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Teaser




“You’re doing well, Julia. Don’t worry. Just keep this up and you’re going to be fine.”

Julia’s eyes were trembling. Before this, she was a man and would be the one calling the shots. Now, everything changed.

“Thanks, Mistress,” she said, her voice sounding more and more feminine. I didn’t know anything about the pill Amelia used, but it was pretty good.

It was changing everything about our pasts, and I couldn’t even remember anymore what we’d been like before.

Not all the details anymore, I thought.

“No need to thank me. Actually, I don't want you to do that. Just keep working on that nipple, Julia.”

Julia's eyes flashed like she now knew everything she needed to be doing to keep pleasing her ex-wife.

Dammit. I couldn't let her win. I didn't know if this was a competition without Amelia telling me anything about that, but I wasn't the kind of woman that liked losing…
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Chapter 1










I cracked open my eyes, feeling something odd on my hips. I looked down and sighed. I couldn’t believe that she put another chastity device on me! Must have been because, last night, I figured a way to take it off without breaking it.

I was thinking about putting it back on soon. Amelia was a hard-to-please Mistress. If she didn’t have everything her way, she’d punish me. And now, she was punishing me again.

Couldn’t believe that, to make all of this happen, all I needed to do was to cheat with her husband.

Her husband, who was now also a sissy. Couldn’t believe all the things we went through, I thought.

I sat up on the bed and squinted my eyes. I was looking around in the room, trying to figure out if it was still the same place or not. Something was telling me that it wasn’t, though.

No lights in the room, no nothing other than the bed I was seated on.

I pushed the comforter off me, feeling the weight of the chastity cage.

This one was made of metal and I could tell that the locking mechanism was a lot tougher than the previous one. Tampering with this one wasn’t going to be easy at all.

I groped the hard, metal material for a moment when the door opened. A beautiful, slender figure was thrown into the room, and a large and menacing woman was behind her.

With her other hand, she was holding a whip. I gulped. I didn’t think that my punishment was going to come so soon. I thought I’d have a lot more time.

As I looked down again, I realized that the person thrown into the room was none other than Claude.

Wow… I still couldn’t believe the sort of things she made me feel the other night.

That’s why Amelia was looking so pissed off right now. We shouldn’t have touched each other. She couldn’t control Bayden, though.

He just shrugged his shoulders and walked out of the house when she complained.

Now that I was thinking about it, I couldn’t wait until he came back. His cock was just so big!

I put my hands up in front of me.

“Wait, what do you think you’re doing?” I asked when she closed the door. The room fell into a layer of complete darkness, and I could see nothing around me.

Nothing other than the eyes of the two people still here with me.

A finger flipped up a switch and a bulb flashed to life in the room. Amelia was dressed the part.

A harness pressed around her body, showing me all of her nice curves. Red lipstick, hair pinned up, skin looking slick – like she’d spread some kind of lotion on her body.

I wondered what happened, and I didn’t have much time to be wondering about that kind of thing, I soon noticed.

“You didn’t think I didn’t know what was happening this whole time?” She asked, making a beeline to me.

My legs scrambled as I tried to move away from her, losing my footing and falling over on the floor.

“Wait, I didn’t mean to do what I did. I tried to stop Claude, but she didn’t listen. She wouldn’t listen.”

She was still looming in front of me when I gasped. I thought that, for sure, she was going to lift her whip and start to strike me with it, but she stopped.

Amelia smiled as she said, “I believe you. For the first time in my life, I believe you.”

I widened my eyes as I jumped to her, grabbing her ankles. I shot my head up, looking at her face and asking for her forgiveness.

“Please don’t punish me, Mistress. I know you don’t want to do that.”

“I’m thinking about that,” she said, shaking her legs as she forced me to let go of them. I always knew that was going to happen, and I always knew that asking for her forgiveness was a mistake.

I just needed to do that, though.

Claude was getting back on her feet, blinking several times in a row.

“What’s happening here?” She asked, taking a step forward when she realized she wasn’t alone. She realized that she wasn’t just with her, but also with me.

“I have a surprise for you two,” Amelia said, producing a pacifier in her hand. It was blue, made of plastic and rubber, and the backside of it had a doodle on it. It looked pretty and also big enough for an adult.

I wasn’t stupid, I thought as I realized what was going on here. Age regression. She was going to turn me into a little.

I’d read about that so many times before, and I never thought it would happen to me one day.

“What’s that?” Claude asked, making me realize that we hadn’t chosen a proper name for her sissy self yet. I wondered if that was going to happen at the end of this.

Not wanting to do anything that might piss Amelia off, I decided to make no questions about that right now.

“It looks like someone in the room has already understood what’s happening. I’m sorry, sissy Claude, but you’ve always been a very stupid man. Turning you into a sissy didn’t change anything.”

“I don’t get it,” she said, still blinking her eyes and looking as stupid as before.

Amelia waved her hand. “Oh, don’t worry about that. I’m going to explain everything,” she said, looking from me to her.

She took a deep breath in, letting a moment of pause settle in the room. It was empty and I didn’t think it was going to remain like that for very long.

Something was telling me that she was going to be bringing new things into the room very soon.

“You’re going to become my littles. I’m going to completely, utterly own you. Your lives will be even more different. You’ll wear diapers, be allowed to crawl around only, and sleep in the cribs. It’s going to be incredible and I’m sure you’re going to love it.”

And hearing that, Claude shut her eyes and fell on the floor. Wow. I didn’t think that was going to happen.

Now that she knew what was going to happen, she passed out.


Chapter 2










Claude woke up moments later, looking at me and then at my chastity cage. She was lying on the floor and Amelia was seated on the bed. She was still holding the whip, most likely thinking about the best ways to use it.

She produced another paci, grabbing her arm and then yanking her. “Open your mouth,” Amelia demanded and she obeyed. From husband to sissy and now to little. I couldn’t wrap my head around the humiliation she was going through.

After shoving the pacifier into her mouth, I thought she was going to spit it out. She didn’t, looking at me while Amelia checked her out.

“I really thought you were a real man. Looks like I’m going to need Bayden again,” she murmured, opening a smile on her face.

Claude didn’t say anything. She just stood where she was, blinking like she couldn’t believe the turn of events that changed her life.

“And look, your name from now on is going to be Julia. Sorry, I couldn’t come up with a different one,” Amelia chuckled, making me feel a crack of hatred for her.

She was humiliating her more than I thought someone could without feeling abhorred by it. Amelia ceased being a human a long time ago.

“Lie down on the floor, Julia. My bladder is full,” she demanded of her and I thought she wasn’t going to obey.

After all, it was going beyond everything and anything I thought okay for a moment like this one.

She lied on the floor, moving her hand and attempting to take off her pacifier. But Amelia swatted it and stopped her before she could make that mistake.

“No, that’s going to remain there. You are not allowed to take off your paci for the time being. I want it there while I’m pissing on your face,” she said, opening a smile.

Claude didn’t widen her eyes like I thought she was going to. Instead, she pulled the corners of her lips as Amelia approached her, squatting above her.

She pulled down her thong, a stream of yellow liquid coming out of her asshole.

It hit Julia's face, splashing all over it as she closed her eyes. I breathed a sigh of relief when I noticed that she did that. I thought that she was going to get blinded by the piss.

Amelia remained where she was, looking down at Julia with that same smile on her face.

I knew she was going to take pleasure in the humiliation she was inflicting on her sissy, but what was happening here was way more than that.

Julia reopened her eyes, blinking rapidly.

“And one more thing,” Amelia said, lowering her hands and groping her boobs. “You’re also not allowed to say anything. If you do, you will get punished even harder.”

I gulped. I knew this was going to be hard for me, but I didn’t think she was going to forbid me from speaking.

Amelia produced another pacifier and I opened my mouth at the same moment. I knew what she was going to do and I got ready for it.

She shoved the pacifier into my mouth and, for a moment, I thought I wasn’t going to like it. But then my tongue touched the teat and I pressed my lips around it, and I thought that… It was actually good.

Amelia lifted her hand, putting it on my head. She rubbed my forehead as she widened her smile. I knew she was going to do that and that I was going to like it.

My whole life, I’d always dreamed of being put back in my place.

The smell of her piss was still in the air, impregnating it. I thought I wasn’t going to like it, but now I did. I wanted her to piss on me, too.

She lowered her hand, putting it on my shoulder.

“Lie down on the bed. I’m going to do something special with you, too.”

And I could only obey her, looking up at the bright light hanging from the ceiling.

“You’ve always been such a submissive sissy. I knew I was going to enjoy this when I transformed you, but I never thought it was going to be like this.”

With the pacifier in my mouth, I couldn’t speak even if I wanted to.

Amelia climbed up on the bed, putting herself on top of me. I checked her out from top to bottom, loving the curves and lines that defined her body.

It was like she was a goddess and I was just her servant. Her obedient, submissive sissy that had once been a man…

And now she was regressing me and turning me into her little. First, inflicting pain on me and making me feel that I needed everything she had, including her piss and even her…

A slab of feces came out of her hole, falling onto my boobs. And then came another and one more. I was staring at her wide-eyed.

I did know about the pissing-on-us part, but I didn’t think she was also going to poop, too.

What the hell was even going on in her mind right now? I couldn’t even try to read it.

Oh, and the smell of it too. Terrible, but also… There was something about it I was enjoying. I was feeling so humiliated I didn’t think I’d ever come back from this.

And she lowered her right hand, pressing it on my feces and spreading it over my breasts.

“Oh, look what a mess this is. Seems that someone needs a shower now.”
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“Hmm, I love doing this,” she said, lifting her legs and putting them on my back. I was kneeling on the floor, on all fours, and she was using me as a leg rest.

The humiliation she was making me feel was hardening my nipples. They were so hard right now I couldn’t hide that even if I was trying to.

And to make everything worse – or better – she was also having dinner.

Dressed as a pirate, she looked even scarier now. Around us were all the people that weren’t going to remember an ounce of this once it was over.

They might remember that someone who looked like me had been here, but they’d just brush that off and pretend it was nothing more than a curious memory.

“I love being your submissive sissy,” I said, looking up and noticing that Julia was lowering her head.

Her hand settled on the underside of her boob, pushing it up while she guided Amelia’s nipple into her mouth.

She pressed her lips around it tentatively, knowing that this was the first time she was doing that. If she pissed Amelia off, she’d be in a bad spot.

Her skin looked slick with her sweat, almost like she’d spread oil all over it.

Amelia lifted her hand, putting it on her head as she said.

“You’re doing well, Julia. Don’t worry. Just keep this up and you’re going to be fine.”

Julia’s eyes were trembling. Before this, she was a man and would be the one calling the shots. Now, everything changed.

“Thanks, Mistress,” she said, her voice sounding more and more feminine. I didn’t know anything about the pill Amelia used, but it was pretty good.

It was changing everything about our pasts, and I couldn’t even remember anymore what we’d been like before.

Not all the details anymore, I thought.

“No need to thank me. Actually, I don't want you to do that. Just keep working on that nipple, Julia.”

Julia's eyes flashed like she now knew everything she needed to be doing to keep pleasing her ex-wife.

Dammit. I couldn't let her win. I didn't know if this was a competition without Amelia telling me anything about that, but I wasn't the kind of woman that liked losing.

Julia took her lips off the nipple and reached over for the other. She pressed her small fingers in, letting them disappear in the skin of Amelia's huge breast.

Even though I wasn't the one doing the touching, I couldn't deny that it looked heavy.

I licked my lips as I drooled. I couldn't wait until I was the one doing the same.

I couldn't stop feeling the ball of coldness on my back. It was coming from the platter Amelia had put on it.

She was picking grapes and fruit pieces from it, watching a horror movie on TV.

Around us, guests stumbled and bumped against each other, drunker than they'd ever been.

The stench of cigarettes in the air couldn't be ignored and it was one of the few things about the party I wished was different. Nothing that could be done about it, though.

Amelia patted my shoulder, reaching down and pressing her hand to one of my boobs.

“Hmmm… it's growing and becoming better than ever. You're not looking so bad yourself. Any of these days I'll let you walk out and find a man that wants to marry you.”

“Marry me?” I asked, not believing what she was saying. “But I don't want to marry. I want to live here for the rest of my life and serve you, Mistress.”

She chuckled, putting one leg on top of the other.

“I knew you were going to say that.”

She retreated her hand, lowering it to her pussy. It was glistening under the soft glow of the ceiling lamps. Someone brushed against her shoulder and she kicked him so hard he fell over on the floor.

I scowled at him and he scrambled away. Wearing a mask, I didn't even know who he was and didn't care.

The only thing that mattered now was pleasing Amelia and showing her I was the only one she needed.

“Fucking hell. Where's Bayden when I need him?” She asked, turning her head from side to side while a mist surrounded us.

Everything was so dark and the mist was making it look even more opaque.

As if on cue, he appeared out of nowhere, holding his massive, ten inches long cock and guiding it into her mouth.

She wrapped her fingers around it and I noticed that she couldn't fully enclose his girth.

Holy damn. I knew he was big, but I didn't think he was that big. It was like he was an alien.

“This is what I've been waiting for,” she said, sliding the shaft deeper into her mouth. So deeper I was wondering how she wasn’t gagging and coughing right now.

She was taking it all in like this wasn't the first time she was doing that with him.

She pressed her lips around it and I noticed that Bayden was still dressed like an African soldier.

A mighty warrior that knocked up several women and populated entire cities, I joked. Or was that really a joke? It could be that it was real and I didn't know anything about it.

Shivering, I watched in astonishment as Amelia bobbed up and down on him. Her lips were so stretched I could see white lines appearing.

Amelia picked up the pace, going up and down faster and harder. His balls tightened up as he took his cock out of her mouth.

“Fuck, you always make me come so fast,” he growled, his massive rod throbbing while he unloaded rope after rope of his sperm all over her face.

He was painting it white and, for a moment, I wished he was doing that to me. I wished he was also knocking me up and I could have his heirs.

Maybe sometime later, I thought. They had so many things prepared for us, after all.
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Amelia sat on the bed, smirking at me. “Come on. I’m going to let you please me for a little while,” she said, and I could feel the diaper pressing against my hips and butt.

She put it on me a long time ago and hadn’t mentioned anything about me taking a shower, too. Now that I was thinking about it, I didn’t think she was going to do it.

I approached her, noticing that I was on my knees. I couldn’t walk like any other person anymore.

She didn't allow it, and I wouldn’t change that about my life even if I could.

I loved being her submissive sissy.

I moved a little closer to her, standing no more than some inches from her pussy. It was still glistening under the soft glow of a lamp.

She lowered her hand, pulling one of her pussy lips to the side.

I licked my lips and put my tongue out. My heart was hammering in my chest when I lowered my head. I touched the lower side of her cunt, imagining making her come all over my face.

I knew she would like that.

I gave her cunt several licks in a row, loving her taste. She put a hand on my forehead and made me stop. I blinked twice, not understanding why she was doing that.

“It’s delicious. Why did you make me stop?”

“Well, you can’t have everything in one go,” she explained and I could see where she was coming from.

Still, I looked down and checked out her snatch again.

Nothing quite like it, her legs spread open, her skin looking slick and smooth.

I put my hands on her legs, moving them up and down.

“Don't stop doing that. I love your technique,” she moaned and that made me feel more thrilled to go on.

Taking a hand off her leg, I slid a finger inside her tunnel. She bucked her hips and, for a moment, I thought she was going to come for sure.

With that not happening, I slid another finger into her fanny. It felt tight and so warm, and also pretty wet.

I couldn’t imagine myself taking my finger out of there anytime soon.

Not until she told me the magical words, I reminded myself.

“Lick it again. Make me come. Make me happy,” she said and my heart sped up. She didn't need to ask me again to do that.

I lowered my head again, nearing her pussy and diving deeper between her legs.

I smelled the scent of her cunt, and it was driving me crazy. This was it - the moment I’d been waiting for.

I moved my other hand to her intimate parts, this time looking for her clit. It was hard and enraged, like a little nub that just couldn’t be sated. I smiled, giving her labia more strong and confident licks.

And the way she was squirming on the bed was driving me crazier. I moaned, realizing that I couldn’t finger myself. The chastity cage and the diaper were in the way.

Not that I could do that anyway, thanks to my hands being already too busy with Amelia. Her eyes closed, she was groaning louder than my slurping and gobbling noises.

I didn’t know where this was going to lead, but I was sealing my life with her. I was never going to turn back and return to being the person I’d once been.

Giving her pussy more wide and long licks, I loved the taste of her cunt. My finger was rubbing her bundle of nerves, driving her to think that she was going to pass out. I didn't want this moment to stop.

“Oh, fuck, fuck, fuck,” she said, her body emanating heat in the air. I kept fingering her, more often than not pressing my fingers on her rosebud as I knew she was getting close to orgasming.

It was going to happen-

It did, her juices pouring all over my face. And even then, I didn’t stop fingering and licking her pussy lips. In fact, I’d say that Amelia reaching her climax was making it all the better for me.

I was coming too, smearing milk all over the interior of my diaper. Mistress was going to be pissed.

She'd said that I couldn’t do that and I'd agreed with her. Punishment was going to be severe, but I didn’t mind it.

A moment later, she stopped squirming, her breathing slowing down as she reopened her eyes.

Amelia smiled and picked up her cigarette pack. She fished one out and lit it up using a lighter.

She put the lighter back on the nightstand, blowing smoke through her nostrils.

“You didn’t come, or did you? I said that you couldn't,” she said, keeping a smile on her face as if to tell me she knew everything going on in my mind.

Even lying to her now was going to be difficult, I thought. Not that I could do that before without getting caught red-handed, though.

I let a tear come out and roll down my cheek. She gave me a knowing look and put her cigarette in the ashtray.

Then, she stood up and walked to a point in the room.

Picking up something, she turned around and showed it to me. It was a collar with a leash, and my name was on it.

“Whether you came or not doesn’t really matter. You were going to be punished either way,” she said, walking over to me and putting the collar around my neck.

When she snapped it close, I knew that she was telling me the truth.

And I was thrilled that I wasn’t just going to be her sissy and plaything, but also her pet now.

The End
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