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ZZaraya’s World

"C’mon. Seriously? I don't believe you," Jessica said as she leaned across the table. All around them, other groups chatted at the different tables. Off to one side, it looked like an entire team of softball players had coalesced at the middle of the restaurant. High school girls were chatting and laughing. Over to the left, one couple gazed lovingly back and forth at one another. A server rushed by holding up a tray filled with hamburgers, veggie wraps, and a couple of drinks. Despite all of this, Jessica kept her gaze focused on the two boys seated across from her and her friends. "You honestly expect us to think you are scared?"

Jason straightened his back, hardened his shoulders, and stared right back at her. "No. I'm not, and I don't think Adam is scared either. There's no reason to be."

Seated next to Jessica, Sidney arched an eyebrow. She maintained that quasi-serious expression for all of three seconds before she burst out laughing along with her sister, the girl on the right. "Really? There's no reason to be scared? Look, I don't want to freak you out or anything, but I don't think that's really true."

"Yeah," agreed. Sydney's sister, Samantha. "If you really stop and think about it, it is terrifying."

"That's if it's even happening at all," Adam retorted.

"Come on," Jessica said as she rolled her eyes again. She leaned forward a little more and rested her hands on the table. Jason couldn't help but notice some of her cleavage; there was something enticing about the contours of her breasts. In fact, this only added to his resolve. Tonight. He would do it tonight. Yes, he’d definitely do it tonight. Of course, that wasn't the right moment, especially because she seemed so intent on teasing him.

Was it just because they were getting older?

Back in high school, all five of them have been friends. They met up at the same parties, played a bunch of the same games, and enjoyed the melodrama of graduating together. But the summer after high school, right when it seemed like everyone else had moved off to other cities, these five remained. And now they got to hang out far more often.

Sidney, Samantha, Jessica, and Adam now felt like Jason’s second family.

At first, maybe Jason or Adam had worried about some jagged spark of disappointment. Their grades hadn't been stellar. No, they weren't going to be moving across the country to go to some prestigious university. Technically, they probably could’ve made it into a party school or something, but I didn't want to spend the money, not when California community colleges were so much more affordable. In fact, he and the others were almost done. They would graduate again, this time from the local CSU.

What then? Would they still be friends?

He liked to think so. He had to hope so.

Of course, he had no idea what fate had in store for him, but both he and Adam were about to find out soon enough.

"You can't tell me you're a raid-denier," Samantha said with a little snort.

"I never said that," Jason retorted.

"Do we really think this is happening? Do we really think that men are just disappearing or that those videos aren't pranks?" Adam asked.

"He definitely sounds like a raid-denier," Samantha observed.

Sidney nodded along, "He does."

"Are you?" Jessica asked. "Are you really going to tell me you don't believe in the preponderance of evidence? There are freaking government announcements, the videos released online, and so much more."

Jason turned to his friend. Of course, the two boys were close; unified by gender, if nothing else, they were always the minority in this clique. Jessica may have been the de facto leader, but Sidney and Samantha always enjoyed their sibling bond. And of course, the three girls could gang up on the boys whenever they wished. If they decided to go to a concert, the girls could outvote the boys. The same went for movies, streaming nights, dinner, and pretty much anything else.

"Look, I'm just saying there are a lot of reasons why someone might want to fake this kind of conspiracy."

"Such as…?" Sydney asked as she let her voice trail off.

Adam inhaled. His black hair shined underneath that the restaurant's lights. After a couple of seconds, he waited to make sure the girls would actually let him speak. Then he said, "First, it could just be a prank. For all we know, this is some grand attempt at the most horrific example of trolling anyone has ever seen."

"You sound impressed," Samantha pointed out.

A pause stretched across the table before he said diplomatically, "I'm simply pointing out that lots of people are changing. And, of course, that brings us to the second possibility," Adam told the girls.

Jessica glanced over at Jason again. Adam's friend answered with a quick, almost imperceptible shrug. Although he didn't look at his friend, Jason seriously wondered if Adam was about to say something profoundly stupid. Would that mess up Jason’s chances for tonight? Would that make it harder for Jason to talk to Jessica at the end of the night?

Seriously, man. Don't screw this up for me.

"I don't want to call this a grand conspiracy. I don't think there’s a deep state pushing forward this idea, especially because it's so ridiculous, but I can also understand how the government might be concerned and decide to play long for one reason or another."

"What would that be?"

"Security," Adam pointed out. "Money. Okay, so let's just put this out there. There are supposed to be the raids, right? This only started a year ago, and now men are just randomly disappearing? We’re seriously supposed to think the military would be okay with this?"

"They're not disappearing," Samantha pointed out. "Not exactly." Her lips stayed flat as she kept her expression somewhat neutral. The corners of her eyes crinkled as though she had to resist the urge to smile.

"The boys are being abducted and turned into sweet little sissies," Sydney stated emphatically.

"That's the idea," Jessica agreed.

"That's a fact," Samantha said. She exhaled, and now she flashed this big smile, which revealed at the edges of her teeth. She looked at both of the boys. "You tell us you're not scared, but that just makes me think you aren't taking this seriously. Maybe you're in a state of denial? I have seen a bunch of the conversations online. You’re not the only one, Adam."

"I'm just asking some questions," said the black-haired boy as he raised his hands into the air, palms out. "And frankly, I think these questions need to be asked. Seriously, look around. Society is changing. This is having an impact, not just on the elections."

"Several congresspeople have disappeared," Jason acknowledged. His voice was low and cautious, just a couple of decibels above a whisper. He didn't like to think about that part. The urge smash the tension with a nervous laugh and change the subject suddenly flared behind his eyes, only he couldn't do it.

"Exactly," Adam said. "Doesn't that seem suspicious? Seriously? Government leaders start vanishing, supposedly because they have been abducted by aliens, so shouldn't the army do something about that? If aliens show up, shouldn't we be launching nuclear missiles into orbit or something?"

Samantha lifted her hand and started to count off the different reasons why the boy across the table had to be wrong, "First, we don't know anything about these aliens, not really except for the fact that they’ve made a couple of broadcasts."

"If those are true," Adam interjected.

"Let's assume, for the moment, that they are," Samantha replied, her eyes narrowing slightly. Clearly, she didn't appreciate being interrupted.

Jason had known this girl for the last seven years, ever since they were freshmen in high school. His eyes narrowed slightly. Part of him wondered if she had shifted as well. Had something evolved within her personality? Was she quicker to interrupt? Was she louder? Was she comfortable pushing back whenever a guy tried to interrupt her? With a nervous pang somewhere deep in his chest, Jason glanced back at the girls again. Yes, they were all close friends, and yet…Was it possible that society was changing and evolving faster than normal? That was something else some of the guys liked to talk about online. Trolls, misogynists, and other guys who were too scared to make these points out loud, hid behind their computer screens and typed away with their different theories. Was it possible that the women of the world were taking advantage of the “situation”? He wanted to say no, and yet he saw the elections, the way movies and TV seemed to change, and even music seem to be shifting. It was all subtle, of course, and it was hard to generalize, and there always seemed to be a bunch of different exceptions, but still…

Adam paused and waited. When he was sure the girls weren't going to interrupt him, he said, "Fine. Let's assume those are true. Even if they are, can we trust in these aliens? Do we really believe they would come here and only abduct men?"

"That does feel strange," Jason agreed.

"If they’re aliens," Sydney said, "then we don't really know what they want or who they are. They can tell us whatever they like."

"And you trust them?" Adam asked pointedly.

The girls glared back at Adam, and he just shook his head. "I think there's a lot we don't know."

"Just because you don't know anyone who got abducted, that doesn't mean it's not happening," Jessica pointed out.

A tense silence stretched between them. Finally, Jason glanced back and forth at all of his friends. "Hey, everyone. We’re here to have fun, right? This is an intense topic, and I guess there are a lot of strong feelings. But maybe we should just think about ordering? Anyone feel like splitting a milkshake?"

It didn't really work, Jason could tell. Adam still bristled, and the girls were watching him like they wanted to pounce.

Was this new? Had they looked at him like that before?

Jason glanced over at Jessica, and he tried to convey something, although he wasn't sure what. Maybe he should have gone with the girls and piled onto Adam. It should’ve been easy enough, only he wasn't about to betray one of his best friends. At the same time, he also harbored those same doubts.

Aliens? Really?

American, Chinese, Russian, Indian, and Japanese satellites all detected the vessel when it appeared in high orbit over Earth. Cameras focused on it as specialists and operatives hidden away in various bunkers all across the planet studied their data feeds. They used radar, cameras, and other detection devices to gather as much data as they possibly could. Simultaneously, various missiles were locked onto the vessel.

What was the point?

The missile operators already knew what would happen if they tried to initiate the firing sequence. When these vessels first began to appear at random intervals, it was the American President who initially ordered the first strike. By that point, the aliens had already made their announcement: they were here for males. These young men would be transported away from Earth, redressed, retrained, and transformed to suit their new lives. In a surprising act diplomacy and coordination, the President had ordered the announcement to be made to both their allies and rivals all across the world.

Perhaps the Americans didn't trust the Chinese, and the Chinese were leery of the Indian military, and the Japanese were concerned about North Korean aggression, but all of these concerns faded away. A new player had entered the solar system; this was no longer a matter of international diplomacy. Suddenly, the game morphed into something intergalactic, and the playing field just got a heck of a lot bigger.

On the ground, military forces all across the globe prepared for what the next few minutes might bring. On aircraft carriers, pilots raced to their cockpits in case there was some kind of atmospheric incursion. Ground forces prepared to defend cities, military bases, and other strategic installations. Submarine commanders pulled out their keys as they got ready to launch their payloads from beneath the surface of the ocean.

And then nothing happened.

During that first attempted attack, Janet Krueger had been on duty. As a weapons officer based out of NORAD, she tried to initiate the launch sequence. It didn't work. The general in charge demanded an explanation. Back in the Oval Office, the President expected the same. Pretty soon, the answer came back; their systems had been hacked, they had been locked out, and so the Americans made this announcement to their allies, old and new. Consequently, the General Secretary and Chairman of the Central Military Commission in China decided to step forward. He initiated the order.

A few minutes later, the same result came back.

For decades, these military forces had dedicated themselves to protecting against cyber-attacks. Billions, perhaps even trillions, of dollars had been spent creating elaborate firewalls, closed systems, and elaborate defenses.

None of it meant anything.

After the Americans and Chinese had failed, the Indian prime minister ordered the next attack. Again, it failed.

For the civilian populations, nothing really changed.

But then, one person disappeared. His name was Daniel Sampson, and he was a young accountant who worked at Triton Securities in New York City. At first, no one made the connection, not until the aliens made their announcement. They showed off this boy with a livestream about twelve hours later. On its own, this wouldn't have generated very much attention. In fact, aliens probably could have gone online and visited any number of sites, only to be completely ignored except these women wielded the kinds of technology and advanced sciences that humans could only guess at.

Their first livestream cut through the noise. Anyone holding onto a cell phone, looking down at a tablet, or studying a laptop suddenly found themselves watching something else entirely. They couldn't exit out of this new window. These people no longer controlled their devices. Sure, they could have flipped over their tablets or stowed their phones back in their pockets, yet virtually everyone had to watch. They needed to know.

It was strange, and virtually everyone who saw it realized this had to be important. Nothing like this ever happened before.

At first, they saw a little girl walk into the center of the screen. Little by little, however, they realized that this person wasn't a little girl. There was something slightly off about the dimensions of his body.

When his friends and family had known Daniel, he had been a tall and well-built young man. He was the kind of ambitious guy who expected to make partner by the time he was twenty-seven. He'd be a millionaire by thirty. He worked hard and pushed his way past the competition; he could achieve whatever he desired. From middle school to high school, college to graduate school, he had always been ambitious.

But then the aliens initiated the livestream. They showed him off.

The abductors had lengthened his hair and dyed it a pretty shade of yellow-blonde that glistened under the lights. Not only that, they put him in makeup; he now wore eye shadow, lipstick, and just the right amount of foundation. But some of his friends first saw him again, and then they saw the name at the bottom of their screens. On their phones, laptops, and tablets, they watched the video, but they couldn't really believe it. In fact, it took a couple of his closest friends several minutes to make the connection. Could that really be him? Could that actually be Daniel?

Was that the guy who had played on the football team in high school?

Was that the guy who took on the nickname Choir Leader back in college because he had a different girl in his dorm room every night, and he always knew how to make those girls cry out and moan?

Was that the guy who drank every single one of his friends under the table?

His hair had been changed, he now wore makeup, and his close completely different…He wore black Mary Janes with pink, ruffled socks, white tights, and this adorably poofy dress that flared out from his hips. He flashed a huge smile, and then he began to dance for the camera. He spun around, performing for everyone who say this recording. The newly transformed sissy sang, "Twinkle, Twinkle, Little Star" followed by "I'm a Little Teapot".

The men of the world were horrified. Specifically, they couldn't imagine what it would take to force someone to behave like that. He wasn't acting like an adult or a prisoner of war. He behaved like some little girl? No, that wasn't right, especially because he still enjoyed his height. Instead, he had become a sissy…

All across the web, "sissy" morphed one of the most popular search terms. On Google, Bing, WeChat, Instagram, Facebook, Snapchat, TikTok, and hundreds of other sites and apps, it seemed as though humanity had turned his collective attention to just one concept: the sissy.

Soon enough, Daniel Sampson became one of the most famous “men” online.

Confusion reigned. Sci-fi nerds, in particular, wondered how something like this could happen. They had envisioned alien attacks, diplomatic missions, and virtually every other conceivable permutation of first contact, yet they never imagined something like this would happen. Behind them, the military experts struggled to parse out any details they could. Bloggers and vloggers tried to make their best guesses.

Lots of speculative noise filled the web, but no one had any real answers.

Other experts stepped forward to try to provide whatever insight they could. Anthropologists attempted to discuss what kind of aliens might be interested in this sort of dynamic. What were the evolutionary advantages? Psychologists and sociologists analyzed that the video and tried to focus on Daniel himself; what had he experienced? When he smiled, was it genuine? Or had they punished him? Had they threatened him? How did the aliens get what they wanted?

And then there was still that other question. What did they look like?

In that first livestream, only Daniel himself had been revealed as he performed. He didn't even seem to understand the importance of what he was doing. He acted like some little girl at a dance recital as he twirled and spun about, singing as best he could. The pitch of his voice had gone up; he never spoke with the deep authority of a man.

Several more videos were released.

Online, people started to discuss whether or not this was real. Was it the world's most elaborate prank? Maybe. Was it some kind of conspiracy to distract from another issue? Other pieces of news continued to filter out because the world didn't stop. In Alabama, a governor was indicted for several acts of corruption. US GDP fell by half a percent. A new set of Chinese missiles had been based in the South China Sea. In Europe, England had been rebuffed over a fifth attempt to renegotiate a trade deal with the EU. In India, an earthquake hit three major cities.

If anyone wanted to argue that the abduction of Daniel Sampson was some kind of distraction, it was easy enough. For the most part, however, those conspiracy theorists were ignored. Instead, people started to wonder about the possibility that aliens had truly arrived.

If his transformation into a sweetly adorable sissy had confused people, the aliens' next revelation shocked them even more.

A second young man had disappeared. Again, no one made the connection, not until he appeared on billions of screens all across the globe. His name had been Gabriel Valdez, and he had managed an IT team for an agricultural equipment company.

Unlike Daniel, he hadn't been given blonde hair. But he did wear makeup, and he did look very cute, especially in that jungle green dress. Like Daniel's skirt, it flared out from his hips with those thick petticoats. He wore ruffled socks, tights, and black leather shoes with silver buckles and kitten heels. At first, he didn't say anything.

As people all across the world tried to figure out what was going on, Gabriel finally dipped forward, and he lifted up a finger to the corner of his mouth. Then he started to sing and dance to "Itsy Bitsy Spider."

When he finished, a woman with long red hair tied back into a braid stepped behind him. Since this was a steam, it was hard for anyone to tell, but analysts would eventually figure out that Gabriel Valdes stood around five feet, seven inches tall. This woman had to be at least seven feet tall. She towered over him as she rested her hands on his shoulders. "Ladies of Earth, my name is Devoni, and I am here to make an announcement. My people have explored much of the galaxy, and we have been alone for quite some time. Now, we have found our ideal dollies. Let it be known that the males of your world are now subject to capture and retraining. Once we take them, we will ensure that they have very good lives. They will be dressed appropriately, trained for obedience, and talked to be happy. We’ll make sure they understand how the world is supposed to work for them." When Devoni spoke, she seemed to concentrate intently, like she wasn't sure how to push those words out onto the air.

Was that possible? Could that really be an alien?

She just looked like any human woman. She was tall; she was beautiful, and yet people expected something else.

Yes, she was a tall woman, but she didn't match anything anyone else would have guessed. She had two eyes, a nose, and a mouth with full red lips that seemed to match the fiery crimson of her hair. She wore a silvery blouse and a long, charcoal gray skirt. When people saw her, many in the US thought of a strict librarian or maybe some authoritarian teacher.

"Thank you for your time," she said. "Boys, we are looking forward to meeting you—one by one."

After the livestream ended, humanity's best experts appeared online with different hypotheses. Many of them were judicious and honest. They discussed the different possibilities. Perhaps these women were an offshoot of humanity in some way. Or maybe humanity was an offshoot of their species. Perhaps these aliens had once visited Earth long ago, left some DNA behind, and that had eventually evolved into modern man. Maybe they were travelers from another era? Considering the kinds of technology that would be required to traverse the stars, it was conceivable that they had mastered time travel as well.

Of course, these were all guesses. It was impossible for anyone to know for sure, especially since humanity didn't know how to fight back. And so, the people of Earth had no choice.

They settled into an uneasy peace as they waited.

Little by little, the men of the world started to get more and more nervous. Meanwhile, the women seemed to enjoy the boys’ twitchy uncertainty. It wasn't a conscious decision, of course. It wasn't like any of the girls explicitly got together and started laughing at the boys. Okay, so maybe that happened in some of the darker reaches of the internet. For so long, women had been taught to be afraid. They had to fear darkened parking lots, gloomy alleys, even their friends and family. Predators could be anywhere. In love stories, if a character had to die or get murdered, it would probably be a teenage girl. This was something so many women carried with them throughout their lives. No, they didn't allow themselves to think about it too much. They still had to go to school or to work. They still had chores and obligations. They still wanted to see movies and fall in love, but that itching dread never really went away. Just as importantly, it could be summoned in an instant.

Now it was the boys' turn.

In his first couple of hours and days, lots of guys searched for whatever safety they might be able to find. Gun sales exploded; wealthy individuals tried to figure out how they might be able to hide. Simultaneously, fraudsters began to sell “miracle” defenses. Chemically forged trinkets or electronic baubles were supposed to “block alien scans and teleportation technology”. Lots of men lost a great deal of money as they pursued these types of protection. In the meantime, real experts started discussing how this might play out.

And of course, there were thousands of reported abductions. Within the next couple of days, however, investigators often found those young men. Sometimes they were hiding. At other points, they had run off.

No, there wasn't some mass exodus of the male half of humanity.

Besides, there weren't any more videos.

Then it happened. Another boy disappeared, and there was another broadcast.

A few days later, it happened again.

Young men were taken from all over the globe. A French lawyer, a Nigerian professor, a Canadian doctor, a Thai university student...One by one, these boys were taken away, only to be revealed after a few days or weeks.

Online, some men tried to explain this away. They tried to say that it wasn't actually a big deal. Sure, men were being abducted, but two or three disappearances each week wouldn't truly affect humanity all that much. It was a callous calculation, and yet it made perfect sense. Even if one man was kidnapped each day, that would only be three hundred and sixty-five each year. Obviously, this wouldn't cause any trouble for the general population. In fact, the chances of getting taken were way, way, way less than one percent. Suddenly, experts started comparing the chances of getting abducted to winning the lottery.

And so, humanity tried to go back to its normal routines.

It didn't quite work, not when the men always had to look around and wonder if it could happen to them on that particular day.

With so many other dangers, there were choices someone might make to nudge the odds in their favor. Obviously, people who wanted to cut down on the risk of lung cancer could avoid smoking. If heart disease or diabetes was a factor, then cutting out fat and sugars could a difference. If people feared getting into a car crash, driving a safer vehicle or carefully navigating the road could make a huge difference.

But what were the men of the world supposed to do about this? How could they protect against abduction and enforced feminization?

They couldn’t do anything…

Most refused to admit it, but these boys couldn't defend themselves. As far as they knew, those who had been kidnapped were simply grabbed. Most people assumed it involved some kind of teleportation. There were no witnesses, nothing had been caught on camera, and so everyone just had to guess.

Then something else happened.

Many women all across the world became intrigued by this new aesthetic. What if men looked better when dressed this way? What if they were cuter and sweeter and more innocent somehow? This was just a tangential idea, something that floated around on the periphery of society, yet it seemed to impact lots of people. Older sisters were suddenly curious about what it might be like to dress their little brothers up in tights and cute petticoats. Lots of girlfriends had been curious about putting makeup on their boyfriends. Maybe now was the time?

For the most part, Jason had played the role of diplomat, and it worked. Sure, the tension lingered, but Adam and Jessica and Sydney and Samantha didn't seem to argue much over the rest of the night. They had dinner, walked around downtown, and went to a movie. Afterward, Adam and the sisters headed in one direction while Jason and Jessica went the opposite way.

Perfect.

He walked her back to her apartment complex. It was cold out, the moon was bright overhead, and puffy clouds seemed to hang in the sky. He wished he could reach over and bring her close to protect her against the night’s chill.

As he walked with her, they chatted about the movie and argued about the special effects. "I'm just saying that I don't really care if it's fake or not. I guess I'm more interested in the feelings that the actors and dialogue can give me? It doesn't really matter if it's a CGI cat or whatever," Jessica said.

"I get that," he agreed. "For me, I think I just want a little bit more realism. You know?" He didn’t care. At that moment, there was something way, way more important he wished he could say to her.

"Well, we're here," she said when they stopped in front of her complex. "Thanks for walking me back," she told him. If this had been a date, she would have reached out and maybe squeezed his hand. If it had been a date, he could have asked her for permission to kiss her. And if she said yes, he could have sidled forward, reaching out and cupping her cheek before gently pressing his lips to hers. If he got really lucky, maybe she would press her body against his, and he would get to savor the heat of her proximity. Better yet, he might’ve breathed in and caught the scent of her shampoo.

Yes, they were friends, but he had been holding onto this crush for way too long, and now they were alone.

Part of him wanted to run off to the cowardly fantasy of asking her out with a text message. It would have been easy enough. He could’ve sat down, typed out the message, revised exactly what he wanted to say, and tapped the Send icon. Then he'd have to wait, it would be torture, but this was different.

Test of manhood, he thought to himself. Test of manhood. Test of manhood. Test of manhood. When he repeated that mantra to himself, he stripped away any choice. If he wanted to be a real man, then he had to ask her out in-person. He couldn't hide behind the screen, no matter how much he wished he could.

"My pleasure," he said.

"I’ll see you later, okay?"

"Definitely," he agreed.

Jessica turned away, and she started to head across the parking lot toward the main entrance.

He bit down on the inside of his mouth. This was it; he had to do it. He had to make the attempt! Pulling in a breath, he tried to remember how to make his lips and jaw and tongue work together all at the same time. Finally, he squeaked out her name, "Jessica?"

At first, he didn’t think she’d hear him.

His friend paused and turned back. She glanced over her shoulder at him. When she saw he clearly had something to say, she tilted her head to the side and faced him again. "What is it?"

Another part of him itched to blurt out his question, the one he had been thinking about and rehearsing for almost six months. He didn't know how those feelings had started to grow. Maybe it was something about the curves of her body, the way she smiled, the glint in her eyes or the shine of her hair. In any case, he had tried so hard to suppress those urges and to push them aside. But now, his throat felt dry, and he forced himself to cut the distance between them.

Talk, he demanded of himself. C'mon and talk. She's right here, and this is going to be her best chance. Do it. If you can't do it now, you're never going to do it. Come on!

Suddenly he ran out of distance between them, and so he pushed his fingertips up against the heels of his palms, and he exhaled slowly. His eyes darted down to the manicured grass. Part of him ached to blurt out some pathetic excuse about how he wanted to make sure she hadn't dropped anything, but he refused.

Instead, Jason summoned up the best of his willpower, and he peered right at her. "Jessica, I know this is going to sound strange, but I think something is changing between us. I don't know exactly how you feel, but it feels like there's a connection between us. It feels like…" Jason swallowed. No. He couldn't stop. He couldn't pause or hesitate. Instead, he forced himself to keep going. "It feels like we can have something special… something romantic. I have developed feelings for you, and I really care about you, and I think we should go out."

There. He said it!

Jason had rehearsed that moment hundreds or thousands of times. Whether he was at work or in class, exercising or driving, he had wondered what it would be like.

And now he waited on the precipice of her answer.

"Jason," she said, turning his word into this strange incantation. She reached out, and she took his hand. Her fingertips were surprisingly warm against his palm. "That is so sweet of you, but I, I don't really know what to say. I didn't know that was how you felt. Can I—can I have some time to think about it?"

He bit down, exhaled through his teeth, and quickly nodded, "Yes. Of course. Think about it."

"Thanks," she said with a smile. "I'll see you later?"

"Definitely," he said.

She turned around and started to walk back toward the apartment complex.

With each step, she thought about what this might mean and how everything could change. They had this amazing group of friends, and she didn't want to mess up the balance, but he was handsome and smart and made her laugh. Just as importantly, she thought about that time when she got sick. She had food poisoning, and he had gone to her apartment and held her hair and brought her tepid water. He made her soup and went to the store to grab her some crackers to help her feel better.

He was such a good guy.

And yet, they were friends. Did she really want to risk that?

After about sixty feet, Jessica turned around. She expected Jason to be heading down the street. But when she faced of the road, he was gone. After a few seconds of glancing to the left, then the right, she shrugged. Did he run off? Oh well. She could think about this some more and make her decision.

Adam groaned. His mouth felt dry, the air was cooler than he expected, and he didn't quite know what to do. His first thought was that he had gone out last night and got blindingly drunk. He had felt like this once before, only he didn't have the bitter aftertaste at the back of his throat. What was this? What was going on?

He pushed down, and that's when he felt the soft fabric. The bedding squished underneath the weight of his body as he pushed himself up onto his hands and knees.

Adam began to open his eyes, only to bright flash illumination made him stop. He brought his eyelids down again, clenching them tight as he tried to hide from that stab of sensation.

What the heck? What the heck happened?

Memories slowly started tumbling back into place and piecing together. Adam remembered getting dinner, talking about the aliens and what all of it meant, and whether or not it was even happening. He thought of chatting with Sydney and Samantha. He thought Jason and how he stole those quick glances at Jessica. As those recollections came back together, he waited for that moment when he would remember going to a bar and maybe taking six shots in six minutes. Nothing else made any sense. How could his memories dissipate into a blur? After another couple of seconds, Adam decided it was time to try again.

Tentatively, he opened his eyes.

At first, he thought they must’ve hit some banging house party, and he had ended up passing out in someone's little sister's bedroom. The walls were a bright shade of bubblegum pink, he saw shelves covered in stuffed animals, slightly oversized YA books, and a small desk off to the side with a mirror. He spotted another full-length mirror. He could definitely imagine this as being the bedroom of some little girl who fancied herself as a princess or something.

Only then, Adam tried to sit up. He made it about halfway before he dropped back down and rolled over onto his other side. That's when he looked out, and he saw someone else in another bed. But wait, it wasn't a bed, not exactly because they were bars between them. He didn't think of jail or prison, however. They were rounded and painted a soft, white hue. His brows creased, and he started to think of a crib, but that didn't make any sense. This bed was too big for it to be something so childish or juvenile.

Tensing his brows, Adam forced himself up. He grabbed onto one of the bars, and he tried to stand, only he couldn't get up all the way. Sitting upright felt like an achievement on its own, so he waited. His senses felt scrambled, it was hard to put any kind of coherent idea together. Then he glanced over at the other person.

"Jason?" Adam tried to ask.

The words failed him.

That's when the door opened.

When he saw her, he didn't know what to think.

This woman was beautiful; that much was obvious. At first, she seemed really close, only then she stepped toward his crib, and she seems to get taller and taller. Suddenly, she was standing over him, and he stared up at her with these big, nervous eyes.

"Hello," she said.

Before he could stop himself, he squeaked out, "Devoni?"

"No," said the woman. "My name is Zannah."

"What is this? Where am I?"

"You’re on our ship, and we have taken you because we want to have some fun. You see, we get lonely sometimes. There is something special about the masculine energy a boy like you can bring into our lives, and so we chose you. Or rather, I chose you."

"You chose me," he said, repeating the words as though they came from some impossibly difficult calculus equation.

"That's right," she said with a beneficent smile. "I chose you. You see, we have a special sense of empathy, and so there might be billions of boys like you down on that little blue orb, but only some of you get chosen. And so, I chose you." The dark-haired woman smiled again. "You might not understand it yet, but this is going to be good for you."

"No," Adam said defiantly. "No. You, you can't do that to me. I have rights. I'm a man. I'm a human."

"Exactly," she said. "You're a boy human, and so you aren't entitled to any rights. You’re a wild animal, which means you need to be domesticated. You're going to be turned into my sweet little sissy. Yes, you are." When she spoke, she made it sound like there were no other possibilities, no other options, nothing this boy could do.

A few feet away, Jason scrunched his eyes shut. His mouth was dry, and he shoved his palms down against the fluffy mattress beneath him. He pushed himself up, and he could hear their conversation. He tried to speak, only a frustrated rasp escaped his lips.

What was that? What just happened? Where am I? Questions buzzed to through his skull, but he couldn't voice any of them.

"No," he heard a familiar voice say again. Adam? "Look, I don't know who you are or what you really think you're doing here, but I'm not going to let you get away with this. I'm not like those other men. I'm not going to be turned into some sissy!"

"It's fascinating how many of you say that," came a woman's voice.

Distantly, Jason thought he remembered hearing her name. Zoey? Anna? No, it was Zannah.

When Jason tried to open his eyes, the harsh light sent a stab of pain along his retinas. He tried again, a couple of seconds later. This time, his vision adjusted.

"This is immoral," Adam insisted.

Jason pushed himself up onto his knees, and he saw the dark-haired woman. "What is this?" Jason asked. "What's going on?"

"Ah, so your little friend is up," Zannah said to Adam. "It looks like both of you are ready to be redressed and retrained. Now, I want you to tell me that you are going to cooperate because you don't want to be spanked."

"What?" Jason rasped.

Adam asked at that exact same question, only louder. Her question stabbed into both of these boys. Then, right after, he growled, "You have to be joking. You think you're going to spank me? Look at me. I'm a fully grown man!" They were both in their early twenties; they didn't quite feel like adults, but that wasn't relevant. For as long as they could remember, both Jason and Adam had lived in a world where men were bigger and stronger, taller and broader. They had larger muscles. Better yet, they knew how to use them. In any kind of fight, a guy would always have the advantage. Maybe a woman might be able to win here or there, especially if she had received professional training, but those were rare exceptions. More often than not, a man could approach a woman, confident that he would enjoy a superior position. Even if he didn't consciously think about it, he still enjoyed that advantage. It gave him extra confidence.

"I want you to tell me that you're going to cooperate because you don't want to be spanked," Zannah said again. "It's not a difficult idea. You should be able to handle it, don't you think?"

"I'm not going to say anything like that," Adam insisted, even as he glared at her.

In theory, neither of the boys were actually trapped in their cribs. The tops were open, and they should have been able to climb up and jump out. Granted, the fall to the carpeted floor might have been longer than either of the boys really liked, yet they should have both been able to make it.

Only now, Zannah was right there, and she stared at Adam. "Last chance," she said. "Do you want a spanking before you get your tiara?"

"What?" Maybe it was the abduction process, or perhaps he wasn't quick enough to adapt to his changing circumstances. Either way, Adam shook his head ferociously from side to side.

"Okay," Zannah said with a dismissive shrug. At when she reached down and grabbed him, her hands tight around his waist. She picked up that boy as though he waited nothing at all, and she tossed him over his shoulder.

The next thing Adam knew, he was kicking out and swinging his fists. Horrified, Jason watched, the color draining away from his cheeks, leaving him pale as he saw all of this happen.

Frantically, Jason found his voice and called out, "Put him down! You have to put him down right now!"

"Quiet, little one," Zannah said to him. "If you start causing a fuss, I’ll tell your owner, and I don't think she's going to be very happy with you."

Jason opened his mouth. Little one? Owner? The words pumped into his head, and he wanted to shove them back. Since he didn't know what to say, Jason tried to grab onto the side of the crib, he wanted to yank himself up and over. He saw the door. It was bigger than he expected, almost as though it had been designed to accommodate a taller breed of human.

If he could get down onto his feet, he could start running. Ignoring the disorientation, he told himself he’d push forward no matter what. He would get out of that room, find help, and call down to earth if necessary. Maybe he even had some fantasy where a space shuttle could come zooming up from the surface down below and dock with this ship. They’d commandeer it, making Adam Jason into heroes!

He tried to pull himself up. He failed and tried again. His arms felt weak as though his strength had been sapped away. Jason had no idea what could cause something like that, but his heart pounded, and he yanked again. Gravity pulled right back down.

Across the room, Zannah sat in a large rocking chair. She placed this boy right across her knees, and she lifted his shirt, giving her access to his waist. His eyes widened with horror. Simultaneously, he tried to shove himself free. He tried to get some kind of leverage, but she had one hand on the small of his back. Each time it began to look like Adam might be able to shimmy away, she shoved him right back down into that same spot.

"You're not going anywhere," Zannah saying out.

"Let me go! Let me go right now!"

Zannah grabbed onto his belt, and she ripped, snapping the letter.

From across the room, Jason watched. His jaw dropped open, and a cold chill spread through his body. How could she be so strong? It seemed utterly impossible. Next, she pulled down his pants, stripping his buttocks of the protection provided by his boxers and jeans.

Jason knew he should turn away. He couldn't watch this.

And yet, something compelled him to sit there on his knees and to stare. He attempted to look away, then to close his eyes, but Zannah lifted her hand into the air. Time seemed to slow down.

She's not really going to do it. There's no way she’s actually going to spank him. She can see he's a fully grown adult. He's a man! He can't be spanked! Those frantic ideas floated through Jason's head as he stared.

"Don't do it. Don't you dare do it!" Adam howled out. Throughout his life, he had been one of the smartest people in the room. He knew how to speak, how to sift through complicated ideas, and how to garner respect. When he was little, both adults and his peers recognized his analytical abilities. And yet, he was about to endure this childish punishment, and there was nothing he could do. He couldn't talk his way out of this situation.

Meanwhile, Jason kneeled on the other side of the room, still trapped in his own crib as he watched.

Second by second, he fervently hoped something would happen. The universe had to intervene, right?

It didn't.

Zannah lifted her hand high into the air as Adam struggled like some little boy. He must have felt the solidity of her thighs and her knees pushing up against his torso. He must have squirmed with that unusual perspective. He was face down on this enormous rocking chair as this woman chuckled to herself. "I want you to remember that this wasn't necessary. You didn't have to get punished like this. You chose this."

Jason drew in a breath, and he wanted to shout out, "No, he didn't choose this! You're the one who's punishing him!" As hard as he tried to, however, Jason couldn't call out those words. Instead, he watched as Zannah's hand flashed down, and her palm crashed against Adam's backside. She struck his pert little bottom.

In reality, Jason recognized his friend as an adult. But from that angle and at that distance, he really did look more like a little boy.

Biting down, Jason hoped his friend wouldn't say anything. If Adam stayed silent, then maybe Zannah would decide this was a bad idea. She didn't need to spank him; it wouldn't work anyway. She was wasting her time.

Instead, he gasped out after that first blow. Then she spanked him again, bringing her hand in another tight arc against of the same spot. She clapped the palm of her powerful hand down against his posterior. Even from his spot in the crib, Jason could see his friend's backside begin to redden.

Was it the pain or the embarrassment or some combination of the two? Either way, Adam let out a gasp of pain.

"This is what you get for being a naughty little sissy. You want to be good for me. You want to be obedient. You want to do as you're told. You can't help yourself. Deep down, you know where you belong. All boys secretly need to be owned. You know that I'm bigger than you and stronger than you and smarter than you. I'm your superior in every way," Zannah said in something close to a singsong tone. She sounded exactly like a big sister, a mother, a babysitter or a nanny talking down to some frustrated little boy. He had been caught with his hand in the cookie jar; since he misbehaved, he had to be disciplined. It was only right. It was only natural…

"When I give you an order, you have to obey. You have to do as you're told," she told him. Then she chuckled.

Jason watched all of this. Still on his knees, he grabbed onto the bars of his crib, and he tightened his grip until his knuckles turned white.

With every second, his heart thrashed, and he desperately hoped for some brilliant surge of inspiration. There had to be something he could do or say, right? There had to be some way for him to help his best friend.

They had been kidnapped. Fine. They had been abducted by aliens. Okay. What could he do? How could he get out of the crib?

For just a second, Jason dipped his head down, and he shut his eyes. Somehow, this was worse. He yearned to fantasize about escape. He craved a fantasy where he could launch himself up, land on his feet, and run across of the room. He wanted to be able to shove that woman, perhaps knocking her out of the chair. Maybe he could have grabbed Adam by his hand, and the two of them could have run out of there. They'd be fugitives, sprinting through an alien ship as they searched for an escape pod, a shuttle, or maybe a teleportation pad.

When Jason attempted to pull himself up again, he failed completely. The sense of weakness and disorientation continued to permeate his body, leaving him right there on his knees. Trapped and helpless, he didn't know what to do! With so many other phases in his life, the path been clear. In class, he had to listen to his teachers. At work, he followed the directives established by his boss. Even with his friends, there was always a sense of what he should do. Maybe he had been confused by his feelings toward Jessica, but even then he faced a simple binary: tell her the truth about his crush or work to push the feelings aside.

At that moment, Jason experienced a new kind of helplessness because he didn’t see any possibilities.

In the meantime, Adam tried to scramble away, but he couldn't do it. He kept pushing and kicking. His heels helplessly swung through the air as his hands slapped down against of the sides of the chair.

Zannah's hand came down once, twice, three times. Four, five, six more blows landed in quick succession. She struck hard and fast, picking different spots along his exposed buttocks.

Finally, she asked, "What do you have to say for yourself?"

Jason knew he should turn away, but he watched as his friend's bottom lip trembled. Adam’s eyes were wet, and he was gasping from one breath to the next. How was something like that even possible? They were supposed to be adults. A spanking wasn't supposed to change anything. It wasn't supposed to mean anything to them. Sure, a little kid might slip and scrape his knee and start crying. As adults, they should have been able to tolerate this kind of pain.

Remarkably, Adam stayed silent.

"Are you feeling guilty?" Zannah asked as she pushed her fingernails down against his skin. She started right along the back of his left thigh, and she walked her digits along his flesh. Her nails must've scratched at his skin. "Are you feeling guilty because you were such a bad little boy? Are you ready to be a good sissy instead?"

"Screw you!"

"Such language," Zannah said with a disappointed shake of her head. "Obviously, you're not done, are you?"

Although Jason didn't understand what that meant, he must've wanted to cheer when he heard his friend defy this impossibly tall, powerful woman. "No," Zannah continued. "You aren't done yet. Don't worry. We can make sure you get what you need. I'm going to give you everything you need, little sissy."

"I'm not a sissy!" Adam started to shout back, only her hand cut down and crashed hard against his naked, unprotected backside. Another flash of pain ran across his features. He bit down, his eyes watered, and he let out a whimper of despair. She wasn't done, however. She struck at his backside, once, twice, three more times. She went for the left, twice, then the right once.

"What do you have to say for yourself? Are you ready to tell me you're sorry?" Zannah sounded genuinely curious, as though she wasn't worried about his answer one way or the other. Inevitably, she was confident because she knew she would win.

"I, I…"

"Go on. Tell me you're sorry."

He clenched his eyes shut. A couple of tears dribbled down his face, "I'm sorry."

Something inside of Jason twisted with despair.

"Say it again," Zannah instructed.

Adam didn't answer, not until she rested her hand on his backside. Maybe she pinched his butt, sending a gentle spurt of pain along his nerves. Perhaps that simple gesture was enough to scare him into obedience, "I'm sorry!" The words blurted out of his mouth. "I'm sorry. I'm sorry I misbehaved. I’m for what I said."

"And?"

Adam tensed up. "And, and I'm ready to be a good sissy."

"That's what I thought," Zannah said. Right away, she started to strip him. First, she pulled off his shoes and his socks, tossing them onto the floor like they were garbage. From there, she yanked off his jeans and his boxers. Now he was naked from the waist down. His shirt didn't last much longer, either. She popped open the buttons with hardly any effort, and then she stripped him out of the tank top he wore underneath. There. He was naked.

"Come along," Zannah said. She scooped him up, grabbing Adam and pulling him into her arms. She cradled him now, and his brows creased with confusion. "I'm going to take you into one of the training rooms. We can slide that sweet little tiara onto your head, and we can get all of those nasty boy thoughts scrubbed away. Doesn't that sound lovely?"

Rather than respond, Adam clenched his eyes shut, and he pushed his chin down against his chest even as he tilted his cheek toward her shoulder. Like some little baby, he was trying to hide from the world. He couldn't tolerate what had happened. The shame, the pain, it had all been too much for him.

They headed toward the exit.

Jason had to try something, "Wait!"

Zannah turned around. She seemed to consider the other boy. "Yes?"

"You, you can't take him," Jason insisted. Yes, he had stuttered out his answer, but he didn't care.

"Aren't you precious?" Zannah asked with a grin. "Don't worry. Your new owner is going to be here shortly."

Some of his defiance melted away. His courage fractured and broke, especially because he couldn't imagine what it would be like to face a woman like Zannah. She would be tall, powerful, muscled, and utterly unstoppable. After all, she was right; they wielded more than just physical strength. They had technology on their side as well. They understood the universe in a way Jason and the other boys like him could hardly imagine.

"It won't make any difference," Jason said. He spoke faster now, pushing all of his adrenaline into those words. "You might be able to humiliate or embarrass us for a couple of minutes, but we’re going to fight back. We aren't going to let you get away with this. One way or another, we are going to escape. You're going to regret coming to this planet. You're going to regret kidnapping us!"

Zannah allowed the captive boy to spew out his vitriolic defiance. And right as he finished, she called out, "How cute!"

How cute?

He was promising revenge. He intended to initiate some grand rebellion, like he would become a war hero or something.

And there she was, calling him cute?

Jason couldn't understand it, but then she turned around and headed for the exit. A few seconds later, she smirked and announced, "Don't worry. You're going to understand when she comes for you. She’ll give you the love and discipline you need. She will make sure that you are thoroughly trained. It's going to be so good for you. Yes, it will."

Then she disappeared, and the automatic door slid shut behind her, leaving Jason alone with his thoughts.

At first, the fury pumped through his body, pulsating from his chest out into his arms and down to his legs. More than anything, he wished he could pace back and forth, but his legs still refused to cooperate. Yeah, he could kneel, but that was it. He bit down, and he grabbed onto the side of the crib. He pinched it underneath his tightened grip. Simultaneously, he attempted to think of something he might be able to attempt. How could fight back? How could he resist or rebel?

In spite of his best efforts, he couldn't come up with anything clever.

More than anything, he wished he could just pace back and forth; maybe that would have helped him think clearly.

At best, he would have been able to crawl.

He wasn't a toddler. He wasn't some helpless little girl, so he didn't belong in that bedroom.

Finally, the door opened, but he didn't get to enjoy another rush of anger.

Instead, a different reaction swam through his chest. Cold, debilitating fear pulsed through his body.

Ridiculously, he saw the door slide open, and she began to step across the threshold, and he wished he could drop down and grab some of the blankets, pulling them over his head. He yearned to hide like some little kid!

Paralysis froze him in place when he saw her, and his lips parted. Fear fluttered first. Then he realized something else.

She was beautiful.

How was that possible?

When Jason thought of hot girls, his mind immediately went to someone like Jessica. That girl was gorgeous and intoxicating. He saw her and got high from being close even as the gravity of her face and body and personality all drew him in. And she always reminded him of the girl next door. Yes, she had simple brown hair that she tied back into a ponytail, yet there was something about the curve of her lips, the sound of her laughter, her smile and the jokes she told. She knew how to trigger something deep within him.

This woman, however, provoked a different reaction within the trapped boy.

She was taller, obviously. Not only that, she had short blonde hair, sharp features, red lips, and vibrant blue eyes. His sense of dimension and perspective was thrown off by her height. Normally, when he saw a woman, he expected her to be shorter and petite. She was supposed to be smaller. This should've been a biological fact.

"Hello," she said. The door slid shut behind her, and she rested her hands on her hips. Her outfit was obviously feminine, yet she still exuded authority. She had a red ribbon tied around her neck. They golden yellow blouse clung to her curves, and her black skirt seemed tight around her hips and down to her calves. Right away, she locked her eyes on Jason.

He stumbled away from the front of the crib toward the back. He shoved his shoulder blades up against those bars as he tried to hide.

Striding forward, quick and powerful in her high heels, he watched as this woman approached. Soon enough, she was standing right over his crib.

Jason tried to meet her gaze and call out some defiant promise of resistance and rebellion despite how he had cowered just a few seconds before. If he had been a hero, maybe he could have called out, "I don't care about your physical or technological superiority. I'm never going to break. I won't! We’re going to fight you. We are going to strike back. I don't care how long it takes. You’re never going to turn me into a sissy!"

Instead, his bottom lip started to tremble.

"Oh, you poor thing," she said. "You're terrified, aren't you?"

"No," he answered lamely. Suddenly, he was taken back to some half-forgotten memory. He had been three or four, and his parents had gone out, and he had a babysitter. She was beautiful and impossibly mature. She must've been in middle school or maybe even high school! And she let him stay up. They ate pizza and drank soda, and it had all seemed so amazing, like he really was a big boy now, only then a new movie came on, and it was dark and scary. At one point, his babysitter had turned to him and asked him if he was okay. He didn't want to disappoint her. He didn't want to ask like some stupid baby. Back then, he had given the same trembling answer, "No…"

"Your name is Jason, correct?"

Before he could even think about stopping himself, he nodded.

"My name is Zaraya, and I'm going to be in charge of you. Do you know what that means?" She leaned down, revealing some of her cleavage. He studied those gorgeous contours and almost wished to reach out to touch her. He wondered what it would be like to get close to a woman like this. "You see, you’re a very lucky, very special little sissy."

Jason crossed his arms over his chest, "I'm not a sissy."

"Oh? Is that what you think?" The corners of her eyes crinkled with amusement. Clearly, she enjoyed hearing what he had to say even as she quickly discarded his declaration.

"I'm not a sissy," he repeated.

"You know, I saw what happened. Your little friend had to be spanked. Are you going to have to be spanked too?"

"I'm not a sissy," he declared for a third time.

"I think a spanking would be really good for you, especially since I don't want you struggling when I put the tiara on you."

Surprisingly, Jason managed to call out, "Why do you think a tiara would change anything? I'm not some little girl who's going to be impressed by a costume crown."

"It's not part of a costume," she promised with a tantalizing purr. Then she held out her arms, and she started to reach into the crib.

Jason fantasized about jumping up onto his feet and kicking out. He wished he could throw his hands back, grab onto the crib, leap up, and kick out. He hoped to catch her in the chest. Yeah, she was bigger, but that just meant she would stumble back faster and harder. Then he could leap down and land in a crouch before springing to his feet and racing through the doors. Maybe he would find himself in some futuristic hallway. In any case, he would track down Adam, and the two of them could escape!

Instead, Zaraya grabbed him.

She had her hands underneath his armpits, and she lifted him up. He tried to kick out. His feet swung through the air, and this sense of helpless revulsion swarmed through his body. His eyes already started watering.

As a little kid, people had probably picked him up. His mother or father had lifted him, and maybe he didn't really want that, but those memories were long gone. He was an adult! He was supposed to be able to make his own choices!

Then she carried him over to the chair, only she didn't sit down. Instead, she held him up. He was suspended there, his arms flailing out uselessly even as he tried to kick.

Zaraya placed him on the floor. Right away, he tried to scurry away. This time, he didn't care if he had to crawl on his hands and knees. Unfortunately, she grabbed him by his shoulder, pushed him down onto his back, and started to work his shirt. She peeled off that first layer, then the undershirt he wore beneath. Naked from the waist up, he glared at her.

At one point, he tried to bite at her like some wild animal.

It didn't work. She was too fast for him.

Jason's teeth may have snapped together, but she pushed him onto his back. Holding him down with one hand, she worked to the button on his pants with the other. Then she started to pull down his boxers and his trousers all at the same time. She stripped him until he was naked!

Breathing deep and fast, he stared up at her. Feeling vulnerable and exposed, he didn't know what to do.

"Are you going to cooperate?"

Zaraya relaxed her grip on him. At that moment, he didn’t feel like a captive, not exactly. In that instant, she wasn't technically holding him down.

"Never," he said with all of the vehemence he could muster.

Zaraya shrugged. Clearly, she didn't care about his cooperation. Perhaps things could have been a little bit easier, but the smile tugging at the corner of her mouth made it clear to him that she enjoyed his resistance. It was cute when he tried to fight back.

She grabbed him again, pulling him up. Then she sat down on the chair, and suddenly he was face down in exactly the same position Adam had been in.

"I'm not going to break. I'm not going to break. I'm not going to break," he murmured.

"Is that what you think?" Zaraya asked. Yes, he easily picked up on that note of amusement in her voice. "You know, spankings are generally considered old-fashioned, but I think we haven't really been able to give up on them because they’re just so much fun. Don't you think they're fun?"

"Let me go!"

"No," she said. That's when Zaraya reached down, and she ran her fingers along his naked behind. She just barely touched him, sending these flickering, shivering bursts of nervous energy running along his body. He tried so hard to ignore her touch, yet it felt incredible. The strange mix of fear, arousal, and frustration glowed throughout his body, making Jason tighten his fingers against his palms. He wanted to swing out and fight back, only this woman was bigger and stronger. She knew exactly how to handle him, keeping him positioned right there across her lap, whether he liked it or not.

"No," she said again. "I'm not going to let you go. I like the way you feel on my lap. It's almost a shame how easy it is to tame you boys and turn you into sissies."

Jason had snuck a couple of glances at the videos and those broadcasts. The first time he saw one, he had stared down at his screen, confused and curious all at the same time, just like pretty much everyone else. But then the other videos came, one after another. He hadn't been able to turn off his phone, but he sometimes flipped it over and refused to watch. Then, later, there had been those moments when he had been curious.

Unlike Adam, Jason hadn't been able to question the authenticity or veracity of those feeds. He didn't know why, but he thought they were real. Was it what the experts had said? No, it was something else, something more primal and basic. His intuition told him that this was actually happening, so he believed it. He didn't know how or why something like this would transpire. He had no idea how these aliens operated, but now he had her touch gliding along his backside, and he had to hold on to the hope that he might be able to fight back.

"Are you ready? Are you ready to be spanked? Are you ready to be reminded of your place?"

This time, Jason refused to respond. With his lips tensed and sealed, he stared down at the floor. By this point, he had stopped struggling.

"I want you to remember that this is your choice," she told him. "It might be fun for me, but I won’t spank you if you tell me you’re going to be a good little sissy. Tell me you can't wait to wear your panties and your tights and your petticoats and your corset and your dress…"

"I am never going to where panties," he whispered. Truthfully, Jason hadn't thought Zaraya would even be able to hear him, yet the blonde woman chuckled.

A second later, she told him, "Yes, you'll wear your panties. You're going to wear a pretty little pair of panties, and they're going to make you feel so soft and so small because that's what panties do to sissies like you."

Something burst inside of him, and he tried to roll off of her lap, only she grabbed the naked boy and held him in place even as he roared out, "I'm not a sissy!"

"Not yet," she cooed down at him. She had definitely adopted the tone of voice most women used when talking to some confused little kid. The pitch of those words rose, and there was this singsong condescension battering down against him. "Right now, you're a naked little boy, but you're going to be a sissy. You're going to be a sweet little sissy. First, I get to have my fun, and you get a taste of discipline, don't you?"

A taste of discipline.

That thought flashed behind his eyes and between his ears right as she swung her hand down. She struck hard and fast.

She had warned him, obviously. Despite this, Jason hadn't been braced or prepared.

It hurt!

When he saw Adam get spanked, Jason had been the disoriented and confused. Seriously, how could a spanking really sting his friend? Adam was an adult. They both were. They were grown men who survived the traumas of adolescence. They had fallen, scraped their knees, maybe broken a bone here or there. They had learned how to take shots, and they weren't going to be scared. Most importantly, both men had developed that sense of maturity and stoic detachment. Maybe it was sexist or unfair or whatever, but they were guys, and they weren't going to cry. They could hide their feelings; they knew how to be strong and masculine.

But when her hand clapped down against his backside, the stinging slap of agony raced across his nerves. It felt like getting struck by lightning. Yes, that impact landed right on his left butt cheek, yet his eyes widened and watered in the same instant. He sucked in a hissing breath, and he could hardly comprehend how something so primitive could awaken inside him so fast.

He hissed through his teeth, biting down and staring forward. His fingertips clenched against his palms all over again; his nails dug little half-moon trenches into his skin. At the same time, he tried to scramble away.

"No, no," she chided him. "You're not going anywhere. You belong on my lap. Yes, you do!" She dropped her voice, leaned down, and he heard her whisper, "Are you ready for another spanking?"

"Go to hell!"

His beautiful captor stiffened, her back going straight. He couldn't see her expression, but he was sure her eyes had narrowed. Maybe her lips had pursed into a disappointed line. She certainly sounded irritated with the sissy boy as she said, "Language." There was just that one word.

Her hand flashed down, and she struck again. The first blow felt almost flirtatious in comparison. This time, she was fierce, determined, and aggressive. She struck once, twice, three times on the right side, then three more on the left. The sounds boomed through his body. Hot pain blossomed along his nerves, making him scramble for freedom, yet she had no trouble holding him down. Zaraya pulled this boy right across her lap, and she gave him the discipline he needed.

"How did that feel?" Zaraya asked nearly a minute later.

His eyes were wet, his vision blurred and distorted. His bottom lip trembled. He hated that he couldn't get his body under control. Why did his lip keep shaking? He was supposed to be an adult! He was supposed to be a man!

As those thoughts shined bright inside of his head, his owner reached down and stroked the small of his back. "There, there," she said to him. "I know. I know. That was really hard. You didn't like that, did you? Well, you just have to cooperate now, don't you? You just have to promise to be a good little sissy and to wear your tiara and do as you're told because you want to wear your panties, don't you?"

In spite of the lingering pain, Jason still shot back, "I don't want to wear panties!"

"Yes, you do." She contradicted him so easily, so effortlessly.

"I don't!"

"Then you must enjoy your spanking. Is it because you're getting attention? Don't worry. Once I get you all dressed up, you're going to get lots and lots of attention. You're going to be so cute when you’re in your panties and your petticoats and your cute little dress. When you bend over, everyone will see your ruffled behind. You're looking forward to that, aren't you?"

In spite of all of the evidence to the contrary, Jason still called out, "That's not going to happen!" If he had been allowed to catch his breath or think clearly, then he would have obviously understood the truth. If he had observed someone else in this exact same position, he would have recognized that the foolishness of trying to fight back. She was bigger and stronger, smarter and more advanced in every way.

What advantage did he have?

In the span of two or three seconds, he only heard the blank, fuzzy static of frustration and pain and something else as he tried to come up with a good idea.

She touched him again, gliding her fingers between his shoulder blades, down to the small of his back, and along with the rounded contours of his cute little bottom. "There, there. It's okay if you want to cry."

"I'm not going to cry," he insisted. But if that was true, then why was his bottom lip still shaking? Why did his heart pound, and why couldn't he get his eyes to focus? The tears were right there, trapped behind his eyelids as he struggled to hide from the truth.

"There's nothing wrong with crying. You're just a little sissy. And that's why you cry when you get spanked. Your friend cried. He couldn't help himself, could he? He was just like a cute little girl. Of course, you guys are boys, so that means you don't get to grow up, doesn't it?"

"We aren’t sissies!" Jason called out again, pushing all of the certainty he could summon into his voice. He strained so hard. Again, he kicked out with his feet, and he fought to grab onto the chair for some kind of leverage.

Zaraya held him down. Once or twice, she allowed him to maneuver a couple of inches away from her lap. Perhaps he enjoyed that little flash of triumph, like he thought he might be able to roll away from her knees and hit the floor. He didn't even care if crashing against the carpet hurt. Maybe it would leave a bruise or two, but that seemed completely and utterly unimportant because he needed to stand. Jason had to face this woman and to look into her eyes. He couldn't just lay there across her lap like some naughty child.

In spite of those thoughts and that drive to get up, he still failed.

She effortlessly held him down, pushing him right back down each time he moved an inch to the left or right, forward or back. He couldn't sneak away, and he wasn't strong enough to break her hold either.

That didn't leave any other alternative…

As Jason faced the reality of his situation, she brushed her fingers along his body, making him shiver. Little bumps appeared down the back of his neck and along his shoulders as she continued to caress him. "You like this," she said. "Just wait until you can be really cute and pretty. You're going to look so adorable. I'll have so much fun showing you off! I have picked out the most adorable little outfits for you! To be honest though, I haven't picked out the panties you're going to wear first. I'm thinking pink. But is that a little bit too traditional?"

"I won't wear pink panties," he breathed out.

Once again, she demonstrated her incredible hearing. "Yes, you will. You're going to wear whatever I want. We might start you off with a cute pair of blue panties so you can say goodbye to being a boy. And after that, you can wear pink panties, forever and ever. No, that's not true. Sometimes, you might wear white, silken panties. Would you like that? Would you like to wear some really soft, white silk panties? Will that make you feel like a little flower girl?"

"I won't wear panties at all," he breathed out again. At the time, he braced himself for another dose of discipline.

"It's so cute when you're wrong," she said casually. "So right now, we need to work on your good behavior, which means you'll tell me you can't wait to be my sissy."

"No." He spoke emphatically, his voice deepening as he uttered that single word. It was his show of defiance.

She spanked him.

"Tell me you can't wait to be my sissy."

"I won't!"

She spanked him again.

"Say it," he instructed.

"No, no, no," he shot back again and again. He must’ve sounded silly—like some little kid throwing another tantrum. He didn’t care. Panic surged through his body, the energy flaring along his arms and legs. "I won't do it!"

His captor struck his right butt cheek, then his left. She left red handprints along his pale posterior. Time seemed to lose all meaning as he was trapped in that storm of sensation. There was the feel of her legs underneath him, the stinging that splashed across his senses, the moisture trapped behind his eyelids, his shaking body, and the dread pulsating along his skin.

"Poor little sissy," she said. "But you know, you are choosing this. You have decided to get punished."

"No!"

"Yes," Zaraya said after spanking him twice more. "Now, are you ready to tell me how much you want to be my sissy? Are you ready to tell me you can’t wait to wear your panties?"

When he opened his mouth, Jason could feel the cool air run along the curves of his tongue and the roof of his mouth. At the same time, he had to wonder if she was right. Was it possible? On some level, he knew she was just messing with him. She was teasing him because she could. She had picked him out and kidnapped him. She wants to play with him, to turn him into a tall, just like the boys on the livestreams.

And yet, what did he gain by fighting her?

She just wanted a couple of words.

Zaraya expected him to say something. And if he didn't, he would get spanked again and again and again and again…

When he opened his eyes, he didn't intend to say anything. Sure, those thoughts kept flaring behind his eyes. He could almost imagine the different ideas like waves of water shooting up into the air before getting dragged back down. "I, I can't wait to be your sissy," he confessed in a small, timid voice. Each syllable shuddered out onto the air. He couldn't speak with any kind of real confidence. In fact, he thought back to middle school and standing up in front of his classmates and holding onto a single sheet of paper. It shook in his hands, and he couldn't look up, and his voice kept vibrating, but he couldn't stop. He couldn't remember how to breathe as the words jumped from his mouth, one panicked syllable after another…

"Keep going," she said. "Tell me how much you want to wear your panties."

For a second, he wished he could groan, roll over, turn away, and hide from her. "I, I can't wait to wear panties," he said.

"Good," she told him.

That's when she grabbed him and pulled him up. Suddenly, he was seated, and she looked down into his eyes. She reached up, gliding one hand along the back of his skull before she pulled down again. Suddenly, his face was buried there against her chest, and he started to whimper. He made this pathetic little sounds, all while she stroked his back.

"I know. I know. This is very difficult for you. You want to be something you're not, and that’s so frustrating. You want to be this big, strong man because you don't understand how the universe really works." As she spoke, Zaraya continued to run her fingers through his hair. She caressed the back of his neck and worked her way up to his hairline. She was gentle, and he hated how this made him feel better. With every moment, he was supposed to be angry. He was supposed to struggle and fight.

And yet, it became so easy to embrace the heat and warmth of her body, the soft give of her chest…

"Would you like to hear a little story, sissy?"

"Don't call me that," he tried to say. Despite his best efforts, he couldn't summon those words to the back of his throat; he couldn't force his tongue to shape those syllables, not when he just wanted this to continue. His backside kept throbbing, yet he could ignore them completely because she had him.

This was the woman who punished him. And yet…

And yet, she made him feel good and safe and warm. She made him feel like he belonged right there on her lap.

Just a little while, Jason told himself. He was only going to stay there on her lap and cooperate for a little while. He could regain his strength and marshal his resources. Better yet, maybe she’d make a mistake, and he could take advantage of it. As those plans fluttered through his head, he had to wonder whether or not he was just rationalizing a bad decision.

"Would you like a story?" Zaraya asked him.

Jason actually had to answer. He didn't speak, but he replied with a quick nod of his head. Her soon-to-be-sissified boy still didn't pull his face away from her chest.

"Once upon a time, there was a species, my species. We were similar to you humans in so many different ways. In fact, our scientists are still trying to figure out why we look so similar. Is it possible we have some kind of common genetic ancestry? Maybe, but that's not the point. Right now, I want to tell you about how we came to your little blue world." She adopted the rhythm of a kindergarten teacher telling a story to her children.

Jason should have been too mature and sophisticated for something like this, and yet he sniffled once, opened his eyes and tilted his head. He still has his cheek braced there against her chest, but he glanced up at her. She was beautiful, he thought. He wished he could have buried that concept, yet the idea persisted. He needed to turn away, to hide. He had to concentrate on his anger, on his frustration and rage. He needed to remember that she had kidnapped him, so no part of this could feel good. He couldn't enjoy any aspect of his abduction. But there was still something about the shape her face, the shine of her lips, and that the heat of her body.

"You see, a long time ago, we had men as well. About half of our species was male, as you would expect. As a people, we came to maturity together. We developed new technologies, changing from one generation to the next." She seemed wistful at first, only then a subtle sneer stretched across her mouth, "And through much of this, the men among us insisted they were supposed to be special. They were supposed to be in charge. Sexism ruled for untold generations. Some of our scientists believed it was a question of survival. Men became the hunters while women took care of the family. From what I understand, this is something your species and mine have in common. But as we developed technologically, those boundaries became more and more unnecessary. We didn’t rely on hunters, and we didn't need so many warriors either. Little by little, we focused more on our intellect. Now, the competition became fair. But the boys didn't like it." She clicked her tongue and shook her head.

Before he could stop himself, Jason looked up at her, "What happened?"

"Backlash," she said simply.

"What, what does that mean?" He didn't know why he was so curious, but her arm had tightened around him. She wasn't hurting him, but she held him tight, like she was worried someone might try to snatch him away. How could he enjoy that embrace? How could a little flutter of pleasure run through his body as he considered the idea of being her favorite possession?

No. He bit down, and he closed his eyes. Jason tried to think of everything he would lose if he surrendered: his independence, his freedom, his dignity and masculinity.

"It means that the men of our world didn't like it. At first, our feminists stepped forward, and they tried to insist that women should be treated equally under the law. Over the course of those long generations, men had come up with some truly asinine ideas. For a long time, they tried to convince the women of my people that we were biologically inferior. We were supposed be dumber and more emotional. We were supposed to be incapable of thinking for ourselves, so we would always need a man to tell us what to do. When we were little, that was supposed to be our fathers. When we grew up, it would become our husbands." She shook her head disdainfully. "The entire system was built for the boys around us. And yet, little by little, we started to wake up and push back. We insisted that we deserved the same opportunities. We should be able to get the same jobs, run for public office, and lead."

She paused again.

Even if Jason was tempted to ask her what she was thinking, he held his breath and stopped.

When she spanked him, she had been amused. Now he saw just a trace of her frustration and aggravation in her tensed expression, which scared him more than he intended to admit…

"The men fought us. At first, it was just a question of snide comments. They pushed back wherever they could. First, they said they did it for our protection. Then we took more power, and they started to insist that they weren't really sexist. They started accusing us of trying to take control. It was ridiculous. Rather than try to compete on a fair playing field, they claimed that they had been the victims all along. Even if they had controlled society for all of recorded history, it didn't matter. And then, somewhere, the civil war began."

"Civil war?" Jason squeaked out.

"That's right," she said. "The men decided they had to fight back. More and more, they could see the tide was turning. In our universities, women dominated every class. In business and politics, we were taking over, and there was no stopping us. For so long, we allowed ourselves to be subjugated. We had listened to the men of our world, and we thought that we could all work together. We couldn't. It became a competition, one we were determined to win." She shook her head, clearly disgusted, "And since they couldn't defeat us in civil discourse, business, or anywhere else, they pulled out their guns. They tried to go to war with us."

"That's awful," he said.

"Yes, it was. It nearly destroyed all of us. The men were so angry. And suddenly, we got angry too. Eventually, the men couldn't handle it. They were wiped out. They wouldn't retreat. They wouldn't run away. They were so scared of losing control of our species that they chose extinction instead."

Jason needed to say something, only the words failed him. Then, without realizing it, he asked the logistical question, "Does that mean your species is going to die out? Is that why you're here?"

"No, silly," she said. The condescension returned to her voice. "We have really good technology, so we can reproduce without men. Men have been superfluous for a very, very long time. And that's okay. But of course, we got lonely. There is something nice about having someone special in your life. Not just a woman. Some of us find romance together, but most of us crave something else. Most of us like to be close to the boys such as yourself."

He tensed and waited for the inevitable comment. She didn't tease him, not this time. Instead, she said, "Things are better now. And now I have you."

"You don't have me," he insisted.

"Not yet," she said. "Let's go clean that cute little mind of yours."

"Let's go clean that cute little mind of yours," she had said. Just as Zannah had done with Adam, Zaraya now cradled and carried Jason. She held him tight in her arms. His feet dangled, and his hands felt useless, especially because he already knew he would be able to push away or break her grip.

She took him out the bedroom, down a smooth, silvery hall, and toward another door that opened automatically when she stepped up to it.

"Are you all done?" Zaraya asked.

At first, Jason assumed that question was for him, only then he turned, and he saw Zannah. The dark-haired woman had Adam standing there.

"Adam?" Jason called out. He knew he might get in trouble for speaking, but he didn't care.

When he saw his friend, Jason knew he had to say something, especially because the other boy seemed so different.

They had only been separated for a few minutes, maybe an hour at most, yet Adam stood there in an entirely different outfit. Adam now wore a pale pink dress with ruffled socks, snug little shoes equipped with kitten heels, and tights. His thick petticoats flared out from the top of his thighs. His outfit looked like something a little girl might have worn in another century. It was so ridiculously childish, so ridiculously feminine!

Jason recognized the other boy, but he had to squint.

Adam also wore makeup, and he had a little red ribbon tied into his hair. He looked so dainty. At a distance, he probably could have passed for a five-year-old girl.

This time, Jason stopped cooperating. He pulled and twisted against Zaraya's hold. He tried to squirm free. He kicked out with his feet.

"I'm all done with the tiara," Zannah said.

Realizing that Adam wasn't restrained or held, Jason called out, "Adam, get out of here! I'll hold them off!" The idea was ridiculous and silly. It was probably something he had picked up from a movie or maybe some videogame.

His friend didn't move. Instead, Adam stood there with his legs slightly spread, his hands held at his sides, and his eyes locked forward. His expression seemed completely blank, like he really was nothing but a doll.

How could that happen? How could something like that happen to a guy like Adam?

Suddenly, Zaraya lowered Jason down onto the floor. She had her hands on his shoulders, so he could squirm, but he couldn't get away. And now the other woman came up to him, and she held out tiara. It looked exactly like something a little girl might want to wear: sleek and silvery, adorned with diamonds, shiny and feminine.

"This is going to reorient your thoughts," Zaraya told him.

Jason fought to jerk his head away, but Zannah reached out and cupped his cheeks, trapping him. Then his owner leaned down, and she slipped the tiara onto the top of his head. He could feel it, squeeze against his skull. Then there was a spark, and everything started to shift.

He relaxed right away. He couldn't help it. At the same time, he could feel these other urges begin to flow through his body.

Random images began to coalesce behind his eyes. He stared straight ahead, but he wasn't thinking about Zaraya or Adam or Zannah. He wasn't thinking about aliens or how they had come to his world and kidnapped him.

Instead, his thoughts were dragged back to the third grade. He remembered seeing a girl show up. It was her birthday, and she wore this pink dress, and it looked really sweet on her. Jason saw her, and he had been jealous. He wanted to wear little black shoes, like those. He wanted to wear her tights and her dress. He remembered all of her friends coming up to her and cooing over how cute she looked. She was so pretty! She was a beautiful girl, and her friends were so impressed. At the same time, the boys didn't know what to do with that alien, ethereal creature. Normally, they all ran together outside during recess, but now she seemed special, different, and they didn't know what to do.

Most of the boys shrugged and decided she wasn't important.

Jason had felt his gaze drift toward her again and again.

Had. Had he? With that even real? The memory felt like some exotic, encroaching beast. It didn’t belong inside his head…

He tried to think of the little girl's name, only he couldn't do it.

Then there was another spark, and a different image popped into his head. He remembered being a seventh grader. This was middle school. He was sitting next to his best friend at the time, a boy named Eric. They were chatting about videogames or maybe a card game or something, and then five girls came up to their table and sat down. They surrounded both Eric and Jason.

Jason didn't know what to do, but Eric blushed right away. He pursed his lips and glanced down.

"Ladies, this is the boy was telling you about," announced one of the girls.

"Who are you?" Jason demanded.

"Us? Oh, we’re Eric's friends," said their leader.

Jason bristled. First, these girls were interrupting their conversation. Second, he was maybe a little intimidated by them. These girls outnumbered them. Not only that, they carried themselves with the certainty and confidence of young women. Only a year separated them, but they seemed so much more mature somehow.

That first girl continued, "Eric and I have third period art together. Don’t we, Eric?"

"Yes," he said. It seemed like he needed to say more, only he couldn't find the right words.

"And what did I suggest?" asked the girl.

"You were joking," Eric insisted.

"No, I wasn't," said their leader.

Jason still didn't understand. More than anything, he wanted those girls to get up and walk away, even as he was intrigued. But it wasn't just fascination. After all, they were beautiful. One of these girls had shiny black hair. Two of them were blonde, and two of them were brunettes. He wasn't used to these kinds of feelings, especially the fascinated attraction that seemed to twist at his center.

But they weren't talking to him. They weren't interested in him. They wanted to focus on Eric instead.

And even if his friend was blushing, Jason could already tell that the other boy enjoyed the attention. All of those beautiful girls were focused on him. Even if they saw him like a pet boy or little brother, it didn't matter. The girls were smiling and giggling and asking him questions and talking to him and talking about him, and maybe he didn't know what to do with all of this attention, but he still enjoyed it.

In the meantime, Jason crossed his arms over his chest and pouted.

"You were definitely joking," Eric said.

"Ladies, do you think I was joking?"

"No," one of them said.

Another added, "Definitely not!"

"I want to see what he’d look like!"

"Look like?" Jason asked, his voice low. He aimed that question at Eric, but his friend wasn't the one who answered.

The girl who first sat down tilted her head to the side and smirked. "Our teacher was talking about gender expression, and something occurred to me. Eric here looks like he’d make a really cute girl. We could put him in a tight little dress, maybe some leggings or a tight pair of jeans. What do you think of that, Eric?"

"Say yes," pleaded one of the girls.

"Yes! We can take you to the mall after school, and we can get you all dressed up."

"We can do your makeup!"

"We can do your hair!"

The excitement buzzed along the air in the cafeteria. With a skeptical expression, Jason stared back at his friend. That boy was supposed to snort, roll his eyes, and say no. Instead, he sheepishly glanced up at the other girls. "Why not?"

Jason never saw exactly what happened. Instead, Eric left school a couple of days later with that gaggle of girls.

And yet, Jason had never forgotten about that strange, itching, irritating feeling deep within his gut. Maybe it wasn't the most evolved or progressive idea, yet he didn't understand how any guy would want to dress like a girl. Girl outfits always seemed so restrictive and difficult. But still, there was that sensation, that jealousy…

And now, Eric understood the truth. He wasn't back at Lincoln Middle School. He was on an alien vessel, and there were these metal prongs pressing down against his scalp. Even so, he stared straight ahead as those implanted sensations pulsed through his body. It wasn't just jealousy. Instead, the emotion seemed to stretch and then.

He wanted to be like Eric. He wanted a group of beautiful girls to come up to him and to sit down by him, and to fawn over him. They could dress him up. They could do his makeup and teach him how to purse his lips. It would be so much fun! and along the way, he could do whatever they said. He could obey every single one of their commands, and it would feel so right; he could be so happy!

Fighting hard, Jason pushed those ideas down. He felt like he was trying to swim through oil. He needed to concentrate on his actual surroundings, on Zannah and Zaraya, on his friend who still stood several feet away, his blank expression aimed forward, his lips parted slightly. Adam didn't say anything. He was dressed exactly like a girl.. Worse, when he stood next to his new owner, he seemed so petite and frail, just like a little girl positioned next to an adult…

Another spark danced through his psyche.

Jason started to think about his last girlfriend, Nikki. A vivacious redhead who loved dancing and photography, she spotted him at a bar during his sophomore year of college. She sauntered up to him, grabbed him by his shirt, leaned in, and asked, "Do you want to dance?" He had never seen anyone, male or female, behave so brazenly. After that, they danced, and he asked her out. Nervous electricity had raced through his body, propelling him to play along.

But what if things had been slightly different?

He started thinking of their third date. She invited him back to her apartment to watch movies. On the couch, some movie played on the TV while they made out. He remembered the soft contours of her body, gliding his hand along her sensitive skin, the warm feel of her lips, and so much more. He got lost in their connection. There had been the easy relaxation of getting close with someone.

Eventually, he had asked her if he could pleasure her. What could he do for her? In his correct memory, he had slipped his hand down into her pants, his knuckles gliding along the interior of her panties. She had spread her legs, and he had caressed her, gently stroking and fingering her just as she wished.

Only this time, the memories came, and they were getting reworked.

He could clearly hear Nikki's voice inside of his head as the memory got reconstructed, "I want to take you into my bedroom, sit you down in front of my desk, and do your makeup. I want to dress you up just like my little dolly. Would you like that? Would you like to be my little sissy dolly?"

Confusion and surprised played through his brain. The tiara manipulated the electrical impulses flashing within his skull, altering his thoughts and rewriting his memories with the kind of precision a human neuroscientist would have called utterly impossible.

My little sissy dolly.

My little sissy dolly.

My little sissy dolly.

Nikki never said those words. At least, Jason didn’t think she had. Moment by moment, his certainty started to flake away. He could feel the cracks of confusion spread through his brain.

"Yes," he inexplicably remembered telling her. Of course, the uncertainty was still there, lodged deep within his chest. He hadn't known exactly what she had in mind for him, but then she took him by the hand and guided him out of her living room and into her bedroom. He could remember the trembling sense of nervousness, and he had no idea what he might face, but Nikki was beautiful, so he needed to make her feel good. He yearned for the chance to please her.

Then she came up to him, and she told him to lift his hands into the air. She stripped away his T-shirt. Next, she ran her hands along his body. "Very nice," she said. "You have this nice slender neck and a trim waist."

No. She didn't say that to me. This, this isn't right. This is what happened. In spite of those thoughts, Jason still couldn't claw his way back to the truth...whatever it had been. Instead, the newly formed memories continued to glow behind his eyes.

After she stripped away his shirt, she loosened the button on his shorts, and he kicked them aside. He had already pulled off his shoes and socks. When did that happen? Suddenly, he decided he didn't care as another flash electricity shot along his skin. It was never painful, yet he could still sense those quick pulses of energy.

She pulled away his shorts and his boxers. Then he was naked right there in front of her, and she smiled at him. "Actually, I think you need to shave. I want you completely smooth. For me," she whispered into his ear.

No! That never happened! He repeated that simple mantra to himself, concentrating on the memories. But every time he tried to grab onto the truth, the mind control techniques seemed to shift, altering his perception of reality.

Then he flashed to a philosophy class he had once taken. "So much of our understanding of metaphysics and the basic nature of reality comes down to feelings," his professor had lectured. "Normally, when we think of something like reality, we need to believe it is fixed and objective, something that exists outside of us with clear facts. But what happens when our feelings get messed up? What if we see a fantasy and start to think of it as reality? What if we intellectually understand a concept, but we can no longer taste the truth?"

For Jason, those questions had remained utterly intellectual and completely academic...until now. He could still remember what the truth was supposed to be, only now he could remember her fingers running along his body too. He thought of Nikki again and again, and he remembered nervously stepping into her shower. The water was hot, and she handed him the pink razor.

He used it on his cheeks, his neck, his chest and his pubic hair, his arms and his legs. He had worked judiciously, going for every loose strand of hair until he was completely smooth, just like some sweet little sissy doll.

When she was satisfied, she stopped the water, dried him off, and smiled at him.

But no, that never happened!

Even if it hadn't, he could still feel the memory right there, pushing against the edges of his understanding of reality. All at once, he could remember how she had dried him off. There had been the soft, clean touch of her towel. It was so thick and fluffy!

More importantly, Nikki gazed at him like he was the most important toy in the whole world. Yes, he lost his status as a man…but it didn’t matter because he pleased her.

When she finished, Nikki cupped his cheeks the palms of her hands, she tilted his head to the side, and she leaned in. At the time, he thought she was going to press her lips to his and start making out with him again. Instead, she gently kissed the tip of his nose, grabbed onto his fingertips, and pulled him out of the bathroom. The next thing he knew, he stood in her bedroom, and that's when she smiled at him. "Stay right there."

She went to her closet and pulled out several different possibilities. There was a denim dress, a pair of snug shorts, a red dress, a pair of panties.

"I'm not going to wear any those," he said, glancing down at the underwear.

"Why not? I think you and I are about the same size," she said. He was naked, smooth from his eyebrows down to the tips of his toes, and she was so beautiful. Not only that, there was something enticing about her proximity. Just standing close to her seemed to bend reality around him. At least, that’s what the new memories told him.

Even if he tried to remind himself that he was still on an alien starship, he couldn't make those ideas coalesce into something that felt real.

"Put on your panties," Nikki had told him.

He didn't want to do it.

"Put them on," she repeated. "If you put them on, you can be my dolly. I can take you out and show you off to all of my friends. Would you like that? Don't want everyone to know that you’re just a sweet, innocent little sissy? My sissy?"

With those big, alluring eyes, she had stared right at him. They were almost the same height. No, she was a little bit taller.

"No," he wanted to believe he had told her.

But if that was true, but why did he distantly remember putting on the panties? Why did he remember saying, "Yes"?

"Good," she said to him. With a big, playful smile on her lips, she gave him the panties, and he took them, and he actually put them on. He remembered the feel of the sleek fabric along his buttocks, between his legs, and hugging his genitals. Vibrant excitement had gripped him, but that was only the beginning.

Next, she told him to put on a pair of tights Again, he cooperated, if reluctantly. She dressed and little by little until she sat him down, and it was time to do his makeup.

He couldn't remember the exact details, yet he didn’t need to either. Jason could distinctly recall standing up and feeling so dainty and small and feminine all at the same time. He really was her little sissy! Better yet, she kissed him again, and he could perfectly re-create that wonderful memory. When she stood in front of him, she peered at him, and this radiant sense of success and triumph blossomed deep within his body.

At that instant, he had known this was where he belonged because this was who he had to become. He didn't want to be a man. He didn't want to be some individual who was responsible for his own choices. No! Instead, he needed to be her sweet sissy—her doll.

And now, another woman wanted him.

Zaraya.

He looked up at her. He tried to shake his head. Not only that, he reached up for the device. He just wanted to pull it free from his hair, only she grabbed him by his wrists. Of course, she was way too strong for him. Despite his best efforts, he couldn't wiggle free from her grip.

"It looks like he's resisting," Zannah said.

"What?" Zaraya snorted. "That’s not possible. The boys can't resist this kind of transformation. We have never found any aberrations in our tests."

"I'm looking at the readings now," Zannah said as she held onto something that looked a little bit like a cell phone. Her eyes slid along the device now she considered the different data sets. "He might be the first exception we have found."

"Increase the power," Zaraya said.

"Increasing it," Zannah agreed.

There was another flash electricity that raced through his body. It went straight down to the neurons deep within his brain. Instinctively, people always liked to imagine themselves as souls or fluttering balls of energy housed within a body. And yet, the human mind was ultimately comprised of neurons firing to create different responses and reactions. If a group or individual could control those processes, then they could arguably completely alter or craft an individual.

Suddenly, Jason was thinking of his secret, hidden desires. He remembered going over Jessica's house, and he snuck into her bedroom, and he wanted to see her panties. He remembered holding them up.

No! He had never done that!

And yet, this recollection felt so right, so true and real. He could remember seeing the black, lacy panties as he held them up. They felt mysterious and strange. At the same time, he had known that she had worn those. They were clean, of course. That was why she had put them away, and yet that little garment had still hugged her buttocks and slid between her legs. It had cradled her most intimate and sensitive body parts.

And when he held onto her panties, he didn't feel some conquering sense of triumph.

No. Instead, he yearned to wear those panties too. He wanted to feel like her little sister. He ached for her attention. She could dress him up just a Nikki had done. She could turn him into a sweet sissy just as Eric's friends had done to him…

None of that happened!

"Increase the power again," Zaraya commanded.

Jason didn't get to hear what happened next. He tried to open his eyes, but another flash of white played across his vision, blocking out everything else. The surge of disorientation exploded along his senses. He felt these phantom tingles along the palms of his hands and up to his fingertips. His insides tightened, and he thought he could smell apples for a couple of seconds, all while they reworked his memories.

This time, he thought he remembered Zaraya.

How could that be possible? He had only met her a little while before?

And yet, he saw her seated at a table, holding up her tablet as she scrolled through some of her feeds. In the meantime, he remembered standing in the kitchen and cooking her eggs. She was an important businesswoman, and she deserved the very best. She had important meetings, and there were lots of people who relied upon her. As her house-sissy, he loved his position in life. He helped her! He made sure she had clean clothing, lots of delicious food, and he helped her relax when she came home from the office.

It felt like something out of a 1950s sitcom.

Jason tried to push back against that those images. They pulsed through his head again and again.

"Honey, can you fetch me some fresh coffee?" Zaraya had asked.

"Yes, dear!" Wrapped up his apron and his petticoats and his flouncy little dress, he hopped out of the kitchen, and he poured some coffee for her.

She brought the cup to her lips and smiled at him.

Right as he started to turn away, her hand shot out, and she grabbed him, pulling him close.

"Come here, baby," he remembered her saying.

Right away, a flash irritation shot through his body. Baby? It was obvious that she was talking down to him. Just because she had an impressive job, that didn't mean his work back in the house was any less important.

Right as those ideas formed, another flash hit him. In his memory, he was still standing there, and she still held onto his hand, only now he liked it. Yeah, he loved it when she talked down to him. She was so powerful, and she intimidated him, but he loved it. He couldn't explain how having that powerful woman sit there, her legs crossed, her eyes focused on him sent the excitement racing along his body. His pulse sped because he pleased her. He hoped for more…

She gave it to him. Zaraya grabbed him by his apron, and she pulled down. "You know, if I get that bonus, maybe I’ll buy you a pearl necklace. Would you like that, sweetheart?"

"Only if you think we can afford it," he answered.

A pearl necklace? No! He didn't want that! In fact, he had never, ever understood the appeal of jewelry on women or men. Another flash hit him, so he remembered that he was a sissy, and it was his job to look impressive. One way or another, he had to be pretty for all of her friends and coworkers. When he stepped out of the house, he represented his wife. If he had a pearl necklace, all of the other sissy husband would be so jealous!

"Only the best for my baby," she said.

"It's too much," someone else announced, and she wasn't talking about a pearl necklace.

"Sedate him," came the other voice.

Zaraya.

This time, he correctly identified her voice, but it didn't matter because the world fell into darkness.

Tentatively, Jason started to wake up.

He opened his mouth, and he could feel something rubbery between his teeth. He tried to spit it out. Suddenly, he sensed the straps that pressed down against the sides of his face.

"It's a ball gag," Zaraya told him. She stood off to one side, her arms crossed over her chest. "Be honest, I had to draw on the very, very old protocols. You see, we've been coming to your planet for a couple of years. We didn't announce ourselves right away, but we ducted a few of you boys to see if he would be ideal candidates for our type of training. And most of you were." She emphasized one word with a hint of aggravation.

Where was he? What had happened?

Jason felt something solid behind his back. Instinctively, he tried to move. His arms and legs were spread, and he glanced down, and he saw he was nude. He couldn't move. He couldn't get away from the wall. Next, he glanced over to his right wrist, and that's when he spotted the pink, plastic shackle locked around his limb. He tugged against it, and he saw a matching cord lead up to the wall.

"What is this? What's going on? What have you done to me?" Jason tried to call out. Only muffled noises made it past the ball gag. Despite his best attempt, he couldn't speak clearly.

Since he couldn't talk, he tried to fight. The captive boy tugged experimentally against his right shackle, then his left. The plastic felt soft and malleable, yet it wouldn't tear or break or even stretch, so Jason couldn't wiggle free.

Zaraya stood in front of him. She had her hands on her hips, her bottom lip tensed as she considered him. She didn't answer any of his jumbled questions. Rather, she peered into his eyes. She seemed to be studying him.

"You're a fascinating specimen, Jason," she said, using his name for the first time. "Before we begin, I want you to know that I have considered quite a few of the different possibilities. It isn't an environmental factor, nor does it appear to be some kind of genetic trait. So what does that leave? A technique on your part? Perhaps something you consciously? Perhaps something you do unconsciously?"

He still didn't understand.

Biting down into the rubber ball lodged between his teeth, Jason dropped his head down. At least, he made the attempt. Zaraya reached out, and she touched her knuckles to his chin; she forced him to lift his gaze and to look at her. "Face me, boy," she instructed.

A nervous gulp fell down along the length of his throat.

"What is it? How were you able to resist the tiara?"

Although he stared back at her, Jason didn't attempt to say anything.

"We have acquired and trained thousands of boys just like you, and now they’re all docile and obedient sissies. But you’re different. Why?"

Zaraya stared into his eyes, and suddenly he could feel something. It was a strange sensation, unlike anything he had ever experienced before. It was a pressure, a presence, almost like breath, only he could feel it inside of his head. It was like the voice of his own thoughts, yet it belonged to someone else!

How was that possible?

"Yes," she said with a beautiful smile, "We are telepathic. The ability is limited, and it requires a lot of focus, so we don't usually bother. But in a case like this, I think it makes sense."

She was telepathic? Of course, he was familiar with the concept except it still seemed alien and utterly impossible, like something that belonged in science fiction. But like so many other men who had been abducted by these women, Jason had to contend with this new reality, whether he liked it or not. The universe had changed around him, and there was nothing he could do accept adapt.

"Now, how can you resist? What is it about you? Is it something you chose to do?"

Jason tried to intimidate her. He sharpened his gaze, and he glared right at her, his lips hardened into angry curves around his gag. At the same time, he grunted something and yanked against his restraints like a barely contained animal.

Despite his best efforts, he remained right there, pressed against the wall, restrained and helpless in his pink straps.

That's when she reached out, and she brushed her fingers along his cheek, down his neck, to his chest and then his flank. She stroked the side of his butt. From there, she flashed him a smile, "It's cute that you think you resist. But you can't. Even now, I’m sifting through the layers of your personality. I know everything about you, Jason."

You don't know why your stupid crown didn't work on me.

"It's a tiara," she reminded him.

Tensing, Jason locked his shoulders as he continued to stare back at her. And yet, some of the color still dissipated from his cheeks. Cold dread pulsed along his skin; he couldn't help it, not one she had actually been able to read his thoughts.

"It's a tiara, and it’s one of the most advanced pieces of technology we possess. It's very, very useful. Even now, your friend is learning how to be an obedient sissy for his owner. Zannah is going to have some fun with him. You see, there is nothing better than having a sissy for a companion. It's like you can be a pet and a doll and a friend and a little sister all at once. We watch over you and make sure you do everything we want."

She paused and smiled again and allowed those words to sink in.

Could she really do this? Did she really hope to break him? Could she render him into a helpless toy? Could he become her little pink plaything?

No.

"Yes," she promised, contradicting his silent defiance. "Eventually, you're going to be just like the other sissies, no matter what."

He made an incomprehensible sound. Even so, she had no trouble probing his thoughts and learning exactly what he wished to convey. "Just because our mind control doesn't work on you, that doesn't mean there aren’t other ways of teaching you how to behave."

That's when she stepped back, turned away, and strolled over to one of the walls. He looked around at the rest of the chamber. It was smooth and silvery. She waved her hand in front of the surface, and an aperture opened. She reached in, and she pulled out some kind of wand or baton. When she came back, she ran her thumb along one side, and she held it up.

His eyes widened.

"Don't worry, this isn't going to hurt at all," she promised. When he heard those words, he didn't believe her. A jolt of dread exploded through his body, only she hadn't lied to him. A red light flashed along his cheeks, down his neck, to his chest, his legs, and finally his feet.

He could feel something, a different type of warm buzzing sensation along his flesh.

But he blinked a couple of times, and he stared at her. The uncertainty, doubt, and nervousness must've been obvious on his face. "You haven't figured it out yet, have you?" Zaraya teased him. "It's okay. Just look down."

Although his brows creased with worry, he obeyed anyway. He stared down toward his shins, knees, thighs and his tensed stomach. Yes, he was still naked, only then he realized something.

In the span of only a few seconds, she had shaved him! All of his hair was gone!

"Don't worry," she said. "I've removed the masculine hair. It's much faster than shaving, and this way you don't have to worry about it growing back." Zaraya make this sound like good news except he jerked his head up, and he stared at her, his eyes big and round.

She chuckled at him right until that moment when she pulled up the gag out of his mouth. There. He could speak.

Jason needed to talk to her, to get her to change her mind. He had to get her to reverse the process, whatever it was or however it worked. Instead of making some vehement demand, however, he could only stutter out, "What, what are you saying?"

"You don't have to worry about it growing back," she said. "The hair removal is permanent."

Permanent. The word resonated deep within his chest, and it seemed to echo along his body with every frantic kick of his heart. No. No way. He glanced back down along the length of his frame. From his chest to his pubis, down along his thighs and all the way to the joints of his toes, he expected to see his body hair. He didn't. It was gone. It was all gone. Now he looked so pale and soft, vulnerable and immature.

"Are you upset?" Zaraya asked.

"It's not permanent," he insisted because he needed to cling to that idea.

She reached up to brush her fingers along his cheek and down to his neck. Zaraya just barely touched him, and he shivered. His nipples stiffened. He couldn't help it, not when her touch seemed to bring this kind of electric stimulation. It didn't hurt, but it surprised him. "And since all of your male hair is gone, now you are much more sensitive. Isn't that lovely?"

"This isn’t happening," he murmured to himself. "This isn't happening. This can't be happening." He didn't try to sound desperate, yet those notes of panicked pleading still hit the air. It was like he was begging the universe, only the rest of the cosmos wasn't interested in a boy like Jason.

"Now, since I have explored your psyche, we can talk about your future."

This time, Jason didn't say anything. The future? That idea seemed abstract and irrelevant, especially when he still had his head bent forward and his eyes locked on the rest of his frame. His gaze shifted from one smooth contour to the next.

His body no longer looked as though it belonged to him. It seemed strange, like he had become this alien creature. Not only that, he had never really understood what his body hair had done for him aesthetically. Now he seemed smaller and somehow thinner. For a few seconds, he wanted to believe this didn't make sense, but…

Jason started to think of his time in college. He had gone on a road trip his friends one weekend, and he forgot his razor blade, so he decided to let the stubble grow out. By the end of the weekend, his friends were laughing and saying he looked at least five or six years older. In fact, one of his favorite memories was that moment when Jessica reached up and brushed her fingers along his cheek to feel the rough and coarse stubble. Perhaps he would have stuck with that look, only she had jerked her hand back and giggled, "No. No, I don't like it. You have to start shaving again." She made it sound like this was supposed to be her decision.

Although they never talked about it, he had obeyed. He had started shaving, making sure his cheeks were always smooth whenever she was around. At the same time, he hoped t o earn another glancing touch from her fingertips.

"Would you like that? Would you like to talk about your future?" Zaraya leaned forward, and she caressed the underside of his chin. "Because I don't think you really want it to be a surprise. That's not what you want, is it?"

When she spoke, she always talked down to him. She made it sound like he was some little kid...like he was some little girl...

"Please, can we negotiate?" Jason honestly didn't know where those words came from.

"That's an intriguing idea," she said, which surprised him. Frankly, he expected her to laugh. How could they possibly negotiate when she was an interstellar traveler with every advantage while he was just some boy from Redding, California? "What is a negotiation?"

His brows tightened.

"A negotiation," she said, answering her question, "is a discussion between individuals. They have to be relatively equal, meaning one party wants something from the other. Now, I want to strip away your masculinity and turn you into my pet sissy. You do have something I want."

"What? What do I have?" Only a moment before, he had sounded so defiant and independent as he demanded his negotiation. Now she seemed to be giving it to him, only he didn't know how to respond.

"You have the ability to cooperate," she replied. "You can be a sweet little sissy for me starting right now. You can learn to be obedient and deferential. You can recognize the fact that I own you because I caught you."

Zaraya made him sound like a fish.

"You don't own me," he said. "I'm a person. You can't own a person!"

"You're not a person," she said with another condescending chuckle. "You're a boy...for now."

"If you let me go, I can pay you," he retorted. Right as those words left his lips, his cheeks flared with fresh heat. Time seemed to slow down for this boy as she started laughing at him.

She pointed at him, and she shook her head, making her blonde hair swaying from side to side. "Really? That's really what you think I want? Your earthling money?" He tried to interject, but she kept laughing. Finally, she wiped the tears of amusement from her eyes and got serious again, "Sweetie, you can't negotiate like that. The only thing you have is your obedience. Now, tell me how much you want to be my sissy, and I won't have to spank you into submission."

"You can't," he said. At the same time, Jason still thought of how his backside still sung. Could she really do it? Could she train him, simply by slapping her hand down against his naked, unprotected bottom...? A shudder sprinted along his body, answering that question. The prospect of another spanking filled him with icy fear. Yes. She was big and powerful, and she knew how to overwhelm him.

"We both know I can," she said. "I'm going to dress you up and put you on display. I’ll bring you in front of all of my friends, and they will see exactly who you are. They will see exactly what kind of boy I caught for myself; you're going to be a perfect little sissy. I'm going to train you. You can cooperate or not. That's all you have to offer. Either way, you're going to wear panties like a little sissy."

"No…" When he spoke, he didn't sound like he could enforce his will. And yet, he still had to try.

"You thought about it," she told him.

"What?"

"You thought about it," Zaraya said. "Deep down, you have always been fascinated by the better half of your species, haven't you? I could see it in your mind. You have wondered what it would be like to wear panties, to wear a pretty dress, to attract the attention of those around you. You want girls to be jealous of you. You want them to see you and to recognize you as one of their own."

"That's not true!"

"Deep down, you know, it is," she said.

But she had to be messing with him. She didn’t really enjoy secret access to his hidden thoughts or desires. She couldn’t!

"You're just messing with me," he insisted. "You're trying to gaslight me."

"But I already have you as my prisoner. Why would I need to cast like you?"

"Because you want to mess with my head, and you don't want me to fight." The revelation seemed to blossom behind his eyes, "You're scared of me, aren't you? If I fight back, you know, I might be able to win."

She ran her fingers through his hair, grabbed him by his scalp, and jerked his head back, so he had no choice but to look up at her. Even as the pain splashed down along his flesh, Jason had to recognize that simple truth once again: Zaraya was gorgeous. There was something about this woman. Even when she toyed with him, she was beautiful. When he was close to her, something inside of him tightened deliciously. He didn't want to think about it, not really, and yet he couldn't ignore the blast of attraction that seemed to flare through his body whenever she came close.

Fear and arousal, desire and dread got jumbled up around this woman. It was like the gravity of her personality was enough to bend the laws of space, time and logic.

She seemed to look down at him for a long time. Finally, the corners of her mouth rose up in another smile. She revealed that the white of her teeth. "You can't win," she promised him. "You can't defeat me. But I want you to know what you’re facing. I want you to understand that you have chosen the more difficult path. That's okay. Either way, you will end up walking behind me in your high heels, tights, panties, petticoats, a sweet little dress, all of it."

She smiled wistfully, reached up, and brushed her fingers through his hair. Her touch left his scalp, tingling this time, and then she turned around and walked away.

A flash of light hit Jason.

The next thing he knew, he was on his back, and he rolled over. Unlike before, he didn't have to worry about a rush of exhaustion or disorientation. Instead, he pushed himself up onto his feet, and he was standing in the crib.

Right as he started to decide whether or not he should jump out and try to make an escape, the doors to the little pink room opened, and Zaraya stood there. "Hello, sissy. You know, we're going to have to come up with a better name for you. ‘Jason’ obviously isn't appropriate."

"No way," he snorted with more confidence than he felt. "There is absolutely no way you can do something like rename me. I am my own man."

"You're a man?" Zaraya asked. "Cute."

That's when she walked over to the crib, and she held out her hand.

Clearly, he needed to reach out and to take it. Instead, his eyes narrowed, he grabbed onto the edge, and he leaped over. He landed hard on the floor, his knees bent. He crouched down, only to spring back up. He didn't know what he hoped to prove, only then it didn't matter because she grabbed him by his wrist.

Zaraya had no problem yanking him across the room. She brought him over to the closet. "Let's pick out a nice outfit for you," she decided.

"No. You are not going to redress me!" When he called out those words, he really, really wanted her to believe him. At the same time, he didn't know if he believed it himself.

What if he didn't see an opportunity? What if she could just dress him as he fought?

This was a freaking alien, after all.

For just an instant, doubt flickered through his mind, and he didn't want to believe it. What if Adam was right? What if these women were terrestrial creatures after all?

It was a nice thought. He wished he could have accepted the idea this was a drug-induced hallucination, a bad dream, or some other psychological glitch. But when he glanced up at that gorgeous woman, he saw her black, leather skirt, her blouse tucked in tight, the curves of her breasts, and the shine along her short blonde hair. Just a glimpse was enough to make him understand the truth. This woman was real. More importantly, she was dangerous...and unstoppable.

At a glance, he knew he couldn't fight her. More than anything else, Zaraya had already proven the ease with which she could handle him, hold him down, lift him up, or strip him naked. Even now, he looked down along the length of his smoothed body.

"Are you ready? Are you ready to become my little sissy?"

Without thinking about it, Jason attempted to pull away, only she slid her hand down to the small of his back. From there, she wrapped her limb around his waist, ensuring he couldn't escape. He fought to wiggle free, only this woman knew exactly what she was doing.

Then he froze because Zaraya pulled something out. When he saw the white tights with the embroidered hearts and stars, his throat clenched and dried out all at once.

"Yes," she announced confidently. "I think these are going to be perfect for you."

"No…" Jason said. His voice sounded as though it came from far, far away.

"Yes," she reaffirmed. "These are definitely going to be perfect for you. They’re exactly the kind of tights you should wear. Oh, and look the socks. Aren't they just precious?"

"Please…"

"And the panties are going to be perfect for you. What do you think?"

Her soon-to-be sissified boy shook his head from side to side. "No. Please…" This time, Jason tried to turn away, only he saw the pale blue panties, and his throat constricted all over again. Obviously, he couldn't negotiate with her. He had nothing she craved, and yet the prospect of wearing something so childish and feminine made his entire body tighten with a new kind of fear.

Despite everything she had said, Jason refused to believe that he secretly "wanted" to be a sissy. The idea struck him as somehow ridiculous. Perhaps there were secret embers of desire he had never really explored or dared poke at, yet this was entirely different. She was trying to force him to wear panties! Worse, he saw the little ruffles and frills. He knew exactly how they’d make him look.

"No. Please," he said again. He threw those words out onto the air with all of the manic desperation he possessed. At the same time, he kept hoping she might find some hint of mercy or sympathy.

She didn't.

Then she pulled out the dress, and he saw the attached petticoats, and his whole body froze up.

That dress definitely seemed like it was something from another era. If someone had told him it had been designed for some cute little girl in the 1930s, he would have accepted it. It was the height of femininity, especially because it came with all of these ribbons, little strips of lace, and the skirt was big, rounded, and very, very puffy.

"No…" Jason said.

He jerked his hand away from her grip. Surprisingly, Jason succeeded in tearing himself free, so he ran for the door. He slammed his feet down against the floor as he swung his arms out. He was naked and running hard. He didn't care about his nudity, not when he thought he might be able to escape. Where would he go? It didn't matter. Maybe he could find an escape pod? Maybe he could sabotage the ship?

First, he just had to escape!

He slammed up against the door. Stubbornly, it refused to open for him.

"The door only works for women," Zaraya told him. She walked over to one of the cribs, and she set the different outfits over the side. Then she smiled at him. "Come here."

Jason didn't obey, not at first. Instead, he slammed his fists against the door. Then he stepped back, and he glanced to the left and right as he searched for a control panel or something he might have been able to use.

Somewhere deep down, he had to understand that this frantic struggle to escape had to be futile. These women weren’t foolish, and they had no intention of letting the captives escape. Worse, she was watching him, so it must've seemed so obvious.

"What kind of name would be more appropriate for a sissy? Jenny? Jasmine? Janine? Jessica?" Zaraya chuckled. "Oh, I like Jessica."

Jessica. The idea of getting renamed sent a spasm of dread running through his body.

"From what I understand, your best friend now goes by Kitty."

Jason finally spun around as his fingers locked into fists. Even from across the room, he knew it would be dumb and dangerous to try to attack that woman.

"Personally, I think a sissy should be able to keep the first letter of their name. This seems somehow more generous," Zaraya said. And she shrugged, "Maybe I’m a softy like that. Or maybe I’ll pick something totally different for you."

"I'm not going to play along," he vowed.

"So if I rename you completely, what would work better? Zoe? Britney? Tricia? Dani? Oh, Dani is a cute name!"

"I'm not going to play along," he insisted again. "I'm not going to play along because you can't rename me!"

Zaraya answered by lifting her hand and motioning for him to approach. "Come here."

Despite the nervous tension gripping his chest and squeezing at his insides, Jason answered with a childish shake of his head. "I won't," he said.

"If you don't, I'm going to have to come get you, and that means you are going to get punished."

Since Jason didn't cooperate right away, she exhaled, and she strode over to him. As she came closer and closer, this boy was once again reminded of her alien height. She had to be at least seven feet tall, which still seemed impossible to him. Zaraya had picked him up and carried him, yet she now loomed over him, and then she took him by his wrist. He tried to jump away, only her hand moved faster. Suddenly, her fingers were locked around his limb like another shackle.

Her soon-to-be-sissy fought to tear his wrist free from her hold, only she refused to release him. He jerked his arm to the left and right. He tried to brace his feet against the floor to get even more leverage. Nothing worked.

Zaraya dragged him back over to the crib and stepped behind him. When she wrapped her arms around his torso, she grabbed both of his arms, so now he felt like he was embraced by a straitjacket. She leaned down and whispered into his ear, "I expect you to be a good sissy. Now, are you going to need a spanking before I get you dressed?"

"No. Please, don't," he said. "Please, can we talk about this?"

It seemed like such a civilized request, only she giggled at him again. "No. Now, I asked you a question, and I expect you to answer."

"I'm not going to cooperate!"

His owner shoved pushed him forward, and he instinctively grabbed onto the bars the crib. When he tried to spin around, she braced both of his palms against the wood. With her larger hand tight around his knuckles, she made sure his wrists stayed right there. And then she used her free hand, and she started spanking him. She spun her arm down, her condescending in a tight arc before she struck.

He tried to fight it. He tried to resist, to ignore those sensations.

Unfortunately, this boy couldn't get away, and she knew it.

Just as he had feared, his increased sensitivity made it even easier for Zaraya to punish him!

Again and again, he had to hear the sounds of her palm crashing against his backside. It sounded like applause. At the same time, his eyes watered; his bottom lip started to shake uncontrollably.

"Tell me you're going to be a good little sissy."

"Never!"

Only five spankings later, she gave him another chance, "Tell me you're going to be a good little sissy."

"What, what are you doing?"

"It's not obvious?" Zaraya asked cute. "Since apparently, you can't be brainwashed, you have to be trained the old-fashioned way."

"I'm not going to let you train me," he insisted.

At this point, she drew her hands away from his wrists. Instead, she braced her palm against of the back of his neck, and she held down. He tried to wiggle free. He tried to wiggle away. In spite of those efforts, he stayed right there, bent forward, his body pressed against to the side of the crib, exactly where she wanted him. "Okay," Zaraya said. "Now I'm curious. Do you really think you can get away? Do you actually think you can fight me on this?"

The boy didn't respond, so she gave him a different kind of stimulation. Her fingers came up, and she deftly caressed his reddened backside. His eyes widened, and he tried to pull away again. This time, he slammed his knuckles up against the crib. She still held him by his neck. It was such a strange sensation, especially because his limbs remained free, but he couldn't shove her away.

Before coming to this ship, Jason had never been so thoroughly overpowered. He had never been spanked or humiliated like this.

"I can fight!"

"You can entertain me," she corrected him.

You can entertain me. Her words slammed into him. Worse, they seemed to slip between his defenses. All at once, he recognized something. He tried to knock those thoughts aside, but what if his best efforts were nothing more than a game to her? What if he tried with everything he had, only to amuse and entertain her anyway?

All at once, he thought of Jessica and her kitten. She got this pet cat, and the kitten sometimes got angry. When she was really little, she’d hiss and try to run off, but Jessica could just pick her up and hold her on her lap. Inevitably, this little cat would settle down. The tension would drain away from her body, and she would finally relax before eventually falling asleep. It happened over and over and over again, but that little kitten could always get so furious…

"Yes," Zaraya said. "You're just like that little kitten."

"Get out of my head," Jason shot back, yet he couldn't summon the anger he had expected.

"Why?" I know how much you enjoy being petted," she said as her fingers moved along his cheeks, to the small of his back, between and around his shoulder blades, then down his flanks. She was stroking him, caressing him, he tried to hate it, only he couldn't.

Then she grabbed him and cradled him. Zaraya stared down into his eyes as he squirmed some more. "It's okay. You can just relax. You know, I can pick you up and hold you whenever I want. You know that you're my sissy."

His brows crumpled with frustration, and his bottom lip started trembling again. "I think you're going to feel a lot better when you’re across my lap. Then, when you're willing to tell me want to be a good sissy, I can get you dressed."

"No. No more," he begged. He raged against the fear that pulsed across those words, yet he couldn't take them back.

"Yes," she said. "More. Lots more." The corners for eyes crinkled with delight as she carried him over to the chair. She sat down, and suddenly he was face down all over again. He hated this spot. His lungs contracted, his stomach tightened, and then she placed the flat of her hand against his backside. She left her hand right there for one, two, three full seconds. "Is there something you want to say?" Zaraya asked him.

"No."

There. He said it. He resisted her. He defied her. In that instant, he managed to sound like a powerful man, once again. It didn't matter that he was naked or smooth. It didn't matter how he had been abducted because he wouldn't allow her to defeat him!

"Okay," Zaraya answered just as quickly.

Her hands sped down a second later, and she struck his pert backside. She spanked his right butt cheek, then his left. She bounced back and forth each time, leaving a set of bright red handprints along his flesh. Heat coursed through his body, followed inevitably by that firestorm of agony.

Over and over again, Jason told himself it wasn't supposed to hurt, not like this. The stinging tore through his defenses. It echoed and resonated through his body. Even when she jerked her hand back up, and the cool air brushed along his bottom, Jason still had to endure that inferno along his flesh.

She spanked him.

She spanked him again.

She spanked him harder!

"I'll say it!" Jason called out the words without understanding what they meant. At that point, the sounds morphed into a reflex. He needed to make that noise. He didn't understand it. He couldn't control his mouth any more than he could control his heart. It just happened, and then she stopped, and now she lightly grazed her fingertips along his back as she waited for his surrender.

Jason hesitated.

"Go on…"

How long did he have? How long would it take before her patience fractured and she decided to go back to the spankings?

Not long. That much was obvious.

"I, I will be a good sissy for you," he told her.

She answered fast, her response crisp and sharp, "What does that mean?"

His breathing stopped with a sharp gasp. An instant later, he stuttered out, "What, what do you mean?"

"You said something to me. You promised to be a good sissy. What does that mean? I intend to make sure you understand."

His surrender wasn't enough. She expected more.

Jason sucked in a breath. The cool air provided just a hint of relief along the roof of his mouth and down his throat. Almost panting, he wanted to squirm. His muscles tensed, only he recognized that simple problem. While face down and pressed against her lap, he couldn't escape. He couldn't get the leverage. He couldn't grab onto anything. He could flail his arms and kick out with his legs, but it wouldn't have changed her hold on him.

Zaraya had him, and she could keep him for as long as she liked…

"Go on."

Jason’s lips hardened into a pout, but then he went limp. He dropped his arms and legs down. All of the tension vanished as he said, "I, I guess I'm not sure, but it means I'm going to be good for you? It means I will do as I'm told it?"

"Yes," she said. Fresh relief washed over him, only then she giggled, "And what are you going to wear?"

No!

Deep down, he already knew the truth, of course. She had told him what he would wear.

Of course, Jason didn't want to admit it. He didn't want to say a single one of those words. Even if it happened, he wished he could just ignore it. He could stare straight ahead and disregard all of the sensations coming from his feet and his shins and his knees and his thighs, up from between his legs and along his torso and down his arms…He could pretend and try to block it all out.

Clearly, Arya wouldn’t let that happen. Whether he liked it or not, Jason was going to acknowledge his future so that he could understand.

He puffed out his chest as he forced himself to tell her, "I'm going to wear panties and tights and petticoats and a dress."

"Yes," she said. "I might put a pretty ribbon in your hair. Would you like that?" She giggled again, "Maybe you and your friend, Kitty, could wear matching bows?"

"No!"

"Yes," she said. "And you know why?"

He didn't speak. He couldn't force himself to utter those words. The truth may have been right there, bright and vivid at the back of his mind, but he still fought to deny the truth.

"Do you know why?" Zaraya asked again.

"Why?" Jason had to panted out to his chagrin and her delight. With his backside still stinging, he balled his fingers into fists, and he wished he could get some kind of leverage. He wished he could have shoved down, jumped up, or rolled away from her. Instead, he was face down, spread out, and utterly vulnerable.

"Because that's what sissies do!"

At this point, she rolled him onto his side, and she grabbed him, cradling him. She held him tight while he hoped to squirm away. This time, her gaze seemed so warm, so alluring. "It's okay," she said. The taunting tone of condescension had faded from her voice. "It's okay." When she talked to down to him, she made him feel small and powerless. He was little, and she could do whatever she wished with him. More importantly, he was small and weak and feminine. He was dainty compared to this unstoppable Amazon alien.

Jason swallowed back his nervous energy, yet she still couldn't say anything useful. He couldn't confront her, no matter how hard he tried.

"There, there," she said. "I know. It's hard to accept, but you're going to be my sissy from now on. Say it again."

"I'm going to be your sissy from now on," he told her.

"And yes, I know what you're thinking," she said.

Jason stiffened. His body froze there against her torso, but she just chuckled. Clearly, she didn't mind. "Deep down, you're telling yourself that you're going to try to fight back. Maybe you will cooperate right now, but you think you're going to muster up a defense later on. Is that what you are thinking? Is that what my cute, sweet little sissy is thinking right now?"

"I, I…"

"It's okay," she cooed. "You can hold onto those delusions—if you really want."

Jason glanced up at her. While cradled in her arms, he flexed his toes and curled the arches of his feet. At the same time, he tried to quell some of that frustration, only then it didn't really matter because realized something. He could promise his defiance, but she didn't really care. She was so completely, utterly confident of her ability to control him that she didn't worry in the slightest about what might happen or what he might attempt.

As far as she's concerned, I’m as powerless as some little girl. I might as well be an actual sissy. From one second to the next, Jason worked to spot some flaw in her logic. Okay, so that was how she saw him, but that couldn't be right, could it?

"You're starting to figure it out," she said in the singsong tones of an adult who was impressed by a small child.

His nostrils flared, and he wished he could strike back, but there was nothing for him to do. That's why he exhaled. Feeling deflated, Jason didn't argue. "And now, I think you're ready."

Zaraya gave him another squeeze. That simple, physical contact reminded him of how small he was compared to her, how much stronger she could be, and just how few options he really had. At the same time, it made him feel loved and desired, cherished and…owned?

Although Jason couldn't really understand those different feelings, he nibbled on the inside of his mouth as she nudged him back down onto the floor. Suddenly, he was standing. Naked right there in the middle of that little pink room, Jason didn't know what to do, not even when she got up and walked over to the crib. She picked up a pair of panties and brought them back to her sissy.

When she held them up for him to see, he tried to shake his head from side to side.

She lifted her hand, and she touched her knuckles to his chin. From there, Zaraya gently caressed his cheek, making sure he couldn't shake his head. He couldn't communicate that simple idea, no matter how much he wished. At the same time, Jason couldn't bring himself to utter a syllable as simple as, "No."

If she wanted him to wear the panties, then he would wear those panties.

Despite his best efforts, Jason couldn't escape that underlying truth. He didn't wish to think about or acknowledge her authority, but what other option did he have? Were there any other possibilities? No. He arrived at that conclusion again, and now she smiled at him as she stepped forward and invaded his personal space. Surprisingly, he didn't retreat back.

"Take them," she ordered.

His body seemed to move automatically. His hands rose up before his fingers pinched at the fabric. He took the silk, and he lifted up the underwear. He looked down at the sleek surface.

"Put them on," she ordered.

Raising one leg, he slipped his foot down into the panties. Then he pulled them up along the length of shins, past his knees, all the way over his thighs. Suddenly, he was wearing panties. They were snug between his legs. He started to shift his legs, only to feel his manhood light along of the feminine fabric. He had never worn anything like this before. His underwear always included coarse boxers or briefs.

And now, she reached down, and she grabbed his backside. She pinched him. "Very nice," she said. "Now the tights." She picked them up and held them out for him.

His throat clenched, but he obeyed again. After all, what choice did he have? Moment by moment, he could still feel the heat radiating off of his backside. She had pulled him across her lap and spank him. Worse, there was nothing to stop her from doing it again…

Her captured boy pulled on the tights. They felt alien. Like the panties, they hugged his skin. They felt so restrictive, so secure against his naked flesh.

When he finished, she smiled at him, and then she held out something else for him to wear. It looked like a harness. It looked like a bra…

"I don't need to wear that," he said.

"It's going to feel good on you," she promised.

His brows creased. Since he didn't move fast enough, she stepped behind him and pulled the padded bra up against his chest. Suddenly, he had these gently curved outlines along his torso. Yes, this would emphasize his feminine physique.

From there, Zaraya secured the clasps, and then she leaned in, "Don't worry. You won't be able to take it off without my permission," she promised. Of course, she made this sound good. She made it seem like something he should be happy to hear.

In that instant, Jason wished he could have spun around, shoved her back, and tried to escape again. The attempt existed as a theoretical possibility; it was something that might have been able to work. And yet, he already understood what would take place. The doors wouldn't open, he would get dragged back to her chair, and he would find himself facedown all over again.

"Arms up," she instructed.

Still nervous about the prospect of getting disciplined with another spanking, he cooperated with his owner. That's when she slid the corset down along the length of his torso. Suddenly, she drew it tight, securing one clasp after another. She tied those knots, and suddenly it was a lot harder to breathe. He wasn't going to choke, yet he wouldn’t be able to run either. A simple garment like this would make it a lot harder for him to attempted escape.

When she finished, his captor smiled and picked up his dress. She held it up for him to see. "Are you ready? Are you ready to wear your very first dress?"

"No. Please, please, don't do this? Please, I don't want to be a sissy! I'm not like Adam. I can't be brainwashed, and I'm never going to cooperate."

"Sweetheart," she said, "You're already wearing panties. You’re already cooperating. And guess what? You look very pretty!"

When he didn't move fast enough, she reached out and touched his wrists, pushing his arms back up into the air. Then she pulled the dress down along his body. Once it was hanging loose from his shoulders, she grabbed the zipper at the small of his back and drew it up along his torso. He heard those sounds and endured the soft embrace of the dress as it hugged his waist, flanks, and shoulders. Next, she held up the petticoats for him. They were thick. He stepped into them. Suddenly, he could feel the petticoats, the skirt, every detail. His heart thundered in his chest, but he kept his eyes closed. This outfit wasn't like anything he had ever worn before.

It was soft and restrictive, smooth and binding all at the same time. As a guy, he had worn loose shorts, sneakers, boxers, and T-shirts. Even when it was cold, he might slip into a coat, but it still felt and functional.

This clothing felt like a soft prison.

"So cute," Zaraya purred, clapping her hands once. He flinched. She chuckled, and then she rushed over to the closet. When she came back, she lowered his new shoes down onto the floor in front of him.

Jason didn't look. He couldn't.

Instead, she placed her hands underneath his skirt, and she nudged him forward. He slid one foot down into the right shoe, then the other into the left. From there, she secured the buckles.

Everything felt so strange. Again and again, he came back that underlying truth. He had never, ever experienced anything like this before, and now he didn't know how to process the strange stimuli that ran along his skin. He was constantly reminded of what he was wearing.

"Let’s do your makeup," she said.

"I'm wearing panties and address. Isn't that good enough?"

Zaraya surprised him. She very gently ran her fingers through his hair. Then she touched her fingertips to the underside of his chin. She really seemed to enjoy that gesture, like she could dictate where he directed his gaze. In doing so, she decided what he saw and how he viewed the world. She was in control. She didn't simply decide what he wore. She had total power over him, and now she used that influence to turn him into a dolly.

As much as he didn't want to believe it, he couldn't stop her from taking him by the hand—again—and guiding him across the room. In his peripheral vision, he saw his reflection. There was just the outline of his body, the silhouette of his dress, the thrust of movement. Right away, he jerked his head to the other side and closed his eyes even as she sat him down.

"Let's make you pretty," she said as the corners of her eyes crinkled with amusement.

Although he gulped back his sharp retort, she told him to pucker his lips, and he obeyed. Then Zaraya picked up one tube of lipstick and removed the cap. "What do you think of this color?"

He glanced down at it. "No."

"It's cute that you think you get a vote," she said to him.

His nostrils twitched again, and he wanted to get angry. He wanted to leap at her, but that still wasn't an option. "But I think you’re right. This one isn't really good for you. I'm thinking of something bright red. Or pink."

She picked up another tube, removed the lid, and ordered, "Pucker your lips for me."

He had probably witnessed scenes like this before on TV or in movies. Only now, he was the girl.

Jason tried to look to the left, then the right. He itched to stare of toward the ceiling or down at the floor, anywhere but at that beautiful woman. Then she pinched his cheek, and she looked at him intently. She studied him, and he understood the simple message she wished to convey: if he wanted to avoid another punishment, then he had to cooperate.

He tensed his lips by her command, and then he felt the smooth gloss glide along his mouth as she reddened his lips.

He still didn't look.

"Let's work on some foundation, maybe a little bit of blush, and I’m thinking some eyeshadow would look really cute on you. Don't worry. We won't go with anything extreme. We just want you to look like a sweet little sissy now, don't we? We want you to be a pretty little girl for us."

Jason still didn't say anything. As she worked, Zaraya applied one layer after another. She brushed the foundation onto his cheeks. Next, she gave him a rosy hue. At the same time, she emphasized his most feminine traits. With each new compact or brush, she gave him exactly what he needed.

And then she started to brush his hair, and it was short, but she didn't seem to mind, especially as she slid the first hair clip into place. A second one followed a few seconds later.

"There," she announced. "I think you’re ready."

"Please, can I wash my face?"

"Wash your face? But that would ruin your makeup!" Zaraya chirped, making it sound like the worst thing that could possibly happen to her sissy toy.

He breathed into his mouth and nostrils at the same time, even as she nudged him out of that seat. The weight of the makeup felt just as strange and alien as the bodice, corset, panties, and petticoats. Predictably, she took him by the hand, and she guided him over to the full-length mirror. When he got there, he stared down at the curved tips of his black shoes. He hated the leather shine. He hated how the shoes looked like something some schoolgirl might wear.

Perhaps he could see the rest of his silhouette from his peripheral vision, but Jason tried not to think about it.

That's when she brushed her fingers along his neck, and then she asked a question. "Would you ever try to remove your dress without permission?"

"Yes," he said, already aware it was foolish to live. Still, he didn't look up as he promised her, "I don’t care if I have to tear this thing off by ripping it from one seam to the next. I want out of this dress!" He panted and seethed like some angry creature ready to explode into a furious assault at any second.

"That's what I thought," she said. "So I have one more present for you."

She went back to the desk. When his owner came back, he still had his gaze aimed down at some spot on the floor. She held up a little red box, and he knew he had no choice; he had to take it.

When he felt the smooth cardboard in his palm, Jason wondered what he would find. One way or another, he didn't think he'd like it.

And he was right.

When he opened the small box, he stared down, and he saw the small, silver square lock.

"What is this?"

"You want to take off your dress? Well, this is going to make sure you can't. It's going to keep it nice and secure on your cute little body. You're going to be a sissy, and that means I decide when you get to take off your dress and your panties and everything else." With one deft movement, she reached down and grabbed the lock. Then she brought it up to the zipper that dangled near the nape of his neck. She slid the hasp into place, and then he flinched when he heard the click.

"What do you think?" Zaraya asked him.

"I'm going to find a way to get this off," he vowed without any genuine sincerity. Desire was one thing; ability was something else.

"Try it.”

He glared at her.

All at once, Zaraya decided to play with him, “How about this? If you can remove your dress right now, I will even send you back to Earth. You’d like that, wouldn't you?"

He spun around and faced her. As he did so, Jason could feel the swish of his the dress hanging just above his thighs.

When he peered back at her, Jason sincerely believed she had to be lying. It seemed impossible to think she might actually release him. And yet, he stared back at her, and something told him she meant it. She expected to see his best, so she intended to give him a real incentive.

Wrinkling his lips together, Jason didn't know what to do.

"Fine," he finally agreed. Jason stepped away from her. Even moving that little bit felt strange, especially with the corset tight around his torso, the soft fabric of his dress hanging from his shoulders, the petticoats swinging and swaying near his thighs. He exhaled slowly, and he reached up for the lock. He found it. He yanked on it. He tried to pull it away. No, he couldn't remove it. It was steel; even if it wasn't comprised of some special, alien alloy, there was no way he could break it.

Next, he went for the fabric. He tried to tear it. He hoped to yank down the zipper and to break it.

As he fought, Jason spun to the left, to the right. Every time he pulled, his balance was thrown off. The momentum carried him too far, and he felt like a fool or some little kid who didn't quite know how to walk yet. Even so, he kept trying.

Next, he aimed for the sides of his dress. He need to just two patches of silk, tightened his grip, pull, and rip the seams open.

The fabric didn't stretch; the silk didn't tear.

With every attempt, searing frustration clawed through his body. His muscle started to get tired. At the same time, he didn't know what to do! Yes, maybe he could have lifted the petticoats to get access to his panties and tights, but what would that have accomplished? She had been very specific. She ordered him to remove his dress. As long as that little lock dangled from the back of his neck, he wouldn't be able to do it!

Gritting his teeth, Jason tried another random spot.

He still couldn't pull it off!

His eyes started to water, and he felt like he had to break something. In fact, that was the entire point!

But like some little sissy who wasn't strong enough, his best didn't matter.

"One more minute," she said.

"No," he panted out. "Give me more time! Please?" If he had been stronger or braver or more determined, maybe he would’ve been able to convince her. There had to be the right tone or a correct sequence of words that would have gotten her to change her mind. If so, he couldn't find it.

"One more minute," Zaraya reiterated.

Heart thudding, Jason had to try something. His face was hot, his eyes blurred with frustrated tears, and his bottom lip threatened to start shaking again. He hated how dainty and girly he must've looked, especially with the layers of makeup all over his face.

"If you smear your eyeshadow, I'm not even going to give you that minute," she told him.

Jason sucked in a breath, focused, and picked another part of his dress. He tried to grab two different patches of fabric. He yanked as hard as he could. He hoped he would hear the sound of ripping silk.

No. He didn't. Nothing. As hard as he tried, he still couldn't succeed!

And then she stepped over to him, she grabbed his wrists, and he stared up at her.

"And just like that, you're all done," she said. "But I gave you a chance, didn't I?"

"Give me another one! Please?" He tried to sound pathetic. He probably succeeded, but she didn't change her mind.

"No," she told him. "You had the chance to get out of your dress, and you can't do it. Do you know why you can't do it?" That note of patronizing condescension came back into her question.

Jason tried to answer. He pulled in another breath, especially because he still clung to the hope that he might have been able to convince her. Maybe, somehow, if he could come up with the correct argument, he would be able to get his identity back.

Nope.

"You can't do it because you are a sissy," she said. "You're my sissy. You are small and cute and very, very cute. This is what you are now. Now, let's show you off before I rename you."

Her fingers looped around his wrists, and she brought him right back over to the mirror. While he had been busy struggling, he had taken a few steps in a different direction, only now she placed her hands on her hips, and she stood behind him.

"Look," she instructed.

"No," he said with a nervously tentative shake of his head. He wished he could have answered with some kind of primitive, barbaric growl, only he could sense something shift deep within him.

Zaraya brushed her fingers along the top of his head, and then she leaned down and whispered into his ear, "Look or you go back across my lap. Trust me. It's going to be easy to pull down your tights and those panties to get access to your bottom."

Of course, he didn't want to believe her, yet a jolt of fear trickled down his back, and his head shot up. He ached to keep his eyes closed, yet that maneuver felt too immature. That's why he opened his eyes, and he saw his reflection.

For as long as he could remember, he had been a man. He had been capable and strong. Yes, there were those memories of childhood, but even then he had always fantasized about being the action star, the superhero…All of that had been taken away as he stared at his reflection.

Between the makeup and the hair clips, the tight dress, the corset underneath, the sleek tights and the puffy petticoats, she had completely removed every trace of power and masculinity. He looked like a sweet little sissy. From a distance, he probably could have passed as a little girl. Up close, he was entirely feminine. From the curves of his chest down to his tight little waist, he looked adorable. The only hint of masculinity that remained was his short hair.

Zaraya seemed to pick up on that idea, "Don't worry. I'm going to help you grow it out. Pretty soon, you’ll have bouncy pigtails!"

Resisting the urge to lick his lips, Jason tried to turn away. Instead, he found himself entranced by his reflection. Still, he managed to talk, "Okay. You have done it. You have done it, okay? You dressed me up like a sissy. Can I go back now?"

"Back?"

"Can I go back to my old life?"

"No. You don't want to go back to your old life. You want to become my toy. You want to be sweet and innocent, just like Kitty."

Jason couldn't help himself. He spun and faced her. Again, his petticoat swished around his eyes, "That’s not his name!"

"We grabbed two of you boys, and we’re transforming both of you. He is Kitty, and we still need a new name for you."

Zaraya reached up and tapped one manicured nail against the curves of her cheek.

"No!"

"Yes. Now, do you want to end up across my lap again?"

"No…" He had repeated the same word, only now all of the anger and strength had been drained away from his voice. When he gulped back his dread, he glanced up at her, and he felt so small, so timid and still-feminine all at once. He knew he wouldn't be able to overcome her authority. She was in charge, and so he had to stand there and obey her. Zaraya took command because she owned him. The lingering tingling along his bottom made that abundantly clear.

"That's what I thought," she said. "So what name should I give you?"

"I don't know."

"No, you don't. You don't know what’s best for you. You are just a sissy." Once she finished making her point, his owner reached up and stroked her cheeks again as she contemplated the different possibilities. Finally, she came to her answer, "Mia."

His brows creased as he stared at her. "What? Why?"

"Do you know what that means?" Zaraya didn't wait for him to answer. "Mine."

His shoulders slumped, and he leaned forward just a tiny bit. He tried to get angry again, but he couldn't do it. "Now, Mia, are you going to be a good sissy for me?"

"Yes…" He despised himself for yielding to her, and yet he heard that new name, and maybe there was this little spark of excitement deep within his chest. He didn't understand why, and he couldn't explain it, but it persisted there anyway. Maybe Zaraya knew about it. Perhaps she could sense something shifting within this boy.

It would take longer, of course. Even at that moment, they must’ve both been aware of what could happen next. She would look forward to it with eager glee while he got very, very nervous.

Could she coax that spark into something else? What if a raging inferno burned away all of his old desires and ambitions? At that moment, he was supposed to be out with his friends. He was supposed to be thinking about a girl…

Jessica.

Her name buzzed back into his head.

"Normally, we teach our little sissies to dance at this point. There’ll be plenty of time for that. Instead, what I want you to do right now is to walk over to me, dip down, curtsy, and tell me how much you love your new life."

Jessica.

He thought of her name again. He thought of her face.

Something bright and incandescent shot through his chest. That spark of feminine obedience suddenly snuffed out, replaced by a different kind of warmth. Hot excitement coursed through his body, and he raised his head. "No," he said. "I don't care if you spank me. I don't care how many times you slap my bottom. I'm not going to be your sissy! I don't care how I have to do it. I don't care how hard I have to fight or how long it takes. I’ll get back to her!"

"Her?"

Instantly, Jason recognized his mistake. He should have stayed silent; he should have held onto that secret. It would have granted him strength; perhaps it would have even allowed him to hold out against of this woman and her ministrations as she attempted to snuff out his worst instincts.

But Zaraya didn't stride up to him. She had repositioned herself on the other side of the room, and now she smiled at him. "You get another chance. Go on."

"Never," he vowed.

She strode across the room again, taking one long step after another. She swung out with her arms, and then she was upon him, so she snatched him, lifting him up and carrying him right over to the chair. Suddenly, he was both dressed like a girl and across her lap all over again.

With his heart pounding, he didn't know what to do. He didn't know how to get away.

Jessica.

He tried to hold onto her name. Those syllable seemed to offer him with some modicum of protection.

His new owner lifted up his skirt and pushed his petticoats out of the way. Next, she peeled away his tights and his panties, drawing them down to his thighs. His tight little bottom was on display all over again. "Someone needs a spanking," she announced. "Don't worry. You'll start to figure it out. I don't think it's going to take much longer. Deep down, you know who you’re supposed to be, Mia." Inside, Jason raged against to the easy confidence in her voice. She sounded so smug, like she knew exactly who he was and what he needed. She knew him better than he could possibly know himself.

"No!" As he cried out that word, his voice didn't carry the primal power he had hoped. Instead, his tone shifted, becoming shrill and desperate. He knew exactly how he sounded, just as he knew there was nothing he could do about it.

"Yes," she said. "Now, do you want to beg for the chance to be a good little sissy? Maybe you don't need a spanking, after all?"

He hated how that idea actually tempted him. Yes, Jason could squeal out one plea after another. He could have begged, pushing every ounce of sincerity he owned into his voice. But if he did that, he really would become nothing but her plaything. He’d be a doll, and he would be confined to panties, petticoats, tights and skirts forever! He couldn't allow that to happen.

Jessica.

Within his head, he held onto her name like a talisman. Deep within his psyche, those syllables granted him the strength he needed.

As he gathered that strength, her hand flew down. She slapped his backside, going for his right buttock. Pain blossomed along his nerves. The heat splashed down against him, testing his rebuilt defenses. As the moisture drained away from his mouth, he tried to tell himself that he didn't care. It was just a spanking.

She struck again, harder this time. Her hand crashed against his backside, sending another spasm of pain darting along his nerves.

He could take it, he told himself. He could handle this—because he had no choice.

Better yet, if he held out long enough, then maybe she’d get frustrated or bored. Perhaps she would decide that this boy wasn't for her because he wasn't a sissy. His defiance sputtered but remained.

She spanked him, bringing her hand down hard and fast. This time, he brought that other girl back into his thoughts. He thought of Jessica. Jessica. He thought of her hair, he remembered her perfume that he could catch every once in a very long while, the shape of her face, the curves of her breasts, the lines of her hands. Every detail seemed to glow bright.

More and more, the radiant heat of his spanking overwhelmed him and suffocated every other thought. Concrete and specific details seemed to disappear when set against of the inferno of pain. Zaraya spanked him again and again as she swung her palm down. He locked his teeth together, hissed out, and tried to resist.

He failed completely.

The agony exploded along his nerves, and finally she called out, "Tell me you want to dance."

"I won't!"

She spanked him. "Tell me you want to dance."

Face down and utterly ashamed of how she could toy with him like this, Jason struggled to rebuild his defenses.

"Tell me you want to dance. Tell me you want to be a happy little sissy who smiles and flips his hair and makes all of the girls so jealous because I get to own you."

"I won't do it! I, I won't do it!" Jason called out those words, one after another.

For the next couple of seconds, she rested her hand on his backside. Then she leaned down, and she said in a low, dangerous whisper, "Yes, you will. You will dance for me, Mia. You're going to be such a good little sissy. I can already sense it in you. You want to be grateful for your panties. You want to be obedient. You want to dance. Tell me."

He sucked in a breath. With his teeth locked together, he got ready to make another promise, only Zaraya unleashed another round of spankings. Her hand smacked down once, twice, three times. Jagged pain seared his nerves, making him flail out. He couldn’t pretend to be stoically detached, not as she swung her arm down over and over. Soon, he lost track. He didn't know how much he had endured, but it didn't matter. More and more, those psychological barriers broke, leaving him stripped, raw, and vulnerable until that moment when he lost control. "Yes! Yes, you’re right! I, I’ll say it!"

He couldn't take it. He had to give in. He had to give this woman what she expected and demanded.

"Are you going to dance for me?"

"Yes!"

"Are you a sweet little sissy who’ll do whatever I want?"

"Yes!"

"Are you going to be obedient for me in front of all of my friends?"

"Yes! Anything. Anything you want!"

Zaraya pulled his panties up along the length of his legs. Suddenly, that soft fabric and the gentle silk encapsulated his bottom and slid it between his legs. His tights followed, and then she nudged him back onto his feet.

"What is your name?" Zaraya asks.

On his knees and poised in front of her, his backside still throbbed, and Jason knew what he had to say.

He gave her what she craved as he pulled in another breath, expanding his lungs as much as he could against of the tight embrace of his bodice. With his skirt flared out in front of him, he gripped his knuckles, stopped for a moment, and finally glanced back up at her. "Mia," he confessed.

"Do you know what I like most about this moment?"

"What?" Jason asked with a breathy gasp. He barely possessed enough air to make that sound.

"You're not lying to me. Deep down, you know who you're supposed to be, don't you? Your name is Mia because you’re mine. Say it again."

"My name is Mia."

Zaraya was right; he meant it.

Even if he couldn't quite admit to himself, there was that underlying truth lodged deep within his psyche, and now she smiled at him as she prompted him to stand. "Now, I don't think I have enough time to show you off and make you dance, but I think you can curtsy for me. Do a sweet little bow. Bring one foot back. Dip down and show me how cute you can be."

Her plan left him confused and uncertain—but maybe that was caused by the spanking.

When Mia stood, Zaraya watched and grinned.

He hardened his lips together, brought one foot back, bent down and showed her just how cute he could be…From the makeup on his face to the sweet dress, especially his panties and petticoats, he appeared to be so docile and obedient! And now, Zaraya took him by the hand and guided him back out.

Only a few seconds later, he found himself in another large space, and then he saw the other woman. Zannah had Adam there.

His friend smiled and waved. Right away, Mia could tell there was something different about Adam. But no, that wasn't his name, not anymore.

He had become Kitty…

Mia worked to push that thought aside, only the new name persisted. That was Kitty...he looked so pretty!

"Show Zannah what you can do," Zaraya ordered.

Mia took several nervous steps forward. Then he reached down, and he grabbed at the edge of his dress, and he dipped down, just like before. He puffed out his cheeks, tightened his lips, and experienced the gaze of both women.

"Very nice," Zaraya said.

"I'm certainly impressed," Zannah agreed. "And I'm sure there are going to be lots of people back home who will want to see this, especially when we get to the kiss."

The kiss?

Zaraya stepped up behind Mia, and she slipped her arms around him. She squeezed him tight, making sure he couldn't get away. "I agree. But you know, I think you should make it clear to the sweet sissy what he's going to be doing."

Mia listened to all of this; at the same time, he tried to comprehend what they were talking about. A kiss? Was he going to kiss Zaraya?

The thought sent a thrill running hot just below the surface of his skin.

No. She had something else in mind, something better…

"Do see you that pretty little sissy over there?" Zaraya asked as she leaned down and whispered into his ear. "I want you to walk over there and give Kitty a kiss. Look at that. He looks happy but nervous, and that's okay."

Kitty seemed eager and excited. Not only that, he was practically bouncing around with energized excitement. For him, this was going to be a great experience, and he couldn't wait for the chance to get closer to Mia.

Kitty had been perfectly brainwashed.

But Mia still possessed some core sense of defiance. His name has been changed, and now he saw the truth because he really was a sissy. This was who he was meant to be. The spankings, the panties, the tights and his little skirt proved all of that. Only now, he was being asked to do something else, something that seemed impossible.

The moisture evaporated away from his mouth as Kitty scurried over.

"I, I can't," Jason started to say.

Zaraya dropped her hand down underneath his skirt, and she grabbed his bottom, sending a quick jolt of pain running hot along his buttocks. "Are you sure about that?"

"No…" For once, that utterance wasn't an act of defiance.

"Good," she said. "Don't worry. I can help you."

Zaraya stood behind him, braced him, and nudged him forward. In the next moment, Mia shut his eyes, and he puckered his lips, and then he felt the soft embrace of Kitty's mouth on his.

Yes, he just kissed the other sissy. Worse, this was being watched and recorded. Other people would see it. Women from across the galaxy would learn the truth. They’d see what could be accomplished with a captive toy like Mia. It didn't matter how defiant or angry he tried to be along the way. In the end, he’d become a sissy.

"Mine," Zaraya whispered to him.

She could still sense that hint of defiance. After his kiss, she had taken him back to his new bedroom, and she sat him on her lap, and she looked into his eyes. "You still think you should go back to your old life, don't you? Deep down, you still want to be someone else. Am I wrong?"

"No," Mia said with a nervous shake of his head. "Does, does that mean I'm going to get spanked again?"

"No, not this time," she told him. "You're being honest with me, and that is very, very important. I always want you to tell me the truth. Of course, I'm the one who gets to decide what the truth is. Isn't that right, Mia?"

"Yes!"

"Good," she said, gliding her fingers through his hair and caressing his cheek before gently stroking his neck. "You know, I think I should get you a choker. But first, there's something else we need to do. Are you ready?"

"What? What do we have to do?" Mia asked, but it was too late. She took him by the hand, and that's when the white light washed over him.

Only a few seconds later, he found himself cuddled up against Zaraya. They were seated, and he opened his eyes, and he looked around. Instantly, he recognized the different details. This was her living room.

"Welcome back," Zaraya said.

Mia sat up, and suddenly he sucked in a breath. He yearned to plead, "No. Please, I don't want to be here. Please, can we go somewhere else? Anywhere else?" Before a single syllable could escape his lips, however, Mia turned back to the young woman seated across the living room. She had her back straight, her legs crossed. She rested her hands demurely on her lap, and she studied him intently.

Jessica!

When he saw her, he knew he had to say something.

"Hello," said his crush. Then a slow smile spread across her lips. "I bet you and Adam aren't questioning the alien abductions anymore, are you?"

Mia didn't say anything. As hard as he tried, he couldn't remember how to speak, especially since he knew exactly how he looked.

Yes, he still wore his panties, tights, corset, and dress.

"What? What happened? How did we get here?" Mia turned back to Zaraya. At the same time, he stared up at her imploringly. From one second to the next, he desperately hoped she might take him back to her ship. On some primal level, he had already understood and accepted how he’d always belong to her. He couldn't hope for freedom, but did they really have to be there in front of Jessica?

Of all the humans spread across the Earth, why did they have to be right there with her? Why Jessica? Why did they have to be seated there in her living room?

"I decided to bring you here so we could play a little game. Well, I guess it's not a game. Consider it to be more of a test," Zaraya said.

Zaraya's sissy still tried to understand what was going on.

Jessica smiled at him. He searched for some kind of reassurance in her expression. Instead, he saw something sharp, something dangerous and perhaps even predatory. "Mia, can you do me a favor and stand in the middle of the room? Hold your hands behind your back and stay still."

Mia hesitated and still obeyed even as he realized that they must have been talking while he was unconscious. These two women had discussed something important, but he didn’t know what it could be.

He rose to his feet, made his way forward, and felt the sway of his dress with each step. Then he stood there, and he crossed his wrists, and now Jessica came up to him. When she was close, he breathed in, and he caught the beautifully floral aroma of her perfume.

"Jessica gets to decide if I'm going to keep you.” Zaraya allowed those words to hang on the air. “It's up to her to determine whether or not you should stay like this. Are you better off as a sissy?"

Mia didn't speak. Pressing his lips together, he could feel the lipstick along his mouth. He knew how he looked. He was small and girly—a living doll. At that moment, he may have felt a little bit taller than Jessica, only that didn't matter. She was a woman, and she enjoyed genuine power. Meanwhile, he was a sissy. She outranked him. Clearly, the interstellar visitors had demonstrated the superiority of the female sex. Even if he tried to squeeze past those thoughts and construct one logical argument after another, Mia could still feel it at the center of his being. The women of Zaraya's world had taken over because they were better. They were stronger and smarter. They had defeated the men, and now human boys would be kept as fun toys and adorable dollies.

Staring intently back to Jessica, Mia tried so hard to plead with her. No, Mia didn't say anything, yet his expression was loaded with that hope.

When Jessica started to circle him, he didn't know what to do. He remained in place, frozen like a statue, a mannequin...or a doll. Finally, Jessica came back in front of him, and she reached up. She stroked his jaw with the back of her hand. Then she announced, "This is who you were meant to be. This is who you are now, Mia."

She made her decision.

Jason was gone, Mia was here, and he would never, ever escape Zaraya's hold. This was his life now…

The End


This story was written as a commission. If you’re interested in your own personalized story, please email marinarex1221@gmail.com
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