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Author’s Note

The third volume of my Extreme Femdom series has three short stories in it. The first and third are new characters, at very different points in their lives, exploring very different aspects of what extreme femdom relationships can look like. Both stories are likely to get sequels in the future. The middle story revisits Extreme Femdom Volume 1 and looks at where those characters are several months down the road. All three explore different aspects of femdom that I love, including brainwashing, chastity, and of course castration. I hope they turn you on as much as they turn me on!


Chemically Castrated by The Doctor Domme

Clarence looked around the examination room and shivered involuntarily. The clinical cleanness of it was of course a necessity, but it also unnerved him every time. It was also somehow becoming the most erotic place in the world to him and that unnerved him even more.

“Are you cold?” The nurse looked at him concerned as she finished taking his blood pressure.

“No, no.” He responded. “I’m fine.” He folded his arms over his chest once she was finished.

“Well, your blood pressure looks great.” The young nurse looked at him skeptically. “The Doctor will be in in a few moments.”

The nurse hurried out of the room, as they always did, leaving Clarence alone with his thoughts. The Doctor will be in in a few moments.

The Doctor in question was Dr. Madison Lee, a well known family doctor in the area, a member of the local Democratic party and, as Clarence had found out, a world class pervert and femdom. It had all started on a dating site for kinky people, and Clarene never thought it would lead him to where it had. He both hated it and loved it, and couldn’t stop even if he wanted to.

It had all started with an email and then private messages. Her name on the site was DoctorDomme and her description of herself as strict, ruthless, and sexy, appealed to Clarence’s submissive desires. He was suspicious that the picture wasn’t really her, but since he never intended to meet her in person he didn’t really care.

The messages between them went from friendly to dirty very quickly and soon they were messaging on a private app. All of his submissive desires, pent up his entire life, came spilling out of him to this woman. Then came her first demand. I want a video of you cumming for me. And licking it up.

He picked the cleanest, and most private place, in the house, the ensuite bathroom off the master bedroom. His wife wasn’t home. He set his phone up so it could record him kneeling on the white tile floor, it only took him a few moments to come to an explosive orgasm. Reluctantly, he bent over and began licking his spunk off the floor. It was slimy and tasted odd, but not altogether unpleasant. The texture made him cringe. Yet somehow, he started getting hard again even as he completed this disgusting act for the unknown woman. By the time he had sent her the video he was fully erect again and edging himself while waiting for her reply.

“You're such a good little cumslut,” came her response a few minutes later. Then “I am going to fingerfuck myself to this for days.”

This is how their relationship went on for several weeks, lots of flirting, the occasional degrading instructions, and more and more of both of their fantasies spilling out into texts on their phone screens. He wanted to be dominated completely, degraded in every possible way. She wanted to piss in his mouth, watch him suck cock, and control all of his orgasms. The truth fully came out when she mentioned that last bit.

“I would love to give that to you,” he typed. “I am married though, and we have a normal but very boring sex life.”

He waited for what seemed like forever for her response. When it didn’t come he thought he had lost her. He told himself it was probably for the best and that he would meet someone new and continue his games soon. He wasn’t about to ruin his marriage.

When he woke up the next morning the message had already gone through. “I think I have a solution to that problem. Meet me at 47 Brookline Rd today at 3pm.”

She wanted to meet him? She wanted to meet him! He had never thought it would go that far and he was nervous and scared. He was also hooked. “I’ll be there,” was his reply.

The first thing he realized when he met her on the bench outside of a bougie coffee shop near what he suspected was her medical office was that the pictures were not only real but they didn’t do her justice. She was almost six feet tall, with beautiful long red hair, and a massive chest. Her figure was perfect and the heels she was wearing accentuated everything to the point that she appeared, to him, as a Goddess.

She patted the bench next to her. “You actually came. I didn’t think you would.”

He sat down nervously. “Hello um…”

“Doctor Lee. There is no point in hiding my real name is there? And you are?”

“Clarence Jeffries.” He sighed, he couldn’t believe he was sharing his real name with this woman.

“It’s alright Clarence. Everything is going to be fine.” She patted his leg, almost like one would a child.

She then took out a bottle of pills and handed it to him. “I am going to be very clear with you now Clarence. Every morning you are going to send me a video of you taking two of these pills. If you don’t, our adventure together is over. Do you understand?”

He took the bottle and examined it. There was no drug name on the bottle. “What will they do?”

She smiled at him in a way that made him feel small. “Does it matter? You are going to take them. I know you are.”

She turned to face him and grabbed his crotch, his dick was rock hard. “I know you are.” She said again, squeezing lightly to make her point. He almost came in his pants right there.

She then stood up. “I have to get back to work. I will expect my first video tomorrow morning.”

The next three days all went the same way. In the morning he sent a video of himself taking her pills, everyday he couldn’t believe he was doing it but he also didn’t want to lose this gorgeous woman, having met her in person only made him want to submit to her more. Every afternoon she sent him a message to get himself off and lick it up. Every day he complied. He knew he was losing control of his life, but couldn’t help himself.

The fourth day, he took the pills, and then in the afternoon she sent him her favorite message, “time to be my little cumslut, pet.”

He set up the phone and kneeled in the bathroom. He began stroking his cock while thinking of this woman and how twisted up she had him, how he wanted to do anything for her, but he could barely get hard. Eventually, with a lot of effort he orgasmed, but it was weak and watery and he barely had half an erection when it happened. He dutifully licked up the watery mess, it tasted more like precum than actual cum, and sent the video, with a frowny face as the caption.

About fifteen minutes later he got a video message back from her. Something that never happened. In it she was laughing, but it was the way someone laughed when they knew something other people didn’t know. “There,” she said. “Now cumming without my permission won’t be a problem, will it?”

Somehow it all clicked in his brain. The pills. He frantically typed back. “What have you done to me?”

Her response was malicious and erotic all at the same time, and even though he couldn’t get fully hard it aroused him more than he could believe. “I have taken control. Just like you wanted, pet. If you want to stop you only have to stop taking the pills. I bet I'll get another video tomorrow morning though.”

She was right. She got another video the next day, and the day after, and the day after that. By the ninth day he couldn’t get off at all. She started telling him how many pills to take each day, and was playing with his ability to find release like a yoyo, all while pushing his arousal further and further. Soon she had him doing other degrading things instead of cumming for her. Her favorite had been making him add his own piss to the smoothies she started making him eat for lunch.

He didn’t know why but he kept going with all of it. Then one day, his wife finally confronted him. They hadn’t had sex in weeks. She was angry and confused at his lack of interest in her.

He messaged his dominant doctor crying. “My wife is worried about me. We haven’t had real sex in weeks, and even though I keep getting her off like you told me to, she wants me to see a doctor. She thinks something is wrong with me.”

“There is something wrong with you, you fucking pervert. You let me invade your mind and your life and now I own you,” came her eventual response. “Tell her you will see a Doctor, and come to my office tomorrow. It is time to take things to the next level anyway. Don’t worry about taking any pills tomorrow.”

Now he was sitting in her office waiting for her, his Goddess. She eventually walked in and quietly shut the door. “Strip for me, pet.” She whispered.

He complied, despite his inability to get hard he was still enthralled by her completely. Maybe even in love. This was a disaster.

She took him, gently, by the throat, and pushed him back onto the examination bench. “Do I have to tie you down?”

He shook his head. “Good. When you go home you will tell your wife that you saw a leading local Doctor in this er…area. That you are supposed to abstain from sex for a month, and then come see me again. Do you understand?”

He nodded. “Yes, Doctor.”

She chuckled at that. “I think you should call me Mistress, even here, from now on.”

He nodded again. “Yes, Mistress.”

“There’s a good pet,” she opened a drawer and pulled out a syringe and a bottle of clear liquid, she began filling it.

“What is that?” He asked, suddenly panicked.

She placed a hand on his chest and held him there firmly. “It is a replacement for the pills. Your days of wanking, for me, for anyone, your days of thinking of yourself as a man, as anything but my pet, are over. And here, we fix our pets.”

Before he could argue she grabbed his arm and plunged the needle into a vein, emptying the syringe slowly, while grinning down at him. “That should be enough for at least a month. When you come back in a month we will decide what is next.”

He just looked at her, breathing hard, completely shocked at what she had done. She took his arm and guided him off the bench and then told him to kneel, shocked and numbed by what had just happened he complied. She hopped up on the bench and removed her scrubs, revealing no underwear and a freshly shaven pussy.

“Pleasure me, pet.” She stared down at him

He dutifully came forward, as if in a trance, and soon she was guiding his face between her legs. He licked, at first tentatively, and then with enthusiasm. She forced him further into her and held him there while he provided her with pleasure.

“This is what you wanted Clare.” She sighed. “You wanted my control. You wanted to be my pet and now you have it. I am going to keep you like this for a very long time. If I have my way you will never fuck like a man again, and you’ll like it, too.”

Somehow, all of this excited him beyond what was comprehensible. He ate at her pussy with reckless abandon, it tasted like nothing, no one, he had ever tasted before. He really was somehow in love with this woman who seemed hellbent on destroying his old life. His old life, what was he doing?

She allowed him to bring her to two orgasms before she pushed him away. “Stay on your knees.”

“What about my wife?” He asked her, concern only coming back to him in the wake of what they had just done, what she had just done.

“What about her?” The Doctor shrugged. “Either she will leave you or she will get used to it. Or maybe I will meet her too”

“Meet her too?” He squealed..

“Yes. Maybe I will meet her. Show her what I have done to you, and bring her into the fold. You never know, she might like it.” The Doctor chuckled at him. “Now, tilt your head back slightly.”

He did as he was told, and soon the taller woman was standing over him, looking down. “You said you wanted this,” she said as she let a stream of piss leak out of her into his mouth and over his face.

She grabbed his hair as he started to back away and held him there as she relieved herself completely. She then shoved him onto the urine covered floor.

“Put on that hospital gown,” she pointed towards the corner. “I will take you to get cleaned up.”

“What about the mess in here?” He asked, dazed by everything that had just happened, and somehow wanting desperately for it to all happen again.

She smiled at him. “You don’t think you are my only pet, do you? I have someone else to deal with this mess.”

She led him to a shower area that was mostly reserved for staff, and watched as he cleaned himself up.

“You know, eventually, I might just have to castrate you permanently,” she said to him as he cleaned up. Yes, she thought, that definitely has to happen.


Alpha to Omega: Branding and Castration Punishment

This short piece follows up on the characters from Extreme Femdom Volume 1.

She looked down at her pet. He had become so perfect, so docile, after the changes had been made in him. What was more was that he really did seem happier for it. Yes, his life was strange now. He was distrustful of almost everyone and whenever she took him out into the world he clung to her for dear life. She loved it though. Now, he was strapped to a bench accepting a whipping, not for any infraction, but simply because she loved whipping him, his back an endless array of welts and bruises.

She especially loved how his cocklette tried to get hard during these moments. Sometimes she would even give him an orgasm, they flowed weakly, and only gave him a small bit of relief, and she loved that too. So did he. He really was perfect for her. Then again, that made sense, since she had basically burned everything out of him that wasn’t what she wanted, a docile, clingy pet, who lived only for her.

She loved bringing him back out to the shed as well, the place of his ultimate destruction. It would always hold an important place in their relationship. It was where she had broken him. Where he had been reborn. It had become her favorite place to play, with all of her property, but especially with him.

Finishing the whipping, she walked around and knelt in front of him. “Thank you, Mistress.” The words came out slow and slurred, as if he were half in a dream. She loved bringing him to this place.

She patted his cheek lovingly. “You are welcome, pet. It was truly my pleasure.”

She left him strapped down while she cleaned up the playspace and while cleaning up she noticed it. A used condom sticking out from behind the waste bin. She hadn’t done anything that required a condom in this space in quite some time. She squatted down by the wastebin and looked at it. From its size there could be only one person it had belonged to. All of the enjoyment of the previous moments fled as she seethed with rage.

“I am sorry, pet. This is not your fault.” As she spoke the words she picked up the whip again and flailed away at her pet in fury. She whipped him again and again, through his tears and his cries, though he never begged for her to stop, and in truth it would take a great deal more than a whipping to take him further than she had before.

Her rage finally released, at least for the moment, she grabbed a bottle of wound ointment and began soothing her pets back with it. Some of the welts were now open, possibly likely to leave more scars on his well marked back.

“I am so sorry my sweetling, you did not deserve that,” she cooed to him.

Fighting through the sobs he responded dutifully, “you needed it for some reason Mistress. I am glad I can be that for you.”

She almost cried herself when he said it. She had taken so much from him, essentially everything, at times even his will to live, and he still loved her. He was happy to be used this way by her.

Leaving him there for another moment she picked up her phone to text the veterinarian turned slave she had brought into the house several months earlier. “I need you in the shed.”

The beautiful bimbo she had made out of a previously pretty but plain veterinarian showed up just moments later. One of the perks of having her move in. It also helped fund their surprisingly expensive lifestyle. “I have beaten my pet a bit more harshly than I intended. I need you to tend to him for me while I tend to something else.

Her slave girl nodded and began undoing the straps that held down her owner’s pet. “Before you go though, I need something else. She pointed at the condom. “Do you know anything about that?”

The other woman squealed, shocked and looked down. When she didn’t say anything the Mistress continued. “Well? Do you?”

“Yes, Mistress.” Her bimbo said quietly.

“Tell me.”

“Alpha slave brings me out here to use me sometimes. He says you expect me to please him and if I don’t I’ll be punished. I know he is in charge when you are not around so I listen.”

Her rage comes storming back and she slaps the other woman hard across the face. “Your cunt is mine. Not his. Do you understand?”

“Yes, Mistress. I am so sorry.” The other woman cried and shrunk back afraid of being struck again.

“This is not your fault, though quite frankly you will still be punished for it,” the Mistress said. “Now, take my pet in and care for him. Soothe him. I will need you back here in an hour. Bring your work bag.”

The other woman nodded, terrified and excited by the prospect of what that meant.

She then texted her alpha slave. “Shed. Now. Playtime.”

She sat on the spanking bench and waited. He appeared quite quickly as well. He always did when he thought there was going to be time for them to play. He offered no resistance as she strung him up to the wall, completely immobilizing him. She then started ticking and lightly scratching him all over. Soon he was panting heavily and was straining in his cock cage.

She grabbed the cage and looked up at him, “so how did you get it off?”

She squeezed his balls hard, and held him that way until he was fighting back tears. “I don’t know what you are talking about, Mistress.”

She let go of his balls and went to the waste basket, picking up the used condom gingerly between her fingers, holding it up to him. “You weren’t very smart about this,” was all she said.

“I found the extra keys,” he finally admitted, knowing he was caught.

She slapped him hard across the face and then shoved the used condom, who knows how old it was, in his mouth. “If you spit that out you will fucking regret it,” she glared at him.

She sat back on the bench and seethed. Finally, she got back up, walked up to him and kneed him hard in the balls, against his will the condom came flying out of his mouth. She picked it up again and held it in front of him.

“You betrayed me. Betrayed me?!” She screamed at him.

“I’m sorry. I’m sorry.” He blubbered. “You haven’t had much time for me lately. You’ve been so busy with your pet. You–” She interrupted him by kneeing him again in the balls.

She leaned in close to him as he hung his head sobbing. “You could have used your fucking words. You could have told me how you felt. I have always let you do that. What is it with you fucking men?”

He sobbed and continued to apologize over and over, somehow it only made her more angry.

“You are sorry?” She screamed at him. “You are sorry you got caught. I am going to give you a choice. Right now. Do you understand?”

He nodded, understanding he was totally fucked.

“I can untie you, right now. You can pack your things and leave. Or you can accept whatever punishment I have planned for you. It is going to be extreme and severe. Those are your only choices.”

He started crying again at this. “Please, Mistress. Please. I am so sorry.”

She touched his cheek gently, for just a moment, then grabbed him by his jaw and turned his face to look at her. “I know you are. Now choose. Leave, or suffer. Those are the only options you have.”

He kept crying, but managed to choke out a single word, “suffer.”

“I was hoping you’d say that.” She kneed him in the groin again.

As he hung limp in front of her, sobbing from the pain, she pried his mouth open and shoved the dirty, used condom back into him.  She then grabbed a cane and began to work on his thighs.

She did not cane him hard enough to break the skin, but soon she had raised welts all up and down his thighs. Almost on cue, her pet vet returned, carrying her medical bag.

Her newest slave came to her side, and the Mistress had her kneel beside her, as she did her shirt rode up on her back revealing the tattoo Blackmailed Cunt that she had made the woman get months earlier. She had added two more tattoos, and several piercings, and was planning on having her get a boob job in the coming weeks. With each depraved act, each modification, she stripped away more of the women’s old life, forcing her to reveal what she was to more and more people. Some of them, surprisingly, stuck around in her life, both she and her Mistress were grateful for that. Others fell away, and to her surprise she neither really noticed or cared.

The Mistress pointed down at the woman as she spoke, now calmly, to her bound slave, “you betrayed me, and you defiled my property. How fucking dare you. I hope you enjoyed fucking her, because that is the last time you will ever use that cock. It is a shame too, because I am going to miss it.”

He looked at her in shock and started shaking his head no. “It is too late for that slave, you made your choice.”

She took a piece of duct tape from her own play bag and used it to seal his mouth shut, with the used condom inside it. She then undid his chastity cage and threw it on the ground. “You won’t be needing that anymore.”

She then turned to the veterinarian. “Castrate him. I don’t care how you do it so long as it is done properly. I have another surprise to prepare for him.”

“Yes, Mistress.” The veterinarian stood up and sneered at the man who had lied to her, and in doing so convinced her to betray her Mistress.

Soon she was injecting the man’s scrotum with local anesthetic, despite how mad she was, and how used she felt, she would not be that cruel. She would be cruel though.

The slave couldn’t help but watch as she opened up his scrotum and removed the first testicle, placing a clamp on the cords. She showed him the severed ball and threw it on the dirt floor of the shed. He passed out at this, and she paused the castration to bring him back to wakefulness through the use of smelling salts. She didn’t know, but her Mistress was watching in the background, smiling at all of it.

Once the slave was brought fully back to his senses she went back to work, repeating the process, and holding the second severed testicle up to his face before throwing it in the dirt next to the others. The slave looked on in faint hope that they could be reattached if he was taken to the hospital. His hopes were dashed moments later as the woman leaned in close.

“You could have ruined my life you asshole.” She whispered to him before, with one booted foot smashing his testicles, and his last hopes, into the dirt floor. All three of them could hear the pop as they ruptured, now permanently useless, beneath her purple combat boot.

He passed out again from the shock of it all, and their Mistress reappeared. She grabbed the other woman and pulled her into a passionate kiss.

“You really do put on quite a show when I let you work don’t you?” She said as she released the other woman from her kiss. “You get me so fucking hot.”

They kissed again in front of the unconscious slave, then the Mistress began setting up a tool for cauterizing his wounds.

“Congratulations, you are the new alpha slave.” She said to the other woman, “I think it was inevitable though I wish it didn’t happen like this.”

The other woman smiled, and nodded her understanding.

“Don’t worry though, I am still going to blackmail you into a life of permanent depravity.” She laughed, as she said it. The other woman felt her panties become even more wet at the thought. She would let her Mistress do anything, and they both knew it.

“Wake him up again.” She nodded at the slave, and her new alpha once again used smelling salts to wake him up.

If they hadn’t done it, the smell of burning flesh probably would have as his Mistress cauterized the now useless cords before unclamping them and allowing the vet to sew up his scrotum.

As that happened she waved the cauterizing pen in front of his face. “You know, slave, when I castrated my pet his nipples became even more sensitive and that has been a lot of fun for him.”

The man tried in vain to pull back from her, she laughed at his useless struggling. “Too bad you are never going to find out if the same would be true for you.”

She then took the cauterizing pen and methodically used it to burn his nipples. He screamed several times, but thankfully his bonds kept him from thrashing as she did her work. Eventually he passed out a second time. She continued to burn his flesh, several dots around the edge of each nipple before burning the center again, deeply. She was pretty sure he would get no pleasure from his nipples again once she was finished.

“Tend to those burns when you are done. I don’t want him to get infected. You can leave him hanging there though.” She grabbed the other woman’s hair and pulled her head back. “When you are finished, find me in the bedroom. We can discuss the changes that are going to happen around here…and your punishment.”

The woman moaned as her hair was released and quickly went back to work. She knew whatever punishment her owner had planned for her it was going to be worth it. She wondered if the former alpha would feel the same when he awoke.


Deconstructed in Diapers

“You want to hypnotize me?” David smiled at the beautiful redhead he had been smitten with for weeks, not believing his luck.

“You want me to hypnotize you.” She said back to him, he didn’t notice it was with the exact same cadence he had been speaking. He was already lost in her eyes.

“I want you to hypnotize me.” He said, thinking it was still just a game.

“Then ask me to hypnotize you.” She replied, smiling.

“Will you please hypnotize me?” He said, still in the clouds, that she would even pay attention to him.

“Sleep now.” She said it forcefully, and as she did she grabbed his hand and pulled hard, his head slumped forward and he fell against the wall of the booth they were sitting in.

Jessica brushed her auburn hair out of her eyes and smiled at her handiwork. She had been building up to this for weeks, teasing David about her abilities as a hypnotist, turning him down for dates, but offering to use him as a hypnotic subject.

She pulled out her phone and texted her girlfriend. “Got him,” was all it said.

While she waited for Celeste to appear she quietly whispered to the tranced out boy from her class. “You love being deeply in trance for me. You trust me completely. You love letting go for me.”

She didn’t want to say anything that would trip him up, especially in public, she just wanted to get him to a place where he needed this as badly as her and Celeste did. Eventually she felt her petite girlfriend plop down in the booth next to her.

“I am going to bring you up out of trance, you are going to remain calm, and you are going to answer all of our questions completely honestly. Do you understand?”

“Understand,” came David’s slurred reply.

“Good boy, now when I say ‘time for beddies,’ you will come back to this sleepy blissful state. Do you understand?”

“Yes. Beddies.” David squirmed in the booth but didn’t open his eyes.

“Perfect. Now I am going to count to three, and on three you are going to sit up and open your eyes.” She turned to Celeste and grinned, motioning at the tranced out boy they had been talking about for weeks. “One. Two. Open your eyes on three.”

She snapped her fingers and David slowly opened his eyes and sat up in the booth. “You really hypnotized me?”

She couldn’t tell if he was asking or stating a fact but she smiled and nodded all the same. “Just like I said I would.” She motioned to the pretty goth girl sitting next to her. “This is Celeste. My girlfriend.”

David looked at the other girl and recognized her from his graduate classes. They had never spoken but he had admired her all semester. From the grin on her face he guessed she knew it. “Um..hi.”

He turned back to Jessica. “I didn’t know..”

“I know you didn’t, and I didn’t want to tell you. But we’ve been dating for a couple of months. And talking about you an awful lot.”

David gulped and looked down, saying nothing.

“David, have you been ogling my girlfriend in class?” Jessica asked him, her voice firm but still warm.

“I wouldn’t say ogling.” He said, looking up and shrugging sheepishly.

“Time for beddies, David.”

Confusion passed over his face for just a moment before he slumped sideways again.

“David, I want you to sit up and open your eyes but remain deeply in trance for me, can you do that?”

David sat up straight and opened his eyes, still clearly entranced.

“Now David, do you ogle at Celeste in class?”

“Yes.” He droned.

“Why?” Celeste asked.

“Because you are super attractive and smart and I want to ask you out but I am scared to.”

Jessica and Celeste looked at each other. Celeste whispered, “that honesty command really works huh? He is actually kind of sweet.”

“And what about me David?” Jessica asked.

“I think you are really pretty, and I like the way you talk to me, and I was really aroused when you said you were going to hypnotize me and make me your slave.”

Jessica giggled.

“You told him that?” Celeste looked at her girlfriend, her eyebrows raised.

Jessica shrugged, “So maybe I am a little kinky.”

“David, do you like the idea of being my slave?” Jessica asked him.

“Yes,” he said, his breathing quickening.

“What about my slave, David?” Celeste asked.

“Yes, I like that idea too. You are both really impressive and beautiful.”

The girls looked at each other and giggled. “What should we do?” Jessica asked her hot goth girlfriend.

“Um…take him home?” Celeste shrugged. “I have some ideas.”

She licked her lips and all Jessica could think was it was going to be a fun weekend.

“David, you are going to stand up with us and walk to our car. You are going to come home with us, and you aren’t going to wake from this trance unless I tell you too or something is unsafe. Do you understand?”

“Yes, Jessica.”

“Good boy,” she said again before standing up and leading her girlfriend, and her possible slave to the car.


The next thing David knew he was sitting in class next to Celeste, he looked around confused, and saw that they were taking a quiz. He was somehow finished.

Celeste was looking at him with a glint in her eye, and he had no idea what was going on. She leaned over to him and whispered, “time to go, pet.”

He barely parsed the strange words before he felt himself letting his bladder go, in a panic he started to stand up, but she grabbed his arm. “Stay.”

It was only after she stopped him that he felt that he was wearing a diaper under his pants. He sat helplessly as he filled it with warm piss, and afterwards felt himself getting hard as he realized what he had done. He looked over at Celeste and she just put a finger to her lips.

When the quiz was over and collected he stood up ready to leave but looked at Celeste, “what did you do to me?”

“Who, me?” She asked innocently, before adding, “first of all it was mostly Jessica and it wasn’t anything you didn’t ask for. Now take my bag and follow me. If you walk normally nobody will figure out that anything is weird.”

He took her bag and followed her out of the room, doing his best to act normal. The first thing he saw was Jessica waiting for both of them, she leaned in to kiss Celeste and then smiled at David.

“Time to remember,” she said.

Suddenly the entire weekend came flooding back into his mind. Serving them both, cleaning their entire apartment, and admitting all of his fetishes. He stopped walking and had to put a hand against the wall for support. He had given them his passwords to everything. He had begged them to make him their slave. It was all too much.

“What have you done to me?” He said quietly, somehow in both a whisper and a yell.

Jessica turned and faced him. Instead of answering she looked at him and said sharply, “One, two, three. Eyes on me.”

She snapped in his face and he looked into her eyes and immediately started to feel calmer.

“You wanted all of this,” she said, “or at least almost all of it. We like you. We aren’t going to harm you. But you are ours now. Do you understand? The good news is you can stop with the ogling and the daydreaming and live it.”

He nodded dumbly. Partially entranced and partially in shock at the events. He soon found himself walking between the two objects of his desire, and now, for all intents and purposes, his owners. They put him in the back seat of their car, like they would a toddler, and drove back to their apartment. As they entered the apartment he dropped to his knees, crawled to the middle of the floor and laid down, as he did it he remembered it happening several times over the course of the weekend, and realized that he had not once sat on their furniture.

Celeste came over to him with a fresh diaper and took his pants off without warning. As she changed him Jessica stood over him and grinned.

“Admit it Davey, you like it.”

“I never said I had a thing for diapers though,” he pouted at her.

“No, but we do. And since I plan on hypnotizing you into needing them completely you are going to get used to it.”

He squirmed as Celeste finished changing him and felt himself getting hard at the thought.

“Plus, you may not have said it, but I think you do.”

He said nothing, and just tried to frown at her, though he couldn’t really hide his excitement at the predicament.

Jessica and Celeste sat down on the couch and soon David was sitting on the floor, nestled between their legs. 

“David, do you remember what else you told us while you were hypnotized this weekend?” Celeste asked him.

He didn’t answer for a long time, he felt a lot of shame about it, but finally he nodded.

“You don’t think you can hack it in the program here?”

“I struggled to get Bs last semester and this semester is even harder.” He looked up at them both, “but I don’t want to give up either.”

Celeste looked down at him, she had seen his work and suspected it was mostly stress that was keeping him from doing well. “We’ve talked about it and we think you should move in with us. You and I can do our class work together. If after this semester you don’t want to finish you’ll just stay here and focus on making our lives easier.”

“You mean?” He was both surprised and confused.

“Yes, silly,” Jessica smiled down at him, “we want to keep you. You belong to us. There is a catch though.”

“A catch?” he asked, nervous but willing to hear them out.

“Yeah. This weekend we went really deep, and that was just a weekend. I can’t promise if we keep going this route that you aren’t going to change a lot. Part of that is just the nature of our kinks and part of it is that the idea of taking you apart is really hot, to both of us.” Jessica tried to explain calmly, in a way that wouldn’t frighten him too much. “If you choose to stay with us you are choosing to lose your freedom, and even more than that your independence.”

He nodded, wanting to believe he understood.

Celeste rolled her eyes at Jessica and then turned back to him. “What she is trying to say, but doesn’t want to freak you out, is that if this goes on too long you won’t be able to go back. You will need our control, or someone’s control. The you that responds to words like pet, and slave, will completely replace the you that imagines a life of free will.”

He looked down at the floor and then stared across the room, pretty much at nothing, they waited for him to digest what he was hearing.

“Okay,” he said finally.

“Okay, what?” Celeste asked him.

“Okay,” he took a breath, “take away my freedom, my independence. I want to be here with you two. I want that so much.”

The two women smiled at each other, clasping hands in excitement. “Time for beddies,” they said in unison.
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