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Amy’s Wrath 
 
      
 
    Dearest Johnathan 
 
      
 
    As I start to write this message to you, there’s something you should know. Johnathan, I’m a sorceress. 
 
    As you read this, I’m sure you are wrinkling your brows, staring down at the text on your phone. You’re probably thinking about how this sounds crazy. A sorceress? What is this? A joke? 
 
    No, Jonathan, it isn’t a joke. I’m very serious. In fact, you’re about to understand just how powerful I really am. 
 
    When most people think of spell casters, they might imagine the trait magician in a tuxedo, maybe the wizard with a pointy hat, or the obnoxious abstraction of something like “the magic inherent in the fabric of the universe.” I’m really not a fan of that new age stuff. 
 
    When I write that I’m a sorceress, I mean this quite literally. You see, certain humans are born with abilities. We can manipulate reality through strength of will. If we feel something strongly enough, then we can alter how the universe functions. I like to think of reality as a river. If you dig a trench or throw a stone into the water, you can alter its trajectory. Maybe you only do this for a few seconds. Maybe, if you’re strong enough, you can redirect it entirely. 
 
    But what I will do to you is nothing more than a pebble. 
 
    Altering a single human doesn’t require very much energy or power. There are billions of us, and we are tiny. But something most people forget. Even humanity as a whole is ridiculously small compared to the fullness of the universe. We occupy a small portion of one planet in one solar system in one galaxy. 
 
    So when I tell you that I will have the power to change the course of your life, you should believe me because it’s not that hard. 
 
    If you think I’m crazy at this point, just know that I already used some of my magic on you, Jonathan. That’s why you can’t stop reading this. That’s why you can’t put down your phone. 
 
    It’s not hypnosis or neurolinguistic programming. This is sorcery, you are magic. You will read this entire message, and when you’re done, you will have to deal with the consequences. 
 
    I would tell you that I’m sorry, but I’m not. Actually, I’m angry. Very, very angry with you. Despite what’s about to happen, you should know that I love you. And actually, maybe that’s why I have chosen this particular punishment. 
 
    If you’re confused, you shouldn’t be. Just stop and think about it. What would this me off? What would make your girlfriend so angry that she would reveal herself? Normally, spell casters hide their abilities. Oftentimes, magic is more trouble than it’s worth. 
 
    But for you, I have made an exception. Why? Why is that? 
 
    Are you thinking of her? 
 
    Are you thinking of your betrayal? 
 
    Because you should be. 
 
    You’re a bastard, Jonathan. Seriously, I have been an amazing girlfriend. When you get sick, I come running to take care of you. When you got fired, I was there to help you. That job you love so much? Who do you think me that happen? It wasn’t just luck that you happened to be on that train with the same hiring manager who was desperate to find a guy with your skill set. 
 
    That was me. That was my magic. 
 
    You should have been happy, Jonathan. You should have been able to enjoy your lovely girlfriend, your great job, and everything else that was going right for you. Maybe you just got overconfident. Is that what happened? 
 
    Is that why he decided to betray your girlfriend? 
 
    I know it wasn’t the sex that drove you to her. Seriously, I’m an amazing girl. I’m an incredible lover, and I do have to be honest. You weren’t so bad yourself. Even now, I enjoy thinking about how we would fool around in your car, how I could go down on you while you are driving, how we would just run off, grabbing a hotel somewhere and making love for hours. 
 
    It was amazing. 
 
    Do you know what really made it special? This time, it wasn’t magic or sorcery. No, it was a simple fact that we loved each other. 
 
    Or so I thought. 
 
    So if it wasn’t the sex, Jonathan, what was it? Why did you decided that you should start sleeping around with that girl? Is it the fact that she has brown hair? You got sick of spending time with me, a blonde? No. I don’t think it was any like that. 
 
    I think the flaw is deeper. And it’s not mine. Don’t you dare, not even for a second, try to blame me for this. I have been a wonderful girlfriend, making sure that you get pretty much everything you want from me. 
 
    You decided to sleep around with her because she was new. You decided to have sex with her and cheat on me because she was different. You couldn’t be satisfied with just one person, could you? Your arrogance made you hunger for another woman. You wanted to believe that you are so special, so incredible, that you could have any girl you like. 
 
    I’m starting to believe this is a flaw inherent in men. Maybe it’s social or biological, but I really don’t care. The cause is irrelevant. 
 
    But do want to hear something especially funny? If you had just come to me and asked for the chance to mess around with someone else, I probably would have said yes. There would have been conditions of course, but we could have talked about it. Instead, you opted to betray me. That was a mistake, Jonathan, a very, very big mistake. You shouldn’t mess with someone like me, but then you have always been a very naïve boy. 
 
    It’s okay. I shouldn’t be cruel to you, not when you couldn’t know. If I was another girl, I would probably be completely unaware. I wouldn’t be able to figure out what you have done or who you really are. 
 
    Or should I say, who you really were? 
 
    As you read this, the magic is flowing from the words I type into my screen. It’s flowing out now, Jonathan, trickling into your fingers, your hands, your arms. Spreading through the rest of your body. 
 
    I wonder where you’ll be when you read this. I wonder if you will be back on the train, perhaps at work, maybe at home. If you’re lucky, you’ll just be at home, and all you’ll have to do is wait for me to come save you. But if you’re out in public, they could get a little bit more awkward. It will probably be far more embarrassing. 
 
    Do you know why? 
 
    Because you, Jonathan, are about to shrink. I know. It’s very difficult for you to believe, but just think about how you have read this much. Think about how your eyes can’t pull away from the text. Think about how you could feel it, that tingling running through your body. It’s like my fingertips brushing along the back of your neck. 
 
    It’s going to spread, running through every inch of your skin. You will become smaller and smaller, shrinking as the seconds tick away. 
 
    At first, you will hardly notice. Just a few inches will vanish, then more and more. Your close will become too large, and pretty soon, you won’t even be able to stand. I’m sorry, Jonathan. But you’re going to feel that atrophy in your muscles. Your skin will become soft and clear, and eventually, you’ll be so small, just like a little baby boy. 
 
    That’s right, Jonathan. My magic will transform you into a toddler. 
 
    You’re going to be a literal baby, small, helpless, unable to speak, unable to do anything at all. Maybe, if you’re very, very lucky, you’re going to be able to hold your phone in your hand. But by the time your transformation is complete, it’s going to feel like an enormous tablet between your tiny, pudgy hands. 
 
    If you’re at home, you’re just going to fall down onto the carpet. Then the door will open, and I will come for you. I’ll scoop you up into my arms. 
 
    I’m looking forward to seeing you, Jonathan, this cute little baby in my arms. 
 
    You’re probably going to be scared and angry. You’re going to be such a fussy little baby, especially when you see me. 
 
    You have always enjoyed the fact that you’re taller than me, haven’t you? You like teasing me, calling me your “Shorty.” It’s cute, I must admit it, but that part of our relationship is over now. From now on, I might as well be a giantess to you. I’m going to be so much taller. I can hold you in one arm, and you’re going to be two weeks to get away. It won’t matter how you kick out with your adorable little feet or if you flail with your pudgy arms. You just won’t be strong enough to escape my grasp. 
 
    I would tell you that I’m sorry, but I’m not. This is the punishment you richly deserve. 
 
    If you aren’t at home, you’ll be out in public, which would be so much worse for you. Sorry, but I think you’re going to hate it. Try not to get scared, little boy, but that might be an impossibility for you. I mean, you’ll step out into the world, this big, strong man. You will be confident in your own abilities, only to feel your strength disappear from your body. 
 
    To make matters worse, no one’s going to notice your transformation. I’ll be able to see it and recognize it for what it was, but regular people won’t. Though blinked, and to them, you’ll just be a baby crawling around in some men’s clothing. 
 
    If you’re lucky, a nice lady will happen by. She’ll pick you up, and you’ll probably start crying right away. She will coo at you, telling you that your cute little baby, but she’ll start looking for your mommy. 
 
    After that, she will eventually have to call the police. Since you’ll only be in a diaper, they’ll get you dressed up. They’ll put you in a cute little onesie or something, and I’m sure you’ll hate it, but you won’t be able to stop their big, strong, powerful hands. 
 
    Then you will go off to an orphanage or maybe a police station or something. I’m sure all the women who see you will think that you’re just so cute. The look down at you, and you’ll be like a pet. Maybe some of them will even started joking about adopting you. 
 
    You wanted the attention of another woman. This way, you’ll get lots and lots of it. 
 
    But that’s not really what you crave to, was it? You thought that you could be in charge. I’m sure that’s how it worked with her. 
 
    Don’t worry, Jonathan. You don’t need to freak out. I will find you. Eventually, I’ll track you down, and I’ll use my magic to convince everyone that you belong to me. It’ll be easy, just a snap of my fingers. 
 
    Then I’m going to take you home. 
 
    Don’t worry. I’m up to the task. You see, you can’t win, not when you’re a baby and I’m a beautiful, grown woman. 
 
    As a baby, you’re going to need a lot of care. Don’t worry about it. I’m going to take care of you. I’m going to make sure that you get everything you need. 
 
    So stop and think about it, Jonathan. What does a baby need? 
 
    The most obvious thing is a diaper. 
 
    That’s why I’m going take you right back to our bedroom. That’s when I’m going to put the very first diaper on you. Since you betrayed me, I like the idea of spreading your little, pudgy legs and lifting up your bottom. I’m going to take out a diaper, and I’m going to unfolded slowly in front of you. I want you to see every detail. I want you to absorb it’s really happening to you. 
 
    You’re going to wear diapers, you’re going to mess yourself, and you’re going to have to endure the humiliation of losing any kind of control over your body. Sorry, sweetie. You had the chance to be a man, and you blew it. So this is going to be your life from now on. 
 
    Maybe, if I’m feeling particularly nice, I will leave you in suspense. I might just diaper you and then leaned down and whisper something into your ear. The sounds won’t make any sense, not to your brain, but the universe will understand. 
 
    If I do this, you will lose control right away. You’ll be in a diaper for less than a minute, and you will make a terrible mess. You’ll feel that hot, soggy weight between your legs. 
 
    And of course, you’ll start crying. Poor little baby boy. You just won’t be able to help yourself, will you? Tears will run down your cheeks, and you will howl out. For my part, I’m just going to look down at you. I’m going to watch you, and I’m going to probably laugh. 
 
    Remember when you used to be a big man? Remember when you got to put on a suit and go into an office? Remember when people used to listen to you? 
 
    I’m taking that all away from you, Jonathan. 
 
    As a baby, you will get plenty of attention, but it’s going to be very different. For one, people don’t really listen to babies, do they? When you see a toddler, you might smile, thinking that he looks cute as he waddles around his diaper and his adorable little baby clothes, but it’s not like you’re interested in what he actually has to say. 
 
    That’s going to be you, Jonathan. You’re going to be the baby. You’re going to toddle around, and people will smile at you. Bill think you look adorable, but they’re not going to be interested in what you have to say. 
 
    If you’re thinking about trying to tell someone about what I’m doing to you, don’t bother. Yes, I’m going to be very nice and allow you to retain your adult memories, but no one is going to understand you. You can babble and cry, giggle and laugh, but that’s about it. 
 
    Even when you mess up your diaper, you’re just going to have to cry out, desperate for someone to tell them take care of you. Most of the time, that’s going to be me. 
 
    Most of the time. 
 
    Obviously, you’re going to need a babysitter, someone who can look after you when I’m not around. If I’m feeling lazy, I might adjust to load you up in the car, strapping you into your seat, and I will take you right to work with me. Did you know there’s an on-site day care center? 
 
    What do you think of that, baby boy? Do you like the idea of spending time with all of the other little boys and girls? Obviously, you’re going to be very little, so the others might pick on you, but I’m sure you’ll be able to handle it. 
 
    Generally, the day care center doesn’t accept babies as little as you’re going to be, but they will make an exception for me. This just means that the other kids will see your diapers and they’re going to laugh at you. They’re going to pointed you and decide that they should take care of you. You probably find some little girl there who will bully you mercilessly. 
 
    When she pushes you over, you’ll fall, and you’ll start crying right away. Don’t worry. An adult will be around to make sure that you don’t get seriously hurt. But the worst part will come next. 
 
    That little girl, whoever she turns out to be, will be forced to apologize to you. Then the two of you will have to hug, and she will resent you for getting her in trouble. The next time she bullies you, shall just try harder not to get caught. 
 
    Poor little boy. Poor little baby boy. 
 
    Maybe things will be better for you at home? 
 
    Is that what you’re thinking? 
 
    Well, I’m not so sure about that. I mean, you’re always going to have to be in diapers, and you’ll need to be changed several times each day. Just think about how embarrassing that’s going to be for you, spread out on the changing table. 
 
    Yes, there’s going to be a changing table. I’m going to set it aside in your nursery. 
 
    Yes, there’s going to be a nursery. 
 
    But that sink in, little guy. Think about how you’re going to feel when I put you to bed every night in your crib. I’m going to set you down behind of those soft, wooden bars, and maybe you’ll try to get up, but if you cause a lot of trouble, I will just have to tuck you in so tight that you won’t be able to move. You’ll be like this cute little diapered worm at the bottom of your crib. 
 
    Even if you do get up, it’s not like you’ll be big enough or strong enough to climb out. Inside of your crib, you’ll be trapped. 
 
    Don’t worry. As a little boy, you’ll need lots and lots of sleep, so you probably won’t be able to keep awake for long. Eventually, you’ll tucker out, and you’ll curl up with your blankets and your stuffed animals. Think about what kind of stuffed animal you’ll want. I could get you a teddy bear or maybe a little fluffy cat. That would be so cute! 
 
    I’m really looking forward to taking your picture. You’re going to be so cute, this adorable little baby boy. I’m going to tickle you and pincher cheeks, and it’s going to be so much fun. 
 
    Sure, you might try to be stoic and totally apathetic, only that’s not going to work. Sorry, little boy. You can’t stop your new instincts. As a baby, you will laugh when I touch you. Worse, you’re going to feel so good and so safe when I cuddle you in my arms. 
 
    I bet they’re going to be a lot of times when you look around and we will be out, maybe at the grocery store or down at the mall, and you’ll get scared. You’ll tug on my leg, desperate to be held. You’ll be so nervous, in these big open spaces with all of these people around. What if one of them decided to grab you? What if one of them decided that they should take you home? 
 
    Don’t worry. I will keep you safe and make sure you’re in good hands—my hands. 
 
    And if you aren’t in my arms, I will keep you in a stroller. It will have a nice set of straps. The go between your legs and over your diaper, around your waist, and up over your shoulders. This way, you won’t have any chance of sneaking out. 
 
    Of course, you wouldn’t want to do that anyway. If we go out and you try to wander off, I will have to be much more strict and severe with you. Trust me. That would be very, very bad for a little boy like you. 
 
    First off, you wouldn’t actually be able to escape, so you shouldn’t even think about it. If you want, we can assume for a few seconds that you actually managed to get away. If you did, you would find yourself lost in this big, scary world. 
 
    Just imagine how everything would look when you have to waddle around with a diaper around your bottom. People would see you, and they would immediately start to wonder who you belong to. Eventually, someone would pick you up, and she would probably bring you right back to me. 
 
    Silly little boy. Everyone would be on my side. 
 
    It wouldn’t matter if you cried or got fussy. You could shout or scream at the top of your lungs, and that would only mean one thing. 
 
    Someone would need his pacifier. 
 
    That’s why you would end up back in my arms, and I would cradle you, rocking you back and forth. I would apologize to whoever found you. I would say something along the lines of how you love to the idea of exploring, how you got so energetic and excited, but really, I would just need to put you on a leash. 
 
    Your “rescuer” and I would have a nice laugh about it. Maybe, just to humiliate you further, I would offer to take her out for a cup of coffee. And of course, in the meantime, you would need to be strapped back into your stroller. 
 
    Not only that, I would put a cute little pacifier in your mouth, and you wouldn’t be able to spit it out. No, sorry. The instinct to suckle would just be far too powerful for you to overcome. Within moments, you would realize the truth. You would feel utterly helpless in the face of this desire. You would love the feel of the latex nipple in your mouth, its curves, its soft give between your lips. 
 
    There we go. 
 
    Now this nice lady and I would be able to have some adult time. We could converse, and you would just be all warm and snuggly in your stroller, strapped in and totally helpless. 
 
    Of course, there are other ways to embarrass this adorable little boy as well. But don’t worry. Still for your own good. 
 
    For example, if you attempt to run off, maybe that just means you need a leash. Yes, their leashes for little boys who tried to run away. It’s not good. The world is a big, dangerous place, especially for someone so little. 
 
    So what kind of leash should I get you? Yes, it technically looks like a backpack, but it will have a fuzzy leash attached. This way, you can try to sprint off, you’re adorable little feet kicking into the ground, but you run out of slack within a few steps. Then you have to look back, and I will tower above you. 
 
    “Where do you think you’re going?” I will ask. 
 
    You’ll be able to hop up and down, to get so angry, yet it won’t make the slightest difference, not when you’re a baby. 
 
    Should we get you a kitty cat backpack? It will look like she is wrapped around your chest as she holds onto your back. Monkeys are also very popular. If you don’t like either of those, we could get you a puppy. Would you like a little puppy dog on your back? 
 
    In any case, people would see you, and they will know that you are just a helpless little boy. Don’t know that you’re cute, but you obviously like to run off. That’s why I had to put you on a leash. 
 
    That’s not the most embarrassing thing that will happen to you in public. 
 
    I’ll feed you when other people are around. Oh, I’m sure you’re not going to like this, but too bad. Little boys get hungry, so I’m going to take out a baby bottle and feed you. You might get upset, and you might try to turn your head away, but I’m going to be stronger than you, so it will be easy for me to tilt your head back to the side and to push a baby bottle up against your mouth. 
 
    It could always be worse, you know. 
 
    How? 
 
    Do you really want to test me on that, Jonathan? 
 
    Well, okay. 
 
    Remember. I’m a sorceress. There isn’t anything I can’t do. If I snap my fingers or say the right words, I can rewrite reality. Turn you into a baby will be easy. All turn myself would be even simpler. 
 
    If you don’t like the idea of sucking on a baby bottle, I’m sure the idea of breast-feeding, especially in public, where anyone could see, would be so much worse for you. Just imagine it, little boy. 
 
    You start to get fussy, so I pull you up to my chest. I take out my breast, and you see my nipple, and you’re going to remember what it was like when you used to play with my breasts. When you were my boyfriend, you used to suck gently on my nipples. We both loved it. 
 
    But when you’re a baby, you’re going to suck for a totally different reason. It will be so simple for me to bring your face right up to my chest. My nipple will be there in front of your mouth, and all you will need to do is latch on. You’ll probably tell yourself that you won’t do it, but you’ll be strong enough to resist to this impulse. 
 
    But you won’t be. 
 
    Sorry, baby boy, but this is something you’ll need. It’s something that your body will crave, so you can fight it all you want, but you’re going to lose. 
 
    Sooner or later, you’ll feel your mouth tight around my nipple, and once you have latched on, you’ll start to suck gently. That’s when you’ll feel the warm, creamy breast milk flow into your mouth. You’ll hate yourself for doing this, but you won’t be able to stop either. 
 
    Poor little baby. 
 
    To make matters even worse, you’ll struggle for the first couple of minutes, desperate to stop. But eventually, you’ll settle down. Then you will start to enjoy it. It will feel so good. This is something you just need to do, so you will surrender. Maybe you will try to rationalize it, thinking about how you need to keep your strength up, but that won’t really be the truth. 
 
    You’ll breast-feed like a baby because this is what will be best for you. 
 
    And after I have fed you, you’ll probably need your diaper changed. 
 
    If you don’t like the idea of being fed in public, then you’ll hate this one even more. Unfortunately for you, no one cares about your desires, not anymore. I used to put you first, but now you’re just my little plaything. Your sweet little baby doll, and I can tease you and treat you however I want. Luckily for you, I’m still going to take care of you. I will make sure that you get everything you need. 
 
    Including dry, clean diapers. 
 
    I’m looking forward to watching you wet for the very first time. When that happens, your face will probably screw up with concentration as you try to get control over your body. For the last couple of decades, it’s been easy, hasn’t it, Jonathan? You don’t really think about bladder control anymore. Just something you do. It’s easy and automatic. 
 
    Unfortunately for you, that’s going away. Say bye-bye. Say bye-bye to this part of your adulthood. 
 
    Instead, you’re going to wet your diaper, and it’s going to feel so gross. Don’t worry. Even after you become a baby, you’ll still feel that desperate desire to stay clean and dry. Adults hate the idea of accidents. Babies generally don’t. They haven’t been conditioned or socialized to realize what a dirty diaper actually means. 
 
    I’m going to let you feel disgusted. I want you to be embarrassed and ashamed of how much you have lost. 
 
    It’s okay. 
 
    You’ll probably get used to having my hand between your legs, wiping you down and powdering you. 
 
    But what about in public? 
 
    Yes, there will be times when I need to change or diapers while we are out. I’ll have a neat little pad that I will spread out on the ground or maybe a bench. Then I will lay you down, and you had better not give me any trouble. 
 
    From there, I will open up your onesie or your pajamas. Maybe I will just pull down your pants if that’s what it takes. Then I will open up your diaper, and passersby might glance in our direction. People who eventually think about becoming parents will probably be fascinated by this. Yes, though be disgusted as well, but the look at you, and I’ll see your adorable little face and your red cheeks, and they’ll decide that they want to have babies too. I will wipe you down, making sure that you are nice and clean. 
 
    At moments like this, you’ll think about just how small you become. Poor little baby boy. Remember when your manhood was a source of pride? Used to feel so big and so strong. But all that’s going away, along with the rest of your adulthood and dignity. 
 
    When you find yourself on a changing pad, especially when people can see you, you’ll know what you have lost. You will feel just like a little baby, and you might even start crying. But then I will powder you and put you in a fresh diaper. I will keep it on, and when I’m ready, I will pick you up and hold you against my shoulder. I will rock you back and forth and coo at you gently. 
 
    “There’s a good little boy,” I will say to you. “There’s a special little guy. Just relax. Settle down. You don’t need to cry.” 
 
    Like it or not, you will start to settle down. You will relax and enjoy my touch, at least until that moment when someone walks by. You might make eye contact with the man or woman, and you’ll feel the loss all over again. 
 
    Just think about all of your favorite things that you’ll never get to do again. You won’t get to drive, go for runs, or flirt with women. 
 
    Sure, the girls will still pay attention to you, that they will see you as a child, something that needs to be taken care of. As a man, used to inspire lust. You could have walked into a room and made eye contact with just one woman, and she would giggle. Most of the time, that was me. 
 
    I loved the way you would come right up to me, just barely invading my personal space, and you would make me feel small and helpless and taken care of. 
 
    It’s your turn for that. 
 
    Now, you don’t get any personal space. If I decide that I want to pick you up, I can do it, and it doesn’t matter if you are interested in something else. I’m sure there will be times when you’ll be busy playing on the floor, perhaps snuggling with your teddy bear, and I will just pick you up. I will squeeze you and hold you. Maybe you’ll start crying, but that’ll just be one more way for you to embarrass yourself. 
 
    Strangely enough, however, I don’t think I’m going to be the biggest source of your shame. 
 
    That’s going to be Marie. 
 
    Yes, I know her name. What? You thought that I just guessed you were cheating? No. My magic is powerful, so it was easy for me to learn everything about her. She’s young, isn’t she? Just a college freshman. Barely legal. 
 
    I’m sure you were proud of that. 
 
    Well, she’s a perfect age to be a babysitter. 
 
    Yes, Jonathan, Marie will become your babysitter. She’ll look after you since I can’t be with you all the time. And at this point, you’re probably thinking about how much you would rather go to a day care center to spend time with strangers, even if you do get picked on by the bigger kids. But there will be plenty of instances where I will be go out, and I want someone to take care of you. Marie is perfect. She’s young, responsible, and she loves babies just like you. 
 
    More than that, I can modify her memories. She won’t remember her affair with you. Instead, she looked down at you, and she will just feel this desire to play with you and take care of you, no matter how embarrassing you find it. 
 
    In fact, she will probably be the kind of woman who wants to keep you in diapers all the time. Just diapers. 
 
    It’s true, Jonathan. You might get used to wearing overalls or little shorts with me, but she’ll keep you naked except for the plastic around her little bottom. She’s going to say something about how it will be easier to take care of you this way. If she covers up your diaper, how will she know when to change you? 
 
    If you’re especially unlucky, she might bring her boyfriend over when she’s taking care of you. You’ll be in your playpen, with pacifier in your mouth to keep you quiet, and shall start making out on the couch. You’ll get to watch, your eyes big and desperate as you see this girl enjoy herself. You remember how it used to feel to touch her, how you loved running your hands through her hair, stroking her neck, squeezing her ass. 
 
    Ironically enough, you could still try to do those things. When she picks you up and holds you in her arms, you could touch her. You could probably even reach out and grab one of her breasts, but she would just laugh at you. Then Marie would chide you, telling you that you don’t get to touch her there. 
 
    If you keep it up, I’m sure she will be comfortable spanking you. 
 
    What? You thought you would be able to escape punishment? 
 
    You’ll be a little boy, just a baby, and Marie will want to be responsible babysitter, which means disciplining you. 
 
    If she gets especially annoyed because you have made too much noise when her boyfriend is around, she will bring you across her lap and she will spank you. She’ll pull your diaper down and go for your naked little bottom. You’ll turn red, and you feel the smack of her hand against your backside. 
 
    Maybe you’ll remember when the two of you made love and you loved spanking her. You liked the way she called you Daddy, didn’t you? 
 
    It will be her turn to take charge. And after you are done crying and after you have settled down, she will put you back in your crib, and you will have to think about what’s happening with her and her boyfriend. 
 
    Then you’ll have to meet another man. When I come home, I might not be alone. I might have a new boyfriend. Sorry, little guy. You don’t get to have a sex drive anymore. Your wee-wee will only be good for wetting your diapers. 
 
    If I really like one of the men I meet, I might decide to make him your Daddy. What do you think of that? You’ll get to be disciplined by another man. More than that, you’ll see him kiss me and touch me. We’ll flirt and have so much fun. Together, the three of us can be a family! And every day, you’ll think about what you have lost. 
 
    This is going to be your life, Jonathan. You don’t get to beg or ask for forgiveness. You cheated on me, so you deserve everything I give you. 
 
    Diapers, baby bottles, one shameful moment after another. 
 
    You’ll hate it at first, but I think you’re going to learn to like it. You will even learn to love your new life. 
 
    Even as you read these words, I’m sure you’re telling yourself that you’re better than this, that you will never allow yourself to give up or give in. That’s so cute! You still want to believe you have a choice. 
 
    I suppose that’s understandable, but there’s just one truth you need to accept beyond all others: I’m in charge. Whether I decide to pretend to be your nanny, your babysitter, or even your Mommy, I decide what happens to you. I can make you whoever I want. I can transform you into anything, Jonathan. 
 
    This is why it can always get worse for you. 
 
    You don’t want to test me, little boy. No, you want to learn to be a smart little guy who just runs around in his diaper, all cute for all of the adults around him. Because here’s the thing, Jonathan. I transformed you once, so I can do it again whenever I want. 
 
    Remember that. 
 
    The End 
 
      
 
      
 
  
  
 cover.jpeg
' Michelle
.. Means

A Transformation






