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 Frilly Captivity

  

I want you to read this when you are reasonably calm. You shouldn’t be scared—when you start. Yes, I know that this is a difficult state for you to achieve, especially now. With every second, you feel that aching need right between your legs. Your balls always hurt with sexual need, so you can barely think. Sure it’s hard for you, especially at work. But do your best. Obey your Mistress and read this when you can think clearly. 

You might have to do this at work. That’s fine. When you come home, and I tease you, I can be so wicked. 

Chastity must be so hard for a boy. I mean, you suggested I lock you up, and I thought it was going to be a little bit odd, but I have gotten used to it. 

Haven’t I? 

Oh yes. Yes, indeed. 

I love my chastity slave. I love knowing that I own your orgasms, your sex, and your cock. Face it. Your dick is nothing but a leash for me to use to control you. 

Unless you want me to “accidentally lose” your key, you’ll do whatever I want. You belong to me now. There’s no going back because I don’t want to return to the way things used to be. 

Being female in our society means putting up with tons of subtle and tacit sexism. Women are routinely at a disadvantage in so many social situations. 

Well, I like knowing that I can come home and start my fingers and you’ll do whatever I want. Because if you don’t, that means you don’t get your orgasm. 

You don’t even get to be hard. 

Before we started this little game, I never imagined how much fun it could be to tease you. I love having you tied down and helpless. There’s something so special about watching as you pull against the handcuffs holding you to the bed. You’ll squirm, struggling, your muscles tight and tensing. You’ll fight so hard, like you really think you can get away. 

You have to know there’s no way you can break through those cuffs. 

They’re just too strong. Still, you try and fail and that’s just adorable. It makes me so wet to see you struggle. 

So I’ve been thinking about you a lot. I’ve been thinking about exactly what I want. 

Teasing you arouses me, seeing you helpless turns me on, and knowing you’ll do whatever I want is a constant source of pleasure. Other girls have to practically beg their boyfriends and husbands to go down on them. Not me. I can

just point, and you will get on your knees. You’ll nuzzle me with the tip of your nose into her lips, and you’ll beg for the taste of my pussy. 

Due to how much fun that is? 

No, of course you don’t. 

Like pretty much every other boy, I’m sure you fantasize about a girl who’s eager to go down on you. But that’s not going to happen. You’re never, ever going to feel my lips around your shaft. At best, you can hope for a soft caress of my fingertips. Or maybe, when you’re tied down, I will squeeze your cock. That’s when I let you out for a little while. 

Teasing you, denying you, and ruining your orgasms is always so much fun. 

I can do it whenever I want. 

But there’s something else, something I’ve been thinking about a lot lately. 

I’ve taken away your freedom, and now I’m going to take two more things from you: your masculinity and your adulthood. 

Right now, I’m sure you’re very confused by all of this. It probably doesn’t make any sense to you. That’s okay. Just do as you’re told, and everything will be fine. 

But to put it very simply, I’m going to turn you into a diapered sissy slave. Yes, you read that right. I’m going to put you in diapers. I’m going to dress you up in pink frills. I’m going to take everything from you. 

You thought slavery was bad, right? Wait until you’re a diapered sissy slave. 

I already control your orgasms, except that isn’t enough. I want to control everything about you. I want to own you so completely that you have nothing left. 

Turning you into an adorable, frilly, laced dolly will feel so good. For me anyway. 

You’ll wear stockings or tights, snug dresses with binding corsets and adorable aprons or pinafores. Maybe both. You’re going to get used to wearing shining satin. I hope you like pink or purple because you’re going to be wearing a lot of it from now on. And yes, I’m going to put ribbons in your hair, and I will even do your makeup. I think I’m going to have a lot of fun playing with your nails too. 

This is going to be your life. I mean, you could always just try to walk away, only then you would never get access to your cock again. You’d be trapped in a chastity cage forever. Besides, once I dress you up, I will get to see you play as a helpless little sissy girl. 

That’s what the diapers are for. 

Like I said, I want  absolute control. 

I want to own everything about you. I want to own you so thoroughly and completely that I can make you do whatever I want, no matter how humiliating or degrading. 

As my little diaper, sissy slave, you’ll do whatever I wish. If I snap my fingers and tell you to fetch something, you’ll do it for me without question. 

You’ll bow your head down and bring me my water, a glass of wine, or a cup of soda. You will do the laundry, you’ll cook and clean. You’re my slave, after all. 

And yes, I will continue to use your mouth and your body for my pleasure. 

If I want you to suck on my nipples, you’ll do it. You’ll stop the moment I tell you to, and you won’t complain. Because if you do, you’ll have to be punished. 

Trust me, I can be rather cruel. In fact, I might even search out reasons to punish you. It’s going be fun to squeeze her diaper, to spank you, too strict you or even take your picture. You’re going to be a cute little sissy, especially after I have been playing Dolly with you for a couple of weeks or months. It will be fun to show you off to other people. 

Just think about it. How would you feel if everyone knew that you had this girl in your life who could take total control over you? What if your friends learned the truth about you? 

I can put a choker around your neck, when that is nice and freely. I can put you in a dress and make you prance around in front of me. I will teach you to walk appropriately, and I will even make you curtsy. This way, you’ll always remember the proper protocols. 

If anyone found out about this, they would think you were such a loser. 

They would look at you and laugh. In your life, you’re supposed to be a man. 

You’re supposed to be able to take care of yourself, and you should never, ever allow a girl like me to own you so thoroughly. 

You’re taller than me, bigger than me, and even older than me. But you let me lock your dick in a cage to which I’m the only one with a key. If anyone found out about this, they would think that you are a complete weakling. 

And they’d be right! 

But I guess that’s you get for being a sissy, isn’t it? You’re not a man, and you’re not even a girl either. You’re less. There’s a reason why you’ll have to wear pink, purple, red, and other pastel colors. Oh, you’re going to look so cute! 

I might love playing Dolly with you, but no one else would understand. So if they saw you, your reputation would be irrevocably trashed. 

Want to risk it? Are you brave enough? 

Nope. I didn’t think so. 

I guess that would mean you would just have to do whatever I wanted all the time. You wouldn’t get the privilege of going to work, not anymore. 

Are you scared? 

You should be. 

You would become nothing more than a servant, a helpless slave. And just think, it wouldn’t be long before you became completely dependent on diapers. If you wanted to be changed, you have to come up to me and maybe tug on my sleeve or get down on your knees and beg. Who knows? Maybe one of your punishments will mean leaving you in your dirty diaper for extra minutes…

or hours…or longer. 

Granted, if that were the case, I probably won’t want to deal with you. 

You’d have to wait for me to turn my attention back to you. 

Your cock cage could just be one level. It won’t take me long to get extra furniture for you. I mean, I’m obviously going to have to set aside a bedroom for you. It’s going to be bright pink with little red hearts along the ceiling. I want you to spend so much time in that room, and I want you to feel just like a little girl. I mean, girls will always be better than you, but at least you get a sense of that femininity. 

I’m going to smother your masculinity. I’m going to make sure that you never feel like a man again. 

But in that room, you’re also going to have a nice cage. That’s right, sissy. I’m going to lock you up behind bars, just because I will enjoy knowing exactly where you are. You’ll be trapped, looking out at the rest of the room. 

Maybe I will put on early cartoons for you to watch. I’ll just leave you in there to be bored. 

You can think of it as a time out, especially if you ever try to misbehave. 

Don’t worry. The rules are going to be very simple for my sissy slave. 

In fact, there’ll only really be two rules: obey and do whatever will please me. 

Really, my pleasure is going to be your only goal. You won’t need to think about anything else; you won’t need to worry about anything else. Say goodbye to your dignity, your ambitions, your self-respect. You don’t need to think about any of that stuff. You have an owner—me—and I’m the only person you need to worry about. 

I’m the one who can reveal the secret to the world. What have so many pictures of you, sissy. I’m going to do a little photo shoot! Oh yes, I’m going to have the various pictures and videos of you over the course of your

transformation. 

In some of them, I’m sure you will still look just a little bit masculine. 

But as you learn how to do your makeup and will perform the correct exercises, your body will start to change. As you get used to your corsets, you will get the right figure. 

Oh yes, that’s going to be so much fun. 

Don’t test me, sissy. I mean, I still have complete control over your cock. 

You know what? As I write this, something just occurred to me. An even better punishment might be for me to make a copy of your key and give it to someone else. What you think of that, sissy? Would you like to have more than one keyholder? 

There are so many possibilities. I will give the key to one of your coworkers. I won’t even tell you who. Assuming you still keep your job, you would have to go to work every day, wondering exactly who knew your secret. 

Granted, keeping your job, especially while you wear a diaper, would become extremely difficult. Still, I like giving you impossible tasks. I enjoy watching you, waiting to see if you will succeed or fail. 

If you succeed, you get to give me your paycheck every month. Don’t worry. I will give you an allowance you can use for our trips to the store. You will still need to buy cute dresses and makeup. Oh, don’t forget those moments when I will allow you to wear a pair of adorable panties over your diapers. 

A lot of the stuff we will have to buy online, you’d be shocked what you can find in regular department stores or at the mall. Lots of little panties with frills, lace, each one made from satin or silk. 

Would you like going up to a coworker or a colleague, maybe even your boss and asking about the key? If you have any enemies at work, they could get incredibly awkward because you wanted to know who might have it. How would you even broach the subject like that, sissy? What would you start to say? 

Oh, this would be  so, so difficult for you. 

And hilarious for me. 

That’s just one possible punishment. 

Of course, I could always just rely on something more traditional. Like a spanking. 

Are you scared of spankings? 

If you’re not, you will be. You’ll learn to fear corporal punishment the way only a sissy can. The last time you were spanked, you are probably a child. 

That’s okay. I don’t mind teaching you and reminding you. 

Your spanking wouldn’t simply mean climbing up on my lap. Oh no. You would be required to first bend over. I would squeeze your diaper, just remind

you that you have to wear one. From there, I would take out a paddle or a belt. I would touch it to the back of your leg, and that’s when you would realize something was really going to happen. You’d feel the cool material along your skin. 

I would take my time with you, sissy. 

I want the anticipation to build. I want you to get nervous; I want you to be scared. I want you to squirm at the thought of feeling the paddle against your smooth, naked flesh. Then I will pull the paddle back, and I will swing it down hard. You’ll feel the solid wood clap against your skin. With the impact, your eyes will start to water immediately. 

I’m sure you’ll still hold onto some fragment of your masculine identity. 

Tell yourself that you can handle this. You might even try to revel in the pain. 

But no. That’s not going to work. 

I will continue to thrash your backside, striking harder and harder. Your skin will turn red, your eyes will brim with tears, and you’ll soon be begging for me to stop. You’ll begin blubbering, and you will make so many different promises. 

Then tell me how you’ll be a good sissy. Go on. Tell me that you’ll be an obedient slave. 

And that’s when you will get to hear me laugh. You know why? 

Because those promises don’t mean anything. As a slave, you can’t offer anything because I already have you. You belong to me, every inch, every fiber of your being. 

That’s what you surrendered when you heard the click of the lock on your chastity cage. 

If I’m not using the paddle, I will use a belt. I’ll use one of your old belts, I think. Those are nice, thick leather. I will enjoy swinging them down and feeling the momentum of the material right before it cracks against your legs. 

If you really irritate me, you won’t be able to sit down for a week. If you enrage me, I’ll make sure it’s a month. You’ll prance around in your high heels just like a good sissy, but you constantly feel the hemisphere skirt brush against the backs of your legs, reminding you of the mistakes you have made. 

Whether it’s by accident or on purpose, any kind of defiance will be punished. 

Bending you over a couch or a bed will be fun, but there’s something else I can do as well. I could strap you down. If you’re not in your cage, I can put you on a bed and tie you hand and foot. 

This might mean hogtieing you. 

Oh, I don’t think you would like that, especially because I’m very, very

good with knots. I know how to use rope, sissy. I could take a neon pink cord and tackle you to the bed within a few seconds. 

To make sure that you don’t complain, I will stuff a bright pink ball gag into her mouth and buckle it behind your head. 

If I do a really good job, I’m sure I will want to take pictures. I like admiring my own work. And make no mistake, sissy. That’s what you are. 

You’re a project. 

After I have you immobilized and helpless, I will leave you there. I will let you think about what has happened and what you have done. 

If you’re simply strapped down to the bed, your arms and legs spread, your ass up and your legs exposed, I might give you another spanking, a paddling, or a belt thing. Maybe I will give you all three. Does that make you nervous? It should. Even if you feel like you still have some bravado left, that just means you’re a fool. You don’t understand exactly what your enslavement will mean. 

You’ll figure it out, even if it takes a little while. 

It’s okay if you struggle or fight or resist your sissy transformation and training. Obviously, this would be a mistake on your part, especially because it would fall under that category of defiance. But you know what? I can enjoy the challenge. 

Strapped down and helpless, you won’t be able to move. I will punish you so thoroughly, bringing the paddle down. I will love the way you cry out, especially when that delicious moment arrives: you break. You pull as hard as you can against the restraints, desperate to slip free from your straps. Even if you tell yourself that you can handle this, you’re wrong. You can’t. You’re just a sissy, weak and pathetic. 

I’m younger than you, smaller than you, and less experienced than you, but I’m a girl, so I’m better than you. You’re just a sissy, and you need to be trained. 

That sense of helplessness will certainly help you figure out how your life is going to be. Eventually, you’ll be blubbering, baking for the privilege of serving me. You won’t think twice about getting down on your knees, kissing my feet, or licking me on command. 

Oh yes, you’ll definitely get used to that. I love thinking about your head buried between my legs, your tongue busy against my slit. Worshiping me will be the highlight of your day. The rest of it will be childish play or monotonous and menial tasks. Don’t worry. You’ll get a little bit of variation in that regard. 

Some of the time, you’ll just playing around like a little girl. At those moments, you will need to blink rapidly, smile adorably, and do as you’re told. 

As a slave, you might get to act more like an adult, but you only have the one goal of obedience. 

Cook, clean, massage me. Eat me out. Those are your tasks. That’s all that’ll matter to you. 

This is all your fault, you know. You made it so easy for me to take control of you. When we first met, did you have any idea that you would unleash the side of me? 

Because I didn’t. 

Before we met, I thought I just wanted a regular relationship. But now, I’m thinking about how addictive power can be. Authority and control are two of the most amazing aphrodisiacs. 

Don’t worry about it. You don’t need to understand. I mean, you are at the opposite end of the spectrum. While I have absolute authority, you get nothing but obedience. In fact, the only kind of control you might get to enjoy is the attempt to avoid your punishments. 

Even then, I can always discipline you for fun. 

That’s right. 

When I take control, I will do it because you can serve me, but I will also do it for my own amusement. Really, that is your only goal now. Please me, entertain me, and amuse me. Show me that you can do as you’re told, you can prance around, scurrying for the opportunity to satisfy me. 

Yes, this is going to be degrading. Yes, you’re going to hate it, especially at first, but I’m going to train you. 

Just think about how good it will feel when I decide to let you out of your chastity cage. 

What? Did you think I would keep you locked up  all the time? 

No. Of course not. 

I want you to have that incentive. I want you to know that there will come times when I will release you, but only under very specific circumstances. 

For example, you will be thoroughly strapped down. With the handcuffs or ropes around your wrists, you’ll be on your back, your limbs pulled tight. You might be able to squirm, but that will be all. Then I will unlock you, and I will release you. At this point, you won’t even be wearing a diaper. Don’t you think that will be special? Won’t you feel good? 

I will pull back your skirt and stroke you gently. I might touch you. Or maybe I will just touch myself. 

Would you like that, sissy? Would you like to see a really pretty girl poised above you? At this point, I will probably just wear something nice and sexy. I might start off with a robe, and I could open it slowly, first revealing my

cleavage, then the flat my stomach, then the tauntingly petite triangle of my panties. 

If I’m feeling especially cruel, I think I will strip in front of you. I could pull off my bra. I would do it slowly, taking my time. Then you would get to see my breasts, my nipples. I’m sure you will try to stay quiet. You will try to pretend that this doesn’t affect you. But we both know that it will. We both know that hunger will consume you. Desire will burn hot through your body as you lay there, totally helpless. 

Immobilized as my sissy, you won’t be able to make anything happen. 

At best, you can lay there and be quiet like a good plaything. 

Or maybe you should bag. 

How do you feel about begging, sissy? Would you be willing to look up at me with your big, frightened eyes and plead? Would you say something like, 

“Please, please Mistress, touch me”? 

If you try, you had better sound desperate. You had better be willing to sacrifice every iota of dignity and self-respect you possess. You don’t get to be independent or make your own decisions anymore. You don’t think get any kind of autonomy. 

When I’m poised above you, touching myself, I can do whatever I want. 

In fact, if I’m feeling especially cruel, I might just straddle you. You would be able to feel my knees pushed into your flanks. At the same time, I could slide my hand down into my underwear. 

Perhaps I should remove the underwear as well. What do you think? 

Should I take off my panties so that you will get to see my wet pussy? Would you like to see what a real woman looks like? My fingers would glide along my smooth pubis down to my crevice. Then I would caress my digits up and down my opening. 

Pretty soon, I would start to moan. Low, eager and sultry sounds would vibrate from the base of my throat. I would enjoy every second, both when I close my eyes and also when I looked down at you. 

I want to see her bottom lip tremble, sissy. I want your eyes to get shiny as you get closer and closer to tears. All the while, I’m sure you’d make these promises, telling me how obedience you will be, how you will always do as you’re told. You know that your week. You know that you need someone like me to own you thoroughly. 

So that’s precisely what I’m going to do. 

Straddling you, I will touch myself until I get close to an orgasm. But before I quite climb out, I will pull my handbag, and then I will stroke you. I will bring you right to the edge. 

I will have one hand on your shaft, one between my legs. I will close my eyes and arched my back. 

Then I will come right as I take my hand away from you. I’m sure you will bark and thrash, pulling his hard as you can against her bonds, only it won’t do any good. You won’t be able to tear yourself free, which means only one of us will get to orgasm. 

At least to get to see me. Won’t that make you feel this little bit better? 

Oh? It will make you feel worse? 

Too bad! 

You silly sissy. You don’t get to decide when you come. In fact, after I have my orgasm, there’s a very good chance that I will just leave you there. I might stuff a ball gag in your mouth to make sure that you don’t irritate me with the noises you make, but that will be it. 

Get used to denial. Get used to that frustration. Every day, you will wake up, your shaft still locked up, and you won’t be able to do anything. 

Heck, you won’t even be able to touch your balls, not once I have you trapped in diapers. 

At first, I might give you the privilege of wearing the pink or white diapers underneath your dress—and I might even trust you not to make any mistakes. If you really want to risk my wrath, you can try to take the diaper off. 

But if you do this, you’re going straight into locking, plastic panties. 

Not only that, I will have to punish you in another way. 

I think fucking you would be a great start. I bet you are confused right now. You’re probably thinking that sex would be the ultimate reward for a sissy like you. 

Sorry, it’s not what you think. It’s not what you imagine. 

You’re not going to be strapped down on your back. Your shaft won’t be hard, already damp with excitement. Nope. You’re going to be on your stomach, just like in obedience little sissy should be. For this game, I will pull down your diaper, expose your ass, and take you from behind. 

You didn’t know this, but I actually own quite a few dildos. I even have several strap-on harnesses, and I can’t wait to use them on you. 

As you start begging, you’ll feel my fingers as I lube you up. I’ll push into you, and you feel that deep sense of violation. Good. You’re a sissy, dressed in a tight little bodice, a snug corset, and a short skirt. You’re almost a girl now, so you should get used to taking it. 

I will have you all helpless, and then I’ll push down, thrusting into you. 

You’re going to be pegged, sissy. You’re going to be fucked, and it won’t even matter how hard you struggle or fight. You will be able to resist with everything

you have, and yet it still won’t make the slightest difference. 

You’ll feel that shafted deep inside of you. It will push down. 

And you know the worst part is? 

Some part of you will actually enjoy it! 

Just the idea is enough to make me laugh. Tears might be running denier cheeks, and you might be begging me to stop, but you still feel that desperation pounded through your body. Hot, incandescent need will overwhelm you. 

But guess what? Your little shaft will still be trapped in a chastity cage, bound up in a diaper. This way, you will feel new kinds of helpless frustration, and I will get to have my fun with you. 

I’m going to enjoy fucking you, sissy. Men think that they get to be in control because of their dicks. They assume penetration mean something. If so, that must go both ways, don’t you think? Unable to move, feeling my dildo deep inside of you, you will start to understand what it means to feel like a girl. 

I’m going to have so much fun playing with your body. 

There are other ways you can be used as well. 

After I have you thoroughly trained, tamed, and broken, I’m going to show you off to some of my friends. 

I think you’ve met a few of them already. It’s okay if you don’t remember. 

Like Katie. 

She’s a really sweet girl. She’s the kind of nice girl who always works hard to make sure everyone is comfortable. When Katie first sees you, she’s probably going to ask if you want to be a sissy. 

Yeah, she’s funny that way. 

She’s going to look at you with nothing but pity, and she will even try to make your captivity and servitude easier on you. By this point, you will be so thoroughly trained that you will kneel before me, eager to receive any commands. Katie, on the other hand, won’t be “comfortable” ordering you around. Not at first, anyway. 

But I’m looking forward to watching as she gets used to your obedience. 

At first, she’ll see you as a person. 

That won’t last for long. 

Little by little, this nice group will start to take advantage of you. 

Along the way, you will encourage her. Even if you kind of hate yourself for doing this, you won’t be able to stop. You know that if you don’t satisfy me by taking care of my friend, then there will be consequences. Unless you want to be spanked, pegged, or humiliated in front of other girls, you will be an obsequious, dedicated servant. You will do everything you can to get Katie to

take advantage of you. 

She might protest or say that she doesn’t want to take advantage of you, but that just means she will need some convincing. You will have to get on your knees and look up at her. You might even have to beg for the opportunity to please her. You could say something like, “Please, Mistress, would you please allow me to make you feel good? I can give you a foot massage or a back rub. If you like, I can brush her hair.” 

There are so many things and eager little servant like you could accomplish. 

And if you don’t, you will have one very red ass. Or maybe I will just how you down and deny you for a couple of hours. Yeah, I like that idea. I could make you froth with abject desperation. 

Don’t worry. I have faith in your abilities as a sissy. I know that you are to real man, you belong in diapers, that you look cute in your corset. Because of all of this and so much more, you will convince Katie, a nice girl, that you deserve this. You need to be owned; you don’t have what it takes to be a real man anyway, so you might as well serve your superiors. 

I’m looking forward to watching that conversation. 

Katie will probably look at you with pity and her eyes and say something like, “Are you sure you want to live this way? Wouldn’t you like some respect or something?” 

Even if I’m not in the room, you will know what you must say. You will know that I will still have your key, so if you ever want release, you had better obey. But more than that, I’m pretty sure I will have broken you by this point. 

There’s some possibility that you will have tried to fake it in front of me, but you’re just a sissy…so I think your subjugation will be genuine. 

You will look up that Katie, and you will acknowledge her as your superior. Even if she is smiling at you encouraging you to try to assert yourself, you will keep your head down low and say, “I’m sorry, Mistress, but I know my place. I am nothing but a sissy slave.” 

Get used to that phrase. Get used to that title. 

Sissy slave. 

That’s who you are. 

And of course, I will look forward to showing you off in front of her. I want to lift your skirt and let her see your panties over your diaper. I might have done your underwear is that she will see the plastic underneath. 

Horrifying treating you like a little sissy girl, then I might just as you suck on your phone in front of her. Afterward, if you are wet, I will push you down onto the floor, and I will change you write in front of her. 

After that, Katie won’t be able to look at you like you’re an adult or anything close to a man. In her eyes, you will be an object of scorn, nothing but a pathetic little sissy. 

Then there’s Victoria. 

She is the opposite of Katie in so many ways. Katie, with her dark hair and big brown eyes, just looks adorable. Victoria, on the other hand, is blonde and has sharp features. She doesn’t wear glasses, so when she looks out at the world with her crystal blue eyes, it’s very clear that she is assessing everything and everyone. She’s the kind of girl who was born to be a lawyer. Aggressive, hostile, and ready to argue any point, she can still be a great friend, but she’s a terrifying opponent. 

When she sees you, she’s just going to sneer. 

When most people encounter you, I’m sure that they will be confused, but they will still be polite. Not Victoria. When she lays eyes on you, she’s going to wrinkle her brows, and then she’s going to sneer. After that, she’s probably going to laugh. 

She will figure it out right away. She will understand what you’re dress means, with the diaper signifies, and why there’s a collar around your neck. 

Victoria is the kind of girl who knows how to assert herself; more than that, she understands the hierarchies in society. Plenty of people like to pretend that everyone is equal. But that’s not how it works, not really. And you are nothing but another example of the unfairness that life can bring. 

As a pet, as a plaything, you’ll do as you’re told, only Victoria will be ready to exploit you. She’s naturally inclined to tease and bully you. 

She will ask me questions, of course. She will understand that you won’t have anything useful to say. I’m your owner, so I decide what happens. 

And guess what? 

I’m going to let her do  whatever she wants with you. 

Victoria might not admit it, but she is something of a sadist, so she will want to punish you. She will love the idea of pulling down your diaper and slapping your ass. She will want to feel you on her lap. A girl I Katie would feel bad if you started to whimper or cry out. Not Victoria. As far as she will be concerned, this just means you need to be spanked even harder. 

Since Victoria has to deal with so many terrible people all the time, she’s going to enjoy channeling her frustration into you. She will spank you, slap your ass, and listen as you cry out. Then, she will want to feel your mouth between her legs. 

That’s right. 

You’re going to go down on her. 

In your diaper, you will crouch before her, and you will slide your lips right up against her slit. I can share you if I want because I own you, sissy. 

You will look at her, and you will do everything you can to please and satisfy her. You will push her tongue deep into her opening, and if you disappoint her, you will be punished severely. 

Remember, I don’t have to let you out of your chastity cage, not ever. So if you want to earn the possibility of freedom, and if you want to feel your shaft harden into one of those adorable little erections, you will work tirelessly to satisfy Victoria and anyone else I decide to share you with. 

This is your life, sissy. You had better get used to it. Say goodbye to your dignity, your self-respect, the modicum of control you’ve been able to enjoy over your life. It’s all going away. Get used to the tight corsets, the diapers, and the frilly little skirts. You’re my captive now, and I’m never, ever letting you go. 




The End

 Nathan to Nina



"Get out," I said, sitting at my desk, the tips of my fingers pressing against one another. Yeah, that always made me look like some sort of super villain or something, but I didn't care. 

No, that's not quite true. I didn't care because I enjoyed it. I loved sitting there in my expensive suit, looking across the way at the man in front of me. He stared, his fists were at his sides. His hands shook. 

"You can't do this. If you try, there will be consequences," he said, clenching his teeth through the barely contained rage. 

Because I could, I threw my head back and laughed. Professionalism only went so far compared to the glee of victory. This was a game, I knew. And I had won. 

Really, that's the thing people like Jeff just didn't understand. He figured that business was all about making the world a better place. He liked to sift through this nonsensical ideology because he wanted to believe that business and people and the allocation of resources are something more than a game. 

But really, we're all just players. I make choices. He made choices. I made the right ones, and he made the wrong ones. 

"I can do this," I said simply, talking down to him like he was some idiot student who needed to learn a lesson. "I can do this because I have secured warrants and promises from every one of your shareholders. You know that vaunted loyalty you like to talk about? Yeah, it doesn't mean anything, Jeff. Just give up. Leave." 

"Please, I'm asking one more time. If you do this, a lot of really good people lose their jobs." 

"Yup," I said simply, shrugging my shoulders back like we were talking about some silly video we had found online. 

He lifted up his shoulders, he straightened his back, and he tried one more time. "Please, Nathan. I know you have a reputation for being ruthless, but this is your chance. You don't actually have to make the world a worse place. 

Please, give me another couple months. I can get the firm turned around. I can save those jobs and make you a lot of money along the way." 

"I'm going to be honest with you, Jeff. I have done the math. You might be right. But I've decided that I want to take the payout now. This way, I can go after some other loser just like you and get what I want." 

"How can you live with yourself?" He asked those words like he didn't really expect an answer. 

Too bad. I intended to give him one anyway. "Oh, let me see," I said, smugly touching one finger to the corner of my mouth like I really had to think about this. "Well, I get to go home to a gorgeous wife and incredible house. I get to enjoy myself and vacation whenever I want. I eat amazing food, I wear the best clothing, and people respect me. Do they respect you, Jeff?" 

He swallowed. He had an answer, only he didn't want to say it because he already knew the truth. 

Since he seemed to be tongue-tied, I answered my own question. "No, they don't. They might give you cute little fake, plastic trophies when things are going well and you can donate money or whatever. But really, they don't  respect you. Respect is all about fear. It's about jealousy. If you don't have those things, you can't inspire them in the right people, then you aren't actually respected." 

He opened his mouth, filling his lungs. He wanted to say something, but I snapped my fingers and pointed to the door. 

Slumping forward, he turned around and trudged back out into the cold, air-conditioned hallway. 

Good riddance. 



To be completely honest, I pretty much dismissed Jeff from my mind the moment he left my office. He was one more person, a detail to be considered. 

But now that I was done with him, I didn't need to worry. Or so I thought. 

Behind me, the sun started to set. Just as I finished my last email, I got up and stretched my arms and legs. I looked out at the city, savoring my position. In all those little cars on the streets, people worried about paying for their cars, their houses, their phones. Not me. 

I had all the money I could want. 

For me, chasing opportunity meant winning the game. And nothing else could be more fun than that. 

Well, I considered my wife. I was looking forward to going home, to spending some quality time with Jennifer. Like most trophy wives, she knew exactly what she was supposed to do. While I was gone, she could buy whatever she wanted. But when I came home, she belonged to me. 

My cock started to harden as I thought of collaring and enslaving her. Oh yes, we had this little game where she would be the harem girl, and I would be her king. She would have to do whatever I wanted. A grin came to the corners of my mouth. 

Jennifer was probably smart enough to do whatever she wanted. But really, she seemed happy enough as a trophy wife. The arrangement worked for us. Occasionally, she whined about having kids or whatever, but I didn't care

about any of that. 

Kids sounded boring. 

Done for the day and eager to go home to have sex with my wife, I locked my office door and headed toward the elevators. I rode one down. Since it was Friday, most of the other employees have already evacuated. 

Even when I got down to the parking garage, the place was pretty much empty. I smirked, shaking my head. Whatever. My employees did a good job, so they could have some time to themselves. As long as we kept winning, I could be patient with their foibles. 

Up ahead, I spotted my car, a bright red Lamborghini. 

I glanced down for just a moment to pull my keys from my pocket. And when I looked up again, there was a girl in black tights and a matching dress. 

She had blonde hair with a dark headband ringing the top of her head. And I was back in my office…

"You're Nathan." It wasn't a question. 

I looked her up and down, wondering if maybe I wanted to have sex with her. She was cute, and she definitely had potential, but something about her attire or her stance made me realize this wasn't some college girl eager to "earn" an internship. 

"Yes," I replied easily. "Who are you?" I straightened my back as I glared at her, doing my best to intimidate this young woman. 

Except it didn't work. 

With confident ease, she strode forward, right at me. She walked past the chairs, up to my desk, right in front of me. 

"Who are you?" 

"You just said my name," I replied, raising an eyebrow with the disdainful amusement. "So you know exactly who I am and what I can do. 

Unless you want to get arrested, young lady, I suggest you get the hell out of here right now." What was it about this girl? Why did I feel this rush of nervous energy along my skin? 

"The name is not who you are," she replied, leaning forward. The young woman touched her knuckles to my desk. She leaned forward, and suddenly, I wasn't thinking about her cleavage or her tight little body. Instead, I lost myself to the discs of her irises. 

That bright, vibrant, icy shade of blue should have been impossible. The color swirled, seeming to shift. My vision focused, tunneling. There was only the sight of her eyes. There was only that color of blue. 

Then sparks. 

Distantly, I could hear her speaking. "Name is nothing but a symbol, a set

of sounds, an association between who you are and how the world sees you. 

What I want to know is who you really are. What kind of man are you, Nathan?" 

"A successful man," I replied. I didn't think about it. The words just tumbled from my lips, automatic. 

At this point, I should have moved. I should have jumped up from my seat. I should have grabbed her and pinned her to the floor as I yanked my phone out and called the police. She was trespassing, right? And yet, I couldn't do anything like that. As my heart pounded, my body had frozen in place. 

"What kind of success?" 

"There's only one." 

"What one?" 

"Money," I said. But that wasn't exactly correct, so I changed my answer. 

"Power." 

She smirked. Although my focus remained locked entirely on her eyes, I still detected that shift in her stance. Or maybe I could see the curl of her lips with my peripheral vision, not that it registered. There was just that blue, that bright blue, that shimmering, electric blue. 



"Power?" Now it was her turn to aim for disdain. 

"Yes," I said, almost fervent. I may have turned that word into something close to religious. "Power. It's all about power. You want to influence people. 

You need to get control." 

"You have no idea what power really is," she said. 

At this point, I tried to shake my head. Perhaps I succeeded. If so, I still kept staring right at her eyes. Utterly entranced, I couldn't bring myself to do anything else. 

"I'm rich," I growled back at her. Even as I continued to struggle against the mental bonds blocking me in place, I couldn't look away. "People listen to me. They rely on me. I make decisions that affect lives. That's power." 

"Power based on little pieces of paper and numbers on the screen. That's nothing. That's just a game of Pretend," she said. "Power is when you can rewrite reality. Power is when you can alter perceptions and teach lessons. That's genuine power. Power is the ability to influence, primal, primordial, the ability to alter the metaphysics of reality." 

She said those words. No, she didn't simply say them. She seemed to sing them, turning them into something else. 

"You don't know what power is," said the girl. "But tell me. If you did, how would you use it? Or how do you use your power, Nathan?" 

It sounded like she was teasing me. 

Distantly, I imagined myself jumping up onto my feet, slamming my fist against the desk, and shouting for her to get out. Or better yet, I would grab her. 

Maybe I would thrust her down to the floor. My shaft started to harden as I thought of it. This girl was beautiful, incandescent and radiant. She seemed to glow. 

I wanted her. I wanted to have her, to possess her. Yes, I would shove her down onto the floor and rip that little dress off of her. I would maybe shove her down onto her hands and knees. I would come at her from behind, taking her like she was just some dumb bitch. 

But I couldn't move. 

"How do you use your power, Nathan?" The girl seemed amused this time. 

"I have a hot wife and lots of employees. I snap my fingers, and they do or say whatever I want." 

"So childish." She shook her head. Her lips started to move, and I expected some taunt, some teasing comment about how I didn't really see how the world worked. But now, the girl kept talking, and her lips no longer lined up with the syllables pulsating out onto the air. Her speech and her mouth no longer moved in sync. 

Wait. How was that even possible? I didn't blink. I didn't look away. I lost myself in her eyes, and that's when I felt it, the sparks. They danced along my legs, my arms, my hands. 

"Pay attention, Nathan. This is going to be the last time we will ever see each other." 

I didn't understand, but then she blinked, and the spell seemed to be broken. I jumped up onto my feet, only to feel this odd sense of vertigo. 

Some instinctive part of my brain immediately understood what was happening. I recognized the vertigo because the room was shifting. It wasn't spinning exactly. Instead, it seemed to be rising. 

I blinked, closing my eyes. The sensations disappeared. But then, I could feel the fabric of my silk shirt shift as well, like it was rubbing against me. Not only that, this tingling spread through the rest of my body. It was in my toes, my core, along my neck, even in my cheeks and at the follicles of my scalp. 

"What's happening?" 

I opened my eyes again, the dimensions of the room had shifted again. It was subtle but speeding up. My desk, the shelves, even the ceiling itself all seemed to be moving. Everything was growing, getting larger and larger. 

How is that possible? 

Confused, I looked over at the girl. My angle of view was shifting, and

she was getting taller. 

I stepped away from my chair, only to feel my feet slide out of my shoes, like they were no longer tight enough to stay on. 

An idea popped into my head, so I lifted up my hands. They were getting smaller. I could watch as they shrunk compared to the desk in front of me. At the same time, the fabric of my shirt had started to bunch and wrinkle around my elbows and up my wrists. Pretty soon, it felt like I was swimming in my clothing. Next, my pants fell around my ankles. I'd been wearing a belt. It didn't matter. 

"What's happening to me?" I asked. 

But then, I stopped. The girl walked around my desk, and she tilted her head to the side. She was no longer saying those strange syllables. Instead, she leaned forward, touching her hands to her knees. "What do you think is happening?" She was almost giggling, like this was somehow funny to her. 

"Tell me!" 

Just then, she pounced. She grabbed my shirt, yanking it up over my head and shoulders. I wasn't strong enough to stop her. 

Now, I was naked. 

But I looked down at my body, and I really was shrinking. Now, when I turned my attention the girl, she seemed like she was 2 maybe even 3 feet taller than me! She kept growing and growing until she looked like some kind of giant. 

I had to get out of there. 

I didn't know what was going on. Some part of me wanted to justify this, believing that it was a drug induced hallucination, maybe some kind of psychotic break. Either way, I had to escape! 

So I started to run. I pushed my bare feet down against of the carpet, and I darted for the doorway. But almost immediately, I felt strong hands at my sides. 

This girl had picked me up! 

She pulled me up against her chest, and she cradled me. I squirmed, struggling to get away. She brought me over to the other side of the room. I kept a mirror in my office. There were plenty of times when I wanted to check my hair or simply practice a speech, and I needed to see my reflection. Granted, other people would have said that this was just a monument to my own vanity and narcissism. 

Screw them. 

But now, the girl held me up, and I could only look on, horrified. My eyes got big, and my lips parted, only I didn't know what to say. It felt like every part of me was confused. 

After all, I was looking at the same mirror I had reviewed dozens or

hundreds of times before. Only now, I didn't see myself. There wasn't a tall man with stubble along his cheeks. There wasn't the guy who wore expensive suits and practiced his smile to make sure that he could influence investors, analysts, anyone and everyone. This wasn't the guy who could go out to a club and pick up any chick. 

No, I was looking at a child. Everything about me was changing. My broad shoulders had shrunk. The muscles along my biceps had dissipated. Not only that, the girl lifted me up, holding me by my underarms. That's when I felt the tingling right between my legs. I had to watch as my penis shrank, getting smaller and smaller. The process seemed to be going faster than the rest of my body. Pretty soon, I was smooth right between my legs, as though my shaft had somehow been sucked into my body. 

Then a slit appeared. A vagina. 

My body was somehow changing. 

I closed my eyes, doing my best to hide from what I was seeing. 

"No, little girl. Don't look away." 

Little girl. That was the first time anyone had ever called me that. It wouldn't be the last. 

My eyes opened, like I couldn't control them. This woman, with her strange magic, could make me do whatever she wanted. When she spoke, I had to obey. I opened my eyes and looked back. 

For the moment, I looked just like a little girl, and I tried to kick, to punch my way free. I swung my pathetic little arms, but my struggles didn't change anything. The young woman held me easily. As my limbs flailed, she just smiled. 

But the transformation wasn't yet complete. The features of my face changed. My cheeks curved down slightly, giving me a more angelic appearance. 

My eyes started to change colors. I always had brown eyes. Now, they became a hue of blue. Not only that, my hair was starting to grow. 

I watched, feeling that same tingling along my scalp. The dark Brown began to disappear, replaced by gold. Yes, I was being transformed into a blue-eyed, blonde girl. 

Finally, the transformation seemed complete. I was still naked, but the young woman smiled at me. "See this? That's you now. You aren't going to be Nathan anymore." 

"Yes, I am! I'm Nathan!" I cried out, thrashing, punching and kicking. I actually connected a couple of times, my small heel jabbing into her stomach. It didn't make the slightest difference. As though she didn't even notice it, she just ignored me. 

"Nope. Sorry. Your name is going to be Nina from now on. You're Nina, a sweet, cute little girl who always wants to do as she's told." 

"No!" 

"Say it. Say your new name." 

The girl turned me back to the mirror. 

I tried to resist. I fought so hard, summoning up every iota of willpower and strength I possessed. I thought back to all of those workout sessions I had endured, the many times I forced myself to do something my body didn't want. 

But now, that all became impossible. Because she ordered me to do something, the compulsion shot through me, seizing control of my body. My little pink lips started to move, and I was speaking. 

"I'm Nina!" 

The girl laughed, and I scratched my eyes closed. That's when the world fell away. 



Falling. Falling. Falling. My stomach dropped, and it felt like I had been released over a canyon or from some skyscraper. 

The nightmare ended, and I opened my eyes. Panting, I couldn't even look around. Instead, I brought my palms up to my face. My skin was cold and damp, clammy. 

Okay, so it was just a dream. 

Obviously, it was clear what had happened. I went out last night, probably on some raging bender, and I got messed up. Maybe I decided to try the wrong drink or something. But yeah, I was going to roll over, and Jennifer would be here in my bed. 

Oddly enough, I expected to be hard in the morning. No matter the circumstances or situation, I always woke up that way. I started to grin, thinking that I would just roll over and grab Jennifer. She knew the deal. If she wanted to be in my bed, then she would have to satisfy me. 

I started to roll over, only to feel the edge of the bed. What the hell? 

I reached out with my other arm, thinking that maybe I had rolled over in the middle of the night or something, into Jennifer’s spot. But now my other arm brushed up against of the rough texture of the wall. I could feel the dried paint underneath my fingertips. 

That's when I pushed myself up. First, I felt my hair fall down along my forehead and over my cheeks. It was a strange, alien sensation. Normally, if I was going to feel hair on my face, it was going to belong to a woman. 

Then I looked up. The walls of this room were too close. The room was too small. And then I blinked a couple more times, realizing the really obvious

point. 

This wasn't my room. My bedroom had gray walls, hardwood floors, and a massive bed. My room had two, full-length mirrors in the corner. Then, there should have been the doorway into the master bathroom. 

Instead, I found myself surrounded by pink walls with little butterfly decals on two of them. Then, there was the pink dresser, and the closet was open, showing off a bunch of little girl dresses hanging up. 

I shoved myself off of the bed, and slid my feet to the floor. I looked at the door, only the knob seemed like it was too high up. 

Patting quickly, I rushed over to the mirror, and that's when I screamed. 

That shrill, ear piercing sound echoed between the walls. Eyes wide, I didn't know what I was seeing. 

But I controlled this body. When I raised my arms, they lifted up in the reflection as well. When I flexed in the fingers, I could see it right there on the glass in front of me. Yes, I was in control. That much was obvious. But then, I looked to down, and I saw the little pink sweatpants and of the matching tank top. There was a plastic, heart inlay right over my chest. 

"Honey, what's wrong?" came a familiar voice. 

Jennifer. 

She opened the door and walked right in. I turned it to her quickly, only I didn't know what to do. At first, I just stared at her, my eyes big and frightened. 

"Are you okay?" She looked around the room, like she expected to find something, some reason for my shrill cry. 

"Mommy!" I called out, leaping at her. I wrapped my arms around her legs. My shoulders barely reached up to her thighs. Despite this, I squeezed her hard, letting all of my frustration disappear because she was here now, and she would take care of everything. 

Wait. What? 

I scratched my eyes closed, trying to get a hold of myself. 

Jennifer crouched down so that she could look at me. "Honey, did you have a bad dream?" 

I found myself nodding deeply, my chin bopping down and up. "Oh, I'm sorry. Would you like me to sing you a little lullaby? I think it's still a little bit too early for you to be out of bed." 

"I don't want to go to back to bed," I said it, my voice determined. But there was something fundamentally wrong. I should have noticed before. When I spoke, I didn't use the rough, deeper voice that I had become accustomed to ever since puberty. No. I sounded childish, my voice high pitched and almost squeaky. 

I didn't sound like a man. No, I sounded exactly like a little girl. My voice matched my body perfectly. 

I stepped back. Or at least, I tried to. Jennifer, however, wasn't about to let me go. She wrapped her arms around me, and I squirmed, but she started to slide her fingers through my hair. She caressed of the back of my neck, and I relaxed. I couldn't help it, not when those sensations felt so delicious. Not only that, I seemed to enjoy the soft give of her body, the scent of her shampoo. 

Of course, I'd experienced all of these things many times before, only it is different now. How? As I buried my face against her shoulder, I realized that I wasn't getting turned on or aroused. No, I didn't want to grab her or take her or show her how much bigger and stronger I could be. Somehow, those desires simply disappeared. I could remember them intellectually. I could want to want them, but they weren't there, almost as though I had somehow been reprogrammed. 

Rather than feel that thrill of masculine authority, I just wanted her to hold me, to cuddle me, to tell me that everything would be all right. 

Those thoughts swam through my head, and she cooed at me. "It's okay, little girl. Just relax. It's okay. You're here. Mommy has you." 

At that moment, I knew what I had to do. I needed to nudge her back and to tell her that she wasn't really my Mommy and that something horrible had happened. Would she believe me? Probably not, but I knew I would be able to prove who I really was. I would know things. 

With an adult's mastery of the world, I would be able to prove that I wasn't some child. She would have to listen; she would have to take me seriously. And even if the idea of relying on Jennifer for anything filled me with a sense of revulsion, I didn't care. 

Except I couldn't quite do it. When I tried to push her back, my arms and legs simply refused to obey me. It was like I sent the commands, only they got lost somewhere between my brain and the rest of my body. 

When she finally let me go, I realized something. My eyes were wet, like I had started to cry without even realizing it. What the hell? I was a real man. I didn't cry. I didn't need to whine or whimper or show any kind of emotion. That was one thing that made me such an excellent businessman. 

And yet, Jennifer looked right at me. She saw those tears, and she reached up, wiping them from the corners of my eyes with the pad of her thumb. 

Her movements were light, easy, graceful. 

This was it. I needed to tell her what was going on. I had to explain that something was happening to me. But instead, I watched as she just pulled me back into her arms and embraced me again. She held me tight. 

After a few more seconds, she nudged me back. "Are you ready to go back to bed like a good girl?" 

I nodded. 



She tucked me into bed. Yes, she freaking tucked me into bed. She wrapped me up in the blankets and lowered me back down. She made sure that I could squirm and get out if I really wanted to, but as she started to sing, I didn't want to get out. I didn't want to free myself from beneath those sheets or blankets. Warm and safe, I felt like I didn't have anywhere else I needed to be. 

Of course, that wasn't true. I had meetings, deals, and negotiations to work on. 

But none of them seemed important. 

So as she sang, some nonsense lyrics about a ladybug getting lost in a forest, my eyelids got heavy, and I soon fell asleep. 

It was a strange, deep, heavy sleep. I lost myself, disappearing into the black. And yet, when I opened my eyes, I didn’t freak out this time. Instead, I knew that something had happened. Something had gone wrong. 

As I opened my eyes again, I looked around the room, and it was even brighter this time. Sunlight streamed through the windows, showing off the bubblegum glint of the paint. 

I threw my head back, letting it bounce against the squishy pillow behind me. I lifted up my hands, already certain of what I would find. 

My fingers were small, dainty. Reluctantly, I got up and I walked back over to the mirror. Sure enough, I was a little blonde girl wearing the same set of pajamas. 

"What's happening to me?" I whispered. 

Even as I whispered, careful to keep my voice low, I could hear that feminine wonder in every sound. 

I pressed my lips together. I ran my hands up and down my chest. All of the muscle I had worked so hard to develop at the gym had disappeared. I was skinny and weak. 

My lips wrinkled, and it felt like I needed to hit something. I wanted to break something. Rather than slam my fist into a wall, it seemed like I should just jump up and down and scream again. 

No! 

Horrified, I understood exactly what I would be doing. If I hopped up and down and stomped my feet, I wouldn't be acting like an adult or a man. I would be behaving like a child, a little girl, no less. 

Refusing to give in to the temptations, I wondered if I should just go look around. 

First, I explored the bedroom, hoping that I might discover something. 

Wildly, I imagined that there might be a locket or something, maybe some sort of totem or some magical item that I could just break. And doing so would shatter the spell. 

As I explored, I had to come to one conclusion. This was magic. Sure, there might've been some sort of scientific explanation for what was happening to me. Maybe I'm falling into a wormhole or something. Perhaps there had been some sort of "quantum entanglement field" or some other scientific gibberish. 

But really, it was obvious. 

That girl, the blonde with the black headband, had cast some sort of spell. 

That explained everything. And even if I wasn't the kind of guy who went for psychics or homeopathic medicine, I didn't see any other real explanation. 

A girl had used magic on me. She had changed me, transforming into a little girl. 

Somehow. 

I searched my bedroom thoroughly, only to discover toys on the floor of the closet, dresses hung up, a dresser filled with little socks with ruffles, panties with cartoon princesses, and outfits just like this one. Sure, they were reasonably expensive, but they were also feminine. 

No one would ever be able to look at me in one of these outfits and take me seriously. 

I went back to the mirror. 

Maybe it was some perverse sense of curiosity. Or maybe it was something else. In any case, I gazed at my reflection, confused. 

The little girl looking back at me was cute. Adorable, really. And when I smiled, little dimples appeared. I eyes were bright, and I flashed my teeth. They were straight and white, making me realize that I probably could have been in a beauty contest. 

I shivered at the thought. I pictured myself in a little yellow dress, maybe a tutu or something, prancing around in front of a bunch of adults. There would be judges off to the side, evaluating me, making sure that I was cute enough. 

Shaking my head, I tried to push those thoughts aside. 

No, I need to find that girl. 

But how? 

Another wave of frustration crashed over me. I wanted to fall down, to just sit there in the middle of the floor, my legs crossed. I wanted to stare angrily of the door, especially because I might very well have been trapped. 

No, I couldn't allow myself to think that way. Pessimism wasn't going to help me. 

Okay, then what could I do? 

I had to figure out how much of the world had changed. Yeah, that made sense. 

I pressed my lips together. As an adult, it would've been easy to get in my car and drive back to the office. Hell, even if I didn't have a car, I could have still just walked. 

As a little girl, I didn’t think any of that would work. Driving was out of the question, and if I tried to walk, people would probably want to "help" me. 

This would entail asking for my name, my phone number, my address. They would want to take me back home to my parents. 

Jennifer. 

I shivered, thinking of the fact that she was supposed to be my

"Mommy". Now that I was alone, I could adequately hate that notion. She was supposed to be my wife, my trophy wife. She was supposed to be the girl who sucked me off. 

Without even thinking about it, I lifted the waistband on my sweats, and I reached down into my panties. No, I didn't feel my manhood. No, I couldn't see myself until I found that girl. 

She had to be a witch or something. That was the only explanation. But if she was a person, then she left footprints somewhere. I just had to find them! 

My eyes started to water. The frustration welled up inside of me again. 

This wasn't fair! They weren't supposed to be able to do this to me! 

My hopes, my desires, my sense of fairness didn't make any difference. 

So instead, I got up, and I walked back over to the mirror. I gulped, thinking that I would be able to handle this. 

Suddenly, I wanted to find Jennifer again. I want my Mommy to hold me, squeeze me, to tell me that everything would be okay. Or maybe I just wanted to grab one of the dolls off the shelf and play with her. Yeah, that could be fun. We could tell stories and go on adventures together in my imagination... 



What? 



No way. No freaking way. 

Somehow, I was starting to think like a little girl. I had barely just woken up, but those thoughts didn't belong to a man. Play? Yeah, right. I wanted to work. I wanted to accomplish things. If I was going to relax, it would be with the base pleasure of a hot body beneath me. 

Right now, the idea of being with a woman can't turn me on. It doesn't send a thrill of electric energy running through my body. 

Screwing my eyes closed, I brought my hands up over my face, and I worked to picture myself as a man. I wanted to be big and strong. I wanted power. I needed to walk into a room and have people automatically listen to me in respect me. They should have heard of me by this point, and they should've understood that I wielded considerable influence. 

But then, I pulled my hands from my face I was still just a little girl in the middle of a little pink room. 

Breathing out through my mouth, I forced myself to remain calm. I couldn't freak out; I couldn't lose my temper or get upset. 

So I got up gingerly, and I looked around the room, wishing I could put on something else. No. That would be a bad idea, I decided. I didn't want to get naked; I didn't want to see any more of this petite frame. 

Striding over to the door, I reached up for the knob. I touched my fingers to the handle, and I turned it. It felt so strange, having to concentrate so hard just on getting a door to open. But then it swung outward, and I peeked into the rest of the house. 

This room used to be a guest room. Because still, this house was mine. It was the same house I remembered from my time being married to Jennifer. I started to walk down the hallway. Above me, there were pictures, not that I bothered to pay attention to any of them. I was sure that they would just be of Jennifer and me. 

A computer. I needed a computer. 

I had to find a laptop because I didn't think there would be a desktop set up anywhere around. I went back to the office toward the rear of the house. I reached up for the handle, and I started to turn it. 

"Sweetie, you know you aren't allowed to go into Daddy's study," 

Jennifer said just as she emerged from the master bedroom. 

At once, I dropped my hands from the brass knob. "I'm sorry," I said. 

"I'm sure you are," Jennifer allowed. She smiled at me, winking because she knew that I would probably try again. Fortunately for me, she didn't seem to mind. 

After that, she went back toward the kitchen. I gulped, turning back to the knob. I opened the door, and I quickly slid inside. The office was exactly as I remembered it. 

They were my degrees on the wall, my laptop on the desk. There was the same furniture, the same expensive desk, everything. I didn't bother checking any of the specific details. Why would I? 

Instead, I scurried forward, heading back toward the laptop. I quickly opened it, and the screen came to life. 

It wanted a password. 

I quickly typed mine in, and I hit enter. The rejection screen flashed. I got the password wrong. 

It had to be my fingers. After all, this was still my office, so the password would be the same, right? 

Pressing my lips together, I held my breath as I typed in the correct sequence of letters. This time, I was very, very careful. I would not mess this up. 

Only then, I hit enter, and the same rejection screen flashed. My fingers balled, and I wanted to smack my hands against of the desk. Doing that would cause way too much noise, however. 

Gritting my teeth, I decided that I needed to try something else. 

I froze as I heard footsteps coming down the hall. 

I ducked underneath the desk, hiding. Fortunately for me, in this little body, it was a lot easier. I brought my knees up to my chest, and I wrapped my arms around my legs. 

"There better not be any naughty little girls in here," Jennifer called out. 

Then she closed the door. 

That had been a warning, I realized. I crawled out from under the desk and I quickly scurried over to the door. I opened it just a crack and peeked out. 

Sure enough, Jennifer was walking back into the living room. Then I heard her footsteps aiming for the kitchen. 

What about Jennifer's laptop? 

I ran my teeth along my bottom lip as I considered this. I didn't like the idea of trying to use her computer out in public, but it was better than nothing. 

I quickly darted into the hallway. I made my way past the living room. I found the kitchen. Sure enough, there was her laptop, sleek and black just waiting for me. I opened it up, and I grinned as the main screen came up. 

Jennifer didn't protect her computer with a password. Feeling grateful, I started to type. 

"What are you doing?" Jennifer asked, right there at the entrance to the kitchen. She had her hands on her hips, her eyes aimed at me. "You know you aren't allowed to use the computer unsupervised." 

What? I couldn't believe it. But then, it made sense. As far as this woman was concerned, I was just a child. I didn't deserve any rights. I wasn't ready for the responsibility of unfettered access to the world. I shivered at the thought, hating the fact that this woman could somehow be in charge. 

"I just need to find something," I said. Then I looked up at her. "You know, for school." The lie came easily, only Jennifer raised an eyebrow. 

"Oh? When did preschoolers start to get research projects for

homework?" 

Preschool? No way. 

I didn't know much about children, but it made sense. I was just a little girl. I was apparently enrolled in preschool. 

Shaking my head, I refused to acknowledge any of this. Instead, I started typing. My fingers danced along keyboard, only they weren't long enough. At the same time, Jennifer started to come closer and closer. "Get away from the computer right now, young lady." 

"No," I said without looking up. 

As a man, I would have gotten away with this. No one would have dared to stop me. But Jennifer didn't see herself as my wife or subordinate. Instead, she was my Mommy, and she had no problem walking right over to me and grabbing me. First, she put her hand on my wrist, to try to stop me. I slapped her hand away. 

"Oh no," she said. "No hitting!" That's when she scooped me up in her arms. It all happened so fast. The world blurred around me. In one moment, I was sitting on the chair, on my knees, typing away at the computer as I started to search for that girl. Seconds later, I was up in the air, my feet kicking helplessly. 

"Settle down, or going to get a spanking!" 

"Screw you!" I hollered back in my childish voice. 

"Where did you learn that kind of language?" Jennifer asked. 

Apparently, she wasn't really interested in an answer. "You don't get to behave this way. You don't get to act like a spoiled little brat. We raised you better than that!" 

Jennifer carried me right back into the living room. She sat down on the sofa, and she pulled me over her lap. At first, I didn't know what was happening, mostly because I couldn't imagine that sort of scenario. It didn't make sense. It never would have entered into my imagination. But then, she pulled down my pants. She left my panties in place, and then she raised her hand. 

"Does this little girl have anything she wants to say?" 

"You can't do this to me! I'm not a little girl!" 

"Oh, do you think you're a big girl? Is that it?" She started chuckling, only to swing her hand down, spanking my bottom. 

It didn't hurt, not really. And yet, my eyes started to water. There was the rush of blood from her hand against my buttocks, but still, this surge of wrongness flashed through me. It was embarrassment. It was disappointment. It was frustration and fear all mixed together. 

The spanking kept going on and on, all while I wailed and blubbered like a silly little girl. I couldn't help myself; I couldn't stop myself. 

Finally, she pulled my pants back up and she looked down into my eyes as she rolled me over. "What you say?" 

The instinct came over again, forcing me to behave like a child. "I'm sorry, Mommy." 

"What are you sorry for?" 

I sniffle once, hating myself for giving this female what she wanted. "I'm sorry I used a bad word and I'm sorry I tried to play on the computer without permission." 

"Will you do it again?" Her tone softened. 

"No," I promised. 

"I'm glad to hear it. But just so you know, I'm going to put a password on my computer so you won't be able to play with it anymore. Understand? Oh, and I don't want you to be sneaking into your daddy's office either." 

This time, I didn't say anything, but Jennifer didn't seem to mind. 

"Is someone being naughty?" The voice came from down the hall. I didn't recognize it all at once. Or maybe I did because it sounded familiar, yet some part of me refused to acknowledge what I was hearing. No. No way. It couldn't be. And yet, I looked up just as I scrambled off of Jennifer's lap, and I saw him. 

Jeff. 

"You! You did this!" 

"What has gotten into you?" Jennifer asked. 

"He, he turned me into a little girl or something!" 

"Nina, are you okay?" Jennifer put her hands on my shoulders. She looked into my eyes. "Are you feeling all right?" 

Gently, Jennifer reached out and put her hand on my forehead. Her touch was cooling and soothing. Even so, I wanted to slap her away. She couldn't just treat me like I was a child! 

Jeff walked over to his new wife. He leaned in and whispered something into her ear. She looked at him, and she seemed confused for a second, only then she nodded to herself. 



"Come with me, sweetie," Jeff said. Strangely enough, he held out his hand, and I took it. I don't know why I did that. His palm was a much larger than mine. He enveloped my whole fist with no effort. 

Jeff started to walk, and I followed after him. His strides were long and confident. Mine were quick, scurrying little hops. 

He brought me back down the hall into his office. He opened the door and motioned for me to go inside. 

I looked up at him. "You're not my daddy," I said, practically snarling those words. 

"Yes and no," he said. He walked over to his desk (my desk) and leaned against it. His eyes swept up and down my tiny body, like he was seeing me for the first time. I didn't like his attention. I didn't like being alone with him, especially because I was so small and he was so big and strong. 

"Yes and no?" I squeaked. I turned, glancing over my shoulder toward the door. Part of me wanted to run away, to go squeeze Jennifer's leg again. 

Instead, I forced myself to behave like a man. I faced Jeff. 

"Who are you?" I asked. 

"I'm Jeff. I’m your Daddy now." 

With mounting horror, I had to ask, "Now?" 

Jeff nodded his head. 

"You know, when I met that girl, I had no idea she would really be this powerful. I mean, look at you. Hell, look at me. I have this amazing wife in this great house now. Oh, and I have you." He smiled down at me. 

"No, this isn't real. This isn't happening," I said. 

"Nina, you don't want to throw a tantrum. You would hate to be spanked by your Daddy right now, especially after you just got yourself in trouble before." 

I shook my head from side to side. I took a step back. 

"You did this!" 

"No, but I did meet a young woman who promised to make things right. I was so distraught. I told her all about how there was this predator out there, how there was this guy who was determined to ruin a bunch of people's lives. The girl listened. But more than that, she told me there was a solution. All I had to do was figure something out, to learn how to say a couple of words. If I did it for her, then she would come after you. She would turn you into whatever I wanted." 

"You turned into a little girl!" I said. Those words should have come out as a question. Instead, they sounded like a squeal of agreement. 

"That's right, Nina. I turned you into a little girl. And guess what? You're going to stay this way. I heard it when I talked to her. She said the magic could be temporary or permanent. Guess what?" 

"No!" 

Just like that, I ran at him. I slammed my fists against his thigh, against his stomach. I hit at him as hard as I could, swinging my fists with all of my juvenile might. 

It didn't to do any good. 

Jeff simply stood above me, grinning happily. 

"Oh, poor little girl. You're probably just frustrated because you're still in your pajamas. Let's go get you dressed, and then you can go tell Mommy all about how you want to be good for her today. You can apologize and promise to behave yourself." 

Just like that, he grabbed my hand. He pulled me down the hallway and back into my room. 

"Now, am I going to have to dress you?" 

I stared at him, confused. 

"It's okay, sweetie. You're just a little girl. You don't need to worry about being modest. I'm your Daddy." He grinned at me, making it clear that I wasn't going to be allowed any sort of dignity. "And just think. Someday, you will be a big girl. You're going to be so popular in school. I made sure that you're going to be pretty. Lots and lots of boys are going to have crushes on you. While you’re little, they're going to pull on your pigtails. When you get older, they're going to want to kiss you and have sex with you." 

Because I couldn't think of anything else to do, I threw my hands over my ears. 

It didn't matter. He had teased me, tormented me. He made it abundantly clear that I was going to be a child, and there was nothing I could do about it. 

Part of me wanted to fight. Part of me wanted to resist. And yet, I knew he knew that it wasn't going to do any good. If magic existed, then the girls must have understood how it worked. But could I find me another which? 

Yeah, right. That wouldn't work. 

I fell to my knees. I started to cry. 

Jeff, with paternal sensitivity, reached a down, and he started to undress me. 



Minutes later, I was following my Daddy out of my room. "Someone here has something she wants to say," Jeff called out. 

Jennifer came out to see me, and she immediately held her hands up her mouth. "Oh, she's so cute!" 

Her eyes swept along my body. I had on little black, leather flats with silver buckles. My socks were white with glittery ruffles around my ankles. 

From there, I had on a yellow dress with a puffy skirt and a tight bodice. It made me look like a little princess from some CGI movie. I hated all of it. But to make matters worse, Jeff had put my hair in pigtails, tying each one with ribbons. 

"So adorable!" 

"And Nina here has something to say," Jeff said. He put his hand on my shoulder, just lightly. It was enough. 

"Mommy, I'm sorry I was a naughty girl this morning. It won't happen again." 

"That's right, Jeff said. "And what else did you want to say to your Mommy?" Maybe I imagined it, but I thought I heard that little smirk in his voice. 

"Thank you for being my Mommy. I love you!" 

Jennifer held out her arms, and I ran toward her. For a second, just an instant, I thought that I was going to be able to talk to her into explain what was going on. But then she wrapped me in her arms, and those ideas disappeared. 

No, I wasn't going to be a man ever again. I was just a helpless little girl, and I needed my Mommy to take care of me. I couldn't imagine any other scenario. So I squeezed her, and I giggled happily as she ran her hands along my frame. 

"You're such a good daddy," Jennifer said. 

He came over to her, he squeezed both of us. It was a family hug, and it was so sweet and so endearing. Lots of other people would have enjoyed watching it. 

But that wasn't the end of it. 

When Jeff pulled away, he winked at me. Then he leaned in, and he whispered something to Jennifer. Her cheeks immediately turned red, and she started giggling. "No, we can't do that right now!" She slapped at her husband's arm. 

"Nina, I think you can be a very good girl and stay right here, can't you? 

You can watch TV for a little bit while Mommy and Daddy go have a conversation." 

His gaze hardened, and I realized something. If I cooperated, he might make my life a bit easier. If I fought him on this, then he would get irritated very quickly. 

Swallowing back my trepidation, I nodded my head. 

At once, the two adults leapt up. They went back into the bedroom and closed the door, mostly. I didn't hear the catch engage. There wasn't the click of a lock either. 

I sat there on the floor, wearing this absurd little dress. 

My nostrils flared, especially because I heard giggling coming from the bedroom. They were going to have sex. Jeff was about to have sex with my wife. 

But no, she was my Mommy now. I clenched my eyes shut and shook my head, trying to get this to make sense. The pieces refused to fit together. 

Fine. He thought he was going to be able to take control? He thought he could humiliate me? I could use the assets of a little girl. I was going to burst in there and distract them. I would make sure that he never had sex again! 

Those thoughts occurred to me as I got up and scurried over toward the door. I cracked it open just in time to see them together, naked, writhing against one another. There was Jennifer on her back, her eyes closed. 

On top of her, holding her wrists as he plunged into her was that man, my rival, my enemy. 

My Daddy. 

He pumped into her, thrusting hard and fast. I must have let out a little squeak, just loud enough for him to hear. Jennifer didn't seem to notice. He looked over at me, and he grinned. This was his moment, the moment when he claimed everything that had been mine. This house, my wife, even me. It all belonged to him now! 

I stumbled back, falling on my bottom. I closed my eyes, holding my breath. This was it. This was really it. 

I was never going to get back to my old life. I was never going to get to be a man again. I got up, and I dreamily walked back to my room. I found one of the dolls on the shelf. I pulled it off and held it up. I looked at her pretty blonde hair, and I fell onto my bottom again. That's when I started to play. I named my doll. I thought of the adventures we could have together. We were going to go find unicorns in the forest. It was going to be so much fun. It was easier this way, so long as I didn’t think about the person I used to be. I could be cute...I could be sweet...I could be innocent... 

...Especially since I didn't have any other choice. 




The End
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