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Welcome!

To start off, this was a commissioned project, so please keep that in mind as you start reading. Someone had a fantasy in mind, so they reached out to me to get see what we could create together.

My name is Anna Ritter, and I've been writing female domination and gynarchy erotica since 2018. You can find my short stories, novellas, and novels on Amazon. Now I'm doing commissions!

Do you have a personal fantasy you'd like to see? With no limits and a vivid, biting imagination, I'll write out your favorite scenario. Keep it short or get as detailed as you like. I currently charge one cent per word. You get a written fantasy designed to your specifications, and I keep the publishing rights.

I’m happy to include specific descriptions and any plot points you desire. Have a special someone in mind you’d like to see in a story? Maybe a celebrity? Some unique kink you can’t find anywhere else? I’m your girl! If you can dream it, I can write it!

Let me know what you’d like me to write with an email to

ARitter664@gmail.com .

I look forward to hearing from you!




My Little Man

Kristen Kay needed movement; she had to drum her sneakers against the linoleum floor or gently smack some random rhythm against her knees. The desire to burn that extra energy kept pulsing along her neck, down her shoulders, all the way to her fingertips. Her toes itched for that same kind of movement, yet she resisted the urge, especially because she needed to appear completely professional and at ease.

If she couldn't wait for a couple of minutes, how would she deal with the Saturday night rush?

"I can do this," she whispered to herself. At the same time, she glanced up at the black wooden door. On the other side, Janelle Harding worked furiously to negotiate a new contract with one of the suppliers.

Even through the heavy door, Kristen heard the occasional comment. Janelle's voice came through, a little louder here or there, especially when she told the supplier, "You're going to fucking try again because if you don't, I'm going to use my favorite knife to cut off your fucking nuts and I'm going to serve that in a soup on Sunday morning. What? You don't think that can be a part of brunch? You know me, Thomas. You know exactly what I can do."

In college, her Leisure Studies professors had pointed out that the restaurant industry could be brutal. The basic statistics for restaurants spoke volumes; most enterprises failed within the first year. A few might be equipped with incredible chefs, celebrity investors, or an irresistible motif. Those might last for another year after that.

Janelle Harding had run her place for the last seven years. Along the way, she had won numerous awards. People respected this spot. Politicians and athletes, actors and influencers, all came here to sample her incredible cuisine. This may not have been an exclusive spot like one of the restaurants you could find in Paris, New York, San Francisco, or Tokyo, yet Janelle had done well for herself. And now, Kristen hoped she could contribute, but as something far more than simply working as a server.

"Good," Janelle finally concluded. "I'm glad you're willing to be reasonable."

Silence.

Kristen tensed, instantly thinking that this would be it. The door would open, the chef and chief proprietress would step out, and Kristen would begin to defend herself.

The silence stretched. The quiet continued to hang in the air, smothering everything else.

Kristen listened to her heartbeat. Her skin got hot. She rubbed her palms against the sides of her knees. At the same time, she contemplated her sneakers, her tights, her suede skirt, and her button-up blouse. She didn't know if this outfit qualified as appropriate. For a moment, she wished she had worn high heels, especially because she knew how most people saw her.

Kristen Kay didn't usually inspire confidence, nor could she intimidate those around her, not like Janelle. Janelle Harding had a reputation. People knew that she could shout and scream, especially when someone tried to cross her. For the most part, she was a professional; she knew how to respect her customers, colleagues, and even her rivals. When they stepped out of line or breached some rule of decorum, she had no problem shouting, pulling out exquisitely creative profanity, or even throwing a punch that was what it took.

Kristen, on the other hand, would always be "that cute girl". She hated the description, yet that was what everyone thought of her. She hadn't really noticed. As a little girl, it had seemed normal enough. Okay, so she was small. That didn't really change anything. As a child, most of her classmates were small, too. Even the tallest first grader looked little compared to an adult. Then sometime around middle school, Kristen started to notice how the adults always underestimated her age. When she walked into one of her seventh-grade classes, the teacher had looked at her, a quizzical expression on his face, and he walked over to her before leaning forward and bracing his palms on his knees. "Hey there," he had said, his voice dripping with concern and condescension, "Are you lost? This is the middle school. This for big kids. You want me to help you find your way back to the elementary school?"

She had stiffened her spine and tried so hard to convey her seriousness, but this was still the first day of class, and that humiliation burned across her face. Worse, a bunch of the other students had heard the teacher, so now they burst into laughter. She had explained herself without crying. She had maintained a veneer of seriousness.

It didn't matter.

No one teased her about being the shortest girl in all of her classes, yet she still recognized that same note of condescension when any of her classmates talked to her. If any of the boys liked her, it was because she was so adorable. With her straight blonde hair, her button nose and wide cheeks, and her big eyes, she could look so sweet when she smiled or laughed.

People would always describe her as adorable, sweet, innocent, kind, or gentle. Even when she tried to get angry, she would ball her fists and glower, but people would just laugh at her.

In high school, that never changed. She went to college, and she finished her degree, but the professors always looked just as surprised as that seventh-grade math teacher. Maybe they didn't make the same mistake, but she knew she always had to prove herself.

As the silence continued to permeate the air, Kristen pulled out her phone. She needed to distract herself. At the same time, she didn't lose herself to her screen. She scrolled through her feed. She saw celebrity updates, funny memes that almost made her chuckle, and a couple of sweet animal videos. Then there were those pranks and the obviously fake clips.

Kristen rolled her eyes when she saw a beauty influencer holding her boyfriend by the collar of his shirt. The boy was kicking out and flailing his arms. The girl seemed to hold him up. In the clip, he looked like he was maybe a foot tall. Even if they obviously did this with video editing software, Kristen had to admit that it looked fairly impressive. She searched for some fuzz or distortion, but she didn't see anything, almost as though it were actually real.

"How’s she doing today?" a voice interrupted her.

"Well, she just finished shouting at Thomas, the vegetable guy," Kristen said as she glanced up. Anthony, the sous chef, nodded gravely like this could be expected on any given Monday, Tuesday, Wednesday, Thursday, Friday, Saturday, or Sunday.

"So this isn't a good time to talk about the meat delivery?" 

"Probably not," Kristen replied. "Besides, she and I have an appointment." In that next moment, she braced herself, wondering if he’d try to walk past her and monopolize Janelle's time anyway. Lots of people would have; she was barely five feet tall, so skipping past her or pretending she didn't exist didn't require a lot of effort.

Kristen tightened her fingers into fists, and she got ready to throw a punch because that was what Janelle would have done. Then again, Kristen knew that she was smaller. She didn't like to think about it, especially because she had grown up watching movies and streaming shows and reading books about girls who could be powerful. She thought of super spies, heroines, and specially trained soldiers who knew how to fight even though they were smaller than the men around them.

She loved those fantasies, yet she always suspected a different truth. Kristen had never been in a real fight. Once or twice, she had tried to argue with someone, but they usually just laughed at her. Then again, there had been her boyfriend in high school. At one point, he looked at her, and he said, "You’re so little. I swear, I could just pick you up and throw you over my shoulder."

"I know how to fight," she lied, doing her best to substitute bluster for actual skill. "Besides, people are way more vulnerable than you think."

"Really? Is that what you think? You think you could take me?" At first, he must've been joking, only she snarled back at him, and something about her boyfriend seemed to shift, as though she had accidentally activated some primal drive within him. He had cocked his head to the side, and he snorted, "You’re just a little girl. Want me to prove it?"

"Bring it on," she said foolishly.

Her boyfriend had grabbed her and shoved her down onto the carpeted floor of her bedroom within the span of just two or three seconds. Then he straddled her, and he held her down. She had squirmed, twisting her head from side to side, kicking out with her feet, and desperately trying to fight to break free. Fear and frustration flooded her body even as she confronted the truth; she couldn’t get away. "Face it," her boyfriend had said. "I'm bigger than you and stronger than you." Then he grinned.

Genuine fear had pulsed through her body, only to soak into her skin along with other feelings she could barely explain. A sense of powerlessness gripped her. And yet, this was her boyfriend, and she trusted him. Kristen knew he wouldn't hurt her, but he could. Still, she didn't know how to combine those ideas into any sort of logical response. She may have been cute and petite, yet she knew how to think through lots of stressful situations. But right then and there, she had known he could touch her or tease her. As her boyfriend, he had yearned to tug down her jeans and see her panties, to run his hands along her tensed stomach before cupping her small breasts. He had wondered what it would be like to pinch her nipples and hear her moan. He could have done it right then and there, and she wouldn’t have been able to stop him. Only his good behavior and conscience kept her safe. It wasn't much. It probably felt like such a thin layer of protection...It could've been her imagination, yet Kristen thought she saw all of that in his hungry expression. He could have picked her up and carried her off like some barbarian from me another time, and she wouldn't have been able to stop him…

"I can wait," Anthony announced, snapping Kristen back from her memories. He sat down in the other chair, and he glanced over at her screen. "What does social media have for you today?"

"Just some dumb video about a girl who claims she shrunk her boyfriend," Kristen said. To make it abundantly clear that she didn't really believe what she saw online, Kristen made an exaggerated point of rolling her eyes.

"There are a lot of those going around right now," Anthony said. "They're dumb."

"So dumb," Kristen agreed automatically. When she had first started working at the restaurant, she had wondered if maybe she'd developed a crush on Anthony. He was a sweet guy, and there was something about his height and his strength. On her first day, she bumped into him. Fortunately, she hadn't been carrying a tray, and his hands had been empty too. No one got hurt; no one broke anything. Even so, she remembered bouncing off of him, and she had expected this vaunted chef to growl at her. That was how it happened in so many movies, right? People in the back kitchen would scream back and forth at one another as they tried to get the overpriced meals out as quickly as possible.

Instead, Anthony had put his hands on her shoulders and asked, "Hey, are you okay, new girl?"

Maybe she didn't appreciate being addressed as a "girl," especially since she was twenty-one, but she didn't think that was the time or place for a feminist rant about the infantilization of women. She had nodded quickly, and then she stepped out of his way. After that, she had glanced back over her shoulder and admired the contours of his back and the clean curves of his physique. His shirt had hugged his torso in a way that definitely made it clear he worked out a lot. She had nibbled on her bottom lip.

Then, about two days later, she learned he had a fiancé. So much for that little crush.

Pretty soon, Anthony started treating Kristen like a little sister. Considering that he gave her really good advice about working as a hostess, she had been grateful. Partially thanks to his help, she had been able to skip a lot of stress. She focused on her job, and she eventually got promoted to server.

For almost a minute, Anthony didn't say anything, so Kristen went back to alternating between staring at the door to Janelle's office and scrolling through her favorite feed. She was tempted to pull up one of her games, but she didn't want to lose herself. She needed to stay braced for this conversation. She had to be sharp and ready, but she couldn’t look like some frightened little bunny either. "So what do you think makes that meme so popular?"

"What?" Kristen asked as she glanced up.

"I've been seeing a bunch of those videos too. But what makes a trend popular? What makes this trend so popular?"

If he had been someone else, Then maybe Kristen would have just shrugged. Since she was so small, she knew a lot of people enjoyed having her pay attention to them, but they rarely listened to her in return. Anthony wasn't like that, so she cocked her head to the side and glanced down at the screen. She scrolled again, and the next video had another "shrinking" prank. In this one, some college girl held up her hand, and there was a guy standing right there on her palm. He looked nervous as he stood there. With her device muted, Kristen couldn't hear the words, but the powerful and confident expression on the girl's face made it clear that she was enjoying this...whatever "this" was supposed to be.

"You want the honest truth?" Kristen asked.

"Always," he said, smiling back at her.

"I think there are a lot of women out there who are just frustrated. Feminism has been going for a good fifty or sixty years, but we aren’t seeing the kind of progress we want. There are still all of those glass ceilings, all of the stupid expectations, and all of the endless harassment."

"Fair point," Anthony said with a nod.

"So yeah, I guess it makes sense that this stuff will trend," Kristen told him. Then she chuckled. "There are a lot of women out there who are really frustrated, really angry, and also kind of nervous most of the time. It's like we have to worry about where we can go or what we can say. We have to worry about how powerful men are going to respond to us. I know. I know, things are getting better in some ways, but they're still really messed up in a bunch of other ways too."

"I can see that," he said.

She still wasn't done, "And then there’s the whole problem of the response to the videos themselves. The first time I saw one, I made the mistake of reading the comments. There were so many jackass chauvinists and misogynists shouting about how this was the dumbest thing ever. And okay, so it's just a bunch of girls playing around with video editing software. They’re just special effects or AI edits or whatever. But those women made those videos, and then they still had to put up with all of the hate and all of the backlash. Guys make dumb videos and usually get away with it." Kristen paused for a moment. She wasn't sure she should continue, but Anthony was nodding along, so she kept going, "And you know what? If the genders were reversed, the reaction would be totally different. I'm sure there would be a couple of scholars out there who talk about the idea of shrinking women, especially because there are so many of us out there who feel like we have to be as small as possible to get along. We have to lose weight or diet or match some impossible expectation, but the guys would love it. I'm sure there are lots and lots of those same sexists who would just love to shrink a girl down and drop her into a hamster cage or a terrarium or whatever. He could strip her and shove her down into his pants, and that would somehow be hilarious. And if anyone complained about the obviously sexist imagery, it would just be a 'joke.'"

"That got graphic pretty quick," Anthony said, smiling at her.

With every second, Kristen recognized the heat glowing along her cheeks. She was breathing hard, and she couldn't believe she had let go like that. "Sorry!" Kristen squeaked out because that was Anthony, and he had been a good guy.

"It's okay," he said, lifting a hand. "You and me, we're kitchen bros. Right?"

"Kitchen bros," she said, bumping her fist into his. The nickname for their partnership may have been silly, but she secretly liked it, especially because Kristen suspected that a lot of the other staff at the restaurant had respected her or ignored her because of her friendship with Anthony. The dynamic wasn't kind or fair, but she needed to use the resources she had at hand, especially because people saw a young woman who was short with blonde hair, blue eyes, cute features, and petite frame, so they automatically assumed she was childish, incompetent, and little more than a doll. Some of the guys down in the kitchen would’ve tried to take advantage of her.

She'd be more than the cute girl. She’d be a lot more than that!

Still in her twenties, she didn't know exactly what she wanted to do except for the immediate goal right in front of her.

The door opened, and that's when Janelle appeared. "Kristen," she called out.

As Kristen pretended not be nervous while at her meeting with the restaurant's executive chef and owner, David Clyde decided he had been patient long enough. One of the hostesses walked by, so he reached out, casually grabbing her by her wrist. "Excuse me, sweetheart. Have you seen Kristen around today?"

The girl, a tall redhead who didn't appeal to him in the slightest, narrowed her eyes. But then she started paying attention to his face, and she must've recognized him from some of the billboards around town.

Back in law school, lots of his classmates had these dumbass goals. They intended to help undocumented immigrants seek asylum within the United States, or they planned to go after war criminals in foreign countries and international courts. David never entertained any of those ideas. Instead, he studied the law for one reason: get rich.

Right after school, he had opened up his private practice, and he saw it as a business. He needed to extract as much value from his clients as possible. He usually did this by winning (but not always). Even though he wasn't even thirty yet, he had three offices around town, and billboards on all of the major freeways and at every significant intersection. On every ad, passing drivers saw his handsome face, his arm raised and thumb up, plus the obnoxious rhyme: Lose your ride? Call David Clyde!

His former classmates probably thought of him as an ambulance chaser, but David didn't care about their jealous insults. If there happened to be piles of cash in those ambulances, then he’d absolutely run them down. Hell, he would have thrown nails onto the road to pop the ambulance's tires if that meant getting to that payday faster.

His strategies worked.

He wore the nicest suits, owned a gold Rolex with the double-platinum frame (even though he thought watches were stupid), and drove an XL 615 Unstoppable (if you've never heard of this car, that just means you're poor). Best of all, his offices generated tons of cash flow, almost all of which he invested. He had real estate holdings, an impressive equity portfolio, and a substantial set of bonds to back everything up. He knew what he was doing; he took calculated risks that rarely failed.

Even when he enjoyed himself, he knew when to hold back.

But at that moment, with this girl, David could enjoy himself. She may not have been Kristen, but he could still intimidate her.

She recognized him. The redhead realized who he was, which gave him power. And no matter what her boss said, she knew that he was a man with money, authority, and clout. He spent time with judges, influencers, celebrities, athletes, and other powerbrokers.

"I, I can look for her?"

"You do that, sweetheart," he said.

He loved intimidating girls like this server. She was cute as she scurried off. She probably considered herself to be some ardent feminist, yet she couldn't resist his authority. When it came down to it, gender and politics were reinforced by wealth and biology. He was tall, broad, and he exercised regularly. Unlike some of his competitors, David understood the importance of raw, animalistic charisma. That same sense of people could be used to cajole juries into taking his side, or sometimes he intimidated the witnesses, getting them to back down and stumble over their words. Even the best experts could look like idiots when they went up against a man like David Clyde.

The redhead returned a few minutes later with a contrite look on her face. "Kristen is busy with a meeting right now, but I can get her for you when she's done? Would you like that, sir?"

"Fine," he said.

"In the meantime, can I get you a menu?"

"No," David said. "I'll wait." The food here may have been good, but he was much more interested in that cute little blonde.

"As you know, I've been working here for the last couple of years. I appreciate everything you've done for me. I have learned so much. If you recall, I started out as a hostess, and then you promoted me to server. Now, I think it’s time for me to take the open manager position. I know what I'm doing, I'm reliable, trustworthy, I get along beautifully with all of your employees, and I have never let you down," Kristen said. She spoke one word at a time, yet her heart kept pounding. She felt like some little woodland creature trapped in front of a bolder as a hungry tigress stared her down.

On the other side of the desk, Janelle Harden watched Kristen with a neutral expression. At first, Kristen had tried very, very hard to meet her gaze. Inevitably, she dropped her stare back down toward the desk. She had rehearsed her speech again and again. She got most of it right. At least she managed to inject those keywords into her pitch.

Janelle said nothing for seven or eight rapid heartbeats. She seemed utterly at ease. Then again, it wasn't her future that currently resided on the edge of oblivion. Because even if Kristen made good money here, she didn't intend to work as a server for the rest of her life. She had worked hard to earn her degree in Leisure Studies. And even if there were lots of people out there (especially guys) who heard the name of her major and automatically assumed she had wasted four years partying, Kristen knew the truth.

Studying entertainment and recreation required a great deal of diligence and effort. Just because she had focused on making other people happy, that didn't mean learning to run theaters, restaurants, and other entertainment businesses required anything less than the other majors on campus. She had studied hard to master the mathematics and accounting, the PR and advertising, plus the human resources and employee management elements of her studies. Anyone who underestimated her field simply relied on superficial assumptions while failing to consider just how difficult or profitable these industries could be.

"Can you handle it?"

"As a server, I have been here on countless Saturdays. I have pushed through, making sure that the patrons are seen to as quickly and efficiently as possible. I've dealt with angry customers, and I know exactly what I'm doing."

"But you've never been the manager."

"I haven't," Kristen acknowledged, but she quickly pushed forward anyway, "But I have the education and experience to do this."

"Kristen, you’re a sweet girl, but…"

Kristen jumped to her feet. Her fingers pushed down as she shoved the heels of her palms to her hips. "Please, don't look at me like I'm some little girl. I know what I'm doing. You see me here. You’ve seen me stare down angry patrons. You've seen me get the staff under control when it looks like everything is about to fall apart. I know what I'm doing, and I deserve this chance. So please, Ms. Harding, give me the chance to show you what I can do in a management role."

Again, quiet. Finally, she said, "As the manager, you will be responsible for all customer complaints, not just those at your table. And if someone gets rowdy, will you be able to kick them out? Will you be able to do what it takes to maintain order?" Janelle made it sound like Kristen was about to take over the police department or military. Then again, Ms. Harding saw her restaurant as her own private kingdom, so it made sense. Maybe, to her eyes, that was exactly what a manager did.

"I can handle it," Kristen promised.

"Okay then. Let's see you handle it."

Kristen stepped outside of Janelle's office. Anthony saw her and took a couple steps closer. He reached out for her, his voice low as he asked, "Is everything okay? Do you need me to talk to her?"

On some other day, Kristen would have been annoyed. Anthony may have been her friend, and he may have pulled her into his gang of Kitchen Bros, but he still didn't respect her. Whenever he faced her, he saw a little girl. Short and petite, she always appeared to be someone who could tie her hair back into pigtails and show up in a fifth-grade class. Maybe then, she’d get to be one of the taller girls. Maybe.

A bright smile stretched across her face, "Actually, I just got promoted." Technically, it was on a probationary basis, but she didn't need to say that.

"Nicely done!" He held up his hand, and she slapped his palm for a high five.

After that, Kristen left the top floor, and she headed back down into the kitchen. Once there, she stretched her arms over her head. She knew that wasn't the right moment to make any kind of announcement. Besides, she was just one manager among three, and Erika was still working. Still, Kristen would get her chance soon enough.

Only then, Erika came up to her. She had her phone out, and she was glancing down at the screen. "Congratulations," she said. "It looks like you just got yourself a promotion."

"Is that okay?" Kristen asked, only to flinch. Really, she didn't need permission to succeed, but she still needed to maintain a cordial relationship with her colleague, especially if they would now be sharing the same kinds of responsibilities.

"I think it's great," Erika answered.

Kristen couldn't know if she really believed the older woman. Erika had been working in the restaurant business for more than a decade. Consequently, she knew how to smile, nod, lie, and omit those important details, especially when it came to news, good or bad.

Erika wandered off, and Kristen glanced around the kitchen, suddenly wishing there was something she could do. Technically, she wasn't even scheduled for that day. She had only come to talk to Janelle about the promotion.

And now, Kristen contemplated her bump in pay. There'd be new requirements, but Kristen could handle all of it.

She leaned against one of the counters at the back of the kitchen, and she dipped her head down, grinning. She had pushed forward, demanded what she deserved, and she had actually received it. Sometimes, the universe could be fair.

Right as that thought crossed her mind, one of the servers rushed up to her. "Kristen? Do you have a second?"

"Sure? What's up?"

"You know that guy, David Clyde?"

Kristen's lips hardened. She couldn't help it. Simultaneously, she bit down, suddenly annoyed. Of course, self-important and pompous patrons came to the restaurant all the time. This was supposed to be one of the hottest dining spots in the city, so she routinely dealt with obnoxious customers.

David Clyde had to be one of the worst, not because he was overtly rude, but there was something about the way he watched her, the way he talked to her, and the way he had asked her out. He had never been impolite or rude…not exactly. Still, he seemed to know exactly how to dance along that line. Worst of all, he understood a lot of her beliefs. At one point, he had looked into her eyes and said, "What’s wrong? I don't believe I’m acting inappropriately. I'm sorry, but I honestly believe in heteronormative standards of behavior. Women and men are biologically different, so it makes sense that they should be treated differently. Equality is an inherently flawed concept because we are not the same." He had smirked and cocked his head to the side as he toyed with her.

She barely registered those words, and she had stuttered out something incoherent, babbling as anger short-circuited every well-reasoned thought and position inside of her head.

"What about him?"

"He wants to see you," the server told her.

Technically, Kristen could have simply walked away. Erika was in charge; she was the manager for that shift. Just as importantly, Kristen wasn't on the schedule for that day. No matter what he thought, David Clyde didn't automatically get to make these sorts of demands.

And yet, she would have to deal with him eventually. Kristen rolled her shoulders back. She glanced down at her skirt, her blouse, and her sneakers. She touched the tip of her tongue to one of her molars, and then she strode forward. She walked out into the dining room, scanned the different tables, and spotted him. Initially, he had his eyes aimed down at his phone, only then he glanced up. Perhaps he had noticed movement in his peripheral vision, or maybe it was something else altogether.

Kristen didn't care. She marched over to him. She held her hands behind her back at first and addressed him, "Hello, Mr. Clyde. My associate said you wanted to speak with me? Did you have a question about the menu?" Hot frustration and barely controlled anger simmered across her skin, especially because there had been a time when she felt a hand slap her across her backside. She had spun around, but David had been talking to his guest at the table, and no one saw anything. It had been a crowded restaurant, but everyone was focused on their conversations, meals, or phones. No one had noticed it. In fact, right after it happened, Kristen had been forced to wonder if she had somehow imagined that smack of sensation through her skirt, her tights, her panties, and along her pert buttocks.

"Actually, I had a question about tonight," he said. "What're you doing when you're done here?"

"That's none of your concern," she said.

"Are you sure about that?" he asked with a smarmy smile.

"Absolutely," she replied.

"No..." he said, almost purring those words. "Kristen, you’re a cute girl, and I know we could have a lot of fun. Look. I get it. You like to think of yourself as an independent woman, and that's adorable. But a little girl like you needs a real man like me. Why deny the attraction between us?"

"If you’d like help with the menu, I would be happy to provide it. Otherwise, you’re going to have to leave."

"Can you make me, little girl?"

"Don't call me that," she said.

"Or what?"

"Or I’ll call security, and have you escorted out of here," she said. Technically, she didn't know what the protocol was for that response, yet she knew it was possible. Erika and the other managers had done it on several occasions. The people who came here may have been rich, but that didn't mean they were always well-behaved.

"You could always try to force me to leave," he said.

"Mr. Clyde, it's time for you to go." She crossed her arms over her chest, and she stared at him as intently as she could. Although he stayed seated, he still seemed somehow taller. Objectively, that wasn't true. And yet, there was something about the smirk on his face. This was a man who knew how to intimidate others. He could make himself seem bigger, even if it was just a matter of the aura he projected. He could wield charisma like a scalpel, cutting through his opponents.

And after her confrontation with Janelle, Kristen didn't know how much strength she had left. In fact, she could feel the itching at the corners of her eyes, like she might start crying at any moment. Still, she resisted that frustrating temptation. She wouldn't break down, not in front of this man, not on this day most of all.

"Leave," she snarled.

"Okay," he said, standing and holding up his hands. Despite getting kicked out, he still seemed so, so smug. But then he leaned forward. On his feet, he towered over her. He had ten, eleven, or twelve inches on this petite girl. When he stood there, he looked like an adult talking down to a child. "I'm heading out for now, but I think you and I are going to have a lot of fun, little girl. I think I want to dress you up, see you naked, and maybe hold you on my lap for a little while. I'd love to spread your legs and make you come for a very long time."

"That's not going to happen," she promised.

He laughed. Then he stopped just a few feet away. "It might happen sooner than you think."

He left. He disappeared through the double doors, and Kristen slumped. Her shoulders relaxed, and she felt like she needed to throw up. As a college student, she had studied game theory, negotiation, and the importance of conflict resolution. Still, none of her professors had been able to prepare her for that sickening twist in her stomach, the toxic adrenaline in her veins, or the corrosive panic at the pit of her stomach.

Shaking her head, Kristen struggled to relax before she left the dining room. She went to the kitchen, and she had her head down for the most part. It was still late in the afternoon, meaning they only had a couple of patrons. She’d parked out front; the staff took the spots in the back.

After saying goodbye to the cooks, she exited the building and enjoyed a breath of fresh air until an unwanted voice hit her eardrums and vibrated along her skin.

"Hello, Kristen," came his voice. "It's good to see you again, little girl."

"Hello, Kristen. It's good to see you again, little girl."

She hadn't been paying attention, which made him want to burst out laughing. In fact, she had shoved her way through the back door. She made it most of the way back to her car before he called out to her. Now Kristen glanced up, and she spotted him perched there on the hood of her crappy sedan.

Her fingers stretched, and her arms tensed. She froze, and then she remembered herself. "What are you doing here?" She did a remarkably good job of keeping her question level; still, he could hear that edge of shakiness tremble across every syllable. As an attorney, he had learned how to read people. He paid attention, so she couldn't hide the nervousness from someone like him.

"I told you we're going to have some fun together," he said.

The newly promoted manager tensed. Her muscles locked up, and she stared back at him, her eyes wide with fear written across her face. He loved reading her. Girls like Kristen Kay loved to go on and on about their adorable little ideologies. They could spend hours upon hours ruminating on the nature of sexism and how life wasn't fair. At the same time, they never came up with real strategies to fix anything. Instead, they made those angry little hissing sounds. But at the end of the day, all of those feminists (the cute ones, at least) belonged their knees, eager and willing to suck cock because they couldn't deny the inevitable. Deep down, written in the roots of their DNA, they sensed that need to serve. Men ruled, and girls did as they were told.

David just couldn't help himself, especially when he saw that sexy little blonde. There was something about the shape of her eyes, the curves of her cheeks, the way her bottom lip trembled, and her adorably miniature frame. She had those perfect breasts and that tight little ass, all wrapped up in a fun-sized package. Sometimes, he wondered if she actually had to shop in the children's section.

"Get off my car," she ordered.

"And if I don't? Security isn’t out here," he said.

"I can go right back inside and get help," she told him.

"If I let you," he answered with a predatory smirk. He pulled his lips back and revealed the edges of his teeth.

"Is that really the kind of bad publicity you want?"

"Come on, Kristen," he said, stretching out her name. "If you really stop and think about it, we both know a night with me would change your life forever. In fact, I think you'd be ready to come crawling back to beg for more." Then he chuckled, "Besides, publicity is just a question of perception. When people see a tall and handsome man like me, they know they can trust me. When they see a little woman like you, they'll think you're a cute girl at best or a spoiled brat at worst."

He was right.

Kristen didn't want to believe it, and she didn't want to accept it, either, but he was still right!

The lawyer finally pushed himself away from the hood of her car. He landed on his feet, and his polished shoes scraped against the ground. He cut the distance between them as he strode toward her. He was reaching out. He extended his arm, and he was going to grab her.

She closed her eyes, lifted her hands, and then she concentrated on him without thinking. It happened in an instant. This woman focused on him with every iota of concentration she possessed, and then she felt it, that strange heat along her palms and at the back of her neck.

She couldn’t name it, and she hadn’t expected it.

"What the hell?" David demanded. His voice had shifted, and she blinked her eyes open, and she peeked back at him.

This was still David, only seeing him felt like some kind of optical illusion. He looked down at his hands, and he stared back up at her. "What did you do?"

She blinked several times, concentrating. Even though she seemed disoriented, he tried to put the different pieces together.

David concentrated on his hands first. Something was wrong; the dimensions didn’t make sense. Then he looked back at this girl, then over at the car. She seemed taller, as though she had just grown twelve or twenty-four inches. Part of him wanted to believe that she had simply sauntered forward, only every dimension of every building and object nearby had shifted as well. He spun around and looked at her car. It seemed enormous. Before, it had struck him as this cute little economy sedan, the kind of car a college girl would drive until she could afford something better. Now it looked so much larger, like he would have to actually lift his arm and stretch his shoulder to grab on to the handle. The building behind her had grown just as much. Everything seemed bigger, the distances stretching.

"What the hell?" David muttered again. He rubbed his eyes, and he tried to concentrate. He tried to figure it out.

His first estimates may have been wrong.

At first, he thought he could accuse her of slipping something into his food, only he hadn't eaten or drunk anything back at the restaurant. He had actively refused to even take a menu.

Whether he liked it or not, he hadn't been drugged. Besides, his senses seemed logical and coherent…mostly. He could still hear the cars from the street on the other side of the restaurant. Overhead, the sun shined, clouds drifted by, he could feel that same breeze along his cheeks.

"You're smaller," she said, marveling at those words.

"What? No, I'm not," he growled back, only to realize something. His voice had shifted. The pitch had changed. He sounded younger and somehow closer to childhood. He coughed. He had done that back in high school while his voice still cracked. "I'm not smaller. I'm not!" as he growled out those words, he didn't know if he needed her to believe it or if he simply fought to convince himself.

She took a step closer.

David never experienced anything like this before. As an adult, he had never encountered a woman who acted taller than him. He never had a girl stand over him like this!

Whenever he dated women, usually girls he found through the different apps, he could approach them and stand over them, looming powerfully. His simple presence and that height differential gave him an incredible advantage. He could always see it on their faces, that little mix of automatic fear and unintentional arousal. He always promised to be a gentleman (at least until he got them alone at his place), but those girls knew the truth.

A new emotion pulsed at the back of his throat before it flared down into the bottom of his stomach. His skin prickled, his heart kicked faster, and his breathing turned ragged, all in the span of a couple of seconds.

"You're smaller," she said again. “A lot smaller.”

"No," he said, clenching his eyes shut and shaking his head.

"Yeah, you are. You're smaller, and you actually shrank down…" Kristen made it sound like she had to put the different pieces together herself because she couldn't quite believe any of this either.

"No," he insisted again, only now he had to lift his head and raise his chin as he looked up at her. He tried to intimidate this girl, only he had zero chance of success. She smiled down at him, and then she reached out to take him by his shirt, and she pulled. The dimensions of the rest of the world may have shifted, but his clothing seemed to fit him with tailored ease like always. This wasn't possible...This wasn't happening!

"And you know, I guess I am bigger," she said. "I guess that means I'm in charge now, doesn't it? So it would be a shame if I decided to take you home and keep you for a little while."

"What? No," he scoffed.

"What's wrong? Are you scared?" She watched him intently, her eyes bright with a new kind of hunger as the color drained away from his face. "Because you know, I'm pretty sure I could just pick you up and throw you in my trunk. I could keep you like this. Or maybe I should have some fun with you first?"

"You wouldn't dare," he said.

Kristen’s hand shot out before she grabbed him by his wrist. Her fingers seemed so much bigger and stronger than he could have imagined. Right away, David tried to rip his arm from her grip. He yanked. He expected to slide free easily. He didn't. He tried again. He failed for a second time. His eyes widened, and he stared down. "Look at that. You're smaller and weaker than me now," she said. Then she started laughing. "I like this. Oh, I like this a lot."

He was three and a half feet tall, maybe four feet if he got lucky.

He had definitely been wrong before. He didn’t just lose a couple inches. He had lost three feet or more…He was almost half her size!

Kristen swung out with her arms, and then he could only watch helplessly as she grabbed him. She picked him up, and she threw him over her shoulder. He kicked. Not only that, he hammered his fists against the small of her back, only Kristen didn't seem to notice. So much of his strength had been drained away! He felt small and scrawny, childish and almost powerless before her. He kept swinging out with his feet. Then he realized he could try to scream.

Something stopped him.

He was a man. He was supposed to fight. She was little! She couldn't do this!

Even as those ideas flared behind his eyes, she popped open her trunk, and then she tossed her captured boy inside. He landed hard on his back before stared up at her. "This is kidnapping!"

"David Clyde is more than six feet tall. You're at least a foot smaller than me," she said. "That means you're not David Clyde."

He followed her logic, and she started to laugh again. He shouted something back at her, but she didn't hear it as she slammed the trunk shut.

Kristen smiled to herself. She could hear him, kicking and punching against the inside of the trunk as he tried to escape her car. Of course, this was a used vehicle, so the emergency release inside of the trunk had broken before she even bought the vehicle. When she first bought the sedan, the mechanic had pointed out the problem, but she had just shrugged. She didn't think it was ever going to be an issue. Besides, she had been a poor college student at the time, which meant there was no way she could worry about that kind of expense. The car came with a solid engine, good tires, and effective brakes. That was all she could ask for.

And now, the trunk served as an accidentally convenient way to transport that miniaturized jackass.

After she finished laughing, Kristen exhaled. She puffed out her cheeks, and she tried to think of this like a professional.

In that instant, it would have been so easy to open the trunk, to look down into his eyes, and to make him promise he’d change. He wouldn't, of course. She had met way too many guys like him. At one place or time, like if he got in trouble with HR or if a woman had our full friends, then he could apologize. He could appear contrite. Considering his success rate in court, he seemed like the kind of guy who could lie casually, exhaling out one falsehood after another. He wouldn't feel guilty or even embarrassed about it. Apologies from him would be nothing. Still, she had enjoyed the look of fear as it splashed across his face.

Kristen yearned to see it again. And again. And again!

As she drove back to her place, she kept waiting for some burst of nervous energy to cascade across her skin. After all, she quickly decided, this did count as kidnapping. She grabbed a very wealthy and successful man, and she had thrown him into the trunk of her car, but only after she shrank him.

She came to a red light, rolled to a slow stop, and she grinned. She couldn't help it. All at once, she started tapping her fingers against the steering wheel as the excitement pulsed through her body. It was similar to what she had experienced outside of Janelle's office, like she needed to burn through that excess energy, only this time, she loved it.

She had actually picked him up!

Krista couldn't remember when she had developed an aversion to having guys grab her like that. Maybe it was in college when she had been at a party, and this boy had a crush on her, so he came up behind her, he wrapped his arms around her, easily lifting her off of the floor. She had flailed, panicking. She spilled her drink, kicked out with her feet, and felt completely and utterly helpless.

The boy had set her down fast and apologized. Kristen, since she couldn't look too upset with the guys and girls around her grinning and laughing, had done her best to take this all as a joke. Still, that had bothered her. That had really bothered her.

Guys could just pick her up. They could scoop her off the floor and carry her off…

Most men probably couldn't comprehend just how nerve-racking that idea would be. After all, guys were supposed to be bigger and stronger. Even the smaller boys generally weren’t the targets of kidnapping attempts.

As a cute blonde with the right features, she knew that guys enjoyed seeing her. Kristen could walk into a room, and a couple of them might start staring. Granted, they would turn away before it got weird, creepy, or rude, but she could still notice that kind of male attention. At the same time, she wondered what those boys would be thinking. She’d feel that nervous little streak of energy pulse down her body, especially because those guys would want her, and maybe they’d even fantasize about taking her against her will.

The guy in her trunk hadn't worried about what she wanted; he hadn't cared about respect or basic decency. David may not have actively wanted to hurt her, but he obviously didn't see her as a real person. He didn't feel the need to listen to her.

Her nostrils flared, and now she tightened her grip on her steering wheel. She kept bouncing between frustrated anger and the wild excitement of knowing what she had done. The light turned green, and she drove forward. At the same time, she thought of the wild glee that came from picking him up.

David had only been about a foot shorter than her, but his entire body had shrunk down. His dimensions had shifted correctly. Even his clothing became smaller so that it still fit him.

Part of her actually wanted to go to a hospital to make sure she hadn't endured some kind of psychological break. And yet, she could hear the kicking coming from the trunk, proving that he really was in there. She laughed again, especially when she remembered throwing him over her shoulder.

As a young woman, she liked to stay healthy. More importantly, she knew the world could be a dangerous place, so Kristen had often worked out. She went to the gym two or three times every week, and she rarely missed her spin class. Obviously, building her upper body strength had never been a big priority for her, but she didn't neglect her arms completely. And so she had been able to pick him up. It had been hard, but she had done it, and then she had tossed him casually into her trunk.

She had that guy in her trunk, and now she could do whatever she wished with him.

Only a few minutes later, she rolled up in front of her condo. She used the garage door opener and rolled inside. She parked. She waited a few seconds. She grinned as she contemplated what she was going to do.

Right then and there, she had a couple of minutes. David Clyde had settled down in the trunk. Maybe he had heard the sound of the garage door, or maybe he sensed the vehicle coming to a stop, so he intended to prepare himself. Perhaps he thought he would be able to attack her or something. "That pipsqueak? I don't think so," she whispered, suddenly enjoying herself more than she had in a very, very long time.

This was power, she decided. At this point, she relaxed as she contemplated exactly what she would do next. At first, she tried to close her eyes and lose herself to some flavor of meditation.

Yes, this was power, but it wasn't just based on influence, being cute, or pretty. There had been plenty of times in her life when she had been able to get people to do what she wanted. She might have been out with her friends when she made a suggestion that everyone listened to. There were those moments when she gave a presentation in college, and she felt like her teacher was really paying attention (even if her classmates had mostly zoned out). She didn't know if it really counted as "power," but she went to her Winter Formal as junior in high school, and she could still remember the silk, red dress she had worn, how it clung to her features and how it made her feel so incredibly beautiful. When she walked into the darkened gym, she felt amazing, like she really was a princess or something.

Only now, she had that boy in the trunk of her car, and she could do whatever she wanted with him. That was real power. That was control. That was something she had never appreciated before.

She could try to do it again…

Kristen thought of that heat and how it had played across her palm and down the back of her neck. She reached up, and she lifted her hair to run her fingers along that same spot.

She wanted to know. She needed to know.

But first, she decided it was time to go back inside. As she got out of the car, she slammed the door. He’d be ready for her.

Kristen decided it didn't really matter; she was bigger and stronger. That simple conclusion excited her in a way she still hadn’t expected. And now she stood behind her trunk.

When she popped it open, she expected him to try to fight, and he didn't disappoint her.

David had been on his back, but now the trunk opened, so he scrambled to his feet as fast as he could.

Just as quickly, Kristen picked him up. She leaned down, and she scooped him up before she threw him over her shoulder. "You can't do this!" David shouted. His arms and legs flailed through the air, but she braced herself on her feet. Within one or two seconds, she decided that she really could do this. He was trying to break free, but he couldn't do it!

Their encounter back at the restaurant wasn’t a fluke. She was strong enough to hold him. Even if he hated this, Kristen was tall enough to keep him captive just like this, up in the air.

"Let's get you inside," she said, making him sound like a pet or a new toy.

Since she'd closed the garage door behind her, her neighbors wouldn't be able to see what was happening. They had all the privacy she could possibly want…

With every second, David still refused to believe this was happening. A lifetime had trained him to understand that men were bigger and taller and more powerful than women. Sure, the feminists could whine all they wanted about equality, but guys would always be the dominant sex. He proved it again and again whenever he brought a girl home.

Only now, he was braced against her shoulder, and his stare dropped down to the concrete floor of her garage. She opened the door with one hand, and she walked him up the steps to the first floor of her condo. He saw the linoleum floor, the off-white walls, her couch and TV, the kitchen off to the side, and the hallway. Through all of this, he snarled, growling and grunting as he demanded that she let him go. He made those noises over and over again even as he tried to slam his hands down against the small of her back, but she didn't even seem to notice.

...He was so weak.

Somehow, his muscle mass had been reduced along with his height. In her living room now, she tossed him down onto the couch. He bounced once, only to scramble up onto his feet. She stood there, and then she looked right down into his eyes. "Are we going to do this the easy way or the hard way?" She tittered. "Personally, I would prefer the hard way."

"What is this? What did you do to me?" David demanded. Although fury burned hot across his veins, David Clyde had learned to think clearly under stressful circumstances. When he traveled into any courtroom, he knew he might face a judge who didn't like him, a jury who might have distrusted him, or a prosecutor who might try to antagonize him. He never allowed himself to succumb to those emotions. So now, the anger blazed while the confusion threatened to snag his thoughts, but David used all of his self-control to get those emotions locked down in the depths of his psyche. He needed to be rational. He needed to think about this clearly. "Tell me," he ordered, again. "What did you do to me?"

While she stood over him, he was seated on her couch. With that cute girl standing above him, he felt even smaller now. When they first met, he'd been six foot two. She'd probably been around five feet tall in heels. But now she looked like she was eight or nine or maybe even ten feet tall. He absolutely despised how he had to lift his chin to look up at her. He was four feet tall. Maybe. He could’ve been three feet tall. In truth, David didn’t really want to know.

Part of him yearned to just leap off of the couch and dart to the left or right and run for the front door. He needed to scramble outside. If he tried that, maybe he’d be able to get back to his regular height.

He nibbled on the inside of his mouth.

Kristen waited. With her hands on her hips, she leaned down just a little bit. She now looked like some Amazon from an ancient legend, a beautifully powerful and tall woman. And yet, she still had those adorably cute features from before. It was her rounded cheeks and her big eyes, her full lips, and her slender build. From a distance, she'd probably still look very cute and waifish. And yet, he still had to conclude that she was so much taller and so much more powerful than him…

In fact, his brain didn't know how to process these different details. Of course, he had been small at some point during his life, but he couldn't really remember it. As he sat there, he realized his feet barely touched the floor now.

"I’m going to be honest with you," she said. "I don't know what I did. But what I do know is this: you have given me a lot of trouble at work, and so you're going to pay for it. I'm not sure how yet, but you owe me. You owe me big. So are you going to promise to be good right now?"

When she reached for one of the drawers, he didn't know what to do. He sat there, his knees held together, his elbows tensed at his sides. With every second, he yearned to move, only something held him in place. There it was again, that unfamiliar sensation cascading through his body: fear. He hated the venomous dread and how it seemed to rip through his resolve. Throughout his life, he had been bold. Of course, he made mistakes, largely because he moved far too fast. He was rational, but he also trusted his instincts. He knew how to be impulsive at the right time.

Only then and there, David couldn't move. She opened the drawer, and then pulled out the duct tape. When he saw it, his eyes widened. "No…" David insisted.

"Yes," she said. "I need to do some research, and that means I have to make sure that you’re nice and secure. So what's it going to be this time, David? The easy way or the hard way?" As her eyes shined with exuberance, he knew he had to do something. If she slipped that tape around his wrists or ankles, he’d be trapped.

For a second, another alien impulse gripped him. On some level, he actually thought about screaming. He swallowed down that reflex. Seriously, he was a man, and he wasn't going to shout for help like some pathetic damsel in distress. He wasn't a Disney princess or some hot girl who needed to be rescued. He was a man!

His chest rose and fell right before he made his choice. His lips hardened, and he slipped off of the couch. He didn't go left or right. He tried to go between her legs. He thought he could duck down, disorient her, and run for the front door. If he could make it out onto the street and call for help, then he'd be okay…

The world blurred. He hit the floor. He scrambled forward. He raced between her legs, and then she spun around right before she grabbed him by his shirt. She yanked! David’s forward momentum came to a stop, and his heels slid across the floor. She dragged him back up onto his feet, and then she pushed him down onto the couch. She snatched his wrists and crossed them. Then she slipped the tape around once, twice, three times. He tried to jerk free. He attempted to kick out. He couldn't get the right angle. He couldn't aim or strike! Maybe if he had been able to kick her in the knee or shin, he would have succeeded. But then she finished with his wrists, and she grabbed his legs next. His captor pulled him all the way up onto the couch now, and she shoved his ankles together. Then she wrapped his legs in the silver tape.

She finished, and he was thrashing, trapped there. He flopped around like a fish. Still, she decided she wasn't done. She leaned forward and pushed her knee casually down onto his wrists. Then she wrapped up the tape around his forearms and chest. She probably wasted most of the roll, but she didn't care.

"Look at that," she said. "My little man. You’re all wrapped up, and I don't think you're going to be going anywhere. You probably don't want to roll off of the couch. It looks like that would be a pretty big fall for you."

His eyes narrowed. It was only a foot or two, of course. Still, she may have been right. With his previous size, dropping that distance wouldn't have mattered. But now, he was smaller…

Most of all, he simply didn't want to find out.

David hated himself for it, but he knew he had to try something else. Reluctantly, he looked up at his captor, "Look, I'm sorry about everything that happened between us before, but can we talk about this? Maybe we can negotiate?" She stood over him, towering like some unstoppable warrior from ancient myth.

"Negotiate? Okay," she said, crossing her arms over her chest. She seemed so haughty as she stood over him. In that instant, David wished he could have his regular height; he yearned for the chance to leap up onto his feet, to grab this girl, to tear that dress off of her, and to throw her down onto the floor. He ached for the chance to make it rough, to hold her tight, to keep her trapped beneath him as she struggled not to enjoy what was about to happen next. Obviously, he had to suppress those urges and instincts as she asked, "What does my little man have to offer?"

My little man.

All at once, David decided those were his three least favorite words in the English language, yet he still had to suppress those jagged spikes of anger. "You know me," he said. "You know that I'm very successful. I have a lot of money, a lot of assets, and I can make this worth your time. If you can get me back to the way I was, then I can make sure it is well worth your time."

"Are you trying to bribe me? Do you think this is a kidnapping, so you can just pay a ransom? Is that it?"

"You could obviously use the help," he said, glancing around at her modest condo.

"Just because I'm interested in fulfillment over money, that doesn't mean you're better than me," she said. “And it doesn't mean you're going to be able to buy your way out of this either." She leaned down, coming closer and closer. She seemed to grow larger and larger. His heart beat faster, and the adrenaline spiked all over again. As she approached, David tried to tear himself away from the strips of tape. He squirmed, but she had done a remarkably good job with his bonds. Then again, the tape was tight. That was all it had really taken. He squirmed there like a trussed animal as she finally grinned at him, "You're going to stay here, and you're going to be quiet. Can you do that?"

"You can't keep me here like this," he said. "This is illegal. This is kidnapping, false imprisonment, and if you don’t let me go right now, I swear I will make you pay for this."

"No," she said. "I guess you can't be quiet. Okay." She tore off one of the few remaining strips of tape, and then she pushed it down against his mouth as he tried to holler out. He called, "No! You can't!" A skilled speaker like David Clyde probably had so much more he wanted to say, but she taped up his mouth shut, so now he made those mumbling, moaning noises as he tried to communicate. He failed completely, and that made her laugh all over again.

"Did you know you blush when you're frustrated?" Kristen teased him.

With the adhesive pressed against his lips, he could make some noise, but it wasn't enough, and she couldn't understand.

Fresh anger burned across his face, but she grinned serenely down at her diminutive prisoner.

Holding her hands over her chest, she smiled again and leaned down. "I'm going to go take care of some stuff. In the meantime, I want you to wait here. You can do that, can't you? You don't want to fall off of that couch. You might hurt yourself. It's so tall for you, isn't it?" Kristen used the singsong tone of a girl talking down to a pet or maybe a small child. Then she clapped her hands together, making him flinch as she turned around, and strolled away.

Kristen probably could have done this on her phone, but she decided she needed to be at her laptop. More importantly, she wished to be alone because he needed to study the screen and focus completely. She sat down at the small desk in her bedroom, she held her knees together, and she leaned forward as she opened the device. She went to her favorite search engine, and then she stared at the screen for several long seconds.

Before, she had stumbled across those videos when they popped up in her feed. She hadn’t gone actively looking for them.

This time would be different.

Something stopped her.

As the excitement from playing with David started to fade, she couldn't quite believe what had happened. In the excitement of leaving the parking lot and getting home, she hadn't thought about the bizarre reality she now confronted. 

Something kept Kristen from typing in the search terms. "Shrinking?" Kristen whispered to no one in particular. "Shrinking man? Shrinking man, angry girl?" The different possibilities swirled through her head, yet she still decided against all of those possibilities.

Finally, she rested her fingers on the keys, and she made herself type.

The first couple of articles appeared on her screen, and they were all dedicated to this strange new phenomenon. As far as those journalists (all men) were concerned, the entire thing was just a massive hoax. But as she scrolled down, she started to see some other articles. These seemed to be genuinely curious and willing to investigate the possibility of something new.

Eventually, she picked a video. Kristen didn't recognize this influencer, a young woman who went by the handle SimiliarSandy. In the video, she appeared, and she had the camera looking over her shoulder. She glanced back at the lens as she announced, "Ladies and gentlemen, today we’re going to attempt the impossible. I know. I know. There has been this meme going around, and they're all of these women and creators insisting that they have been able to shrink their boyfriends and husbands or friends or bosses or whatever. But is it really possible? Scientific principles such as the conservation of mass and energy should make this impossible. And yet, we’re going to try it right here and now. Let's see what happens."

"Hey, you didn't mention me," came the recorded voice of the other person on the screen. Past her shoulder and a few feet away, a tall and lanky guy stood and smiled nervously.

SimiliarSandy grinned, "Oh, that's right. I'm sorry. I didn't introduce our test subject for today, did I? Normally, I would want to be a lot more careful, but let’s face it. This isn't exactly a scientific experiment, so we don't have to follow all of the same rules."

"You still haven't introduced me," the guy said.

As she watched all this, Kristen had to wonder how much of their dialogue had been staged. Then again, this was a video, so there was still no guarantee that any of it was real. Back in the day, people could say, "Pics or it didn't happen." Considering how popular AI and photo/video editing software had become, just because something appeared on screen, that didn't mean it was real. If anything, that seemed to make it harder to tell whether or not it had been faked, especially since the technology kept improving.

Still, Kristen didn't have any alternatives. (Well, that wasn't entirely true…)

In the video, SimiliarSandy grinned again and said, "Sorry. Okay. This is Tyler, and he’s going to be my assistant for today. Let's see what happens. According to all of the 'research' I could find," she flashed air quotes, "the process has a couple of specific steps. Apparently, only women can do it. They have to be adolescents or older, and the process only seems to work on men."

"Manly men," Tyler insisted from his spot on screen. He made a point of lifting his arms and flexing his biceps. He looked cute, and Kristen couldn't help but smile. Still, she brought her feet up onto her chair, and she squeezed her knees to her chest with her chin resting on her legs as she watched. Balled up like this, she appeared even cuter and smaller than usual, but she didn't think about that. Instead, she contemplated exactly what would happen next. Simultaneously, she tried to spot any distortion or flicker that would indicate all this had just taken place on a green screen.

"Yes," SimiliarSandy said with a chuckle. "Girls are only able to shrink down manly men." She rolled her eyes. But then she also dropped her voice to a whisper as she explained to her audience, "As far as I can tell, there isn't any correlation between the man's starting size. It really does seem to be all about the woman. Now, if that's true, we could be looking at a couple of different phenomena here. This might relate directly to string theory, quantum entanglement, or it could even be some kind of new evolutionary stage in human development. This could be a psychic power."

"This is it," Kristen mouthed.

The influencer lifted her hand, she seemed to focus, and her shoulders tightened. "I can feel something," she said, sounding genuinely surprised. "There, there's this tickle of heat? There's something on my hand or...or at the back of my neck?"

Kristen leaned forward a little more, and then she watched as the camera captured those images of Tyler as it began. Her breath caught in her throat. She stared, eyes wide.

On the screen, he started to shrink down. Since this had been recorded, she couldn't tell exactly how tall he was before the video. She probably would've guessed a couple inches less than six feet. But now he looked down at his hands before, jerking his head up and looking out at the rest of the room. "What is this? What's happening?"

"I can feel it. I can feel it. I can feel what's happening," SimilarSandy gasped. Then she closed her hand and dropped her arm to her side.

She rushed over to him.

It had to be some kind of optical illusion. In film, this kind of thing was easy enough. In fact, there were museums and exhibition halls all around the world that specialized in these sorts of photographic images. Even so, Kristen couldn't be sure. It wasn't just a question of watching this video. It was the expression on their faces.

"What did you do to me?" Tyler demanded. He was staring up at his fellow host. Only now, she looked so much shorter. Now he had to be about a foot tall…

"Can I pick you up?"

"What? No! Of course, you can't pick me up!" he shouted. Even so, his voice seemed higher pitched somehow, like it was coming from far away.

The influencer grinned and turned back to the camera. "I'm going to pick him up," she announced.

"Turn off the recording! We need to figure this out! This isn't a joke," Tyler shouted back at her.

"It’s okay,” she promised him even as she ignored his pleas. “I’m going to pick you up.”

His eyes widened, and his lips parted. He looked like he wanted to shout something back at her, yet she didn't wait for him to respond. She leaned down, and she scooped him up into her arms. She held him against her chest, like he was nothing but a teddy bear. His legs swung out, and his arms wheeled through the air as he tried to break free, only then she glanced back down at him and said into his ear, "You probably shouldn't struggle to hard. You don't want to fall!"

"This isn't real," Tyler said, closing his eyes. And yet, he had already glanced down. If he was a foot tall, that probably felt like being suspended twenty or thirty feet up in the air. This girl was holding onto him, and she must've seemed impossibly tall and strong as she kept him trapped there against her torso.

"Ladies and gentlemen," SimilarSandy said to her audience, "I'm sure many of you won't believe it. In the age of misinformation and post-truth, this must seem to be absolutely incredible. But I want you to know that I mean it. This is real, and it's happening. As scientists, we have an obligation to investigate and to figure out exactly what's going on. As always, don’t forget to like and subscribe!"

The video finally came to a stop. Another clip automatically started to roll, but Kristen paused it.

Instead, she leaned back in her chair. By now, she had her feet resting on the floor again.

This was real, she told herself. This was actually happening...She needed to tell herself that same point over and over again. Even if she could accept this as the truth, she still needed to hold onto that simple idea. This was real. It was really happening. This was the truth.

As a contemporary girl, she understood the ease and simplicity of cynicism. People, she suspected, had lost a lot of their innocence and the capacity for amazement, especially compared to individuals from previous centuries. Back in the day, hearing a radio recording must've been astonishing. Moving pictures and email probably blew people's minds. But at this point, if something astonishing happened online, the first response had to be cynical and disbelieving.

Then again, something like this wasn't supposed to happen. At the very least, Kristen reminded herself that she wasn't a scientist; it wasn't like she had used some kind of device. Then she snorted. "I don't have a shrink ray," she said to herself.

Then she went over to another video. This one wasn't anywhere near as exciting, and it didn't get as many views as SimilarSandy's.

In this piece, a woman looked right at her camera. She spoke into her microphone, "For today's video, I just wanted to talk about this 'shinking boys' trend. Look, I get it. I'm going to get a lot of backlash in the comments, but I'm okay with that because I think this warrants a real discussion. I'm not saying it's real. I'm not saying it's actually happening, but I think we should entertain the idea, just for a little bit. If this is real, then society is about to change. Since we don't know the actual rules, let's assume that only women are able to shrink men, and that men can't return to their regular size on their own. Let's assume this is a widespread ability. I don't know where it's coming from. Maybe it's just evolution, or maybe there's a real witch out there who finally decided to fix sexism. Because let's face it, if this is actually happening, then everything is going to change."

Kristen found herself nodding. At the same time, she thought of her diminutive prisoner back in the living room. Part of her wondered if she should get up and go check on him, but then she decided she didn't have to. He had been small enough to pick up, small enough to bind, and small enough to toss into her trunk with hardly any effort. He wouldn't be able to rip through those layers of duct tape, no matter how angry he got or how hard he tried.

Somehow, that idea excited her more than anything else.

A man like David Clyde always had options. With his good looks, wealth, stature, and position in society, he could get away with probably anything. Harassment had come so easily to him. He had picked her out and decided he would have her. If she had slept with him, she probably would have been dismissed and discarded within the span of a couple of minutes. Maybe he would be generous enough to call her a rideshare to pick her up and take her home. After that, he would’ve moved on to his next conquest.

"Revolting," Kristen told herself.

The commentator continued, "As a sociologist and armchair economist, I think it would be interesting to consider how this might affect GDP, aggregate demand, and the markets for goods and services over the course of the next couple of years. But you know me. Right now, that's not the hat I want to wear. I'm looking at this purely as a feminist." She smiled at her camera. "For as long as anyone knows, men have always enjoyed a fundamental advantage: size. In our species, they are almost always bigger. There is a strong correlation between sex and size. But what if that goes away? What if women are suddenly bigger and taller? What if men find themselves as the physically weaker half of the species? Right now, I have to be nervous when I walk out to my car. If it's late at night, I might try to call a friend just to make sure that there is someone on the line with me in case anything happens. Even during the day, I hold onto my keys because there's no guarantee some guy won't come up to me. And if he starts talking to me, he will expect me to pay attention to him. He will want me to smile. And because he'll probably be taller and broader, there's always that little threat of violence. And yes, I know that most guys are fine. Most guys are decent human beings. Cool. That won't help me if I'm stuck with one of the bad ones who thinks I owe him something just because I'm a woman and he's a man. Personally, I want to see this go away. We tried education. We tried to convince men that they need to improve. But guess what? They haven't listened. So maybe it's time for a new change. Maybe the universe has decided that women deserve the real power in every relationship. Because just think about it. How will men react when they realize that their height can be taken away from them? How will the boys behave when they fit in our purses?"

Kristen paused the video.

As she got up from the chair, she turned back and glanced toward the doorway. Part of her itched to go play with David. At the same time, she contemplated how he had made her feel: small and helpless.

In the next moment, she didn't stride down the hallway, nor did she go to lecture him. Part of her wanted to lean down and say, "Okay, David. You have had a taste of what it's like. Now I'm going to let you go, and you can go find a doctor or whatever to reverse this." In truth, she didn't know if she could make him taller again. Could she raise her hand, concentrate on him, and maybe feel some blast of cold at the back of her neck or along her palm as she reversed the process?

Frankly, she didn't care. She didn't know if that made her a mean person, but she thought of how he had stood over her. He hadn't viewed her as a real person. To his eyes, Kristen had just been a cute server at one of his favorite restaurants. To him, she was another item on the menu, something that could be purchased at his leisure.

"He should pay for that," she mouthed. At the same time, Kristen found herself moving. She lifted her skirt, she slipped her hand down between her legs, and she stretched the fabric of her tights and panties. Her fingers brushed along her sex. Yes, she was touching herself. Yes, she stroked her opening as the heat cascaded along her skin. It reddened her cheeks as the desires began to swirl and spin at her center.

This wasn't like her. This wasn't like her at all.

Granted, she had touched herself before, so she knew how to explore her body, but it wasn't like this. There was something frantic and eager, something hungry and powerful.

She touched herself for a few seconds, then a couple of minutes. At the same time, there were these disjointed images behind her eyes. She thought of her boy bound in tape. She thought of him getting even smaller. She imagined the look on his face, especially because he would see it coming this time. There’d be that abject panic, and she would watch him get smaller and smaller. From his perspective, she would grow bigger and bigger! He would watch as the world extended and stretched around him.

She could make him just a foot tall. He could be like a toy, a stuffed animal...

Or maybe even smaller than that.

Six inches?

One inch?

She cried out. The blast of ecstasy ran through her body as she moaned and screamed when those desires coalesced into that primal rush of satisfaction.

When she opened her eyes again, Kristen knew what she had to do.

Patience usually worked for him. Simply waiting could be an excellent and frequently underestimated tactic. There were those moments when he might be working with a client, and there was something else David needed to know, but people could get skittish. Clients liked to try to hide things from their lawyers, especially when they were embarrassing or potentially damaging. Each time, David would ask his question, and he’d get a quick answer. If he sensed there was something else, he could just sit there and wait for his clients to break.

Most people were allergic to prolonged silences.

But now, it was David who had to stay there on the couch, his legs and wrists bound by silver duct tape. He fumed and wished he could call out or shout for her to get her ass back in there to release him, only he knew she probably wouldn't be able to hear him.

He silently bristled and raged; his emotions threatened to overwhelm him.

At one point, he threw a tantrum, squirming and kicking out desperately. His legs flopped into the air as he kicked out like a beached dolphin. He rolled from one side of his cushion to the other as he desperately tried to squirm free.

At first, part of him really hoped that the tape couldn't actually hold him. Seriously, he was supposed to be a grown man, and even if there were several layers encircling his ankles and wrists and biceps, he should have been able to get free.

As hard as he tried, David couldn't even get the strip of tape off of his mouth. That girl had been thorough, and adhesive stuck to his skin.

When he wasn’t struggling, he lost himself to other thoughts. Most of all, he yearned to make her pay for this. He kept thinking about how he would get to his regular size. Even if he didn't know how he would do it yet, he believed there had to be a way. He might have to find another woman, a doctor, or maybe a theoretical physicist. He didn't care how it happened. He had money on his side, and that was all that really mattered.

Then he heard something come from down the hall.

Heavy breathing? Moaning? A cry of ecstasy?

He rolled his eyes, suddenly aware of what she had just done. She had pleasured herself.

He bit down, locking his teeth.

David tried to be revolted, but he thought of that beautiful woman again. He remembered the shine of her blonde hair, the glint in her blue eyes, the curves of her breasts and the tight contours of her ass. Back at the restaurant, he had always been tempted to reach out and smack her ass. Oh, yeah. That girl needed to be taken hard.

His favorite part?

She carried herself with the haughty confidence of a college girl. By now, she had already graduated, of course, but she seemed to think she was more than a servant.

Clearly, David understood the decorum of any given situation. He knew how to read people and how to figure out what he should say to get what he wanted. But with a girl like Kristen, the rules were supposed to be simple: he was handsome, confident, and rich. Those three attributes should have made her melt and drop to her knees for the chance to serve him.

He had thought about her a lot, especially because he had flirted with her and asked her out on several occasions.

Each time, she had rebuffed him.

If anything, that only made her more desirable.

He couldn't help it, not when she flashed her sexy little pout. Even when she used her professional smile, he could see the irritation at the corners of her eyes. Consequently, he intended to conquer her. From the moment she had tried to push back, he had decided he had to have that cute girl. Kristen became a challenge, a game to be played. And even if he risked messing up her career at that restaurant, he didn't think it really mattered considering that she was just a server.

It may not have been appropriate, but he understood the hierarchy. Maybe Americans didn't like to believe in aristocracy, but he had money. Because he had money, he would always be able to succeed. He had this cushion, this beautiful safety net, and it meant he could take risks that regular people couldn't even contemplate.

He loved it.

But now, he didn't know what to do as that sense of helplessness ate away at his defiance.

Finally, the door opened. She stepped back out, and she had changed. Barefoot now, she wore a pair of jeans and a white T-shirt. Kristen looked relaxed and more like the girl next door. He saw the denim and how it clung to her body. The T-shirt may have been soft, simple cotton, yet it seemed to squeeze at her curves in all the right ways.

After this was over, he would get back to his body, and he would make this girl pay. All at once, he decided that he wasn't even interested in seduction. He’d claim her and make it rough.

Until then, his captor walked right over to him, she reached down, and she pinched one corner of the tape on his mouth. Then she yanked, and evanescent pain flashed across the sides of his mouth and lips. He growled through the flash of agony, his eyes watering, yet he refused to cry in front of her.

"How does it feel?"

"What?" David demanded. Whenever he used that sharpened tone of voice, his subordinates flinched. Even opposing counsel and judges heard that tone and routinely got intimidated by him.

But right then and there, that pretty girl just smiled down at him. If anything, she seemed to savor the sharpened twist of rage lodged in his one-word response.

"How does it feel, knowing that you’re smaller than me?"

"Screw you," he shot back. Right away, he knew that was a mistake. Her eyes shined even brighter now. As much as he hated to admit it, he really couldn't intimidate her.

"You know, if you keep acting like this, I might decide to make you even smaller."

"You can't," he breathed out.

"Do you really want to test that theory?" Kristen asked him.

No. He didn't. He couldn't. He wouldn't. And yet, it wasn't his decision to make. Another gout of hot flame seemed to race along his limbs, but he suppressed at this time. Instead, he drew in a slow breath. "Okay. So you told me you don't want money. What do you want then?"

"An arrangement," she said.

His brows tightened. As always, he jumped ahead and tried to anticipate exactly what she would say, so that he could come up with a counteroffer. Whenever it came to negotiations, he understood the importance of flexibility. Perhaps this girl had realized she was really in trouble. He may have doubted it, but it was sometimes difficult to understand exactly what another person might be thinking at any given moment.

"What kind of arrangement?" David asked, his tone low and cautious.

"Maybe it's not an arrangement," Kristen said. Then she paused, and she definitely seemed to enjoy running her gaze up and down his minimized frame. "Maybe it's more like a game."

"What are you talking about?"

"Here's my offer, David. I want to hear you say that you're sorry. I want you to tell me that you are genuinely apologizing for everything you did, not just to me, but also to my coworkers. We work hard, and you came in there like some spoiled prince. You acted like you could do whatever you wanted just because you have money. This might actually be news to you, but did you know that there are more important things than money?"

It required all of his effort, but David resisted the urge to snort. Part of him even itched to snap back, "Like what? Good deeds? Honor?" As far as he was concerned, those concepts were shields built by the weak to defend their poverty. He didn't think about how people had to work together or how selflessness could make a community thrive. As far as he was concerned, he just needed to grab whatever he could and run as fast as possible.

"Yeah," she continued, "those are good people at that restaurant. They work hard, they pay their taxes, and they help each other. They're not perfect, but they don't screw each other over to get what they want either. A lot of them are struggling. And what did you do? You showed up and made their lives harder. For that, you're going to apologize."

"And what happens if I don't?" David asked, doing his best not to sneer.

"I keep playing with you," she said.

"...Playing with me?" echoed the lawyer.

"That's right," she said. "You see, I think it would be interesting to experiment. We could think of it as a little game. What happens if I shrink you again? What happens if I make you smaller? And of course, the smaller you get, the harder it's going to be for me to see you as a person."

"What, what are you talking about?"

"I bet this is what happened to you: you were always ambitious, but then you started making some money, and you realized that people were treating you differently. Suddenly, you could do or say whatever you wanted, and people would put up with it since you could pay them off. You can try to dress it up as much as you want, but I think we both know the truth."

"You want me to apologize," he said. At the same time, he searched for his usual panache and easy charisma.

"That's right," she said. "It's going to be challenging for you, I'm sure. Because here's the thing, David. It's not just a question of saying the words. You have to convince me. And if you don't, you're going to get even smaller."

He opened his mouth. He tried to speak.

Kristen stepped back, raised her hand, and suddenly he saw her splayed fingers and the flat of her palm. She almost looked like a superhero about to unleash a repulsor beam.

"No, wait!" He wished he could have thrown out his hands to get her to stop. Better yet, his instincts called for him to jump up, stride across the room, grab this girl by her wrist and pull her arm behind her back. He wished he could have shoved her up against a wall, pinning her in place. At the same time, he ached for the chance to lean down and catch the aroma of her shampoo even as he’d get to feel her tight, petite frame squirm against him.

"You sound scared," she told him, lowering her hand. "I think that's a good start. Go on. Try to apologize. Let's see if you can do it."

"What kind of guarantee do I have that you're going to keep your word?" David asked.

Kristen shrugged. "Who said anything about giving you a guarantee? This is my game now, David. You're my little man, but you get to decide whether or not you're going to play along."

David’s eyes tightened into angry slits. He locked his teeth together, and he glared at her with as much ferocity as he could summon.

It wasn't much.

Finally, he dropped his head down. He contemplated what he was going to say.

He tried to navigate through the frustration, the sense of helplessness, and the anxiety he didn't want to name or acknowledge. He let his voice drop.

This had to sound sincere. "I'm sorry. I'm sorry for what I did to you and your coworkers. I'm sorry that I showed up and acted like an entitled ass. I'm sorry, Kristen. I got carried away. You're right. I, I started making a lot of money, and then that just changed me. To be honest, I think it changes a lot of people. It's easy to look around and to see that I have more and to think that it somehow makes me better. But when I'm really honest with myself, I know that's not true. I messed up. I messed up a lot...and...and I'm sorry." He let that little stutter run across his vocal cords as he finally glanced up at her.

Kristen had her arms on her hips, and she cocked her head to the side. For a couple of seconds, she seemed genuinely contemplative, like she needed to consider whether or not he meant it.

"You could have been an actor," she declared.

"What?" David asked. "What are you talking about?" he demanded with feigned confusion.

He was about to say something else, only then she raised her hand, and then she concentrated.

"No!" David called out.

This would be fun.

Kristen didn’t know if it would work, but she raised her arm, and she concentrated. She could feel it again. She could find it. She didn't know if it was just some kind of awakened muscle memory, or if watching the videos had somehow helped her. Either way, she concentrated on him, and she experienced it again: the anger. But this time, she found something else deep inside. She enjoyed this tickle of excitement, this pulse of arousal, and a sense of something new.

Power.

As a small girl, she had always known that people around her could overpower her. They were always bigger and taller and stronger. She had never gotten into a fight, not even with another girl, largely because everyone always assumed that she needed to be taken care of. Of course, that didn't actually make sense. Even if she was short, that didn't mean she couldn't fight. She proved that she could be strong whenever she went to the gym. But even then, she often saw the guys glancing her direction. Occasionally, she had been flattered, thinking that they admired the shape of her body.

But then, one after another, so many different guys walked up to her and asked if she needed their help.

More often than not, they really meant it; they were good guys who just wanted to make sure she didn't get hurt with equipment she didn't understand. Still, they underestimated her. Their intentions might have been benign, but the effect got annoying very, very quickly.

When they saw her, they concluded that she was small and weak. She couldn't take care of herself, so they wanted to do it for her.

Only now, she watched this powerful man as he started to shrink. He got smaller and smaller right there on the couch. Again, his clothing shrank with him. At the same time, so did the tape.

Kristen did this.

She did it to him.

She made him happen.

She didn't know how this worked, but it didn't really matter to her. She wielded this ability, and she had every intention of taking advantage of it!

The videos had made it clear to her. She saw this opportunity, and she intended to seize it.

Of course, she also wanted to laugh. Technically, she wasn't doing anything wrong. Binding him may have been against the law, or whatever, but she could always claim self-defense, especially considering how he had been an obvious danger. Besides, if she showed up in court, no one would take her seriously as an assailant. She was too small, too slender...

Last, shrinking a boy wasn't even against the law!

She closed her fingers against her palm, dropped her arm, and she let the excited heat drift away from her body.

It had worked.

He had his eyes shut.

At some point during the shrinking process, David must've decided he didn't want to face this. She taunted him with a cheerful tone, "You can open your eyes now!"

Her captive boy cooperated. He opened his eyes, and he looked down. He looked around.

She strolled up to him again, leaned down, and peered right into his eyes. "At this point, I think you are basically a doll. Congratulations, David. How does it feel to be completely in my power?"

"I'm not in your power," David growled back at her. At the same time, he seemed to underline that point by squirming against the strips of tape. Since he closed his eyes, he hadn't considered just how much had changed. But now, he froze for just a moment. He looked past her shoulder. He saw the floor; it seemed so much farther away!

"How tall am I?" David asked.

"I'm guessing about eighteen inches," she said. "But if you want, I can shrink you some more?"

"No! Please, don't!"

"You know, that apology was beautifully delivered. You might almost believe it yourself. But since you can't apologize sincerely, maybe we should try something else?"

Tentatively, he glanced back up at her. He stared into her beautiful face, only now she'd become impossibly large. She was almost five times his size! Looking up at her felt like staring at a monumental statue. To him, she was as tall as a building! As those thoughts rampaged behind his eyes, his heart started pounding faster.

"Here," she said. Then she grabbed the strip of tape, and she pinched it, pulling it away. Fortunately, he had his clothes on this time, so he didn't have to feel that yanking burn as the tape ripped away from his skin. She started with his ankles, went to his chest, and finished with his wrists. As she removed those pieces of tape, David started to think that this was an opportunity for him. Without those restraints, he could try to break free and run away. "I bet that feels better, doesn't it?"

His instincts took over. "Yeah," he said. That's when he decided to jump off the couch. It felt like falling from a second story window, but he hit the floor, and he tried to land in a roll. 

The impact exploded along his ankles, and he could feel that shuddering force up along his legs and straight into his spine. He didn't give up, however. He was on the floor, and he saw the massive door right there. He didn't know how he would get to the knob. He could probably jump, he decided. He could jump up, grab the handle, pull it down with the weight of his body, and get the door open. After that, he could sprint out into the street. He could get someone to pay attention to him. And then he could get help. He could…

David dashed as hard as he could as those thoughts fluttered through his head. He swung his arms and kicked his feet down against her floor.

He made it about halfway, and then he glanced over his shoulder. He watched as the giantess turned around. She grinned at him, strode forward, cutting the distance between them into nothing at all. To him, she looked enormous, but she didn’t move like some ponderous monster. Instead, she was just as quick and agile as always. 

Kristen hopped over to him; then she leaned down. He could only watch, horrified as her extended hand stretched for him. Those enormous fingers wrapped around his chest like he really was just a toy. She lifted him up, and his feet swung out with frantic desperation as the floor fell away.

In that first moment, it almost seemed like he could fly. Gravity seemed to disappear, his stomach dropped, and then he went higher and higher. He saw her wrist, and her fingers were wrapped around his waist. His armpits rested against the contours of her hand, and suddenly she was standing up, and she gazed right into his eyes.

"Aren't you cute?" Kristen teased him. "You know, I think I like this a lot more because it means you aren't even close to a threat."

Doing his best to maintain his composure, he demanded, "What, what are you talking about?"

"Obviously, you can't be a lawyer if this is your size," she said.

"I can be a lawyer!"

"You're about a foot and a half tall," she pointed out. "You think any jury would take you seriously? Don’t get me wrong. You still know what you're talking about, I'm sure, but is that good enough? How much of your success came down to your appearance?"

He opened his mouth. He wished he could answer.

In truth, David had never been delusional enough to ignore his height and appearance. Even when it came to securing clients, he knew that a lot of people instinctively relied on those superficial heuristics. They'd come to his office, notice his prestigious car and see a pretty secretary behind the front desk. When this happened, they almost always assumed that he had to be good at his job. This was an old trick used by so many different individuals from doctors to real estate agents. Too often, people mistook the trappings of success for actual competence.

"I could figure it out," he told her.

"Maybe. Maybe not," she said. "But you know what you’re suited for now?"

He knew it was a bad idea, yet David couldn't stop himself, "What?"

"You can be my sweet toy," she said.

"What, what are you talking about?"

"I can dress you and play with you. I can have so much fun. You know, when I was a little girl, I loved playing with dolls. I enjoyed dressing them up. You could be the perfect doll. You know why?" The color drained away from his face as she looked into his eyes. Then she sat down, and she forced him onto her lap. His feet dangled off the side of her leg. He hated this. He hated every second of it, so he stared straight ahead.

His owner continued, "You can talk back. You can talk back, so we can have a lot of fun. When I'm not playing with you, I can get you a nice little dollhouse. What do you think of that, David? Should I get you a dollhouse? Would you like to live in Barbie's Dream House?"

As she taunted him, Kristen pulled her hand away from his torso. That's why he huffed and puffed and pushed himself up onto his feet. Balancing there on her thigh seemed precarious. He had to adjust constantly, but he stepped back toward her knee, and he didn't even care if he dropped down onto the floor. That kind of fall could hurt him. He had gotten lucky with that first leap, but he didn't know what would happen if he fell again. This time, he didn't care. He concentrated on the hot fury simmering at the base of his gut.

"Fuck you! Fuck you, bitch! That is never going to happen!"

"Oh," she said. Without any hint of fear in her voice, she started to shake her head as she told him, "That's not acceptable. That's not acceptable at all."

David’s captor reached out for him. She grabbed him again, and now she popped the buttons on his shirt. He stared down. She ripped through the threads with zero effort. He started to squirm, desperate to crawl or jump or run off. Despite his best efforts, she had no trouble holding him. She could grab him by any limb, easily trapping him. If anything, she only had to be careful not to actually hurt him. Because he was so small, he was fragile.

Luckily for David, Kristen could have her fun while also being careful. She pulled off his shirt. She stripped him, layer by layer. She slipped his shoes from his feet, and then she yanked on his socks. She had to pinch the tips between her fingernails, but it worked. Soon, he was barefoot and wearing nothing but his pants and boxers underneath. "Are you going to take those off, or should I do it for you?"

On his back, he stared up at her from her thigh. He wanted to roll to one side or the other, but he didn't dare, especially because she was staring right back down at him. He didn't know how to process the size of that beautiful giantess. Most bizarre of all, she still looked ridiculously cute. Different instincts and reactions warred for supremacy somewhere inside of his head.

The anger had disappeared. In the span of just a few seconds, she had stripped him!

"Please," he said, suddenly sounding pathetic. "Please, let me keep my pants on.”

"Look at that," she said. "You really are better at begging than apologizing."

His face heated up again.

Seething, he wanted to unleash another load of invectives. He wished he could shout every example of profanity he knew about that girl. Most of all, he had to contend with that sense of wrongness. She was supposed to be on her knees in front of him, ready to beg and plead for the chance to please him. He was supposed to intimidate her with every word, and stride. Simply coming close to her should have made Kristen nervous while he loomed above her. Deep down, she’d like it, but he still ached for that kind of authority. Without thinking about it, he had always assumed it would be his birthright.

But now, he was the size of the toy, and she looked down at him again.

"Last chance…"

He gulped. Tentatively, he reached for his pants. He loosened his belt, he started to pull it free.

"Too slow," she said. Then she picked him up with one hand. With the other, she tugged on his trousers, pulling the tailored pants down along the length of his legs before tossing them aside. Last, she grabbed onto his underwear, pinching them between the pad of her thumb and a finger. She pulled his underwear down, and suddenly he was naked!

"What is it about girls and wanting to strip their boy dolls?" Kristen asked him.

Her plaything didn't answer; David had no intention of dignifying that with any kind of response, especially as the embarrassment flooded his system.

"You're going to pay for this," he muttered without thinking.

At first, David might’ve hoped she wouldn't overhear those words, but she grabbed him and lifted him up. He had his arms braced against the side of fist. He wanted to slam his fist down against her, to fight, to punch, to do something. Even if he tried to bite her, he didn't think she would even notice. Considering his size, he doubted he would be able to break through her skin. At best, he would just leave some pinching indentation.

"Have you ever been spanked?" Kristen asked him.

Spanked?

She had lifted him up high, and now he forgot all about the height. He didn't think about falling or what could go wrong. Instead, he stared back at that beautiful girl as he worked to comprehend her question.

David had spanked girls, of course. There have been plenty of moments where he would order some hot chick from a bar or club down onto her hands and knees after he got her back to his place. She'd be so impressed, so grateful for the chance to enjoy some time with him. Those girls were all the same.

That's why he could treat them this way: he'd push them down, grab them by the hair with one hand, and swing his free palm down. He'd fuck 'em hard from behind as he yanked on their pretty blonde, red, or brown hair. He'd slap their asses and make them whimper as he pumped his hard cock into them. He almost always saw them as conquests, but that was when those girls became little more than sex dolls.

For a second or two, he closed his eyes, and he embraced those fantasies. As much as he wanted to, he couldn’t hide within the borders of his imagination.

Slowly, he glanced back up at her.

“What, what are you going to do?”

His blonde tormentor didn’t answer. Instead, she grabbed her naked toy boy and pushed him across her lap. For her, it required almost no strength at all. In that next instant, David tried to brace himself and shove her away, yet he failed completely.

Within that next moment, he was spread out across her lap, and he grabbed onto the sides of her legs. He pressed his fingers down against the rough denim as he hoped he could figure something out. He kept waiting for some brilliant surge of inspiration.

Nothing came. Nothing happened.

And then she leaned down and whispered, “David, I’m thinking you need to be punished.”

“What, what’re you talking about? You can’t punish me!”

“What was that? You’re going to have to speak up. It’s hard for me to hear that little voice of yours,” she said.

Seething, he sucked in a breath, and then he shouted back at her, “What are you going to do?”

“Well…” Kristen began, “Let’s see. I have this disobedient boy on my lap. My little man still thinks he can do whatever he wants. Can you do whatever you want?” Without waiting for him to answer, she told him, “No. You can’t. I’m in charge because I’m bigger than you. I’m stronger than you. And that’s why you need to get spanked.”

Spanked?

The word materialized behind his eyes, yet David couldn’t really comprehend the notion. As far as he was concerned, spankings existed in some other realm.

She struck! Her hand flew down and slapped against his naked backside.

In truth, she probably used just a tiny fraction of her strength, yet his eyes flew open wide and his vision blurred, all while he tried to scramble off of her lap.

She let David jump up onto his feet, and he ran across the couch. He made it about three feet before she stretched out, extended her arm, and wrapped her fingers around his waist. With one hand, she picked him up, and he kicked out all over again. At a foot and a half tall, he didn’t weigh enough to stop her.

Frantic, David only flew through the air for a couple of seconds before she pushed him right back down onto her lap.

“Let me go!”

“Um…no,” she said. “I don’t think I’m going to be doing that.” Face down, he couldn’t see her, but he still squirmed, desperately working his body from side to side. “But you know, I’m wondering if I can throw you?”

“You wouldn’t dare,” he shot back.

She picked him up. She stood.

“Don’t…” he tried to say.

Kristen tossed her boy into the air. He flew up, arcing across the air and screamed out as gravity yanked him back down toward the floor.

Catching this boy in her hands, she laughed all over again.

His heart pounded; he’d never felt so powerless in his entire life.

“Would you like to try again?” asked Kristen.

“Try again?” David panted out.

“You should try to apologize again,” she told him. “I think it would be a really good idea for you. Go on. Try it. Let’s hear what you’ve got.”

His heart hammered away in his miniscule chest, and he still grabbed onto the sides of her leg. His fingers pressed down against the denim as he considered what he could do. He sensed the warmth radiate out from her pants, and he hated how some part of him actually wanted to yield.

It was an old instinct, one that made him think of school and his legal internship, his first job…

This desire to obey and to impress her surged through him. For just a moment, he sensed that drive to tell her exactly what she wished to hear.

He almost ached to behave, to cooperate, to give in and to satisfy her. If he could impress her…

But then he remembered who he was, all he had accomplished, and the man he was supposed to be. Most of all, David Clyde refused to allow himself to succumb to a server.

He couldn’t explain exactly how she had done all of this, yet he still held onto the fantasy of a return…a return to wealth and power and influence.

David yearned to stroll back into another trendy restaurant. He needed to drop piles of cash onto the table, knowing full well the desperate staff would do anything and everything in their power to please him. He would be in charge; he would be a modern-day aristocrat, and they would serve like obedient peasants who recognized the power of their lord.

She struck him again.

Her hand flew down to the air, and she smacked his ass. The pain exploded along his body. He tried so hard to fight it. As an attorney, he recognized discomfort. When important cases came along, he would sometimes work through the night. He knew how to review and re-review the documents of any given case over and over again as he scanned for inconsistencies and loopholes. Although he didn’t do it as often now, he still remembered what it was like to work hard. He could do so much more than his opponents, which was why he often won.

But this was different…

The pain drilled through his defenses. He could feel the agony sweep across his skin as his backside turned a bright shade of scarlet. His owner struck again and again. The spanking, the bursts of pain seemed to strip away his thoughts and his defiance.

Again and again, that bizarre instinct: obey. He could do what she wanted. If he gave in, then she might stop. Not only that, he could actually try to work to please her. With the right words, he could get her to take care of him. He could look up at her, and she would be in charge, and…

Clenching his eyes shut, he shook his head.

No, he was better than that!

She struck again.

This time, David cried out. Pathetic little whimpers vibrated at the base of his throat and deep within his chest. He let that desperate little sound cut across the air, and then she picked him up. Kristen extended her arm, and she wrapped her fingers around his torso. She picked up that naked boy. Halfheartedly, he swung with his legs. He pushed down against the edges of her fingers.

But then she held him up, and she stared into his eyes. “How do you feel right now?”

“I, I don’t know,” he told her. At first, he struggled to stare back at that girl with his same haughty confidence. He tried, and he failed.

“I think you do,” she said.

He hated how she could hold him up like this, his feet suspended, his arms dangling and resting against the contours of her fingers.

“I don’t,” he said.

“Are you sure about that?”

“I don’t!” David insisted again. “I don’t know what’s going on here, and I don’t know how this is happening, but I’m not going to let you break me!”

“Oh, okay,” she said. And then she started to lift him up. She opened her mouth, and he watched as her teeth glistened.

Across two or three seconds, David didn’t understand. He couldn’t comprehend what was happening as she lifted him closer and closer to her mouth, her lips parted, her teeth bared and shining.

“What are you doing?” David babbled out, his voice cutting across the air.

“If you’re not going to apologize, I might as well enjoy a snack,” she said.

At first, he blanched, thinking this couldn’t be possible. There was no way. There was absolutely no freaking way!

Only then, she was a giantess, and the world no longer made sense. She had this ability to shrink him, yet she couldn’t explain it. He had never heard of anything like this before. Maybe he had noticed an article here or there, but he had assumed it was just another example of the digital nonsense that seemed to sweep across the internet.

Suddenly, he was right there, and his head passed under her teeth. He looked up at the roof of her mouth, and then her lips began to close around his chest. His head was right there, and her tongue pushed up against his hair. Then it slid along the front of his face. He squirmed desperately, yet she still kept his arms pinned.

If her teeth came down, she could… No, he refused to think about it.

Then he babbled out, “I’m sorry! I am so sorry! I’m sorry for everything I did! I’m sorry for everything I said! I, I was a terrible person, but I swear I will be better! I’ll do better! Even if you don’t transform me back, I’ll do better!”

She gently sucked on his head and shoulders for the next moment or two. Then she pulled him out.

Kristen smirked down at the panicked boy trapped in her hand. She couldn’t help herself; she loved the panic written across his face.

Maybe that was wrong of her, but she had gotten so tired of guys like David Clyde. There were so many different men who could go into a restaurant and start chatting with the server. It happened all along the economic food chain as well. In fast food restaurants, guys would show up, and they’d try to flirt with the cashier. Even if she had other customers, he would continue to talk, and he would expect her to smile and nod along. Way too often, guys assumed that they were interesting, that the girl had to listen, and if she politely tried to get him to move along, he’d snarled back some passive aggressive line about how she wasn’t very friendly or how she should learn to smile more for the sake of “customer service”.

“Were you scared? Are you frustrated?” Kristen asked him. “Were you worried that I was going to take a bite?”

“I, I…” David gasped out those syllables. Clearly, he intended to speak, only he didn’t know how to respond. “Yes.”

“Good,” she said. “But you know, I don’t think I like you this size.”

“You’re going to change me back?”

That wicked girl flashed him a coquettish grin. As she looked down at him, she adored having this boy trapped in her hand. She loved knowing that she could do whatever she wished with him, and that’s why she grinned. “No. I’m not.” Her smile brightened even more, “I’m going to make you smaller!”

“What? No!” He howled out those words, and then she laughed. “Let’s see what happens if I try to transform you while you’re running away. Go on, boy. Let’s see what you can do.”

Surprisingly, she set him down on the floor. Then Kristen stood over him. She was so much taller.

In that moment, standing just a couple of inches away from her, he had to strain his head, and he felt like he was staring up at a building. There was that familiar ache at the back of his neck because he wasn’t used to lifting his chin this high into the air.

“Go on,” she said, lifting a foot and nudging him with the tip of her toe.

At first, David didn’t want to believe it. He was tempted to stand there, to cross his arms over his chest, and to demand that she talk to him like a real person. He had rights and deserved respect. He was a person!

Only that wasn’t how she saw him. To her, he was like a little mouse. He could run and scurry, but she outranked him because she was a person while he had to stretch to reach two feet into the air…

David knew; Kristen could see all of this play out behind his eyes on his tiny face.

“I’m serious. If you can’t get away, you’re getting smaller.”

That did it.

Her little man broke, and he spun around, swinging his arms through the air. His fingertips slashed down as his bare feet pushed against the floor.

This time, she raised her hand, pointed her palm toward him, and she concentrated.

It got easier this time. In fact, it required almost no effort at all. She marveled at the simplicity. This felt like discovering a new muscle. Finding it for the first time had been tricky. Using it the second time had taken extra effort. But now, she felt at ease when this new power flowed through her.

It was time to bring him down just a “little” more.

David ran hard.

At first, he sprinted forward, racing toward the door. He made it maybe a foot, then another one after that. He glanced back and saw that she had closed her eyes.

She was going to do it to him. She was really going to shrink him down! He silently raged against the idea. The concept seemed so wildly and ridiculously unfair.

Then again, he had enjoyed all of these different privileges (height, good looks, money, education, and so much more), yet he had never really contemplated how the universe had been kind to him. Rather, he had focused on his hard work and effort. He never considered his starting point or the ease with which he had been able to utilize his resources.

In fact, Davidremembered snorting and chuckling in one of his law classes as a fellow student had raised her hand. She had asked the professor, a woman, “How do you deal with sexism in the courtroom? Or with clients?”

The teacher had glared back at David; he had gone quiet just barely fast enough that the teacher couldn’t really chide him or chastise him. Then she had gone off on this lecture about the unfairness of the legal system, especially when it came to women and people of color. She talked about how lawyers would often be treated differently on the basis of sex alone.

David had sat there, but his expression of contempt had made it clear to everyone there that he didn’t really believe any of this. As far as he was concerned, success in the courtroom came down to merit and absolutely nothing else. Every individual had their resources, and they were required to use them to the best of their ability. That was it. Whining about injustice or the unfairness of some systemic bias just seemed like a waste of time to the guy who didn’t have to deal with any of it.

But now he ran. He sprinted hard, his skin hot, his lungs burning.

Then he closed his eyes. When he opened them again, there was this sickening twist at the base of his stomach. He didn’t understand what was happening, yet the door up ahead seemed to grow taller and farther away. The distance expanded, stretching. He nearly stumbled. With the next stride, his foot started to slip. He adjusted and compensated at that last moment. He stayed up on his feet as he continued to run, swinging his arms and kicking down with everything he had.

But it was happening.

He was getting smaller and smaller!

And then he heard those booming footsteps as she got up from the couch. She walked over to him, and she reached down. She snatched him up, grabbing him and one arm just like before.

“Look at that,” she said.

Then, just because she could, she pinched at both of his arms, she pulled them over his head. Then she dangled him, and she lifted him all the way up so that he had to stare into her face.

Part of him wanted to struggle, only he made the mistake of glancing down.

“How, how small and I now?” David asked even though he didn’t want to know.

“Right now?” Kristen asked as she considered the squirming boy in her hand. She still had him dangling from his arms, and she didn’t want to hurt him, so she knew this couldn’t last. Still, there was something so intoxicating about having him right there, exactly like this. “I’m guessing you're about six inches tall.”

“No…”

“Yes,” she said. “And you know, I could make you even smaller. What do you think? Three inches? One inch? That would be amazing! What if I get you a little tiny cage and just carry you around with me in my purse? Or if you’re small enough, I could keep your cage on my keychain. You know, like a lucky charm!”

“No!”

“But you know, I have to be honest about something,” she said.

“What, what are you talking about?” He didn’t like that look on her face.”

“Come with me,” she said. That’s when she lifted him up higher, let go, and he started to fall. His stomach dropped, and the world blurred around him. He couldn’t believe it!

He was falling, inch by inch and foot by foot. His arms swung through the air as he desperately tried to grab onto something, anything. Since there was nothing nearby, he kept falling, dropping down faster and faster.

Then she grabbed him. Her hand wrapped around his torso, and he landed against the soft give of her palm.

“You can’t do this to me,” he tried to tell her. In that moment, he desperately needed to believe it. He yearned for her to look down at him and to finally seem abashed. He ached for the chance to see real fear spread across her pretty face.

He was too little for that.

In this new form, David was too small to intimidate her.

She had become more than just some Amazon or even a giantess. She was a goddess, one who had the ability to make the world so much larger all around him.

That’s when she brought him over to the couch.

Kristen sat down, and she placed him on the cushion next to her.

“Don’t go anywhere,” she said.

That’s when he walked over to the edge of the couch. Before, the idea of dropping down to the floor had made him nervous. Now it triggered a jolt of wild fear. He couldn’t help it, not when he kept thinking about how a fall from this height would probably mean a broken ankle or worse.

He knew how fragile people could be. He didn’t want to risk it. He couldn’t. As he looked down, his stomach twisted again.

But now, Kristen had stood up. She unbuttoned her jeans, and she shimmied out of them after she kicked off her shoes.

With a nervous swallow dropping down his throat, David glanced back at the giantess. He turned back, and he stared. He couldn’t help himself. His eyes moved along the soft, pink cotton of her panties and down along her toned muscles. She looked incredible. Not only that, there was something strangely sweet about seeing her in her white T-shirt with her panties on display, the soft pink forming a triangle between her legs.

“I’m going to put you on the floor,” she said. “And you’re going to give me a little foot massage.”

“You know, I would be able to do a better job if I had my real height,” he called back to her.

“No,” she said with a pop of her lips. “Besides, this is your real height now.”

“What, what are you saying?”

“Do you honestly think you can go back to who you used to be?” Kristen asked him.

His lips parted.

That’s when she lifted him up again. She wrapped her hand around his waist, and she raised him up. He seemed to be flying all over again. He tried to get used to it, only he couldn’t.

The adrenaline surged hot across his skin, and she grinned right at him. In that instance, it required all of his self-control not to panic, especially because he thought of what it would be like if she opened her mouth and slid him between her teeth again…

He was so small, so powerless…

David couldn’t escape the realities of his situation.

“I like having you like this,” she told him. “I like it a lot. And that’s why you’re going to get down on the floor, and you’re going to give me a nice little foot massage.”

“What?”

“I want to see you massage my feet,” she said. “You’ll have to use your whole body, of course.” That’s when she crossed her legs and extended one foot.

Then she reached out with her arm, and she lowered him down onto her ankle.

“This is dangerous,” he called out to her.

“Then you should be careful,” she replied.

Bowing his head down, he mumbled, “A foot massage? Really?”

A foot massage. Really.

Kristen grinned at him. She loved how he tried to cling to her ankle. But then, he tentatively rose to his feet, and he decided he didn’t want to walk. It was too dangerous. Instead, he got down onto his hands and knees as he crawled out from her ankle and toward her toes.

With every moment, he must have hated this. And yet, he didn’t get any choice. She thought about swaying her foot to the left or right, up or down. It would have been so easy.

She resisted the temptation. The chances seemed good that she would be able to reach out, catch him, and rescue him in case he fell. Still, she didn’t want to risk his safety, especially since he had become her new favorite toy…

Her boy crawled forward. He made it to her big toe. And he reached out, and he hugged it. He leaned down and pressed on her skin with his weight. “That feels really nice,” she said. “It’s like having a little bird sit on the tip of my foot.”

“I’m not a little bird,” he shot back. The anger bristled across his skin.

Kristen giggled; she couldn’t help it. “No,” she agreed. “You’re not a little bird. You are a boy, and you’re not going anywhere, are you? You can’t get away. Face it. You can’t even get off of this couch without help. I mean, maybe you could if you had some climbing gear…” She touched a finger to the bottom of her chin as she considered him. “Do you? Do you have some climbing gear? Maybe some rope? Maybe a harness? Maybe you can rappel down the side of the couch? Then again, how would you get out of here? You’re not quite small enough to fit under the door. But if you want, I could fix that for you.” She lifted her hand and wiggled her fingers.

“No!”

Considering his behavior, Kristen adored the panic in his voice. There was something about hearing this powerful man’s desperation. It rang across the air, and she knew she was being mean, but she couldn’t help herself, not after everything he had done.

Then again, she started to notice something. Perhaps it was just her imagination, but she thought he was starting to understand how much had changed. He was starting to realize what kind of power she had, so maybe he could be reformed?

It was a nice idea, but she didn’t draw any conclusions one way or the other.

“Keep going,” she said. “You want to be a good boy for me.” He squeezed her big toe. When he started to work his way down. After that, he pushed his palms along the top of her foot.

As he worked, she closed her eyes. “You know, you can’t even run away,” she told him. “You don’t want to fall. Right now, you’re completely dependent on me for your safety, aren’t you?”

She had shut her eyes, leaned back, and relaxed. Now she glanced at him again.

When she opened her eyes, Kristen loved that adorably pouty expression spread across his handsome face. Maybe he had shrunken down, but he was still a very good-looking man. If anything, knowing that she had this power over him only added to his appeal.

“You’re not going to get away with this,” he tried to tell her.

“Yeah, I will,” she said, casually contradicting him. He flinched. For so long, this had been a man that people listened to. But now, Kristen could casually disregard his opinions and beliefs. His ideas didn’t matter, not anymore. “Back to work.”

For the next couple of minutes, he massaged her until Kristen finally decided she craved something else.

The idea occurred to her, and she nodded to herself. She picked him up and held him up.

David could only watch as she extended out her body. She rolled her shoulders, stretched out, and relaxed. On her back now, Kristen set her boy down on her stomach.

“Go ahead,” she instructed. “Take a little walk.”

“Take a little walk?” David asked.

“Yeah,” she said. “Just walk around. Go on. If you don’t, you know what will happen.”

She could make him even smaller.

This boy didn’t need to hear the threat. The possibility flashed behind his eyes, and he gulped. Then he looked back at her.

He felt so small, so ridiculously insignificant. But then she raised her head, and she looked back at this boy. In that moment, their eyes met. He may have been tiny, and she may have been able to overpower him with hardly any effort, yet he saw something else there in her expression as well: amusement and concern.

Her toy boy didn’t know how that could be possible, yet he sensed it.

Because she had more strength in her pinky that he could match with his entire body, he climbed up onto her. He positioned himself, and he grabbed the different folds of her shirt. He felt like he was scaling a mountain. Okay, he realized after a few movements, she wasn’t that large. If anything, she felt like a hill to him. Then he stood up, just a few inches away from her belly button.

“Go on,” she said. “Show me what you can do.”

“Okay,” he said. He started to walk around her stomach. He moved back down along her pelvis, then to her hips. He walked along her right thigh, and he only stopped when he got to her knee. With every moment, it felt like he might fall. Then again, her skin was soft; he could imagine bouncing off of the side of her leg and hitting the couch cushion.

So long as he didn’t actually tumble off, rolling away and right back down onto the floor, then he’d probably be okay. Still, David didn’t wish to take that kind of risk.

“How does it feel?”

“What?” David asked.

“Knowing that you’re so small? How does it feel?”

“I hate it,” he groused.

“I’m sure you’ll get used to it,” she said. 

“What, what’re you talking about?”

“Come up to my chest,” she instructed as she ignored his question.

His eyes narrowed, and his lips hardened, but he didn’t see any choice. No matter how ridiculous this seemed, he had to do as she wished. He exhaled slowly, and he started to climb again. This time, he made his way up past her belly button, all the way to her sternum. When he got there, he stepped between her breasts.

Part of him wanted to jump forward and to wrap his arms around either of her perfectly shaped mounds.

She seemed to read his expression. “You really want to climb on my chest, don’t you?”

“What? No,” he spat back at her. “That’s ridiculous.”

“Is it?” Kristen asked, teasing him. “Is it really?”

“Yes,” he grunted.

“Do it anyway,” commanded Kristen. The corners of her eyes crinkled with amusement.

“And if I don’t?” he demanded as he tried to reclaim some semblance of control.

“Then you know exactly what’ll happen,” she said. With her weight braced against her elbows and her back lifted, she watched him. The incline wasn’t so bad, he realized. He would be able to crawl forward and to pull himself in the position. He could squeeze either of those gorgeous mounds.

This boy had no problem recognizing the difficult irony of what she proposed. She wanted this, so she would get it.

“What did you mean before?”

“Before?”

“You said something important. You said it before and…” he told her. As hard as he tried, he couldn’t summon the bravery to really confront her about that other possibility…

“Do it or you go in my mouth,” she said.

Fuming, David hated this kind of surrender; he hated breaking because of her authority, yet her threats proved to be far too effective.

Whether he liked it or not, he knew he had no leverage here. That’s why he had to succumb. abc

He threw himself forward just as she expected. He stretched out his arms, and then he squeezed her soft flesh. She laughed, giggling. She enjoyed this. “Oh, that’s really nice. I like that. I like that a lot,” she told him. “Let’s see what it feels like when you squeeze my nipple.” 

“Do I have to? I really have to do that?”

“You already know the answer,” she told him.

He did. He knew the answer, and he hated it.

Even so, Kristen’s boy braced himself, and then he wrapped his arms around her nipple. Instantly, her body responded. Her nipple hardened.

Within moments, she let out these delightful little sounds. If he had been allowed to hear them at some other place or time, he would have enjoyed them. Then again, that would have been a perfect representation of how he had claimed something important. In a moment, he was supposed to feel powerful and unstoppable. Instead, he squeezed again, so she moaned. She loved this!

Along the contours of every second, Kristen loved her power. She loved her authority. She loved knowing she could get whatever she wanted from him.

Still seething, he wanted to stop. He couldn’t. And then she reached up, and she stroked his back, her fingers gliding down along the length of his spine.

With every soft caress, he knew she could touch him. She could take him and pick him up if she liked.

There was nothing he could do to stop her…

“Keep going,” she said. “I like that. I like that a lot.”

No.

All at once, he made the decision. He didn’t know where it came from. His resolve hardened, and then he pulled away from her chest. He stood up, and he stared right back at her. “I’m  not going to do it,” he said. He straightened his back. Maintaining his balance was tricky, but he somehow succeeded. He stayed there, and then he glared at her with all of the ferocious intensity he could summon. “No. I’m not going to do it.”

She had dropped back down and now had her face pointed up to the ceiling. Only now she braced herself again. “Think about who you are,” she told him. “Think about what I’ve done to you already and what I can do for you next.”

“I don’t care!” David roared. “I am David Clyde, and I’m not going to let you intimidate me. I’m not going to be intimidated by some girl!” He banished that subservient instinct from before.

“Yes, you will. Because deep down, you know that I’m in charge.” Kristen grinned again, and her eyes sparkled with that same mischievous delight as she considered what she might do next. “But hey. If you really don’t want to play with my breasts, then I guess we’re going to have to try something else.”

That’s when she reached out. She snatched him up; this time, she moved quickly, making sure to pin his arms against his sides. He tried to break free, to slide his limbs out from her grip, but he failed completely.

And now, she reached down with her free hand, and she slid her fingers along her dampened slit.

Excitement roiled through her body, building up in intensity. This was what she wanted; this was what she needed.

Honest with herself, Kristen didn’t know exactly when the idea occurred to her, yet it felt like some fresh instinct.

Careful to keep his arms trapped, she spread her legs as she reached down for her pussy. With his head up, he could only stare.

“What, what’re you doing?” David demanded. As she brought him closer and closer, he must’ve been able to figure it out. He must’ve realized what was about to happen and how his status was about to change.

Before, she had treated him like a toy. Now he’d become her sex toy…

“No!” David called out. He shouted with as much volume as he could summon, yet those screams of frustration barely rippled across the air.

“Yes,” she told him. “I can do whatever I want with you. Remember?”

David’s owner lifted her heels, she kept her legs spread, and now she pushed his head down between the walls of her pussy. She worked him in gently. At the same time, she made sure to draw him out every few seconds, if only to make sure he didn’t suffocate.

Kristen had turned him into a living dildo.

Wet heat surrounded him. Darkness and light flashed and mixed together as she shoved him down in deeper, only to pull him back.

His face, his hair, and his shoulders all rubbed against her pussy. Then she pushed him down even deeper now.

Then she tugged him back and let him catch his breath as she looked at him. “Have you figured it out yet?”

“What, what are you talking about?” David asked.

“Your future,” she told him.

“My, my future…?” After what he had just experienced, he couldn’t face the possibility.

“Yeah,” she said. “Your future.” Kristen grinned with another little giggle. “You’re supposed to be really smart. So tell me. What am I going to do with you?”

Considering everything he’d experienced, David didn’t want to think about it. He couldn’t. He refused.

Since he didn’t give the right answer, she picked him up again, and now she slid his body along the contours of her moistened sex. This time, he only had to glide along her opening once, twice, three times…

“Care to try again?”

“No. Please!”

“And that’s not the answer I was looking for,” she told him. She picked him up.

David howled out.

The attorney thrashed, kicking and struggling, but she had no problem holding him. Attempting to break free from her grip felt like doing his best to bend steel. Her grip remained impossibly strong, at least relative to his diminished body.

Kristen had done exactly what she wanted, and now she would do it again.

Taking her time, Kristen pushed this boy into her slit; he had to see and taste the walls of her pussy. Her excitement coated his head. He tried to hold his breath and mostly succeeded.

In deep and out again, he had to endure that degrading rhythm as she kept using him.

“Let’s try that again, shall we?” Kristen asked as she pulled him out. “From now on, what are you?”

This was it, her attempt to break him, her attempt to tame him.

From some abstract or theoretical perspective, he knew he could try to rely on those old principles and some image of the man he wanted to be. Throughout his life, he had worked hard, and he had succeeded. That was why he could go to expensive restaurants, harass the staff, and expect to get away with all of it.

But now, something changed. He didn’t know how this could be possible, but he stared back at her. Moment by moment, he waited for his old defiance to flare back into existence. He intended to glower at her, to shout or to scream. He wished he could unleash another torrent of insults.

Somehow, he didn’t dare.

Fear gripped him; it spread down the back of his neck, along his shoulders, all the way into the center of his being. His muscles locked up, and he broke.

“I, I’ll do whatever you want,” he confessed. At the same time, that sense of subservience rushed through his body.

“And why is that?”

“Because I don’t have any choice?”

Kristen chuckled, “Is that a promise or a question?”

“Because I don’t have any choice,” he repeated, this time with more certainty than he could have possibly felt.

“Keep going,” she commanded.

“I’m yours. Okay? Is that what you want to hear? I’m yours and you can do whatever you want with me because you’re bigger and stronger!” He snarled the words onto the air. Panting and gasping now, he didn’t know how to handle any of this.

“Good. But you know, I think we can do better.”

She picked him up again.

Kristen knew what to do.

First, she took him back to her bedroom. Then she placed him on of her shelves. When she set him down, he stood and peeked over the edge, only to freeze. Perhaps it was mean, but she couldn't help herself; she reveled in the panic as it splashed across his handsome face. Before all of this, he probably thought he was so brave, like he could take on the entire world. But now, he once again faced the reality that he was helpless before her. He wouldn't be able to get down. Climbing off of that bookshelf would probably feel like trying to scale the side of a mountain. Poor boy, she thought, only to grin again.

“Let me down!” he shouted. A few seconds later, his resolve shattered, and he squeaked out, “Please?”

“Just wait right there,” she told him.

“What if I fall?” he demanded.

Kristen peeked back at him. For a moment, she smirked, and he seriously wondered whether or not she intended to leave him there. If he fell from that height, it would feel like dropping from the top of a skyscraper. He hated that idea, except he couldn't change it.

"Okay," she said. "Here you go." She grabbed her jewelry box, she opened it up, and then she grabbed him. He tried to dodge from her reach, but she snatched him up, pushed him down into the box and closed it. Suddenly, he was trapped inside. Little beams of light cut down from the spots to the left and right of the hinge, but he still fumed as she left him there.

He wasn't a toy. He wasn't a plaything. She couldn't do this to him!

Despite those thoughts, he recognized the truth. He really was that small, and she could store him wherever she liked…

At first, he thought he was going to break free. He reached up, and he tried to push on the lid. At first, he thought it would be easy. This was just a jewelry box, after all. It wasn't anything heavy or special. More importantly, it hadn’t been designed to keep someone prisoner.

None of that mattered; his muscles strained, and he shoved as hard as he could, but he couldn't even get the lid to pop open for a second. In fact, the top didn't budge at all.

Reluctantly, he stopped. He gave up, dropping down to his knees. His legs hit the soft felt of the inside of the jewelry box. Then he grimaced. He glared down at the floor as he contemplated this girl and her control over him.

Over the next couple of minutes, he waited. His breathing began to settle, and he stopped worrying about his captivity.

Kristen finished. She stepped back, and she nodded to herself.

Still, she glanced back at the bookshelf, and she loved knowing that there was a person in that jewelry box. "My little man," she whispered to herself. And she shook her head from side to side.

She grabbed the box, picked it up, and she heard him cry out with dismay as it shook. She didn't give him an especially rough trip, but he must not have been prepared.

She opened up the jewelry box and peered down inside. "Hey there, David. How are you feeling?"

"Humiliated," said her naked toy.

"Really? Does it suck? Does it suck knowing that a girl can make you do whatever she wants?"

"You can't," he said.

"Are you sure about that? I did want to show you something. I got it ready just for you."

That's when she scooped him up, and then she turned. He rose onto his feet, so he now stood on her palm. In that moment, he knew he couldn't possibly jump. If he tried, he would get seriously hurt...There was no question about it this time.

She watched his reaction. Then she turned her whole body to the side, and that's when he saw it, resting right there on her desk. "You know, I was thinking about getting a lizard or a frog. A friend of mine let me have this terrarium. I guess I found another use for it, didn't I?"

"What? No…" David breathed out as the color drained from his face. A chill spread along his cheeks and down his neck.

But then she picked him up again, and she brought him close. She stared right down into his tiny eyes as she said, "I shrank you down, and I can do it again. Would you like that? Would you like to be half an inch tall? A quarter inch? How little can I make you?"

"Don't do it," he said. "Don't you dare!"

"To be honest, I think a night in the terrarium will be good for you. This can be your life now. And if you're a very good boy, I’ll eventually get you that dollhouse we were talking about before. Wouldn't that be cute?"

"Please, just let me go!"

"How could I do that?" Kristen asked. Silently, she had to acknowledge how much she enjoyed every second of this. Talking down to him, wielding this kind of control, and knowing she could get away with anything she liked excited her in a way she had never expected before. Yes, that last orgasm had been incredible, but now she flashed another smile. "I’m responsible for you. After all, I own you."

As he absorbed those words, he knew the truth. Still, he called back to her, "You can't own me!"

"Weren’t you listening? You're my toy now. My little toy boy. My little man." That's when she carried him over to the glass enclosure. He glanced down inside. She had cleaned it out; he saw little droplets still glistening along the edges. More importantly, she had set out a neatly folded piece of cloth, a small dish filled with water, and a tiny plate with a chunk of torn bread. "If you're not careful, I'll get you some bunny food instead. Oh! I could dress you up in a tiny bunny costume."

"You wouldn't," he shot back.

"Why not? You can get anything online," she retorted.

"That's not what I meant!"

"I know," she said. "But this is something you have to understand. When I put you down in that cage, it means your status changes. When you’re behind the glass of your terrarium, do you know what that makes you?"

"Don't say it," David said because he had clearly jumped to the correct conclusion.

"Okay," she replied, her eyes sparkling. "I won't say it. But you will."

Right away, he gulped. He looked back at this woman. He studied her, and he saw her height, her power, the infinite distance between them now. She was completely unstoppable while he had become her property. He had become a toy, and there was nothing he could do about it.

He recognized all of those realities as he stared back at her. He tried once again to think of something.

Perhaps there had been those moments back in the different courtrooms where he had worked. Perhaps there had been those instances where he thought he was about to lose, only he dipped his head down, inspiration flashed, and he came up with some wild argument that just barely worked. That wouldn’t happen here with Kristen.

"What does that make you?" Kristen asked.

His fingers tightened into fists. And yet, he still looked back up at her. She studied his tiny face, and she waited. Clearly, she didn't mind. She could be patient with him, all because he struggled so hard to get those words out onto the air. He was fighting hard. And yet, she watched and savored his trepidation.

This boy knew the truth; her little man understood exactly what had happened and what would transpire next. He could envision his future, yet he hadn't admitted it, not yet.

"It's okay," Kristen said, surprised at the softness in her tone. Yes, she had played with him and teased him, and that would certainly continue to some degree, but he would get used to it. Perhaps he would even learn to enjoy it…When she smiled at him again, her expression shifted. She sounded almost consoling; she encouraged him, "You can do this. I know you can. You're going to be a lot happier this way. Before, you were a jerk. But now, you can be something better."

"But I…"

"No," she said. "You don't get to argue this time. Just tell me. What does that make you?"

His face turned red, and then he broke, "I'm a pet!"

For once, Kristen didn't laugh at him. Instead, she looked down at her miniaturized boy, and she said, "Keep going."

“I’m your pet,” he said again.

"Yes, you are," she agreed. "You are a pet now. You belong to me, and I get to keep you like this. Face it, David. You're going to be my little man. But don't worry. I'm going to take care of you. I'm going to make sure that you are nice and safe. It's a big and scary world out there. You're so little, and you're going to need someone to protect you. I can do that. I will do that. I’m going to make sure that you are nice and happy in your terrarium. If you ask very nicely, I might get you a hamster cage. I can get you a little wheel that you can run on while I'm at work. You could even get a little water dispenser. You can just lick at the ball, and you'll get all the liquid you need. You'd like that, wouldn't you?" She watched as he bristled. "I'm sorry. You know I’m just teasing you. But I'm serious about getting you a better cage. If you don't like the terrarium, we can always try something else. But right now, this is where you belong." That's when she picked him up and lowered down behind the confines of those glass walls.

Inside the terrarium, he stared up at her. He knew how small he had become. At the same time, he envisioned a scenario where he would actually try to escape. He gulped and looked to his left, then his right. He was so small. She had shrunken down so much. By now, he could try to guess, but something inside of his head blocked him. Then she lifted up the lid, and she placed it on top of his new home.

Some small instinct behind his eyes compelled him to try to rush forward and scramble up the side of his new cage. But this was glass. It was smooth. He wouldn't be able to hold onto anything. Even if these had been the bars of the birdcage, it wouldn't make any difference.

This was his new life now, and there was nothing he could do about it.

But over the next couple of days, Kristen intended to show him the truth. She could relax with him. Although she still had to go to work, she would come home, and she would take him out of his terrarium. She would hold onto him. And then there were those other moments when she would decide to slide him down into her panties. He would feel the soft give. He would be pressed up against her slit, and he'd experience the heat and safety of knowing that he could please her.

Little by little, this little man would settle into his new life because she wasn’t going to give him any other option.

The End
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Sometimes I get asked about my other projects, so here are some of the novels, novellas and short stories that I especially enjoyed writing.

Novels

American Matriarchy

A realistic novel:

Stacey Farber is a wildly successful businesswoman who is now funding the construction an entirely new city called Bella Springs. She’s doing this for one reason: promote female supremacy. In this new city, women will enjoy every advantage. The outnumbered men in this city will discover what second-class citizenship looks and feels like. Farber uses her influence to ensure women have every opportunity to succeed when it comes to employment, compensation, political power, and freedom. Men like Matthew O'Reilly are given curfews and uniforms, turning them into second-class citizens. College students Mia and Zack enroll in the new university, but he’s confined to "service" classes, focusing on pleasing the woman rather while she’s busy learning leadership skills. Despite their efforts, men remain surrounded by powerful women who may not let them go, all of which demonstrates how “The future is female.”

This 85,000-word novel features extreme female domination, male subjugation, spanking, public humiliation, stocks, chastity training, pegging, and more.

Male Disadvantages

A realistic companion to American Matriarchy: This is Bella Springs, a new city where women have taken complete control. The founder, Stacy Farber, built the city with one ambition in mind: ensure female supremacy. She wants to see the men of the world enslaved, and she’ll prove it’s possible here in her new city. This collection of short stories illustrates what life is like when women rule. The men here are subjugated, owned, and humiliated on a daily basis. When the future is female, men had better prepare to surrender. Women enjoy every advantage. In Bell Springs, being male is the biggest disadvantage of all.

This 78,000-word anthology features female domination, pegging, chastity training, bondage, and humiliation.

The Matriarchs

A mostly realistic novel

A virus infects men, causing them to lose their ability to think rationally and engage in mindless aggression. Women, led by the female President of the United States, seize control and help the men behave. They develop a control band to stun males when they lose control and succumb to their virus-induced emotions. With the virus still running rampant, males lose power. Male lawyers, judges, doctors, and corporate executives all lose their influence and positions of power since they can no longer be trusted. Their wives and mothers must handle every decision. A young man, Jordan, decides to go to college only to face strict rules and severe consequences when he messes up. He must be obedient, docile, and subservient to succeed in this new world.

This 115,000-word novel features female supremacy, human puppy play, spanking, bondage, pegging, and male subjugation.

Love Locked

A realistic novel:

Amber and Brian have grown up together, only it’s time for their relationship to change since she’s about to become his keyholder. She’ll have complete control over Brian's manhood. She will win every argument, and Brian will eventually improve his grades and become a useful member of the household. Amber now sees Brian as her brother, but she wonders if she should view him as something else—maybe a slave?

This 65,000-word novel features extensive female domination, chastity training, domestic discipline, and spanking.

Prisoner 616

A mostly realistic novel:

Nick Athens, an analyst at a local investment firm, is determined to maintain his position in the female-dominated finance industry. He doesn’t know it yet, but one woman might take away any chance he has, especially if she can trick him into committing a crime. The female supremacists in charge are reforming the prison system for boys like Nick, forcing them to wear collars, restrictive jumpsuits, and chastity belts. If he messes up, Nick's only hope will be his sister, Chloe Athens, a journalist who can write about his situation and potentially trigger a public backlash to get him released. Chloe would need to learn about the facility and its conditions, but her initial ambivalence might evolve into something new if she begins to see why these boys deserve to be leashed and caged.

This 128,000-word novel features a gynarchy, bondage, male chastity training, CFNM, discipline, teasing and denial, female supremacy, foot worship, oral service, and extensive humiliation.

When Women Rule

A mostly realistic novel:

Things have to change in Crystal Canyon, a city where men are losing their free will. Everyone can see how this community must change to meet these new challenges. If every male automatically obeys any command uttered by a woman, then everyone will need new rules—an a new hierarchy. Men are becoming more reliant on women for guidance and training, leading to a decline in their independence. Dr. Elizabeth Hunt, a psychologist, notices this change and crafts a plan. Soon, the men are forced to accept women as their handlers, trainers, and owners. Step by step, these boys are becoming slaves. The girls in Crystal Canyon may be kind or cruel, but they all share a common goal: own the boys.

This is an 80,000-word novel about the sexual subjugation of men.

Wild Space

A sci-fi novel:

Humanity will eventually reach beyond our solar system, but to do so, intrepid explorers and ambitious men like Aric Donovan and the crew of Ranger 3 will first travel to Tau Ceti. Their journey will take decades, so the crew of Ranger 3 will need to enter cryogenic sleep. While they’re gone, Earth will change. There’ll be wars, unimaginable destruction, and a rebirth. The matriarchy will take control, leading to advancements in science and technology. A new starship will reach Tau Ceti in just five years. They’ll catch up to the Ranger 3, so this new crew must decide whether to let the wild males sleep or wake them up and retrain them. Corporal Cara Dare, the sole woman on the Ranger 3, may be able to save Donovan and the rest of their crew. Or she might be tempted to embrace a new way of life if it means women rule while men serve and obey.

This 70,000-word novel features female domination, a futuristic gynarchy, extensive bondage, elements of medical play, pony play, CFNM, male humiliation, spanking, and hypnosis.

Witch Mark

A fantasy series:

The world is complex and difficult to understand, especially when it comes to the covens and spellcasters who have learned to tap into the arcane winds and manipulate reality. Although these women remain hidden, they have the power to shape reality to fit their desires. Marina Diamonte, as one of these empowered casters, has ignored her family's political intrigues. But now, she’s preparing to compete for the leadership of her coven. Along the way, she’ll have to claim a boy for herself. She discovers Eric Samuels, a boy who seems to resist her influence. He intrigues her. More importantly, he knows how to amuse her.

This 49,000-word novella is Part One of the Witch Mark series. This novella features extensive female domination, elements of gynarchy, bondage, mind control, orgasm denial, chastity training, CFNM, foot worship, and more.

Automatic Training

A sci-fi novel:

Isaac Drake arrives in a new city and is greeted by an autonomous vehicle. In seconds, the car traps him. He’s strapped down and helpless…like cargo. The car reaches an automatic training facility where female supremacists use specialized devices and AI to train males like Isaac. The women here will use conveyor belts, collars, and chastity cages. Within a week, these boys will become servile slaves eager to please their owners. Isaac is one of the first males to endure this automatic training.

This 80,000-word novel features gynarchy, domination, pegging, chastity training, robots/automation/androids, CFNM, bondage, hypnosis/mind control, ideological reeducation, and more.

Auctioned on Athena

A sci-fi novel:

In the far future, Justin is a navigator on a courier ship; his captain tasked with a mission to purchase plasma converters in a city dominated by women. Along the way, he must contend with the humiliating catcalls and demeaning comments from women. If he fails to return to a ship, his status as a Registered Male will be revoked, and he could be taken or sold to any of the trading syndicates. He’s a tempting target since a boy like Justin could fetch a high price in the slave markets…

This 115,000-word novel features a futuristic gynarchy, extensive female domination, bondage, male humiliation, pegging, chastity training, teasing and denial, exhibitionism, CFNM, and much more.

Novellas

Male Progress

A mostly realistic novella:

The patriarchy is eroding as women like Elizabeth assert themselves and take control of their families. Her son, Felix, still clings to old fantasies about male independence. The school district is implementing Male Progress Reports to encourage better attitudes and behaviors in high school. Boys like Felix are required to wear a leather collar with two buttons, green and red, which will be used to record their decisions and overall behavior. Each collared boy will be assigned a handler, and she’ll decide what kind of punishment or reward he deserves based on his number of merits and demerits. Felix's sister, who is expected to be his handler, will review his scores and decide his punishment. This boy should know better, but he can’t help himself. He gets one demerit after another. Clearly, he needs some extra discipline.

This 25,000-word novella features extensive female domination, bondage, male humiliation, elements of orgasm denial, all set in a nascent gynarchy.

No Escape from Matria

A modern fantasy novella:

Matria is a small, beautiful country with a pristine lake, forests, and ancient castles. However, it is a country where women are in charge and slavery is still prevalent. Daniel Michaels, a photographer, is designated a Wild Male and has a couple of weeks to document Matria. If he stays past this assigned deadline, he’ll be eligible for enslavement. Daniel has traveled extensively, but Matria is a strange and dangerous place—especially for boys. Leaving should be easy…only something is intent on keeping him here. If he can't escape, he will be captured as he confronts Kayla, Amanda Amata, and Lady Renata. Whether he likes it or not, Daniel Donovan is about to discover the true nature of this land.

This 27,000-word novella features extensive female supremacy and domination, bondage, male subjugation, elements of chastity training, light pony play, and more.

Surrender in the Sky

A paranormal fantasy:

Like so many other business travelers, Samuel is used to long hours in the air. He tolerates the cramped seats and drone of the engines as the world passes by beneath the plane. This time, there’s a storm. Lightning cuts across the sky. He blacks out…and discovers he has fallen into a new dimension where women rule. It’s a new reality. He’s no longer on a jet; instead, it’s some kind of zeppelin. In this reality, men are owned. In this world, women are dressed in fine clothing, while the males are naked and leashed. Samuel struggles to understand the differences, but then he meets Marina Castillo, who senses his potential and seems willing to help him return to his own world—unless she has her own agenda.

This 26,000-word novella features extensive female domination, a strict gynarchy, male chastity training, pegging, spanking, orgasm denial, and much more.

Into Her Web

A superhero fantasy:

Nova City is a wild, wonderful and chaotic place with dozens of superheroes and villains who call this place home. And yet, there’s an odd dynamic. There might be male metahumans, but most individuals with superpowers are female. Riptide might be one of the few men with extraordinary abilities, yet he’s still a powerful superhero. During the day, he’s Logan Drake, a marine biologist. But when he takes on his secret identity, he uses his superpowers to improve the world and help people. He is getting a lot of attention. The Weaver has special plans for Riptide. She can drain Riptide's strength and strip away his powers before she retrains him as a slave. Without understanding the danger, Riptide may have already stumbled into her web…

This 33,000-word novella features extensive female domination, bondage, male chastity training, humiliation, and pegging.

Short Stories

Social Status

A mostly realistic short story:

Over the past five years, significant changes have occurred in the United States, leading to a backlash from the women who’re tired of toxic masculinity and the dumb decisions made by elected officials. Women have taken charge, which has led to the creation of the Male Monitoring Bureau (MMB). The MMB regulates male behavior and has even created a new social status: male chattel. Logan had the chance to be a good and obedient young man, but he's been reclassified as male chattel, ending his freedom in one instant. He calls his best friend Tricia Perkins to help him understand his new status. And yet, Patricia has plans for Logan...

This 11,000-word story features a female dominated society, female supremacy, male submission, foot worship, elements of chastity training, bondage, spanking, and other forms of punishment.

Surrender Ceremony

A mostly realistic short story:

In the new future, women have taken over and men are stripped of their rights under the Female Supremacy Party. Weddings are replaced by Surrender Ceremonies, where a woman claims a man, either as a slave, pet, plaything, or servant. Allison enjoys Brandon's service, but he still believes he has something to say about his future. Perhaps he’ll learn the truth when he’s spanked and humiliated at his Surrender Ceremony.

This 10,000-word story features female domination, a strict gynarchy, bondage, elements of pegging, male humiliation, CFNM situations, spanking/paddling, oral service, and chastity training.

Pony Inspection

A realistic short story:

As the world changes and women assert themselves as the nation’s rightful rulers, Luke must turn himself in at a processing facility to face indentured servitude. But this won’t be the kind of servitude he expected; he discovers that the boys are being turned into human ponies, stripped of their rights, trained, and even put on display. This man is about to learn the meaning of service and obedience.

This 6,000-word story features female domination, intense male humiliation, extensive pony play, bondage, and more.

Tutoring Britney

A realistic short story:

Jared might be smart, but he’s also naïve, especially when it comes to tutoring. He automatically assumes he should be in control with his students, but Britney is a charismatic girl who understands how the world really works. For her, it’s easy to manipulate Jared into a game of seduction —one she’s destined to win. By the end of their first session, she’ll have him tied up and powerless. Once Jared understands what it means to be helpless, he’ll be ready to learn the most important lessons of all.

This 6,000-word story features female domination, male orgasm denial, bondage, corporal punishment, and chastity training.

Boy On Display

A realistic short story:

Ever since the recent elections, Michael and Cassie have struggled with their relationship. Michael understands he owns his girlfriend, but Cassie has a special plan for her friends. She suggests stripping Michael naked and displaying him in front of women, but she's unsure if this would help him adjust to his new status. Other suggestions include restraints, a collar and leash, and marking him to ensure he understands his ownership. The idea is just an idea for now.

This 10,000-word story features extensive CFNM dynamics, female domination, male humiliation, bondage, and a public shaving.

Amazon

Here, you can get a list of every book and story I’ve published. Enjoy!
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