toned, hairy legs were smooth and round, without any hint of definition. The package that hung between them was starting to look out of place, but Eren was relieved to see it still. The lady had done a similar number on his calves, smoothing them out to match the top of his new legs, and was currently working on his feet. Giving him a pedicure to match his manicure. He found himself admiring the craftsmanship of the design on the swirl pattern but stopped himself.

“Almost done,” the lady said without looking up, seeming to know that Eren was coherent again. The thought wasn’t reassuring. Eren kept telling himself over and over that this was a nightmare. This couldn’t be real. This altered, feminine body wouldn’t be his. This wasn’t possible. These weren’t really his memories. He was still telling himself that when he blacked out again.

When he came to he was in a public restroom stall. He had on his tennis gear, stained and sweaty from that morning’s game.

“Sweetie, I don’t have all day.” As he relived the memory, Eren was still a passenger in his own body. He turned to see someone else occupying the stall with him, a woman in tennis gear whose face was distorted from the memory, “Time to pay up for losing the bet again.”

The woman chuckled, but Eren was still trying to remember why the two were in the stall in the first place. Memories from earlier in the day rushed to him. The sun began rising that morning, while the tennis court stood pristine, its white lines glistening against the green backdrop.

On one side of the court was Eren, who was confident in his tennis skills. He was a spirited and agile player with a relentless drive to win. But he took a second to assess his situation: his uniform was a blue tennis dress that fluttered with each movement he made. He was also in a wig tied into a ponytail, and looking into a puddle nearby he could see light makeup on his face as well.

Across from him stood the woman whose face was distorted. “Just so you know” she chuckled, “I happened to give you just a little handicap by the way. Just to even the odds since you’re such an expert.”

Handicap? Eren thought he was already handicapped enough to have to play in this humiliating uniform. Not to mention anyone who stopped to watch the game if they wanted to. It was prevalent at this public park for joggers to get in on the action.

The woman grinned widely, “I know we are playing for a bet, but remember to go easy on me alright hon?” 

With that exchange done, the match began with a ceremonious exchange of serves, the thwack of the tennis balls echoing across the court. Eren, despite the embarrassment and accommodating his movements to the tight dress, felt his grove come on when he felt a tingle come from his ass; like a shock hitting him he shuttered from it causing him to misstep and miss the ball.

Gasping he looked up at the distorted woman, who had a broad smile planted on her face. “I told you,” she sang out, “I was giving you a bit of a handicap. I’m sure you’ll adjust to it in no time. Come on, now. The ball’s in your court.” 

Tears began to weld in Eren’s eyes as he shook off the jolt but knew there were many more to follow, and not just from his ass. There were sensors on his nipples and covering his dick. As they moved gracefully, covering every inch of the playing surface with their nimble footwork Eren was unsure where the next jolt of sensations would come from and at what intensity level they would be. Eren would find himself glancing at the spectators who’d stop occasionally to linger and watch the match. Their gazes as he was shocked and missed the ball, gave an even deeper shade of red to his face. 

Still, Eren gave it his best shot as the woman, relying on her speed and agility, darted across the court, returning shots with finesse. Eren, however, tried to showcase strategic prowess, placing shots precisely where she would struggle to reach. It was his best shot at winning. The game unfolded as a dance of skill and strategy. The sounds of Eren’s harassment buzzes seemed to fill his ears more as both of them pushed themselves to their limits.

As the match progressed, the tension on the court became palpable. Eren still held it together somehow, keeping a slight lead. But the woman continued to fight back with determination, delivering powerful serves, well-placed volleys, and her continuous attack on Eren’s body. 

The final moments of the match approached, and the score remained close. With a swift backhand, the woman sailed the ball over the net, landing inside the baseline. Eren moved to reach for it, but just as he did he was utterly overcome by the simulation to his nipples. All her training had increased his sensitivity, and he felt overwhelmed by the sensations that had slowly built up.

Overcome Eren climaxed as he tripped and fell right on his bum, all while watching as the ball hit the ground, signaling his defeat.

In his defeat and shame, Eren felt himself cry and piss himself. The stress from the climax and the game caused him to lose control of his bladder.

“Tsk, tsk,” the victorious woman hummed, “I had an inkling you would act like a sore loser. You’re always such a big baby, which is why big babies get put in diapers.” The woman approached him covering him from the heat of the now risen sun. She moved her foot between his legs, pressing into the diaper he was using. “And looks like it was a smart choice of mine, too.”

“Come on,” The woman held both hands, “Let’s get you cleaned up. The next team is entering to play.” As the woman helped to steady Eren, another group of women entered to use the court.

One player shouted, “Nice game, keep it up. You’ll get better at this in time.” He blushed knowing that comment meant they had seen him take a tumble. He instinctively moved into the woman to cover his embarrassment.

“Awe, thanks so much for your nice words.” The woman holding Eren’s hands shouted, “She just began training with me. I’m sure she’ll be a pro in no time.” Eren had been a high school tennis champion, bringing many wins home. To be reduced to a girl in training due to tripping from the toys that littered his body made him feel small in his soiled underwear.

A gentle breeze carried the scent of freshly cut grass filling Eren as head hung. He had been marched into the family bathroom stall and finally, remembered why they were there now.

“Sorry,” Eren responded sheepishly in the stall, “What do you want from me?”

“To clean up the mess you made. You can’t expect the loser to get cleaned up first.” With that statement, the woman went to sit on the toilet and pulled down the shorts underneath her dress, “You made me work up quite the sweat, you bitch. Time to clean it all up.” Eren got on his knees, his pretty little mouth hovering just inches from the woman’s wet, glistening pussy.

The woman was spread out before him, her legs wide open, exposing her most intimate parts to Eren. Eren could see the delicate folds of the woman’s labia, pink and swollen with arousal. Her clit is peeking out from beneath its hood, a tiny, throbbing bud of pleasure just waiting to be touched. Eren could smell the heady, musky scent of the woman’s arousal, and it made his head spin with desire.

He began to lean in, but as he did the woman grabbed him by the hair and slammed his face into her. “You’re actually taking too long, I’m starting to get cold. But I guess you don’t want to get cleaned up? Just stay in your messy diaper, hm?”

Eren hastened his pace to keep up with her demands, his tongue darted out to flicker against her swollen lips. The woman moaned softly in affirmation, her fingers tangling in Eren’s hair as she shoved his head closer. Eren’s tongue began tracing lazy circles around the woman’s entrance, teasing and tasting her.

The woman’s hips began to rock in time with Eren’s movements, her breath coming in short, ragged gasps. Eren could feel the woman’s clit throbbing against his tongue as he took it between his lips, sucking gently and flicking it with the tip of his tongue. The woman’s moans grew louder, more urgent, and Eren knew he was doing something right.

“Damn…you’re getting better at this” the woman sighed while Eren worked.

Eren redoubles his efforts at her comment his tongue dancing over the woman’s slick, swollen folds, his lips nipping and sucking at her clit.

Eren was confused by her statement of “again.” He had no idea how he knew what he was doing. He’d never really had a girlfriend, let alone when down on one. Until his mind was filled with images of being on his knees with his face full of pussy.

He had no idea where he was. He could only see the strange crotch while he bobbed his head back and forth. It was disorienting that he didn’t notice his effeminate clothes while his memories cycled. He could feel the practice his tongue was getting muscle and getting stronger as he traverse pussy memory after memory. His head swam with the musky scent from the flurry of flicking clit. Finally, the memory in the bathroom stall started to make sense. He was so good at oral because he’d had a lot of practice.

The woman’s body tensed, and she arched her back on the toilet seat as the orgasm to her as a crashing wave of pure, unadulterated pleasure. Eren kept licking and sucking, drawing out every last drop, until the woman finally pushed him away, spent and sated. Eren looks up at them with adoring eyes, a proud little smile playing at the corners of his lips. He knew he’d done well.

The woman stroked his chin, “Well done my pet. I can tell you’ve been really taking your sissy lessons to heart, and it warms mine. Now it’s time to return the favor and get you changed out of your soiled diaper. Don’t worry, of course, ‘Mommy’ brought a change of underwear for my leaky little girl.” She snickered at the last part as she pulled out a pair of from her backpack another diaper and she laid a blanket down.

“Lay down, whore.” she commanded. With that statement, Eren crawled from his knelt-down position to the mat.

“Remember,” the woman began as she undid the soiled garment, “If you wanna earn your big girl panties back, you’ll have to prove to Mommy you’re a big girl. Can you prove you’re a big girl? OR are you just a big crybaby?” She said to Eren condescendingly, mocking him with pouty lips.

“No, I wanna be a big girl!” Eren exclaimed, as the woman wiped him off and took off the buzzers that had tortured him all same.

“Good then you’ll do exactly what all big girls do.” As the woman said this she slid a butt plug. He’d clearly practiced with this too because he didn’t feel the slightest pain, just a wave of contentment as the plug made its way inside him. Eren made a little gasp and quivered when it was fully in. 

“There it is,” the woman purred behind him. Eren didn’t know what she meant until he felt the intruding plug leave and enter, hitting the same spot. Then again. Then again. He grunted with face was buried against the blanket in the ground with his ass in the air while a woman giggling as she played with his ass. When she was done having her fun, she let the plug sit between his cheeks with a little wack, the smack being just enough added sensation to send him over the edge again.

“That’s my pathetic princess.” the woman said with a kiss to Eren head.

As Eren panted an heaved from exhaustion from the tennis match and from the continuous stimulation he felt rattled. His body knew exactly what to do. And it was fantastic. Never in his wildest nightmares would he imagine that he’d be dressed as a woman getting his diaper changed in a bathroom stall. He’d never imagined anything could feel so good. It was electric. It was overwhelming. It was….

Gone. Eren was back in the mirrored room. He’d arrived mid-sentence.

“… think we’re done! Just gotta finish up this last bit here though.”

As the lady said this Eren looked up and for the first time was actually startled by his reflection. All of it had been startling but this time he wanted to jump. He knew he had to have been out for a long time for these changes to have taken place because it was as if his entire head was different. She had placed this ridiculously long wig on him, it was his same hair color but made his hair go all the way to his new ass. The longer he started at the new face the more he could see his old face but it had been replaced by softer features and light makeup. His long eyelashes and thick lips had remained the same, but other features had thinned out to make room for the added fatness that softened his face now. It was uncanny for Eren, as he looked down at the lady.

All Eren could see was that the lady was working at his crotch, her kneeling reflection blocking his view. It felt like an eternity while the lady gave his most recent alteration a final going-over before standing.

Eren felt the final shreds of his sanity slipping. Instead of the pussy he’d expected, Eren stared at a hairless cock. It had somehow found itself unharmed in all the wreckage. It wasn’t possible. Perky tits, inviting ass, supple thighs. Hairless from the neck down. This couldn’t be him. There was no way this was possible. He wanted to scream as the lady approached with a needle and stuck it in his neck.




Chapter Five

Bets have Losers

“Ugh,” Eren groaned as his eyes shot open and darted around. The familiar surroundings of his bedroom started to slow his racing heart. He panted until he finally caught his breath. “Jesus…what the hell kind of dream was that?!” He laughed nervously and rolled over.

The simple motion was enough to shatter his world as he felt his exposed breasts flop to one side. “AAAHHHH!” He shrieked and bolted upright, grabbing the soft new additions. He saw the dainty hands and thin arms from his dream as he tore the covers free.

“EEEKK!” He screamed again, this time seeming higher pitched when he saw his equally altered lower half. He stumbled out of bed, wincing at the sensation of his new parts jiggling and swaying from his top and bottom halves. His staggering motion didn’t help. His center of gravity was off, and his thinner feet didn’t hold him like he was used to. He turned in a circle, pawing at his cock with one hand, still there, but covered in a dainty pair of panties, and feeling his voluptuous new butt cheeks with the other.

Eren fumbled into the bathroom, tears streaming down his face. “No no no no no,” he cried at his impossible reflection. He poked and prodded himself, his dainty new fingers biting down into his yielding new flesh. He tried to flex, but he didn’t feel much more than a hint of muscle anywhere on him. He was only able just to flex his ass cheeks. He also noticed something he hadn’t earlier, a little tramp stamp tattoo above his ass, which read: Nicole.

“Gotta say, this is a good look on you, Eren.” Eren turned at the familiar voice and saw Nicole standing in the doorway. He felt a sharp stab of pain as memories filled in the realization that Nicole was the blurry figure from his flashbacks.

“Ni…Nicole?” Eren couldn’t believe that he was looking at his friend. They’d known each other for years. They’d first met each other in college. The thought that his friend would have done this to him was impossible.

“Good to see you too,” Nicole grinned. She wore tight leggings, which showed off her thick thighs, and a sports bra. Despite being terrified, all Eren could do was watch as she checked him out. She slowly circled him, each time, the circle got smaller.

Eren’s gaze lingered on her abs, defined by a strong line down the middle that trailed to her navel and below. Nicole had a light coat of sweat, probably from a workout, emphasizing how her body overtook him. Before they’d been of similar stature, they’d kept in shape in their ways, Nicole with rock climbing and Eren with tennis, but Eren had always been significantly larger built. The only thing that felt the same was Nicole’s dark brown eyes and jet black hair juxtaposed to Eren’s bright puppy dog blue eyes and shaggy brown mop hair. This new dynamic made Eren want to shrink away, but it always made it feel something else, and he tingled from the excitement of it. But he stifled it.

Still feeling betrayed and hurt, he questioned Nicole, “What…what is this?! You did this to me?!”

Nicole shrugged her solid shoulders. “I mean, I PAID for it. But even I don’t know how all these work.” She grabbed Eren’s new chest, kneading the soft orbs.

“Oooohhh!” Eren gasped as a flood of pleasure poured over him. “Sto…stop…” he panted when Nicole ran her thumbs over the enlarged nipples. Nicole didn’t stop. “How…why?!”

“I already told you I don’t know how they do it. I stumbled across them during my deep search online. A little research and a quick demonstration proved they were legit. I have no idea how they do what they do, but you can’t argue with the results!” She gave Eren’s new ass a swat, sending the cheeks jiggling. “I mean, when I saw the pictures, I was impressed, but now? Damn. Worth every penny.” She looked up from her friend’s new chest with a satisfied grin. “As for why? I always had a thing for you. You had to have known.”

“What? Did you? I didn’t know!” Eren had always suspected, but he never had a way of proving it. Nicole never made any moves and always had ample lovers, which she took to bed.

Nicole ran a hand across Eren’s newly smoothed cheek. She’d always followed him, doing whatever he did, always trying to impress him. It had taken a while for Nicole to realize she had a crush on her friend. Then she was in love. Then, she was obsessed. When she found the company, she didn’t hesitate to fork over the obscene amount of money this all took. She'd do whatever it took if it meant finally having the object of her desire. She firmly took his chin and locked his gaze with hers. She scoffed and said, “You can’t blame me for you being a stupid slut.”

Eren tingled at the feeling of being called a ‘slut’ but shook himself from Nicole's gaze. He steeled himself to continue questioning. “Then why…this?” Eren motioned to his new body. “Why not just get together with me with my old body?”

Nicole laughed. “Oh, I already did. Believe me. Those memories might not be back yet, but trust me when I say I got my fill making you do whatever I wanted. If you don’t remember, there are plenty of pictures and videos I can show you.”

Eren was struggling to keep it together. He could barely wrap his mind around the idea that this conversation was happening. “Then what the fuck, Nicole?!? Why the tits, why the ass, why humiliate me like this cause there is no way I can go back to my old life now. Should at least finish the job and make me into a woman entirely!!” Eren shouted, feeling hysterical.

“You don’t get it!” Nicole said, an edge to her voice. “It needs to be YOU. I could’ve had them sculpt you into another woman, but it wouldn’t be you.” He stroked Eren’s hair as he spoke. “I know you’re confused now, but can you imagine what it’s been like for me? Do you know how many women I fucked trying to get you out of my head? I have never been into guys, and I wasn’t, but I was into you. That’s when it hit me; why not have both?” She ran her hands down Eren’s thin new arms, her firm fingers swallowing them quickly. “What can I say? I love this face. I did give it a shot with that old body of yours. It was a fun experiment, but long-term? It turns out I am a tits-and-ass kind of girl. I decided to keep the extra dildo around cause it grew on me, well, in me. Now I get the best of both worlds. Tsk, the only thing about that old body of yours that didn’t disappoint me. Let it serve as the last reminder of who you were.”

“You…you’re sick…” Eren stammered, starting to feel faint.

Nicole smiled gently. “You’re just upset right now. I get it. But I think you’ll learn to like it. I’ve already taught you. And you don’t need to worry about your appearance anymore. You’re locked in. How are you now? That’s how you’ll always be. The downside is you can’t work out and buff yourself up. You’ll never have to shave again.” Nicole clasped her hands together as Eren spiraled, finding some joy as she continued with the listed “benefits.” “But you can eat whatever you want and not gain weight! No more of that pesky exercise. Of course, you can still play your favorite tennis, though you’ll need a new uniform. I think we got the old one a little to dirty with how rough we went at our last match….…”

Eren was still reeling. To make matters worse, the longer he was around Nicole, the more turned-on he felt himself becoming. He should be strangling the woman or, at the very least, calling for help. Instead, he felt his stomach tremble.

“I know this is rough for you,” Nicole said gently, her arms gliding around Eren’s softened waist. “You’ll get used to it. Trust me.” Eren gasped when his new chest was pressed against Nicole’s boobs. Before he could stop himself, his dainty new hands lifted his friend's bra up and off. Nicole didn’t resist. She let Eren tug his leggings down and pressed their naked bodies together.

Eren was surprised at how natural Nicole’s naked body felt against his. Nicole had been telling the truth about the time they’d spent together that he couldn’t remember. He didn’t remember seeing his friend naked before, but there was a familiarity to her warmth, and the scent of her turned on. There was no stopping what came next. They fell on the bed of Nicole’s body, on top of Eren’s supple new frame. Eren could only gasp and moan while Nicole explored every inch of his new body. She quickly discovered that he’d been rewired internally to make his chest extra sensitive. Nicole’s firm hands, warm tongue, and pussy working over him was more arousing than anything had ever been in his life.

The pressure he felt in the building was coming from somewhere else. He hated how desperate he was to get Nicole’s pussy in his mouth, but instead, she pinned his arms above his head.

Nicole purred and whispered into Eren’s ear, “Now be a good girl for me like you’ve always been, and be a good little dildo as we come to the end.” Eren instantly relaxed at being called a good girl and wondered how many other times he’d been given these exact same orders. He’d blushed if he had the time to register the thought. As Nicole made her way down,  it really made him notice how he’d been stripped of his build as he truly had no way of stopping her, as his thin, shaking arms surely wouldn’t be able to put up a fight.

Nicole slid her way down Eren’s cock, and the sensation quickly made Eren lose his train of thought. The sensation of Nicole was just as familiar as everything else. What wasn’t familiar was the extra jiggling he felt with each of Nicole’s thrusts on top of him. Instead of his firm, tight frame, his chest, thighs, and even ass were in perpetual motion. It was overwhelming enough to jar him out of his lustful haze. “Oh…oh god…” he cried as his body shook. He stared at the thin fingers supporting his frail arms while his tits bounced wildly.

The reality that this was his body was starting to sink in. “No…no…this can’t be…Nicole…you’ve gotta stop…” He tried to pull away, but his weak new body couldn’t break Nicole’s iron grip. She grinned, sitting on top of him as she gave a playful final thrust, and Eren felt the release of the build-up inside him as he came inside her. Instantly the room started to spin. He felt the terror he’d just been experiencing melt away, replaced instead by growing contentment. “What…what just happened,” he asked with a shocked laugh.

“That’s the last bit kicking in,” Nicole panted, catching her breath. “You’re brain is undergoing some changes. Don’t panic, you shouldn’t lose too many brain cells. This will just help with your adjustment. I don’t need you arguing or freaking out all the time. Think of this as making you more agreeable to your new circumstances. From now on you’ll always be in a good mood.”

Eren knew he should be horrified at what he was hearing. Physical changes were bad enough, but mental ones too? He should be panicked. He should be angry. As these emotions spiraled inside, Nicole hushed them.

“Shh Shh, It’s alright baby. You’re exactly where you're supposed to be. You are mine now, forever and ever. I'm not letting you go anywhere. Don't worry about anything.” All he could do was smile up at Nicole while the room spun around him.




Chapter Six

Bets have Winners

“This looks like a good spot,” Nicole said, dropping their blanket and towels in the sand on the water’s edge.

“Okay!” Eren chirped happily. He peeled out of his tight shirt and tiny skirt to reveal his bright, floral print bikini. He knew he should be mortified at showing off his altered body on a crowded beach, but he couldn’t bring himself to feel any of that. Every time he left the house he knew he should feel embarrassed or something, but his brain tingled with dull contentment. Especially since Nicole didn’t let him hide his new look. Tight shirts, little shorts, and revealing pants showed off the very feminine body. Even if he’d been able to tape down his large new chest, there was nothing he could do to hide his ample new lower half.

Whenever someone stared or yelled something derogatory, he knew he should at least feel angry. Every time he felt his soft new flesh jiggle, or he struggled to lift something with his weak arms, he knew he should be furious, or humiliated. But he never was. Even now, as people stared at him in his bikini and ample curves, he just smiled cheerfully. At the very least, regardless of his looks, he should have been uncomfortable at how much skin he was showing. Even in his old body he never would have worn something this revealing. The bikini bottoms left the majority of his enormous new cheeks on display, and the top wasn’t much more than two small patches of fabric and straps holding up his perky new chest. It was bad enough wearing things like this at home. Finally, Nicole forced him to replace his old, now-ill-fitting clothes with more form-fitting attire. After a lifetime of boxers, Eren found himself wearing bras and matching panties that eventually led to a wardrobe of dresses and skirts.

He tried not to pay attention to the fit young men playing frisbee next to them. He saw them staring, but what really should have bothered him was the idea that he should be one of them, not what he currently was. Their tight, toned bodies should have been his. He should have fit right in with them like the guys he used to play sports with. Nicole had made him cut himself off from everyone for a few months, including his friends and family. Eventually, he’d been allowed to reestablish contact with a story about hormones and transitioning. Mostly everyone freaked out. The handsome businessman was suddenly somewhere between a man and a woman, a friend, and a girlfriend. As devastating as that should have been, all Eren could bring himself to care about was whether or not Nicole was still around. He knew it was because of what his friend, now girlfriend, had done to him. He knew he should hate her more than anything. But instead, all he wanted was to be around her at all times, just like Nicole used to do with him. Nicole had made him sell his house, quit his job, and move in with her. Turning him into a little stay-at-home wife, doing the cooking and cleaning, of course, while wearing a cute outfit while he did it. Eren didn’t want to do any of those things, but he couldn’t argue. He hung on Nicole’s every word. If he didn’t want to do something, as soon as Nicole told him to, it was the only thing he wanted to do, like standing on a crowded beach in a bikini. He was helpless to do anything else. Pleasing his girlfriend had become a physical need. Even now, as Eren watched Nicole pull her shirt off and expose her matching bikini, he felt like he was looking at her for the first time.

Eren still had no idea how any of this happened. Flashbacks still popped up unannounced when he would suddenly remember yet another encounter that had been repressed. There were times when he would try to convince himself this was all just an elaborate nightmare, but then he’d have an actual nightmare about the mirrored room, which would slap him back into the reality of his situation. Nicole wasn’t lying when she said she didn’t know how the process worked. The company was tight-lipped and discouraged people from prying too closely. He knew he should try and investigate anyway, but Nicole had told him not to worry about it, so he never pursued it.

“Coming?” Nicole called from the water’s edge. His girlfriend’s voice pulled Eren out of his reverie. He bounded across the sand like an eager puppy, his chest nearly bouncing free of the skimpy top and into Nicole’s arms.

~

The End
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