
        
            
                
            
        

    


Broken In by Her Command




A Dark Femdom Cuckolding Tale of Diapers, Discipline, and Total Male Obedience




Introduction











She was tired of the jealousy—so she hired a Domme to break her husband.





Liam never expected his wife, Jasmine, to turn the tables. Tired of his controlling behavior, she brings in Mistress Selene—an experienced, sadistic Domme with one goal: strip Liam of his pride, cage his cock, and transform him into their obedient, diapered toy.










What begins as "therapy" quickly devolves into nightly humiliation, public submission, and plug training under two relentless Mistresses. With every task, every spanking, every lock clicked into place, Liam is pushed deeper into regression… and learns how sweet surrender can be.










This is not love. This is ownership.




And he’ll thank them for every second of it.











A dark, deeply humiliating femdom erotica featuring: cuckolding, chastity, diapers, plug discipline, public humiliation, ritual training, and two dominant women sharing total control.










Chapter One: The Breaking Point










Jasmine knew it was going to be one of

 

those


 
nights the moment she stepped into the apartment.










The scent of garlic and overcooked pasta clung to the air. A single plate sat untouched on the kitchen counter, beside a half-drunk glass of wine. The living room light was dimmed, as if that might mask the tension already coiled there.










And there he was.










Liam.










Arms crossed, lips pressed into a thin, brooding line, slouched in their gray velvet chair like a king on a throne of resentment.










“You didn’t answer your phone,” he said, not looking at her.










Jasmine closed the door softly behind her, dropped her bag to the floor with a sigh, and slipped off her heels. “My phone was on silent. Big pitch meeting ran late. We were celebrating.”










“Oh.

 

We


 
.” His voice cut sharp.










She didn’t rise to it. Not tonight.










“Yes, Liam. We. The team. You know—coworkers. People who I

 

don’t


 
want to sleep with. People who respect my brain, not just my body.”










His jaw clenched, but he didn’t speak.










Jasmine tossed her coat over the back of the couch and walked to the fridge. Cold air rushed against her skin as she opened it, searching for something—anything—to kill the silence. She grabbed the bottle of white wine and poured herself a glass, not asking if he wanted one.










“I’m not doing this again,” she said after a sip.










“You mean coming home late with lipstick smudged and your dress halfway up your thighs?” he snapped.










She turned.










Her eyes were fire. “I mean the constant accusations. The suspicion. The pathetic, wounded little

 

boy


 
act.”










Liam stood now, his voice rising. “I see the way they look at you, Jas. I see the way

 

you


 
look at them.”










“And what do you see when you look at yourself?” she asked calmly. “A man with no ambition, no backbone, who thinks passive-aggression is romantic?”










He flinched.










“Fuck you,” he muttered.










She nodded once. “There it is. The grown-up response.”










A long, ugly silence.










Then, softly: “I miss you.”










Jasmine laughed—but it was a bitter sound. “No, Liam. You miss controlling me. You miss when I dressed for you, not for myself. When I said yes to everything just to avoid this bullshit. You don’t miss

 

me


 
. You miss the version of me that didn’t challenge you.”










“I never wanted this,” he muttered. “All these men around you. All these nights out. It’s humiliating.”










She finished her wine. “Good.”










He blinked. “What?”










“I said

 

good


 
. Maybe it’s time you

 

did


 
feel humiliated. Time you realized that if you want to keep me, you’re going to have to change.”










Liam opened his mouth, but no words came.










Jasmine stepped forward, her tone darkening. “I’ve already spoken to someone. A professional.”










“A what?”










“A domme.”










Liam's eyes widened.










“I’m not divorcing you,” she said. “Yet. But I’m done being your emotional punching bag. You want to accuse me of being unfaithful? Fine. Let’s give you something real to watch.”










“You’re bluffing.”










“Am I?”










She walked over to her purse and pulled out a plain, cream-colored envelope. Inside was a black card—embossed with silver. No name. No phone number. Just an address. A time.










“She’s expecting us Friday night. You’ll come. You’ll watch. And you’ll learn what it means to truly serve a woman.”










His voice cracked. “This is sick.”










“This is your last chance.”















Friday Night











The building was nondescript. A converted warehouse tucked between auto garages and shuttered bakeries. But inside—it was another world.










Dim, warm lighting. Deep crimson walls. Velvet drapes. A scent like jasmine and leather lingered in the air.










Jasmine walked ahead, confident in black heels and a tight, low-cut dress that hugged every curve. Liam trailed behind in silence, his eyes darting nervously.










They were greeted by a tall woman with ink-black hair in a severe bun, dressed in a tight latex catsuit that glistened like oil. Her eyes were dark. Her lips painted deep plum.










“You’re late,” she said, voice cold as steel.










Liam opened his mouth, but Jasmine answered first. “Traffic.”










“Strip,” the domme said, her gaze falling on Liam.










He froze. “Excuse me?”










“I don’t repeat myself,

 

boy


 
.”










Jasmine turned to him, her voice soft but razor-sharp. “You agreed to come. Now follow the rules.”










“I didn’t agree to—”










A hard

 

crack


 
cut the air.










The domme had struck a riding crop across the wall. “Strip.”










Liam’s hands trembled as he fumbled with his shirt. His cheeks burned as he undressed—first his shirt, then his pants, then his underwear—until he stood naked in the center of the room, exposed, humiliated.










“Good,” said the domme, circling him. “You reek of insecurity. But don’t worry. That’ll be the first thing I beat out of you.”










Jasmine sat on a chaise lounge and crossed her legs. “He’s all yours.”










The domme smiled. “Oh, I know.”










With slow, deliberate motion, she fastened a leather collar around Liam’s neck, then attached a leash.










“On your knees.”










He hesitated.










The leash yanked. He dropped.










“Crawl,” she commanded. “Show your wife what kind of man you really are.”










And he did.










Crawling across the red carpet like a lost dog. His eyes burned with shame, but something darker flickered beneath it—confusion, curiosity… even arousal.










Jasmine watched with cold satisfaction.










For the first time in months,

 

she


 
felt in control.









Chapter Two: The First Lesson










Liam's knees burned.










The carpet beneath him was soft, but it couldn't cushion the weight of humiliation pressing down on his spine. Every second on all fours chipped away at something—his pride, his image, his illusion of power.










Mistress Selene tugged the leash again.










“Slower. Hips low. Back arched. You’re not a fucking golden retriever—you’re a

 

pet


 
, and I want to see you crawl like you know it.”










Jasmine sat back on the lounge, swirling wine in a crystal glass, watching him with clinical detachment. She wore a smirk. A cold kind of satisfaction curled her lips as she took another sip and crossed her legs.










“You should see yourself,” she said, her voice bored. “You used to throw tantrums when I wore heels too high. Now look at you. Caged, collared, and obeying every word from a woman stronger than you’ll ever be.”










Liam winced.










The heat on his face wasn’t just from shame—it was from

 

them


 
. Their voices. Their power. Their eyes on him, stripping him naked from the inside out.










Mistress Selene let the leash fall.










“You’ll learn three things tonight,” she said, circling him like a panther. “One: how to speak properly. Two: how to thank your betters. And three…” She grabbed a small black case from the table and snapped it open, revealing a metal cock cage. “How to surrender what you clearly never knew how to use.”










His breath caught.










“Jas—Jasmine—come on, you can’t be serious—”










Selene grabbed his jaw with one gloved hand. “

 

Mistress Jasmine


 
, to you.”










Liam’s mouth opened, but no words came.










Mistress Selene leaned in. “Speak. Or do you need to be gagged like the pathetic little thing you are?”










He swallowed hard. “I… I’m sorry, Mistress Jasmine.”










Jasmine raised an eyebrow. “Better.”










“Let’s see if you can follow this next command,” Selene purred, tapping the cock cage with her nail. “Hands behind your back. Knees apart. Don’t move.”










Liam froze as the domme crouched before him.










With smooth, practiced fingers, she handled him—not as a man, but as property. Her touch was clinical, dominant. She worked with efficiency, slipping the base ring on, guiding him in, then locking it with a sharp

 

click


 
.










It was done.










His cock—his manhood, his weapon of insecurity and ego—was locked behind bars.










Mistress Selene stood, toying with the tiny key dangling from a silver chain. “You no longer have permission to get hard unless one of us allows it. That part of you now belongs to us. Understand?”










His voice was faint. “Yes, Mistress.”










“

 

Louder.


 
”










“Yes, Mistress!”










Jasmine leaned forward, voice syrupy. “How does it feel, baby? Knowing you can’t even

 

touch


 
yourself anymore?”










He shuddered.










She smiled. “Good.”















The Paddle











Mistress Selene snapped her fingers. “Over the ottoman. Now.”










Liam crawled as ordered, draping himself across the low padded bench. His breathing quickened. He didn’t see what Selene was holding until she stepped beside him—a wide leather paddle, thick and ominous.










“This,” she said, “is for every eye-roll, every tantrum, every time you accused her of things she didn’t do.”










He clenched his fists.











SMACK.











The first hit landed with a heavy thud.










His body jolted.











SMACK.











A second. Deeper. Burning.










“Count,” Selene ordered.










“One,” he gasped.










“Louder.”










“

 

One, Mistress!


 
”










Jasmine sipped her wine, eyes locked on his trembling form. “Ten. I want ten, Mistress. For every time he ruined a night with his whining.”










Selene grinned. “You heard your wife.”











SMACK.











“Two, Mistress!”











SMACK.











“Three, Mistress!”










By the sixth, he was groaning. By the eighth, his voice cracked.










By the tenth, he was broken.










Tears stung his eyes—not from the pain, but from the

 

release


 
. Like some ugly, knotted part of him had finally snapped loose and fallen away. In its place: shame, heat, surrender.










He collapsed forward, shaking.










Mistress Selene placed a hand on his back, firm but… almost tender. “Good boy.”










The words stung almost more than the paddle.










But they also thrilled him.















Watching Her Claim Power











“Sit,” Selene said, pointing to a thick cushion near Jasmine’s feet.










Liam obeyed.










He knelt on the cushion, hands on his thighs, head bowed. Caged, sore, and silent.










Jasmine crossed one leg over the other, revealing a flash of sheer stockings beneath her skirt. She leaned down and gently cupped his chin, lifting his eyes to hers.










“You thought you could control me,” she whispered. “That your jealousy made you

 

strong


 
. But look at you now. Naked. Owned. Powerless.”










Liam swallowed.










She let go and stood.










Then she turned to Mistress Selene. “Now show him what confidence really looks like.”










Selene arched a brow, but then—without breaking eye contact—stepped behind Jasmine and slowly unzipped her dress.










The fabric slipped down her body like liquid.










Underneath, Jasmine wore nothing but black lace—sheer and cruelly beautiful. The kind of lingerie Liam hadn’t seen her wear in

 

years


 
.










She turned around slowly, letting her husband take it all in.










And then Selene kissed her.










It wasn’t gentle.










It was possession.










Jasmine moaned against her lips, her hands sliding down the domme’s hips, pulling her closer. Their bodies pressed together—heat against heat, silk against leather.










Liam’s heart pounded.










His cage ached.










He couldn’t look away.










They kissed again. Deeper. Slower.










Then Selene looked at him and smirked. “No touching yourself, pet.”










Jasmine stepped closer and whispered, “And if I decide to let her fuck me tonight, you’ll

 

watch


 
. And thank us for the honor.”










He nodded weakly, cheeks flushed.










“Yes, Mistress.”









Chapter Three: Rituals of Submission










The next morning, Liam woke to silence.










Not the comforting quiet of sleep-heavy dawn, but something colder—

 

intentional


 
silence. Jasmine was already up. The smell of fresh coffee wafted through the apartment. There were no sounds of clattering dishes, no TV, no familiar background noise.










Just the still air.










And on the nightstand: a folded note.










In Jasmine’s clean, sharp handwriting:












**“Shower. Do not masturbate. Wear the black boxer-briefs I bought you. Be downstairs by 9 a.m., kneeling. Naked, except those. Hands behind your back. Eyes lowered. You are not to speak until spoken to.
















If you hesitate—I’ll call Selene back. And this time, she won’t be gentle.”**














Liam’s throat dried as he read it twice. A strange heat bloomed in his chest.










He obeyed.















Downstairs











He knelt in the center of the living room.










No shirt. No pants. Just the black briefs hugging him tightly, barely concealing the small metal cage still locked around his cock. His arms were pulled straight behind him, hands clasped. His knees rested on the cold hardwood floor. His gaze fixed on the edge of the coffee table.










Exactly as ordered.










And then—heels.










The sharp, deliberate

 

click


 
of stilettos entering the room.










He didn’t dare look up.










Jasmine walked in slowly, taking her time. Her presence filled the space. No longer the patient wife who tolerated his moods. She was something else now—elevated, calm, cruelly in control.










She circled him once. Slowly.










“I thought you might chicken out,” she said at last, voice smooth and amused. “But here you are. Good boy.”










Liam closed his eyes. That phrase—

 

good boy


 
—sent a strange ache through him. Not humiliation exactly. Something deeper. Needier.










“Do you remember how you acted last week?” she continued. “When I wore that red dress for the fundraiser?”










He flinched.










“You sulked. You glared at every man who looked at me. And when we got home, you accused me of wanting to fuck the keynote speaker.” She paused. “So. Do you want to make up for that?”










He nodded.










“Use your words, pet.”










“Yes, Mistress.”










“Then you’ll perform your first service task today.”










She stepped out of his view. He heard a box lid open. Plastic crinkled. Something heavy shifted.










“Crawl to me,” she commanded.










He obeyed, moving low and slow, just as Mistress Selene had taught him. As he reached her, his eyes lifted—just slightly—and landed on what she was holding.










A pack of adult diapers.










Thick. White. Medical-grade.










His breath caught.










“No more arguing about control,” Jasmine said, her tone bright and mocking. “From now on, your discipline will be visible. Tactile.

 

Absorbent.


 
”










His face burned. “Mistress—please—”










She slapped his cheek. Not hard. Just enough.










“No begging,” she said. “You want to prove you’re mine? Then you wear what I give you.”










He lowered his eyes again. “Yes, Mistress.”















The Transformation











She laid the diaper on the couch. “Lie back.”










He hesitated—just a second too long.










“

 

Now.


 
”










He climbed onto the couch, lying on his back. His heart raced. Jasmine reached for the waistband of his briefs and pulled them down slowly, exposing the chastity cage underneath. She clicked her tongue in mock sympathy.










“Poor thing. Looks like it’s been trying to get hard all night.” She pressed a finger against the bars. “Not allowed.”










Then, without fanfare, she lifted his legs and slid the diaper beneath him.










Cool powder. The thick softness cradling his hips. The sound of the tapes being pulled tight.










He felt… small.










And not in the way he used to when she yelled at him. This was different. Deeper. It made him feel like something new—something trained.










When she finished, Jasmine leaned over and whispered:










“You don’t get to act like a man until you’ve earned it back. From now on, you wear this at home. When I’m pleased, maybe I’ll let you wear underwear again. Until then, this is your uniform.”










He nodded.










“Thank me.”










“Thank you, Mistress.”















The Ritual Bowl











She led him to the kitchen next.










At the foot of the dining table was a small silver dog bowl.










Engraved on the front:

 

PET


 
.










Jasmine pointed. “From now on, you eat breakfast here. On your knees. No hands. No silverware.”










He looked at her, stunned. “Mistress, I—”










“You want to sleep in my bed?” she cut in. “You want me to keep you in my life? Then you eat like the toy you’ve become.”










She poured plain oatmeal into the bowl.










No fruit. No sugar. No flavor.










“On your knees. Show me.”










Liam dropped.










He bent forward. Opened his mouth. Took the first slow, humiliating bite.










The oatmeal was lukewarm and thick. Every chew made the diaper around his hips feel more real. His cage throbbed uselessly against its prison.










Behind him, Jasmine sighed with satisfaction.










“You know,” she said, “I thought I might feel guilty. Watching you like this.”










She took a seat and crossed her legs.










“But I don’t. I feel powerful. And wet.”










Liam whimpered.










“I think we’ll have company later,” she mused. “Mistress Selene might come for dinner. Maybe I’ll have you crawl to the door in just your diaper. Maybe I’ll let her feed you dessert from her heel.”










He moaned, cheeks flushed with shame and lust.










Jasmine leaned in close.










“Obedience looks good on you, husband. I think this is the beginning of something beautiful.”









Chapter Four: The Dinner Guest










Jasmine lit the final candle, then stepped back and admired her work.










The dining table gleamed—white linen, polished silverware, and two tall crystal glasses. The scent of roasted vegetables and lemon chicken drifted from the oven. It could’ve passed for a romantic evening if not for the man kneeling beside the table, stripped down to nothing but a thick, white diaper and a leather collar.










Liam's eyes stayed fixed on the floor.










He had been kneeling there for nearly thirty minutes, just as Jasmine had commanded. Hands behind his back. Legs apart. Head bowed.










His thighs burned.










His pride festered.










But he didn’t move.










Not even when the doorbell rang.











Ding-dong.











Liam swallowed.










“Stay,” Jasmine whispered, stepping toward the door in heels and a tight silk dress.










When she opened it, Mistress Selene stepped in like a storm. She wore black slacks, a silk blouse unbuttoned just enough to tease, and a smirk that said she already knew what was waiting.










“Well,” she said, glancing down at Liam. “Someone’s learned how to kneel properly.”










Jasmine shut the door behind her and leaned in to kiss Selene slowly on the lips. “He’s been training.”










Selene chuckled. “And padding up nicely, I see.”










Liam’s cheeks flamed.










“Did he wet himself yet?” Selene asked, strolling past him like he was furniture.










“Not yet,” Jasmine replied. “But I’ve given him tea and water all afternoon. It won’t be long.”










Liam trembled.










Selene turned to face him and tapped the top of his head. “You may speak, pet. Just enough to say hello.”










“H…hello, Mistress Selene.”










“Good boy. You remembered your manners.”










Jasmine ran her fingers through his hair and then leaned close to his ear.










“Tonight is your next test,” she whispered. “And it will be in front of both of us. You will serve us. Obey us. And if you hesitate—just once—I’ll put you in a high chair with a bib and spoon-feed you mush in front of her. Understood?”










“Yes, Mistress,” Liam whispered.















Service Training











Dinner began with wine.










Jasmine took her seat first. Mistress Selene followed. Liam knelt beside them, silent, watching.










Jasmine snapped her fingers. “Pour.”










He moved carefully, lifting the bottle from the bucket and filling their glasses. His hands trembled, but he managed not to spill. When he was done, he bowed.










Selene gave him a slow clap. “Look at that. He learns.”










“Barely,” Jasmine said. “He still needs discipline.”










“Oh, I brought something for that.”










Selene reached into her bag and pulled out a remote—sleek, black, and wicked.










Jasmine grinned. “Tell me you didn’t.”










Selene pressed a button. Liam gasped.










The cage around his cock

 

buzzed


 
.










Not a sharp jolt—but a deep, pulsing vibration. It teased his locked shaft, sending a wave of helpless need through his body.










He whimpered.










“Oh,” Selene purred. “It’s remote-activated. Levels one to ten.”










Jasmine took the remote and pressed again.










The buzzing intensified.










Liam squirmed.










“Still hands behind your back,” Jasmine snapped. “You don’t get to fidget just because you’re aroused.”










“Yes, Mistress,” he moaned.










They sipped wine and let him shake.










The women laughed. Talked. Ate. Ignored him.










He knelt in silent agony, the cage pulsing against his most sensitive nerves, every muscle tensed. The need to touch himself burned—but he was locked. Trapped. Helpless.










Jasmine glanced down. “How are you feeling, pet?”










“Desperate, Mistress.”










“Good. Then you’re ready for dessert.”















Dessert: Humiliation on Display











Jasmine stood and walked around the table. She took the leash from the counter and clipped it to Liam’s collar.










“Crawl.”










He followed her on all fours to the lounge.










She sat, legs crossed, dress riding high on her thighs. Mistress Selene joined her, tossing off her heels.










“Lay back,” Jasmine commanded.










Liam dropped onto the rug.










Selene took the remote again and pressed the button—three short pulses.










The cage buzzed, and he twitched.










Then Jasmine held out a small plate: a chocolate truffle resting in the center.










Selene took it… and placed it on the tip of her bare foot.










“Eat.”










Liam hesitated.










Selene raised her eyebrow. “Are you disobeying me, little diaper boy?”










He crawled forward and opened his mouth, gently taking the truffle from her foot with his lips.










He chewed.










He swallowed.










Selene laughed. “What a good little thing.”










“Now,” Jasmine said, standing. “Last task. You’re going to thank us both. Properly.”










She stepped forward, lifted her foot, and pressed it against his chest, forcing him back on his padded ass.










“On your knees. Thank your owners.”










Liam’s voice was soft, but filled with heat. “Thank you, Mistress Jasmine. Thank you, Mistress Selene. For owning me. For training me. For humiliating me.”










Jasmine smiled. “You’re welcome, pet. Now suck my toes.”










He obeyed.










Her foot slid across his lips. He kissed. Sucked. Worshiped.










Selene pressed the remote again.










The cage buzzed.










His eyes rolled back.










“Beg,” Jasmine whispered.










“Please, Mistress. Please let me cum.”










“No,” both women said at once.










He sobbed.









Chapter Five: Owned in Full










The morning after felt… different.










Liam woke not in their shared bed, but on a blanket laid neatly beside it—diapered, collared, his wrists loosely bound behind him with a pink satin ribbon. Jasmine lay above, serene and glowing, stretched across the mattress like a goddess in silk.










She didn’t acknowledge him right away.










She didn’t need to.










He wasn’t there to be

 

seen


 
.










He was there to

 

wait


 
.










And he did.










Only when Jasmine finally stirred, arching her back and letting out a soft sigh, did she look down.










“Mmm. Still here, puppy?”










“Yes, Mistress.”










She smiled and sat up. “Fetch my slippers.”










He crawled without question, waddling awkwardly from the ribbon and bulk between his legs. His cage buzzed faintly with every movement—a soft, maddening hum Jasmine had turned on before bed.










He brought the slippers to her knees.










She slipped them on lazily, yawning. “You’ll make a fine house pet yet.”















Rituals of the Owned











By noon, his life had changed.










There was now a

 

routine


 
, carefully crafted by Jasmine—with Selene’s input.










A printed sheet taped to the refrigerator outlined it all:











Liam’s Obedience Schedule (Week 1)











●

 
       

 

7:00 a.m.


 
: Wake, remove blanket, kneel silently at her bedside



 









●

 
       

 

7:15 a.m.


 
: Coffee service (nude, collared)



 









●

 
       

 

7:30 a.m.


 
: Feeding in pet bowl



 









●

 
       

 

8:00 a.m.


 
: Hygiene (diaper change if permitted)



 









●

 
       

 

9:00 a.m. - 12:00 p.m.


 
: House chores in maid apron



 









●

 
       

 

12:00 p.m.


 
: Humiliation hour (training or journaling)



 









●

 
       

 

1:00 p.m.


 
: Light lunch on floor



 









●

 
       

 

2:00 - 5:00 p.m.


 
: Plug training, caged kneeling, “Reflection Time”



 









●

 
       

 

6:00 p.m.


 
: Dinner service and foot massage



 









●

 
       

 

8:00 p.m.


 
: Evening discipline and reporting



 









●

 
       

 

9:00 p.m.


 
: Lock-up (diapered, caged, restrained)



 









●

 
       

 

Lights out. No speaking after 9.




 









There were no breaks. No privileges. No underwear.










Only tasks.










Only obedience.










He signed the bottom of the schedule without argument. Jasmine made him do it with a pink glitter pen.















The Closet











One hour later, she led him to the bedroom closet.










“Time to pick your wardrobe,” she said, pulling open the door.










Inside: row after row of frilly sissy garments, maid dresses, pacifiers, and a towering shelf of diapers, from bulky printed ones to sleek nighttime pads. On the back wall hung accessories: butt plugs, collars, nipple clamps, cuffs.










He stared.










“This is your side now,” Jasmine said, running her hand along a pink velvet leash. “My husband’s suits are in storage. Until you earn them back.”










She turned to him, eyes gleaming.










“Choose your outfit for today.”










He swallowed. “Mistress… may I wear the maid dress?”










She clapped. “Good boy!”










She stripped him quickly, changed his wet diaper with firm, almost robotic precision, then helped him into the black-and-white frilled maid dress. It was absurdly short. His padded bottom peeked out with every step.










She clipped a pacifier to his collar.










“Now go clean the kitchen. On your knees.”















Permanent Guest











That evening, Mistress Selene returned.










Not as a visitor—but with a suitcase.










Jasmine greeted her at the door with a long kiss. “You’re staying.”










Selene stepped inside, dropped the suitcase, and turned to Liam, who knelt at the entrance in his short dress and fresh diaper.










“Does he understand what this means?” she asked.










“Do you, pet?” Jasmine prompted.










Liam nodded slowly. “That you both own me now.”










Selene smiled. “Correct. Jasmine is your Mistress-wife. I am your training authority. You answer to both.”










She grabbed his chin. “And when we’re done with you, you won’t

 

remember


 
what it was like to be in charge.”










Jasmine circled behind him, whispering in his ear. “You’ll be ours. Mind. Body. Cock. All caged. All controlled.”










He moaned.










Selene snapped her fingers. “To the floor. Show me how pets welcome their new owner.”










He dropped. Kissed her boots. Licked the leather. Nuzzled the sole.










Selene laughed. “I like him broken.”










Jasmine sighed in bliss. “He’s just getting started.”









Chapter Six: The Club Below










The invitation arrived in a black envelope sealed with red wax.










Inside was a single card, blood-red and thick like velvet.











“Mistress Night – Private Femdom Society. Saturday, 9 PM. Bring your toy.”











Jasmine smiled when she read it. Selene grinned wider.










Liam—kneeling at their feet in his short maid uniform, hands cuffed behind his back—just stared at the card with dread pooling in his stomach.










They had been conditioning him all week.










Diapers during the day. Plugged during chores. Cage buzzing at their whim. Each morning began with a diaper change and cold commands. Each night ended with his face buried between their thighs—or bent over, receiving discipline.










But this… this was

 

public


 
.










Jasmine tapped the card against his nose. “You’ll be wearing your best tonight.”










“And your

 

least


 
,” Selene added with a smirk.















Preparation











At 7 PM sharp, the women began transforming him.










They laid him out on the bed like a doll, then opened the pink lacquered wardrobe they had filled just for moments like this.










First came the shave—smooth, baby-like. Then the thick, printed diaper—pink with little hearts.










Selene slid the plug in next, slow and firm, her eyes locked to his face as he whimpered. “You’ll be stretched. You’ll be filled. You’ll walk like what you are.”










Then came the outfit: a cropped latex top that squeezed his chest and left his stomach bare, paired with a frilly tutu that barely covered the diaper. White stockings, pink bows, and black mary jane shoes completed the look.










And finally—the collar.










But not his normal one.










This one was wider. Thicker. Etched in silver across the front:

 

"OWNED."











Jasmine buckled it tight, pulled back his hair, and whispered, “Tonight, you kneel for more than just us.”















The Club Below











They arrived at an unmarked steel door in the basement of an old downtown building. Jasmine knocked three times, waited, then knocked twice more.










A slit opened. Cold eyes peered through.










“What do you bring?” a woman’s voice asked.










Jasmine stepped aside.










Liam stood there, diaper bulging beneath his tutu, cheeks flaming.










“My obedient little bitch,” Jasmine replied.










The door creaked open.










Inside, the air was thick with perfume, leather, and lust. Dim red lighting bathed the stone walls. Elegant women in heels, corsets, and latex walked slowly across the space, each with a leashed submissive trailing behind.










There were cages. Stocks. A spanking bench.










Music pulsed low. Moans echoed from somewhere deeper inside.










Mistress Selene leaned in. “Keep your eyes down. Unless told otherwise. You are nothing here.”










“Yes, Mistress,” Liam whispered.










They clipped a leash to his collar and guided him in.










Eyes turned.










Snickers. Smirks. Whispers.










“Cute sissy.”










“Look at that diaper sag.”










“Bet he wets when he’s nervous.”










He did.















Obedience Display











After an hour of teasing, the club’s Mistress—the regal and terrifying Lady Vexa—climbed onto a small stage and rang a bell.










“Tonight,” she announced, “we welcome a new submissive to our sisterhood.”










All eyes turned.










Liam froze as Jasmine and Selene led him forward.










His diaper

 

crinkled


 
with each step, the plug deep inside making it harder to walk. His face burned as the crowd parted.










“Name?” Vexa asked.










“He answers to

 

Pet


 
, or

 

Diaper Toy


 
,” Jasmine said smoothly.










“Do you consent to be owned?”










Liam whispered, “Yes, Mistress.”










The bell rang again.










“Then you will obey three commands, and you will be judged.”










The first command came from Selene. “Strip the tutu.”










Liam unzipped it and let it fall, leaving only the crop top and swollen diaper beneath.










“Second,” Jasmine said, “thank the crowd. Crawl. Bow.”










He dropped. Crawled in a circle. Paused before each woman. Kissed a boot. Bowed low.










Laughter followed him like a leash.










“Final task,” Vexa announced. “Prove your obedience.”










Selene took the remote from her pocket. Clicked it once.










The cage buzzed hard.










Liam moaned.










“Hands behind your back,” Jasmine said. “No touching. Take it. Show them your control.”










He bit down on a whimper, body twitching as the stimulation intensified. The diaper puffed against him. The plug pulsed.










But he obeyed.










He endured.










And when the remote turned off—he collapsed, panting.










The room erupted in approval.










Vexa approached and clipped a new tag to his collar:

 

"CLUB PROPERTY: CONDITIONALLY OWNED."











Jasmine’s eyes glittered.










“He passed,” Vexa said. “You may now display him freely.”









Chapter Seven: The Final Choice










Liam stood with his forehead pressed to the cold wall of the club’s servant corridor.










His arms were cuffed behind him. The leash clipped to his collar hung loose but ominous, a reminder of where he belonged. He could still feel the sting of Mistress Selene’s crop on the backs of his thighs—discipline for hesitating to kiss a stranger’s boots.










It was only midnight.










He had hours left.










His diaper sagged with weight and humiliation. The plug inside him shifted with each breath. And behind him, the murmurs of laughter and snapping leather echoed like a heartbeat.










This was no longer roleplay.










This was his life.















The Gauntlet











Mistress Jasmine reappeared wearing a black lace corset and nothing else. Her skin glistened with sweat and power. The look in her eyes was wild—dangerous.










“Come, pet.”










Liam followed on hands and knees. His knees ached, but he didn’t dare hesitate.










She led him to the center of the room, where a series of dominant women had gathered in a wide half-circle. Some held crops, others sipped wine. All of them stared at him with amused cruelty.










Lady Vexa stood in front.










“Tonight,” she declared, “this one will run the Gauntlet.”










A collective murmur of approval.










Liam’s heart sank.










“The rules are simple,” Jasmine purred. “You crawl from one end of the room to the other. Each Mistress will offer a command. Disobey once, and the collar comes off. You go back to your old life. But obey them all…”










She reached forward, cupping his cheek.










“…and you’ll earn your

 

permanent status


 
. You’ll belong to

 

us


 
. Forever.”










His mouth went dry.










This was it.










One path led to freedom. The other, to collar-and-cage servitude.










Jasmine stood. “Begin.”















Mistress One: Spit and Praise











The first Mistress—a curvy blonde in leather—snapped her fingers. Liam crawled forward.










She looked down at him, smirking. “Open your mouth, little worm.”










He obeyed.










She leaned forward and spit.










It hit his tongue.










“Taste the power of women,” she whispered. “Now say thank you like you mean it.”










He swallowed.










“Thank you, Mistress. For your gift. For letting me be beneath you.”










She nodded. “Pass.”















Mistress Two: The Face Seat











The next woman was older, statuesque, and silent. She sat on a padded throne.










She pointed down.










Liam climbed onto the cushion below her and pressed his face into her thigh, right beneath her heat. She shifted. Settled.










He couldn’t breathe.










He didn’t try to.










When she finally lifted herself, she whispered, “Good little seat.”










He kissed her thigh before crawling onward.















Mistress Three: Public Shame











The third Mistress held up a phone.










“Smile for the camera, baby.”










Liam looked up.










The flash hit.










She showed him the screen: a photo of him kneeling in a diaper, plug tail sticking out, lips wet from submission.










“This goes in the club’s archives. Any disobedience, and it becomes public.”










He nodded slowly.










“I understand, Mistress.”










“Louder.”










“I

 

understand


 
, Mistress!”










“Then crawl.”















Mistress Four: The Final Test











And then—Selene.










She stood tall, hair down, face calm.










In her hands: a strap-on, thick and gleaming.










Jasmine stepped beside her and gently pulled Liam’s leash until he was on his back, knees in the air.










“No plug now,” Selene said. “Time to earn your seal.”










He trembled.










“Do you accept?”










Jasmine knelt beside him. “This is the last step, baby. You take her cock. In front of them. With pride. Or you walk away—and we vanish.”










He looked at her.










At Selene.










At the circle of women staring down, breathless.










Then he whispered, “Please, Mistress. Claim me.”















Claimed











It hurt.










Not violently.










Not cruelly.










But enough to remind him that this wasn’t for

 

his


 
pleasure. It was for theirs.










Selene pushed inside slowly, inch by inch, guiding him through it with firm hands and soft growls. Jasmine held his hands, whispering praises in his ear.










“That’s it. Take it. Take your place.”










When Selene began to thrust, the room fell quiet. Only the slap of skin, the creak of leather, and his soft moans filled the air.










And then—Jasmine took the final step.










She stepped forward, collar in hand.










A gold one.










Etched with a new word:

 

PROPERTY


 
.










She buckled it around his throat.










Selene came to a stop inside him, grinding deep.










Jasmine whispered, “Now you’re truly ours.”









Chapter Eight: A New Life Begins










Liam woke to the sound of a leash jingling.










It wasn’t a dream.










The collar was still there—cool, tight, and locked. The gold tag tapped softly against his chest with every breath:

 

PROPERTY


 
.










He lay on the soft floor mat in the corner of Mistress Jasmine’s bedroom, diaper crinkling with each slight movement. The plug was gone, but the ache remained. A reminder. His body belonged to them now. His submission wasn’t borrowed—it was permanent.










The morning light bled through the curtains in soft gold.










And when he rolled to his side, he saw her.










Mistress Jasmine, reclined on the bed, sipping her morning espresso, scrolling her phone.










She didn’t look at him.










She didn’t need to.










He crawled to her side and knelt, forehead pressed to the edge of the mattress.










Her fingers slid absently through his hair.










“Good morning, pet,” she murmured. “You stayed in position all night. That pleases me.”










“Thank you, Mistress.”










Her eyes remained on her phone. “Selene’s already in the kitchen. She expects you to serve her properly. If you embarrass me…”










“I won’t,” he whispered. “I promise.”










She smiled faintly. “Let’s find out.”















Breakfast Service











Mistress Selene wore a red silk robe, open just enough to show the black lace beneath. She sat at the breakfast bar like a queen awaiting tribute.










The table was already set.










Liam entered on his knees, crinkling with each step. He’d been rediapered before sunrise—thick, white, snug, and humiliating. His new uniform was nothing more than an apron, tight across his bare chest with a frilly edge, and a heart-shaped note pinned to it:

 

“Serve in silence, slut.”











He bowed before her.










She gave a simple nod.










With shaking hands, he poured her coffee. Prepared her toast. Handed her the plate.










Selene took a slow sip. “No spills today. Impressive.”










“Thank you, Mistress.”










“I didn’t say speak.”










He dropped his gaze. “Sorry.”










Her foot slid beneath the table, pressing between his thighs, teasing the thick padding there. The cage buzzed faintly, already reacting to her touch.










She smirked. “Such a twitchy toy. Do you need to be milked already?”










He shuddered but stayed still.










“You’ll earn it. If you’re perfect.”















Daily Chores











The rest of the morning passed in ritual.










He vacuumed the living room in his apron and diaper, crawling slowly, as instructed.










He wiped baseboards with a toothbrush, lips locked around a pacifier.










Every hour on the dot, Jasmine would summon him with a bell.










Sometimes to rub her feet.










Sometimes to beg for forgiveness.










Once, just to kneel beside her while she took a nap—so her fingers could rest lazily on his leash.










By noon, his knees burned.










But he never stopped.










Because he didn’t want to go back.















Midday Inspection











At 1 p.m., Selene entered the playroom. It had been remodeled during the week: padded walls, a tall mirror, a locking chair with cuffs, and a chalkboard labeled

 

Training Notes


 
.










Liam stood at attention.










“Turn around.”










He obeyed.










She slid a finger into the waistband of his diaper, checking for wetness.










“You’ve been good. Dry. Alert. Focused.” She circled him. “But your eyes wander too much. You still look at me like a man.”










She pressed a plug into his palm. Large. Weighted.










“Put it in. Right now. Without speaking.”










He hesitated—just a flicker of fear.










Selene raised an eyebrow.










And Liam moved.










He bent. Spread. Pushed it in slowly, gasping through his teeth.










When it clicked into place, Selene smiled.










“Now you won’t forget what you are.”















Evening Reward











That night, Jasmine led him back to the bedroom.










The lights were dim.










Candles flickered.










She stood in lingerie made of violet lace, her hair cascading down like a curtain of silk.










Liam knelt, diapered, plugged, collared.










“You’ve lasted a full week,” she whispered, circling him. “You’ve taken every order. Worn what we gave you. Served who we chose. Are you ready for your reward?”










He nodded.










“Use your words.”










“Yes, Mistress. Please. I want to serve. I want to stay yours.”










She smiled.










Then handed him a pink chastity key… on a long silver chain.










“But only if you hand this back. Willingly. Forever.”










His hand trembled as he took it.










He looked up at her.










“I give it to you,” he whispered. “I don’t want to decide anymore.”










She kissed his forehead.










“You won’t have to.”















Epilogue: Forever Ours











Weeks passed.










Then months.










His title was updated in the club registry:

 

Permanently Owned.





The women took turns walking him at events, displaying him with pride.










At home, he was diapered daily. Caged without question. Plugged for obedience, denied for punishment, milked for mercy.










And every time he knelt at their feet, every time they praised him for silence, for stillness, for surrender—










He smiled.










Because he wasn’t lost anymore.










He was

 

owned


 
.










And he had never felt freer.
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