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Succession Plans

The morning had been calm until I heard the door open. Somehow, I sensed her presence before I even turned away from my screen. Something inside me tightened. As an executive at this company, I knew how to hide my wariness, but it was there anyway.

Of course, I was buried in quarterly reports and running projections for the next board meeting when the handle turned without a knock. That small sound carried with it a tension that made me freeze as if I already knew who it was before I even looked up. I told myself it could have been anyone: an assistant, a director with a question, even the cleaning staff who sometimes came in to adjust the plants by the window.

But when I lifted my eyes, I saw her.

Skyler stood in the doorway like she’d never left.

For a second, I didn’t move. The months of peace I had known collapsed in an instant. She was supposed to be in Europe. The emails had said Spain, then Italy, then Croatia. She posted photographs in glittering nightclubs, by coastlines, smiling among friends who looked like strangers to me. Every time I saw them, I enjoyed that easy relief.

The further she was from this office, the easier my days became. I had told myself she might stay there forever, burning through money and attention until she disappeared into a crowd where no one remembered her name. But here she was, standing with her back straight, her head tilted slightly, eyes trained on me with that familiar spark that meant trouble.

“Skyler,” I said, and the word sounded harder than I intended.

“Max,” she replied, almost warmly. “Miss me?” She looked so imperious as she leaned against the doorframe.

By this point in our lives, I liked to believe I knew how to deal with her, so I kept my expression neutral. I didn’t want her to see how much her return unsettled me. She thrived on disruption. When she was gone, I could think clearly. I could build. I could breathe.

“Please, have a set.” I gestured toward the chair across from my desk. “What are you doing here?”

She stepped inside and closed the door behind her. The soft click echoed in the room and across my nerves. She strutted over slowly, not with the hurried excitement of a sibling eager to reconnect, but with the measured grace of someone who wanted to remind me she belonged here. She sat and crossed one leg over the other. Her skirt shimmered faintly under the fluorescent lights.

“I thought it was time,” she said.

“Time for what?”

Her smile widened, and I remembered why silence had been so sweet these past months. Somehow, this girl turned every answer into a promise or a threat. For her, this was a game. For me, it was our grandfather’s legacy.

“Time for me to come back,” she said. “Time for me to join you here, right where I should’ve been all along.”

I placed my pen carefully on the desk. I made sure not to let my hand tremble.

“You want to work here,” I said. I did my best to keep the uncertainty out of my voice.

“I don’t just want to work here, Max,” she said. “I want to build. I want to be part of the company again. You know I can help.”

I took a long breath. I had rehearsed this conversation a hundred times in my head, though I never believed she would actually give me the chance to say the words. When she left for Europe, I thought she was gone because she had realized there was no place for her at this company. Our grandfather had made as much pretty clear in his will. He gave me the shares and controlling interest. He gave her several trust funds filled with cash. Truthfully, I thought she’d finally accepted it.

Except now, the hunger in her voice told me otherwise.

Taking a breath, I tried to be diplomatic. I fought hard to sound sympathetic. “This is not going to happen,” I said.

Her head tilted. “Why not?”

“You know why.”

“I want to hear you say it.”

The muscles along my shoulders and up into my neck all tightened like I’d need to raise my fists and fight in the next few seconds. Then again, we were adults.

Skyler was baiting me, and she knew I hated explaining myself to her. To anyone else, I could outline the facts in clean numbers and appropriate theses. With her, every statement became a spark that threatened to ignite an inferno.

“You were never interested in the company,” I said. “You were never willing to do the work. You’ve spent years messing around and partying while I’ve been here doing the work. You spent years telling everyone this place was a cage. And now you come back, and you expect me to hand you a role, a title, authority, just because you ask for it. It doesn’t work that way, Skyler.”

My fraternal twin didn’t flinch. “You always thought you were better than me,” she said.

I leaned back in my chair. “That isn’t what I said.”

“But it’s what you believe,” she said. “Don’t pretend otherwise.” Her voice sharpened, but she kept her volume low. It was as if she wanted me to see her anger without letting the rest of the floor hear it. That was new. Skyler’s tantrums usually had an audience. She liked breaking things when others could and would watch.

“I don’t think I am better than you,” I said carefully. “I think I am better suited to run this company. There is a difference.”

Her nails tapped the arm of the chair. “Better suited,” she repeated as if the words were bitter on her tongue. “Because you spent your twenties buried in spreadsheets instead of living. Because you were grandfather’s favorite. Because he wanted a man in charge.”

That last part was true, but I didn’t acknowle her point. In so many ways, our grandfather had been a traditionalist. From his point of view, women belonged in the kitchen or bedroom. They didn’t go to meetings and they didn’t make important decisions either. He was a bastard, but at least he’d acknowledge my skills.

Besides, Skyler had always been clear that she didn’t want to work here!

“I put in the work,” I said. That part was true.

Her eyes flashed, and for a moment I thought she might throw the glass paperweight on my desk at my head. I could almost feel its weight crashing into me. I braced myself, but she stayed still. Her jaw tightened and her foot bounced once against the floor before she forced it still again.

“I care now,” she said.

“It’s too late,” I said.

“Too late for what?”

“I’m not going to let you disrupt our workflows on a whim.”

She leaned forward across the desk. “You could give me a chance. One chance. You let strangers walk in here and advise you every day, but you won’t let your own sister try?”

I hesitated. The truth was I did care for her. Beneath all her chaos, she was still my twin. I had carried her home from parties when she couldn’t walk. I had defended her when our grandfather sneered at her. I had covered her debts more than once, quietly, so she wouldn’t feel the humiliation of being cut off. I loved her, but that didn’t mean I could let her destroy what I had built.

“You know what would happen,” I said softly.

Her eyes narrowed. “You think I’d embarrass you.”

“I think you would hurt yourself,” I said.

Her laughter was short and sharp. “Spare me. You’re not worried about me. You’re worried about your precious reputation and the lines on a chart. The line always has to go up, right?”

“That is not true,” I answered even if she was (at least) partially correct.

“Of course it is,” she said. “Everything is always about you. Grandfather handed you the crown, and you’ve worn it like a saint. But you forget that I am part of this family too. I am not just the shadow in your photographs.” Clearly, Skyler had rehearsed those words inside of her head on more than one occasion.

But this company didn’t need poetry; it needed stability and clear analysis. Skyler was passionate, so those weren’t her strengths.

I swallowed hard. Her voice shook on the last word, and for a flicker of a second I saw the girl she used to be, standing on the stairs at twelve years old, furious that our grandfather had taken me to a board dinner and left her behind. She had never forgiven me for that night even if that hadn’t been my decision to make.

“You’re not my shadow,” I said. Frankly, I wasn’t used to that kind of flowery language.

She leaned back faster than I expected and composed herself. Her hands smoothed her skirt, and she looked at me with new control.

“I’m glad you think so,” she said.

I waited for the explosion. I waited for her to rise from her chair and shout, to accuse, to demand, and to storm out. My chest hardened as I prepared myself. Every nerve was ready for the tantrum I knew she was capable of.

Instead, she smiled.

It was a quick grin and a mask made of practiced politeness. She looked at me as if she had already won something, though I couldn’t see how. Finally, she dipped her head down and said, “I’ll see you later, Max.”

To be honest, I had grown accustomed to a strange kind of relief during the months when Skyler was gone. Her absence was like a weight lifted from the atmosphere of the office. People moved more easily down the hallways, laughter rose more naturally out of the break room, and I felt like I could concentrate without looking over my shoulder. I had never really understood how much of daily energy had been spent waiting for her to storm into a room, until she was not there at all.

Now she was back, and with her return came the tension that always followed. She had half-asked me for a position, but I had certainly not given her one, yet that didn’t stop her from walking the halls and striking up conversations with my employees. I watched her more than once from the glass wall of my office. She would stand at someone’s desk, lean casually against the corner, and smile in a way that made her look conspiratorial. I asked my staff later if she had disrupted their work, but they said no. She only chatted briefly, asked questions about projects, and then left with a wave. She never lingered too long.

That was what unsettled me most. Skyler never did anything briefly. She wasn’t the type to restrain herself or play at polite office politics. Yet here she was, walking softly and keeping her voice low. She wasn’t exactly helping, but she wasn't bothering anyone either. Besides, she was also the heir to our grandfather’s empire.

Maybe it was selfish of me to try to keep this enterprise to myself.

I hated that question.

I hated those qualms of conscience.

Most of all, I told myself I had no grounds to intervene. To confront her now would only escalate the situation, and escalation was precisely what I needed to avoid when we had more than a dozen major projects in play.

Still, the sight of her unsettled me. She wore her old ease like a costume, moving as if she belonged in these hallways, as if she had only been away for an extended holiday rather than a deliberate exile. My employees looked at her with curiosity. I could tell some of them even liked her.

That was the especially dangerous part.

When she finally came into my office, I braced myself. She entered without knocking as she always had and moved with the confidence of someone who had rehearsed her entrance in the mirror. Skyler skipped forward like a little girl. Her smile was bright, her eyes sharp, and her steps carried a rhythm that seemed to say she was about to deliver a performance.

“Max,” she said, in that falsely cheerful voice that never failed to set my nerves on edge. “Do you have a minute?”

I leaned back in my chair and forced my posture into an approximation of calm. “Of course. What is it?”

As expected, Skyler sat down without waiting for permission; she folded her legs and brushed her fingertips along her skirt as if she owned the room. “I’ve been thinking,” she began. “The charity ball is coming up. You know, the one with the costume contest?”

“I know,” I said.

Her smile widened. “We should do something together this year. Something memorable. Something that’ll make everyone talk.”

I kept my voice even. “I usually prefer to go as myself. It keeps things simple.” That wasn’t entirely true. I often wore a simple mask or a nametag that read something like “My name is Tony”. It didn’t make sense, but it was probably the least amount of effort I could put into the event.

My twin sister tilted her head as if I had said something childish. “That’s boring, Max. People expect more from you. You are a leader now. You have to inspire morale. You have to show them you can laugh at yourself.”

“I laugh plenty,” I said, though I knew it sounded defensive. More importantly, I suspected she was right.

“Not enough,” she replied quickly. “At least not in front of people. You keep everything locked up tight in here.” She tapped her temple with one manicured finger. “It makes you look cold. And you’re not cold, are you? You’re my sweet brother, and you care so deeply about how everyone sees you.”

I wasn’t sure what to do with the sincerity in everything she just said to me…

Her words hit their target, though I didn’t let it show. I folded my hands on the desk and said, “What exactly are you suggesting?”

Skyler leaned forward with an air of triumph as if I had just surrendered. “We should do a double costume. It could be a family joke. You and me, together. Imagine the photographs. Imagine the buzz.”

I frowned; my eyes tightened as I stared back at her because I was already sure I wouldn’t like the answer. “What kind of costume?”

Her eyes sparkled, and for a moment I felt as if I had been caught in a trap without knowing how I got there. “We should dress as one another,” she said. “I will be you, and you will be me. We will keep it secret until the night of the ball. Can you imagine the look on their faces? They will never forget it.”

I stared at her, unsure if she was serious. “You want me to dress as you.”

“Yes,” she said, her tone bright and decisive. “And I will dress as you. It’ll be perfect.”

I shook my head. “That is absurd. People wouldn’t understand. It would look ridiculous.” Even as I spoke, a different fear blossomed behind my eyes because I understood my own insecurities.

This was my grandfather’s company, and he had given it to me. I was in charge. On paper, I had the respect and obedience of my staff.

Yes, I was capable and had made good choices, but I couldn’t be sure I fit the requirements of a CEO. First, there was the problem of nepotism and whether or not I really deserved my position here (despite my hard work). Second, I didn’t look like a CEO. I wasn’t tall. I had a slender build and narrow shoulders. Sometimes, I stared back at my face and my mostly smooth cheeks, and I knew there was something dainty about my features.

“That’s the point,” she countered. “Ridiculous is funny. Ridiculous is memorable. C’mon, don’t you want to be memorable?”

“I want to be taken seriously,” I replied.

“You will be,” she insisted. “Because it will be clear you are confident enough to joke about yourself. That is what people admire. Do you think leaders earn loyalty by standing stiff and humorless? No. They earn it by showing that they’re human. They earn it by showing that they can play.”

Her tone was coaxing, but beneath it I heard the thin edge of impatience. I had seen her lose her temper too many times to mistake the signs. The slight narrowing of her eyes, the faint twitch at the corner of her mouth, the way her fingers tapped against the arm of the chair told me everything I needed to know. She was trying to hold herself together, and I knew that if I refused her outright she would erupt.

“I’m not sure,” I said cautiously. “It could backfire.”

“It won’t,” she replied instantly. “Trust me. Everyone will love it. They’ll talk about it for weeks. Think about the photographs in the papers, the mentions online. They will say the Vaughn twins have a sense of humor after all.”

“I don’t want to go viral for making a fool of myself.”

“You will not be the fool,” she said, leaning closer. “You will be the genius. And besides”—her voice softened—“don’t you would be fun? Just for one night? You and me, the way we used to be. A little mischief, like when we were kids.”

Her words pulled at me even though I kept resisting. We had shared those moments before, back when we were little and didn’t have responsibilities. Even if I was the serious brother and she was the pretty girl, we were close like best friends.

Then we got older, and I focused on schoolwork and she played with her friends.

Skyler saw the hesitation and pressed harder. “You have been so serious, Max. You have carried this company on your shoulders, and I respect that. I really do. But let me carry a little with you, even if it is only for one night. Let me remind you that you’re not alone.”

Those coaxing words were so tempting…

I wanted to believe her. I truly longed to believe Skyler because she could offer something genuine. But I also knew better than to trust her words. Still, the thought of provoking her temper here felt like a different kind of torture.

“Let me think about it,” I said at last.

My sister leaned back in her chair, but her eyes never left mine. “You’re hesitating because you are afraid of what people will think. But I promise you, Max, they will love it. They will love you. You’ll thank me later.”

“I doubt that,” I murmured, but my tone was weak.

She clapped her hands together, the sound sharp in the quiet office. “Excellent. I’ll take care of everything. Costume, makeup, the works. You won’t have to lift a finger. Just show up, and I will make sure you look perfect.”

“Wait,” I said quickly. “I didn’t agree to that. I said I would think—”

But she was already on her feet, smoothing her skirt again and smiling down at me with a satisfaction that made my stomach clench.

“Don’t worry,” she purred. “I’ll make it easy for you. You will not regret it.” Skyler kept making those points, but I didn’t believe her.

She turned toward the door, her steps light, almost playful. She had the air of someone who had already won.

“Skyler,” I called after her. “We should discuss this properly—”

But she only waved her hand and skipped out of the office, leaving the faint sound of laughter behind her.

The hotel gleamed in the evening light, its glass facade reflecting the city skyline in sharp angles. A row of luxury cars lined the front entrance, and a steady stream of guests in elaborate costumes flowed in and out through the revolving doors. Our annual charity ball was always one of the grandest events of the season, and tonight promised to be no different.

It had been one of my grandfather’s favorite traditions. Personally, I would’ve rather taken those dollars and donated them directly to a worthy cause, but he had enjoyed this, and I had never summoned the nerve to cancel it.

Perhaps Skyler had been right. This was a good event to boost morale (even if my grandfather had used it as a cover to hit on cute staff in sexy costumes).

Once I got out of my car, I stood on the sidewalk for several long moments, unable to move. My hands were clenched in the pockets of my coat, and my breath felt shallow. The instructions Skyler had given me replayed in my mind, word for word, as if she had whispered them into my ear only seconds ago. Meet me in the side room. Do not be late. I will have everything ready.

The thought of turning around crossed my mind more than once. I could easily go home, claim an emergency, and face the fallout later…except I knew Skyler well enough to understand that if I disappointed her now, she’d make me pay for it in ways I couldn’t predict. The fragile peace I had enjoyed these last few weeks would shatter, and she would unleash her temper upon the company, upon me, and upon anyone unlucky enough to be in her path.

So I took a steadying breath, pulled open the heavy glass door, and stepped into the lobby. The hotel smelled of polished wood and expensive perfume. Chandeliers sparkled overhead, and the air hummed with laughter and conversation; that was a good sign. Guests in glittering gowns and elaborate masks swept past me, their voices rising in bursts of excitement. Some had dressed formally in suits with low-effort horns or cat whiskers painted on their faces. Other partygoers had opted for full costumes that completely hid their identities.

I walked quickly, keeping my head down. Skyler had told me which room to find, a private suite off one of the side hallways. I followed her directions until I stood before a door marked with a discreet plaque. My hand hovered over the handle for a moment before I forced myself to push it open.

The room inside was dimly lit with soft golden lamps casting long shadows across plush carpet. It seemed almost…romantic. Skyler was already there, standing near the window with her arms crossed. She wore a silk robe and a smile that made my chest tighten.

I told myself that I was an executive who made important decisions every day. I could handle my twin sister.

“You’re on time,” she said, her tone warm, almost affectionate. “Good. I was starting to wonder if you’d lose your nerve.”

That made me bristle; I handled important decisions worth millions of dollars every day. I could do a makeover with my sister.

I closed the door behind me and tried to steady my voice. “I thought we agreed you would dress as me.”

Her smile widened. “And I will. But first we need to get you ready. I want you to look perfect. Then I’ll go change into my costume. Trust me. It’s going to blow you away!”

I frowned. “Why do I need to go first?”

“Because you take longer,” she said lightly like it was obvious. “Shower, shave, and get yourself cleaned up. I’ll lay everything out while you are in the bathroom.”

I hesitated. “I already shaved this morning.”

She raised one eyebrow. “Shave again. You can’t afford even a hint of stubble for this. Trust me.”

Her confidence disarmed me as it always did. With a slow exhalation, I set down my coat and walked toward the bathroom. The marble floor shined like it had been polished that afternoon, and the mirror reflected my tense expression back at me. I turned on the water, splashed my face, and forced myself to go through the motions. When I finished, my skin was raw and pale, but perfectly smooth.

For just a second, I blinked, and it almost felt like I was looking back at Skyler, only she had shorter hair. Then I dismissed the idea as absurd. We were fraternal twins, not identical. We looked a little bit alike, but I refused to overestimate those similarities.

When I stepped out, Skyler was waiting with a neatly folded pile on the bed. I froze when I saw what it was.

A pair of glossy black high heels sat at the foot of the bed. Next to them lay sheer black tights, a short skirt in dark satin, a padded bra, and a delicate blouse with tiny pearl buttons. A thin black choker rested on top, gleaming softly under the lamp.

I stared at the clothes, then at her. “You cannot be serious.”

She tilted her head. “Of course I’m serious. This is the costume.”

“This is not a costume,” I said firmly. “This is you making a fool out of me.”

My sister walked toward me slowly, her eyes bright and unreadable. “No, Max. This is you showing that you’re not afraid. This is you giving people something to laugh about, something to remember. It’ll be perfect.”

“I can’t wear this.” My voice was low, tense. “It is humiliating.”

“Humiliating?” she repeated like the word amused her. “You think women’s clothing is humiliating? You think looking like me is humiliating?”

“That’s not what I meant.” I tried to steady myself. “I meant that it is not appropriate for the CEO of this company.”

She placed a hand on my arm, her touch light and deceptively gentle. “It’s exactly appropriate. C’mon, can’t you see? People expect you to be stiff, serious, and untouchable. But when you walk into that ballroom dressed as me, they’ll realize you are not afraid of yourself, not afraid of a joke, not afraid of connection. They will adore you for it.”

I shook my head, but my resistance was already weakening. “There are other costumes I could wear. We could still dress as one another without this.”

She smiled sweetly. “But this is what I chose. And you promised, remember? You said we would do this together. Don’t tell me you are backing out now.”

“I did not promise to—”

She cut me off with a sharp look. “C’mon. Don’t play games with me, Max. You said yes. You agreed. I spent weeks planning this. Do you have any idea how much this means to me? Are you going to break your word now?”

I believed in honor; I believed in telling the truth. And she was right. I had promised…

Her voice softened suddenly, and she let her hand slip from my arm to my wrist. “I need this,” she whispered. “Just this one night. Let me have this, and I’ll be good. I won’t cause trouble at the office. I will stay out of your way. But if you refuse me now, if you embarrass me after all the work I have put into this, then you will leave me no choice.” She smirked like this was just a joke, only I knew the truth.

It was easy for others to underestimate this young woman. I couldn’t (or so I thought).

Her tone sent a chill through me. I knew what she meant, though she didn’t say it outright. If I defied her, she would make my life miserable.

I swallowed hard. “You’re manipulating me.”

She smiled. “Of course I am. But that doesn’t mean I am wrong.”

I peeked back at the costume. Again, I saw the tights, the skirt, the blouse, and the padded bra. The absurdity of it made my stomach twist. And yet, I saw no way out. She had boxed me in, as she always did, until my resistance felt petty and childish.

“You really believe this will help morale?” I asked quietly.

“I know it will,” she replied. “And more importantly, it’ll make me happy. Don’t you want your sister to be happy?” Skyler grinned at me.

Her words hit me harder than I expected. Despite everything, despite her manipulation and her games, I still cared for her. I wanted her to be happy, even if it meant sacrificing my own comfort for a little while.

Slowly and reluctantly, I nodded. “Fine. I’ll do it.”

Her smile lit up the room. “Good boy.” At that moment, I glanced back at her and raised an eyebrow. Skyler didn’t apologize.

She moved quickly, her hands efficient as she lifted the tights and handed them to me. “Start with these. Sit down, roll them carefully. Do not snag them.”

I obeyed, clumsy in my movements, while she watched with sharp amusement. The tights clung to my legs, smooth and unfamiliar. Next came the skirt, which felt far too short, exposing more of me than I wanted or expected. The blouse was soft and light, the buttons delicate beneath my fingers. The padded bra made my chest look absurdly round, and the choker at my neck felt like a collar.

Women really wore this stuff?

But then I was freshly showered and dressed like Skyler…

…I looked like her.

I looked like her with short hair…

Every detail was perfect. When she stepped up next to me, I saw our reflection, only that wasn’t supposed to be me because that was a girl. Both of those reflections looked like pretty girls.

When I finally stood, she stepped back to admire her work. Her eyes glittered. “Perfect,” she said. “You look perfect.”

I glanced again at the mirror across the room and barely recognized the figure staring back at me. My reflection looked like a parody, a stranger wearing my face.

“This is insane,” I muttered.

“No,” she corrected. “This is brilliant.”

She reached for the heels and placed them in front of me. “Put them on.”

I hesitated. “I cannot walk in those.”

“You’ll learn,” she said. “You always do.”

I bent down, slid my feet into the shoes, and stood shakily. The height threw me off balance, and I reached for the bed to steady myself. Skyler laughed softly, almost kindly.

“You’ll be fine,” she said. “Just follow my lead!”

Her laughter lingered in the air as I tried to adjust to the feel of the costume. I felt exposed, vulnerable, and utterly powerless. Yet she looked at me with satisfaction, as if she had finally shaped me into what she wanted.

“There’s just one more thing,” she said. “This will freshen your breath and help your voice.”

I didn’t understand and started to ask a question. Then she spun and faced me and raised a small bottle. She pushed down on the pump and the spray hit the back of my throat.

It was minty and the back of my mouth tingled.

Fine. If she was worried about my breath, I wasn’t going to argue. Besides, her spraying my mouth without my permission felt on-brand for a girl like her.

While I waited, Skyler disappeared into the bathroom with a quick smile and the rustle of fabric, and I was left alone in the hotel suite. The silence pressed against me. I could still hear the faint hum of music from the lobby even if it was muffled by the thick carpet and walls, but in here there was nothing. My reflection in the mirror across the room caught my eye again, and I shifted uncomfortably.

The tights clung to me too tightly. The skirt barely reached the middle of my thighs, and every movement reminded me of how short it was. The padded bra felt strange against my chest, and the blouse brushed against my arms in a way that made me feel like I had been dressed in someone else’s skin. The choker sat around my throat, cool and snug, as if it were measuring my breath.

At the same time, I wondered what the men from my office would think about me now. Part of me needed to back out, yet I didn’t dare.

I sat down slowly, trying not to wobble in the high heels, and exhaled. I told myself it was only one night. Skyler had been persuasive. She had painted this as a joke, something harmless, something that would raise morale and amuse the employees. But the longer I sat in that quiet room, the more that nervous tension itched along my skin.

A tickle began at the back of my throat. At first it was small, almost like a piece of lint had caught there, and I cleared it gently. No sound came out. I frowned, swallowed, and tried again. The sensation grew stronger like a faint vibration that wouldn’t settle.

Was I getting sick? Maybe I’d caught a cold?

I opened my mouth and whispered, but nothing emerged. My voice failed me. Panic rose sharply, though I forced myself to stay still. I tried again, louder this time, straining my vocal cords. Not even a whisper passed my lips. The air pushed out of my lungs, but no sound followed.

I placed a hand at my throat. The skin felt smooth, the choker soft against it, but the silence terrified me. I coughed hard, the way one might when water goes down the wrong pipe. The cough shook my chest, but still no sound.

For a moment I thought of the breath spray Skyler had used earlier. She had insisted on it, a quick spritz before I put on the costume. It had tasted sharp and metallic but also minty. Could I be allergic? Maybe she’d picked it up from some Eastern European storefront. The idea flickered through my mind, but strangely, my fear didn’t rise as high as it should have. Instead of pure panic, there was only a dull unease, as if part of me refused to believe the situation was serious.

Most of all, I told myself that my voice would come back in the next few seconds or minutes; I just had to wait. I only needed to be patient.

I rose unsteadily to my feet, gripping the back of the chair for balance. I turned toward the bathroom door, ready to knock, to signal to her that something was wrong.

The handle turned before I could move.

Skyler stepped out, and I froze.

She was me.

She no longer looked like Skyler. She looked like Max, like I was viewing some perfect duplicate.

The sight knocked the air from my lungs. She wore a dark tailored suit identical to one I had in my closet at home and had worn to work on countless occasions. The shoulders were square and broad, padded to mimic my frame. Her hair had been slicked back in my style, and her skin had been shaded and contoured until the shape of her jaw, her cheekbones, and her forehead all looked like mine. Even her eyes, which had always been brighter and sharper than mine, seemed dulled by some contact lenses that matched my color exactly.

Her chest was flat, perfectly flat, and the cut of the suit hid any trace of her figure. For one insane moment, I thought she had stolen my body.

She smiled at my expression, which must have betrayed my shock. “Impressive, isn’t it?” she said, her voice carrying my cadence, my rhythm. She sounded like me.

How the fuck was that possible?

Then again, I thought back to my sister’s knack for acting. Back in school, she didn’t care about math or writing, but she loved to get in front of people and perform.

Most of all, she was good at it.

I tried to respond, but the words caught in my throat. I opened my mouth, but silence stretched out. My tongue moved, my lips shaped the syllables, but nothing came.

Her smile widened when she realized. “Don’t strain yourself, Max. It is fine. It’ll pass, and your breath will be fresh all night! Trust me.” She made this sound like good news.

I shook my head, half-worried, but she waved the gesture away as if it were nothing. “You freak out way too much. Always worrying, always questioning. Tonight you don’t need to speak right away. Tonight you only need to play your part.”

She moved toward the bed and picked up something I hadn’t noticed before: a small white puff of fur dangled from a thin strap. She held it out to me with delight.

“A bunny tail,” she said. “For you. It completes the look. You will be charming, innocent, and approachable. Everyone will laugh. Everyone will love it.”

I stepped back, shaking my head again. I lifted my hands in protest, trying to gesture my refusal. My heart pounded. I wanted to shout, to demand an explanation, to tear the costume off and run, but no sound escaped me.

Skyler only laughed softly as if I were a child throwing a tantrum. “You’re adorable when you resist,” she said. “But you will wear it. I promise it will be fine.”

She pinned the tail neatly to the back of my skirt and stepped back to admire it. Then she reached into the bag again and pulled out a headband topped with long, soft bunny ears. She moved behind me, slid it over my hair, and adjusted it until the ears stood tall and straight.

I turned toward the mirror in horror. The reflection that stared back was not Max Vaughn, the CEO. It was a parody, a demure doll dressed in a skirt and blouse, tights clinging to his legs, a choker at his throat, bunny ears bobbing above his head.

My hands trembled at my sides. I itched to rip the ears off, to claw at the bra and the blouse, and break free of this absurd trap. But Skyler’s hand closed around my wrist, firm and steady.

She leaned close, her breath warm at my ear. “You’re beautiful, Skyler,” she whispered. “And you are mine. Tonight, you belong to me.”

She straightened and placed a pair of gray wolf ears on her own head. The sight was grotesque. My face, my body, my posture, but topped with playful ears that gave her the look of a predator in disguise.

“There,” she said, admiring herself in the mirror. “The wolf and the bunny. A perfect pair.” She tightened her grip on my hand. “Now it is time.”

I shook my head violently, trying to pull away, but she only laughed again. “You can’t back out now. You are ready. You look perfect.”

Her fingers entwined with mine, cold and unyielding. She tugged me toward the door. My heels clicked against the carpet, unsteady, but she pulled me along before I could stumble.

We stepped into the hallway. The muted sound of the party grew louder, the music thrumming faintly through the walls. Laughter and conversation spilled down the corridor. My heart hammered, each beat echoing in my chest, but I couldn’t speak, could not warn anyone, could not plead.

Skyler walked with perfect confidence, her steps measured, her posture commanding. She was me. No one would doubt it.

I, on the other hand, shuffled beside her in silence, the bunny ears trembling with each movement, the skirt brushing my thighs, the tail bobbing absurdly. I looked like a girl, and I tried to play her. I wanted to think of myself as an actor, only it didn’t work.

We reached the end of the hallway. Two great double doors loomed before us, polished wood gleaming under the chandelier. Beyond them, I knew, was the ballroom filled with board members, employees, and donors.

Skyler paused just long enough to glance at me, her eyes glittering with triumph. She squeezed my hand and whispered in my own voice, “Smile, Skyler. This is your moment.” I grimaced, but she didn’t notice.

Then she pushed the doors open, and together we stepped inside.

The ballroom was already alive with music and chatter when Skyler and I pushed through the wide double doors. Another set of chandeliers glittered overhead and bathed everything in warm golden light. People stood in clusters, laughing and gesturing with champagne flutes in their hands. Serves rushed around to deliver snacks and drinks. The scent of flowers and expensive perfume lingered in the air. It should have been a comforting scene, but the knot in my stomach tightened as soon as I realized how easy it would be for her to blend in here.

Skyler squeezed my hand as if she were guiding me, and I felt the familiar pressure of her control. She moved with my posture, my gait, even the little nod I gave when someone greeted me. She had been rehearsing this. The sick part was that no one looked twice at her. When someone said my name, they said it to her, and she responded with calm authority, exactly as I might have done.

I tried to step forward and make a sound, but nothing came. My throat only produced air. I thought again about the strange tingling I had felt earlier. The memory of the breath spray she had insisted I use made me uneasy. I wanted to speak, to protest, but all I managed was silence.

My twin sister leaned toward me and whispered, “You’re doing great. Just relax.”

I shook my head, but she smiled and put a finger to her lips as though I were a child who needed reassurance. Then she straightened her shoulders and continued her performance as if she were the head of the company, not me.

“Max, I’m so glad you could make it,” one of our long-time donors said, raising a glass.

Skyler, in my voice and my role, said, “C’mon, Jim. I wouldn’t have missed it. Thank you for coming. I know how busy you are.”

It was uncanny. Her tone was measured. Her smile was not too wide. She sounded so convincingly like me that the man chuckled and touched her arm warmly, certain he was speaking to the real Max.

I tried to clear my throat again and failed. Desperation prickled in my chest. I needed to grab him and explain, but before I could, Skyler looped her arm through mine and led me away.

“Stay close,” she murmured, all sweetness. “You don’t want to embarrass yourself, dear sister.”

We moved from one group to another. Each time, she was greeted as me, and each time, I stood beside her mute and powerless. She joked lightly, discussed figures, even teased some of the younger staff about their costumes. She embodied composure. If anyone glanced at me, they saw only my strange bunny ears and tail. The costume felt ridiculous now, humiliating even, but I had no way to stop her!

I wasn’t going to throw a tantrum in front of everyone.

At one point she handed me a glass of wine. “Here,” she said, “this will calm you down.”

I hesitated. Her eyes bore into mine. If I refused, she might make a scene, and that was what I dreaded most. So I took the glass and sipped. The flavor was sharp and heavy. It coated my tongue and slid down my throat like a command I could not refuse.

Within minutes I felt lighter, almost unmoored. Somehow, my thoughts started to spin fast and hot behind my forehead. My heart beat erratically. Every laugh in the room sounded edged, like they were going to start teasing me at any second. I clutched the stem of the glass until my hand trembled.

Skyler kept up her act, shaking hands, listening intently, and presenting herself as the steady and rational brother. “Skyler is having a bit of a rough night,” she explained when people looked at me strangely. “Maybe the travel caught up to her. Or maybe she ate something earlier.” Skyler shrugged as she talked about me like I was really her.

The words slid into the air like harmless excuses, but I saw the suspicious glances that followed. Each smile at me was tinged with doubt.

I tugged at her sleeve, trying to force her attention. She leaned down, close enough for only me to hear. “You should not pull at me,” she said. “People will think you’re losing control, Skyler.”

That wasn’t my name! I wasn’t Skyler! I was Max. Damn it, I was Max!

That terrified me more than anything. She was framing me as unstable, while appearing calm and reasonable herself.

The evening stretched on. Music swelled. Guests laughed louder. My costume itched, and the padded bra pressed against my chest with suffocating weight. I couldn’t focus on anyone’s words. I only saw Skyler’s smile, her confidence, her stolen identity.

Finally, I tried again to speak. I forced every ounce of breath into my throat and called out, “I am Max.”

The sound stopped me cold. It was high-pitched, not my voice at all. I sounded like a girl! Worse, I was louder than I’d expected. The room went quiet for an instant, then filled again with murmurs. For some reason, I couldn’t stop myself. I had to make more noise.

I needed the people here to understand me

I shouted it again, louder this time, “I am Max!” But it came out in the same foreign tone, feminine and trembling.

People stared. Some laughed nervously. Others exchanged worried looks. They glanced back at Skyler, thinking she was Max. They glanced back at Skyler because they expected “him” to have a good answer.

Panic flooded me. I clawed at my costume. I tore at the blouse, at the skirt, at the choker around my neck. The tights stretched and ripped. I wanted to reveal myself, to prove that I was not what she was making me seem.

“Please,” I tried again, but my voice betrayed me.

Skyler raised her hands, as if she were the rational authority figure handling a difficult sibling. “Everyone, calm down,” she said smoothly. “She has been under a lot of stress. I think she may have taken something. We need security here.”

Before I could reach her, strong arms grabbed me. Two guards held my wrists. I struggled, but their grip was iron. “I am Max!” I screamed, though the words now carried only that alien female pitch.

“Call 911,” Skyler instructed, her voice steady, even sympathetic. “My sister needs medical help. Please hurry.”

The guards began pulling me toward the doors. I kicked, twisted, tried to break free, but they were stronger than I ever imagined. My panic only made them tighten their hold. The murmurs of the crowd rose behind me, a tide of disbelief and pity.

I glimpsed her standing tall, still impersonating me. She nodded to the guards as if she were the concerned executive, handling a family emergency with professionalism. She even waved reassuringly, the gesture so like mine that it made me sick.

The hallway blurred as they dragged me through it. I heard the distant wail of sirens. My breath came in gasps. My chest burned. I tried to shout again, but the sound collapsed into a broken sob.

EMTs rushed toward us with a stretcher. One of them looked me over quickly. “She’s agitated,” he said. “We need to get her secured.”

“I am not she,” I tried to say, but the words failed. It didn’t help that I spoke with a girl’s voice.

The straps wrapped around me, leather biting into my arms and legs. They lifted me onto the gurney as if I were weightless. I thrashed, but the restraints held fast.

Skyler appeared at the doorway, still dressed as me, still convincing everyone that she was the sane and steady brother. She gave me a calm wave, as though wishing me well. The cruelty of it pierced me deeper than any restraint.

As the EMT leaned over me, securing another strap, he said in a soft, professional tone, “Calm down, Miss. You are going to be fine.”

“Just take my bra off me. I’m a guy,” I said.

The word Miss echoed in my ears. It shattered whatever fragile grip I still had on reason. My vision swam. The golden lights of the ballroom doorway faded. Skyler’s smiling face blurred into nothing.

“We know,” someone reassured me once I was in the ambulance. “You’re a boy for now, but that won’t last once she gets her scalpel out.” I didn’t get to see who spoke.

And then everything went black.

The weight of exhaustion pushed down on me, making it impossible for me to open my eyes at first. Instead, I just wanted to float.

So I let myself drift…

…Every few seconds or heartbeats, I came back to one thought or another. Maybe it was work or an employee review. Maybe it was some strategic decision that I needed to make. There were always emails, constant messages coming from my subordinates as they asked for assistance here or there. They looked to me for leadership.

If nothing else, they needed reassurance.

Ironically, I usually craved the same thing. Then again, as the man in charge, I didn’t get to make that kind of request. Technically, I could consult with my employees and staff, double checking to make sure some process had been successfully completed but I couldn’t ask those most important questions.

Even if I wanted to, I couldn’t look at anyone else say, “Am I doing a good job? Is this the right decision?” Obviously, I encouraged the women and men who worked under me to give me advice and feedback. They needed to be able to challenge me, but the hierarchy could never go away.

I was in charge, and they would do as they were told.

This was my company because our grandfather had given it to me.

But now, I just drifted.

In some distant corner of my brain, I understood that this was wrong.

Most days, I would wake up immediately, opening my eyes as I contemplated my to-do list. For as long as I remember, it had been this way. Even as a little kid, even in elementary school and middle school and high school, there were always those lists. As a child, I was vaguely confused by this idea, especially since everyone kept telling me that I got to relax and enjoy myself. I didn’t really understand what that meant. Even if I had free time, I set goals for myself.

Then, as I got older, that talent for organization and discipline became so much more important. Deep down, I knew I wasn’t smarter than my classmates, yet my grades were always the best because I knew how to remain focused. If our teachers gave me a task, I accomplished it early. I could break down every assignment into its constituent components, and I could finish the work easily. Simply by avoiding procrastination or the distractions of video games or social media, I made it work.

Some of my classmates liked to joke about all of the all-nighters they had to pull. Maybe this was supposed to indicate that their studies were especially difficult. More often, they smiled slightly, like they were proud of their incompetence.

Whenever those sorts of conversations came up, I would just smile along, letting them say whatever they wanted. At the same time, I didn’t really understand it.

Facing a task and completing it always seemed so much easier than trying to put it off or dreading it for some prolonged period of time. I could get tired, of course. The exhaustion could soak into me, dragging me down. In fact, that happened most of the weekends, especially in high school when I was determined to get a perfect GPA (5.0) and acceptance to every prestigious university.

I didn’t completely succeed (Oxford can suck it), but I got what I wanted. One answer after another filled my inbox, indicating that I would be going to one of the most prestigious colleges on the planet.

And after that, I just studied hard, completed my internships, and came to work for my grandfather’s company. After that, he made his decision…

At this point, I was still half-asleep. Although I had heard that expression on so many different occasions, I never really understood what it meant.

But now I did. Now I learned exactly how it felt to try to open my eyes, only to have that exhaustion swarm through my brain and yank my eyelids down.

Besides, it was dark in this room, and I couldn’t even tell the difference between shutting my eyelids or bringing them back up. Everything was darkness. Everything was warm.

At one point, I tried to roll over, thinking I would get into a more comfortable position. That sounded so alluring.

When I tried to move, I failed.

Something was holding me down.

Technically, this was a pretty uncomfortable position. My arms were drawn tight over my chest, and I couldn’t pull them free. My legs were spread, and I could feel something tight around my ankles. At one point or another, I tried to squirm again, but I couldn’t move.

I tried to come up with some kind of explanation, like maybe I had gotten tangled in some blankets or something.

Immediately, I discarded that idea.

Blankets couldn’t do this to me. Instead, these were something else.

If I had been completely awake, I would have panicked because I would’ve understood exactly what had happened.

Even at this point, I remembered the party and Skyler. I remembered that absurd conversation, yet I couldn’t pick up those details. I couldn’t summon them and relive those moments. Instead, the information was just there, floating dormant, somewhere inside my head like addition and subtraction, multiplication, division, the war of 1812, and the alphabet.

I heard something: a click.

Still groggy, I did my best to raise my head, to turn my gaze toward the source of that sound, and to figure out a strategy. Whenever I walked into any room, I was supposed to have a strategy.

Then and there, I couldn’t even stand up!

The door opened.

Light streamed into the cell, and it cut across the floor. An instant later, I saw her outline. I blinked as I tried to get my vision to adjust. Reflexively, I attempted to raise my arms, only they remained imprisoned there against my chest.

“Hello,” she said.

I didn’t know who was talking to me, and I opened my mouth to respond, only to finally notice something.

There was a ball in my mouth.

Feeling ridiculous, I tried to spit it out. Nothing happened. Next, I tried to push it out with the tip of my tongue. Again, nothing happened.

She turned on the light. The illumination washed over me, sharp and vivid. I clutched my eyes shut. In the meantime, she sauntered over to the edge of my bed, and she leaned forward.

Tentatively, I opened my eyes, and I saw this woman. She was dressed like a nurse, but that couldn’t be right. Part of me wanted to laugh because this was ridiculous. In some critically technical sense, she wore something that resembled an actual uniform. There was that white dress, only it was tight and ridiculously short and showed off way too much cleavage. Even from my spot on the bed, I could see the contours of her big breasts shoved up on prominent display. Although she wore a little white cap decorated with a bright red heart, that didn’t seem like anything a real nurse would wear. Instead, that was a costume. It was the kind of costume that was designed to mock actual nurses with a facsimile of a male fantasy.

I managed to roll my eyes.

“What?” pouted the fake nurse. “You don’t like me? We don’t even know each other yet! But I should fix that, shouldn’t I?” She leaned back, placed her hands on her side, and then she dipped forward, giving me an even better view of her breasts. “My name is Tiffany, and I’m here to help you!” She dipped her head, and her blonde pigtails swayed from side to side. They were long and straight and beautifully maintained. At the same time, those choices only added to the sense that she was designed to be a fantasy.

But that didn’t make sense. I wasn’t in some strip club!

Ignoring her, I raised my head, and I looked down along the length of my body. That was when I saw myself.

First, I could feel the restraints pressed against my arms, my ankles, and even the sides of my face. White medical restraints (like the ones I had seen in some streaming shows or movies) encircled my ankles. Then I saw the straight jacket, and I couldn’t see them, but I was sure there were straps pushing against my cheeks. They were holding the ball gag in place.

I jerked my head in her direction. I tried to say something.

“I’m sorry, but the doctor hasn’t given you privileges yet.” Again, she pouted with sympathy. “Don’t worry. If you’re a good patient, I’m sure you’ll be allowed to talk sooner rather than later!”

Tiffany grinned, skipped forward, and then she reached down and she casually touched my leg. Right away, I tried to kick her hand back.

It didn’t work, not with my limbs bound. I was stuck, and there was nothing I could do about it.

The grogginess from before had finally started to dissipate. Immediately I formulated the kinds of words I wanted to say to her. As an executive, I knew how to speak. I could stand up in front of people or sit across from them at expensive conference tables and make my points clear. With this girl, watching me, I wanted to say something like, “I don’t understand exactly what’s happening, but clearly someone has made a mistake. You need to release me right now. My name is Max, and I am a very important individual.” Normally, I didn’t like to adopt that kind of language, but this girl was obviously a joke. “I’m sure you’re just following orders, so go get the person who is in charge, and we can have a nice conversation.”

But I couldn’t speak.

I couldn’t talk, but the “nurse” smiled brighter than before. At the same time, she continued to touch me, gliding her fingers along my body. “Have you noticed yet?”

Noticed? Noticed what?

I genuinely didn’t understand, not until I raised my head, and I looked down along my body. I hated seeing the straight jacket with that white fabric combined with the different restraints, buckles and straps all pulled tight against my torso, rendering my arms useless.

After another second or two, I understood what she meant.

Someone had shaved me!

My legs were smooth and soft. My brows tightened, especially because I didn’t understand why anyone would do something like that. Jerking my head back in her direction, I waited for Tiffany to give me some kind of coherent answer.

Instead, she said, “Doctor’s orders!” That was what she chirped at me before she leaned down. As she came closer and closer, I could see the hint of makeup along her face: red lipstick on her mouth, foundation on her cheeks, some eyeshadow just beneath her eyebrows. She looked perfect in so many different ways.

Normally, I didn’t like trashy girls like Tiffany. I preferred young women who are smarter and more capable. And yet, I saw her, and something inside of me reacted.

I still needed her to get the gag out of my mouth. If I could accomplish that one task, but I knew I would be able to figure out the rest of…this.

Unfortunately, for me, I spoke, and she didn’t understand, so she ignored those mumbled and garbled sounds I made. Even when I squirmed, jerking against the sides of my straight jacket or trying to kick out, Tiffany pretended not to notice.

“And the doctor gave another order,” she announced next. “Do you want to see it? It’s very cute and very special! Apparently, someone made an important request and threw around some money for you. Aren’t you lucky?”

I still didn’t understand, but that was the moment when Tiffany turned to one of the counters. I hadn’t paid attention to the rest of the room, but now I saw the cabinets and the drawers. She opened one, and then she pulled it out. At first, she had her back to me.

I didn’t want to notice the contours of her butt, the way her uniform clung to her waist, or how her hair dangled down and flirted with the contours of her shoulder blades. At the moment, I was supposed to focus on escape. Instead, my gaze drifted along the curves of her legs.

She really did look amazing.

It was probably the shot or maybe some aftereffect of the drugs that made it hard for me to focus. At least, that was what I told myself.

And then she turned around, and she came right over to me, and she held it up.

I wanted to ask, “What is that?”

Almost instantly, she chirped out, “It’s your chastity cage!”

I didn’t understand what she meant. I heard the words, and maybe the sounds made sense together, but I tried to create a phrase, yet none of this fit.

“You see, the doctor is going to be implementing a vigorous regimen of feminization to start so we need to get this little guy under control, don’t we?” That was when she casually reached down and grabbed my cock.

My breath sharpened, and I tried to squirm away. I wanted to jerk my hips to the side to evade her, but Tiffany knew what she was doing. Worse, she was faster than I had imagined.

She gave me a gentle squeeze, and I felt it: that sense of violation and shame.

“It’s okay. We aren’t really losing a whole lot, are we? You’re not a very big boy, are you? I’m sure you’re going to be a lot cuter when the doctor is all done with you!” Tiffany practically sang out those words as she enjoyed herself. Then she started to open up the chastity cage and I could only watch.

With my eyes darting from the left to the right, I searched around that white room for some solution. Part of me wanted to believe that it was just a question of discovering the correct angle. If I could approach this problem from the right perspective, then I would figure something out.

Unfortunately for me, I couldn’t free my legs from the restraints! I couldn’t get my arms out of the straight jacket! I couldn’t spit out the gag either! It felt as though every inch of my body had already been restrained.

That wasn’t entirely true…

After all, she was about to add another layer of imprisonment.

Without trying, I started thinking about that phrase: chastity cage. At first, I told myself that I had no idea what it was supposed to be. Perhaps I could guess, based on context clues, only then some foggy memory came back. It came from college when one of my friends liked to mess around by messaging the rest of our group with absurd websites and posts. In one of those GIFs, there had been a girl who talked about how she required her boyfriend to wear a chastity lock. She said it was good for him and their relationship. At the time, my friends and I just burst out laughing because the idea seemed ridiculous even as we stared down at the screen and saw that pretty influencer holding up the device.

She had been blonde too…

But now, it was the nurse who opened up the cage, and she grabbed my most sensitive part. She moved with casual, clinical precision, grabbing me, sliding my number into that tube, and then pushing up some kind of partial ring underneath my scrotum. She locked the fasteners into place. I could hear them snap and click as she worked.

Simultaneously, I could feel that fear bubble and vibrate deep within my chest. I wanted to stare at her and say something like, “Please! Please, just go get someone! Just go get someone, and I can talk to them, and we can figure this out!”

Those words sounded great. That message could have worked in my favor, but I still couldn’t talk!

As an executive, I supervised engineers. Most of the time, I didn’t actually build a program or anything myself. In fact, I hadn’t actually contributed to any of the major projects in several years. Instead, I talked. I talked to people. I got them to listen to me, and I made sure they understood what they needed to do. When conflicts arose, I mediated them.

But now, I couldn’t even talk!

“Square or heart?” Tiffany asked me when she came back from the drawers and she held up two different locks. They were both small and shining. I could see the metal. Each one had a little key in the opening.

One was just a simple square. The other was a heart. They both looked ridiculous, if only because I knew exactly where one of them would be going.

Frantically, I jerked my head from side to side. Simultaneously, I tried to call out, “I don’t want you to lock me up! Please, you just have to go get someone! Get someone, and we can talk, and we can figure this out! I know we can figure this out if you just give me a chance to talk to someone!”

As those failed words vibrated at the base of my throat, I started to pull up and twist against my bonds with as much force as I could muster. I wanted to kick out, to punch my way free, and to finally tear the gag from between my lips.

“Square,” she said. “After all, you are a boy for now.”

I didn’t really register those words, but she reached down, she opened the lock, and then she pressed it down and the hasp engaged with the ratchet.

Most of all, I froze when I heard that one sound: click.

The lock was on, and now I could feel it, and the nurse grinned.

“The doctor also prescribed a test,” she said. This was when she purred out those words, only I didn’t understand what that was supposed to mean.

I didn’t understand what she meant, not until she reached back, grabbed a box, and pulled out some latex gloves. They snapped out across the air, and then she slipped her slender fingers into the openings. From there, she wiggled her fingers in front of my face and I caught the aroma of rubber.

From there, she reached down, and she used one hand to glide her fingers along my scrotum.

She was touching me, and I registered those sensations. I wasn’t sure what they were supposed to mean at first.

Then she leaned down and gently blew into my ear. Her breath was soft and warm. Then she started talking, “Maybe the doctor will let you play with me before your major procedures. Would you like that, Max?”

I wasn’t sure why it bothered me that she knew my name, but my eyes opened, I stared up at the ceiling, and then she continued to play with me. With one hand, she stroked my scrotum. She played with my balls, gently fondling me. Her fingers slid along that sensitive flesh.

As she touched me, the excitement pumped through my body. I couldn’t deny it and I couldn’t ignore it.

Little by little, that frustrated exasperation from before got shoved away. Then I was remembering some other friend who pointed out that men could ignore almost any feeling or impulse, so as long as they could be aroused instead. Fear or anger could easily give away to horny desperation.

At the time, I hadn’t believed him.

But now I discovered it for myself as Tiffany continued to play with me. Then she kissed my cheek, the tip of my nose, and she leaned down again, brushing her lips along my neck. She licked and nibbled on me, all while her hand continued to move.

It felt so incredible!

By this point, my shaft pushed and strained against the inner confines of that chastity cage.

“Aren’t you brave? Look at you. You have already gone through two different procedures, and you’re being so good for me. Yes, you are. You’re hardly struggling at all. Sometimes, I get these powerful men, and they try to fight back. But that isn’t you, is it? I bet your sponsor was right about you. You need this. Deep down, you don’t want to be some executive. You’re not a big, powerful man. I bet you didn’t even feel comfortable with students! You’re going to feel better in your new attire, aren’t you? Yes, you will!”

She was giggling and chuckling, even as she continued to play with me. Every time she touched me, whether that was down between my legs or along the contours of my neck, I loved it!

It was raw physicality and unadulterated biology. My nerves and cells and DNA responded in ways I couldn’t control!

Then she drew back, she looked right down at me, and she touched the chastity cage again. “It works,” she said. Then she smiled, and she patted me on the head, and she turned around, and walked away.

At first, I expected her to come back at any moment.

I was left there, on my back, still restrained and panting hard as I tried to understand what was going on. This fresh injection of arousal made it almost impossible for me to comprehend the truth.

But then she didn’t come back.

The seconds rolled into minutes, and I kept waiting. I turned my head, and I searched for a clock.

If this had been a normal day, my hand would have dropped down to my pocket and I would have pulled out my phone, automatically touching my fingertip to the reader. Then the screen would light up, and I would see the time, and I would drop it back into my pocket without even thinking about it. My phone often felt like an extension of my body.

But now I was left alone, tied down and helpless, and a nurse had given me something.

It wasn’t medicine.

It was arousal. It was desire and passion. It was the kind of excitement I normally suppressed on a day-to-day basis. While other executives and CEOs screwed up their lives by hiring cute interns and sexy secretaries, I never made that mistake. Even if my subordinates tried to make those kinds of hiring decisions, I usually pulled them aside to make sure that these guys understood how things worked at my company.

We were there to do business and make money.

If they wanted to play around after hours, that was their decision. They were entitled to their personal lives. But at the office or when they were on conference calls, I expected the utmost professionalism. That meant they would hire people based on their confidence, not whether or not they were cute, giggled sweetly, or had the right shade of blonde hair.

Only now, I couldn’t focus on work.

At some point in my life, I was sure I didn’t have any concept of goals. At this point, however, I couldn’t remember what that felt like. Instead, I was on my back, and I stared up, and I was trapped by those restraints.

This was driving me crazy!

I hated to think about that, especially because I did my best to remain sedate and serene.

At first, I was able to distract myself. I focused on my daily tasks, and I reviewed my goals.

For the most part, that worked. I was able to concentrate, but then I blinked at one point, and my focus shattered.

I turned toward the door, and I stared at it, willing it to open.

Of course, that wasn’t how reality worked. The door remained stubbornly shut and locked.

My breathing quickened, and then I thrashed, kicking and punching as hard as I could, yet I still didn’t move more than a half an inch in any direction.

Eventually, my strength gave out.

By that point, my skin was hot and I could feel those little drops of sweat on my brow. Just as bad, the arousal was still there. My legs were spread, and I didn’t want to think about anything. That would’ve been the smart move.

Instead, my mind drifted, and that girl popped into my head again: Tiffany.

I thought about her high cheekbones, her cute nose, her big eyes, her trimmed brows, and her lips. Without trying, I recalled that vibrant shade of red curving along her mouth.

She had teased me, touching and caressing me.

Again and again, I told myself that those were just physical impulses.

Somehow, my body didn’t believe me. The arousal still permeated my skin, vibrating along every inch of my flesh. At several points, I tightened my feet, locking my arches and clutching my toes. That didn’t help.

Instead, I kept thinking about the curves of her breasts and the firm contours of her legs. I remembered the sound of her voice as she laughed, plus the heat of her breath when she whispered to me.

If someone had set a computer in front of me, then I would have been able to focus.

Instead, I lost control again!

I kicked! I thrashed, throwing my body from left to right. I fought as hard as I could, desperate to break through those restraints. I wanted to defeat these bonds.

Despite those efforts, I failed again and again.

Then the door opened, and I wanted to say something to her. I expected to see Tiffany.

Instead, it was someone else…

She wore a white lab coat, and she was fairly tall and slender. At least, that was how she looked from my vantage point. She had shining black hair, and her eyes were locked on mine. She held a tablet in one arm, and she approached my bed without saying anything. Then she glanced down at the screen, and she considered me again.

I wanted to speak.

“Hello, Max,” she finally deigned to say to me. There was something imperious and powerful about her tone, like this was a woman who understood she was in control of this domain, and she would get away with whatever she liked. Someone like me wouldn’t be able to stop her.

After all, she was a doctor, and I was just a patient.

Whether I liked it or not, I was at her mercy.

“My name is Dr. Chen, and I’m going to be helping you while you stay at this facility. Your sponsor has been very clear with her expectations. She wants you completely retrained. She wants you psychologically malleable. To begin, we are going to have to break you. Are you ready?”

She spoke quickly, her tone almost perfunctory.

I absorbed those words, and I searched for the normal dignity I used when entering into any negotiation or conversation.

Any success I might have had instantly evaporated when she pulled the syringe from her pocket. She removed the lid, tapped the side, and she squirted out a droplet.

“This might be a little bit unpleasant,” she said. “But it is going to be good for you. Max, you are suffering from some very serious illusions. I have already spoken with your sponsor, so you don’t need to add anything to my records. Just relax. This sedative is going to put you in the proper frame of mind, and then we can get started on your shock therapy and psychological reconditioning.”

Shock therapy?

Reconditioning?

Just like before, I absorbed those words, only I couldn’t believe them. I couldn’t even really comprehend them.

Dr. Chen took a step forward and I expected her to let me out of the straight jacket so she could give me the injection through my shoulder or maybe a vein along my wrist or elbow.

Instead, she touched the needle to the side of my neck!

“It’s going to burn for a little while, but that’s good. That tells us it’s working.”

My brows tightened again, and I turned my head in her direction. That was when she grabbed me by the side of my face, and she forced my head toward my shoulder. Then she aimed the needle, and she pressed it down.

There was that piercing jolt of pain as she pushed on the plunger, and those chemicals were injected into my bloodstream.

“Don’t worry. By the time we’re done, you will be cured, and your sponsor will be very happy with your progress. In the meantime, just relax. Relax and think about smiling. Think about smiling and being pretty.”

Even before she finished speaking, I blinked, and the sides of my vision started to blur. There were these fuzzy sensations that seemed to ripple along my lips and the tip of my tongue.

I bit down into the ball gag and I tried to focus.

At first, I told myself that this was just my imagination. It was a psychosomatic reaction.

It wasn’t.

The chemicals were already working on me, and there was nothing I could do to stop them.

Dr. Chen smiled, revealing her teeth. “Just relax, Max. When we’re done, you’re going to feel so much better. You’re going to be far more cheerful.”

I still didn’t understand what she meant, but then she turned, and her coat billowed behind her as she headed out. The door opened and closed with another click.

Even after she was gone, I still wanted to call out to her. I needed to get her to talk to me. I longed to say something reasonable like, “You’ve made a mistake. Please, you have made some terrible mistake! I don’t know who you think I am, but you have to let me out of here right now! You have to let me go!”

Whether I liked it or not, I was trapped down on that bed, but that was when the burning started.

No one hurt me. There was no fire.

Even so, my skin lit up, and I could feel the angry heat just beneath the surface of my skin. At first, I pretended to ignore it, but then the sensations sharpened, and suddenly I was squirming. My muscles clenched, and I jerked from side to side all over again, only this time it had nothing to do with breaking my restraints.

I just needed to escape those sensations!

Even if I had been able to run, it wouldn’t have mattered since I’d carry them with me.

At some point, I just closed my eyes, and I tried to let go. The flames licked along the inside of my skin.

Dr. Chen could say whatever she wanted, but I refused to believe that this was any kind of medical treatment!

Then the door to the examination room opened, and someone pushed in a wheeled gurney. I turned my head to the side, and I saw someone new: a man. He wasn’t alone. He had a partner. They wheeled the gurney into the chamber, and then they released me from my restraints. I tried to kick them, but they grabbed me, and their hands were like iron shackles around my ankles as they lifted me up and pulled me onto the gurney. Then they strapped me down again. There was one band for each of my ankles, another for my thighs, a third for my torso, and a fourth for my forehead.

I kept squirming. I kept moaning and mumbling into the gag.

“Where are we taking this one?”

“Hydrotherapy first,” said the orderly.

If I had been allowed to think clearly, then maybe those words would have meant something to me.

Instead, they escorted me down into another chamber. We took an elevator, and they pushed my gurney from one corridor to the next.

Of course, I tried to look around. I told myself that I needed to absorb as much information as possible. If I was a prisoner here, then I had an obligation to try to escape! In order to succeed, I needed information.

That was how I addressed every problem back at the office. Every issue came down to a question of strategy. Every strategy relied on having as much information as possible. Only fools close their eyes, unsure of what they might face!

And yet, I thought of my sister, but I thought about how this had to be her fault. Even if I couldn’t quite comprehend exactly what had to happen through the haze of pain and drugs, I kept thinking about how I would fight back. At some point, I was going to get out of here.

The gurney pushed up against another set of doors, and then I looked around again. Apparently, we were here. This was our destination.

I saw the huge bathtub and Tiffany was standing there. She hopped up and down, making her breasts jiggle and bounce. “This is going to be so good for him!” She was singing out those words. “Lots of patients don’t want to believe it, but this kind of help is really good, especially when it’s combined with VR programming!”

I didn’t understand what that was supposed to mean, only then she stepped forward, and she slipped a set of tight headphones over my ears. Next, she covered my eyes, and there was nothing but black. I assumed these were just blindfolds.

I was wrong.

At that moment, two of my senses were simply stolen away from me.

Only seconds before, the two orderlies were talking to one another, and it sounded like they were going to address the nurse. Once that gear was fitted over my face, I couldn’t see anything. There was just perfect black over my vision and nothing but silence in my ears.

When I concentrated, I thought I could imagine the sounds of my breathing and the steady pressure of my heart, but that could have been my imagination.

It was impossible to know one way or the other.

But then the video started. I could hear the voice.

It sounded a little bit like Tiffany, quiet and gentle, feminine and alluring at the same time. Then the voice was giggling, and she started to speak clearly. “It’s time for you to relax. It’s time for you to let go.”

Obviously, that was impossible, especially while I was enduring the pain from that shot. I had no idea what those chemicals were doing to me, but they ran through my bloodstream, making it feel like my skin was on fire. And of course, I still couldn’t move, only then I was inside the tub, and that was when I felt the water.

It was cold!

As I started to shiver, I could hear the voice speaking. I didn’t understand how this VR or hydrotherapy was supposed to affect me. And yet, the icy chill soaked into my body, and it leached away every drop of heat I possessed. I was still squirming, desperate for escape, but the orderlies pushed my ankles together and they looped restrictive cords around them, making sure I couldn’t do anything but flop around in that tub as the water continued to rise.

And then someone put a hand on my head, and they pushed me down.

At the last second, I tried to hold my breath.

Whoever held me knew exactly what she was doing. Maybe her hand was smaller, but she was strong enough to keep my face submerged. I still couldn’t see. Remarkably, that voice continued to play inside of my eardrums.

“It it’s time for you to relax. It’s time for you to let go. You don’t want to be paranoid. You don’t want to be delusional. You want to relax. You want to relax and do as you told. It’s so much better when you do as you’re told. You want to be a good and obedient sister.”

Sister?

Even as I opened my eyes to see more black, it didn’t matter.

Right away, I told myself that this couldn’t be happening. It had to be some kind of error.

And yet, I couldn’t ignore the sensations as they coursed along my nerves, screaming along every inch of my body! I bucked and thrashed, desperate for escape, but it was impossible to break free from the water.

Finally, that person let go of my head, and I lifted my face above the water. I sucked in a breath through my nostrils, even as I tried to cough, yet the ball gag made that nearly impossible.

In the meantime, while I sputtered and tried to get my body under control, the voice continued. “You want to be good. You want to be a good and obedient sister. It’s best when you do as your brother tells you. You want to be a good girl. You don’t want to party. You don’t want to be defiant. You know you shouldn’t contradict him. Max is better than you. Max is smarter than you. You should always do as Max says.”

Max?

I was Max!

That thought roared through my head as I kept fighting, but then that same person from before shoved me under the water.

Because of that confusion, I didn’t suck in any fresh air in time.

I managed to lock my lungs, yet the icy liquid still shot down my nostrils.

Fresh burning pulsed along my lungs.

More than that, I desperately wanted to inhale. There was that instinct, and I could feel this strange gray hover along the edges of my vision, even though I couldn’t actually see anything while I wore those goggles.

Then they let me up, and I saw her.

I saw myself in a mirror, but that wasn’t me…

It was Skyler.

I recognized my fraternal twin.

Maybe we had very similar facial features, but we had always been different. I was a boy, and she was a girl. We were both well past puberty. Our bodies had shifted. Maybe she was a little bit taller than I would have expected, and perhaps I was a little bit shorter, but I knew who I was. But in this recording, it looked like “I” was wearing a body camera, and so I saw that perspective as I started to get dressed.

Immediately, I wanted to close my eyes, but something compelled me to watch. Maybe it was the simple fact that I needed the distraction.

“You shouldn’t try to hide from the truth,” came that voice. “You want to embrace your truth, don’t you? Your name is Skyler, and you want to be a good girl. Your name is Skyler, and you want to be an obedient sister. It’s okay. You have always known deep down that Max is smarter than you. He should be the one to guide your family. There’s a reason why your grandfather gave him the company.”

No, I told myself. That wasn’t true! Okay, so maybe that was true, but those words weren’t supposed to be intended for me! I was Max, and I was supposed to be worried about my sister. She was the one who traveled off to Europe and spent long weeks in places like Paris, Ibiza, and Barcelona as she partied and wasted her trust funds!

I was Max; I was the responsible sibling!

That understanding should have been the foundational principle of my identity. Even so, the cold continued to pound into me, draining away every spark of heat my body possessed. Although I tried to move, I could feel that numbness settle in. I didn’t realize it was possible, that I could be numb and freezing at the same time.

As an executive, I wasn’t supposed to endure these kinds of sensations. After all, my grandfather had come up with his succession plan. Because I had proven my worth and demonstrated my capacity for hard work, he decided that I was going to take over. I was going to be in charge. That had been the plan!

Somehow, that idea didn’t matter right then, or there, especially because that hypnotic voice continued.

“Skyler, you want to be a good girl. You want to be obedient. You want to help your brother out. You want to support him. You know that he’s smarter than you. He’s capable and responsible, and you have to do whatever he says. It’s best when you do whatever he says.”

Even under that water, I tried to shake my head from side to side. But then, I inhaled, and the liquid shot down my nostrils, along my throat, and right into my lungs.

In the next moment, someone helped me up, and I was sputtering. I was trying so hard, and that was when they lifted me up, and they put me back on the gurney, and then I felt it.

Warmth…

At first, as I shivered, I couldn’t even comprehend what that meant. But then I realized that must’ve been a heater blasting warm air along my body from both my left and right sides.

It felt so good…

And the voice continued.

“You want to be a good girl. You want to do as you’re told. It’s best when you do as you’re told.”

I should’ve realized that I wasn’t actually strapped down at that moment. Technically, I probably could have thrown my weight to the left or right, landed on my feet, and stumbled away. Then again, the headphones were still braced firmly on top of my head, and the blindfold covered me.

At the same time, I was still seeing those images.

They had cycled.

Now I focused on them.

I focused on them, and my arm started to move, almost like I wanted to touch the reflected images playing out in front of me.

There was Skyler, only it looked like it was me as I watched an arm rise up before dropping down to her T-shirt. She pulled it off, I saw my sister wearing a bra.

Even so, the voice was telling me that that was me. This was my digital reflection, she insisted.

“Don’t you look cute in that outfit? I mean, you need to take off your pajamas, but you’re going to be so much happier once you get dressed up again.”

…dressed up again.

Immediately, I thought about my sister and how she had tricked me into dressing up like her. I remembered what it was like, to shout, to lose control, to sound so panicked and paranoid at the same time in front of all of those people. Women and men had looked back at me, their expressions, sympathetic, and worried.

Of course, I had been surreptitious. But I still mentioned my sister on numerous occasions. At one point or another, over work lunches and at parties, I probably said that my sister could be a little bit mercurial, chaotic, or difficult to manage.

And now, all of those people saw the truth, only I was the one in the skirt, the one who had shouted and screamed, all because I had lost control…

The images came back, but I couldn’t focus on them. Instead, I was watching the recording playing out in front of me. I saw Skyler as she slid out of her sweatpants and pulled down her panties. She replaced them with another pair, and I was supposed to look away.

As babies, maybe we hadn’t paid attention to the concept of nudity. But we were adults now, and I saw her breasts in her flat stomach, and something occurred to me.

We looked pretty similar.

Of course, she had bigger breasts, and my chest was flat, but we both had the same hips, the same waist, and the same slender shoulders. Throughout my life, I had known how feminine I looked. Of course, I did my best to ignore it, and I got lucky: none of my friends had ever teased me about that fact.

Even so, I’d always been aware of my own limitations. I made sure to keep my hair short, and I did my best to make it clear to everyone: I was a guy. I was young, aggressive, and I would do whatever it took to succeed. I wasn’t going to cry, and I wouldn’t show weakness either.

Luckily, it worked.

But now, I was watching that, and this voice kept telling me I was Skyler!

Between the pain and the cold and the shivering warmth now returning to my limbs, I wasn’t sure what I was supposed to think.

Then a new question occurred to me: maybe I was Skyler?

At first, I shoved it aside, only then someone picked me up, and they dropped me right back down into the tub of freezing water!

I tried to call out. I needed to scream. I had to beg them, but it didn’t matter what kind of sounds I made. They decided that I needed hydrotherapy.

It wasn’t any “they”. It was the doctor. It was Dr. Chen!

She was the one who was putting me through this. She was the one who had decided that this was what was required to cure me.

I wasn’t Skyler; I wasn’t!

Right as I focused on those reminders, the VR system shifted again. I watched as that first person perspective included my sweats, putting on a skirt, and sliding the tights up along my legs.

As a girl, I was getting dressed.

And then that version of Skyler leaned forward, and she applied her make up. I could see “my” hands work as I puckered my lips, dabbed on the eyeshadow, and powdered my cheeks with foundation.

Strangely, I could almost feel the strange and alien textures against my face.

Of course, this was only supposed to be a fantasy. It wasn’t real.

The voice told me, “Skyler, you’re a very pretty girl, and you love putting on your make up, don’t you? You want to be pretty. You want to be pretty, and you want people to notice you.” That voice wasn’t asking a question. Instead, it was telling me exactly how things were going to work. This was a declaration, one I didn’t know how to deny.

Why couldn’t I argue with her?

Technically, she wasn’t there. This was just a pre-recorded voice that was part of a VR simulation. It wasn’t even a very good virtual reality. Instead, there was just that first person video, the sounds, and the drugs pumping through my body.

At the next moment, I told myself Dr. Chen didn’t know what she was doing.

And yet, I started to wonder whether or not the voice was right. With the drugs burning through my bloodstream, it was almost impossible to remember my name. What was it again?

Max.

That single syllable bubbled up to the surface of my thoughts as I tried to figure this out. I was struggling so hard to concentrate. I had to focus.

But then I clenched my eyes shut because I didn’t want to think of myself in that other way.

She didn’t let me go.

Perhaps I could close my eyes, but it was impossible to shut out the sounds of her voice, especially when she sounded so sure of herself. “Your name is Skyler, and you’re a pretty girl. You are a pretty party girl. You love to party, and you love to make people happy. You love to make men happy…”

What? No!

That wasn’t right.

That couldn’t be right!

I fought hard to believe those points. I needed to hold onto the reality of my life. I was the brother in our relationship. Skyler was the sister. She was a different person.

More than that, I told myself she couldn’t replace me.

Our grandfather had been very specific with his succession plan. He had been clear. The succession plan was simple: I was going to take over. There could only be one plan!

Even as I tried to believe that, her voice continued, “Skyler is a good girl. Skyler is a pretty girl. Skyler is an obedient girl. Skyler wants to do what she’s told! You are Skyler.”

No, I wasn’t!

Only then, there was this mechanical, unyielding cadence as the voice insisted, “You are Skyler. You are Skyler. You are Skyler!” The bubbly voice giggled and laughed.

My chest tightened as I heard those words.

My name wasn’t Skyler. My name was…

I had come up with the correct answer just a few seconds before this (or maybe actual minutes had gone by). This time, I wanted to do it just like before.

Concentrating hard, I clenched my eyes shut, even as she said, “As Skyler, you’re going to be so popular, aren’t you? You’re going to be such a pretty girl! You love all of the attention you get. Girls want to be you.” I didn’t care about that! Of course, I had met envious individuals in the past. It had come up pretty frequently. In school, my classmates were jealous of my good grades. As an executive, lots of the employees who worked under me probably whispered about how I got the position.

Even if I didn’t want to believe it, I had to recognize the nepotism for what it was. I had inherited my position. Although I worked so hard to deserve it, that didn’t mean my relationship with my grandfather could ever be ignored entirely.

Despite all of this, I told myself that I didn’t want girls to envy me, not like that.

“Girls are going to be jealous of your pretty hair, your big eyes, and your sweet smile. You’re going to learn to be so seductive. The girls are going to want to be you, and the boys are going to want to be with you.”

The moisture drained away from my mouth.

I told myself that I wanted to throw up. There was no way I could ever want something like that!

As a guy, I knew what I wanted. I understood the kinds of relationships I had hunted.

Then again, I had never been particularly ambitious when it came to sex, romance, or love. Instead, I fixated on my work. I always concentrated on achieving my goals, one after another. At some point, I promised myself I would eventually try to find someone. But I wasn’t in any kind of rush. And in truth, I didn’t actually care all that much.

Only now, this programming voice was telling me something else. Worse, my brain felt soft and spongy, like I’d somehow become malleable clay. Those words soaked into me. They pressed down on me.

With every second, minute, and hour, I tried to fight it, yet there was that certainty. I didn’t know how to resist it. Instead, I relaxed into those words, and I thought about my name…

…Skyler.

Right away, there was the understanding that this was wrong. And yet, I couldn’t feel the same certainty from before. Worse than that, I couldn’t come up with my “correct” name.

Maybe my name was Skyler, and I was supposed to be the sister, and Max was my twin brother, and I had to do what he said, because he was bigger than me and smarter than me. We looked alike, but he was still a guy.

For some reason, there was this memory that bubbled up, and I could recall a fight when we were in elementary school. We were both about to hit puberty and we started to wrestle.

I thought I was the one who pushed her down. But maybe he was the one who pushed me down. Maybe Max had held me down and laughed because he had never been able to overpower me so easily. Up until that point, we had been relatively equal.

After that, there was that understanding. He could win. Maybe I could still be clever, and I could emotionally manipulate him, but that was different. I would have to rely on finesse and my charms as a girl…

They pulled the headphones off. They removed the goggles. Suddenly, I was blinking, and I could see again.

Dr. Chen stood over me.

“How are you feeling?”

That was when Tiffany rushed forward, and she pulled the gag from my mouth.

For the first time since I had awoken in this facility, I could talk again!

“I, I don’t know…”

They were allowing me to speak, but making my tongue work and correctly shaping those sounds seemed almost impossible.

How long had I been subjected to those treatments? How long have I been unconscious?

And distantly, I wondered about that other person, my twin…

I wasn’t sure if I was Skyler or Max. I wasn’t sure if I was the party girl who loved to do her make up and spend as much time on social media as possible. I wasn’t sure if I was supposed to be the pretty girl who scrolled on her phone, swiping along the screen again and again as I tried to figure out exactly which outfits would look best on me.

Somehow, those details seemed impossible to understand or figure out.

“That’s acceptable,” Dr. Chen said, her voice clipped.

Tiffany chimed in, “Skyler, you are so pretty, and that’s all you really have to know. You want to be a pretty girl, don’t you?”

Did I?

I pressed my lips together into a thoughtful pout, but I didn’t allow myself to respond.

Dr. Chen ignored her assistant. Instead, she focused on me again. “Why are you here?”

“I don’t know,” I told her. “I passed out, and I woke up here.”

“You passed out because of a psychotic break,” she said. “Skyler, you are delusional, paranoid, and unable to cope with the realities of your life. That’s why you’re here. Your brother, Max, is very worried about you, and he wants to make sure that you are happy. Most of all, he wants to make sure that we cure you.”

“Cure me?” I asked.

And yet, I had heard that name.

Max.

That wasn’t my sibling’s name. That was my name! That wasn’t the name of my twin because that name belonged to me!

All at once, I flashed back to typing my name on those papers, writing my name on those tests, and signing my name on all of those important documents at different points in my life like when I got my driver’s license, when I enrolled in college, and when I was first hired at my grandfather‘s company.

“I don’t need to be cured,” I said, uttering those words like an important revelation. Because of the antipsychotics, it was hard for me to think clearly. I was trying to push my way through that fog, even as the echoing terms from the VR treatment continued to pulse behind my eyes and deep within the meat of my brain.

Dr. Chen and Tiffany looked so intimidating. Even that silly nurse somehow seemed to convey a sense of authority, like maybe she wasn’t very smart, but she was pretty, she worked here, and that gave her the gravitas she needed to tell me what to do.

Despite their presence, I forced myself to keep talking. “I don’t need to be cured. There’s nothing wrong with me. I don’t need to be cured because I am fine. There’s nothing wrong with me!” I practically howled out those words.

Neither of these women were impressed.

Just as imperious as before, Dr. Chen looked down at me. There was this near curving at the corners of her mouth. “You are sick. You are narcissistic. You are delusional. You need help, Skyler. Don’t worry. I’m going to help you.”

“I’m a man, and I can make my own decisions!”

“No,” she said. “You are not. You are Skyler. You are Skyler, and that makes you a pretty girl, and you are going to learn to behave yourself. Yes, you will. You’re going to behave yourself, especially if you don’t want the electroshock therapy.”

“I don’t care what you do to me!” I howled out those words without realizing just how much I would learn to regret them.

The orderlies came for me.

They picked me up, they pushed me down onto another gurney and they strapped me down just like before. I was trapped, and my heart kicked faster as I tried to focus on my name.

Max. My name is Max. I didn’t care what they told me. I refused to acknowledge how they were attempting to manipulate me. I was Max. I was always going to be Max because I had always been Max! Those childishly circular arguments continued to play behind my eyes, even as they pushed me through the facility and into another room.

They lifted me up off of the gurney, they pushed me back down, and they gagged me again.

I tried to talk to those orderlies, but that was a mistake. I wanted to say something like, “You don’t have to do this. I’m serious. You don’t have to do this. You don’t have to work for her. If you just help me get out of here, I will make sure you are very rich men!”

Both of the orderlies sneered. Too late, I realized that they must have heard those exact same promises from so many other patients.

At the time, I didn’t know it, but this facility had witnessed the arrival of journalists, influencers, singers and actors. Politicians and others had arrived as well, each of whom had been drugged or in a straitjacket.

I was rich, but that didn’t make me special.

More importantly, these people knew exactly how to strip me of my assets, both fiscal and physical.

Because I had opened my mouth, they were able to gag me. This time, it wasn’t a ball gag. Instead, it was a rubber bit. I shoved it down between my teeth as I tried to speak. Even so, I kept going. I did my best to articulate how and why they had to let me go.

They didn’t listen. I was dropped down with my legs spread, and my arms were still trapped in the straight jacket. I squirmed, wiggling from side to side and fighting to kick my legs free. Nothing helped.

Then they stepped away, they left, and the nurse came back.

When Tiffany smiled at me, she shook her head and clicked her tongue. “I’m sorry about this. I’m really, really sorry about this!” There was something so inane and childish about her tone. She really did sound like a dumb blonde.

I didn’t like the sound of that, so I tried to ask a question. I did it automatically and without thinking.

Of course, the rubber gag in my mouth made it impossible for me to actually speak.

That was when the doctor smiled down at me. There was something sharp about her expression as she considered me. Her eyes were cold and assessing.

I figured it out; she didn’t see me as a person. Instead, I was her patient. But then, this wasn’t the kind of doctor who would worry about my well-being. She probably didn’t face any kind of ethical review from some governing body of doctors either.

No, this woman was something else.

But what?

I tried to figure it out, only then the nurse skipped forward, and she started to attach the electrodes to different parts of my body: the sides of my head, my thighs, my calves, and my shins.

The entire process took longer than I would have expected, but it didn’t matter because I couldn’t stop her.

Finally, the doctor decided to speak, “I’m sure you’re confused about this, and that’s understandable. Electroshock therapy is exactly what it sounds like. We are going to quiz you and test you, and you were going to tell us the truth. You are going to be a good girl, and you’re going to tell us the truth, Skyler.”

“My name isn’t Skyler!” I did my best to shout that defiant answer, yet I couldn’t even really raise my voice. Maybe the volume of my garbled answer increased, only that didn’t mean anything, not when the gag absorbed most of the sound.

Frankly, I didn’t care. As long as I could answer her, whether it was with clear and articulate points or garbled nonsense, I just had to continue to respond. After all, my name was…

Those drugs were still swirling through my body.

I waited for the answer to form deep inside my head. Throughout my life, answering questions had been easy and automatic. Obviously, there were those moments when I would freeze up, I would search for an answer, and I would mess it up for one reason or another. I just wouldn’t be able to remember a vocabulary term or the next step in some equation. There had been moments when I would be seated at a computer. I’m trying to remember how to use some hot key on an accounting program.

“This is going to be painful, but it will be so much easier if you can pass the test. You want to pass the test, don’t you, Skyler?” The gentle cadence of her voice, surprised me. Then it shifted. “You will pass this test. I will cure you, Skyler. I will fix you. I will make sure you are so much better and prettier by the time I’m done with you. After all, you have such beautiful bone structure, and I’m looking forward to making some modifications all along here…” She sounded like an artist. She sounded like a monster.

I stared up at her, and my breath froze in my lungs, but I wasn’t sure what to do or how to react or respond.

Before, I had tried to speak, only now my voice failed me. The sounds wouldn’t come (not that anyone here would have been able to understand me anyway).

“Shock her,” said the doctor.

Tiffany hopped over to one of the countertops, and she opened another drawer underneath it. Then she had the controller in her hand, and she spun around. Her blonde pigtails swung and swayed.

Dr. Chen kept her gaze aimed down at me.

“Do it,” said the physician.

“Yes, Dr. Chen!” Tiffany sounded so excited as she chirped out those words. Then she hit the button, and I knew it was going to happen.

I tried to run through the calculations as I told myself it was going to be an electrical shock. It wasn’t going to change anything.

Before her thumb came down on that button, Dr. Chen reminded me, “Skyler, you want to get better.” I didn’t think there was anything sympathetic or merciful in her voice. On the contrary, she had addressed me with the casual calculation of a woman doing her job. When she saw me, she saw a problem, one she intended to solve.

It hit me.

It hit me, and I thought I could handle it.

That was the thing about pain. Although I had already endured that first flash from the injection, this was so much worse.

The first discomfort came from a side effect of the drugs that were intended to affect my brain and memory centers.

This was an electrical shock, so it had been calibrated for one purpose only: pain. At least, that was how it felt as it surged through my body, blasting along my flesh.

Instantly, I bit down, and I had to wonder whether or not the gag was there to keep me from hurting myself. At the same time, I tried to tear myself free from the straight jacket.

Of course, I had believed that I’d pushed real effort into my limbs as I fought the restraints when I first woke up and ever since. But now, genuine panic flashed along my arms. That animal desperation made me twice as strong, yet it still didn’t matter.

The canvas fabric of my straitjacket refused to tear.

Then the pain was over, and my eyes were wet, and I was already breathing hard.

“Next level,” instructed the doctor.

“Yes, ma’am,” replied the nurse.

“Now,” Dr. Chen ordered.

Before I could try to stop myself, I was shaking my head from side to side because I needed them to give me a few seconds at the very least.

But really, it was just fear. There was that animal dread pulsating at the back of my mind. My eyes were wide as I stared up at the nurse, like maybe I thought I could convince her.

Of course, that wasn’t going to happen.

This young woman knew what she had to do. She was a nurse, and she was going to obey her doctor.

“Don’t worry,” Tiffany said “I used to be just like you. Then the doctor cured me!”

She had been just like me?

Before I could contemplate what that was supposed to mean, Tiffany hit the button again. That signal jumped from her device to the sensors built into the batteries on the table, and suddenly the electricity flared up those wires and into the electrodes. The energy hit me, cascading along my flesh all over again.

I tried to shout. I tried to scream!

That air was torn from my lungs. It pulled out, and I bit down, even as I was howling for mercy.

None could be found within that exam room.

The doctor had decided what I needed, and she was going to give it to me.

“Just relax, Skyler. Relax and let the healing work take place. You need this. You need this because you’re delusional. You have an identity disorder, and you can’t understand who you are. Your name is Skyler, and you are a good girl. Your name is Skyler, your brother is very worried about you. You do want to be a good girl, don’t you? You want to be good and obedient. You want to smile for people. You understand that you should be cheerful because you’re a pretty girl.” I hated how she could sound scary and fearsome, but also somehow encouraging at the same time.

In truth, I didn’t really understand what kind of power or influence Dr. Chen could wield.

And yet, I had closed my eyes, so her voice seemed to become the totality of my existence. Maybe I was still aware of Tiffany, yet that young woman was easy enough to ignore.

The doctor continued to speak. “You don’t want to be sick, Skyler. You want me to cure you. You want me to fix you.” As she spoke, I waited for that rush of defiance, but I still had my eyes shut, so I didn’t see the signal she gave her nurse.

Maybe the doctor was still talking, but I didn’t hear it, not as I screeched, not as I arched my back and thrashed against my bonds.

The pain ripped across my nerves. Every inch of my frame screamed out with agony.

Before this, I thought I had understood pain. But now, the electricity blasted across me, rushing over my skin in a torrent. Those waves coursed through my frame, and I howled out. I tried to shout, to scream, and to make the entire world understand what I was going through.

But then it stopped and I opened my eyes, and I looked up at the doctor.

I had watched so many different women and men fight through these impossible scenarios on streaming shows and movies. They had been stabbed and shot, even electrocuted. Even so, those heroes and heroines always managed to fight back.

That wasn’t how the world worked.

I was a patient at this facility, and this woman had prepared for me, so she knew exactly what to do. Even her nurse understood how to keep me helpless.

As my breath quivered, the doctor looked down into my eyes. She touched my forehead with the back of her hand, almost like this was how she intended to take my temperature.

“Skyler, are you going to be a good girl for me? Do you want to get better?”

I nodded. Like a good girl, I dipped my head down and up. I couldn’t remember my other name, so maybe that meant I was Skyler. Not only that, I could feel something shift and stretch behind my eyes and deep within the center of my being. I was changing because this was what I needed.

Back in college, I had taken a psychology class as a part of the general educational requirements, and we learned about the malleability of identity, especially when it came to individuals under duress. Most of the time, we like to believe our identities were fixed and static, like maybe we would change a little bit here or there, but we were generally the same people from day-to-day. We didn’t want to think that our behaviors might change if we were in a mob or on our own or in front of our boss, or with all of our friends.

Now I discovered it for myself.

As she looked down at me, I dipped my head down and up, and I was nodding. It wasn’t just some basic acquiescence on my part. It was genuine. I nodded frantically, like I wanted this doctor to understand that I was finally starting to feel the truth.

I was Skyler. I had to be Skyler. I had always been Skyler. My name is Skyler, and I want to be a good girl!

“Three more,” prescribed at the doctor.

Three more?

I didn’t understand, but Tiffany grinned down at me. “I’m sorry, but this is going to sting.”

It did so much more than sting.

She hit the button once, and my world collapsed all over again. My senses disappeared, my thoughts vanished, and I felt like there was nothing but the blazing agony of electricity surging through my body.

It lasted forever until it stopped.

And now the doctor was standing over me, and she was looking down at me. “Is your name Skyler?”

Again, I nodded my head down and up.

At that point, I wasn’t thinking about how she was manipulating me or how she would punish me until I understood the truth. As far as the doctor saw things, this was all part of the treatment. This was how she was going to cure me.

Under this therapeutic onslaught, I couldn’t argue. I couldn’t disagree.

“Continue,” said the doctor.

It didn’t matter that I had agreed with her. It didn’t matter that I would have said exactly what she wanted to hear. Instead, the nurse delivered another blast of agony, and the pain raced across my body, exactly as the doctor expected.

They both watched as I squirmed again.

Worse, I was begging. I could hear those words inside of my head, and my vocal cords vibrated as I tried to speak. Of course, I knew they couldn’t understand me, but this was the best I could do. “Please. Please, I can’t take it. Please, yes, I’m Skyler! I’m Skyler, and I want to be a good girl for you! I know that I’m just a party girl, but you have to listen to me! Please, listen to me!”

The worst part?

I meant it.

As an executive, I knew how to lie. I knew how to deceive people. It was often part of my job. Maybe I didn’t like it, and I didn’t normally think of it as unethical, but it was always important for me to play a role. I always had to maintain that particular kind of veneer.

Only at this point, I didn’t feel like I was lying…

Maybe I didn’t know how to lie because I was an executive. Maybe that really had just been some part of my imagination, and I was actually a party girl.

I used to think about Skyler as someone who wandered around and occasionally I tried to imagine what her life was like. While I was determined to become a successful businessman, she could just enjoy things. She was young and pretty, and she had money on her side. She could go to all of these different countries and party with new people. She didn’t have to worry about the future. She was born into a life where she could do whatever she liked. Even the wealthiest people on the planet probably couldn’t imagine that kind of freedom, especially because they could never escape their ambitions. They always wanted to work because they always needed more.

But Skyler didn’t have that problem.

People wanted her. They wanted to be close to her.

And I was thinking about how she would go to these nice restaurants and these clubs and these parties, and people would try to impress her. They would see her, and they would know her name and her reputation.

But maybe those haven’t been fantasies.

Maybe they were memories…

I thought I had only been to Ibiza once. But maybe I had spent months there.

I thought I had only checked out a couple of YouTube videos about traveling to Barcelona, but maybe I had actually walked through the Gothic Quarter and visited the chocolate museum after a night of partying with strangers.

The moisture drained away from my mouth as I tried to think about it, only then the doctor spoke.

“Again.”

Her single word doomed me.

Right before the nurse hit that button for a third time (I prayed it was a third time), I tried to howl out again. I did my best to beg and plead. Not only that, I sacrificed everything I believed in. I wanted to tell them, “Please, if you let me go, you can have everything. You can have my business, my money, all of it! Please, you don’t want to do this! You don’t need to do this!”

Clearly, I was wrong about one of those points.

Dr. Chen wanted to do this.

Even as she casually held her hands behind her back and watched me, I could see the glimmer of delight in her eyes. Clearly, this wasn’t about money, not for her. She was curious. As a doctor and a scientist, she wished to see exactly what was going to happen and how I would respond.

Perhaps she had inflicted this treatment on others, but we were all different, and she was curious to see exactly how this would play out.

She watched as I screamed, as I bucked and fought my restraints. She studied me as I thrashed from side to side, still desperate for escape.

Then came the next part.

She nodded toward the nurse, so Tiffany hopped forward, and she pulled that bit from my mouth.

I could talk…

Even so, I wasn’t sure what I was supposed to say. Part of me wanted to let the words gush out onto the air, but I wasn’t brave enough.

Instantly, I could feel that tsunami of fear deep within my chest. I froze.

They were giving me just this taste of freedom because I could actually move my mouth and shape some words, yet I didn’t know what I was supposed to say.

What did the doctor want to hear?

The electrodes were still attached to the sides of my face and down along seemingly random parts of my body. Not only that, the nurse still held the controller, and she could deliver another dose of electroshock therapy at any moment. In fact, I had to wonder whether or not her thumb could slip and she would do it by accident.

“What’s your name?”

“Skyler,” I said.

As I uttered those syllables, I didn’t feel like I was lying. This wasn’t some grand deception. Instead, I spoke those words, and they felt right. They felt true. Maybe there was still this little tickle at the back of my brain, insisting that it was supposed to be something else. Maybe it was the reality that, underneath those blasts of electricity, there were still those other memories that a girl like Skyler wasn’t supposed to possess.

But I didn’t want to think about those other memories. I wasn’t worried about the people on my executive team, the different projects we had in play, or anything else.

“Good girl,” she said. “I’ll see you tomorrow.”

Dr. Chen left the room, and suddenly I was alone with Tiffany.

Part of me wanted to try to bribe her. Part of me wanted to try to manipulate her, like I honestly believed I would be able to break the doctor’s hold on her.

“What’s going on? Where am I?”

“This is a very special hospital where girls like you can get cured.”

For just a half second I wanted to insist that there was nothing wrong with me. Then I stopped myself, especially because I knew Tiffany was always going to be loyal to the doctor. If I said something, maybe she would run back, grab Dr. Chen, and they would deliver another dose of electricity. I couldn’t take it…

I couldn’t take the electroshock therapy!

Instead, I closed my eyes, and I asked, “What’s going to happen tomorrow?”

“We will work on curing you!”

It happened again and again, sometimes once a day, sometimes three or four or even five or six times a day.

When I wasn’t getting my treatments, whether that meant ice baths, VR stimulation, or electroshock therapy, I was left alone in a room, and that was fine with me.

According to the doctor, I needed lots of sleep.

For the most part, I closed my eyes, and I didn’t think I was hearing anything at first, but then I picked up on those subtle sounds as they wafted across the air. “My name is Skyler, and I want to be a good girl. My name is Skyler, and I want to do as I’m told. I know I’m just a dumb girl. I know I’m just a party girl. I’m not smart enough to think for myself. It’s so much better if I do as I’m told. I want to do as I’m told. I want to be a good girl.”

Then there were the lessons.

On more than one occasion Tiffany came into the room, and she pulled a small seat up next to my table. I was still restrained in the straight jacket. She liked to sit down next to me and just start talking. She would talk about being a girl and the different kinds of bras she liked to wear, her panties, her skirts, and how it felt to date different boys.

For the most part, I just absorbed those words.

Tiffany didn’t ask me any questions, but it felt like girl talk. It felt like something a young woman would have absorbed back in elementary school, middle school or high school.

I learned about peacocks, cleats, and other fashion choices. I started to discover more about foundation and lipstick.

Then there were those moments when I closed my eyes and I fell back to the VR training. I could remember unscrewing the cap off of a lipstick tube and bringing it up to my mouth. I could remember gliding the red along my lips, and glancing at the mirror. I could recall that sense of accomplishment, like I looked good, and I knew people would be impressed. The girls around me would be jealous of my skills, and the guys…

No…

I didn’t want to think about them. I didn’t want to envision some scenario where I would be a real girl even as I thought about my life as Skyler. I thought about how there must’ve been so many guys who hit on her, especially in those clubs.

Then, at some point, I had closed my eyes between the blast of electricity, and the doctor telling me about how I wanted to be pretty and sexy.

Sexy.

That was a term I had never used for myself.

If I acknowledged that I had been delusional and that I had never actually worked in my brother’s office, then I knew that there were lots of guys who had come up to me in those clubs. I could be holding up my arms, relaxing to the music, jumping. I’m swaying as I enjoy the beat. The rhythm could rush across my skin, and those guys would come up to me, and they would press their bodies against mine. There would be the mixed scents of body wash, sweat, aftershave, and cologne. Maybe I would laugh, especially when I saw their faces. They would be hungry, and those guys would be bigger than me, and it would feel like I was playing with something dangerous, but that was okay because I was Skyler, and I always wanted to be reckless.

Until now…

At that point, in the facility, I wanted to be a good girl.

The concept should have sounded uncertain, but I was losing track of the days.

Not only that, they gave me those shots. Some of them burned. Most of them didn’t. I didn’t argue. Even when I watched as the nurse or the doctor pulled out those syringes and pressed the tips against my neck, I accepted the medicine.

Occasionally, the doctor asked me whether or not I was sick. Every time, I gave an answer like, “I’m sick, but I want to get better, Dr. Chen. What do I need to do.”

And then she told me it was time for my surgeries.

From an outsider’s perspective, some of the treatments probably didn’t seem so bad. In particular, there was that morning or evening or afternoon when Tiffany came into my room, and I was dropped down to the bed. I had medical restraints around my wrists and ankles. For once, I wasn’t in a straitjacket.

And then she came up to me, and she was humming to herself. She snapped on a pair of latex gloves, and I braced myself for the next punishment or treatment.

Instead, she climbed up on top of me, she pulled the gag from between my lips, and then she kissed me.

I watched as this happened, my eyes wide. Her pigtails fell forward and tickled my cheeks as her lips pressed down on my mouth.

Confusion quickly gave away to something else.

Arousal sparked deeper than my body, and I could feel that hint of desire.

“Tell me you’re nothing but a dumb, thirsty girl.”

A dumb, thirsty, girl…

If I didn’t give her the answer she wanted, she was going to pout and get off of me.

But if I told her what she wanted to hear…

At that moment, I didn’t know what kind of drugs were swimming through my veins. Whenever the doctor or nurse wanted to inject me, it wasn’t like I could stop them.

Sometimes, those drug drugs made the world fuzzy. It had their points, they brought everything into this sharp focus. But at that moment, it didn’t matter because there was this beautiful woman on top of me, and she was kissing me.

I didn’t know my name, and I wasn’t sure how I was supposed to react, but I knew I had to enjoy this.

If this was part of the prescription, then I would take it.

Little by little and day by day, I surrendered.

Why would this have been any different?

She kissed me, she touched me, and I couldn’t reciprocate. It wasn’t like I could even lift my arms or wrap them around her. Instead, I just embraced the weight of her frame as she straddled me, and then she slid her hand down my legs, she brought them up again, and she stroked my balls. I didn’t think about what that meant. All I knew for certain was that I enjoyed that stimulation. The excitement raced across my frame as she continued to play with me.

Those desires grew stronger.

And yet…

I remained locked up.

The chastity cage was never removed.

Instead, I started to squirm. I pulled against the bonds that held me down, perhaps hoping that maybe I would be able to break free. It was a nice and naïve idea. More than that, it wasn’t going to work, and I had to understand that. Still, I wiggled. I tried to tug and twist against my restraints, all because I wanted to get free!

It wasn’t going to work. It wasn’t going to happen.

“Are you a thirsty girl?” Tiffany asked me. The nurse was smiling down at me. Some of her lipstick smeared a tiny bit, but it didn’t matter. Somehow, that couldn’t mar her perfect features.

I didn’t want to answer her. I didn’t want to admit it.

And yet, she continued to glide her fingers along my body, and I reacted. I responded. The heat coursed along my skin as my heart beat faster.

This felt good. It felt so incredible.

“You know, I could always grab your key if you can be good for me. Can you be good for me?”

I needed to respond, but I didn’t allow myself to. For the next few seconds, I held out. I maintained my dignity, and I resisted with everything I had. My chest tightened, and she kissed me again, and it felt so wonderful.

This was what I wanted. This was what I needed.

Then she broke off that kiss, and she was looking down at me. I could feel the weight of her expectations.

“Yes. I’m a thirsty girl. Yes, I want it. I need it so badly!”

“And I bet you would be willing to do pretty much anything for it, wouldn’t you?”

“Yes!”

“Tell me about your brother.”

I stared up at her, confusion written across my face.

Tiffany must’ve been feeling generous because she smiled again, and she straightened her back before she leaned forward as she braced her palms on my shoulders. Of course, there were those tight restraints around my wrists and ankles. They kept me on my back, only now this young woman was holding me, and I knew I wouldn’t be able to escape. “Tell me about how he’s smarter than you. Tell me about how he works so hard and deserves the company.”

The company…

At that point, I couldn’t tell if I was delusional. I didn’t know if this was some narcissistic fantasy or a lie I had just told myself.

Dr. Chen had been clear; Dr. Chen was smart. Dr. Chen knew the truth, and she told me that I was just a dumb girl who had gone out partying. She had even speculated at one point that maybe I had taken the wrong narcotics while out with friends, and maybe that explained my behavioral elaborations.

It was possible. It sounded realistic. It sounded plausible, and believable.

Of course, it was even harder to resist her, especially when Dr. Chen was looming over me. I saw her in her lab coat, and I knew that she was a smart woman. This was someone who could tell me the truth. This was someone who knew how the human mind worked.

More than that, she was so much smarter than me.

I was just a dumb and thirsty party girl.

“My brother is smarter than me,” I said. Then I raised my head, and I puckered my lips. I wanted her to kiss me again. I needed her to continue touching me. More than that, I was fantasizing about the key.

Tiffany could have pulled it out at any moment. She could have slid the tip into that lock, turned it, and it would have popped open, and that girl could have given me exactly what I wanted.

“Keep going,” Tiffany said, her tone alluring and filled with promise.

At that moment, I understood what she wanted to hear. This had to be at the doctor’s orders. At the same time, I understood exactly what it meant.

“Max deserves to run the company! He works hard, he’s so much smarter than me! I can’t do something like that! I should just stand around and smile and look pretty!”

“Good girl,” she said. “That’s exactly what we needed to hear.” then she got up and walked away, closing and locking the door behind her.

That arousal continued to sit and simmer at the pit of my stomach, but there was nothing I could do about it so I tried to close my eyes and relax.

And yet, it was still impossible for me to forget what I had just said and what it meant.

I was strapped down, and the electrodes had been attached to my body again. The doctor didn’t object when I struggled. She didn’t tell me to stop, and the fear pulsed through my body while Tiffany did her job. She was working on me, and I couldn’t resist. I didn’t know how to fight that dread as it pulsed across my skin.

At this point, the electrodes were attached.

They were almost ready.

“Before we insert the bit, do you want to tell us about yourself?”

It was a test.

I gazed back up at Dr. Chen, and I wondered whether or not my words were going to be good enough.

At once, I understood that I had to tell her exactly what she wanted to hear because she was the doctor. She was the doctor, and she was working to cure me, so I had to do my very best!

I pouted out my bottom lip, just a tiny bit, and I tried to look, dainty and feminine. I wanted to be sweet and demure because my twin brother was worried about me, and he had sponsored me at this facility.

“My name is Skyler, and I want to be good. I want to be obedient. I want to follow the rules. I’m tired of just being a party girl. I want to do as I’m told. I want to be a good girl.”

“Are you delusional?”

“I think so? I’m not sure. I need you to tell me. I need you to tell me if I’m still delusional.”

Dr. Chen normally kept her expression fairly impassive, yet she smiled at this time. There was that little rise of the corners of her mouth, and I had to hope this meant I was doing well.

“And you want to have the surgeries, don’t you, Skyler?”

“Surgeries?” I squeaked out.

“That’s right,” she said. “Tiffany, explain.”

The nurse drew in a slow breath, making her already uplifted breasts rise even higher. There must’ve been countless men all across the world who would have loved to see an image like that. At this point, I hardly noticed.

“The doctor wants to improve you.”

Despite everything I had already endured, there was skepticism that played out behind my eyes. I raised my chin, and I looked at the blonde. Maybe I would have quivered if I had focused on the doctor instead. “What kind of improvements?” I barely whispered that question, yet a different kind of dread started to bubble up at the back of my skull.

“Here,” Tiffany said, placing her hand on my chest. “Wouldn’t you like to look more like me?”

I opened my mouth to respond. At that point, there wasn’t a bit in my mouth, yet I still couldn’t find the words. “And up here,” she said. That was when she touched my throat. “Wouldn’t you like to sound a lot more like me? Plus, the doctor can do so much with your figure. By the time she’s done, you’re going to look so pretty!! All of the boys are definitely going to want you.”

“It’s true,“ Dr. Chen said. “You have a very feminine physique right now, but we can do much better. By the time I’m done, all of the boys will want you.”

“But, but…” My answer collapsed into a useless stutter. Then there was that moment of brilliant inspiration. “What about my brother? What does he think about all of this?”

Immediately, I expected the doctor to pout and maybe say something about how she didn’t have his approval yet. Max hadn’t decided what he wanted to do with me. Or maybe he would be consulted about this later on. But for now, I desperately hoped that he would save me!

(After all, I was a pretty girl who couldn’t save herself. Skyler had never been competent or capable, not really. She knew how to manipulate people, but that was it, and it wasn’t working when I tried to hear the doctor who was too smart for a dumb girl like me!)

“Your brother asked for these modifications,” the doctor said.

“Dr. Chen, would you like me to shock the patient before I sedate her?”

“Yes,” Dr. Chen replied. “I can already tell that Skyler here is going to relapse just a little bit. I’m thinking she’s going to throw a tantrum.”

A tantrum?

That phrase infuriated me.

All at once, I forgot about the electrodes attached to the different parts of my body. I forgot about the pain they could unleash.

Instead, I told myself that I was finally going to break free.

With fear and rage combined, I was finally going to tear through the straps and buckles. I would break out of this thing, and they wouldn’t be able to stop me!

I didn’t. I couldn’t.

“I think that’s going to be necessary,” the doctor said. “Skyler here is having some trouble. She doesn’t understand what she needs or what the next stage of her procedure should be.”

Then the electroshock therapy proceeded.

Tiffany had the controller out, and she used the button. She hit it, and the agony swept across me. It burned down along the sides of my face, to my legs, and those volts ran along every other inch of my body. There was no way for me to defend myself. There was no way for me to protect a single inch of my flesh.

Dr. Chen leaned down. “Good night, Skyler. When you wake up, you’re going to feel so much better. Don’t worry, young lady. You are on the road to recovery.”

If she said something else, I didn’t get to hear it.

Tiffany, shocked me three more times, delivering one blast of energy after another. The pain rocked across my skin, making me howl and scream with everything I possessed. But then she injected me, and the drugs took over. I understood that I was going to regret this, but it didn’t matter because I didn’t have any choice.

I was a patient named Skyler, and I didn’t get to decide what was going to happen to me or how they were going to cure me.

I didn’t wake up all at once. I wasn’t sedated completely either.

It was impossible for me to tell how much time passed. At one point, I opened my eyes, and I could feel the mask over my face. Then there was the doctor. I recognized Dr. Chen by her eyes. She held up the scalpel, and I saw the edge of that blade, and then she pressed it down against my skin as she got started.

I waited for the explosive agony, but it didn’t arrive. Still, there was just that strange smell, the burning, and that frustrating numbness.

At that moment, I was so heavily sedated that I couldn’t even think about trying to escape. The concept didn’t exist, not for me.

In fact, I wasn’t even completely aware of my body. I was just a consciousness that couldn’t crystallize into anything coherent.

And then the doctor made an adjustment, I breathed in, and the darkness swept across my body again.

Later on, I couldn’t even open my eyes, but I heard a few words.

“The procedure was a success. When she wakes up, she’s going to feel so much better.”

“What about the neurological implant? Is it going to work?”

“It’s always tricky with those. Interrupting the brain’s natural electrical signals can be tricky, but I suspect it’s going to work. In fact, she probably won’t even notice it.”

There must’ve been more words, but they sounded distorted and distant.

Eventually, it was time to wake up for real.

I rolled over, I grinned, and I stretched my arms, then I extended my feet, and I curled my toes. I did all of this without thinking. At first, I didn’t even notice that these movements were strange.

For as long as I had been at this facility, it had been impossible for me to truly move on my own. But now…

I opened my eyes, and I was in a fairly bright room. I was on the same bed as before, only my legs weren’t strapped down and my arms weren’t restrained either.

Tentatively, I reached out without looking down, probably because I didn’t want to take any risks. This felt so good, I didn’t want to face the possibility of disappointment.

I pulled the blankets aside, and I threw them onto the floor. Then I sat up.

I groaned. My muscles felt strange. They weren’t cramped, not exactly. Instead, I just felt very tense, as though something had happened, like I’d worked out a lot the previous day, and I couldn’t remember it.

How much time had gone by?

In my cell, I couldn’t figure this out, but I looked around and everything was the same.

Then I saw the door, and I wondered if maybe they had made some kind of mistake?

Refusing to let this opportunity pass me by, I slipped off of the bed, and my feet hit the floor, and…

I felt different. I felt weird.

My body felt lighter? But there was this other weight on my chest? And now I could feel it gently tugging down on me? This question is all that popped into my head. I turned, and then I saw my reflection.

Only that wasn’t supposed to be my reflection!

Defiance and denial hit me hard as I stared.

I forgot about the door; instead, I found myself staring. Like this was some kind of bizarre, carnival attraction, I raised my hand, I flexed my fingers. Of course, the figure in the glass did the exact same thing.

I was looking at Skyler.

Up until this moment, I hadn’t wanted to believe it. Even back at the party, part of me had refused to truly acknowledge that my twin could pass as me. She was a girl, and I was supposed to be a…

Something stopped me from finishing that thought.

And now, I looked down, and I was wearing a loose pair of pants, a simple shirt, and none of it was tight.

My breathing quickened but I stepped over to the mirror, and then I ran my fingers through my hair. My nails were longer than I had expected. Not only that, my hand seemed smaller? I didn’t know if that was my imagination or something else.

Finally, I closed my eyes and I decided to take that chance. Even if I didn’t want to believe this, another part of me needed to know for sure!

I grabbed the bottom of my shirt, I peeled it off. I sensed the fabric slide along my hair.

Those tresses flopped back down against the back of my neck, and I was topless now. I didn’t want to open my eyes, but I told myself that I had to be brave. Absurdly, I told myself that this was going to be a test of my manhood.

Maybe I passed, but it certainly felt like failure as I forced my eyes open. I was so much closer to the mirror now, so I saw my new body: I saw the breasts right there against my chest, and I reached up, instantly hoping that maybe this was some kind of cosmetic trick. I could feel the weight, but I wouldn’t be able to feel my fingers sliding along those curves, either over the sides or along with the bottom contours of those mounds.

I felt them!

I lifted my breasts up underneath my palms, and then I squeezed them, and I closed my eyes for just a second, and…

They felt so real!

But most of all, I knew that these weren’t just glued on or something. I could feel every contour, and then the pads of my thumbs glided along the tips of my nipples, and there was that shock of sensation.

As my breathing sharpened, I didn’t know what I was supposed to do. I jerked my hands back, and then I looked over at the mirror again.

My waist was narrower, my hips wider. I stood there, and then there was something I needed to know.

I dropped my hand down between my legs, and then I pressed, and I could feel it.

I was still wearing the chastity cage. I hadn’t been altered, not down there.

The door opened, and I spun around. Tiffany pouted out her bottom lip. “Oh, Skyler, you woke up before I thought you would! I wanted to be here when you first opened your eyes! I could’ve kissed you, and it could’ve been like a fairytale!”

I didn’t think it was possible, yet she seemed taller. As she strode across the room, my lips parted, I searched for something to say.

Then she grabbed me, and she had her hands on my wrists, and I attempted to jerk my arms back.

I couldn’t do it!

Within seconds, she pinned me against the wall, and I was staring back at her. Worse, there was that jolt of fear that splashed across my body, all because I realized something primal and primitive: she was stronger than me!

Again, I tried to break her hold. I thought I could slip my hands from her grip. Instead, that blonde had those dumb pigtails, and she looked so silly, only there was something else on her face.

“I’ve been taking really good care of you while you were out of it,” she said. “So now, I think you owe me. I want you to show me what you can do, especially when you’re down on your knees.”

“Excuse me?” Those were the automatic and professional words that left my mouth, even as I understood something else.

I heard my voice, and I sounded just like before, back at the party…

At that charity ball, Skyler had sprayed something against my vocal cords, and it silenced to me first before it made me sound like a girl. But now, I definitely sounded like a girl!

Before I could even process that, she leaned forward, and she kissed me. Tiffany pressed her mouth against mine, and she purred appreciatively. The excitement raced through my body, even as she enjoyed herself. I understood that this was wrong, and I was supposed to be able to fight back.

But I couldn’t.

Then she let go, and she stepped back. She started over to the bed before she lifted her skirt and pulled down her tights. She kicked away her high heels, and then she shimmied out of her panties and hooked her thumbs into the waistband.

Finally she sat with her knees parted.

“Get over here,” she commanded.

“I don’t have to do what you say,” I told her.

“Yeah, you do. Because if you don’t, I’m going to call the orderlies and I don’t think you would like that.”

“Please, don’t,” I said. I hated that little whimper vibrating at the back of each word.

“Okay…” Tiffany replied. “But you’re going to have to say, thank you eventually.”

I didn’t understand what that meant, but it didn’t matter because I fell to my knees in front of her and she grabbed me by my hair. It was so much longer than I could remember. At that point, it probably stretched down between my shoulder blades. I had barely noticed that detail before, only now she used those strands like a leash, and she forced my head up between her legs.

That was when I saw her pussy, and she was already wet, and she forced my mouth up against her slit.

“Lick,” commanded.

There was just that one word, yet it overwhelmed me. I didn’t know if this was part of my training or the “cure” to psychological disorders I probably didn’t have. Unfortunately, for me, it didn’t matter because this girl was in charge, and she could have whatever she wished because we were alone, and she was stronger.

Distantly, I thought back to those memories that were still lodged somewhere deep within my psyche. Perhaps I wasn’t sure about my name or my identity, but those other memories were still there. Whether they were real or the figment of a delusional imagination, I couldn’t tell. And yet, it made me wonder about that girl (maybe this really was just part of some dissociative disorder) and how she felt. When Skyler grew up, did she feel small and weak, especially as I got older? Did she wonder about what that meant for her and who she was going to be over the course of her life?

But now, this girl held me, and I couldn’t break away, so I did as she ordered.

My tongue darted along her crevice, and the nurse giggled at first. “That tickles. Don’t stop because that still feels really good, but that tickles!” The nurse laughed louder, her voice cutting across the air before she tightened her grip on my hair. She tugged, and there were those splashes of pain in my scalp. “You belong right there. You belong on your knees. You look so good on your knees, Skyler! Your brother was right about you! You’re not smart enough to run a business, but I’m sure he’s going to be able to find some really good uses for a girl like you! You’re pretty, and you know how to smile and pout. That’s really all it takes!”

I still didn’t understand what she meant, but it didn’t matter, especially because Tiffany wasn’t going to explain.

Besides, there was only one thing she wanted from me.

I served her.

Even though this woman had helped subjugate me and put me through these surgeries, I didn’t stop. I couldn’t! I wasn’t brave enough.

Although she held onto my hair, I should’ve been bold enough and brave enough to yank back, to glare at her, maybe even to slap her across the face.

But she was stronger than me.

Even if I didn’t want to believe it, I couldn’t escape that truth. She was stronger than me, and she could overpower me, and it would have been so easy for her to pin me against the wall once again.

I had to show her!

That was when I pulled back, and she had let go of my hair. Obviously, she was on the cusp of an orgasm, which was enough to distract her.

I slid back, and I jumped to my feet. I didn’t even care about the fact that I was topless.

I started to stand and turn away.

Her arousal might have given her extra strength and speed because she launched forward and grabbed me by my wrist. She yanked hard, and suddenly I fell right across her lap. She had her knees together now, and I was helpless in that pose. My feet kicked up, and she grabbed my pants and pulled them down, exposing my buttocks. They felt different as cool air slid along those curves. Apparently, the doctor had enhanced me down there as well.

Then it didn’t matter because I couldn’t think.

She spanked me!

This nurse slapped me across the ass!

At first, I tried to tell myself that it didn’t really hurt. It couldn’t actually sting. She was just a nurse, after all. The electroshock therapy made so much more sense. With that energy pulsating across my body, I could experience genuine agony.

But she slapped my behind and I could feel that red heat glide along the curves of my buttocks. She spanked me hard. She spanked me fast, bringing her arm down again and again. With every motion, there was another blast of pain, and I yelped. I cried out, my girlish screams, hitting the air as she punished me.

“Are you going to be a good girl, Skyler?”

A good girl…

…I wanted to be a good girl. I couldn’t help it.

There was this twin deep inside of me. I could feel it there at the pit of my stomach and right behind my rib cage. My heart pounded faster, and I knew that I wanted to be a good girl. I knew that I wanted to be good for her. I didn’t even care what it cost me!

It reminded me of elementary school. It was childish, but I saw this kid. He was a precocious little boy and he always enjoyed interrupting the teacher. On some occasions, he was really funny. At other points, he was just obnoxious, interrupting the teacher. On one especially bad day, she seemed to have a bad headache, and he interrupted her again so she kicked him out of the room, making him stand outside the door for a few minutes. As far as punishments went, it wasn’t particularly brutal or vicious, yet I could still remember seeing that little boy rise to his feet unsteadily, as though he had been slapped. For him, it was probably the notion that he had disappointed her and everyone else. He was so ashamed of himself, yet he tried to hold his head up high. He needed to appear defiant, as though he didn’t care.

For that boy, it was impossible to negotiate those different feelings. He was supposed to be clever and funny and independent. But at the same time, he knew he couldn’t actually resist her. Most of all, he ached for her approval.

And now, I experienced the exact same thing as Tiffany spanked me.

Her hand flew down again and again, delivering this vicious barrage as she punished me.

Lots of guys probably would have enjoyed seeing this. There was that nurse, and she was punishing this pretty girl (me), and I squealed, but I didn’t know how to stop her!

…I couldn’t stop her.

She could continue to spank me for as long as she wanted!

Then it stopped, and she brushed her fingers along the curves of my ass. “Are you going to be a good girl now?”

“Yes!”

“What’s your name?”

“Skyler! My name is Skyler Vaughan!”

“Good girl,” she said, patting my behind. This time, she didn’t really spank me. She didn’t bring the full force of her palm down against my skin. Even so, I twitched. My insides tightened, and I didn’t know how to react or respond.

But she pushed me off of her lap, and she spread her legs once again.

“You know what to do, Skyler.”

Skyler. I was Skyler, and her eyes locked on mine. Tiffany told me, “It’s fine. There’s nothing wrong with being a dumb little ditz and a slut.”

Those words were never supposed to be aimed at me.

As a man, I had never really considered the kind of pressure a young woman would face. But now, this girl called me a ditz and a slut, and the shame burned across my body. I could feel it course out from my chest up into my shoulders, and along my neck.

“That’s right,” she said. “Your name is Skyler, and you want to be a good girl.”

“My name is Skyler,” I repeated and almost believed it this time. “And I want to be a good girl.”

That was when she had me go down on her again.

Over the course of the rest of that day, I ate, and I showered, and I stripped off every article of clothing, yet this was even worse because it gave me the opportunity to inspect my new physique. My legs felt like they were even more toned than before, my stomach was flat, and my hips were wider. At the same time, when I turned to face the shower, there were those hot shots of water splashing down against my long hair.

I never really thought about it before, but shampooing my hair actually required some real effort. It took way longer than I expected.

Then, I finished, and I went back into my small room, and I knew the door was locked. At least I wasn’t going to be strapped down. For that, I could be grateful. I wasn’t wearing a straitjacket, and I did have a bit or a gag in my mouth either.

Part of me wanted to believe that this was some kind of achievement, but I knew it could change almost instantly. At the same time, I kept thinking about that sensation from before.

It was the fear. It was the dread. It was the knowledge that Tiffany had overpowered me.

Still, I tried to tell myself that it wasn’t going to happen again. Simultaneously, I wanted to think of my old name. I did my best to remember what it was like to be a man.

Despite my best efforts, I didn’t succeed.

I squirmed in my bed, rolling from side to side. I had that one thin blanket, but it was enough. I was warm enough, only I still couldn’t relax. My body didn’t want to settle down, like there was that nervous energy ricocheting around inside of me.

Part of me had to wonder if this was what it was like for women all across the world.

It seemed unlikely, and yet…

That was when the door opened.

I didn’t hear a click. I didn’t hear anything at all. I was almost asleep, and then there was that light splashing across the floor before, I heard his heavy footsteps.

I sat up, and I started to ask, “Who’s there?”

“Shut it, slut,” he said. At that moment, I recognized the voice of the orderly. I didn’t know his name, and he didn’t introduce himself.

He clumped over, coming across the room. The door was still slightly a jar, letting in a little bit of light.

I slid off of the bed, and I stood, only then he was right in front of me and he towered over me.

I told myself that I wasn’t scared. At the same time, that was such a blatantly, stupid lie, if only because this man would have been able to scare me easily even before I woke up in this facility! He was tall and broad. Immediately, I knew he was going to be strong enough to pick me up, to throw me over his shoulder, to do whatever he wanted with me…

But now, I wasn’t a man. I wasn’t, at least in some sense, his equal…Instead, I was this pretty and petite girl, so I didn’t know how to respond. I didn’t know how I could react or what I could do. Worst of all, I couldn’t strategize!

As an executive, I was supposed to be able to sift through different possibilities to arrive at cogent and effective conclusion. I always enjoyed the corporate speak about finding synergies, searching for efficiencies, and problem-solving with creative and cost-effective solutions.

Nothing like that was going to work here.

This wasn’t an office environment; this wasn’t a corporate challenge.

Rather, I faced this man, and I looked up at him, which instantly felt like a mistake because he grabbed me by my face. He had his hand there against my chin, and his thumb and fingers pressed against my cheeks.

The orderly turned my head to the left, then the right. “Cute,” he said. The word sounded incongruous, if only because I didn’t expect a term like that to come from a man like this.

He was so tall, so broad and powerful. Fresh fear ripple across my body, all because I didn’t even understand why he was there.

Then, it took almost all of my courage, but I managed to ask, “What, what do you want?”

“Isn’t it obvious? I’ve been working hard to help you. I think you owe me some payback.”

Payback?

Immediately, I understood what he meant. At least, my body did, which could explain that flash of heat that ran all across my skin. I could feel it there at the back of my neck, down my shoulders, and deep into my torso. Right there at the center of my being, I shivered, and I couldn’t possibly stop it.

The order really seemed to enjoy my trepidation. Maybe he saw the way my bottom lip trembled. Maybe that added to the experience for him.

“I can pay you,” I tried to say, even though this man was still holding me by my face.

“You’re just a whore now,” he answered. “You don’t have any money.” Right away, I itched to argue. After all, my thoughts were scattered, and it was hard to remember so much of my previous life, yet I could still recall spending those hours in front of different accounts, checking my assets and reviewing my holdings. As a senior executive at a major company, I had enough money in various accounts to keep an army of financial planners busy. Except now, I considered my reflection and wondered whether or not anyone would actually believe it was me…

…They wouldn’t, not when there was that other version of Max out there. He would be able to win.

Even as that thought occurred to me, the orderly grabbed me, spun me around and walked me right over to the mirror. He grabbed my shirt, and he peeled it off of me, practically tearing it away.

Ridiculously, I tried to grab onto the fabric and I did manage to get some of this shirt underneath my fingertips.

It didn’t matter.

The orderly effortlessly snatched it away, and then he threw the shirt down onto the floor.

At that moment, I almost wished for the straight jacket, especially since it would have been enough to protect my chest.

He held me in front of the mirror now, and my back was pressed up against his chest. I squirmed, desperate to pull away, but I didn’t dare actually fight. Maybe I would have been strong enough to stamp my foot down against his foot, or I could have tried to kick him in the shin with my heel.

I couldn’t do it.

Animalistic fear gripped me as he held me in front of my reflection, and now I saw my long hair, my angular face, my big eyes, my small nose, and my pouty lips.

The doctor had done an excellent job.

Every iota of masculinity had been stripped from my features. I wasn’t a man. If anyone saw me, even out on the street, they would probably assume that I was some young secretary or administrative assistant. It was impossible to imagine me as a powerful CEO. Before, I had been young and capable, and I had sex on my side.

Now that had been taken away, and this man was holding onto me. He leaned it down, so I could feel his breath along the contours of my neck and up along my ear.

“You’re going to be a good girl for me, aren’t you? You know where you belong, don’t you?”

“I, I…yes, sir.” I wasn’t even sure how or why those words came out of my mouth. Clearly, this man knew exactly how to intimidate me, but it was so much more than that. It felt like I was giving in.

Before this, I had only really dealt with Tiffany and Dr. Chen. They were intimidating enough. Tiffany was stronger than me, and Dr. Chen was a surgeon who had literally reshaped my body. But now, I was being held by this man, and his hands moved along my frame. He started there at my stomach before gliding his fingers up to my rib cage. Finally, he rested his palms on my chest, and he squeezed my mounds.

A desperate little moan escaped my throat. I didn’t know how that was possible. I was scared, yet arousal still permeated my body. My nipples hardened, and then he had his fingertips on them, and he rubbed me, and there was even more excitement. Worse, I could feel his erection behind me. He pushed up against me, he was gently grinding on me, all while I watched my reflection.

Even if I wanted to think of myself as this young executive who was out to conquer the world, I couldn’t do it, not while the orderly held me like this.

At that moment, I was the prize. I was the damsel in distress. I was the pretty girl and the reward he would get for all of his hard work.

But now, he turned me around, and I wondered if he was going to kiss me.

He didn’t.

After all, he had called me names. He knew exactly how he could and should use me.

“On your knees,” he said.

It wasn’t a request.

That was when the orderly grabbed me, his hand sliding up into my hair. Just like Tiffany, he took a firm hold, only his hand was bigger and stronger. Then he shoved me to my knees, and I was suddenly in front of him, and he used his other hand to unzip his pants. He pulled out his cock.

He was so big.

I tried to remember what it was like to see myself in the mirror before, but those memories stubbornly refused to materialize anywhere inside of my head.

Instead, I was just a girl on my knees in front of him, so he knew exactly what he wanted. He understood exactly how he was going to claim me, and there was nothing I could do to stop him!

I wasn’t big enough or strong enough or brave enough…

I wasn’t a man, not anymore.

I was something else. I was Skyler. I was this pretty girl, and now he had his shaft right in front of me. I had serviced Tiffany, so I tried to believe this was the same thing, but it wasn’t, not when he pushed forward, and I licked my lips at that last moment. I wasn’t even sure why I did it, but now the tip of his shaft pushed up against my mouth, and I took him.

I opened my mouth, and I wrapped my soft, wet lips around his member. I was sucking on his manhood already!

I breathed in the musk of this man’s heat; his scent swarmed my senses, even as I closed my eyes and tried to hide from what was happening. Of course, I failed completely and utterly.

It was impossible for me to forget what was happening, especially since he still had one hand on my head.

Then he decided he wanted even more control, or perhaps he just wanted to add to my humiliation. Either way, it worked because he had both of his hands laced into my hair now.

He bumped my face against his cock, and I licked. I sucked. I serviced him!

Worst of all, I actually moaned as though I enjoyed this. I didn’t know how or why I made those sounds. It felt like an instinct, like something programmed deep into my brain. But then he was laughing, and I glanced up, and we made eye contact.

Instantly I understood.

To him, I wasn’t even a real person. I was a patient and a plaything. I was a toy. He had helped work on me, so now he got to enjoy himself.

He pushed forward, and his cock rubbed against the back of my throat.

I nearly choked!

Somehow, I knew how to breathe, to draw in a slow breath, even as my tongue and mouth worked furiously along his length. His shaft was wet with my saliva, and I could taste the musky tang of his pre-come.

“You’re a good girl, aren’t you?”

That was what I had promised. That was what I had told the doctor and nurse again and again.

“Damn. You really are a good girl. You know exactly what you’re doing, don’t you?”

I didn’t want to believe it even as he rammed his cock deep into my mouth over and over again. Hot excitement pulsed through my body. It flared there at the center of my being, and it pushed out into my arms and legs. At the same time, I could feel it there between my thighs, not that I could actually enjoy it. Instead, I was locked up and helpless, just like always.

“Get ready to swallow, slut,” he said.

I had probably heard that phrase before. I had probably watched different clips and videos where men used those exact same words on girls like me. Of course, I had never really thought about how degrading or humiliating they would be.

But now, I was the one on my knees. I was the one who had to serve. My pleasure didn’t matter because this man could use me. He was bigger than me and stronger than me and he kept me on my knees!

When it came to that orderly, I wasn’t even brave enough to try to fight back. And when I had looked up at him, I saw that casual disregard.

To him, I was just a toy. I was just a slut.

I didn’t deserve rights or respect!

And there on my knees, I almost felt like he was right.

Then it made me wonder about those other experiences, the ones Skyler had enjoyed when she was wandering around Europe. I couldn’t tell if that was me or not. It was easy enough to summon those images. I couldn’t tell if they had been implanted or they were just a product of my imagination, but it didn’t matter because the orderly came!

I groaned. It sounded more like an excited moan…

“Damn. That’s good,” he granted, as he bumped into me, yanking on my hair again and again. He pushed forward, his shaft throbbing. He drew back. He came hard, his ejaculate splashing against the back of my throat.

Like a good girl, I swallowed it down, and I wondered what I lost as a consequence.

When Tiffany came back into the room, I wondered what I was going to surrender next. The door opened, she hopped inside, and she saw me . “It looks like someone has been having fun,” she said.

“I haven’t,” I answered. I tried to sound gruff. Considering my girlish voice, it didn’t work.

Vaguely, I remembered a girl from high school complaining about this. She had this high-pitched tone that came out naturally, so when she got upset, she tried to tell people how she was feeling, but she usually sounded like a cartoon character, so no one took her seriously, even if she was genuinely distraught.

At that moment, I tried to sound angry. I tried and failed.

“It’s time for your big meeting,” she told me.

“What does that mean?” I asked even as a wave of nervous energy pulsed through my body.

I stood in front of her, and I was wearing my regular uniform: a loose fitting shirt and matching pants.

“It means I have this for you,” Tiffany said, pulling up the bag and tossing it down onto the bed. “It means you’re going to get to spend some time with your brother!”

“My brother…” I spoke those words, and even I could hear how I sounded. I spoke those words, and I couldn’t even inject some kind of interrogative inflection. When I spoke, I sounded contemplative, like I was genuinely curious about seeing him.

We were twins, and I was the girl, and my name was Skyler.

Those “facts” popped into my head, but I didn’t know how to push them away. In fact, I wasn’t even sure if I was supposed to.

Tiffany scurried forward, and she opened up the bag. She pulled out a neatly folded skirt, a pretty blouse with lace around the collar, a choker that automatically reminded me of the “bunny” costume I had worn back at the charity ball, a bra and a pair of panties.

She also took out a pair of high heels. As I saw each item the moisture drained away from my mouth, all because I wanted to argue with her. At that moment, I wanted to tell her I wasn’t going to wear any of it.

“Get dressed,” she said.

“I don’t know if I can.”

“Does someone need another spanking? Or maybe I should go get the doctor?”

“No!” I squeaked out like a frightened mouse.

“Then you know exactly what you need to do,” Tiffany practically sang to me. She was another girl just like me, but I surrendered to her.

After all, she was a nurse. She wore that uniform, and she had authority. If she said something was going to happen, then I had to believe her. Even if she was just a girl, she had the support of the doctor.

And the doctor was in charge…

Tiffany helped me get dressed. She helped me slide the tights up along my legs after I put on that pair of panties. At first, I had held up the underwear, considering the soft, surprisingly small and lightweight fabric.

…I was going to do this. I was really going to wear a pair of panties, and they were going to hide the chastity cage, and they would make me feel like I was a real girl.

I didn’t want to do it.

That was something I told myself, only I wasn’t even sure if it was true because I wasn’t sure who I was supposed to be.

The doctor and the nurse were working to cure me, so I knew exactly what to say. In fact, if anyone had asked me my name, I knew exactly what the reflexive response would be: Skyler. My name was Skyler, and I was Max’s twin sister.

Just a little while later, we were done.

She helped me with my makeup, quizzing me to make sure I would be able to do it on my own. Surprisingly, I felt pretty competent when it came to puckering my mouth and applying the lipstick. I slid the foundation onto my cheeks, and I applied the eyeshadow next. I did this, layer by layer until it was all done, and then I looked back at my reflection.

I was Skyler Vaughan.

Last, we brushed my hair, and Tiffany clapped her hands together. “You are such a pretty girl!”

This time, I didn’t experience embarrassment or shame. There wasn’t even a hint of degradation. Instead, there was just the knowledge that I had done well.

Because she told me I was pretty, this felt right.

She took me by the hand as she escorted me down the hall, and I wasn’t wearing a straitjacket or anything. But then, she opened another door, and we went into a room that looked like an office. It was probably unoccupied now; there weren’t any decorations on the wall, but then I turned, and I saw him.

Max.

He had his feet up on the desk, and he was playing on his phone. Tiffany leaned down and whispered into my ear, “Don’t say anything. Your brother is very busy. You don’t want to interrupt.”

Immediately, I held my knees together, I dropped my hands in front of my waist. I probably looked very sweet and very demure. At that moment, I was standing like some shy school girl as I waited for his attention.

Finally, he set his phone aside.

Then he slipped his feet from the desk, and he walked over to me. Behind me, Tiffany stepped out of the room, and the door shut, leaving us alone.

I saw him.

Max.

His face was smooth, his eyes sharp. He considered me, a slight smirk on his face as his gaze swept across my body.

“And how is my sister doing?”

“I, I don’t know,” I told him, breathing a little faster.

“Try again,” he said, his voice, surprisingly stern. Each time I listened, I remembered those notes. I remembered what it was like to sound that way. Then again, it was impossible for me to tell if those were genuine memories or just echoes of delusion.

“I’m good,” I said, and then I smiled. More than that, I tried a third time. “I’m good!”

“I’m glad to hear it,” he told me. “If you were still having trouble, I would have to leave you here for a little while longer, and I’m sure you wouldn’t like that, would you?”

“No,” I said, quickly shaking my head.

“But you know, I’ve been thinking a lot about your future,” Max told me. “I’ve been thinking about how it’s pretty clear you would like to work at the company. I think we can make that happen. I think you can be a really cute secretary, and we can make sure that you help people every day. And of course, there will be those other extracurricular assignments I can give you.”

“Extracurricular assignments?”

“Yeah,” he said. By this point, he was standing right in front of me, and he brushed his fingers along my cheek, like he was curious about something. But then he told me, “I’m thinking about some of our suppliers. Negotiating with them can be tiresome. But maybe if we had an extra incentive that would put them in a good mood, things would be easier and go smoother. You want to help, don’t you? You want to help the company, right?”

“Right,” I said, if only because I desperately wanted to escape that facility. I had zero illusions about what my life would be like once I got out. I wasn’t the CEO. If anything, that idea sounded absurd. I wasn’t an executive either. At this point, I was just grateful that my brother was willing to give me a job!

“I’m thinking about how you could take them out to dinner and seduce them. I’m thinking about how you can help with morale around the office. I’m sure they’re going to be lots of guys who would work very hard if they knew they could spend some extra special time with my “sister.” You are very pretty, after all.”

I thought about the word the orderly had used with me. I thought about how Tiffany had called me a slut.

They all saw me as a dumb party girl, and that was exactly how Max intended to use me…

“I understand. I can do it,” I said.

“Can you? Can you really?” Max still sounded somewhat skeptical.

“Yes. I swear. I can. I can do whatever you need!”

“Get on your hands and knees, slut,” he said.

“What?”

Max shoved me against the wall. He had his forearm braced against my throat, making it harder for me to breathe. His eyes blazed as he stared into my face, and I knew I had to give in. After all, this was another powerful man. Maybe he wasn’t as big or as broad as the orderly. Perhaps he didn’t fight people for a living, but that didn’t matter because he was still a guy, and I was still a girl, and that gave him the advantage.

More than that, I was thinking about our grandfather and how he had given the company to my twin. Max was capable and competent. Max was the kind of young man who could push forward and lead an entire company.

Me? I was just a dumb party girl! I was the kind of girl who didn’t know how to control her emotions, the kind of girl who threw tantrums to get her way.

He finally let go, and then I dropped to my hands and knees.

“Get ready,” he said.

That was when I glanced over, and I watched as he removed his pants, but he wasn’t wearing regular underwear. Instead, there was this opening, and then he reached over for the desk, and he pulled out something that looked a lot like a dildo.

“Eyes forward,” he said.

“What, what are you going to do?”

“I’m going to test you out, Skyler. I want to make sure that you can moan and perform. I want to make sure you’re the kind of girl who can make our clients happy!”

Then I glanced back again, even though he had told me not to. That was when I saw his shaft. There was that toy, and it extended out from the harness he was wearing, and then he smacked my ass. “Eyes forward,” he told me. “It’s already going to be rough. You don’t want to make it any worse.”

He crouched behind me, and I understood the position I was in. I knew what this meant.

Most of all, I understood what I was about to give up.

I pulled down my tights and my panties. I hitched up my skirt, giving him access to my ass.

Part of me wanted to rebel.

Part of me needed to fight back!

…I couldn’t, and he seemed to sense that. Instinctively, he understood that he was in charge. He knew that he had me, I wasn’t going to be able to fight back!

Dr. Chen had cured me…

But now Max was right there behind me, and he grabbed my ass. He spread my cheeks and he pushed forward. I could feel the invasion of the dildo as it pressed along my opening.

I sucked in a breath and held it, understanding that I was getting used.

Max let out a slow moan, and I made sure to mimic that sound. At the same time, my eyes watered, and he slapped my ass. “That’s for looking at me,” Max said. “Remember, you’re just a dumb slut. You need to do as you’re told. Obedience is the most important trait for a girl like you. Say it.”

I could hardly speak as I felt the cold lubricant rub against my opening. But then he pushed down, shoving into me. He drew back, only to go in deeper!

My eyes were wide, and I heard that command, so I gave in. I did it reflexively and without thinking. Suddenly, the words jumped from my mouth, “Obedience is the most important trait for a girl like me!”

“That’s right,” he told me. “Obedience is the most important trait. You want to be a good girl.” That was what Tiffany and the doctor had told me. And now my brother was saying the same thing. I could feel the collective weight of their authority push down on me, re-shaping me all over again.

“I understand!”

“At work, I’m going to want you to be a good and pretty girl. I’m going to want you to help with the morale around the office. You’re going to giggle and smile. It’s fine if no one takes you seriously because you’re just a girl. You don’t have any good ideas.”

Even though he didn’t tell me to do it, I still called out those words, “I’m just a girl. I don’t have any good ideas!”

“Don’t worry. I’m going to come up with another succession plan. If anything happens to me, you won’t be taking control. This company is mine now. You’re just another part of it.”

“I understand!”

That was all I could say. That was all I could think.

He pumped me, thrusting hard and fast as he put me in my place. He showed me who I was and where I belonged. He showed me how my body belonged to him now. He could do whatever he wanted with me.

“And don’t worry about your little secrets,” Max told me. “Even if you show them off, no one is going to believe that you could ever be capable of controlling a company. I have the medical attestations. I have the reports, and I have the contracts. I have everything I need to make sure you are always my good and obedient twin sister. And if you ever mess up, guess what? You come right back here!”

“No. Please, no. I’ll be good!” I howled out those words, moaning, and almost crying as he pumped into me, going harder and faster. With every thrust, Max reminded me of who I was and how I needed to behave. He showed me that I could be a good and obedient girl.

He pumped harder and faster.

“You’re always going to work hard, no matter what that means, won’t you?”

“Yes, Max! I’m always going to work hard! I want you to be proud of me! You’re my twin and my brother and my boss!”

I meant it.

He was my twin and my brother and my boss. He was in charge. He was the one who would make every important decision because I was just the dumb party girl who decided to go play around in Europe. I had squandered every opportunity. So now I could be the helpful little secretary. I could make copies and answer phones. I could bring people their coffee, and Max would see me around the office in my short skirt, and he would know that no one took me seriously, but I would still be helpful! I would still do my best to help while they made important decisions that were relevant to the future of the company.

His company.

It was his company. It had always been his company. It was always going to be his company…

Those ideas reverberated inside of my head as he shoved me down and put me in my place. He braced one hand against the back of my skull and pushed my face to the carpet. I didn’t argue, nor did I protest.

He was in charge! He wasn’t just my boss. He was a man, so he could do whatever he wanted!

That felt right; that felt true.

Even if I was a girl, it wasn’t like I was going to be some dumb feminist. I was a slut and a party girl. I couldn’t think for myself. I needed a man to tell me how to behave, and he was my brother, so he could make me do whatever he wished!

Then he grabbed me by my hair, and he forced my face up. I was staring at the wall, even as I experienced that pain deep into my scalp. He pulled on my ponytail, yanking, forcing me to moan all over again. I gave him exactly the sound he wanted.

“Say it again. Tell me who you are.”

“I’m Skyler, and I’m just a dumb party girl! I’m the dumb twin no one should ever respect! I’m the dumb sister, who is just a slut!” Those words gushed out of my mouth, one after another, and then he jerked back.

He had taken me hard and put me in my place. Just as importantly, Max had shown me how I was going to be used.

Then he got changed again, all while I stayed down on my hands and knees.

Finally, he told me to turn around. I rose to my knees, and I saw that young man dressed in his polished loafers, his black slacks, and his nice shirt with that tie and jacket. He was a businessman, and I was going to be his secretary.

“Good girl,” he said, patting me on the head. “I think it’s time for us to go home.”

It was time for both of us to start our new lives.

The End


Want more?

Commissions:

If you’re interested in a commission, you can reach me at amandacarver664@gmail.com, or you can check out my other titles!

The Verger Treatment

James has power and respect, so he views the people around him as servants and tools. Still, he isn’t invulnerable—no matter what he thinks. His wife suggests a wellness retreat, so James is brought to Crestwood Asylum, a facility where wealthy individuals are imprisoned, trained, and broken. They can be modified with surgery and electroshock therapy, and later sold off as personalized slaves or monetized. James initially feels secure, but his world is about to change when he is stripped, shaved, and locked in a straitjacket. His "cure" begins with a diagnosis, chastity, intensive punishment, and surgery. This is the first novella about a facility where anyone can be enslaved as they’re subjected to surgery and brainwashing. The cruel doctors and surgeons know what it takes to transform any patient.

*This 34,000-word novella features extensive domination, bondage, cuckolding, chastity training, feminization, electroshock therapy, medical play, surgery, and more. All characters are consenting adults over the age of 18.

Jasmine’s Sissy

Jasmine, a traditional girl with a passion for fashion, started her own business. Now she needs a model to showcase her clothing, so she picks Michael. He’ll be perfect! With the right incentives, Jasmine manipulates him into modeling for her. She designs various outfits for him, but eventually wants to own him entirely. She plans to tie him down, force him to clean her apartment, and even creates an adorable uniform for him. Michael may struggle to resist, but if it comes down to a battle of wills, he’ll lose. There’s no way this boy can compete against a woman like Jasmine.

*This 27,000-word novella features female domination, sissification, feminization, chastity training, spankings, and more. All characters are consenting adults over the age of eighteen.

Black Widows

Miranda uses her beauty, charisma, and gravitas to attract men. She teasingly taunts them until she gets bored. Her new husband, Christian, faces a darker fate as Miranda's true intentions are to strip him of his assets, dignity, and freedom. Miranda's two daughters, Alyssa and Katrina, help her tease and humiliate Christian; these women can work together to break him. Christian is locked in chastity and trained to crawl as Miranda enjoys herself. Outnumbered and outsmarted, he doesn’t stand a chance against this woman and her two daughters.

*This 26,000-word novella features extensive female domination, cuckolding, humiliation, findom, light CBT and SPH. All characters are consenting adults over the age of 18.

Bullied Cuckold

Dylan feels like a lucky guy since he’s dating Alyssa. She’s so pretty—definitely out of his league. It won’t last. Dylan gets into a fight with Ryan, a guy who bullied him all through high school. Alyssa can only watch. And when it’s done, she’s turned on. She can’t help it. More importantly, Alyssa decides to have sex with Ryan whenever she wants, and Dylan can't stop her. He offers everything he has, but he can’t satisfy his girl. As Alyssa explores this new side of herself, she humiliates Dylan and teaches him to obey his superiors. Pretty soon, she’ll have this boy on his knees as he begs and pleads and gives up everything.

*This 9,000-word story features cuckolding, extensive humiliation, male chastity training, reluctant bi, elements of SPH, and more. All characters are consenting adults over the age of 18.
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