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The Bimbo Spell

Part 1

He exuded power. It was almost mystical—but not quite.

He exhaled it. All around him could tell that this was a man who was comfortable with authority. When he strode through a crowd, people instinctively stepped aside. They could tell that he deserved respect.

So they gave it to him.

Striding back to his seat, Brian felt like the king of the world. Perhaps it was a cliché, especially for a guy like him, but he got the promotion. Nothing else had the matter. With the stroke of the pen, his employers doubled his salary, and he was ready to celebrate.

Several of his friends bobbed their heads to the music. They grabbed their drinks and held them up, the music blaring through the entire chamber. The guys grinned at one another for a few seconds before they returned their attention to the girls up on stage.

Brian grinned like a victorious warrior, wondering if he should try to hit on one of them. Normally, strippers would not have been his thing, except tonight was special.

His eyes drifted to the first one, a blonde bombshell with giant tits. She spun around the poll, showing off her every curve as the staccato rhythm pounded through the entire room. She smiled at Brian, probably because he had already given her several generous tips. She had to be on stage. Her manager said so, but she couldn't wait to get back to his lap.

Of course, there was also the brunette in the middle. The brown haired girl had beautiful, if somewhat smaller, breasts. She giggled them for the appreciative audience, the guys hooting and howling whenever she flashed them smile.

Then there was the redhead off to the side. She didn't get nearly as much attention, but she probably had the most attractive dances. Moving like someone who had taken ballet, she stretched across her little stage. She lifted her hands over her head, showing off her naked chest. Then she twisted around, bending forward so the men could appreciate her tight little ass.

All the while, Brian leaned back, thinking he could definitely buy the attention of at least one girl tonight. Sure, they all protested, but Brian understood how dollars opened doors.

That song came to an end, and another techno beat quickly took its place. The blonde hopped off of her stage, and she walked toward Brian. She strutted straight for him, knowing full well that he was flush and eager to part with some of his money.

She dropped down onto his lap without even asking. Wrapping her arms around his neck, she pressed her breasts up against his chest. Immediately, she could feel his erection pressed up against her.

"What are you doing after work?" he asked, whispering into her ear.

Despite the blaring music, she pulled back. For a moment, Brian wondered if you made a mistake. After all, the patrons weren't supposed to connect with the strippers, not like that. She would have been well within her rights to go to her manager and get him kicked out.

She flashed a crooked grin, "Nothing. Not unless you have some ideas."

He smiled, equally aggressive. This time, he decided not to press the issue.

The stripper went back to her job, grinding against him. It felt so good, especially because he knew that he was going to get to have her later. All of his friends threw jealous glances at Brian, but this was his night. He was the king, and they were little more than his vassals tonight.

She kept up the seconds for several more seconds, and Corey relaxed, enjoying this moment of heaven.

Only then she stopped, and he glanced up, ready to demand she continue. Then he realized that her eyes were on something else, and he twisted around, spotting the petite redhead standing just a few feet back. She had her arms crossed over her chest, and she looked past.

“Dude! Isn’t that your ex?” Jackson, one of Brian’s friends, asked from the next seat over. “She looks pissed.”

Whether or not she looked upset shouldn't have had any bearing on Brian. After all, they had been broken up for more than a month. As far as he was concerned, Sophia was just some girl he used to know.

"You're married, or something, are you?" the stripper demanded. Considering the Brian came off like a clean-cut guy, she probably didn't appreciate the idea that he had been about to cheat.

"No," he told the blonde, determined not to let his ex ruin this. To win him some goodwill, he pulled out his wallet and handed the stripper a hundred. Grinning, he said, "I'm going to expect you to earn that later on."

He handed her the bill, and she scampered backstage.

Jackson and Brian's other friends watched, eagerly eavesdropping.

Swallowing, Brian got out of his seat and walked right over to his ex. With every step, he wondered how he could avoid seeing. A petite redhead who stood at 5’5, Sophia had youthful features, a bright smile, perfect teeth, and a pert pair of little breasts. At the moment, she wore black slacks and a tight blouse that buttoned up her chest.

For a moment, Brian almost forgot why they had broken up. But then her eyes narrowed, and he remembered them look. She was about to try something that they were both going to regret.

"What’re you doing here?" Up close, Brian couldn't help but admire the way her dark red hair framed to features. She really does look good, but that didn't make up for the amount of crazy she had hiding behind her eyes.

"I figured it out," she replied, placing her hands on her hips. Anger radiated off of her.

With another woman, Sophia might have actually managed to be intimidating. But with Brian, she just looked diminutive and silly. After all, he towered over her by a good five or six inches.

"Figured what out?" he asked, touching two fingers to the ridge of his nose. He didn't want to look exasperated already. Chances were good that dealing with Sophia would require some diplomacy, but he didn't have the patience for this. He wanted to get back to his stripper. He wanted to get back to his friends.

“I figured out how to make it work,”

Truly exasperated now, Brian glanced around, wondering if he could just ask security to escort her away. That could’ve been fun. Realizing that it probably wouldn't work, he turned his attention back to his ex. "Look, I don't know what you're trying to accomplish here, but you need to leave. I'm having a really good night, and I don't want to see you. If there is something we really have to talk about, we can do it later."

He grabbed her by the shoulder and started to walk toward the exit. Brian just needed his ex gone.

At first, Sophia allowed him to lead her away, but then she said, "Brian, I know you think that I'm nuts because I believe in magic and the arcane, but I figured it out. You didn't think I could, but I really did it. I now have control over several very significant elemental forces, not the least of which is sound.”

"That's nice," he said, wondering briefly what that hundred dollar bill would get him from the blonde stripper. Maybe some time in the VIP room? Oh yes, that would be very nice.

Sophia quickly shrugged off his hand, and she stood in front of him. Brian opened his mouth, inhaling, ready to remind her that they were broken up, so she didn't get to tell him where he could be. In fact, she didn't have any right to be there at all. It was a strip club, after all, but Sophia had never appreciated the objectification of women.

While they've been dating, he'd been forced to pretend to be interested to several of her feminist lectures. She loved the idea of sisterhood, which probably explains some of her fascination with the occult and witchcraft.

Of course, he didn't have to do with any of her crazy, not anymore.

Before he could tell her to get lost, she opened her mouth and she spoke. "I am good with light too." The music from the speaker situated all around the room suddenly went silent, at least for Brian. The world seemed to move in slow motion as Sophia with her hand into the air. She extended her palm, and light started to sparkle there.

It was beautiful, like something Brian had never experienced before. He believed several times, trying to clear his head, but he couldn't move.

"That's right," she said to him. "You are now in my power. You will now obey every order I give you.”

Brian blinked again, and this time the world went back to normal. The music pounded down on him, the light disappeared, and Sophia was standing in front of him. Shrugging off whatever just happened that some momentary glitch, he reached out to grab her.

Brian's patience came to an end, and he wasn't going to put up with her anymore.

"Don't touch me," commanded the petite redhead.

Brian stopped. His hand froze in the air, and he couldn't move any further. It wasn't like he stopped trying. In fact, he tried mightily to disregard her command, yet he couldn't move his arm.

"Hold both of your hands behind your back," Sophia said.

Brian was never going to do it. Really, he had no idea what she was playing it. It wasn't like she could do some parlor trick and then he would be obedient to her every command. Maybe something that could happen in a movie or something, but this was reality and…

He slid his hands behind his back, holding them tightly.

“How, how are you doing this?” He demanded, struggling against his own grip as though he'd been physically restrained.

Sophia reached up and looped her arm through the crook of his elbow. Then she tugged on him, but Brian refused to move. He was going to get an explanation, only Sophia cut them off, "Come with me right now. Oh, and don't say work your friends. I don't think they'll need to worry about you anymore."

Brian shut his mouth, and he let her guide him out of the strip club. Before he knew it, the cold of the night air washed down against his skin.

"Where is your car?"

"Like I'm going to tell you," he sneered, still scrambling to retake control of his body.

"Brian, tell me where your car is. In fact, give me your keys as well," Sophia said, grinning like a little girl who just found a new favorite toy.

"Over there," he said, pointing just after he took out his keys and handed them to her. With every movement, Brian tried to stop himself, yet something compelled him, something impossible to ignore. Obviously, she had done something to him. Maybe she drugged him. Maybe she used some kind of weird mind mumbo-jumbo.

The exact cause didn't matter. He just had to figure out how to undo it.

Sophia tugged on his arm, walking across the parking lot. With every step, she made it clear that she was in charge, and he had to do whatever she liked.

She opened the driver side door and got in. Frozen in place, Brian didn't know what to do. He didn't want to admit that his ex-girlfriend has been able to simply steal his ride.

But then Sophia rolled down the window. "Get in. I have big plans for you."

She drove hard and fast in his car, laying rubber like they were fleeing the cops. Brian braced his hands against the dashboard as she zoomed through a yellow light. "Look, Sophia, just let me know right now. You don't need to do this. Just let me go."

She glanced over at him, smirking, her expression filled with nothing but condescension. "What? Is the little girl scared?”

Brian glared at her with everything he had. He wanted her to be intimidated, but the redhead simply threw her head back and laughed at him. "Sweetheart, you don't know how this is going to work quite yet. But you will very soon. I promise."

He was ready to argue with her, but she shrugged like t didn't make any difference to her one way or the other. But then the corner of her mouth rose up, "Brian, shut up."

Instantly, he closed his mouth, and then opened it again, but he couldn’t make a sound, no matter how hard he tried. He could mumble at her, except those sounds only made his ex-girlfriend giggle.

Within a matter of minutes, she pulled up in front of her house; she got out, slamming the door. Brian jumped out as well, and he tried to shout for help.

When he realized that Sophia was headed up the stairs to the front door, he decided to take a run for it. He didn't care what she tried to do. If he could get out of earshot, then she obviously would be able to use this newfound power on him.

Running as hard as he could, he made it about ten feet before his ex called out, “Brian, come here. Now.” She sounded like a petulant wife, but he stopped nonetheless.

Then he turned around, he started walking toward her. "Hurry up," she commanded, and he did that too, speeding up along the mostly empty street.

He climbed up the steps, and Sophia was waiting for him.

Brian tried to speak again, to demand some sort of explanation. Instead, Sophia took his hand and pulled the house. "Take one last look," she said. "This is going to be the last time you got to look at that street as a man."

Obviously, he didn't understand. None of this made any sense to him.

Inside the house, she took him by the hand again, pulling him down a long corridor to the stairs. Then she walked him up the steps. “You’re going to be very happy here,” she said. “I think it might take some time for you to settle, but once you yield, you’ll feel a lot better. Don’t you think?”

Since she asked him a question, he could respond. “Yield?” Brian snapped. “What the hell are you talking about? Why can’t I control my body? How are you doing this?”

“I already told you. It's magic."

"There is no such thing as magic," Brian insisted even as his ex-girlfriend dragged him down the hallway, opening the door at the end for him. He had been in her bedroom many times, only he had never expected to return.

"Really? There is no such thing as magic? So be impossible for me to force you to come back to my house? Is it possible for me to get you down on your knees so you can eat me out?"

"Go to hell," he snarled, fighting with every ounce of his willpower. Brian kept expecting his body to return to his control. It only had to be a matter of time, he told himself. Whatever drug or effect she used on him had to fade with time. If you could only be strong enough, that he could resist.

"Bad boy," she said, frowning. "Bend yourself over the bed and pulled your pants."

“What, what you talking about?" There was no way he was going to do that, Brian told himself. He was a strong man, a man who wasn't going to listen to this petite young woman.

But then he found himself following her commands, unbuckling his belt and dropping his pants. Then he bent over the bed, his ass exposed. Yes, there was a thin layer of his boxers, but he still felt painfully exposed.

"Remember when you would come up here, and we would pretend to wrestle?" Sophia asked. Bent over the bed, he couldn't really see her as she headed to the bathroom. Brian had no idea what she was about to retrieve. "You always thought it was so funny that you could pin me. It never took any effort at all for you."

Sophia came back and smiled down at him. She pinched his nose, and he tried to swat her hand away, but she withdrew it too quickly. Then, she held up her other hand and what it clasped.

It was her old hairbrush. Made from a hardwood, this brush it belonged to Sophia ever since they met. And there had been one night when he had taken it and use it to spank her. That moment must've been the most humiliating of her entire life. After that, she hadn't spoken to him for several days.

Now she held it and she grinned.

“What do you think you're doing?" Corey demanded, doing his best to keep his voice even and level. He tried to hide that little shiver of panic creeping through his tone, yet she picked up on it easily. After all, a big, manly man like Brian could possibly imagine getting spanked by his ex-girlfriend. She disappeared from his line of sight, circling around. “Sophia! Sophia, stop! Just wait! Wait, okay?”

"No. I don't think I can," she told him coquettishly.

Brian summoned up all of his willpower to regain control of his body, but he didn't do it fast enough because his ex-girlfriend brought a flat side of that hairbrush down with a mighty thwack!

The hot sting burned through his skin, and he tried to move. He could flail his arms, but that was all. Of course, that left vulnerable to his ex.

Smiling brightly, Sophia brought the hairbrush down again and again. She gave him fifteen hard spankings with that piece of wood. And when she was done, his eyes were watering and he couldn't think straight.

"When you spank me, you made me feel helpless, but guess what? It's your turn now," Sophia said to him. "As long as we're together, you mocked my beliefs. You told me that magic could be real, but you're about to learn the truth. Yes, you are. You are, and I don't think you're going to like it, at least not at first.”

Brian didn't know what to say or how he could possibly respond. So, for once, he didn't say anything. That seemed a lot smarter.

From behind him, he could make out the sound of rustling clothing. Sophia kicked off her shoes before pulling off her socks and pants. Only then did she tell him, "Okay, Brian, you can turn around now. But be sure to stay down on your hands and knees."

Again, he didn't want to move. He tried to resist her power with everything he had, but his will was insufficient. Whether he wanted to admit it or not, Sophia had a power he couldn't claim or circumvent.

So he fell down onto his hands and knees, his ass still bright red from the spanking. He turned around and looked up at his ex-girlfriend. She only had on her top and panties. Her long legs stretched downward, and he felt especially small there on the floor.

"Pull my panties down with your teeth," she commanded.

"Why, why are you doing this?" He hated that stutter in his voice, but he couldn't make it go away. Maybe he wants to say something else as well, but the compulsion forced him to sit up and grab onto her panties with his teeth.

Right away, he caught the aroma of her arousal. Sophia was enjoying this in more ways than one. He pulled down her panties, exposing her strawberry-blonde pubic hairs. Embarrassment burned through his body, but there was nothing he could do to stop her.

"I'm doing this because you deserve it. I'm doing this because you are a very bad boyfriend, and you deserve punishment, especially for the way you broke up with me. You don't get hacked pick a jackass without consequence."

Then she reached her hands into his hair and she pulled hair, yanking his face up against her crotch. "Eat me out," she commanded.

Normally, a girl like Sophia didn't use such vulgar language, but he deserved nothing less. "Remember how you would never go down on me while we were dating? Well, I guess things certainly change, don't they?"

Even as she teased him, the compulsion took a hold of his mind and body, forcing Brian to stick his tongue into her slit. The taste of her excitement filled his senses. Disgust also simmered at his core because he never wanted to do this. He never wanted to be the guy who had to go down his girlfriend, only this was worse because he and Sophia weren’t together!

"Good boy," she said, patting his hair. But when he tried to pull away, she yanked, sending a painful jolt down his spine. Brian kept licking and sucking, nuzzling his nose as well as his lips against her slit and inner thighs. “Good boy! So good!”

He hated the way she was complimenting him, making the semi company wanted to do. He couldn't speak, not with his mouth full of her pussy.

"This is where you belong. You need to be down on your knees, servicing me. You need to be on your hands and knees, crawling like a dog. You need to do as you're told. Always. But don't worry. I'm going to train you. I'm going to make sure you learn how to serve me like a perfect little slave girl.”

Slave girl?

Brian told himself that he heard her wrong. She must have said something else. Yes, that was it…

He kept licking, running the tip of his tongue along her clit, down and up, down and up, down and up, over and over again. All the while, Sophia looked down at her ex-boyfriend, degraded and humiliated and turns into little more than a sex toy. She used his mouth like he belonged to her.

Because he did.

Brian couldn't stop himself, and she was having so much fun. Sophia kept at it until the orgasm couldn't be resisted. It crashed over her, I cascading series of waves that seemed to pulse from her very core. Her whole body tangled with excitement and heat as it felt like the pleasure centers throughout her body overloaded. Yes, she wanted this. Yes, she wanted so much more.

And next time, he was going to be even better.

Finally, she let go of his hair, and she stumbled back. By the time she reorganized her thoughts, Sophia looked at her ex-boyfriend, only he had his face down. Obviously, he didn't want to look at her. He was too ashamed.

"What? Did you think that you were too strong for me? Did you think that I would be able to take you?" She walked over to him, touching her fingertips to his chin and forcing his head up. She made him look into her eyes.

"I'm going to get you for this," he insisted.

Sophia replied with just one word, “Sleep.”

His eyelids drooped.

He was so sleepy…

He couldn’t stay awake…

…And he remembered fighting her last command.

As he almost dreamed, Brian swam and paddled through the same images. He was at the club with that beautiful blonde. That girl knew the score. She wanted him. No, that stripper needed him. And yeah, he was going to have so much fun with her.

“Sleep,” Sophia said again.

He dropped off, mostly. It seemed like he was asleep, only he remembered climbing into bed. Maybe that was another effect of Sophia’s power. Could she really make him do things while he slept?

No. It couldn’t be.

That simply wasn’t possible!

He tried to get angry, and he managed to open his eyes. Sophia wasn’t in the room. He was in a bed, the walls were pink, and sunlight streamed through the window. But then he remembered, “Sleep.” He disappeared back into the dark of rest.

Each time he focused, he almost awoke. But no, he had to be dreaming because things started to feel different. For one, he spotted a few blonde strands from the corner of his vision. That couldn’t be right.

Brian had dark brown hair, and none of it was long enough for him to see without a mirror. But there were other things too, like when he tried to sit up and his whole torso seemed unbalanced somehow.

And what about when he lifted his hand? He managed to lift it into the air, and it seemed small and dainty.

Feminine.

Those dreams seemed persistently real, not that Brian could contemplate those images one way or the other. Whenever he got close to really waking up, he recalled that one word, “Sleep.”

It kept happening until Sophia’s voice reverberated through his body again, “Wake up, Bria.” He heard the name. He recognized the sounds. They didn’t make sense, not at first. They would, in time.

Brian opened his eyes slowly. They fluttered a few times. Bright sunlight cut across the room and washed over him. Slowly, he sat up, but something was wrong. Everything felt different.

His eyes focused on Sophia, only she seemed…bigger. Taller. That didn't make any sense. Sophia had always been smaller than Brian. And why did she call him Bria? No, no none of this fit together.

"Sit up," Sophia commanded. Immediately, he moved to obey.

Once he was sitting up, he looked around, and everything struck him as bigger. Not only that, his balance was wrong somehow. Sophia was smiling at him, and she pointed downward.

Confused, his brows tightened, but he glanced down, expecting to see nothing but sheets. Instead, he found breast. Brian stared for several seconds, thinking this had to be some kind of trick, a practical joke or something. The longer he looked, the more real they seem. There were two breasts on his chest.

They were on the smallish side, but still, they were breasts! Horror shot through him because she must have put him through some kind of surgery or something. There really could be no other explanation, but then his hand moved up. He didn't want to touch them. He didn't want to feel if they were real.

"Go ahead. Fondle yourself,” Sophia said.

Brian didn't want to do it. "No! I won’t!” he insisted, only his hands moved to their own volition. He cupped his new tits, and he started to massage the soft globes, working them over in his palms.

Immediately, his nipples hardened under the sensations. This reaction sent gentle shakes through his body. Not only that, he felt something else, a twinge between his legs. But it wasn't an erection.

Sophia grinned again, and this time she yanked back the sheets, throwing them onto the floor. For the first time, Brian got to see his new body. First, disbelief reached through his brain. No, no, no, no, this couldn’t be happening! It couldn't be real. It has to be some kind of delusion, some kind of mistake.

His mouth went dry, his lungs froze in his chest, and he couldn't move a thought through his head. Everything came to a halt.

Sophia clambered onto the bed, straddling him easily. She showed him down onto the bed, pinning him. Immediately, Brian tried to shove her off, and it should have been easy. After all, he was so much bigger than her. He had always been stronger and faster. It always seemed so easy to move her around because she was smaller than him.

But this time, he tends his muscles, and he strained with everything he had, but he couldn't move her. And there Sophia was, smiling down at him, her bangs hanging down like a curtain over her forehead. “Sorry. I think I'm bigger now. And guess what?” Sophia dropped her voice to a whisper, “I think that means I'm in charge. Yes, I'm certain it means I'm in charge now."

Brian didn't know how to process this. None of it felt right or real, yet he couldn't deny the truth of the sensations running through his body. “What did you do to me? What did you do to me, you crazy bitch?"

"Brian, I thought you needed some perspective, so I decided to change you a little bit." She nodded her head, almost like she was running a calculation. "Yes, I think this is going to be very good for you. This is going to make sure you learn how to behave."

"You can't do this to me!” He tried to shove her away again, but Sophia held Brian down with ease. She may have only been 5’5, but her transformed ex-boyfriend was obviously smaller. Brian had girlishly petite limbs. His well muscled physique disappeared, replaced by the body of a young woman, a sorority girl who had to rely on the strength of others.

"But I can," Sophia said. "I can do whatever I want. For example…” She let her voice drift off as she lowered her lips. Brian shook his head from side to side, his blonde bangs getting in his eyes as he shook his head from side to side. He fought as hard as he could, but Sophia had no problem keeping him on his back.

Then she clamped her lips around one of his newly sensitized nipples. Instantly, his eyes bugged wide, and he struggled twice as hard, bucking from side to side. Brian tried to throw his diminutive weight around, but Sophia kept firmly locked in place.

Meanwhile, she looked at his nipple, teasing him with the tip of her tongue. She swirled her tongue around his pleasure bud, tracing little circles all while he struggled helplessly. But not only that, he felt desire start to build between his legs, damp this gathering somewhere he didn't want to consider. But then Sophia sat up again, and she asked, "Brian, are you aroused?"

"No! Of course not!" He didn't want his ex-girlfriend to realize what she could do to him how she could start a fire at his core.

Unfortunately for him, Sophia didn't believe a word he said. So she reached back and stroked her fingertips along his knee and up his naked thigh. Frozen by disbelief, Brian didn't know what to do. He kept hoping that he would feel his erection, that he would get to sense the stiffness of his cock.

But Sophia's fingertips lightly grazed his inner thighs, continuing on to the soft opening of his pussy. His slit was already wet with excitement, and nothing he did or said could change that physical reality.

“My oh my,” Sophia taunted. "Someone is definitely a horny girl."

“No!” he shouted back. “I’m not! I’m not a girl!”

“You don’t think so?” Sophia teased, raising one eyebrow. Although she sounded detached and neutral, Brian had no problem picking up on the sadistic glee in his ex-girlfriend's voice and features.

Sophia could pretend all she wanted, but she was enjoying this in densely. This was fantastic. She got to take her macho ex-boyfriend and turn it into her little plaything. Oh yes, she was going to have some fun with Bria.

"No, of course not! I'm not a damned woman! Now undo this! Undo it right now! I’m not a woman! I’m not!” Even though Brian had already spoken quite a bit, it was just at this moment that he froze, catching the tone of his voice. He didn't sound like some big, macho man, not anymore.

His voice came out high pitched and girly. He sounded like some college chick complaining about homework. So…he couldn’t believe it.

"It's okay, sweetheart. If you need me to really show you how things are going to be, I can do that," Sophia said. At the same time, she reached down and grabbed Brian by his slim wrists. She pulled him up, dragging him across the room.

Brian tried to struggle; he tried to break her hold, but Sophia was just too strong for him. And then, before he knew it, he was standing in front of a fully mirror.

Only it wasn't him.

He didn't want to believe it was him anyway.

"Yes, you look just adorable, don't you think?” Sophia’s words dripped with sarcasm and disdain in equal measure. “You’re just so pretty!”

Brian barely heard her. Pursing his lips, he let his eyes drift from his now-blonde hair down to his shaped shoulders, his rounded breasts, his girlish hips, and his slight legs. Nothing about this new physique seemed masculine or manly at all. He barely had any muscle development, and he didn't want to move.

"This is you now," Sophia said.

"Change me back," he said, quiet this time.

"No."

Corey looked up at his ex-girlfriend, hoping to see even a flicker of reluctance on her face. But no, Sophia was grinning from ear to ear, eager to play with him. Then she pounced, grabbing Brian by his wrist. "Do a little spin for me. I want to see you."

By this point, he hoped that whatever effect she had on him would have worn off, but her voice traveled across the year, and she was helpless to resist it.

Holding his hands over his chest, Brian tried to protect some kind of modesty. At the same time though, he did a little spin, turning about, taking dainty little steps.

"Very nice," Sophia said, laughing and clapping. "This is going to be fantastic!"

"This can't be real. This just can't," he said, shutting his eyes like this was simply a bad dream he would be able to force himself to wake up.

“You don't think this is real?" Sophia demanded, and Brian recognized that tone in her voice. She sounded petulant and annoyed. While they had dated, he made her use that voice what it did. Now though, it filled with a sense of dread.

"It can't," he said again.

Manhandling him with ease, Sophia grabbed Brian and forced him across the room and back on the bed. All the while, Brian tried to take and shake his way free. But it didn't work. He simply wasn't used to working with such a small body, and he didn't know how to struggle without relying on sheer muscle mass.

Just got shut down onto the bed, and she smiled for a moment. "I'm going to show you that you really are a girl now. I'm going to show you what it means to be a woman." Her voice became a little bit more serious. "Brian, spread your arms and legs. Don't move."

Always compliance to her commands, Brian did exactly what she wanted. Of course, he kept trying to resist. He tried to fight back, to regain control of his limbs, but he couldn't do it, no matter how hard he tried.

Within a matter of seconds, his arms and legs were spread, his nubile body exposed and vulnerable.

"You really don't think your girl now? Well, let me show you exactly what you are," Sophia teased. She straddled her ex-boyfriend, looking down at the pretty girl.

Sophia really had done a number on him. With just a few words of magic, she had turned this macho man into a pretty girl. Brian looked so small now. He seemed so helpless and vulnerable, especially as he struggled against the invisible bonds holding him in place.

For a moment, Sophia almost felt some sense of mercy or pity. But then she remembered how badly he behaved well they gone out. On more than one occasion, he mocked her beliefs and magic, said she was going to make him pay for it.

An evil grin spread across her lips.

"Let me up. Let me up right now," he demanded, making it sound like she might start listening to him now. That just made Sophia giggle. Really, her ex could be very amusing when he tried so hard.

"I don't think so," she said. "But I do have some other ideas. Maybe this will shut you up," Sophia said, and she reached back, sliding her fingers along Brian's slit. He struggled, wiggling his pelvis from side to side, but it wasn't like to get away. Oh no, Sophia started to play with him, working her digits along his entrance. She started to press further, and he stifled every sound. At least at first.

After several seconds of play, he couldn't fight it anymore. Pleasure and desire mixed together, his whole body lighting up. As a man, he's been around, but it never felt anything like this. This was so much more powerful, so much more intense!

Powerful jolts of yearning beat against his psyche. He kept struggling against the invisible bonds that held them in place, but Sophia was free to play with him as much as she wished. She stroked his pussy, watching as he became wetter and more aroused.

"I'm sorry; you were saying something about how this can't be real? Tell me, do you think I'm not touching you right now? You think you're not getting turned on?"

Brian didn't bother to respond at this time. At least, he tried to stay quiet, but she framed her question is a command, and he found himself helpless to resist all over again. "Yes, you're touching me! You’re touching me!” He howled those words, his voice high-pitched and girly.

"Yes, I'm touching you, but is that the only thing I'm doing?" Her eyes glittered and sparkled with amusement as she watched the battle play out along his pretty features. While he'd been unconscious, Sophia had made sure to reshape his eyebrows. They looked so dainty and feminine now. Yes, Brian really did make a very pretty girl.

Opening his eyes, he glared at her even as she continued to stroke him. "You can't do this," he insisted despite the obvious.

"I can't? I can't make you come like a girl?"

A new shade of fear spread across his features, probably because he never considered that possibility. Pursing his pretty mouth, he said, "Sophia, don't do it. Don't you dare!”

Of course, those were the magic words. He didn't realize it, but each time he told her what she could do, that made just got want to play with him all the more.

She dipped her fingers back into his pussy, making it wet with excitement. He tried to resist it, but his nipples hardened, his pulse quickened, and his whole body responded, his muscles tightening. Arousal pumped through his body like a drug, one he was hopeless to resist.

Just before he could come, Sophia giggled again, "Tell me the truth. Are you turned on right now?"

Wispy and meek, he answered with a quiet, "Yes.”

"And do you want to come?”

He opened his mouth, clearly uncertain how to respond. "No, please don't do it. Please, I really don't want to orgasm, not like this."

Sophia leaned down, and Corey started to think that maybe, just maybe she would show him some mercy. It was such a lovely idea, but then she whispered, "Too bad.”

She stroked his putter as some more, teasing and massaging that gentle bundle of nerves. Arching his back, Brian felt orgasm pump through his body. It was so much more intense than coming as a man! His eyes bugged big and wide as he yelped, crying out through the storm of sensation wracking his petite form.

But Sophia was done with them.

Even when he collapsed back down against the bed, she pulled her fingers up. They shined with Brian's excitement. "Oh. Look at that. Someone got my fingers all wet. That's no good at all, is it?"

Brian couldn't even open his eyes. His eyelids felt like weights, and his heart was still pounding, slowing down at a very gradual pace.

"Open your mouth and suck on my fingers. Get them nice and clean."

Brian obeyed. He didn't have any other choice.

Sophia put her fingers against his soft lips, and he started to lick her digits, leading them off. The flavor of his own arousal pounded against his taste buds, yet Brian couldn't stop himself. Sophia had given him an order, and he was powerless to rebel or stop himself.

"That tickles!” She giggled as he kept licking her fingertips. Finally, she pulled her hand away, looking down at the blink of his body. "Do you still think this isn't real?”

Brian stared up at his ex-girlfriend, uncertain how he wanted to respond. Eventually, he decided to be petulant and naughty. He didn't care about the fact that this was obviously real. "I don't either doing it, but I will stop you. I'm going to make sure you pay for this. I’m going to—”

Growing bored of his threats, she reached down and pinched his nipples. Sophia giggled again and as he howled. Obviously, he wasn't used to this kind of treatment. He wasn't used to this kind of sensitivity.

"Bria, you belong to me now. You will do whatever I say. I can do whatever I want with you. Like for example I can make you service me whenever I want."

Sophia had proven the point just before she started this transformation. But right then, teasing her little doll had turned Sophia on, and now she decided that she wanted to play with him some more.

Still restrained by the power of her language, Brian couldn't move as he watched Sophia strip. She pulled off her pants and her panties. Then she crawled back under the bed, moving toward the head board.

At first, Brian didn't understand what she was going to do, not until Sophia was right on top of him. She lowered her pussy against his mouth. "You know, I've never been eaten out by a girl before, but I think this is going to be a good experience.”

"Please, please Sophia, don't make me do it. Please, I repeated it once. I don't want to do it again!”

She ignored his desperation.

“It's a good thing you don't have a choice then," she said, tilting her head so that she could look down at the haplessly transformed male. Sophia shook her head a little bit, just before she blew him a kiss. "Lick me. Lick your owner.”

Instantly, he opened his mouth, he started to eat her out all over again. He plunged his tongue upward, thrusting it into her slip. He teased her clitoris, working, around that sensitive bundle of nerves. Sophia immediately started to moan, savoring the feel of her ex-boyfriend as he degraded himself for her pleasure.

Yes, this was how things were supposed to be. It didn't matter that were larger. They should be put in their place. They should be humiliated and teased like pets. Sophia smirked down at Brian. He had his eyes shut at first, but then maybe he sensed her watching him because he looked up at her.

She flashed him a little wave evenness continue to lick and nuzzle her pussy. "There's a good girl. There's a good girl. Yes, you like this, don't you? You know you that you belong on your back, don't you? You know that I'm going to get to use you however I want, and there's nothing you can do about it."

He moaned and grimaced, struggling against the invisible barriers that forced him into compliance. Sophia didn't care. No, that wasn't direly true, she decided. On some level, Sophia really enjoyed having struggle. It was more fun when he tried to fight back, especially because he didn't have a chance.

Whether he realized it or not, Brian was always going to lose.

The first orgasm ripped through her, quiet and soft. So she lowered herself down a little bit more, forcing Brian to continue licking. He had such a deft little tongue, after all. Yes, you did need for this, whether he realized it or not. Yes, this was where he belonged, and this was what he deserved.

Another orgasm shot through her, this one much more intense. Sophia braced herself against her knees, and she lowered her head, moaning until she threw back her hair. She cried out and rolled off of her former boyfriend.

It took her a few seconds to put herself back together, but then she smirked at him. She wiped the coy grin off of her face or saying, "Brian, we’re going to have to do that a lot. But right now, I think we should get you dressed.”

Her captive did not like the sound of that.

Sophia hopped off the bed and went back to the bathroom. She took a long, luxurious shower, savoring the feel of those heartbeats of water and they spilled down her toned body. Gathering up the soap, she ran it over her skin, and when she finished, Sophia felt like a new person. Of course, Brian could probably sympathize, not that he enjoyed his transformation.

Toweling off, she took her time and slowly went back into the master bedroom. There was Brian, naked and girly just as Sophia had left him.

"I'm going to get dressed, and then you're going to do the same."

He had his eyes on her, but he didn't respond. That was fine with Sophia. She wanted him nervous and squirming.

She walked over to her dresser, and she pulled out a pair of panties. Holding them up, she taunted him, "What do you think? Too girly?” They were bright pink and had white cats painted on the back.

"Sophia, how long are you going to keep me like this?"

"A little while," she said.

Brian didn't like the sound of that, yet he couldn't take his eyes off of her either as she pulled on the panties. From there, she donned a pleated skirt and a white blouse. Taken together, she looked really good.

Sophia then snapped her fingers and said, "Bria, come here."

For the first time in what felt like hours, Brian could move his limbs. He scrambled off the bed, savoring the feel of motion, not that lasted very long. Once he got to that spot she indicated, he couldn't move anymore.

"We need to get you dressed," Sophia announced.

"Please, can't I just put on my real clothes?"

"No, sorry," she said, shaking her head. "I may have accidentally destroyed those while you were asleep." Her tone made one thing clear: she didn’t care about his response. If anything, sadistic joy played along her features.

Brian balled his fingers into fists, not that he had any chance of winning against Sophia. Now that he was finally standing, he realized exactly how short he was. In fact, his ex-girlfriend practically towered over him, and she already demonstrated her superior strength.

“And I know you’re thinking about how you can get out of this,” Sophia taunted. “You wouldn’t want to run around naked, not with that tight little body. What if something happened?”

Brian grimaced, though he had to acknowledge the fact that she was right. If he hoped to get out of her clutches, then he needed clothing. “Fine,” he growled. He expected Sophia to let him step past her immediately.

She didn’t.

“Say thank you.”

He blinked, “You have to be kidding me.”

“I’m really not. Say it.” This time, the power of her magic slipped into her voice.

“Thank you,” he said automatically.

“Good girl!” Sophia patted him on the head. “Now, stand still while I pick out an outfit for you.”

It was a command. Woven into those words, the essence of power forced Brian to remain in place. Meanwhile, Sophia started to rifle through the different outfits. “So, you’re a bit smaller than me,” Sophia paused on those last words, just to let them sink in. “But I think I can find something good for you. How about this?”

Sophia pulled out a pair of tiny shorts and a pink tank top.

“No! No way!”

“But this top is so cute! And look, it has a flower and everything! Oh, and I didn’t even realize. The shorts, they have these little pink ruffles around the legs. This will just look fantastic on you!”

“I don’t want to wear that. Please, isn’t there something else I can put on?”

“No. I want you in this. Get dressed.” She shoved the hanger against his chest, and Brian took it. He spared another second to stare down at the girly getup.

“What about panties?”

“Oh? You want panties?” Sophia mocked. “My oh my, aren’t we acting like a fine young lady. I bet you’ll want a bra too.”

He didn’t. He really didn’t, except Brian didn’t want to draw this out any longer than necessary. Sophia went over to her panty drawer and fished out a pair for her dolly girl. Then she ran through her bras and found a little blue number. “Try this on.”

He did his best, but he didn’t know how to hook the clasps between his shoulder blades. Watching with amusement, Sophia held her knuckle over her mouth, like she didn’t want him to notice her laugher.

“Here, let me do that for you. But eventually, I’m going to have to show you how to dress yourself,” she clasped the hooks together behind his back. There. She had done it. “Don’t you feel better now?”

“No. I don’t like this. At all.”

“I think you do,” she said. “Only it doesn’t matter what you say. Finish getting dressed. I’ll be back in a minute.” She left the room, and Brian bit into his lower lip. He walked over to the window.

They were on the second floor, so he didn’t think he could try to jump out the window. Sneaking out the door might have worked, only he didn’t know where Sophia went, which meant she could have been waiting for him right outside.

No, it was better to wait there.

Besides, this outfit wasn’t so awful. Was it?

He lifted his arms and felt his breasts rise a little bit. His nipples rubbed against the inside of my bra. His nipples started to harden. A little flare of desire sparked between his legs, but he managed to ignore it at first.

“Damn it,” he growled at no one in particular, and he slid on the top. After that, he pulled the panties up the length of his legs. He did have nice legs, he thought. Toned and tanned, they would probably get a lot of attention.

From men.

His nostrils flared with disgust. He wasn’t gay, and he loathed the idea of some dude on the street checking him out. Yeah, he couldn’t let that happen. If Sophia wished to take him out, he had to escape before that happened.

Just as Brian was about to pull the shorts on, he stopped. His pussy ached for some attention. It didn’t have to be a lot. In fact, he could do it really fast, probably before Sophia came back.

Nibbling on his lower lip, he tossed a glance at the door. Yeah, he had time.

Closing his eyes, Brian reached down for his slit. He expected to feel his cock, but it wasn’t there. She had replaced it with a pussy. His heart started to pound, and warmth spread through his skin. He wasn’t really going to do this, was he? Only he really, really wanted to touch himself. He wanted to feel his fingers penetrate his opening.

Swallowing back his reluctance and second thoughts, he lightly stroked his pussy. His whole body shook, and Brian nearly dropped. It felt like his knees might buckle at any second.

Daring to be brave, Brian pushed his fingers all the way in. A shiver of delight penetrated him all the way to the core. Damn, he had no idea women could be so sensitive! Opening his mouth, he started to pant, gasping as he found his clitoris. He kept his knees wide as he touched himself, savoring every impulse.

“What are you doing?”

Sophia’s voice cut across the room. “Did I say you could touch yourself?” she demanded, crossing the room. She shoved Brian over the bed and started to spank him hard with the flat of her hand. Every blow made him shake and flinch.

“No!” he cried out as her hand came down again. Pain exploded through his pert ass. His eyes watered, and he worried he might start to bawl like some pathetic girl.

He tried to tell himself that he only whimpered and yelped because he had a girl’s body. It didn’t really have anything to do with his endurance.

“Are you ready to apologize?”

“I didn’t do anything wrong!”

“Well, seeing as that’s your attitude, I guess I’m just going to have to take some special measures.” Sophia skipped back and went to the closet.

Standing up again, Brian touched his ass, only to feel the hot sting redouble when he tried to touch himself. Those welts would hurt for hours. Sitting down would be a painful experience as well.

When Sophia came back, she held a belt of some kind.

“What is that?” Brian demanded in his squeaky voice.

“Just something to make sure you don’t misbehave,” Sophia replied, her eyes sparkling with cruel anticipation. “Now put these on and I’ll get you locked in.”

“Locked in?” Brian repeated.

“That’s right, pretty girl,” Sophia smirked. “Now put it on. Right now.” She held out the belt. Even as he took it from her, Brian kept staring down at the getup. He pulled up over his torso, and Sophia came up behind him, securing the locks quickly. Each click made him feel helpless and small.

More than anything, he wanted to try to back her hands away, but her command wouldn't allow it.

Once she was done, Sophia crossed her arms over her chest, and she let her eyes wander his body. "There. Now there won't be any problems with you trying to touch yourself again. If you want to feel good, you're going to have to ask. You're going to have to beg.” She sounded excited at the prospect.

Right then, Brian promised himself that he wouldn't do it. At the same time, he ran his fingers along the metal clasps. Slowly, it dawned on him exactly what she had made him wear. It was a medieval device. It was a chastity belt.

"Now put on your shorts," Sophia ordered.

He pulled up the denim shorts, and they fit snugly over his pert ass. Seething, he also put on a pair of pink socks with frills. It was only then that Sophia had him stand in front of the mirror. But she didn't stop there. Rather, she forced him to do another little turn.

"Fantastic. Now let's go work on your makeup."

Brian shook his head furiously from side to side. In fact, he shook so vigorously that his blond hair from side to side. It looked adorable, and Sophia made sure to point that out.

Then she dragged him over to her vanity, where she ordered him to sit down. After that, it was just a matter of figuring out what blushes and powders would work best for him. Brian hated every second of it, and he felt like a little kid who'd been captured by a big sister.

Sophia was merciless, teasing him and cooing over him, knowing full well that he hated every degrading moment.

But when she finished with her doll, Brian looked back at his reflection, and he couldn't help but shudder.

"Please, you can't keep me like this. Sophia, you've proven your point. I swear, I'm sorry I ever doubted your powers. Please, just let me go. You can't keep me like this. You can't keep me in this outfit."

Sophia kept her eyes on him for several moments, and he dared think that she was genuinely considering whether or not to release him from her power. She placed one finger against the corner of her mouth.

"You know, I think you're right," she said.

Hope bloomed inside of his chest, and Brian made sure to keep his eyes downcast. He didn't want to make her change her mind with a display of aggression or rebellion. Licking his lips, he waited patiently until she said, "Yes! You are absolutely right. I can't just keep you in one outfit. We’re going to have to go shopping!”

An hour later, they were at the mall.

"I don't want to get out of this car," Brian said. He was huddled up in the passenger seat, staring out at the big buildings straight ahead. Inside, there would be a multitude of people, women and men, and they would all see him as a girl. They would look at him and short shorts and smile.

Some of the girls might be jealous, but the guys would check out, admiring his waist and his ass, his gorgeous breasts.

"I'm not getting out of this car," he said, affirming his resolve. Ultimately, he didn't even care about what's Sophia did to him.

"You're going to do it or I'm going to punish you," she said.

"No. Look, can't we just go home? I swear, I will do anything. Wouldn't you like to see me clean your floors or something?" He offered up that sliver of his dignity, but Sophia shook her head.

"Not yet." She grinned at him, making it clear she already had that idea in mind. She just hadn't gotten around to humiliating him as a servant and a maid quite yet. “Right now, I want to make sure you're properly dressed. Besides, I can't just keep you in shorts and a tank top forever. What about when it gets cold? What about when we go clubbing?"

"You wouldn't dare," he snapped.

With a sigh on her lips, Sophia tilted her head to the side. "You know, Bria, I'm getting pretty sick of your attitude. Unless you get out of this car right now, I'm going to have to discipline you."

He wasn't going to cooperate. He told himself that it didn't matter what she did. He wasn't going to play along with this game anymore. He was better than everything she had, and he was about to prove it.

Sophia shrugged like she really didn't care about his behavior, and then she started to speak. The sound didn't make any sense to Brian. It didn't sound like any language you ever heard. Hell, he didn't think you'd even be able to reproduce those words even if he tried.

She stopped and grinned. He looked around, expecting something to happen. Maybe he anticipated some sharp pains in his body. Maybe he expected her to turn him into a frog or something.

Instead, the world seemed normal.

"Look down,” she said, nodding at his breasts.

With obvious trepidation, he followed her command, only he realized that his breasts were getting bigger. They looked enormous now, like they could barely fit beneath the findings of his tank top.

Before, he would've just been a pretty girl walking around the mall. But now, everyone would notice him. His heart started to beat wildly in his chest, and he looked around, desperate for a solution. But there wasn't any. Sophia had made her decision, and Brian had to live with it.

She got out of the car, placed her hands on her hips, and she waited for him.

Already, he knew that time wasn't on his side. Simply put, Sophia was not a patient girl. If he waited much longer, he would have to face another punishment. Considering what she had just done to him, he didn't know what more he could take.

So Brian got out of the car, and he allowed his ex to take him by the hand and lead him into the mall like they were two girlfriends out for a day of shopping.

The doors at the entrance slid open automatically, and Brian looked around. At first, he didn't see anyone. But then a couple of guys came out of a shoe store, and they did a double take when they saw Brian.

With their eyes on him, Brian aimed his gaze down at the floor. Even so, he heard their barely muffled comments.

"Damn, look at that girl."

"Oh yeah, I could totally motorboat that."

As his face turned a bright shade of hot red, Sophia leaned over and whispered in his ear, "I think they like you. Maybe you should go over there and talk to them."

"No!" Brian hissed, horrified at the idea.

“An idea for later?” she teased.

This time, Brian didn’t answer. Getting into an argument with her would be a bad idea. So instead, he tried to stay quiet as she took him through the mall.

Besides, it seemed like Sophia was more interested in shopping. "Okay, so we need to figure out your style. What kind of girl are you going to be?"

"I'm not a girl," he mumbled.

Sophia sighed and pulled them both to a stop. Then she leveled her eyes on Brian. All of a sudden, he felt his confidence shrivel. Having the red haired girl stare right at him made him nervous, especially because she had so many powers to wield.

"This is how it is going to work. Every time you disobey me or displease me, I'm going to punish you. Now, I could do something as simple as a public spanking, but I enjoy magic, so a few spells here and there would probably be an even better idea." She flashed him a feral grin, and her lips started to move, but it wasn't English this time. Immediately, Brian throughout his hands, and he tried to stop her, but it was too late.

Once she finished, Sophia stepped back and admired her handiwork.

"What, what did you do?" Brian needed to know.

"Why don't we take a look?" Sophia stepped over the side, looking in her reflected image in the front window of a candle store.

Hesitant, Brian stepped next to his ex. He looked at his feminized body, and he froze, unable to truly process when he was seeing. On some level, he wanted to say that this was a trick, that had to be some kind of joke or gain, but as he looked, he knew this was the truth. It was what everyone else would see too.

With just a few words of magic, she had turned his hair platinum blonde. His lips puckered. There are even fuller now. He looked like a bimbo, like some slight trolling the mall, hoping to meet guys.

Of course, on the inside, he hated the idea of any man admiring this new physique.

"Are you going to be a good girl?"

Brian turned to his acts, knowing full well that she probably had other tricks up her sleeve. Hoping you would never have to find out what they were, he quickly popped his pretty head up and down.

"Good.” She grinned, “Now let’s have a girls’ day!”

First, Sophia took into a salon. The stylists did their hair. Sophia simply got a wash and trim, but she told the stylist that her friend wanted something more elaborate. In the end, they washed, trimmed, and braided her hair. Once she was done, she had two long pigtails that stretched down to her shoulder blades.

But of course, Sophia wanted to truly humiliate Brian, so she forced him to get his nails done as well. He was forced to sit there while the stylists gave Brian the prettiest manicure and pedicure ever!

Oh, and Sophia also made sure that they trimmed his eyebrows a little bit more. She wanted Brian to look especially feminine and girly.

Once they were done, Sophia dragged him to a makeup shop. She made him try on different foundations, powders, eyeliners, and lipsticks. But after about an hour, she was satisfied. Brian checked his reflection; he looked like some easy skank.

He tried to argue with her, but Sophia just smiled and said, "I think you look perfect."

Then she went to pay, and Brian spotted the absurdly high bill. He didn't really care one way or another. Originally, he assumed that she was paying with some form of magic. It made about as much sense as her ability to change him into a woman, he told himself. But then he spotted the credit card she was using, and it was his!

When they left the store, he grabbed her arm and said, "Sophia, you can't make me pay for this stuff!”

His ex simply arched an eyebrow, "Can’t I?”

Changing into a woman had one thing, but making them pay for this humiliation was another. Locking teeth together, he knew that his patients had frayed. It was too thin to deal with this, so he shoved her up against the window.

Sophia just grinned at him. She could've stopped them at any moment, but her lips started to move, and Brian realized his mistake. This time she wasn't going to warn him. She said something, another incantation, and he could feel the flickers of energy start dart through his skin.

Careful to keep his eyes on his reflection, Brian waited for something to happen. Maybe his clothes would rip and drop off of them, letting everyone see his new, female body. But nothing seemed to happen, nothing visual at least.

"It didn't work," he said, hoping that Sophia had finally made a mistake. Maybe she had run out of magic or something. But then he turned to her, and she was grinning, and that he felt it.

He had to close his eyes as he stumbled back for a moment. Hot arousal burned through him, and he knew what he needed. He needed to touch himself. He needed slight fingers into his pussy.

But he couldn't because he had that stupid chastity belt on! It wasn't fair!

Sophia was grinning at him still, and he started to shake his head. "No, you can't do this to me! You can't make me horny!” He sounded adorable, especially with his high-pitched voice. He sounded like some sorority girl.

And of course, that just made Sophia burst out into laughter. Her eyes started to water and she wiped away a few of those enjoyable tears.

All the while, Brian had to stand there, shifting his weight from one side to the other because he needed to touch herself. He needed to feel the excitement of an orgasm. He needed it so badly; he couldn't even guess what he would do to get it.

"Come on," she said, grabbing his hand again.

Sophia forced him into one clothing shop after another. She made Brian try on skinny jeans, little black dresses, white skirts, and anything else that caught her attention. All the while, there were guys out in the main promenade, and the unnoticed Brian. Most of them were polite enough not to whistle, but he could always feel their eyes on him, checking him out like a piece of meat.

Really, Brian didn't know how much more of this he could take. There had to be a breaking point, right?

He started to think about sneaking away.

It might be his only chance.

After all, Brian didn't know when he was going to get outside again. What is Sophia decided to order him to stay at her house? As long as she had this influence over him, he would never be certain he get another chance.

When they finished at a store filled with skintight dresses, Sophia said something about wanting to check on something. Brian immediately volunteered that he would wait right by the entrance.

After a day of shopping, Sophia was probably tired, so she didn't realize the opportunity she was giving him. She nodded quickly, probably anointed herself for needing to go back inside.

But then she did it, and Brian glanced around, realizing that this was his chance. Walking on a pair of high heels that Sophia had forced him to buy with his own money, he headed for the nearest exit. If he could get out in the parking lot, maybe he could find some of the phone. Maybe he could call a friend or something.

He needed about a hundred feet before he heard footsteps from behind.

He didn't want to turn around. If Sophia had already come back out onto the promenade, then she would be searching for him. He couldn't do anything that would attract her attention.

"Where do you think you're going, sweetheart?" Sophia asked.

All of his hopes deflated because she had tracked him down with ease.

"I just, I—” he stammered to come up with a lie, but his ex-cut him off.

"I know what you are doing. You wanted to go to the sex shop, didn't you?" Her eyes glittered, mostly because they both knew that this was a game to her. She didn't really mean it, and she knew what he had tried to do. Only now, she was going to make him pay for it.

Brian turned around; he realized that they were in front of Joker’s. Technically, this store sold adult gifts, which usually meant stupid prank mugs and a few dirty joke books. But in the back of the shop, they also sold adult toys and costumes.

Shaking his head furiously, Brian tried to convince her not to take him inside. Sophia would not be deterred. She dragged him inside, all the way to the back of the shop.

Brian found himself facing a wall of sex toys. There were dildos, handcuffs, love tape, whips, crops, and costumes. There were so many costumes. There were sexy nurse outfits. He spotted different kinds of lingerie, some styled like schoolgirl uniforms. Others were even less dignified, like the French maid costume he spotted off to the side.

"Bria, put this on,” Sophia said to him. She lifted up a bunny uniform. Really, it was just a white leotard with a pink tail and ears.

Corey looked at it, his breath caught in his chest. "Please, do I have to wear it?"

Already, he modeled slinky dresses and short skirts. Sophia had treated him like a private doll, and he was sick of it. But this time, she simply smiled at him, "Considering how eager you were to come here, I'm surprised you would want to model for me."

He could argue with that. He could have said something about how he didn't want to come to the shop, but he simply wanted to escape her clutches, but then I would have invited punishment, something they both knew.

So he took the costume, he walked back to the dressing room. He stripped off everything except for the chastity belt. He couldn't get that off, not even if he tried. He put on leotard, the tail, and the ears. Then he stepped out into the shop again.

"Bria, this is Andrew. He works here and offered to help.”

Brian didn't know what to say. Andrew had his eyes on the transformed female, and he clearly appreciated everything he saw. Staring downward, Brian wanted to hide his gaze, but something made him look up at Andrew. This guy had a nice build, strong shoulders, and a ready smile. Taken together, Brian couldn't help but feel a twinge of desire between his legs.

"Hi there," Andrew said. "You look really good in that costume."

"And that's what I think she wants to buy," Sophia said, handing Andrew one of Brian’s credit cards. "Actually, I think she will get one of every cost you have.”

Turning back to the various price tags, Brian quickly calculated how much this would all cost. Sophia was going to wipe out. She was going to take away all of his money, so he would be dependent on her. After all, he wouldn't be able to go back to work, not this body.

Shoving those thoughts aside, he felt his attention drift to Andrew and Sophia. Without trying, he found his thoughts slipping into more sexual matters. His pussy ached for attention, and Brian found himself touching his breasts, massaging his nipples through the leotard’s tight material.

Andrew stopped a few feet away. "You know, we could probably come to another sort of arrangement."

"What sort of arrangement?" Sophia asked. "I know my friend here likes you."

Brian felt is pretty mouth dropped open. He couldn't believe that she just said those words, but then Andrew smiled and said, "If your friend is up for it, maybe we could have a little private negotiation in the back room."

He was about to open his mouth and say no. He was about to make it very clear that this was never going to happen, but Sophia leaned over and whispered, “Don’t say a word.” So he shut his mouth, and Sophia continued negotiation, "I think you too can have a lot of fun."

Andrew walked over to Brian, and he took the pretty girl’s small hand. Brian imagined himself fighting back, or maybe even trying enlist Andrew's help. But then Sophia whispered one more thing, "Do whatever he wants.”

Brian shook his head desperately, but the command was already there, he could feel the magic tingle through his skin.

They went into the back room, storage area filled with various boxes and crates. Without another word, Andrew put his hands on Brian's shoulders, and he pushed the pretty girl down onto her knees.

"I think you've really nice now. Would you like to put it on me?” He sounded a little bit nervous, but Brian could've sworn he heard something coming from you. Maybe it was more magic, because his whole body lit up, and he knew what he had to do.

Nodding his pretty head quickly, Brian watched as Andrew pulled out his cock.

Humiliation world through Brian, but there was nothing he could do but open his mouth and take Andrew’s member between his lips. Immediately, Brian started to suck and lick, working his small tongue along the guy’s shaft.

Brian couldn't believe that he was doing this, yet some impulse took control. It had to be magic, he told himself. It had to be Sophia's fault.

Whether she caused this or not, it doesn't change the fact that he was bobbing his head forward and back, sucking on a guy’s cock and enjoying it. Pleasure coursed through Brian's body, and he couldn't deny the heat building between his legs.

"I'm going to come in your mouth," Andrew said. It was little more than a grunt, yet coordinated out easily enough. At the same time, he could try to slow down. But his body wouldn't obey, and then Andrew put his hands on Brian's head, guiding the pretty girl as she serviced him.

His cock started to shake and shiver as he blew his load, and Brian found himself swallowing back every drop, horrified to find he enjoyed this. He couldn't help himself, and he wanted more even as Andrew pulled himself back and zipped up his pants.

"Good girl," he said, patting her on the head. Then he walked back out into the shop. Brian followed a few seconds later, and there was Sophia, beaming at him. "You know, I think I just found you a new job."

His eyes widened, but he couldn't do anything. She was too powerful.

"Now, let's go home so I can give you your reward."

They didn't have to pay for the costumes, though if Brian wanted orgasm, he was going to have to earn it. He was going to have to sacrifice everything it can, and accept his fate as Bria.

Considering Sophia's power, it would not take long. After all, she was going to make him love every second.


The Second Chapter

My name is Brian, and I want to think of myself as a rational man. Back in college, I learned about empiricism, the idea that humans can understand the world through their senses. We don't need to rely on superstitions or lucky charms to figure out how the world works.

But her name is Sophia, and she has a different belief system. For her, magic is a real thing. She can use magic to manipulate reality, to shift and manipulate the basic foundations of how the universe works.

While we were dating, I thought she was a little bit crazy. Yes, she was a cute little redhead, but I never imagined a world where she would be right. So when we broke up, I had no problem making my feelings clear. I said she was wacky and that her belief in witchcraft was stupid.

Because we were breaking up, I should've been able to get away with saying whatever I wanted. And for a while, I did We split, I went to work, I got promoted, and I was out celebrating when Sophia confronted me again; she showed up at the strip club where I was hanging out with my friends.

At first, I thought it was just a coincidence, and then I slowly came to the conclusion she was there to cause some kind of scene. But no, Sophia had a different plan. She walked up to me, and we started talking. She somehow hypnotized me and made me walk out onto the parking lot with her. After that, Sophia forced me to drive her back to her house, where she used me. Once she was done with my mouth and tongue, Sophia knocked me out.

It all happened so quickly, and it all should have been utterly impossible.

But then I woke up a few hours later, and then I got a real taste of her power. Blinking my eyes open, I found myself transformed.

She turned me into a woman.

Normally, I'm a big guy who can intimidate pretty much anyone around me. Although I tend to prefer to rely on my intellect and wit, physical intimidation works from time to time.

Only when I opened my eyes and found myself in her bed, my physique had been changed radically. Now I was 5’1, blonde, and petite. At first, I tried to convince myself that it was some kind of delusion, that Sophia had drugged me or tricked me.

But no. This was all true. It was really happening to me.

And when Sophia returned, she started my training. She dressed me and took me out. She even made me go to the mall with her so that she could buy me a new wardrobe of humiliating outfits.

Each time I tried to resist her, Sophia had a very special punishment. Maybe she would make my lips fuller. Maybe she would turn my hair platinum blonde. Or she could simply rewrite my libido, turning me into a horny little bimbo.

It was degrading and humiliating, especially as the men around us took note of me. They watched me and smirked as different fantasies of mounting me ran through their heads.

A few shouted out catcalls, whistling in my direction. For the most part, I could ignore them, at least until Sophia dragged me into a shop that sold lingerie. She picked out a dozen degrading outfits, and she paid for them by offering me up to the clerk.

I didn't want to do it, but she used her magic on me again, turning me on, making my irresistibly horny. No matter how hard I fought to control it, my libido won out, and I quickly found myself down on my knees, servicing the guy from the front desk. Andrew enjoyed himself, and I was left feeling like a slut.

A little while later, Sophia took me back home.

"I think you did a very good job," she said to me, smiling impishly. "Yes, you definitely have a future with that mouth of yours."

I didn't respond, knowing full well that she wouldn't care about anything I had to say. As far as Sophia was concerned, I deserved everything I got because I had been such a jerk while we dated.

I stood in the entryway of her house, hoping she might decide to let me go right then and there. Hadn't I already been punished enough? But Sophia walked up to me. She was taller than me now, and her close proximity made me nervous. After all, she had no compunction about spanking me. She already demonstrated this with the flat of her palm as well as a hairbrush.

Sophia touched my chin, forcing me to look up and into her eyes. "Don't play pretend. I know you are trying to figure out some way to get out of here, but that isn't going to happen. You're going to belong to me for a long, long time. The only way to make this easier on yourself is to accept that right now." I used to think that she had a childish voice; she sounded so feminine girlie whatever she spoke, yet something about the steeled resolve in her tone sent shivers of nervousness down my back.

I forced myself to nod.

That made Sophia smile at me before she said, "I think I want to play with you. Knowing what you did back of the shop really got me worked." Then she grabbed my hand and pulled me back up the stairs. I didn't want to go. I didn't want to get used as a sex toy, especially because I hated going down on Sophia.

While we dating, she had requested that I service her the same way she serviced me on multiple occasions, but I always put her off. From my perspective, going down on a woman was just embarrassing for any man. Maybe that was hypocritical, but I didn't care. Men and women weren't equal, so they shouldn't be treated the same.

Sophia scampered into her room, and she pulled down her jeans. She yanked down her panties just as quickly, and then she pointed that spot between her legs.

Grinning because I didn't have any way to resist, she asked me, "Bria, am I going to have to give you an order?"

Bria. I hated the name she had given me. I was Brian, a young man, strong and virile. She never should have been able to do this to me.

Since I waited too long, Sophia decided, “Okay. You’ll service me. And then you’ll get a spanking. If you’re lucky, maybe I’ll let you come with one of those crops I bought you.” She didn’t buy it. She used my credit cards. Not only that, any discounts we received came from the fact that she used me like a whore.

“Not again…” I whined, my voice high-pitched and so very pathetic. I didn’t sound like a man at all.

Sophia smirked, “Do it. Now.”

Her words carried the weight of magic.

I moved forward, sliding my head between her legs. Resting on her palms, Sophia simply stared down at me, enjoying the show. She could probably feel my hesitation and my many reservations. She knew that, at my core, I was fighting this, struggling valiantly to regain control of my body.

Only she knew it wasn't going to happen. I was never going to win.

Nothing I did could overcome her magic. Just a few words from this beautiful girl, and I would be compelled to obey. Like right then, I stuck my tongue, and it started to service her, licking at her slit with gusto. The flavor of her arousal only became more intense as the seconds blurred by.

"Yes, that's where you belong," she said, her voice turning breathy. "This is what you're going to be doing for me from now on."

I wanted to protest, telling her that I had a job. In fact, I recently earned a promotion, so she couldn't take that away from me. But then I remembered that there was nothing to compel Sophia to stop this. She could keep me in this form as long as she wanted.

Besides, I couldn’t go to work like this. No one would take me seriously, not when I came off like some young woman!

That thought knocked the air from my lungs, yet I had to continue licking and servicing her. She moaned and squirmed, savoring the feel of my tongue between her legs. This was what she had always wanted when we dated. She craved my submission, and now she had it.

A shudder of pleasure exploded through her body, and Sophia cried out. We were at her house, so we had all the privacy she could ever want. That meant my ex could use me however she wished as often as she desired.

Coming back to her senses, Sophia sat up again, and I was still braced between her knees. "Did you enjoy that?"

"No," I said, pouting and petulant in equal measure.

My ex simply giggled. Of course I didn't enjoy it. That had been for her and no one else. But Sophia looked almost compassionate as she reached down and stroked my feminized cheeks. "Well, then I suppose we need to do something about that, don't we?" I could tell she was patronizing me.

"Crawl over to the dresser, open the bottom drawer, and take out what you see. Bring it back to me in your teeth."

I didn't know what she intended, but magic wove through those words, which meant that I found myself back down on my hands and knees, moving across the floor. My body became an automaton.

Opening the drawer as instructed, and I found it was almost entirely empty. There was just one item, a riding crop.

About as thin as a pencil, it was covered in firm leather. When I picked it up, I knew that it would be very flexible. While we dated, Sophia suggested playing with toys like this, but I never appreciated the idea.

Now I wasn't going to get a choice in the matter. Sophia had made her decision, and she was in charge.

I tried to fight the impulse to obey her as I moved back across the floor with the riding crop lodged firmly between my teeth. Those efforts amounted to nothing, so I quickly found myself back between her legs. Without bothering to put on panties or her skirt, Sophia stood up as she took the crop from between my teeth.

"Stand up and lift your skirt," she commanded.

Again, I didn't have a choice. I had to do what she said. It felt as though my body didn't belong to me anymore. Somehow, I was just along for the ride.

I got up on my feet, and I raised my skirt. This was the flouncy white dress that she had made me buy back at the mall. Now, Sophia took my hand and led me down on the bed. My feet couldn't touch the floor, but I was looking up at the ceiling, my knees spread.

My mouth started to go dry, and I could feel my heart quicken in its cage. "This is a very important lesson you have to learn,” Sophia said to me. “You need to learn that I can do whatever I want with you. You need to learn that you are mine to do with as I please. Now, you are a very pretty girl, so I might decide to share you with some of my male friends. Or maybe I will dress you up and make you act like a servant. Actually, I like that the whole lot. But above all, I get to decide when you feel pleasure and when you feel pain."

"I understand," I said, shutting my eyes. I had tried to flee before, and Sophia punished me for it. Right then, I couldn't do anything but obey. The thought of enduring any more humiliation left me weak and disoriented, unable to rebel in any way.

"Good girl," Sophia said, touching the crop to my skin. She started at my shin, trailing the implement's edge up the length of my legs. I kept flinching, thinking that she was going to yank it back and bring it down with a quick strike.

Sophia didn't, at least not at first. But then she was getting closer and closer to my...slit. Mouth dry now, I tried to swallow back my trepidation and nervousness. It didn't help. There was nothing I could do to hide myself from the fear treading through me.

"Yes, I think you make an excellent girl. You were terrible man, so it's a good thing we're doing this, isn't it?"

"Yes," I said, forcing out that single word. Of course, I didn't want Sophia to do this to me, only I didn't have a chance of fighting back. So really, the only thing I could realistically do was accept my fate, at least for the moment. In time, maybe I would spot an opportunity.

“Say it again.”

“Yes.”

“The whole thing,” Sophia corrected. She wanted to hear me embarrass myself.

"Yes, I make an excellent girl, and it's a good thing we're doing this." In spite of myself, my eyes narrowed into angry slits, so Sophia could tell that I hadn't been defeated, not entirely.

"You want me to touch you?"

"Yes, I do. Very badly," I said, I felt another dose of that arcane-induced arousal. She ran the tip of the crop along my inner thighs, tracing patterns like circles and squares. Each one made my skin tingle, and I could feel the tension gather between my thighs.

“Do you want me to take off your chastity belt?”

I grimaced, remembering that horrid item she forced me to wear. "Yes, please. Please, don't make me where this anymore." I wasn't thinking. I couldn't put together any kind of cunning. Now that Sophia raised the specter of an orgasm, I couldn't resist. Thank them all, given up everything I had, and I might have to do it again.

Worse, I would do it willingly.

"Here you go," she said, picking a key from her fallen jeans. My hand shaking, I took it from her, and I quickly undid the locks which trapped me in that leather prison. Each click made me shiver and shake with anticipation. Now that I thought there was a real chance she might allow me to come, I couldn't do this fast enough.

The chastity belt came off, and I let it fall to the floor like refuse. Then I was naked, but I didn't dare touch myself.

"You're learning," Sophia said, noticing the way I obediently waited for her. "Do you want me to touch you? Do you want me to slip my fingers between her legs and let you enjoy a well-deserved climax?”

"Yes, yes please!” Now that my pussy was exposed to the open air, I wanted to come. I wanted it so badly, like a primal addiction, some instinct I could never hope to deny or ignore.

"If you really want it, you're going to have to roll over," Sophia said.

Right away, I knew this was nothing more than a test of my obedience, and I was determined to pass. I rolled over onto my stomach, and I shivered with embarrassment and shame as she started to caress my naked ass with the tip of the crop.

“Ask to be spanked.” She didn’t force me this time.

I could say no.

Instead, I hesitated. Unable to force myself to request punishment, I gripped the sheets on the bed, balling them into my fists as I tried to find some response, something that wouldn’t lead to the crop’s bite.

“Ask,” she said again. I could tell that Sophia wanted to laugh. "You know it will be worse if you wait any longer. Besides, don't you want the attention of your owner? Don't you want me to show you what a good girl you've been?"

There. Right then, Sophia called herself my owner, and I gritted my teeth. More than anything, I longed to tell her that she was wrong, that she couldn't do this to me. But I didn't bother with such a simple denial because we both knew the truth.

"Please, please spank me. These, please punish me for being a good girl," I said. Uncertain if those words really made sense, I didn't think Sophia would even care. For her, this was just about my subservience, my willingness to degrade myself in front of her.

"Well, because you asked so nicely…” Sophia lifted the crop in the air, and even though I couldn't see, I had no difficulty imagining it. The light probably glinted off the shiny leather, and I shut my eyes, braced for impact.

It didn't happen right away.

Sophia let me squirm. She let me shiver with anticipation, frightened of the crop’s bite. Just as I was about to turn around and check and try to figure out what she was thinking, she brought it down. The crop struck, leaving a red line along my skin.

I gritted my teeth again, yet I somehow managed to be quiet for the first strike. For about half of a second, I reveled in the fact that I had been able to hold out. After all, my endurance and my pain tolerance had virtually disappeared since she put me in this body.

"Oh, are you feeling like a strong girl? I guess I'll just have to try harder then," Sophia teased, swatting my ass with the crop one, two, three more times. She crisscrossed the lines along my naked, heart-shaped bottom.

With the first one, I managed to stay quiet. I even kept my mouth shut, but then the second one forced a gasp from between my lips. By the third, I let out a girlish yelp.

But Sophia wasn't done, and this time, she didn't want to tease me. Rather, she simply slapped the crop against my ass over and over. I could hear the leather connect each and every time.

By the fourth strike, I squealed. Then my eyes were watering, and I was crying.

She went all the way up to ten, and then she dropped the crop. She clambered onto the bed, and she pulled me close. She held me like I was some pet, stroking my blonde hair.

"Don't cry. There's no reason to cry. Your punishment is over for now," she said, as though that was supposed to sooth me.

She was bigger than me, and she held me easily, looking down at me like I was her doll. After a little while, I could feel my body start to calm down. It did feel good to be petted.

"Okay, now it's time for your treat," Sophia eventually decided. "Present yourself for me."

Knowing that I only earned a few traces of goodwill from my owner, I scrambled to obey. I got back up onto my feet in front of the bed, and I spread my legs. Despite the prospect of a spanking and the stinging that still reverberated through my backside, I craved an orgasm. If anything, that desire had only grown since she took the crop to my skin.

Sophia picked up the implement again, and I shook my head, biting my lower lip. No, I silently begged, please don't do it like that…

Sophia smirked at me, and then she started to stroke that leather tip along my knees and back up toward my pussy. Over and over, I expected to feel my balls and my cock, yet there was just that opening, that ultrasensitive spot she could tease and manipulate.

My ex brought the tip of the crop up against my slit, and I was shaking my head, my eyes still wet from my punishment.

"Beg for it."

She made me feel small and pathetic, but I kept my eyes aimed low and I said, "Sophia, please use the crop on me. Please, I want to feel it. Please, I need to come. I need an orgasm so badly!" Desperation shivered through my skin, and Sophia easily read my body language. So she brought the crop up into my slit, penetrating me slowly.

The alien invasion felt so strange, yet it was wonderful at the same time. She poked and prodded at my clitoris, her gentle movements unyielding and commanding, yet they triggered something inside of me. I was already so wet with excitement, mostly because of what Sophia had done to me.

This felt so good, and she continued to massage me with the crop even a she reached out with her other hand, taking one of my breasts in her palm. Sophia started to massage my globe, working the soft flesh against her fingertips. Immediately, I felt like my nipple pop out, another sign of my extraordinary responsiveness.

A moan of desire slipped from my throat, and I knew it wouldn't be long before I climaxed as a woman again. Part of me couldn't wait. Another part of me dreaded it.

"You want to be my girl, don't you? You want to be my little maid, my servant?"

Immediately, I thought back to the French maid uniform we had purchased only hours before, and I knew that Sophia was going to force me to wear it. She was going to make me behave like her servant, and I couldn't stop her.

Knowing this, I parted my lips and said, "Sophia, I want to be your servant. I want be your girl.”

Of course, I didn't really mean those words, yet they were the key to an orgasm.

Sophia stroked me. She dropped the crop and brought her other hand up between my legs, pressing her fingers into my soaked opening. She teased that bundle of nerves, petting me, stroking me as my back arched and every muscle in my body tightened up.

Each touch felt delicious.

“You’re mine,” she breathed, pressing on my slit again just as I came.

The burst of pleasure washed over me, a hot flame of desires fulfilled.

It faded slowly, and then I was just a naked girl on the bed. Sophia smiled down at me, her hair hanging down past her cheeks. She looked so impish, I thought. Back when we were dating, a smile like that might have prompted me to grab her and throw her down onto the bed. I would have pounced on her, and she would have giggled.

But that was over because she had taken control.

Sophia hopped off the bed, she went back to one of the big bags beside the door. She found the one she wanted, and that she pulled out an outfit. Although I could have already guessed what she was going to pick, I felt a groan burn in my throat nonetheless.

"That's right. You're going to be learning new skills!"

I shook my head from side to side, fast enough to make my hair bounce against the back of my neck, but Sophia wasn't going to offer me any mercy on this front. She smirked, "Bria, we both know you're going to need a new career. I think this one will suit you perfectly."

It was ghastly.

Frankly, I couldn't imagine any other way to describe the uniform she held up for me. It was nothing less than a French maid costume, complete with ruffled apron, bonnet, and garters.

After getting spanked and climaxed, I didn't have it in me to try to resist. I stood up, and I allowed Sophia to peel off my dress. After that, she made me stand there for her inspection. Then she went back for a pair of panties, but before she could put them on me, she held up her hands like she just had an idea. "Oh, I almost forgot! Your chastity belt!”

I let out pathetic whimper because I didn't want to feel that leather wrapped around my naughty bits again, but Sophia insisted. One glance from my ex made it clear that this was going to happen. I could be punished first or I could cooperate.

Really, those were my only options.

Sophia locked me into the chastity belt; then, she put a pair of frilly pink panties on me. She said it was for a touch of color.

From there, she made me put on the stockings with the garters. Then came the black dress. After that, I put on the apron, and she tied a big bow at the small of my back. Finally, there was the bonnet, and I hoped that we would be done, but Sophia took my hand and dragged me over to her nightstand.

She sat me down in front of the vanity, and she made me put on makeup.

Worse than that, Sophia also made sure I started to learn how to do it myself. "I don't want to have to make you pretty every single morning," Sophia said. "Frankly, you're here to make my life easier. Isn’t that right?"

When I didn't respond right away, Sophia grabbed the back of my neck and she squeezed just a little bit. This gesture was simple. It was meant to remind me of my place, that I was little more than her pet.

"Isn't that right?" Sophia repeated.

“Yes.” I practically had to tear the words from my mouth.

"You know, I think from now on you should have to call me ma'am.”

"You can't be serious," I said, uncharacteristically defiant. This was my ex-girlfriend, after all, and she was smaller than me, at least when I was in my normal body. She didn't deserve that sort of respect.

But then she raised one hand, and she pinched my cheeks together in one hand. "Bria, I am the mistress here, and you are the pet, the slave, and the maid.” She let that final word drip with disdain.

Fear shot through me, especially because I knew that Sophia could discipline me however she saw fit. My breath caught in my throat, but I started to nervously bob my head down and back up, "Yes ma'am.”

"Good girl," Sophia said. "Now, let's get you started."

Honestly, I didn't know what to expect when she first put me in that uniform. On some level, I expected this just to be a game, like she would force me to prance around in the maid uniform, but that I wouldn't actually have to do any cleaning.

I was wrong.

Sophia first had me sweep the floor. Then she had been mop it. Then she had me sweep and mop it again. All the while, she sat off in the kitchen, her feet up on another chair as she played on her tablet.

When I was done there, Sophia decided that I should get some practice vacuuming the floor. "After all, when we were together, you were such a slob. I'm not going to tolerate that sort of behavior in my house."

Part of me wanted to point out that she wouldn't have to tolerate any bad behavior if she could simply let me go, but I was wise enough to bite back those words. There was no reason to antagonize her.

So instead, I said like a docile servant, “Yes, ma'am."

Sophia smirked every time she heard me address her like that.

After I vacuumed, she had me dust. And of course, whenever I didn't get every single corner, she would make me start all over. Sophia especially liked it when I had to get up on my tippy toes, which happened frequently. Not only did this make me feel small, it also made my dress rise up, revealing my ruffled panties.

When I first started, I didn't think that housework could take so much time, only Sophia found a way to fill every single day for me. From one hour into the next, I was busy acting as her maid. Of course, there were those moments when she decided she wanted an orgasm. Sophia would simply order me down on my knees, she would pull off her panties, and this should grab the back of my hair, shoving my face into her lap.

I didn't get a choice, and I couldn't possibly resist. So, I tried to become a skilled as I could, as bizarre as that sounds. It seemed like the best way for me to end this as quickly as possible was to service my owner quickly and efficiently. I wanted her to climax so that I wouldn't have to stay in that humiliating position for long.

Now she had the cleanest house I could have possibly imagined. Sophia also felt quite good, getting as many orgasms as she wanted whenever she desired.

And I managed to be patient for several days.

But as I worked as Sophia’s servant, I couldn't help but wonder what was going on at work. I had a job, after all, and I just been promoted. Maybe the guys thought I had met someone at the strip club.

In a sense, I suppose they would have been right.

Sophia was careful not to let me get access to any phones or computers. Everything in her house was password-protected.

So, after I serviced her, I looked up at my owner with big, pleading eyes. "Ma'am, when will I be able to go back to work?”

"What? That wasn't good enough for you? You need more chores to keep you busy?"

I swallowed, knowing that she was simply teasing me. I couldn't rise to the bait, and I couldn't allow myself to get angry. “No, ma’am. But I would like to go back to work. With your permission.”

When I spoke, my words came off as obedient and subservient.

By this point, I wanted to think I was lying to her, that my obsequious tone came from the desire to manipulate this girl. But really, I could feel myself becoming more feminine and subservient. I started to think of the world in terms of what would please Sophia. That couldn't be allowed to continue.

"So you want me to change you back to a man?"

"Yes, ma'am," I said quietly. I also made sure to keep my eyes aimed at the floor because I didn't want Sophia to think of this as a challenge to her authority.

"And then what? You’ll come here after work to serve as my good girl?"

"Yes, ma'am," I said again. I managed to keep a straight face. In fact, if anyone had heard me, they probably would have believed me except for the fact that once I got back in my own body, I would never see her again. I wouldn't let her talk to me, and I wouldn't let her retake control.

"No."

"But, someone will eventually realize that I'm gone," I said slowly. I could feel the anger start to build at my core, and I lifted my eyes, facing her. Now I was challenging her, and we both knew it.

"Really? Like who?"

I opened my mouth, and I could feel the lipstick she applied to my mouth. Although I had been applying makeup for several days, the extra layer still struck me as alien. Sophia ordered me to keep my face nice and pretty every single morning. So while she slept, I had to shower, shave my legs, and apply my makeup before she was even awake. It wasn't fair, and it only added fuel to the anger simmering at the bottom of my belly. With each moment, I wished I could leap forward and punch something.

Closing my mouth for just a moment, I thought back to the people who’d miss me. Obviously, there was my secretary. And my new bosses. But what about my friends? Jackson would definitely say something, though we weren’t that close…

If I disappeared, would anyone worry?

A sinking feeling slithered into my chest. “That’s right,” Sophia said. “You know a lot of people, but they don’t really care about you. Do they? You don’t know how to make real friendships or relationships. So it won’t take much to be certain no one worries about you. In fact…” Sophia grabbed my hand and pulled me back into the hall, then down the stairs to the living room.

My ex kept a desktop in the far corner where she paid bills. She took a seat, tapped her lap, and said, “Sit down.”

“You want me to sit on your lap?”

“Don’t worry, sweetie. You’re small enough.” She tapped her lap again, making me blush. Sophia just loved pointing out the new difference in our sizes, even days after my transformation. “Now get on my lap.”

With a puff of frustration, I sat down on her lap. I really was tiny, even compared to my ex. She put one arm around me, effectively trapping me there. Then she opened a web browser.

“What’s your email address and password?”

“I’m not telling.”

“Bria, tell me your email address and password.”

Arcane power flowed through her command. Her magic seized control, so I gave her both pieces of information. I fought to keep my lips sealed, only my efforts were swept aside.

Sophia typed in the characters. Biting on the inside of my mouth, I couldn’t summon up the will to try to stop her. She opened a new email and whispered in my ear, “Pull up your boss’s name.”

I did it, my hands trembling. “What are you going to make me do?” My voice shook and cracked just a little.

“You’re going to resign, of course. After all, you have a much better position now.”

“No!” I practically cried out that word, but Sophia simply chuckled.

“Sweetheart,” she said, condescending, “stop acting like you have a choice.”

Her words struck me. “I do have a choice. I won’t do it.”

This had to be the line in the sand, I told myself. I had to stop her right then and right there. If I could break her hold on me, just for a few minutes, then I would show Sophia that she couldn’t always control me. I wouldn’t be her puppet any longer.

“Type these words,” she commanded, the trace of magic slipping into Sophia’s beautiful voice. “I need to resign my position, effective immediately.”

I raised my fingers and put them on the keyboard. “No…” I growled. “I won’t do it,” I insisted even as my fingers started to dance along the keyboard.

“You’re doing it,” she said. “Now type: I no longer wish to be employed with your company as I’ve decided to become my ex-girlfriend’s live-in maid.”

“No!” My eyes went wide, and I shook my head. Sophia giggled behind me as I kept typing, putting one word after another on the screen. I squirmed, hoping to pull myself away from the computer, only it wasn’t working! My hands kept going, and I couldn’t stop.

Sophia rested her hands on my breasts. She gave them a gentle squeeze, like she was testing the ripeness of fruit. “Good girl. You see, you’re my doll-girl now. You’ll do as you’re told, no matter what.”

I finished typing, and Sophia double checked the text. “Very nice. I like the way you sound online,” she said, putting her hand on the mouse.

“No! No, don’t do it! You cannot send that email!”

“I can’t?” she parroted. “And who are you, Bria, to tell me what I can and cannot do?” There was no way for me to respond, nothing I could say to prove her wrong. As hard as I might try, I couldn’t overcome Sophia’s arcane powers. But then she came up with something better.  “You know, I think I might add in some color.”

“Color? Please, Sophia. Don’t do this! You’re ruining my life!” I whined.

“Really? Like when you broke up with me? Like when you stole my jewelry out of spite as you moved out? Ruining your life like that?”

I didn’t have anything to say. Denial would have been pointless. Yes, I had done those things, but she had been such a bitch as we broke up, crying and whining like it was somehow my fault that I didn’t want to be with her any longer.

“Please, don’t do this.”

Sophia typed in some extra flourishes about how I eagerly awaited this new opportunity. She wrote about how I couldn’t handle the pressures of my new position, so domesticity would be more suited to my abilities and inclinations. Last, she typed, I really love the panties and chastity belt I’ll be required to wear as a part of my new uniform.

“Uh oh,” she said, and I heard the click. “I just hit send!”

Peeking up at the screen, I didn’t want confirmation. I didn’t really need it either, yet something possessed me to glance upward anyway.

Sent.

That one word burned into my retinas. My lips hardened, and my whole body ached, but Sophia picked that moment to squeeze my nipples!

I never expected it. I couldn’t see it coming!

The explosion of sensation made me yelp. It was such a girlish sound! I barely recognized it as coming from my mouth. But then she dropped her left hand to that spot between my legs. She hitched up my skirt, leaving me vulnerable.

“Do you want an orgasm? Tell the truth.”

“Yes, yes ma’am,” I grunted, hating the truth.

“Then get down on your hands and knees,” she ordered.

I dropped down onto the floor, my weight braced against my knuckles. “You know what to do,” Sophia said, her fiendish smile bright against her cheeks as she spread her legs.

Apparently, I didn’t move fast enough to please my owner because she grabbed my hair and twisted, pulling me forward. I stuck out my tongue, and I started to lick at her exposed slit. She moaned and cried out as my tongue massaged her clit.

I serviced her until she came.

When she finished with me, Sophia let go.

My pussy still ached for attention, but I knew better than to complain or make any requests. She would get to me when she saw fit and not a moment sooner.

Sophia smiled down at me, still in my uniform, still on my hands and knees. “You know, I think I want to dress you up like a kitty at some point. You could run around the house. Oh, and I could put a ribbon around your neck! Wouldn’t that be just precious?”

When she stopped talking, I knew Sophia was going to demand a reply. There was only one correct answer, especially if I hoped for an orgasm. “Yes, ma’am,” I said, fighting to get those two words out.

Sophia slipped her hand into her pocket and took out the key. “Get it with your teeth,” she ordered as she tossed it onto the floor.

In spite of the demeaning command, I dropped down and snatched up the piece of brass in my mouth. The metallic flavor cut against my taste buds. Even so, I waited for Sophia to hold out her hands.

“No, do it yourself,” she said, making it sound like she was being so generous.

Rather than argue or fight, I dropped the key into my palm, then I dropped onto my back. I pulled back my skirt and fumbled with the lock. The key’s teeth slid into those openings as I imagined the tumblers and gears moving. Then the bars snapped free.

I shimmied out of the chastity belt. The urge to start touching myself right away slammed into me, yet I managed to hold it off.

“Good girl,” Sophia said, though I couldn’t tell if she was genuinely pleased with my self-control. It wouldn’t have surprised me to learn she hoped I would yield to my basest impulses.

“May I touch myself?”

Sophia touched a finger to her mouth. She left me to shiver with eagerness. Now that I had the chastity belt off, my mouth practically watered with desperation. She made me wait until she decided, “No. I think I want to play with you a bit first.”

My owner got up and walked across the room, heading right for the exit. She took the stairs, all while I meekly trailed behind her.

We came back to the bedroom. “Strip.”

I obeyed, pulling off my stockings, my garters, my dress, apron, as well as my bonnet. Every item reminded me of my powerlessness.

Hoping Sophia would allow me to drift back to the bed and lay down, I inhaled and waited, trying to be patient. Instead, she held me in front of the full-length mirror.

“What do you see?” Sophia asked.

I didn’t want to look up, only she had done this to me several times already. Knowing what she expected didn’t make it any easier. “I see a pretty girl,” I said.

“That’s right. You’re very pretty!” She practically hopped up and down. “And what are you?”

“I’m a girl.”

“That’s right.” She grinned again, like an idea just occurred to her. Already, I knew I wouldn’t like it. “You’re a pretty girl. And are you employed?”

“No,” I said, blanching at the thought of the email she just sent off. “I’m no longer employed, ma’am.”

“Oh, but you are,” she said, running her fingers down my naked body. “You definitely have a job, don’t you?”

“Oh no, don’t make me say it,” I whined, hating what she had in mind.

“Say it,” she said cruelly.

“I’m employed as your maid, ma’am.”

“That’s right.”

“Now thank me for giving you a job.”

My mouth hardened into an angry line. So far, I had learned a lot about controlling my temper. But this was too much! She reduced me to the status of a servant, and Sophia really believed I would thank her?

No way.

“No.”

“Do it,” she said, only there wasn’t a trace of magic in the command. I could resist. I could stay quiet as long as I wished.

“No,” I insisted. “You can’t make me. Not this time.” Sure, I didn’t have anything to back up my claim, but I stood by it nonetheless.

“I think I can,” she whispered, her voice low and throaty. “Now get down on the bed like a good girl.”

I couldn’t resist her this time. My steps felt mechanical and automated as I marched across the room, climbed onto the bed, and fell down onto my stomach. With my ass bared to the air, I squirmed against invisible bonds.

“Are you sure you don’t want to thank me?” Sophia teased. She leaned down against the side of the bed, grinning at me. Somewhere along the line, she picked up a black marker. “Are you really sure?”

“Yes. I’m sure. I’m not going to do it.”

Granted, she could summon up another incantation and force my compliance, but this was about forcing me to yield—voluntarily. Sophia decided she wanted me to make the decision to surrender myself to her.

“Alright. It’s your choice,” she said and hopped up onto the bed. Sophia straddled me, and I squirmed, trying to throw her off, but it didn’t make a difference. Then I felt the soft tip of the pen as the pungent aroma of ink assaulted my nostrils. “This is going to be good.”

Then Sophia rolled me over. “What else should I write?”

“Nothing,” I growled, refusing to play along.

“Nah…your skin is so perfect. I think it’s just right to be a canvas,” Sophia said, and as I lay there, she started to doodle. At first, she just put little hearts and stars along my skin. Then she wrote one word, Slut. She put it right on my pubis, just above my slit. “Yes, I think that’s right. Roll over!”

I rolled onto my side. She wrote one phrase twice, first above my right cheek, then the left. Spank here.

Sophia giggled some more and then she asked, “Are you ready to give in?”

“No.”

She let me settle on my back again. She grabbed my arms and spread them. She did the same with my legs, and then she told me to remain just like that. Her words bound me more powerfully than any set of shackles.

“You will be,” she promised.

Sophia started with my breasts, taking her eight fingers and raking them down my mounds. My nipples hardened into erect points, and my breath pulsed past my lips. “That’s right. You like that, don’t you?”

Damn! She increased my libido, making it nearly impossible to resist the temptations of my body. Left to my own devices, I might not have been able to control myself. “Of course you like it. You’re just a horny girl, aren’t you?”

Sophia giggled and her hair fell past her cheeks. She leaned down and let those strands brush against my skin. The soft touches left my skin tingling. Yes. I wanted more, and I couldn’t help but think back to when we had been together. On more than one occasion, Sophia had stroked my bare chest like this.

“Remember when you were a man? Remember when you were allowed an opinion?”

I growled at her as she started to kiss my chest, working her lips down between my breasts to my stomach. Heat washed along my skin, a tidal wave spreading throughout my physique. Sophia lifted her face from my torso and she slipped her fingers toward my pussy. Instantly, she could push her fingers into me, and I quivered with unbridled desire.

Yearning itched through me, but I couldn’t move. I couldn’t make my arms or legs budge from their assigned positions. “Do you want to come? Do you really?” At first, I managed to keep my mouth shut.

Sophia continued to work my body, pushing me to new heights of desire. Goose bumps ran along my shoulders and down my forearms.

“Yes! Yes, I want to come!”

“Thank me.”

She had taken my manhood, my job, and now she wanted my freewill. No, I gritted my teeth, locking my jaw into place. Over and over, I told myself that she wouldn’t be able to break me. It was a good thought, only I knew it wasn’t true.

In theory, every second I managed to maintain my silence was a victory.

In reality, Sophia was going to win. So what was the point of holding out? What did it really get me?

Nothing. So my resolve cracked and fractured as this pretty girl continued to stroke me. She caressed my clit, slowly working her two fingertips forward and back until I could barely breathe. My thoughts scattered, my mouth went dry, and I kept thinking about how good the orgasm would feel.

“Say it,” Sophia whispered, smiling and taunting me all at the same time. This girl had a knack for coming off as sweet and cruel in the same breath. “Say it, and maybe, just maybe, I’ll let you come.”

It was only a possibility.

“Thank you, ma’am.”

Sophia hopped up and down, excited that she had broken my will once again. She clapped her hands together, while I groaned because she pulled her digits from my pussy. I shifted my body, squirming from side to side in the hope that she would notice and decide to take care of me.

Instead, Sophia grabbed my chin and pinched, forcing me to look up at her. "Open your mouth," she ordered, and I didn't reluctantly, parting my lips for her. But then Sophia slid her damp fingers into my mouth, and she ordered me to suck.

I did it, running my tongue along her digits. I sucked off my own excitement, the juices form against my tongue. I lifted my head, taking her fingers all the way into my mouth. My gag reflex almost kicked in, but I manage to stifle it.

"Good girl. There is my good girl," Sophia said. "I know you're very grateful for everything I’ve done for you. Being a man really just wasn't in the cards for you, was it sweetheart? No, you're going to make a much better maid. You're going to be so much happier cleaning my house for me. This is really where you belong. Isn't it?"

Only then did Sophia pull her fingers from my lips, and I could feel a tingle of humiliation burn through me. It felt electric, like jolts of lightning pushing me down. This was another test, another opportunity for Sophia to prove how easily she could control me, but I didn't care, not with my pussy throbbing for attention. She pushed me right to the edge of a climax, only to leave me hanging.

"Yes ma'am, this is where I belong."

"Now smile," she commanded.

I did it. I smiled like a pretty girl, and Sophia clapped her hands together. "Very good!" She said those words and dropped her hand back down to my pussy. She ran her fingers through my pubic hair, taking a few strands and tugging. I whimpered medically, knowing that I was powerless to stop her.

As despair roiled through me, Sophia touched her fingers to my opening again. Immediately, I whimpered, hot pleasure coursing through me all over again. Getting turned on and left to cool down made me that much more sensitive and vulnerable to her ministrations.

She penetrated me with her fingers, taking what she wanted. With her eyes on me, Sophia made one thing abundantly clear. This wasn't for me. It wasn't a gift, and it wasn't even payment. Payment implied a transaction between equals, but we were equals.

No, I was just her plaything, and this was Sophia training me, making sure that I remembered my place. My body was hers to use at she saw fit, and right then, she wanted me to have an orgasm. Rather than try to resist or hold onto some sort of independence, I surrendered, closing my eyes and shivering with delight.

She stroked my clitoris, pressing down lightly. She was teasing my most sensitive spot, working me over. But even then, Sophia wanted to highlight her power again because she took her other hand and used it to massage my breasts, lightly dancing her fingers across my globes.

"There is my good girl. No, you're not a man, not anymore. You're just going to be my little doll. You're going to be so happy, serving me every day. You won't have to worry about making decisions or being responsible for anything. Well, I suppose you’ll be responsible for the dusting and cleaning, but a girl like you is going to be excellent at those chores. That's right, you're going to have your place."

Those words penetrated my psyche; they were etched into my thoughts.

As she spoke, her words seemed absolutely true. They felt completely real. At the same time, I flashed back to the last few days. For such a long time, I had been her maid, cleaning her house, and it was becoming difficult to imagine my previous life. Somehow, my time as a man, the vast majority of my life, started to feel shadowy and inconsistent, especially as my heart pounded and Sophia continued to work my clitoris, teasing that bundle of nerves until it finally happened.

An orgasm!

The deluge of pleasure rained down on me, drenching me as my lower lip quivered in shock. My whole body seemed to shake, and I stopped thinking about whether or not I was a man or a woman. I didn't even remember if I was going to be a slave. None of those things had to matter in that moment where everything clicked, and my nervous system lit up with pleasure. This was the ultimate reward, the cessation of my being.

Nipples hard, pussy drenched, lightly coated in sweat, I fell back, naked. Of course, I'm still in that same position with my arms and legs spread out.

"Did you enjoy that?"

Slowly, my eyes fluttered open again, and I saw Sophia. "Yes ma'am."

“Good girl. Now let's get you dressed."

Several more days passed. Even though I continued to search for some way out of my situation, nothing presented itself. Yes, Sophia left alone, but the idea of traipsing out into the world with no ID, no money, no job, no credit card, did not appeal to me. Yes, I probably could've made it back to my place, but what then?

I didn't have my keys, and if a neighbor spotted me, they would probably think I was trying to break in.

No, it was best to stay with Sophia and hope that I would be able to find some way out of this. As I cleaned her house, I kept thinking that maybe, just maybe I would find some magical book or arcane orb or something. Sophia's power had to come from somewhere, I thought. It couldn’t really just be inborn.

Nothing.

I didn't find any clues or hints about where she got her powers, and I certainly didn't know how to counteract them. Not yet, at least.

At the same time though, I realized this couldn't last forever. Sophia was training me, working on wearing down my resistance, and she was succeeding. Every night, she put me to bed, stripping me naked and ordering me to sleep.

With her magic, my eyelids would fall, and I could feel the strength of my resistance fade by degrees. When she first started, I would pound against the magic she used to influence me. But now, I drifted away serenely, as though some part of me thought this was right. Not only that, I was becoming automatically deferential and subservient.

Answering her with a "yes ma'am," or a “no ma'am” became automatic. Sophia was a young woman, yet I looked up to her as though she really did own me, like she was the most important person in the world.

Not only that, the idea of putting on makeup and wearing my uniform started to feel natural and habitual.

No, I couldn't let this happen. I was a man, and I was determined to regain my status.

In order to remind myself of who I really was, I would occasionally close my eyes and picture what would happen to Sophia once I got my body back. Because then, I would be bigger and stronger, and I would make her pay for this. For one, I knew she needed to be able to speak to use her spells, so there was a very simple solution.

I would gag her.

Yes, I loved the image of Sophia tied down in, her naked body spread out before me. I would pound her and take her, thrusting my cock deep inside of her. I would penetrate her, and Sophia would learn how she couldn't mess with me.

It was such a good image, but I couldn't make it a reality.

Then, as I was down on my hands and knees, scrubbing the kitchen floor, Sophia sauntered up to me. She stood a few feet away, and she said, "Bria, why don't you come over here and kiss my feet?"

Disgust roiled through me, yet I knew better than to disregard the suggestion of my owner. So I crawled along the floor, my white apron trailing. Sophia smirked while I bent my head low and kissed her feet. She had on aquamarine colored flats, and I pressed my lips against them.

"Oh, and it looks like there's little bit of dust on my other foot. Would you be a dear and lick it off?"

My throat tensed at the thought of licking her feet, but Sophia would make me do it one way or another. If I wasn't careful, she would make me beg for the privilege of licking her feet.

So I moved my head over, and I ran my small tongue along the material of her shoe. Sophia smirked down at me, and I could feel her condescension as well as her derision. Before, when I did a man, at least I had her respect. But now, I was nothing but a servant to be used and teased whenever she felt like it.

"I think you've done a nice job of cleaning this place," Sophia announced. She looked around, clearly scanning for some mistake I might have made. But I'd been cleaning for more than a week, so her house was perfect. Nothing was out of place. There was no dust, no dirt.

"Thank you, ma'am," I said. I spoke without lifting my eyes. Braced on the floor, I felt like a doll, a toy hoping for some attention.

Of course, I had a chastity belt on. Sophia insisted it always remained locked around my waist unless she intended to play with me. Sometimes she took it off me to make me think I was going to get an orgasm. At times, she enjoyed pushing me over the edge. At other times, Sophia dashed my hopes.

She got me hot. She got me wet. And then she would force me to don the chastity belt again.

Right then, Sophia reached down and started to run her fingers through my pretty blonde hair. "Tonight, I decided to have a dinner party.”

I didn't flinch, though I could feel my entire body tense up. "Yes ma'am," I said, uncertain of what response Sophia would expect.

"So you're obviously going to be the waitress tonight. I bought you a new dress and everything," Sophia said. She stroked my hair some more, and I knew that she was waiting for me to try to rebel or resist. "You wukk be polite to my guests. You will curtsy and obey every command given to you. If anyone complains about your behavior, I will make sure you pay for it."

Sophia tightened her grip on my hair, and she tugged at me scalp, forcing me to look up at her. "You understand?"

"Yes ma'am,” I said.

"Good girl. Go get yourself cleaned up. I will be by to inspect you a little bit later."

Because Sophia was watching me, I scrambled to put away the cleaning implements. But after that, I scampered up the stairs and went straight to the guest bathroom. I stripped off everything except for the chastity belt. It was waterproof, so I could take a shower while wearing it.

Of course, it would've felt incredible to allow the drops of hot water to run down my torso, to pelt against my nipples.

Part of me wanted to massage my breasts. If I rubbed them just the right way, I could climax easily enough, but Sophia might step in an stop me. Obviously, I wasn't allowed to lock the door, not when I was her property. I didn't get any kind of privacy.

Besides, I tried to convince myself that I didn't really want to touch myself.

That was a lie.

Whether I wanted to admit it or not, Sophia was controlling me. She was teaching me how to be timid and obedient, and I had to face that fact.

Once I finished washing off, I wrapped a towel around my hair before I started to dry off. Sophia would probably insist on braiding my blonde strands. She liked to have me in pigtails when she really needed to humiliate me, and if I was going to play the role of servant tonight, then I knew what to expect.

Once I was dry, I stepped back in the hallway, and Sophia was waiting for me. "Hands behind your head," she ordered.

There was no magic this time, but I obeyed anyway, intertwining my fingers at the nape of my neck. Meanwhile, Sophia stepped around me, taking in the details of my breasts, my pussy, my heart-shaped ass and my girly face.

"I really did do a good job with you, didn't I?"

"Yes ma'am," I replied automatically. I had to agree with her, no matter how hard I wanted to resist.

"Let's get you dressed."

Sophia took me back into the master bedroom, and there was already an outfit spread out on the bed for me. Normally, my French maid uniform was black and sleek. Although it may have been demeaning, it did at least have a certain sexual appeal that I thought gave me some sort of credibility.

But this monstrosity? This was so much worse.

For one, it was white and pink, a Lolita uniform with a flared skirt, lots of lacey ruffles, and pretty bows. The petticoats flared out as well, making sure that people would be able to see up my skirt if I bent over or moved incorrectly.

Swallowing back my reluctance, I didn't complain as Sophia ordered my arms into the air. While I kept my hands raised, she pulled the skirt on first, followed by the petticoats, stockings, and then the dress. She tied every bow into place, making sure I was nice and snug.

"You look very pretty," Sophia said, eventually making me face the full-length mirror again.

I looked like a sex doll, I thought. Sophia must've agreed because she giggled and tapped the tip of my nose. “Thank you ma'am," I said because it was the only appropriate response.

Sophia decided to add a little choker. Of course, this was really just a pink, leather collar with a heart-shaped pendant. After she'd done my makeup, Sophia ordered me to stand off to the side and wait. I didn't know what time the dinner party would start.

After a few minutes, the doorbell rang, and Sophia ordered me to get it. I went downstairs, my heart beating frantically. I pursed my lips, wondering who would be there, knowing that if I made a mistake, I would be in trouble.

I opened the door to find woman dressed in white. "I'm the caterer," she said politely, holding out her hand. This woman was a little bit taller than me. I was slowly starting to realize that pretty much everyone would be taller than me from now on.

"Please come inside," I said, remembering to curtsy.

The woman smirked, though she didn't say anything overtly rude. Even so, I could tell she looked down on me, probably thinking that I sold out in some way. After all, what kind of woman would willingly allow herself to be dressed up in this ruffled getup?

It was pathetic. Once the caterer was in the kitchen and started working, I trudged back up stairs.

By that point, Sophia was showering, so I waited outside her bathroom door, holding my hands behind my back. This was how she had trained me to wait, and even though she hadn't given me an order, I knew that this is what my owner would have wanted from me.

When Sophia came out of the shower, she was naked. My eyes drifted along the body, and I remembered all those things I did with her as a man. For an instant, I wanted to take her again, but Sophia glanced at me, and in that one moment, I knew that she would never allow that to happen.

Unless I could somehow be smarter or more cunning than she, I was doomed to a life of lace and petticoats.

Sophia got dressed slowly. She pulled on a pair of slinky black panties, sheer stockings, and a tight red dress. Every detail highlighted her best features, and I licked my lips, thinking like a man all over again.

Peeking up at me, Sophia smiled until she stood all the way up. Then she was taller than me, and she walked over. "Bria, could you be a dear and go fetch my high heels?"

Then it was over, and I didn't get to think like a man anymore. Rather, I had to behave like her servant, so I quickly turned around and retrieved what she wanted. Really, those shoes were only a few feet away, so Sophia could've grabbed them herself. But she wanted me to do it because I served her.

Sophia took the high heels and dropped them onto the floor, sliding her shapely toes into those shoes. Now she stood even taller than me.

"Ma'am, the caterers are here."

"Good," Sophia said. "My guests should be arriving shortly.”

Sophia went down into the formal dining room, and she took a seat. She was reading something on her tablet computer. Meanwhile, she commanded me to wait by the front door. She wanted me to be there immediately for that moment when her guests started to arrive.

I had on flats, which only heightened my sense of subservience. But then I blanked, thinking that heals would make me look even more feminine and womanly. Damn it, Sophia really was changing me, rewriting my personality.

How much longer would I have before I would truly start to think of myself as a woman? But I wouldn't be some strong independent woman. Rather, Sophia would have me eating out of her hand and crawling along the floor, hoping for the chance to lick her pussy.

As I stood by the front door, I imagined my future, and I vowed that I would redouble my efforts. I was going to get out of this situation. I was going to show Sophia who was truly in charge, and it was not going to be her.

The doorbell rang again, snapping me out of my reverie. I opened the door and curtsy with me, keeping my eyes on the floor. But then I glanced up and I realized it was Michelle, a woman I used to work with. Distantly, I knew that she and Sophia were friends, but I didn't imagine that my owner would involve people I knew from my days as a man.

"Oh my, aren't you cute?" Michelle said, giggling as I dipped my body low. At the same time, I held the edges of my skirt with a perfect curtsy.

"Ma'am, may I take your coat?"

"Of course," she said, taking it off and handing it me. Michelle had always been a tall woman, and now she seemed even bigger to my eyes. I took her coat just as Sophia entered the room. They started chatting, and I tried to disappear.

But then Michelle turned around and she pointed at me. "Sophia, I think it's fantastic to you hired a maid for the evening. She's just so cute! I love the way she curtsied at the door!”

"Yes, Bria is adorable."

The two women disappeared back into the living room while I waited by the door.

Her guests arrived in singles and pairs. Each time, I curtsied and I tried not to blush. I didn't want anyone there to realize exactly how this all made me feel. It didn't need to know about the humiliation running through my veins. Trying to maintain any kind of dignity in a black-and-white maid uniform was difficult. Attempting the same thing in this pink and white monstrosity was virtually impossible.

The door opened again, and this time I didn't curtsy rights away. In fact, my jaw fell open. They just standing in the doorway didn't seem to notice, not with his eyes running up and down the length of my body.

Jackson. He was one of my friends; in fact, he had been there the strip club on the night Sophia first took me. I blinked several times, torn between hoping that he would recognize me and fearing that he might.

"Hi there," he said, smiling at me. Immediately, I recognized his swagger. He was definitely interested in me, which only made me blush brighter. I couldn't look at him in the eye, so I kept my eyes downcast. “My name’s Jackson. What’s yours?”

“Her name is Bria,” Sophia supplied helpfully, standing in the middle of the entryway. This time, I remembered to curtsy, and I quickly held up my hands, hoping that Jackson would give me his coat without comment.

But my friend always been something of a jackass, so he walked up to me, he did take off his coat, slowly, but once he draped it across my arms, he decided to give my ass a little squeeze. I yelped, surprised.

"Sorry," Jackson said, but he wasn't addressing me. Instead, he turned to Sophia. "I hope you don't mind me touching the help."

The help? He talked about me like I was some servant from the seventeen-hundreds!

Sophia held up her hand and waved it off, "Jackson, don't even worry about it. I pay her good money, so I've no problem expecting her to entertain my guests. In fact, there's something I'd like to discuss with you later on."

He smirked at me, clearly pleased with this new development. He probably came to the dinner party expecting to hit on one of Sophia's friends. Jackson had always been a dog, after all.

This time, he winked at me, he sauntered off. Sophia came back up to me, not that I could really move. Honestly, I was too shocked after seeing my friend there.

"I've got plans for you," Sophia whispered into my ear. "But for right now, be a good girl and got help the caterer. I think it's time to start serving drinks. Don't you? "

"Yes ma'am," I said, dipping my head low before I scampered off to the kitchen. The caterer was busy cooking, so I started for wine into the glasses. I put them all on a tray, and I carried it out to the dining area.

For the most part, Sophia's guests ignored me. They might give me a polite thank you after I handed them a drink, but that was all.

Slowly, I started to realize that they were paying some attention to me, but it was all derisive. A couple of the women shook her heads, obviously annoyed with my costume and my flagrant display of cleavage. Not only that, my skirt was scandalously short, so if I ever had to bend over, my panties would have obviously been put on display.

Just as that thought crossed my mind, Jackson dropped a pen. He simply released it from his hand, yet he feigned distress. "How clumsy of me. Would you mind picking that up for me?" Jackson even have the gall to push the pen a little bit with his foot, ensuring that I would have to bend over in front of him.

A sigh passed my lips, and I was about to shove him, to tell Jackson to pick it up himself. He couldn’t treat me like this! But then I caught a warning glance from Sophia.

Hating myself for it, I bent over, showing him my panties.

“Cute lace,” he said, coming up behind me. He squeezed my ass, and I heard the ladies giggle. They probably thought I deserved this sort of treatment for wearing a uniform like this.

Only Sophia knew the truth, and she wasn't about to share.

"The man paid you a compliment,” Sophia said. My eyes flickered a little bit wider, and disappointment surged through me.

Sophia wasn't only going to keep me on display. She was going to make me perform for these people. So I turned around I faced Jackson again. Then I curtsied, bowing low as I said, "Thank you, sir.”

He smirked again, probably thinking that I enjoyed this.

After that, Sophia decided that it was time for the guests to start eating. She had me fetch the food as they sat down, and I was busy scampering all about to keep their drinks full. I collected plates and brought desert. I did everything Sophia could have ever wanted, and I was also counting the minutes until this night would come to an end. By the end of the evening though, Sophia and most of her guests were pretty tipsy.

I kept hoping that they would decide to go home soon, because then I could get back to plotting my escape.

In fact, two of the girls decided they needed to leave. Sophia hugged them and wished them a safe ride, and they headed home.

Meanwhile, Sophia and the rest of her party continued to chat and laugh, telling jokes and stories. But this didn't last too long. After another hour or so, Sophia got up and motioned for me to follow her.

I glanced into the dining room, uncertain what she would want me to do next. My reluctance to move only lasted a moment because I remembered my place and I scampered after my owner.

I followed her back upstairs in the bedroom. A pink tinge colored her lips. When she smiled at me, there was a dangerous glint in her eyes. Sophia said, "Bria, strip down to your bra and panties."

"Ma'am?" I didn't understand what she wanted. I assumed that she was going to have me see her guests off. After all, all of their coats were still hung up in the closet downstairs.

"Strip down to your bra and panties," Sophia ordered again.

Nervousness threatened to overwhelm me, but I did it, taking off the garters, the stockings, the apron, all of it. Within a matter of moments, I was down to my chastity belt and bra. Sophia handed me the keys to my locks, and I quickly pulled off the belt, wondering what she had in mind.

"Go find a pair of panties to put on. Make sure they're cute," she ordered.

Confusion still tightened my core, but I obeyed. I went to one of the drawers and pulled out a pair of pink panties, soft and silky. I put them on my lithe frame.

Then I stood in front of Sophia, my hands at the small of my back, just the way she had taught me.

"Lay down and close your eyes," she ordered.

I inhaled, holding my breath as I moved to obey. I got down on my back; then I held my arms over my head and spread my legs. A shiver of vulnerability echoed through me, but there was nothing I could do. Reminding myself that I behaved so I didn't deserve any punishment, I looked back up at Sophia.

Remembering her second command, I close my eyes.

Sophia moved about the room, opening a drawer and taking something out. I had no way to guess what she might have retrieved, though I didn't think I was going to like it. Then she told me to open my mouth, and I did it.

Over and over, I tried to tell myself that I didn't deserve any kind of punishment. I had been a model of subservience all night. More importantly, Sophia still had guests downstairs. She wouldn't want to play with me, not when she had them to entertain.

"This is going to be a lot of fun," she said, stuffing something in my mouth. Immediately, I tried to spit it out, but I didn't have the leverage. Besides, Sophia was strong and deft.

The taste of rubber filled my senses, and I realized that Sophia was something of the back of my head. She was gagging me!

Within a matter of seconds, she had me muzzled, but I strained to move. In fact, I tried to take one hand and undo the clasps at the back of my head. I wanted to get this thing out of my mouth, not that it would really make much difference one way or the other. Honestly, I think it only became a matter of pride for me, but Sophia grabbed my hand and shoved it back down against the mattress. Then, she started to tie something still around my wrist. Within a few seconds, she had it secured. I tried to pull my hand back, but I couldn't!

Sophia quickly tied up my other hand, and I was spread out, half-naked and especially vulnerable. Then she did the same thing with my wrists, locking them in place so I was spread-eagled. Technically, she could have used a spell, but she decided to restrain me in more mundane ways for whatever reason.

"Alright. You can open your eyes now," she said to me, making it sound like favor.

I did so and found her sitting at the edge of the bed, smiling. I tried to speak, but only a incoherent mumble made it past the bright red ball gag lodged firmly in my mouth. I tugged on my bonds, testing them. Predictably, I couldn't break the silk.

At least until Sophia decided to let me up, I was going to be helpless.

"You have fun now," Sophia said.

She got up and left, but I attempted to scream at her to stay. She couldn't do this to me! She couldn't just tie me down, leaving there! But the door shut behind her, and I didn't hear it lock. All of a sudden, I worried that one of her guests might wander in. What would they think?

Frankly, I couldn't imagine anything more embarrassing.

The walls were not terribly thick, so I could still hear the conversations taking place downstairs. Then it started to dawn on me, what Sophia had in mind. She wanted me to squirm. She wanted me to feel my helplessness as they got to drink and eat and be happy and play around with one another.

This was just one more way for her to remind me that she had taken my life from me. I was no longer a man, and I was no longer capable of controlling my destiny.

Then I learned exactly how wrong I really was.

The door opened, and I lifted my eyelids slowly, thinking Sophia would be standing there. She probably came by to taunt me. In those first second, I could only make out a silhouette. But then he walked into the room, and my eyes went wide.

I mumbled quickly, trying to come up with the right tone.

It was Jackson. He strolled into the room, and his eyes swept over the length of my body. For a moment, he simply considered me before whistling. "Wow. You look fantastic."

Quickly, I shook my head from side to side. He had to get out of there. He had to leave me alone!

But obviously, Jackson had other ideas because he strutted along the carpet, smirking all the while. He was looking at me like I was a prize, something to be taken. Maybe he thought I was some sort of party favor.

He climbed onto the bed, and he pressed his crotch down against my thigh. Already, I could feel his erection. Worse, my body responded, my nostrils flared, and I let out a little gasp of desire.

Jackson noticed. "She really wasn't kidding."

I yelped, uncertain what he meant. But then Jackson just chuckled down at me. "Don't worry about it, sweetheart. Sophia explained everything. She told me how you have this really kinky fantasy about being taken against your will."

With those words on the air, he reached up, stroking my cheek. I narrowed my eyes at him, and I shook my head from side to side, but Jackson just chuckled. "I promise, I'm going to make you feel good."

Then he grabbed my bra and yanked it down, ripping the fabric. Before I knew what was happening, his mouth latched onto my left nipple. A second before he even started to suck, I could feel the pulse of arousal kick through my body.

My pussy was already wet, and my heart started to pound as his tongue began to work little circles around that pleasure bud.

I worked to scream, to shape some real sounds, but the gag distorted everything I tried to communicate. As far as Jackson was concerned, this was just a game, a fantasy.

Struggling as hard as I could, I tried to thrash from side to side, but it didn't do any good. I wasn't strong enough to rip myself free, and now with Jackson on top of me, I was doubly bound.

Then those silk bands became the least of my concerns because Jackson kept licking me, running his teeth and tongue over my nipple. That spot was so sensitive! Before long, my resistance was wiped away. Yes, I continued to struggle, but I was simply whimpering, hoping that he would realize I really didn't want this.

Only this was Jackson, and he wanted me from the first moment he set eyes on me. I was the slutty servant, a kinky maid to be taken. Now he had his opportunity, and he wasn't going to ask any questions.

He lifted his mouth away from my nipple, and I shook my head pathetically, my eyes big and wide and pleading. He pulled down the other bra cup, and then he lowered his mouth back to that other nipple. He started to lick and suck, teasing me until I arched my back. An orgasm hit me. It was small, but it was also intense.

Jackson noticed.

"I don't think this is going to take very long," he said, sitting up. He pulled off his shirt and tossed it aside. Of course, I'd seen my friend shirtless before, but that visual never had this effect on me.

My body tightened up, I could feel the arousal simmer all over again. One small orgasm wasn't enough to make it stop.

I was tied down, but Sophia left just a little bit of slack. Using this, he shoved me onto my side. It was an awkward position, but it gave Jackson a chance to smack my ass. He did it hard, even harder than Sophia had done.

He spanked me five times, and when he was done, my flesh was pink, and my eyes were starting to water. But then he dropped me down onto my back once again. I thought he was finished with me, that this was all he wanted to do to punish me.

Instead, Jackson pushed me onto my other flank, and then he spanked my other buttock. I squirmed and struggled, straining against the silk strips, but I could free myself. Again, he spanked me, swinging his hand down hard. Pain blossomed through my nervous system, and then he let me fall down on my back again.

Before I could try to regain any sense of equilibrium or coherence, he bent down and started to kiss me. I could feel his stubble rubbing against my lips. His erection pressed into my thigh, and I craved this.

My girlish body seethed with raw hunger, the need for this man.

No, I told myself. I couldn't want this. I was a straight man. I wasn't some blonde girl who was horny. I didn't enjoy being tied down; I didn't want to be taken by my friend! Those words kept echoing in my head, but Jackson had other ideas.

He sat up again after several seconds, and my lips tingled from his absence. "Oh yes, I can tell you want this. You want it bad," he said.

Quickly, I shook my head again, but Jackson wasn't paying attention. Rather, he grabbed my panties and tore them, splitting the material straight down the middle. He exposed my wet pussy, and I shivered with embarrassment. He had taken away my clothing, removing the last of the protections I could try to rely upon.

He reached between my legs and quickly discovered my arousal. My pussy was hot from excitement, and he touched me, feeling the dampness at my opening.

He kept his eyes on me as he unzipped his pants, and then his big cock sprung out.

Although he took his time, I could tell that he grew impatient. Jackson hoped to take me. He wanted to feel his cock slide into me, and he was going to make it happen. I kept yanking on my bonds, trying to kick or punch my way free, but Sophia had done a good job of strapping me down. I was trapped. I was powerless.

And then he pushed his cock into my pussy, and he felt so good. His girth filled me up, and he started to pump, working slowly, forward and back.

My breathing turned shallow and erratic. I was gasping, trying to keep up with my body. At the same time, Jackson bent down, and he kissed my neck, probing my skin with his tongue. At the same time, he moved forward and back, every thrust gentle yet commanding and domineering.

He broke off, staring down at me.

In that moment, he made it clear that I belonged to him. He made it clear that I was just a toy to be used, just as Sophia had done on numerous occasions. I was being lent out to this man, and he could enjoy me however he wished.

I was property. I was chattel.

Again, I wanted to struggle, but he pushed his cock deep inside of me, and another orgasm flashed through my system. It felt so good, and I felt myself relax, only to tense up with delicious anticipation. I stopped struggling, and I simply enjoyed the ride as he pushed himself deeper and deeper into me.

He pulled back, just a little bit, only to thrust forward again. I could feel the heat radiates from his body, and Jackson started to pump even faster now, working his cock deep inside of me. His movements became frantic, perhaps even desperate.

He works me harder and faster until he started to come. At the same time, another orgasm rocketed through me, exploding at my core. The shockwaves burned along my skin, hot pleasure overwhelming everything else.

When he was done, he pulled out, and I knew that I'd been taken. I could be used like a woman, and I would never be able to go back to being a man. The door opened again, just as Jackson pulled his pants back up. There was Sophia, and she knew what had happened.

More importantly, she knew that I would never be able to become a man again. After this, I would forever crave cock. I'd always want her to put me on display for men like Jackson. That was the real lesson here.

Later on, she would be able to make me beg. Sophia owned me, and there was nothing I could do about it.

Finally, I accepted it.

I accepted my face. I learned how to be a good girl. From then on, I’d wear pretty makeup. I’d smile at guys and swish my ass. I’d drink in all of the attention I could! I just wanted to be dumb and hot.

Like so many other bimbos, I became a silly girl, an eager slut, and a horny bimbo. This was just my first time, except it wouldn't be my last.

The End


The Power to Persuade

There are different kinds of people in the world. I’m a winner, a player—so try to keep up.

Most people can’t do it.

They’re not good enough. Not even close.

Confidence is key, so I tell myself that I’m the kind of man who can score each night. This might not technically be true, but I refuse to be one of those losers who lets doubt get in their way.

I’ll find a hot chick.

I’ll score.

I’ll bang her brains out.

And in the morning, if she feels like dirt, I won’t care. She should’ve known how the game is played.

This is why I'm at the bar, looking around for someone to pursue. She has to be hot. She must be sexy. Success on a night like this depends on making the right choices. I need to be able to pick out the right girl.

Then she strolls into the club, and I'm immediately drawn to her.

Honestly, she doesn't look that much different from the other beauties here. This girl has long, straight blond hair. Her bangs are neatly trimmed, but when she turns in my direction, she immediately notices me staring. A subtle smile tugs at the corners of her mouth, and I make my decision.

Rather than rush up to her right away, I observe. Lots of guys get in trouble because they get impatient. They don't really understand what it takes to get a girl in a place like this.

Letting my eyes linger on this unknown female, I admire the white shorts she has on, the pink tank top clinging to her body. It practically shimmers under the occasional pulse of light. For the most part, the club's dark, but it doesn't make any difference to me. I'm seeing everything I need to.

She saunters up to the bar, about ten feet away from me.

Although I studiously look in a different direction, I can somehow sense her presence. It's like she knows I'm looking at her. It's like she can tell I'm interested without even tossing a glance in my direction.

Somehow, that possibility makes me nervous, yet that doesn't stop me. If anything, the nervousness only heightens my desire, making me hungry for this girl that much more.

Bracing my elbows on the bar, I gaze back out at the different crowds dancing. There are bottle blondes hopping up and down like over-caffeinated bunnies. There are guys like me, each one searching for a target, someone to go home with.

From the corner of my eye, I sense movement.

She catches my attention, smiling at me. Her eyes are locked directly on me, yet I still turn around, almost like she might be making eye contact with someone behind me. There is no one.

When I face her again, this girl is grinning. She shows the whites of her teeth, and there is something so incredibly confident about her. This isn't some little college girl out for the first time. She doesn't even have any friends with her.

Without meaning to, I swallow, and I feel my Adam's apple rise and fall down the length of my throat. The girl giggles, and then she waves me over with one finger.

I spent a lot of time talking to other guys about how to get a girl. One of the biggest mistakes a man can make is letting her take control. The illusion of choice is useful with these girls, but I'm not supposed to walk right over.

Despite that very good advice, I head in her direction, almost like I can't stop myself.

"Hello there," she says to me. "You're cute."

Cute. There's something about the way she says it. Before I can get a handle on what she's doing, she sizes me up, running her gaze up and down the length of my body. For the very first time ever, a girl has objectified me.

Under normal circumstances, I can talk. I can be so smooth.

Now, I try to get my lips to move, but I only sputter out something incoherent. My face turns a bright shade of pink, and I try to shake it off.

Some instinct at the back of my brain shouts for me to retreat. The damage is done, so I can't possibly get with this girl. I should simply withdraw and find better prey.

Before I can make the right decision, she leans forward and whispers in my ear. "I'm Alina. What's your name, cutie?"

Cutie. Really?

It should sound goofy. It doesn’t. Those syllables seem to slide into my head, making it difficult to think. She’s entrancing, and I get nervous. She inspires the kind of excited dread only a hot girl is capable of.

I stumble back. Honestly, I can barely keep my feet beneath me. Something about this girl confuses me. I'm almost dizzy, and her voice sounds so good, so warm and her breath is hot along the contours of my inner ear.

Although her hands are no longer on my shoulders, my skin tingles beneath the spots where she had touched me. My chest rises and falls with exaggerated capacity.

"Ryan," I tell her, half impressed that I manage to speak in the first place.

"Well then, Ryan, let's dance."

She doesn't ask me. She simply flows out toward the floor and expects me to follow. Rather, she grabs my hand, and there is that same spark of evanescent energy running through my skin. I can't explain it, but I can't tear my hand away either. She pulls me down to the dance floor, and then she's all over me.

A techno beat pounds from the speakers. All around us, girls grind on guys. They jump up and down, everyone eager for some physical contact. People are sweating. People are concentrating so hard.

My face is flushed, and it feels as though every inch of my body is radiating extra degrees of heat. Then there's Alina, right in front of me. She's beautiful as she twists and turns. Around this, the other dancers instinctively move away, giving her all the room she needs. She holds her hands at the nape of her neck, spinning her body. Her blonde hair flares outward, and some of those tresses strike my face.

The same tingles reverberate along my cheeks.

Then something else hits me. My cock is hard. My erection strains against my pants, and it feels like I need an orgasm. I need one so badly!

Surrendering to my desires, I move closer to her. I put my hands on her waist, and we move together. She opens her eyes, and they lock onto mine, two perfectly blue irises which seem to entrance me. I feel like I'm staring into spirals, an infinite circle of color.

She is smiling at me, but there is something so taunting, so intimidating about her expression. For a moment, I remind myself that I'm bigger than her. I'm a male. I'm the hunter here, but those small details don't seem to make the slightest difference.

The song is about to end.

I turn back to the bar for a moment, wondering if I should go buy some water. I need to cool down. I need to regain control of myself, but when I glance back in her direction, she pounces on me, running one hand along the nape of my neck until she fists my hair.

She tugs me close, kissing me hard. Her tongue explores the ridges and lines of my teeth.

Instantly, I know that I can pull back. I know that I can shove her away. This is my choice, but I don't.

On some level, I understand how this is dangerous because there is something predatory about this girl, but I kiss her back, grinding my body against hers. My erection presses into her thighs, and she's kissing me, moaning all the while.

The final beat resounds and silence hits the dance floor.

Her eyes are on me, holding me tight.

"Want to get out of here?"

I try to speak. Nothing gets out.

Grabbing my wrist, she pulls me from the club. Before I know it, I'm in her car, and she's driving, weaving through traffic. At the same time, she has her hand between my legs, her fingers brushing the outline of my erection.

Several minutes later, we pull up in front of a skyscraper. Filled with condos, this place has to be insanely expensive. I imagine millionaires living here.

"What, what do you do for a living?"

"Biological chemist," she tells me, grinning like a minx. Then she winks, so I can’t tell if she’s messing with me or not.

Whenever I hit the clubs, I expect to meet silly girls who don’t quite know how to read, let alone what a biological chemist would even do. Heck, the more I think about it the more I don’t really understand the term myself.

Either way, Alina pulls into the underground garage. She parks, hops out of the car and turns off the engine all in one smooth motion. She makes her way toward the elevator bank as I fumble with my seatbelt.

What is happening to me?

When I slip out of the vehicle, I look around. I inhale, filling my lungs with fresh air. The aromas of gasoline and tire rubber hit my nose but my head starts to clear for a moment.

Maybe I should just walk home, I think to myself. Maybe I can go back to the club and find someone else.

But my eyes seem to gravitate toward Alina. As she walks, sashaying forward, I can't help but admire her ass. I picture my hands on those smooth curves. I picture myself fondling her breasts, licking at her neck and kissing her hard.

Then a different image flashes through my head. What would it be like to grab her and pull her down onto the bed? How would it feel to take her and hit her beneath me, seizing everything I want from her hot little body?

My erection presses out against my trousers.

Inhaling and exhaling, I promise myself I can do this. I tell myself she’s just some young woman. She is probably lying about the whole chemist thing anyway. Like it even matters.

Jogging to catch up, I sprint after her. By the time I catch up, she is already in the elevator, and the doubled doors are sliding closed. Panic blasts through me, and I jump in at the last moment.

"I wasn't sure you were going to make it," she says to me, that same teasing smile on her lips.

"I'm fast enough," I say. "Let's hope you're not too fast," Alina replies easily.

It is a silly joke, but I blush nonetheless. For some reason, I just can’t get my thoughts together, not in front of this girl.

Alina slips behind me, and just as I start to turn around, she puts her arms around my shoulders. She holds her own hands, right over my chest, and I feel suddenly trapped. Really, I try to tell myself that I am stronger than she is. I have to have at least fifty pounds on Alina, but that doesn't make the slightest difference. As hard as I try, I can’t convince myself that I would be strong enough.

"I'm going to have a lot of fun with you," she says, her warm breath caressing my neck. I shiver with desire, feeling my erection press against my boxers. "We are going to play tonight. And if you do a good job, I'm going to keep you."

"Keep me?" I ask.

"First, I want to see just how pliant you can be for me. Right now, I want you down on your knees."

None of those words make any sense to me. As hard as I struggle and attempt to draw coherence from them, I can’t. Then she puts her hand on my shoulder, and she nudges me down. All of a sudden, I feel like a toy. Or maybe a puppet. Someone cut my strings, and my knees give out. They buckle, and I drop down.

Obviously, I try to stand up again. This time, she just puts her hand on the top of my head, and I can't stand!

"Stay down," Alina tells to me.

She pulls her hand away from the top of my head, yet I still can't get back up. I keep trying, sending the command from my brain, down my spine, to my legs, and yet the signal must get lost somewhere along the way. I stay there on my knees, prone and subjugated before this girl.

Alina runs her fingers along my cheek. She touches the underside of my chin. "You look really good like this," she tells me.

"What's, what's going on?"

"I'm having some fun," she replies easily, flashing me that same impish smirk.

"Ryan, I think I want to see you take off your shirt for me. Do it. Slowly."

"No," I insist. Losing my shirt isn't a big deal. Obeying her without question definitely is.

Standing above me, Alina puts her hands on her hips. She pouted with her lower lip, and she would be adorable except for the fact that she wields so much control.

She leans down and puts her hand on the back of my head again. This time, I try to pull away, but some deep-seated need takes control. She kisses me, running her tongue along mine. She teases me constantly with the feel of her kiss, and then she pulls back, but I want more.

I shake my head, clearing my thoughts.

"Do it," Alina says again. "Take off your shirt. Unbutton it and show me your chest," she says.

My breathing turns shallow as I fight the impulse, yet some part of me wants to obey her. Some part of me feels the need to do so.

My hands move up toward the base of my throat, and I find the first button. I slip it free. Once the rhythm starts, I can't stop myself. No matter how hard I try, my hands work down my shirt.

"Take it off for me," she says. I'm still on my knees, but I can't bring myself to look up at her. This girl is controlling me, yet I can't explain it. I'm not handcuffed. I'm not technically helpless in any way, but she is playing with me, teasing and taunting me, and I don't understand what's happening.

Alina runs her fingers through my hair, and then she whispers, "Good boy. Now lose your T-shirt."

Under my shirt, I have on my T-shirt. It is just a little bit tight to show off the definition of my pectorals and biceps. Girls usually love it, but this time I'm embarrassed. Yes, I look fit, but that doesn't seem to matter now. Again, I can't help but think about how this girl is objectifying me. She is making me do what she wants for her amusement.

"Take it off," she instructs.

I peel off my shirt, and I toss it onto the floor of the elevator.

"Nicely done," she tells me. She actually sounds impressed. "Would you like a reward? Would you like me to kiss you again?"

There's something about being so close to this girl. If she kisses me again, she's going to scramble my thoughts.

I try to shake my head, to tell her not to do it. Instead, I look up at her with big, pleading eyes. I feel like a small child or adult hoping for a treat. "Please, Alina, kiss me." My voice is breathless, like I can't keep up.

She smirks again, so adorable and sexy.

She leans down and she kisses my lips slowly, barely touching my mouth with hers. Even so, the tingles run through my skin, igniting that hot need. She reaches down for my crotch and starts to stroke my penis through my pants. At least she didn't make me take those off, I think, doing my best to console myself.

"Do you want me to play with you?"

Again, some small part of me in the back of my mind tells me to flee. I should get out of there as quickly as possible. Obviously, this girl has some kind of power over me. She is doing something to me, but then she kisses me again, and I nod eagerly.

"Say it," Alina commands.

Helpless to resist, I reply, "I want you to play with me."

"How do you want me to play with you, Ryan?"

I lick my lips, uncertain how I can respond. Then she just smirks and turns away, strolling down the hall. I stand up quickly, jumping after her. I walk, taking a few steps, but then she pauses. One hand on her hip, she turns around.

"Did I say you could walk?"

"I…” Somehow, I can't bring myself to finish the thought. Her eyes are on me, blazing with irritation. Even so, I swallow back my nervousness. Then she points to the floor.

Immediately, I understand what she wants me to do. More importantly, I automatically drop down onto my hands and knees. My discarded shirts are left in the elevator, and I turn back as I hear the doors close.

"Follow me," she says, motioning with her hand.

Humiliated beyond belief, I scamper after her, scurrying along on my hands and knees. I'm crawling. I’m actually crawling behind some girl. Not only that, when I lift my gaze and open my mouth to argue with her, I can't. Instead, my eyes lock onto the curves of her ass, the beautiful contours of her toned legs, and every coherent thought just disappears from my brain.

Alina unlocks the door, and she pushes it open.

"Inside," she says.

Nostrils flared, I don't want to do it. This should be my stand, I tell myself. If I cross that threshold, especially on my hands and knees, then I don't know what she's going to do with me. She's already in control. She pulled me out of the club, she put me in her car, and I've been helpless at every step.

She snaps her fingers, which knocks me out of my reverie.

"Inside," she says again.

I scurry forward, into an entryway. The walls are a cream color, and there are various pictures as well. Most of them look pastoral, water paintings of trees and rivers.

"Follow me," says this mysterious girl, and I don't see any other alternative. Still crawling, I'm on my hands and knees, doing my best to keep up with her. It is surprisingly difficult, especially because I'm not used to this kind of ambulation.

Despite being a condominium, this place is expansive. It's definitely a lot bigger than my apartment. Her kitchen is huge with granite countertops and recessed lighting. It's everything a young woman would crave.

"Are you impressed?"

"Look, Alina, I don't know what’s going on here, but I think I should leave."

"You don't want to stay?" Alina asks. She walks into the living room, and she is pouting ever so slightly. She drops down onto the couch, putting her hands on her lap. At the same time, she crosses her legs.

Alina wiggles her foot forward and back.

"I should leave," I say, but I can't do it. Each time I try to stand up and simply walk back to the door, something stops me. It's like I don't really want to do it. For a moment, I'm reminded of those mornings where I'm all wrapped up in my blankets, it's warm and soft, and I just don't want to go to work.

Alina is an entirely different sort of temptation.

"Are you sure you have to leave? Are you sure you wouldn't like to stay here?" As she speaks, her voice takes on a higher pitch. She sounds seductive and innocent in equal measure. My mouth goes dry she reaches down and pulls off one of her shoes. She lets the flat drop down, and I see her toes, each nail painted a shade of cool pink. She wiggles her toes in my direction.

Although I can admire a pretty girl's feet, I've never been especially enticed by that part of the feminine form. But now, as she moves her toes along the air, I can't look away.

"Ryan, would you like to crawl over here? Would you like to suck on my feet?"

My eyes flicker wider, and I immediately jerk my head from side to side. No way. I would never do something like that. Although I've been experimental in the bedroom before with other girls, I've always been the one to get the best sorts of treatment.

Girls can suck my cock. Girls can massage me with their breasts. Ultimately, my pleasure has always been the most important part of every bedroom activity.

"Go ahead. I can see it in your eyes. You want to do it." Confidence rings in her voice, this underlying trill of excitement because she loves this.

"No," I say, my voice shaking. I'm determined, yet I'm not sure that my resolve makes much difference. "I, I can't."

"Would you like to kiss me instead?"

"Yes," I say, hissing through my teeth. This is an admission, one I probably shouldn't make, yet the word slips out nonetheless. Just like I can't control my body, it seems I can't control my mouth either.

"Come here then, cutie."

There. She's doing it again, using some diminutive nickname on me. I inhale, catching the scent of her perfume. For some reason, I didn't notice it before. Now it clouds my senses.

Her aroma fills my lungs, and I'm moving. Crawling along like some dog once again, I make my way across her living room floor. Then I'm right in front of her, and she puts her heels down against the soft carpet. She leans forward, puckering her lips.

No, I shouldn't! I can't do this!

As of those denials shoot through my body, I feel her lips against my mouth all over again. Hot yearning flashes through me, and I can't resist the temptation. I continue to kiss her, letting the second melt away. Our time dances together, and her mouth is so warm. I want to press my body against hers again. I want her to touch me, to let this moment last forever.

But it can't because she puts her palm on my forehead, and she nudges me back. When I look into her eyes again, I see that she is giggling at me.

"Are you sure you don't want to suck on my toes?" Alina asks.

She just asked me this question a few seconds before, but now the temptation burns through me. As much as I want to tell her no, I open my mouth, I inhale, and I can't do it. For some reason, I look down at her petite digits, and I wonder how they would feel between my lips. I wonder how it would feel to run my tongue between her toes.

"Maybe," I say.

"You're going to have to do better than that," Alina says with a knowing smirk.

"What are you doing to me?"

"Does it matter?" Alina responds easily, waving away my objections like they don't mean a thing. She leans forward again, crossing her legs. She still has her bare feet in front of me, her toes wiggling on the air. "What you should really concern yourself with is the fact that my feet are right here. And if you're a very good boy, and if you asked very nicely, I might let you have a taste."

My cock is so hard, and the urge to lick at her feet shoots through me. I keep trying to insist to myself that I'm not a dog. I'm not an animal to be trained, but how can I deny the obvious. How can I ignore the inevitable?

Because it already feels like I'm going to lose the matter what I do, I crawl forward, and I open my mouth.

She jabs one finger at my forehead. "Oh no," she says. "You don't get to start until you ask for permission."

Furrowing my brow with a mix of confusion and anger, I'm about to pounce. I'm going to show the world that she can't control me. Only she holds up one finger. "Stop." Immediately, my body relaxes, and I can't bring myself to move.

"If you want to suck on my toes, which you so obviously do, then you need to ask for permission. You need to beg for it."

Beg her? She has to be kidding, but the longer I look into her beautiful face, the more I can tell she absolutely means it. This isn't a joke, not to her, which means it isn't one to me either.

My breath comes in short, angry gasps. But then something inside of me breaks, and I can't hold out any longer. Although I don't like to admit it, not even myself, I lower my gaze and I start to speak.

The words trickle out, slowly at first, "Alina…do you think I could suck on your toes?" I glance up at her, and she turns her head from side to side, like she's playing with her decision. Desperation shoots through me, and I try again, "Alina, I promise I'll be good. Please, can I just lick your toes a little bit? I'm sure you'll enjoy it!"

"How badly do you need it?"

"I'm desperate! I've never wanted anything more badly in my entire life!" And as I utter those words, I realize that they feel absolutely true.

"Is that right?"

"Yes!" The words sound so desperate and pathetic. As a guy who's good at picking up girls, I've never made these kinds of sounds before. I've never shown this kind of need in front of a young woman, but she is so beautiful, and her toes entice me like nothing else.

"Okay," she says lazily, holding out one foot for me.

Right away, I crawl forward, just as she tells me, "Ryan, you aren't allowed to use your hands."

Because she's given me permission, ecstasy courses through me. I feel incredible as I open my mouth and wrap my lips around her big toe. Right away I think, and I don't even care about the saltiness of her sweat.

This should disgust me. Again and again, I wait for some sense of revulsion to lance through me. It doesn't happen. I lick and suck on her toe, and she starts to giggle, almost like I'm some dog licking at her feet.

On and on, I suck her toe.

"Switch," she says.

Despite her command, I can't bring myself to break away. Then she pulls her toes back, and she touches the ball of her other foot to my cheek. She is teasing me, patting me with her feet, and a different sort of desperation floods my psyche. As hard as I try, I can't resist the urge. The temptation is too much, so I start working on her other toes, simply because this girl told me to do it.

I lick and I suck eagerly, making her giggle and laugh, all at my expense.

"I like your tongue. I think I'm going to find some great uses for it," she tells me.

Alina allows my time on my knees to stretch onward. Once or twice, I open my eyes, it is always this way because I just see her gazing down at me, the corners of her mouth lifted into her trademark smirk. She is having some fun with me, taking away my self-control.

"Now, I think it's time for you to show me what else you can do."

"What are you talking about?"

Alina touches a finger to the corner of her mouth. She has her eyes narrowed and aimed right at me. Obviously, she is thinking about what I'm going to have to do next. "I think I want you naked.”

"No! Please, don't make me do that," I say, pleading with her. I actually bring my hands together, leaving my fingers against one another. I shake my fists together like some peasant pleading with a princess. "Please, I’ve already taken off my shirt. Isn't that good enough?"

She leans forward again. "No, it isn't." She makes this all seems so very simple.

"I won't do it."

Finally, I focus on the adrenaline and anger spiking through my bloodstream. No, I'm not going to let this girl control me. No, I'm not going to allow her to take away my independence.

I'm bigger than her, stronger too, and am about to show her. Slowly, I force myself back up onto my knees. Then I straighten my back, and I slowly start to stand.

Honestly, I'm surprised when Alina doesn't say a word. She simply watches, her eyes lit with amusement while I reclaim some semblance of control.

Once I'm back on my feet, she grabs my hand, and she pulls me forward, right onto her lap. I'm straddling her, looking down into her beautiful eyes. Whatever lipstick she is wearing catches the light, and a shiver of need runs through my body.

"You're thinking about doing something rude, aren't you?"

I inhale, catching another breath of her scent. Intoxicated, I blink, trying to get my thoughts together.

"You look confused. Let me help you," Alina says. She reaches up, touching her hands to the back of my neck again. She pulls me down, and I know that she is about to kiss me again. I should tell her to stop this. I should make her.

Our lips meet again, and she kisses me hard. She holds my mouth to hers, and I inhale again, breathing in more of her perfume. Between the physical contact and her scent, it feels like I'm on the verge of an orgasm.

Instinctively, I reach down, hoping to catch myself. All I need is a little bit of pressure. That's it, and I would be able to come. It would feel so good!

Alina catches my hand, and she holds it down against my thigh. As hard as I try, I can't slip free from her grasp. It's not that she’s particularly strong. Rather, it's like some part of my body can't stand the thought of losing contact with her fingertips.

She pushes me, shoving me back onto the floor.

I stumble down, landing on my knees.

At first, I'm confused, at least until she grins at me and says, "Ryan, take off your pants, your shoes, your socks, and your underwear. Do it right now."

In spite of myself, I scramble to obey. Before I know it, I've already slipped my shoes off. My socks follow next. Then I sit upright, and I start to unbutton my pants again. No, why am I doing this? I should stop.

As those thoughts shoot through me, I pull off my pants, throwing them off to the side like they don't matter at all. Now, there is only one layer of fabric hiding my genitals from this girl. It is my last shred of privacy and dignity.

I loop my fingers into the elastic waistband of my boxers, and I pull them down.

Now, I'm naked in front of her.

"Stand up for me," she says.

This fresh command gives me the impetus to try to respond, to defy her.

Despite my best efforts, I stand up, naked before this girl. "Hold your hands behind your back," she says. I despise the notion of posing for her, but I do it anyway.

Closing my eyes, I automatically think back to the last time I was with a girl. She was into me. It had been easy to manipulate her, and before long, I had her in just her bra and panties. I made her stand up for me and pose.

Now, it’s like the universe has decided to get back at me. Alina hops up onto her feet, and she circles me slowly, enjoying the vision I present.

"Very nice," she says, touching my back, sliding her fingers down my torso. Then she stops in front of me, and she puts her hand over my chest. "Your heart is beating. Are you excited?"

This time, I refuse to respond. I'm not going to play her game. I'm not going to let her manipulate me!

"Oh, are you trying to pretend that you're the strong silent type? Is that it?" Alina sounds amused by the notion. But then she leans forward, and when I can't see her hand, she wraps her fingers around my cock. It is naked and easily accessed by this young woman. She caresses me, stroking me. Already, the tip of my shaft is wet with excitement, but that's only the beginning for her.

"You're so big and hard," she says to me. "Would you like me to use this? Is that what you are hoping I'm going to do?"

The more she touches me, the more helpless I begin to feel. In fact, I'm quivering from side to side, helpless to tear my hands away from behind my back. I may not be restrained in any way, but it certainly feels as though I am.

"Please," I say, my voice taut with need.

"Beg." She caresses my chest, moving her hands up and down my body. Every time her skin grazes mine, I want to shiver. I want to shake, but I manage to remain somewhat stoic. I stare ahead, doing my best not to even look back at her.

"Please, let me talk to you. Please, please let me know you. I need to. I want, so badly. I want and I'll do anything for it."

"Silly boy, the way you're talking, you'd think that you were going to be on top." She shook her head, coming back into my line of sight. She taps her hand against my cheek. "You're going to be my plaything. You're going to be my little sex toy, and when I decide you've earned the privilege of an orgasm, I'm going to ride you, Ryan."

Narrowing my eyes, I want to argue with her, but I can’t bring myself to do it. In spite of everything I wish to believe about myself, this girl is clearly in control. Somehow, she can manipulate me. She can alter my needs and make me so incredibly desperate.

No other girl had been able to tempt me like this. No other girl had ever tantalized me the way Alina did with such ease.

She kisses my neck. She kisses my sternum. "Tell me you want to be my little slut."

Locking my teeth together, my lips pulled back, it requires all of my self-control not to immediately obey. Honestly, it would have been so simple to accept her orders and do what she wished.

But no, I am better than that!

Then she comes up, and she kisses me again. She molds her body against mine. She even rubs the swell between her legs up against my tumescent member. She is grinding against me, getting me so close to an orgasm. Honestly, I probably smear some of my excitement on her shorts, but Alina doesn't seem to mind. When she pulls back, my lips tingle. In fact, every inch of me is alive with desire and need.

"Beg to be my toy. Tell me you want to be my little slut."

"Please, can I be your toy?" I ask, my voice little more than a pitiful whisper.

"Not yet," she says. "There's a laptop in the room at the end of the hall. Go fetch it for me."

Naked and humiliated, I bow my head low, but I walk away from her. I inhale and exhale, breathing quickly. The farther I got away from her, the more my head starts to clear. I go into that other room. It is small, probably a bedroom, but Alina is clearly using it as an office.

I spot the laptop, I unplug it, and I carry it back to her.

While I am gone, Alina takes a seat on the couch again. She holds out one hand, and I pass the computer to her. She opens it, placing it on her lap, and then she logs in.

"Ryan, I've definitely decided to keep you. Isn't that wonderful news?"

"Keep me?"

"Yes. By the end of the night, you're going to belong to me: mind, body, and soul." She smiles again, making this sound like the best news I could have ever heard.

I swallow again, uncomprehending.

"But first, I need to show you just how far you've fallen. You might think you're still an independent man, but you're not. Now, you are my toy."

"I'll never be your toy,” I insist.

"On your knees," she says, pointing to the spot in front of her knees.

"Look, you can just let me go now. I promise, I won't tell anyone about this. I won't tell anyone about you or what you can do. You can find someone else," I tell her, doing my best to sound sincere. "Besides, it's not like anyone would believe me."

"I don't think you want to do it. I don't think you really want to give up your spot at my feet. Now get down on your knees."

Using every iota of my self-control and discipline, I manage to stay up on my feet for another three seconds, but then her order compels me down, so I drop onto the floor.

"Such a good toy," she tells me. Alina reaches out and strokes my chin. Each time she touches me, I feel those rippling tingles of desire and energy. She is like a drug, something irresistible.

"I'm not your toy," I tell her again.

She smiles at me. She continued to pet me, my eyes close, and I start to relax. Despite everything, the tension leaves my body. Yes, I'm still hard and horny, but every caress makes me settle down. "Ryan, where do you bank?"

Now, my eyes are open, but I feel groggy. She continues to stroke me, moving her hand along my cheek and down to my neck and back under my chin. Those soft caresses lull me into contentment.

"What?" I asked, feeling dreamy.

"Where do you do your banking?" She continues to touch me, and everywhere her fingers go, those tingles trail.

I give her the name of my bank. I don't even think about it.

"What's your username?"

I tell her.

The words just slips from my lips, like I'm not even thinking. Then she pulls her hand away, and I can hear the sound of her fingers dancing along the keyboard. I start to recover, but just as I'm about to inhale and ask her why she needs that information, she reaches out and touches me again.

She cups my cheek, and her palm is so warm. In spite of everything, I hold my hand down to the side, savoring every sensation she gives me. I revel in her attention.

"Maybe you're not going to be my toy after all," she says to me, the skin around her eyes crinkled with delight. "Maybe I'm just going to keep you as my pet. Would you like that? Would you like to be my pet?"

She is still stroking me, caressing me, keeping me nice and relaxed. Deep down, I try to resist. But it is so easy to simply stay there on my knees, letting her touch me.

"What's your password?"

I murmur something, but it isn't what she wants to hear. She pulls her hand back, and right away, I miss the heat from her skin. Swallowing, I force my eyes open, and she is looking right at me.

"Ryan, what's your password?"

Now that she's not touching me, I can think more clearly.

Should I give her this information? What is she going to do with it?

"I know you want to be a good pet," she tells me. "I know that you want to please me." Just then, Alina stretches her hand back toward me, and I close my eyes, waiting for the moment when she caresses me again.

It doesn't come.

A second more, and I open my eyes, but she isn’t touching me. No, she pulled her hand back, and I immediately start to long for her touch again. I need her to stroke me and pet me. I want it more than anything else.

"What's your password?" Alina repeats.

I tell her.

I give her a string of letters and numbers that feel absolutely unimportant. And when I do, she flashes her brilliant smile, and just seeing her scimitar grin is enough to warm my insides. Then she reaches out with both of her hands, her elbows stretching past the laptop monitor. She runs her fingers along my cheeks and down my shoulders. She starts to caress the soft spot along my forearms, and it feels like I'm melting.

A brand-new swoon of contentment rushes over me.

"You're a very good pet," she says, continuing to run her fingertips along my skin. On some level, I hear her words, and I understand them. But at the same time, none of this makes sense. But then she pulls back, and she's typing on the keyboard again.

I open my mouth to speak, but she jerks one finger into the air. "Quiet, Ryan."

Just like that, I'm silenced.

No girl has ever been able to shush me like this. My eyes narrow and I try to summon up some characteristically misogynistic comment about girls and how easily they should be controlled. But as I look at Alina, I can't do it. This girl is too beautiful, too perfect, and I only want to please her.

Please her? Where did that thought come from?

Doing my best to focus, I look back at the front door. Although I'm naked, part of me insists I need to get the heck out of that apartment. I need to jump back on my feet and run for it.

Alina closes laptop with a click, she set it to the side, and then motions for me to crawl forward. Without even thinking, I do it, and she leans down. She kisses my forehead, which only kindles the frustration at the back of my mind.

"Would you like me to kiss you?"

"Yes, please," I say, and I'm not arguing. I'm not even insisting or demanding. No, this is a simple request.

She flashes me another one of those smiles, and then she waves a finger for me to straighten my back. Without hesitating, I do it, and she kisses me again lightly at first. A rush of ecstasy surges through me.

"Ryan, would you like me to take you back to my room?" There is something so patronizing in her voice. On some level, I know she isn't really giving me a choice. This isn’t my decision. No, she is simply toying with me.

That doesn't stop me from telling her exactly what she wants to hear. "Yes, please." My voice is quiet.

That doesn't matter this time. She gets up, and saunters from the room, walking away. Immediately, I jump up onto my feet, ready to follow. She twists back slightly, looking at me, one eyebrow raised. "Did I say you could walk, pet?"

Pet.

For an instant, I cling onto that word, using it to summon up a bulwark of anger and frustration. I'm supposed to be better than her! I'm supposed to be the one in control!

It doesn't work that way, and I immediately drop down on my hands and knees. She turns away, not even bothering to watch as I crawl after her.

A few heartbeats later, I cross the threshold into her bedroom. The walls are a shade of pale pink, there are various art prints including a picture of painted asteroids falling through the night sky. She has her bed set off to the side, and her dressers and the nightstand. To the left, I see the entrance to the master bathroom.

All of those details register in my brain, yet none of them seems more important than the young woman seated on the edge of her bed. She has her legs crossed, her weight supported on her palms behind her back.

"Come here, pet," she says.

Pet. I hear the word again, only this time it starts to sound right. It starts to sound accurate as I crawl to her feet. Her toes are still bare, and it takes all of my self-control to avoid trying to lick them. I want to suck on her toes. I want to move my nose along the arches of her feet, to nuzzle her and show her all of my adoration.

Alina hasn't allowed me those privileges, so I stay there on my knees.

"You want to get onto the bed?"

"Yes," I growl back, hating the desperation in my voice.

"Then ask. Ask nicely."

"Alina, may I please get on the bed?" I hate making this request, but I get my reward. She taps the coverlet to her right, and I immediately scamper up.

Right away, she pounces on me. She catches me off guard and she starts to kiss me. I try to roll her beneath me, but Alina won't stand for it. No, she keeps me on my back, grabbing my wrists and pinning them over my head despite our different sizes.

She kisses me, sapping me of my strength.

All over again, one press of her body intoxicates me. She has the entrance, and I completely lose all sense of place and time. There is nothing but the feel of her lithe physique pressed down on mine. My cock is hard against her inner thigh, but Alina is very careful with me. She never gives me enough pressure to incite an orgasm.

No, she wants me desperate. She wants me right on the precipice, squirming and eager. She does such a good job of keeping me in such a state. She kisses me lightly, then hard, only to go back to the gentle pressure of her lips against my mouth.

My heart is pounding, and perspiration begins to spread along my naked form.

When she pulls back, her face is flushed, and her breath is sharp in her lungs. "Very nice, pet. What do you know, I think it's time for you to give me a massage.”

"What?"

Considering how we were just making out, I thought we were going to get to sex very soon.

Apparently not.

"You want to please me, don't you?"

"Yes," I say, my single word. At this moment I learn to despise those three letters.

"Then I want massage. You're going to give it to me."

Just like that, she takes off her top, and my lips stiffen. My breathing quickens, and my heart is beating seriously as I see her in just her bra. Then she gifts me with another treat. Alina unclasps her bra. Now naked from the waist up, she is glorious. She is perfection personified, and I actually freeze.

One corner of her mouth rises as she lays down. She cuddles up against the sheets, and her back is on display. I understand exactly what I'm supposed to do.

"Go ahead," she says. "I give you permission."

Although I hate to admit it that was exactly what I have been waiting for: permission. Even though I try not to think about it, this girl is in control. Little by little, I'm learning to obey her commands, even the ones she hasn't yet spoken.

I come up behind her, bracing my knees just above her pert little ass. I reach down, and I start to stroke and massage her back. I move my palms along her naked skin, and I feel so incredible. With every touch, I can feel those tendrils of tingling energy run up the length of my arms.

All the while, my cock is still hard, but it makes no difference. I massage her, kneading her skin. I give her everything I have, and the minutes run by. In some ways, time seems to go by so much more quickly. In other ways, it is excruciatingly slow.

With a purr, she says, very satisfied, "I like that. I like that a lot, but I think it's time for you to show me what else you can do."

When she starts to roll back over, I retreat several feet. I brace myself at the edge of the bed, and then she smiles at me. All the while, I take in the glorious visage before me. I concentrate on memorizing this moment, the curves of her breasts, her pink nipples, and the bright blue of her eyes all at the same time. Everything about this girl entices me and addicts me.

"What would you like to do right now?"

"I…I…”

She giggles at me, savoring my discomfiture.

"Ryan, would you like to touch my breasts? Is that what you're hoping for?"

Just a second or two before, my brain refused to work, but now that she has put the idea in my head, there is nothing I desire more. I jerk my chin down and up again, nodding eagerly.

Alina giggles at me. I must be so adorable from her perspective.

Normally, when I spend time with a girl from the club, I expect her to look at me with adoration and awe. She is supposed to be grateful for my presence. That's why she's willing to do whatever I ask.

Now, Alina just glances at me like I’m her pet. Not only that, I'm her possession.

"Come here," she says with a wave of her finger.

Instinctively, I crawl across the bed, and when close enough, she takes me by my wrist, pulling my hands up into the air. Then she places them right over her nipples, and a groan of ecstasy escapes my throat. I can't help it, not when I feel the softness of her flesh. I squeeze and massage the breasts, savoring the way her nipples tighten under my attention.

All the while, she keeps her eyes aimed right at me. She is studying me, enjoying every one of my reactions.

"Now come here," she tells me, using her hand and guiding me even closer. She has her palm on the back of my head again, and I immediately lean in, like we're going to kiss.

Oh no, she has something else planned for me.

She tugs my head lower, toward her nipple. My eyes go wide, and I can't believe it. "Go ahead and suck." Her voice is lower now, quiet and encouraging. Even so, I can hear that little undertow of ridicule as she speaks.

I hold out for a moment. Despite the overwhelming urge to simply open my mouth and run my tongue along her nipple, I think about what her touch has already done to me. "Go ahead, Ryan. You know you want to do it. You know you want to belong to me."

The more she touches me and the more time she spent with me, the more pliable I become. I give a quick little shake of my head, but she just grins like a feral cat and pulls me closer.

My lips brush against her nipple, and I can't control myself, not anymore. I make the decision, and I lose control, latching my lips around her nipple. I lick and swipe my tongue over her, and pounding ecstasy blasts through my body. I can feel it, all the way down in my core.

When she pulls me back, I'm helpless to resist. But then she gets me over to her other breast, and I'm licking and sucking again.

This time, it's her turn to moan, and I know she must be getting aroused by all of this. But it's not simply the pleasure of my time she enjoys. "Ryan, the more time you spend with me, the more helpless you are going to become. You don't mind, do you? No, of course you don't. You want to belong to me, don't you? If you didn't, you wouldn't go along with all of this.”

Alina makes it sound so simple.

As hard as I try, I can’t hold my lips away from her nipple. The desires keep spinning through me, finding it right there.

"You know, the more time you spend with me, the more helpless you become. By the end of the night, I think you're just going to become my little pet. You're going to do whatever I say." She strokes my back, petting me all the while I continue to lick and suck and nuzzle. "Just look at how forthcoming you were with your bank account information."

She nudges me back, and Alina peers into my eyes. "You remember that, don't you? Do you know what you gave me?"

I inhale, and the scent of her perfume makes it hard for me to think once again. "I gave you, I gave you my money, didn't I?"

"That's right," she tells me with a slow nod. "You gave me every single penny, so I guess I really do own you now, don't I?"

I open my mouth to respond, but she puts her hand on the back of my neck, and she pulls me forward, kissing me again. All of a sudden, my concerns disappear. We are kissing, and she lowers me down onto the bed.

When she breaks away, she is smiling. "Do you really want to please me? You really want to make me happy?"

"What are you doing to me?" I ask. I barely whisper the words, almost to the point where I can't be certain I've spoken at all.

Alina reaches down, and she touches my lips. "I’m a biological chemist, remember?"

Those words don't really mean anything to me, which only makes her giggle some more. "Ryan, I've come up with some very special genetic alterations. The more time you spend with me, the more you become addicted to my pheromones. They're in my skin and even the warmth of my breath.”

She means it literally. I am actually becoming addicted to this girl, so I should jump from the bed. I should marshal the last of my mental fortitude and sprint from the room.

It sounded so easy, at least in my head.

But then she kisses me again, and the urge to flee suddenly fades into nothingness.

Eyes crinkled again with delight, Alina pulls back. "Do you really want to become my pet? Do you really want to become my possession?"

"Yes," I tell her without thinking, one syllable stretched across the seconds.

Alina puts her hand on my shoulder, and she nudges me back. That’s all it takes to practically toss me on my ass. Then she sits up, and she starts to pull off her white shorts.

Before long, Alina gets down to her panties. I admire the curve of her hips, and my eyes drift down toward that spot between her legs. Her panties hold all of my attention, at least until the moment when she pulls them off. Now, she is naked, just like me. But unlike me, she is in control.

Alina gets down onto her back, and she spreads her legs. "Would you like to lick me? Would you like to taste me?" Before I have a chance to answer, she slips one hand between her inner thighs, and she caresses her pussy. When she takes her hand back and holds up her fingers, they are damp with her juices.

"Lick," she commands.

Obviously, I have gone down on girls before, but I can tell this is going to be different. This time, she will set the tone and the pace. This time, she will tell me when I'm done.

I crawl forward, and I lap my tongue along her fingertips. The flavor of her excitement shoots through me, sending those same tingles running through every inch of my body.

"You know when you go down on me, you're going to make it even harder for you to ever get away. With every step, you become more and more mine."

Alina tells me those words, yet it doesn’t make any difference. Then she puts her hand on the back of my head again and guides me down toward her opening.

I start to shake my head. I try to murmur something, perhaps even beg her not to do this. All the while, she nudges me down, yet I don’t have the strength to resist or fight back. Then my mouth is right up against her opening, and I stick out my tongue. I lick at her crevice, and she moans.

Loving that sound, I start to lick more furiously, sliding my tongue right into her entrance. The flavor of her excitement shoots through me again, and I can feel the chemical bonds wrap around my wrists and ankles. In every way, I become hers.

"Good boy," she says to me. "There's my good possession. There is my eager pet. Lick me. Lick your owner. I have everything you have," she says, arching her back and moaning. She keeps her legs spread, and I move my head up and down, left to right, swirling my tongue around her clitoris.

An orgasm races through her body. I can tell from the way she raises her hips up and then she tells me to get back. Right away, I retreat, helpless to defy her commands.

"You like that, don't you?"

In spite of myself, I tell her yes in a very small voice.

Alina rolls over onto her side, and she reaches down toward the bottom of the bed. There are a series of drawers underneath us. She opens one and she takes something out.

"I have some good news," she says, "and I have some bad news. I think you'd like the bad news first.”Alina is teasing me again. There's nothing I can do about it, so I stay there, naked, my cock still aching with desire. "The bad news is that you're no longer a person. You’re now my pet. I'm going to keep you for a long, long time. And while I've got you, you are going to serve me and service me whenever I want. You belong to me now. And part of that means wearing this."

She sits up straight, and she's holding a black, leather collar in her hand. "The good news is once I have you collared and once I take you and claim you, you're always going to have a place at my feet. You're going to be so happy, knowing that you belong to me. You can deny it all you want, but I'm going to make you enjoy your new position, Ryan." She smiles at me, and then she points to that spot before her knees.

"Let me collar you. Let me put this around your neck so you're always going to have a reminder of your place."

Somehow, I sense that if I let her do this, she really will be able to own me. I will no longer be my own man.

"Come here," she says, pointing down to that spot again.

My resistance crumbles, and I crawl forward. I straighten my back, and she slides the collar around my neck, clicking it into place.

"Good boy," she says, touching my chin and looking into my eyes. "Now, would you like me to fuck you? Would you like me to claim you and make this permanent?”

For an instant, I try to shake my head. I try to beg her not to do this. Please, Alina, don't take me. Please, I don't want to be your property! Those thoughts echo at the back of my head, but I don't utter a single one of them.

She puts her hands on my shoulders, she pushes me down onto my back, and then she lowers herself onto my cock. It all happened so slowly and so fast at the same time. She is hot and wet around my cock, and she impales herself, letting out another little moan of ecstasy. Her eyes lock onto mine, and we both know what's happening.

"I want you to come for me. I want you to, and make this all permanent. Embrace your place at my feet. Do it, Ryan. Give yourself over. You know you want to do it. You know you want me to own you from now on." Her lips move into a precocious grin as she starts to move up and down the length of my cock. She is so tight and wet. It feels incredible.

She puts her hands on my wrists, holding me down as she rides me.

Second after second of pleasure boils through my body. But I was already so aroused before she started, so I can't hold out.

As she pumps me, taking what she wants, Alina cries out. That sound pushes me over the edge, and I feel my own orgasm boil over. I spurted hard, coming, a rush of ecstasy crashing down on me.

With every pulse of my body, I know I'm losing more and more of my independence. When she's done, she will have transformed me. I was a player, the kind of guy who can get any girl in any club.

She's done. She pulls off.

"Good boy," Alina says to me.

There’s no respect in her voice. The reason is simple: she owns me.

As the surge of pleasure dissipates, I understand. I finally get it…and I accept it. I become this girl’s property. She has claimed me: mind, heart, and body. I’m hers, and I always will be. There aren’t any more choices. There aren’t any more options.

I smile.

The End
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