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Chapter 1

Standing just over 5 feet tall, with creamy white breasts that were plump like ripe fruit and curly blond hair that bordered on frizzy, Ellie may not have been the most conventionally attractive girl at our university but from the first time I met her I didn’t have eyes for anyone else. She was buxom and curvy with blue gray eyes that you could fall into, and you were convinced that if you did you would be in the most amazing place on earth.

We became friends midway through the first semester of freshman year. Midterms were bearing down on us and a statistics class was kicking both of our asses. A late night study session found us alone in the lounge one night, first in silence but eventually sharing notes, when I offered to make her some coffee she gratefully accepted. Eventually our notebooks closed and we began talking about our lives.

She was an only child, so was I. We both had divorced parents and had chosen a state school because it was affordable and because it provided a little bit of distance from our families, and the past. We were the same in other ways too, we both enjoyed offbeat movies, fantasy, and some of the same video games. We differed on music a bit, and I liked food spicier than she did, but I couldn’t help but think we’d make a great match. I also knew that it wasn’t the time to say anything.

We began studying together a couple of times a week, always sitting next to one another, often late into the night. I could never tell if she was flirting with me but her shirts always seemed to reveal just enough of her gorgeous, pillowy, breasts to keep me guessing. There was a warmth to her that I never experienced from another woman and I could tell that we were getting close. When we both aced the mid-term exam I thought I would take my chance.

I ran up next to her as we were leaving the classroom, both elated with our grades. “Hey, we really did it eh?”

She smiled and put a hand on my shoulder as we walked. “I couldn’t have done it without you Teddy.”

That was the only thing I had trouble with, she always called me Teddy even though I introduced myself as Ted. Somehow though, everytime she did it I found it to be less of a problem. Something about it sounded right coming from her. I didn’t understand it then.

“I couldn’t have done it without you either Ellie, really. I think we should do something to celebrate.”

“Oh?” She turned and smiled at me, “what did you have in mind?”

I hadn’t thought it all the way through, but it was too late to back out now. My cheeks flushed and I kind of titled my head at her. I hoped it was cute.

“Well, how about I date?” I eventually asked.

She took my hand and led me to a bench. She turned and sat, patting the spot next to her. I sat down, I could see from her face that the answer was going to be no, but I still sat down as she wanted.

“Listen Teddy,” she started. “I really like you. I like you a lot. But I don’t think that is a good idea. I need to focus on school and so do you. Also…there are things I haven’t told you yet.”

I turned and faced her, and felt myself falling into those eyes. Those beautiful eyes. “There is nothing you can tell me that would change my mind about you. I have had a crush on you since the first day of class.”

“Oh, I know that Teddy. You aren’t exactly good at hiding it.” She laughed and patted my leg, she could tell I was embarrassed. “Don’t worry, you are very classy about it. You never let it be obvious you are staring at my chest.”

I looked at the ground. Busted.

“Sorry,” I mumbled.

“Don’t be. You are one of the good guys, Teddy.” She sighed. “Maybe somewhere down the way we can try, just not right now.”

I nodded that I understood, and we walked back to the dorm together. Right before she headed off to her room she turned, got on tip-toes, and kissed my cheek.

“I know I said no to a date, but we should still celebrate. How about we go get ice cream Saturday afternoon?”

Honestly, I was in a daze for everything after the kiss.

“That would be great,” I think I said. Though it might have come out as gibberish.

Still, two days later we went to an off campus ice cream parlor, even though it was early November. It was one of those places that is made up to look like a 1950’s style spot. Everything was red and white and there was a jukebox at every table. Soon we were sitting in a booth; I was eating a chocolate ice cream cone and she was eating a hot fudge sundae.

“I should have gone with the cone,” she said between bites. “This isn’t going to do me any favors, I swear I have gained thirty pounds since we got here.”

I looked at her and just kind of shook my head. I know I was biased but she was absolutely gorgeous. If she was overweight, and I don’t think she was, she carried it well.

“I know I shouldn’t say it, but you are absolutely beautiful and eating a hot fudge sundae every day wouldn’t change that.”

“You shouldn’t say it.” She pointed her spoon at me. “But thank you, Teddy.”

I just kind of stared at her, and the spoon, with some sort of dopey smile. I eventually tried to take a bite of ice cream, but mostly managed to smear the chocolate over my face, though I got enough in my mouth that I only looked like half an idiot.

Ellie half stood out of the booth, grabbed a napkin, and cleaned off my face.

“You really are just a goof sometimes Teddy,” she laughed as she finished cleaning off my face and sat back down. “It is a good thing we are friends, because I am pretty sure you need me around.”

The word friend would have probably cut through me at any other time, but between the kiss two days before and the strangely affectionate way she had cleaned off my face I was floating in the clouds. If this was all I could hope for it was more than enough. I knew I would carry that crush on her forever, no matter what did or didn’t happen.

Over the next three years Ellie and I remained close friends. I asked her out one more time towards the end of freshman year, she gently turned me down again and begged me to try to date other people. I agreed that I would and had several semi-serious relationships over the course of the years, but they all ended the same way. It was never ugly or bad, I would just eventually lose interest or, ironically, they would have jealousy issues because of my continued friendship with Ellie.

The end of senior year was particularly tough for me. I was going to law school in New York and Ellie was taking a job in San Francisco. I couldn’t believe that after four years we were going to be fully across the country from one another. After graduation she gave me a big hug and promised we’d talk all the time.

Just like she had a few years before she stood up on tiptoes to kiss my cheek before walking away. Over the course of school she had put on a fair bit of weight, but she still carried it well and I still thought she was the most gorgeous woman in the world. I watched her walk away with no idea that it would be almost three years before I saw her again.


Chapter 2

Ellie and I stayed in touch over the next couple of years. She had taken a job doing data analysis for a startup in the bay area and I had gone to grad school in New York City. We talked often, first almost every day, then around once a week, then as life got busier for Ellie around once a month. We talked about getting together a few times but nothing ever quite worked out. She would ask me about my personal life and who I was dating, usually one failed short-term relationship after another, but always dodged the question when I asked her. Usually she would tell me she was just focused on other things.

Law school was hard for me and by the third year I was certain I had bit off more than I could chew. I was committed to seeing it through though. Then, right before spring break of my final year, I saw my grades. The best case scenario for me was graduating near the bottom of my class. The worst case scenario was failing a couple of important classes. I knew in my heart that I should buckle down, sit in my apartment, and study, through the break. I couldn’t do it though; I needed a break.

Ellie, meanwhile, had been doing great in the years since we graduated. Yes, she was working a lot, but she had been promoted several times, and was making about what I would make, or more, if I got a good corporate law job. Of course, that was looking less likely by the day anyway. I knew she was busy, but I needed my friend.

“Teddy! How are you doing kid?” She asked when I called unannounced. That was something that had started not long after graduation. She would call me kid from time to time, which was weird, because I was actually a few months older than her. Like all of her other quirks though I just kind of didn’t notice. I was usually too busy thinking about how crazy I was about her.

“Oh you know, Ellie. I am hanging in. I am almost done with law school.” I couldn’t tell her the truth about how bad things were. “Spring break is next week and I was thinking about hopping on a flight. I miss you, and we never meant to let it go this long without seeing each other.”

There was a long pause and I got the same sinking feeling I had gotten on that bench almost seven years earlier. I could feel the knot forming in my stomach.

She hummed quietly to herself for a moment, while I waited for what I knew would feel like an execution, but was ready for anyway.

She finally broke the silence. “I am going to be a little busy, but if you can handle that it really would be great to see you, you can crash on my couch.”

I was so elated I was sure she could hear my smile through the phone. For a moment all of my troubles were forgotten.

“That sounds great Ellie, anytime at all with you will be amazing. Thank you.” We made small talk for a few more minutes and then said goodbye. 

Two days later I was on a cross country flight to San Francisco. I spent the flight as a bundle of nervous energy. I was going to see her for the first time in three years. Thanks to social media I knew that she looked basically the same as she always did, but what was going to happen? I knew I was still in love with her, and I am sure she knew it too. I was determined not to let that ruin the trip though.

I found Ellie standing by a red convertible outside baggage claim at SFO. Her gorgeous chest barely held in by a tight pink tank top. She was wearing a white skirt and tennis sneakers. I didn’t think it was possible for her to have become more gorgeous. I dropped my bag on the sidewalk, not even thinking about the laptop inside, and embraced her in a tight hug. We might have stood there holding one another for the whole trip if a security guard hadn’t recommended we get on our way.

My bag went in the back seat and we flew off in her car, wind in both of our hair. It was barely fifteen minutes she had whipped into an underground garage and parked in what was clearly an assigned space. I grabbed my bag and followed her to an elevator up to her apartment.

The apartment looked great, and it was clear that her taste hadn’t changed. Most of the furniture was white, pink, or baby blue. Her bedroom still had posters of pop musicians. She showed me where the bathroom was and suggested I put my stuff in the closet in the hallway. Next to the bathroom was a closed door, which she said nothing about. I was vaguely curious and wondered if it was a roommate’s room, but didn’t ask.

“I am going to make some spaghetti and meatballs for dinner, sound good?” She asked.

I wanted to say something about going out instead, but the truth was I was tired from the flight and spending less money was a better idea for me, if not her. I nodded my agreement and she smiled.

I sat at the kitchen table while she began pulling ingredients together and before I knew it the kitchen smelled like an italian restaurant. She clearly had skills I knew nothing about. Without asking she placed a glass of red wine in front of me, matching the one she was suddenly holding out for a toast.

“To the people who helped us make it this far,” she said, smiling.

We clinked glasses and each took a drink. It was true, we really had helped one another a lot. I didn’t have the heart to tell her how poorly I was doing in school though, not yet anyway. Much faster than I expected, two plates of spaghetti were placed on the table and Ellie sat down next to me.

I took a bite and looked at her with wide eyes. The sauce wasn’t spicy, but was possibly the most flavorful spaghetti sauce I had ever had and the meatballs were the perfect texture. I really couldn’t believe it. In all the years we had known one another we had never talked about cooking.

“This is amazing.”

“Thanks, kid.” She said to me, smiling. “I’ve learned a few tricks here and there.”

I chuckled at that. “So I can see. You feed me like this for the whole week and I might not want to leave.”

She didn’t say anything but picked up her wine glass and smiled at me over the brim before taking a sip. Just like had happened at college together I found myself getting caught in her beautiful stormy eyes. We just looked at one another in the quiet for a few moments before returning to our meals.

After she finished her plate she dropped her fork and looked back up at me. “Okay, Teddy, spill.”

I gulped, and ate another bite of spaghetti, stalling as much as I could. “What do you mean?”

“After three years you drop everything with no notice to come visit me. Something is going on. Are you getting married? Are you married? Kid on the way?”

I chuckled nervously, finished my wine, and then sighed deeply. There was no getting around it; she knew me too well.

“It is nothing like that. But you are right. Something is going on.” I looked down at the plate in front of me, at the empty wine glass, anywhere but at her.

“So tell me, Teddy. I know you’ve been trying to hide it, but you are hurting.” Her voice was suddenly soft, as soft as it had ever been with me.

I sighed again.

“Fine.” I took a deep breath. “I think I am failing out of law school.”

Silence. Shame. I felt the red creeping into my face. This was my best friend and a woman I was in love with. I hated her seeing me like this. Paradoxically, she was the only one I could really talk to about it.

“Okay,” she said softly, taking one of my hands. “It isn’t the end of the world.”

I wanted to laugh at that. A boatload of student debt, and potentially no career to show for it. It felt like the end of the world. She squeezed my hand.

“What do you want to do about it, Teddy?” She gazed at me, and I felt like I was both being encouraged by my friend but also interrogated by someone with authority.

“I really don’t know what to do.” I sighed again. “Even if I eke out barely passing grades in the two classes I am failing I am not going to be able to get the kind of job I hoped for. If I drop out now I could maybe transfer and go somewhere else. But that means more debt and no guarantees anyway. I am feeling so lost.”

I dropped my head to the table and felt the tears coming on. This is not why I wanted to come to San Francisco. I should have known this is how it would go though. I couldn’t hide anything from Ellie; I never could.


Chapter 3

Seeing how distraught I was she moved us over to the couch. Soon I was laying with my head in her lap while she played with my hair and told me about her job. It was easily the most intimate she had ever been with me. She was making great money, worked from home most days, and was likely in line for another promotion in the next few months. I was so happy for her but also felt like a complete failure, which I guess I was.

Trying to change the topic I pointed to the closed door by the bathroom. “So what’s that, Ellie? Your roommate’s room? A secret dungeon.”

I felt her breath catch in her throat as much as I heard it. She stopped playing with my hair but kept her hand on my head for a moment. I didn’t realize it for a second but she had started sobbing. I practically lept to a seated position and was suddenly holding her.

“Hey, I was just kidding around,” I rubbed her back. “What’s wrong?”

She looked at me and through the sobs said, “remember way back in freshman year I told you there were things about me you didn’t know? That room is the thing. It is why I have never invited you out here before. I don’t want you to hate me.”

A million thoughts rushed through my head, most of them related to that television show about the serial killer that hunts other serial killers. I somehow doubted that was Ellie though.

“So that room,” I waved at it dismissively, “that room is why we never dated? Why we haven’t even seen each other in so long?”

She nodded, trembling, and I pulled her close.

“There is nothing that could be in that room that would change the way I feel about you or how much I care about you Ellie. I swear it.”

“Are you sure?” She asked me.

“Of course I am Ellie.” I looked at her, seeing the beautiful Goddess I have always seen her as. Maybe it was the wine, or the stress, or a little bit of everything. “I love you Ellie. Nothing will change that.”

Her face fell at that. “Please don’t say that, Teddy. You don’t know. You don’t know.

Tears started falling from her eyes again. I pulled her into another hug and said the only thing I could think of to say.

“So show me.”

She just stayed there for a moment, pressing into me, then stood up. SHe pulled me up to my feet with her. Her face was red from crying.

“If I show you this you have to promise you won’t hate me.” She pulled me towards the back hallway.

“There is nothing you can have in there that would make me hate you.” I tried to reassure her; she only shook her head, I could tell she thought she was ruining everything. I didn’t know how to prove she wasn’t.

We got to the door and she hesitated for a moment before throwing it open. “In for a penny,” she said.

She hit a light switch and I peered into the room. At first I had no idea what I was looking at. The walls of the room were light pink and full of strange furniture. I walked into the room quietly, more because I didn’t know what to say than anything else. There was a crib, a highchair, what I assumed was a changing table, but it was all oversized. I figured out, after a few moments, that it was baby furniture but made for adults. There were other pieces of furniture too, I didn’t know what they were for, but I realized they all had cuffs on them, seemingly to keep someone trapped in them. There was a shelf packed full of diapers, and a closet, which hung open, full of what I soon realized were adult sized onesies and other baby clothes.

I turned and looked at Ellie, who was still standing in the doorway. She had covered her mouth with one hand and was looking at the floor, sobbing quietly. I came back to her and wrapped my arms around her.

“It’s okay. It’s okay,” I said over and over. I didn’t know what I thought about what I was seeing, but I knew that I would say anything, do anything, to make her know that nothing had changed.

Eventually she calmed down and led me back out of the room. I sat back down on her couch and she poured us more wine before sitting down next to me.

“You think I am weirdo.” She said, there was no hint of a question in her voice.

“This is why you turned me down?” I asked her again. “Is it because you were ashamed?”

She nodded and took a sip of wine. 

“Ashamed and also scared of losing your friendship,” she eventually said.

“So do you use all of that with someone?” I asked her.

She didn’t answer for a long time, then said quietly, “I have found a few people over the years but it has never quite worked. Of course I couldn’t get all the fun stuff until I had real money, and that was only very recently.”

The fun stuff, I assumed she meant the furniture, or maybe all of it. Most of it anyway.

“I wish you'd told me,” I said.

“So you could have laughed? It would have ruined our friendship.” She sounded vaguely bitter about it. “Bad enough I can’t keep a relationship going. I couldn’t lose you too.”

I tried to think about if she would have lost me, but I didn’t know the answer. It didn’t matter though, she wasn’t losing me now.

“You aren’t losing me,” I said simply. “I meant what I said. I love you.”

She looked at me and smiled softly, her eyes looked different somehow, like she was seeing me for the first time again.

“We could never have a normal relationship Teddy. I don’t do that. I can’t do that.” She sighed. “If I could we’d have been together years ago.”

Something about the way she said it all made things click. I leaned back on the couch and took a deep breath.

“That is why you call me Teddy,” I said. “That is why you started calling me kid.”

I looked at her for confirmation and she nodded, I felt myself blushing at it.

“How long have you been thinking about me and…those things?” I asked her.

She looked away, and took another long sip of wine. “Since that first night,” she said finally.

“Tell me what you imagine it to be like,” I couldn’t believe I was asking for that information. But I did love her and I wanted to know. Though I didn’t want to admit it to myself I was curious too.

She looked back at me and tilted her head. I could tell she was thinking about it.

“It wouldn’t start in that room,” she said simply. “That is where it would end. It would start out here.”

“What do you mean?” I looked around the room, it was all completely normal.

“I have a fetish for diapers, and what is called ageplay,” she said, “that is what you see in that room, I guess I call the nursery. I also crave control, like really intense control. But I have another fetish too, well several more, but one that it would start with.”

I looked at her, and motioned with my hand. She turned to face me, and even reached out and touched my cheek.

“It would start with me hypnotizing you,” she said.


Chapter 4

My best friend, my crush, the love of my life, wanted to hypnotize me. She wanted to hypnotize me, put me in diapers, and control me. Or at least, that is what she would want to do. I couldn’t tell the difference though.

“Hypnotize me?” I asked.

She nodded and smiled. “Yes. I would hypnotize you, and the next time you woke up, you’d be naked on my changing table. Well, mostly naked, but that is a story for another time. You’d watch helplessly while I put you in a diaper. Then you would feel helpless while you used it. You’d be completely under my power.”

I thought about those words, completely under her power, and wondered what I thought of them. I felt a stirring in my stomach and realized I was aroused. I shifted in the seat, suddenly self conscious about all of it. I looked over at her and realized, quickly, that she knew I was turned on.

I thought about all of the times I had wanted to be with her. I thought about the missed opportunities and the failed relationships. I was sitting, three thousand miles from home, with the one person I really wanted to be with, and she was telling me that  when she thought about being with me I was in diapers, forced to use them, helpless. I also realized that I was rock hard.

“Okay,”  I said quietly, “do it.”

“What?” She asked me.

“Hypnotize me, Ellie.” I shrugged, “I am asking you to hypnotize me.”

She shook her head. “You don’t know what you are asking for.”

I thought about that, and knew she was right.

“I know,” I said. “But I do know that I have been in love with you for almost seven years, and that based on what you are telling me this is what has kept us apart. I am willing to try if you are.”

She turned to face me fully and took both of my hands in hers. “You don’t know what you are offering me. Or, I should say, you don’t know what I would take if you let me. When I play with other guys it's a light trance, some diapers, maybe I let them get me off, and they are back to their normal self in a few days.”

“How am I different?” I asked her.

“I have thought about what I would do with you if I could every night for those seven years, Teddy. I have thought about you helpless at my feet. Stuck in diapers. Stuck in other ways. I have thought about making you completely obedient to me.” She squeezed my hands. “I am in love with you too, but this is what being in love makes me want. I would take the rest of your life from you just to make you mine. I can’t do that to you.”

I was rock hard thinking about what she described. I thought about how she always seemed to be a little bit in control of things and realized she had never fully treated me like an equal. I also realized that, somehow, it never bothered me. Then I thought about the rest of my life, the few friendships I had, the disaster that had become of law school, and every unsatisfying failed relationship. It was all becoming clear to me.

“You can,” I practically whispered. “You can do that to me.”

She squeezed my hand again. “Are you sure Teddy? Are you really sure? Because I am not sure there is any going back from this. If it works we will have an amazing relationship. If it doesn’t, it will ruin everything we have now.”

I looked into her eyes, and found myself wondering what it would feel like for her to hypnotize me, wondering how I would feel after. I understood what she was saying, but I knew we had to find out.

“I’m sure,” I said, slightly louder than I was a moment before.

Her eyes lit up, and she grinned at me.

“Thank you Teddy, I never imagined this day would come.” She leaned forward into me, I realized for the first time that she smelled faintly of baby powder. She kissed me lightly on the cheek then put her lips to my ear. “Now sleep for me.”

As she spoke the words she yanked hard on my hands and I felt myself tumble forward. Something about the loss of balance, the smell, her words, sent me spiraling. She caught me as I fell, but it felt like I was still falling forward, endlessly. I was limp against her and my mind was spinning like it couldn’t quite find purchase on solid ground.

“That’s a good boy,” she said. “Sleep so deep for me. I am going to count down from ten and as I do you are going to go deeper and deeper for me. Such a good boy.”

I let her hold me as she spoke. My muscles felt heavier than lead.

“Ten,” she started. “Nine. So deep for me. Eight.” She continued.

I don’t know when the darkness took me completely but I never consciously heard her say the word “zero,” or anything that came after it. Though I know, in hindsight, that it all happened, and that in some ways it was the end of my old life.

I woke up, much as she described, laying on the oversized changing table. I was completely naked, but something felt odd between my legs. I looked down and realized my cock was trapped behind some type of steel cylinder, with a padlock hanging off it. I should have freaked out, but my brain felt like it was soaking in sludge and I was strangely calm about everything.

“There’s my Teddy.” Ellie was standing over me smiling. “Do you like your chastity device? I am sure you do.”

It took a moment for me to put two and two together and realize she was talking about the steel tube locked over my cock. My cock that was straining with arousal inside the tube.

“Yes Mommy, thank you!” I said enthusiastically, inwardly I was confused about why I was calling Ellie Mommy, but it felt right, it didn’t even feel like I really had a choice.

She tapped the tube with a fingernail and giggled, the vibrations filled me with even more arousal and need. I felt a flurry of emotions and confusion but it all felt so far away somehow. I was calm, and aroused, and happy.

“Now let’s get you into a diaper and ready for bed,” Ellie continued to smile and started to hum quietly.

Just as she described, I laid there helplessly as she took a thick padded diaper, slid it under me, and then taped it into place. She then helped me off the table and led me over to the closet. I realized quickly that with such a thick diaper I had to waddle, more than walk.

Ellie continued to hum quietly as she flipped through outfits in the closet, before settling on a pink onesie, complete with footies. She unzipped it, pulled it off the hanger and then positioned it for me to step into the legs, first one and then the other. She didn’t even have to command me it seemed, I was just naturally doing what she expected.

Once I was fully in the onesie she turned me around, I heard the zipper go up and then heard a click.

“There,” she said happily, “all locked in for the night.”

She took me by the hand and led me out of the nursery. “Tomorrow you will sleep in the crib, but tonight I want you to sleep in bed with Mommy. I have been waiting for this for too long.”

She led me into the bedroom, she had a giant king sized bed. She pulled the covers back and pointed for me to crawl into the bed. It felt so natural to do what she wanted that I didn’t even question it, though after seven years I don’t think there is anything that could have kept me out of her bed knowing it is where she wanted me.

She pulled the covers up and then joined me.

“Are you doing okay Teddy?” she asked me as she pulled me closer to her.

“Yes, Mommy. I am good.” I looked at her and smiled. My brain still felt like it was moving at about quarter speed, at best. I don’t think I had ever been so happy though.

“You don’t mind what I am doing to you?” She looked at me seriously, and part of me wondered whether it would matter if I did mind. I didn’t though.

“No Mommy. I feel good. I am so happy.” Inwardly, I was somewhat surprised at how true that was.

“Good boy,” she said. “Now Mommy is going to make you feel good and then we are going to go to sleep.”

She reached for the night stand and pulled something off of it. Even as out of it as I was from everything that she had done to me I quickly realized it was some kind of vibrator. She turned it on and fiddled with it to get it to a speed she wanted, and then she pressed it against my diapered groin. Soon the vibrations were going throughout the diaper, but most importantly causing the chastity device to vibrate around my still straining dick.

It only took a moment before I started writhing in the bed as the sensations pulsed through me. The arousal felt more intense, and somehow different, than anything had before. As the vibrations increased and the arousal took hold deeper and deeper, I realized I probably should have cum but somehow wasn’t. My head was buzzing and I am not sure I would have been able to hold a thought in my head even if she hadn’t hypnotized me. Ellie chuckled as she watched me struggle with the need to cum and the depths of my desire.

Mmmmmm, that’s a good boy.” Her voice sounded like satin as it washed over me. “I bet you want to cum so bad.”

“Yes Mommy.” I whined. “I want to cum so much.”

“I bet you do.” She sighed. “But if I let you cum you have to agree to stay in diapers for the rest of your trip.”

“Yes, Mommy. Please. I’ll stay in diapers for as long as you want. Anything you want. Please.” I was thrashing about and becoming more desperate by the second.

I heard her exhale and somehow knew that it meant she had me. “Anything I want, Teddy?”

“Yes. Anything. I am yours.”

“Yes you are, Teddy.” She laughed. “More than you even know. But we will talk about that tomorrow.”

In that moment I didn’t care about tomorrow. I didn’t care about anything but her, what she was doing to me, and my need to cum.

“Cum for Mommy, Teddy. Cum for Mommy and be my good little baby.”

She pressed the vibrator down hard against me as she said this and I exploded into my diaper. I could feel the cum dribbling out of the cage, and the warm stickiness against my legs. My entire body was tingling with the pleasure of release.

“Thank you Mommy,” I said.

Before I could say or do anything else, Ellie took one of her hands and placed it over my eyes.

“Sleep for me baby. Sleep and listen to my words.”

Before I even knew what was happening the warmth and darkness was rushing up to greet me. I forgot all about the diaper, all about being sticky, and drifted off into darkness while Ellie’s words soaked directly into my subconscious.


Chapter 5

Sunlight peeked through Ellie’s bedroom window and slowly woke me up. I almost immediately realized my diaper was warm and wet. I wanted to wake Ellie up to change me, but something in my mind told me I shouldn’t do that. Instead I laid there next to her waiting for her to wake up. Somehow I started drifting back to sleep again, and as I did I felt a fresh warmth in my diaper.

I tried to stop myself but somehow couldn’t and I found myself somewhere between surrender and defeat as I stared up at the ceiling feeling my diaper become overfilled with pee. I felt like crying but somehow couldn’t bring myself to. The worst part, or maybe the best part, was that I felt the soaked diaper around my caged cock I felt myself straining again and realized I was becoming aroused by the state Ellie had me in.

I closed my eyes again and just let the warmth of everything wash over me, the sunlight sneaking in through the window, the diaper that was wet and cloying against me, the thick covers, and Ellie sleeping soundly next to me. Somewhere along the way I must have fallen back asleep.

“C’mon sleepyhead, it is time to get up!” Ellie sounded chipper and joyful. Honestly, more happy than I had heard in a very long time, maybe ever.

I opened my eyes and stretched my arms above my head, before I could complete the stretch she trapped one of my wrists in each hand.

“Mmmmm! I caught you.” As she said it she climbed back on the bed and threw a leg over me, straddling over the thick, soaked, diaper and my locked away manhood.

I moaned as she did it and was rewarded by her grinding against me. Soon I was throbbing, aroused by her control over me and really the whole situation, even the now cold we diaper I was trapped in until she let me out. She continued to grind against me and smiled down at me.

“I bet my baby really needs a diaper change, huh?” Her smile reached all the way to her eyes and she was somehow even more beautiful in that moment than she had ever been to me, which was really saying something.

“Yes please, Mommy.” I nodded wildly, caught between the desire and arousal I felt as she grinded against me, the lust I just generally felt for her, and the desperate need I had to be out of this diaper, even if I knew it just meant I would be put in a fresh one.

“I bet you do.” She stopped grinding but pressed her thighs against me and pressed down hard, trapping my chastised cock against my body. “If you want a diaper change you are going to have to earn it.

“Earn it?” I asked, a little tremble in my voice.

She let go of my hands and stood back up.

“Mhm. Earn it.” As she said it she stripped off  her pajama pants revealing a shaved pussy and thick beautiful thighs that I somehow knew she could smother me with if she wanted to.

I barely had a moment to take it all in, and realized I was seeing her most intimate parts for the first time in all the time we had known one another before she climbed back up on the bed. This time half standing over me. I suddenly found myself gazing up at her beautiful wet pussy. The scent was musky with arousal and somehow I believed before I even found out that she would taste better than anyone I had ever been with.

“Ready?” She asked, gazing down at me between her legs.

I nodded, somehow unable to speak as I contemplated what was about to happen and how many times I had imagined it, dreamed it, wanked to it, over the years. Without any further preamble she lowered herself slowly over my face. I was quickly enveloped by her amazing musky and the light from the window was blocked out as my face was covered with parts of her I never dared hoped to see.

I opened my mouth and stuck my tongue out slightly to meet her as she lowered herself fully onto my face. I had gone down on women several times in my life but would not describe myself as any kind of expert, and I had never done it like this before. My tongue touched her outer lips first, they felt like velvet on my tongue and the taste hinted at arousal and lust pent up for years, which was of course true for both of us.

I licked and kissed tentatively at the outside for a few moments before I flicked my tongue over her lips and pressed it further inside. She parted like a flower and her juices tasted like heaven on my tongue. If I could have, I would have pressed further into her, but with her thighs now wrapped around my head I could do little but lick, suck, and allow her to control everything else. She had replaced my entire world with her thighs and pussy. I could barely even hear her moans, muffled by her thighs gripping the sides of my head.

I licked and sucked, and even with my inexperience was able to find her clit and flick my tongue light over it several times before sucking lightly at it and rolling my tongue over it repeatedly. Soon she was rocking back and forth, using my face as her personal sex toy. With every rock forward there was a moment to catch a breath, but only a moment.

I felt her clench and press down as the first orgasm washed over her, her juices gushed out of her into my waiting mouth. It was the first time I had ever experienced squirting. She tasted unlike anything I had ever experienced and I immediately realized I would want to drink from her like this over and over again. It was musky, slightly salty, and somehow fresh and sweet as well. I had never imagined I could want something like that, need it, so intensely.

As I continued to lick and suck at her beautiful flower I heard her mumbling, muffled still by her thighs. “Such an eager little pet.”

I probed more deeply into her and sucked again at her clit as a way to show agreement. Soon she started rocking back and forth again and I knew another orgasm would come in short order. There were two more after that, and her juices squirted into my waiting mouth each time. I had no clue that this would feel like heaven to me.

When she was sated Ellie hopped off the bed and stood over me, grinning like a kid at christmas, or a cat that had finally caught the mouse. I smiled up at her, completely dazed, and totally content. My face was covered in her juices, her taste coated my mouth and my nose was full of her scent. In that moment I never wanted to feel any different. Just lost in pleasure, desire, and obedience for Mommy.

Ellie idly reached down and stroked over my diaper, my cock strained and I involuntarily bucked my hips to feel more of her touch, despite the cage around my cock. She giggled lightly.

“You enjoyed that didn’t you baby?”

“Yes, Mommy.” I sighed happily.

“Good.” She reached for me implying I should get up out of the bed. “Let’s get you changed.”

I sat up and let her help me out of the bed, more because I was beginning to understand that she enjoyed treating me like I was helpless than because I really needed help. Soon I was back in the nursery, up on the changing table as she removed the wet diaper, and wiped me down all over.

As she did this I started to get more and more aroused and squirmy. Soon I was straining in the cock cage and precum was collecting at the tip. She wiped that down too, with a happy laugh. I pushed towards her, silently begging for release.

“Oh, does the baby want another reward?” She smirked at me. “You haven’t earned that yet.”

I whined and whimpered, but did nothing to argue my case. “Are you having trouble disagreeing with me, baby?”

I nodded. “Yes, Mommy.”

She winked at me in response. “Good, that is as it should be.”

Something about her telling me that things were the way they were supposed to be comforted me and I quit struggling. Soon I was back in a diaper and helped off the changing table. The thick fluffy feeling of the diaper felt so good. I wished desperately that I could feel it around my cock too.

“Okay baby, up in the high chair for breakfast.”

I tilted my head at her and raised my eyebrow. I don’t know why but I wasn’t expecting this to be part of what we did. Part of me wanted to do it though, part of me felt compelled to. I struggled to not just give in, and she could see that struggle within me.

“Don’t look at me in that tone Teddy.” She stepped towards me and pointed at the high chair.

I remembered the last time she had said that to me, it was years before. I didn’t want her help with a class assignment, even though I clearly needed it. Just like that time years before, she would win and I knew it. I lowered my head and dutifully climbed up into the highchair. Before I could say anything she had taken my wrists, first one and then the other, and strapped them into cuffs, before putting the tray on the chair, effectively trapping me in place.

“There, all comfy?” Ellie leaned in and kissed my cheek, lingered for a second, then kissed me on the mouth, probing me with her tongue for a moment. When she pulled back I was breathless. “Stay right there, I’ll be back soon, baby.”

I could do nothing but wait and wonder what was in store for me. I became terrified that she was going to come back and feed me pureed peas or something equally gross. Thankfully, when she returned she had a bowl of oatmeal with bananas and brown sugar, something she knew I liked. She placed the bowl in front of me then began to slowly spoon feed me the oatmeal. Part of me felt like I should be upset or embarrassed that I wasn’t feeding myself but for some reason I just felt content and docile and was becoming more so as she fed me.

“Awww, baby likes being fed by Mommy, doesn’t he?” She asked as she fed me another spoonful.

I felt the heat creeping up my neck and knew I was blushing deeply. “Yes, Mommy.”

“That’s a good boy, that is how it should be,” she told me.

I felt good that she was happy and felt the tingle of arousal building inside my diaper again. Once she finished feeding me I had a really warm, relaxed, heavy feeling. Even when she removed the tray and uncuffed my arms I didn’t move at first, I just kind of looked up at her with heavy lidded eyes and smiled.

“I think baby is ready for a nap maybe,” she said, not really asking me.

She helped me out of the chair and I let her guide me over to the crib. On one hand I had only been up for a little while, but on the other I did feel tired. I told myself it was jet lag and the wine from the previous night, but I knew there was more to it than that. 

Ellie slid down one the sides of the crib so I could crawl in, it had to be practically a twin bed in size, and I was somewhat surprised that I fit comfortably. As I laid down she slid the side up and then, to my surprise pulled a top over the crip and clicked it into place. I realized I was trapped and must have gasped.

“Don’t worry baby, you will be fine. I just want to make sure you stay put for your nappy.”

She slid an oversized pacifier through the side of the crib. I took it and looked at it, then her, incredulously.

“Just put it in your mouth baby, I promise you will like it.” She smiled through the bars of the suddenly very cage-like crib at me.

Skeptically, I did as she was told, and was soon sucking on the pacifier and laying down. I wasn’t sure that I liked it, but I wanted to please her.

There we go,” she said. “Now, sleep for me baby.”

The heaviness that had already settled over my eyes suddenly became more than I could fight against and I felt my eyes closing. I wanted to say something, to ask her to unlock the crib, but no words would come and I drifted off while she quietly whispered words that my conscious mind would never hear. 


Chapter 6

I woke up once again to sunlight and stark shadows making the world a bit kaleidoscopic. The sun was warm on my face and it took me a long moment to realize that I was locked in the crib again, now cuddling a stuffed animal of some kind. I had vague memories of laying on the floor while Mommy was doing things around the apartment and of her changing my diaper again. Everything was blurry and muddled, and there were clearly blanks in my memory. I tried to find some frustration in that but it didn’t seem to bother me, nor did being locked in the crib. I felt peaceful, almost like it was where I was supposed to be.

Eventually Mommy Ellie came to let me out of the crib, she checked my diaper and decided I needed to be changed. Without being told I hopped up on the changing table and relaxed there while she removed my wet diaper and replaced it with another one. As she did so it occurred to me that I didn’t even realize I had wet myself again. I couldn’t quite wrap my head around that fact.

From there it was right into the highchair for breakfast, more oatmeal, and then over to the closet to pick an outfit for the day.  I stood there passively while she picked out pink tights, and a light blue frilly dress. I wanted to argue but, as was becoming increasingly common, the words wouldn’t come to my mouth. Instead I just passively let her dress me in what felt like a comically feminine outfit, especially considering I had two days of scruff on my face.

While still in front of the mirror Mommy Ellie brushed out my hair. It was almost like she had been reading my thoughts as she lightly traced the shadow of facial hair on my face with one of her fingers.

“Your hair definitely goes with the outfit, but I think you need a shave.” She took my hand and began leading me to the bathroom. “You should really think about removing this all permanently, you could be so cute and feminine without any facial hair.”

I wondered about this focus on femininity, but the nursery did definitely feel more geared towards little girls, and I realized as I stood there that none of the clothes were boy clothes. I had a million questions swirling in my head but none of them seemed to want to come out of my mouth. I just stood stock still and watched in the mirror as Mommy carefully rubbed a shaving gel over my face and then, removed my growth bit by bit with a straight razor. Even if I hadn’t been in some kind of trance I would have been too scared to move while she did it.

“There,” she said happily, putting the razor away. “Not quite perfect but certainly good enough for today. And what a big day it is!”

“A big day?” I tilted my head, wondering how it could get much bigger than the last two.

“Definitely! My friend Samantha wants to meet you and I want you to meet her um…partners. We are going to ride over to her place and have a very fun day.”

“You are taking me out like this!” I somehow found the strength to argue this point, my anxiety about being seen in public like this was too much to take.

“Teddy!” Mommy was now scowling, I suddenly felt small and a little sullen. “Do not raise your voice to me. You said you trusted me and you should know by now I would never let anything hurt you.”

I bowed my head. “It’s just scary, Mommy.”

“You’ll be fine. My car is parked in the garage here. Who cares who sees you anyway? Nobody here knows you.”

I knew she was right but still felt nervous about all of it. I couldn’t do anything but follow as Mommy led me to her car and soon we were on our way. The drive was about forty five minutes long and it took me about halfway through the drive to get up the courage, and mental capacity to ask what I wanted to ask.

“Mommy,” I started tentatively. “Do you want to make me into a girl?”

Her laugh was light and airy at the question, almost as if it was not something that even needed to be thought about, let alone discussed. She peeked over at me from the driver’s seat and winked.

“What do you think, baby?” Her voice was melodic and had a hint of mischief in it. “I think you’d make a very pretty little girl.”

“Well, you put me in a dress and…you locked away my manhood, almost like you don’t want it to be thought about too much.”

She clicked her tongue a couple of times when I said that. “That was very insightful for such a little baby. I do like the idea of making you quite feminine, and to be honest I don’t have much use for what is between your legs, other than to tease you with. I don’t know how far I would take it though.”

I thought about that and couldn’t quite find anything that bothered me in it, even if it felt like it should bother me. I shifted in the passenger seat uncomfortably and realized I was aroused inside my cock cage again. The truth was that traditional sex was never all that exciting to me, and the things Mommy Ellie was doing to me were more erotic, more arousing, than anything I had ever imagined. I began to wonder if I was some kind of pervert.

I was scared to get out of the car when we got to where Mommy’s friend lived. We parked on the street and I had to walk half a block to the building. There were a lot of people on the street and I kept my head down while Mommy dragged me along by the hand. I was honestly surprised nobody said anything; I knew I looked pretty weird, and with the thick diaper it was obvious what was going on.

Inside the building Mommy said hello to the doorman, who knew her by name, and led me to an elevator. We were whisked up to one of the high floors. When we got there it looked like there were only four apartments; Mommy’s friend must make a lot of money, I thought. Mommy knocked on one of the doors and after a few moments it opened.

I gasped and covered my mouth when the door was opened by a tall woman in a short leather skirt and corset top, impossibly high heels and short black hair, impeccably styled with perfectly straight bangs. She also wore a steel collar around her neck and, like Teddy, a thick diaper, which the skirt was entirely too short to hide.

“Violet!” Mommy exclaimed, grabbing the woman in a tight hug. “You are coming along so nicely.”

“Thank you Miss Ellie,” the woman curtseyed, which seemed impossible to me in the heels she was wearing.

“Oh you really are doing so well, much better than you were before eh? Anyway, where is your owner?” I gulped at the word owner, realizing this situation was going to be much more intense than I thought, even with the cryptic warnings I had been given.

“I am in the kitchen, came a call from somewhere deep in the cavernous apartment, putting together some snacks Violet forgot to finish.”

Samantha Cross appeared from around a corner, looking every bit as stylish as Violet, who I realized was her slave, but much more casual. She was wearing black leggings and a long t-shirt of a rock band I had never heard of. She had bright red hair, styled in a pixie cut and her eyes were every bit as blue as Mommy Ellie’s, though with no hint of the gray that I always thought added a unique complexity.

“This must be Teddy,” Samantha pinched my cheeks, “he really is as cute as you say. Or is it going to be she? I am sure Teddy here could be every bit as lovely as my Violet. Come in, come in.”

Samantha, who Mommy called Sam, led us into the living room. Unlike Mommy’s more traditional setup this living room had a loveseat and a reclining chair along with several oversized beanbag chairs. In one of them was a young man wearing plastic pants and a diaper easily twice the size of my own. He was reading what looked like a children’s book, when he saw Ellie he dropped it and hopped out of the beanbag chair, nearly falling over.

“Auntie Ellie!” He practically yelled as he waddled towards her, she grabbed him in a big hug and spun him around.

“Baby Brad, it is so good to see you! Do you want to meet my special friend Teddy?” She spun him around again so he was facing me. “This is Teddy, I think you two have a lot in common.”

Brad favored me with a lopsided grin and then grabbed my hand pulling me towards his beanbag chair. “Come let me read to you Teddy, Mommy says I am getting so good at it.”

He was insistent and when I looked back at Mommy Ellie for help all I got was a smile and a wave. Defeated, I let the boy drag me to the chair and sit me down. Soon he was reading, albeit with a lot of mispronunciations, a book about talking trains. I tried to pay attention but eventually found myself drifting off.

I woke up some time later, I don’t know how long, to Mommy’s voice. “One, two, three. Time to wake up baby.”

I opened my eyes and saw Mommy and Sam staring at me intently, with grins on their faces.

“Do you think it will work?” Sam asked, “I love giving Brad special treats and this seems like a good one.”

“He hasn’t resisted anything so far, if he doesn’t resist this I will feel pretty sure that this is going to all work out.” Ellie smiled at me. I had no idea what she was talking about.

I slowly sat up and shook my head, I realized I must’ve been asleep for a while, or maybe in a trance. I looked around and realized Brad was sitting on the couch, his diaper down around his ankles, and his cock sticking straight out like a flag pole. I unconsciously licked my lips, eliciting a quiet giggle from both Mommy and her friend.

“Do you like your pacifier, baby?” Mommy asked me, pulling my attention from Brad’s surprisingly large cock.

“Umm…” I didn’t know what to say, I was confused and nervous, and judging from the tingling in my diaper, very aroused.

“Of course you do baby, I watched you suck on it so much yesterday.” She smiled at me. I felt calmed by it. Mommy was happy. “Now I want you to go over to Brad, and just think of his penis like a pacifier. He was so nice reading to you and this is a good way to show your gratitude.”

I felt my stomach turn a little and I was slightly queasy at the thought. Mommy wanted me to suck someone’s cock. This is nothing like what I thought her controlling me would be like. I shifted in the beanbag chair a little. I hated that my cock was straining in its cage, making it hard to think.

“Well, baby?” Mommy crouched down in front of me so she was right at eye level. “Are you going to do as you’re told?”

“I’m scared. Never did that before.” I looked at my feet, wanting to look anywhere but at Mommy’s face.

“It’s okay baby. It is so easy. Nothing to be scared of. Just think of your pacifier.” Her words were slowing down and my head felt fuzzy.

I slowly got up from the fluffy beanbag chair and went over to the couch. Brad didn’t move, but smiled at me and nodded enthusiastically. I slowly sank to my knees and looked at his cock up close. It was even bigger than I thought, definitely bigger than mine. I looked back at Mommy.

“Don’t think I can do it,” I said, blushing. I hated the thought of disappointing her.

“Of course you can, baby. Do you need help?”

I thought about the question, it made me nervous. Accepting help would mean it was going to happen and I wasn’t sure I wanted that. Somewhere in my mind I wasn’t sure I didn’t want it either though. My cock was as hard as it could possibly be inside the cage. My arousal was growing, and I didn’t know if it was Mommy’s control, the humiliation of the moment, or something else.

Eventually, I nodded. “Yes, Mommy. I need help.”

She made a brief humming sound and said, “sleep for me baby.”

I suddenly felt arms around my shoulder even as my consciousness fled my body.

The next thing I remembered hearing was “one, two, three, time to wake up.”

I drifted back to consciousness. Mommy was sitting next to Brad on the couch and someone was holding my shoulders, probably keeping me upright. This time when I looked at Brad’s cock I felt a deep desire. I tentatively leaned forward and licked the tip, and was rewarded with a light gasp from the other man, who was clearly just as trapped in the situation as I was.

Encouraged by the gasp, and his obvious arousal, I licked more. I had no idea what I was doing but he seemed to like it. After a few moments the hands on my shoulders pushed me forward gently and I accepted the head of his cock into my mouth. Mommy was right, it did feel kind of like sucking on my pacifier, and I did love that.

The hands pushed me forward further and soon my mouth was bulging full with Brad’s cock. There was nothing I could do but lick and suck at him, surprised that I enjoyed the feeling of fullness in my mouth, and the slightly salty and musky taste of having him there.

“Be gentle Violet,” I heard someone in the background say, I think it was Mommy. “Don’t push him too fast.”

“Yes Miss Ellie,” I heard the reply come, but felt no noticeable change in what was happening.

Soon, it didn’t matter. Brad was now fully excited by what was happening and was rolling his hips, forcing his girthy dick further into my mouth, pressing it against the back of my throat. Pushed on by my own arousal as well, I began sucking in earnest and bobbing my head the way I imagined someone should when giving a blowjob.

I heard his ragged breathing and suspected he was close to cumming. I tried to pull back, not sure I wanted this person I barely knew cumming in my mouth, but Violet held me there firmly. I could do nothing but continue the blowjob. Just a few moments later I heard Brad grunt loudly, and his dick began pulsing in my mouth, spurt after spurt of cum hit the back of my throat, coated my tongue, and the rest of my mouth. I had no choice but to try and swallow it all.

As Violet held me there, I felt another set of hands around my diaper and soon a familiar vibrating feeling coursed through my entire groin, I could almost hear the metal of my cock cage as it vibrated against my own hard cock.

“You did such a good job!” My Mommy was suddenly whispering in my ear. “Cum for me baby.”

Suddenly I felt the same pulsing I had in my mouth just a moment before in my own diaper as sticky cummies spurted out of me with an intensity I had only experienced one other time, earlier that week. As I enjoyed the afterglow of the orgasm I collapsed into the waiting arms of Mommy, and Violet as they lowered me gently to the carpeted floor.

I looked up at them both, dazed and smiling, and then heard Mommy say, “sleep for me baby.”

Everything after that was clouded by whatever power she now held over my subconscious.


Chapter 7

The week had seemed to fly by and went nothing like I expected. I found myself standing in front of a mirror in the hallway, dressed in a frilly pink and white romper with a giant diaper underneath it. I had a pacifier in my mouth and was holding a stuffed pink and black tiger in my arms. I had shown up a week before to visit my best friend as a lonely man scared for the future. I realized I didn’t know what I was anymore but that the future looked brighter than it had in a long time.

“Baby, come here, Mommy has something for you.” Ellie called from the other room.

I waddled into the living room, it seemed like I waddled everywhere now. It had only been a few days but I had already grown used to it. I got to the living room and Ellie was sitting on the couch holding out a sippy cup for me.

“Have some chocolate milk while we talk, Teddy baby.”

I took the sippy cup and flounced down at her feet. It was funny how I had gotten used to just plopping myself down anywhere in the apartment when Ellie wanted me to. I started to drink the chocolate milk while holding my tiger close with my other arm.

“Are you excited to go home tomorrow, baby?” She looked down at me with those beautiful gray-blue orbs. She wasn’t quite smiling. I knew neither of us really wanted the week to end.

“Home,” I mumbled. “Not really, Mommy.”

“I didn’t think so, but vacations usually have to end. That is why they are vacations.” She sighed, and leaned back on the couch and watched me finish the chocolate milk.

“Are you all finished?” she asked, as she took the sippy cup from me. It was the kind of question a parent asked when they already knew, or had decided, the answer. It seemed like he was asking more and more of those.

“Yes, Mommy.” I pouted slightly, thinking about going back to New York and facing everything that was waiting for me there.

I looked up at Ellie, about to say something, but before anything could come out she said, “sleep for me, baby.”

The darkness was washing over me again, and I felt myself fall backwards on the floor before I lost consciousness.

“That’s such a good boy,” Ellie’s words reverberated through my suddenly very empty head. “We have some decisions to make and it isn’t fair to have you make them when you can barely think. Still, I don’t like things to be entirely fair so here is what we are going to do. In a few moments I am going to wake you up and you are going to remember everything that I taught you this week. Everything that was deep in your subconscious is going to come out and you are going to know. This is what life with me is like. Then you are going to have a choice to make.”

“Choice,” I heard my voice mumble somewhere far away.

“That’s right baby, a choice. A very important choice, maybe the most important you’ve ever made.” She sighed somewhere out in the darkness, where I could barely hear it. “Alright, it is time. On the count of three wake up, remembering everything. One. Two. Three.”

I drifted back into consciousness and as I sat up realized some of the things that I had not remembered from the week. Among them being intense hypnosis to make me incontinent, averse to traditional sex, and deeply submissive. In the last case I wondered how much of that was already there, my relationship with Ellie had never been one sided, but I realized just how much she had always kind of taken charge, and taken care of me. I also suddenly remembered more about our outings, particularly her making me piss myself in the kinky coffee shop, much to the delight of her friend that worked there. Then I remembered part of our visit to her other friend’s house, who had two regressed slaves of her own. I felt the tears streaming down my face as I remembered pulling down Brad’s diaper and sucking on his cock like it was a pacifier.

I realized that it wasn’t so much that it had all been blacked out by the hypnotic veil she had over me, or that I had done any of it against my will. It was just so hazy to me because of the trance that she never fully let me out of, and had deepened several times over the visit. I also wondered, briefly, how much will I even really have when it came to her, or how much I would have at all of this all continued.

“There, there, Teddy. Everything is okay. Why are you crying?” Ellie put out her arms to me and I reflexively slumped over and let myself be pulled into her lap.

“It’s a lot. Like a lot, a lot.” I mumbled into her breasts, feeling the urge to suckle grow just by being close to them.

“I know, but this is what life with me would be like. Now that you know you have to choose.” She placed a hand under my chin and gently forced me to look her in the eyes. “And you have about fifteen minutes.”

“Fifteen minutes?” I asked, shocked and a bit incredulous.

“Yes, Teddy baby, fifteen minutes.” She grinned at me. “You already know the answer either way I think, so this is mostly just fun for me. But the chocolate milk had a laxative in it, I suspect it will kick in in about fifteen minutes.”

Even as she said it I felt my stomach gurgling, although that could have just been because of the knowledge of what she had done. “And what happens then?”

“Simple,” she said, removing the chastity key and necklace from around her neck and placing it in my hands, “if you want to go back to the way things were you should go into the bathroom and unlock your chastity cage, take off the diaper, and spend a little bit of time on the toilet I haven’t let you use all week.”

I looked down at the key in my hand, and looked towards the bathroom. “Or?”

“Or, silly goose, you can sit back down on the floor, or lay in Mommy’s lap, and let what is going to happen happen. You can fill your diaper with a sloppy, stinky, mess and let me take care of you. You’ll be my regressed little sissy from now on and won’t have to worry about any of those big problems waiting for you back in New York.” She looked down at her watch, “so which is it going to be, baby, you don’t have much time?”

I looked to the bathroom, and slowly stood up. But even as I did, I felt the gurgling in my stomach increase. I thought about New York, about all the problems with law school. I thought about how much I loved Ellie, and how aroused I was by all of the things she had done to me. I felt my cock strain in its cage at the mere thought of losing control of my bowels and filling my diaper. If you had told me a week before that this is what would turn me on, I never would have believed you.

I looked down at the key to my chastity device and thought about the idea of never having sex again, at least like that. I thought about all of the unfulfilling sex I had had over the years, and about how nice it felt to lick Mommy, Ellie, to orgasm. I thought about the ways she had made me cum too and how intense and erotic they were. The gurgling in my stomach got more intense and I knew I had to choose quickly.

I looked up at Ellie, thought about a life with her, the life I had wanted since that first night studying together. I thought about how different it looked in reality from all the different ways I imagined it. I remembered that moment in the coffee shop, years before, where she cleaned the ice cream off my face. I realized she had wanted this even then and didn’t know how to tell me how she loved me. How she loved me too much to lose the friendship we had. I thought about how much I loved her, loved her enough that I let her hypnotize me, lock my cock away, and put me in diapers.

I held the necklace with the chastity key on it back out to her.

“Really?” she asked, I think genuinely surprised.

“Yes, Mommy,” I said, sitting back down before she could even take it from me.

“Thank you, baby.” She took the key from me and slid off the couch next to me. “I am so grateful. I was so scared you would choose the other way.”

She pulled me into her arms and held me there. I buried my face in her chest and felt the gurgling in my stomach change. Before I knew what was happening it was like my insides were leaking out into my diaper. Even with the large diaper the smell quickly permeated the room as I filled the diaper with a laxative assisted load. It felt like the biggest poop I had ever taken. I twas like more than just that was being purged. Maybe, in a way, I was purging my old life as well. I wondered vaguely if I would ever use a toilet again, or if I even wanted to. The feelings in my stomach subsided and Ellie kissed my cheek, sweetly, like she always did.

“I think maybe we should get you changed and then talk about how we are going to do this, baby.”

She pulled me to my feet and I felt the diaper sag with the weight of the massive poo I had just taken. I waddled carefully half a step behind her as she led me to the nursery. I was so afraid the diaper was going to break and make a mess everywhere. Luckily, it held and she was able to get me up on the cleaning table without any kind of incident.

“Now I want you to sleep for me baby, we are going to have so much fun together.”

Before she even undid the diaper I drifted back into the hypnotic trance I knew, and had learned to love so well, over the previous week. Somewhere in the darkness Mommy was reinforcing my training as she got rid of the stinky diaper. I knew it was right though, I was Mommy’s baby and I needed her to take care of me.


Epilogue

I was relieved to finally sit down on the plane back to New York, though it felt completely surreal to be boarding a plane in diapers. I felt squished into the seat. I was made even more nervous by the fact that Mommy Ellie informed me that I would definitely be using the diaper during the flight, since I wasn’t allowed to get out of my seat once I sat down. At first I thought she was joking, then she informed me that she would make sure because she was going to be sitting next to me the entire time.

However nervous I was, however weird it felt, having her next to me made it all better. Just her hand on my thigh was enough to calm me down. When I had left for San Francisco the week before I was just looking for a break, a reset, and for the comfort and support of my best friend. Now I was flying back to New York not to reenter my old life, but to finish dismantling, or more accurately watch while Mommy Ellie did.

She made it clear to me that choosing to fill my diaper for her the day before was the last choice I was really making on my own. I was hers, completely, and in a sense I always had been. Most of all though, I was excited about the future for the first time in years. My life was changing completely, and I am sure for many people it would not be what they wanted, but for me it was perfect and I was sure that Mommy and I would be having many adventures.


If you enjoyed this story please let me know at alyceimpelled@gmail.com and consider reading some of my other femdom and diaper domination stories:

From College Student to Diapered Sissy: The Melodie Anne Story

Programmed into Diaper Slavery: A Silicon Valley Femdom Story

Extreme Femdom Volume 1: From Man to Castrated Pet

Extreme Femdom Volume 2: Three Slaves

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

The Making of Slave M, Part 1

The Making of Slave M, Part 2
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