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Ruining Gavin 


“Hey, Rachel, do you think I could talk to you?” 

Rachel looked up from her desk. 

“Sure,” she allowed even as she dropped her gaze back down to the paperwork spread out in front of her. Considering how successful her venture had been so far, it made sense that she would have to deal with a variety of different problems and issues. Personnel, in particular, had been problematic. For example, she couldn’t find a secretary who could keep up with her. 

“Thank you,” he said. 

Gavin and Rachel worked in the same office building. In fact, they worked in the same industry. Each company acted as a middleman, supplying different IT companies with various components. 

He licked his lips, looked around, and then he asked, “Is it true?” 

“Is what true?” Rachel asked as she resisted the urge to start smiling. 

His nostrils flared for a moment, especially because he knew she understood exactly what he was referring to. And yet, she wasn’t going to make this easy for him. Why did she always have to be such a bitch? 

“Your new supplier.” 

“It might be,” she replied with a snide smile on her face. She looked up at him now, and her eyes seemed to glow with glee. 

“And the prices? Is it true that you will be able to undercut me?” 

Now her eyes widened slightly. Her new supplier would make the logistics chain much, much easier. But in addition, her new source would also be able to give her the components her customers needed at a ridiculous discount. 

“How much did you hear about?” 

“Twenty percent,” he said. Even as he uttered the words, he felt this tight knot in his stomach. He may as well have swallowed a small boulder. 

“You’re half right,” she said. 

“Ten?” Actually, he could survive that kind of discount. Sales revolved around more than just numbers. Sometimes personality, charisma, and even loyalty could enter into the equations. 

“Wrong direction,” she said. As his lips parted, she couldn’t help but twist the entrepreneurial knife. “Forty percent.” 

“No. That’s not possible.” 

“Actually, it is.” 

Up until this point, he had remained standing in her presence. But now, his knees buckled, and he fell down into the seat across her desk. He bent forward, resting his forehead against his knees. 

“This can’t be happening,” he muttered. 

“You’re going out of business, Gavin.” 

“I know. And my creditors are going to destroy me. I’ve never going to be able to rebuild after this.” 

“No, you won’t. And if I recall correctly, you also took out some loans from some pretty shady people. Is that right?” 

He brought his face up, he stared at her. Much of the color had trained away from his cheeks. “How do you know about that?” 

“You’re not the only one with corporate spies,” she said. Granted, her espionage usually included buying lunch for some of his employees, but it still got the job done. 

“Please, just give me some time. You could do that, couldn’t you?” 

“I could,” she said. “But I won’t.” 

“Those people, the ones I own money to? They’re serious. They‘re dangerous!” 

“I know,” she said. 

He started to stand up and make his way back toward the door. Unfortunately for him, Gavin didn’t even have the assets necessary to try to flee the country. 

“Stop.” 

He froze in place, if only because he hoped that maybe she would change her mind and give him the time he needed. If he could push through a few more contracts, he might be able to pay off a few of his loans. Maybe that would be good enough? 

“I’m not going to hold back,” she said, crushing any hope he might have held onto. “But you know, there are other options.” 

“What?” Gavin asked. As he studied the young woman seated before him, he fought hard to see past her eyes and into her thoughts. Obviously that didn’t work, but he still felt that stab of desire whenever he came close to her. He couldn’t help himself. 

Some women are simply magnetic. They walk into a room, and the men around them instinctively want to get close, talk, and spend time together. Maybe it was the dark luster of her hair and how the light seemed to play along those gently waving tresses. It could have been the darkness of her irises, that deep shade of brown. Or maybe it was simply the fact that she had a perfect body. With sculpted breasts, a small waist, and a petite physique, this girl could have been a model. Instead she ended up in business, and she was quite successful. It helped that so many of her clients wanted to spend time with her even if they knew that they would never get the chance to hook up with her. Or maybe they still clung to some desperate hope that would never materialize into anything physical. 

Gavin tried to fight back his attraction. He tried to get angry with her, yet he couldn’t entirely succeed. 

“Sit down,” she said. 

He returned to the chair. 

A smirk tugged at the corner of her mouth. “Actually, that’s not what I meant. Come over here and sit on the floor in front of my feet.” 

She motioned toward her right-hand side. 

He stared at her, his lips parted, almost as though he couldn’t really believe what he was hearing. 

“You don’t have to do it, of course. If you want to just leave right now, there’s nothing stopping you.” The unspoken threat lingered in the air. She could ruin him whenever she liked. 

Standing up slowly and almost mechanically, he circled around her desk. She rolled back and crossed her legs. As she did so, he couldn’t help but admire the shapes of her shins, the contours of her thighs, and how her skirt seemed to rise up an inch or two. 

Did she want to try to seduce him? 

“Sit down. On the floor. Like a dog.” 

His throat clenched. If this was supposed to be a seduction, then she had a lot to learn. 

“What is this? What is this all about?” Really, he needed to know what she hoped to accomplish. 

And yet, Rachel didn’t answer, not right away. Instead, she rested her eyes on him. With every second, he tried to meet her gaze, only he inevitably glanced back down at the floor. 

“That’s what I thought,” she said, knowing that she had just achieved victory in that first battle of will. She leaned forward slightly, and she smiled. “Do you want to know what I’m hoping to accomplish?” 

“Yes,” he said. 

“I want to ruin you,” she replied. 

His lips parted again, and he froze in place. He was standing just a couple feet away from her. At other points, many men probably hoped for a similar position. They just wanted to be close to her. Only now, he had all of her attention, and it wasn’t good. 

“I want to really own you,” Rachel repeated. “I want to take my rival in turn him into my plaything. I want you to become a trophy, Gavin. I want to be able to show you off to all of my rivals, my friends, whoever. I want to see you and to know that you have been completely broken and tamed.” 

The moisture had drained away from his throat, so he couldn’t quite speak. His lips moved, they tried to make some sounds, only to feel like they got caught against his tongue. After a few more seconds, he got out something coherent, “You can’t do this.” 

“Okay,” she said. “Then you can leave this office, face your creditors, and deal with the consequences.” She rolled her shoulders back like she didn’t care one way or another. 

As she did so, his whole body tensed up. Adrenaline flashed through his skin. Millennia ago, Gavin would have been able to solve his problems by running faster or hitting harder. But with this girl, he was completely trapped because he didn’t know what to do about numbers on a screen or contracts printed out before him. 

He started chewing on the inside of his mouth as he looked around. 

“You can’t survive on your own, I’m going to make this easier for you, Gavin.” She smirked wickedly. “You get down on your knees right now or you leave.” 

Something inside of him buckled and broke. He fell forward, dropping to his knees before her. 

Reaching down, Rachel stroked his cheek and the underside of his chin. She smiled again. “That’s what I thought.” 

She leaned forward, resting her elbows on her knees. “Before we begin, I want you to know that I understand you are not as smart as I am. That’s why I’m going to be generous with you. I understand that you’re going to mess up, but I also understand that I’m going to need to punish you when you do.” 

Punish? She made him sound like he really was her property. 

Although Gavin hated the idea, he wanted to look around her office for something he could use to strike back, but there was nothing. Gavin hated the idea of being owned, but he just couldn’t think of any alternative. 

“Think of yourself as a slave. From this point forward, you don’t get any rights. You don’t get to make any decisions outside of the ones I have already made for you. And guess what, Gavin? I want to strip you down and take away everything that makes you a person.” 

His knuckles trembled as he heard those words. His fists shook slightly at his side, but she didn’t seem worried in the slightest. 

What would happen if he leapt up and tried to attack her? 

Well, no matter what kind of damage he did, she would still have her new supplier, she could undercut him, driving him out of business. He could punch or kick all he wanted, and it wouldn’t make the slightest difference. And then a different thought occurred to him. 

Whenever Rachel strolled around their building, she moved with a fluid, determined grace. It was easy to imagine her as the kind of young women who had mastered martial arts. Consequently, he had this terrible thought: what if he couldn’t actually take her in a fair fight? 

He hated the idea, but Gavin couldn’t come to another conclusion. 

“You’re wondering if you could beat me up, aren’t you?” 

“No,” he said, lying. 

“Yeah, you are. You’re wondering if you could take me in a fight.” She smiled like that was such an adorable concept. From there, she got up from her chair, walked around the opposite side of her desk, and she stood in the middle of the room. 

“Come here. Attack me. Try to wrestle me to the floor. It might be fun for you.” 

His eyes widened as he heard those words. Gavin glanced around the room instinctively, almost as though he thought someone else might have spoken. 

“I’m serious, Gavin. If you don’t, I’m going to come over there slap you across the face.” 

Jumping back up onto his feet, he took a step forward, only to stop. As the adrenaline spiked through his body, he stopped himself because he knew that he couldn’t actually attack a woman. 

True to her word, however, she stepped forward, coming closer. She moved with that graceful stride, coming right at him. Then, before he could really process what had happened, she raised her hand and slapped him across the face. 

He came at her. 

Gavin didn’t actually know how to fight. Maybe he had thrown a couple of punches and kicks back in elementary school, so he awkwardly raised a hand, only she reached out, grabbed his wrist and twisted. She pulled his arm behind his back. That wasn’t all. 

She slammed one foot into the back of his knee, forcing him down. He collapsed, falling hard onto his stomach. With the air knocked from his lungs, he panted, desperate to get enough oxygen back into his body. 

“Face it, Gavin, I’m smarter than you and stronger than you.” 

“No,” he gasped back at her. 

Much to his surprise, she released him almost immediately. 

Gavin took a couple of compressed breaths as he swallowed his emotions. This girl had just humiliated him. Sure, there was no one else around, yet that didn’t make the slightest difference to him. He climbed back up onto his feet, lowered his shoulder slightly, and he braced himself. 

Obviously, he wasn’t going to be able to defeat her if skill was involved. That’s why he rushed her. 

With his arms out, he meant to tackle her. He was going to throw her to the ground and use his weight against her. 

The world blurred for a moment. He took a couple of steps, destroying the distance between them. As he kicked his shoes down against the floor, he reached out with his arms. 

Rachel easily stepped to the side. But she didn’t simply dodge him. Her hand flew out, she grabbed his wrist again, and then she used his momentum against him. She spun him off to the side so he slammed up against of the wall just a moment later. If any of her employees happened to be listening, they might have heard that thud. 

Disoriented, he turned around, only he moved far too slowly. Rachel came at him again. 

He should have tried to simply stand still. Maybe that would have given him an advantage, only he threw a punch. She wove to the left, grabbed his shoulder, and then she knocked him back to the floor. He stumbled, landed on his stomach, and she grabbed both his hands, twisting his wrists and sending spasms of pain running up his arms. 

“You see?” Rachel asked. “I’m smarter than you, and I’m stronger too. I know exactly how to handle you. And that’s why I want to see you naked right now.” 

What? Confusion rushed through his head. He didn’t understand what was happening or how something like this could be possible, but then she pressed her knee down into the small of his back. 

“What? What do you want me to say?” Gavin asked while he tried to catch his breath. 

“Tell me you understand.” 

“I, I understand!” 

“Are you going to obey?” 

“Yes!” 

Apparently, that wasn’t good enough for her. She twisted his arm a little bit more, added pressure to the small of his back, and he groaned out. 

“Tell me you’re going to obey,” she ordered. 

His ego bristled at those words, but he didn’t see any other choice. “I’m going to obey!” 

“Good.” 

Just like that, she hopped off of him. 

Gavin didn’t want to move, yet he didn’t see any other choice either. He pushed himself up onto his hands and knees. As he did so, he raised his head. In that moment, he was braced on all fours, and he really did feel like an inferior creature. He may as well have been a pet or something. 

“Don’t worry. You’re going to spend a little bit of time crawling around me,” she said. 

Gavin wanted to believe that she was kidding, but he could tell that she meant every word. 

From there, he stripped off all of his clothing, removing one layer at a time. As he pulled off his shirt, then his shoes and socks, his pants and even his boxers, he felt the sting of humiliation run through his body. He felt as though he had been jabbed right in his chest. 

When he was naked, she strolled over to the door. “Come here,” she said, beckoning him with one curved finger. 

Gavin gulped nervously, but he started to crawl. As he did so, Rachel giggled. “Are you enjoying this?” 

“What? No!” 

“Stop. Sit on your knees and hold your hands behind your back. Straighten your shoulders,” she said, issuing one command after another. For her, it was easy and instinctive. She took authority without even trying. For her, it was simply natural. 

Gavin obeyed, sitting on his toes and knees. He spread his legs, exactly as she wanted. Finally, he pulled his hand up to the small of his back and crossed his wrists. 

“What’s this?” Rachel asked, kneeling down in front of him and reaching for his genitals. 

His eyes followed the line of her hand down to his shaft. That’s when he gulped again. All of the heat seemed to drain away from his body, yet he remained frustratingly rigid. That’s right. He was hard. His erection poked upward and aimed right at the girl who blackmailed him. 

“Oh, isn’t that cute,” she said with another feminine laugh. “You’re enjoying this! Does that mean you always wanted to be owned, Gavin? Have you always hoped that a woman like me would come along to take control of you?” 

“No. That’s not true,” he told her. 

“Oh, but there’s a problem. I don’t believe you,” she said, reaching down and pinching his cheek. She forced his head to move from side to side. He wants to pull away, only he couldn’t bring himself to do it, not when she intimidated him. 

“Don’t worry. I can get that penis of yours under control,” she said. “Crawl back over to my desk and stand up. Put your hands on the edge and don’t let go.” 

Reluctantly, he turned around and crawled again. He made his way across the floor, just like some domesticated animal. With every few inches, he wanted to jump up onto his feet and tell her that he couldn’t take this anymore. He would stand it! He was a business owner, and he deserved respect! 

But this girl could destroy him. 

Because of that one simple reality, he crawled like a pet and then stood up. He grabbed onto the edge of the desk as he turned around. 

Rachel strolled up to him, only now she held something behind her back. What was it? 

Her eyes swept up and down his body as she studied and evaluated him. Clearly, she was coming to some kind of conclusion. 

“Gavin, do you know what a cock lock is?” 

“A what?” Clearly, he didn’t. 

“One of these,” she said, pulling her hand out from behind her back. She held up the curved, plastic tube. It had the rough outline of the male member, only it was made from transparent, industrial plastic. There was also some kind of strange ring, plus a small padlock. “This is a cock lock,” she said. “I’m going to put it on you. And once you’re wearing it, you won’t be able to get hard. You won’t be able to have an orgasm either.” 

“You can’t be serious.” 

“I’m very serious. You see, if I own you, that means I own your penis. I own your entire body, and this is one way I’m going to control you. Don’t worry about the key. It’ll be somewhere safe.” 

When she stepped closer, she reached down, and she placed both of her hands on his genitals. One set of fingers started to dart along his scrotum. Electric sensations coursed through his body, turning him on. He couldn’t help it, especially when she used her other hand it to gently squeeze him. 

She rubbed him, bringing him closer and closer to an orgasm. Then, all of a sudden, it felt like he might climax at any moment! 

Because Gavin refused to give this girl that kind of power, he inhaled and exhaled quickly. By focusing on his breathing, he hoped he would be able to prevent an embarrassing spurt. 

Just as suddenly as she came at him, she pulled her hands away. He felt the surge of disappointment, but at least he had prevented her from making him climax. This girl was beautiful, but she couldn’t own his sex drive. 

Or so he thought. 

“Oh,” she said with feigned surprise, it looks like you got some of your pre-come on my hand. I guess you’re just going to have to lick it off.” 

His eyes bulged wide. “What? No! You can’t be serious!” 

Because of her commands, he couldn’t quite bring himself to pull his hands away from her desk, not even when she raised her glistening palm to show him the streaks of viscous excitement. His stomach turned up the prospect, and he looked away, but Rachel wasn’t about to make it so easy for him. 

“Either you lick my hand clean or you get out right now.” 

“No. Please, don’t kick me out,” he said, scrambling for something else to say. As his mind blanked, she smirked at him. 

“Last chance,” she said. 

He shut his eyes, leaned forward, and he swiped his tongue over the soft curves of her palm. He tasted his own excitement, and the repulsion doubled within him. He clenched up, quickly sputtered, and wanted to step away, but she remained in front of him, blocking his way. 

“You done,” she said. “Keep licking until I’m satisfied. Lick like the dog you are.” 

“I’m not a dog,” he said, but she still had her hand in front of his face, so he licked. 

“You’re right, you’re not a dog. You’re just a slave right now, but you’re going to be something even better for me. Yes, you will.” 

When she was finally satisfied, she pulled her hand back and wiped herself off on his leg. 


From there, she picked up the chastity lock again. She reached down for his member, only he had gone flaccid over the last few seconds. Apparently, being forced to taste his own excitement had been enough to wilt away his erection. 

Moving with deft, adroit movements, she slipped the plastic over his shaft. She brought the other ring up around his scrotum, pulling it snug. And then she connected the lock, effectively imprisoning him. When he heard the click, he tried not to flinch. He failed. 

After that, she stepped back and smiled to herself. “This won’t be ideal, but I think it will work.” 

“What’s going to work?” Gavin asked, even though he suspected he didn’t really want to know the answer. 

“Your outfit,” she said. “Obviously, I’m going to have to take you home to get you properly prepared, but I think a pair of panties will be a good start.” 

“What? A pair of what?” 

“What’s wrong? You don’t want to wear panties?” 

“No!” 

“Why not?” 

“It would be embarrassing!” 

“Why is that? If I let you wear panties, I’m letting you act more feminine, and feminine is good for you. Feminine is better than masculine. It smarter, stronger, and wiser.” 

He bristled at her taunts. 

“You want to embarrass me, right?” Gavin asked. “Well, you can’t embarrass me with something feminine. That would be insulting to women.” Yeah, he thought he actually had a good argument here. Panties couldn’t be a punishment, because that would be misogynistic. 

“Yes,” she said. “I’m not going to embarrass you. I’m going to break you. And that’s cute, Gavin. You think you found a loophole, but you haven’t. You know why?” 

She reached for him, grabbed him by his hair, and she yanked his head back so that he had to look up along the lines of her body. She seemed so much more taller and more powerful. This girl exuded authority. 

“You haven’t found a loophole because I’m not going to try to make you into a woman. Oh no, Gavin. I’m going to turn you into a sissy. I’m going to take all of your current fantasies and twist them. I’m going to turn you into the adorable little sex object I want you to be.” 

As he heard those words, he quickly started to try to shake his head. He couldn’t, not while she held such a firm grip on his hair. 

“Now, there’s something I want you to do for me.” 

“What?” 

“Put these on.” 

She had held them just outside of his line of sight, but now she dropped a pair of pink, silk bikini briefs right in front of him. Soft and shiny, they caught the light just like her hair. 

Tentatively, he reached out and picked them up. They were softer than he would have expected. 

“Put them on,” she ordered. “Or you could always just leave. Granted, if you left right now, you would never get another orgasm.” 

“I could get this cage off,” he insisted. 

“Maybe with a chainsaw. Is that something you would really want to try?” She arched an eyebrow as she asked. 

No. Obviously, he couldn’t. He would need the key. And of course, that wouldn’t solve the problem of satisfying his lenders. 

That’s why he pulled the panties on up over his legs. Soon, he felt the soft panties over his scrotum and shaft. 

“Very nice,” she said. “Now put your pants and follow me.” 

Gavin had scrambled back into his shirt, pants, and shoes. Disheveled but dressed, he raced after Rachel, following her out through the rows of office cubicles and to the stairwell. She took the steps two at a time until she made it to the first floor. Then she strode out into the warm sunlight, all the way to her car. 

Gavin kept looking around at the parking lot, as though he expected to see someone he might know. But then she got to her car, she slipped into the driver’s seat, and then she unlocked one of the backseat doors. 

At this point, he knew that he didn’t have to follow her. He didn’t have to get into that vehicle, but Gavin also understood what she would do and what would happen if he failed to please her. 

He slipped into the back seat, pulled his seatbelt over his chest, and then she started to drive. 

Rather than give him the chance to try to think for himself, she glanced at him in the rearview mirror. “Gavin, I want you to know that you’re going to make an adorable little sissy. I’m going to make sure that you wear sexy outfits, and you’re going to look fantastic. You don’t know it yet, but you have the perfect bone structure to be a sissy. Not only that, you have that petite body. Some guys just can’t be made to look feminine. But you’re already halfway there. Maybe that’s why you have never been able to negotiate all that aggressively with your suppliers and clients. They look at you, and they know that you aren’t a real man.” She clicked her tongue and shook her head. 

Opening his mouth, he attempted to say something, but she shushed him. “No. You don’t get to talk. I’m talking now,” she said. 

His lips parted, and he wanted to snarl at her like he was some kind of wild animal, but she still didn’t give him the chance. Instead, she continued, “Just think about it. I’m going to put you in cute, frilly skirts and tight corsets. I’m going to make sure that you wear high heels and that you learn to prance around like a good sissy for me. Just think of yourself as a servant. Or a slave.” 

“I’m not a slave,” he said. 

“How about this? If you can have an orgasm before we reach my home, I’ll just let you go.” 

“That’s not possible.” 

“Oh? And why isn’t it?” 

Gavin chose not to say anything. 

At the next stoplight, she turned around and looked right at him. “Why is it impossible for you to have an orgasm right now?” 

“Because you put me in a chastity cage!” 

“And don’t you forget it,” she said with a smirk. 

Just a few minutes later, she parked in front of a large Victorian house. Dark blue with white trim, it looked gorgeous, especially with the neatly manicured lawn out front. She got out, and then she waited for a few seconds. 

Gavin forced himself to step outside as well. 

“Let’s get started,” she said, reaching out and grabbing his hand. If they had been at a bar or a party, he would have been so intrigued at her touch. He would have counted himself lucky, but now she dragged him forward, up the steps and past the porch. They went inside, only she didn’t let him get used to his surroundings. 

Instead, she took him into a bright pink room. Yes, it was bright pink. There was a small bed, several dressers, and a full-length mirror. 

“This is where you’re going to be staying from now on,” she said. 

“You have got to be kidding me,” he said. 

“I’m not.” 

“I have my own place,” he said. 

“Oh no, Gavin. You don’t have anything. Not anymore. You owe too much money. Your entire business, all of your properties, you’ve mortgaged everything. That’s why you’re going to sign it all over to me, I will pay off your debts, and I will keep you as my own little plaything.” 

“No!” 

“Are you really in any position to try to negotiate?” 

When he dropped his gaze down to the white carpet, he pretty much gave his answer. But Rachel stoked two fingers against of the underside of his chin. “Well? Are you?” 

“No,” he said, admitting the truth. 

“No, you really aren’t.” The corners of her eyes wrinkled slightly as she grinned at him. “But don’t worry. I’m going to draw up the paperwork. And while I’m doing that, you should go take a shower. And while you’re doing so, be sure to shave off all of your hair from here,” she said, touching his eyebrows, “to here.” She pointed down at his feet. 

“Please, please don’t make me do this,” he said. He heard the tremble in his own voice, but Gavin still couldn’t stop himself. 

“It’s your choice. You can leave whatever you want.” 

No, that wasn’t true, and they both knew it. 

She grabbed his hand again when he acquiesced. Tugging him along, Rachel brought him right up to the bathroom door. 

He stripped and stepped under the shower. Hot water splashed against his body. At first, he just stared straight ahead as he tried to contemplate his situation. He kept telling himself that there had to be some way out of this, something he could do. Maybe he had forgotten about some asset. Maybe he could leverage some part of his business. 

But no. None of those ideas couldn’t be anywhere. They were solutions she could verbalize without actually putting into practice. He had already exploited every option available. 

So now, he had to do what she wanted. 

He first washed his body. The scent had a floral aroma, like a mixture of roses, cherries or strawberries. It made his mouth water as he started thinking about candy. After he washed off, he looked down at the razor. It was pink, of course. 

Clearly, Rachel had been thinking about this for a long time, so she had planned out everything. 

With that thought in mind, he tried to come up with some way to stop her. In the meantime, he had to shave off his arm hair. He moved slowly and carefully, making sure not to cut himself. After that, he shaved his underarms. Then he went for his chest hair. Next, he ran the razorblade along his buttocks and down his legs. It all seemed to take so long, but he moved methodically, one inch at a time. 

Gavin kept worrying that she might burst through the door and demand an explanation for why he was taking so long. But maybe when she saw his progress, she wouldn’t be upset. 

Ultimately, he didn’t need to worry about any of this at all. 

Finally, he finished. He looked down at his body. He ran his hand along his thigh, over his now shaved pubis, and up to his smooth chest. He felt strange, softer and weaker somehow. But at the same time, he wondered if she had been right. Did he really look like a sissy? 

Yes. 

Sissy. 

It seemed like an old word to him, something that would be used in polite society. There were other words that could be used to insult guys who didn’t conform to certain standards. But now Gavin pressed his lips together as he thought about how he had a girlish body, which seemed especially true without all of his body hair. 

He reached down for the chastity cage, squeezed it, and he felt a twinge of desire run through his frame. 

He started thinking of Rachel. 

As hard as he tried, he couldn’t get angry. Instead, he imagined what it would be like if she stepped into the shower with him. Her naked, flawless body would glisten, thousands of droplets running along her arms and legs, down the perfect curves of her breasts, along her shapely legs… 

His shaft started to harden, only he’s inexperienced in the balance of his cage. He reached down and tugged on it gingerly, although the stupid thing didn’t budge. He was trapped in his cock lock; he wouldn’t be able to get it off, not without her key. 

Again, he reflected on how she had planned this perfectly. 

Realizing he didn’t have any other reason to wait in the shower, he turned off the water, stepped out onto the towel, and then he started to dry himself off. 

About a third of the way done, Gavin heard the bathroom door open again. 

“Wow,” she said. 

He risked a glance in her direction. All he saw was joy. Unadulterated, almost delirious joy spread along her face. Then she reached out, grabbed him, and pulled him back down the hallway and into the pink room from before. She shoved down onto the bed, and she quickly straddled him. 

“You know what you are? You’re going to be my Sissy servant! I can’t wait to show you off to everyone!” 

“Everyone? No! No one can see this!” 

“Don’t move,” she commanded. 

And yet, he kept twitching and trying to pull away even as her fingers brushed along his body. He tried not to get excited, but the arousal began to dance through his skin. He couldn’t help himself. He was getting fondled by this beautiful girl. She rubbed his legs and his chest, his stomach in his arms. She seemed to play with him like he was a plush animal there for her entertainment. 

“I told you to settle down. If you can’t lay still, then I’m going to have to tie you to this bed.” 

“You wouldn’t dare,” he said. 

Stupid mistake. 

She slipped off of him, reached for one of the dressers, opened a drawer, and pulled out a pair of fuzzy pink handcuffs. They looked absurd, but Gavin quickly noticed that they didn’t have any release levers. Once those cuffs locked into place, they would remain in position until someone used a key to open them. 

She grabbed his wrists, brought them up toward the bed frame, and then she wove the cuffs around the bars before encircling his right wrist, then his left. 

When he looked up at her, he thought he was going to say something about how he wouldn’t allow this. Just as importantly, he braced himself for that moment when he would yank his hand back to stop her. 

But Gavin couldn’t do it. 

The imperious look in her eyes made it impossible for him to react even as she shackled him to the bed. And just like that, she seized control. 

“You can try to take them off if you want. Go ahead. Do your best.” 

She retreated back, reached into the same drawer from before, and removed another two pairs of handcuffs. He didn’t understand what they were for, not until she settled between his legs. 

Twisting about, he worked hard as he tried to wiggle his hands free from the cuffs. He pulled, yanked, and twisted. He fought as hard as he could, but he couldn’t get the restraints off. Then he heard another clicking sound as she locked his right leg to the bed, followed by the left. 

“Poor sissy. You look all smooth and helpless. You’re trapped in a chastity cage, naked, and at my mercy. Poor, poor sissy.” 

“I’m not a sissy!” 

“But you like it when I touch you?” 

She teased his body, running her fingers up and down along his legs, his chest, his neck. She touched his arms. He was a guy, so he only should have had one real erogenous zone, but she kept teasing him. 

His cock strained against of the confines of its cage, but he still couldn’t break free. 

“This is turning you on, isn’t it?” 

When he didn’t answer, she reached down for his vulnerable scrotum. As she started to stroke him, he tried to jerk away, to twist his body out of her reach, but he was chained to that bed, and he couldn’t move more than a few inches in any direction. Whether he could admit it or not, Gavin was stuck. 

“Isn’t it?” 

“Yes!” 

“You like it when I touch you this way, don’t you?” 

“Yes. Yes, I do,” he said. 

“You could always try begging.” 

“No. I’m not going to beg!” 

She cupped his scrotum, caressed him, her fingers lightly dancing over his sensitive flesh. 

Finally, something inside of him broke. “Fine. Please, please take the cage off of me! Please, I’ll do anything!” 

“Good. I have some papers for you to sign.” 

She got up, strolled out of the room, and left him alone. Eyes wide, he raised his head and watched her depart. Still, Gavin didn’t say anything. A moment later, he threw his head back down against of the mattress. With every second, he could feel the slamming beat of his heart. 

She came back, she had several papers and a pen. “Just go ahead and sign,” she said, putting the pen in his hand. 

He grasped the writing implement, but he couldn’t even see the pages. “I’m not going to sign anything.” Even as he said the words, he refused to let go of the pen. 

“We both know you’re going to break, Gavin. We both know that I can get you to do anything and everything I want.” As she spoke, she slid her body up against his, allowing Gavin to feel her proximity, her heat and her weight as she pressed down on him. 

Her breasts rubbed along his chest, making him close his eyes. 

“Tell me you’re going to sign the paperwork.” 

“I’ll sign it,” he said, breathing out. 

She held one page up under his pen. He started to scribble his name. It wasn’t a real signature, he told himself. A court wouldn’t really accept it. He tried to hold onto those excuses, but Gavin already knew the truth. A woman like Rachel would be resourceful enough to make sure that this held up in a court of law. 

“What am I signing?” 

“Just a few legal documents,” she said. 

“Please, please tell me!” 

One page after another, she slipped the documents underneath his pen, and he kept writing his name over and over. They may not have been especially legible, but it would be close enough. 

“Do you really want to know?” 

“Yes!” 

“Are you going to work to earn the privilege of finding out?” 

“What do you want?” 

“Your mouth,” she said. 

He didn’t understand, not at first, not until she sat back and reached under her skirt. She pulled her panties down along the length of her legs, and then she tossed them onto the floor. 

Rachel didn’t ask for permission. Hell, she didn’t even tell her sissy slave what she was going to do next. Instead, she positioned herself right above his face. With her calves pressed against his cheeks and her toes brushing along his body, she lowered herself down until he had no choice. Her pussy pressed down against his mouth. 

She decided to remain quiet, she waited to see what her sissy slave would do. 

Understanding what she expected, he opened his mouth, and he started to lick. Sliding his tongue up into her, he lapped at her most sensitive part. He licked her, and he even raised his head so that he could go deeper. 

“Oh, that feels good. That feels really good. I’m glad I have you as my slave now.” She giggled even as his tongue continued to work. Within seconds, he found her clit as his tongue started up and down along that sensitive button. 

Gavin couldn’t believe that he was doing this. 

To make matters worse, she kept teasing him about it! Rachel loved going on and on about how he was acting so obedient for her, how he was so good at this, how she had finally found the perfect use for his mouth. 

“Oh, keep going. Keep going. Yes. Just like that! Don’t stop. Don’t stop, Gavin!” 

She was close to an orgasm. But then, she started laughing. “Gavin? No. When you’re wearing panties for me, you don’t get a name like Gavin. I think I’m going to start calling you Gwen.” 

Gwen? No! That was too much. She couldn’t take away his name! 

He stopped licking her slit, but she just leaned back, grabbed his balls, and she squeezed. A jolt of pain was enough to force his compliance. His tongue started moving again to please and satisfy her. 

As he continued to work, Rachel closed her eyes. She finally stopped mocking him. Instead, she basked in the fresh waves of heat that coursed through her skin. Of course, guys had gone down on her before. Whenever she picked a man to be her boyfriend, he instinctively felt one thing: gratitude. He knew that he was lucky to be close to her. 

Still, she loved knowing that she didn’t need to treat Gavin—Gwen—as anything close to an equal. She didn’t have to worry about his ego. On the contrary, she could play with his sense of “self-respect” as she took whatever she wanted. 

Finally, she allowed herself to embrace the sensations. She lowered herself down a little bit more. His tongue slipped deeper into her crevice. Still, he kept licking, sliding the tip of his tongue over her clitoris as he lapped at the walls of her opening. 

“Yes. Just like that,” she said, panting. That’s when she felt it… 

It started with the spark. It morphed into an explosion. A supernova of sensation rocketed through her skin, reverberating along her fingers that suddenly clenched down, her toes that curled, and throughout the rest of her gorgeous body. 

Once the orgasm’s wave was diminished down to ripples, she pulled herself away, and then she looked down at him. 

His eyes simmered with something like contempt. Or maybe it was worry. She smirked down at him, brushed her fingers along his body, and then she said, “It’s time to get you dressed.” 

Get dressed? 

He shook his head from side to side, desperately hoping that she might change her mind. 

But no. This had been a part of her plan all along. 

As she left him chained to the bed, she walked over to the closet and opened the door. 

Closing his eyes, Gavin wasn’t going to look. Instead, he let another word—a name—boil behind his eyes. Gwen. That’s what she wanted to rename him. That’s how she wanted him to think of himself. 

Well, he wasn’t going to do it. He refused! 

“Look at me,” she commanded. 

Because of that authoritative tone, he immediately opened his eyes and turned his head in her direction. That’s why he saw her holding the hangar up. There was a navy blue dress dangling from the hanger in her hand. 

“Don’t say a word,” she ordered. 

Somehow, that worked. He didn’t make a sound even as she slid forward. She stretched her body over his, and he looked up at her cleavage. He couldn’t help but feel that arousal pumping through his body, especially as he studied her gorgeous cleavage. Damn it. She was so hot! Despite everything she had threatened and done to him, he still wanted to get close to her. 

Using a small key, she unlocked the cuffs. 

Gavin fantasized about grabbing the key from her, but he already knew that it wouldn’t work on his chastity cage. That was the piece he really needed to find. 

Once he was freed from his cuffs, he didn’t move. 

“Put this on,” she said. 

“No. I can’t,” he said to her. 

“Okay then,” she replied. “Just go ahead and roll over.” 

He obeyed, sliding onto his stomach, although he wasn’t quite sure why he did this. 

Clearly, she had something else in mind. But what? 

Naïvely, Gavin told himself that anything would have been better than putting on that little dress. When he glanced back at it again, he saw the straps, the waist, and the short hem. Then something else occurred to him. That navy blue hue seemed familiar somehow. But if so, where had he seen it? 

Driving home. 

He lived near a school, and he occasionally glanced out the window to see the little kids playing. Of course, the boys and girls were all in uniforms. The boys wore black slacks and white shirts. Some of the girls did as well. But then there were others, perhaps the more feminine children, who put on uniforms just like the one she had for him. 

This one was large enough to accommodate Gavin’s adult frame, but it still looked exactly like something a schoolgirl might wear. 

As these thoughts flooded through his head, he made the mistake of closing his eyes again. That’s why he didn’t realize she was going to chain him back to the bed, only this time he would be even more vulnerable on his stomach. The cuffs and circled his wrists. When he heard the locks engage, he instinctively yanked his hands back, but by that point it was far too late. 

The chains jingled as Rachel slipped back. 

“You don’t know how this works, do you?” his captor teased. “It’s okay. You’re not a very smart sissy. That’s why you need an owner to train you and take care of you. But don’t worry. You said no to me, and that’s not acceptable, so I’m going to paddle you now. I’m going to make sure that it stings. By the time I’m done, your pert little button is going to be a bright shade of red. What do you think of that?” 

Hoping to preserve some iota of dignity, Gavin didn’t respond. 

When he didn’t answer, she laughed. The sound bounced off the walls, hitting them hard. But that was just the beginning because she returned to one of the dressers, plucked out a paddle, and then she swung it through the air. He heard the whoosh and shivered. 

But then, Gavin told himself that he was a man, so he could take a little bit of pain. He had no idea. 

Stretching back up to the bed and her captive sissy, she looked down at his cute little ass. “You don’t think you’re a sissy. You don’t think you’ve been feminized.” She shook her head from side to side. “But you will. You can’t help yourself. You’re going to be such an adorable sissy slave, prancing around for me, serving me, obeying me.” 

“No. That’s not going to happen!” 

When she laughed again, the sounds seemed to be corrosive, like they would eat away at his defiance. 

With a nervous gulp, he locked his jaw and prepared himself as much as he could. 

She touched the paddle to his naked ass. He thought about trying to twist away, to avoid the blow, but he already knew it wouldn’t work. So instead, he worked hard to preserve his dignity as she yanked the paddle back into the air. 

She didn’t take her time or savor the moment. Instead, she struck. Businesslike and professional, she pulled the paddle back and swung it through the air. She felt the air resistance right before enjoying that satisfying SMACK. 

A burst of pain shot through Gavin’s body. He arched his back, pressing his groin down into the mattress even as he instinctively yanked against his shackles. They held him fast. Of course, they did. They were metal. He wasn’t going to be able to rip himself free, no matter how hard he fought. 

SMACK! 

The second blow landed, harder than the first. Another wave of hot, roiling pain shot through his body. It started at his buttocks. It seemed to drill down into him. He could feel it like a spear. 

She struck again, spanking even harder this time. 

SMACK! 

SMACK! 

SMACK! 

SMACK! 

He lost himself to the pain. With every blow, he tried to yank himself free, but he couldn’t evade any of those punishments. His eyes watered, and his lower lip shook uncontrollably. Damn it! Gavin tried hard to cling to some masculine identity. He needed to remind himself that he was a guy, so he could handle this. 

“Are you going to be a pretty little sissy for me?” 

“No!” His voice boomed out, surprising him. 

“Yeah, you will,” she said, dismissing his response. “You can’t help yourself. You got yourself into this position, so now you belong to me. I mean, I do control all of your assets.” 

The paperwork. The contracts. 

Something inside of him cracked. 

SMACK! 

SMACK! 

SMACK! 

Three more blows landed in quick succession, and he cried out, begging her to stop. “Please!” 

“You can do better than that.” 

What did she want? 

The paddle flew down again, connecting over and over. With every strike, he tensed, but there was still no escape, not for Gavin. 

“Please, please stop. Please, I can’t take it anymore!” He was on the verge of crying like some little kid. 

She stopped, brushed her fingers along his naked, reddened behind and waited. 

Gavin quickly realized that he had to say something. “I, I will be your sissy.” 

“You mean you already are?” 

“Yes. I’m your sissy,” he said, his voice shaking and threatening to crack with every syllable. “I’m going to be your obedient sissy. I’ll do whatever you want, I promise.” 

“You will put on your panties and your cute little dress and your knee-high socks and your leather flats?” 

As she described his new uniform, he bristled, but Gavin couldn’t even think about defying her again. “Yes.” 

“And you’ll let me fuck you?” 

“What?” 

For the last minute or so, Gavin had kept his eyes clenched shut. But now he looked over at her. At some point, she had lifted her skirt and replaced her panties with a two-headed dildo held in place by a leather harness wrapped around her waist. 

When he saw the apparatus, his breathing stopped just as heart started pounding, a staccato rhythm of quick kicks behind the bars of its cage. “No. Please, no!” 

“Maybe you don’t really understand what it means to be a sissy because you’ve never been fucked,” she said. Despite the vulgar term, Rachel sounded curious more than anything else. “But don’t worry. I know it’s your first time. So I will be gentle. I’ll use lots of lubricant. I’ll make sure that you are nice and wet.” 

“No. Please, please don’t do this. Please, we can’t have sex, not like that!” 

“Like what?” 

“Like I’m a girl!” 

“You should be honored.” 

“What?” 

“Just think about it. You can’t have sex with me any other way, not while you are locked up in your cage. So this is going to be better for you. I’m sure it’s going to turn you on lots!” 

Gavin hated the playful note of energy in her voice. She sounded like she couldn’t wait to play with him, to use him as a part of some kind of experiment. 

Desperate to escape now, he pulled as hard as he could on the shackles. He felt the pink fuzz along his wrists and ankles. Of course, he jostled the bed from side to side, but Gavin still couldn’t get any purchase or leverage. He was stuck, and his captor knew it. 

She took her time, squirting some lubricant onto the palm of her hand before she rubbed it over the length of her fake phallus. Of course, the other side already pressed into her slit, so every time she pushed down into him, she would feel that sliding dildo. 

She couldn’t wait. In fact, she was already so slick with her own excitement. 

Once the dildo glistened with lubricant, she climbed up onto the bed and looked down at him. “You know, I can understand why men enjoy sex so much. When you get to be on top, when you get to penetrate someone, it’s just amazing.” 

As she positioned herself above him, she got ready to push the tip down into him. 

Clenching up as much as he could, Gavin promised himself that he wasn’t going to allow this to happen. He would fight her; he would resist. Most importantly, he would win! 

Only then she pushed down, and he felt the tip of the dildo against his buttocks. She pressed down along his opening, and the lubricant made the fake phallus slide right into him. Of course, there was resistance when he tensed up and clenched as hard as he could, but Rachel leaned in, let him relax, pushed down again, and worked her way just a little bit at a time. 

Quarter inch by quarter inch, he could feel her progress. His fingers pushed down hard against the palms of his hands, his toes curled, and he kept pushing against his shackles, but the chains neither stretched nor broke. 

“This must be so degrading for you,” she said, “especially because I’m sure you’ve wanted to have sex with me.” 

“No!” 

“Liar,” she teased. “I’ve seen the way you’ve looked at me before. Whether we were meeting at a conference or in front of a supplier, it didn’t matter. When you glanced at me, I could tell that you were interested. That must be so terrifying for a guy. I mean, you fall in love with a girl, and you want to pretend that she doesn’t know what you’re thinking even when it’s so incredibly obvious.” She giggled, pushed down hard, and penetrated him even more. He felt his defenses break as she slid into him. Then she started to pull back, only to press down again. 

With every movement, she could feel the member as it slid into her, inverted sensations. When she pushed down, her dildo slid up into her. When she pulled back, it rubbed against her. Oh yes, this felt so good, she thought. The ecstasy began to build. She had her hands on his shoulders, her nails digging down into his skin. 

“You’re not going to get away with this,” he said. 

“Why not? It’s all very, very legal,” she said. “You’ve agreed to all of this. You signed the contracts. You told me I could do whatever I want with you.” 

“I didn’t!” 

“Gwen, you begged to be my slave!” 

Gwen. 

Such a dainty, feminine name, cute and adorable. 

His nostrils flared, his lips curled, and he struggled even harder, but she just rode him, savoring every second as he writhed beneath her. 

“Don’t worry. Your blue dress is only going to be the beginning. I’m also going to put you in a plethora of costumes,” she said. She ran her fingers through his hair, pulled, and then she pushed into him again. Every thrust was a reminder of his new status. 

Sissy. Sissy slave. 

“Damn. This just feels so good. I love having you underneath me. But you know what, Gwen? I think it’s time for me to have an orgasm. Yes. I want that satisfaction. I’m sure you would like it to, but you don’t get it. You don’t get to have an orgasm, not unless you have been a very, very good sissy.” 

“Please!” But at this point, Gavin didn’t even know what he was begging for. 

“Are you going to wear your dress like a good sissy?” 

“Yes!” 

“What else?” 

“I’ll wear panties!” His vision blurred as his eyes watered. He needed to think that he was better than this; like so many other boys, he built up his own ego by tearing down girls. But that wasn’t going to work, not here, not with someone as strong and as smart as Rachel. 

Step-by-step, she manipulated him, teaching him and training him how to do exactly what she wanted. 

“Yes. You’re going to wear panties, and you’re going to be grateful for them, aren’t you?” 

“Yes. I’ll be grateful! So grateful!” 

“Tell me you are a sissy,” she ordered. 

Straightening her back, she pumped into him harder and faster. She pushed down again and again, stripping the sissy of his self-respect. By this point, he had to know that he was nothing but a plaything, her toy. She can do whatever she wanted to him. 

She rode him, fucking hard until she couldn’t take it. Exhaustion swept through her. Her breathing had become frantic. 

But then she felt it, another explosion of pleasure. It was even stronger than before! She panted in and out, felt the thundering of her heart, and cried out. 

She finished, she pulled away, looked down at him, and smiled. He had stopped struggling. 

“It’s time to get you dressed,” she said, sliding away from him. 

Rachel had released him from the shackles, which meant he was technically free. But as she lifted up the dress, he knew that he was exchanging one kind of imprisonment for another. 

When he drooped his head down, he looked at the chastity cage, and that was just as bad. 

“Oh, I forgot. You’re going to need a corset.” 

“What?” 

“I want your physique to be even more feminine. You look dainty and adorable now, but I think we can do better.” 

She spread the dress out on the bed where he had been penetrated just a few minutes before. Now she went to the closet and came back with a pink corset. Laced with white trim, it looked like the kind of lingerie a bride might wear for her new husband. 

“No. Please, you can’t be serious. I can’t wear a corset!” 

“Why not? You’ve already worn panties, and you’re wearing a chastity cage. Is this really that much worse?” 

“Yes!” 

“Too bad,” she teased. “Lift your hands into the air.” Her tone had shifted again, becoming powerful and irresistible. 

He raised his hands, and she looped the corset around his waist. She pulled it tight. Or so he thought. When she yanked on the chords, the material clenched against his chest, making it harder to breathe. 

“Please, please I don’t need a corset. I don’t need to wear this!” 

“Actually, you do. And you know how I can tell? It’s very simple.” She leaned forward and whispered into his ear even as she yanked on the chords again, pulling them even tighter. “I get to decide what happens to you because I own you, Gwen. And when I’m done locking you in your corset, you’re going to say thank you.” 

“No. This can’t be happening,” he said. She cinched the corset tighter, and then she started to tie it into place. 

“What did you say?” 

Realizing that he would get paddled or punished in some other way if he didn’t cooperate, he replied, “Thank you.” 

“That’s right. Act grateful for your corset. Now lift your hands into the air again.” 

He obeyed. With every second, it felt like he had to struggle to breathe. Sure, he got enough oxygen, he wasn’t in any real danger, yet he felt that constriction. At the same time, he thought about how women had been forced to wear these things for so long. 

Rachel grabbed the dress and pulled it up and over his head, hands, and shoulders. He soon felt the rough material against his shoulders and thighs. Unfortunately, the skirt wasn’t particularly long. She zipped it up in the back, securing him. And once she was satisfied, Rachel pushed him in front of the mirror. 

Gavin stared down at the floor. “Have a look, Gwen. Let’s see what you look like as a sissy.” 

He didn’t want to do it. He didn’t think he could. 

Anxiety spread through his skin, pummeling at his heart and insides. 

But then she reached down and pinched his chest. “Remember. A corset can always be tighter.” 

That scared him into obedience. He quickly raised his gaze, and what he saw horrified him. 

Freshly shaved, trapped in a dress, and with the feminine physique instilled by the corset, he didn’t look like a man, not anymore. With his narrow little waist and the navy blue dress all around him, he looked like a girl. 

“And just wait until I do your makeup,” she said. 

He was about to beg, to protest, to try and stop her, but Rachel grabbed his wrist and pulled him over to the bed. “Sit up straight. Well, it’s not like you have much of a choice.” That was true. The corset gave him excellent posture. 

She pulled out a small kit, set it down next to him, and then she deftly removed a variety of different containers. “Let’s start with some foundation,” she said. “After that, I’ll put a little bit of blush on your cheeks, maybe some lipstick on your mouth. What you think of that?” 

“I don’t want makeup,” he said. 


“Yes, you do.” 

Gavin hated the obvious contradiction. But then, she was in charge, so she could tell him what he wanted. 

True to her word, she spread some pale powder along his cheeks. After that, he stared straight ahead and did his best to ignore what was happening. He followed her commands, looking up or down, puckering his lips or simply remaining still. It didn’t really matter so long as he behaved himself. 

“Nice,” she said. “I’m not sure if you knew this before, but you have excellent bone structure.” There are a lot of girls who would be really grateful to look like you.” 

He stared at her for a second, but then she burst out laughing. “Don’t worry. When I’m done, you’re going to look very, very pretty.” 

She continued at it, one step after another. 

Torn between boredom and horror, Gavin tried to scheme his way out of this. He kept thinking of different strategies he might be able to employ, only to dismiss each and every idea. Now that he had signed the paperwork, he didn’t have any money, no company, no assets, no employees. He had nothing! After all, he was certain that this girl would have been thorough, meaning that she stripped him of everything. 

So what did he have with nothing but his wits and strength? 

Considering that he could barely breathe and that his genitals had been locked up, he didn’t have anything. 

“There’s a very pretty sissy,” she said, smiling happily. Satisfied with her work, she grabbed his wrist and pulled him off of the bed. She shoved him up in front of the mirror. 

This time, some kind of perverse curiosity took over, so he checked out his reflection. 

But he didn’t see himself. Instead, he saw a pretty girl. Despite his short hair, she had done an amazing job of emphasizing his feminine features. His eyes looked bigger and more innocent. His cheeks seemed higher. His lips were a pale shade of pink, and Gavin realized something. 

Guys would be attracted to him. 

“Say thank you.” 

Numb and helpless, he answered, “Thank you.” 

“Good sissy. You see. I’m smarter than you and better than you, so I can get you to do whatever I want. That’s why you’re my little doll now.” 

She turned around and walked away. When she came back, she quickly slid something into his hair, pinning it in place. A pale blue bow. It went beautifully with the rest of his uniform. 

“Now it’s time for you to put on your socks and shoes.” 

This time, she held out a pair of socks for him. Apparently, Gavin was going to have to put them on himself. He unrolled them and looked down at the light stocks with pale pink trim. His nostrils twitched again, but he slid one sock up along his foot and up to his ankle. Then he stopped and looked down. 

“What’s wrong?” 

He didn’t say anything, largely because he already knew what she expected. He had to pull it all the way up. And sure enough, the sock stretched to his knee. Wrinkling his lips, he pulled up the other sock. Then he slipped his feet down into the shoes. They fit perfectly, which only infuriated him as she buckled them on. 

“Don’t forget your panties,” she said. She pulled out a pair and held them up for him. They were white cotton with little pink hearts adorning the front and back. He held them up and stared down at the offensive garment. 

“Please, I can’t wear panties.” 

“Why not? You’re just a sissy. Now put them on.” 

His shoulders tensed and bunched up near his neck. But then, she leaned in and whispered, “If you don’t do this, I’m going to bend you over the bed and spank you again. You don’t want that, do you?” 

No. Of course he didn’t. 

That’s why he pulled on the panties, sliding them up his legs until they cupped his balls and hit his chastity cage. 

“Have another look.” 

When he faced in the mirror again, it felt as though every trace of his masculinity had been hidden away. He was no longer a man. It wasn’t quite a girl either. That’s why another word popped into his head. Sissy. 

“Very nice,” she said. “Now come along.” 

When she took his hand and pulled, Gavin didn’t know what to expect. They walked back down the hall and through the front door. Once she opened the door, he froze. 

“What’s wrong, sissy?” 

“I can’t go out there!” 

“Oh? Why not?” 

“Because I’m dressed like a girl!” 

“No. That’s not correct. What are you really dressed like?” 

He froze as she put her hands on his shoulders. She squeezed gently, yet that movement somehow reinforced her authority over him. “I’m dressed like a sissy.” 

“That’s right. You’re dressed like my sissy, and that means I am going to take you wherever I want. I’m going to let people see you.” 

“No. Please, please don’t do this,” he said. 

“Get in the car,” she ordered, grabbing his wrists and pulling him down the porch steps. 

When she started driving again, Gavin had no idea where they were going or what was going to happen. 

“You know, one of your problems was your attorney,” she said. “You didn’t pick someone who really knew what he was doing. Fortunately, I did.” 

Gavin only barely registered those words as he looked out the window. In the backseat again, he felt trapped. He kept looking down at his skirt, pulling on it, trying to make it longer. His legs were bare, and he knew that, smooth and soft, they made him look even more feminine. 

In fact, he glanced out the window at one point, and someone saw him. A guy. The man looked at Gavin, but he didn’t see anything but a pretty girl in the backseat of a car. 

Gavin quickly looked away, but he still felt dirty and objectified, as though he was nothing but a plaything. Glancing back over at Rachel didn’t help that feeling at all. 

“Your business would have been a lot stronger if you had competent legal advice,” she said. “Like for example, my attorney is very quick. That’s why all of your assets are now in my name.” 

Gavin had suspected this, but now that he heard the words and he knew for sure. 

“Oh, don’t feel bad. It’s okay,” she said. “It’s not like you knew what you were doing with your employees anyway.” 

When they pulled up in front of her office, Gavin exhaled slowly and felt a quick burst of relief. For a little while, he had feared something…else, something worse. 

She parked, she quickly got out of the car and waited for him to follow. Fearing punishment, he scampered after her. She put her hand on the small of his back and pushed him forward. They quickly walked back into the office. 

By this point, she had multiple employees at their desks. Maybe they were working late or perhaps she had called them back in. But now, they saw Rachel walk into the office with her companion. “Everyone, can I get your attention?” 

Many of the employees put down their phones or stood up from their seats. They walked out of their cubicles to circle around Gavin and Rachel. 

“Ladies and gentlemen, I know that things have been a little bit difficult lately. We have taken on some challenging projects, and communicating with me hasn’t been easy, especially because I haven’t been able to find an assistant that I really like and can trust. But now, I have Gwen.” 

As Gavin looked around, he realized something. Her employees were mostly female. They smiled at him, a few gave a little bit of tepid applause. 

“Gwen here is going to be an amazing assistant, both for me and for everyone else here. I want you to think of Gwen as a company resource. If you need Gwen to do something, just give the order. Everyone here outranks my assistant.” 

Then she leaned over, and she whispered something into his ear. His eyes went wide. He tried to shake his head, only her hand dropped down to his buttocks, and she squeezed. The implication was clear. Unless he wanted to be punished, he had to do exactly what she wanted. 

“My, my name is Gwen,” he said. The moment he spoke, the other employees started looking back at one another. His voice wasn’t as feminine or as girly as they expected. He didn’t sound particularly masculine either, but maybe they actually recognized him. 

A few of the girls started whispering back and forth at one another. 

“I’m going to be the assistant in this office. I’ll do whatever you tell me to.” 

Whispering again, his boss leaned over and said, “Now curtsy.” 

Gavin didn’t know exactly what he was doing, but he straightened his back. He turned to her. He shook his head. 

“Every time I think you’re making some progress,” she said with an exasperated sigh, “you go and ruin it.” 

“Ladies, I talked to you about Gavin here. I told you that he was going to be feminized and turned into my sissy.” 

What? They had been informed about this beforehand? 

Gavin could feel the color drain away from his cheeks, but Rachel grabbed him and stood behind him. Her hands encircled his wrists as she dragged him over to one of the desks. She bent him forward. “Ladies, I think he needs a spanking.” 

He heard giggles. Yes, the employees in this office started giggling at him as they lined up. 

He tried to break free. He almost slipped out of her grip at one point. That’s why Rachel ordered one of her associates to grab his hands. Suddenly, there were three different girls helping to hold him down. One kept a hand and her weight pushed against the back of his head, so he couldn’t lift his gaze away from the desk. Another couple of girls held his arms down. They pinned him. He tried to wiggle free, but there were too many of them! Maybe he could have gotten away from one, but there were just too many! 

And then the other girls started lining up. 

“Ladies, this sissy needs to learn how to behave. He needs to learn that he is your inferior. I think a thorough spanking will help with that.” 

And so it started. 

Gavin kept fighting, at least at first. The girls came up, and some of them spanked him lightly, like they weren’t quite confident enough. Whenever that happened, Rachel gave them tips. His dark-haired competitor called out, “Oh, you can do better than that. Smack that sissy hard. Make sure Gwen here really feels it.” 

Anytime he tried to speak, the girls giggled or shushed him. For them, this was a game, a way to play with him. More importantly, it didn’t matter what he said. They had this new creature bent before them, and they could do whatever they wanted. For office workers and females, this was an amazing turn of events. 

“Look how red his bottom is becoming!” 

“Pull up his panties! He looks so cute in his panties!” 

“I can’t believe a real man would let himself be treated this way,” said a different girl. 

Another one of the employees quickly answered, “That’s because he isn’t a real man. He’s a sissy!” 

Gavin had to endure it all. 

But then, one voice cut through the crowd. “Would someone here like to peg him?” 

That silenced all the different employees. 

“What does that mean?” one of the younger employees asked. She looked sweet, beautiful, and naïve all at the same time. 

Clenching his eyes shut, Gavin understood what this could entail, but he didn’t dare make a sound. 

“It means that you put on a dildo, and you have sex with him. He can feel really, really good.” 

From one moment the next, Gavin hoped that someone would stop all of this. Seriously, they wouldn’t really want to have sex with him, would they? But then he looked around the rest of the room, and every girl started to smile. They all seemed so intrigued by what they witnessed. 

There was one girl biting down on her lower lip. Another ran her fingers through her hair. One girl just stared at him hard, her expression hungry and lustful at the same time. 

No, that wasn’t possible. A girl couldn’t be excited by the concept of taking absolute control. And yet, every female there seemed utterly entranced by the idea. 

“I’ll do it,” said one Asian girl. She had black hair swept back into a high ponytail. She wore a short black skirt and tights underneath. 

“Okay, Amy,” Rachel said, stepping back. She picked up a bag from the floor. Maybe she had grabbed it while the girls had been busy spanking him. “Go ahead and put this on. You can do it in private if you want. In the meantime, let’s finish spanking the sissy.” 

“No. I, I don’t need to be spanked!” Gavin insisted. At the same time, he tried to pull his arms and body away from the mob, but the young women refused to let him go. If anything, their grips only tightened on him. 

“And that’s why you need to be spanked, Gwen. You keep insisting that you get to say what’s going to happen. You talk to us as though you get to order us around.” Rachel laughed as those words rippled through the room. All of the girls were nodding again. To them, this made perfect sense. He had spoken out of turn. Of course he needed to be pegged—fucked—like some dirty slut. 

Amy came back a few seconds later. She had on the harness, and her skirt was pulled back and tucked behind the silicone shaft. 

“Please, please don’t do this,” he said to no one in particular. 

“It’s going to be good for you!” 

“You’re nothing but a sissy!” 

“You need to be put in your place!” 

Other girls had other answers, but they all came to one consensus: Gavin needed this. He deserved it. He was supposed to be helpless before them. 

Amy came up, lathered the dildo in lubricant, and then she artfully aimed the tip for his opening. 

“Don’t worry,” Rachel said, loud enough so that everyone could hear. “He’s not a virgin. You don’t have to be gentle.” 

That’s why Amy shoved forward, thrusting the dildo deep into his body in one swift movement. He felt the thrust, he clenched down, and he could only hear one sound: laughter. Rachel’s private cadre of female employees pointed and giggled. They laughed and talked about how this was going to be so good for him. They said that he needed it. They said that he deserved it. 

She pumped him hard and fast. 

Someone asked, “But isn’t he going to enjoy this?” 

“No, of course not. That’s why I put him in a chastity cage.” 

“Every boy should be in a chastity cage,” someone called out. 

Appreciative laughter rippled through the room, and Gavin still halfheartedly tried to tear himself free, but he couldn’t do it. The girls pointed, talked, laughed, and applauded. 

It all happened to him. The sounds washed over him like acid. They burned through his ego, through his self-respect and masculinity. He was getting taken from behind, and he couldn’t stop any of it. That’s because he was nothing but a sissy. 

Amy teased him until she was panting, her face red and damp from the exertions. “Okay, stop,” Rachel ordered. 

Her subordinate obeyed immediately, withdrawing and falling back. Then Rachel nodded toward the girls who had been holding Gavin to the desk. They released him. 

Rachel reached down, grabbed him by his hair and pulled him back. His legs felt like butter, so he quickly fell to his knees. When he raised his eyes, he found himself looking up at a small army of beautiful women, all of whom wanted to see him trapped and helpless. 

“Tell us what you’ve learned.” 

“I’ve learned that I’m nothing but a sissy, and I’m your slave, and I have to do whatever you want.” 

“That’s true. Now, announce it to the rest of these young women.” 

“I’m a slave, and I must obey your every command,” he said. 

“Louder,” she said, stepping closer. 

A shiver ran down his spine, but he still obeyed. “I’m a slave, and I must obey your every command.” 

Another wave of applause washed over him. 

A while later, Gavin was in the back seat of her car as she drove. 

“You’re very quiet,” she said. She glanced at him in the rearview mirror. Their eyes met for a moment, and he could tell that she was smiling. “Is there something you’re thinking about?” 

“I’m thinking about what you’re doing.” 

“Oh? Do you know what I’m doing?” 

“You’re trying to ruin me,” he said. 

“Yes and no,” she replied with a nod of her head. “I do want to ruin you, but I also want to improve you.” 

“How could this possibly be making me better?” 

“Isn’t it obvious? I’m making you better as a servant. I mean, if I just blackmailed you, you would probably try to find a way to wiggle out from my influence. But this way, you know that you’re locked up, that you belong in a corset and a dress and that I can have you spanked whenever I want. The longer this goes on, the less of you there will be to try to fight me.” 

Gavin opened his mouth, and he meant to say something, only the words quickly disappeared from his head because he looked out the window, and saw his office. 

“No. Please, please, don’t take me in there! Please, don’t show me to my employees!” 

“Why not? I’m sure they would love to see you this way.” 

“Please!” His eyes got big and desperate and shiny. 

As she parked, she turned around and looked back at her sissy slave. “Gwen, you need to understand that you don’t have any dignity. You don’t get to pretend that nothing has changed. Your employees are my employees now, and they need to see you this way. Besides, once they understand what I’ve done to you, they’ll know that they can’t mess with me.” 

She opened the door, stepped back, and waited for him to follow. 

Trembling there his seat, he seriously considered simply remaining in his spot. This was going to be even worse. 

Eventually, the threat of punishment outweighed the knowledge of what was going to happen next, so he got out of the car, slammed the door, and then he felt her hand on the back of his neck as she pushed him forward. 

They were several people in the office now, and they all looked up when Rachel walked in. “Can I have your attention, please? If you have all read the most recent memo, you know that I am now your employer. I control this company, so I get to decide who will continue to work here and who will be fired. But in the meantime, I wanted to put to rest any lingering loyalties you might have had for your previous boss. Gwen, please present yourself to your employees.” 

Both men and women stepped forward. They looked on, confused. But then one person’s eyes widened, and then she leaned over and whispered something to one of the male employees. He let out a gasp, and then he quickly lowered his voice and said something to someone else. 

Gavin had to stand there and watch as word spread. 

“This is Gwen. Gwen is my assistant. He will do whatever I want him to do because he has no choice. Gwen, please show your former employees your chastity cage.” 

He hesitated for several seconds, yet that only made the anticipation build up in the room. Eventually, he reached down, grabbed the hem of his little blue dress, and he lifted it up, revealing more of his silky smooth thighs as well as the plastic cage that now imprisoned his genitals. 

Fresh murmurs spread along his audience. 

“Now, tell us about your new position,” Rachel ordered. 

Her voice seemed to cut down into him. Every time he attempted to manage some kind of defiant determination, she broke it down, shattering his willpower. 

Inhaling, he looked out at his audience, the people who had once worked for him. He remembered hiring so many of them. These were the people who had groveled before him, asking for raises, time off, and other perks. “I am Rachel’s assistant. But I am also currently outranked by all of her other employees.” 

“Does that mean you want to be ordered around?” 

Because he didn’t dare contradict her, he agreed, “Yes. I want to be ordered around.” 

“Okay, everyone. Remember. This sissy is just an assistant. So if you want to tell him to fetch you coffee, feel free to do it. If you decide you’d like a massage or for the sissy to rub your feet, you can have that as well. Or, if you’re interested in something of a more erotic nature, that’s fine with me as well.” 

Gavin had been staring down at the floor, but now he jerked his head up and stared at her, uncomprehending. He thought he had heard her correctly, but now Gavin couldn’t be so sure. 

She perched herself up on one of the desks, she raised her skirt, revealing her naked genitals. Then she snapped her fingers and pointed to the floor in front of her. “Kneel, slave. I’m sure I’m going to mess up your lipstick, but that’s okay. I want you to eat me out. Show all of the other employees that you’re going to be a good sissy.” 

“No. Please, don’t make me. Please, not here. Not in front of them!” 

She leaned forward slightly. “Do it,” she commanded. 

Before he knew what was happening, two of the employees stepped forward, grabbed him by his shoulders, and shoved him to his knees. He fell into position. Someone else, a girl he had actually hired, put her hand on the back of his head and shoved his face forward between Rachel’s legs. “Very nice,” said the new boss. “Thank you.” 

“Absolutely,” replied the girl. 

Knowing that it would only get worse if he held out, Gavin started licking. He bobbed his head down and up, all while his former employees started laughing at him. 

He had been thoroughly humiliated at both offices. He had been spanked, forced to provide oral sex, and he had even been pegged. Those memories kept reverberating behind his eyes even as she drove him back to her place. 

“Go to the back room, take some time, do your makeup, and put on something pretty for me. When you present yourself before me, you had better be ready to act as my servant.” 

“I will,” he said, his voice shifting slightly. Did he sound like he had a higher pitch now? 

Gavin couldn’t be sure one way or the other, but he felt utterly defeated. 

Throughout his life, he had faced one challenge after another. Sure, he became discouraged like anyone else, but he had never felt the true sting of complete and total surrender. Until now. 

With his head back down, Gavin made his way to the pink room at the back of the house. He opened the door. And then he stood there. For a second, he wanted to fall to his knees. But no. He had a job to do. First, he had to pick out something pretty to wear for his new owner. 

Yes, his owner. 

Gavin waited for the anger to surge through him again, but it didn’t. Instead, he knew that he had to serve her. She had already ruined him. 

He may as well give up on being Gavin. 

From that point forward, he was Gwen, the obedient sissy slave. 

With that thought in mind, he went back to the closet and opened it. He started to search through the different options. He hunted down something that would appeal to his owner. When he pulled out the black and white outfit, he felt another clench of embarrassment, but he also understood that this would be perfect. 

He put down the short petticoats, the frilly skirt, and placed them on top of the bed. From there, he pulled out a pair of white stockings. 

Damn it. He was really going to do this. 

Gavin had to struggle with the zipper on his schoolgirl dress, but he managed to get it down low enough that he could wiggle out of his feminine garb. 

From there, he pulled off his socks and shoes. Finally, he started to slide the stockings up along the length of his legs. As he worked, he realized something. The material was so soft and gentle against his skin. It actually felt nice. 

More than that, he realized that he didn’t have to be aggressive or hostile. He didn’t have to fight with anyone. From this point forward, as Gwen, he would know his place. He would serve a beautiful woman, providing for her every need. He wouldn’t have to think for himself. 

He didn’t want to enjoy any of this, yet that reality made him feel a little bit more peaceful. 

He pulled on the top, the short, frilly skirt. And once he was dressed, he glanced at his reflection in the mirror. This costume even came with a feather duster. Of course, it would. He was dressed like a French maid. 

He kept the blue ribbon in his hair, assuming that his owner would like it. 

From there, he sat down, and he applied his makeup, doing his best to keep everything even. He didn’t want to admit it, but he had closely studied everything Rachel had done to him, so he was able to perform reasonably well. And once he was done, he slipped his feet into a pair of high heeled shoes. They felt tight against his toes, but it wasn’t like he could complain. Walking unsteadily, he made his way back out into the living room and he presented himself. 

“I’m here for your inspection,” he said. 

Dropping her phone on one of the couch cushions, she immediately sprang up onto her feet and circled him. 

“Lovely,” she said. “Seeing you like this definitely turns me on. Maybe I should have sex with you?” 

“Whatever you would like, ma’am.” 

“Ma’am! Oh, I like that,” she said with a burbling giggle. “That’s so sweet! Yes. I think I’m going to have you go down on me for quite a while. But before we get to that, lift up your frilly little skirt. Let me see your trapped cock.” 

“Yes, ma’am,” he said, raising up the hem of his skirt for her inspection. 

Her hand immediately flew to his balls. She grabbed his scrotum. She squeezed just a little bit, just enough to make it start to hurt. “What’s your name?” 

“Gwen,” he said quickly. 

“That’s right. Your name is Gwen, and that means you’ll do anything and everything I say. Isn’t that right?” 

“Yes, ma’am!” 

“On your knees,” she said. 

This time, he didn’t need anyone to shove him down. Instead, he fell into that subservient position all on his own. Then he looked up at her even as she kept her knees together. 

“Are you going to be my obedient slave?” 

“Yes, ma’am.” 

“That’s right. Now tell me how much you want to lick me and serve me because you are my inferior.” 

“I desperately want to taste you, ma’am. I know that you are my boss and my owner and my employer. I belong to you because you outsmarted me. You won! You have everything. I’m completely ruined as a man.” He pressed his lips together for a second. “I’m nothing but a sissy slave.” 

“That’s right,” she said right before she put her hand on the back of his head. 

She tugged him closer and closer until his lips brushed along her opening. And then he started to lick her just the way she wanted and expected. Anything less would mean Gwen had failed as a sissy slave. 

The End 


The Beauty Pageant

Beauty pageants are pretty sexist. Seriously, they’re a chance for parents to prance girls and young women in front of audience. And what matters most here? Is she cute? Is she sweet or sexy?

Granted, these girls often enjoy the game, but they learn lessons. They learn that femininity is soft, dainty, and meek. They learn that being a girl means being on display, to be judged by others…

This feels nice. It is too early to wake up, so I keep my eyes closed and I drift away from dreams, heading back into my last, most vivid memory.

"Every woman is a little girl at heart. That is the sad truth. You want to know why you have such a hard time finding a girlfriend or a wife? Well, the answer is simple," I said, standing on that stage. Hundreds of eyes were directed up with me, a young man who wanted to hear the truth.

Maybe they found me online. Maybe a friend or brother or father suggested they read one of my books. In any case, these guys understood the truth. Or if they didn't, they were about to become much better educated.

I paused, letting those first words sink in. I could practically feel the tension and energy within the room. "Every woman is a little girl. Every woman wants to believe that she can be herself and that she will somehow find a magical prince charming who will tell her what she needs while somehow magically giving her everything she wants. Women are chaotic. Women are erratic. Maybe part of that comes from psychology or physiology. Frankly, I'm not a scientist. I don't claim to be."

I stood back, resting my hands on the edge of the podium. Then I stepped away from the wooden façade. I strode up and down the length of the stage, letting my focus wander over the different parts of the room. This was an incredible turnout. I was going to sell a lot of books and make a lot of money.

My voice boomed through the room, amplified by the microphone I wore. "Men are often honest enough to admit what we want in a partner. We need someone who is going to be physically attractive, someone energetic, and someone who is smart enough to keep up. As men, we are able to admit the truth. But women? No."

At that moment, I could've flipped a coin, and the sound of it hitting the floor would have reverberated through the entire space. I continued. "Women pretend that they are only interested in romance. They want you to believe that they are looking for a good guy, whatever that means. But that's not all true. Women want someone who is going to be rich, someone who is going to be handsome, and someone who's going to do whatever they want. And when they can't find it, they call us jerks."

Someone raised a hand.

Although I hadn't planned on it, I pointed to that guy. "You have something to add?"

"I—” he began to say.

Interrupting him, I commanded him, “Stand up. If you're going to talk to everyone here at least be brave enough to stand up for your convictions."

"I, I'm not sure we can make these kinds of generalizations," he said to me. This guy seemed nice enough, and I asked for his name. "Danny,” he answered, doing his best not to appear nervous.

"Danny, I appreciate your honesty. I also appreciate your bravery," I said, stalling for time. "If you are asking me whether or not there are exceptions, I don't know. I haven't met every single woman on the planet. For all I know, there is some really great girl out there ready to be a good wife or a good girlfriend or a good friend even. But to be completely blunt, I haven't met her. Like I said before, I'm not a scientist. I am writing about my own experiences. I'm discussing what I've learned in my travels and my interactions. Danny, if you're not interested in hearing any of this, you can leave right now. In fact, I will ask my manager to make sure that you get your money back."

He licked his lips, clearly nervous. He had probably never been confronted like this before. After all, I was a celebrity. But more importantly, I gave him a fair hearing. I considered his point of view, and I returned with a rational suggestion.

"No thank you," he said, taking his seat again.

A different member of the audience started to clap, and I gave a little bow. Danny's face probably turned bright red, but I was no longer paying attention to him. Instead, I enjoyed that moment of adulation.

Then I continued with my lecture.

The memory jumps ahead. Different men asked me different questions, and I gave them honest answers. I told them about how various conceptions from the media could skew what women wanted from the men in their lives. I talked about what could be done to modify a woman's behavior, though I always cautioned my listeners to realize that these were just suggestions. What worked with my wife might not work with their women.

That’s right. I have a wife.

But for them, there wouldn’t be any magic book.

Unfortunately, magic just isn't real—at least, that's what I told them.

After the lecture concluded, I signed hundreds of copies of my book. It started out as a self published piece, but major publishing houses had started to take an interest in my work. It helped that I could fill lecture halls just like this one.

Once I finished, I shook the hand of one more guy, and I started back toward my car. Exhausted but excited, I wondered how long it would take before I started hearing back from the major publishing houses. Fantasizing about advances and negotiation tactics, I didn't see her at first.

She was seated on the hood of my car, her weight rested on her palms.

"Please tell me you’re not a journalist," I said, with an exasperated sigh.

"Nope." She smiled at me, sliding off of the vehicle. She took several steps closer, and there was something about this girl, something I couldn't quite pin down.

"Are you here to tell me that I'm some misogynistic jerk? Or maybe you are here to prove your maturity by throwing some cold coffee in my face?" It wouldn't have been the first time, not that I really cared about such petty acts of rebellion. As far as I was concerned, those instances of female psychosis only proved my point.

"Shawn Render, right?” she asked. She came closer, holding her hands behind her back and swaying from side to side.

Frankly, she didn't appear to be the usual feminist whacko.

“Let me look into your eyes.”

O-kay…so maybe she was the usual feminist whacko.

“Look, I don’t know what you’re hoping to find, but I’m going to get in my car and leave. Good day.”

“Stop.”

The word rippled through my body. Electric tingles danced through my skin. They started at my toes, and my feet rooted to the asphalt.

At first, I turned my attention down toward my shoes, thinking I must've stepped in something. This had to be some sort of bizarre trap. The image of a bear trap shot through my brain, but when I looked down, I only saw my feet on the ground.

"You really are a piece of work," she said to me.

"Who are you?"

"Well, I've had quite a few names over the years. But tonight, you called me Danny. Of course, right now, Marcia would probably be more appropriate."

I opened my mouth, trying to figure this out. She strolled up to me, and she cupped my cheek in her palm. She forced me to look up at her. As I did so, her body started to change. Her hair got short, her jaw got stronger, and her clothing shifted. Before I knew it, I was looking at Danny, the guy from my lecture.

In another moment, she started to change back. Her blonde hair, straight bangs, and vivid green eyes all came back. Diamond earrings sparkled at her earlobes, and she had on a heart shaped pendant. Her knitted dress clung to her body, and a black, leather belt circled around her waist.

"What kind of trick was that?" I asked, my voice quivering despite my best efforts not to sound impressed.

"No trick. Magic."

"Magic isn't—”

“Real? Oh yes, it is. And I'm going to show you just how real it is. Not only that, I'm going to punish you, Shawn. I'm going to teach you what it means to really, truly irritate a witch like me."

A which? She had to be kidding me. I attempted to turn my head to the left or right, expecting to find a camera crew. This had to be some kind of joke, I told myself. It had to be some kind of prank or game. But somehow, this young, live woman managed to hold my attention.

She looked into my eyes. "Shawn, when you wake up, you're going to be in an entirely different life. You aren't going to be some strong man who can get others to listen to him. You're not going to be big or strong or intimidating."

A gulp ran down my throat. My Adam's apple bobbed.

"Ask me what I'm going to do to you."

At first, I attempted to purse my lips. I tried to the best of my ability, which just wasn't good enough. As she looked at me with those green eyes, I couldn't help but stare into her emerald irises. I could feel the pressure from her will as she exerted her desires upon me.

It was strange, having this girl inside my head. She was trying to control me, and then she succeeded. "What, what you going to do to me?"

"I'm going to transform you. When you wake up, you're not going to be big or strong anymore. You are going to be small and cute and dependent. You're going to be so very pretty, and I'm going to have fun playing with you. Now sleep."

Exhaling, I don't think I want to open my eyes. Now that I'm back in the waking world, I don't want to believe those memories are real.

Along the inner recesses of my mind, I keep trying to tell myself that it was a dream. Those memories are far too realistic to be fake. I can tell the difference between a dream and a memory.

Unfortunately.

Okay, I'm going to open my eyes, and when I do, I'm going to be back in my bed. Alexandra is going to be next to me. And after I do all of this, I'm going to climb on top of her, I'm going to pin her beneath me, and I'm going to look into my wife's beautiful face. I'm going to tell her that she belongs to me, and I'm going to enjoy the way she smiles nervously when I take command.

When I opened my eyes, I'm looking up at the ceiling, but there something wrong. This room is too small. Not only that, I catch the hue of cotton candy pink from the corners of my eyes.

Immediately, I sit up, refusing to be intimidated by a dream. Only this isn't a dream and this isn't my bedroom.

Right away, I recognize the dimensions of the guest room. But the decorations are all wrong. The walls are a bubblegum shade of pink, and there are framed posters from princess movies. There is one of a girl with long, blond hair and big, round eyes. In another picture, a girl with brown hair is dancing with a prince. Not only that, I sit up on my knees, and I find a little desk. I spot several stuffed animals along the floor. There are two shelves covered in girls’ books about horses and child detectives.

Then there's my bed itself.

Normally, I wake up in a king size bed with my sexy wife. She only sleeps in her panties. When we first got together, I told her I didn't want her to wear anything else to bed. If she gets cold, I can always warm her up.

Now, I'm in a twin, and it seems so big to me.

I don't understand, not until I look down at the rest of my body. First, my gaze turns to my hands. They are small…they are really small. Gulping, I sit up all the way, and I look down at my tiny frame.

This isn't the body of a man. This isn't the body of someone strong or intimidating.

I'm wearing a pink nightgown with a purple pony stenciled along the front. I pull back my sleeves, and my arms are so thin and tiny!

In the corner, there is a full-length mirror next to one of the dressers. Right away, I force myself off of the bed, I trudge across the room and take off my gown, hating it and all it represents.

Then I am looking at my own reflection, and my breath catches in my throat.

I'm not looking at my reflection. There isn't a tall man with stubble and dark hair. I don't find broad shoulders or well-developed muscles from going to the gym four times a week.

Instead, I'm looking at a little girl.

I blink several times because my brain is unable to process what I'm seeing. It keeps telling me that this doesn't make any sense, it has to be some sort of optical illusion.

Because I took off the gown, I'm looking at a little girl in nothing but a pair of pale green panties. My eyes start at my tiny feet, they go up to my scrawny legs, and then I stop on the panties. Gritting my teeth, I move my hand down between my legs, hoping against hope that I will feel my penis.

No, it isn't fair.

I press down, and I can feel girl parts. The soft give is right there. There’s no denying what I feel—what I experience.

Not only that, I feel both my fingers move along my opening. But I get sensations from beneath the panties as well…I…I can feel my girl parts.

No, this isn't happening. No, this isn't real. I shake my head, and my eyes start to water right away, almost like I'm going to start crying.

Unable to bear the sight of this little girl's body, I grab the nightgown, and I pull it over my body once more. That doesn't make me feel any better, so I leave the room.

"Alexandra!" I holler out at the top of my lungs once I'm back in the hallway. When that sound leaves my mouth, I instantly clamp my tiny hands over my mouth. No way. That could not have been my voice.

But it was.

"Alexandra?" I asked, more quietly this time. Still, my high-pitched voice seems to echo through the house. I need her help. She has to be able to do something about this. My eyes water again, but I swipe my fingers at those tears.

At least this part of the house looks familiar. This is my home. It is big and expensive, a status symbol to represent everything I've accomplished.

I take several timid steps forward. I come to the door into our bedroom.

Tentatively, I turn the handle, pushing it open, and I creep forward, worried about what I might find. On the one hand, I don't want my wife to laugh at me. If she finds me like this, she's obviously going to start giggling. But at the same time, I need help. I need to get a handle on what's going on.

Strangely, it is hard to think. It's hard for me to get a grip on my emotions. I really do feel like a little girl who might start crying at any moment.

The bedroom is empty. At least it looks normal.

For some reason, I can't resist the temptation, so I sneak forward again, climbing up onto the bed. I drop down onto my back, and it feels enormous. This is bed huge! I really do feel like a tiny girl.

Because I hate the sensation, I roll off of the bed, and I quickly scamper back out into the hallway.

I start to check the other rooms. Besides the guest room and my body, everything actually seems very normal.

Of course, my perspective is wildly different. Before, I could trudge up and down these halls and feel like the king of this place. But now, everything feels bigger. Even when I reach up for a doorknob, I have to lift my arm almost my shoulder height.

Finally, I make it to my office. This is where I have written all of my books. This is where I work on my blog and answer questions from men in search of advice for how to deal with their women.

For some reason, my heart starts beating more quickly. I am getting nervous, but I can't explain why as I put my hand on the brass knob and turn it. I push the door open, taking some tentative steps inside.

At first, this room looks the same. The walls are the same shade of beige. The dimensions are the same, though they still look much larger than I remember. Forcing myself to adjust for the difference in my height, I realize this room is really the same as before.

I step across the threshold, and I hear the click-clack of typing.

"Alexandra?" I ask.

"What is it, sweetie?" asks my wife.

I take several more tentative steps forward. "Alexandra, something has—”

My breath freezes when I realize that it is my wife at my desk. She is typing something, though I can't see what she is actually working on. The screen is facing her. My wife is beautiful, just as I remember, only she is so much bigger. She is seated, yet she still towers over me. It makes me start to wonder how small this body really is. I can't possibly be older than four or five at the most.

Nervous, I lick my lips again, "Alexandra, I need—”

My wife raises one eyebrow, and I can tell that she wants to start laughing. "Sweetie, you don't call me Alexandra. You call me mommy. That's how this works."

Mommy? She has to be kidding.

Almost instantly, the nervousness dissipates, and I can feel hot aggression race through my tiny frame. I come closer, standing right in front of her. She swivels her chair to the side, and she rests her elbows on her knees. Even when she is bent forward like that, she is still taller than me.

"Look, something has happened. I'm not supposed to be a little girl."

Alexandra, my wife, doesn't listen to me. Instead, she grabs me in her arms, pulling me up onto her lap. I try to struggle at first, telling her to stop. "No, I don't want to be on your lap!"

"Sweetie, did you have a bad dream? Is that what this is all about?"

"I didn't have a bad dream. You have to, you have to listen to me!"

But she isn't. She is holding me on her lap now, and I can't take anymore. My vision blurs as my eyes water up even more, and I can't take this, so I slap my palms against the sides of her legs.

"Uh oh. I think someone’s a cranky girl who can’t remember the rules.”

Just as easily as before, she picks me up, and she forces me to look into her eyes. "You remember what we said about hitting?"

I can't believe that she is talking down to me like this. Can't she remember that I'm her husband! I'm not some little girl! The obviousness of my situation only frustrates me even more.

"Alexandra, don't you remember? Don't you know who I am?"

"Well, just because you’re getting better at talking like an adult doesn't mean you get to call me anything other than Mommy.”

No…

She has her eyes on me, all of her focus aimed right at me. I keep squirming, but she holds me tight in her arms. It is so easy for her. Even when I strain my limbs to the best of my ability, I barely manage to nudge her arms left or right.

"Seriously, I'm your—”

“You’re my little girl, Natalie, and I'm going to have to spank you if you insist on behaving like this. Now tell me you're going to be a good girl, and I can go make you some breakfast."

My mouth literally drops open, and there is no way I'm going to do something like that. I don't care how I'm dressed. I don't care how I look to her.

"I will not," I say, straightening my back and making my shoulders rigid.

Alexandra just sighs as though she expected better of me.

She bends me over her lap, she pulls back my nightgown, and then she raises her hand high. "Natalie, I want you to remember that you have to behave yourself. You always need to be a good little girl for me. That's your job in this house. Yes, it is."

"I'm not a—”

SMACK!

Alexandra doesn't give me the privilege of finishing my sentence. No, she brings her hand down hard, and the sound claps through the room. There is an instant, a brief span of time where I don't feel anything.

Then the shock of getting spanked flashes through me, a hot bolt of agony.

Intellectually, I understand that she barely struck my bottom, yet my eyes start watering all over again. I can't see clearly, and I blink instinctively. Right away tears start running down my cheeks. I'm whimpering, crying like some little kid.

I can't stop it! I can't turn off those waterworks. I can't keep myself from sniveling.

"Don't cry. You know that isn't going to make this stop. You know how to make this stop," Alexandra says to me, talking down to me all over again. She is patronizing me, and I know that she doesn't enjoy actually spanking me, but I still hate the fact that she can do this to me.

SMACK!

SMACK!

SMACK!

Before long, I lose track of how many times she has struck the back of my bottom.

"Are you ready to be a good girl?"

I mutter something.

"What was that?" Alexandra asks.

I say it again, louder this time. "Yes."

"Yes, what?"

"Yes, I'm going to be a good girl."

"Good. Now, Mommy still has some work to do. I want you to go back into your room and play with your dollies. I’ll come get you when it's time for breakfast."

Just like that, Alexandra dismisses me. Only yesterday, I could have grabbed her and thrown her down on the bed. I could have tied her up or stripped her naked and watched as she cooked my dinner. And yet here she is, dismissing me like I'm just some child.

She nudges me off of her lap, and I walk back toward the door.

Because I don't know where else to go or what else to do, I trudge back and the guest bedroom. I go back into my bedroom.

Although I know it is a bad idea, I head straight back to the mirror. Opening my eyes, I step in front of the looking glass, wondering what I'm going to find. Although the image of my diminutive form is still bright in my memory, I still shiver with trepidation.

There I am, the pretty little girl with blonde hair. At the moment, my hair is tied back in a messy ponytail. Frustrated, I grab onto that rubber band and pull it free, letting my hair spill down my back. This doesn't help. If anything, it makes me look even more feminine and childlike.

My bottom is still stinging.

"Knock, knock," comes another voice.

The door opens, and I spin around, suddenly nervous. I'm not used to that emotional response. Normally, I can face off against anyone. But there she is, Marcia.

"What did you do to me?" I demand.

Marcia takes several steps closer, only she doesn't look frightened or intimidated. My legs are braced slightly apart, and it looks as though I might jump at her, yet she doesn't care. I'm just a little girl, after all. It's not like I could ever inflict any serious kind of harm.

"My oh my, you did turn out really cute. I'm glad I made all of those plans for you."

"I'm serious! What did you do to me?" I demand again, my voice rising.

"Shush, little girl. If you show me you can't be civilized, then I might just have to change you again. What do you think of that? If you show me you can't speak in a civilized manner, maybe I should transform you into a baby girl. That way, I could stick a pacifier in your mouth to calm you down."

"You wouldn't." Even as I speak, there is a little hint of nervousness of the back of my voice. I don't sound at all certain.

"Natalie, Natalie, Natalie," she says to me, shaking her head, clearly amused.

"That isn't my name."

"It is now."

"What did you do to me?"

"Why don't you tell me?" Marcia said, just brushing her fingertips along my cheek. The corners of her eyes crinkle, and I can tell that she is enjoying this.

I swallow, pursing my lips because I don't see any other choice. My gaze instinctively turns down toward my feet. I look at my small toes. I can hardly believe that those feet belong to me.

Marcia saunters away, taking a seat on my small bed. She crosses one leg over the other, and I lick my lips, tempted. Although I might have the body of a young girl, I am still a man.

"That's right. I did leave you with certain desires, not that you're going to be able to do anything about them," Marcia says. "You can look all you want, but you're never going to get something like this," she says, shifting her weight and switching her legs. When she does so, I catch a glimpse of her panties.

I gulp again.

"Tell me, what's happening, Natalie?" Marcia says.

Although she is playing with me, I need to get this conversation moving. I need to get a handle on what has happened, and I can't do that simply by intimidating her. So for the moment at least, I need to play along. I bite down into my lower lip, and I must appear so incredibly innocent. "You transformed me. Last night, we were talking, you didn't like what I had to say, and you did something to me."

"That's right. I transformed you. But what did I transform you into?"

It takes all of my current self-control, yet I somehow lift my gaze, looking up into her eyes. She is a full grown woman, and she intimidates me. If I had my normal body, I would be able to stand over her. I would look down on her, and she wouldn't be able to spark these ripples of nervousness in my tummy.

I bite down on my lower lip for only a second. Then I force myself to speak. "You transformed me into a little girl."

"That's right. Guess what? You're in kindergarten now!"

"I'm not some kindergartner!" I holler back at her, stamping my foot against the carpet. "I'm a man, and you have to change me back right now!"

"I don't have to do any such thing, young lady," Marcia responds, standing up. She crosses the small bedroom with three quick strides. Then she looks down at me, putting her hands on my shoulders. All at once, I am restrained. Even when I attempt to shrug her off, I fail miserably. Immediately, Marcia can read the expression of frustration on my young face. "Poor little girl. You still think that you have a chance."

"I will find a way out of this," I tell her.

"Well, I have a deal for you. Would you be interested in it?"

"What sort of deal?"

"You know, I'm a very powerful witch. There is a lot I can do. But I like games. I can see that fire in your eyes. You think you're going to figure out some way to get your old life back, and maybe with enough time, you could succeed. I like that. I want to give you a fighting chance, Natalie."

"That isn’t my name," I insist again, my voice so very small.

Marcia giggled to herself. She shakes her head one more time before agreeing, “That’s the spirit. So here's my offer. Today, there is a little beauty pageant for girls just like you. If you compete, and if you win, I will turn you back into an adult."

"A beauty pageant? You have to be kidding." Those words simply drop from my lips. I honestly can't believe this woman is suggesting anything like that.

But she’s serious. She touches her hand to the underside of my chin. She forces me to look up at her. "I'm very serious. This is going to be your one opportunity. Unless you win, I'm going to leave you like this forever."

"There has to be some way for me to break your spell, science or genetics or something," I insist, crossing my arms over my chest. Any adult looking at me would have chuckled with amusement, thinking I looked just adorable.

Marcia is no different. She smiles at me again. "Maybe, given enough time, you might be able to find another spell caster to help you, but you need to understand that time isn't on your side. The longer you stay in that body, the more natural it is going to feel. Tell me, after six months of being treated like a little girl, where you think you're going to be? Do you think you're going to be worried about advanced genetics and quantum physics or do you think you'll be a happy little girl eager for the next sleepover?"

"I could never get used to this," I insist.

"Let me show you something," Marcia says.

Before I can react, she grabs me, and she pulls me across her lap, just like Alexander did. Only this time, she yanks up my nightgown, she pulls down my panties, and she starts spanking me hard. It all happens so fast. There is no way for me to brace myself. And then the tears are running down my cheeks. I'm sniffling and crying like some pathetic little girl.

Marcia lets go of me, and I trip back across the bed. Before I get there, I grab one of the teddy bears from the shelf. I lunge into the corner, bracing myself with my legs crossed.

For several seconds, Marcia simply stands there, her feet apart. She looks so beautiful, but she is intimidating and scary too. With my bottom still stinging, I'm worried that she is going to pounce on me.

"Tell me, when you get frustrated or upset, do you normally grab for the nearest stuffed animal?"

Right away, I turn my attention downward.

She's right.

Although I discard the stuffed animal, tossing it down on the floor, I know that Marcia was telling the truth.

"What, what do I have to do?"

"You have to be cute," she says. "Oh, and you have to do whatever I say."

I sit there on the corner of my bed, wondering if I can really trust this woman. She is a witch, literally, but she might also be my only hope.

Since I don't respond right away, she comes little bit closer. She holds out her hand, and I almost feel comforted by the gesture. "Natalie, I'm not interested in causing you harm. I just got offended by the things you said. And I'm sure that after you win your pageant, and after I change you back, you're going to be an entirely different man, aren't you? You're going to take better care of your wife, you’re going to respect her, and you're going to respect all women, aren't you?"

For an instant, I think I pick up on something when Marcia talks about my wife. But then I shrug the thought aside because it can't possibly be important.

I grit my teeth. But these aren't really my teeth even. They are baby teeth, and they feel so different in my mouth. Taking a breath, I try to think through this like an adult.

"Fine. I'll do it."

"Then we need to practice. The pageant is in only in a few hours!"

"Okay. What do we need to do?" I can't believe I've agreed to this, but because I don't see any other alternatives, I accept my fate. If I have to win, I'm going to win.

Marcia throws out her arms, she puts her hands on my waist, and she picks me up easily. She carries me over to the closet, and she opens it, holding me with just one hand. I can't believe how tiny I am. I must weigh just fifty or sixty pounds.

Inside the closet, there are a bunch of different outfits. There is a princess costume, a sailor uniform, and a bunch of little party dresses.

"You have to impress the judges. You have to show them that you can be the cutest, sweetest little girl ever if you want to become Little Miss Starshine.”

"That's the competition?" I asked, completely incredulous.

"You have a problem with that, missy?"

Because I have to rely on this woman's good will, I shake my head. She is still holding me, and then she starts going through the different outfits. Many of them are shiny. Many of them come with sequins. They're made from silk and taffeta, chiffon and cotton.

Wait a second. How did I know about these materials?

It has to be the magic. However Marcia changed me, it is affecting my mind as well. Not only that, while she holds me, I can feel myself start to become attracted to some of the different outfits. For some reason, I really want to wear the pink dress with a white lace. I don't even care about how this skirt pouches out. The petticoats look adorable, and if I had that dress on, I would look like some little cotton candy princess.

"So many good choices," Marcia says. "So which one do you think you want to wear?"

Really, I don't intend to respond. I don't intend to say a single word. And yet, I hear my high-pitched squeal of excitement. "The pink one! I wanna wear the pink one!"

Instantly, I try to pull my hand back up to my mouth. I can't believe how excited or happy I sound. But this belief isn't enough to change my situation. Just like that, I come off like any other child.

"Okay. I'm going to let you wear the pink one because you asked so nicely," Marcia tells me.

At first, a big smile starts to spread across my little lips, but then I fight it down. Marcia takes the dress out of the closet, but she decides to pull out a little pink princess outfit as well. It has a big ribbon just above the bottom.

"You know, I think this would look really cute on you to. Maybe you should try it on first."

"No, I don't think that’ll be necessary," I tell her, using my best adult voice.

"I wasn't asking you to put on the dress. I'm telling you that I'm going to put it on you." She pinches the tip of my chin. I want to look away. I want to be able to shove her off, yet I don't even make the attempt. "Do you understand?"

"Yes," I respond, turning that word into a sigh.

"Good girl," she says, patting me on the head. And for one dreadful moment, I actually feel a little thrill of accomplishment. She is a beautiful woman, and she just told me that I'm a good girl. Like any kindergartner, I am made deliriously happy by the attention of this adult.

"Arms up," Marcia commands.

I raise my tiny hands into the air, and she grabs my nightgown. She peels it off of my body, bundling it up. I can't believe it, but I'm just standing there in my panties.

"Close your eyes," she says.

Although I obviously don't want to do it, I don't see any other choice. I close them, and she pulls the purple princess dress down the length of my body. She slips my hands into the sleeves, and the material is hot. Even though I'm a little girl, apparently I'm being trained to accept the discomfort of wearing cute clothes.

"Okay, now I want you to open your eyes!"

I do it, and my hair is still all messed up, but I'm just a little girl wearing a princess outfit. I can't believe it, but Marcia gives me another command. "Do a little spin for me." She twirls her finger on the air, making sure I understand.

Biting back my frustration, I obey. I do it because this is my only chance.

I take several short steps, turning about. I do it slowly, tentatively, and without any energy whatsoever.

When I face Marcia again, she has her hands on her hips. "You can do so much better than that," she tells me, her voice dripping with disdain.

"I'm not good at this. I'm not some little girl."

"You are right now, and unless you want to stay that way, you're going to show me exactly what you can do." There is something so incredibly certain lurking in those words. I hate to admit it, but she makes me nervous. This beautiful woman intimidates me far more than she should be able to.

"Fine." I try not to sound nervous.

"Lift your hands over your head. Touch your fingertips together like you are a little ballerina. Show me just how graceful a ballerina you can be."

Taking her advice, I raise my hands, and I touch my fingertips together. Then I do another little spin, quicker this time. It makes the hem of my skirt raise up, and I really don't like it. At least I don't think my panties are on display.

"You make a very pretty girl. If you don't win today, I think I'm going to enroll you in ballet lessons. Would you like that?"

This time, I don't respond. That isn't going to happen. No matter what it takes, I am going to win.

"Do I have to wear this anymore?" Technically, it shouldn't make a difference, but I don't like the purple. And somehow, my eyes are continuously drawn back to the pink dress. It might look like something a doll would wear, but I don't care.

For some reason, I want to feel that dress on me. I want to see how I look. At first, I try to tell myself that it is only curiosity, yet there is some other instinct bubbling within me.

"Okay, you can try on the pink dress," Marcia says magnamously.

I lift my hands again, and she pulls off the purple monstrosity. A few seconds later, she puts me in the pink dress.

"Oh my, you were definitely right. You look so much cuter like this."

I turn around, I face the mirror, and my eyes start to water right away. This time, I look even worse. I look like a little tiny cupcake. Bright pink with white lace and thick petticoats, this dress makes me look like some little princess doll.

"But you know, you're going to look even cuter once I've done your hair!"

"No, please don't," I plead with her.

The dress is bad enough. I don't think I can stand any more.

Cocking her head to the side, Marcia asks, "Natalie, do you want to win?”

"That isn’t my name."

She cups my chin in her palm. "Natalie, do you want to win?" Marcia repeats. "Because if you want to win, then you have to do as I say. I know all about these pageants, and I'm going to make sure you do a great job. I'm going to make sure you're so cute that the judges won't have a choice but to love you."

I blink, trying to get the tears to go away. Finally, I clear most of my vision, and I'm looking up at this beautiful girl. She smiles brightly, and I give her a quick nod. "Yes, I want to win."

"Then we need to do some practice."

Natalie gives me a crash course in beauty pageantry.

Because this is a beauty pageant for little girls, apparently there are only going to be three categories. Three times, I will be called on the stage to perform for the adults in the audience and the judges.

First, I will be judged on how I approach the audience. I will walk out onto the stage. It sounds simple enough, but Marcia insists that the first impression could be incredibly important. If I mess it up, I might ruin any chance I have of winning.

Second, there is the performance. I will have to put on some kind of show.

When Marcia tells me that, I begin to panic, but she just pats me on the head and tells me that I’ll need to be a very good girl. If I can follow my instincts, then I will succeed.

Finally, there is the interview portion of the pageant. The judges will talk to each girl. We are all very young, so I won’t have to debate philosophy or geopolitics. Actually, that would be a lot easier.

Marcia and I practice.

Once or twice, I question whether or not I'm going to be able to do this. Seriously, I'm not supposed to win at something like this. Maybe the body she gave me is cute, but I'm still a man, damn it! At several points during my training, I nearly give up. I nearly throw a tantrum.

After all, it would be so easy to run back into my bedroom and pretend that this will somehow fix itself. But because I keep insisting that I'm an adult, I promise myself I can do this. I can and do work with this treatment, and I can win.

All the while, I keep hoping that Marcia will be honest and keep up her end of the bargain.

Eventually, she checks her phone, and she tells me that it's time to get ready.

Marcia first takes me into the bathroom. She gives me a bath.

At first, I fight, and I shake my head, telling her that this isn't necessary. I will still be able to win even if I haven't just taken a bath. The judges won't know one way or the other.

"Sweetie, this isn't for the judges. This is for you. If you smell nice and clean and fresh, it will put you in the proper frame of mind. Besides, I don't remember giving you a choice."

Just like that, she flashes me another one of those brilliant smiles, she grabs my wrist, and she pulls me out of my dress, careful not to wrinkle it. Next, she grabs my panties, yanking them down around my ankles.

I am naked in front of her.

Marcia actually takes a moment to admire my tiny, hairless body. She pats me on the head, and once the tub is filled with warm water, she nudges me down. At several points, I try to figure out some way to make this stop.

But I can't. "Yup, there's a good girl. Yes, you like the idea of taking a bath, don't you? You want to be all clean for the judges. You want to be able to go out on that stage and do your best. That's what these beauty pageants are all about. You are going to show everyone how you put your best foot forward."

I pout, but it doesn't make any difference.

She scrubs me down, getting lots of lather all over my shoulders, my neck, down my flat chest. She scrubs my feet, not stopping even when I start to giggle and laugh.

Eventually, this particular humiliation comes to an end, and she tells me to stand up. I do so, and I hold out my hand, expecting a towel. Oh no. She doesn't give it to me. Rather, she pulls me out of the tub, and she starts to dry me off herself.

No matter how many times I insist, Marcia doesn't let me help.

With a sigh of exasperation, I finally let her finish.

"Are you ready to go back into your panties and dress?"

Because I don't want to hear those words, I don't respond. But then she pinches my chin, and I understand that she's not going to continue until I say something.

And when I look back up into her bright green eyes, I understand that I am utterly dependent on this woman. It's not like I can drive a car or get a job. As a little girl, I have to behave myself so that she will give me anything and everything I need.

I swallow back another chunk of my pride. "Yes, I'm ready for my panties and dress now. Please dress me?" I sound so timid and cute. I come off exactly like any docile little girl.

"Of course."

Marcia tells me to lift up my feet, first the left, then the right. She pulls me into another pair of panties. These are white cotton, like something a schoolgirl might wear. At first, I expected something more pink and humiliating, but then I remember the way the hem of my skirt would flare up. Whenever I spin or dance around, she wants the audience to be able to see my panties.

Getting dressed is only the first part.

With one hand on my shoulder, Marcia escorts me back into the master bedroom. At first, I don't notice the difference. After all, isn't Alexander supposed to be sleeping here alone? And yet, I get the impression that there has been someone else here as well.

I don't ask about this. Honestly, I don't think I would like the answer.

Marcia takes me over to the small desk where I have watched Alexandra apply her makeup countless times. The witch lifts me up and sits me down.

"This is going to be very important for you. You need to learn how to apply your makeup like a proper young lady. Now I know you might be a little young for this kind of lesson, but someday you are going to really need to know this."

"Unless I win," I remind her.

"Sure, sure," she says with a wave of her hand like that is an absolute impossibility and I shouldn't worry about it.

But I am going to win. With her training still fresh in my mind, I promise myself that I won't be defeated. I'm going to make sure this happens.

Back in high school, I played basketball. Before every game, I psyched myself up. I'm doing the same thing now, only I'm hoping to win at a little girls’ beauty pageant. It sounds insane, but I don't see any other way out of this.

"We start with the foundation." She dusts my cheeks with powder. Next, she adds some rouge. All the while, she explains every step. "No, I'm going to add some eye shadow and then I'm going to thicken your eyelashes."

This all feels so interminable. Once or twice, I start to shift, but Marcia tells me that if I squirm around too much, she might make a mistake, and then I will definitely lose. After all, proper makeup usage is an important part of this beauty pageant.

Step by step, Marcia takes me through this. But even when my makeup is done, I can't bring myself to face the mirror. That doesn't actually matter, not yet.

Marcia still has to do my hair. She brushes it out slowly. She is patient, taking her time. Even when it feels like my hair is nice and smooth, she keeps going. Only then does she start to wrap those tresses around her fingers, pulling my hair into a particular style.

She starts braiding my hair, and when she's done, she tells me to open my eyes.

Somehow, I can't bring myself to do it. I don't want to see what I look like.

"You want to be a big, strong man, right? Well, you should be brave enough to open your eyes." She's teasing me, but she is still right.

Puffing out my frustration, I opened my eyes, blinking several times. My face and hair feel so weird. There is this extra layer of material on my cheeks, the ridge of my nose, and even my eyelids. It is so weird. I'm not used to this.

Facing my reflection again, I freeze up.

Seriously, I just can't move. I can't believe what I'm looking at, but then I blink, I raise my hand, and I am looking at myself.

Or rather, I'm looking at the reflection of a very pretty little girl.

"Stand up in front of the mirror." Marcia's command prompts my behavior. I can't really explain it, but I just can't think to defy her.

I obey her again, and I am looking at myself. This pretty girl stares back at me, a vacant expression on her face. Her hair has been pulled back into elaborate, braided pigtails. She has makeup on her face, a hint of rouge around her cheeks, a little bit of pink on her eyelids, and her lips are bright red.

"I, I look like a doll," I say, the words coming unbidden.

"You look adorable," she says to me. "I think you have a really good chance of winning.”

The door opens, and before I can make a sound, I hear something else entirely. Alexandra. My wife."Oh my, I can't believe how cute she is!"

Alexandra comes right into the room, and she smiles down at me. "She looks so cute! Natalie, you are so pretty! I think you are definitely going to win!"

"She definitely has a chance," Marcia says.

Wait a second. They are both here at the same time. What does that mean? If Alexandra now believes that she is my mommy, how does she view Marcia? I blink several times, trying to think of some subtle way to ask the question, but then Marcia walks over to my wife.

She puts one hand on the back of Alexandra’s neck, pulling her closer.

Helpless, I can only stand there while Alexandra is kissed by Marcia, the witch who transformed me in the first place.

At first, this is just tentative and sweet. But then Marcia decides she wants more. She pulls my wife closer, kissing her hard. I used to kiss her that way. I used to be the one to hold her tight and make sure she couldn't get away.

I'm standing there, dumbfounded and silent.

Marcia is absolutely heedless of what I might be thinking. She doesn't care.

Finally, Alexandra manages to push her away. "Not in front of Natalie," she whispers, probably hoping I won't hear. But of course, I do.

When Alexandra looks at me again, her face is flushed, and I realize something. She must be turned on. She must have actually enjoyed that!

Alexandra has never had any bisexual tendencies. So now, I have to wonder what else Marcia has changed.

"Are you ready to go to the beauty pageant?" Marcia asks, holding out her hand.

"I think so."

Marcia and Alexandra both get in the car. Obviously, they are in the front seat. Marcia is driving. And me, I'm in the back seat. But I'm not just seated there.

Because I'm so small, Marcia told me that I have to ride in a car seat. I hated the way she sat me down and how she brought those buckles up and around my torso. Of course, she smirked all the while, enjoying my little bit of humiliation.

We drive for several minutes. Along the way, I just look out the window, realizing how much larger everything seems.

I can’t wait to get back into my old body.

Eventually, Marcia pulls off into a parking lot, and there is a big building up ahead. It looked like a conference center of some kind. The parking lot is filled with other little girls, all dressed up, just like me. And of course, they were all very pretty. I start to worry if I’m going to win.

My wife seems to sense my apprehension. She looks at me and tells me that I am going to do just fine. Then she pats me on the head.

Now, I am backstage and my heart is pounding in my chest. The girls are being called out one at a time. This is the first approach, the first impression.

"Natalie Render,” calls the judge.

I start to walk out onto the stage, doing my best to be poised and pretty, exactly as Marcia instructed. Out in front of me, there are dozens or hundreds of parents and other spectators. I wave, holding up my small hand. I smile, and I can feel the dimples in my cheeks. I show my teeth, doing my best to look as cute as possible.

Somewhere in the audience, Marcia motions for me to do a little spin.

This seems so risky, but I take the chance. I do a little twirl, and everyone in the audience smiles and laughs and claps. They are having so much fun, watching me parade around in front of them.

I give a little bow, and then I take my place with the rest of the girls.

Later, I am behind the curtain.

Once again, I'm terrified. Okay, so the first introduction seemed to go okay. I didn't trip. Another girl did, and I actually started giggling at her, hiding my smirk behind my hand.

It took me a few seconds to remember something. I wasn't supposed to care about this. And yet, I feel a little thrill of excitement at the prospect of maybe winning.

All of these people want to see us perform.

Okay, I tell myself again. I can do this. I can win.

The announcer calls my name again, and I take several tentative steps back out onto the stage. I can't believe I'm doing this, but I don't really have any choice.

I step in front of the audience, I exhale through my lips, and then I flash them a big smile. After that, I started dancing around, singing.

"I'm just a little girl in a big, big world!" My voice might be high-pitched, it might sound like a child, but the audience leans forward. They are loving this.

Within a matter of seconds, I surrender to the music. There is a chipper beat in the background, but I'm only half aware of it. Instead, I concentrate on nothing at all. I simply let this happen, as I dance and prance around.

The music comes to an end, I stop, and I am down on my knees. So many people in the audience must be able to see my panties, but my chest is rising and falling, so I pretend that I don't even care.

"That, ladies and gentlemen, was Natalie Render!”

I get a standing ovation. Grinning from ear to ear, I scamper back behind the curtain.

Maybe I can win this.

A little while later, I'm standing on the stage with all of the other girls. This is the interview portion of the pageant.

I'm an adult. I'm a grown man, so I shouldn't have any problem answering the questions. Half of the judges seem absolutely insane anyway. They ask the dumbest things. They want to know what we will do when we grow up. They want to know about our favorite TV shows or what we like to study in school.

I hear my name, and I walk up into the center of the stage.

Once again, everyone is looking at me.

"How are you doing today, Natalie?"

"I'm good!" Just as Marcia taught me, I make sure to sound chipper and excited. I also sway my body from side to side, almost like I'm a little bundle of energy just waiting to get out. "How are you?"

"I'm fine, Natalie. Now, we are going to ask you just one question."

"I'm ready!"

"What does it mean to be a girl?"

I blink.

Slowly, I swallow, and I am blank. This question isn't fair! I don't know what it means to be a girl! As far as I'm concerned, women are just silly airheads who need to do as they're told. When I open my mouth, my lower lip quivers, and I'm almost ready to go on one of my old tirades.

At the last second, I stop. I hesitate.

My eyes run across the crowd, and I see Marcia. There is a smirk on her face. Next to her, there is Alexandra, only she has somehow been tricked into thinking that she's my mommy. She motions for me to continue, almost like she thinks those subtle gestures will somehow reboot me.

I swallow one more time, and then I do as Marcia suggested.

I just listen to my instincts. I start talking without even thinking. "Being a girl is great! When you're a girl, you get to be all pretty, and you get to try on makeup and you get to be really smart and girls are the best in the world. Everyone should do what girls say!"

The audience laughs again. They applaud.

Finally, we are going to learn who won.

The first name is announced. That girl walks up, and she gets a little crown. She looks really happy even though she just took third place.

Another name is announced. I blink, trying to recognize whether that name is mine. It's not.

I'm still in the running for first place, which means that I might lose this thing entirely. For some reason, I cross my fingers, like that could possibly make the slightest difference.

"And our winner is…” The announcer pauses dramatically. There is literally a drum roll. I shut my eyes, listening to the sounds of his next words. “Natalie Render!”

And I can't believe it, but tears start running down my cheeks. I run up, and someone puts a crown on my head. They give me a bouquet of flowers, and they're so pretty! I love this, and I'm hopping up and down with excitement.

I just won.

After all the congratulations, Alexandra and Marcia take me back to the car.

Right away, I am tempted to confront Marcia. I could tell her that we had a deal, but I don't want to risk upsetting her in front of my wife. What if Alexandra starts asking questions? What if Marcia decides to change her mind simply because I annoyed her?

There are several instances when we're driving or talking, and she points her gaze in my direction. I know that she wants to laugh at me. She is having so much fun with my humiliation. She has subjugated me, turning me into a little doll, and I've literally been put on display for dozens or hundreds of people to admire.

When we get home, Alexandra skips ahead of us. I reach out, taking Marcia by her hand.

"When are you going to change me back into a man?" I keep my voice low but insistent.

"Soon," she promises. "By the way, I really liked your answer. I think you could make a very good girl."

"How soon? Please, be specific. Tell me when you're going to change me back. I can't live like this anymore."

"Oh? Don’t you like being a little girl?"

Brows furrowed with aggravation, I don't know how to respond to her. On some level, I would love to smack her across the face, but I'm too short. I can't do it. Besides, she is a powerful witch. I don't think I would like the result one way or the other. So I inhale, keeping my temper in check.

"Please, we had a deal."

"We did, and maybe I will even keep my word. Maybe I will even change you back someday. Or maybe I will tell you that you must be a good girl. You have to do whatever you are told. And whenever you are around anyone else, you will behave like any other child."

There is a special, mystical emphasis on those words. I blink several times, almost as though she has hypnotized me.

What just happened?

Before I can demand an explanation, Marcia heads back into the house. Stunned, I watch her go.

Then, I lift up my hand, I flex my fingers, and I don't really feel any different. Well, there's the obvious of being trapped in a little girl's body, yet I can still control myself.

Then I make a decision. I am going to confront Alexandra about this. I'm going to tell her the truth because she is going to be able to help me.

Really, that feels like my only choice.

I stomp my way up the stairs and into the entryway. I look to my left and my right. I see Alexandra sitting in the living room. She has her tablet computer on her lap, and she is tapping her foot. She must have some song stuck in her head.

I come closer, I open my mouth, and I speak. "Mommy, are you proud of me? Did you see me out there? The judges really likeed me!" I start hopping up and down, still in my cupcake dress.

What just happened?

"Yes, you did a great job!" Alexandra says, beaming at me. "Now, what would you like?"

"I want cuddles!"

Before I can even think about trying to stop myself, I am running across the room, my arms held out. I jump up onto her lap, and Alexandra takes me into a big hug. Deep down, I’m fighting this with every fiber of my being, yet I can't resist whatever power or compulsion Marcia used on me. I'm fighting with everything I have, but it doesn't make the slightest difference.

"You are such a pretty girl. Yes, you did a fantastic job. I'm so proud of you. And you know, I think that means you should get to go somewhere special for dinner. Would you like that? Would you like a special celebration dinner?"

"Yes, Mommy!"

No! She isn't my mommy. She is my freaking wife, and she should do whatever I say. But right there, I just keep hopping around, an excited little girl.

"Hey you," Marcia says from the hallway.

Right away, I can tell that she isn't addressing me. There is something sultry and lascivious in her voice. I spin around, and I'm still grinning like an idiot.

"Hey," Alexandra says.

"Natalie, why don't you go to your bedroom and play with your dolls?"

My mouth opens, and I understand what is happening. Even so, I can't help myself. "Okay!" I make this sound like it’s the best thing in the world. Then I start back down the hallway into my bedroom. I don't close the door, but that doesn't seem to matter.

Once I'm alone, I stop moving. I just stand there, surrounded by all of those girly accouterments.

"I didn't think that would work," Alexandra says. I can hear her voice. She is trying to keep her volume down, but there is an excitement streaking through her every word.

"Your little girl. She loves playing. Of course, she probably won't stay there for long. That means you and I could have some fun while we can."

"Oh, you're a bad girl," Alexandra says.

As I'm standing there in the center of my bedroom, my fingertips press down into my palms. My fingernails dig little half moon grooves. No, this isn't happening. This can't be happening.

Then I hear the sounds of kissing, lips smacking against one another.

"Are you sure we can do this here?" Alexandra says.

"If you like, I can go check on Natalie. I can be sure she stays out of our hair."

"And how are you going to do that? She can be such a precocious little girl."

That is my wife. She is talking about me like I'm just a kindergartner, some little girl who still needs to be taken care of. She has completely forgotten that I am her husband; I am the man who has been in control of this household for many years.

"You know Natalie and I have a very special rapport. Give me a few minutes. I'll be right back."

I hear her footsteps coming down the hallway, and I raise my hands against my hips.

"What's going on? I won! You have to change me back now." Although I do my best to come off as dignified and confident, I still sound like a whiny little girl.

"Do I? Do I have to do anything now?" Daniel asked, brushing her fingertips along my cheek. It is such a soft intimate gesture. It makes me want to grab her and shove her down on the bed. It makes me want to show her what a man really is…but of course, I can't.

"Please, you said that if I won, you would change me back. I won. Please, you have to do as you promised!"

"Maybe," she allows. "But first, there's something else I need to do. I need to get a better sense of whether or not you have learned your lesson."

"My lesson?" I ask, dumbfounded.

"That's right. You see, I transformed you in the first place to make sure that you could learn your lesson, but I must've admit that I am very happy in this house. You did have a beautiful wife, after all."

"She’s still my wife." I straighten my back, I tense my shoulders, and I level my gaze upon her, all without flinching.

Marcia is wildly unimpressed. She smirks. "Maybe. But first, let's see if you've learned your lesson."

"How do I prove it?" I bite through those words, hating the fact that this woman can change the game at any moment.

"Well, what if we start by explaining what you've learned?"

"I, I…” As hard as I try, the words just don't come. What does she want me to say? What is she trying to prove?

"Come on, Natalie. You're a smart girl. You can do better than this."

"You want me to tell you that I've learned my lesson, that women are really equal to men? Now that I've been small and helpless, you want me to tell you that girls are just as good as boys? Or maybe you want me to say something about how I finally learned how difficult it is to be a female?"

"That would be a good start." Marcia smiles at me. "Be honest. What have you learned?”

Opening my mouth, I am ready to try to lie to her. "But when I start talking, I shake my head. I can't do it. "I've learned that magic is real. I've learned that you are monumental bitch. I've learned about I can hold out, no matter what you do to me."

"Is that right?" Marcia asks. She runs her fingers along my hair, grabbing onto one of my braided pigtails. "Well, I guess you will have no problem staying like this then. In fact, I'm going to make this curse permanent. And you're going to help me."

"Never," I sneer at her. I can see the truth now. She was never going to help me. She was never going to change me back.

"I'm going to go back and spend some time with Alexandra. When you're ready, you can come out and try to stop us. If you succeed, maybe I will be so impressed that I’ll change you back. But if my magic works on you again, your transformation here will be permanent. You will only ever be able to talk to me about your former life. Every other person you meet will see you as a little girl, you'll behave just like a little girl."

Blank, I don't know what to say to that. She leaned down, she kisses me on the forehead, and I feel another little spark of arcane energy.

Marcia leaves the room, shutting the door behind me.

Just a few seconds later, I hear the giggling in the living room. They are laughing and teasing each other, probably making out.

My chest rises and falls. My dress is so tight, and I almost think of taking it off.

Could this really be my last chance? Can I somehow overcome the magic crawling through my body?

I don't actually know the answer, so I stand there.

Marcia has given the choice. If I wait for them to finish, I will still be able to hold onto the chance that this won't be permanent. But if I go out there, will I become complicit in my transformation? Will the universe think that I somehow have accepted this?

Again and again, I wish I knew something about magic. But until last night, I didn’t think any of this could be possible.

"I have to try," I whisper, my childish voice loud in my ears.

Since I don't see any other option, I open the door, and I take several steps down the hallway. But I am so light that Alexander and Marcia don't even hear me approach.

There they are, right on the couch. I can see them clearly. Marcia is on top, and she is straddling my wife. She's leaning down, kissing her hard. Their lips pressed into one another. Once or twice, they break away, flicking their tongues in a passionate embrace.

As a man, I would have loved watching this.

Now, I take a step forward, and I freeze.

It is the man cuckoled paralysis. It feels as though my body has somehow become encased in plastic or glue.

"Sweetie, are you ready to show me just how grateful you are?" Marcia asks, pulling back again.

No! Don't do it! Bound by magic, I stand there as my wife giggles. She drops down onto her knees, and she is ready and willing to give Marcia whatever she wants.

"First, I think you should get naked for me. Show me that hot little body of yours," Marcia instructs.

I can't believe it. I once used those exact same words with my wife.

"What if Natalie comes out?"

"Shush. You don't need to worry your little head about that. I made sure she's nice and distracted," Marcia says. But then she glances over my wife's head, and our eyes meet for a moment.

Alexandra pulls off her blouse. She unzips her skirt, dropping it to the floor. Then she takes off her shoes, socks, and even her bra and panties. I watch, understanding exactly what this is supposed to prove.

Marcia wants me to see what I lost. She wants me to truly comprehend just how far I have fallen.

"May I?" my wife asks, so sexy and servile. She reaches up into Marcia skirt, pulling down her panties. Then she peels away those layers, and Marcia spreads her legs. For the first and last time, I can see her pussy.

"Show me what you can do. Show me just how good you can be with that little tongue of yours."

No! Don't do it! I try to throw up my hands. I try to run across the room and stop my wife.

But the magic is tight around my body, shackling me in place. I can't even squirm. My muscles won't even twitch.

Then Marcia smiles as my wife slips her tongue into her pussy. She starts swirling it all around, making sure Marcia enjoys every second of this.

"Very nice. Yes, I love just how good you can be. You are so hot and beautiful. I can't believe that anyone would ever let you go." As those words echoes through my ears, Marcia actually looks up and winks at me.

While my wife continues to eat Marcia out, the witch strokes her hair. She pats my wife, cooing sweet nothings down into her ear. And there is nothing I can do to stop this.

"So beautiful," Marcia says. Then she is panting. Her face flushes, and she comes hard, crying out.

For her part, Alexandra seems nervous. She is worried that I might come wandering out, but she doesn't do anything as simple as turn around. Then Marcia touches her fingers to the underside of Alexandra’s chin. “Up.”

That is all my wife needs to hear. She stands up, and Marcia puts her arms around this beautiful woman, pulling her close. She guides one of Alexandra’s nipples toward her lips.

No, no, don't let her do this. Don't let this happen! I understand that time is not on my side. With every second, my chances diminish, but I'm just not strong enough. I don't have the willpower necessary to break Marcia’s hold.

Then, Marcia is licking and sucking her nipples, alternating from one to the other and back again. To and fro, Marcia enjoys herself. She is having so much fun with my wife's body, the feel and firmness of her breasts.

"Come for me," Marcia commands, breathing against Alexandra's sternum. At the same time, Marcia moves one of her fingers down toward my wife's slit. By this point, Alexandra must be drenched. She must be panting for sex, and the witch obliges.

She pushes her fingers up into my wife's pussy, penetrating her. She slips her digits into Alexandra easily. Just as I suspected, she is so hot and so desperate. She must be warm and welcoming.

Marcia smirks at me again, and her meaning is clear. She wants me to see what I will never have again. She wants me to understand that I'm never going to get to enjoy her body.

"Come for me," Marcia commands. "I want you to orgasm. I want you to show me that I'm in control."

"Yes, I'm coming! I'm coming!” After that, Alexandra can't form any more coherent words. She is screaming and climaxing, all of her thoughts and senses swirling together into blissful chaos.

Then she's done, and she drops down onto her knees. "Go ahead and get dressed," Marcia says.

Obligingly as always, Alexandra doesn't say anything. She pulls her panties and skirt back on. Within just a few minutes, she looks reasonably put together again.

Then Marcia looks at me, and she winks. Something inside of me changes because I failed.

The magic settles into my skin. The transformation is now permanent, but I still grin like an excited girl as I cuddle up between my two mommies. They’re going to take care of me. And there’s nothing I can do about it because I’m just a little girl.

It’s all I’m ever going to be.

The End
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