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Taking Her Place 
 
      
 
    “He can’t ask this of me. He is just an investor.” 
 
    “No. He isn’t just an investor. He is the one man funding our research. That makes him the boss.” I explain all of this carefully and deliberately. At the same time, I’m very careful to keep my voice low and professional. Around us, happy couples are celebrating their Friday night. These are the people who will head off to see plays, musicals, and movies. After that, they will go home and make love. 
 
    Unfortunately, I have to deal with this disaster. 
 
    “Fine,” she hisses through her teeth. “Then we cut him out of the deal.” 
 
    “We would lose everything,” I tell her. “We can’t do that.” 
 
    “But you know what he wants from me,” Kayla says. 
 
    “I do.” 
 
    Her green eyes lock onto my face, and I don’t look away. I understand exactly what he wants from her. 
 
    Max Johnson is a bastard. I know this. He’s rough with girls, and he favors power above all else. He enjoys being able to take whatever he wants. And when something is off limits, that makes him pursue it twice as hard. 
 
    “We knew who we were dealing with,” I say. 
 
    “I’m not sleeping with him.” 
 
    “Please, Kayla, if you don’t do this, then all of the work we’ve done for the last three years will be for nothing.” 
 
    Even as I say the words, I can understand why our investor would want some alone time with my partner. Kayla is gorgeous with her blonde hair, green eyes, and full breasts. She’s the kind of girl who could have easily become a model and walked her way through life. She could have married some rich man and settled down to a life of ease where boredom would have been the biggest difficulty in her life. 
 
    Instead, she wanted to go into engineering, chemistry, biology, and nanotechnology. She wanted to make the world a better place. 
 
    And now, we are close. With Max Johnson’s funding, we have made some incredible breakthroughs. In fact, all of the simulations indicated that we are ready for human testing. 
 
    But to get started, we will have to deal with the FDA. To make that happen, we’re going to need money for human trials. 
 
    Max Johnson is in control. And if he decides to walk away, he can give all of our hard work to one of the large pharmaceutical companies. He will make billions, and we will get nothing. 
 
    “We don’t have a choice,” I tell her. 
 
    “Yes, we do.” 
 
    I tap my fingers against the glass table. Part of me wants to slam my fist down, but I know that will be counterproductive. Instead, I grab the attention of one of the servers. “Can we get some refills?” 
 
    The girl immediately recognizes the frustration in my voice, so she scurries off. While she’s getting our bottle, I turn back to Kayla. “Look, maybe I can try to talk to him. Perhaps I can figure something out.” 
 
    “Tell me something,” she says, her voice low and deliberate, matching my tempo. “If it was you, what would you do?” 
 
    Exhaling through my teeth, I’m not exactly sure what to say. Fortunately, the server is back now. She pours wine into both of our glasses. 
 
    Kayla watches me for another couple of seconds. “That’s what I thought.” She gets up, and I try to talk to her, only she cuts me off. “Don’t worry. I’m only going to the bathroom. I’ll be back in a minute.” 
 
    This is perfect. It’s brutal but perfect. 
 
    When she’s gone, I reach into my pocket, and I pull out the small container. I pop open the plastic shell and look down at the different pills. Each one is a powerful sedative combined with an aphrodisiac, meaning that if I put this in her drink, Kayla will be horny and helpless. She will take whatever Max Johnson wants to give her. In fact, she might even enjoy herself. 
 
    Those thoughts cross my mind as I drop the small pill into her wine. After the fact, I worried that someone might see this. But no, all of the other servers and couples are busy enjoying themselves and working. 
 
    The small pill dissolves, disappearing. There’s no way Kayla will know what’s happened. 
 
    She comes back, we continue to talk and negotiate. More and more, I realize that Kayla is actually willing to walk away. She would give up everything, just because she can’t spread her legs for one night. 
 
    All the while, I watch as she drinks from her glass. To be kind, I let her “win” the argument. 
 
    After this, I’m going to take her back to the laboratory, I will call Mister Johnson, and I will tell him that she is ready to be his little plaything. He’s only going to want to take her once, I think. After that, he will have had her, and that will be sufficient. Even if it isn’t, Kayla will have already compromised herself. 
 
    She never needs to know that I have drugged her. 
 
    She takes several more sips, and I do my best not to feel guilty. 
 
      
 
    By the time I pay the bill, Kayla is swaying in place. She keeps glancing around, licking her bottom lip, and running her teeth over the bottom of her mouth. She looks sexy as she does this. At the same time, I’m wondering if maybe I could have seduced her. 
 
    No. 
 
    I’m only doing this for the sake of our partnership. 
 
    Once I get my credit card back, I quickly sign the check and grab my partner. I put my arms around her and help her out of her seat. She rubs herself against me, her breasts warm and soft through the fabric of her dress. 
 
    When we get out, I talk to the valet. Kayla is turned on almost immediately, rubbing her legs into mine. It feels like she wants to hug me right here in front of everyone! 
 
    “Oh, you are so sexy, Dylan. I love being close to like this.” 
 
    “Look, we just need to go back to the laboratory,” I tell her. 
 
    “But what if I want to have some fun here?” she purrs sexily. 
 
    “No,” I tell her firmly. 
 
    Sure, the impulses are there. It would be easy to take her back to the lab, play with her, and get her cleaned up before Johnson arrives. But I’m not that kind of guy. 
 
    I smirk at my own hypocrisy, thinking about what boundaries I will and will not cross. 
 
    I get her back to the lab a little while later. 
 
    The building is mostly empty. There’s no one at the receptionist’s desk, and all of the laboratory techs who work under us have gone home for the day. It’s just me and Kayla. For now. 
 
    We go to the prototype room first. There’s a nice long counter there, and I’m thinking this would be a good place for Kayla to entertain our guest. I could have done something tawdry like rent a room, but I think this will work better. 
 
    “He’s going to be here in a little while.” 
 
    “Oh, I can’t wait,” she says. She glances over at the computer like she doesn’t know what it is. Then she turns back to the transformation chamber. At some point, we’re going to have to come up with a better name, but that’s what we use for it now. It’s nothing but a plastic, transparent cube. There are small dents in the floor, and that’s all. 
 
    Underneath the floor, there are a series of containment units for the various chemicals and inert nano-bots. 
 
    “What’s this?” Kayla asks, looking down at the computer. 
 
    The sedative must’ve done a number on her. She stumbles away from the computer despite her temporary interest. She walks over to the chamber. Currently, the door is open, and it looks like she’s about to stumble into it. 
 
    With a sigh of exasperation, I stride over to her, and I reach out for her arm. 
 
    Her expression is blank and vacant with a little tinge of happiness, like she is completely drunk or something. Our eyes meet, and then something changes. 
 
    Her expression hardens, and she grabs my wrists. Normally, I’m stronger than her, but she grabs my arm, yanks as hard as she can, and I’m off balance. I stumble forward, right into the transformation chamber. 
 
    Nearly tripping, I fall against the far wall. Just as I turn around, she slams the door shut. It locks automatically. 
 
    I rush over to the door and slam my palms against the plastic barrier between me and freedom. “Kayla, let me out of here!” 
 
    I expect to see the confused face of a happy drunk girl. Instead, she staring at me with cold, calculating eyes. 
 
    “No,” she says. 
 
    Technically, I can’t hear her, but I make out the shape of her lips easily enough. 
 
    She turns around and walks toward the laptop. She isn’t stumbling or wobbling anymore. Instead, she moves with her usual clipped, professional gait. She pokes one button on the computer, bringing it to life. Then she types in a couple of commands. 
 
    “Dylan, you tried to drug me,” she says. It isn’t a question or even an accusation. It is simply a statement of fact. 
 
    As I hear her words, some of the color drains away from my cheeks. 
 
    “Don’t worry. I’m not going to turn you over to the police.” 
 
    Relief hits me. Obviously, she has every right to be angry, only then she continues, “I have something better in mind for you.” 
 
    “What are you talking about?” I ask, knowing that the speakers and microphones built to the floor will allow our conversation. With every heartbeat, I want to slam my fist against the industrial plastic, but I know there is no chance I will be able to break through the specialized material. 
 
    Before she answers, I continue, “Look, just let me out of here and we can talk. Please.” I hate that last word, but I need to be diplomatic with her. 
 
    “No,” she answers simply. “We can talk now. Just like this.” 
 
    “How did you know?” 
 
    Kayla arches an eyebrow in my direction. “I’m not an idiot.” 
 
    No, she isn’t. Still, I didn’t think she would be devious enough to realize what I had in mind. In our partnership, she has always been the kind of ethical one, while I have been willing to push the boundaries and break some of the rules. 
 
    “Please, let me out of here.” 
 
    “I will. Just not yet,” she says. Turning back to the screen, she types again. Her fingers dance along the keyboard, clacking as she enters and confirms the various commands. 
 
    Unfortunately, I can’t see the screen, so I’m not sure exactly what she’s doing. 
 
    “Kayla?” She doesn’t answer. “Kayla, what are you doing?” 
 
    She still doesn’t respond. Instead, there is a glint in her eyes, and her lips curve upward mischievously, like she’s about to play some kind of trick. When she’s done, she stands up, takes a hold of the mouse, and begins to scroll through the information. She’s double checking her calculations. I’ve watched her do this hundreds of times before, only now my lungs tighten and my stomach starts to sink. 
 
    “All done,” she says. Then she taps one key. 
 
    Enter. 
 
    There’s a hiss of air, and I look down at one of the vents. 
 
    “What did you do?” I demand. 
 
    “You’re right, Dylan. We are partners, so we should both be willing to make sacrifices for our research.” She smirks, and then her eyes drift down. 
 
    Instinctively, I follow her gaze, hissing through my teeth as I watch my pants begin to disintegrate. We have played with our nanotechnology on many occasions, watching the microscopic robots destroy different items. They have eaten hamburgers, ripped through lumber, and taken apart bits of plastic. But now, I look back at her. 
 
    “Don’t worry,” she says. “You’re perfectly safe. I don’t want any harm to come to you or even a single hair on your pretty little head.” 
 
    As my clothing disintegrates around me, I throw myself up against the side of the wall. Sure, I know that it won’t do any good, but I still have to try. Animal instinct takes a hold of me. 
 
    I slam my fist harder and harder, channeling all the strength my arm possesses. 
 
    Then Kayla starts laughing. 
 
    I look down at myself. At this point, I’m completely naked. 
 
    I refuse to humiliate myself further by trying to cover my genitals. As a scientist, I don’t believe in absurd notions like modesty. 
 
    “That’s a really good first step,” she says. 
 
    She turns back to the keyboard, glances over her shoulder at me, and then she enters the next command. 
 
    From there, Kayla holds her hands behind her back as she strolls over to the transformation chamber. She speaks slowly and quietly and absorb every word. “Dylan, I want you to know that I’m only doing this because I think it is the best option. I mean, Max Johnson would have been disappointed in me. But you? You’re going to be perfect.” 
 
    “What are you talking about?” This sounds absolutely insane. I’m a man! There’s no way that Max Johnson would ever be interested in me. 
 
    “Oh? I didn’t tell you what’s going to happen? Don’t worry. I’m sure you’ll figure it out soon enough.” 
 
    What does she mean? This doesn’t make any sense. 
 
    This is when the tingling begins. At first, I don’t even notice it. You go through your days with little twinges, tickles, itches, and other assorted sensations, but your brain shoves them away as nonessential. 
 
    “You’re going to be so pretty,” she says. 
 
    On some level, I should be able to understand exactly what she means, but my mind refuses to go in that direction. 
 
    “You are going to be a sexy doll, Dylan. You are going to do whatever I want. That’s what I love about our nanotechnology designs. I mean, they are Wi-Fi enabled.” She grins at me, and I look down. Sure enough, the hair along my arms has started to vanish. The same thing is happening to my legs. 
 
    As my hair begins to vanish, I reach up as fresh tingling spreads from my limbs up to my chest. My nipples seem sensitive, and I look down, horrified to watch as my skin begins to stretch out. It doesn’t hurt or anything, but my eyes get big. 
 
    “No. No way! You didn’t! You couldn’t have!” I shout out those words, only then my voice cracks. 
 
    “What was that, Dylan? You want to try again?” 
 
    “Kayla,” I begin to say, only my voice squeaks out. I sound like some kid in middle school or something. “Kayla.” Each time, I freeze. 
 
    “Oh, and look at your legs. You look amazing,” she says, pointing down. 
 
    Part of me doesn’t want to check. Part of me doesn’t really want to know, but I tilt my head downward, and as I do so, something obscures my vision for a second. It falls in front of my eyes, and I quickly reach up with my hand. I look at my trim fingers. They are smaller than I remember. 
 
    Before walking into this chamber, I had fairly large, strong hands. I have the hands of a man. Now, they look dainty, almost elfin. 
 
    “Check out your legs,” she says. 
 
    When I look downward, they seem like they should belong to a supermodel or something. In spite of myself, pride begins to well up inside of me. Not only that, I see the curves of my hips, the flat my stomach, and then I watch, mesmerized in horror and fascination all at the same time by my chest. 
 
    My nipples harden to perky little points, but that isn’t all. Now the mounds are growing between my shoulders, forming into breasts. 
 
    “Kayla, you can’t!” At this point, I know precisely what is happening. I never imagined that my partner would be able to develop the formulas, schematics, and statistical models necessary to transform a man into a woman. Yet that is precisely what’s happening. 
 
    I glance over to my left. Sure enough, because of the fluorescent lights, I can see a pale reflection of my body in the plastic. I’m not looking at a man. Instead, I find myself looking at a beautiful woman. My hair has turned blonde, and it’s growing, inches over the course of minutes. My nose is smaller, my lips fuller. My ears look small and slightly pointed. 
 
    “No! Change me back!” I call out, but I don’t have the same deep, resonating voice that I remember. 
 
    Even to my own ears, I sound more like some petite, dainty girl. I might as well be in a uniform trying to sell Girl Scout cookies. 
 
    “No. I don’t think I will,” she says. “And you shouldn’t bother talking to me. I mean, you’re missing the best part.” With her pinky, she points down toward my crotch. 
 
    Oh no. 
 
    I don’t want to see this, yet something compels me. I don’t know if it is the technology already working its way through my body, rewriting the various molecules that make up who I am. 
 
    When my eyes drift downward, I can see my genitals as they begin to disappear. It looks like they are shriveling up on themselves. My penis pulls into my body, followed by my scrotum. Then I watch. For a second, I’m smooth like a doll, only this rift begins to form, a crevice. 
 
    A pussy. 
 
    I’m actually getting a pussy. 
 
    The tingling has spread all over now. I’m glad that it doesn’t hurt, but I can’t stop it either. I look around the transformation chamber, only to remember the emergency release. 
 
    Yes! I can still get out of here! If I can break the airtight seal, then the nanotechnology will stop. More than that, I might get lucky, and one of the emergency protocols might kick in, transforming me back to my original state. 
 
    I rush over to the other side of the small chamber. As I dart forward, I hardly notice the way I’m running. I don’t have the confident, athletic strides from before. Instead, I prance along, like some dainty ballerina. 
 
    Even so, I see the outline of the opening for the emergency release. I drop down onto my petite knees, and I claw at it to lift the flap. The panel comes up, and I see the handle underneath. I wrap my dainty little fingers around the cylinder, and I pull. 
 
    This should be easy. 
 
    Or at least, it would have been easy while I was a male. In this newly transformed body, I am soft and slender, my limbs underdeveloped and small. I hate this! 
 
    Clenching my eyes shut, I tell myself that I can do it. It is only a matter of willpower. Bracing myself against my knees, I pull as hard as I can, straining. My heart starts to pound, and I work at the handle with everything I have. 
 
    Come on. Come on! 
 
    All at once, the handle slides into the release position. There should be a hiss of air as the pneumatic pistons pull the sides of the chamber away. The different chemicals and clouds of nano-bots need to be sucked back in and recalled to their various containment units. 
 
    None of that happens. 
 
    I get back up onto my feet, and I instinctively feel the need to hold my knees together and cover my nipples. With my arms over my chest, I look back at my partner, but Kayla is just grinning at me. 
 
    “I’m going to get out of here!” 
 
    She doesn’t answer. Instead, she simply shakes her head slowly from side to side. 
 
    Why isn’t she freaking out? At this point, I should be able to get out of the laboratory. It might take some time, but I know that I will be able to reverse engineer this process. I’m smart. I know what I’m doing. 
 
    “Sorry,” she says just as I keep looking around. I wait for the sides of my plastic prison to retract. But they don’t. They aren’t moving! 
 
    “What, I didn’t tell you that I disabled the emergency protocols?” Kayla asks. “Oopsie.” 
 
    My eyes get big and wet. It feels like I want to start crying. Before I know what I’m doing, I give in to my frustration, and I throw myself at the wall. I slam my fists against of the plastic, even though I have absolutely no chance of breaking through. My hands beat harder and harder, but it still doesn’t do anything. 
 
    “Look at that. I think your transformation is almost done. Why don’t you take a look at yourself? Just enjoy it, Dylan.” 
 
    Shaking my head from side to side, I feel fresh waves of blonde hair brush along my forehead, down my cheeks. 
 
    I don’t want to look. I don’t want to know. 
 
    “Go ahead. Take a look.” 
 
    I stumble back, and my eyes are watering even more. I can’t help myself. As a man, it would have been easy for me to channel all of my emotions into anger, fear, and frustration. All of that would have formed this emotional tsunami to protect me from anything else. 
 
    But now, my eyes are wet, it feels like I want to start crying. 
 
    “Oh, you look adorable. I’m sure this is going to work out perfectly for both of us,” Kayla insists. “I mean, just look at you. You’re perfect! You could be a model!” 
 
    I stare at her. Even as I shake my head, I can’t look away. No. I don’t want to be a model! 
 
    Kayla strolls up to the transparent plastic between us, and she tilts her head to the side as she smirks. “What’s wrong? You don’t want to be objectified? You don’t want men to look at you like you are nothing but a sex toy? You don’t want to feel their eyes on you as they check out your ass or wonder what it would feel like to grope your breasts? Because that’s what you’re going to get, Dylan.” 
 
    “No!” I squeak back. 
 
    “Oh, yes. And you know what’s going to be even more frustrating?” 
 
    I sniffle once. “What?” 
 
    She grins at me happily. “You’re going to like it. That’s right. You won’t be able to help yourself. You’re going to be demeaned and humiliated, and you’ll understand exactly what is happening to you, and you’re going to enjoy every second of it. It’s going to make you wet.” 
 
    “No!” 
 
    “Yes,” she says. “I perfected the neurological reprogramming.” 
 
    That’s not possible. 
 
    Disbelief hits me, but then she turns back to the laptop. She starts typing. Glancing over her shoulder at me, she calls out, “You know if you beg, maybe I won’t have to do any of the mental reengineering. I could leave you just as you are. A male mind inside of the female body.” 
 
    I don’t know what to say. 
 
    “Please.” 
 
    If she starts messing with my mind, I have no idea what kind of damage she might do. We’ve been working on the physical alterations for several years. But mental or psychological modifications? We’ve talked about it and theorized a little bit, but those have always been side conversations. 
 
    “Please, please don’t do it. Please, don’t change my mind!” 
 
    “Why not? Isn’t that what you wanted to do to me?” 
 
    I press my lips together, uncertain of what to say. My arms are back over my chest, like I’m terrified of what might happen if she sees my nipples. Why? 
 
    I’m not sure, but I won’t think about it. Instead, all of my attention is locked on this young woman as she stands there in front of me, poised and determined. “Dylan, Dylan, Dylan. You wanted to mess with my head. I’m sure you’ve slipped a nice little sedative into my drink, thinking that some guy would be able to have his way with me.” 
 
    “It wasn’t some guy.” 
 
    “That doesn’t make it any better,” she tells me, speaking slowly, like this is some difficult concept I won’t be able to understand. “You need this, Dylan. You deserve this. So I’m going to mess with your head, just like you wanted to mess with mine.” 
 
    “No!” 
 
    “Don’t worry. I’m not going to turn you into a mindless bimbo. You’re going to understand exactly what is happening to you and what you’re doing. I’m going to make it a little bit easier on you because you will enjoy it. You’re going to hate yourself for it, but you’re going to love every second of it. You’re going to feel so docile and submissive, like you should do whatever he says. I mean, you were willing to stand up to him before. Why shouldn’t you be now?” 
 
    “Don’t do it,” I tell her again, and I don’t want to think about it, but I’m actually getting used to this new tone of voice. 
 
    No matter what I say, Kayla isn’t listening to me anymore. She turns back to her computer, and she starts typing again. She enters in the formulas, algorithms, and commands. After that, she takes another couple of seconds to look them over before she peeks in my direction again. 
 
    Then she taps a key. 
 
    Enter. 
 
    Nothing dramatic happens. There isn’t even a hiss of air from the vents as fresh bots are released into my enclosed atmosphere. Part of me wants to try to hold my breath, but I know that won’t help. Those microscopic devices will get into my body, my bloodstream. They will modify my smallest components. 
 
    “You’ve always wanted to be a horny slut, right?” Kayla asked me. She walks back up, and she grins. “The first thing that’s going to happen is you will start to think about makeup.” 
 
    No. I’m not going to do it. 
 
    I fight hard to think about anything but makeup. I won’t think about makeup. I want to think about taxes, the stock market, or the periodic table. 
 
    I can’t think about makeup. 
 
    And yet, as hard as I try, I’m imagining how it feels to slide lipstick along my mouth. Maybe I could put a nice primer on my cheeks before adding some blush to highlight the color of my skin. 
 
    What? Primer? 
 
    I’m not even supposed to know what that is. 
 
    “It’s already working, isn’t it?” 
 
    “No!” 
 
    “Yes, it is.” 
 
    “It isn’t!” I stamp my foot, and Kayla laughs at me. 
 
    “It’s funny. So many women get infantilized. For the most part, I’m against that, but maybe it’s necessary sometimes. Maybe there are girls out in the world who should be treated like real people because they don’t deserve rights. What you think of that, pretty girl?” 
 
    “Don’t call me that!” 
 
    “You look cute when your cheeks are all red like this.” 
 
    “No, I’m serious!” 
 
    “I’m sure you are, cupcake.” 
 
    Cupcake? My whole face seems to get wider, like I’m not exactly sure how to interpret what she just said. She’s talking down to me, teasing me. 
 
    “Get used to it, sweetie. You’re beautiful. You’re a beautiful, sexy, cute girl. That means no one is ever going to take you seriously. Girls are going to be jealous of you and automatically assume that you’re dumb. Guys are going to want to have sex with you. Oh, and they’re also going to assume that you’re dumb.” 
 
    “I’m a scientist and an engineer!” 
 
    “Doesn’t matter.” She grins at me. 
 
    “What are you talking about?” 
 
    “Oh, honey. You’ve never been a girl before. You don’t understand how people will see you. You don’t get to be smart or intelligent, not anymore. You are a hot piece of ass, and that means you are fair game.” 
 
    As I listen to those words, I want to disagree with her, but I keep thinking back to every comment about sexism and sexual harassment I have heard from friends and even family. Is it possible? Is she right? 
 
    “Besides, you’re not going to mind that much in a few minutes.” 
 
    I step back from the plastic wall, and I look around again, wishing for some way to stop her. 
 
    “Oh, you look cute when you’re upset.” 
 
    “I do not!” 
 
    There is a ping. 
 
    Automatically, the sides of the transformation chamber recede down into their alcoves. The ceiling of my plastic cage is lifted up toward the top of the room, and I look at her. 
 
    Did she make a mistake? Did she forget that the end of the process automatically opens up the chamber? 
 
    It won’t matter because I’m getting out of here! I don’t know where I’m going or what I’m going to do, especially because I am now a pretty, naked, blonde girl. Even so, I dart toward the exit. 
 
    With my heart pounding, I know that I can get away. That’s what I tell myself, anyway. My feet hit the floor, and I run, swinging my arms. My body feels strange, however. My strides are shorter than I remember, and I’m not nearly as strong. 
 
    Confident, Kayla stands in front of me. With one step, she blocks my way, but I still try to run past her. She grabs me by my waist, hooking one arm around my torso. Then she shoves me up against one of the counters. 
 
    “What do you think you’re going?” 
 
    “You can’t do this!” 
 
    Kayla laughs at me. “Of course, I can. I’m bigger than you, stronger than you, and smarter than you. Besides, you’re nothing but a horny slut who wants to be used.” 
 
    “I’m not!” 
 
    She grabs me by my wrists and pins me down. Her bright green eyes shine with mischievous malevolence as she grins. When she flashes her teeth, I feel like some frightened little animal. I try my best to slip free from her grip, but she’s right about one thing: Kayla really is stronger than me. She holds me down without any apparent effort while I wiggle and squirm beneath her. 
 
    “Just stop and think about it, Dylan. Tell me how it makes you feel when you think about being held it just like this. Do you like being on your back? Do you like the idea of a big, strong man holding you down, making you helpless? How does it make you feel when you think about being used? Remember, you don’t get any boundaries. You’re going to suck cock, spread your legs, and be his plaything.” 
 
    “No!” Even as the single word jumps from my lips, I feel something else, this tangle of arousal. 
 
    Crossing my wrists over my head, she pins me down with just one arm now. My eyes widen when I realize what she’s doing. There’s no way! It shouldn’t be that easy for her to hold me down helpless. 
 
    But it is. 
 
    “Let’s see how you really feel,” she tells me. 
 
    For a second, I truly don’t understand what she is about to do, and then my eyes get big. 
 
    She slides her hand along my body, starting first at the base of my throat. From there, Kayla circles her fingertips around my nipples. They harden immediately. She touches one, and I shiver. There’s this little gasp of pleasure from my lips. 
 
    I need to control myself! I can’t let her think that I’m enjoying this even as the pleasure bubbles up inside of me. 
 
    “Just admit it, Dylan. You’re a horny slut now. You can’t wait to be on your knees, sucking a cock or on all fours, getting fucked like a dog.” 
 
    I’ve never heard her speak like this before. 
 
    She grins, flashing her teeth. “That’s what you wanted for me, right? You wanted to trade me for his money.” Disgust ripples through her voice. “Well, we’re going to have all of the money we will ever need. Yes, we will.” She grins down at me just as her fingers tighten on my nipple. She pinches, twisting gently, and pleasure mixes the pain, making me arch my back. I’m still twitching beneath her, but now I’m not struggling for freedom. Instead, these animalistic movements just make it clear that I am turned on. 
 
    Then she lets go, and she smirks again. “Tell me what you want.” 
 
    “Let me go!” 
 
    “Okay. I guess I just have to check for myself,” she says. 
 
    I don’t really understand what she means, not until her hand brushes along that channel between my breasts, then to my stomach. She moves her fingers over my smooth pubis down to my pussy. 
 
    Up until this point, I have done a pretty good job of ignoring that new body part. 
 
    Only now, she squeezes her fingertips between my legs and nudges my thighs apart. “After this, I’m going to spank you, Dylan. I want you to feel truly helpless. I want you to understand that being feminine means being subservient. You’re going to learn to obey.” 
 
    “No! I won’t!” I call out those words and shake my head from side to side, yet I sound like some pathetic damsel in distress. I might as well be locked up in a dragon’s tower or tied to some train tracks. 
 
    “Actually, you can’t help yourself. Observe.” 
 
    At first, I really don’t understand what she has in mind, but her fingers move lower and lower until she brushes her touch along my pussy. Her fingers gently glide along my opening, and I shiver again, automatically responding to the stimulation. It overwhelms me, sending jolts of pleasure cascading through my body. Yes! That feels good, so good! 
 
    A satisfied moan begins to vibrate from deep within my chest. 
 
    “You see? You can’t help yourself. I have reprogrammed you. You are a dirty slut now. And that’s why you’re going to promise to obey. You will tell me how much you want to serve Mister Johnson.” 
 
    “No. I won’t. I can’t.” As I gasp out those words, she continues to touch me, teasing me with potential. My slit is already wet, slick with need. 
 
    “Just tell me when you’re ready to beg.” 
 
    For the next few seconds, she teases me methodically and mercilessly. Her fingers move up and down. Sometimes she slows down. Later, she speeds up. All the while, my heart pounds, and the heat feels like it’s blistering, but I love it! 
 
    As hard as I fight, I can’t help myself. 
 
    That’s why the words stumble from my lips, “I can’t take this anymore!” 
 
    “Then you know exactly what you need to do,” she tells me. 
 
    She wants me to beg. She wants me to promise. 
 
    The waves of need crash down against my mental barriers, but then I close my eyes for a second, and I picture myself in some slutty schoolgirl uniform. I picture myself wearing a hot pink thong underneath a short, tartan skirt with sexy little pleats. My midriff would be exposed, and my breasts would be pushed up, showing off my cleavage. 
 
    I might twirl strands of hair around one finger like some idiot bimbo just before I’m told to get down on my knees and open my mouth because I’m going to give a blow job. 
 
    My mouth waters at the prospect. Yes, I want that. I ache for it. 
 
    “Please, please, let me obey. Let me be a horny slut for you. Please, use me!” 
 
    She rewards me, dipping fingers down into my wet crack. She teases me, stroking my clitoris. As the sensations course through my body, it feels like every nerve ending I possess lights up, pulling bright on my skin. 
 
    She moves down and up, slowly penetrating me. And even if this feels like a violation, I don’t care. This is what I want; this is what I need. 
 
    More. 
 
    Only then, she takes her hand away, and she brings her fingertips to my mouth. 
 
    “Taste your juices,” she commands. 
 
    I obey, wrapping my lips around her digits. I suck. 
 
    I’ve gone down on women before, so I recognize the flavor right away. But that’s mine now. It belongs to me. I suck on her fingers until she pulls her hand back, and then she grins down at me. 
 
    “I’m going to let you go and you’re going to roll over. You’ll stay bent across the counter like a good slut so that I can spank you. And when I’m done, you will promise that you will do whatever he wants.” 
 
    I don’t answer. 
 
    “Say it.” 
 
    “I, I’ll promise to do whatever he wants,” I reply, my voice quivering. 
 
    True to her word, she pulls me over, only to push me down. My stomach presses into the edge of the counter as she grabs my ass, squeezes, and then she spanks me, bringing her hand down hard. The pain flashes through my body, making me even hotter and wetter than before. How is that even possible? 
 
    It’s because I enjoy being degraded. 
 
    Her hand flies down, and the pain explodes along my skin with every contact. Each time she touches me, I need more. 
 
    My eyes water, and tears run down my cheeks, at least until it stops. Then I sniffle, and she turns me around. 
 
    “Hold your hands behind your back.” 
 
    Obediently, I comply with her command. 
 
    “Chin up. Breasts out, legs spread,” she orders. 
 
    I feel like a voice activated doll. I assume each requisite position, putting myself on display. 
 
    “Very good. Now, I’m going to leave you like this, and Max Johnson will walk into this room. When he does, you will do whatever he wants. I’m going to tell him that you like it rough, that you want to be used and degraded by him. Does that sound nice?” 
 
    I don’t say anything, so she pinches my chin. “Say it.” 
 
    “Yes. That sounds nice,” I say, gritting my teeth. 
 
    My tormentor and former partner strolls out of the room. The door closes, and I face it, waiting. With every second, I focus on one simple fact. I should be able to leave. And yet, I can’t pull my feet away from the floor. This must be part of the programming. 
 
    She really has reworked my thoughts, my impulses and my drives. 
 
    Before I can figure out some way to break her spell, the door opens, and there he is. Max Johnson. 
 
      
 
    “My oh my, what do we have here?” 
 
    Mister Johnson walks into the room, and he begins circling me. His eyes wander up and down the length of my body, the curves of my ass, the tips of my nipples, and the lines of my shoulders. Then he grabs my hair, yanks my head back, and he kisses me hard. 
 
    “This is what I want. I mean, I would’ve settled for that other bitch, but you look good. Are you ready to have a good time?” 
 
    It will be a good time. For him. 
 
    For me, it will be humiliating, but that’s the entire point. 
 
    When he’s done kissing me, he grabs my wrists, shoves them against the counter, and then he bends me over it. “Think of tonight as a free sample,” he tells me, his breath hot against the corner of my ear. “If I like you, I’m going to keep you. I’m sure Kayla will hand you off.” 
 
    “No,” I say, doing my best to sound confident. “She would never do that.” 
 
    “In exchange for her dream research budget?” 
 
    I open my mouth, getting ready to say something else, only he smacks my ass because that is his right and prerogative. He can punish me however he wants. 
 
    In this room, at this moment, I am his slut. I’m going to be a pretty girl for him, which means I will obey every command. 
 
    Once he smacks my ass that first time, he decides to do it again. He must enjoy the way his hand claps down against the contours of my rear. He pulls his hand back, slaps, again and again. He makes me whimper, only the pleasure keeps mounting. 
 
    Then I hear it, the zipper. He spreads my legs, thrusts into me, and I am getting taken by this man. 
 
    It all happens so fast, yet there is nothing I can do to stop him! 
 
    Worse, I don’t really want to. 
 
    Right now, I’m being taken and used, and I love it. 
 
    He plunges into me, thrusting hard, fast, making it dirty and so intense. My breasts are squeezed down against the cold countertop, yet I’m eager for more as he pulls back. Then he shoves into me again, thrusting hard and fast. I’m already wet. He doesn’t need to worry about foreplay, not after everything Kayla did to me. 
 
    He pumps me, working me, forcing me to enjoy every second of this. Within a few more seconds, I arch my back, and I shiver, shaking as the orgasm ripples through me. 
 
    But Mister Johnson isn’t done with me. 
 
    He continues to thrust, almost withdraw, and plunge down again. The friction of our bodies drives me wild. Within a few seconds, I’m close to another orgasm. 
 
    Then he grabs my hair, pulls my head back, and he demands, “say it. Tell me. Tell me what you are!” He’s panting as he uses me. 
 
    Kayla was right about one thing; I like it rough. I love the way he treats me like I am his own private slut, that I have no rights, that I can be used however he sees fit. I am little more than a living toy, an adult to be taken advantage of at any time. 
 
    “I—I’m your slut, Sir! Use me. Please, use me! I’m dirty. I’m nothing but a slut!” 
 
    He obliges, yanking on my hair even as he pumps into me. The pain flashes along my scalp, yet I’m still gasping with pleasure. My mouth is watering, and then he thrusts hard and fast, deep into me. He’s buried now, and his shaft pulsates as he climaxes. 
 
    When he yanks back, spent, he pushes on the top of my head, touching me to my knees. “Suck the come, slut.” 
 
    I oblige because it’s what I was made to do. And when I look up at him, I know that he won’t be the last one. I belong to Kayla, so she can use me however she wants. If she decides I should please some of the other investors, then she can make that happen. 
 
    I’ll do anything for her. I can’t help myself, not when it feels this good. 
 
    Damn her. 
 
      
 
    The End 
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