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Chapter 1

It started, as relationships and mistakes so often do, with an online message. Goddess Trinity was everything I wanted in my life. A dominant woman with experience, poise, and an endless list of bizarre fetishes. In every picture she was decked out in rubber, sometimes smoking a cigar. Her body was lush and curvy, her chest was large, matronly, and inviting. She had deep brown eyes that made you feel like you could tell her all your secrets. She wore her hair in long black dreadlocks.

I sent her a message, being as truthful as I could about my experience, as her profile demanded, even admitting that I had never had traditional sex, and that I found that was often a sticking point for women I met online. Her response to that was one of joy. She said she loved that I was inexperienced to the point that I had never used my penis, she didn’t use any euphemisms for it, and hoped that I would stay that way. In fact, she said that if I entered her service I would stay that way, likely permanently.

I didn’t call myself a virgin, I had performed oral sex on a couple of my girlfriends and received a few half-hearted handjobs. But the truth was that I was entering my early twenties with very little experience, and was sure about little in my life. I was certain though, that I did not want to have a normal romantic relationship, I wanted to be with, to belong to, someone like Goddess Trinity.

I was ecstatic when I got a response to my first message. This dream Goddess was interested in discussing things further though she was clear that she did not normally take on potential slaves as young as I was. The fact that I was sexually inexperienced and had been so open and vulnerable in my introductory message made her want to give me a chance. Over the next several weeks we exchanged messages a couple of times a week.

It was a fun conversation and I was learning a lot from Goddess Trinity, but I was nervous and inexperienced, and didn’t know how to take things to the next level. Then, one Friday morning, I woke up and checked my email before work and found a very direct message, one that would ultimately change my life.

Slave,

We have been dancing around it for weeks and I am bored. You have three options. Meet me at the diner at 6th and Main tonight at 7pm, have a very good explanation for why you are unable to do so, or end our conversation until such a time you are willing to mee. I like what I have learned about you so far but I will have my time wasted. I await your response.

~ Goddess

My heart was racing as I read this message but it did not take me any time at all to assure her I would be there. The diner was right around the office from my job, the first I had out of college, and I couldn’t wait to meet her, though I had no idea how that would go. I spent the day watching the clock, and every minute felt like ten. It was the longest day of my life.

I arrived at the diner and took a seat in a booth where I could watch the door. I fidgeted for a few minutes, worrying that my clothes were not right, or my hair was not right, I checked my breath about a dozen times. She strode through the door confidently and locked eyes with me as soon as she did so. She looked exactly like her pictures, sans the rubber of course, she was wearing a black leather skirt that went down to just below her knees, and a dark red top accented with silver. The only hint of the style she showed off online were the boots, big clunky leather boots that looked like they were made for stomping. I felt my dick harden and my heart begin to race as soon as I saw her.

I stood up and offered her my hand. She took it demurely, said hello, and then sat down. I don’t know why I hesitated but I did for a moment. She gestured to the booth and I retook my seat. My hands were shaking, I didn’t want to do anything to ruin this opportunity. It was everything I had wanted, dreamed of, since I had discovered the kink scene a few years earlier. I took a deep breath and gave her what I hoped was my best smile.

“Thank you for inviting me to meet you, Goddess.” I spoke quietly, and did my best not to stammer. “I wanted to meet you for some time but was nervous about asking.”

She had a deep, throaty, laugh. It betrayed a warmth that did not often come through in her messages. “I could tell, Daniel. I could tell.”

She smiled and shook her head. Her eyes sparkled and I realized that I was completely smitten and that it was probably obvious.

Suddenly a waiter was standing over us. “What can I get you to drink?”

Before I could say anything she looked up. “I will take an unsweetened iced tea. He will take water, no lemon.”

He nodded and disappeared back into the kitchen and she turned her attention back to me, still with a smile that could make anyone feel safe.

“I hope you don’t mind me making that choice for you. If you want this to continue you will have to get used to it anyway.”

I nodded, suddenly feeling in over my head and way too nervous to talk.

“You are quiet. I actually like that. Some wouldn’t though.” Goddess Trinity looked at me. “Some people would take it as a sign you are bored. But I know you are not bored.”

Now I was shaking my head as earnestly as I had nodded it a few moments previous. “I am not bored, Goddess. Just um…not sure of my footing.”

“That’s why my pets and toys spend so much time kneeling.” As she spoke the waiter reappeared with our drinks. “It saves them from worrying about their footing.”

I laughed nervously and took my plain ice water from the server.

She looked up at him. “Two bowls of the chili, please.”

He nodded and left again. It seemed like I wasn’t going to be making many decisions in her presence; I did not know yet just how true that was though.

“I have something for you by the way, and if you accept it, though traditionally it is the subs that bring gifts on dates with me.” She began rummaging in her large red leather purse, pulling out a small white box, complete with a bow.

“I am sorry, Goddess, I didn’t think of it.” I took the box nervously. “I will do better next time.”

“Don’t worry about it, slave.” I shuddered, it was the first time she had used that word for me out loud. “This meeting was short notice, and you might still be giving me things tonight. You never know.”

I started to open the box but she interrupted me.

“Not out here, slave.” She had a knowing smile on her face. “Take it into the restroom, go into a stall and open it there. I think you have a few minutes before the chili gets here.”

She nodded in the direction of the back of the restaurant. “Hurry along now.”

I took the box nervously, and stood up, she shooed me toward the restrooms. Before long I found myself in a small bathroom stall boxed in with pale blue metal, graffiti covered, walls. I opened the box and took in what I was looking at. It was a metal cage device that would fit over my cock along with a metal ring that seemed to go around my balls. There was a small metal lock that would hold it all together, and keep me trapped if I put it on.

My first thought was a visual of the “that escalated quickly” meme. Was I really going to do this? I realized immediately that I was. Goddess Trinity was everything I wanted in my life and I think she knew it. I certainly did. This is what she wanted, and I was resolved to give it to her. One look at my pulsing, straining, cock told me that was going to be difficult.

I placed the box on the back of the toilet and stood over it. As I imagined what it would mean if I locked myself in the device I slowly started stroking myself and was immediately rewarded with the tingling pleasure of an impending orgasm. My rational brain shut off somewhere in that moment, all I could imagine was kneeling before my Goddess, begging for her control. I wondered vaguely if she would be upset with me for masturbating in the diner bathroom but, I reasoned, she didn’t tell me not to.

I thought about the pictures of her in rubber, particularly one of her smoking a cigar while using a rubber wrapped slave as a footstool. I imagined myself in that position and felt the orgasm bursting forth and gasped loudly, biting my cheeks to hold in a yell, as I spewed ropes of cum into, and accidentally all over, the diner toilet.

As I calmed down from the orgasm my rational mind reengaged and I asked myself if I was really ready to lock myself in a chastity device for this woman I had just met. Even the idea of it gave me a shiver of arousal and even with having just nutted I felt myself stirring again. I felt like I was in a race against time and quickly wrapped the metal base around my balls. It was more difficult to get the cage over my cock and attach it to the base, especially for a first timer. But I was able to do it.

The only thing left to do was put the lock in place. I immediately realized there was no key. I wasn't entirely surprised though. On some level I understood the implication of what I was doing. I trembled slightly as I slid the lock into place, and when I shut it the click sounded, to my arousal addled brain, like the loudest thing I had ever heard. Only after it was done did I wonder if I had been incredibly foolish. It was a little too late for that thought though.

I looked at the mess I had made in the diner bathroom and quickly cleaned it up, as best I could with the tools available, and flushed the evidence of my rather disgusting public deed down the toilet. I collected the empty box and returned to the table, my knees shaking slightly as I did so. By the time I sat down my cock was already straining in its cage, wanting releases in two forms that I would later learn would be a long time coming.

When I returned to the table I was greeted by a steaming hot bowl of chili and a smiling Goddess. As soon as I sat down I felt one of her booted feet land between my legs and gently press against my caged cock. I winced as she pressed the cage into me, causing discomfort, though not pain to my trapped and now more vulnerable balls caused her to giggle and smile with joy.

“When you didn’t come back too quickly I knew you were doing it. And I realized what you were doing beforehand too.” She smiled knowingly and I felt myself wilt before her. “Did you enjoy yourself?”

She pressed even harder on my groin as she asked the question, eliciting a moan and even more straining from my already arousal drenched body. I found myself once again biting my cheeks to keep from making inappropriate noises.

She relented just enough for me to speak. The truth spilled out of me. “I don’t think I’ve ever cum so hard in my life. I can’t believe I did that. Any of it”

“Well you are in it now, slave. Literally.” She removed her foot from between my legs. “Eat your chili while I tell you about our next steps together.”

“Yes, Goddess.” I said quietly, beginning to eat.

The chili was good, but I was too distracted to really enjoy it. I was too distracted by the cage between my legs, and the manner in which Goddess Trinity was outlining the beginning of my new life. Even then though, I didn’t know just how far I had to fall.


Chapter 2

That night I slept fitfully as I tried to get used to the chastity cage being added to my life. When I awoke the next morning it was to stabbing pain as my tortured manhood tried and failed to achieve its normal morning erection. I almost immediately reexamined the encounter of the previous day and wondered what was wrong with me. I also realized that, despite being overtired and pained I was in fact feeling incredibly aroused by all of it. I picked up my phone to send Goddess Trinity a good morning text, as had become my routine, and saw that I already had a text waiting.

I hope my slave is enjoying its first true taste of control. You have no idea how turned on I am knowing you are safely locked away for me.

My cock twitched as I read the message, locked away for her was exactly right, but for how long?

I quickly typed out a reply. Thank you, Goddess, for the lovely gift. It is going to take some getting used to. But I am so glad I have the chance to be yours.

Every word of it was true, I was grateful, if also horrified, by this escalation that went so far beyond my previous experiences. I stumbled my way to the bathroom and sat down to pee, carefully positioning myself so the stream ran freely out of the cage. I had learned the previous night that if I wasn’t careful it would hit the cage and spray randomly. A good reason to be sitting down even if I had a choice to do otherwise.

Thankfully, Saturdays are generally somewhat calm for me and I had the chance to adjust to my new situation. The lack of activity also gave me a lot of time to think, anticipate what was going to happen next, and wonder when I would be unlocked. I had never realized how constant arousal could be until my dick was locked away from my touch, nor did I appreciate how much things would change if I could not just wank myself to an easy relief whenever the mood struck.

I did my best to distract myself from it throughout the day, but every time I had to pee, or even had a moment where I wasn’t focusing directly on something, I felt the weight of the cage. Every time it happened it sent my mind spinning, forcing me to  think about what it meant. Soon I felt my cock start to throb and strain in its new prison all over again. I went through this cycle over and over again throughout the day, until I was a mess of need and arousal.

I was just about to text Goddess Trinity to ask, beg, I am not sure, but she beat me to it. The text was very straight forward, as they so often are with her. Come join me at The Lair tonight, be there at 9pm.

The text renewed my excitement for everything and as I imagined what might happen at The Lair, a local dungeon with open play on the weekends, I was soon throbbing again. I could not believe how far I had been pushed in less than twenty-four hours, and I could not wait to see what would come next at the hands of my amazing Goddess.

I went through my clothes and chose a pair of black faux leather pants, and a silver and black button down shirt that looked like it belonged at a gothic horror LARP, or a kink club, which seemed appropriate. I added my black leather boots to the ensemble and I thought it would, if not quite impress, at least be appropriate for the evening.

The Lair, unlike other clubs in the valley, was more of an ‘anything goes’ scene. It was not for the casual players and I felt slightly out of my depth as I walked past the group of old guard masters smoking cigars in the small outdoor area you have to pass through to get inside, and even more so when I got inside. It only took me a moment to find my Goddess through the dim light and small throng of people. As soon as I saw her I stopped cold, standing with my jaw slack at the sight before me.

She was in head-to-toe black rubber, with wide holes for her eyes and mouth, her hair was pulled into two long braids coming out on either side of the black rubber mask, and it had blue and green glowing threads pulled through it, she was easily the most impressive looking person in the room and she could immediately tell I knew it.

I slowly walked towards her, feeling like I was entering some kind of parallel universe. In a sense, I was. I just didn’t know it yet. As soon as I reached her she placed her hand on top of my head and pressed, firmly but gently. I lowered myself into a kneeling position and looked up at the rubber goddess before me. My cock was throbbing in its cage, and she had barely touched me. I shivered in anticipation as I realized that everything in my life was changing even if my brain, and my emotions, could barely keep up with it.

I don’t think I ever felt smaller than I did as she looked down at me as I knelt there in the center of this dungeon, though I have since. She placed one of her booted feet on my crotch, pressing down on the steel cage, causing me to wince, and spasm with pleasure and need. I felt like I was simultaneously on the edge of orgasm and like there was a chasm to get to it that I would be unable to cross. It was agonizing bliss and in that moment I didn’t think I would ever want it to stop.

“Take off your shirt,” she growled at me. I don’t know how I heard it over the thumping base of industrial music, but I did.

She pressed rhythmically on my caged manhood as I carefully undid the buttons on my shirt and cast it aside. Only when my chest was bare did she remove her foot from my intensely straining member.

She turned and began walking away. Looking over her shoulder she mouthed, “Crawl, slave.”

I did as commanded, barely registering that the other people in The Lair could be watching me as I crawled behind this gorgeous goddess. Then again, what did I care? I was with her, and I imagined many of them would trade places with me in a heartbeat. In a sense I was lucky, but I also realized, even then, that I would be trading much for that opportunity, I just had no clue how much.

I followed behind her, knees aching, until she reached a corner of the room. There, she had a chair and table set up next to a set of manacles that were bolted to the wall. She looked from me, to the iron manacles, and back again, grinning like a cat who had very much caught her mouse.

“Stand slave, I think you know what’s next.”

I did as I was told, and soon found myself locked in the manacles, my arms pulled above my head. I didn’t realize at first that there was a set for my feet as well. It took her only a few moments of my obedience to have me completely helpless. I had somehow gone from sending fun emails to locked in chastity and helpless before her in a dungeon in barely more than twenty-four hours.

She leaned into me, her mouth close to my ears. I could smell the remnants of cigar smoke as she spoke.

“You are going to hurt for me tonight, and we are going to talk about your future. Aren’t you excited for that, my pet?” Her breath was hot in my ear and my arousal was amplified by the sensation, and my helplessness.

“Yes, Goddess, please.” My voice sounded small and helpless, which I think pleased her.

“Please hurt you? Please tell you about my plans for you?” She tilted her head to the side. “Please do whatever I want?”

“Yes. All of it. Whatever you want.” I was almost moaning as much as I was talking.

She stood back and smiled, appraising me. “Let’s find out if you really mean that.”

She went to the table, where she had placed what was a, not quite small, bag of toys and implements. She came up holding objects in each of her hands. I did not know what they were at first, but was soon going to find out. 

They were plastic cylinders with rubber rings on one end and a plunger of sorts on the other. She placed one of them over my left nipple and slowly started pulling the plunger. At first it was intensely pleasurable and I thought I was going to cum just from the feeling. As the pressure grew the pain involved increased and soon I was lost in a swirl of intense sensations, incredibly pleasure, pain, pressure and tightness in my chest like I had never felt.

She started on the second nipple and I moaned loudly. I could feel precum oozing from my cock and wondered if I was going to orgasm just from the intense stimulation of my nipples. The tightness in my chest only increased and I could not believe how closely pleasure and pain could entwine.

She reached down and felt my straining, caged, cock, and squeezed my balls slightly. I moaned and felt the rush of an orgasm start, but not quite go over the precipice. My head was spinning. She leaned into me again.

“You know, if you cum just this stuff after only one day I will know that unlocking you is completely unnecessary.” She licked my ear as she finished talking; I could only moan senseless in response.

She tugged on the suction toys on my nipples, causing my chest to stretch even more tautly. Everything was tingling and the sensations were enough that I could barely think straight, which I suppose is exactly what she wanted.

“You know slave, if I do this to you often enough your nipples will stick out all the time, and your skin will stretch and it will be so easy to fit you with giant breast implants. You could have tits as big as mine with a little work.”

She shook hers at me as if to prove her point. I don’t know whether I was nodding or my head was just lolling. Everything she said sounded like perfection. At that moment, I would do anything for her. Eventually, I would find out how easy it is for her to keep me in that state, and just what ‘anything’ might mean.

She released the suction toys and they bounced back and forth on my chest bringing about a new set of sensations. I had never felt anything so intense and was shocked senseless that such little, simple toys could be so impactful on the human anatomy. I had so much to learn.

She stepped away again for a moment, leaving me to contemplate what was coming next. When she reappeared she was holding a gas mask. I tried to struggle, as I am slightly claustrophobic, but all it took was a slight tug on one of my nipples and all the fight left me. She carefully fit the gas mask over my head. When I heard a click I knew she had locked it in place.

She then attached a black hose to the front of the gas mask. All of the air entering my it smelled rubbery and thick and warm. It was an entirely different breathing experience. I was gazing out at her through a plexiglass shield that distorted everything just slightly. She placed her palm against the end of the hose and I realized all air had stopped circulating.

I felt panic creeping in as she just watched me with a look of fascination on her face as I struggled for air that simply was not there. I felt my eyes flutter once and she immediately released her hold on the tube. Oxygen came rushing in and I gulped the air like a thirsty man in the desert.

She let me breath for a moment then she covered it again, holding me in her stare as she did so. I did my best not to panic, her eyes were like a lighthouse for me. She grinned, reveling in the power I had given her, or she had perhaps taken.

“I was serious about the breast implants, slave. I wonder what you think of that.” She chuckled and released the hose, letting me breathe once again. “I think you’d make a beautiful feminine pet. Don’t you?”

I couldn’t comprehend what she was saying. We had talked about feminization before, but never anything so permanent. She placed her hand over the hose again. My mind was buzzing and I felt dizzy with need, for oxygen, for orgasm, for her.

“I think you should go into work on Monday morning and let HR know you are planning to transition. Don’t you think that is a good idea, pet?” She held the hose up in front of me, taunting me.

I nodded, I don’t think I even knew what I was nodding to, but agreement was what she was after. She allowed me to gulp in oxygen once again.

“See how generous I am with obedient pets.” She giggled. “You love it, don’t you?”

I hung limply from the manacles on the wall. I felt completely rung out, yet somehow still more aroused by the moment.

“Yes, Goddess,” I mumbled.

“I know you do.” She undid the manacles and I fell into her arms. She helped me into the chair by her side.

“I don’t expect you to go to HR on Monday, slave. Not yet, anyway. It is something you should start to think about though.”

She didn’t expand further on her thoughts and I could not think clearly enough to do more than agree with her. Goddess Trinity helped me to my feet, but did not remove the gas mask.

“I want to smoke another cigar.” She pulled me by the arm. “Which means you are coming outside with me.”

Out in the courtyard she took a spot in a chair away from the rest of the crowd and motioned for me to sit on the ground at her feet. The concrete was a little cold but my pants were thick enough that it didn’t bother me. It was late enough in the evening that there was a chill in the valley air that would have made my nipples stand out even if they were not sucked forward by the infernal toys she had placed on them. The pressure and the soreness were getting to me but I dared not complain.

As she lit her cigar she looked down at me and prodded me with one of her booted feet. “So you told me when we started talking that you had thought about transitioning. How serious were you about that?”

She was right. It was something I had considered, but it wasn’t something that felt easy or doable for me. For one thing my family would never accept it. For another I worried that it would impact my career, though my current employer had a very progressive policy on the subject. I explained as much to her. The thought was creeping through my mind insidiously though now and I couldn’t help but imagine what being her feminized pet might be like.

“The idea of doing it for you is somehow more appealing than doing it for myself,” I finally admitted.

She shrugged at that. “Of course it is, pet. You don’t actually want control. You don’t want to exist for yourself. The reason you are here is because I see how deeply submissive you actually are. I would have never given you a chance otherwise.”

I thought about what she said, and felt a certain pride in it. I knew I was lucky to have her attention. She normally spent time with more established s-types, both in the community and in life.

“I really do think you should do it,” she said finally. “In fact, I am pretty sure it will be a requirement if you are truly going to be mine.”

My cock throbbed at that thought, of her taking such control over me. “That’s a lot,” was all I could think to say.

She laughed heartily at that. “Too much, slave?”

I shook my head. “Maybe I am full of shit and it is just the moment, but I don’t think there is such a thing.”

“Good.” She picked up the hose and blew cigar smoke into it. I am not a smoker and it was intense to have no choice but to breathe in her second hand smoke. It had an acrid bitterness, but I could tell that it was a quality cigar and why she was enjoying it.

“I need to be honest with you, slave. The reason I am here with you is because I can do something different with you than I can with my usual slaves. With them, I can control a life they have established and I love that. But you do not have an established life. I can strip your life to nothing and rebuild it the way I want it to be. How do you feel about that thought?”

It took me a moment to clear the cigar smoke from the gas mask, and another to clear my head enough, if that was possible, to answer. I looked up at her and imagined what it would be like to put my life entirely in her hands. The truth was that she was right. I didn’t have much of an established life. I wasn’t that close with my family and if they knew the real me at all they would disown me in a moment. I had some friends, sure, but my life was as close to a blank slate as it was possible to be.

“Well, pet?” She reached down and tugged on one of my nipples. “Don’t you want to surrender everything to me? Be nothing but my perfect, docile, plaything?”

As she said the words I felt myself spasm and felt the spunk erupt from my caged cock. The pleather pants made it impossible to tell from the outside, but my boxers were entirely soaked with cum. I had orgasmed entirely from nipple stimulation and the idea of her taking over my life completely.

I looked up at her, my face red through the gas mask and tears forming in my eyes. Her eyes were gleaming with the realization of what happened and her face broke into a victorious smile. I don’t know why I started to cry but I did. She pulled me against her legs and held me close with one arm.

“I think that was my answer wasn’t it, pet?”  It was a rhetorical question.


Chapter 3

We spent another hour or so at The Lair, I remained gas masked the entire time and was subjected to continued breath and cigar play throughout. By the time the gas mask and nipple suckers were removed I was completely dazed by everything that had happened. My boxers were cold and sticky against my legs and all I wanted to do was get out of them and crawl into bed. Goddess Trinity had other plans.

“I don’t want you to be alone tonight.” She stated. “You are coming home with me and we will come back for your car in the morning.”

I could barely form a coherent thought, let alone argue. We collected my shirt and her toy bag, which I carried for her like a good slave, and she led me to her car. She opened the passenger side door of the black sedan and helped me into the seat like someone might a toddler. She even pulled the seatbelt over me. It wasn’t that I couldn’t have done these things on my own, it just felt so much easier to let her take over.

Soon we were driving off into the valley to her home, about twenty minutes away. She lived in a small ranch home with a carport on a quiet side street in an even quieter part of the valley. Something about it surprised me, she had always seemed more like a city dweller. It is true the city was still only about twenty minutes away, forty during peak traffic, but it was still a world of difference.

“I like the quiet,” she said as she got out of the car. “I think you will like it too. Nobody to interrupt our fun.”

I eased myself out of the car and followed her towards the house. We entered through a side door in the carport and I found myself standing in a small mudroom.

“Strip here, pet.” She pointed to an empty basket. “Throw your clothes in there. You are not bringing your spunk soaked pants into the living room.”

She walked away while I quietly stripped myself bare. She reappeared a moment later with a wet wash rag she used to wipe down my chastity cage, and the area around it. The hot rag immediately relaxed me and I passively stood there as she wiped me clean.

“Good. Now follow me.” She walked deeper into the house, as I meekly followed.

She led me through a living room, which was sparsely furnished but included a kennel that was either for a big dog or to store people in. I felt my cock stir slightly as I imagined being locked inside it. If she noticed my curiosity though she said nothing. Past the living room and dining room we entered the kitchen, it looked completely normal, but I guess not every room has to be a destination for kink fantasy.

She poured two glasses of water from a pitcher in the refrigerator and then turned to face me.

“Kneel, slave,” she said as she offered me a large glass of water.

I knelt first and then accepted the glass, sipping lightly from it.

“Drink it all, you won’t have the opportunity later tonight and I am sure you are dehydrated from our activities.”

I took her advice and drank the water quickly but without gulping it down. As I did so I realized how thirsty I had been and how much I needed it.

“Thank you, Goddess.” I said quietly, still processing the events of the night.

With the water finished she led me through the house, pausing briefly at the kennel, looking at me, and then shaking her head.

“I think something else, for you.” She said, and continued walking.

I hoped briefly that I would be led to her bedroom, but I should have known better. There was another bedroom at the back of the house. She opened the door and turned the lights on, leading me into it.

I looked around, gasping in awe, at the devilish creations that filled the room. It looked like a cross between a nursery for an oversized child and a dungeon that would give the most experienced torturer new ideas for cruelty and debasement. I turned and looked at my Goddess, my mouth agape.

She grinned and pushed me to my knees by the shoulders. “You are so over your head aren’t you, pet?”

I nodded, trembling slightly.

“Good that you realize it. I am still awake enough to drive you home, if that is what you really want, but I don’t think it is, is it?” She looked down at me, her eyes full of power and something that wasn’t quite malice, mischief maybe?

I shook my head. “I want to be here, Goddess.”

“I thought so.” She placed one of her booted feet against my naked chest. I winced, my nipples still tender from her earlier ministrations. “On your back, pet.”

She pushed back gently and I allowed myself to be placed on my back, pressed against the floor by her boot.

“I have so many options in this room.” She looked around, feigning indecision, though it was easy to see she knew exactly what she had planned. “I could chain you to the cross on the wall for the night. You might get a little sleep, but I doubt it. You know pain is amplified by lack of sleep, slave?”

I whimpered at that, eliciting another demonic laugh from Goddess Trinity, she was truly reveling in her power over me. “There is also the small cage, much smaller than the one in the living room. You would probably sleep better than you would on the wall but it is quite cramped. You probably wouldn’t move right for days.”

She pressed down against my chest. “Do you like either of those options, slave?”

I looked up at her, fear I am sure showing in my eyes. I shook my head. “No please, Goddess.”

She pressed down harder on my chest. “You don’t like the lovely accommodations I am offering you?”

Her voice flared with anger, and I wondered if I had made a misstep. But before I could say anything she broke into a smile.

“I do so love that look of terror, slave. But no, today is in a sense your rebirth as my property, so I think it is the crib for you. Stay where you are for now though.”

I watched from my back as she walked to a closet in the back of the room. I could not see what she was doing but was certain that it was going to push me into even deeper waters. The crib she was talking about was like a child’s crib, but clearly made for adults. It was painted black, as was the rest of the furniture in the room and had a closing top, which made it something of a cage as well. At least it was big enough that I would be able to sleep comfortably.

She turned from the closet and came back holding what looked like the largest diaper I had ever seen in one hand and some sort of plastic contraption in the other.

‘What are–?” I started to question what was about to happen but was silenced with a foot over my crotch, once again applying pressure but only the threat of pain.

“Was my silly little pet about to question me?” She glared down, challenging me to offer her anything but meek compliance.

“No, Goddess,” I mumbled quietly. “I was just curious.”

“Well, your curiosity is about to be sated.” She removed her foot from my groin and crouched down.

I did not need to be commanded to lift my butt up so she could slide the diaper under it and I found myself quickly wrapped in an incredibly fluffy oversized white diaper. The way it spread my legs apart I knew walking in it would look preposterous, but I didn’t imagine that was something I needed to worry about. Once I was completely taped in the diaper she wrapped the plastic contraption around my waist, another section of it went between my legs, snug, but not tight, against the diaper. Soon it was all locked together with a padlock and I realized there was no getting out of the diaper without her assistance.

I had never imagined myself in diapers and was surprised to find it incredibly erotic. I was once again aroused by something unexpected from my Goddess. My cock throbbed in its cage but I felt strangely content rather than frustrated by my inability to handle my desires.

“I find that having even basically bodily functions taken away helps one to understand their true place in my world.” She shrugged, “besides, I can’t have someone I barely know wandering my house in the middle of the night.”

I both understood her logic and found it further amplified the power differential between us. I found myself contending with the fact that this really was what I wanted, and wondered what it said about me. The further she pushed me the further I wanted her to push me. It was a cycle with imagined endings that I found both highly desirable and terrifying.

“Okay, up and into the crib, bitch.” She stood up and pointed.

I slowly stood up and quickly realized that the diaper was so large as to slightly impact my balance and I would be waddling, or crawling, rather than walking while I was trapped in it. I chose the latter and waddled over to the crib. Goddess Trinity slid one of the sides down and I rolled in. I was quickly trapped, on all four sides. Before closing the top and shutting me in for the night, my Goddess, seemingly as an afterthought, placed a stuffy in the crib next to me. It was a teddy bear wearing a mask and a ball gag. I could only laugh at the absurdity of it, but still pulled it close to me.

“I didn’t want you to be lonely, pet. Enjoy your night.” She closed the top of the crib and I heard another lock click shut, signaling I was trapped for the night, but even more so that I was losing greater and greater control over my life. This is what I wanted though, right?

Goddess Trinity shut the lights off and left me in the darkness, diapered, and trapped in the oversized crib. I pulled the teddy bear close to me and tried to drift off to sleep. I had barely closed my eyes though when I felt growing pressure in my bladder. The large glass of water! I had needed it at the time but now it was going to prove to be my downfall. Being stuck in diapers was one thing, but using them was quite another.

I struggled against the need for what felt like an hour but was probably only a few minutes. The pressure only grew though and I realized I had no choice. I surrendered and tried to pee into the diaper. The strangeness of the situation made it difficult but eventually my bladder relented, forgetting its years of training and releasing despite being laying down rather than sitting, or more likely standing, over a toilet. I felt warm wet piss flood the diaper. It was strange and uncomfortable at first, but as I settled into the experience I found the complete lack of control increasingly arousing, and somehow comforting. I had no choices with Goddess Trinity, and somehow that made everything that happened not only okay, but somehow exciting and desirable.

Having relieved myself, I closed my eyes and once again tried to drift off to sleep. At first I was distracted by the squishy wetness of the diaper, but it did not take long for that to become just another part of my new circumstance and I drifted off peacefully, not knowing that this acceptance would only drive me deeper into her world of control and depravity.


Chapter 4

I woke up to light streaming into the room and forgot, for just a moment, where I was. I stretched my arms, hitting the back wall of the crib, then realized quickly I was still trapped in what amounted to a bed sized cage. I considered calling for Goddess Trinity but wasn’t sure it was appropriate. The next thing I noticed was that my bladder was once again screaming for relief. Unlike the night before I did not struggle at all, in letting go.

The warmth flooded the diaper and I found it to be a fun, comforting experience. What was happening to me? I was soon straining against my cock cage, confused about pissing a diaper and being trapped in a giant crib could be so arousing. I couldn’t deny the reality though. I pulled the teddy I was given the night before close to me, rolled over and rocked my hips against the mattress. This only served to push my arousal further as between the metal cock cage and the diaper there was little hope of release.

I didn’t hear the door open or realize that Goddess Trinity was watching me helplessly hump the crib hoping for some kind of release. When I heard her tsking at me I turned over and looked, blushing deeply. My arousal spiked further, realizing she had caught me.

“Pathetic.” She walked over to the crib and looked down at me through the locked bars. “I guess you really do belong in diapers. I suspected as much.”

I looked up at her, pulled the teddy bear against my chest and whimpered quietly. I couldn’t tell if she was angry or pleased about my behavior. Her glowering at me from above did nothing to give me insight into the matter either.

“Well, do you need your nappy changed, silly pet?” She arched an eyebrow at me.

“Yes, Goddess,” I said quietly.

“Good.” She unlocked the top of the crib and slid down the side so I could exit. “Let’s get you changed and dressed then.”

I quickly found myself on my back, with my legs splayed out as she unlocked the plastic straps that kept me trapped in the soggy, crinkly, diaper. With the plastic straps pulled open untapped the diaper and looked at it appraisingly, smiling thoughtfully to herself. Discarding it, she wiped me down with a cool, soothing, baby wipe. I found myself relaxing into the floor, struggling with the realization that I wanted this, maybe even needed it, when I had never even considered it just a day previous.

“Stay right there,” she said, standing up and going back to the closet.

She returned quickly with another diaper, not quite as large as the previous one. “I want you to be able to walk around in this one.”

I crinkled my nose, expecting to go back to my normal, or new normal, existence. She pinched my cheek and laughed.

“You used it, twice I bet. You belong in nappies. Say it.” I tried to wiggle away from her grasp, but not very hard.

She stopped all of my struggles by grabbing my throat and squeezing just slightly. I felt immediately pacified as blood flow to my brain was inhibited but not fully stopped. I looked up at her, passively.

“I could choke you out and put you back in the crib for the day, or you can say it. You know it is true.”

I could tell she was serious about choking me out, and as much as I found the idea intoxicating I did not want to be trapped in the crib for the whole day.

“I belong in nappies.” I breathed out, surrendering to her further.

“Good girl,” she said. “That is what you are going to be, my good little diapered dolly.”

She slid the new diaper under my butt, and soon it was locked against me by the plastic straps and I accepted that this is how she wanted me to be.

“Girl?” I asked meekly.

She stood up. “Yes, girl. That is what I think you are. I think you will be much happier as my girl than you ever were as a stupid free little man. Not that I really intend on giving you a choice.”

My mind swam at that, and I recalled the conversation from the previous night. She really did intend to take full control over my life. If I didn’t find a way to stop the train I was going to belong to her completely, and wind up completely unrecognizable, even to myself. The problem was that I wasn’t even sure I wanted to stop it from happening.

“Get up, pet.” She grinned down at me. “I want to have a little fun before I get you dressed and we go get your car.”

I stood up and meekly followed as she led me to the St. Andrew’s Cross that she had threatened me with the night before. I didn’t struggle as she chained me to it. In the mirror I could see I looked quite a sight, naked except for a diaper, a thin white body, chained against the cross. By contrast my Goddess looked strong and curvy, her dark skin as much a contrast to mine as her power seemed a contrast to my increasing compliance to her control. I found myself falling into it, and realized that the more it happened the more it became where I needed to be. I was going to be hers, no matter what that meant for mind, body or soul.

I expected to be given pain, perhaps for my pointless attempt at gaining release earlier, or simply because she enjoyed it. But pain would be for another day, many days in fact, in this moment she wanted to show me the pleasure I could associate with my helplessness.

She picked up a cordless vibrating wand and turned it on, the sound of its rumbling filled my ears.

“Tell me you belong in nappies. Say it again.” She commanded as she held the vibrator against my diapered crotch.

“I belong in nappies.” I yelped, feeling the vibrations hit my cage and cause it to vibrate against my already straining, needing, manhood.

“Yes you do.” She agreed. “Say it again.”

I said it again, and again, at her command. As she moved the vibrator over my caged, diapered cock again and again, expertly keeping me just this side of orgasm.

“Say you want to be my doll.”

“I want to be your doll,” I practically screamed.

“Of course you do. No responsibilities or concerns other than keeping me happy. Accepting my control. That is what you are meant for, isn’t it?” She growled in my ear, pressing the vibrator harder against me. “Say you belong to me.”

“I belong to you, Goddess. I belong to you.” I moaned over and over.

“Yes. Yes you do.” Her voice sounded primal, unlike any other time I had heard her speak. She pressed her body against the vibrator, and me. It was the closest I had ever been to her.

The warmth of her body, the softness of the diaper, the hardness of the cage. The endless, powerful rumbling of the wand, sent my mind into a deep spiral. There were too many sensations to process. She rubbed herself against my nipples, still tender and elongated from the night before. The vibrator was pressed against my diapered, caged, crotch.

I felt myself hit the precipice, the point of no return and then be pushed over. The orgasm was unlike anything I had ever felt. It was beyond explosive, it was like an earthquake followed by aftershocks. I felt my dick, pulsing in its cage, shoot stream after stream of cum into the waiting diaper. My entire body was tingling and my mind was devoid of anything but the pleasure and the slavishness, I felt coursing through me. I didn’t want to be anything but hers.

“Thank you, Goddess.” I mumbled, barely coherent, as the sensations receded, leaving me feeling somehow empty and fulfilled at the same time.

I hung limply from the cross, barely stirring even as she pressed the warm sticky cum filled diaper hard against me, making it stick to my legs and crotch, reminding me how disgusting I could be, and how much she enjoyed it.

“Good girl.” She cooed in my ear, her affection washing through me, another sensation to tell me I belong to her. “And just think, this is just the beginning. Now let’s get you dolled up to go get your car.”


This is the first in a new series. I hope you enjoyed it. Stay tuned to find out what is next for Goddess Trinity and her helpless diapered dolly. In the meantime here are some other fun reads to keep you busy!

From College Student to Diapered Sissy: The Melodie Anne Story

Programmed into Diaper Slavery: A Silicon Valley Femdom Story

My Best Friend Put Me in Diapers: An ABDL Femdom Romance

The Making of Slave M, Part 1

The Making of Slave M, Part 2

The Making of Slave M, Part 3: The Castration of Slave M

Extreme Femdom Volume 1: From Man to Castrated Pet

Extreme Femdom Volume 2: Three Slaves

Extreme Femdom Volume 3: The Making and Breaking of Male Slaves

Extreme Femdom Volume 4: Brainwashed by Barista

Extreme Femdom Volume 5: Castrating Clarence & Breaking His Wife

Becoming Tryst: The Adventures of Val & Tryst #1

From Friend to Sissy Pet: The Adventures of Val & Tryst #2
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