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Chapter 1

It would be a lie to say that every day I spent as Mistress Julie’s pet was the same but they all had strong similarities. I would wake up in the morning, make her coffee and my tea, and then shower and make sure I was hairless from the neck down, just the way she liked me. We would talk for a little while before she left for work and I would change into an exercise outfit, yoga pants and a girl’s tank-top, to do my morning yoga and some light exercise before starting my own day in front of a computer.

Not long after I moved in with Mistress Julie, if you could describe her dictating my own resignation letter to me before sending me to her apartment with nothing but a key and a note for her doorman in such a mundane fashion, I started trading again but privately, for her, or I guess for us. She started me with what would be a small trading account for someone with my experience but she was funding it herself, but the fund grew steadily under my care, just as she expected.

I would spend a couple of hours in the morning analyzing, and occasionally making, trades, then I would set about making sure the apartment was clean and preparing something for dinner; if she came home for dinner we would eat together, if she did not, which was often the case, she would take it for lunch the next day. I was learning new recipes, and everything else about homemaking, in addition to being now a part time trader for my Mistress and owner.

In addition to trading privately on her accounts I would assemble trades for her to use at the hedgefund we had both worked out. The combination of removing me from the company pool and getting to use all of my skills in addition to her own, made her a rising start at the fund, which was exactly what she planned when she approached me, seduced me, and ultimately destroyed my life; though as she promised, I loved every second of it.

It had been nearly three months since I quit my job and was “sent home” by Mistress Julie. In that time I have become used to not leaving the apartment very often. In truth, I don’t really feel the need to, which is good since barring emergency Mistress Julie doesn’t like me leaving without her. Groceries are delivered and I have access to a credit card for ordering anything else I need. At first she told me that once she felt I was adequately trained she would let me out more, but I don’t really believe it.

It sounds silly, and a bit trite, but the hardest thing about belonging to Mistress Julie is that I no longer have access to my beloved cloves. It is made worse by the fact that sometimes she will smoke them in front of me, in part because she enjoys them but mostly because she knows it is absolute torture for me. Her favorite part of it is seeing how hard I get watching her smoke and inhaling the tempting scents as she does so. Sometimes when she is feeling especially kind, or cruel, she will blow the smoke in my face, or shotgun it directly into my lungs, but she always reminds me that I will never smoke one of my own again, and if I do there will be a swift punishment.

The only thing I am sure of in all of this is that, no matter what, she won’t abandon me. At first that was my biggest fear, but as I have learned more about Mistress Julie I have come to realize that when she claimed me as hers she meant it, and unless I leave of my own accord she has no intention of that ever changing. For my part, I love her with all my heart, and she knows it.

That love, and wanting to be exactly what she wants me to be, is what started me down the path of feminization. It started with just feminine exercise clothes and keeping myself hairless, but soon had me cleaning the house in 50s style dresses and learning to walk in heels. It was complicated at first, and I nearly fell a couple of times, but I learned and can now walk in heels almost as gracefully as she does. Her training helps, of course. When it comes to being feminine I think a person could learn everything they needed to from Mistress Julie.

One morning a text came through from my Mistress not long after she got to work, if there is one thing that hadn’t changed it was her love of teasing me through texts. This was more than just teasing though; “it has been exactly three months since you moved in with me and it has gone so well. I am very proud of your progress, slave, unfortunately you know that I am exacting in my expectations of you and you have had some missteps for which you need to be punished.”

“Mistress, why? What did I do wrong?” I frantically responded.

The idea of upsetting her was almost as terrifying as the thought of punishment itself. I was disciplined regularly, usually by spanking, but punishment was something else entirely and I had only experienced it once in the time we had been together. Early on in our new relationship I misread the calendar and didn’t have dinner prepared on a night she would be home early but I believed she would be out. The punishment was that I was put on a diet of bland protein shakes for one week, the threat that followed it was even more terrifying though. She told me that if it ever happened again she would make the change permanent. I had no doubt that she was serious.

She responded to my text with a video. It took a moment for it to load but as soon as I saw the first image I knew what it was. What followed was a short video of me pulling the pack of clove cigarettes that she kept in one of the kitchen drawers out and sniffing them repeatedly. I even pulled one out and deeply inhaled the scent before putting it back. I didn’t smoke it though.

“But I didn’t smoke any!” I responded, quickly followed by “I didn’t break any of the rules!”

I sounded, and felt, like a petulant child, I was on the verge of throwing a tantrum and didn’t know where that feeling was coming from. I just knew that what was happening was deeply unfair.

“You know better than that, pet. You know you shouldn’t have been doing what you were doing and that was clear in the video.” I read her text twice and knew she was right; the video showed me looking around like someone guilty.

“Yes, Mistress,” I responded, still feeling like the situation was unfair but knowing that there was no point in arguing. With Mistress Julie there never really was.

“Good. Now go back to your computer and await your punishment. We will talk about it when I get home.” There was a finality to her text that told me it wasn’t worth responding.

Instead I did as I was told, soon I was sitting at my computer analyzing a trade I wanted to complete but soon realized I was having trouble focusing. Every time I got close to completing the trade I was overcome with a sense of anxiety. I couldn’t tell whether it was fear of the impending punishment or something else. Soon I had given up entirely and was mindlessly playing solitaire and waiting for Mistress to come home and give me my inevitable punishment.

I don’t know how long I was sitting there or why I didn’t notice what was happening but suddenly I felt a rush of wet warmth pour through my yoga pants. I jumped up, completely freaked out, and ran to the bathroom. It was no use though, I had completely let go and wet myself, making a mess of the yoga pants and of the oversized pet bed I spent most of my time in. I didn’t know what to do, and eventually just collapsed onto the bathroom floor and started to cry. The day couldn’t get any worse.

I finally peeled myself off the bathroom floor and stripped off the pee soaked yoga pants. I looked at them, and smelled them, and felt even more disgusting. I was just about to change into something new to wear when I heard my phone chime. My stomach turned as I realized that Mistress Julie probably had watched what happened, what with the realization that she had me under surveillance.

“DO NOT PUT ON MORE CLOTHES.”

I fumbled through a response, my mind going a million miles a minute. “I am so sorry Mistress. I don’t know what happened. Nothing like this has ever happened before. Please don’t leave me.”

I stared at the phone waiting for a response, desperately hoping I had not just ruined everything. Finally the phone chimed, but all she sent was a laughing emoji. Then it chimed again.

“Silly pet, I am not mad at you for peeing yourself. THIS is your punishment.” I could not take my eyes off the text. This was the punishment? I then started thinking through the day. I didn’t know how she did it, but she had hypnotized me again.

“My punishment?” I texted her tentatively.

“Yes, my silly, pathetic little toy. This is your punishment. So don’t put on more clothes to soak. Go find a towel and lay it down on the pet bed and wait for me to get home so I can explain things fully.”

Her instructions were clear, but I could not believe what she had done to me, nor did I understand how. I did as I was told, knowing she was watching, and waited for her to get home, but somewhere along the way I fell asleep.


Chapter 2

I woke up to the sound of the door opening and immediately realized I had lost control of my bladder again. I was laying on a wet towel and had probably soaked through the pet bed too. I looked up at my Mistress; she looked immaculate as always in a white turtleneck and black pencil skirt. She was also wearing the smirk she so often wore when she knew she had broken me further to her will.

I could not stand to hold eye contact with her, embarrassed as I was, I looked away, and then to the floor. I felt small, I felt pathetic. I had no idea what was happening to me, without warning I started to cry.

My tears did nothing but make my Mistress laugh, it wasn’t a cruel laugh though, it was something else. Amused, yes, but also, like she thought it was all so ridiculous; which I guess it was.

“Jakey, my sweet, stupid, Jakey.” She crouched down and took my chin in her hand, forcing me to look at her. “Nothing happens here that I don’t want to happen. If I wanted you to be a man with a job you would be. I don’t. If I wanted you to have a normal life, a normal relationship, you would. I don’t. And if I wanted you to be able to control your bladder, you would be able to control your bladder, but I don’t.”

I had a million questions, but as I thought over her words I focused on the last ones. “Wait, I can’t…” my voice trailed off, I couldn’t bring myself to even say it.

“No. Not anymore.” She stood up, “I have taken that from you, so just forget about it.”

“Taken it from me?” I was confused and terrified, but also aroused, I could feel my cock growing in its cage.

“Yes, that is your punishment for your little transgression,” the words were so matter-of-fact coming out of her mouth. “Not that I wouldn’t have done it to you eventually anyway.”

“But how?” I didn’t know what to think about what she had done to me, but I was deeply confused as to how it had happened.

“Well, you started getting distracted and confused right?” She smiled at me, “you couldn’t focus on your work?”

“Right,” I responded, not fully understanding the connection.

She had that same look of victory she did when she took my career from me, that grin is burned into my mind and honestly, she is never more beautiful to me than when she is taking apart my life and making it more hers. “I have a friend out on the west coast, she actually has two incontinent little sissies in her care. She created a program that subliminally hypnotized them through their computer screens to be dumb little piss babies, and I used the same program to do the same thing to you! Isn’t that fun?”

“So you hypnotized me to pee myself?” I asked, my voice small and quiet.

“Yes, and a few other things too. Most notably that whenever you want to disagree with me or you feel guilty you will also feel like a small child.” She turned and started walking away. “Come to the bedroom so I can take care of you properly, little one.”

I followed Mistress Julie to the bedroom, trying to figure out how my life had changed so much so fast, I thought back to that first night in my apartment. Everything since then had been a whirlwind, and I hadn’t had control for a moment of it, now I couldn’t even control my bladder.

She patted the bed, “hop up and lay on your back, Jakey.”

I did as I was told, and had never felt so small in my life. I knew what was coming but didn’t want to believe it. She was clearly prepared though. She stepped away from the bed and went to the closet and chose a few items. When she came back she was holding a white fluffy diaper that I knew was made to be my size, I couldn’t help but wonder how long she was planning this.

“We are going to have to make some changes to the playroom I think, but I have been looking forward to that,” her voice had an almost absent-minded quality, as though she weren’t really talking to me as she said it.

“Mistress, does that mean I am staying like this?” I knew the answer before I even asked, but I was holding on to some small hope that this punishment was temporary.

“Oh yes, silly. I mean I guess I could stop the program and you would probably go back to normal in a few weeks, but since I intend to subject you to near constant brainwashing for a while I suspect that even if I do eventually stop you’d need to be re-potty trained and I don’t intend to let that happen.” She tickled my sides. “I know this is probably surprising but I have been wanting to put you in diapers from day one. I didn’t just want to make you wear them though, I wanted you to need them.”

I didn’t know what to say to that, this was such a far cry from what I expected when she showed up at my apartment dressed like a wet dream. I also didn’t know why I was turned on by all of it, she could see that I was terrified of what was happening and to her credit she did her best to soothe my worries.

“Don’t worry pet, this doesn’t change anything between us, if anything it will bring us closer together. Now lift your bum.” I giggled lightly at that and did as I was told, and did feel a bit relieved. “I don’t really want kids I don’t think, but I have always been turned on by the idea of not just feminizing guys but putting them in diapers and making them dependent on me. I have never really had the opportunity to take things as far as I am going to with you though. This is going to be so much fun for both of us.”

Inside I wasn’t so sure, but when she closed up the diaper and patted the front of it, I squirmed and felt my dick throb within its cage. “It will also give you the appearance of curves when I put you in your dresses and that should be fun. I don’t want to treat you like a baby all the time, but I do want you to have as little control over your life as possible and this is a big part of that.”

I was starting to understand what turned her on about this and, a couple of hours later, when I just let go into my diaper, without even thinking about it, I realized that it in addition to one thing less I had control over it was one less thing I had to think about, and there was something appealing about that.

I was sitting on the floor at her feet, with my head against her legs, while we watched a movie, and all of a sudden I just felt my bladder release and the warmth spread through the diaper. I felt a moment of embarrassment before remembering that this is what Mistress Julie wants, and I have surrendered to her desires, whatever they may be in far more earth-shattering ways. I shifted ever so slightly and leaned a little closer to her legs.

She hummed lightly before pausing the movie. “Did you just use your diaper, pet?”

I felt heat creeping up my neck and my face turning red and I looked at the floor, not quite ready to admit it. She knew the truth immediately though.

“If you use your diaper you have to tell me!” She scolded me lightly. “It simply won’t do to have you getting a diaper rash. Come on now.”

She stood up and headed back to the bedroom and I quickly followed, and suddenly I was having my diaper changed for the first time. There was something about the experience that was comforting and I found myself in a bit of a daze as she removed the wet diaper, and slid a dry one underneath. The feeling, and scent, of baby powder being spread liberally around my thighs, butt, and even caged cock, was exquisite, and I found myself grinning like a fool as she taped me back up into the confines of the diaper.

“It looks like you are getting used to your new state of being, my pet.” Julie smirked down at me as she let her hands trail up my stomach and chest to my nipples, tweaking them lightly and eliciting a quiet moan from my desperate, needy, mouth. “If you keep being good I will give you a special reward tomorrow.”

When bedtime came, Mistress Julie put me in a light pink nightie and checked my diaper again to make sure it was dry. I thought she was going to put me in the cage in the playroom, as she often did, but instead she dragged me by the hand back to the bedroom. Once in the bedroom she stripped down to her beautiful, bare skin and positioned herself on the bed with her legs spread.

“Your reward is going to wait until tomorrow, my sweet little diapered pet, but tonight I think I deserve a treat for taking such good care of you, don’t you?” She smiled and beckoned me to the bed with a single crooked finger.

I didn’t need any further command than that to crawl up onto the bed and position myself between her legs. If there is one thing I had learned to love more than anything in the preceding months it was the taste, and smell, of my Mistress. I delicately kissed up one of her thighs, stopped to inhale her sweet, musky, scent, trailing a string of kisses across her labia and down her other thigh. As I worked my way back up to her pussy she grabbed my head and pressed it lightly into her.

“You can be such a tease,” she sighed as I began first to kiss and then lick at her, spreading her labia with two fingers so I could better slide my tongue into her, “I guess that is what I get for keeping you locked up and needy for so long.”

I tried to giggle at her gentle joke, far more gentle than she usually is with her words, but she pressed me harder into her pussy and it was muffled, as was most of my breathing. She began moaning and they soon took on a husky quality as I did my best to provide her the pleasure she craved from me.

It had become clear early on what sex would be between us and whether it was the hypnosis, how I felt about her, or just my nature, it didn’t matter. The first time she told me I would never use my cock like a man I practically came from the thought, which I guess shows I am exactly where I belong. This, her scent, her taste, her moans of pleasure, had become heaven to me, as had the many depraved things she enjoyed doing to me.

Soon her moans took on a quality of need that almost matched the way I felt, and often sounded, when she would tease me endlessly, and I knew she was getting close to her first orgasm of the night, I also knew that unless she was particularly tired it would be the first of several. I flattened myself against the bed, as much as the diaper allowed, to have a better angle, and I licked and flicked her love-button with abandon; I was rewarded with louder moans and then eventually a scream and the giggles that often accompanied her orgasms.

Her juices squirted into my mouth and I gulped them up with glee, she does not always squirt but I consider it a special treat when she does, and practically find myself drunk on her taste. As the orgasm subsided I rested my head against one of her thighs and sighed happily, myself.

“You don’t even really need orgasms, do you slave?” She tousled my hair before pulling my head back into position for a second round. “As long as you get to please me you don’t really need anything else at all.”

I couldn’t have responded to if I wanted to, as she very quickly began grinding her pussy against my face, forcing me to catch short breaths when the opportunity arose, I pressed my tongue against her clit as she used me, for the moment, more as a sex toy than as a person, or even a pet. Very quickly she brought herself to a second orgasm, I felt that I had little to do with it beyond being the object she used to achieve her pleasure, before letting go of my hair and allowing me to collapse once again between her legs.

After a few moments of rest and labored breathing for both of us she tapped my head lightly, “get up here, pet, I want to hold you while we go to sleep.”

I was confused about this softer side of herself she was showing me, she was still utterly in control, but it seemed that the diapers and girlishness brought out a deeper affection in her, and while I loved the way she treated me always, I was enjoying this new side of her. Once I was by her side, she turned me to face away from her and held me tightly against her.

“I am so glad you are mine, Jake.” She sighed into me, “you will never have anything like a normal life, but I promise I am going to make you very happy. Very controlled, but very happy.”

“I love you, Mistress,” I didn’t know what else to say. It was true though, I loved, and do love, her with all my heart.

“I know,” I could hear the smile in her voice when she said it, and I knew that was, for the moment, the closest she would come to saying it back.


Chapter 3

The next morning I woke up and Mistress Julie was already out of bed. At first I forgot the diaper but as soon as I stood up and felt it sag I remembered, and what was worse realized I used it in the night. I waddled slowly out into the apartment and saw my Mistress in the kitchen organizing the refrigerator.

“Mistress, I’m sorry I overslept.” I mumbled, “I think I need a diaper change.”

She laughed as she turned around. “I wanted to let you sleep in, silly. I know yesterday was a lot for you. Let’s get you changed and discuss some new rules before I go to work.”

I went back into the bedroom and waited patiently as she changed me again. When she was finished I sat up in the bed as she explained the changes she was making to my day.

“There are two nutrition shakes already made for you in the fridge, other than water that is all you are to have until I get home. If you wet, or mess, your diaper there are spares in the playroom. You are not allowed in the bedroom when I am not here, as you know.” She looked at me seriously, “do you understand, pet?”

I pondered what she was saying and was pretty sure I could get myself into a new diaper if I had to but I didn’t want to ‘mess’ the diapers. “Do I have to use them when you are not here?”

“Of course silly, otherwise you will just make a mess like you did yesterday. Now, I have to go to work,” she turned to leave. “Everything else is the same, for now.”

“But what if I have to um…poop?” I asked, asking myself why I called it that, even as I asked the question.

“Diapers can handle that too, pet.”

“Can’t I use the toilet?” I pouted at her as she opened the door.

“No.” She said it forcefully, and turned around with that victorious smirk she always wore when she knew she had taken me a step further than I had thought of. “Toilets are off limits. And as you know, I will know if you break the rules. Now, I really have to go. Bye for now, little one.”

I stood there dumbly watching the door clothes and trying to process everything that had happened in just one day. I did my best to do my yoga with the diaper on, which I am sure was quite a show for Mistress Julie if she happened to pull the video up on her phone, and then went to take my morning shower. I wasn’t sure that I should, but she did say that everything else remains the same for now.

After a moment’s hesitation I took off the diaper carefully and hoped I would be able to tape it back into place without too much trouble, and started the hot water. Soon I was in the shower soaping myself down and almost felt like my normal self. Then, just as I was about to cut the shower off I felt myself releasing my bladder. There was something about it happening in that moment of normalcy that almost broke me.

I slid to the floor of the tub and just sat there with the hot water running over me. It was really true, she had taken away my control of basic bodily functions. If she could do that to me, what couldn’t she do? I couldn’t decide what was worse, that she had such power over me or that I wanted, even needed, her to have that power over me. It had been just a few months previous that I had been an independent, shy and quiet, but independent, bachelor becoming wealthy even though I was only at the beginning of a great career.

She had stripped me of all of that, but most of all my independence. I was nothing but hers now, and the worst part, the part that turned my stomach as I was laying there in the shower, was the knowledge that if she came home and offered me my old life back, I wouldn’t take it. I would rather be this thing that she was turning me into than the normal, free person I was before. As I finally pulled myself out of the shower I realized that she probably knew all that, and was reveling in it.

I dried myself off and gingerly taped the diaper back into place. I found the weight of it, and the way that it pushed my legs further apart, reassuring in the wake of my experience in the shower. I knew that I couldn’t control myself and that, essentially, that meant I belonged in diapers. I don’t know if it was my own perversion, the hypnosis, or Mistress Julie’s ability to tie me in knots, but my own mind was now assisting in my unraveling. I belong in diapers, was a thought that was burning in my head, and I knew it was true.

I found that I was able to stretch my yoga pants over the diaper, and while it looked kind of obscene there was also something erotic about it, it gave me curves, yes, but it was also obviously a diaper, I can’t explain it but every time I passed a mirror afterwards it turned me on more and soon I was throbbing in my cage as I tried to work. Like the day before I eventually gave up and opted for a puzzle game that didn’t really require my attention. I only passively realized that the distraction was probably her continued efforts to brainwash me through whatever programming she put on the computer; it didn’t matter though, she could have told me that the programming was going to erase my memory and I would not have stopped her.

Eventually there was a chime on my phone letting me know I had a text message from my Mistress; all it said was “don’t forget to eat.”

I quickly responded with a “Yes, Mistress,” before going to the fridge and taking one of the shakes.

I was terrified that it was going to be the awful bland food she had used as a punishment in the past, thankfully it was chocolate, a little grainy, but it didn’t taste bad and I was happy to have a full stomach. It was also becoming increasingly comforting to me that Mistress Julie always seemed to be watching, and seemed intent on taking care of me, albeit in the perverse ways she had chosen.

By the time Mistress Julie got home that evening, I had changed my diaper twice. The first thing she did when she got home was check me, and then pat me on the bottom playfully, “you did well today, pet. I know it is a lot to get used to.”

“Thank you, Mistress,” I melted at her affection and pride in me, strange though it was. “I do feel bad that I have not been able to trade effectively really though, I am sorry to say.”

“That is fine, you will get back to it eventually. Unless, I decide to keep you a muddled, distracted mess, but would that really be so bad?” She added on with a smirk.

As usual I couldn’t tell if she was serious or not, although there was usually at least a bit of truth behind such threats when she chose to make them. Inwardly, I wondered if I could handle just being her diapered pet, and not having any such responsibilities anymore. I wasn’t sure I could take giving up my skills completely, but I knew I couldn’t argue with her.

“Now, I want you to go back to the playroom and wait for me, I am going to order pizza for dinner, and then I think I said something about a reward, didn’t I?” She swatted my bottom playfully. “Go on, Jakey. I won’t keep you waiting too long.”

I went back to the playroom and, not sure where she was going to want me, laid down on the twin bed I often slept in. Only when I relaxed into the bed did I remember that it turned into a cage of sorts when she wanted it to and that cage, though I never thought of it before, sort of resembled a crib. Had she been planning this all along? How far did she intend to take it? Perhaps most importantly, did it matter?

The truth was that it didn’t matter, I would let her take me as far as she wanted to. She had long since stripped any fight out of me, and I knew that. For a long time I pretended I still had a choice, but with this new change, and the way it seemed to fit me so well, it was getting harder and harder to keep up that delusion.

My reverie was broken by Mistress Julie walking into the room wearing the sort of outfit she had worn that first night, albeit with some slight differences. Her long legs were encased in white knee high boots and white fishnets and her curves were hugged by a latex nurses dress, complete with a red cross, she was even wearing the matching latex hat. She carried a notepad and a pen and I was completely confused, but too aroused and taken by the sudden change to care.

“Jakey, Jakey, Jakey,” She started, smiling sweetly. “Just look at you. No more suits, no more polo shirts, no more clove cigarettes.”

She paused when she got to the bed and loomed over me like some kind of angel, or demon. Her smile, from that first flirtation, seemed enough to make me do anything and now it engulfed both my vision and my thoughts.

“No more worries, either, no more concerns, other than me of course,” she put the notepad down and took each of my nipples in a hand, pulling at them gently. “No more freedom either, but you never really needed that anyway, did you?”

I felt my cock throbbing in its cage, aching for release more than I had ever imagined possible. “No, Mistress,” I groaned, “no more freedom.”

“Was that agreement, or begging?” She giggled and pulled harder on my nipples, causing shockwaves of pleasure to ripple through my body right to the tip of my cock. “It is hard to tell.”

It was both, but there was no way for me to clearly articulate that. It was a statement of fact, I didn’t have freedom any longer, I couldn’t even control my bladder, but it was also a desire, a desire for her to take more and more from me until there was nothing of me that wasn’t shaped by her.

“It doesn’t matter, you know the truth. You are nothing but my toy, and that is all you really want to be anyway.” She trailed her hands down to the top of the diaper and pulled it forward, “still dry, good.”

I gasped when she carefully undid the diaper, leaving it open and lying under me. Then, to my surprise, she produced the key to my chastity device, which had not been unlocked in several weeks. CLICK, the sound was enough to send a jolt of arousal through my entire body. As she carefully, almost lovingly, removed the cage, and the rest of the device, my manhood grew to its full size for the first time in so long it felt almost like an entirely new sensation. Was this the beginning of my reward?

Mistress Julie opened her notepad and pulled out a measuring tool for fabric. Holding that in one hand she grabbed the tip of my engorged dick and pressed it up towards my belly. She then carefully extended the measuring tool from the base of my cock to my tip, tutting quietly to herself as she did so.

“Not bad, just over seven inches. I can’t believe we didn’t bother to measure you before.” She jotted what I assumed was the result down in her notepad before picking up the measuring tape once more.

This time she carefully wrapped it around the base of my cock, not too tightly, but just tight enough for me to feel what she was doing and throb lightly, my head was buzzing both with arousal and curiosity at what this was all about. I knew though that I would find out in due time. She once again wrote down the result, this time saying nothing.

“You are being so good while the nurse checks on your health little Jakey” She giggled. “I guess you really do deserve that reward.”

She began to slowly stroke me, from base to tip, enough to build the arousal to the point that my entire body felt like it was vibrating and I would do anything to cum. Only then did she speed up and start pushing me towards the point of no return. I sobbed openly when she stopped just short of that deeply needed release.

“Awww, is my pet feeling so needy?” She grinned down at me. “Good.”

She started the whole process again, stopping short again, laughing openly at me in the process. “You will never, ever, cum again, without me deciding it is time. You know that don’t you Jake? You will never use a toilet again. You will never choose your own meal. You will never have a moment of freedom. Isn’t that wonderful?”

Her words were slamming into my brain like a freight train, the reality of it, and the reality that I desperately craved all of it, being hammered home time and time again. She continued as she stroked me, almost in rhythm to her words. “No more choice. No more freedom. No rights. Just mine. My toy. My pet. My slave.”

I was sobbing and gasping, and writing with her strokes, this time when she stopped my cock bobbed obscenely in the air and drips of precum dropped all over me in the process. “Now it is time for your reward, slave.”

She pulled the diaper back up and taped it into place. I must have looked betrayed because her laughter was practically ecstatic. “Don’t worry little one, I am not abandoning you like this.”

She then pressed her palm into my diapered, but free, cock, and started massaging it. The feeling was different than anything else she had done to me, and the softness and strange texture of the diaper felt amazing against my genitals. Within mere moments I felt myself surge past the point of no return, as this new sensation pummeled me with surprise, it was better than almost anything I had ever felt.

My cock started spasming inside the diaper, and I felt the sticky cum, ooze out all around my cock, a warm sticky mess, locked in place by the diaper. When the orgasm finally stopped I was completely limp against the bed, and Mistress Julie was still pressing her hand, softly, possessively, against my deflating manhood.

“There you go little one, I told you that you’d get a reward. I need to have my fun too though.” She smiled down at me and if a face could ever hold affection and total triumph simultaneously it was hers.


Chapter 4

Life continued on in the new normal for quite a while after that. I would still wake up in the morning and make Mistress Julie her coffee and have my first smoothie of the day. I would spend most of the day on domestic tasks and occasionally make small trades when I was able to focus for long enough to do so. More and more of my time was spent reading, watching light television shows, and occasionally, when ordered to by my Mistress, indulging in femdom porn that focused on the activities she had been introducing in our lives.

I was still often unfocused and distracted and in rare moments of clarity wondered how much longer the constant barrage of subliminal control would go on. What was strange was that despite knowing it was happening, and being concerned that there were more changes happening that I was unaware of, it never occurred to me to step away from my computer. I had become not just willing, but an enthusiastic participant in my own demise and even that knowledge turned me on.

Most nights we would order in, though sometimes I would still cook, and then we would watch a movie together, or play a bit, before I was sent to bed. Increasingly often the bed would be converted into a cage, though inwardly I was thinking of it more and more as my crib. On the rare night that I was allowed to sleep in the bed with my Mistress I was put in absurd plastic pants that were designed to catch any leakage from my diapers. I hated the pants but loved sleeping in bed with her. Like so many things my feelings about it were complicated, and also of secondary importance at best.

Every week or two there would be another session where Mistress Julie measured my cock’s length and girth, sometimes giggling to herself as she did so. She never let me see the numbers and I wondered both why she was doing this and why she was giggling at me. Eventually, I tried to see her notes but she slapped me hard and told me it was none of my business. I burst into tears and she immediately sat down on the bed next to me and pulled me close to her.

“I am sorry, my sweet little pet, but you have to learn not to interfere with what I am doing. You know I wasn’t letting you see those notes and should have known better than to try.” She continued to hold me until I calmed down.

“I’m sorry Mistress, I am so sorry. I will do better.” I was still sobbing a little but the tears had stopped. I was awash with emotions and had no idea what had come over me.

“It is okay, sweetheart.” She helped me sit up and embraced me. “I think we will stop for today though. Maybe tomorrow we can continue if you are feeling better.”

I was disappointed that I would not get to cum, but was hopeful that the next day would be better. The next day we started over, but she blindfolded me before we started. After she measured me she immediately closed my diaper up without edging me but still massaged my dick until I came. It still felt good but it was nowhere near as intense as it was after edging sessions and, weirdly, I was half-soft even when I spurted my cum into the waiting diaper.

Later that night I was cleaning up the kitchen, which mostly consisted of unloading and loading the dishwasher; I was almost finished when I dropped a glass, it shattered on the floor with quite a crash and I froze. Mistress Julie came running to the kitchen and saw me standing there over the broken glass, unmoving. Before she could even say anything I felt the same overwhelming rush of emotions I had the day before and just started crying.

She immediately ran to me, pulled me from the kitchen from the couch and held me in a tight embrace.

“I was wondering when this would start,” she said thoughtfully. “It is okay. It means other things are going to start happening soon too.”

I took several deep breaths, not really understanding what she was saying, it made no sense. “You, you expected this?”

“Yes, sweetie.” She sighed and looked at me seriously, “I knew you’d start getting more emotional, it is to be expected. Your body is going to start changing too, I guess it is time to let you know.”

As soon as she said it I started getting a small idea of what was happening. My nipples had started being more sensitive, and I didn’t get so hard when she made me cum early in the night.

“You, you did this to me?” I was half asking, half accusing her.

She laughed and nodded. “Yes, silly. I did this to you.”

I stared at it for a second trying both to figure it out, and to decide how I felt when I realized it. “The smoothies,” I said, it was not a question.

“Yes, the smoothies.” She smirked at me, that taunting, triumphant, smirk. “You’ve just been too distracted by the subliminals and everything else to realize it.”

“Hormones?” This was a genuine question, though I already more or less knew the truth.

“Yes,” She stated matter-of-factly, “estrogen and earlier this week I started you on testosterone blockers.”

I thought about what she was saying and after a moment realized I didn’t feel anything. I wasn’t angry, or even confused. I was numb. “Why?”

“You already had the perfect frame, the perfect hair, the perfect everything.” She shrugged. “I told you that I liked diapering and feminizing men and that I was going to take you further than  I had ever taken anyone.”

“I thought you already had,” it came out almost like a whine.

“I have, but I can still take you so much further.” She took my hands. “Look, if you really want me to stop, I will, for now anyway. But think about it first. Think about what you really want, slave.”

I sat there, my hands in hers, looking first in her eyes, then to the ground, then eventually back to her eyes. I thought about how this had all started, I thought about everything she had already done and I asked myself if this was really even more dramatic than what she had done, basically from the beginning. Even before I admitted I was hers I stopped smoking because she told me to. She had not just been controlling me, but reshaping my life from the first moment she spoke to me. Why would I suddenly draw the line now?

“No, Mistress. I don’t want you to stop.” The numbness went away as soon as I said it. “I don’t want you to stop this, or anything you want to do. I need to accept that I don’t really have a say in anything anymore.”

“Came to that conclusion finally?” She grinned at me.

“Yes, Mistress.” I held her gaze, glad to see her smiling.

“Good girl.” She said, and from that moment on it was a simple fact. In addition to being her pet, and her slave, maybe even more than those things, I was her girl.

I melted into her and just let her hold me for a while, it felt so perfect, and so simple. I was hers, and there wasn’t truly anything else I wanted to be. At some point I drifted off in her arms; I don’t know how long she held but when I woke up I was alone on the couch and she was cleaning up the mess in the kitchen.

“I am sorry about the mess, Mistress.” I said, seeing what she was doing.

“Don’t worry about it, little one. Accidents happen, and it led to us getting some clarity about our relationship, which I think was needed.” She finished cleaning up the mess and came back to the living room. “I think you’ve had quite enough excitement for one day though, so let’s get you to bed.”

She took my hand and dragged me to the playroom and I soon found myself caged into the bed. It really did feel like a crib, and I was surprised how much I enjoyed that thought.

“Goodnight, Mistress. Thank you for taking such good care of me.” I meant it too.

“Goodnight to you as well, my sweet girl.” She turned out the light, “get good rest, I have plans for you this weekend.”

The next two days came and went, quieter than usual. Friday afternoon came, and I was anxious, and excited to find out what the weekend would hold. I could barely focus on anything but still managed to have the apartment clean and ready for Mistress Julie to come home; about an hour before she would normally arrive I heard my phone chime, and ran to it.

“Last minute dinner plans came up. I will be home around seven. If you go into the bedroom you will see an outfit on the bed, it is for you. I expect you to be in it when I arrive. I know you already know better than to disobey me but just know that tonight that will be even more important. See you soon, pet.”

I finished reading the text and immediately went to the bedroom where I found a pink and white latex dress and pink hued plastic pants that she clearly meant for me to wear over my diaper. At the foot of the bed were clunky white heels, about four inches high, with locks hanging off them. I had to assume they were meant for me as well. I got into the dress and plastic pants first, then sat down to put on the heels. Immediately I noticed the only way to close them up was to lock them in place with the locks, and there were no keys in sight. Once I did this I would be stuck in them until Mistress Julie let me out.

Reluctantly, I locked them into place then stumbled awkwardly to the mirror to see how I looked. It was definitely a mixed bag. My hair was long, but the 5 o’clock shadow on my face destroyed any claim of femininity. I had no curves to speak of, other than the ones the diaper created. Somehow though, that created the illusion of hips and a waist in a way that I really enjoyed. I began to imagine the changes that could come, small breasts maybe, no more facial hair, and some light makeup. I wouldn’t be anyone’s idea of a supermodel, but I would be cute, feminine, exactly what I imagined my Mistress wanted.

And, I realized, something that I would want too. I thought back to how I dressed in college, and for work, and how I dressed at home, or when out casually. I never put that much work into my appearance before, it was generic, bland, designed to blend into the crowd. I realized that I never put much effort in because I never thought I could like what I was seeing. Now though, I could imagine looking in the mirror and being proud of who I was, what I looked like. The fact that it would be a diapered, submissive, girl, didn’t bother me at all. It felt almost like Julie knew who I was before I did.

Once I was dressed I didn’t know what to do, I had no further instructions, so I went back to the computer and watched Youtube videos waiting for Mistress Julie to arrive home or for some other instruction to appear on my phone. The latter was what happened first.

“I want you kneeling in the playroom when I get home. You will go there now and wait for me in that position until I come for you.” I read the message and immediately followed the instructions.

The first few minutes were fine, but the longest she had ever really had me kneel was maybe ten minutes tops, and I knew that had been eclipsed and she still wasn’t home. My knees and back were starting to ache by the time I heard the door creek open and slam shut a few minutes later. I breathed a quiet sigh of relief. Unfortunately, Mistress Julie breezed right past the playroom into the bedroom and I could hear her rummaging around and then changing clothes.

When she finally entered the playroom I was stunned. She was wearing the exact same outfit she had worn to my apartment that night a little more than three months previous, with one big change, hanging off her was, to me anyway, a massive strap-on. As she stood over me and looked down, the rubber cock bobbed obscenely and I felt smaller than I ever had before. She winked at me and her smile curled into a playful smirk. I felt my cock stir for the first time all day.

“Get up on the bed, slave.” She took a step back and waited for me to follow her command.

Once I was up on the bed she pulled the plastic pants down around my ankles and undid the diaper, throwing it aside. She then carefully removed the plastic pants, fortunately the elastic at the bottom stretched enough to get over the white heels she still had me wearing. She then pulled me by the ankles closer to the edge of the bed.

“Stay right there,” was all she said before disappearing out of the room, reappearing a moment later with a bottle of lube. “This is going to be fun.”

I watched, feeling my anxiety grow, as she slowly lubed up the monster cock she was wearing. I didn’t know at the time that it was barely bigger than my own cock, well bigger than it had once been anyway. To me it looked like it was going to split me open.

“I don’t know if I can take that, Mistress.” I finally yelped, too scared to keep myself quiet.

“Do you trust me, slave?” She looked at me sternly as she approached.

“Of course, Mistress.”

“Then just relax and trust me. You can handle it.” Her voice was low and soothing, and she slowed down her words. “Just relax for me, pet.”

I nodded and did my best to relax. She reached the foot of the bed and slowly raised my legs above my head, resting them on her shoulders. “You are going to be fine, pet. Say it for me.”

“I am going to be fine,” I responded.

“Of course you are, you are going to love this. You are going to love me filling you.” She pressed the head of the rubber toy against my entrance but didn’t push. “Say it.”

“I am going to love you filling me.” I responded, feeling like it was true, and that I could relax as I did so.

“Yes, you are,” She pushed slowly, barely opening me up, and I practically pressed into her, but had no leverage to do so. “You are going to love this so much. You are going to love being my passive little fuck toy.”

Time felt like it was slowing down, and everything was taking on a fuzzy, soft, feeling. She didn’t even have to tell me to repeat it. “I am going to love being your passive little fuck toy.”

“You are my passive little fuck toy.” She droned, barely above a whisper.

“I am your passive little fuck toy.” As soon as I said the words she pressed into me, not hard or fast, but slow, deliberately, unstoppably.

As she filled me I felt a combination of pain and pleasure that I didn’t expect. Even though it wasn’t that big, it felt so much bigger; by the time I was fully impaled on her detachable dick it felt like it was filling my whole body. Everything tingled and my thoughts slowed to a crawl. It was both erotic and spiritual. Then she started slowly pulling out of me again.

“Say it again, pet.” She commanded as she pulled most of the way out.

“I am your passive little fuck toy.” I said, with a voice that barely felt, or sounded, like my own.

“Of course you are,” she pushed back into me, a little faster, “again.”

“I am your passive little fuck toy.” She pulled out.

“Again.” She commanded.

“I am your passive little fuck toy.”

She pushed in faster this time, “every time I pull out, say it.”

“I am your passive little fuck toy.”

She developed a rhythm. I repeated the words over and over again. Soon it was the only thought in my mind. I sped up with her, and soon I could barely keep up with the pace she was keeping. My own cock, half hard and I realize now noticeably smaller than it once had been, flopped against me every time she rammed into me. All of the pain was gone, and all that was left was the pleasure, and the need; the need to be filled. The need to be her fuck toy.

“I am going to count down from ten, you will keep repeating the phrase. When I hit zero you will cum, and it will be the best orgasm you’ve ever had.” It wasn’t even a command, it was just a statement of fact. She was describing, and defining, my reality.

“Ten.” She rammed into me and I loudly embraced my fate.

“Nine, you are just a passive little fuck toy.”

“Eight, what are you pet?” She pulled out.

I was on autopilot as I responded. “I am your passive little fuck toy.”

“Seven, yes you are.” She grunted. “Six.”

“Five, forget the idea of ever being free.”

I repeated the words again, they were becoming all consuming.

“Four. This is what you were made for, pet.”

“Three.”

“Two, I love using you like this.” She somehow rammed me even harder this time. “One.”

“I am your passive little fuck toy.” I didn’t even know I was still saying the words I was so far gone.

“Yes you are.” She pushed into me one final time. “Zero.”

As soon as she said it I felt the orgasm rumble through my body. It was like nothing I had ever experienced. It didn’t start, or end, in my cock, though I certainly leaked what little bit of cum I still could. Instead it was like my whole body was on a wave of pleasure emanating out from the spot inside me where she pressed against me, through my cock, and out into my body and my mind. I rode wave after wave of pleasure and when it stopped I couldn’t even imagine moving.

Somewhere along the way Mistress Julie had carefully dropped my legs and stepped away, she came back with a warm towel. I just stayed still as she carefully wiped me down, my mind wouldn’t allow anything else. There were times before where my mind felt blanketed with her control. This was something else. It was like my mind was empty, almost hollow. There was nothing but the thought of being her fucktoy, and that wasn’t even a thought, it was like another identity, next to ‘pet,’ ‘slave,’ and ‘girl,’ burned into the walls of my brain.

I barely felt it as she replaced the diaper, and only had some level of consciousness when she helped me to my feet and pulled me into a hug.

“How do you feel, sweet girl?” She asked me.

“Um..” my thoughts were slow to catch up to speaking with her. “I don’t know. That was unreal. It was so much more intense than even that first night.”

She laughed at that. “I thought it might be. I decided it was a good night to break out the old outfit.”

She helped me out into the living room and to the couch where she had me lay down with my head in her lap. She played with my hair and smiled down at me, seemingly waiting for me to catch up, or come to.

Finally, I found enough mental ability to speak more. “What was that?”

“That?” She chuckled. “Well, it was probably the best orgasm of your life. It was a little bit of hypnosis too, of course, but mostly, it was showing you how things can feel moving forward.”

I tried to process all of that, and also try to find the reason, somewhere in my hollowed out mind, why I loved it, needed it, so much. Finally, I just asked. “How did you know that would go so well?”

“I picked you out from the beginning, I told you that. I wouldn’t have picked you if I thought things like this wouldn’t work with you. But it helps that we’ve had conversations you don’t remember.”

I knew, intellectually, that that was true. But knowing and actually facing it were different things. “When?”

“That first night for one.” She told me with a shrug.

“What did we talk about?” I asked her.

“It might be better if you just hear it.” She told me, “I don’t want you to think I am making this up.”

“You recorded it?” I asked.

She nodded, and grabbed her phone, pulling up the old recording and hitting play.

I listened as she counted me down into trance, over and over before asking me questions about my family, my friends, even my hobbies. I listened as she asked about my sexual history and my kinks and fantasies, which were much tamer before she got her hands on me. Finally, towards the end, she asked me some questions and I was surprised at my answers.

“How would you feel if I took total control of your life, Jake?” Her voice was soft and soothing, but serious.

“I think I would love that Julie. I think I like you taking control.” My voice, by comparison, was dull and monotone.

“Hmmm,” You could hear her thinking before she replied. “How does the thought of me locking you alway, keeping you all for myself, and making you do my bidding and only my bidding sound to you?”

“Really hot,” I started. “Really, really hot. Maybe fun. Also um, peaceful. Easy. I don’t like most of the people we work with.”

“I like some really weird stuff, Jake, would that be okay?” It was funny to hear her talking to me back then in a caring, soothing voice. All of our interactions when I was awake had been taunting, daring, flirty for sure, but also a little aloof and indifferent.

“What kind of weird stuff?” I heard myself ask.

“Well, someday I want to make you wear diapers.”

I was shocked that she told me all the way back then and even more surprised at my own answer. “That sounds so hot. I would feel so helpless.”

She chuckled, and I could almost hear my fate being sealed in her gentle laugh. “Jake, I have another question for you and it is a bit delicate. I need you to be completely honest with me. Have you ever thought about changing your gender?”

“I have never thought about it because I didn’t think I really could. But I have never really felt like much of a man.” Hearing those words in my voice was shocking, it was something I never thought I had admitted out loud to anyone.

She stopped the recording and looked down at me. I was quietly crying, shocked at what I had heard.

“Are you okay, pet?” She asked me, brushing my hair out of my face.

“I didn’t know you knew. I didn’t know anyone knew.” I sobbed. “I told you that and you still wanted me.”

“Once you told me that I wanted you more, and I knew what road we were traveling.” She leaned down and kissed my cheek. “I didn’t want someone to try to be a man, or try to be cool. I wanted someone who would let me shape them. I am so glad I chose you and I am so proud of you for how far you’ve come.”

I laughed and sobbed all at once. “Thank you, Mistress.” I paused for a moment. “I think I need to ask you for something though.”

The smile fled from her face, “Oh no, please don’t tell me you want me to change you back.”

I sat up and looked at her, shaking my head. “No, Mistress. But I kept hearing you call me Jake on that recording.” I giggled, “I don’t really think that fits anymore, do you?”

She laughed and pulled me into an embrace. “Are you asking if you can change your name?”

“No Mistress,” I pulled back slightly to look into her eyes. “I am asking you to name me.”

She grinned what was maybe the most genuinely happy grin I had ever seen. “I would love to name you pet, and I know just what I am going to call you.”

“Really?” I smiled, “What is my name going to be Mistress?”

“You’ll see,” she said with a smile, “you just have to do one thing first!”

“What do you need me to do, Mistress?” I responded, knowing I would do whatever she asked.

“This will be so easy, sweet girl.” She took my face in both of her hands. “All you have to do is sleep for me.”

She pulled me forward as she said it and I felt the world spin and everything go dark. Her words were the only thing I could hear, but they were too far away to make out. I felt safe though, and was certain that when I woke up I would know my name.
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