

Extreme Femdom Shorts #4: A Castrated and Diapered Sissy

By Alyce Impelled


Standing there, in front of the mirror, I looked at the freak in the reflection and wondered how it had come to this. A completely emasculated wimp stared back at me. My formerly broad, hairy chest was now hairless and the loss of muscle mass, and weight in general, was obvious. Maybe I had never been the biggest guy but what stared back at me was a slightly feminine, genderless, freak. Diapered, and collared, with pale skin, I couldn’t remember the last time I had been outside. 

I wanted to cry, to scream, to curse. But I had done all of that. Tears would no longer come, or rather, they would not come from standing in front of the mirror and contemplating my fate. She would make them come. Even now my usually limp, mostly useless, former manhood twitches at the thought of her though. She trapped me with her seductive nature, her promises of fetishes I couldn’t fathom, her beauty yes, and intelligence too. She trapped me with my own foolish, perverted, desires. She warned me to be careful what I had wished for. Maybe, just maybe, I should have listened.

My legs, as hairless as the rest of my body, from the neck down anyway, were covered up to just below the knees with pink and white striped socks. Below them a pair of white mary janes. If the shoes, or socks, leave any doubt about how she views me, the large, crinkly, puffy diaper dispels them instantly. Though ever since my first night staying with her I have used the large thick diapers anyway. She made sure of that, keeping the bathrooms locked, and often taunting me with my increasing reliance on the diapers, and her. She called it un-potty training. 

The worst part of all of this was that I brought it all upon myself. That part of me wanted it. Worse still is that not only does that part of me still want this, all of it, but that it is growing, taking over. All of my other desires, my goals, my interests, fade further into the background every day. First she nurtured my interest in our shared perversions, pushed me closer and closer to them each day, then she snapped the trap shut and pared away the parts of my life that didn’t comport with her vision for my life, for our relationship. And somehow, every time she does this, every time she pushes me further or takes a little more, I thank her for it. My face red with shame, my eyes puffy with tears, I thank her. And I mean it too. I really am pathetic.

One you get up past my chest the alterations are more aesthetically noticeable even if less permanent, for now. There is a thin metal collar, colored pink, around my neck. My face is made up lightly in a way that creates the illusion of innocent, light pink lip gloss, subtle blush, minimal eye shadow. I do not look like a trollop, though sometimes she treats me like one. My hair is longer than most men’s, but not overly long. She makes up for that by keeping it curled in the most effeminate way possible. Even if I were to somehow wash away the makeup and escape the coquettish fashion I would, at best, look like a very gay little twink. Then again, the more she pushes me to crave being impaled on various instruments the more there might wind up being some truth to that vision if she was interested in me having any but the barest amount of masculinity left to me.

My reverie was broken by the sound of clacking, her heels, coming down the hallway towards my bedroom. The room was painted light pink with white trim, there were stuffies and adult sized toys everywhere. She had an oversized changing table and crib, both with restraints to keep me in place when she wanted me still, or wanted me to sleep. My existence as an adult, and as a man, had been stripped from me, and every moment I spent with her pushed me further from those places and further into humiliation, her control, and a depraved lust that even my castration had not destroyed.

“There’s my pretty little Amy.” My Mistress’s voice bounced with joy as she entered the room and I turned to face her.

The woman of my dreams, and my nightmares, stood before me wearing red leather pants with black heels, her massive, double G, breasts jiggled in a tight black tank top and her auburn hair was pulled back in a loose ponytail. I didn’t know whether to be relieved or sad that she was not dressed for play. Playing meant attention, it also often meant pain, humiliation, or both. Not that I didn’t crave those things. I just knew how much they were weakening me even as I joyfully surrendered to them. I knew that every moment in her clutches ruined me further for the rest of the world and I was trying, desperately, to hold on to something I knew I would eventually lose forever.

“Hello babygirl.” She pulled me into a tight embrace, smushing my face against her ample bosom. “I hope you are having a good morning. Mommy needs to run out for a little while. I need you to clean the kitchen while I am gone. You know what that means!”

I did know what that meant. It meant chains, it meant hobbled movement. It meant that the old me would have spent the entire time straining with desire and aching for an orgasm. The new me would have the emotional feelings associated with it, and some slight arousal, but nothing like what I used to experience. I obediently hopped up on the changing table and waited for my Mistress, my Mommy, to decide how to bind me.

This time she chose locking metal cuffs with a small chain running between them for my ankles and a posture collar which would make it difficult to move around, and to clean, ensuring that the whole process would take two to three times as long as it normally would. I was soon locked in the deliciously uncomfortable bondage and urged to hop down off the oversized mock baby furniture.

“I will be back in a couple of hours. If the kitchen isn’t clean you can expect a stern punishment.”

She kissed me on the cheek, a sweet gesture that in no way matched her words. I knew what a stern punishment meant and she might be hoping for me to fail but I wasn’t. I followed her out of the bedroom, taking small mincing steps because of the chain between my ankles. She turned at the front door and waved to me. I could tell that it was a warm and sunny day just from the light streaming through the windows and the brief glimpse at the outside world as she slipped out the front door was enough to fill me with a fleeting sense of what I had given up to be hers.

As the door to the outside world closed behind her I scurried to the kitchen. The combination of the thick padded diaper and the short chain made my movements ridiculous and borderline ineffective. When I got to the kitchen I nearly wept in despair. It was an absolute mess. The sink was overflowing with dishes, the dishwasher was full of clean dishes, and everything from the stove to the countertops was covered in the detritus of a week’s worth of cooking.

Two things became immediately obvious to me. First, it was going to take a miracle to get this all cleaned up, especially when I could barely walk and could not turn my head, or move it at all really, thanks to the posture collar. You don’t realize how much free head movement matters in day-to-day life until it is taken from you. Second, this was planned, perhaps all week. She was looking forward to the opportunity to punish me and I might have no choice but to give it to her.

Still, there was nothing to do but approach the task. I started with unloading the dishwasher. I moved stiffly around the kitchen putting dishes away in their appropriate places. I very quickly lost myself in the task; the truth was that I loved serving her domestically and in fact found it far more fulfilling than I found my previous career. I unloaded and reloaded the dishwasher as quickly as I could but still had a massive pile of dishes leftover. I knew I had no choice but to wash them by hand because there was no way I would have time to run the dishwasher a second time before my Mistress returned.

Once I was finally finished with the dishes I painstakingly wiped down the counters and the stove. I wanted the kitchen to look flawless and I wanted so badly not to be punished. I knew I still had to do the floors though and I was dreading that. I knew I would have to get down on my hands and knees to do the floor and with my head held in place by the heavy leather posture collar it would likely be the most difficult part of the cleaning.

When I finished the counters I sighed heavily and looked at the clock. I had been at it for just over an hour. I was sweating from effort and my body was pained from the bondage and strange movement I had been reduced to. I dragged myself to the downstairs bathroom, where the mop bucket was kept, and filled it with scalding hot water, adding some soap to it to make sure that the floor would be shining and clean when I was finished. Then I moved it slowly back to the tiled floor of the kitchen, doing my best not to spill.

I sighed with relief when I made it to the kitchen without spilling. If I had spilled it on the dark hardwood of the dining room I would have had to clean that up which would have wasted precious time that I needed in order to finish before my Mistress reappeared from her shopping adventure. I placed the bucket in the middle of the kitchen and retrieved a large sponge from beneath the sink. I slowly began the process of sponging the floor clean, Mistress loved having me on my knees so I was never allowed to mop the kitchen.

I quickly lost myself in the rhythm of the process. Soak the sponge. Clean a section of floor. Dry the floor. Drain the sponge. Repeat. I did this over and over, barely noticing when the urge to relieve myself hit, probably brought on by working so closely with water. It had taken several weeks but I had grown used to using the large padded diapers that my Mistress always kept me in. When she realized that I was using them without difficulty it brought her immense joy, and myself great shame, and arousal.

Our relationship had started, like many such relationships do, online. It progressed quickly though. I was recently divorced and even more recently laid off, though I was due to start a job the following month. After just ten days of chatting online, and a couple of phone calls, she said I should come visit her before my new job started. I had nothing holding me back, and quickly agreed, excited to spend time serving this new Mistress, and to experience diapers, which had been a fascination and a fetish, but not something I had been brave enough to experience, for some time.

She had me enter the house through her garage and she didn’t let me in until I was completely stripped and in my first diaper. She informed me that the bathroom was off limits and that if she caught me using a toilet I would be severely punished. I asked her about changing my diapers but she said it was nothing to worry about, that she enjoyed it. I was rock hard by the time she had taped the first diaper shut. I didn’t know it at the time, but my fate was sealed.

What was supposed to be a long weekend, progressed to a full week, and then two. Every day her control over me amped up. By the third morning my phone had disappeared, I could have it back when I left. By the fifth I had no access to clothing other than the what was in the baby pink bedroom she had often kept me locked in, the one that would become my room. By the eighth day she had resorted to using laxatives and diuretics to force me to use my diapers more freely.

That afternoon, after a massive pee brought on by forced water drinking and other things, she strapped me down to the changing table and removed the urine soaked diaper. Normally she would throw it away and immediately replace it, sometimes teasing and edging me for awhile first. That day was different. I was strapped down helplessly, she took the diaper and wrapped it around my head. I was now being forced to breathe in, smell, feel, and even taste my own urine. I wretched with disgust and shook my head trying to escape it.

Before I was successful I heard the unmistakable sound of tape and felt her wrapping it tightly around my head, now I was even more completely trapped in the pee soaked diaper. She then began to slowly stroke my cock. The humiliation, shame, and arousal all started intermingling so quickly and I thought I was going to spew within mere seconds of her starting. She was an expert though, and expertly manipulated my hardened, throbbing, manhood, keeping me right on the edge for what felt like hours.

As she did this I was shrouded in darkness by the diaper, inhaling and tasting my own pee, and listening to her taunt me the entire time. I had always found humiliation to be arousing and deepen my desire to submit, but this was a watershed moment for me. I didn’t know how I could ever go back to my old life as this was happening to me. And that was her plan.

She brought me close to the edge several times before allowing me a ruined orgasm. I felt my cum leak out pitifully, but with no relief and without my cock softening even slightly. Throughout the whole process she was calling me names and taunting me. Pathetic little piss slut. Useless shell of a man. Tiny dicked sissy baby. Piss lover. Incontinent wanker. With every taunt my arousal and humiliation grew in equal measure. I was whining, and begging through the diaper but she didn’t even acknowledge it.

“Do you want to be my little sissy baby forever?” She asked me. “You could, you know. You aren’t a real man anyway. You belong in diapers. You belong under my control.”

As she spoke she started stroking me faster and harder. My begging and whining got faster and louder as she did so.

“Yes. Please. Make me your diapered sissy slave. Lock me away under your control. Please. Make me yours. Please. Please.” I begged loudly over and over, and soon didn’t even know what I was saying.

“That is what you are,” she said. “You are my pathetic little diapered pisslover. That is what you will always be. Now cum for me slut. Cum for me and know you are mine.”

As soon as she ordered me to cum I exploded and felt ropes of cum spew out of me. The pleasure of the orgasms rolled through me and even in the darkness of the diaper wrapped around my face I saw stars. My entire body relaxed into the changing table and both my mind and body felt completely empty.

I vaguely felt the warmth of my Mistress as she leaned next to my diapered face. “You are mine. You are mine to shame. You are mine to hurt. You are mine to destroy.”

I moaned into the diaper but had no words for how I felt. I knew she was right.

Two days later I wrote an email to my new company explaining that my life circumstances had changed and I would no longer be taking the job. A day after that we sold my car and emptied my bank accounts. It felt like I was on autopilot. I could have stopped it but I didn’t want to.

After we sold my car I found myself strapped to the changing table with another diaper wrapped around my face. I was ashamed at how easily she turned me into someone who became aroused just by the smell of their own piss, but she was an expert, and I was about to find out just how expertly she could control me.

I felt her drive two fingers hard into the area just under my balls and as she did so she stroked my rapidly hardening cock excruciatingly slowly.

“I am going to drain you dry, slave.” She growled, “and once I am done you are going to have a choice to make.”

I had no idea what she meant but I had no doubt she could do it. Soon I was moaning loudly through the diaper begging for an orgasm. She brought me up to the edge and stopped several times. Then, just when I thought I wouldn’t be able to take it anymore, she ground her fingers hard into that spot right as I hit the edge and my cock leaked cum slowly. She continued to massage that spot and when I had calmed down, still feeling no relief, she started stroking again.

She repeated this process over and over until there was nothing left in me to milk from my raw, yet still straining, member. Satisfied that she had drained me completely, she unwrapped the diaper from my face. I looked up at her with glazed, but adoring eyes. I was full of need but somehow didn’t care. This is what I was meant for, and I knew it.

“Are you ready for your choice, slave?” She looked down at me imperiously.

I nodded tentatively, I had no idea what she had planned and didn’t feel like I was even capable of choices at that moment. She chuckled and revealed a spiked metal chastity device. It looked like it was stainless steel and the spikes looked quite sharp.

“Option one is that I can lock you in this. If I leave you in it long enough, and I will, your cock will eventually stop getting hard. I have no use for your hard cock and neither do you.” She glowered at me.

I looked back at her in fear. If this was one option she was giving me I was terrified and confused about what the other could be. Then I slowly remembered one of our early conversations and the video she had shared with me, which was a man being castrated. I started crying and shook my head.

“Please no. Please no, Mistress. Please don’t do this.” I cried and sobbed and wondered if I made the wrong choice.

She said nothing at first, but she slightly prodded my cock, which was somehow rock hard again. “Are you sure, slave? Your body seems to be excited by the idea.”

I looked down and realized she was right. I was hard and throbbing again despite the fact that she had drained me completely. I couldn’t believe it. Except, somehow, I could. I remembered watching the video in rapt fascination and stroking myself off to it later that night. I felt queasy in my stomach masturbating the idea of losing my balls and when I came that night my cock was only half erect, which was the only time that had ever happened to me.

“Well, pet, are you really going to let me down now?” She smiled down at me and I thought about how enthralled by her I was.

“Which do you prefer, Mistress?” I looked at her, not even sure what I was hoping she would say. Somewhere in my mind I had already decided that I was not going to fight her, that one of these things was happening to me.

“I don’t want to make this choice for you.” She said, surprising me. “But I think you know the answer to that question if you really think about it.”

I did. She wanted to castrate me.

“Please, Mistress.” I started. She narrowed her eyes for a moment, not knowing what I was about to say. “Please do it,” I said quietly.

“Really?” She asked, enthusiasm shining brightly in her eyes. “You make me so happy, pet.”

She leaned down and kissed my cheek before kissing me passionately. “I think you will ultimately be happier. I really do. You are going to be mine forever.”

We were both excited by that prospect. In my mind this was something that was going to happen at some point in the hypothetical future. She had other ideas. Leaving me strapped down she left the room and came back with a medical bag. Before I even knew what was happening she had given me several shots, completely numbing my groin area, and shaved and disinfected the entire area. I didn’t realize that not only was she planning on castrating me but getting rid of much of my scrotum as well.

“You can watch, if you don’t pass out.” She told me, smiling, before grabbing a scalpel.

I did watch, for as long as I could. She slit open my scrotum and squeezed gently until the first testicle was in open air. I was sufficiently numbed but it still felt strange, or maybe I just imagined the feeling of the air hitting my testicle and of the weight changing in my groin. I watched as she took a pair of forceps and wrapped the cord around and through them creating an almost knot, before clamping them in place. She then picked up the scalpel again and with a single swift slice I lost my first testicle. My head swam and vision blurred before I was engulfed by total darkness.

When I woke up I was back in a thick padded diaper, and I was trapped in the half crib, half cage, where she had me sleep most nights. My arms were tied lightly to the sides of the crib and my hands had massive pink padded mittens on them. I was not tightly bound but I was still essentially helpless. I felt a dull ache in my groin and remembered what had been happening before I passed out. Somehow, against all odds, I was aroused by the realization of what must have happened.

Two days after that she finally removed the bandages to let me see her work. She had indeed removed both of my testicles, as well as my scrotum leaving me completely smooth below my cock, which seemed thinner and smaller to me, though I am sure it was only an illusion. I was fascinated with how it looked. On some level I had expected some kind of crude scar. Instead there was the thinnest line, held together by surgical glue.

“How?” I asked, confused by it all.

“I know we have not talked much about my personal life, slave, but I am a plastic surgeon. To put it bluntly, I know what I am doing.” She smirked at me. “The good news is that you never have to work again, which is good because I do not intend to let you.”

In two short weeks my life had changed forever. I had once been a man with a career and some possibility of restarting a normal life. That was all gone. But somehow, I was certain it was all for the best.

“Thank you, Mistress.” I put my arms out to hug her and she accepted.

“I think, unless we are playing some kind of sadistic game, I would like you to call me Mommy from now on,” she told me.

I listened and always did my best to call her Mommy but usually in my head I still thought of her as Mistress. I am sure that is something she intends to change in time though.

I had just finished the floor and put the bucket away when I heard the door open. I shuffled to the door to greet her, with a smile on my face.

“Hi Mommy.” I said, perhaps a touch too proudly.

“Hi baby.” She kissed my cheek and looked past me to the kitchen. “It looks like you did such a good job.

She put down her shopping bag and moved past me to the kitchen. I watched her glance around before she turned to face me with a smile.

“You did so good. It looks perfect and I am so proud of you.” She walked back towards me and gave me a big hug. “But tell me, did you unload the dishwasher again yet?”

I gulped and looked up at her, with fear in my eyes. I had forgotten the dishwasher.

“No Mommy. I forgot. I am so sorry. Please don’t punish me.” I felt tears welling up in my eyes, as much I think because I had basically learned to cry for her as because of any true fear, though I was scared of what punishment she might come up with.

She tsked at me and shook her head. “I’m sorry but a deal is a deal. You didn’t finish before I got home so you have to be punished. Besides, Princess, it has been a long time since your first surgery and I think it is time to explore those possibilities a little further.”

I gulped again. She only called me Princess when she was plotting something particularly sadistic. But I was hers, and that is what I wanted to be.

Despite my tears I tried to make eye contact with her. “Yes please Mistress, please alter me to be more pleasing to you. I am ready to accept my punishment.”

I realized as I said it that this was all inevitable. She had set me up and was going to do what she wanted to me either way. I couldn’t wait to see how she changed me next.


I hope you have enjoyed this latest Extreme Femdom Short. Please tell me what you think over at alyceimpelled@gmail.com 

If you enjoyed this there are many other stories in this series as well as my other work, which you can find selections of below:

Extreme Femdom Stories:

Extreme Femdom Volume 1: From Man to Castrated Pet

Extreme Femdom Volume 2: Three Slaves

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

Extreme Femdom Volume 4: Brainwashed by Barista

Extreme Femdom Volume 5: Castrating Clarence & Breaking His Wife

ABDL and Ageplay Femdom Stories:

From College Student to Diapered Sissy: The Melodie Anne Story

Programmed into Diaper Slavery: A Silicon Valley Femdom Story

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

The Making of Slave M:

The Making of Slave M, Part 1

The Making of Slave M, Part 2

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