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Samantha Cross sat at her workstation staring at her reflection in the black screen of the monitor attached to her laptop. She smiled and enjoyed, not for the first time, what she saw. Her dyed red hair with black lowlights cut in a short pixie style gave her an edgy but fun look and the colors brought out the blue of her eyes, not to mention working exceptionally well with her pale and flawless skin. She looked from her reflection down to her phone and smiled more to herself, hidden by her privacy screen was her favorite sort of porn, submissive men in diapers. The picture she was enjoying at that specific moment was of a young man, probably mid-20s, shaved hairless, dressed in a ridiculous ruffled pink dress, and wearing diapers so thick it would be impossible for him to do anything but waddle or crawl.

In her mind there was definitely a chastity device under that diaper, hopefully a metal one, and maybe a buttplug too. She loved her men submissive, helpless, and diapered. She loved them feminized even more. Thankfully for her, the bay area was full of attractive men that loved to play those sorts of games. The tech world was full of closet freaks, she knew, since she was one of them. But what she hadn’t found yet was one she could really sink her claws into. Her fantasies were for more than just a day of diapers, or sending the guy home in a chastity device he could probably get out of if he really wanted to. For now though, she was happy with her fantasizing about the guy in the image.

What Samantha did not enjoy was being stuck at her computer waiting for her two other team members to finish compiling their code. She knew they were wasting time, as usual, probably talking about their love of whatever banal and pointless first person shooter they were playing this week. She had played with them one or two times, under a pseudonym of course, and she wasn’t sure what bothered her most; it could be the sheer amount of time they spent talking about the games, it could be the unbelievable amount of time they spent playing them, or it could be that they were just incredibly bad at them.

Finally she saw the two boys, it was funny that she considered them boys considering they were both one to three years older than her, and returned from what was a lunch break that ran almost an hour long. She thought, not for the first time about reporting it to their supervisor; but he knew that they tended to take long breaks and despite the fact that they were at best mediocre programmers he let it happen. She knew that if she said anything about it at all it would be ignored and would probably hurt her reputation at least as much as theirs.

Samantha could barely maintain her rage as the two tech bros, both in the classic tech bro uniform of poor fitting jeans and “ironically” insensitive graphic t-shirts, spent another ten minutes babbling about some new game they were playing. A first person shooter with zombies where the real threat was the other players did not sound all that original or exciting to Samantha Cross; but the fact that it was free to play did draw her attention, the server security probably wasn’t all that great. 

She focused in on Brad, whose t-shirt read There are two kinds of people in the world, those that can extrapolate from incomplete data and… She really hated that shirt. “Hey Brad, do you think you two can finish compiling your code, I am getting harassed to push the new version of the app by the end of the day today.”

She really hoped that making it sound like she was as disinterested in the work as they were would help; but chances are they would be as condescending as always; she followed it up with, “what game were you guys just talking about? It sounded good.”

“It’s called No Survivors,” Brad didn’t even look up from their conversation to answer, “you probably wouldn’t like it.”

She shrugged, he was right, but that wasn’t why she was asking. “Yeah, but I heard you say it was free and that sounds like the right price to me.” She pushed herself to snort-laugh at her own comment, the way one of them might have, and choked back her disgust.

“Yeah, I guess.” Greg looked up from the conversation and she swore he was checking her out, though not openly leering, if he was it wouldn’t be the first time. “We’ll finish that code up here in a little bit.”

She sighed, a little bit for those two could mean twenty minutes or two hours, “thanks,” was all she said though.

While she waited for them to complete their code, which took about ninety minutes, she amused herself on her oversized smartphone by returning to her own favorite vices, erotic stories and imagery. While waiting for them to stop being babies, she was perusing tumblr, enjoying image after image of young men being both feminized and regressed to toddler or babyhood. She couldn’t quite remember when she started fetishizing such things but she had fascinated with the idea of adults being forced to act like children, and the total emasculation of men, since at least high school; she especially loved when it was mixed with mind control; to that end she had been studying subliminal messages, hypnosis, and related techniques in her evenings for about a year.

As she looked at image after image of boys helplessly locked in chastity, diapered, and often in pink, frilly dresses, and bits of bondage, ideas were forming in her head about what to do with all the anger she felt towards her colleagues, their stupid video game, and all of the delicious desires she had fantasized about but never seriously tried to explore. If things went the way she wanted them to then everybody would be in for a very interesting weekend.

As she was formulating her plan a video caught her eye so she put in her earbuds and pressed play, enjoying the video of the man being hypnotized before being undressed, locked in chastity and shaved hairless from the neck down. The remainder of the video involved the boy being made up as the perfect baby girl and having her ass stuffed with a large pink butt plug before being diapered. Once he was brought out of hypnosis the boy helplessly rocked back and forth with his ass, and the plug shoved up against the back of his feet. His pleasure filled face and glazed over eyes were priceless and the moment when he orgasmed just from the sensation of the plug almost made Samantha orgasm as well. She had to consciously keep herself from reaching down into black leggings and getting herself off right at her desk. She almost did it anyway; figuring tweedles dumb and dumber probably wouldn’t even notice.

Eventually the two brats had finished their work and were back to joking around about their games and she was sure she had overheard them use words like ‘sluts,’ ‘bitches,’ and ‘pussies’ enough that she never needed to hear those particular words again. Setting her phone and her fantasies aside she quickly checked all of their work to make sure it was what was needed before pushing the update for the communication app they were expected to launch before leaving work for the day. With that, finally, finished, Samantha decided to duck out early so she could work on her new plan, one that she was hoping would make her life a lot more bearable and a lot more fun.


Later that night, after eating a light dinner Samantha found herself in front of her much bigger and more comfortable home computer. The amount of work she did at home, by itself, would have justified the comfortably appointed home office, the extremely high end personal computer, and the two giant flat screen monitors that took up most of her desk. But the fact that it was where she spent most of her time and felt most at home made it all the more important. She spent a lot of time away from work gaming and even more working on personal projects that had nothing to do with her job.

Now, she had a new project, and it was a little complicated but if she wanted her weekend to go the way she had planned then she had to get it done fast and she would just have to deal with being exhausted at work on Friday, which probably wouldn’t matter since she doubted her team would be doing much work on a Friday if they bothered to show up at all.

With all of that in mind she lined up three canned energy drinks. She hated the way they tasted but knew she would need the extra get up and go, and also made sure she had some snacks available, knowing it was going to be a late night. Settling into her plush black office chair she fired up her computer and downloaded No Survivors, the predictably obnoxious shooter that Brad and Greg had been talking about. Soon she had logged in and was checking out the game and everything she encountered made her want to vomit.

It was like a way station for thirteen year old lost souls and the amount of racist and misogynistic language coming through the voice chat compelled her to mute the chat; besides she hadn’t downloaded or logged into the game because she had any desire to play it. She just wanted to see where the boys were spending their time and more importantly gather the information about the game and the servers onto her computer. 

Finally she turned her attention to the new program she was making and began to fill in the blanks to fit her needs. The first thing she did was program audio into her program so that it would play very low level binaural beats that could be hidden within the audio of other programs; the goal of the binaural beats was to create a frequency following response that would impact the listeners brainstate, making them more susceptible to hypnotic trance and subliminal messages.

Once she was finished with that she moved on to the more difficult part of the program and that was, specifically, creating short flashes of visuals that, with the help of the binaurals, would slowly manipulate the minds of the viewers. The program would rapidly alternate visuals that would be too fast for the conscious mind to catch but would be burned into the subconscious of the viewers; these images included men in chastity, men in diapers, men kneeling before strong women and other images of total emasculation, regression, and submission. Her favorite of all the images was a man, naked except for a diaper, kneeling at booted feet holding a stuffed animal and cuddling up to the clearly feminine legs.

Along with the images were rapid fire text images that, like the images, would over time be burned into the minds of the unsuspecting viewers. These texts started out as suggestions, such as “you would enjoy being feminine,” then continued to seeming statements of fact “you are weak and long to obey,” and finished with downright commands “You will continue to play the game,” and “you will wet yourself.” If all of this worked as she planned her targets, those blissfully ignorant asshats she worked with, would unwittingly alter their own minds until they were completely helpless and then she would reap the rewards.

Of course to do that she had to make sure that everything she had built would reach her intended targets and that required some immediate hacking. Her first thought had been to hack the game servers but she realized it would be a lot easier to hack her teammates' computers and install the software there, and that is what she set about doing.

By four in the morning she was finished with phase one of her plan. She had hacked into both Brad and Greg’s gaming rigs, since they had been stupid enough to repeatedly invite her to play and to chat. It hadn't been hard and a few hours after that she had hidden her new program into the code for their current game of choice. Now the only questions were when they would play and how long it would take for her programming to take effect on them instead of just their computers.


The next day the sun came shining through the white blinds of her bedroom window and her alarm started its annoying beeping far too early. After hitting the snooze button twice she stopped it altogether and reached for her phone. The first thing she did was check her email; and the first thing she noticed was that Brad had reported he was working from home for the day.

She thought that working sounded like an interesting euphemism for skipping work to play games, she also thought that Brad, for once, had the right idea. Additionally, he would probably be logging into that shooter whenever he rolled out of bed and that meant her program would start its process a little earlier than she had expected. All of that added up to one thing, she was working from home for the day too; which meant she could get a couple more hours of sleep.

Unfortunately, while she wanted to get more sleep her excitement at what she expected the evening to bring would not let her and soon she was at her computer with her first of what would probably be many cups of coffee for the day. She tried to entertain, or at least distract, herself by checking work emails and slack and anything else that might lead to more work; however, it seemed to her that the entire office was on holiday as nothing seemed to be happening. They had pushed the updated app the day before and yet customer support was not inundating her with bug reports, very odd indeed, she thought.

With no work today she felt even better about taking the day off at least; deciding to seek entertainment elsewhere she headed to the kitchen and decided to make herself a decent breakfast. Twenty minutes later she was back at her computer with a plate of pancakes and bacon and a glass of orange juice. She also noticed she had an alert from her program; Brad had logged into No Survivors and was starting to play.

Brad was enjoying playing the new free Battle Royale game while occasionally checking his work email and slack channels. Nothing was happening and he was shocked that Sam wasn’t crawling up his ass asking him to do some kind of busy work. Sammy, Sammy, Sammy he thought to himself, gosh I would love to get between those legs. Sadly, he knew that was just going to be a fantasy for him. He had already been reprimanded once, and actually moved to her team because of a failed relationship in the office the previous year. He didn’t want to find himself job hunting, besides, he thought, girls are a dime a dozen, even girls like her.

Before too long he found himself really drawn into the game. It wasn’t going well, and he was losing much more often than he was used to. But he couldn’t seem to break away from the game. Eventually he looked down and realized that several hours had passed and while work had not really seemed to miss him Greg had sent him numerous text messages asking what he was up to.

I should really eat something, and see what Greg is up to, he thought to himself. But he couldn’t seem to pull himself away from the game. He found himself starting game after game, after game. He also just kept losing. Normally he would be getting angry, swearing at people, and worse, but he wasn’t. He was just sitting there, staring at the computer, and playing his game. He didn’t notice the hunger in his belly and had forgotten all about the text messages, emails, and slack.

The one thing he wasn’t forgetting to do though was drink more water. He couldn’t believe how thirsty he was, and there was just enough space between games to refill his glass. He couldn’t remember how many times he had gotten up and gone to his refrigerator to get more water. He gulped as much of the glass as he could before the game started again.

Finally a game was going well too, he had gotten a couple of good items and was tearing through opponents. Safely in the top 5 he decided to hide for a moment in a bombed out brick building so that he could quickly take a drink. As he picked up the glass he thought he saw a glitch in the game, like a quick blink on the screen. Before he could consider it further his lap suddenly felt warm, warm and wet.

Brad jumped out of his gaming chair and looked down at his soaked-through sweatpants. No way, he thought, no fucking way. Then he heard a loud bang through his speakers as his in-game avatar was sniped from afar. He looked at the screen blankly, trying to comprehend everything that had just happened. He felt the wetness spreading further from his crotch. He wondered what was wrong with himself but couldn’t really gather his thoughts, suddenly he found himself dropping to the floor and sobbing loudly. The sobbing turned into full on tears of frustration and rage. He couldn’t seem to get control of himself and the thought ran through his head, I am acting just like a baby. That thought made him cry even more.

Brad didn’t know how long he had sat there crying. He eventually got himself out of the wet sweatpants, but did not get himself further along than that before his eyes were drawn back to the computer screen and the game. Maybe now that he had gotten whatever that was out of his system he could finally win a game today. The game gave out daily prizes for wins and he had never missed, other than the odd day he hadn’t played at all.

Soon he was back in the game, though fairing no better than he had been. He was also certain the game was glitching a little, he even considered writing to customer support about it. He didn’t want them to think he was just whining though. He had not quite forgotten about the earlier incident, but he had pushed it to the back of his mind, and was back to his pattern of playing and drinking water.

This time, he almost caught himself, he felt the need to piss coming on and stood up from the game. He made it two steps before he lost control and let his pee run out of him, covering his legs and the hardwood floor of his apartment. He felt the frustration well up in him again and soon he was sitting in a puddle of his own piss, crying, and trying to figure out what had happened. When the crying finally stopped he had the strangest thought, or maybe it was a compulsion. Without even leaving the floor he reached up to his desk and grabbed his phone. He went through his contacts until he found her name. He couldn’t explain it, but he was calling his team leader, Samantha Cross.


Samantha looked down at her phone, right on schedule, she thought. She nonchalantly hit the green button to answer the call, then she started recording.

“Hey there Brad, what’s going on?”

“Sam,” He started, then paused for a second. “Something’s wrong. I don’t know what’s going on with me.”

She grinned into the phone and had to stifle her laughter. This was just perfect. Her program had worked to perfection. “Brad,” she practically cooed at him, “what happened? I am sure it will be fine.”

“Fine, yeah you are right. I am sure it will be. I am just feeling all out of sorts. I am sorry I bothered you. I should-”

“Brad, stop and listen.” She interrupted him, the last thing she wanted was for him to hang up. It would slow everything down and she felt like everything she wanted was right in her grasp.

“Um… what Sam?” He sounded more distracted than annoyed, and that was fine with her.

“Tick tock goes the clock. Drip drip goes the cock.”

It would have sounded like nonsense to anyone else, but Brad had just spent several hours being programmed by her hypnotic subliminals. For him it seemed like time stopped, he let go of his bladder again but this time was in a deep enough trance that he barely noticed.

“Tick tock. Drip Drop. Drop for me Bradley.”

Those words sent him even deeper into trance, and he sat there in his own urine oblivious to the world around him.

“Good boy,” this time Samantha did coo at him, “now tell me everything and we’ll see if I can help you.”

Words started tumbling from Brad’s mouth about how he had decided to spend the day gaming instead of working and how he couldn’t quite focus on the game and kept losing, and how frustrating it was and then how he pissed himself twice.

“Three times,” she corrected him.

“Yes,” he slurred, “tree times.”

She laughed at his mispronunciation and made a mental note to add that as a feature to his training. He would sound ridiculous but adorable, and it would just reinforce what he was becoming, and who she would be to him.

“Bradley, do you want my help?” She asked him.

“Yes, please.” He said.

“Say, ‘please Mommy. Please help your helpless little baby.” She spoke slowly and patiently, the way she imagined she would be spending a lot of time speaking to him in the future.

“Please Mommy. Please help your helpless little baby.” Brad repeated verbatim, somewhere in the back of his mind he knew it was wrong but he couldn’t stop himself, and if she could help him it didn’t matter.

“Good boy, I am going to come over. You are going to unlock your door and then sit back down in your piddle puddle and wait for me. Do you understand?”

“Yes Mommy,” he responded.

She smiled again, he was going to take to this so well.

It took Samantha all of twenty minutes to gather what she needed and head to Brad’s apartment. She had been there once for a party a few months prior, what a mistake that had been. But it was close, which was good, because she didn’t want to keep her prize waiting long. She opened the door and was immediately greeted by the ridiculous sight of Brad, his face hidden by a mop of brown hair, sitting in a Deathcab for Cutie t-shirt and nothing else, on the floor in a puddle of cold piss.

She slammed the door, as much for effect as anything else, and he looked up, jolted by the sound. “Did you do this to me?”

She ignored his question and went to the coffee table, opening her bag and laying out the items she had brought with her. She then turned to face him. His face was red, whether with anger or embarrassment she wasn’t sure and she didn’t really care. It wouldn’t matter soon anyway.

“Tick tock goes the clock. Now it's time to drop drop drop.” The words came out of her mouth softly but with a sing-song quality and she saw his pupil dilate. “Tick tock goes the clock. Now it's time to drop drop drop.”

On the second time his head dropped. “That’s so much better isn’t it.” She continued to speak softly. ‘Why don’t you crawl out of that puddle for me, find a dry spot on the floor, and lie on your back.”

She watched as he did what he was told. Her heart was practically beating out of her chest. She had actually done it. She couldn’t believe it had worked. She started humming quietly, just loud enough for him to hear, with the same tune as the words she had been speaking earlier. First she took a pack of baby wipes and carefully, maybe even affectionately, wiped him down, cleaning his entire bottom and even his legs and feet. She then slid a thick disposable diaper under, she ordered adult sized diapers all the time online and did not get to use them often enough. That is about to change though, she thought to herself as she carefully wrapped it around him and taped it up.

“Bradley, have you ever used a diaper as an adult?” She asked him.

In a dreamy voice, still deep in trance, “no, why would I do that?”

“You are about to find out how good it feels. You are going to love being in diapers for me. It is going to bring us so close together too.” As she said this reached under his shirt and rubbed his sides and his chest. “You’ve wanted to get close to me haven’t you?”

“Yes,” he said, “you are so pretty and smart. Ever since I was put on your team I wanted to get with you.”

She chuckled quietly at that. “You have?” She feigned surprise. “And what did you imagine that would be like?”

She had planned to ask him this question and imagined all kinds of degrading, misogynistic things that might come out of his mouth. Instead, he surprised her, “I imagined you teasing me and making me beg. Maybe making me do things for you, and then watching me jerk-off while you made fun of me for not being good enough for you.”

She sat back, barely missing the puddle of his urine, surprised at his answer. “Are you a submissive Bradley?”

“Yes Sam, always been a submissive. Never told anyone though.”

As she thought about this she realized it wasn’t completely surprising. She had heard about his attempt to date Ginny, on his old programming team, and hearing that he had fumbled it, though never how. She made a mental note to check-up with Ginny about it the next time they got together for post-work drinks.

“You will call me Mommy from now on.” Her voice suddenly became sharper, knowing he was naturally submissive made her all the more excited. “Did Ginny know?”

“No, Mommy. Didn’t think she’d like it.”

‘Well Bradley, you were right about one thing. You aren’t good enough for me.” He choked a little at that and she thought me might start crying. “Don’t worry though. We are going to fix that. I am going to teach you to be exactly what I want. Does that sound good to you?”

“Yes, Mommy,” he practically sighed the words and she watched tension leave his body. Even as deep in trance as he was telling him that he wasn’t good enough had impacted him.

“Good boy, I thought you’d like that. You are going to be my special boy.” She reached further under his shirt and gently tweaked his nipples. She felt him react and knew he liked it. “Do you want to be my special boy?”

“Yes, Mommy,” he was squirming under her touch.

“Even if that means you have to wear diapers like this?” She knew the answer but wanted him to say it.

“Yes, Mommy.”

“Say it,” she said, “say ‘I want to be your special diapered boy.”

“I want to be your special diapered boy.” He repeated obediently.

“I know you do, now Bradley, I need you to tell me about Greg.” 



Greg trudged through the door of his one bedroom apartment, dropped his laptop bag on a chair and himself on a worn blue couch. This job fucking sucks, he thought to himself. In reality, he knew he shouldn’t complain much, he made enough money to live mostly comfortably just on the outskirts of Berkeley. He didn’t have a long commute to work and was able to pick up seniors, and grad students pretty much whenever he wanted. Of course, that is also what had, once again, gotten him into trouble.

One of the new interns was a girl he had taken on a couple of dates before ghosting. Apparently she didn’t take it well, but who did? How was he supposed to know he’d wind up running into her at the office, or that she would tell the HR representative she was uncomfortable around him? Just like that, he was off the team for intern orientation which, first of all, looked good on his resume, and second of all was a great opportunity to meet his next conquest.

Sighing again at the thought, he pushed himself off the couch and trudged to the kitchen, practically on autopilot he grabbed an IPA from the fridge, barely thinking about food beyond a vague plan to order some later in the night. Beer in hand, he landed in front of his gaming rig and fired it up. Shooting some zombies, or better yet other players, would help him forget his troubles and kill time until one of his tinder matches responded. He sent out enough messages daily that someone almost always did.

Soon he was playing the game, his phone completely forgotten as the violence of the game drew him in even more than it usually did. He only got up when his beer was finished to grab a second one between his fourth and fifth games of the evening.

*

Meanwhile, in Brad’s apartment, the diapered, hypnotized, and very horny Brad was spilling his guts about everything he knew about Greg, including sharing images the other man texted him regularly. The more he spoke and the more he showed her the more she felt her body tightening and the heat reaching her face. She had finally had enough when Brad showed her a picture Greg had made, imposing her face on a woman being bound, whipped, and fucked by a group of men.

“When he sent this to you, what did you think?” She glared at the boy, who she had sitting at her feet in a diaper, and rethought everything she was doing. To her mind the two miscreants needed to be fired and probably charged with crimes, the fact that Brad liked where things were going upset her even more.

“I thought it was disgusting, Mommy. I didn’t understand why he hated you so much, or why he thinks about women the way he does. But I didn’t know what to do about it.”

She rolled her eyes, this was so typical of men in her mind, they know something is wrong but they lack the courage to do anything about it. Pathetic.

“Why didn’t you tell me? Why didn’t you tell someone?” She raised her voice in frustration and got up, starting to pace around the room.

Brad looked at her and just started crying, then he held his head in his hands and kept sobbing. “I’m sorry,”he muttered. “I’m so sorry.”

“That isn’t an answer.” She stood back in front of him with her hands on her hips, looking down at the pathetic creature that, she had to admit, she had only made more pathetic. It was clearly what he deserved though.

“I know.” He breathed deeply and got the tears under control. “Greg got me my job, he convinced me to move here. I don’t have any friends.  I was afraid I would lose my job. I am so sorry Sam. I should have done something and I know it.”

She huffed audibly and sat down, still looking at the diapered man in front of her and trying to decide what to do with him. “I get it,” she said finally. “What’s done is done. Tell me the truth, would you rather me undo everything I have done to you and have Greg fired or would you rather me keep going, certainly with you, and maybe with what I have planned for Greg too? You can be completely honest with me.”

He looked up at her, his cheeks growing redder as he did so. She also detected the hint of a bump in the front of his diaper that suggested excitement at all of it. She could feel him gathering the courage to speak, and maybe making a decision about what he wanted his life to be like moving forward.

Finally, he opened his mouth again, “I don’t care what you do to Greg, Samantha. I really don’t. He is a bully and I let him be awful to you, and make me awful too. I genuinely like you though,” he paused and gestured at the situation she had created, “and even though this probably broke about a thousand laws I like what you’ve done to me. It…it forced me to be honest with you, and really with myself, for the first time.”

She made a clicking sound with her tongue as she thought through everything he just said, “so you want me to keep going? No matter what it does to you?”

“No matter what?” He asked her, his voice practically squeaking as he pondered the depth of that question.

“Yes, because to be clear if I keep going you are going to have very little control over where it ends up, and really where you end up. All I can promise is that I will take care of you and won’t cast you aside. You aren’t going to have a say in anything though.”

He gulped and looked down, she was offering him his greatest fantasy, even after everything that had happened and what a jerk he had been. But what if it is just a fantasy? As he wondered the question to himself a little voice in his head responded there is only one way to find out.

Finally he nodded quietly and looked up again. “Yes Sam, no matter what it does to me.”

“That is the last time you will ever call me Sam, boy.” She said to him, He started to open his mouth, presumably to apologize, but she wasn’t interested in hearing it. “Tick tock goes the clock. Now it’s time to drop drop drop.”

The words hit him like an out of control garbage truck and he slumped over going deep back into trance. Taking some pity on him, she took a pillow from his couch and positioned it under his head. Then she sat down at his computer, writing out everything he had told her about Greg, and finding all of the files Greg had been stupid enough to share, showing what a pig he was towards her, and other women at the company.


Three beers in, Greg was feeling much better about his evening than he had been, though he couldn’t win a game to save his life. He also had no clue what was going on in Brad’s apartment or the smile on his face probably wouldn’t have been so prominent. The smile dissipated pretty quickly when he felt the warmth in his pants and looked down to see the dark wetness spreading through his jeans. I am pissing myself, he thought slowly, but couldn’t quite bring himself to stop, or do anything about it.

The combination of the subliminal messages and the beer had done a number on his brain and it took him a couple of minutes to fully comprehend what had happened. He wanted to freak out, but something in his mind wouldn’t fully let him. Instead he numbly picked up his phone and called the only person who it made sense for him to call at that moment, though he didn’t know why.

“Sam, um..it’s Greg. I um…”He stumbled over the words, having no idea what he was doing, but continuing on. “I uh… don’t really feel that good.”

Samantha Cross stood over her deeply hypnotized coworker turned soon to be slave and smiled, she still felt the anger smoldering in her stomach at just how disgusting Greg was, but she knew she could fix him, or at least make sure he’d never hurt another woman, and that would be fun.

“Okay Greg, but why are you calling me?” She kept as little emotion out of her voice as possible, though inside she was bursting.

“I um…I don’t know. It just seemed like the thing to do. I’m sorry I bothered you.”

“No, it’s alright Greg. You actually called at the perfect time.” She smiled down at the diapered boy on the floor again, her plan coming fully into focus. “I am actually with Brad right now talking about work and some ways we can work better as a team. Why don’t you meet me at his place?”

“You’re at his place?” Greg asked, in his very fuzzy mental state he had no hope of hiding his surprise. ‘Um.. Yeah, I guess I can come over.”

“Good.” She smiled into the phone. “We’ll be waiting for you.” She let the last word draw out just a bit, laughing as she hung up the phone.

While she waited for Greg to get there she set everything up. She helped Brad out of his diaper and into a clean pair of sweatpants, setting him up with a big glass of water on the couch. She brought him part of the way out of his trance and explained to him what was going to happen. He nervously agreed to her plans but could not hide his excitement at all of it. She then sat back down at his computer and organized all of the images as well as what she had written up about Greg’s behavior. Finally, she sat down next to Brad to wait.

When they heard the knock on the door about twenty minutes later she nudged Brad with her elbow. ‘It’s open,” he yelled.

The door opened a moment later and Greg walked through in fresh khakis and a polo shirt rather than his usual disheveled and offensive outfits. He entered the living room hesitantly and saw his two co-workers sitting on the couch together.

“Um…hi.” He stood awkwardly in front of them, not really sure what was going on or why he was even there. “What got you two together tonight?”

Sam smiled as she stood up. “Tick tock goes the clock, drip drip drip goes the cock.”

As soon as she said the words both Brad and Greg wet themselves uncontrollably. Brad didn’t move, and when Sam looked back over her shoulder at him she could see that he was still aroused, maybe even more than he had been before. He was also starting intently at Greg’s wet pants.

“What the fuck?” Greg roared, “you did this to me?”

“Shut up, Greg.” Sam turned to face him. “And sit the fuck down at the computer.”

Greg wanted to argue with her but felt so defeated by his sudden incontinence and inability to think clearly that instead, with slumped shoulders, he collapsed into the chair at Brad’s computer. As soon as he did so, and saw what was on the screen, he knew he was fucked.

“I can explain. It’s just a–”

“I said, shut up Greg.” She stood behind him and put a hand firmly on one of his shoulders. “I am kinder than you are, as Brad here can attest to. So you get a choice, more or less the same choice Brad got, though with some significant changes. I can share all of this with HR on Monday morning. You can pack your shit and go looking for a new job, though I promise I will bury your reputation in this town, or you can listen to what I have planned for you. You aren’t exactly going to like it but I honestly believe all of us will be happier in the long run.”

Greg thought about what she was saying and knew she could ruin his life if she wanted to. He also knew he had a mountain of debt and couldn’t afford to give up the job he had. “Okay. what do you have planned for me?”

“Simple, sort of. You fantasized about turning me into your fucktoy girlfriend. That is what I want to make you.” She spun the chair around so he was looking at her and could see just how serious she was. “You are never going to be a threat to another woman. You are going to learn how to carry yourself with dignity and treat others with respect, and you are going to be completely obedient to my every whim. I promise you’ll mostly enjoy it though.”

“You’re psychotic.” He nearly spat the words at her, and did glare at her angrily from the chair.

“So it’s option A then? That is fine with me. You can go home.” She stepped out of his way and gestured towards the door. “I promise everything I have done to you will fade and you can go back to living your shitty life. But you won’t be doing it where you can hurt me, or Brad, any longer.”

“I have never hurt Brad. I helped him get his job and–” He looked over at Brad hoping for help, but none was coming.

“And you bullied him and made him complicity in sexual harassment he didn’t want any part of.” She stepped back in front of him. “Option A or Option B. Choose. Now.”

“So what, you are going to turn me into some bimbo?” Greg was clearly scared, but also not getting out of the chair. She knew he was going to stay, and started to savor her victory.

“No. I am going to mentor you while you turn yourself into a useful, feminine, member of society,” she hummed slightly, “and yeah, probably my submissive bimbo girlfriend, who wears diapers.”

He looked at Brad again, who only shrugged at him, oddly content to sit on the couch in his piss soaked sweatpants.

“What will that look like?”

“Well, on Monday you and I will go to HR, together, you will explain that you plan to transition, that your behavior has been acting out of a need to hide your true desires, and that I am going to be mentoring you. You will tell them that you want your new first name to be Violet and that you are changing your email signature. Then you will write apology letters to everyone you have demeaned through your shitty, toxic behavior.”

"What if instead when we go to HR I just tell them about your psychotic behavior?” He looked up at her triumphantly.

“Tick tock goes the clock. Now it’s time to drop drop drop.” She loved the confused look on his face as his mind registered that he was dropping into trance just a moment too slowly to stop it from happening.

“Regardless of what you choose, you will never tell a soul about what has happened today. Every time you think about telling someone you will feel a deep sense of shame and guilt, and realize that it is better to keep the secret. Do you understand?”

“Yes Sam,” Greg responded, his voice monotone from trance in a way that aroused her incredibly.

“Good. Now, if you are going to stay Greg you will simply get up and leave. You will go home and forget all about this conversation. You will lose your job when I report you to HR and you will not fight back at all. If instead, you choose to become Violet, you will get up from the chair, go over to Brad and ask if you can suck his cock. Because you need to learn that consent is important.”

Finishing her instructions, she took a step back and waited for him to choose. She could see the turmoil in his mind etched on his face and knew that the idea of sucking a cock was probably the last thing he wanted to do. But she suspected that if he was going to leave he would have done it by now.

He confirmed her suspicions a few moments later when he got up and walked over to Brad. Brad looked up at her and smiled as they both listened to Greg apologize for being so awful and asking if he could suck Brad’s cock. She nodded her head at Brad and he in turn nodded at Greg and began to remove his pants.

With his pants off it was impossible to hide his erection and Sam was so pleased with her boy. She watched with glee as Greg dropped to his knees and, very awkwardly, took Brad’s cock in his hand and started guiding it towards his mouth. He hesitated at the last moment, and turned his head to look at Sam.

“Do I have to?” His eyes were pleading with her.

“You don’t have to do anything you don’t want to, Greg. That is the point of consent. But you quite literally asked to do this.” She put her hands on her hips and looked down at him. “Maybe you’d be more comfortable if you took off your pants too?”

He didn’t really understand how that would help, but they were soaked with, now cold, urine. He stood up and removed the khakis and the drenched boxers. His cock, compared to Brad’s, was smaller and not at all erect. She had plans to change that though.

“Now go on.” She urged him. He dropped back down to his knees and once again started guiding Brad’s cock into his mouth, he could not believe how much bigger Brad was. As he felt the tip go past his front teeth and touch his tongue, he shuddered involuntarily. Then he felt Sam come up behind him and gently start rubbing the back of his neck.

It helped him relax and she guided him forward more. “There’s a good girl, now lick the head, swirl your tongue around it.”

Greg listened to her instructions and let her guide him as he sucked his friend’s cock for the first time. For his part, Brad just let go and resolved to enjoy the experience. With his head laid back against the back of the couch he was looking up at his Mommy while she guided Greg and whispered in his ear. The whole situation was more erotic than anything he had ever imagined.

Greg also was feeling the eroticism as his beautiful co-worker guided him in giving a blowjob and whispered in his ear telling him how hot it was and giving him instructions on how to make it better.

“Just relax and enjoy it. Sinks back into that relaxed place I sent you to earlier. Tick tock goes the clock.” She bent down and whispered in his ear as she talked, continuing to massage his neck and gently press him forward into Brad’s erection. “It is okay to drop Greg. It feels so good. You can admit that it feels good and just relax.”

“Feels good,” Greg mumbled around the cock in his mouth as he continued to lick and suck according to Samantha’s instructions.

“Yes, it feels so good. In a moment Brad is going to cum in your mouth. When he does you are going to drop so deep into trance for me. So deep. Do you understand?”

“Understand,” he mumbled around the cock again.

“Good, now suck harder and keep sucking and licking until he cums.” She guided him forward more and held him there, gently but firmly. She could feel him bobbing slightly, and his cheeks tightened as he sucked Brad’s cock harder and further into his mouth. She was turned on by all of it, but what aroused her the most was hearing Brad’s breathing speed up and deepen right before he exploded in his friend’s mouth.

As soon as the cum hit the back of Greg’s throat all of the words she had drilled into his brain hit home and he slumped forward into a deep trance. She gently helped him to the side, sitting him on the floor with his back against the couch.

“Now swallow all of that sweet sweet cum for me.” She whispered as she crouched in front of him, watching his throat undulate as he followed her command. She couldn’t help but notice that he was finally hard as well, though she had no intention of giving him any kind of release.

“Did you enjoy that?” She asked him, not sure what to expect.

“Yes Sam. I didn’t think I would but I did.” She smiled at that.

“Good. Now in a few moments you are going to lay down on the couch and go to sleep. You will not wake up until I wake you in the morning. Do you understand?”

“Yes Sam.” He responded again, the monotone in his voice kicking her own arousal into overdrive again.

“From now on you will call me Mommy unless we are at work”

“Yes, Mommy.”

“Good girl.” She patted him on the head. “Now stay here for a few minutes. “

She helped Brad to his feet and told him to go get sheets and blanket to make up the couch for Greg to sleep on. He happily did as he was told and soon Greg was tucked in, still deep in trance, while Samantha gave him more instructions.

“From now on you prefer being called Violet. You hate swearing or being vulgar. You are quiet and meek. You are sexually submissive and you don’t feel safe when you aren’t in diapers.” She kept whispering, repeating her commands in different orders over and over so they were seared into his brain. Content that she had him right where she wanted him she turned to Brad.

“You did so good tonight, boy. Now show me your bedroom.” She let him take her hand and guide her into the bedroom. It was messy but that was fully expected, and considering her plans didn’t matter all that much.

“Strip and lay down on the bed.” She pointed to the bed and then began to take her own clothes off. Brad stared at her in surprise and lust as he took in her lithe, toned body, flawless alabaster skin, and beautiful shaved pussy.

“Tick tock goes the clock,” she said. His eyes rolled back as they both said, in unison, “now it’s time to drop drop drop.”

She loved that he was learning enough to participate in his own demise, and that he loved it as much as he clearly did.  She crawled up onto the bed next to him and began to stroke and tease his cock, soon it was fully hard again, despite the orgasm that Greg, now Violet, had just given him.

“How far under my control do you want to be?” She asked him as she stroked.

Entranced as he was, he held nothing back. “I want to be completely under your control. I want to be yours and only yours with no way out. I want you to keep me as your diapered plaything forever.”

The answer was so much more than she expected but she could tell not only that it was all true but he had been thinking it all night. As he spoke the words his cock became even more erect, straining and turning red in her hands.

“Good,” she whispered, “that is what I want too.”

She let go of his cock and straddled him, slowly forcing herself down on his cock. She gasped with pleasure as she let it fully inside her. It was both longer and thicker than she realized, and she knew this wouldn’t be the last time she used it.

“I am going to start fucking you now. You will not cum until I said,” she started slowly lifting herself up on his cock, only to drop on it again. “As you become more and more aroused, as you feel the need to cum more and more, you will let your cock fill with all ideas of freedom. You will push all of your desire to choose, to be free, to be anything other than my submissive into your cock, and when you cum you will release all of that into me. All of your freedom, all of your choices. They belong to me. You will release them into me. Do you understand?”

“Yes,” Brad moaned as she rode him harder and harder. “I understand, Mommy.”

“Good boy.” She looked down at his soft body, glistening with sweat, and felt her own sweat as she plunged down on him over and over again. “Cum for me baby. Cum for me and be mine.”

As she said the words he exploded inside her and soon as he did so she felt him go limp beneath her. She dropped over top of him and wrapped her arms loosely around his neck.

“That was so fucking good, baby.” She nuzzled into him, knowing she had found not just one, but two slaves to diaper and use as she had always wanted. “I am going to use you like that over and over again. If you are lucky I might even let you remember it.”

He moaned into her as she continued to nuzzle him. “Now let’s get you into diapers and ready for bed.”

Later, as Brad slept in his diaper next to her, she imagined all that was going to happen. She couldn’t wait to march Violet into HR monday morning, in new clothes of course, to announce her transition. She decided that Brad was going to give his two weeks notice. She could replace him on the team with an intern who had performed particularly well and who had applied for a job. She felt oddly protective of Brad, learning what she had about him, but also a deeply possessive desire to keep him all to herself.

Violet was another matter altogether. She still wasn’t sure about it, but she hoped that as Greg’s misogyny faded into Violet’s obedience that she would find deep affection for her as well. If not, she could always gently pawn her off on another dominant. She was certain though that even if Greg didn’t fully know it now, he would be much happier as Violet.

She stretched in the bed and yawned, looking over at Brad, who had rolled to his side and was cuddling a pillow like it was a teddy bear, she stifled a laugh at that, it was beyond adorable. She made a mental note to buy him a new bear tomorrow when she took Violet shopping. The day had gone much further than she had intended when it had started out, but it was ending in a place she hoped to reach eventually anyway.

She looked over at Brad, and reached her hand down to her pussy and began fingering herself, sighing with pleasure. Now she wouldn’t even need her phone to see her favorite kind of boy, or favorite porn,she had it right in front of her and was planning on keeping him that way for a very long time.


I hope you enjoyed this latest foray into ABDL, hypnosis, and general depravity! Look out for what comes next in the adventures of Samantha, Violet, and Brad. I am looking forward to exploring these characters further for sure! In the meantime if you enjoyed this story you may enjoy these other stories of mine:

From College Student to Diapered Sissy: The Melodie Anne Story

Extreme Femdom Volume 1: From Man to Castrated Pet

Extreme Femdom Volume 2: Three Slaves
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