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Chapter 1

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

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

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

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

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

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

Hey D,

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

XOXO

J

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter 2

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Right about me?” He grunted.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Daniel nodded, shivering with arousal and need.

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

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

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

“I understand Miss Elena,” he finally said.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter 3

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter 4

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“A doctor’s appointment?” Justine asked.

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

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