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In Her Shoes

I had played the role of the good husband all night. I took her out to a nice dinner at an expensive restaurant where the obsequious servers bustled around, we went to a musical after, and now I held her hand as we walked up the steps back into our house.

The moment we crossed the threshold and closed the door behind us, I cupped her cheeks in the palms of my hands and leaned forward. I kissed her, tenderly at first, then hungrily within seconds. I pressed my body to hers and savored the feel of her petite form against me.

Taller and stronger, I held her tight against me as we kissed. But then she put her hands on my chest and tried to nudge me back.

I allowed her a couple of inches, “What is it?”

“I’m just really tired,” she said.

“Too bad,” I replied.

She flashed me a panicked little smile as she glanced to her left and right. But then I pounced again, kissing her hard. She tried to retreat back. Jamie stumbled several steps before she ran out of space and hit the wall.

Because I could, I grabbed her wrists and lifted them, pinning them above her head. I held her tight.

Feeling generous, I pulled my mouth from hers for a few more seconds and explored her body with my eyes, just as I had been doing through most of the night. She wore a little black dress that hugged her waist and showed off her cleavage. My eyes glided to the tight lines of her legs, all the way down to her high heels. The black of her shoes held my attention for a few more seconds before I leaned in, closed my eyes, and kissed her again.

Little moans vibrated from deep within her throat. I let go of her right wrist, dropped my hand down the length of her dress, found her hem, and slipped my fingertips back up toward her panties.

“No,” she moaned through the kissing. She tried to push me away again, but I had been waiting for this all night.

My fingers explored the soft skin of her inner thighs before I pulled back her panties. I loved this moment. There was something almost magical about getting to finger her right here and now. This girl was mine; she belonged to me.

That sense of possessiveness and ownership turned me on like nothing else. I pressed my body up against hers. She could feel my erection press out from my pants even as I stroked her slit.

Her eyes flashed with panic as I pressed my fingertips up against her opening. “You’re already so hot and wet,” I told her.

Her face crumpled with embarrassment.

For some reason, Jamie still got really nervous when it came to this kind of arousal. She tried to squirm and push me away, but I wouldn’t have it. I kissed her again, just as fiercely as before. My lips pressed against hers, and I savored the taste of her mouth and the soft give of her tongue against mine.

Simultaneously, I continued to probe and tease her opening. I stroked this girl’s tight slit as I enjoyed myself. The arousal pumping through my body, becoming more and more powerful. The desires swirled and coalesced within my chest as I took her.

“Please?” Jamie asked. “Please, Eric, can we slow down?”

With a dark gaze, I looked right into her eyes and grinned, “No.”

It probably surprised her when I yanked my hand out from beneath her skirt.

Right away, I grabbed her, scooping her into my arms. Her hair flashed and swayed as I lifted her, threw her over my shoulder, and carried her. “No! Eric, you know much I hate this!” She was laughing, frustrated and aroused at the same time as she slammed her fists down against my back. Simultaneously, her feet kicked out as I carried her right back to the bedroom.

Having this girl struggle definitely added to the excitement, probably because I felt like some sort of barbarian king as I threw her down onto the bed.

She bounced once and tried to scramble, only she didn’t get far. I pounced, grabbing and pinning her. I held her wrists against the soft sheets as I leaned in and kissed her again.

“This isn’t fair,” she said. “At least let me take off my shoes,” she protested.

“No,” I said. “You look hot in them.”

“I just need a couple of minutes…”

“Too bad,” I told her.

The next thing she knew, I sat her up, grabbed the dress, and peeled it off of her. I took the shimmering black fabric and tossed it to the floor. I loosened her bra, grabbed the cups, and pulled it off. Next, she was down to her panties.

“No,” she said. It didn’t matter. I grabbed her, held her down, and leaned in for her breasts. My tongue flicked along her left nipple. It was stiff. Obviously.

Jamie could complain about needing to take a break or whatever, but I knew what she really craved; I knew what she really needed.

I moved over to her right nipple, encircled that stiffened point with my lips, and gently started to suck. Before long, she arched her back and moaned. Because I could, I reached down and stroked her slit again. My fingers pressed down after a few soft caresses. I penetrated her as my fingers pushed between the walls of her opening. I savored the heat, the slick of her excitement, and the way she panted beneath me.

Then I pulled back, grabbed her wrists again, and looked right down into her eyes.

A mixture of arousal and panic flashed along her pupils as she stared up at me.

Just as she tried to say something, I leaned in and kissed her again. Within seconds, I let go of her right wrist, but she knew better than to try to break away. I unzipped my pants, took out my erection, and grinned ferociously as she spread her legs.

Jamie knew what was going to happen. She couldn’t stop it as I plunged down, thrusting into her waiting slit. The sense of our bodies connecting made me growl with nearly feral ecstasy. I pushed down, pulled back, thrusting from one moment into the next.

We came together like wild animals.

With every plunging movement and every growling breath, I made her pant. I made my wife moan through the desires spinning within her lithe frame. Soon, she was arching her back, gasping, desperate and eager for more. She couldn’t help herself!

As the wild desires pounded through her, I came to that point where I couldn’t stop it. My shaft throbbed, I came hard, and then I pulled away.

Spent now, I pulled Jamie up against my chest.

She was quiet, not that I really noticed.

Eventually, she found her courage and leaned over, “That wasn’t fair. You should have let me relax for a couple of minutes, get my bearings, you know?”

Sated and tired, I said nothing.

“Eric, tell me you aren’t going to do that again,” she instructed.

I still said nothing. As far as I was concerned, I had taken her out, and paid too much for dinner, sat through that stupid musical with all of the dancing canines, so I earned the opportunity to fuck my wife and take what I wanted.

“I’m serious,” she said.

When I still didn’t answer, she hissed her frustrated breath through her teeth, rested her head on my chest, and kept talking, “It’s just not fair. I get it. You’re bigger than me, and you can take what you want, but it’s still not fair. I just wish you knew what it was like to be in my shoes.”

Maybe she said more, but I fell asleep.

When I first woke up, I had no idea that anything had changed. I was relaxed, having fallen into a deep, easy sleep. It was the kind of overwhelming exhaustion that sucked me down into oblivion. But now I curled my toes, straightened my legs, and lifted my hands above my head.

With my eyes still closed, I had no idea what was different, not until I sensed the soft hairs along my neck. I figured that Jamie was still curled up around me, but that didn’t make any sense. When I opened my eyes, I saw my hands. They were smooth and slight. My fingers were thin, almost delicate.

Not only that, my fingernails were longer than they should have been.

What the hell?

Then I noticed my petite wrists and my narrow arms.

None of this made any sense. As the kind of guy who went out and exercised pretty much every day, I was proud of my biceps and my toned limbs.

But then something else caught my attention, the curves at the edge of my sight. Absurdly, I first thought this had to be some weird optical illusion, like maybe some of the sheets had gotten bunched up around my chest or something. Because really, there couldn’t be any other explanation. Could there?

But then I jerked up, and I felt the strange weight.

My hands instinctively went to my chest, and I grabbed the breasts right there. Not only were they soft and warm and yielding just as I had remembered when stroking or cupping Jamie’s body, but I felt them.

My fingers brushed along the yielding curves, and I felt it. The electric sensations coursed through my body.

Instantly, I yanked my hands away, almost as though I had been electrocuted.

With my heart pounding wildly in my chest, I quickly scampered across the length of the bed, fell forward, tripped, and landed on my hands and knees.

When I lifted my face up, my vision was obscured by the hair that had fallen in front of my face. Without thinking about it, I tucked those strands of hair behind my ear, lifted my head, and looked right at the mirror.

Still down on all fours, I stared hard, drinking in my reflection without really comprehending what this all meant. That would take a few more seconds.

But slowly, I lifted myself back up onto my feet. I straightened my back.

It was my reflection. That much was obvious, only this wasn’t me.

I was looking right back at Jamie. I saw her cute little nose, her adorably small and slightly pointed ears, her dark brown hair, her breasts, her trim waist, all of it.

Then I slowly looked around at the rest of the room, and something finally occurred to me. The room looked bigger. But that didn’t make any sense. And as I lifted my hands and looked down at them, I figured it out.

The room hadn’t grown, but I had shrunk.

Throughout our relationship, I always teased Jamie about how she was small and adorable. That was one of the things I loved about her.

If I wanted to, I could step right up to her. Without saying a word, I could intimidate my wife by gazing down at her. My expression could darken just a little bit. Serious, focused, and almost predatory, I could stare down at her. Although I wouldn’t have said a word, she would bunch up and bring her knuckles up toward her face as she shivered.

Like prey, she would recognize me as a hunter, and she would know that I could do whatever I wanted with her.

Thinking about that somehow turned me on.

My nipples hardened, and I felt something else, a little tickle of heat right between my legs. It wasn’t the stiffening arousal I usually experienced.

Oh no.

Desperate, I closed my eyes, reached down, and explored even though I already knew what I would find. Somehow, my brain couldn’t articulate the exact words, yet the fear still clawed at my insides.

At first, I had no idea how dangerous this could be. My fingers moved along the sleek contours of my panties, past the elastic, and all the way to my slit. When my fingertips brushed my sex, heat rushed through me. I stumbled back, brushing my buttocks up against the edge of the bed. Not only that, a little, girlish squeak of dismay jumped from my mouth. My hands went up to my throat, and I wanted to try to say something else. I needed to hear my own voice, a man’s voice. He needed it to be strong, confident, and deep.

Before I could experiment with speaking, the door to the bedroom opened.

I spun, and I saw myself.

There I was, moving with the loping, confident gait of a man who knew he was the biggest and strongest person in the room.

“Jamie,” he said. His voice was deep and strong and confident.

I blinked a couple of times as I looked up at myself. That was supposed to be me; that was supposed be my body.

I glanced back at my reflection. There I was, my movements mirrored in the glass, yet I was wearing the small, cute frame of my wife.

I turned back. In that sonorous, high-pitched voice, I asked, “Jamie?”

“Nope. Looks like I’m Eric right now,” he said.

“No. Please, just talk to me. Okay?”

“You really do look cute when you get nervous,” he said to me.

“I’m being serious!” The pitch of my voice rose again. Not only that, my eyes moistened. I didn’t want to look like I was crying, yet I couldn’t stop the reflex, which only piled on the frustration.

This person—“Eric”—strode up to me, pulled me up against his chest, and ran his fingers through my hair. “Wow,” he said. “This feels amazing. Now I’m starting to understand why you liked holding me so much. It’s like petting a dog and holding a doll all at the same time.” He chuckled.

I put my hands on his chest and nudged him back. I looked up into those dark eyes. Again, I saw my own face, only I was looking out at someone else from a new perspective, shorter and smaller and weaker.

“Please, just talk to me. Jamie, are you in there?”

A big, ferocious, and condescending grin stretched across his face. Then he gave a quick, eager little nod. Yes, that was definitely my wife.

I stumbled back. “What’s going on here? What happened?”

“Well, I think it’s pretty obvious,” he—she—said.

My voice strained as I glared at her. It felt like the only thing I could do. “Did you do this?” I demanded.

I expected some immediate denial, maybe a flash of guilt across his face. Instead, Jamie just shrugged, “Who can say? I mean, I might have wished for you to get to walk in my shoes for a little while, but it’s not like I thought anything would really happen.”

“Okay,” I said, panicking just a little bit. “But that means if you wish for things to go back to normal, then they will, right?”

“Maybe,” he said with a shrug. “Who knows?”

He was smiling. I spun on him, glared hard, and said, “This isn’t a joke!”

“You have to admit,” he said. “It’s kind of funny.”

“Why would this be funny?”

“Because I’m kind of curious,” he said. His eyes moved along my body. All of a sudden, I realized that my nipples were stiff and probably visible through my T-shirt. I pulled my arms up over my chest right away, but it was too late. Worse, he noticed.

“There’s no reason to be modest, Eric.”

“That’s right,” I said. I still had my arms over my chest, but I straightened my back as much as I could. I tried to project height and power. As far as I was concerned, I was still the man in our relationship.

“Or maybe,” Jamie continued as though I hadn’t said anything at all, “I should start calling you Erica? Or maybe you could call me Eric, and you can be Jamie. What you think of that?”

My lips parted, but I didn’t know what to say. I just stared right at him as the confusion played through my body.

“Jamie, you are the woman in our relationship. I’m the man,” I said, but the words seemed somehow silly as they came from her high-pitched vocal cords.

“Really? Is that what you think?” Jamie stepped closer. “Because right now, I think I’m bigger and stronger.”

“It doesn’t matter. This is just some bizarre cosmic fluke. Go ahead, wish for things to change back.”

“Later,” he said with a low rumble. “Right now, there’s something I want to try.”

He reached down, stroked the underside of my chin with the back of his hand, and tilted my head up toward his.

Suddenly, I realized that Jamie was about to kiss me!

I tried to step back, only his arm shot out and looped around my waist, just as I had done with Jamie on countless occasions.

Panic and arousal splashed together behind my eyes, but it hardly mattered because he started kissing me.

He pressed his lips down to mine, and my body yielded. Not only that, I was reminded once again that I no longer had my cock or balls. They had been replaced by a sensitive slit.

A little moan vibrated from deep within my chest.

“You see?” Jamie asked as he broke off the kiss. “You liked that. Didn’t you?”

I sputtered back, “No. It was weird. It was gross. Come on, Jamie. Just do it. Wish for us to go back to our normal bodies!”

“I have something else in mind,” he said. He stepped forward.

Before I realized what was happening, I scrambled up onto the bed. I was on my knees now.

Just as I started to say something, Jamie threw himself forward, grabbed me, and pinned me. He held me down.

Right away, I thought I could put up a reasonable fight. Sure, he was bigger and stronger, but I had animal aggression on my side. Besides, I thought I knew how to wrestle.

He pushed his weight down against my wrists, straddled me, and grinned. I tried to squirm out from underneath him. I thought I might be able to slip free. Smaller and lighter, I hoped I might wiggle out from underneath Jamie, but he held me tight. His eyes shined with animalistic glee as he kept me locked against of the mattress.

“What’s wrong?” Jamie asked in a taunting tone. “Can’t get away?”

I squirmed, jerked my body from side to side, and fought as hard as I could, but it didn’t make any difference, and he knew it.

“You know, I think I want to see what you look like naked.”

“No, Jamie, can’t we talk about this?” The desperation rang out in my voice.

“What? Why would we need to talk about anything? How many times have you woken up hard and wanted to have sex? How many times have I been busy on some project and you just walked up to me and pulled up my skirt and stuck your hand down my pants?” Jamie chuckled. “No, face it, Erica. You owe me.”

“No, I don’t!” I squealed in my girly tones.

But Jamie had already made up his mind. He grabbed my tank top, peeled it off of my body, and revealed my pert breasts. Next, his hands went to the waistband on my sweats. He pulled them down along with my panties. I tried to stop him. My hands flew down toward his wrists, but he shrugged me off with hardly any effort. Within the span of seconds, I was naked from the waist down.

“Very nice,” he said. “Very, very nice.”

“You can’t do this!”

“Why not? You did it to me whatever you wanted.”

“Screw you! This is totally different!”

“Be quiet, or I’ll spank you.”

My eyes widened.

“You wouldn’t dare,” I growled.

Jamie smiled and revealed his teeth. After a few more seconds, he said, “You spanked me. What’s that old expression? Turnabout is fair play?”

My nostrils twitched.

“You really do look cute when you get upset,” Jamie told me.

I inhaled slowly, fought hard to keep my temper in check, and explained very calmly, “That was different. We were playing. Besides, you liked it.”

“Let’s see if you like to get spanked,” he said.

Just like that, he made up his mind. I squealed as I tried to crawl across the bed. I didn’t have any plan; I only needed to get away!

My brain refused to accept this as a possibility. Even as I rushed toward the door and the edge of the bed, he reached out, grabbed me, and pulled me back into place. Not only that, when I looked up at Jamie, he was laughing!

“That’s a lot of fun,” he said. Then he released me.

I didn’t understand why at first, but then he glanced over at the door. “Don’t you want to try to run away again?”

My nostrils flared with aggravation. My insides twitched, and I wanted to jerk up, slap him across the face, and insist that he quit playing with me. Right there, it became obvious: this was a game to him.

“Just let’s talk about this,” I said.

“Go on. Try to run.”

“Why? You’re just going to grab me again.”

“I’m going to spank you.”

I gulped, glanced at him, and his shoulders tensed slightly as he realized I was about to try. I threw myself forward, harder and faster this time. I tried to leap off of the bed and bound toward the door like some crazed little bunny.

This time, his arm shot out, he reached for me, but I was just a little bit too fast. I evaded his fingertips and made it to the edge of the bed. I launched myself off and hit the floor. I didn’t care that I was naked, but I got to the door, slammed up against the knob, turned it, and started to pull.

His arm wrapped around me. He picked me up. My feet were pulled off of the floor.

“Stop it! You can’t do this!”

“Yes, I can,” he replied evenly.

I kept kicking and flailing, but he threw me down onto the mattress. I bounced once and looked up at this tall, imposing man as he stood over me.

“Jamie, please, don’t!”

He rolled me onto my stomach, grabbed my hands, and pinned them near the small of my back. With just one hand, he locked me in place as he kneeled above me.

“You know, I always hated it when you spanked me. I thought it was so demeaning.” He clicked his tongue and shook his head with amazed irritation. “Let’s see how you like it.”

“Jamie, no!”

SMACK!

“How does that feel, Erica?”

“That’s not my name!”

“It is right now,” he told me.

Just as I inhaled and got ready to argue again, his hand came down hard against my backside. The pain flashed beneath the surface of my skin, sensations darting from one nerve to the next. My toes curled as the pain swept over me.

Despite the flash of agony, something else percolated within my core.

“Don’t worry. I’m going to check you in a minute. If you aren’t really turned on by this, we can stop.”

“Jamie—” I started again, but the sentence fractured when his hand flew down and struck hard at the curve of my backside.

SMACK!

This was just the beginning.

SMACK!

He was just getting started.

SMACK!

“This is what you need, Erica. This is what you deserve. You’re going to be a good and obedient little wife for me, aren’t you?”

“No!” I howled back.

SMACK!

SMACK!

“Tell me you’re going to be a good wife.”

“I’m not your wife!”

He spanked me three times. His hand flew down hard, connecting again and again. Through the barrage, I did my best to keep my eyes dry, but he knew exactly what he was doing; he understood exactly what it took to punish me and strip away my defiance.

“Tell me you want to be a good wife,” he said. “Tell me you want to be sexy and obedient for me.”

My eyes widened as my insides clenched. Oh no. No way!

When he laughed, it was clear Jamie thought of this as some kind of joke. But it wasn’t funny, not to me!

“I won’t do it!”

SMACK!

SMACK!

His hand came down hard and fast; the sounds of clapping reverberated through my body as he slapped my ass.

SMACK!

SMACK!

“Okay! I’ll do it!”

He didn’t stop.

SMACK!

SMACK!

SMACK!

“I, I will be a good wife! I’ll be sexy and obedient for you!”

Finally, it stopped. He reached down, grabbed my ass, pressing down. Then he rolled me over and I could hardly move. Exhausted by my punishment, I hardly knew how to keep my eyes open.

When I saw him, I easily spotted the arousal on his face. This man wanted to take me. Oh no. I would have to figure out some way to stop him. I refused to think of myself as some small girl. And yet, the spanking kept me from acting out or speaking up.

“Tell me you’re nothing but a dumb slut.”

What?

I never ever made Jamie say anything like that, only it takes me another heartbeat to figure out what’s going on. Since she had my body, she had the natural impulses of a virile man, which meant she intended to control me; she meant to degrade me.

My nostrils flared as I looked up at the body that once belonged to me.

“Do you need another spanking?”

The question hung on the air, my heart thudded, and I wasn’t sure how to respond. Only then his fingers brushed along my body, and I shivered. “I’m a dumb slut,” I confessed, uttering the words. And as I spoke, something inside of me twisted deliciously.

His fingers glided along my skin as he explored me, touching me because I wasn’t allowed any boundaries. As far as Jamie was concerned, I belonged to him and now.

What was he going to make me do?

“Get your naked butt into the kitchen, and make me a sandwich.”

I registered the words, but I couldn’t believe it. I rolled over and looked up at him, all while I expected to find some smirk of amusement on his face because that had to be a joke. Didn’t it?

Jamie couldn’t be serious.

“Now,” he said.

I rose to my feet and started to scurry from the room. Before I made it three steps, he stopped me, “Wait.”

Again, I thought that he would rescind his command and allow me to stay. Honestly, I didn’t know which would be worse.

“Put on your high heels,” he ordered.

My shoulders tensed, and I bristled, unable to really comprehend what he meant.

“Put them on right now,” Jamie ordered.

I saw the high heels, sleek, black, and shining right there on the floor a few inches from the bed.

“I can’t,” I said, my voice shaking.

Jamie grinned at me, “I can bend you over this bed, spank you, fuck you, and spank you again. Is that what you want?”

“No!” I squeaked out.

“Then put ‘em on,” he ordered.

Some of the moisture dissipated from my mouth as I picked up the shoes and set them down. Then I tensed my toes and slid my dainty feet into the right shoe, then the left. The high heels tensed my calves and made it harder to walk.

“What do you think?”

“This is terrible,” I said.

“You’re a girl. You’re a sexy girl. You get used to it,” he said dismissively.

Turning around, I took one tentative step, then another. I wobbled on my feet, but I soon got used to these movements. It had to be muscle memory. By the time I made it down the hall, I took a quick, easy steps.

Frustrated and embarrassed, I glanced over my shoulder. The door was open, and Jamie remained in the bedroom, but his eyes were fixated on me.

When I went into the kitchen, I sensed the height difference once again. When I opened the top cabinets, I had to stretch my arm, strain my back, and lean on the tips of my toes. Doing this in high heels was incredibly difficult.

Mechanically, I started to make the sandwich for Jamie. Bread. Turkey from the fridge. Slices of cheese, lettuce, and some avocado. I grabbed the ingredients one after another. All the while, I tried to think of something I could do to get us to switch bodies.

Wait a second.

She caused this by wishing for the swap, right?

What if I just did the same thing?

I glanced out of the kitchen and toward the hallway. Jamie was still back in the bedroom. I breathed out slowly, closed my eyes, and tightened my fingers into fists. Standing there, naked except for my ridiculous high heels, I puffed out my cheeks and tried. “Please, please give me back my body,” I pleaded with the universe. From one moment to the next, I desperately hoped that I would get my body back. Perhaps there could be some vibrant flash of light, a lightning bolt in the distance or maybe the rumble of thunder. Then I would open my eyes, and everything would be back to normal.

I would be in my body; I would be Eric again, not some petite girl who could get manhandled like a doll.

The seconds ticked by, nothing felt different, and when I opened my eyes, I remained in this diminutive frame.

I really hated how the kitchen looked bigger around me. The counters were taller, and I still wore those demeaning high heels.

Even if they added inches to my height, Jamie could still tower over me in his broad-shouldered body.

Biting down, I worked on the sandwich.

“Where’s my sandwich?” Jamie called from the hallway.

I jerked my head up and saw him saunter into the kitchen. Trapped between the countertops, I looked at him. “It’s almost done,” I said, careful to keep my eyes down. At the same time, I ignored the nervous arousal that fluttered through my body.

With his usual confidence, Jamie strode forward, reached down, ran his fingers through my dark hair and gripped my long tresses.

He pulled my head up, leaned in, and kissed me ferociously. How many times had I done this to Jamie? Well, it was my turn.

Not only did he kiss me, his hands moved down my body. He played with my nipples, gently flicking his fingertips along those hardened points. As I started to moan, he pulled his hand away. Relief flooded through me. I didn’t want to get turned on, not here, not now, not as some naked slut in a kitchen. I was probably every guy’s fantasy: hot and naked in a kitchen, ready to serve.

His hand slid down my chest, past my stomach, along the curves of my shaved pussy, all the way to my slit. His fingers brushed along my opening, stroking me and teasing me again. When I tried to retreat back, the small of my back bumped against the edge of the countertop. A chill ran through my body, only he grabbed me, pulled me close, and fingered me. His digits pressed against my opening.

As he probed and explored, I tried to hate this. Intellectually, I knew that I should have been revolted because this wasn’t my body. And yet, I couldn’t ignore those instincts as they found me. I could feel it along every inch of my skin. From the contours of my toes up along the lines and contours of my legs to my torso and chest, my heart, the back of my neck and the roots of my hair, every inch of me lit up with desire.

With expert precision, he touched me. He fingered me, one digit, then two exploring and probing my opening. He massaged my clitoris and forced me to moan.

Close, so close. I was ready to climax right there. I didn’t care how humiliating or degrading it might be, so long as I could get off!

“No,” I tried to say, but he kept my mouth busy with those hungry kisses.

Then he stepped back, crossed his arms, and said, “Finish it.” Disappointment welled up inside of my chest. Finish it? Finish what? Why wasn’t he touching me?

“What?” I asked, suddenly unable to remember what I was doing. My face was flushed, my pulse quick with anticipation, and I couldn’t think clearly.

“Finish my sandwich,” he said.

“Wouldn’t you rather…?” My voice trailed off as I looked up at his placid, serene expression. Even if the corners of his mouth twitched up with barely concealed amusement, it was obvious he wanted me to work.

I stamped my foot, nearly fell as I almost lost my balance, and eventually had to grab the countertop. But then I went back to work. Simultaneously, I could feel his eyes on me.

“You look really good in the kitchen,” he said. “Maybe you should quit your job and just become my housewife.”

I jerked my head back in his direction and snarled, “Never.”

“Oh? Do you think you could be an accountant?” That was supposed to be her job.

I gulped, nervous.

“Do you think you could be a manager?” I shot back.

Jamie chuckled. “Oh, absolutely. Leading people is easy. Unlike you, my sweet little slut, I have a specific job that requires training in very complicated types of math and computer programs. You can’t catch up on the job.”

He was right, and I knew it.

“Don’t worry. I’ll make sure you have a place here,” he said with a chuckle.

I still didn’t say anything. Instead, I grabbed a knife and cut the sandwich in half. With an angry flick, I grabbed the plate and shoved it toward him.

Heedless of my frustration, Jamie grabbed one half of the sandwich, brought it to his mouth, took a bite, and chewed it slowly. As he enjoyed my efforts, I just stood there, still naked and ashamed of how easily he manipulated me.

“Not bad,” he said. “But you know what would make this even better?”

Like a fool, I asked, “What?”

“A blow job.”

My eyes widened as I looked back at him.

“You can’t be serious!”

“Oh? I can’t? Why not?” Jamie practically sang those syllables. He was mocking me, and I knew it, but I still couldn’t do anything about it.

“Because…”

He tightened his grip on my hair, pulled me forward, and said, “That doesn’t sound like a very compelling reason.”

Before I could stop him, he pushed me down onto my knees with one hand. With the other, he unzipped his pants and drew out his cock. When I saw his erection, I tried to look away. Yes, I had seen the shaft countless times before, only now it seemed so much more powerful and intimidating.

“Do I need to spank you again?” Jamie asked playfully.

“No!”

“Don’t you remember what you said? You want to be an obedient and sexy little wife. That means doing whatever your husband says. I’m the man, and I’m in charge. What are you again?”

“Your sexy and obedient wife,” I replied.

That’s when he yanked my face forward. The pain shot down through my scalp as my eyes watered and I licked my lips.

Suddenly, I wrapped my mouth around his shaft.

This wasn’t muscle memory, not exactly. It was something else, an instinct I unlocked without even knowing it was there.

I bowed my head forward and back. I kept my eyes closed at first, but he tugged on my hair. “Look up at me,” Jamie commanded.

In spite of myself, I obeyed. I tilted my head up as my lips remained firm and slick around his circumference.

He grinned down at me as I licked and sucked. He pumped my face forward and back, using me.

I could taste him. Not only that, I felt the firm tip of his shaft against the roof of my mouth, all the way to the back of my throat. Somehow, I managed to concentrate on my breathing and keep my muscles from tensing.

“Good girl,” he said. “Such a good girl. That’s right. You want to be a slut. You want to be my slut.”

My eyes watered as he pushed his shaft forward, burying his cock between my lips.

He pushed forward, pulled back, only to come at me again, ramming his length down my throat.

Hot pulses of humiliation raced through me.

This was demeaning and disgusting.

“I’m going to make you swallow,” he said.

Taking his hands and grabbing my hair, he worked my face harder and faster. At this point, I was nothing but a sex toy, a wet, tight hole here for him to use.

That’s why he came so fast. His shaft pulsated, and I found myself gulping it down. “That’s right, slut. Swallow it. Swallow it like a horny little housewife who just wants to be used. Everyone else might think you’re this good little girl, but we both know the truth. You’re a dumb slut!”

I clenched my eyes shut, only to open them and glare up toward his handsome face.

When he finished, he pulled back.

“Change us back!”

“I might,” Jamie allowed. “After we have sex.”

That’s when I glanced up and saw his slick shaft. It was still hard. Yes, he came once, but his erection didn’t fade. That happened to me on several occasions. There were those moments when we had sex, yet my erection persisted. But now I was this docile, diminutive girl, and I knew he could do whatever he liked with me.

“Crawl to the bedroom,” he ordered.

“I can walk,” I said.

“If you stand up, I’ll spank you again.”

My nostrils tensed, my throat locked up, and I didn’t know what to do. But then, I leaned forward. I shifted my weight and dropped down onto all fours. Then I found myself crawling across the floor with this man behind me.

Jamie could have easily outpaced me, but he chose to saunter along. I knew he was checking out my ass, gazing up my legs, and probably studying the way the light glinted off of my hair. He enjoyed watching me crawl like some slave. I was a hot girl, enslaved and ready for his pleasure.

But if this was the only way to get Jamie to change us back, then I knew I didn’t have any choice, not really.

Just as he craved, I crawled back into the bedroom. When I made it past the threshold, I turned around and started to stand up, just in time for him to grab me and throw me onto the mattress. I bounced, and he pounced.

Jamie grabbed me, straddled me, and shoved me to my back.

“Please, can’t you just change us back?”

“No,” he said. He licked my left nipple, then my right. He came forward and kissed my neck. I didn’t want to do it, but I found myself moaning through the pleasure because it felt so good.

I tried to hate this, yet I couldn’t resist those natural, feminine instincts. I had this powerful man on top of me, and he knew how to use me.

He reached down and stroked my slit. Pulling back, he gazed to down into my eyes, “You can lie to me all you want, but I know how much you enjoy this.”

“I want my body back!”

“Lay down and spread your arms and legs.”

I had given her that command before. I knew what it meant, but I still tensed and had to ask, “Why?”

“You know why,” he said.

I glanced over at the bedposts. I knew exactly what he had in mind as Jamie slid off of the bed. He went back to the closet, leaned down, and opened the bottom drawer where we kept some of our toys.

I knew there’d be consequences if I disobeyed, so I spread out my naked body, raising my arms and spreading my legs. I felt utterly vulnerable, but it was about to get much worse.

Jamie climbed up onto the bed, grabbed my right wrist, and snapped the first shackle into place. Next, he connected the restraint to the bedposts.

Part of me wanted to struggle, but I knew it would be futile. How many times had I watched Jamie, in this body, struggle against her bonds. I had tickled her, touched her, fondled and caressed her body. I made her moan with desperate desire, yet none of it had done any good. I was the only one who could free her once she was shackled to the bed.

Jamie chained my other arm to the bed. Then he went down to my legs. As the metal latches engaged, I knew I was helpless. After the fourth restraint was applied, he came up with his strong hands gliding along my shins, my thighs, all the way to my hips. Then he reached in for my pussy. He stroked my sex, gently teasing my body as he watched me. I moaned; I couldn’t help it. It felt so good!

I was horny from before, but now those desires became more and more intense! They swept through me, crowding out every other thought and desire. Then it stopped, and he grinned down at me.

“Beg for it.”

He wanted me to beg for sex; he wanted me to plead for the chance to get off.

I licked my lips, held my breath, and tried to hold out.

Within moments, my resolve fractured, cracked, and shattered.

I arched my back, pulled against of the unyielding restraints, and whimpered like his slut, “Please. Please, take me! Please, fuck me!”

“Only because you begged so nicely,” he said as he grabbed me. His weight pressed down against my forearms, but he came at me. His cock was out, and he plunged down. I was naked and restrained, while he was dressed and powerful. He plunged into me, and I felt it.

“Tell me you love being a girl.”

Instinctively, I knew Jamie would stop unless I obeyed. After all, he had already enjoyed one orgasm. He could afford to be patient while I throbbed with need.

He plunged down, pulled back, and let the friction of our bodies send sparks of desperation arcing beneath my skin.

I wiggled my hips, arched my back, and called out, “I love being a girl!”

“Tell me you love being my slut.”

“I love being your slut!” I gasped.

He leaned in, nipped at my neck, and brushed his teeth over my sensitive flesh. Simultaneously, he pulled back, only to plunge down into me again. With every ferocious pump, I quivered with pleasure.

My thoughts may have been male, but my body belonged to a girl…

With another powerful thrust, he claimed me.

“I love belonging to you, Jamie! I’m your girl! I will always be your girl!”

“My name isn’t Jamie,” he said. At this point, he stopped moving. I didn’t understand, but it hardly mattered because he held my attention with the strength of his gaze downward.

“My name is Eric.”

My lower lip trembled. My eyes watered. I knew what was coming next, but his words still felt like they crushed the air from my lungs. “And your name is Jamie,” he said. “Isn’t that right, Jamie?”

I bit down, nibbling on the inside of my mouth for a second or two.

He still had his cock deep inside of me, and I ached for movement. I needed him to plow down into me again.

“Yes, Eric!” I said, still quivering. “Your name is Eric! Your name is Eric, and you are my husband! I’m Jamie. I’m Jamie, and I’m your little wife. I’m your slut!”

“And who is going to quit her job?”

“Me! I will quit my job and stay home for you. I will be your obedient, sexy housewife!”

He grinned, pumped me hard and fast, and brought me to one wild orgasm. The ecstasy blasted through me. It was overwhelming, undeniable, and utterly overpowering. I had nothing left as I shut my eyes. In that moment, I became Jamie, just the way he wanted.

When I opened my eyes again, I thought of asking Eric to switch us back, but I knew better than to disappoint my husband. When he released me from the restraints, I looked up at my man and asked, “Can I get you a beer or maybe something to eat?”

“Sure thing, baby,” he said. “And don’t forget to wear those sexy high heels of yours.”

As I scurried from the room, he reached out and smacked my ass, which made a little smile spread across my mouth.

The End


The Pink Option

This wasn’t supposed to be my life. Just a year ago, I was an entirely different person. But now, I’m on my knees with a collar around my neck. A strong, powerful man holds the end of my leash as he looks down at me.

My lips must be pouting because he chuckles and asks, “Should I bother asking what you’re thinking about?”

“Only if it pleases you, Master,” I say in my naturally high pitched, airy voice. Whenever I speak, I sound breathy and almost bubbly.

He reaches down, sliding his hand through my thick, smooth blonde hair. He takes a firm grip, jerks my head back, and looks down into my eyes. “Now,” he tells me. “I don’t care what you’re thinking. No one is interested in the opinions of a dumb slut.”

The paint splashes along my scalp, but I agree with him anyway, “Yes, Master! You’re right! I’m nothing but a dumb bimbo!”

He releases my hair.

“That’s right,” he says. “And you’re wearing too much.”

My lips press together as I bristle. I’ve spent a lot of time on this outfit! Sure, I’m only wearing a pink thong, a matching push-up bra, and a sheer négligée, but I spent nearly an hour in front of my closet searching through the right options for this man. If I’m lucky, he’s going to buy me, lock the collar around my neck, maybe shove me into a cage or crate, and have me shipped back to his compound.

Men like him can do that.

He’s tall and powerful with a strong jaw, stubble on his cheeks, and broad shoulders. When he walks into a room, people sit up a little bit straighter and pay attention. Instinctively, they understand that this man deserves respect. Even the people who don’t like him pay him special consideration.

Not like me.

I’m just a dainty girl, an obedient female, and everyone can see it at a glance. People might pay attention to me, but for very different reasons! Other women see me and immediately think of me as a threat. The powerful and competent women of the world might smirk or snarl, thinking that I’m an insult to their gender, and they’re probably right.

With my straight blonde hair, big blue eyes, full and almost instinctively pouty lips, I look more like a sex doll. It doesn’t help that, when I speak, I always sound a little bit uncertain. Even when I do my best, it’s easy for me to accidentally inflect my voice so everything sounds like a question. I might say something like, “Women are supposed to be smart? Women are supposed to be able to think for themselves? I should have the right to vote?”

It’s pathetic, and we all know it.

But then, some of the women decide that I’m not even worth their time since I’ve not a competitor. I’m little more than a sex toy. I’m a plaything for the men like this man standing above me now.

“Which hole should I use?” he asks.

“Whatever you like, Sir!” I chirp back, almost cheerful. But even if I have a dumb, vacuous smile on my face, I writhe on the inside because this isn’t who I was supposed to be.

He unzips his pants, takes out his cock, and a shiver runs down my back. Yes, I have been psychologically conditioned and trained to take him, sucking without choking, but that hardly matters here and now as I consider his length and girth. Or maybe it’s that echo of the person I used to be…

I’m not supposed to like this.

My body isn’t supposed to respond.

But my augmented breasts get warmer, my nipples harden, and I can even feel that rush of damp excitement along my crevice. I’m getting turned on, and I don’t want to be.

It’s not fair!

Intellectually, some of the revulsion remains even though I’ve done this before.

This man isn’t concerned with my ambivalence. In fact, he can’t even see it on my face. Instead, I’m intuitively running my teeth along my bottom lip as I get ready to suck him off.

He grabs me by my hair, pulling me toward his crotch.

Without even thinking about it, I start licking. My tongue flicks out toward the tip of his shaft. But then he wants more. And he forces my face up against his groin, and I’m now running my tongue from the base of the shaft up to the tip. My moist lips glide along his entire circumference as he forces my head down, then back up, and down again.

I was never supposed to do this. I wasn’t supposed to be some kind of sex slave, but I gulp, feel the collar around my neck, and think back to that woman.

She trained me.

She told me all about my new life.

All because of that stupid survey!

If only I had reconsidered and imagined what the consequences could be…

But now I’m sucking him off, moving my head forward and back. He shoves his cock deep into my throat, almost hitting the back of my mouth. Of course, I don’t start choking. I don’t even need to relax or concentrate or even my breathing because my body knows what it’s been designed to do. After all of the psychological conditioning and mental manipulation, I take him, and it turns me on.

My body loves this.

“Get down on your hands and knees, slut,” he tells me.

Because some part of me still needs to know, I look up at him, my big eyes filled with just a little bit of nervousness. Lots of guys like that, so I can pretend it’s part of my sexual enslavement and obedience training, “How would you like to use me, Sir?”

“I’m going to ram that tight little ass of yours.” He makes it sound like picking his favorite item off of the menu.

In a way, he is.

Then he shoves me down onto my hands and knees. He yanks back my thong, removing that scant protection. He comes up behind me without bothering with lube. As far as he’s concerned, I don’t need anything beyond the slickness of my own saliva.

Grabbing onto my hair, he pulls my head up, forcing my chin to lift from the floor. Then he comes asked me. My hair becomes a leash as he shoves into me, sliding down. I hate this, the five body reacts, sending spasms of pleasure running through me. The pleasure and pain mixed together, creating an impossible cocktail.

He rams me hard, thrusting down. “That’s right, slut. Take it!”

I wasn’t always like this.

I used to be someone else, someone better, someone who deserved respect…

A year ago, I had followers. Yes, followers. I spent most of my time in front of a computer, typing away. Like so many other guys, I found a cause online.

I was a college senior with a C- average, but that was good enough to maintain my scholarships. On the first day of every semester, I’d figure out how to do the least amount of work. One of my professors asked me what I wanted to get out of her class, and I was honest, “A passing grade.”

“Is that the only reason you’re here?”

“Pretty much,” I said with a shrug.

“Universities are about more than preparing people for the workforce,” she said. “Universities are institutions of learning. We explore the world, we study ourselves, and we figure out what principles should ultimately guide us.”

Smart enough not to snort, I listened to her and shrugged. By that point, I was already following a couple of very specific men online. They were the guys who talked about how society was changing. Feminism had infected society, and their angry diatribes sounded correct.

Seriously, was it fair that there were scholarships designed specifically for women? Was it fair that an entire month was dedicated to women’s history? It seemed so gross to me. Then again, I never considered how most of my history textbooks focused pretty much exclusively on a male perspective or how I had absolutely no trouble getting enough scholarships on my own.

But I didn’t pay attention to those inconsistencies in my own logic.

Instead, I loved railing about the female half of the population. Girls were dumb sluts and basic bitches. Online, I could say when I was really thinking. I could follow logic to its natural conclusion. If women were really as smart as men, then shouldn’t they have been in charge of half of society throughout history? If women were routinely subjugated, wasn’t that their own stupid fault?

Maybe men were naturally designed to lead while women were inclined to follow. They needed to submit and obey. Perhaps most of society’s problems came from women who tried to assert themselves.

Feminism became one of my favorite slurs.

Even if my teachers reminded me again and again about how the basic tenant of feminism was the notion that women should be treated as people, given all the same rights and options, I thought it was BS. And I said so online. Behind my computer screen, I could type out these florid, angry posts about those dumb, hypocritical girls.

So yeah, I had a following.

People liked listening to me.

And then, one day, someone sent me a survey.

It came from The Organization.

I arched an eyebrow, wondering what this could be. At first, I was going to delete it as spam, but I saw it came from another men’s rights blogger who hated feminism and social justice just as much as I did. Okay, I figured. If this guy saw this website as legitimate, then I could give it a few seconds.

I opened the message, followed at the link, and came to The Organization’s survey.

It looked pretty standard, just a collection of questions with different statements. They were all based off of my personal preference and agreement.

Women are inferior to men.

I clicked, I strongly agree.

Women are naturally subservient.

Again, I clicked, I strongly agree.

The world would be a better place if women didn’t have the right to vote.

A smirk dashed my lips. On the one hand, I knew this was unfair. But then, I considered what the world would have been like if men had been allowed to maintain control. It was a counterfactual I could never prove but yearned to believe anyway.

I strongly agree.

Weirdly enough, those three words were always highlighted in pink. Whatever. I shrugged, thinking that whoever designed this survey probably didn’t know much about graphic design. But again, this was a fun and easy way to burn through a few minutes.

Women shouldn’t be allowed to pick their own husbands.

If a man is capable of supporting multiple women, he should be allowed to have multiple wives.

Women should become legal property.

If a woman steps out of line, a man should be able to discipline her as he sees fit.

Women are most valuable when they are most attractive.

Women should focus on their appearance more than anything else.

Again and again, I clicked. I strongly agree. I strongly agree. I strongly agree.

Finally, I looked down at the last button at the bottom of the screen.

Submit.

This was just an anonymous survey that I filled out for one of my online friends. As far as I was concerned, it didn’t mean anything. But I hit that last button, right after I clicked on the final, pink option.

I hit submit.

After that, I exited out of the window and went back to work on another blog or video. There was a new superhero movie with a female lead, and I thought it was complete BS. Seriously, why did women have to mess up all of these movies? As far as I was concerned, those movies worked best when the girls were off in the background. Girls could be in them, obviously. You’d need someone to save from the villain, but why did these females always have to insisted that they could fight just as well.

It just wasn’t realistic!

The next day, I left my apartment with my backpack over one shoulder. I trudged toward campus. It was stupidly early in the morning, but that was by design. Early in my college career, I figured out that the earliest classes had professors who didn’t really care if you came on time or at all. So if I wanted to pass without doing very much work, I just had to enroll with the right teachers at the right times.

It was still dark outside when I left my apartment. I was walking across the parking lot.

A van squealed forward, its tires screeching against of the pavement as it jerked between the rows of neatly parked cars. I watched, thinking this was some kind of prank. Maybe someone was recording a YouTube video.

But then the van stopped right in front of me. The door slid open, and I stepped back.

Powerful figures jumped out, grabbed me by my shoulders, and yanked me forward.

I should’ve fought, but part of me was still trying to figure out what the hell was going on. The next thing I knew, I was slammed down onto my stomach, the air got knocked from my lungs and my arms were twisted behind my back. I heard the whine of a zip cord as it was pulled tight around my wrists.

Obviously, I tried to shout out and tell these people to stop. I tried to tell them that they had the wrong guy, but that was a mistake. Someone stuffed something cool and wet in my mouth. I felt the cloth and automatically inhaled.

All at once, my vision got blurry. I kept struggling, kicking out, but they had tied my feet together as well with the same kinds of said courts. Hogtied on the floor of this van, I did my best to look up. I saw the dark silhouettes, but I couldn’t even tell if they were women or men standing above me.

My vision faded as twinkling stars gathered at the corners of my eyes. I kept trying to say something, but I inhaled and tasted the strangely sweet dampness in the cloth. Pretty soon, I was unconscious.

When I woke up again, I was in a chair, naked. My hands were tied behind my back, my legs spread, and my ankles tied to the chair. I shook my head as I tried to clear the grogginess from my voice.

A woman with black hair, almond eyes, and a small, almost button-nose stood above me. She grabbed my chin, her grip tight against my skin as she turned my head to the left, then the right. Apparently pleased, she nodded and said, “You’re going to be perfect for The Pink Option.”

“What is this?” I asked groggily as I tried to push the sedatives away.

I didn’t care that I was naked.

In fact, I tried to jerk my head away from her grip as I snarled, “Look, I don’t care who you think you are or what you think you’re doing, this is illegal!”

“Yes,” she agreed simply. “It is.”

I stopped, suddenly shocked. “If this is illegal, then you have to let me go!”

The woman smiled. I could tell she wore makeup. At some other place or time, that would’ve been proof of her incompetence. I hated how women whined about wearing makeup while continuing to do so. If they really didn’t like it, then they would have stopped!

“You picked The Pink Option. You made it very clear how you believe women are supposed to be treated. You still feel the same way?”

“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” I growled back at her. I showed my teeth like that would be enough.

The woman cracked a smile, but only for a second. Then her expression hardened as she focused on the business at hand. “Yes, you do. A few days ago, you filled out a survey. What did you say about women?”

Was this a prank? It had to be.

There wasn’t any other explanation.

I blinked quickly and tried to look around, but I was tied to this chair, and a bright spotlight glared down at me. I couldn’t see into the darkness. There was just this circle, this seat, this woman and me.

“We can get started as soon as you answer my questions,” she said.

I rolled my eyes, summoned my disdain, and growled back at her, “If this is supposed to be a revenge thing, it’s not going to work. You want to know what I think about women? Fine. Women are a bunch of dumb, whiny, spoiled brats who don’t know how good they have it. There are men who want to take care of you, all you have to do is learn some obedience and some god-damn respect. But you can’t do that, can you? No. You want to play with the big boys, and when you fail, you complain about sexism.”

“So tell me, how should a woman act?”

“Grateful,” I said right away. “Dumb and grateful.”

“That’s a good start,” she said. “And?”

Figuring I was being a badass by telling her what I really thought, I channeled the same persona I always used behind my computer screen. Online, I could tell people what I really believed.

But because this was so bizarre, I had no problem telling her the truth. “You want to know what I think? Fine. A good girl should go out into the world, flirt, find a guy who can take care of her, and then do as she’s told. She should be blonde, wear some cute makeup to look good for him, put on nice outfits, and make him feel like he’s in charge. Because he is.”

If I hoped to see some flash of exasperation or annoyance on her face, I was disappointed.

“Do you think women should be owned?”

“They already are,” I snorted. “If a woman gets married, she’s going to depend on her husband to make the money and take care of her. He’s the one who’s going to have a real job.”

“So what does that make her?”

“What? You want me to say she should be treated like a sex slave? Fine. She should be treated like a sex slave. She should have a tight little shock collar around her neck, and she should get zapped or spanked every time she disobeys!”

“You know what,” the woman said, leaning forward. “I agree. Some women should be treated like sex slaves. I’m glad we could have this little talk.” She patted me on the head and nodded toward someone or something over my shoulder.

I tried to turn around, but that’s when I heard a couple footsteps right before the black bag was pulled over by head.

“Wake up,” she said. “It’s time for you to wake up, pretty girl.”

On my back and under a warm set of blankets, I gave a quick, childish shake of my head because I didn’t want to get up. I didn’t want to have to worry about anything at all. Everything was so warm and soft. Not only that, I felt strangely groggy.

“I know, I know,” came that same, warm and confident female voice. She reminded me of a kindergarten teacher or maybe a babysitter. “You want to sleep. But hey, sweetie. You’ve been asleep for way too long already. Wake up.”

“If you don’t wake up,” she continued a few seconds later, “I’m going to have to spank you.”

Spank me? Yeah, right.

I bristled, but my irritation was still enough to wake me up. I opened my eyes, and I didn’t really notice how everything had changed.

Then I started to remember the abduction and that weird conversation with the stranger. It wasn’t the woman standing in front of me.

That much was obvious, but I finally started to sit up. I stretched my hands and felt something very strange and very different.

It was the extra weight. Something pressed down on my chest.

Instinctively, I pulled my hands up toward my pectorals, only to touch something soft and giving. My fingertips brushed along my nipples, and a jolt of arousal shot through me. They hardened almost instantly.

“What the hell?” I squeaked, only to jerk my hands back and freeze altogether.

Different types of confusion slammed down into me all at once. My hands went from my chest up to my throat. “What the hell?” I repeated, only now I was trying to speak with my normal tone and affect.

I didn’t sound like a man. I didn’t even sound like a boy!

Instead, my voice squeaked out adorably. I sounded like some cartoon princess or animated mouse. It was pathetic. If anyone heard me talk like this, they would never take me seriously!

“What’s going on?” I asked, desperate to get my voice to sound normal. It didn’t matter how I tried to change the volume or pitch. I was stuck speaking this way!

“Let’s do this all at once,” said the woman. “It’s easier that way.” She grabbed the blankets and sheets underneath her grip, yanked, and pulled the coverings away. Suddenly, I looked down along the length of my body, but I didn’t see the strong, bulky frame of a man.

Instead, I saw my dainty little toes, my slender feet, my tongue to legs, my petite waste, the curves of my ass to one side, and my full breasts.

My breasts were big, full and perky.

For a second, I gulped, thinking this had to be some kind of optical illusion because I wasn’t looking down at my body. Instead, I saw a model’s body. Slight. Sexy. Long legs and big breasts.

“What’s going on?” I demanded again.

The woman stood off to the side. She had on a dark business suit. I could see her white blouse, dark blue vest, and black pants. She motioned for me to get up.

I didn’t at first. Instead, I flexed my toes. I kept looking for some discrepancy, something that’d prove this was just a trick. I wasn’t really in the body of some girl.

But then I crawled off of the bed, and she reached out. Almost gently, she placed her hand on my shoulder and nudged me over to stand in front of a full-length mirror.

When I first saw this woman, I intuitively assumed I’d be taller than her. After all, she couldn’t have stood at more than five and a half feet. But once my sensitive and dainty feet touched of the floor, I realized she had at least three or four inches on me! She put her hands on my shoulders and nudged me up in front of the mirror.

This reflection couldn’t be mine.

I found myself looking at a human doll. With long, straight blonde hair, bright blue eyes, a little nose, slightly pointed ears, and high cheekbones, she couldn’t ever be mistaken for a man or even someone you would take seriously. Instead, this girl looked like some sexy model with her lithe physique and smooth body.

Instinctively, I first studied my face, then my neck and chest. After that, my eyes jumped down to my feet. I wiggled my toes and saw those dainty little digits move in unison.

Damn it. No.

No way!

“This is a mistake,” I said, turning around. At this point, I hardly noticed that high-pitched, chipper voice. “This can’t be real,” I insisted as I turned around and started to march away. I wanted to head for the door, get out, and go find someone who could give me a real explanation.

The girl reached out and easily grabbed my wrist. I tried to yank my arm back, but my thin limbs didn’t have the strength or musculature to fight her. I glared at her now, pouting helplessly.

“I didn’t say to go anywhere,” she said. “We need to make sure you understand what’s going on. I know, it’s going to be difficult. Blonde girls aren’t very smart, are they?”

My lips peeled back as I glared at her like some wild animal.

The young woman chuckled. “It’s okay. Just come back.”

Heedless of what I wanted, she yanked on my arm and pulled me back in front of the mirror.

“Now, tell me, what do you see?”

I hardened my lips together into a defiant pout. Guys probably would’ve seen this and though I looked sexy, like some target just waiting to be conquered.

When I tried to look away, she grabbed my cheeks and forced me to face the mirror and my new reflection. “What do you see?”

“A girl.”

“Be more specific. I know it’s hard for you. Blondes really are dumb.” She smirked, the corners of her mouth tugging upward.

I gulped and tried to break free from her hold, but she easily kept me captive. Besides, I was naked. It wasn’t like I could just rush out onto the street and start calling for help. People would think I was crazy.

“I’m not blonde,” I pouted.

“Really? This looks blonde to me,” she said. “And don’t worry. It’s not just a dye job. This is who you are now. These changes, all of them, are very permanent. You don’t have to worry about anything anymore.”

“But that’s not what I want!” I stamped my foot.

I never would have done that before.

“And it looks like the behavioral programming has taken hold. You might still feel like the person you used to be, but you’re not. You’re a dumb little ditz who just wants to have sex because you know that’s what you’re good for. You want to find a man and serve him. It doesn’t matter if he spanks you or make you feel like a slut. Actually, you might like that last part.”

“No one is ever going to spank me,” I said.

That’s when the woman grabbed me, her fingers tight around my neck as she shoved me over to the wall. I tried to kick and flail my way free, but she knew what she was doing. She reached down, grabbed my perky ass, squeezed, and jerked her hand back. All the while, I still had no idea what was about to happen.

Her hand flew down, striking hard against of the soft curve of my firm behind. The pain flashed through my body, catching me totally unprepared. I cried out, whimpering like some little girl. Not only that, my bottom lip started trembling.

“Look at that. You’re about to cry like a little girl,” she said. “Things are going to be rough for you, but that’s okay. Some guys like the really, really soft girls. In fact, the doctor will be in to see you in a little bit.”

“Doctor?”

“That’s right. He wants to make sure you’re properly programmed and responsive. Oh, that reminds me. I need to get the shock collar on you.”

But she didn’t move to slip anything around my neck, not yet. Instead, she spanks me five more times, bringing her hand down quick and hard each time. The pain blossomed along my skin, spreading from my ass and shooting into the rest of my body.

When she finally stopped, I was gasping, unable to catch my breath. She reached into her pocket, pulled the collar tight around my neck, and I tried to jerk away.

Then she had a controller in her hand. “This is going to sting,” she said. “But it’s a good way to train sluts like you.”

“I’m not a—” I started to say before the electricity jabbed into me. If I thought the spanking had been bad, this was so much worse. Hot agony swept through me, consuming my entire world. Everything became the white flashing lightning bolt.

And the next thing I knew, I was on my knees, naked and in front of this woman.

“Unless you want that to happen again, go ahead and touch yourself. Enjoy your first orgasm as a girl.”

Up until this point, I had studiously avoided thinking about my genitals. Sure, I had noticed what was missing in my peripheral vision, but I couldn’t consciously accept or truly believe any of this had really transpired. Part of me needed to believe I would blink, wake up, and find myself back in my bed.

She pointed the controller at me. Instinctively, I reached down and brushed my fingertips along my blonde pubis. I could feel that neatly trimmed pubic hair before my fingers glided along my sex.

“Put your other hand on your breasts. Touch yourself. Enjoy it. They’re going to be lots of guys who won’t let you have this kind of fun. Oh, and when you finally get sold off, your Master might decide to lock you in chastity. What do you think of that? Your cute little pussy would be locked in a chastity belt. That’d be cruel for a horny slut like you, but it could happen.”

As my fingers delved down, I was only dimly aware of what she was saying. I brushed my fingertips along my sex. I kept waiting for the illusion to come to an end. I wanted to feel my shaft. I ached for the powerful arousal of an erection, but I instead found the slick heat of my pussy as I explored and touched myself. But one hand, I massaged to manipulate my breasts, gently touching and teasing my nipples. With the other, I fingered my opening.

It felt so good.

Before I knew what was happening, I jerked my head up and started to pant and moan right there in front of her.

“Very nice,” she said. “Stop.”

The orgasm swept through me, but my fingers kept moving, seemingly on their own.

She zapped me again, delivering electrical shocks with the collar. The next thing I knew, I was on my hands and knees. “Don’t get up,” she said. “The doctor will be with you shortly.”

When he entered the room, I peeked up, and my breath caught in my throat. I didn’t want to be attracted to this man, but my mouth watered, and my eyes widened. Arousal spread through me. I was horny from that first orgasm, but now he leaned to down and looked into my eyes. “What’s your name?”

Up until this point, I hadn’t tried to find that very simple detail. I remembered my life, but I searched for the letters and sounds that made up my name, only to draw a blank.

He chuckled. “It’s okay. It makes the transition a lot easier. Besides, your name probably wasn’t appropriate for a girl like you. Let’s see, what should your new name be?”

He turned my head to the left and right as though he expected to find an appropriate answer.

“Let’s go with Abby,” he said.

“That’s not my name!”

The doctor reached into his coat pocket, drew out another controller, and pressed the button. An electrical shock zapped through my collar and hit me hard. It snapped along my body, making me cry out.

“Should you contradict a man who’s obviously much smarter than you, Abby?”

“No,” I said.

“From now on, whenever a man talks to you, you will address him as Sir or Master.”

My eyes got big, but I suddenly felt the instinct to obey him. It wasn’t just that the collar. It was something else, a natural, itching instinct somewhere deep within my pretty little head. “Yes, Master,” I said.

“Now, let’s see how you feel.” He stood over me. He unzipped his pants and took out his cock. I expected to be revolted. And intellectually, I was because I knew I wasn’t supposed to like this, but the rest of my body responded. When he grabbed me by my blonde hair and pulled me forward, I didn’t argue or resist. In fact, I closed my eyes and surrendered to the impulse as I wrapped my pretty mouth around his shaft. I started licking and sucking, working his erection to the best of my ability.

“Good girl,” he said. “That’s right. You know this is what you are good for. Keep going. Keep sucking.”

I obeyed as I gave the best blow job I could!

Then he pulled back, and I was gasping, my lips wet. “Why did you make me stop?” I asked of that breathy, high-pitched voice of mine.

He chuckled. “Don’t worry. You’ll be doing a lot of that later. Right now, I want you for something else.” He pointed toward the bed where I had first woken up.

“Bend over the bed, slut.” That last word wasn’t necessarily harsh or cruel, but it was my new designation. I was Abby, a dumb slut wasn’t smart enough to think for herself.

When he let go of me, I stumbled over to the bed, pressed my elbows down, and spread my legs. He came up behind me, his erection still out, his shaft glistening with my saliva. He pulled on my hair, forcing me to arch my back as he rammed into me. I felt him, a man for the first time. Hot arousal spread through me as he pumped into me.

Part of me wanted to cry out, to beg for him to stop, but I didn’t!

It felt too good!

The pleasure coursed through me, and I was getting taken just like a girl. My pussy clenched around his shaft, but he didn’t climax right away. Instead, he chuckled and said, “That’s right. You like this, don’t you? You’ve been unconscious for more than six months, but all the procedures worked perfectly. You’re not going to worry about your life because you know this is who you are now.”

I didn’t want to believe it. I didn’t want to accept it, but I could feel it in the deepest recesses of my psyche. Somehow, they had completely retrained me! He pumped me slowly, then harder and faster.

Just as I thought he might climax, he pulled back.

“One last opening to test,” he said, making me sound like I was a piece of property.

This time, the doctor didn’t warn me. Instead, he just shoved down after taking aim. I felt his cock at the boundaries of my ass before he penetrated me again. This time, I managed to whimper, “No, no. Please, not there!”

But it was too late.

He took me.

He took what he wanted.

Just as I once believed a man should do, he used me. He pumped into me, working me slowly at first as he allowed my body to relax. My tensed walls still clenched against him, but he was slick as he enjoyed taking what he wanted. He pumped me slowly, working faster and faster until he was on the verge of coming.

“What’s your name?” the doctor demanded.

All at once, I knew he would stop if I tried to resist.

Somehow, I couldn’t summon the willpower. He was so much bigger and stronger than me. He was a doctor, and I was just some dumb blonde!

“Abby! My name is Abby, Master!”

His cock throbbed as he came hard, using me.

I wish I could say that I didn’t come too…

Now I’m on my knees again, ready to be inspected and purchased. I’m ready to be used. I’m nothing but a plaything for these powerful men. They use me, sell me, trade me. I’ve worn degrading little outfits. I wear short skirts, snug lingerie, and demeaning costumes. I’ve been a French maid, a cheerleader, a schoolgirl, whatever they want. Because this is my life now. I went online and accidentally chose The Pink Option, so now there’s no escape, not for a slut like me.

The End
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