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About The Author

My name is Alyce and I have been writing erotic fiction about hypnosis, sissification, dollification, and other lovely taboo subjects for years. I am formerly a 24/7 TPE house slave. I love writing kinky femdom stories and dominating the occasional silly boy (or girl!) that falls into my web.

If you want to hear more about my happy kinky life you can follow me on twitter @alyceimpelled, or you can email me at alyceimpelled@gmail.com  If you do please say hi, I love to interact with the people who read my writing and if you ask extra nicely I might even write a story that incorporates things you ask for! As you will find by reading my stories there are very few topics I consider too taboo!

About This Collection

This is a collection of five stories, curated from my ABDL collection that I hope you will enjoy. It includes my first work published for kindle, From College Student to Diapered Sissy, one of my favorite pieces that I have written with all of my favorite fetishes. Additional stories are Programmed into Diaper Slavery, From Lawyer to Diapered Sissy, A Diapered Dolly for Goddess Trinity (which is inspired by one of my very favorite people!) and A New Life As Mistress Tiffany’s Diapered Sissy. If femdom, ABDL, and some doses of hypnosis, sissification, bondage, and even some romance are up your alley you will absolutely adore this collection, just like all of the Mistresses here adore their diapered pets!
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Chapter 1

These are my last moments of free will. I have been given them for one reason, so I can tell my story.

My name was Daniel Banner, or at least I think it was. I can’t be too sure of these things anymore. I went to college in New York, or maybe it was Delaware. Again, the memories are not entirely clear. I think that is on purpose. That will all make sense as you read on though.

It was my second semester of college. I had finally come out of my shell a little bit, I studied English, and had been invited to my first real party. It was at a house just off campus. A couple of girls from one of my classes lived there. They were cool, but sort of strange too. Very artsy. Vanessa had invited me. She had always been nice to me. Then, after reading one of my stories, she invited me over for a party. I secretly had a crush on her. She was always dressed in flowing skirts and dresses and wore big sunglasses. I loved her style. I was on cloud nine when she invited me to her party.

The party was supposed to start at 8pm and I showed up a few minutes early, probably because I was overly excited. Vanessa’s roommate Esther let me in. She was very pretty, with incredibly dramatic makeup and a hairstyle that seemed to be a throwback to the fifties. She smiled  as she waved me in but did not say a word.

“Oh! Hi Daniel!” Vanessa yelled from the kitchen, sounding happy to see me. “We are so glad you could make it. Aren’t we Esther?”

Esther smiled and blushed “Of course! So happy to see you Daniel.”

Vanessa came into the living room, which was decorated more like an upper class house than a college apartment. She strode up to me and kissed the air by my cheeks. “Esther, be a dear and get Daniel a drink.”

Esther nodded and sort of floated to the kitchen without a word.  Her behavior seemed odd to me but I shrugged it off, Vanessa had always been the more outgoing one in class anyway. While she was gone Vanessa pointed me towards the couch. I sat down and leaned back, trying to relax. She sat down next to me and smiled.

“Don’t worry Daniel. We don’t bite.” She laughed lightly and I tried to keep cool. This was my first real social outing at school and I didn’t want to mess it up.

“I’m sorry nobody else is here yet. You showed up a little early.”

“I’m s-sorry.” I stuttered. “I like to be on time for things.”

Vanessa looked at me with beautiful brown eyes. Her make-up was much more subtle than Esther’s. “It’s fine, silly. That just sounds like you are good at following instructions.”

She ruffled my hair in a way that caused me to blush deeply. I looked away, too embarrassed to look at her. I felt an erection rising in my pants and hoped she didn’t notice.  She laughed again, but not in a way that made me feel picked on. “Look, here is your drink.”

I turned around and Esther was standing in front of me with a platter. On it was a large glass with a clear-ish liquid and ice in it. The difference between her makeup and Vanessa’s was stark. Where Vanessa’s was subtle and accented her normal features, Esther’s was dramatic making her eyes seem larger than they were and very wide. Her lipstick created the illusion of an exaggerated pout and her blush stood out darkly against pale cheeks.

She stood in front of me until I took the drink, at which point Vanessa swatted her ass lightly and said “You forgot mine.”

Esther looked over at Vanessa, her eyes getting even larger, “I’m so sorry!” She almost yelled and ran back to the kitchen.

“I just love the way she is dolled up, don’t you?” She smiled at me and stared as I took the first gulp of my drink.

It tasted like honey and some fruit I could not quite place, and the alcohol warmed my throat and stomach instantly. I immediately started to calm down. “It is kind of hot,” I confessed to her.

Vanessa inched closer to me and I gulped down more of the drink. “It really is. “ She leaned forward and whispered to me, “It turns me on. But don’t tell.”

I turned a deep red, having visions of Vanessa and Esther making out. I turned away and swallowed the rest of my drink in one swallow. I thought I heard Vanessa say “good girl,” but when I looked at her inquisitively she just stared back at me innocently.

“What?” She asked, ruffling my hair again.

“Nothing,” I said. I started to feel strange at this point. A little hollow in my head, I just kind of stared at Vanessa and leaned back into the couch again. It felt so good against me. My head felt like it was floating away and my cock was now extremely hard, there is no way I was hiding it.

“It looks like you enjoy being called a good girl.” Vanessa said, her smile turning predatory.

At that point I had enough sense to know something was wrong, but there was a disconnect in my brain between understanding that and knowing what to do about it. All concern left me as soon as she started rubbing me through my jeans.

“You want to be my good girl.” Vanessa said as she rubbed me. I nodded and moaned, lost in the arousal and the confusion in my mind. I didn’t even notice when Esther came in and sat down on the other side of me.

“Daniel, we are going to play a game now.” Vanessa said as she stopped rubbing my hard-on. “I am going to talk and you are going to listen, and it is going to feel sooooo good. Nod if you understand.”

I nodded weakly and looked over at Esther sitting next to me smiling. I started to snap out of it when I noticed that she was stroking a cock, her cock, as she watched us. She must have seen the confusion in my eyes, or something, because without a word she leaned forward and kissed me, her tongue invading my mouth. I had never been kissed and suddenly this gorgeous girl, with a truly massive cock, was sucking on my tongue. All concern about the situation faded to oblivion once again.

Esther kept kissing me and soon I felt hands at my groin and on my nipples, and then Vanessa’s voice sifted through the fog in my mind. “I want you to relax Daniel. Just relax and enjoy what is happening to you. It feels so good, and you know that you are safe here. Safe with me and Esther. You think Esther is beautiful don’t you.”

Esther broke the kiss and I nodded. “yes, I do.” I said once I found the ability to speak.

“Good girl.” Vanessa said. “You want to look like Esther don’t you?”

I started to nod, then shook my head, confusion started to set in.

“Shhh pet, just relax.” Vanessa’s voice soothed me and I laid my head back again, suddenly unconcerned.

“Did you know Esther was a boy before tonight?” Vanessa asked.

I shook my head.

“She’s not a boy Daniel. She is my dolly.” Vanessa leaned forward and whispered in my ear. It felt like her voice was all around me. The hands started kneading at me again and the arousal started to peak.

“Isn’t she a pretty dolly Daniel?”

“Pretty dolly.” I slurred, not sure what was going on.

“You want to be pretty too Daniel. You want to be a pretty dolly.” As she said this I felt hands tweak each of my nipples and I almost came from the feeling.

“Pretty.” I whispered, trailing off. I felt, off in the distance, my head fall to the side, and my cock standing hard at attention.

“That’s right Daniel. You want to be pretty.” Vanessa’s voice felt like velvet slipping over my ears. I wanted to listen to it forever. “To be pretty you need to sleep for me Daniel.”

“Sleep…” I whispered back, completely unaware.”

“That’s right Daniel. Sleep for me now.” I barely heard Vanessa’s words before my mind and my world went completely black.


Chapter 2

I woke up some time later and felt really dazed. My head felt like it was full of cotton and moving felt like it was happening in slow motion. I was in a pink room with a pink bed. Everything was a different shade of pink, except the dolls. There were dolls everywhere. I tried to get out of the bed, but there was something holding me there. It was just too comfy and warm.

After a few moments I realized that I was incredibly aroused. I reached  down to touch myself and hit nothing but soft padding and what felt like metal underneath it. My cock was throbbing and it felt like it was compressed by something. I was curious as to what was going on but couldn’t quite bring myself to look under the covers. The more I focused on the feelings the more aroused I became. Everything still seemed to be going in slow motion, but the feelings were all very intense, yet somehow comforting. I lost complete track of everything just enjoying the softness around me and the throbbing of my cock.

“Ahem.” I was broken from my aroused half sleep by an intentional cough and looked up to see Vanessa standing over me. She was wearing tight jeans and a flowery and flowing top, that still somehow accentuated both her cleavage and her tight waist. I could tell that she just got back from class.

“How are you doing, girly?”

Girly, what is she talking about? I thought to myself. “I is good Mommy,” Is what came out of my mouth though, and what was worse it came out in the most sickeningly sweet voice ever.

Vanessa looked down at me laughing, before pulling back the covers. I was wearing a pink cotton top with care bears on it. Below that I was wearing a huge thick diaper. I wanted to run. I wanted to scream at her. I wanted to cum. I wanted to kiss her. I didn’t know what I wanted and quickly started to cry.

Vanessa sat down next to me and cradled my head in her lap. “There, there little girl.” She said, “it is all going to be okay.”

I sobbed for a few more minutes and could not get myself under control. Somehow the whole time I was becoming more and more aroused. Finally Vanessa sighed and said “Dolly time for Danny.”

My mind silenced itself almost immediately and I stared up at her. I had never felt so calm and peaceful in my life, yet somehow the arousal multiplied by a factor of ten.

“I am sure you are wondering what is going on here.” Vanessa said as she plucked a stray hair from my head. The pain felt distant, everything did.  “Well, as you can maybe guess, there was no party. I invited you here for this. When I saw you in class I realized immediately with your frame you would make a beautiful doll. Your shyness is what did you in though. Because I knew that you would fall into my trap and I knew you’d be perfectly submissive.”

If I could have, I would have run at that point. But I couldn’t. I couldn’t even think of running.

“So, I drugged you.” Vanessa continued. “The drink Esther made you had a dose of GHB and a muscle relaxer in it. After that it was easy to hypnotize you. Don’t worry. I did the same thing to Esther last year. Before me her name was Mark, and she was a very smart swimmer. Now she isn’t quite smart, but she is the perfect submissive girlfriend for me. She is also much happier than she was before. You will be too.”

I stared up at her placidly. My mind was still calm but somewhere in it was the developing need to escape.

Vanessa looked down at me and laughed. “Right now you are thinking about escape and freedom. But you can’t quite get your mind around either idea can you? I left just enough fight in you to consider it. But you might as well give up. Because you won’t even try, and you already know that, don't you?”

I felt my head nod what seemed to be minutes after I told it to. She was right.

“Here is the fun part though. You have seen Esther. You know what I am going to turn you into. A docile, simple dolly, that loves  sex and loves to follow directions.  Those little thoughts of freedom that are in your mind right now? I am going to extinguish them completely. I am not just taking your free will from Danny. I am taking the very concept of free will from you. Doesn’t that sound nice?”

I shook my head as much as I could and she laughed again. “Your head says no, but your cock says yes. I see you undulating under the covers. Not that it matters. Your cock is locked behind surgical steel. You have no chance of getting off at all. The arousal is from the constant programming you have been under. And the drugs of course.”

I tried to stop twisting my waist, realizing that any kind of relief was not going to happen. I couldn’t make myself stop though. I was too horny and too far gone.

“Do you know how long you have been here Daniel?” She asked me. It was the first time she had used my full name since before she drugged me.

I shook my head no, scared of the answer.

“You have been here for three weeks.” She chuckled. “Three weeks of drugs, hypnosis, programming, and lots of sex, it is a shame you can’t remember any of it.”

Despite the drugs and everything I felt myself blush. I had been a virgin when I had come to her. Now, I was not and I couldn’t even remember it.

“That’s right. You have gone down on me, and Esther.” She laughed when she saw how shocked I was, but even that couldn’t prepare me for what was next. “And Esther has cum in you every other day. In your ass that is.”

I wanted to cry but I couldn’t. Even stranger though was the fact that as soon as she said it I knew it was true, and suddenly my ass felt empty and a new craving coursed through me.

As I lay there, completely dazed, she left the room. I was trying to process what had happened to me. Soon I started to feel normal again, I was even able to sit up. I still wanted to cry, but for some reason tears wouldn’t come.

Later, Vanessa breezed back into the room. Esther followed behind her, with the pouty lips and her hands full of papers.

“Do you know what all of this is Daniel?” Vanessa asked me.

I shook my head, still confused, and still scared.

“This is all of your homework for the last three weeks. ‘A’ level work.” As she said this Esther put all of the paper down on the nightstand.

“And this,” she pulled a silver key out of her pocket and placed it on top of the papers, “is the key to your chastity device.”

I was about to ask her what a chastity device was when I had the sudden realization that it was the steel tube locked around my penis.

“In a few minutes the drugs and the hypnosis will wear off. Then you will have a choice. You can unlock yourself and take all of your homework, as well as the doctor’s excuses I have prepared for you, and leave.  If you do that the only lasting effects will be the constant reminder of what happened here, and I am sure extreme arousal as a result of it, as well as an inability to ever tell anyone about it.  I couldn’t have you ruining my fun.”

She sighed and reached down to the floor, coming up with a baby bottle full of a goldish colored liquid. “Or, you can drink this. If you drink this bottle you are mine. I will do everything I have said I would. I will turn you into a submissive, sex slave doll. I will erase the very idea of freedom from your mind. In truth I will erase most of what is in your mind now, or at least block it off from your conscious thought. You will still be you at the core. But you will be a dolly like Esther, you will be horny and submissive and happier than I can even tell you.”

I started to feel strong enough to stand and decided to do so. This was my chance to leave and put this nightmare, this deliciously arousing nightmare, behind me. I stood up on wobbly legs and started to look over the homework. The work was amazing, better than I could have done, and the doctor’s excuses were real. I looked at the silver key. It was plain but somehow beautiful. I picked it up and waddled over to a full size mirror with a pink frame. I looked ridiculous in the pink nightie and the giant diaper, but somehow the image aroused me. Behind me, in the reflection I saw Esther, her lips were thick  and pouty and her waist was cinched by what was clearly a corset. Her eyes were big and brown and beautiful; they were also free of worry or concern. She looked truly happy. I looked back down at the key and then up in the mirror one last time.

It felt like I was searching for the right answer in my mind and the arousal and confusion started to rip through me again. I knew in my heart there was only one way to end the confusion, only one person who could. I dropped the key and turned towards Vanessa.

“I will drink,” I said as I grabbed the bottle and started gulping from it.  The taste was indescribable and the effect was almost immediate. The cottony feeling in my head started to come back, this time joined by a feeling of euphoria. I sat down on the bed and sucked the bottle dry while they both watched me smiling.

I laid back, far too gone to keep sitting up, and looked up at Vanessa. “Thank you, Mommy,” I whispered as the world went dark once more.


Chapter 3

When I woke up the whole world looked disjointed and felt far away.  I felt surrounded by softness and warmth, and was aroused even more than before. Hovering above me were Esther and Vanessa. Esther with her eternal pout and vacant eyes, they were so beautiful, and Vanessa with a predatory grin, “I knew I would win,” she said.

Her words sounded far away and yet reverberated through my mind. Her words were truth. It was at that moment, for the first time, that I wet my diaper. The rush of warmth surprised me and somehow sent my arousal through the roof. I couldn’t believe it, but Esther laughed, and my arousal peaked again.

“Hello Daniel.” Vanessa said, leaning forward. “Let’s have a chat shall we.”

I looked up at her, still feeling like I was floating, but somehow able to think clearly. My cock was still locked away and I was aroused more than ever before.

“Why did you drink the bottle Danny?” Vanessa smiled.

Without even thinking I began to speak. It felt as though there was no filter between my mind and my mouth. “I was confused and aroused. More aroused than ever before. It was hard to think. Then I saw Esther in the mirror and she looked so beautiful, and so carefree. I wanted to feel that way.”

“You wanted to lose your freedom Daniel? Because freedom is choice and freedom is the ability to think for yourself.” Vanessa’s piercing eyes seemed to be staring into my soul and seeing all of it.

“Yes Mommy. I wanted to lose all of that. I need to.” I didn’t know where the words were coming from but I knew they were true the instant they came out of my mouth.

“Wondering why you can’t stop talking little one?” Vanessa’s smile softened, and I heard Esther stifle a giggle. “The bottle had drugs of course, but you are also trained to tell us exactly what you are thinking.”

“What are you going to do to me?” I asked. 

“Look at Esther, slave.” When she said slave the word reverberated even more than before. “I am going to make you like her, only with even less freedom. That diaper you are wearing? You will be wearing them for the rest of your life. That chastity belt? The same thing.”

When she said that my cock twitched inside its prison. “You like that thought don’t you, slave? Knowing you will never get to use your penis? Knowing that you will never use a toilet again.”

“Yes Mommy. I don’t know why but this arouses me and I want it. I want to cum so badly. But more than that I want to need to cum.”

Both of them burst into laughter when I said this and I knew as soon as I heard it that my fight was over.

“Are you ready Daniel?” Vanessa asked. “Because there is no way to stop this once it starts. Not that you will want to.”

I nodded, finally too scared to speak.

“Good.” Vanessa said. And with that Esther moved forward and plunged a syringe I didn’t see into my arm. I barely felt anything. “Don’t worry, slave. That is just to help with your training. It will allow me to bring you into a deeper trance than ever before.”

“Thank you Mommy.” I don’t know where those words came from but they felt like the only thing I could, or should say.

A few seconds went by and the world went even softer, and everything felt even further away. Suddenly I was looking at a picture of myself from before. I looked normal, like a young man. Nerdy, and smart. Slight of build, and with little sense or concern for fashion.

“Do you know who this is?” Vanessa asked me.

“Yes, Mommy. That is me.” I answered slowly. I still had no filter, but my mind was moving slower, like the thoughts had trouble moving or connecting.

“No silly.” Vanessa said. “This is Daniel Banner. A silly little nerd from school. You are Melodie Anne. You should forget all about Daniel Banner.”

“I should forget.” I said, trailing off.

“That’s right Melodie. You should forget all about Daniel. All about his dreams and goals.  All about his desires. Daniel Banner is a silly little boy who has freedom. You are a beautiful sexy doll who hates freedom. You are Melodie and Daniel is Daniel. You should forget all about Daniel.”

“I should forget. I’m a sexy doll.” My voice droned and my mind started to feel funny, like there was a buzzing or humming feeling inside it. I thought I saw Esther grin, but couldn’t be sure.

“That’s right. A sexy little baby doll that wants to do what she is told.” Vanessa said every word slowly, letting it sink right into me. Every word felt like heaven pushing me further and further into arousal.

“Do what she is told.” I whispered.

I watched as Esther started to remove her skirt and panties revealing a steal tube. Then Vanessa unlocked the tube and in a few moments I saw Esther’s cock for the second time. It was big and smooth and for some reason seeing it turned me on even more. I didn’t realize that my mouth was hanging open until  she was standing before me and the head of her beautiful cock was resting on my lips.

“Take Esther into your mouth.” Vanessa said, and almost automatically I did so. “You love this feeling. You love it so much Melodie.”

As she said this I started sucking on Esther’s cock earnestly. Vanessa continued to talk but I could not really make out what she was saying. Esther pumped away at my mouth and I loved the feeling. I could tell that something was about to happen and then I heard Vanessa say “When Esther cums into your mouth you will swallow it all. You love this taste and are becoming addicted to it. When she cums you will cum too and then you will fall into a deep sleep.”

Almost before she finished speaking I felt Esther contract in my mouth and suddenly I felt spurting against the back of my throat and filling my mouth. I started gulping all I could. The taste was amazing, and then I realized that I was cumming too. It felt far away though, not like orgasms I had had in the past. Before I could focus on what was happening the world started to fade, and I was alone in the dark again.


Chapter 4

I woke up in surroundings that were at once unfamiliar and filled me with the strongest sense of dejavu. I was in a studio apartment with music and sports posters. The mess surrounding me could only belong to a boy. Furthermore I was naked, no diaper, no chastity device, nothing. Confusion filled me as I got stiffly out of bed; how long had I been asleep? And where was I?

I wandered into a small and dingy bathroom. Does the person who lives here ever clean it? I sat down on the toilet and tried to pee. It took forever but eventually I squeezed out enough to release the pressure coming from my bladder. I cleaned myself up as much as possible and set about trying to figure out where I was. 

Back in the living room I started looking around this dirty boy’s apartment when I realized I was rock hard. It had been so long since I had an unlocked cock. I forgot all about figuring out where I was and found myself laying on a beanbag chair stroking myself. The mirror on the wall showed a thin boy with a swimmer's body masturbating. It confused me. I was looking at a reflection I didn’t recognize. Somehow it all turned me on more. I tried to focus on sex with hot girls but all I could imagine was Esther sliding in and out of me.

I closed my eyes and the image became all the more vivid. I was on my back in the pink bed. My penis was locked inside a steel tube and I was completely hairless from the neck down. Esther was on her knees with my legs balanced on her shoulders. She was pushing in and out of me slowly and sensually. The whole time Mommy Vanessa was whispering in my ear, telling me how much I loved this, how much I needed to be filled and used and to be a good pretty dolly.

I stroked and stroked and more images came to me. I imagined being on my knees sucking on Miss Esther’s beautiful cock. Her hands were entwined in my hair holding me and gently guiding me as I learned to give pleasure. Suddenly there was another person, another cock next to her. I looked up and it was a boy I knew but couldn’t remember. Soon my head was being guided back and forth between their cocks. I imagined their taste in my mouth and the feeling of them exploding against my throat. I could almost remember the taste and the smell and the feeling. I loved it

I kept getting closer and closer to the edge but could not gain release. I don’t know how long it went on but my arousal built and built and the images got more and more intense and submissive.  Me in diapers, me tied to a bed. Mommy Vanessa rubbing me all over while telling me I was never meant to be anything but a little dolly.

I don’t know how long I masturbated when when I finally gave up my cock was red and sore and my arousal was greater than it had ever been. I had a pool of precum on my now hairless chest but was no closer to release. Without thinking I scooped up the precum and put it in my mouth. It tasted so good that I wanted more. Soon I was teasing myself again and lapping up the precum almost as fast as it could leak out of my cock. I closed my eyes and just imagined every depraved possibility of the pink prison I had been inexplicably released from.

When I finally stopped, I realized I was crying. I looked at the mirror and was horrified by what I saw. I realized that this had been my apartment. I reached for a boot on the floor next to me and threw it with all the force I could at the mirror.  It cracked where the boot hit. I was too upset to care. I collapsed back into the beanbag chair and stared at my now broken reflection. I cried even more when I realized that despite how upset and confused I was my erection, and my arousal, had not subsided at all.

I finally got up out of the bean bag chair and staggered to the kitchen. I washed my face and then looked down at the counter. There was a pile of personal items there I began to sift through. It was car keys, a driver’s license, a college ID, even a social security card and a birth certificate. Next to them was a note. It read simply Are you ready to start your new life? Call me. ~ V

I looked at the note and the pile of personal effects. I knew that it made up my old life. I also knew that I could never go back to that, even if I wanted to. The strange thing was that I didn’t. It felt wrong. I picked up the phone. I dialed a number, I had no clue how I even knew the number, but I didn’t really think about it.

“There’s my pet.” Vanessa’s voice was sultry and nearly made me cum. “I knew you’d call. You couldn’t resist could you?”

“No Mommy. I can’t stop thinking about who I am supposed to be. I hate this place. I hate how it makes me feel.”

“That’s a good girl. You want to be a good dolly like Esther, don’t you?”

“Yes Mommy.” I felt hope for the first time since I had broken the mirror. “Please tell me what I need to do.”

“Just go to sleep for me, pet.” My eyes shut before she had even finished the sentence. As my mind went quiet I heard her say “Now here is what I want you to do.”

I don’t know how long I was out, but when I woke up I was on my knees in the apartment. I was still horny but felt the security of my chastity device locked back into place, along with the thick padded diaper I had grown used to. Despite being in the disgusting apartment I felt worlds better.

“Good morning, Melodie.” Vanessa’s voice came from behind me but seemed to emanate from everywhere. When I heard my name my cock twitched. “Or should I say Daniel,” she continued.

When I heard the name Daniel everything felt wrong. It was like vertigo. It was like nausea. It was like depression. I needed it to stop.

“Please don’t say that. Please don’t call me that. Please—“ I babbled

“Don’t say what, Daniel?” The vertigo again, worse.

“Please.” I started to cry.

“Why Daniel? That is your name isn’t it?” Vanessa asked me.

“No.” I sobbed. “Never.”

“Prove it.” Vanessa said, kneeling next to me and whispering in my ear. “Prove that you are Melodie. Prove that you are mine.”

With that she dropped a ziplock bag in front of me. It held Daniel Bryan’t life inside it. IDs, birth certificate, checkbook, everything.

“Destroy it,” she said. “Get rid of Daniel Banner.”

I picked up the ziplock bag and memories flashed through my mind. Daniel’s memories, but were they still mine?

I thought about his mother, his father, my parents? I thought about all of the hard work and old friends. My legs were carrying me towards the kitchen. An entire life was flashing through my eyes. I was about to erase that person forever. By the time I reached the stove I stopped caring. I turned the oven on as high as it would go and open the door. I hesitated for just a second before throwing the bag into the oven.

As I closed the door I felt hands on my shoulders. “Good pet. Sleep for me now.”

I smelled plastic begin to melt as everything went dark and all of Daniel’s memories faded from my mind.


Chapter 5

When I woke up everything was better. I was back in my pink bed, in a pink onesie with my diaper and my clitty all locked away. I also had a pacifier in my mouth. My arousal was increasing non-stop and I couldn’t have been happier. It was getting harder and harder to think and that made me happy too.

After a little while of just lying in the bed squirming Vanessa and Esther walked in. Vanessa was dressed in red latex and Esther was dressed like the perfect dolly, only with a cock sticking out and dripping with precum.

Vanessa walked over and sat down next to me. She removed my pacifier, which looked oddly like a penis gag. “Ready to play a game little dolly?”

I worked my jaw out and then said, in a high pitched and girly voice, “yes Mommy.”

“Good.” She said, and then ruffled my hair. “We are going to talk about what it means to be a dolly, so that you understand it better. The more you understand it, the better you will feel. Understand little girl?”

“Yes Mommy!” I said happily, I like when we play games.

As we were talking Esther had unzipped my onesie, and removed my diaper. Suddenly, without any preparation she shoved herself inside me. It should have hurt, but I accepted it easily and moaned in pleasure.

“Good dollies like having their ass filled, don’t they?” Vanessa asked me. 

“Yes Mommy,” I said, and my cock twitched in its prison. Suddenly Esther fucking me felt even better.

Vanessa smiled down at me as Esther pumped in and out of me.  I was losing myself to the pleasure and I realized that is what Vanessa wanted. I was happy that she was happy.

“Good dollies live to please their owners don’t they?”

I moaned and nodded. “yes Mommy,” I said again, and the pleasure multiplied again.

“Do you live to please me Melodie?”

“I do Mommy.” I moaned as the pleasure mounted more and more. I knew I was close to cumming and realized that I had not cum since before we had been back in Daniel’s old apartment. I was overcome with joy.

“Good dolly.” She said smiling. “Now this is really important. Good dollies never cum without permission do they?”

I looked up at her confused. I wanted, no needed, to cum. But Mommy always told me the truth. “No Mommy,” I said through gritted teeth. I was trying to resist, but knew I shouldn’t. “Good dollies never cum without permission”

“And if they never ever get permission?”

“Then they never ever cum,” I said, I felt a twinge of sadness but a bigger surge of pleasure.

Somehow the pleasure surged past the point of orgasm and I felt something in my mind. It was like euphoria only better, and I was suddenly filled with serenity.

“Thank you Mommy.” I said breathlessly, and with a certain detachment that hadn’t been in my voice before. After a moment I realized I sounded like Esther.

“There you go Melodie. That is better isn’t it?” Vanessa asked as Esther continued to pump away.

“Yes Mommy.” I whispered. “Thank you.”

As I finished speaking Esther exploded inside me and I felt suffused with joy, but also a deep confusion. I looked up at my Mommy and opened my mouth.

“Shhh.” Mommy said, placing a finger over my mouth. “I will explain later. But Esther is a special dolly.”

I nodded, but didn’t really understand. Esther was looking at me smiling, and I was happy that she was happy.

“Don’t worry Melodie.” Esther said, “soon you won’t mind.”

I tried to understand what she was telling me but my mind wasn’t working so good.

“It is time to go to sleep now Melodie.” Vanessa said.

I tried to say good night, but my eyes were closed before I could. 


Chapter 6

When I woke up I found myself tied to the bed, naked except for my diaper. I could feel my cock throbbing inside my steel tube. It was frustrating but for some reason with every pulsation I felt happier and more content. I knew at that moment I never wanted release. I wanted to feel aroused and needy forever. I tested the bounds around my wrists and ankles and found them to be inescapable but comfortable. It made sense, I knew Mommy would never hurt me. Satisfied that I wasn’t going anywhere I relaxed into the bed and enjoyed the sensations pulsing through my body.

Eventually Esther came in and I looked up at her. She was a positively breathless vision wearing pink stockings with a seam up the back and super high black heels. She was in a pink house dress and her brown doe eyes were as big and vacant as always. The smile on her face was stunning.

Her carefree breathy voice called out “Good morning baby. I have your breakfast bottle.”

She sat down and shoved the end of the bottle into my mouth before I could say anything. I happily started sucking. It tasted like bananas and chocolate and there was a chemical hint that told me I was once against being drugged. It didn’t hit me as hard as it usually did but by the time I finished the bottle I was even more relaxed. I was becoming increasingly used to being empty headed and horny.

“Mommy Vanessa asked me to explain some things to you.” Esther started rubbing my diapered crotch and occasionally slipping her hand around to touch my bum. It felt so good even with the large diaper dulling pretty much everything but the pressure she applied. “Your morning bottle is a smoothie of fruit and other yummy things. There are also some things in it to help you be calm and happy and hormones to help you grow cute little titties for us to play with. Isn’t that nice?”

Somewhere in the back of my head I was scared of the idea of growing titties. What would my mom think? My friends? Esther smiled down at me. “I can see a little bit of worry in your eyes baby. Just empty your head and let all that go. Pretty dolls never worry about anything and you are never going to see anybody again who won’t like you being a cute docile little doll baby.”

I realize now that that should have scared me, or maybe it shouldn’t have. It doesn’t now. It makes me feel happy to think about it just like it did then. I closed my eyes and sighed happily and wiggled against her hand.

“You want to be filled up don’t you dolly?” Esther’s voice had a hint of joy at the idea that told me she liked it. “Maybe later. There was something else in that bottle that you are going to start feeling any second now.”

Almost as soon as she said it I felt my stomach churning and I looked up at her with full panic in my eyes. “It’s okay baby. You have done this a bunch of times you have just never been awake for it before. It is time for you to realize what being diapered really means though. Just relax.”

Esther started rubbing my tummy and whispering to me that I was a good baby and a good dolly and to just enjoy it and let it happen. Eventually I felt my butt loosen up and soft warmth filled my diaper. It was stinky but I was surprised to feel turned on by the feeling. I started wiggling in it and Esther laughed.

“Who knew you would be such a dirty baby?” She asked as she started tickling me. The smell was quickly filling the room but for some reason I didn’t care and Esther didn’t seem to either. She tickled me and tickled me until I was worn out from laughing and could barely breathe. Then she undid my leg bindings and spread my legs out.

Soon she was undoing my diaper and wiping me with a cool cloth of some kind. It felt so good. It might be weird to say but I felt so free just laying there and letting her take care of me. Once she was content that I was completely cleaned up she crawled up onto her knees on the bed and lifted the bottom of her dress. I was surprised to see that she was not locked up the way I was. She pressed herself against my freshly cleaned sphincter and I pressed back wanting to be filled.

“That’s a good baby. I don’t have to be locked up anymore now that we have you. I get to use you anytime I want.” She looked down at me and smiled. “Isn’t that so nice?”

I nodded at her and pushed even harder and soon she was filling me. It felt so good. After a few seconds she started pushing in and out of me and I was lost in the arousal and pleasure she was giving me. I don’t know where it came from but between ragged breaths I found myself looking up at her and saying urgently “Please cum in me and fill me all up Miss Esther. I need it so badly.”

She smiled down at me. “I will baby. I will.” She then increased her pace and after a little while longer pressed hard into me. I felt her explode against my insides and when she did I felt a shuddering in my body as well, though nothing but precum dripped from my hard and locked away little clitty.

Spent, Esther slumped down on me and held me, her softening cock still inside my well used and very happy bum. She wrapped her arms around me and nuzzled me whispering “You are never leaving us baby. You are spending the rest of your life with me and Mommy Vanessa. We love you so much.”

I felt warm and happy and must have drifted off to sleep. When I woke up sometime later I was cuddling a giant hello kitty stuffy and sucking on my thumb. I was diapered again and could feel Esther’s cum leaking out of me. I couldn’t remember much of my past but I knew I had never been happier.

Later that night Mommy Vanessa entered my room in skin tight latex and undid my bounds. She was an absolute vision in blue and black latex wearing a blue beret. It was miles from her usual outfits either for class or at home. I stared at her with wide eyes and an open mouth. I could feel my little clitty throbbing.

Without a word she pointed to the floor and I understood she wanted me to crawl. She walked to the door and snapped her fingers once. I I crawled behind her, not sure how I knew exactly what she wanted but happy I was pleasing her. I followed behind her to her bedroom where I was surprised to see Esther kneeling with a ball gag in her mouth wearing a black latex straightjacket. She had a strict posture collar on with a red leash attached to it. She was staring straight ahead and I realized that she was too far gone to see me. I realized after a second that there were headphones on her head.

“Do you like how Esther looks,my little girl?” Vanessa looked down at me and I nodded with wide eyes and licked my lips. “Good, because I bought you a matching set.”

I gulped and looked up at her. Soon she had me stripped of everything but my diaper and pulled me into a latex straightjacket that looked just like Esther’s. Then she pulled tight latex pants up over my legs and diaper and forced me to my knees. I looked into her eyes as she locked a thick posture collar around my neck. As she did this I felt my bladder release and fill my diaper with warm wet piss. I loved the feeling and pressed down into it.

Vanessa walked around behind me and reached over my head, which was held still by the collar. She pressed a ball gag into my mouth and soon it was strapped tight around my head. The whole time she was doing this Esther stared straight ahead without moving. Mommy then moved around to the front of us and positioned a mirror. We were almost twins and all I could do was stare at the vision of the two of us, bound and kneeling.

As I was staring at the startling image in front of me and loving it more and more I saw Mommy Vanessa move around behind us and place matching headphones on my head. I heard her soothing voice telling me “Relax baby, go deep for me,” and I started to fade out. As I did I watched in the mirror as Mommy lay down on the bed behind us and started to masturbate.

As I faded away I heard light music playing through the headphones and could almost but not quite hear words. Occasionally a word would pop into my mind though. Sister. Obey. Slave. Diaper. Chaste. Slut. I was lost in a sea of soft warm darkness, the image in front of me burning into my head. Vanessa was my Mommy. Esther was my big sister. I would always obey both of them. I would always please both of them. This was my place, my home. I tried to wonder what words Esther was hearing but the thought wouldn’t stay in my mind. I didn’t need it anyway.


Chapter 7

I didn’t know how much time had passed but my life had settled into a very steady routine. Esther or Vanessa, my Mommy, would wake me in the morning and change my diaper. Then I would lay on the floor and watch cartoons and sometimes cuddle with Esther. Almost everyday I would go down on Mommy or she would fill my ass with a strap-on, or both. Often she would let Esther use my mouth or my ass.

In the afternoons I would clean the house, my only real chore. Vanessa didn’t really want me to serve her, she had Esther for that. She mostly wanted me to be pretty and docile and obedient and sometimes to use me, or let her friends use me, for sex. I had made more girls, and boys, cum in the last year than I could count and couldn’t remember myself what an orgasm felt like. But Mommy was always happy with me so I was happy and I loved being constantly horny and on edge for her.

I never really understood why Esther got to cum and I didn’t but I did notice that the only time she ever did get to cum was inside me. Every time she did, whether it was my mouth or my ass she would lean into my ear and say “Thank you Melodie. That was so nice. I bet you wish you could feel that.”

Esther was usually nice to me but sometimes like any big sister she was very mischievous. She liked to remind me that I was just a baby dolly and would always be on the bottom rung of the ladder as it were. I hated to admit it but I loved that too. Sometimes when she babysat me, while Mommy was out on dates, she would make me eat from a dog bowl or bind me up with a vibrator inside me. Sometimes cum would leak out of me but I never felt an orgasm and didn’t even really want to anymore. The need was still there, but I loved the need and Mommy always reminded me that I wanted this and how good it made me feel.

One day Esther decided to make my dusting a little more difficult. She chained my ankles together as I walked around in heels. I was only ever allowed to wear heels if I was allowed to wear anything on my feet. I preferred being barefoot or in my onesie to be honest. But sometimes Esther or Mommy would want me to dress up and I always want to do what they told me.

“That looks soooo good Melodie.” Vanessa walked in the door smiling. I was waddling around the living room in my diaper and heels and little else and was humming a song I cannot quite remember as I dusted all of the surfaces. “You are such a good dollie.”

“Thank you Mommy Vanessa,” I rarely spoke but when I did I loved the sound of my voice, airy and carefree and just a little bit breathy. I think if I heard that sort of voice from another person it would have gotten me instantly hard, but I don’t think about things like that anymore. I don’t think about anything other than what Mommy and Esther tell me to.

“When you finish cleaning the living room, come to my room. Esther and I will be waiting for you.” Vanessa looked around the room again and nodded before ascending the stairs.

I continued cleaning the living room until sure that it was spotless then still humming half waddled half crawled up the stairs before crawling down the hallway to Mommy’s bedroom. When I crawled in, both Mommy and Esther smiled and ran towards me. Soon I was being smothered with hugs and tickles. I was laughing so hard that I eventually peed and that just made me feel even happier.

“Do you know what today is, Melodie?”

I looked up at Mommy and tried to think but realized I had no idea. I never knew what day it was anymore.

“Can I tell her?” Esther asked.

“Of course dear!” Mommy Vanessa kept looking down at me smiling

Esther crouched down next to me  and leaned into my face smiling. “It’s your birthday silly!”

Before I could say anything she leaned closer and kissed me hard on the mouth. I felt a familiar but distant throbbing inside my diaper. It felt so nice, but like it always did it was far away.

When she finished kissing me I looked at them both dazed and happy. It was my birthday. But I didn’t know what that really meant.

“That’s right, my perfect doll.” Mommy Vanessa looked down at me, “it was a year ago today that I made you.”

As soon as she said it I remembered. I remembered mindlessly throwing away my old life. I couldn’t stop myself. I remembered going to school and playing video games and all of the other things I didn’t do anymore. All the things I couldn’t do.

I started crying.

“What’s wrong baby?” Esther asked me. I couldn’t answer through the tears.

“She remembers Esther.  She remembers and now she is scared.”

They each took one of my arms and helped me into the bed. Soon I was laying down in the big fluffy bed but still sobbing. The whole last year was flashing before my eyes. I was Daniel again.

“Baby it’s okay. This is what you wanted.” Esther played with my hair. My long blond hair.

It was what I wanted. Or what I thought I wanted. Now I wasn’t so sure. I looked up at Vanessa who sat down next to me.

“You remember don’t you, Melodie?”

I could only nod and continue to fight back the tears. Was that my name now?

“Shhh,” she started rubbing my diaper right over my crotch and even in the permanent chastity tube it felt good. “It’s okay. You are safe here.”

I nodded and tried to stop sobbing. “I didn’t know that was going to happen Melodie. I didn’t know it would all come back. I never want to hurt you.”

“Why?” I asked her through the sobs. “Why did you do this to me?”

“Because you were adorable and girly and seemed so sad.” She paused, “And because I wanted to. But I wouldn’t have done it if I didn’t think it would make you happy.”

“But I used to be smart.” I was getting angry, thinking about everything I gave up.

“You are still smart dear.” She continued rubbing and somehow even though I was angry I was getting turned on. “It is all still there. I just don’t think you want to use it the way you used to.”

I looked at her with a mix of confusion, anger, and lust. “How do you know?”

“Because I can feel how turned on you are. This is what you want. You chose this, remember?”

I did remember. I remembered drinking the bottle. I remembered letting Esther inside me for the first time. I remembered burning all of my identification. I did choose this…and I did like the way I felt.

“I don’t know why the memories came back Melodie. I could make them go away again though. Do you want that?”

I didn’t know how to answer.  Vanessa began undoing my diaper.

“It would probably be better that way dear.  You are never leaving me anyway. It might be better to forget what you were. What you could have been.”

I watched as Esther pulled out a syringe. I didn't even try to fight her as she went between my legs and inserted it through the chastity device into my half erect penis.

I felt the warmth travel up through my genitals. My erection immediately subsided but a pleasant tingle remained. Soon my whole body was feeling kind of warm and floaty.

“Or maybe I should force you to remember. So you spend everyday thinking about the boy you are and the doll you are. Would that be a nice birthday gift?”

Suddenly her voice sounded angry and I didn’t know what to do. I shook my head. “Please don’t be mad Mommy.”

Esther laughed and then so did Vanessa. “Silly girl. I am not really angry. I just wanted to scare you a little bit. I think I can find a way to make everything perfect. But first I need you to relax and sleep for me.”

As soon as she said it I felt the world fading. I tried to hold on but couldn’t and was soon enveloped by the familiar warm darkness. It was still somehow filled with words. Words I couldn’t quite hear but were definitely reaching into my very being.

I don’t know whether it was hours or days later but I awoke and felt good again. I was Melodie Anne. I hated freedom and was glad I was not a boy anymore. I looked up at Mommy and smiled.

“You still remember, don't you?” She asked. All of the fear was gone. I knew what I had been and what I had become and was happy and content with the changes.

“Yes Mommy. I was a smart but sad boy. Now I am a happy ditzy little girl for you. This is better.” I said it and knew it was true.  I smiled. 

“We are going to make more changes to you soon Melodie. But  before we do, I want you to do something for me.” Mommy put a laptop on the bed next to me.

“I know you haven’t used one of these in a while, little dolly. But I need you to use it one more time. You are going to write your story for me.”

“Yes Mommy,” I said and knew immediately what I needed to do. I opened up a word document and began to type.
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Samantha Cross sat at her workstation staring at her reflection in the black screen of the monitor attached to her laptop. She smiled and enjoyed, not for the first time, what she saw. Her dyed red hair with black lowlights cut in a short pixie style gave her an edgy but fun look and the colors brought out the blue of her eyes, not to mention working exceptionally well with her pale and flawless skin. She looked from her reflection down to her phone and smiled more to herself, hidden by her privacy screen was her favorite sort of porn, submissive men in diapers. The picture she was enjoying at that specific moment was of a young man, probably mid-20s, shaved hairless, dressed in a ridiculous ruffled pink dress, and wearing diapers so thick it would be impossible for him to do anything but waddle or crawl.

In her mind there was definitely a chastity device under that diaper, hopefully a metal one, and maybe a buttplug too. She loved her men submissive, helpless, and diapered. She loved them feminized even more. Thankfully for her, the bay area was full of attractive men that loved to play those sorts of games. The tech world was full of closet freaks, she knew, since she was one of them. But what she hadn’t found yet was one she could really sink her claws into. Her fantasies were for more than just a day of diapers, or sending the guy home in a chastity device he could probably get out of if he really wanted to. For now though, she was happy with her fantasizing about the guy in the image.

What Samantha did not enjoy was being stuck at her computer waiting for her two other team members to finish compiling their code. She knew they were wasting time, as usual, probably talking about their love of whatever banal and pointless first person shooter they were playing this week. She had played with them one or two times, under a pseudonym of course, and she wasn’t sure what bothered her most; it could be the sheer amount of time they spent talking about the games, it could be the unbelievable amount of time they spent playing them, or it could be that they were just incredibly bad at them.

Finally she saw the two boys, it was funny that she considered them boys considering they were both one to three years older than her, and returned from what was a lunch break that ran almost an hour long. She thought, not for the first time about reporting it to their supervisor; but he knew that they tended to take long breaks and despite the fact that they were at best mediocre programmers he let it happen. She knew that if she said anything about it at all it would be ignored and would probably hurt her reputation at least as much as theirs.

Samantha could barely maintain her rage as the two tech bros, both in the classic tech bro uniform of poor fitting jeans and “ironically” insensitive graphic t-shirts, spent another ten minutes babbling about some new game they were playing. A first person shooter with zombies where the real threat was the other players did not sound all that original or exciting to Samantha Cross; but the fact that it was free to play did draw her attention, the server security probably wasn’t all that great. 

She focused in on Brad, whose t-shirt read There are two kinds of people in the world, those that can extrapolate from incomplete data and… She really hated that shirt. “Hey Brad, do you think you two can finish compiling your code, I am getting harassed to push the new version of the app by the end of the day today.”

She really hoped that making it sound like she was as disinterested in the work as they were would help; but chances are they would be as condescending as always; she followed it up with, “what game were you guys just talking about? It sounded good.”

“It’s called No Survivors,” Brad didn’t even look up from their conversation to answer, “you probably wouldn’t like it.”

She shrugged, he was right, but that wasn’t why she was asking. “Yeah, but I heard you say it was free and that sounds like the right price to me.” She pushed herself to snort-laugh at her own comment, the way one of them might have, and choked back her disgust.

“Yeah, I guess.” Greg looked up from the conversation and she swore he was checking her out, though not openly leering, if he was it wouldn’t be the first time. “We’ll finish that code up here in a little bit.”

She sighed, a little bit for those two could mean twenty minutes or two hours, “thanks,” was all she said though.

While she waited for them to complete their code, which took about ninety minutes, she amused herself on her oversized smartphone by returning to her own favorite vices, erotic stories and imagery. While waiting for them to stop being babies, she was perusing tumblr, enjoying image after image of young men being both feminized and regressed to toddler or babyhood. She couldn’t quite remember when she started fetishizing such things but she had fascinated with the idea of adults being forced to act like children, and the total emasculation of men, since at least high school; she especially loved when it was mixed with mind control; to that end she had been studying subliminal messages, hypnosis, and related techniques in her evenings for about a year.

As she looked at image after image of boys helplessly locked in chastity, diapered, and often in pink, frilly dresses, and bits of bondage, ideas were forming in her head about what to do with all the anger she felt towards her colleagues, their stupid video game, and all of the delicious desires she had fantasized about but never seriously tried to explore. If things went the way she wanted them to then everybody would be in for a very interesting weekend.

As she was formulating her plan a video caught her eye so she put in her earbuds and pressed play, enjoying the video of the man being hypnotized before being undressed, locked in chastity and shaved hairless from the neck down. The remainder of the video involved the boy being made up as the perfect baby girl and having her ass stuffed with a large pink butt plug before being diapered. Once he was brought out of hypnosis the boy helplessly rocked back and forth with his ass, and the plug shoved up against the back of his feet. His pleasure filled face and glazed over eyes were priceless and the moment when he orgasmed just from the sensation of the plug almost made Samantha orgasm as well. She had to consciously keep herself from reaching down into black leggings and getting herself off right at her desk. She almost did it anyway; figuring tweedles dumb and dumber probably wouldn’t even notice.

Eventually the two brats had finished their work and were back to joking around about their games and she was sure she had overheard them use words like ‘sluts,’ ‘bitches,’ and ‘pussies’ enough that she never needed to hear those particular words again. Setting her phone and her fantasies aside she quickly checked all of their work to make sure it was what was needed before pushing the update for the communication app they were expected to launch before leaving work for the day. With that, finally, finished, Samantha decided to duck out early so she could work on her new plan, one that she was hoping would make her life a lot more bearable and a lot more fun.


Later that night, after eating a light dinner Samantha found herself in front of her much bigger and more comfortable home computer. The amount of work she did at home, by itself, would have justified the comfortably appointed home office, the extremely high end personal computer, and the two giant flat screen monitors that took up most of her desk. But the fact that it was where she spent most of her time and felt most at home made it all the more important. She spent a lot of time away from work gaming and even more working on personal projects that had nothing to do with her job.

Now, she had a new project, and it was a little complicated but if she wanted her weekend to go the way she had planned then she had to get it done fast and she would just have to deal with being exhausted at work on Friday, which probably wouldn’t matter since she doubted her team would be doing much work on a Friday if they bothered to show up at all.

With all of that in mind she lined up three canned energy drinks. She hated the way they tasted but knew she would need the extra get up and go, and also made sure she had some snacks available, knowing it was going to be a late night. Settling into her plush black office chair she fired up her computer and downloaded No Survivors, the predictably obnoxious shooter that Brad and Greg had been talking about. Soon she had logged in and was checking out the game and everything she encountered made her want to vomit.

It was like a way station for thirteen year old lost souls and the amount of racist and misogynistic language coming through the voice chat compelled her to mute the chat; besides she hadn’t downloaded or logged into the game because she had any desire to play it. She just wanted to see where the boys were spending their time and more importantly gather the information about the game and the servers onto her computer. 

Finally she turned her attention to the new program she was making and began to fill in the blanks to fit her needs. The first thing she did was program audio into her program so that it would play very low level binaural beats that could be hidden within the audio of other programs; the goal of the binaural beats was to create a frequency following response that would impact the listeners brainstate, making them more susceptible to hypnotic trance and subliminal messages.

Once she was finished with that she moved on to the more difficult part of the program and that was, specifically, creating short flashes of visuals that, with the help of the binaurals, would slowly manipulate the minds of the viewers. The program would rapidly alternate visuals that would be too fast for the conscious mind to catch but would be burned into the subconscious of the viewers; these images included men in chastity, men in diapers, men kneeling before strong women and other images of total emasculation, regression, and submission. Her favorite of all the images was a man, naked except for a diaper, kneeling at booted feet holding a stuffed animal and cuddling up to the clearly feminine legs.

Along with the images were rapid fire text images that, like the images, would over time be burned into the minds of the unsuspecting viewers. These texts started out as suggestions, such as “you would enjoy being feminine,” then continued to seeming statements of fact “you are weak and long to obey,” and finished with downright commands “You will continue to play the game,” and “you will wet yourself.” If all of this worked as she planned her targets, those blissfully ignorant asshats she worked with, would unwittingly alter their own minds until they were completely helpless and then she would reap the rewards.

Of course to do that she had to make sure that everything she had built would reach her intended targets and that required some immediate hacking. Her first thought had been to hack the game servers but she realized it would be a lot easier to hack her teammates' computers and install the software there, and that is what she set about doing.

By four in the morning she was finished with phase one of her plan. She had hacked into both Brad and Greg’s gaming rigs, since they had been stupid enough to repeatedly invite her to play and to chat. It hadn't been hard and a few hours after that she had hidden her new program into the code for their current game of choice. Now the only questions were when they would play and how long it would take for her programming to take effect on them instead of just their computers.


The next day the sun came shining through the white blinds of her bedroom window and her alarm started its annoying beeping far too early. After hitting the snooze button twice she stopped it altogether and reached for her phone. The first thing she did was check her email; and the first thing she noticed was that Brad had reported he was working from home for the day.

She thought that working sounded like an interesting euphemism for skipping work to play games, she also thought that Brad, for once, had the right idea. Additionally, he would probably be logging into that shooter whenever he rolled out of bed and that meant her program would start its process a little earlier than she had expected. All of that added up to one thing, she was working from home for the day too; which meant she could get a couple more hours of sleep.

Unfortunately, while she wanted to get more sleep her excitement at what she expected the evening to bring would not let her and soon she was at her computer with her first of what would probably be many cups of coffee for the day. She tried to entertain, or at least distract, herself by checking work emails and slack and anything else that might lead to more work; however, it seemed to her that the entire office was on holiday as nothing seemed to be happening. They had pushed the updated app the day before and yet customer support was not inundating her with bug reports, very odd indeed, she thought.

With no work today she felt even better about taking the day off at least; deciding to seek entertainment elsewhere she headed to the kitchen and decided to make herself a decent breakfast. Twenty minutes later she was back at her computer with a plate of pancakes and bacon and a glass of orange juice. She also noticed she had an alert from her program; Brad had logged into No Survivors and was starting to play.

Brad was enjoying playing the new free Battle Royale game while occasionally checking his work email and slack channels. Nothing was happening and he was shocked that Sam wasn’t crawling up his ass asking him to do some kind of busy work. Sammy, Sammy, Sammy he thought to himself, gosh I would love to get between those legs. Sadly, he knew that was just going to be a fantasy for him. He had already been reprimanded once, and actually moved to her team because of a failed relationship in the office the previous year. He didn’t want to find himself job hunting, besides, he thought, girls are a dime a dozen, even girls like her.

Before too long he found himself really drawn into the game. It wasn’t going well, and he was losing much more often than he was used to. But he couldn’t seem to break away from the game. Eventually he looked down and realized that several hours had passed and while work had not really seemed to miss him Greg had sent him numerous text messages asking what he was up to.

I should really eat something, and see what Greg is up to, he thought to himself. But he couldn’t seem to pull himself away from the game. He found himself starting game after game, after game. He also just kept losing. Normally he would be getting angry, swearing at people, and worse, but he wasn’t. He was just sitting there, staring at the computer, and playing his game. He didn’t notice the hunger in his belly and had forgotten all about the text messages, emails, and slack.

The one thing he wasn’t forgetting to do though was drink more water. He couldn’t believe how thirsty he was, and there was just enough space between games to refill his glass. He couldn’t remember how many times he had gotten up and gone to his refrigerator to get more water. He gulped as much of the glass as he could before the game started again.

Finally a game was going well too, he had gotten a couple of good items and was tearing through opponents. Safely in the top 5 he decided to hide for a moment in a bombed out brick building so that he could quickly take a drink. As he picked up the glass he thought he saw a glitch in the game, like a quick blink on the screen. Before he could consider it further his lap suddenly felt warm, warm and wet.

Brad jumped out of his gaming chair and looked down at his soaked-through sweatpants. No way, he thought, no fucking way. Then he heard a loud bang through his speakers as his in-game avatar was sniped from afar. He looked at the screen blankly, trying to comprehend everything that had just happened. He felt the wetness spreading further from his crotch. He wondered what was wrong with himself but couldn’t really gather his thoughts, suddenly he found himself dropping to the floor and sobbing loudly. The sobbing turned into full on tears of frustration and rage. He couldn’t seem to get control of himself and the thought ran through his head, I am acting just like a baby. That thought made him cry even more.

Brad didn’t know how long he had sat there crying. He eventually got himself out of the wet sweatpants, but did not get himself further along than that before his eyes were drawn back to the computer screen and the game. Maybe now that he had gotten whatever that was out of his system he could finally win a game today. The game gave out daily prizes for wins and he had never missed, other than the odd day he hadn’t played at all.

Soon he was back in the game, though fairing no better than he had been. He was also certain the game was glitching a little, he even considered writing to customer support about it. He didn’t want them to think he was just whining though. He had not quite forgotten about the earlier incident, but he had pushed it to the back of his mind, and was back to his pattern of playing and drinking water.

This time, he almost caught himself, he felt the need to piss coming on and stood up from the game. He made it two steps before he lost control and let his pee run out of him, covering his legs and the hardwood floor of his apartment. He felt the frustration well up in him again and soon he was sitting in a puddle of his own piss, crying, and trying to figure out what had happened. When the crying finally stopped he had the strangest thought, or maybe it was a compulsion. Without even leaving the floor he reached up to his desk and grabbed his phone. He went through his contacts until he found her name. He couldn’t explain it, but he was calling his team leader, Samantha Cross.


Samantha looked down at her phone, right on schedule, she thought. She nonchalantly hit the green button to answer the call, then she started recording.

“Hey there Brad, what’s going on?”

“Sam,” He started, then paused for a second. “Something’s wrong. I don’t know what’s going on with me.”

She grinned into the phone and had to stifle her laughter. This was just perfect. Her program had worked to perfection. “Brad,” she practically cooed at him, “what happened? I am sure it will be fine.”

“Fine, yeah you are right. I am sure it will be. I am just feeling all out of sorts. I am sorry I bothered you. I should-”

“Brad, stop and listen.” She interrupted him, the last thing she wanted was for him to hang up. It would slow everything down and she felt like everything she wanted was right in her grasp.

“Um… what Sam?” He sounded more distracted than annoyed, and that was fine with her.

“Tick tock goes the clock. Drip drip goes the cock.”

It would have sounded like nonsense to anyone else, but Brad had just spent several hours being programmed by her hypnotic subliminals. For him it seemed like time stopped, he let go of his bladder again but this time was in a deep enough trance that he barely noticed.

“Tick tock. Drip Drop. Drop for me Bradley.”

Those words sent him even deeper into trance, and he sat there in his own urine oblivious to the world around him.

“Good boy,” this time Samantha did coo at him, “now tell me everything and we’ll see if I can help you.”

Words started tumbling from Brad’s mouth about how he had decided to spend the day gaming instead of working and how he couldn’t quite focus on the game and kept losing, and how frustrating it was and then how he pissed himself twice.

“Three times,” she corrected him.

“Yes,” he slurred, “tree times.”

She laughed at his mispronunciation and made a mental note to add that as a feature to his training. He would sound ridiculous but adorable, and it would just reinforce what he was becoming, and who she would be to him.

“Bradley, do you want my help?” She asked him.

“Yes, please.” He said.

“Say, ‘please Mommy. Please help your helpless little baby.” She spoke slowly and patiently, the way she imagined she would be spending a lot of time speaking to him in the future.

“Please Mommy. Please help your helpless little baby.” Brad repeated verbatim, somewhere in the back of his mind he knew it was wrong but he couldn’t stop himself, and if she could help him it didn’t matter.

“Good boy, I am going to come over. You are going to unlock your door and then sit back down in your piddle puddle and wait for me. Do you understand?”

“Yes Mommy,” he responded.

She smiled again, he was going to take to this so well.

It took Samantha all of twenty minutes to gather what she needed and head to Brad’s apartment. She had been there once for a party a few months prior, what a mistake that had been. But it was close, which was good, because she didn’t want to keep her prize waiting long. She opened the door and was immediately greeted by the ridiculous sight of Brad, his face hidden by a mop of brown hair, sitting in a Deathcab for Cutie t-shirt and nothing else, on the floor in a puddle of cold piss.

She slammed the door, as much for effect as anything else, and he looked up, jolted by the sound. “Did you do this to me?”

She ignored his question and went to the coffee table, opening her bag and laying out the items she had brought with her. She then turned to face him. His face was red, whether with anger or embarrassment she wasn’t sure and she didn’t really care. It wouldn’t matter soon anyway.

“Tick tock goes the clock. Now it's time to drop drop drop.” The words came out of her mouth softly but with a sing-song quality and she saw his pupil dilate. “Tick tock goes the clock. Now it's time to drop drop drop.”

On the second time his head dropped. “That’s so much better isn’t it.” She continued to speak softly. ‘Why don’t you crawl out of that puddle for me, find a dry spot on the floor, and lie on your back.”

She watched as he did what he was told. Her heart was practically beating out of her chest. She had actually done it. She couldn’t believe it had worked. She started humming quietly, just loud enough for him to hear, with the same tune as the words she had been speaking earlier. First she took a pack of baby wipes and carefully, maybe even affectionately, wiped him down, cleaning his entire bottom and even his legs and feet. She then slid a thick disposable diaper under, she ordered adult sized diapers all the time online and did not get to use them often enough. That is about to change though, she thought to herself as she carefully wrapped it around him and taped it up.

“Bradley, have you ever used a diaper as an adult?” She asked him.

In a dreamy voice, still deep in trance, “no, why would I do that?”

“You are about to find out how good it feels. You are going to love being in diapers for me. It is going to bring us so close together too.” As she said this reached under his shirt and rubbed his sides and his chest. “You’ve wanted to get close to me haven’t you?”

“Yes,” he said, “you are so pretty and smart. Ever since I was put on your team I wanted to get with you.”

She chuckled quietly at that. “You have?” She feigned surprise. “And what did you imagine that would be like?”

She had planned to ask him this question and imagined all kinds of degrading, misogynistic things that might come out of his mouth. Instead, he surprised her, “I imagined you teasing me and making me beg. Maybe making me do things for you, and then watching me jerk-off while you made fun of me for not being good enough for you.”

She sat back, barely missing the puddle of his urine, surprised at his answer. “Are you a submissive Bradley?”

“Yes Sam, always been a submissive. Never told anyone though.”

As she thought about this she realized it wasn’t completely surprising. She had heard about his attempt to date Ginny, on his old programming team, and hearing that he had fumbled it, though never how. She made a mental note to check-up with Ginny about it the next time they got together for post-work drinks.

“You will call me Mommy from now on.” Her voice suddenly became sharper, knowing he was naturally submissive made her all the more excited. “Did Ginny know?”

“No, Mommy. Didn’t think she’d like it.”

‘Well Bradley, you were right about one thing. You aren’t good enough for me.” He choked a little at that and she thought me might start crying. “Don’t worry though. We are going to fix that. I am going to teach you to be exactly what I want. Does that sound good to you?”

“Yes, Mommy,” he practically sighed the words and she watched tension leave his body. Even as deep in trance as he was telling him that he wasn’t good enough had impacted him.

“Good boy, I thought you’d like that. You are going to be my special boy.” She reached further under his shirt and gently tweaked his nipples. She felt him react and knew he liked it. “Do you want to be my special boy?”

“Yes, Mommy,” he was squirming under her touch.

“Even if that means you have to wear diapers like this?” She knew the answer but wanted him to say it.

“Yes, Mommy.”

“Say it,” she said, “say ‘I want to be your special diapered boy.”

“I want to be your special diapered boy.” He repeated obediently.

“I know you do, now Bradley, I need you to tell me about Greg.” 



Greg trudged through the door of his one bedroom apartment, dropped his laptop bag on a chair and himself on a worn blue couch. This job fucking sucks, he thought to himself. In reality, he knew he shouldn’t complain much, he made enough money to live mostly comfortably just on the outskirts of Berkeley. He didn’t have a long commute to work and was able to pick up seniors, and grad students pretty much whenever he wanted. Of course, that is also what had, once again, gotten him into trouble.

One of the new interns was a girl he had taken on a couple of dates before ghosting. Apparently she didn’t take it well, but who did? How was he supposed to know he’d wind up running into her at the office, or that she would tell the HR representative she was uncomfortable around him? Just like that, he was off the team for intern orientation which, first of all, looked good on his resume, and second of all was a great opportunity to meet his next conquest.

Sighing again at the thought, he pushed himself off the couch and trudged to the kitchen, practically on autopilot he grabbed an IPA from the fridge, barely thinking about food beyond a vague plan to order some later in the night. Beer in hand, he landed in front of his gaming rig and fired it up. Shooting some zombies, or better yet other players, would help him forget his troubles and kill time until one of his tinder matches responded. He sent out enough messages daily that someone almost always did.

Soon he was playing the game, his phone completely forgotten as the violence of the game drew him in even more than it usually did. He only got up when his beer was finished to grab a second one between his fourth and fifth games of the evening.

*

Meanwhile, in Brad’s apartment, the diapered, hypnotized, and very horny Brad was spilling his guts about everything he knew about Greg, including sharing images the other man texted him regularly. The more he spoke and the more he showed her the more she felt her body tightening and the heat reaching her face. She had finally had enough when Brad showed her a picture Greg had made, imposing her face on a woman being bound, whipped, and fucked by a group of men.

“When he sent this to you, what did you think?” She glared at the boy, who she had sitting at her feet in a diaper, and rethought everything she was doing. To her mind the two miscreants needed to be fired and probably charged with crimes, the fact that Brad liked where things were going upset her even more.

“I thought it was disgusting, Mommy. I didn’t understand why he hated you so much, or why he thinks about women the way he does. But I didn’t know what to do about it.”

She rolled her eyes, this was so typical of men in her mind, they know something is wrong but they lack the courage to do anything about it. Pathetic.

“Why didn’t you tell me? Why didn’t you tell someone?” She raised her voice in frustration and got up, starting to pace around the room.

Brad looked at her and just started crying, then he held his head in his hands and kept sobbing. “I’m sorry,”he muttered. “I’m so sorry.”

“That isn’t an answer.” She stood back in front of him with her hands on her hips, looking down at the pathetic creature that, she had to admit, she had only made more pathetic. It was clearly what he deserved though.

“I know.” He breathed deeply and got the tears under control. “Greg got me my job, he convinced me to move here. I don’t have any friends.  I was afraid I would lose my job. I am so sorry Sam. I should have done something and I know it.”

She huffed audibly and sat down, still looking at the diapered man in front of her and trying to decide what to do with him. “I get it,” she said finally. “What’s done is done. Tell me the truth, would you rather me undo everything I have done to you and have Greg fired or would you rather me keep going, certainly with you, and maybe with what I have planned for Greg too? You can be completely honest with me.”

He looked up at her, his cheeks growing redder as he did so. She also detected the hint of a bump in the front of his diaper that suggested excitement at all of it. She could feel him gathering the courage to speak, and maybe making a decision about what he wanted his life to be like moving forward.

Finally, he opened his mouth again, “I don’t care what you do to Greg, Samantha. I really don’t. He is a bully and I let him be awful to you, and make me awful too. I genuinely like you though,” he paused and gestured at the situation she had created, “and even though this probably broke about a thousand laws I like what you’ve done to me. It…it forced me to be honest with you, and really with myself, for the first time.”

She made a clicking sound with her tongue as she thought through everything he just said, “so you want me to keep going? No matter what it does to you?”

“No matter what?” He asked her, his voice practically squeaking as he pondered the depth of that question.

“Yes, because to be clear if I keep going you are going to have very little control over where it ends up, and really where you end up. All I can promise is that I will take care of you and won’t cast you aside. You aren’t going to have a say in anything though.”

He gulped and looked down, she was offering him his greatest fantasy, even after everything that had happened and what a jerk he had been. But what if it is just a fantasy? As he wondered the question to himself a little voice in his head responded there is only one way to find out.

Finally he nodded quietly and looked up again. “Yes Sam, no matter what it does to me.”

“That is the last time you will ever call me Sam, boy.” She said to him, He started to open his mouth, presumably to apologize, but she wasn’t interested in hearing it. “Tick tock goes the clock. Now it’s time to drop drop drop.”

The words hit him like an out of control garbage truck and he slumped over going deep back into trance. Taking some pity on him, she took a pillow from his couch and positioned it under his head. Then she sat down at his computer, writing out everything he had told her about Greg, and finding all of the files Greg had been stupid enough to share, showing what a pig he was towards her, and other women at the company.


Three beers in, Greg was feeling much better about his evening than he had been, though he couldn’t win a game to save his life. He also had no clue what was going on in Brad’s apartment or the smile on his face probably wouldn’t have been so prominent. The smile dissipated pretty quickly when he felt the warmth in his pants and looked down to see the dark wetness spreading through his jeans. I am pissing myself, he thought slowly, but couldn’t quite bring himself to stop, or do anything about it.

The combination of the subliminal messages and the beer had done a number on his brain and it took him a couple of minutes to fully comprehend what had happened. He wanted to freak out, but something in his mind wouldn’t fully let him. Instead he numbly picked up his phone and called the only person who it made sense for him to call at that moment, though he didn’t know why.

“Sam, um..it’s Greg. I um…”He stumbled over the words, having no idea what he was doing, but continuing on. “I uh… don’t really feel that good.”

Samantha Cross stood over her deeply hypnotized coworker turned soon to be slave and smiled, she still felt the anger smoldering in her stomach at just how disgusting Greg was, but she knew she could fix him, or at least make sure he’d never hurt another woman, and that would be fun.

“Okay Greg, but why are you calling me?” She kept as little emotion out of her voice as possible, though inside she was bursting.

“I um…I don’t know. It just seemed like the thing to do. I’m sorry I bothered you.”

“No, it’s alright Greg. You actually called at the perfect time.” She smiled down at the diapered boy on the floor again, her plan coming fully into focus. “I am actually with Brad right now talking about work and some ways we can work better as a team. Why don’t you meet me at his place?”

“You’re at his place?” Greg asked, in his very fuzzy mental state he had no hope of hiding his surprise. ‘Um.. Yeah, I guess I can come over.”

“Good.” She smiled into the phone. “We’ll be waiting for you.” She let the last word draw out just a bit, laughing as she hung up the phone.

While she waited for Greg to get there she set everything up. She helped Brad out of his diaper and into a clean pair of sweatpants, setting him up with a big glass of water on the couch. She brought him part of the way out of his trance and explained to him what was going to happen. He nervously agreed to her plans but could not hide his excitement at all of it. She then sat back down at his computer and organized all of the images as well as what she had written up about Greg’s behavior. Finally, she sat down next to Brad to wait.

When they heard the knock on the door about twenty minutes later she nudged Brad with her elbow. ‘It’s open,” he yelled.

The door opened a moment later and Greg walked through in fresh khakis and a polo shirt rather than his usual disheveled and offensive outfits. He entered the living room hesitantly and saw his two co-workers sitting on the couch together.

“Um…hi.” He stood awkwardly in front of them, not really sure what was going on or why he was even there. “What got you two together tonight?”

Sam smiled as she stood up. “Tick tock goes the clock, drip drip drip goes the cock.”

As soon as she said the words both Brad and Greg wet themselves uncontrollably. Brad didn’t move, and when Sam looked back over her shoulder at him she could see that he was still aroused, maybe even more than he had been before. He was also starting intently at Greg’s wet pants.

“What the fuck?” Greg roared, “you did this to me?”

“Shut up, Greg.” Sam turned to face him. “And sit the fuck down at the computer.”

Greg wanted to argue with her but felt so defeated by his sudden incontinence and inability to think clearly that instead, with slumped shoulders, he collapsed into the chair at Brad’s computer. As soon as he did so, and saw what was on the screen, he knew he was fucked.

“I can explain. It’s just a–”

“I said, shut up Greg.” She stood behind him and put a hand firmly on one of his shoulders. “I am kinder than you are, as Brad here can attest to. So you get a choice, more or less the same choice Brad got, though with some significant changes. I can share all of this with HR on Monday morning. You can pack your shit and go looking for a new job, though I promise I will bury your reputation in this town, or you can listen to what I have planned for you. You aren’t exactly going to like it but I honestly believe all of us will be happier in the long run.”

Greg thought about what she was saying and knew she could ruin his life if she wanted to. He also knew he had a mountain of debt and couldn’t afford to give up the job he had. “Okay. what do you have planned for me?”

“Simple, sort of. You fantasized about turning me into your fucktoy girlfriend. That is what I want to make you.” She spun the chair around so he was looking at her and could see just how serious she was. “You are never going to be a threat to another woman. You are going to learn how to carry yourself with dignity and treat others with respect, and you are going to be completely obedient to my every whim. I promise you’ll mostly enjoy it though.”

“You’re psychotic.” He nearly spat the words at her, and did glare at her angrily from the chair.

“So it’s option A then? That is fine with me. You can go home.” She stepped out of his way and gestured towards the door. “I promise everything I have done to you will fade and you can go back to living your shitty life. But you won’t be doing it where you can hurt me, or Brad, any longer.”

“I have never hurt Brad. I helped him get his job and–” He looked over at Brad hoping for help, but none was coming.

“And you bullied him and made him complicity in sexual harassment he didn’t want any part of.” She stepped back in front of him. “Option A or Option B. Choose. Now.”

“So what, you are going to turn me into some bimbo?” Greg was clearly scared, but also not getting out of the chair. She knew he was going to stay, and started to savor her victory.

“No. I am going to mentor you while you turn yourself into a useful, feminine, member of society,” she hummed slightly, “and yeah, probably my submissive bimbo girlfriend, who wears diapers.”

He looked at Brad again, who only shrugged at him, oddly content to sit on the couch in his piss soaked sweatpants.

“What will that look like?”

“Well, on Monday you and I will go to HR, together, you will explain that you plan to transition, that your behavior has been acting out of a need to hide your true desires, and that I am going to be mentoring you. You will tell them that you want your new first name to be Violet and that you are changing your email signature. Then you will write apology letters to everyone you have demeaned through your shitty, toxic behavior.”

"What if instead when we go to HR I just tell them about your psychotic behavior?” He looked up at her triumphantly.

“Tick tock goes the clock. Now it’s time to drop drop drop.” She loved the confused look on his face as his mind registered that he was dropping into trance just a moment too slowly to stop it from happening.

“Regardless of what you choose, you will never tell a soul about what has happened today. Every time you think about telling someone you will feel a deep sense of shame and guilt, and realize that it is better to keep the secret. Do you understand?”

“Yes Sam,” Greg responded, his voice monotone from trance in a way that aroused her incredibly.

“Good. Now, if you are going to stay Greg you will simply get up and leave. You will go home and forget all about this conversation. You will lose your job when I report you to HR and you will not fight back at all. If instead, you choose to become Violet, you will get up from the chair, go over to Brad and ask if you can suck his cock. Because you need to learn that consent is important.”

Finishing her instructions, she took a step back and waited for him to choose. She could see the turmoil in his mind etched on his face and knew that the idea of sucking a cock was probably the last thing he wanted to do. But she suspected that if he was going to leave he would have done it by now.

He confirmed her suspicions a few moments later when he got up and walked over to Brad. Brad looked up at her and smiled as they both listened to Greg apologize for being so awful and asking if he could suck Brad’s cock. She nodded her head at Brad and he in turn nodded at Greg and began to remove his pants.

With his pants off it was impossible to hide his erection and Sam was so pleased with her boy. She watched with glee as Greg dropped to his knees and, very awkwardly, took Brad’s cock in his hand and started guiding it towards his mouth. He hesitated at the last moment, and turned his head to look at Sam.

“Do I have to?” His eyes were pleading with her.

“You don’t have to do anything you don’t want to, Greg. That is the point of consent. But you quite literally asked to do this.” She put her hands on her hips and looked down at him. “Maybe you’d be more comfortable if you took off your pants too?”

He didn’t really understand how that would help, but they were soaked with, now cold, urine. He stood up and removed the khakis and the drenched boxers. His cock, compared to Brad’s, was smaller and not at all erect. She had plans to change that though.

“Now go on.” She urged him. He dropped back down to his knees and once again started guiding Brad’s cock into his mouth, he could not believe how much bigger Brad was. As he felt the tip go past his front teeth and touch his tongue, he shuddered involuntarily. Then he felt Sam come up behind him and gently start rubbing the back of his neck.

It helped him relax and she guided him forward more. “There’s a good girl, now lick the head, swirl your tongue around it.”

Greg listened to her instructions and let her guide him as he sucked his friend’s cock for the first time. For his part, Brad just let go and resolved to enjoy the experience. With his head laid back against the back of the couch he was looking up at his Mommy while she guided Greg and whispered in his ear. The whole situation was more erotic than anything he had ever imagined.

Greg also was feeling the eroticism as his beautiful co-worker guided him in giving a blowjob and whispered in his ear telling him how hot it was and giving him instructions on how to make it better.

“Just relax and enjoy it. Sinks back into that relaxed place I sent you to earlier. Tick tock goes the clock.” She bent down and whispered in his ear as she talked, continuing to massage his neck and gently press him forward into Brad’s erection. “It is okay to drop Greg. It feels so good. You can admit that it feels good and just relax.”

“Feels good,” Greg mumbled around the cock in his mouth as he continued to lick and suck according to Samantha’s instructions.

“Yes, it feels so good. In a moment Brad is going to cum in your mouth. When he does you are going to drop so deep into trance for me. So deep. Do you understand?”

“Understand,” he mumbled around the cock again.

“Good, now suck harder and keep sucking and licking until he cums.” She guided him forward more and held him there, gently but firmly. She could feel him bobbing slightly, and his cheeks tightened as he sucked Brad’s cock harder and further into his mouth. She was turned on by all of it, but what aroused her the most was hearing Brad’s breathing speed up and deepen right before he exploded in his friend’s mouth.

As soon as the cum hit the back of Greg’s throat all of the words she had drilled into his brain hit home and he slumped forward into a deep trance. She gently helped him to the side, sitting him on the floor with his back against the couch.

“Now swallow all of that sweet sweet cum for me.” She whispered as she crouched in front of him, watching his throat undulate as he followed her command. She couldn’t help but notice that he was finally hard as well, though she had no intention of giving him any kind of release.

“Did you enjoy that?” She asked him, not sure what to expect.

“Yes Sam. I didn’t think I would but I did.” She smiled at that.

“Good. Now in a few moments you are going to lay down on the couch and go to sleep. You will not wake up until I wake you in the morning. Do you understand?”

“Yes Sam.” He responded again, the monotone in his voice kicking her own arousal into overdrive again.

“From now on you will call me Mommy unless we are at work”

“Yes, Mommy.”

“Good girl.” She patted him on the head. “Now stay here for a few minutes. “

She helped Brad to his feet and told him to go get sheets and blanket to make up the couch for Greg to sleep on. He happily did as he was told and soon Greg was tucked in, still deep in trance, while Samantha gave him more instructions.

“From now on you prefer being called Violet. You hate swearing or being vulgar. You are quiet and meek. You are sexually submissive and you don’t feel safe when you aren’t in diapers.” She kept whispering, repeating her commands in different orders over and over so they were seared into his brain. Content that she had him right where she wanted him she turned to Brad.

“You did so good tonight, boy. Now show me your bedroom.” She let him take her hand and guide her into the bedroom. It was messy but that was fully expected, and considering her plans didn’t matter all that much.

“Strip and lay down on the bed.” She pointed to the bed and then began to take her own clothes off. Brad stared at her in surprise and lust as he took in her lithe, toned body, flawless alabaster skin, and beautiful shaved pussy.

“Tick tock goes the clock,” she said. His eyes rolled back as they both said, in unison, “now it’s time to drop drop drop.”

She loved that he was learning enough to participate in his own demise, and that he loved it as much as he clearly did.  She crawled up onto the bed next to him and began to stroke and tease his cock, soon it was fully hard again, despite the orgasm that Greg, now Violet, had just given him.

“How far under my control do you want to be?” She asked him as she stroked.

Entranced as he was, he held nothing back. “I want to be completely under your control. I want to be yours and only yours with no way out. I want you to keep me as your diapered plaything forever.”

The answer was so much more than she expected but she could tell not only that it was all true but he had been thinking it all night. As he spoke the words his cock became even more erect, straining and turning red in her hands.

“Good,” she whispered, “that is what I want too.”

She let go of his cock and straddled him, slowly forcing herself down on his cock. She gasped with pleasure as she let it fully inside her. It was both longer and thicker than she realized, and she knew this wouldn’t be the last time she used it.

“I am going to start fucking you now. You will not cum until I say,” she started slowly lifting herself up on his cock, only to drop on it again. “As you become more and more aroused, as you feel the need to cum more and more, you will let your cock fill with all ideas of freedom. You will push all of your desire to choose, to be free, to be anything other than my submissive into your cock, and when you cum you will release all of that into me. All of your freedom, all of your choices. They belong to me. You will release them into me. Do you understand?”

“Yes,” Brad moaned as she rode him harder and harder. “I understand, Mommy.”

“Good boy.” She looked down at his soft body, glistening with sweat, and felt her own sweat as she plunged down on him over and over again. “Cum for me baby. Cum for me and be mine.”

As she said the words he exploded inside her and soon as he did so she felt him go limp beneath her. She dropped over top of him and wrapped her arms loosely around his neck.

“That was so fucking good, baby.” She nuzzled into him, knowing she had found not just one, but two slaves to diaper and use as she had always wanted. “I am going to use you like that over and over again. If you are lucky I might even let you remember it.”

He moaned into her as she continued to nuzzle him. “Now let’s get you into diapers and ready for bed.”

Later, as Brad slept in his diaper next to her, she imagined all that was going to happen. She couldn’t wait to march Violet into HR monday morning, in new clothes of course, to announce her transition. She decided that Brad was going to give his two weeks notice. She could replace him on the team with an intern who had performed particularly well and who had applied for a job. She felt oddly protective of Brad, learning what she had about him, but also a deeply possessive desire to keep him all to herself.

Violet was another matter altogether. She still wasn’t sure about it, but she hoped that as Greg’s misogyny faded into Violet’s obedience that she would find deep affection for her as well. If not, she could always gently pawn her off on another dominant. She was certain though that even if Greg didn’t fully know it now, he would be much happier as Violet.

She stretched in the bed and yawned, looking over at Brad, who had rolled to his side and was cuddling a pillow like it was a teddy bear, she stifled a laugh at that, it was beyond adorable. She made a mental note to buy him a new bear tomorrow when she took Violet shopping. The day had gone much further than she had intended when it had started out, but it was ending in a place she hoped to reach eventually anyway.

She looked over at Brad, and reached her hand down to her pussy and began fingering herself, sighing with pleasure. Now she wouldn’t even need her phone to see her favorite kind of boy, or favorite porn,she had it right in front of her and was planning on keeping him that way for a very long time.
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Chapter 1

Daniel sighed and flopped down on the ratty brown couch that was the main fixture of his apartment’s living room. Day three of unemployment and he was already bored. The severance package the law firm had given him was at least decent, he had a couple of months, at least, to figure out what to do with the rest of his life. Or at least what to do next. He wasn’t given a reason for his dismissal but he was told it would be in his best interest not to fight it.

Four months was a very generous severance package. His choice was that, or appeal the decision, and potentially get nothing. The head of his division refused to explain but did assure him that it would hurt his reputation significantly to argue his case. His mentor, or former mentor, did promise that he would not be given a negative reference if anyone called about him. It wasn’t much, but it wasn’t nothing.

That it came just two weeks after Jennifer, his ex-girlfriend, beat him out for a major promotion that put her on the track to partner only made it hurt worse. Even as they dated through law school, and up until they were recruited by the same law firm, they had been in competition with one another. Until now, it had been pretty even, she finished higher than him in class rank, he passed the bar faster than her, and with a higher score, and they were recruited by the same high-end law firm. Now she was getting promoted and he was being shown the door. In the end, she had won.

That wasn’t what Daniel was dwelling on most though. He was wondering what he was going to do with his career and if he even wanted to keep practicing law. The truth was, that even though he was performing competently, the law firm had been kicking his ass. It was the kind of situation where the money, and the ability to pay off more than a small amount of student loans, was worth too much to change track. Now that he was forced to, he had to wonder if he should be considering a different path, in law or out of it.

Instead of thinking too deeply about that though, Daniel found himself turning on a television and losing himself in binge watching another true crime series, interrupting it only to make more coffee, and scarf down the occasional donut. By mid-afternoon he was dozing on the couch, well on his way to another wasted day in the land of the unemployed. 

When he woke up a couple of hours later he saw a notification for an email on his phone, the first since he had been fired. He sighed when he saw it, expecting some problem with his severance or more paperwork from his former law firm. It was worse though, it was an email from Jennifer. He groaned and opened it, not sure what to expect.

Hey D,

I heard what happened and I wanted to just say I am sorry. They have been pretty tight lipped with the details. I don’t know if you are up for socializing but if you want, I’d love for you to come by for dinner tomorrow night. If you aren’t ready for that I understand, but we’d love to see you.

XOXO

J

Daniel shook his head, and threw his phone onto the couch. It was a nice offer but he didn’t understand where it was coming from. They had remained cordial after the breakup but they weren’t still close. The last time they had even talked was at a company function a couple of days before she was promoted. He had sent her a text congratulating her when the promotion was announced, and that was it. What did she want to do anyway, gloat?

He knew that wasn’t true even as he thought it. Yes, gloating was her style, but there was no hint of mockery or gloating in the email. It seemed like she was genuinely concerned for him, maybe even wanted to help him feel better. Eventually he decided to sleep on it. He could always say no, or yes, in the morning, hopefully with a clearer head.

The next morning he woke up, bleary eyed, and picked up his phone, it was 11am. There was already another text from . Well, are you coming tonight or what?

Daniel thought about the leftover chinese takeout in the refrigerator and how he hadn’t gone grocery shopping in far too long. A real meal couldn’t hurt, could it?

Sorry I didn’t get back to you yesterday. I’d love to come over for dinner. He hit send, and crawled out of bed, realizing with some self loathing that he would have been at work for three hours already if he hadn’t been fired.

Her response came through almost immediately. Great! Be at my place at 6pm.

He made it as far as the couch, and the television, before giving up on being more productive. There were more serial killers to learn about from the endless offerings of streaming and that seemed good enough to him.

In mid-afternoon Daniel finally convinced himself to shower and at least think about dressing himself for dinner. He took out one of the suits he had purchased for work, it badly needed to be pressed but it would have to do. He took a hot shower, leaving the suit hanging in the bathroom hoping the steam would make it look mostly presentable, shaved for the first time since he had been let go, and carefully styled his hair. He didn’t know why he was trying so hard for Jennifer, but he figured that she had pushed for him to come to dinner, so he could at least be presentable.

He arrived at the front door of her apartment just a couple of minutes before 6pm. As he stood there waiting for her to answer the door he found himself feeling suddenly nervous, with a slight tremble in his hands and his heart beating harder than usual. Before he had time to take stock of those feelings and decide what was going on the door swung open and Jennifer was standing before him, beautiful as ever. She had traded in the pantsuit he was certain she had worn to work that day for a yellow sundress with blue highlights, it reminded him of something she would have worn on a weekend date in college.

“Hey there, D, I am so glad you could join us!” She greeted him with a warm embrace. “Come in, come in!”

Daniel slipped through the door and let Jennifer close it behind him, he heard the slight click as she locked it.

“Um…us?” He asked, remembering vaguely that she had used ‘us’ in the email as well.

“Yes. Us.” She laughed lightly. “Elena is in the kitchen making paella. I guess you hadn’t heard that we were together?”

Daniel felt his head spinning and placed a hand against a wall, trying to look casual about it. The last thing he had ever imagined was Jennifer dating another woman. He was also even more confused as to what he was doing there, why he had been invited. He felt his cheeks redden at the realization that a small voice had been suggesting that, now that they didn’t work together, Jennifer might want to rekindle their previous romance.

Despite his hope that his shock would go unnoticed he could see in Jennifer’s eyes that it wasn’t. She turned to go deeper into the apartment and beckoned with a handwave for him to join her.

“Let’s get you a drink,” She smirked over her shoulder. “I know the last few days have just been full of surprises for you.”

Daniel groaned inwardly as he followed her into the living room. It wasn’t just that Jennifer was dating another woman. It was who she was dating. Elena had been a rung above Daniel in the hierarchy at the firm and delighted in giving him, and some of the others, incredibly drudgerous grunt work. Daniel had always felt like she had something against him and he was beginning to understand why. He had always done his best to give her what she expected, despite the fact that it often had seemed to him both onerous and unnecessary. No matter what though, she always found something wrong with it, and forced him to spend extra hours correcting work that, in his mind, did not need to be done in the first place.

It also didn’t help that Elena was widely considered to be the best looking woman at the firm, though Jennifer certainly gave her a run for her money, at least in Daniel’s mind. They were also completely different. Jennifer, with blond hair and blue eyes, was always smiling, even though she took her work as seriously as anyone she had a tendency to camouflage that behind that smile and a carefree tone. 

Almost her polar opposite, Elena had a light olive complexion, dark hair and deep brown eyes. Her mother was a former Spanish ambassador and her father a long time partner in the law firm. To Daniel’s mind, nobody at work had ever seen her smile, other than the time she stood and watched as a paralegal she had fired a couple of months earlier cleaned out his cubicle and trudged out of the building. Daniel could still remember her predatory grin in that moment, and wondering if he had anyone look so defeated. If he hadn’t been terrified of her before that moment he was afterwards. This dinner, which in the morning had felt like a welcome distraction from his troubles was beginning to feel like it could instead be something akin to his own personal hell.

As he followed Jennifer into the living room he caught his first glimpse of Elena, she was wearing black leather pants and a sequined top, every bit as gorgeous, and terrifying, as she had been at work but dressed for a night of fun, rather than a day of smashing the dreams of, slightly, younger lawyers.

She smiled when she saw Daniel and rushed over to hug him. “It is so nice of you to join us!”

She leaned back without releasing the hug almost appraisingly. “I can only imagine this week has been awful. I am so sorry that they let you go.”

“Um…thanks,” Daniel felt like he was in an alternate universe, this woman who had made his life hell for weeks was acting like he was a long lost friend, and showing concern for him. “It hasn’t been great, but I will get through it.”

“That’s the spirit!” Elena released him and he finally let the tension out of his body. “Let me pour you a glass of wine. It is a Tempranillo from my family’s vineyard there.”

“Thanks, that’d be wonderful.” Daniel let Jennifer lead him to the couch where they sat down.

Elena appeared a moment later with two glasses of wine. “Enjoy! Dinner will be just a few more minutes.”

Elena disappeared back into the kitchen and Daniel and Jennifer toasted. The wine, he had to admit, was excellent.

“Why do you look so glum?” Jennifer finally asked him, eyeing him appraisingly.

Daniel sighed and looked away, knowing he couldn’t avoid the question but holding it off for as long as he could. Finally, “when I got your email I thought maybe this was our chance to get back together. We aren’t competing anymore or anything, and you are with her. I am not even sure why you invited me.”

He gestured vaguely towards the kitchen as if it explained everything he was feeling. Jennifer nodded cooly, and took a sip of her wine. She had expected this, and now needed to proceed carefully.

“Yes, I am with her, and it is going to stay that way. But I feel bad that we drifted out of each other’s lives. Just try to enjoy dinner with us. I think if you do it will all start making sense.”

It was Daniel’s turn to nod, and to wonder what about any of this was supposed to make sense to him.


Chapter 2

Daniel sat down for dinner with the two women, the dining room was immaculate, even set informally as it was. Each plate had a large portion of paella, and there was a bottle of Tempranillo on the table, the same one they had tried earlier. Elena watched Daniel like a hawk as he tried the first bite, her eyes narrowing, as she waited for some kind of reaction.

He slowly chewed and swallowed a bite of scallop. “Holy shit, where did you learn to cook like that?”

He looked at Elena dumbfounded. The hard charging career woman cooked better than anyone he had ever met and all he could do was shake his head in wonder. Jennifer and Elena both laughed and clasped hands, smiling at him.

“I found a real winner, eh?” Jennifer asked him, still grinning ear-to-ear.

Daniel silently toasted them both, still feeling bitter about his ill-luck he still had to give credit where credit is due. “You really did. I have to admit it, Elena, I am surprised. There is a lot more to you than what you showed at the office.”

Elena blushed slightly and looked down at her top, which was certainly more revealing than anything she would have ever worn at the office.

“Hey, that isn’t what I meant!” Daniel exclaimed, before adding, almost as an afterthought, “that is a great outfit though.”

Both of the women laughed and Elena seemed genuinely amused by Daniel, maybe for the first time ever. “I know, silly. I am just playing with you.”

Daniel felt his cheeks turn pink and he looked away and then back to his food, eating quietly for a few minutes he did not notice the secret glances between his ex and her new girlfriend. He only looked up again when they both started giggling, which soon turned into full blown laughter.

“What?” He looked back and forth between the two beautiful women, “what is it?”

Jennifer prodded Elena lightly, “well, tell him. Ask him.”

“Tell me what? Ask me what?” Daniel continued to look back and forth between them, increasingly confused.

“No, you.” Elena said pointedly to her girlfriend. “It was your idea.”

“My idea?’ Jennifer chuckled. “Only because you got me interested in it.”

“Hey,” Daniel started tapping the table lightly. “I’m still here.”

Both of the women turned to look at him, smiling in a way that told him in no uncertain terms there were things going on he didn’t know about. Then again, of course there were. He didn’t even know they were dating until earlier that evening. Jennifer impulsively reached for his hand. He let her take it without thinking, then looked up at Elena almost immediately regretting it. He started to pull away but Jennifer held him fast.

“Okay. So what I told you earlier is true Daniel. I am with Elena and that isn’t going to change. We are probably going to get married.” She looked at Elena, who nodded to her encouragingly. “But there is space for you in my life, in our life, too. That is why we wanted you to come for dinner tonight.”

“Room, like what? Like a third partner? A throuple or something?” Daniel didn’t know whether to let his hopes rise, or whether he could even handle something like that, let alone with Elena. He had always kind of considered himself a one woman guy.

“Well, sort of, but more complicated than that.” Elena interjected.

“Daniel, remember that summer we lived together? How we played some kinky games together?” Jennifer asked him, still holding onto his hand. “I really enjoyed that, and it turns out Elena does too, and has a lot more experience than both of us.”

Daniel felt his dick growing hard beneath the table as he remembered some of the things he and Jennifer had tried, and thinking about Elena having experience with such things was both exciting and explained something, in his mind, about her personality both at work and in general. Outwardly, he felt his nervousness and even some embarrassment growing. This conversation meant Elena had heard about some of their previous escapades.

“Look, he’s blushing.” Elena turned to Jennifer, and giggled. “I think he likes the idea.”

“I am sure he does. I bet his little peepee is getting hard under the table actually.” Jennifer looked back to him, a slightly predatory grin on her face. “It is, isn’t it, Daniel? I’ve known you too long. I can tell.”

He felt his arousal and embarrassment growing in equal levels and wanted to escape, but there was nowhere for him to go. He looked at Jennifer pleadingly, but didn’t know what to say.

Finally, flustered, he spat out “Stop! This is freaking me out.”

Jennifer immediately pulled her hand away and sat more upright. “So you aren’t interested in what we are offering you then?”

Both of the women were now staring daggers at him and he felt like he was shrinking in real time. They were two of the most beautiful women he had ever known, and he was not likely to get another chance with Jennifer any other way.

“That’s not what I mean. I just-” Daniel was stammering and looking down at his food.

“Aww, he’s nervous Jen.” Elena spoke with mock sympathy. “Don’t be nervous, Daniel, you looked adorable in those lingerie pictures. Maybe I should call you Danielle.”

Jennifer snickered, and Daniel blushed even more deeply realizing that such a closely held secret had been shared with Elena. For much of a summer Daniel and Jennifer had played at being Mistress and slave, and she had delighted in dressing him up in various things. Neither of them had much experience, but it had made their sexlife, which had been struggling, much more exciting and reawakened their relationship, for a little while at least.

“You showed her?” Daniel looked at Jennifer, incredulous. He was too shocked by the whole situation to decide if he should be angry or not.

“Of course I showed her, silly!” Jennifer waved a hand dismissively. “We were talking about kink and one thing led to another. If I hadn’t you probably wouldn’t be here for dinner right now.”

“Look, Danny,” Elena leaned forward, grabbing his attention. “You might not believe it, but I always liked you. Yes, I was hard on you. And truth be told, I still want to be hard on you, but I liked you and I still do.”

“Danny?” He asked her in a small voice.

“Danny, Danielle, maybe something else. I haven’t really decided yet.”

Elena’s stare seemed to hold him still, it was like he couldn’t look away.

“I bet you are rock hard right now, Danny.” Elena licked her lips. “Admit it.”

He was rock hard, as hard as he could remember being. He wasn’t even exactly sure what the two vixens wanted, but he also was pretty sure he couldn’t refuse them no matter what it was. Part of him wanted to run for the door, another part of him hoped that maybe this meant some good was coming out of his firing.

“I wasn’t joking. I want to hear you say it. I want to hear you tell us both how hard you are right now.” Elena’s voice grew firmer as she spoke, with an edge to it that reminded him how she would cut down him, and others, at the office.

He wasn’t sure why in this setting it turned him on when at the office he had hated it, and her so much. With most of his blood rushing to his rapidly straining cock he wasn’t likely to figure out the reasons at that moment anyway.

“Um… I am very hard,” Daniel responded, saying both the truth and what he thought they wanted to hear.

Elena shook her head. “No, no, no. Really tell me, Danny. Tell me how hard you are getting, thinking about what we might have in store for you.”

All pretense of this just being a friendly dinner was well gone, and Daniel’s face was turning redder by the second. He looked to Jennifer for help but saw from the satisfied smirk on her face that he would find none there.

“I am really turned on thinking about you taking control. I don’t know why. I don’t know why the thought of you being hard on me, making me feel helpless, you’ve always made me feel helpless, but now it is turning me on and I am so hard for you, Elena.”

“Make that Miss Elena, for now.” She told him, her words edged in steel.

Daniel continued to spill his guts to her and felt himself only become more aroused as he did so.

“After that summer I started looking at all kinds of fetish things, chastity, bondage, spanking, and other things. I never realized I could be such a pervert. But after law school I kind of put all those thoughts away to focus on the bar exam and then on doing well at the firm. I did occasionally slip back into those interests when things got stressful though.”

Jennifer stood up and eased herself around the table, sitting down next to him and grabbing him through his suit pants. His cock was warm to the touch, clearly straining with need and desire.

“You might be harder than I have ever seen you. I think Elena was right about you.” She squeezed his cock and he shivered, nearly doubling over from the extreme arousal.

“Right about me?” He grunted.

He did not realize Elena had stood up from the table as well, until she guided his face up to look her in the eye, as she stood over him.

“I told Jennifer that I thought I could make better use of you in places other than the office.” She held his chin with her hand, forcing him to look her in the eyes. “I told her about how much I enjoy bending soft pliable men like you to my will. I told her that as much as I loved her, and I do love her, that I needed these other things too. And then she offered me you”

Daniel’s head was spinning at this, his body tingling with arousal and excitement in a way he had never experienced.

“Stand up.” Jennifer had gotten up and was suddenly behind him helping him to his feet.

Between her guiding him and the eroticism of the moment, Daniel got up almost on autopilot.

“What does she mean that you offered me to her?” Daniel looked back at Jennifer.

“Exactly that. I told her that you’d come back to me in a minute if I asked you to and that she could have you. It looks like I was right.”

She prodded him forward and he followed Elena wordlessly through the living room. His mind was a whirl of thoughts and emotions and there was a wet spot on the front of his suit from precum leaking out of his throbbing penis. He hadn’t even noticed, but Elena had.

When they got to the door of the bedroom Elena turned around to face him. “If you come into this room with us you are going to do exactly what we want, you won’t have a choice, do you understand?”

Daniel nodded, shivering with arousal and need.

“I don’t think you understand, slave.” Elena used the word for the first time to make a point. “If you come into this room I don’t think there is an escape for you. You will wind up being exactly what we want you to be. This is your last chance to run. If you do, you will never hear from either of us again.”

Daniel looked from Elena to Jennifer and back again. Was he really going to walk through that door? Could he really handle the thought of never talking to Jennifer again? But even more than that, could he really leave, when they were offering what they were offering, and it turned him on so much?

He took a deep breath and looked at Elena again, her face was impenetrable while her eyes bored directly into him. He dropped his gaze to the floor and nodded slightly.

“I understand Miss Elena,” he finally said.

She nodded, satisfied and opened the door. Jennifer pushed him through and before he could get his bearings Elena came at him holding something in her hands, she forced it over his head quickly. From the feel of it it was a thick cloth bag of some kind. She quickly cinched it tight and he realized quickly he was not going to be able to see what would happen next.

He stood, aroused, helpless, and disoriented, as the two women quickly stripped him of his suit, his boxers, everything. Even his watch was taken off and cast aside. Very quickly, he was naked except for the bag covering his head. He turned around helplessly, as though if he looked in a different direction he would suddenly be able to see.

The moving around only served to disorient him further and once the women backed away from him he realized he had no frame of reference for anything. Defeated, he stood there still, looking in what he thought was their direction. Suddenly two sets of hands were on him, pressing him backwards onto a bed.

He fell backwards onto the cloud soft bed and both women seemed to follow him, one on either side. Their hands were everywhere and he was awash in sensation and desire. Soon one set of hands found his cock and started stroking it lightly with one hand while rubbing the palm of the other hand against the thick head of his manhood. Daniel made whimpering sounds but did not struggle against them. The other set of hands worked its way slowly up his stomach to his chest finding his nipples and rolling them between fingers, and tweaking them playfully.

Daniel arched his back and moaned quietly as the women worked him, expertly, into a frenzy. He reached the edge of orgasm several times, each time faster than the last, as they coaxed him ever closer to complete surrender. When they stopped for a moment his body felt electric with the need for their touch, his cock straining, he pressed himself upwards, hoping that one of them would continue to touch him, perhaps granting him release; the need for which had become all consuming.

“I guess we really should do something about that if we want him to be able to take what comes next,” Jennifer said, or at least he thought it was Jennifer, her voice was muffled by the bag over his head and everything felt too surreal for him to be sure.

Elena sighed her agreement and a set of hands once again found his straining manhood. They stroked him slowly, squeezing his cock intermittently, bringing gasps of pleasure from his lips. As he approached orgasm he felt one of the women straddle his chest and one again begin to play with his nipples. As she did that the other woman began to stroke him earnestly with each hand, twisting them around his dick as she did so.

This time when he reached the edge of orgasm they pushed him over. One woman pinched his nipples until they ached while the other stroked hard and fast, continuing to do so with one hand as the first jets of cum exploded from his body. The orgasm continued for several seconds, each pulse of his cock slightly weaker than the last until it stopped, leaving his body feeling like it would float away if there were not two women holding it down.

He felt the hood being removed from his head, but it was only pulled back far enough to free his mouth. He tried to wiggle out of it, but was stopped with two hands, gently but firmly, holding his head still.

Elena’s voice was unmistakable even giving a one word command, “lick.”

Daniel immediately did as he was ordering licking the hand that was placed in front of his mouth, realizing immediately he was being fed his own cum. It was salty, and slimy, with a strange pungent flavor that was less unpleasant than he would have expected but was still strange to him. Stranger still, despite having just had an explosive orgasm he felt his cock stiffening again. He continued to lick until her hand was clean and the hood was pulled back over his head, once again cinched tight.

The next thing he experienced caused him to yelp in pain, as one of the women squeezed his cock hard, causing it to wilt under the pressure. He felt something cold being forced around it, and only when he heard the click of a lock did he realize they were locking him in chastity. He tried once again to struggle, even though on some level he knew that the lock had already been shut and it was too late; on an even deeper level he would have had to admit that he wanted this, all of it, but in the moment of panic all he could think to do was struggle.

It didn’t matter though, two sets of hands were holding him down and Jennifer was still on top of him. He was helpless, and he knew it. Soon his struggling ceased and they all just stayed there in silence for a moment, before Jennifer got off of him. As she did so he felt a hand gently grasp his throat.

“That is the last time you are ever going to cum without permission, little one.” Elena whispered in his ear, her voice an intoxicating mix of seduction and menace. “It might even be the last time you cum at all.”

Despite himself, Daniel felt his cock strain in its new cage at that thought. He hand released his throat and trailed down his body, cradling his now caged cock gently.

“This is how all cocks should look in my opinion, locked away for their owners amusement and pleasure.” Elena squeezed his newly vulnerable balls gently, sending another surge of arousal through him.

The next thing Daniel felt was his legs being lifted up and then let back down, he felt something being wrapped around his groin and midsection but did not know what to think of it. Being unable to see, and overwhelmed by everything that had happened thus far he could do little but lay there while they had their way with him.


Chapter 3

Daniel was awash with arousal and sensations as he laid there, still blinded by the black bag cinched over his head. He could hear the two women fussing about in the room and wondered what they had planned for him. He suddenly felt a cool cream being spread across his legs and realized quickly that they were shaving him. He had mixed feelings about this but did not struggle against what was happening, the truth was that post orgasm he felt deeply relaxed and content to see where it all led, despite having something misgivings.

When the shaving was finished he was pulled up into a seated position and felt one of them, he guessed Elena, positioning something around his neck, very quickly he realized he was unable to turn his head, or really to move it at all. He turned his body frantically, now feeling a bit of a need to struggle, but quickly realized it was pointless. He heard another clicking sound that he knew signified it was being locked into place. He let his shoulders sag, defeated.

“Good,” Elena cooed in his ear. “You are starting to realize that it is better to just accept what is happening. That will serve you well. This is called a posture collar, by the way, I think it might become a common part of your wardrobe.”

Daniel groaned internally at this but said nothing and was soon helped up and moved to what felt like a regular desk chair. He realized as he was being moved that whatever was wrapped around his midsection made it difficult to walk, as he realized that he was, in fact, wearing a diaper, his next groan was out loud, eliciting a light laugh from the women.

This time it was Jennifer taunting him, “don’t worry, you’ll get used to it.”

He didn’t think he wanted to get used to it, but if that was the case why was his cock filling the enclosed space of its cage, why was he so aroused by all of it? He said nothing and didn’t struggle as they bound his ankles and wrists to the chair, before removing the bag from his head.

With the bag removed, Daniel could see that he was sitting, bound in front of a vanity with a full mirror. He was wearing nothing except for a pink leather posture collar, a metal chastity cage, and thick padded diaper. His legs had been shaved completely, and something about the whole appearance made him feel deeply freakish, but somehow fully aroused. He hated to admit it, but he was turned on by what they were doing to him.

Elena appeared behind him holding a thick leather belt, his eyes widened in fear, getting another chuckle from his former boss and now, well, what was she exactly? Despite his fear that he was going to be struck with the belt she showed that it was instead meant to be just an additional restraint to keep him in place. She wrapped it around his chest, sliding each end through slits in the back of the chair, and clasped it tightly.

“There, now you really won’t be going anywhere.” She nodded, satisfied with her work.

As Elena stood behind him, watching imperiously and ensuring he didn't struggle, Jennifer stood in front of him, between him and the vanity.

“Daniel, the truth is I was never as turned on by you as I was when we started dressing you. I think if I could have convinced you to give up your maleness altogether maybe we would still be together. Now I am getting another chance at that.” She sounded excited and he could not help but wonder how far they would go.

Jennifer started by picking up an applier for what was a very thick foundation, which had soon covered his face. He was surprised that it did not look cakey at all, and in fact his smoothed out appearance was actually quite nice. With the foundation complete she moved on to blush, eye liner, and eye shadow. With each additional layer of makeup Daniel was more surprised at how perfectly feminine he looked. He had always harbored a deep fear that makeup would make him look like a cartoonish freak, a parody of a woman. Instead, what he saw appearing before him was something accentuated his already youthful and admittedly androgynous face.

As she added lipstick as the last touch of makeup he found the masculinity of his face had completely disappeared and replaced with the cute feminine face of a younger woman, which is clearly what Elena and Jennifer had in mind.

Elena disappeared to a closet behind him and even with the help of the mirror he could not see what she was doing. She reappeared with a wig of short blond hair, which she forced onto him, hiding the short, poorly styled brown hair that was his natural appearance. Jennifer began to brush out the wig and soon, if he didn’t look at his chest, he could imagine the person in the mirror was a college aged woman rather than a man who had failed at being a lawyer.

Elena leaned down and kissed his ear, gently, before whispering, “do you like it?”

All Daniel could do was nod, his cock was raging inside of its cage, the orgasm of earlier forgotten completely, pushed away by this new flood of arousal as these two women transformed him completely. The voices in his mind telling him to run were growing silent and he realized that if this is what they wanted for him he wasn’t going to argue.

“Good.” He could see her smile in the reflection. “And we still have so far to go.”

His bindings were undone and he was walked over to the closet. Between the thick diaper forcing him to basically waddle and the posture collar holding his entire upper body hostage he moved stiffly and realized that even if he wanted to escape he wouldn’t get very far, and would look like some kind of strange pervert even if he did. He didn’t want to escape anyway, he was losing himself in this fantasy of what his ex-girlfriend and her fiance wanted to create.

Elena started by putting a training bra over his chest, and stuffing it with two small silicone breast forms. He felt the weight immediately and wondered how much they enhanced his feminine appearance.

“These will do for now,” Elena said, more to Jennifer than to him. “Hormones or implants will do a better job eventually though.”

The words ‘hormones’ and ‘implants’ terrified Daniel but also turned him on further. As did, if he was honest about it, the way he was being treated almost like an object by the two women. A pair of sheer pink tights were added to his legs, which was a struggle, before a white sundress with pink polka dots and fringe was dropped over his head. The last addition was a pair of chunky white shoes with a three inch heel, which only made walking, or waddling, all that much more difficult.

His outfit completed, he was led back to the mirror and was astonished by what he saw looking back at him. The sad, failed, lawyer with the cheap suit had been replaced by a beautiful, clearly submissive, young woman. The diaper added curves where none had been before, and he had to admit that the look was both cute and a little sexy. Where Jennifer had, in the past, dressed him almost like a whore, this was different. He was amazed, and aroused.

“What do you think?” Jennifer asked, he wasn’t sure if it was to him or Elena.

Before he could respond, Elena jumped in. “I think she looks perfect. But I don’t think Daniel really works anymore and I don’t really care for Danielle, so she clearly needs a new name.”

Still restricted by the posture collar he turned his whole body to look first at Jennifer and then Elena. He wanted to say something but nothing came to mind. In that moment, looking at the submissive, feminine, doll he had been turned into at what was supposed to be just a friendly dinner, he didn’t really feel like he had a say in anything.

“You are right, as always, my love.” Jennifer beamed at the other woman. “His middle name is Justin. How about Justine?”

“Oooh. I think that could work!” Elena nodded. “It is a little old fashioned and European, which I think is just perfect.”

“How do you feel about that, Justine?” She caught his eye in the reflection of the mirror.

He said nothing and only looked down, which they both took as a tacit admission of acceptance.

“Justine it is.” Jennifer explained with exuberance. “Oh I am so happy. Are you happy Elena?”

The other woman smiled and embraced her fiance. “Oh, very much so. I am sure Justine is too, aren’t you, pet?”

Pet, slave, Justine, the person who had been simply Daniel when he had arrived a few hours earlier didn’t know what to say. But somewhere inside him he knew that this was, actually, what he had wanted. He had always fantasized about such things, but never seriously considered them. Now that he was almost being forced to accept them he realized how excited he was.

“Yes, Miss Elena. I am happy. I am surprised, but happy.” He admitted.

“Good.” Elena grabbed him by the arm and pulled him back towards the bed. “Jennifer has something else to take care of then, while she is doing that, you should come show me how grateful you are. You can show Jennifer your gratitude later.”

Elena sat back on the bed and shimmied out of the leather pants she had been wearing all evening. She backed herself up on the bed and beckoned Justine, formerly Daniel, to follow her, which he did with some difficulty.

She felt inept trying to crawl up on the bed wearing the posture collar but she managed. Elena then motioned for him to flip over and soon he was laying on his back. Elena quickly got up on her knees on the bed and was soon kneeling over him. He could have never imagined even a day before that he would be staring up into her cleanly shaven vulva. It was glistening with arousal and smelled musky and pungent. The smell aroused him further. Elena slowly lowered herself over his face, engulfing him in darkness and the scent of her sex.

As he began to tentatively lick her outer lips he tasted the sweet tanginess of her pussy and gasped in pleasure. Perhaps Jennifer had told her lover how much he had enjoyed oral sex, or perhaps not, but Elena was certainly pleased with his enthusiasm and skill.

As he slowly opened her lips with his tongue, he heard, muffled by her thighs, “other than the laptop what else should I grab?”

Elena moaned with pleasure, but managed to answer her lover, “just anything else you think she will need. I don’t want her to be bored while we are at work.”

He tried to understand what was going on, but decided instead to focus on showing Elena the gratitude she had commanded. He heard a door close and then, in the distance, another one, but paid it no mind. Soon Elena was actively rocking back and forth across his mouth, enjoying his ministrations and increasing her own pleasure. Her moans were like music to his ears and soon he forgot to wonder just what Jennifer was doing.


Chapter 4

It had been two weeks and Justine’s life had been through a whirlwind of changes. She had shed the last remnants of her masculinity and was seeing a doctor and a therapist that Jennifer had chosen for her. This was to keep up with her health, yes, and help her with accepting a life in diapers, but also to determine if, and how far, she would be transitioning. In truth, Justine knew that whatever Jennifer and Elena wanted for her was probably what was going to happen.

She had learned that Elena was deeply interested in ABDL lifestyles and that when she had introduced Jennifer to the idea they had decided that a diapered sissy was exactly what they both wanted. They had chosen Daniel, now Justine, to fill that role and she happily accepted it.

That first night, while she had pleasured Elena, Jennifer had gone to Daniel’s old apartment and retrieved his computer and a few other items. Over the next week the rest of it had been boxed up and sold or donated. Justine watched as her old life was dissolved in front of her. The bedroom she had been taken into that first night was now her room. She used youtube tutorials to learn how to do her own makeup and Elena or Jennifer came home almost every day with new clothes or something else to push her further into femininity and submission.

At the end of the first week she had sat down with Elena to discuss what was next for her, as she had been pestering about it basically since the morning of their first adventure.

“Okay, I know you want to know what is happening and that your life has changed a lot. Jennifer and I discussed easing you into certain ideas but I don’t think that is helpful for you. There is still too much of the old you showing up almost daily and I know you applied for a job with a rival firm earlier this week. That simply will not do.” Elena stared at him, waiting for him to say something.

“Well, I have to work, and I am a lawyer, Miss Elena.” Justine looked at the woman who had become, for all intents and purposes, one of her owners, pleadingly.

Her eyes filled with tears and her face turned deep red with the shock of a sudden, head turning, slap across the face. She turned her face back to the woman sobbing loudly, her eye makeup almost immediately starting to run down her cheeks.

“No. Daniel was a lawyer. Justine is just a docile obedient little girl who needs her parents.” Elena glared at her. “From now on you will call me Mommy Elena, do you understand?”

Justine, Daniel, looked at the woman with shock, but the desire to keep her diapered now came more into focus. “Then what do you want me to do?”

Justine was scared she would be slapped again but instead Elena grasped her shoulders and pulled her into an embrace. The confusion was overwhelming and Justine began to cry again.

“The truth is I expect you to do what Mommy Jennifer and I tell you to do. I expect you to keep the condo clean, and do some cooking. I expect you to provide us pleasure when we want it. But most of all I expect you to just exist as Justine, to accept the changes we have planned for you, and to enjoy being our little girl, our pet, our dolly.”

The words hit Justine like a torrent, but also made sense. He, she, had failed as a lawyer, or none of this would have happened. She surrendered to Elena’s embrace, not knowing that part of the reason she was so emotional was that they had secretly started her on hormones two days before. In the coming days, her sensitive, puffy nipples, and her visit to her new doctor would reveal that, and many other things to her.

In that moment though she just felt the surge of conflicting emotions, along with the realization that surrender felt like the most obvious, and most correct choice. She continued to cry and then, for the first time, released a stream of urine into her diaper without being commanded to. Elena could hear the quiet sound of it happening and smiled to herself.

“Good girl,” she whispered in Justine’s ear, “you are starting to really get it.”

Justine felt a surge of pride at that, and pulled back to look at the woman who had been her boss and was now, she guessed, her owner. “Thank you Mommy Elena.”

Elena smiled at that. “Let’s get you cleaned up.”

She helped Justine up and took her into the bedroom where she cleaned off her face and helped her reapply her makeup.

“I need to tell you something Justine.” Elena looked at her in the mirror where so much had already happened. “I do enjoy this but that isn’t the only reason I want this, why I need you.”

Justine looked at her, her eyes wide, and tilted her head, asking silently for her to say more.

“I can’t have children Justine, and even if I could they wouldn’t fit into the life I want. But you do.” She clasped Justine’s shoulders affectionately. “You can be all the things I need, and I think you need them too.”

Justine wasn’t entirely sure what she needed, but she did realize she was happier with this new place in life than she had been just a few days earlier. She smiled at Elena and nodded.

“I do need to be yours, Mommy Elena, and Mommy Jennifer’s too.”

“Good girl,” Elena smiled at her. “Time for your nap now.”

This was the one thing about her new life that Justine wasn’t thrilled with, every afternoon they forced her to take a nap and listen to weird soft music that seemed to help her drift off to sleep. She listened to the same thing at night too, and every time she woke up her head felt foggy and she felt a little more feminine and submissive.

A few days after that Justine was cleaning the apartment, the other two women were at work, and it was the first time she had been left completely alone in the apartment. As she cleaned she noticed that one of their work laptops had been left behind, and opened. Curious, she hit a key to wake it up, and for some reason it was still active and no password was necessary.

Justine sat down and started to explore, quickly realizing it was Elena’s laptop. Soon she had opened her former bosses email and what she found stunned her. There, in her sent folder, was an email to HR and to Justine/Daniel’s former supervisor. In it were the pictures of him dressed up from law school, as well as his personal search history, from his personal laptop, not his work laptop. Elena had used his interest in feminization and sissy porn to get him fired.

Overcome with emotion Justine curled up on the couch and began to cry, eventually falling asleep. She woke up to the sound of the front door slamming shut, and was not fast enough to escape being caught for snooping in Elena’s computer. She sat up, her face read from crying and from the shame of being caught. Both Jennifer and Elena were soon standing in front of her.

“Well, I guess you would have found out eventually.” Elena looked at Jennifer and shrugged.

“You ruined my life!” Justine exclaimed, suddenly able to feel truly angry and stand up for herself. “How could you do this?”

Elena, as she had once before, whipped a hand out to slap Justine, who surprised her by catching her wrist. What neither of them had counted on though was Jennifer stepping in, and in a fit of violence kneeing Justine in the groin.

The sissy’s balls, made vulnerable by the way they were held by the chastity device, were suddenly alight with pain, and Justine collapsed back onto the couch holding her groin and crying again.

“That was a bit much,” Elena said, shocked by the other woman’s fit of violence.

Jennifer sat down next to Justine on the couch and wrapped an arm around her, somewhat apologetically. “Maybe, but to be honest I have always wanted to do that.”

Elena shook her head in wonder and thought for the first time that maybe her partner was more of a sadist than she realized. She quickly took a place on the couch on the other side of Justine, who was still curled in the fetal position crying.

“I’m sorry I did that, Justine,” Jennifer said, rubbing her pet’s back. “But you needed to calm down and frankly you needed to be punished for snooping.”

Justine looked up at Jennifer, her eyes filled with rage. “I needed to be punished? Look what you two have done to me. I am a man, a lawyer, and you used what you knew about me to destroy me. I wasn’t hurting anyone.”

The two women looked at one another, recognizing that on some level Justine had a point, but also not willing to have anything ruin their plans. It was Elena, as usually seemed to be the case, that decided how to handle things.

“A man?” She looked down at Justine and chuckled. “Sweetie, you were never much of a man and the state you are in only proves it. You can be mad if you want but we did you a favor. Now stand up and apologize for getting on my computer and for making Mommy Jennifer punish you.”

Justine sat up and it seemed for a moment that she was going to comply with the order. “A favor? I was doing a decent job at work. I was on a path to build a real life. You stole that from me and turned me into a pathetic sissy, all for your amusement.”

“Yes, it was for our amusement, sissy.” Elena shook her head. “But wasn’t it for yours too? Isn’t this what you really want? You get to be with Jennifer again, and me for that matter, which lets be honest never would happen for someone like Daniel, but can happen for Justine. You don’t need to work, and you can spend most of your days doing whatever you want. Tell me how that is so bad.”

Justine looked at Elena and then to Jennifer, who looked genuinely apologetic despite being so violent just a few moments before. Without saying anything else Elena stood up and helped Justine stand up as well. She positioned her in front of a mirror.

“No really, tell me this isn’t what you want. If you can honestly tell me you want to go back to being Daniel, we will let you. I’ll even help you find another job. But I think you want to be Justine and if that is the case, you are going to accept that and this will be the last time you bring up the past.”

Justine stood in front of the mirror and looked at what she saw, it wasn’t Daniel the lawyer. It was pretty, sweet, innocent, Justine. Justine who needed diapers, and didn’t have to worry about anything but pleasing her mommies. Was that better than being Daniel, the lawyer, with worries and responsibilities, and stress. As she stood there she felt pee releasing into her diaper, she had gone from having to be told to use her diapers to doing it without even thinking in just a few short days. Did she really want to go back to her old life?

Finally she turned around, her eyes still filled with tears, but much calmer than she had been. “I’m sorry Mommy Elena. I shouldn’t have gone snooping, I was just curious.”

Elena walked over to her and embraced her. “That’s okay little one, now you know that little girls like you shouldn’t be so curious. You might not like what you find. Now what do you say to Mommy Jennifer?”

Justine puzzled over that. She didn’t feel like she should apologize, but she also wasn’t sure what else to say. Finally, after a few moments, something clicked in her mind.

“Thank you for punishing me for misbehaving, Mommy Jennifer. Thank you for calming me down and reminding me of my place.” As she said the words Justine realized she actually meant them. What had happened was just the shock she needed to get back to where she was supposed to be.

Jennifer stood up and rushed forward, embracing both Elena and Justine. She knew in that moment that someone she truly did love was back in her life, in a way that actually worked, and that her and Elena, and Justine, could really have all the things they wanted.

“Thank you, little girl.” Jennifer smiled at Justine. “Let’s forget all about the past and focus on the future. Starting with a doctor’s appointment tomorrow.”

“A doctor’s appointment?” Justine asked.

“Yes,” Jennifer answered. “We have to make sure our sweet Justine stays healthy and that everything is moving in the right direction.

Justine nodded, not wanting to struggle, and realizing that these decisions were being taken out of her hands. For the first time she also realized she was grateful for it, and in that moment let the idea of Daniel, who she had been, go. She was ready to accept who she was: Jennifer and Elena’s diapered sissy.
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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 from 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.”
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Chapter 1

Exhausted and stressed from another day grinding away in a cubicle Robert slumps into the chair at his home computer. Part of him thinks the last place he should be is at another desk in front of another computer, but he needs something to take the edge off and this is what he chooses, it is what he has always chosen. The computer whirs to life and within moments Robert is logged into several social media accounts, all with avatars representing a beautiful redhead. Relieved to finally let the day go he forgets about all of his problems, all of Robert’s problems, for a while. When he becomes Riley all of his worries about student loans, car payments, and keeping his dead end job drift away.

In Robert’s mind it is just a little harmless fun, roleplaying as a lesbian hypnotist, or sometimes a bisexual one, and flirting with all of the lonely submissives who, like him, are floating around in cyberspace looking for a distraction from their problems. He distracts them from theirs, and they distract him from his. In the case of the occasional male submissive it is even better, because sometimes he gets a few bucks out of it to make his real life just a little bit easier.

The first thing he does when he logs in is check his, or Riley’s, dating profiles for new messages. He is happy to see that Benji, a guy he had been talking to for about a week, had messaged him asking if he could see more pictures. For the average internet wanker that might be a problem but Robert thought himself a master of photoshop, and had a series of photos thrown together for just such an occasion.

Here are a couple of my favorite pictures, Benji boy, but if you want the really good ones, you’ll have to do something to earn them…

He fired off the message along with a couple of pictures of the woman he had chosen to represent Riley, he didn’t think it was likely that anyone would figure it out. First of all the woman in question lived in Sweden, supposedly, but beyond that her social media hadn’t been active in a couple of years. He figured the odds of an angry email accusing him of stealing photos were next to zero. He also edited them just enough that it would be hard, he thought, to catch him.

After sending out a message to Benji he jumped into a couple of chatrooms to see what was going on. There were a couple of women he was familiar with hanging around but nothing too exciting was happening. He was about to ask one of them, Tiffany, if she wanted to chat, when his computer made a sound like a bell ringing. Benji had written back.

Miss Riley:

What can I do to earn more of your beautiful pictures?

~ Benji-slave

Robert smiled at that, feeling confident that he had the guy on the hook and could make a few bucks.

We all know money makes the world go round Benji. $50 for some feet pics. $100 for something a little more special. You know where to send ~ XOXO

Benji had sent Robert twenty five dollars a couple of days before because “Riley” wanted pizza. Robert had felt a twinge of guilt the first time he had played this game, but after a few months it had come naturally to him and he was giving Benji, and others like him, what they wanted. It wasn’t like he was hurting anybody.

Another bell a few minutes later and there was a hundred dollar gift card in his email box. Sometimes, life was good. He quickly threw together some photoshopped steamy images for Benji to enjoy and went back to trolling the chatrooms for someone to roleplay with.

A couple of hours went by with nothing interesting happening and Robert was just about to turn things off for the night.  Just when he was about to call it quits a private message popped up from someone named Tiffany_Tingles.

Robert thought that it was a bit of a silly name, but that wasn’t uncommon for these chatrooms. He generally went for the generic, especially since he changed personas a lot. That night he was Ms. Riley Rules

Tiffany_Tingles: Hey! I have seen you around here before wanna roleplay?

Robert looked at the clock and figured he still had an hour or two before he absolutely had to crash. He quickly typed out a response.

Ms. Riley Rules: Sure. Are you submissive? I love to play hypno games with sweet obedient girls.

Tiffany_Tingles: I can be if that is what you want ;) Or maybe you could be submissive for me?

Ms. Riley Rules: As if! Get on your knees and show some respect. I don’t submit to anyone. You on the other hand are going to be under my control in no time.

Robert had seen this act before girls that wanted to struggle for control before giving in. It could be fun.

Tiffany_Tingles: Hmm…. but what if I could get you under my control?

Ms. Riley Rules: You can’t. But if you could then I guess I would be your slave ;) 


Tiffany_Tingles: Wouldn’t you like that? To just let go and let someone else be in charge? Just be an empty headed little playtoy for a pretty blond like me? 


Robert was typing out a glib response to that when he noticed an image was uploading. He smiled to himself. Usually he had to ask for pictures. What came through surprised him even more. A picture of a statuesque blonde with a dark tan, wearing a slinky green dress. She held her sunglasses slightly away from her face and was winking at the camera. He could scarcely believe it was really her, but then, what did he care? He wasn’t Riley either. 

Ms. Riley Rules: Well aren’t you just the prettiest girl at the party? I would love to see you slip out of that green dress, get on your knees for me and lick my slit until my juices run all over your face.

Tiffany_Tingles: OMG! I was thinking something so similar. I would love to see you kneeling before me, sliding your head UNDER my shiny green dress, and showing me that you know how to serve a superior woman properly.

Ms. Riley Rules: That doesn’t sound like something I would do at all. How do you propose we resolve this fun little standoff?

Tiffany_Tingles: Hmmm… how about I hypnotize you? That sounds like a good solution to me!

Between the picture and the rather fun flirting Robert found himself getting hard and reached into his sweatpants, gently fondling himself while he decided how to respond.

Ms. Riley Rules: Fine. But if you fail then you have to be my slave for the rest of the week.

Tiffany_Tingles: That’s fine little Riley. Because if I succeed you will be my slave for the rest of your life.

Robert felt himself harden at this, which surprised him. He did not consider himself even remotely submissive, but he did enjoy the games of cat and mouse. Besides, it was all roleplay anyway. No actual slaves were created in the making of this movie, or something like that.

Ms. Riley Rules: Bet!

Tiffany_Tingles: I was hoping you’d say that.

Robert grinned at her message and continued to stroke himself slowly under his sweatpants while contemplating how to jump into the next phase of their game. He was pretty certain she would go through some silly fake hypnosis script and he figured he would play along for a little bit before flipping things on her. She would probably like that.

Instead of saying anything though he noticed that she uploaded another file. Robert looked at it nervously but didn’t do anything. He didn’t want it to be some kind of computer virus or something.

Tiffany_Tingles: Open it and become my slave.

Ms. Riley Rules: I don’t know. What if it is some kind of computer virus or something?

Tiffany_Tingles: If I wanted to send you a computer virus I wouldn’t do it this way. You said you would play along. Just open it. If it doesn’t work I will be your slave for a week…maybe even longer. For real.

Robert thought about that and knew he shouldn’t open the file but also wondered what he could do with an actual willing slave. After a few moments his arousal got the best of him and he clicked the file.

Robert wasn’t sure what to expect, a spiral maybe, or some silly echoing voice. At first, nothing happened then suddenly his screen exploded into a miasma of flashing colors and emitted a high pitched sound. Shocked, Robert reached for the monitor to shut it off, but he never had the chance. He found his eyes drawn to the flashing, changing, colors, the sound began to pulse in his ears and everything slowed to a stop.


Chapter 2

Robert shook his head and slowly woke up, he found himself naked,  in his own bed. He rolled over and looked at the clock. The red digits said it was 2am, but it felt like he had been asleep for days. His body felt like it was running at half speed but he eventually pulled himself from the bed. It felt like he was dying of thirst. He stumbled his way through the dark apartment to the kitchen where he settled for a glass of tap water, gulping it down, filling it, and gulping it down a second time.

The water did nothing to clear his head but it did make his throat and mouth feel better. He started back through the dark apartment but stopped in the living room, the hair on his neck suddenly standing on end. Something didn’t feel right.

“Kneel, slave.” The voice reverberated through his mind and he dropped to his knees without thinking.

Nothing followed and he thought maybe he was hallucinating, but for some reason could not bring himself to get up off the floor. Sweating, he looked around, but saw nobody, and his computer was off. He must be going crazy. Still, he didn’t get up off the floor and he wasn’t sure why.

He heard a click and one of his living room lamps turned on. Robert’s jaw would have hit the floor if it were physically possible. As it was he kneeled there, mouth agape, staring at the buxom blond sitting on his couch. He recognized her from the picture early in the evening. His confused brain was trying to tell him that it wasn’t possible, but there she was. She sat, cross-legged on his couch, smiling at him. She was wearing a white leather skirt, matching boots, and a purple top.

She said nothing, and he was incapable of saying anything, though he was not sure whether it was that he was stunned or entranced. She pulled a long white cigarette holder from her purse and then inserted a dark brown cigarette before lighting it. The smell of cloves and spices almost instantly filled the room.

“You can’t smoke in here. It is against the apartment company’s policy.” Robert finally found the ability to speak, but she only chucked and took a deep drag from the long white cigarette holder.

“That won’t matter Robert, not anymore anyway.” She finally stood up and walked over to him.

Against his will he felt his manhood grow hard as he stared up at the absolutely stunning woman, who was now towering over him, smoking and seeming to be deep in thought.

“How?” He found himself asking, though he wasn’t even sure what he meant. None of it made any sense.

The woman said nothing, for a moment, just ashing her cigarette on the floor at his feet. She stared at him cooly, as if deciding what was coming next.

“How what? How am I here? Maybe I am not. Maybe this is just a figment of your imagination, or a bad dream.” She chuckled and took another drag from the clove cigarette.

The smell of the clove was enveloping him and, he was sure, permeating the whole apartment. She exhaled slowly then took one of her booted feet and pressed it against his chest, slowly forcing him onto his back. She held him there with her leg, grinding the boot in just enough to be uncomfortable but not to cause real pain.

“I’m afraid not though, Robert. I am here. This is real. I told you what would happen if I hypnotized you and I meant it.” She pressed down a little harder on his chest, looking down at him with an imperious gaze.

He couldn’t deny her power, or the effect it had on him. Despite his terror he was rock hard and completely enthralled by her presence and her beauty. He opened his mouth to say something but only more moaning came out.

“I am sure you have a lot of questions Robert. Like who am I really? And how did I find you? And what is going to happen now?” She smirked and lifted her foot off his chest. “Or maybe you don’t care about any of those questions and you are just wondering if I would let you get off, since I know how fucking horny you are.”

She was right. His cock was straining harder than he could ever remember and he wanted to cum more than just about anything.

“Go ahead. Stroke yourself.” She nodded to him before walking back to the couch and sitting back down, crossing her legs.

He began vigorously stroking himself, staring at her as he did so. As he stared at her, taking in her beauty, he tried to stop himself but was unable to do anything, it seemed, other than what she commanded. The truth was she was even more beautiful in person than she was in the picture she had sent him. As he looked her eyes locked on his and she stared at him devilishly, occasionally taking a drag from her cigarette as he stroked.

This went on for what felt like ages but was really less than a few minutes before his arm began to tire. He had never felt more aroused in his life but somehow could not cum. It felt like the harder he tried the further it was from his grasp. The whole time all he could do was stare at this gorgeous woman who seemed to have appeared out of nowhere in his apartment. Finally, sweating, aching, and his dick rubbed to a deep red he dropped his arm to his side defeated.

“Awww poor little Robert can’t finish?” She stood up and came back over to him, this time pressing one of her booted feet between his legs. “Isn’t that sad?”

He looked up at her, still aroused, maybe as much as ever, but equally terrified. Tears began streaming from his eyes, mixing with his sweat. He felt utterly defeated.

“What did you do to me?” He finally asked.

She pressed her boot a little harder into his balls, eliciting a moan from the needy, weakened, man. She then crouched down, stared him directly into the eyes and grinned. 

“You are finally asking the right questions,” she spat menacingly. “Are you sure you want to know?”

He nodded, his erection flagging as he began to realize that this was not just some fun kinky game.

“Good boy.” She purred. “I wasn’t joking with what I said online. I have made you my slave. You just don’t fully realize it yet. That is okay though. I might let you get out of it.”

“Why are you doing this to me?” Robert whined.

“Why?” She rolled her eyes. “On some level it is just because I want to. But beyond that, you played with something that didn’t belong to you and that has to be punished.”

“What are you talking about?”

“I am talking about Benji,” she said. “He is mine, in a sense. I protect him. Mainly from scammers online. He has a findom fetish that borders on unhealthy. Once I realized that I decided to protect him from women, and apparently men, who would take advantage of that.”

“I didn’t take that much.” Robert protested.

“You are right, and that is a good thing too. If you had, I might not have decided to be so gentle with you.” She purred and ran a single finger up the shaft of his cock, bringing it back to full attention with just the barest touch.

“So Robert, or should I say Riley,” she snickered, “should I keep my promise and make you my slave for life?”

“What is my other option?” He asked her, not sure he believed there was one.

She laughed and ran another finger up his cock making it ooze a droplet of precum. “Well, right now you can’t cum without my permission, so I guess you kind of already are my slave. Isn’t that exciting?”

He sighed and looked up at the ceiling, surprised and annoyed that he found that thought somewhat arousing.

“Anyway, like I said, you have to be punished. If you accept your place as my slave, the permanent loss of your freedom will be enough punishment and I think you will find that reality far more enticing, and enjoyable, than you actually realize.” She stood up and glared down at him, forcing him to look in her eyes. “If you choose not to, my permission to cum will not be forthcoming. Ever.”

“Ever?” He gulped.

“Ever.” She repeated. “I guess it might wear off eventually. Or you might find someone who can break my hold on you. But I am betting that will take awhile, if ever. And honestly, as aroused as you are, you might not want to escape that. Maybe you want to just stay endlessly aroused, wishing I would return and grant you release, or not.”

Robert hated how much that thought aroused him. It was like some kind of toxin in his veins. She said it and he immediately imagined stroking helplessly, continuously aroused, continuously waiting for her return. His eyes rolled back in his head and she laughed, knowing that no matter what, she had won.

“How did you do all of this in like two hours?” He asked her.

“Two hours? Try two days sweetheart.” She grinned. “That is how long you have been out of it. Two days of nearly constant programming. The truth is I could have just turned you into a mindless drone with no personality, identity, or thoughts of your own. But I am not like that. I am a kind, benevolent, Mistress.”

As soon as she said it  he had more thoughts, maybe memories, flooded his mind. Images of her stroking him playfully. Deepening his trance over and over again. Blowing that fragrant smoke in his face. Whispering words he couldn’t recall in his ears. Over and over. Bringing him to the edge only to take him deeper. Just thinking about it made him start to fade back into that oblivion.

“Two days under my control. And now, the rest of your life. Isn’t that right, Riley?” She grinned down at him and offered him a hand.

Something about her calling him Riley felt good, felt right to him. He had created that persona, and others like it, to fool around online, yes, but also because on some level he liked being feminine. He had always been of slight build and a little androgynous anyway. He could be Riley, her sweet, feminine, slave, and it would feel so good. Even as he had the thoughts he realized they weren’t all his, or at least not entirely his. He shook his head, trying to clear it, to no avail.

“That is what you really want, isn’t it?” She asked him as she helped him up.

“I don’t know,” he answered truthfully. “I can’t tell if I really want it, or if you made me want it, or if this is all just kind of a giant mindfuck.”

She led him to the couch and sat him down. “I am not joking. If you don’t choose to be mine you will never get my permission to cum. I won’t care what happens after that anyway. It is only fair for taking advantage of Benji the way you did.”

“Why are you doing this to me?” He asked her again, he had already come to grips with the reality of her control over his orgasms although part of him believed he could break that over time.

“Instead of answering that, let me ask you a question.” She turned to face him, and took both of his hands in hers, for the first time seeming somewhat earnest and even caring. “Do you like how you feel right now? Being under my control?”

He tilted his head as they looked at one another and it was clear to her that he was processing the question and his thoughts about it. He thought about how aroused he was at the thought of her controlling his orgasms, and how much he loved looking up at her from the floor, her boot planted on his chest. He even realized that never once had the thought to yell out for help, or even really be concerned that she was there. Yes, he was sure part of that was whatever she had done to him, but he also realized that he had been aroused, and excited, and curious the entire time.

Finally, he nodded. “I do like the way it feels.”

“Say: Mistress Tiffany, I like the way it feels to be under your control.” She smiled, but her eyes seemed to be boring into his very soul.

“Mistress Tiffany, I like the way it feels to be under your control.” As soon as he said it he felt a massive emotional release, almost as if he had been holding it in his entire life.

“I know you do. You told me as much when asked many times while I had you entranced. The truth is that if you didn’t like it I wouldn’t have pushed you this far. I would have taken Benji’s money back and a little extra and let you be.”

“And now?” Robert asked her.

“And now you are mine, just as soon as you admit it, out loud.” She pulled him closer and whispered in his ears. “Just say it, say you are mine, Riley, and your real life can begin.”

Somehow, he swooned when she called him Riley. He thought about what she was saying and realized that he didn’t know how far this could all go and that he also wasn’t sure he cared. He had never felt like this before and he wasn’t sure he ever wanted to feel anything else again.

“I am yours.” He said, and felt himself falling forward, consciousness fleeing his body, even as he finished saying the words.

The last thing he heard was her say “yes you are,” and the last thing he felt was her catching him and holding him against her soft voluminous breasts.


Chapter 3

When he woke up again Robert found himself in an unfamiliar bedroom. Everything was pink and white. He brushed his hair out of his eyes and sat up, looking around. Only after the fact realizing he shouldn’t be able to brush his hair out of his eyes.  He found that he was in the bedroom of a child, only not. It had that appearance, but where there would normally be toys there were, well, toys, but for adults and where there might normally be posters of cartoons or whatever it was children liked, there were instead posters of dominant woman all wearing leather, and massive hunky men, all of them with massive cocks exposed, also wearing leather. Some of the posters had submissive men, or sissies in them as well. It felt like he was in some alternate universe.

“Where am I?” He yelled, “what is going on?”

He didn’t know why but he suddenly felt overwhelmed and began to cry. As he lay there sobbing, Mistress Tiffany seemed to glide into the room. She was wearing a flowing white and yellow sundress.

“Sweet girl, what’s wrong?” She flounced down on the bed and gathered the sobbing slave into her arms. “I am here. Everything is okay Riley. Everything is fine.”

“Where am I?” Riley asked between sobs. As soon as he, or she, heard the name Riley she knew it was right.

“You are home dear. Well, in your new home.” Mistress Tiffany caressed her cheek. “You are safe and cared for and all you have to worry about is being a pleasing and obedient little girl. No more adult worries or concerns. Just serve me and do what you are told. Doesn’t that sound nice?”

Riley nodded, having to admit to herself that it did sound nice. Almost as soon as Mistress Tiffany said it all of the anxiety and fear she was feeling fled her body.

“What about?” She started and stopped for a moment. “What about Robert? What about friends? Job?”

Tiffany shook her head and laughed. “Riley shouldn’t worry about any of those things. Just let those silly thoughts float out of your pretty little head.”

Riley scrunched her face up for a moment, confused, but eventually let it all go. She found it hard to focus on those things anyway. Focusing on Mistress Tiffany, and how good it felt to be near her was much easier.

“That’s a good girl. Let’s get you out of bed so you can start your new life.” As Mistress Tiffany said this she threw back the covers, revealing to Riley that she was wrapped in a thick padded diaper that was held in place by some type of locking plastic contraption.

“What is–” Riley started to ask.

“It is your diaper, and you should just accept it because that is a permanent part of your new life.” Mistress Tiffany said as she helped Riley out of the bed.

Holding her Mistresses hand she waddled, the diaper made it hard to walk, in the direction she was being pulled and found herself in front of a full length mirror. Gone was the lanky boy with short brown hair, and nondescript clothing. In his place Riley saw that she had pretty auburn hair, that was down to her shoulders, with bangs that framed a pretty face that was lightly made up. In addition to the thick diaper she was wearing a metal collar which had a pacifier hanging off it from a short chain. She couldn’t tell for sure because of the diaper, but she felt that her hips were a little wider and her nipples seemed puffy too.

She turned to look up at Mistress Tiffany, asking “how long?”

“How long have you been here? How long have you been subjected to training and hypnosis, and all of my pleasure with no recollection of any of it?” Mistress Tiffany grinned. “Guess.”

Riley scrunched up her face again, wondering why she wasn’t upset about any of it. “Three weeks?” She asked, sounding almost hopeful.

Mistress Tiffany shook her head. “Try three months. Your old life is gone sweetling. You are here now with me and I promise we are going to be so happy.”

Perhaps the funniest thing was that Riley believed her. She did feel happy, or at least content, and that was something she realized she had never really felt before. She looked at the girl in the mirror and felt herself getting turned on. She realized she looked pretty. Not beautiful or sexy like Mistress Tiffany, but cute, and kind of coquettish. She put on a mock pout and realized she liked the way it looked and felt. She could feel her pee pee, get hard, and then get harder still as she wondered why that was the word that came to mind.

“I feel so different, Mistress.” She finally said.

“You are so different. But you are still you. I promise.” Again, Riley believed her.

“What happens now?” Riley asked, her voice suddenly quiet.

“Well, first, I think we should get you some breakfast, and I should explain some of the rules of your new life. Then, I think you should meet Benji.” Mistress Tiffany took Riley by the hand and led her out of the bedroom into what felt like a relatively large house.

Riley looked around in wonderment as they wandered through what was a sprawling ranch home. She was too bewildered by her new situation to really keep track but there were several bedrooms, and formal and casual dining rooms. The kitchen itself was massive and included a breakfast nook. Mistress Tiffany led her towards the breakfast nook and had her sit down in what she belatedly realized was an oversized highchair.

Before she could even say anything a thick wooden front was locked into place and she was effectively trapped. Riley looked up at Mistress Tiffany dumbfounded.

“Get used to it sweetie, this is definitely part of your life now. I wouldn’t expect a lot of personal freedom. Then again I think you will find that you won’t miss it as much as you think.” Tiffany turned and sauntered to another part of the kitchen, leaving Riley to wait, and stew in her new situation.

When she finally returned she put a bowl of oatmeal down in front of her new slave. “I assume you can feed yourself, though that might not always be the case.”

Riley looked from her to the bowl of oatmeal and back again. As she began to eat she felt her cock growing hard inside the thick diaper as she contemplated what it would mean to be made even more helpless. The thought was somehow arousing and horrifying in equal measure. As she ate, Mistress Tiffany watched with a satisfied smile.

“Good girl,” Mistress Tiffany cooed at her. “You are adjusting to your new reality so well. I think you really are going to be so happy here.”

Riley looked up at Mistress Tiffany and felt warm and happy. Everything was confusing except for that. It felt to her as if everything was fine as long as her Mistress was there and in control. She finished eating her oatmeal in silence, slowly processing how much her life had changed, while also realizing how much of it seemed shrouded by a dense fog. She had been there for three months. Her friends, her family, her job, her old identity were gone.

She felt tears coming to her eyes and looked up at Mistress Tiffany again, who was sitting there watching with a slight smile on her face as Riley worked through what she could. For her part, once again looking at Mistress Tiffany filled her with a sense of calm, the foggy memories receded and with them the anxiety and fear.

“What is it, little girl?” Mistress Tiffany finally asked her.

Riley shrugged slightly, her eyes slightly dilated, she put down her spoon. “I don’t know Mistress. It is all just so weird. What happened to my old life?”

“Don’t worry about that, sweet slave. It isn’t important. Everything that is important is right here.” Mistress Tiffany moved the bowl out of the way and released Riley from her captivity in the highchair. “Just focus on how good it feels to be under my control.”

Riley nodded slowly and let Mistress Tiffany take her by the hand and lead her back through the house. It did feel good to just let go. Mistress Tiffany took care of her. Mistress Tiffany knew what was best. Riley didn’t question where those thoughts came from. How could she, when they felt so good?


Chapter 4

Riley soon found herself being led back past the bedroom she had been kept into another room, this one full of leather furniture, cages, and the other accouterments of hardcore BDSM. As soon as she entered the room her mind was flooded with imagery, of being tied, beaten, worked over, fucked, and used in various ways. Her dick strained inside the thick padded diaper. She had no way of working out what was real and what she was imagining but she was certain she had been in this room many times over the previous three months.

“How much do you remember?” Mistress Tiffany asked, watching the wonderment and confusion cross her girl’s face.

“Not much Mistress. I can picture it, sort of. I know I have been in here, but I don’t remember. Not really.” Riley looked up at her. “Will my memory always be like this?”

Mistress Tiffany chuckled and shook her head. “Not exactly, no. You will remember everything that happens from here forward. Or almost everything anyway. But the further forward we go the more your past is probably going to disappear, or at least be really murky. You don’t need it anymore anyway, do you?”

Riley tilted her head, and squeezed her lips together in thought. “I don’t know. It is part of who I am, isn’t it?”

Mistress Tiffany hummed a little at that. “Not exactly. Your old life as Robert and who you are now are only connected in that I found you as Robert, and helped you become Riley, who you clearly wanted to become anyway. If it is important for you to remember I can help you with that. But I honestly think it might be easier for you to just accept things now, especially if you are happy with them.”

“I am happy with them, Mistress,” Riley said.

“Good. Then let’s focus on that for now.” Mistress Tiffany led Riley to a padded massage bench and patted it, instructing her girl silently.

Riley maybe didn’t remember what had happened in this room in the past, but she understood that gesture well enough and hopped up on the bench. Mistress Tiffany pressed her back down, holding her tightly to the bench and quickly trapped her wrists in cuffs.

“I don’t want to have to bind you more than that. But I will if I have to.” Mistress Tiffany looked down at her, a serious look in her eye. “I want you to accept, and enjoy what happens next.”

She turned away from Riley and looked out the door. “Benji! You can come in now. She is ready for you.”

Riley remembered the name Benji and immediately felt a tinge of shame. She didn’t remember all of the details but she knew she had taken advantage of him. She had lied, and lying was bad. She began to feel anxious about what was going to happen next but also felt like it was okay. If it was what Mistress Tiffany wanted then she wanted it too.

She did not see who entered the room but heard a slightly, but clearly masculine, voice say “Hello Mistress.”

“Hello dear Benji! You remember your old friend Riley right?” Mistress Tiffany’s voice had a teasing quality to it and Riley knew that this was all a show being put on for her benefit.

“Of course I remember, wasn’t Riley that man pretending to be a dominant woman to steal my money?” Benji’s voice hardened slightly as he said this and Riley shuddered, more out of shame than fear.

“It is a little more complicated than that dear. Riley is a sweet submissive girl who lost her way. She was never really a man. But she did make some mistakes and needs to make right on them.” Mistress Tiffany soothingly rubbed Riley’s back as she spoke. “And you’ve been so good lately that I think you deserve a reward. Would you like to be unlocked so you can use that little thing between your legs?”

Riley squeaked at this as she put together what was about to happen, but it didn’t cross her mind to struggle. This is what Mistress Tiffany wanted and she wanted to please her Mistress. 

“That sounds lovely, Mistress.” Benji said, and Riley could hear him walking across the room, followed by the click of a metal lock. “Oh that feels so good Mistress.”

“I should think so, that is the longest you’ve ever gone locked up for me and I am so proud of you.” Riley wanted to hear Mistress Tiffany have that kind of pride in her voice for her. “Two whole weeks!”

Riley could hear, and almost feel, Benji moving behind her. His crotch was so close to her she could feel the heat coming off of it, and smell the man’s arousal. She caught a sob in her throat, not wanting to disappoint her Mistress, but was suddenly truly scared of what was about to come.

“Now Riley, do you remember how much money you scammed from my boy here?” Mistress Tiffany’s voice was suddenly hard and stern, and it was all Riley could do not to cry.

“No Mistress, I don’t remember.” Riley choked out.

“Well good thing I do.” Mistress Tiffany circled her new pet and crouched down so they were eye to eye. “It was seventy five dollars. Maybe that doesn’t seem like much but it hurt Benji, it hurt even more that he was being lied to. What do you think you should say?”

“I’m sorry Benji. I lied to you and stole your money and I am so sorry. I am just a dumb girl who didn’t know better. Please forgive me.” The words poured out of Riley like a torrent and as she said them she felt all of the shame they held and realized for the first time how awful she had been and how glad she was that Mistress Tiffany had shown her the truth.

“What do you say, Benji? Do you forgive Riley?” Mistress Tiffany looked over the girl’s head and asked the young submissive standing behind her.

“I guess so, Mistress. Do I still get to use her like you promised?” He sounded pouty and Riley couldn’t tell if he was really pouting or if it was an act for her benefit.

“Of course you do!” Mistress Tiffany exclaimed, then turned back to Riley. “Don’t worry sweet girl. You are actually going to enjoy this. You may not realize it but this is going to become one of your favorite things.”

Almost as soon as Mistress Tiffany stopped talking Riley heard the squirt of what could only be lube behind her and soon after felt something press against her backside before slowly entering her. She felt herself open for him like a flower, and realized that she was being fucked for the first time. Tears streamed down her face, but she couldn’t deny that she wanted, even needed it.

Beji slowly pushed in and out of her, easing her into what was happening. She felt relief flush over her as the fear dissipated. She had been terrified that he would be rough and cruel with her but she began to wonder if that fear was only because it is how she would have once been if the situation were reversed. As Benji increased his speed she felt herself harden and began to push back into him. Her Mistress was right, she was enjoying it. More than she ever thought she could.

Mistress Tiffany grabbed her face between her hands and kissed her deeply as she was being fucked then she looked at the newly made girl mischievously. “I have a secret for you sweet girl. Do you remember how I told you that you would never be able to cum without my permission?”

Riley tried to nod at her Mistress, to let her know that she heard her, but she was so lost in the passion and lust she was feeling that she shuddered more than nodded.

“Well, Benji has suffered that same fate, though he came to it willingly. Which is going to make this very fun for me, and eventually very fun for both of you.” Mistress Tiffany rocked back on her heels, grinning.

Riley locked eyes with her new Mistress and in that moment realized she really was exactly where she wanted to be. Her old miserable life with all of its stress and loneliness were gone. She had an owner who really seemed to care about her, and maybe Benji would be important to her too. It felt so good to have his thick cock inside her.

Mistress Tiffany smiled back at her girl and nodded. As she did Benji ratched up the pace and was soon fucking Riley with wild abandon, thrusting in and out of her. Riley vaguely felt like they both should have cum by now but remembered what Mistress Tiffany had told her. She realized this could go on forever if their Mistress wanted it to.

For his part Benji was grunting and moaning as he pushed himself into her over and over again. She could not see it but he was completely lost in what was happening and in his need to cum. It was both pleasure and torture for them both, which is exactly how their Mistress wanted it.

Mistress Tiffany watched the fucking continue far longer than it would have if either had had control of their bodies. She sat back and languidly slid a finger past her panties and into her own slit, enjoying the wetness that watching her slaves had created. She had such plans for them both, Benji would get to mostly go on living his life, though always under her supervision. Riley, on the other hand, would never have a free moment again, she would be her diapered sissy, and nothing but, probably forever.

That thought, the realization that she had taken someone completely out of their old life and replaced it with this existence, brought her over the edge into her own orgasm. When it was over she smiled up at her slaves. It was time.

“Cum for me, pets.” She said loudly, with a lilt in her voice that was full of pleasure and joy.

As soon as they heard the commands they felt their orgasms bursting forth simultaneously. Beni pushed himself forward and draped himself over the bound Riley, completely exhausted, and felt his dick pulse over and over, filling the sissy for the first time. For her part Riley was overcome with the pleasure of it all and felt herself leaking helplessly all over the bondage bench, even as her insides were coated with Benji’s pleasurable release. As soon as it happened she knew she wanted to feel it over and over again.

Mistress Tiffany let them both lay there for a few minutes basking in the pleasure they had received. She then motioned for Benji to disengage from the new pet. He stood up, patting Riley affectionately as he did so.

“Thank you Mistress, and thank you Riley. I hope we get to do this again.” He said as he moved away.

“Me too,” Riley whimpered, half dazed from bliss and the first release she had experienced in months, not that she could remember any previous ones.

Mistress Tiffany cleaned Benji up with a warm cloth before locking him back in his cage. She patted his butt lightly and he left without another word. Mistress Tiffany then slid a fresh diaper under Riley and quickly taped her back up, trapping her submissive’s cum inside the newly bred sissy girl.

She then walked around and once again crouched down in Riley’s face. “Did you enjoy that?”

Riley nodded dreamily, unable to find the words to express all of her feelings.

“Good. Because this is your life now. Completely under my control, dependent on me for everything, and very often an ass, and soon a belly, full of cum.” Mistress Tiffany unstrapped her wrists. “I told you that I would make you my slave for the rest of your life and I meant it.”

Even unstrapped Riley did not get up, as she had not been told to. She was quickly realizing how good it felt to just let go of free will and accept, revel even, in her owner’s control. “Thank you Mistress Tiffany. I didn’t know this is what I really needed.”

“I know you didn’t, sweet girl. But you are home now. Your old life is gone forever.” Mistress Tiffany helped her stand up and pulled her into a tight embrace. “And just think, soon you will have pretty little breasts for me, and Benji, to play with. There are so many delights awaiting you that you never could have imagined before.”

Riley thought about what she was hearing and how exciting it was. In her mind she wondered if she had always wanted to be Riley and just didn’t realize it. Was that why she was doing all of those things? And what would her life had become if Mistress Tiffany hadn’t found her. Those thoughts quickly faded though, because her Mistress was right, that life was gone, and Riley was, for the first time ever, truly happy.”
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