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Regressed a Little 
 
      
 
    The difference wasn’t obvious at first. 
 
    It didn’t cry out to me. 
 
    In those first few seconds, I had no idea what had changed. I never imagined what kind of power she could summon. I didn’t know what she could do or how everything could be altered—especially me. 
 
    Opening my eyes, I couldn't tell anything had changed. But then I felt something brush against my cheeks. Soft, I tried to push it away. Whatever it was, it seemed very soft. Rolling over, I looked around the room, savoring the sunlight streaming through the windows. It was late, much later then I had expected. 
 
    Normally when I went to bed, I had trouble sleeping. There was always so much to do, so much pressure to succeed. 
 
    Sitting up, I realized something was different. Something had changed. I lifted my hand, and I froze, looking at my T-shirt as it hung down my frame. Last night, this shirt fit me perfectly. Now, it dangled off of me like a flag on a pole. 
 
    What the…? 
 
    Then, my eyes locked onto my hands, and they seemed so small. I picked up the pillow as a point of comparison, and my hands were tiny, probably half the size they had been last night. 
 
    What was going on? 
 
    Fighting hard to remain calm, I slid off the bed, and I nearly tripped. For one thing, my feet didn't hit the floor when I expected. Second, my sweats were tangled up around my legs and feet. I tumbled down on my knees, and my eyes watered right away. The pain wasn't so bad, but I nearly started crying. 
 
    Something had happened. Something very, very bad had happened. 
 
    Was I sick? Or maybe this was a dream, some kind of delusion? Yeah, that had to be it. 
 
    Nearly frantic, I pushed myself back up onto my feet, and I carefully moved across the room. It took longer than I expected, mostly because my strides were so much smaller now. When I fell asleep in bed, I had been nearly six feet tall. 
 
    Now, my mattress reached my rib cage. 
 
    Holding onto my sweats because they would fall down otherwise, I meandered over to the full-length mirror. 
 
    The person reflected back at me had to be someone else. 
 
    I wasn't looking at a fully grown man. I wasn't even looking at a man at all. 
 
    A little girl with blonde hair and bright blue eyes, a cute nose and pouty lips stared back at me. My lower lip began to tremble, which was reflected in the mirror. Then, I reached up with my tiny hand. The reflection had on my T-shirt and my sweats, but this obviously couldn't be me. 
 
    I wasn't a little girl! 
 
    I touched the mirror. This couldn’t be some kind of dream or delusion. This was actually me. 
 
    Something triggered within me, so I pulled off my shirt, and I dropped to the floor. Next, I stepped out of my sweats and boxers, clothing which no longer fit me. And there I was, a naked little girl looking at myself in the mirror. 
 
    I held up my hands again, this time looking at my biceps. Before, I had reasonably good muscle definition. I wasn't a bodybuilder or anything, but I was distinctly male. Now I had these little weak limbs. 
 
    Oh no. 
 
    Something else occurred to me, something I didn't want to contemplate. Swallowing, I reached down, hoping to feel my penis. It had to be there. It just had to be… 
 
    Nothing. My pubic hair was gone, my scrotum was gone, and my cock was gone. Instead, I felt the smooth opening of a vagina. 
 
    "No! This can't be happening!" Those words screeched from my throat, and the second I heard my voice, I threw my hands over my mouth. 
 
    Hyperventilating now, I realized that those sounds couldn't have come from me. That was a little girl with a high-pitched voice speaking. Normally, when I spoke, people respected me because I had a deep voice. That voice sounded cute. It sounded adorable. 
 
    It couldn't be me. 
 
    I shook my head, and my bangs came loose, the blonde hair securing my vision. I quickly tucked those bits of hair back, and then I heard something. 
 
    "Sweetie, are you awake?" 
 
    Amara, my wife. I was about to tell her not to come back into the bedroom, but my vocal chords froze. I couldn't speak to her, not like this. Then, I contemplated trying to hide, maybe behind or under the bed, but the door was already opening. 
 
    "There you are," Amara said, her eyes locking on to me immediately. "I guess you found my little surprise for you." 
 
    "What, what's going on?" I asked, barely whispering. Even then, I came off like myself. This wasn't the powerful demand of a man who expected people to listen to him. No, it was the uncertain questioning of a little girl who was frightened. 
 
    "First, we're going to get you dressed, then I'm going to tell you what's going on," Amara said to me. 
 
    Standing there, I quivered, but not because I was cold. Rather, I didn't know how to process any of this. It all seemed so unreal. I kept fighting to believe that this had to be wrong. It was a dream? It was some kind of virtual reality simulation? 
 
    But as Amara approached me, she reached down, and she took my hand. Her touch was soft, and it seemed so incredibly vivid, perfectly real. 
 
    She tugged on my arm, bringing me back over to the bed. Then she opened one of the drawers, and I saw a variety of different outfits, all neatly folded. 
 
    "What would you like to wear? Red or white?" 
 
    "Amara, what's going on?" I asked again, louder this time. My voice still reverberated with the childish uncertainty of a small girl. 
 
    "Like I said," she told me, "I will explain everything once we get you dressed. First, that means panties and socks." 
 
    Amara held out to different pairs of socks, one white, another pale pink. The white pair had little hearts embroidered onto the soft fabric. The pink one came with ruffles. Although I was naked, I had no intention of putting either of them on my feet. 
 
    "Tell me what's going on. Tell me what's going on right now," I said, my eyes watering. 
 
    Amara dropped the socks under the bed, she turned to me, and she reached down, putting her hand on my chin. At once, I tried to jerk my gaze away, but she refused to let go. "Listen to me right now. I know you're very confused, but I'm not going to tolerate any bad behavior. You're going to behave yourself like a good little girl, a proper young lady. Understand?" 
 
    There was something hot and blazing in her expression, something which actually made me shiver. Amara had never intimidated me before. She was my wife, after all. Not only that, she'd always been smaller than me by quite a bit. 
 
    Only now, she was a fully grown woman, and I was apparently stuck in the body of a kindergartner. 
 
    "Do you understand?" Amara asked again. 
 
    As a man, it would've been easy for me to shake my head and shrug her off. But now, she put one hand on my shoulder, and something primal squirmed at the bottom of my stomach. 
 
    "I understand," I finally said, whispering again in that high-pitched voice. I sounded like a cartoon character, maybe a Disney princess. 
 
    "Now, you're going to pick. Pink or white?" 
 
    I chewed on the tip of my tongue for a moment before I finally told her. "White.” I said it with a sigh, but Amara didn't seem to notice. She put her hands on my waist, and she nudged me over to the bed, forcing me to sit down. Actually, she had to lift me up for a moment, and it felt so incredibly strange to be carried off of my feet. 
 
    But then I was sitting down again, and she took my ankles. She lifted them up, one at a time, sliding the socks in the place.  
 
    "Now it's time for your panties," she said. 
 
    Somehow, I couldn't take my eyes off of the socks now wrapped around my feet. "Amara, don't you think I could just wear my old clothing?" 
 
    "Sweetie, none of that stuff would fit you right now," Amara said to me. "But obviously, you figured that out, didn't you? I think you're going to be a very smart little girl." 
 
    Opening my mouth, I thought about questioning her some more, but she held up two pairs of panties. They were so small, little triangles of satin. They were both pink, and they both had little ruffles along the edges. Amara turned them around. On the backside of one, there was a little smiley face. The other had been decorated with red and blue stars. 
 
    "Stars, please," I said, knowing that I was going to have to pick one way or the other. At least if I got this over with, then I hoped to get some real information. 
 
    "Are you sure? I think the smiley face is really cute," Amara said to me. 
 
    "Stars, please," I said again, hoping that she would get the idea from my tone of voice. Wait a second. When did I start worrying about how Amara would react? Something serious had obviously happened, but she kept acting like I wasn't supposed to freak out. 
 
    Inhaling, I try to remind myself that I could be patient. 
 
    "I think you're going to look cute in this little white dress with the pink ribbon," she said, taking it out of the drawer. She unfolded it, holding it up for me. It had a short skirt, so I wouldn't be able to bend over. The waist looked tiny, but then I reminded myself that I had such a small physique now. 
 
    "Stand up, sweetie," Amara said to me. 
 
    Despite everything I'd been thinking about patience, I didn't want to do it. I gave a quick shake of my head. 
 
    "You are going to stand up right now, you are going to lift your hands into the air, and I'm going to get you dressed." Amara sounded absolutely unequivocal. There wasn't going to be a debate about this. There wasn't going to be any discussion. 
 
    It was as though she’d already made the decision, and my voice didn't count. 
 
    Still, I responded with another shake of my head. This one might've been faster. Maybe I got really nervous. Either way, I stayed right there wearing my new socks and panties. 
 
    "Are you sure you want to misbehave? If you do, I'm going to have to spank you," Amara said, leaning forward and looking right into my eyes. 
 
    "No, you wouldn't," I said, yet there wasn't an ounce of resolve my voice. I didn't sound at all certain. 
 
    "You want to find out? Is that what you're telling me? You want to know if I can spank you?" 
 
    Amara made this appear to be so very simple, but what she suggested should have been an impossibility. And again, I should have had my old body back as well. I puffed up my cheeks, exhaling my exasperation, and then I hopped off the bed. When I landed, I nearly stumbled. Apparently, I wasn't very agile like this. 
 
    Amara helped me, holding my wrists, and then she pulled my hands into the air, like I didn't know how to do it on my own. Next, she pulled the dress down the length of my body. The world disappeared, replaced by white silk. 
 
    Next, she moved me back in front of the mural, and she started to tie the pink ribbon right around my waist. 
 
    "There. Perfect," she said to me. 
 
    At first, I kept my eyes down on the floor. Obviously, I could see my silhouette along my peripheral vision, but I didn’t get a good book. I didn't want one either. 
 
    Amara must've noticed because she touched her hand to the bottom of my chin once again. She forced me to look up, but then I just closed my eyes. My wife leaned down, and she whispered into my ear, "Open your eyes. You are a very pretty girl now." 
 
    I shook my head. 
 
    "I'm not going to explain what's going on until you open your eyes and look at your reflection," Amara said to me. It was the ultimate threat, mostly because I desperately needed to understand what was happening. 
 
    With another sigh of exasperation, I opened my eyes, to face my new body. There I was, a cute little girl with blonde hair. My eyes skimmed my dimensions: my tiny frame, my small hands, and my pixyish face. Although I hated this, I faced my reflection, just the way Amara demanded. 
 
    "Look at that. You are just a cute little girl now. You are so adorable. From your little socks all the way up to your new hair. I just love the way you look." 
 
    "Okay, fine. I'm looking at the mirror. Now, what the hell is going on?" 
 
    Amara's hand shot up, and she grabbed my ear lobe. She pulled on it, sending a jolt of pain running through my body. "Language, young lady," she said to me. 
 
    At first, I couldn't possibly comprehend what she meant. 
 
    "Sorry! I'm sorry," I said, panting to make the discomfort go away. 
 
    Normally, I would've been able to handle that sort of sensation. Now, this tiny physique seemed so much more sensitive than what I was used to. That was a revelation I did not enjoy. 
 
    Amara eased the pressure on my earlobe, and then she put her arms back around me. 
 
    "Here's the thing," she said. "I know about what you've been doing. I know about Tiffany." 
 
    Right then, my little face flushed bright red. Even so, I tried to lie. "Tiffany? What are you talking about?" 
 
    "Your assistant at work. The girl you've been sleeping around with." 
 
    "I have not, Amara," I said, doing everything in my power to convince her. 
 
    Amara pulled her hand up, and she put it right over my mouth, silencing me immediately. Perhaps I could have tried to bite her, but that seemed like another mistake. When I stopped talking, my wife continued, "Don’t try to lie to me. I already know the truth. In fact, I know everything about you now. Unfortunately, you can't say the same about me." 
 
    "Amara, what are you talking about?” In spite of myself, my eyes started to moisten. The urge to curse burned through me, but I didn't want to kill the conversation, nor did I want my wife to tug on my earlobe again. 
 
    As we continued to face the mirror, Amara stroked my cheek with the back of her knuckles. She sent little shivers of electric energy running through my body. "I have certain abilities, powers I've never discussed with you. For one, I can alter the basic fabric of reality. You went to sleep a strong, virile man. And how did you wake up?" 
 
    "You did this to me?" I cried out, using the same tone of a little girl. At the same time, I tried to spin around, but Amara still had her arms around me. As hard as I tried, I couldn't break her hold. 
 
    "Yes, I did this to you and you deserve it. You slept around on me. You cheated on me, and now I'm going to punish you." 
 
    "What are you talking about?" 
 
    "Obviously, you couldn't handle being a man, so now you're going to spend some time like this, just like a little girl.” 
 
    My chest started to rapidly rise and fall, matching the staccato beat of my heart. No way, I tried to tell myself, could this be happening. 
 
    Again, I tried to break away, but Amara held me tight in her arms. "Until I'm convinced you're really sorry, I'm going to leave you just like this. In this house, you're going to be perfectly aware of your former life, and I will allow you the privilege of behaving however you want…as long as it’s appropriate for someone of your age and status.” With those words, she pinched my cheek. "But outside, my magic will take a hold of you, and you will be forced to behave just like a little girl." 
 
    "This is not fair," I said. 
 
    "No, this is your new life," she explained to me. 
 
    I started to squirm harder, feeling my adrenaline pump. Maybe Amara wasn't as smart as she thought because I dropped down, and I managed to duck away. I dashed for the door, I ran out into the hall, and then I burst right through the front door. 
 
    Instinct drove me forward, and I didn't know where to go. I stumbled down the front porch, bumping into someone. 
 
    It was the mailman, an older guy I have known for several years. 
 
    "Hello there, miss,” he said, obviously confused why a little girl in a white dress and pink bow would be sprinting out of her house so quickly. 
 
    "Hi there, Mr. Mailman!” I said. 
 
    What? I hadn't planned on saying any of those things. In fact, I didn't plan on saying the next part either, "How are you? Want to see something neat? I just learned to do something neat!” 
 
    I started to hop up and down, excited at my new trick, and the mailman smiled, stepping back and nodding. Apparently, he was feeling indulgent, and he didn't mind patronizing me. 
 
    Understanding exactly what he was doing, I nonetheless stepped back as well, I reached for the bottoms of my skirt, and I bowed forward, doing a little curtsy. No, no, no, I thought to myself, fighting against my own body. Feeling imprisoned within the confines of my own skin, I tried to stop myself. 
 
    Then Amara stepped on the porch. "Honey, it's time to come back inside," she called out. 
 
    "I have to go," I said, almost apologetically. Then, without another word, I turned around and raced back into the house. I only stopped once I crossed the threshold into the entryway. 
 
    What just happened? 
 
    Amara stepped back into the house a few seconds later, watching as I panted with dismay. She had the mail in her hand, and she was going through the different bills, credit card offers, and announcements. 
 
    "What did you do to me?” I demanded. "What the hell did you do to me?" 
 
    Amara sighed with irritation. She set the mail into the slot on the wall, and then she walked over to me. She had her eyes on me, and I suddenly felt a thrill of nervousness run down my back. I retreated several steps, but her stride was so much longer than mine. 
 
    My wife reached down, and she grabbed my wrist. She started to pull, dragging me right back down the hall. 
 
    "I talked to you about using bad language before," she said. 
 
    "No! This isn't fair! You can't do this to me!" I howled out, just like a little girl throwing a tantrum. On some level, I understood that I should have been better than this, but I couldn't regain control of myself. 
 
    My emotions spun out, and then she stopped at the guest bedroom, the one I almost never visited. She opened the door, and my breath caught in my throat. 
 
    "What, what is this place?" I asked. 
 
    "This is your room," she said, "It's right next to mine." 
 
    Her room? What the hell was she talking about? At least this time, I managed to keep my bad language myself. I wasn't going to give her any other reason to manhandle me. 
 
    Wait a second. What did she say about my room? Why would I need another room? 
 
    Amara put her hand on the doorknob, and she opened it. Still gripping my wrist, she pulled me into a totally redesigned room. The walls had been repainted a pale shade of pink, like cotton candy. There were unicorns and pony posters along the walls. A small shelf was covered in picture books. Another shelf had different dolls and stuffed animals set up. 
 
    "What, what did you do the guest room?" 
 
    "This isn't a guest room anymore, sweetie. This is going to be your room from now on." 
 
    "You're crazy if you think I'm going to sleep here," I insisted. 
 
    Some of the irritation seemed to fade from Amara’s expression. She looked into my eyes and grinned. "Really? I can't make you sleep here?" 
 
    "No. Never," I said, but her sheer confidence stole away some of my belief. Obviously, she had some kind of magic. I didn't want to acknowledge the existence of the supernatural, but this girl—my wife—clearly had some kind of power. 
 
    "Let me show you," she said, raising her left hand, and she snapped her fingers. The sound echoed in the room, and then I started moving. I hopped up onto the bed, and I curled up under the sheets and blankets. 
 
    Just like that, I obeyed. More importantly, I closed my eyes, and as hard as I struggled against my muscles and joints, I couldn't force myself to do something as simple as throw back the sheets and blankets. 
 
    Amara sat on the edge of the bed. She leaned down, and she kissed my cheek. "You know, I could leave you here just like this. I could put you down for your nap. Would you like that? Would you like to take a little nap and think about everything you've done?" 
 
    I tried to open my mouth, to talk to her, but Amara didn't allow it. Like it or not, I found myself imprisoned in this new body. 
 
    "Now, I could leave you here for your nap. Maybe that's why you started to use bad language. Or, I could always take you and put you on a timeout. But you know, I think it's really important for a little girl to understand her boundaries. That's why you're going to get a spanking." 
 
    Again and again, I tried to fight against her control. I wanted to believe that she couldn't actually do this to me, yet every second was a testament to her abilities. 
 
    Snap. 
 
    All of a sudden, I could move. I opened my eyes, just in time to see Amara reach down and pick me up. I was small enough that she could carry me, so she lifted me out of the bed, and she brought me over to the white rocking chair in the corner. She sat down, nudging me down onto her lap. 
 
    Actually, she had me face down, and she pulled back my skirt. 
 
    Without even thinking about it, I wiggled my cute little bottom, struggling mightily to get off of her lap. I couldn't be in this position! 
 
    "Are little girls allowed to use bad language?" Amara asked me. 
 
    "I'm not a little girl!" I cried out again, sounding so childish and silly. For a moment, I flashed back to my days in kindergarten. I remember the little girl having an argument with the teacher. She had been jumping up and down, insisting she was a big girl. Of course, the teacher just smiled and nodded, patronizing the girl and making her even more upset. 
 
    "You are a little girl," she said to me. "And you're going to stay like this as long as I want. This is going to be your punishment for acting like such a little man-slut. What? One girl threw herself at you, and you couldn't help yourself? You just had to go for? Since you couldn't handle being a man and a husband, you're going to be a little girl and a daughter." 
 
    "For how long?" 
 
    "As long as I want," Amara repeated. When she spoke, I picked out the hurt and anger in her voice. Okay, so I had messed up. Tiffany had been hot. What could I say? 
 
    Before I had the chance to put together any kind of defense, I felt it. 
 
    Amara raised her hand, and she swatted the flat of her palm down against my panties. She didn't hit me hard, but my defenses had frayed away to almost nothing. Just that little bit of pain was enough to make my eyes mist over. I sniffled, did my best not to cry. Being put in this body was one thing. I wasn't going to give Amara the satisfaction of seeing me break. 
 
    She spanked me again. 
 
    The sound of her hand coming down against my skin echoed through the room. Damn it, I was really getting close to crying! I should have been better than this. I should have been able to hold out longer, but I started to squirm on her lap. 
 
    "Tell me what lesson you've learned, and your spanking will be over," Amara said to me. 
 
    She followed up those words with another spank, spotting my little behind. 
 
    Tears started to roll down my eyes. As hard as I tried to fight them back, my body seemed insistent on ceding control to my wife. 
 
    "I'm sorry! I won't be a bad girl! I won’t use naughty language anymore!”I howled out everything she wanted to hear, and she spanked me two more times anyway. 
 
    "Have you learned your lesson?" 
 
    I sniffled again, "Yes.” 
 
    "Who am I?" 
 
    "What?”I genuinely did not understand what she wanted from me, yet she responded with a spanking nonetheless. Two more times, she brought her hand down, making me yelp and howl pathetically. 
 
    "Who am I?" 
 
    "My wife," I said. She responded with another spanking. 
 
    "Who am I?" Although she said those words gently, I still didn't understand. 
 
    Then I could feel the swish of air as she lifted her hand again, getting ready for another spanking. "You're my mommy," I said quickly, the words tumbling out before I could even contemplate their meaning. 
 
    "Good girl," she said. "Okay. Now you can get off of my lap." 
 
    Amara pulled her hands away from me, so I was suddenly free. Almost reluctantly, like I couldn't face the world, I got back up onto my feet. I stood in front of her. She was sitting down, yet she still towered above me. I really was small. I really was in the body of a girl from some kindergarten class. 
 
    "Are you ready?" Amara asked me, touching her hand to the underside of my chin. 
 
    "Ready for what?" 
 
    "To go shopping," she said. "Why else would I have needed to get you dressed?" 
 
    She raised her hand, she snapped her fingers, and suddenly I was a little girl, both in mind and body. 
 
      
 
    Like any little princess, I loved shopping. Amara took me by the hand, and she escorted me back outside. She put me in the back seat, and she pulled a seat belt over my lap and chest. That had been something of a relief. When we first went back outside, I worried that she was going to put in a child safety seat. 
 
    That small reprieve didn't mean much, not when we went to the mall. 
 
    Amara insisted on holding my hand, and when we went to the first department store, she led me along, right to the little girls’ section. There, she treated me like a girl, making me into her model and dolly. 
 
    I had to put on one outfit after another. From overalls to jeans, tights, and little dresses, she had me walk around the store. And of course, I got lots of attention. I was just so adorable, after all, not that I wanted to admit it. People came up and pinched my cheek. Guys smiled at me, and there were all of these women cooing over me at different points. I hated every second of it, at least on the inside. 
 
    As far as anyone else saw, I was a happy little girl who loved the attention. In fact, Amara asked me to show them a dance I learned in preschool, and she snapped her finger. Right away, I started hopping about, doing “I’m a Little Teapot.” 
 
    It was degrading. It was beyond humiliating, yet I giggled whenever someone complimented me. I couldn't help myself, not while Amara had me under her control. 
 
    In the end, Amara purchased half a dozen dresses and other little outfits for me. On our way out, she glanced down at me and said, "Here’s something I want you to understand. With my magic, I could've created an entire wardrobe for you, but I wanted to bring you here for two reasons. Can you guess why?" 
 
    We were on our way back to the car, and she still held my hand. Although Amara could have forced me to come back with just a snap of her finger, she insisted on holding me tight. She wanted me to feel my size, my captivity under her care. 
 
    "I don't know," I said, free to speak as myself for the first time in several hours. 
 
    "First off, I like putting you on display. I think it's good for you to feel small and helpless, just the way you made me feel when I realized you were cheating on me. Second, guess who just paid for this little shopping trip?" 
 
    "You used my money, didn't you?" I asked, my eyes narrowing. 
 
    Amara knew how much my savings meant to me. I’d worked so hard to put that nest egg together, and apparently, she was just going to fritter it away. 
 
    "Sweetie, it's not your money. You're just a little girl, so you keep all of your pennies and quarters in a piggy bank. I'm the adult, so it's my money now." She smiled at me, opening the door to her car. She put me in the backseat, she buckled me in, and she drove us home. 
 
    That was several weeks ago. 
 
    Things haven’t gotten any better. 
 
    Like it or not, I'm still trapped in the body of a little girl. In fact, I've taken to trying to figure out my height. I want to know if I'm growing, but I don't think enough time has passed yet. 
 
    Right now, I'm back in the master bedroom, on my stomach, watching as Amara is getting ready. She has on a dark red, formfitting dress. It's a kind of outfit a woman wears when she really wants to impress a man. 
 
    For the moment, that isn't me. 
 
    "You know, you really don't have to go through with this," I tell her in my small, childish voice. I still sound so young and so girlie! As hard as I try, I just can't put any force into my voice. 
 
    Amara is standing in front of the mirror, putting on her earrings. 
 
    She turns to me, just a quarter of the way. "Sweetie, we talked about this many times. I have to do this. I want to do this." 
 
    My nostrils flare, and I try a different tactic. "What if I told you that I've been thoroughly punished. It's been three weeks!” Three weeks. I make it sound like an eternity. 
 
    For me, it has definitely felt that way. 
 
    Time has taken on a different kind of meaning, stretching outward for me. For one, I don't have an alarm clock in the morning. Obviously, Amara isn't sending me to school, so I get to sleep in as long as I want, or at least until she wakes me up. But most of the time, my eyes flutter open, and it's still dark outside. 
 
    Maybe I don't have to get up at any particular time, but Amara definitely insists on putting me to bed at eight o’clock sharp. She insists I need a bedtime, and no matter how hard I tried to argue against this idea, she refused to change her mind. And when she told me this, she grinned, happy that she'd been able to take away another piece of my independence. 
 
    She makes me eat sliced hotdogs, crackers, and chicken nuggets. Every day, she feeds me like I'm an actual child, and there's nothing I can do about it. 
 
    Then of course, her favorite part of the day is dressing me up. She loves putting me in my panties and socks, my little dresses and outfits. Sometimes, I'm allowed to wear pants, but even then, they are always brightly colored shades of pink or purple. If I'm allowed to wear a dress, maybe, just maybe I will be able to put on something white. Each morning, I can't help but feel like her private doll. 
 
    Bath time is another bit of humiliation. Before it's time for bed, she takes me to the bathroom, she sits me down in the tub, and she turns on the hot water. 
 
    Amara scrubs me down, every inch, and she washes my hair. At the same time, she insists that I'm not allowed to splash the water. If I do, I earn myself a spanking. 
 
    There are so many reasons for her to spank me, I've discovered. If I talk back, use bad language, or even hesitate at the wrong moment, I might find myself across her lap. 
 
    Each time I try to bring up my infidelity, I’m punished. Even when I attempt to apologize, Amara has no problem disciplining me. Honestly, I do understand how much I've hurt her, but none of this is fair! She shouldn't be able to tease me or torment me like this. 
 
    Granted, Amara would tell me that this is all a part of my punishment. I'm not supposed to like it. In fact, I'm supposed to dread every single moment like this when she is getting ready for a date. 
 
    Amara turns around, and she faces me. "How do I look?" 
 
    “You’re hot,” I say…and there’s something else in my voice. Amara hears the longing in my voice, which I can tell because she grins from ear to ear. 
 
    Although I am in the body of a little girl, I still remember how I felt to my staff and my wife. My body and hormones might have been changed to that of a small child, yet I'm still a man intellectually. I still want to be close to her. 
 
    Amara walks across the room, and she leans forward, showing off some of her cleavage. In spite of myself, I let the temptation overwhelm me, and I peek down into the valley of her breasts. 
 
    Reaching out slowly, she touches the underside of my chin, forcing my eyes back up toward her face. "You want to watch mommy get her makeup on?" 
 
    "Yes, please," I say miserably. If I don't play along, she will kick me out of the room, and I'll have to go back into my bedroom and play with my toys, all while she is getting ready for a date with another man. 
 
    "Good girl," she says, patting me on the head. 
 
    Amara turns back to the mirror, and she sits down, pulling out the different kinds of makeup. "You know, someday I might teach you about this myself. Would you like that, to sit with your mommy while I show you how to put on makeup and blushing foundation and all those other little secrets to beauty?" 
 
    "Please, there's no way I'm going to be like this for that long," I say, doing my best to sound determined and resolved, yet there is a little twinge of desperation in my voice. Ultimately, the decision is not mine to make. 
 
    "We'll see," she says with a knowing smirk. 
 
    "Amara, please, can't I just be your husband again? Can we go back to the way things were?" 
 
    She turns around, and right away, I can tell that I've made a big mistake. Her eyes linger on me, but I have to look away. So I stare down at the floor, while she says, "Do you mean you want to go back to when you were sleeping around on me? Is that what you're saying?" 
 
    "No! She was just one mistake!" 
 
    "Pity. I don't believe you," Amara tells me. Then she turns around, and she faces the mirror. Before I can try to argue with her again, she says, "I know this is a very difficult transition for you, sweetie, but it'll be easier when you start to accept yourself. Just enjoy being a little girl. After all, I'm giving you a great gift. Think about how much longer your life is going to be. Think of all of these incredible experiences you're going to get to have." 
 
    "I don't want these experiences," I said, my eyes misting again. 
 
    Despite having several weeks to reorient myself, I'm still amazed at how quickly I can fall into tears. 
 
    Amara isn't at all sympathetic. She pulls out the lipstick, and she dabs it across her mouth. She puckers her lips, smoothing out the color. "Too bad. But don't worry. Maybe you'll start to feel better after I put you back in school." 
 
    My jaw falls open. "What?" I demand. For just an instant, my voice almost rings with the authority of an adult. 
 
    She has her eyes on the mirror, but I know that she is thinking about me. "There is this fantastic little private school just down the way. You must know the one. We've driven by it so many times. I'm going to enroll you there, and you are going to be my good little girl." 
 
    "But, but you said you were only going to keep me like this for a little while!" 
 
    "That's true," Amara says with a shrug. "But you know, you made quite a few promises to me, and you had no problem breaking those. So I guess this is just fair play." 
 
    "Yes, if you're going to enroll me in the school, then how long do you intend to keep me like this?" Although I worry about the answer to my question I still have to voice it. 
 
    This time, Amara puts down her makeup, she swivels around in her chair, and then she gets up, walking over to me. I sit motionless on the edge of the bed, perched like a little girl watching her mommy put on makeup. 
 
    Amara leans down, and I catch another glimpse of her breasts. My insides itch with desire, not that I have the equipment to act on those urges. 
 
    "Forever," she tells me. 
 
    "No! That isn't fair!" 
 
    "Fair? Fair is what happens when you keep your word. Fair is what happens when you don't cheat on your wife. You've been a very bad man, so I'm just going to keep you like this, as my little girl." 
 
    Amara keeps her eyes locked onto me for several more seconds. Meanwhile, I just nibble down on my lower lip, doing my best not to start crying. The urge is there, and instinct is pulling at the back of my psyche. It would be so easy to surrender to those tears, but I fight them back. I keep insisting to myself that I am an adult, and I'm a man. 
 
    Reaching down, she cups my cheek with her palm. "I know this is difficult for you, but in time, you're going to be very happy. Although this started out as a punishment, I think I'm enjoying being your mommy. It's so much fun, taking you to the store, buying you little toys and presents and watching you dance around happily." 
 
    We had already gone to different stores on multiple occasions, each of which I despised with every fiber of my being. Seriously, we would go out, and all these people would see me. They would hear me giggle and laugh, and they would shake their heads, amused by my antics. 
 
    "But this isn't right! This isn’t natural!" 
 
    "You should count yourself as lucky because I could've changed even to something else. I still can," Amara tells me. 
 
    A shiver of dread flashes through my small frame. 
 
    "Please, couldn't you just change me back and divorce me? I swear, I would let you keep everything." 
 
    "But then I would lose you," Amara reminds me. The corners of her mouth rise in a smile, and she brushes my cheek with the back of her hand. "I really like this. I like taking you out. I love having a little girl. And of course, some part of me will always enjoy knowing that you are still in there. Even when I take you out and you have to act like a child, I know that you're struggling on the inside, trying to resist. But you can't, and you'll never get out of this." 
 
    "But you're going to let me grow up?" I ask, my voice trembling. 
 
    "Sweetie, I'm going to let you grow up to be a woman. I'm going to make sure that you are a cute, submissive little girl who will find a boy to take care of her. You'll always be a cute little girly girl, all dressed up in pink ribbons. Even when the other little girls start to put on jeans and T-shirts, you're going to always be a little doll. That's why you're going to be so popular." 
 
    "You can't do this to me," I insist, but there isn't any real feeling in my voice, not at this point. Ultimately this is Amara. She's already shown me how she can rewrite reality. With just a snap of her finger, she can make me do anything. 
 
    "Trust me. I can." 
 
    My mouth opens again, and there must be something I can do or say to change her mind, but the doorbell rings. 
 
    Ding dong. 
 
    Snap. 
 
    Once the doorbell has gone off, my wife snaps her fingers. Suddenly, I jump off of the bed, and I run to the front door. Reaching out, I grab the knob and turn it. 
 
    Standing on the porch, there is a tall man holding a bouquet of roses. His cheeks are stubbled, and on the inside, I recognize him as my wife's new boyfriend. 
 
    "Marcus!" I call out. Forced to behave like any other little girl, I throw the door open, and I rush outside. I throw my arms around his leg, and he kneels down. "What did you bring me?" 
 
    He smiles at me, pinching my cheeks, and I only then remember to step back, feeling a little bit shy now. He reaches into his pocket, and he takes out a piece of candy. "This is for you, young lady." 
 
    Right away, I unwrap it, and I push the candy into my mouth. The flavor of sugary apple fills my senses, and I hop up and down. "Do you want me to go get my mommy?" I ask. "Or maybe I could get you some water or soda?" 
 
    "No soda this time," he tells me, patting me on the head. I jump back into the house, and I motion for him to come inside. "I wouldn't want there to be another accident." 
 
    Grinning, I blush nonetheless because the last time he came over, I offered to be a good little hostess. I tried to get some soda, and I ended up spilling it all over the floor. Amara was magnanimous with me. She didn't insist on spanking me even though I probably deserved it. 
 
    Or maybe she just didn't want her new boyfriend, Marcus, to think that she was a mean mom. 
 
    "I'll go get my mommy!" I call out, and before he can respond, I dash back through the house, into the master bedroom, the place where I used to sleep. 
 
    Once I close the door behind me, I can act like a man again. 
 
    "Please, you don't have to do this. You don't have to go out with him," I say. 
 
    "You're right. I don't have to go out with him, but I want to," she says to me again. "I don't want to raise a little girl all on my own. I think it would be a lot better if you had a strong, male influence in your life, who will be able to show you how a man should really treat a woman." 
 
    "I know how he treats you," I mumble without even meaning to. 
 
    "What are you talking about, sweetie?" 
 
    "Nothing," I say quickly. 
 
    It is too late. She heard me, and now she is going to force me to tell her exactly what I meant. Amara raises her hand into the air, and her finger and palm are poised to snap again. "Are you sure you don't want to tell me?" Amara asks with mock concern. 
 
    "When you take him home, I can hear you." 
 
    "Oh? Do you mean you are asleep in your little bed, and we wake you up while we're making love? Is that what you're telling me?" 
 
    Slowly, it dawns on me. Amara put me in the room next to ours for one reason. She put me into the next room for one simple reason. She wanted me to hear everything. She wanted me to know about her every scream and moan, the way her new boyfriend would make her feel. 
 
    "You, you wanted me to hear!" 
 
    "I don't know what you're talking about sweetie. You are in the next room over because you're just a little girl, and I never know if you're going to wake up in the middle of the night with nightmares. I wouldn't want you stumbling around in the dark." When she smiles at me, she is both ridiculing and reassuring. 
 
    My nostrils flare, but there is nothing for me to say. 
 
    Ding dong. 
 
    "That must be the babysitter," Amara says to me. 
 
    "Babysitter?" I ask, my brain freezing up. Although she has already been out on several dates with Marcus, she had always left me alone. With just a snap of her finger, she can keep me in the house. Besides, where could I possibly go like this? Even if I found someone to help me, say a cop, I would just be brought back home, and I would have to face another spanking. 
 
    "That's right. I met this very nice young lady who was looking for work as a babysitter. So tonight, you're going to behave yourself and do whatever she says." 
 
    "No!" 
 
    Amara goes back to the door, and she pauses. 
 
    At some point, I dropped down onto my feet. But now I'm standing, my back ramrod straight, and my little fingers are balled up into fists. I stamp my foot down with everything I have. "No! You are going to send her home right now. If you insist on playing these games, fine, then I can't stop you, but I'm not going to stay here with some babysitter.” 
 
    Amara raises one eyebrow. "I'm going to give you one chance to apologize right now." 
 
    My heart starts to beat even faster, and my breath locks in my chest. On some level, I know that I should do it. I should apologize and just play along. But I can't. 
 
    "I'm not going to apologize. I haven't done anything wrong!" 
 
    Amara opens the door, she sticks her head out, and she calls down the hallway, "Marcus, do you think you could get the door? I bet it's the babysitter!" Then she shuts the door and she turns to me. 
 
    Right away, I know I'm in trouble, and I take several steps back, right up until I bumped into the bed. I used to sleep there with my wife, holding her tight because I thought I was in control the relationship. No, that had only been in the illusion she allowed me. 
 
    Amara crosses the room quickly, and then she picks me up. She tosses me back down onto the bed, and when I try to get up, she simply pulls me across her lap. Right away, my eyes start to water because I already know what is going to happen. Worse, I inhale, and I catch the fine aroma of her perfume. It is the same scent she wore on our first date. 
 
    She has me on her lap, and I'm twisting from side to side, beating my fists against the mattress, like that'll make any difference at all. 
 
    Although I hate to think about it, Amara is so much stronger and bigger than me. My best efforts amount to nothing. In fact, she doesn't even need to smudge her makeup as she pulls back my skirt, getting me ready for another spanking. "I want you to remember that this was your doing. You, young lady, need to learn about consequences. When you say something rude or misbehave, I'm going to punish you. That's how this works." She makes it sound like this was something I should have known already. 
 
    Panic blasts through me just as I sense the swish of air as she swings her hand down. She slaps my backside, swatting me. Hot pain spears through me, but my eyes begin to water for a different reason. 
 
    I'm embarrassed. I'm humiliated that I'm in this position. For years, I have been the big man. For years, people got out of my way simply because of my sheer size. Yet here I am now, getting spanked like some little girl. 
 
    One, two, three, four, five spankings before my wife pulls my skirt back down. Then she sits me up. "Are you sorry?" 
 
    I bob my head down and up, sniffling all the while. 
 
    "Say it.” 
 
    "I'm sorry," I tell her, keeping my eyes into the floor. At this moment, I really do appear to be nothing but a chastised child.  
 
    "Say it. Say all of it." 
 
    I inhale, filling my lungs, and there is this brief moment where I seriously think about fighting her again. But one glance at Amara makes it clear that if I do, I'm just going to get spanked again. What's the point? Unless she decides to turn me back into a man, I'm going to be like this forever. 
 
    If anything, maybe I should play along. 
 
    "I'm sorry, mommy. I'm sorry I said those things." 
 
    She wipes away one of my tears, and then she kisses me on the forehead. "Don't worry about it, sweetie. Now, let's go back out into the living room so we can meet your new babysitter.” 
 
    Amara slid off the bed, and she stopped at the doorway, holding out her hand. Before I could plead with her, she snapped her fingers, and my entire demeanor changed. On the inside, I could still cling to my real thoughts, but I rushed across the room, I took her hand, and we went into the living room together. 
 
    Marcus was already there, seated. He looked so handsome, all put together for his date. And across the way, there was a young woman, but when I saw her, I couldn't hesitate. 
 
    "This is Tiffany. She's going to be your babysitter tonight. While I'm gone, she's going to be in charge." 
 
    Tiffany. I couldn't believe it. 
 
    Right away, I grab Amara's leg, clinging to her. "I don't want you to go," I tell her. Then I look over at Marcus, my eyes big with hope. "Couldn't you guys just stay here tonight?" 
 
    Tiffany gets up from her spot, and she comes over to me. She leans forward. "Hi there. I know it can be scary for a little girl to meet someone new, but I really would like to be your friend. Would you like that? Would you like for us to be friends?" 
 
    Something happens. 
 
    I can't explain it, but I look up into Tiffany's face. She is exactly like I remember. She is a young woman, a recent college graduate with big breasts, high cheekbones, and a pretty mouth. In fact, even though I'm trapped in this diminutive form, I can still recall exactly how it felt when she had her lips wrapped around my cock. 
 
    Only now, Amara puts her hands on my shoulders, just watching me. She pushes me away. I have my hands bunched in front of my stomach, and I can't seem to lift my eyes from the floor. 
 
    Even so, Tiffany has her hand held out. "You know, I have some very special dolls out in my car. Maybe you and I could play with them. You like that? Would you like to play some games with me tonight?" 
 
    Because my wife has programmed me with her magic, I'm forced to behave like a little girl. Fighting it with everything I have, I look up with hopeful eyes. "Can I see them?" I asked, sounding very timid. "Would that be okay, Amara?" 
 
    "By all means. You girls go have fun." 
 
    Tiffany takes my hand, and she guides me out the front door. At the same time, I want to look back. I want to try to talk to Amara again. She can't really do this. She can't really go out with another guy. It isn't fair! 
 
    On the inside, rage and desperation spread through me like giant tendrils, but on the outside, I just look like some happy little girl with her new babysitter. Tiffany takes me down to her car, and at the same time, I glance over at Amara and Marcus again. They're headed down the steps, headed for his SUV. 
 
    For a moment, I twist my hand away from Tiffany's, and I run over to Amara. As my tiny legs help me cross the distance, I start to think that I've retaken control. 
 
    But then I just squeeze my mommy’s leg again. 
 
    Then I let go, and she leans down, giving me a kiss on the forehead. 
 
    A couple of seconds later, Tiffany is behind us. Amara turns her attention away from me. "Remember, she needs to be in bed by eight o’clock. Feel free to give her a bath, and if she misbehaves, we do believe in spanking in this house." 
 
    Then, Marcus and Amara get back into the car, leaving me alone with the babysitter. 
 
      
 
    I have so much fun! 
 
    And as I have all of that fun, I discover new ways to hate myself. 
 
    When we start playing with the dolls on the living room floor, I giggle happily. At least, that's how I look on the outside, but inside, I am seething. Every time I make up a silly name for a character or come up with some silly problem like running out of flour to make a cake, I can't help but growl frustration at the back of my brain. 
 
    After we play with the dolls, Tiffany looks down at me, and she is smiling. I remember exactly how she gave me that same look right before we had sex for the first time. 
 
    This girl really was incredibly beautiful then and now. I remember how she looked with her blonde plaits tied back. I recall in crystal perfect detail how she appeared the first time she pulled off her T-shirt. I savor the memory of putting my hands on her breasts for the first time, sliding my fingers down the length of her torso and slipping my fingers into her slit for the first time, making her moan my name. 
 
    That's all for now. In fact, this girl actually takes me into the bathroom, she strips me naked, and she gives me a bath. She puts her hands all over me, but it's only because she is my caretaker, my babysitter. 
 
    When she looks at me, she just sees a little girl. When she holds up the towel, she does so because she doesn't want me to be cold. 
 
    As far as Tiffany is concerned, I'm just innocent and helpless. 
 
    Then it's time for me to go to bed. 
 
    Like any other little girl, I try to argue against this fate. I try plying, whimpering, and whining, but it doesn't make any difference. Tiffany takes me back to my girlie bedroom, and she tucks me in. Then, she starts to sing to me, and I fall asleep. 
 
    All the while, I'm thrashing against the inside of this body, wishing I could reclaim the man I'm supposed to really be. 
 
    Asleep, I start to dream. 
 
    In my dream, I come home, and I am myself again, a strong man with broad shoulders and real height. In this body, I don't have to get up on my toes to see what's on the counter. When I sit down at the dining room table, my feet don't dangle from my chair. 
 
    I walk through the front door, and there is my wife, Amara. She is so gorgeous. I hunger for her. 
 
    Beautiful as always, I flash her a predatory grin, and I don't take my eyes off of her, not even as I pull my keys, wallet, and cell phone from my pocket. I toss those on the stand by the front door, and then I pounce, coming at her quickly. 
 
    My wife giggles at me when I put my arms around her and kiss her hard. My tongue explores her mouth, teasing her. First, the kiss is hard and fast, but then I slow down, almost pulling back, but not quite. I caress her lips, making her moan, forcing her to wonder exactly what I'm going to do. 
 
    Then, I have my hand around her waist, and I guide her back into the bedroom. I push her down onto the mattress, and I follow just an instant later. Before she knows it, I'm on top, straddling her, and her hands are pinned beneath me. 
 
    "Who are you?" I demand, my eyes hot with desire and need. At this point, I am the man, and I'm about show my little wife exactly what that means. 
 
    "I'm yours," she says, panting already. If I touched my hand to her chest, I would find her heart beating at a quick tempo. I'm yours. I'm your wife," she says, and I flash her a feral  grin. 
 
    Yes, she is mine. To prove it, I lean down, and I kiss her again, yet I pull my hands away from her wrists. She knows better than to change her position. She keeps her hands over her head, almost like she's some restrained princess in a romance novel. 
 
    My hands slide up the soft, smooth, flat length of her stomach. Then I can feel her breasts beneath my palms. In less than a second, her nipples harden, and I savor that sensation, the way they stiffen beneath my touch. I'm still kissing her, but now I play with those buttons as well, turning her nipples from side to side, tracing little circles and spirals around those buds. 
 
    "You belong to me," I tell her. 
 
    This was how we made love before she transformed me, before my mistake, before everything went wrong. 
 
    But as I'm dreaming, it feels so good to return to this moment. 
 
    "Yes,” she moans. "I'm yours. I belong to you!” 
 
    Amara already sounds so horny, so desperate. With my knees pressed against her hips, I pull back, withdrawing my hands from beneath her blouse. "Are you wet?" 
 
    Blush clouds my wife's cheeks. She hates it when I ask like this. Although she isn't ashamed of her desires, she doesn't like such coarse language, such bold approaches. Pursing her lips, she doesn't respond right away, which is exactly what I hoped for. 
 
    I reach back down, sliding my hand into her pants, then her panties. "No," she says, but her moaning protestation is filled with longing. She can say whatever she wants, but we both understand exactly what she needs. 
 
    I move my fingertips along her pubic hair, down to her slit. Once, twice, three times, I stroke her opening. Amara might tell me that she doesn't really want this, but she parts her knees for me, and I can feel the hot wetness right there along her crevice. Then, just to taunt her further, I plunge one finger down into her opening. Her clit is already engorged, so I stroke it, teasing her even more. 
 
    Arching her back, Amara starts to whimper. Her breathing speeds up, and she is desperate now. I slide a second finger into her, working her up even more. 
 
    "Yes! Just like that, Marcus! Just like that!” 
 
    In my dream, I looked down at her, but now she is laughing at me. 
 
    "Marcus, take me! Show me what you have. Show me what a real man can do!" 
 
    My eyes snapped open, and I'm not in my bedroom with my wife anymore. No, I'm tucked in now, my blonde hair spread along my pink pillow. Right away, I realize I'm panting. I realize I was dreaming, so I throw my blankets off of my body, and I sit up right away. Instinctively, I figure my feet are going to touch the floor. They don't. They just dangle down, and then I realize there is actually a nightlight in this room. 
 
    I’m a little girl. My mommy worried I might get scared. 
 
    Reaching down, I touch my stomach, my chest, and my legs. All of my muscle definition is gone, and even though I keep trying to find some hint to tell me the last several weeks have been some kind of delusion, it's all true. I really am in the body of a little girl. 
 
    "Yes, just like that!" I hear again, along with the pounding of the headboard against the wall. 
 
    I bite down, pouting my lips. 
 
    Marcus and Amara have done this before. They had sex, and I know my wife is aware that I can hear her. After all, she made sure my bedroom was next to hers. 
 
    Anger shoots through me, and I decide that I'm not going to let her transform me into a little girl. Okay, so I have this body, but that doesn't mean I can't behave like a real man. 
 
    I get up, and I push my way to the door. Darkness surrounds me, and I can feel the coils of fear tie up in my chest. 
 
    The door to her bedroom is slightly open. I sneak up to it, and I can only watch. My anger dissipates, my momentum with it. Standing there, I don't know what to do, but I can't look away. 
 
    There is Marcus, naked along with my wife. He is kissing her now, his mouth on hers. They paw at each other like predators, wild cats out in the jungle somewhere. He is so much bigger and stronger than me. 
 
    They roll around together, and then he pins her, just the way I imagined in my dream. He looks down at her. "You are so beautiful. I'm going to make you mine," he says.  
 
    "Yes, you are," Amara agrees, her eyes filled with a mix of love and lust. Once upon a time, she looked at me the same way. 
 
    "You know, it's going to be different tonight," he says to her, his voice low, panting and husky. He sounds so masculine. I remember how it felt to have a beautiful woman beneath me. 
 
    They don't notice me. I hold onto the door, sneaking every peak. They are focused on one another. The rest of the world has faded away. 
 
    He grabs her skirt, pulling it up. In the next moment, he has his hands on her underwear, peeling it away. Then he throws it off to the side, like she will never need it again. 
 
    "Yes," she agrees, panting. He leans down, kissing her body. She still has her dress on, yet every little bit of pressure seems to make her moan with desire and need. 
 
    "Tell me, Amara. Why is it going to be different tonight?" 
 
    "Because you're claiming me. Because you’re going to marry me! I’m—I’m going to be your wife! Yours, all yours!" 
 
    "That's right," he agrees, and my eyes are big with shock. My heart pounds in my tiny chest, and I picture myself running into the room. But with the snap of her finger, Amara would force me to behave like a child, so it would be awkward and that is all. One of them, probably Marcus would escort me back to my bedroom, he would tuck me in, and I would fall asleep. 
 
    No, I won't interfere. I will cling to what little independence I have left. 
 
    Horror mounting, I watch as Marcus forces Amara back up onto her hands and knees. 
 
    His cock is hard, and he pulls down his pants quickly. Then, he slides into her, taking my wife as his own. He pulls back and pumps her. "You're going to be mine from now on. You're going to be my wife. It's going to be my job to take care of you and your little girl. I'm going to make sure you feel loved. I'm going to make sure that she is raised right." 
 
    Amara moans again. "Yes! I know you are. I'm going to be yours. I'm going to be anything and everything you want!" 
 
    He pumps her harder and faster, making love with her. She cries out again, savoring the ecstasy. 
 
    Before long, she climaxes. Just a little bit more, and he comes as well. And he pulls back, and he holds her in his arms. They look so sweet, so adored together. 
 
    As he strokes her, Marcus really does look like a very good guy. 
 
    They are whispering back and forth now, almost like they're worried about waking me up. The rest of their sex was noisy and loud, but they didn't care. 
 
    Because I can't hear anything, and because it's not going to do any good, I turn away. For some reason, I go back into my bedroom, and I curl up under my sheets. I close my eyes, knowing that I'm going to be stuck like this forever. 
 
    This is my punishment. Every day, I'm going to have to watch another man be with my wife. I'm going to have to be a little girl until I grow up into a woman. Closing my eyes, I try to imagine a scenario where I will convince Amara to change me back. 
 
    As hard as I try, nothing comes to mind before sleep claims me. 
 
    Because this is my life…forever…and ever. 
 
      
 
    The End 
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