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Chapter 1:

 

They parked in his wife’s staff spot just outside of White Crest Hospital and Asylum. As the sedan came to a stop, Larry resisted the urge to put his hands on the glass and look up at the imposing walls.

White Crest Hospital existed as something of an anachronism. The facility was more than a century old. In spite of the renovations and meaningful wealth that flowed through this hospital, it still intimidated him even though his wife had a tremendous amount of power here. Maybe it was the cameras that constantly swiveled and shifted as they scanned for any errant patients. Maybe it was seeing the guard up ahead, a tall man with broad shoulders and a stun gun on his waist. Or maybe it was the simple knowledge that so many of the patients at White Crest didn’t want to be there. They were admitted because their family, friends, or the state decided they needed treatment. Or maybe he simply got nervous because he was about to step into his wife’s domain.

Larry glanced over at Katrina, the warden for White Crest. She had her hair tied back into a severe bun, and her black skirt and dark top gave her a sense of menacing authority. Whenever she looked out at the world, her gaze made one thing clear: she expected to be obeyed.

In this facility, the patients, orderlies, nurses, and doctors all understood who was in charge: Katrina.

“What you think she’s going to be like?” Larry asked as he stifled some of the nervous energy running through his body. When they first had his stepsister, Mary, admitted to White Crest, he had to ask about potential conflict of interest. Seriously, could Katrina have Mary there as one of the patients when she was in charge?

Katrina had smiled at him and told him it would be okay.

But now he got out, and she followed. Katrina quickly stepped ahead, which was easier for her considering she was five inches taller than her husband with his slight, lithe frame. While so many men could be proud of their rounded pectorals, broad shoulders, and thick biceps, Larry seemed somehow diminutive, especially in comparison to his wife.

Katrina stepped forward, her heels clicking against the concrete as they walked toward the staff entrance. She pulled out a metal key along with a plastic card.

Before they arrived, she glanced down at Larry. He hated when he had to turn his head up to see his wife’s expression; it always made him feel like a child, like he couldn’t possibly be in control or compete with her.

“I think she’s going to be fine,” she said.

“I still can’t believe it. I mean, she has always seemed so strong.”

“The patients here at White Crest aren’t weak,” Katrina said, quickly correcting her husband. “They just need help. Usually, it’s a question of perspective and framing.”

Larry didn’t really understand what that meant, but he nodded along anyway.

At the staff entrance, she swiped her card, inserted the key, and the door opened after three audible clicks.

Another shiver ran down Larry’s back. Three clicks meant three locks. The employees of White Crest were serious about security.

The warden glanced back down at her husband, and she easily guessed his thoughts. She had an unnerving way of figuring out exactly what he was thinking, “We have never lost a patient.”

“You mean no one has ever escaped?”

“Never,” she said. Somehow, he didn’t find this reassuring.

But then Larry, just needed to remember that they were here to visit his stepsister and make sure she was okay.

Mary.

They quickly passed through the employee areas. They walked by a file room, a break area, and a space filled with lockers. Moments later, they headed by several offices. He saw both male and female doctors working at their computers as they typed up charts and made notes about their patients’ progress.

His stepsister was a beautiful woman with dark brown, shoulder-length hair. There was something more about her smile, plus she had an amazing body. As her stepbrother, Larry knew he wasn’t supposed to notice this sort of thing, but he couldn’t help it. There had been those moments when he glanced in her direction, only to see her stretch her hands above her head or lean forward, and he wondered what it would be like to brush his fingers through her hair, down her neck, or along her chest.

With a quick shake of his head, he remembered that they were in an asylum. Before he heard of White Crest, he always assumed that word had gotten out of fashion, to be replaced by something like “institution” or “hospital”. Technically, Katrina had the authority to change the name, but she thought asylum carried the right sense of gravitas and power.

After all, many of the patients here really did crave escape.

Larry tried not to think about that.

They continued walking, navigating the long halls. Every few seconds, someone nodded or said hello to Katrina. Occasionally, they stopped, but no one paid much attention to Larry. Yes, they had met, but he didn’t have anything to say. Besides, his wife was the warden; she was the one they needed to impress.

A few of the nurses walked over to Katrina, they hugged, and then they glanced over at Larry. Did their lips curl back with something like disgust? Did one of the girls just smile at him, almost as though he was Katrina’s pet?

No, that had to be his imagination.

Right?

Larry didn’t pay much attention to what they talked about. Instead, he let his mind drift back to that conversation at home.

Katrina and his stepsister had gotten close. They went out shopping, to lunch, and they had a lot of fun together. Larry didn’t even mind that they never invited him, largely because he enjoyed having some peace and quiet at home. If this gave him some time to mess around online or relax with a book, then he had to view their friendship as a good thing.

But there was that afternoon when Katrina sat down with her husband. She took him by the hand, looked into his eyes, and said, “I’m worried about Mary. I think there is something going on with her.”

“Oh? Like what?”

“You don’t see it because I think she’s trying to hide it from you. You’re her stepbrother, and she doesn’t want to show weakness in front of you, but she has been very upset lately.”

“She told you this?”

“I’m a woman,” Katrina said. “I’m more intuitive than you are.”

Larry didn’t disagree, especially since he didn’t have an important job like her. He didn’t manage or supervise anyone. No one referred to Larry as a boss or an authority figure. Most of the time, this didn’t bother him, but he knew about the kind of control his wife his wife wielded at the asylum, and he wondered if maybe he should have tried harder.

Katrina continued, “This is going to be good for Mary.”

“What?”

“I’m going to admit her to White Crest.”

“You can’t be serious. Shouldn’t we try something simpler first?”

“No, no,” she said.

“But we at least have to discuss it with her,” he insisted.

“Sure thing,” said the warden.

That same afternoon, the three of them met up, and they gathered in the living room. Larry kept glancing over at his stepsister. Every few seconds, he wondered if Mary understood what this was all about. Katrina had that incredibly forceful personality, a brazen charisma, and the drive to succeed no matter what. When she made up her mind, few people could deter her.

But this? This seemed incredible. White Crest was almost more of a prison than a hospital, and Katrina wanted to bring Mary there?

There was no way his stepsister would go along with it.

But then Katrina started speaking, “I know you have been having some trouble lately, so I think you should check-in at White Crest. You know me. I would take care of you; I would make sure you got everything you needed.”

Mary glanced at her stepbrother, then back to his wife. She straightened her back, took a slow breath, and then she nodded. “Okay. I think that would be a good idea.”

“What?” Larry had asked, unable to hide the confusion rippling in his voice. “Are you sure about that? Do you even know what you’re saying?”

“White Crest is a great facility,” Mary replied. “They can give me everything I need.”

“It’s a mental hospital!”

“It’s an asylum,” Katrina corrected him, but he didn’t know the difference, and he didn’t care either.

For a moment, Larry reached out, and he was about to take Mary’s hand between his. But then he stopped himself because they had never been that close. Instead, he just looked at her and said, “Mary, just stop and think about this for a minute. Really think about it.”

“I have,” she said.

“You know, once you admit yourself there, you won’t be able to leave. It will be up to the doctors to decide when you have been cured.”

“Yes?” Mary made it sound normal.

Larry nibbled on the inside of his mouth for a few seconds. Hot worry coursed through his body.

“Larry,” Katrina said flatly, “I think it’s clear that Mary here knows what is best for her. Come along, dear.” She held out her hand, but it wasn’t aimed at her husband. On the contrary, she seemed far more interested in Mary.

Just a short time later, Mary had left. Katrina packed her bags, and the two women disappeared down the road. As they left, Larry kept trying to figure all of this out, yet it made no sense to him.

And now they were visiting her.

Larry and Katrina passed by another guard station. They walked through one locking gate after another. Of course, Katrina’s key card got them through each one without any difficulty. They didn’t even need to wear visitor badges.

“Don’t be scared,” Katrina said as she glanced back at her husband. “Everyone here knows you.”

“Right,” he said. There she did it again, guessing his thoughts with hardly any effort.

As they continued to navigate the sprawling hospital, he saw different patients, all of whom were bound in one way or another. After a little while, something occurred to him: most of the patients here looked like young women. Not only that, they were pretty.

Obviously, they didn’t wear makeup, but there was something about the sharp contours of their cheeks, their wavy hair, and their deep eyes and red lips. Or maybe seeing all of these women, bound and helpless, triggered something within him. He tried not to contemplate it even as he found himself checking out another patient. She looked like a young woman, just eighteen or nineteen with wavy brown hair. Her arms were trapped against her chest as she followed one of the orderlies. A black leather collar encircled her neck, and the guard held a leash as he sauntered forward.

Larry had to actively resist the urge to turn around and check her out.

Later, he saw another woman strapped to a gurney. This one wasn’t nearly as docile. She kept squirming against her restraints, panting and calling out, “You don’t understand! I don’t belong here! There’s nothing wrong with me! Please, just call my wife! I know that if I could talk to her, I could convince her to let me go!”

Her wife?

Larry didn’t understand, but then he reminded himself of where he was, and he decided to stay close to his wife as they headed deeper and deeper into the facility. Before long, they stopped in front of a metal door with a small window.

Larry wanted to get onto his toes and peer inside, but something held him back. His wife swiped her card, the light above the door shifted from red to green, and he heard the next click of the lock. She grabbed the handle, turned it, and she opened the door.

“You can go in first,” Katrina said. “I think it will be good for you.”

“Yeah…” Larry knew he had to be the man. Besides, this was his stepsister they were talking about.

He had no idea what crossing the threshold would really mean.

 

Larry stepped into the room. He saw the bed, the leather restraints with their padded interiors, the soft walls, and the smooth floor. Seated on the bed, Mary looked up at him.

“Hi, Larry,” she said. “Or should I call you Lexi from now on?”

Before he could ask what she meant, the orderlies stepped forward from the sides, just past his line of sight. They grabbed him, knocked him to the floor, and started stripping him. They pulled off his shirt, his shoes, and his socks. Frantic, Larry tried to shout out, to snarl something.

These men were both tall, each one built with more than six feet of muscle. His pathetically lithe frame couldn’t possibly compete.

Still, he tried to punch and kick his way out.

He didn’t score any hits, not when these men knew exactly what they were doing. They had no problem stripping Larry.

Then he remembered Katrina. “There’s been a mistake! Tell them to let me go!”

“A mistake? Really? This is Todd and Joseph, two of my best men. They know exactly what they’re doing,” she said.

The orderlies finished stripping him. They peeled off his pants and boxers. Now he was naked, and they glanced down. One of the guys snorted, probably because he saw just how small and pathetic Larry really was.

But it was Mary who rose from her spot on the edge of the bed and sauntered over to him. With her hands held behind her back, she leaned down.

For just a moment, Larry glanced along the curves of her breasts and up toward her cleavage. Despite the adrenaline pumping through his body and the fear coursing along his veins, he couldn’t help himself.

Then she lifted her foot and put it right down along his sternum.

“Larry, Larry, Larry,” she began. “Did you really think I would need to come here? Did you really think I was going to need to be in an asylum?”

“What’s going on?” A moment later, he finally answered her, “Mary, please! I didn’t know what to think!” Very honestly, he told everyone in the room, “I still don’t know what to think!”

A bright, crystalline sound emanated from behind him. His wife; Katrina. She was laughing at him.

“First off,” Mary said, “I want you to know that we have thought about this for a long time. There weren’t any quick decisions here. And judging by the junk between your legs, I can see why your wife needed to find comfort with someone else.”

Mary shook her head from side to side.

Larry couldn’t explain it, but he squirmed harder and realized something: his shaft stiffened. It had to be some kind of primal reaction, a reflex. And yet, when he looked down along the length of his body, he saw the few inches of his manhood.

“How do you think you could ever satisfy your wife with something so small?” Mary teased. “I mean, when you got married, I always assumed you were with a woman like Katrina because of some wild talent in the bedroom. But look at that. You couldn’t satisfy a woman with something so tiny.”

Squinting down toward his crotch, she lifted her thumb and forefinger as though trying to understand just how little his boy part could be. “Eensy weensy, teeny tiny!” She squeaked through every demeaning syllable as she started to laugh at her stepbrother. “Oh well. Anyway, they are going to be able to help you here.”

“Help me?”

Katrina stepped forward, and she grinned down at him, “Larry, you and I need to have a little talk.”

“Talk? What are you saying?”

“But you know, first, I think we should get you properly equipped.” Katrina glanced over at the orderlies, “Todd, Joseph, you think you could make my husband more comfortable?”

Comfortable? He didn’t need to be comfortable!

But the powerful men raised him up, carrying him like he weighed nothing at all. Larry had never felt so small, dainty, or helpless, especially when they just lifted him and shoved him down onto the mattress. One of the guys, maybe Todd, pressed his wrists down to the bed. In the meantime, the other man left the room for a minute.

Larry turned back to his wife. “Let me go! Please, just tell me what’s going on!”

“Don’t worry,” Katrina said. “We are going to fix you. We’re going to cure you.”

“Cure me? What are you even talking about? We are here to visit Mary!”

“He still hasn’t figured it out,” Mary said, glancing over at his wife. His eyes bounced from one beautiful woman to the other, only he still couldn’t put the pieces together.

“This might help you, Larry,” Katrina said. The warden of White Crest stepped forward, she reached out, and she gently took Mary’s hand in her own.

Mary was supposed to look confused; she was supposed to be disoriented and uncertain about all of this. Instead, she stepped toward his wife, and that’s when the two women embraced. Katrina cupped Mary’s soft cheeks between her hands as she leaned in and kissed her.

His shaft twitched again.

Seeing something like this was truly amazing, but he didn’t know how to process it. They were just friends. Why were they kissing?

But that wasn’t all that happened.

They pressed their bodies against one another. Within moments, they were both panting and moaning. Hot ecstasy roiled between the lovers as they enjoyed being close to one another.

Finally, Katrina pulled away just as Joseph returned. He had a tote bag, he lowered it to the bed, unzipped it, and he pulled out a white, canvas garment.

When Larry saw the straitjacket, he glanced over at the warden, “No! No way! You’re not getting that on me!”

“So adorable,” Katrina said. “You’re cute when you’re wrong.”

The two orderlies grabbed his wrists, shoved them into the sleeves, yanked the straps around behind his back and worked the buckles. Another strap was pulled between his legs, ensuring he wouldn’t be able to wiggle or squirm out of his restraints.

“Katrina,” he kept calling out. “Please, tell them what’s going on! Explain it to them! Tell them this is some sort of mistake!”

“But Larry,” Katrina said with a little smirk tugging at the corners of her mouth, “This isn’t a mistake.”

“This can’t be happening!”

Katrina nodded toward one of the men. “Go ahead and gag him before you put the chastity cage on. I want to make sure he listens.”

“He?” Mary asked flirtatiously.

“That’s right,” Katrina replied. “Make sure she’s gagged before you put the chastity cage on. We need to be sure she listens to us.”

Larry still couldn’t comprehend what any of this was supposed to mean. His brain scrambled, but he couldn’t put the pieces together.

Joseph reached into the bag. While Todd held him down, the other orderly held up the chastity belt. Larry only saw the curved ring of metal, the shining steel cage, and the attachment took a few seconds.

“Should we use the butt plug, ma’am?”

“Absolutely,” Katrina said. “We might as well get started on the anal training now.”

Anal training?

Before Larry could say anything, Joseph took out the gag. It looked simple, just a white rubber ball and a set of black straps. As Larry made the mistake of opening his mouth and trying to talk to these people, the orderly stuffed the rubber sphere between his teeth. Suddenly, he felt like he was gagging, especially because the ball was bigger than he first expected. It held his jaws open and made it impossible for him to speak. Straps were tugged tight along his cheeks and locked together near the back of his head. His tongue shot up against the rounded curves, but he couldn’t push it free, no matter how hard he tried.

“Now the belt,” instructed Katrina.

Todd pulled a strap across his chest, making sure their patient wouldn’t be able to get up. Yes, he could flail with his legs, but his arms remained trapped in the straitjacket, meaning he couldn’t get free, no matter how hard he tried.

In the meantime, Katrina and Mary watched.

Larry turned his head to the side, and he saw Todd squirt some kind of white gel into the palm of his hand before he rubbed it along another part of the chastity belt.

What was that? What was anal training?

By this point, some of the excitement had drained away from his body, so his shaft softened.

The orderlies worked with expert precision, grabbing his legs, lifting his buttocks up, and shoving the plug in. With the smooth lubricant coating the rounded tip, they had no problem inserting that toy between his butt cheeks. The violation made his eyes widen and water at the same time. He whimpered and moaned through his gag, but the women and men in the room ignored his muffled pleas.

As the plug invaded his opening, they engaged the chastity lock. They shoved his miniscule shaft into the cage, right before one of the orderlies pulled out a pair of rubber ties. Larry only caught a glimpse of this next piece, but he howled out as they were tightened around his testicles. His balls ached instantly and the pain pulsed from deep within his core all the way to his extremities, but no one listened to his cries of dismay.

Finally, the orderlies stepped away just as Joseph asked, “Ma’am, would you like the honors?” He held up the lock.

It was the lock for the chastity belt.

At first, Larry squirmed against the canvas bonds of his straitjacket. He pulled and twisted his body from side to side as he struggled to free himself. With every moment, he hoped he might get to hear the sound of tearing fabric.

Nothing helped.

“Ladies and gentlemen, can you give me some time alone with my husband?” Katrina asked.

“Are you sure?” Mary wanted to know, but the orderlies had already evacuated to the hallway.

“This is something only a husband and wife should share,” she said.

Larry stopped struggling now. He looked up at her and hoped for some kind of rational explanation, like she might tell him something which could make all of this seem reasonable.

Mary scurried out of the room, and Katrina reached down. She touched his cheek with the back of her hand and tilted her head to the side, “I want you to know that I’m doing this for your own good.”

Doing this? Doing what?

“Larry, I don’t think you are supposed to be a man. No. You’re not big enough or strong enough or impressive enough. You’re not like Todd or Joseph. Those are real men.” The corners of her mouth twitched upward. “Of course, if the new administration has its way, then even those boys might not last for much longer.”

What was she talking about?

Katrina refocused on her husband. “You’re going to stay here as a patient, Lexi.”

“But my name is Larry!” the newly acquired patient tried to tell her.

“As Lexi, you’re going to go through a very strenuous treatment, but it’s going to be so good for you. You won’t have to worry about your pathetically tiny little penis, your short height, or your slim build. Face it. You’re going to be so much better off as a pretty girl.”

A pretty girl? What was she talking about?

“That’s why you’re going to spend some time in some special boots, in a special corset, and with some very special doctors.” She patted him on the head.

“Oh, and when you disobey, you’ll be punished. It’s okay. Would you like a taste?”

He shook his head, but Katrina reached into her pocket, and she pulled out her phone. He had no idea about the kind of app that had been designed to control the plug between his butt cheeks. She slid her finger across the screen to set the scale. Once she decided this would be painful enough for her husband, she gave him his first taste of electricity.

By tapping the green icon on her screen, she activated the butt plug.

It was humiliating, and it would begin the process of stretching his muscles, but it had another effect as well.

The plug suddenly became electrified, shooting hot waves of energy straight into his body.

“Think this is electroshock therapy,” she said. “It’s just one of the many treatment options we have here at White Crest!”

Of course, Larry didn’t hear any of those words, not while he shouted and screamed into his gag.

“By the way, I want you to know that you don’t have to worry about your job, your family, your friends, or any of that. While you’re here, you can just focus entirely on getting better and learning how to be a really pretty, sweet, docile, and obedient girl for me.”

Girl for her?

Katrina’s words kept echoing inside of his head as he tried to keep up and process everything she told him.

“Don’t worry,” Katrina said. “I’m going to let everyone know that you needed to go on a little vacation. You needed a break. You weren’t feeling like yourself, so no one is going to worry about you or come looking for you. Isn’t that nice?”

She stroked his cheek, his hair, and she grinned down at him. “Oh, and don’t even worry about the records here. You see, you are going to take Mary’s place. That’s why we had her admitted here in the first place. Plus, you were foolish enough to walk in here on your own this way. I mean, Joseph and Todd could have picked you up at home. And yeah, maybe you would have fought or whatever, but this is so much simpler. Now, Dr. Olivia will come check on you along with some of the nurses, and they will make sure you get all of the loving care and attention you need.”

“Don’t do this! Please!”

She patted him on the head.

“Don’t worry. You’ll get used to the diapers in no time.”

 

His eyes stayed wet as he laid there in Mary’s room. Every few seconds, he tried to believe that this was some kind of weird delusion, so if he just closed his eyes and focused, he would open them again, only to find himself back in the bedroom he shared with his gorgeous wife.

But no, that never happened.

Even with his eyes closed, he couldn’t ignore the pain between his legs. The cords cut down into his balls’ circulation. The throbbing he may have dealt with somewhat, but the pain never really went away.

Then there were those bouts of rage.

Still gagged, he grunted, yanked, and tried to get up. His heels could still kick through the air, not that it did any good.

After one of these outbursts, the door opened as he panted, and he saw his first nurse.

“Hi, Lexi!” she chirped with the excitement of an overcaffeinated cheerleader. She hopped in front of him. He only had a second to see this nurse in her white shoes, pearlescent stockings, and snug uniform. “My name is Nurse Cindy.”

“And I’m Nurse Isabel,” said the next woman. She wore a matching uniform, only she had her black hair tied back into a bun, much like Katrina’s had been.

“And I’m Dr. Olivia,” came the final guest.

A woman in form-fitting black pants, a lavender blouse, and a white lab coat sauntered into the room. She held onto a tablet and smiled before glancing down at the screen, “Lexi. It’s a pleasure to meet you.”

“That’s not my name!” Larry fought to snarl through the big, round, rubber gag. Simultaneously, he tugged and twisted against his restraints.

The doctor made a point of looking down at her tablet, scrolling across the information, and chuckling. “Oh, so I see that denial is an issue here,” she finally decided because he kept fighting. “Don’t worry. With a strict course of treatment, you will start to feel a lot better. I promise you that we will take very good care of you, isn’t that right, girls?”

“Absolutely!” chirped the nurses in unison.

“Now, we need to get you ready for your treatment,” Dr. Olivia said.

She stood over him, held the tablet behind her back, and gazed down at her helpless patient.

Their eyes met for a moment, and Larry worked hard to try to figure out what kind of woman Dr. Olivia really was. What did she believe? What did she know about him and his captivity here?

“Oh,” she added after another second or two. “I’m good friends with your wife. I promised her we would take great care of you. Now, let’s get the sedatives ready.”

One of the nurses reached down into her pocket, and she drew out several syringes, each one safe in a sealed, plastic pouch. Nurse Isabel tore open one and handed it to her colleague.

Nurse Cindy stepped forward, and she pulled out her own equipment.

Larry could only watch as the women approached. What were they going to do to him? What did they have in mind?

He tried to whimper through his gag, but the medical staff here had decided he didn’t deserve speaking privileges.

“Get his legs,” Dr. Olivia ordered.

The nurses set their equipment aside, grabbed his legs, spread them, and slipped them into the medical grade restraints. The soft fabric squeezed against his ankles as they pulled the straps tight. Sure, he tried to kick his way free, but these nurses knew what they were doing. They may have looked like petite young women, but they were practiced and strong.

They strapped him down within the course of just a few seconds.

And when they finished, his inner thighs were exposed. He couldn’t bring his legs together, no matter how hard he tried.

Nurse Isabel pulled a small bottle of rubbing alcohol, dampened a cotton swab, and rubbed it along his inner thigh. He didn’t understand what was going on. Did they want to give him a shot?

Dr. Olivia smiled down at him. She could guess what he was thinking and said, “Since your arms and biceps aren’t available, we’re going to have to give you a shot down here,” she said, reaching between his legs and brushing one scarlet fingernail down along his skin. As she scratched him, he shivered with a mix of wonder and worry.

Being close to these beautiful women turned him on; his shaft twitched inside of his cage, but it didn’t do any good, especially with the strap over his torso, the straitjacket restraining his arms, and the bonds holding his legs down. Utterly helpless in this hospital, he could wiggle and squirm, but he couldn’t stop them.

Nurse Isabel picked up the syringe, she aimed it for his inner thigh now that it had been properly decontaminated, and then he felt the prick of the needle. She pushed down on the plunger, and he waited for some immediate effect.

Nothing happened instantly.

Larry was actually grateful for this, but just as he started to relax, his eyes began to get heavy.

“Second dose,” said the doctor.

Nurse Cindy gave Nurse Isabel another one of the syringes.

The nurse aimed this second shot for his inner thigh again. He felt another pinch, the quick stab of the needle, and she pushed the chemicals down, right into his bloodstream.

He tried to whimper, but he couldn’t.

“Don’t worry,” said the doctor. “We’re going to wait a minute here. Once the sedatives kick in, we can take you in for your first treatment before we get you properly equipped.”

“Properly equipped?” Larry tried to ask.

He closed his eyes for a second, saw stars along the insides of his eyelids, then peered out at the women again.

All three of them exuded this wonderful certainty as they stood over their patient. It was clear they knew who he was and what he needed. They knew how to take care of him.

Dr. Olivia smiled, “That’s right. You need a corset, boots, and a diaper. You see, your treatment will include induced incontinence.”

He tried to think through those words and understand what they meant, but his brain stubbornly refused to fit the different sounds into a coherent sentence. He couldn’t find any kind of meaning.

That’s when the nurses released him from his restraints. He didn’t struggle.

They slipped a collar around his neck, just like the one he had seen on that other girl out in the hall. Next, they put him on a leash. When they tugged, guiding him by the lead, Larry felt the instinctive desire to simply follow.

Dr. Olivia led the way as Nurse Cindy grinned at him, took the leash, tugged, and followed her superior. Nurse Isabel walked behind them.

They traversed several hallways, but Larry couldn’t understand what was happening. He would blink, open his eyes again, and suddenly it felt like they were in a different hallway or corridor. Everything seemed stretched and disorienting. It was easy to listen, relax, and let these women guide him.

Clearly, they knew what they were doing.

Dr. Olivia used her key card, and another red light over a metal door flickered before shifting to green. That’s when he saw the laser hair removal chamber.

Larry couldn’t know that’s what this space was really called, but they pulled him out of his straitjacket, took the collar off of him, and pushed him down onto a soft, squishy table.

The nurses went to work immediately, spreading his arms and legs before slipping them into a tight set of manacles. As the restraints locked into place, he knew he was helpless.

Again.

But he should have struggled, right?

They didn’t remove the gag, but Larry couldn’t think of anything to say either.

“A full procedure, Dr. Olivia?” asked Nurse Isabel.

“Absolutely,” said the doctor. “We want this girl smooth from her eyebrows down.”

Girl?

Larry wasn’t a girl.

“Don’t worry. By removing your body hair, we strip you of a sign of masculine identity. We make it easier for you to accept your new life. Of course, it’ll be easier once these are gone,” the doctor said with a little chuckle as she reached down and stroked his balls. The jolt of pain flashed through him, yet it still seemed far away. The tight bands around his scrotum had clearly cut off most circulation.

“Nod your head if you’re ready for this, Lexi.”

Something about the drugs prompted his good behavior, so he dipped his head down and up again.

He glanced up, and that’s when he saw the mechanism. The laser really did look like something out of a science fiction movie. He saw the barrel as the tip started to turn a pale shade of red. It brightened with every few seconds until the red light flashed down along his shin, working its way up.

“And don’t worry your pretty little head,” said the doctor. As she used this condescending tone, she told him, “This is completely permanent. Once we are done with you, your wife will never have to worry about shaving you. I’m sure she’s going to love touching your sweetly smooth body. You’ll be just like a girl!”

She was a doctor; she wasn’t supposed to sound so cheerful. She should have carried herself with some sense of gravitas. Those thoughts slowly drifted through Larry’s head as the laser worked its magic. Using engineering and biochemical principles he couldn’t possibly understand, the laser killed those follicles, making sure he’d be nice and smooth just as the doctor promised.

As the laser worked, Larry knew he needed to struggle. He needed to fight.

He couldn’t.

The drugs had been perfectly calibrated to ensure his docility.

Way deep down, hidden somewhere in the depths of his psyche, he was scared because he understood just how powerful these sedatives could be. They relaxed him, making it easy for him to succumb.

Then it felt like he blinked, and the red light worked its way up along his neck and under his throat. When he glanced toward the laser, he saw the mechanism had shifted. It could move around to adjust to get the right angle.

They finished with his front side, rolled him over, and repeated the process. The same tingling warmth spread through his body as he lost all of the hair that marked him as a male.

“Very nice,” Dr. Olivia. You know, aside from this,” she rested one hand on his genitals, “It would be easy for me to see you as a young girl. Just a few surgeries, and you’re going to look so much better.”

Through the drug-induced haze, he couldn’t ask about those surgeries. He didn’t know how to put the ideas together.

“Okay, ladies. Let’s get him equipped, then we can put him down for his nap.”

 

They took him into another room.

Even with his eyes open, he didn’t register the different cabinets and lockers filled with different styles of gear. They started with the corset: pink, leather, and tight. They wrapped it around his torso, pulled it tight at his waist, and suddenly he could barely breathe.

The sedatives made his lungs feel unimportant, but the women still giggled as they secured the buckles. Next, they lifted his legs, first the right, then the left, and they slipped him down into these strange, matching pink, ballet boots. They were locked on. They were secured with padlocks.

From there, they pushed him down onto an exam bench, they spread his legs, lifted the boots, and that’s when Nurse Isabel held up something white and pristine for him to see.

“You know what this is?” He didn’t answer; he still couldn’t, not with the drugs in his system and the gag in his mouth.

“It’s your diaper,” she said. “You see, your wife decided that she wants you to be utterly helpless. You know what that means? It means you won’t have any kind of control over any part of your body.”

“Please stop teasing her patient,” Dr. Olivia said to her associate, only she was smiling, and there wasn’t any genuine concern in her voice. Of course, they could tease Larry. He was their patient, little more than a plaything for these medical professionals to use. So long as they fulfilled the warden’s wishes, they could do whatever they liked along the way.

Locked in the corset, ballet boots, and now with a diaper between his legs, they slid his arms back into the straitjacket, attached the leash, and guided their patient back to his room. Just staying up on the tips of his ballet boots felt like a special kind of torture.

This time, they didn’t strap him into the bed. Instead, Doctor Olivia looked into his glazed eyes, and she said, “This is going to be so good for you. Yes, it is. You’re going to learn to behave. After all, you’re going to need some behavioral training as well. But by the time we’re done, you’re going to be the sweetest, most obedient little girl ever. Isn’t that right, Lexi?”

Maybe some of the sedatives had faded from his body because he shook his head.

“Oh? No? Is there something you want to say to me?”

Dr. Olivia nodded toward Nurse Cindy. The cute blonde stepped forward, unbuckled his gag, and pulled the ball from between his teeth.

“My wife…” Larry started to say.

“Your wife put you here,” the doctor told him. Still, he didn’t believe it.

“Not only that, she made some recommendations for your treatment. According to her, you weren’t much of a husband, so you’re going to be much better off like this. You’re going to stay here until we decide that you have been properly corrected and treated. And by the time we’re done, you’re going to be this sweet, sexy, diaper-dependent plaything for the warden.”

He shook his head again.

“Oh, yes. Definitely. And just wait until tomorrow. You’re going to get regular enemas. And we won’t just use saline, Lexi. Just wait until you feel the stinging bite of ginger or chili extract. Just wait until you are left hanging for hours on end. And that’s when we aren’t even training you. Those orderlies are going to have a lot of fun with you, Lexi. By the time we finish, you’ll be such a sexy little cocksucker. It won’t be long before you look so sweet, especially once we put your extensions in. You already have the face of a little girl. Frankly, I don’t know why your wife picked you in the first place, especially considering how underwhelming you are between your legs.”

“I, I…”

“As you go through your treatment, never forget that your wife picked someone else. She wanted someone better than you. But don’t worry. She’s still keeping you. She just doesn’t want a man. She wants you as a sweet, feminized slave, diapered and completely under her control. She wants to own every inch of you so completely that you don’t even remember what it was like to be a man.” The doctor really couldn’t help herself, “Then again, you were never much of a male. So losing those won’t be a big deal.”

She glanced down toward his crotch.

Larry struggled to keep up, but the lingering drugs made it difficult.

“You weren’t smart enough to get away, so now you belong to your wife, Lexi. Now, I’m just going to ask you one question. What’s your name?”

“Larry,” he said automatically. It was a question he had answered so many times in his life that he didn’t need to think about it.

The doctor didn’t nod to one of her associates. Instead, the nurses both had their controllers out that had been hidden within their pockets. One of the girls tapped the button, and that’s when his butt plug engaged, shocking him.

He twitched, he yanked on the bonds of his straitjacket, and faltered.

His doctor and nurses laughed. Their gleeful chorus beat down against him until they threw him back in his cell.

 

To be continued…




The Warden’s Property




Chapter 2:

 

Larry had an hour to himself, an hour in his cell where he could wiggle, squirm, and struggle against his straitjacket. At first, he just leaned there against the edge of his bed, the only piece of furniture in his cell.

Then he got up, he wobbled on the tips of his ballet boots and tottered on the leather footwear. With every mincing step he took, he felt utterly humiliated, especially because there was the crinkle of plastic between his legs.

They hadn’t gagged him again, but Larry couldn’t summon the courage to call out for help. After everything Dr. Olivia said to him, he had to wonder if maybe they were telling the truth. Was it possible? Had Katrina really tricked him into coming here?

No. Something else had to be going on. He worked so hard to come up with another explanation…

But she came with him!

His wife saw him as they locked into a straitjacket and tied him down.

But she wouldn’t really want him to have that band between his legs, would she? This patient struggled so hard not to think about it, but he knew what those bands could do to his testicles, especially because they were so, so painfully tight!

Larry paced back and forth until he got tired. Then he leaned against of the bed, and he tried to free himself from the straitjacket. With the corset underneath, squeezing at his lungs, he knew he didn’t stand a chance.

The door opened, and he felt a blast of electricity. It emanated from the butt plug built into his chastity belt. The voltage surged through his body, zapping him and knocking him down to his back. His toes kicked out through the air.

His vision cleared, and he saw Nurse Isabel standing over him.

“I want you to know that I can be very ferocious when I need to be. That was just a taste, a little reminder to ensure your good behavior. Now, Lexi, will you be a good girl for me?”

Larry stayed down, uncertain of how to answer. This girl was probably several years younger than him. Even so, she had no problem asserting her authority because she was a nurse and he was trapped in her care. As far as she was concerned, he was nothing but a patient in need of feminization.

“Can I talk to my wife?” Larry intended for those words to sound domineering and confident. Instead, they squeaked from his mouth. The pitch of his voice was higher than he expected. But why?

“No,” she said. “The warden isn’t interested in seeing you right now. You can, however, promise that you’ll be a good girl for me, Lexi.”

“I’m not a girl!” Larry shrieked back. He still didn’t understand why his voice sounded so high. When he spoke, he didn’t have the deep tones of a man. Instead, he really sounded like a girl!

“You sound like one to me,” she said. Then she made a show of pulling out her phone, lifting one finger, and touching it to the screen.

Larry tried to sit up, to lunge forward, to stop her, especially since he knew what was coming.

The butt plug shocked him again. He managed to get up, but he stumbled forward, and that’s when Nurse Isabel grabbed him by his collar, turned him around, and bent him over his bed.

She didn’t go for the diaper. That thick padding would’ve obviously made it impossible to really make a spanking sting.

But she knew what to do.

She aimed for a spot just beneath the plastic, and she struck hard.

As she stripped him, he whimpered through the humiliation. This wasn’t supposed to happen! Some girl like Nurse Isabel wasn’t supposed to be able to manhandle him. Granted, he had always been small and petite with a frame better suited for a young woman, but people still recognized him as male. They still gave him some of that respect men unconsciously enjoyed.

He let out a squeak of dismay.

“That wasn’t very good,” Nurse Isabel said, clearly disappointed with her own performance.

She aimed again, picked a different angle, and struck twice as hard.

This time, Larry cried out.

“You squeal like a girl,” Nurse Isabel said. “I’m sure the doctor will be very pleased.”

Larry reflexively tried to shove himself off of the bed. He struggled as hard as he could, but with his arms trapped at his chest, he couldn’t get the right balance.

Nurse Isabel spanked him three more times. Suddenly, his strength dissipated. He felt completely drained and utterly weak in front of this young woman.

Before long, the curves along the back of his legs became inflamed, bright shades of pink and red as she slapped his exposed skin.

Then she finally pulled away, and he tentatively rose up. Getting his balance proved to be difficult, but he turned around and looked at her, but he couldn’t meet her gaze for long.

“Are you ready to use that diaper?” Nurse Isabel asked.

 

His answer obviously didn’t matter.

She grabbed him by his collar, attached the leash, and escorted him down the hall to another room. When he saw the bar overhead and the drain in the middle of the space, he didn’t know what to think or anticipate. He couldn’t plan for something like this.

Nurse Isabel told him, “We’re going to start with something very simple, just a saline solution. It’s going to be cold, and you’re not going to like it, but that’s okay. It’s all a part of your treatment. Tell me you understand, Lexi.”

“I understand,” he said, cowed after his spanking.

“Good girl,” she replied as she patted him on the head.

His nostrils twitched, but he couldn’t resist. She walked him over into the middle of the room, grabbed the leash, and connected it to the bar overhead. Once she pulled it tight and tied it on, she looked at him and said, “It must be hard to be this helpless. I mean, just look at you. You can’t get away. You can’t do anything, can you?”

Larry said nothing. “Tell me you’re powerless,” she ordered.

Larry still refused to answer.

She pulled out her device, and she shocked him once, twice, three times in quick succession. The hot pain flashed through his body as those currents danced between his nerves. The volts shot from the butt plug and spread to every other nerve.

He tried to catch his breath, but the corset made that almost impossible. With the restrictive, impossible strong material around his chest, he just couldn’t get enough air into his lungs.

“Tell me you’re helpless,” Nurse Isabel commanded again.

“I’m helpless!”

She patted him on the head, loosened the strap from his straitjacket between his legs, and she pulled down his diaper. From there, she worked on his chastity belt.

He didn’t know how the different components worked, but suddenly the butt plug was pulled from between his cheeks. He tried to tense his muscles, but they felt loose, like he had lost some kind of control.

“If you start complaining, I’ll gag you,” she promised.

Larry believed her.

She patted him on the head again, and he glared at her.

It didn’t matter because she skipped out of the room. Left alone, he wondered if he could try to take this opportunity to escape. But then he remembered that point his wife loved to make: no one had ever escaped White Crest. Once someone was admitted, they could only leave with the permission from the treating physician and the Warden, Katrina herself.

Before Larry could try to come up with some sort of plan, the door opened again. He tried to turn around, but it was difficult on his ballet boots.

He saw the nurse come in, and she was pushing some sort of cart.

“Turn around, Lexi.”

Lexi.

Larry want to hate this name with every fiber of his being, but it sounded cute and sexy. He had always hated it when people teased him about being smaller than his wife, but maybe some part of him secretly enjoyed his new name.

But then he shook his head, dislodge to those thoughts, and fought against the idea that these people can control him. He was his own man! And once he got out of here, he would have a serious discussion with his wife!

The nurse worked in silence for a little while. Then she walked up to him, put one gloved hand against his backside, separated his butt cheeks, and pushed something into him.

The tube penetrated him, sliding into his opening as he tried to clench down. But hours of anal training had loosened his muscles, making it harder for him to fight her.

With the tube in place, she stepped back, turned on a pump, and that’s when he felt the cold a solution in fate his body. Simultaneously, she pulled up his diaper, making sure it was nice and secure around his waist and between his legs.

Nurse Isabel stepped back in front of him. She looked up and down the length of his body as she went through her mental checklist.

“Very nice,” she finally decided. “I think I can come back in a little while.”

“Wait. What you doing to me?”

“Don’t worry,” she said. “It’s just saline. And maybe something a little special.”

He didn’t understand what that meant, but she wasn’t about to tell him. She stepped past the bound patient, left to the room, and closed the door behind her. He didn’t hear the click of a lock.

The cold liquid continued to pump steadily into his body.

It stopped. He clenched down.

He struggled so hard to keep his muscles tight, but he could feel that weakness.

Clenching his eyes shut, he knew he could hold his muscles like this for a little while. But how long? That was the real question he faced.

 

Larry allowed his thoughts to drift for just a moment, his body relaxed, and he filled his diaper.

The hot, wet mess soaked into the absorbent liner, he bowed his head down, clenched his eyes shut, and tried to lock his body again, but it didn’t do any good. They forced him to cross this line, to discard another shred of his self-respect. Real men didn’t wear diapers. Real men didn’t lose control.

Trying to turn around, he glanced over his shoulder at the door as he hoped Nurse Isabel or maybe one of the other employees of White Crest would come in here to take care of him.

The door remained stubbornly closed.

His eyes moistened.

It felt like he needed to cry.

This wasn’t right! It wasn’t fair! He shouldn’t been in this position!

And yet, there was nothing he could do about it.

Or was there?

Katrina once bragged about how every inch of White Crest was covered by surveillance, both in terms of cameras and microphones. Nothing was done or said in this facility without his wife being aware of it.

Panting now, Larry called out, “Something happened! I, I lost control! Please, can you come in here?”

Almost immediately, the door opened.

All he had to do was give up another shred of his dignity by begging.

This time, it was Nurse Cindy, the cute blonde. She strolled up in front of him, reached down, and slid her hand along the plastic of his diaper. She checked without asking for his permission. As a patient, it wasn’t like he had any rights.

“Is there something you want to ask for?”

“I made a mess,” he said, dropping his head down and staring at the tiled floor.

“Is that because you can’t control yourself? Is that because you’re helpless?”

“Yes…”

“I want you to know that your response was recorded, and it can now be used against you in all legal matters,” said Nurse Cindy. Those words seemed strange coming from a cute blonde, but it didn’t matter because she was right.

His body tensed, but he didn’t have the strength to argue or fight.

She pulled down his diaper without removing the leash from the bar overhead.

“Should you get another one,” she said.

“Another one?”

“That’s right,” she said. “Another enema. This one is going to be a lot hotter.” She took her time, thoroughly cleaning him. But when she finished, she didn’t replace the butt plug. Instead, she grabbed another tube off of the cart.

“Are you ready?” She’d already applied to lubricant.

“Please, can we talk about this? Please, there has to be something I can—” Larry pleaded, but she forced the tip of the tube into his opening, pushing it deeper and deeper as the violation reverberated through his frame.

Again, he tried to clench down, but it didn’t matter. Dr. Olivia and her associates knew exactly how to strip someone like Larry of his self-control. He couldn’t fight back; he didn’t stand a chance.

“Enjoy,” said the nurse as she sauntered out of the room, having already turned on the pump.

He braced himself for another biting chill, but this was worse.

Yes, the fluid was cold as it pumped into his body, and he tightened his muscles again. He had been forced to use a diaper once, but that wouldn’t happen again, or so he hoped.

The cold fluid rushed into his bowels, only then he felt the burning sensation as it started to spread. Hot irritation flashed within him, making his eyes water.

Within seconds, he started to whimper.

Within minutes, he howled out, begging for the nurse to come back.

She didn’t.

The door remained stubbornly shut.

This time, he didn’t fight it. When he lost control, he let the fluid shoot out of him. It filled his diaper, and he stayed right there, powerless, helpless, defeated, just the way these people wanted.

Eventually, the nurse came back. She cleaned him, changed him, and put him in a fresh diaper. He tried to squirm, to wiggle and stop her, but the leash didn’t allow much slack, so he couldn’t evade her. Without the use of his arms, he was easy to manipulate and control.

“Please, no more,” he begged.

“Just one more,” she said.

He had already endured the cold saline and the chili in his enema. Now it was time for the ginger extract.

He whimpered, begged, and he kept speaking with that high-pitched tone.

The nurse stood, looked down at him, and she stroked his cheek as his big, but eyes focused on her. “Oh, I know that this is difficult. I know this isn’t the kind of person you thought he’d be, but your wife knows what’s best for you, and so does the doctor. If they prescribed a life of feminized servitude, that’s because you were never good at being a real man anyway.”

They had said this to him before, but he hadn’t wanted to believe it. Now he started to wonder.

“What’s your name?”

“Lexi!” Larry called out instantly.

“That’s right,” she said.

“Please…I’ll cooperate. Please, I’ll do whatever you want. Please, just no more! I can’t take another one!”

“Well, then it’s a good thing you’re not in charge because you don’t know what you can handle, do you? That’s why you don’t get a choice. Lots of patients don’t like to take their medicine. They struggle and complain. They argue, and they try to fight back. But that’s not going to be you, is it Lexi? You just want to be a good, obedient to girl for us, don’t you?”

“Yes?” He knew he had to agree, but Larry also understood that the nurse wasn’t about to change her mind or countermand Dr. Olivia’s prescription.

“Good girl,” she said, patting Larry on the head before turning on this third dose. The ginger extract solution pumped into his body. He howled louder, screamed, and fought. It wasn’t just the humiliation, not anymore.

Those sharp sensations slammed into him.

Larry struggled as hard as he could, but he soon lost control.

Then he had to wait.

“Three enemas,” said the nurse when she finally came back. “That must be really hard on you. I bet you can’t wait to go back to your cell to sleep, can you?”

“No…”

“Tell me you want me to change your diaper.”

“I want you to change my diaper.” Larry listened and obeyed. It was so easy to surrender to this woman and accept her authority because she was in charge. By this point, his inner reserves had been exhausted, drained away by one enema after another.

“And if I brought a friend in here, you’d get down on your knees and give him a lovely blow job, wouldn’t you?”

His brows creased with confusion. A blow job?

No. Larry was a man. Even if his shaft was locked away in that chastity cage, he couldn’t just surrender to these people, not here, not like that!

“And you don’t mind taking a nap because you’re only going to have five hours before your next treatment.”

“The next treatment? What is it going to be?” Larry asked, desperate and yes.

“Another enema, of course! You’re going to get one every five hours. This way, we’ll destroy your bladder control within just a few weeks. Doesn’t that sound nice?”

“No. Please, don’t!”

That’s when the door opened again. He looked toward the opening and expect to see another nurse or maybe his doctor. Instead, it was Todd the orderly who strolled in.

“Let’s get this done,” said the gruff male. “Is the slut ready?”

“Almost,” said the nurse as she prepared her patient. She stripped Larry, wiped him down, cleaned him, and put him in a fresh diaper. After that, she retied the strap on his straitjacket, the white band that slipped down between his legs.

Each time he felt the cool air on his balls, he knew he had to get those other bands off. If he didn’t, he understood the damage would be permanent. He would no longer have his testicles; he would never be able to think of himself as a male again.

Once he was back in a fresh diaper, she loosened the leash and kicked out at the back of his knees. Between having his arms bound to his chest and the ballet boots locked around his ankles and a patience, Larry could barely keep his balance under the best of circumstances. She knocked him down, and he hit his knees hard.

The pain meant nothing, however, not when Todd grabbed him with one hand. That man’s thick, meaty fingers tightened onto the back of his head. He took Larry by his hair, and the patient instinctively opened his mouth to protest, complain, or simply beg.

Todd took out his cock, pulled Larry forward, and shoved his member deep between the patient’s damp lips.

Todd didn’t allow the servile patient any chance to adjust to the realities of his situation. He didn’t ask any questions or give Larry a moment to ponder what this would mean for him. Instead, he said, “You had better suck like an obedient little slut. Because that’s what you are. That’s all you’re good for.”

In the next instant, Larry felt the circumference of this man’s shaft slide between his lips, penetrating him.

“You’d better start sucking,” said the nurse, her tone teasing and playful.

Somehow, Larry began to obey. He wrapped his wet lips around Todd’s member, he pressed down, and he started to eagerly suck like the obedient sex slave they expected him to be.

Larry licked and sucked, bobbed his head forward and back, but it wasn’t even his choice. Todd never let go of his hair, so Larry had to experience the demeaning, degrading tug against his scalp every few seconds as the pain pulsed down into him along with those furious doses of shame.

Just a few days ago, Larry never could have imagined himself capable of doing something like this, but these people knew how to control and manipulate him.

Todd yanked his face back, glared down at Larry, and asked, “Anything to say for yourself?”

“Please, not on my face,” Larry pleaded.

“This is what you get, slut,” Todd growled with wild abandon.

Maybe the orderly never considered what this facility really meant, especially if there were other males getting turned into subservient girls. He didn’t care, not as he grabbed the base of his shaft, squeezed, rubbed, and spent his load right there against Larry’s face.

The patient tried to turn away, but Todd wouldn’t allow it. He felt the thick splash against his nose, his mouth, his cheeks and then down his chin.

With a growl of satisfaction, Todd finished. He zipped up his pants and left within a few seconds like Larry would always remain beneath his notice.

“Would you like me to get you cleaned up?” asked the nurse like this was somehow normal.

 

A month.

A month of humiliation, degradation, getting used again and again. Worse, he endured the enemas every five hours, per his doctor’s prescription.

On some days, he remained alert and frantic, desperate for escape as he searched through White Crest for some chance to get away.

Then there were those other, much longer spans where his thoughts seemed to retreat within him. He could feel those conscious desires drop back into the hidden depths of his psyche because they were transforming him.

He didn’t know when it could happen.

He went to sleep one night, just a few days after all of this started, and then he woke up with this strange weight on his chest.

Not only that, he found himself freed from the straitjacket. Instead, he had been strapped down to his bed, his arms and legs spread, his body naked and on display except for the collar around his neck, his chastity belt, and a fresh diaper. He was seldom freed from for long, especially because the nurses consistently inserted larger and larger butt plugs.

At first, they had been relatively small, just barely thicker than the width of his thumb. Since then, they had grown progressively larger as they were switched out. Now he saw those bulging, rounded tips, and his eyes widened.

Between the butt plugs and the enemas, he could feel his control slipping, disappearing entirely. Before long, he would become utterly diaper dependent just as the doctor planned.

But on this particular morning, he didn’t care about the diapers. Instead, he lifted his head, and Larry gazed down along the length of his body as he worked to understand what he was seeing.

Breasts. There were these two mounds right there on his chest, and he could feel the air brushed along his nipples. They seemed somehow more sensitive.

“What did they do to me?” Larry squeaked out, only to freeze.

Ever since he arrived and they started injecting him with one round of drugs after another, the pitch of his voice had steadily increased, making him sound more like some little girl. Even the nurses spoke with greater authority. They sounded like adults, at least.

Not Larry. Not anymore.

He squirmed, twisting his body to the left, then the right, only to feel the breasts sway back and forth. They were firm but bouncy, sweet and sexy. They had to be C-Cups at least…

He clenched his eyes shut and resisted the urge to scream out.

They were doing it. They were really, really doing it!

But then one of the nurses came in, gave him a shot, and he passed out again.

 

When he woke up, he was unsurprised to find himself back in his standard array of gear: ballet boots, diaper, chastity belt, collar, corset, and straitjacket.

Not only that, he was strapped back down to the bed with a single band across his chest. That’s all it took to keep him helpless there on the soft padded.

As he squirmed, the door opened, and someone appeared.

He didn’t recognize her silhouette right away even though he had spent so much time with her over the course of their marriage.

Then he saw her, and his eyes got big. “Katrina?” Frantic excitement pulsed through his voice. For the moment, he didn’t even care about how he sounded, not until a cruel smile spread across her lips.

Katrina sauntered over to him, crossed her arms above her chest, and looked down at him as though she just found an insect.

“Hello, Lexi.”

“That’s not my name!”

She pulled out her phone, so he immediately started to beg and plead. He had become accustomed to obeying the orderlies, men like Todd and Joseph. He also knew how to do whatever the nurses and doctors said without thinking. But this was his wife.

Old instincts reasserted themselves, and now he had to be punished.

She pushed her finger down against the screen of her phone.

Electricity blasted through him. It emanated from the butt plug inserted within his body and hidden away by the diaper.

He may have been restrained and utterly helpless, yet his wife still had access to the most vicious punishments imaginable.

The electricity continued to surge. It wasn’t some quick zap, a reminder of his need to obey. No, this was the kind of agony that scoured away most of his thoughts.

Everything turned into that blaze of pain.

When it finally stopped, he kept twitching, struggling there against his bonds.

“Let’s try that again,” she said. “Hello, Lexi.”

“Hello, ma’am!”

“Good girl,” Katrina said.

Larry tried to blink through the tears. He wanted to say something, to speak, only the electrified punishment had stripped away all of his bravery and courage. Instead, he felt utterly hollowed out.

“Lexi,” Katrina said, “How’re you feeling down here?”

Larry’s legs remained spread, so she had no trouble sliding her hand down between his legs. She grabbed his crotch, and he realized something. His testicles no longer hurt or ached.

“I think those are pretty much ready for removal,” she said.

That’s when Larry understood.

He would fall asleep again at some point, and they’d come for him. They would drug him, take him into an operating room, and have perfect access to his body while he was utterly helpless. The doctors and nurses could do whatever they liked. They could remove his balls. They could take even more than that if they decided to…

“Please, no…”

He spoke in a feminine, wispy tone. I was exactly what Katrina loved to hear.

“Yes, Lexi.”

“Please, why’re you doing this?”

“Because I want you in my life, but I’m much more interested in your stepsister.”

“Mary?”

“It’s good to see they haven’t completely lobotomized you yet,” she said.

Larry kept going, “Please. You can be with her. You have my permission.”

Katrina placed her hands on her hips and burst out into genuinely entertained laughter, “What? Did you expect me to care about what you think, Lexi? Right now, I’m just trying to decide whether or not I want to keep you here or if I should take you home. It might be nice to have a little servant girl running around the house, sashaying her cute ass as she works hard to satisfy my every whim.”

“I don’t know…” In the asylum, Larry had learned this was almost always a good answer.

After all, they were training him to be a silly girl, the kind of female airhead who didn’t know how to think for herself because she didn’t have any good ideas anyway. No, it was better to listen to the nurses and doctors, the women and the orderlies.

“No,” she agreed. “You have no idea what’s going on. But don’t worry. I want you to know that I’m very happy with Mary. She and I have been getting along fabulously. We redecorated your office, and we sold off most of your stuff. If you come home, you’re going to get a small little bedroom in the back, and it’s going to be basically your servant’s quarters.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

“Now, just close your eyes and relax. It’s time for us to remove those balls.”

Larry tried to surrender. He tried to let go as his wife exited the room, but the anxiety continued to pump through his skin.

He didn’t fall asleep, and they didn’t come for him, not until it was time for his next enema.

 

At some point, they showed him the other patients.

Nurse Cindy hopped into his room, released him from his bed, and leashed him. She tugged and cheerfully said, “Are you ready for some yoga?”

At first, he genuinely didn’t understand. Yoga? She had to be joking, right? She couldn’t be serious.

But then, she guided him down the hall, to the left, then the right, and he hopelessly became lost in White Crest.

Before long, he saw the orderlies and other nurses leading young women in straitjackets.

But those weren’t young women.

Sure, they had a long hair just like Larry (his extensions had been put in, giving him a lustrous mane), and they kept their eyes down.

All of these feminized males were escorted into a large room with a variety of mats spread out along the floor. In the front of the room, a cheerful girl with twin braids grinned out at her class. “Hello, everyone,” she said. “I’m Miss Kelly, and an important part of being a pretty girl is being flexible. It’s time for yoga!”

Someone else, maybe a newcomer, looked out and said, “No way! I’m not going to do yoga, not after everything I’ve ready been put through! You can’t—”

The patient didn’t get the chance to continue because Miss Kelly had her phone out, and she quickly scrolled through the different options before punishing the outspoken man. He twitched, fell to his knees, and thrashed there for a few seconds.

In the meantime, Miss Kelly looked out at the other patients. “Girls, pick a mat. A nurse will be by to let you out of your straitjacket.”

After his leash was removed, Larry quickly scurried over to one of the mats at the back. The other patients obeyed as well. After that demonstration, they knew they should fear Miss Kelly. In her snug yoga pants with those gorgeous curves and narrow frame, she seemed innocent, more like a schoolgirl or a cheerleader, yet that hardly mattered because she had the same iron will as the other women at this facility. They knew what they wanted; they knew what they expected, and they wouldn’t settle for anything less.

Nurse Isabel came by and freed Larry from his straitjacket.

He still had to wear the diaper, the corset, and the collar, but at least he could move his arms now.

“You’re going to have so much fun,” Nurse Isabel taunted him, her voice low and conspiratorial. “I’m sure you’re going to be the perfect student for Miss Kelly. Because if you’re not, there’ll be consequences.”

“Yes, ma’am,” he said in his feminized voice.

She pinched his cheek and moved onto her next patient.

A girl upfront watched as the waited timidly. Of course, they still were their ballet boots. They may have been freed from the straitjackets, but they weren’t permitted any kind of true mobility. Larry had to wonder if maybe someday he would become more adept at running around while hobbled, but he doubted it.

Then he glanced over at the patient to his left. For a few seconds, he wondered if this person was here against her will.

The girl glanced up. She was his height, and she had smooth cheeks, cute bangs, and the soft curves of a pretty girl.

“Hi,” she said, glancing at him for just a moment.

“Hi,” Larry said back. He glanced over at the nurses, then the yoga instructor, and he wondered if speaking would be permitted.

No one said they weren’t allowed to talk, but all of the other patients remained quiet. The girl looked like she really, really wanted to say something, only Larry knew she wouldn’t be brave enough.

He took a breath, glanced around one more time, and said, “What’s your name?”

“Annie,” she replied. But then she also took a furtive glance around the room before confessing, “It used to be Alan.”

“What?” Larry asked. Despite his suspicions, he saw this pretty girl, and he never imagined she could have been a boy at one point.

“Who brought you here?”

“My wife…” Larry admitted.

“It’s really hard,” Annie said. As hard as Larry tried, he couldn’t think of this cute girl in her pink corset and ballet boots as anything but a gorgeous girl. There was something so amazing about the flat lines of her stomach, the trim contours of her waist, and the way she spoke. She almost (but not quite) had this lisp that made her seem so much younger and really innocent.

“No kidding,” Larry agreed.

“Are you wearing a diaper?”

Larry glanced down. The white plastic was visible.

He looked around and realized something. Only a few of the yoga students wore diapers like his. The others were permitted sleek, sexy panties or snug little shorts.

For a second, he wanted to lie. He wanted to tell this girl (because he still couldn’t think of Annie as anything else—or maybe he didn’t want to contemplate a scenario where the transformation could be so complete) that she was wrong. And yet, his shoulders slumped, his chin dipped down, and he told her the truth, “Yes. I’m wearing a diaper.”

“Your wife?”

“Yeah…”

“I’m really sorry. But if it helps, it looks kind of cute on you.”

Larry jerked his head up and felt this flash of anger surge through him. Even so, he quickly stifled the rush of strength and adrenaline. As a patient, he had gotten angry a lot over the last month, but he’d learned to be helpless, demure and sweet just like an obedient girl. He had to be feminine and subservient. That’s what the doctor wanted, and that’s what he gave them. Because when he didn’t, he got punished.

“Thank you,” Larry said.

“What’s your name?”

“La—” he started to say, only to stop himself. He cleared his throat and said in that dainty, feminine voice of his, “Lexie.”

“Lexi is a really cute name. Have you been a good girl for the nurses?”

“Sometimes,” Larry admitted.

“Me too.” Now that she had started speaking, and she seemed a lot more enthusiastic.

“Do you have any idea how long they want to keep you here?”

Larry shook his head.

“Has the doctor told you anything about the final goal for you?”

Larry shook his head again.

“Oh, it’s okay. I’m sure they’ll let you out soon. Then, even if you’re a girl, things are going to be better.”

Larry needed to ask how, but it was clear Annie needed to hold onto this hope, so he didn’t say anything else for a few seconds.

“At least you didn’t volunteer for this,” Annie said.

“Did you?”

“No way!” Annie giggled, one of the nurses glanced in her direction, so she quickly quieted her voice.

Although Larry didn’t know what they were waiting for, he enjoyed this conversation. It had been so long since he had the opportunity to speak to an equal. But wait. If Annie was his equal, did that mean he might start to look like some pretty girl?

Of course, the nurses had shown him his picture and reflection from time to time. Occasionally, they played with him, giving him little makeovers, applying lipstick and eye shadow, blush and foundation. They even made him model as he strutted through his small room. They wanted to teach him to sashay like a girl, curtsy, and obey.

As far as Larry knew, that wasn’t actually part of his prescription, but the nurses had so much fun. And of course, they could shock him whenever he disobeyed. Out in the regular world, they may not have had much power, but in here, they could do whatever they wanted.

They were in charge. He was the patient. That put him beneath their heels, and all they had to do was pressed down just a little bit, so he’d inevitably bend or break.

“I didn’t volunteer,” he said. Then she pointed over to one of the other patients. “Do you see that girl there? That’s Jenny. She used to be the heir to this really powerful company, but she had this secret desire. She loved wearing panties and dresses. She wanted to be a pretty girl, so her sister found White Crest for her. When he got here, he thought it was going to be some kind of high-end treatment facility. But then they put them in a straitjacket, castrated him, and now he’s been here for a few months.”

“Are they ever going to let him out?” Larry asked.

Annie shook her head, but he had to hope that meant she just didn’t know.

“It’s crazy,” Annie said after a few more seconds. Some of the guys who get admitted here are really powerful. I mean, are you a CEO or something?”

Larry creased his brows. A CEO? He snorted. No way.

“Well, some of them used to be,” Annie replied. “It’s just bizarre. I mean, these are the kinds of guys who could get any girl they wanted. They were rich enough that they could just buy sorority girls or whatever. They had the cash to impress anyone. But they come here and are turned into feminized slaves.”

“I’m not a slave,” Larry said automatically. But after countless enemas, spankings, shocks, and endless humiliation, he couldn’t force any vehemence into his voice. Heck, this didn’t even sound like his voice. He kept talking like some dainty little girl. At best, he could sound like a prim teenager.

And he didn’t argue the point. Instead, she lowered her voice and said, “I think it’s part of some kind of conspiracy.”

“A conspiracy?”

“Yeah,” Annie said. “I heard some of the doctors talking a couple weeks ago. They tried to keep their voices low, and they thought I was sedated, but I came out of the early, and they were chatting about how the President has issued all of these new directives. Apparently, she’s redirecting all of this funding to facilities like this one. I guess White Crest might be a pilot program or something, but they want to scale it up.”

That didn’t make any sense.

“What’re you suggesting?”

“They want to turn lots and lots of men into docile girls. Maybe all of the men.”

“No way,” he said. “That’s not possible.”

“Could you stop them?” Annie asked.

Larry was about to insist that this couldn’t be real, that there couldn’t be any kind of grand conspiracy. Just before he could make a sound, the girl up front called out, “Okay, girls. Let’s start with some easy stretches.”

Yoga wasn’t supposed to be hard. But after an hour of difficult stretches and movements, Larry was exhausted. His skin was hot and damp, and he found himself panting.

 

It didn’t help that any of the participants who failed to hold a pose would be punished.

It happened to another one of the patients. She fell forward, stumbling, and Miss Kelly called out, “Come up here!”

“Do I have to?”

“You do,” she said with a charming little smile.

The patient rose to her feet, took those mincing steps forward in her ballet boots, and stood in front of everyone. Miss Kelly wrapped one arm around her torso, reached down, and started spanking her. But that wasn’t all. Even after those quick, sharp slaps, she took out her phone and shocked the patient. The electricity zapped through her body.

Larry knew exactly how it would’ve felt.

Within seconds, he had to look away, especially as those girlish shrieks reverberated through the yoga studio.

After that, Larry made absolutely sure that he didn’t fall down, stumble, or make any mistakes.

By the time he made it back to his cell, he was back in his straitjacket, still diapered, collared, and utterly demeaned. Miss Kelly had singled him out for several demonstrations. She brought him up to the front of the class, made him pose, and even slid her hand along his diaper.

“Just remember, girls,” she said, talking down to everyone in the studio like they were all children, “Things can always get worse. Tell me. Is your wife retraining you for incontinence?”

“Yes, ma’am,” Larry said, sounding soft, servile, and obedient.

“Good,” she said before pushing him into his next pose.

But now he was back.

He thought he’d be allowed to sleep, at least for a little while before his next enema.

But the door opened, and he saw a figure sitting there on the edge of the bed.

For a moment, he hoped it might be Katrina. He hoped his wife might be here to announce his release.

But then the figure stood up, and he was tall and broad. He was one of the orderlies.

“I have some bad news for you, slut,” he said. “You’re about to be moved to Maximum Security.”

“What? Why? What did I do?”

The door closed behind Larry; apparently, the nurse who escorted him decided he was safe with the orderly.

Joseph didn’t answer. Instead, he stood, approached, and Larry shrank down, instinctively punching his shoulders and looking toward the floor.

This man was tall, strong, broad, and powerful.

He grabbed Larry by his hair and shoved at the patient to his knees, so he knew what was coming next.

“I might tell you if you do a good job,” Joseph said.

The patient licked his lips, looked up, and braced himself because he had done this so many times before. And yet, if he hoped that the humiliation or degradation might go away, it didn’t. Each time, it felt as though he surrendered another piece of himself.

Larry didn’t know if he wanted this to feel normal or not. He didn’t know if he should get used to this or not.

But it didn’t matter because the orderly’s thick shaft was out, it’s tip damp. Apparently, Joseph had been waiting for a little while. He was impatient and ready to use Larry’s wet mouth-hole.

“Suck, slut,” he commanded.

Outside of White Crest, a man like Joseph would’ve been Larry’s inferior in terms like wealth and education. But here, Joseph was an alpha male—and he could take whatever he wanted.

He pushed forward, thrusting into Larry’s mouth. The patient started licking. He started sucking and slurping, moving his prettily puckered lips along the man’s firm circumference.

As Larry looked up, he served obediently. He worked like some eager little slave girl, sliding his mouth forward and back again and again, giving this man the satisfyingly slick friction of his mouth.

“Swallow,” ordered Joseph. “Take it, slut!”

As he had been trained, Larry obeyed. He gulped down, taking that load. He kept sucking and swallowing, just like any dumb slut would have done.

And when he finished, the orderly stuffed him back into his straitjacket. Still, Joseph managed to surprise him by saying, “He did a good job tonight, Lexi. You’re probably going to become my favorite suck-slut.”

Lexi.

It was time for Larry to rest before his next treatment. But at least he was still thinking of himself as Larry, a man. How much longer before he really became Lexi and lost those last shreds of his former identity?

 

To be continued…

The Warden’s Property




Chapter 3:

 

Strangely, Larry didn’t spend his time contemplating his fate or the world around him, not even when he was subjected to an entire month of isolation treatment.

It came after a tantrum.

His wife and her new lover, Mary, had sauntered into his cell. With her husband strapped down and completely powerless, Katrina leaned over, and she gently touched the underside of Mary’s chin with one finger. She prompted the girl to kiss her, and their lips met.

Like a desperately thirsty man trapped in a desert, he could only look on, utterly helpless.

Mary glanced down at him, and she smirked. They were stepsiblings, and they had always competed for grades, accomplishments, anything and everything. Larry had almost always lost, but he thought he had something special when it came to Katrina. Sure, he had always been vaguely aware that this woman was out of his league with her perfect curves, lustrous hair, and shining eyes, but he still allowed himself to believe in their relationship despite the fact that he was short and unimpressive.

But now Mary and Katrina kissed and touched.

Later on, he would wish that he had been gagged.

He held back for a few seconds, maybe entire minutes.

After spending so much time in the White Crest Asylum, Larry had lost his sense of time. They subjected him to constant enemas, one every four, five, or six hours. That made it almost impossible for him to tell how much time had gone by. He had long ago lost track of the days of the week. He could only make a reasonable guess about what month it was.

But now, they kept kissing, and he needed to be up there. He wanted to run his fingers along his wife’s cheek. Or maybe he would get down on his knees and beg her for release. He didn’t know.

After all, wasn’t he a good girl now?

He clenched his eyes shut, but his wife’s voice called out, “Don’t look away, Lexi. That’d be rude.”

He needed to be a good girl, so he couldn’t be rude.

Except then the anger roared up through him. It felt like this geyser exploding out, a volcanic eruption, some unstoppable force of nature. He may have been strapped down in his diaper with his legs spread and his arms trapped within the confines of his straitjacket, but he couldn’t take it.

“I don’t belong here! Katrina, this is insane! Look, please, just let me go! Please, let me go! You’ll never have to hear from me again! Please! We can keep me. I’ll be good. But you can’t just keep me locked up forever!”

Those thoughts had spun through his head again and again. For so long, he had contemplated what he might say to his wife, but she was here now.

And she was testing him, he realized.

She stepped away from her lover, leaned down, and said, “One month of isolation.”

Just like that, she sealed his fate because she was the warden, and she could do whatever she liked in this facility.

As if on cue, the orderlies burst into the cell. They grabbed Larry, lifted him to his feet, and pulled the hood over his head.

“No!” Larry pleaded with them all. “Please! I can’t do it. I can’t take an entire month! Please!”

The hood secured to his collar. It blocked out the world, making sure he couldn’t see or hear anything. With his arms in the straitjacket, it felt as though most of his senses had been cut off.

Moments later, he felt the soft squishy of the gurney beneath his back as they rolled him through the hospital and to one of the isolation cells.

 

An entire month. An entire month of solitude. A month of being alone. A month of thinking about his mistake.

Again and again, he came to one question: what should he have done differently?

Larry knew he wasn’t a real man, not anymore, not after they removed his testicles. Over the last year, he had also become completely diaper dependent, meaning he had to be in plastic. Yes, he could feel the soft touch of a nurse as they changed him from time to time. He still got his enemas, but he hated them. The cold, the burning, the chain. It was all so awful, but he still had to accept it.

For the first couple of days of his isolation treatment, he fervently tried to believe it might end early if he behaved himself. He didn’t struggle. In fact, when it came time to different portions of his treatment, he even spread his legs and tried to make it as easy as possible for the person taking care of him.

None of that helped.

Without any markers for time, not even day or night now, he drifted.

All the while, he told himself he had to be a good girl. He had to be an ideal patient so they would never have any reason to punish him again.

In fact, this all started feel like his fault.

That’s what his wife wanted him to learn, wasn’t it? He had been the inferior male who tried to assert himself, so he deserved his stay at White Crest. Maybe he had been sick for thinking he could be the husband to such a gorgeous, beautiful, powerful woman.

Was that it?

He didn’t know.

Sometimes he cried in his hood.

Sometimes he slept.

Most of the time, he drifted. He wasn’t quite awake, and he wasn’t quite asleep.

But then the hood came off, and a smiling Nurse Cindy looked down at him. “Hey. How are you feeling?” Larry had to blink rapidly as he tried to get his eyes to adjust. Even the softest illumination felt sharp against his retinas.

He gulped. He hadn’t really spoken in so long. Days. Weeks.

“I’ll be good,” he said.

“Oh, are you scared of going back in the hood?”

The color drained away from his cheeks.

Nurse Cindy just laughed.

By this point in his treatment, he had no trouble walking in his ballet boots. He wouldn’t be able to run, obviously, but they liked keeping him hobbled. Even if he could walk, he still had to concentrate. Larry couldn’t be sure, but the nurses sometimes teased him about how another one of those procedures had altered his feet, ensuring he always had to wear ballet boots. If he tried to put on regular shoes, his arches and tendons wouldn’t be able to take it.

Larry didn’t know if he could believe them.

Nurse Cindy kept one hand on his collar as she guided him back through the facility.

When he saw his cell door, he actually exhaled with relief because he knew he would be kind of safe here. At the very least, he could spend some time thinking to himself. There would be light, and he could look around.

The nurse shoved him into the cell with another cheerful giggle. Then she grabbed him, bent him over the bed, and she said, “You know, I’m sure you’re feeling a lot better after that month, but I’m thinking a spanking is in order.”

For just a moment, this defiance flickered through him. In spite of everything, he still itched to call out and tell her she could do this, that she couldn’t get away with it.

But no. He had to be good. He had to be obedient and accept his treatment because he didn’t want to end up back in the hood. In fact, his eyes drifted down to that hated garment. It had been pulled over his face, blocking out every iota of light.

“Oh? You want to wear this again?” Nurse Cindy asked.

With a squeaked, he called out, “No!”

“Beg.”

Without pause or hesitation, he obeyed, “Please! Please, don’t make me wear the hood again. Please, my eyes are just getting used to the light again.”

“Then this will make the transition easier,” said the petite blonde as she pulled the hood back over his face.

He twisted from side to side, frantic. Primal fright kicked and coursed through his body as he tried to free himself. But he couldn’t shake it off. The hood remained in place, she shoved him down, and that’s when the spanking started.

Nurse Cindy looked small, but that didn’t matter. She knew what she was doing. She went for the spot just beneath the line of his diaper as she struck hard and fast, her hand swinging down again and again. Bursts of agony exploded along his nerves, making Larry cry out. His eyes widened and moistened, and he whimpered through the confines of the black material over his face.

Unable to see anything, he tried to get away, but the nurse held him down. She knew exactly how to keep him pinned and helpless.

“Did you know that your behavior reflects on me?” Nurse Cindy asked. With the hood over his head, he could just barely hear her. For all he knew, she may have been shouting to make sure he could pick up on those sounds.

“It’s true,” she said, sounding more like a teacher or a tutor. Her hand flew down, impacting over and over. With every landing, the pain blasted through his body. His toes pressed to down against the heavy soles of his boots as he tried to wiggle free, but there was no escape, not for Larry.

Her hand slapped the back of his leg. She went for the same spot now, again and again. The pain drilled into him.

“If you misbehave or mess up, then it makes it look like I’m not doing my job. It’s my job to help control you, to make sure you accept your treatment like a good girl.”

He inhaled, hissing through his teeth.

He tried to free himself from those sensations, but he couldn’t abandon the waves of pain washing over him. Hot stinging kept shooting through him.

“Just a few more!”

As her laughter rippled through the hood, he lost control. He was crying now, and he knew it. The tears ran down his cheeks, only to get absorbed by the heavy cotton of his hood.

She spanked him hard. Each rough blow shattered his thoughts and made him cry out for her to stop. She spanked him fast. The flurry landed, sending those constellations of pain through his body.

Then the spanking finally came to an end, she yanked the hood back, and he blinked rapidly.

“What’s your name?”

“Lexi,” he said, fast and sure.

“Good girl.” She patted him on the head.

 

For a few hours, the routine seemed to go back to normal. They fed him from a tube, gave him enemas, and spanked him. One of the orderlies even came in and forced to Larry to his knees for a blow job.

Obediently, Larry sucked and slurped, just as he had done before. He and bobbed his head forward and drew away, stretching his muscles as the powerful man gripped his hair and forced him to serve.

But then Nurse Isabel walked into the room. She attached his leash, freed him from the straps, and forced him up. She escorted them through the facility and brought him to a set of chairs.

“Sit here,” said the nurse, pushing him down into a chair outside of a door. When he saw the opening to that office, he didn’t know what to think. Almost immediately, he knew who worked here.

His wife.

What was he going to say? What was he going to do?

Larry remained quiet and docile. Even without anyone watching, he stayed in place, kept his back straight and her shoulders down. If he had been allowed, he would’ve daintily rested his hands on his knees like a good girl.

Another nurse came by, someone he didn’t know, but she held someone on a leash.

“Sit here and don’t cause any problems,” said the woman.

When Larry glanced up, he saw a pretty girl with bangs. Unlike him, she no longer wore a straitjacket. In fact, the only restraint she had on was the pink collar around her neck and of the leash leading back to the nurse’s grip. Even that didn’t last for long.

She removed the lead, wrapped it around her wrist, and walked away, leaving Larry and this newcomer.

“Lexi? Is that you?” whispered the girl.

“Annie,” he said, but it wasn’t a question. “What’s going on? Why aren’t you…?” His voice trailed away, mostly because he couldn’t express the idea. Simultaneously, he glanced up, and he saw the cameras.

Were they allowed to speak?

Annie kept her voice low. She was really pretty, especially in that corset with her breasts pushed up, the sleek, red panties between her legs, and the collar at her throat. If Larry hadn’t become so used to his chastity belt, he might’ve imagined what it would be like to spend time with a girl like her.

But then he remembered how he had been transformed, treated for his delusions, and that he was meant to be on his knees, smiling and obedient for the powerful people around him.

“It’s time for me to go home,” Annie said with a wistful smile. She reached up and ran her fingers through her hair. The gesture looked innocent and innocuous enough, but Larry still wondered what it would be like to brush his fingers along those soft tresses.

Annie continued, sheepish and shy, “My family is here for me. My mom is picking me up.”

“Your mom?” Larry could hardly believe what he was saying.

“That’s right. My family put me in here. They wanted me corrected.”

“Corrected? Was there something wrong with you?” Larry shouldn’t have asked; he already knew the answer.

And yet, Annie wasn’t about to put her release in jeopardy by saying anything besides the “truth” according to the doctors and nurses here. “I was delusional. I used to think of myself as the strong, independent man. Me!” She giggled, looked down along her feminine curves, and wiggled her hips.

“Do you believe that?” When Larry heard her speak, and he seemed genuine, like she really meant it.

“Believe?” Annie asked. “It’s the truth. I’m a girl. I’m a good girl, and I want to do as I’m told.”

Larry had been exposed to those same kinds of commands. But even after his month in isolation, hidden beneath the hood and trapped in his straitjacket, some part of him still remained. He didn’t see himself as a pet or a plaything; he didn’t see himself as their property either.

The door to Katrina’s office opened, and an older woman emerged.

“Annie!” She rushed forward, grabbed the girl beside Larry and squeezed her.

Katrina stepped out as well, only she had her arms crossed as she watched the two of them in brace.

“Thank you so much,” said the woman. “Thank you for taking care of my little Annie.” Then she turned to her newly reformed daughter, “Are you ready to go home?”

“Yes, Mommy. I can’t wait to go home! I promise to be a good girl. I’ll do all the chores! I’ll do whatever you say!”

“I’m sure you will,” said the woman. Then she took Annie by the hand, and the two of them headed down the hallway. Clearly, they’d be a happy family.

Both Larry and Katrina watched them go.

“Sometimes, I really love my job,” Katrina said with a satisfied smile. But then she turned her attention back to the creature who’d once been her husband.

Yes, he had always been short and slight, but he no longer carried any trace of masculinity. His shaft was still locked up, and his balls had been removed. Better yet, there was something about his neatly trimmed brows and long eyelashes, the curves of his breasts and the slender way he sat there with his knees held together.

“Come in,” she said.

“Yes, ma’am,” Larry replied. He rose to his feet and scurried after his wife.

She walked into her office. The entire space was intimidating. Various medical and criminal justice texts covered one wall, filling up a huge bookshelf. To the other side of the room, there were different implants hanging from hooks and resting on other shelves. He saw shock collars, shackles, crops, whips, and more.

“How’re you feeling?”

Larry stood there in the middle of the room. His wife leaned against the edge of her desk with her arms crossed over her chest. Tentatively, he licked his lips, unsure of himself. “I’m well,” he finally said, realizing he had to give her some kind of answer.

“How do you feel after your isolation punishment?”

“I know I messed up,” he said. “I’m sorry.” He sounded like a little girl, contrite and ready to obey.

“That sounds lovely,” she said. “But you know, there’s something I’ve been missing.”

“Yes, ma’am?”

His wife had on a black dress, snug around the waist and loose near the midpoint of her thighs. She sat there on the edge of her desk, pulled her skirt up, and she spread her legs.

“Come here and use your cute little mouth to make me feel good.”

His eyes flickered with surprise.

For just a moment, he didn’t know what to do or say. Simultaneously, his thoughts ran forward as he wondered if maybe this could be opportunity. Perhaps he would be able to get his old life back. Maybe not his old life, but something close?

He scurried forward, lowered himself to his knees. Doing it in the ballet boots and with his arms still trapped in the straitjacket proved to be almost impossible, but he had spent almost a full year in this facility, so he had learned a lot.

Better yet, Katrina helped. Once he was in position, she put her hand on the back of his head, and she forced his face forward.

“Show me what you can do,” she ordered.

“Yes, ma’am,” he murmured about last moment before his lips were pushed up against her slit.

A year. It had been a year since he came close to having sex with a woman. Sure, the orderlies had their way with him whenever they wanted, but this was different, primal and powerful. He tasted his wife again, and there was the surge of wild energy deep within his brain.

When he closed his eyes, he could almost pretend he was back in their bedroom. And yet, it wasn’t their bedroom anymore. She’d chosen someone else— someone better—and brought Mary into their home.

Sure enough, Katrina chuckled and said, “I’ve been thinking about whether or not I want to bring you home. I’ve been talking to your doctors and nurses. Dr. Olivia says you’ve made incredible progress, but she’s still not sure. In fact, she recommends surgery.”

Larry wanted to speak, to talk to his wife, but he couldn’t. His tongue was busy as he lapped at her slit, gliding his tongue up and down again and again, all to satisfy her.

“Do you want to know what kind of surgery?”

Rather than tell him, she enjoyed the way his tongue darted along her sex. She savored the pleasure resonating deep within her psyche as she gazed down at him. In truth, it wasn’t just a question of physicality. Sure, the friction of his wet tongue was amazing, but there was something else, something more.

Her power. Her control. Her authority.

In here, she could do whatever she liked with him. She could own him so completely and totally.

Then again, she had to say, “You know, if I take you home, nothing is going to be different. As far as the world is concerned, you no longer exist. The man you used to be, Larry, is gone. You’re Lexi now. You’re Lexi, a sweet girl who belongs to me and will have to do whatever I say. You have no assets, no legal identification, and no right to exist beyond what I decide. If you ran off, it wouldn’t do any good. Do you know what would happen? A cop would find you and bring you home to me. And then I would take you right back here.”

Through all of this, Larry kept lapping at her excited sex, only now he whimpered that deep, pathetic little sound right between her legs.

She chuckled again as she reveled in her authority over him.

“Oh, does that scare you, Lexi? Are you worried I’d bring you right back here? I mean, what else could I take from you? Your balls are gone, as is your bladder control. You’re staying in diapers forever. You’re never going to feel like you can be in control of your own life again.”

Larry paused, swallowing back his regret as the humiliation burrowed deep inside of him. As a resident of White Crest, he occasionally forgot what it meant to be a member of the outside world. There were people who could make their own decisions, live their own lives, and do whatever they liked.

Not him.

“If you came back, I’d make sure the punishments were twice as bad. We’d amplify your shock collar and continuously give you bigger butt plugs.”

He tried to pull back, to look up at her with large, frightened eyes, but she didn’t permit him to do so. Her hand pressed to down against the back of his skull, making sure he stayed there, ready and poised to please her.

“Keep licking,” she ordered.

He obeyed.

“The butt plugs can always get bigger,” she promised before chuckling. “Oh, and there’s also the question about whether or not you’ll have to work here.”

Work here? What did that mean?

“Most of the boys who come through this facility have something that a woman wants. He might be rich or hold some influential title. He might have an inheritance coming his way, and some wife or sister or girlfriend is intent on taking it. I love facilitating those transactions, and getting a slice for White Crest is pretty easy. But what about you, Lexi? You don’t have anything, do you?”

He didn’t.

Yes, he had saved some money, but he was sure it was long gone, removed or transferred to his wife’s control.

“That means we’d have to turn you into my own private slut, a girl who could entertain certain men. Yes, the current political climate is fraught for the boys out in the world. So many of them don’t understand what the President is doing now. She’s taking over, Lexi. All around the world, facilities like this are being created. This pilot program has been amazing. Do you know how many congressmen have been turned into sweet, sexy, subservient girls?”

No.

He didn’t believe it.

Or maybe he always held onto that hope that the police would barge in here one day, shut the entire place down, and free him.

It could happen. Couldn’t it?

But what if the police had no interest in shutting down a place like this? What if they wanted to see White Crest expand? New clinics could be opened all across the nation, and reticent, reluctant, or otherwise defiant men could be brought here.

He thought of his chastity cage, his castrated balls, the sound of his voice, his tightened waist, and the pretty breasts on his chest…

As those thoughts punctuated her every taunting comment, he kept licking. He moved his tongue down and up, just the way she desired, just the way she expected…

“I like the idea of putting you to work,” she said. “But I really can’t decide. Should I take you home and dress you up in a little maid uniform? Allow you to serve me and Mary? Oh, I think you would be so adorable in a little French maid costume. Just think of it. You could have a little white apron, your collar around your neck, and you could curtsy every time you obeyed a command. You could cook and clean for us.”

Larry didn’t argue; he didn’t try to pull away.

Like a good little slut, he kept licking, serving her. His tongue went deep. He could feel the swell of her clitoris against the tip of his tongue as he continued to serve and obey. He brought her closer and closer to an orgasm.

“You know, you could never satisfy me before, not like this. Having you under my thumb feels so amazing, Lexi! I’m so glad I took your balls! You could never, ever impress me with that tiny dick of yours!”

His eyes watered as he kept licking.

Katrina’s words quickly morphed to gasps of pleasure and desire. She used him, taking everything he had.

Then she screamed out.

Between panted breaths, she squealed, “Mary would have so much fun punishing you!”

Mary.

His stepsibling.

That girl was beautiful, and he had always competed with her, but now he imagined himself scurrying before her, ready to serve her every whim.

An angry flame erupted deep within his chest.

Katrina finished with her orgasm and nudged him back.

“No,” he said. It was a small, whispered word. Because he didn’t raise his voice, the feminine inflection wasn’t there. He didn’t sound like some high-pitched cartoon character, not this time. In fact, he could almost pretend that he still had some of his dignity and self-respect.

“What was that?” Katrina asked, her expression darkening.

“No,” he said. “She betrayed me! That bitch turned against me, and you’re not going to control me! I won’t let you!”

She grabbed her phone, pulled up the app, and hit one icon. That was all it took.

At one moment, he was down on his knees, gaze raised and voice set. In an instant, the world morphed to a white rush of pain, a blizzard of electricity, and the wild agony of those electrodes burning back to life. In that flash, he disappeared.

Larry no longer existed.

There was just pain. So much pain! The excruciating volts raced through his skin as he twitched and writhed beneath the woman who tricked him into this hospital.

“Not bad,” she said. “But I think we can do better.”

She grabbed him by his collar, yanking him upright. The leather band dug into the base of his throat. She shoved him forward, and he was too weak now to try to resist. Even when she loosened his straitjacket, pulled down his diaper, and unlocked his chastity belt, he didn’t resist.

“What’re you going to do?” Larry wanted to ask. As hard as he tried, he couldn’t catch his breath or figure out how to get those words passed his own lips.

She stepped away for a little while. He didn’t know what to expect, so he kept his head bowed down. His eyes remained wet from those tears and the shock. Even with the butt plug freed from his rear, he didn’t know what to do or say.

Then he glanced over his shoulder.

It took all of his courage, all of his bravery.

And he saw his wife there.

Katrina had removed her dress, unzipping it silently and tossing it on to one of the chairs. Instead of her panties, she wore a strap-on harness. The black phallus was right there, poised and slick, shining and ready to put him in his place.

It was bigger than any of the other plugs they had used on him. The huge girth made him shiver.

His eyes widened, and he started shaking his head. “No. Please! I’m sorry. I’m sorry I stepped out of line. I’m sorry for what I said.”

“You aren’t yet,” she said. “But you will be.”

When she stalked forward, the dildo swayed from side to side. “And don’t worry. This dildo has a smaller end on my side. When I punish you, it’s going to feel so good—for me.”

He clenched down. His fingernails pushed into the palms of his hands, and he curled his toes as he tried to brace himself. Although, the anal training had loosened his muscles, making it easier for him to bear the thought of something like this, but his heart pounded in his chest, faster and faster as he attempted to stay calm.

She came up behind him, brushed his pretty hair with her fingertips and stroked the exposed portions of his neck.

Then she grabbed him by his tresses, yanked his head back, and pushed forward.

The tip of her girth slid into him.

Without thinking about it, he tried to tighten up, to keep her out.

“You keep defying me,” she said. “That’s not acceptable, Lexi.”

She reached for her desk, grabbed the crop, and smacked him hard.

This was different from the spanking he received from the doctors and nurses. The sensation was sharper, cutting through his psyche. She struck again. She aimed for the same spot, making sure the pain drilled into him.

The blast of electrocution didn’t prepare him for this.

There were no defenses, no psychological barriers he could build or hide behind.

“That’s not acceptable, Lexi. You need to learn to be a good girl. You’re not smart enough to think for yourself or make any decisions. Everyone else is smarter than you. You’re just a dumb, ditzy girl. That’s why you’re here. That’s what you belong in diapers and corsets.”

Larry wished he could shake his head, growl back, or somehow fight.

But he couldn’t.

Katrina had him, and she shoved forward, thrusting the huge cock deep between his butt cheeks. He felt it, his eyes widened, and he howled.

“That’s just the start,” she said. There were other sounds she expected to hear from him.

The crop came down, hard and fast with one swishing strike after another until a series of red lines formed along the side of his leg. The patterns crisscrossed along his pinkened skin as she worked him.

Simultaneously, she pushed forward, pulled back, only to thrust into him again.

Sensory impulses flooded his head and overwhelmed him.

He whimpered and howled. He begged just like a girl, pleading for her to stop— to go faster, he didn’t even know anymore!

“That’s right,” she said. “I figured you would be a little slut by now. Your doctors tell me about how you took to those butt plugs way faster than everyone expected. You can deny it all you want, but I know you’re a slut, Lexi. You always were! You like this, don’t you?” She was breathing heavily, but she had no problem talking down to her patient.

She thrust into him harder, faster, working him. The friction drove him wild, but he remained locked in the chastity cage. Only the butt plug had been removed.

As she pumped him, she could feel the reciprocating sensations between her legs as the other end of her dildo pushed against her sex. Larry’s mouth had felt wonderful, but now she could enjoy something thicker and more powerful. Besides, she set the rhythm.

She pumped him harder.

“Say your name!”

He cried out, “Lexi!”

 

When she pulled back, having finished with him, he dropped to his knees. Then he fell to his side. His hair splashed along the floor, spread out. He probably looked like some spent damsel from a porn shoot.

“So what should I do with you?”

He spoke before he could think, “Just let me go.”

She tilted her head to the side, and she actually encouraged him, “Really?” But then she surprised him, “I might. You should beg first.”

Larry swallowed every ounce of his pride, every droplet of independence, all of his free will. He pushed it down as deep as he could.

He knew his wife; or at least, he thought he knew his wife. He believed this was her decision. She wanted to play with him one more time, then she would release him. After all, he detected something wistful and almost sad in her expression, like she was about to say goodbye to the man she had known.

“Please, Katrina. Please, I know that you’re in control here. I know you own me. But I’m begging. Please, if you let me go, you’ll never have to hear from you again. You can go off and be happy with Mary.”

“And what about my little fantasy about having a slave girl at home?” Katrina asked.

He knew this was a test. He had to pass.

“Take someone else!” The words leaped from his mouth before he even thought about them.

His wife was sadistic, and she yearned for the chance to own someone; having a stranger in some demeaning little uniform, ready to serve her every whim would probably push another button for her. “If you take someone else, you’ll be able to train her yourself. You’ll be able to start from scratch. There won’t be any history.”

“True,” Katrina allowed.

Yes! He was doing it! He was really doing it!

Hoping this might push her over the edge and get his wife to finally make her decision, he added, “I know that what has happened here is permanent. If you let me go, I’ll be on my own. I’ll have to find my way.”

“You’d probably have to work as a stripper or whore. I’m sure there are lots of guys out there who would love to see you dance or get down on your knees for them,” she said. “You’re small and cute. Lots of guys would have a lot of fun with you, Lexi.”

“Yes, ma’am,” he said. “Please, just give me the chance. Please, give me the opportunity. You can have everything you want, and you’ll know I’m out there, fighting as hard as I can, but it won’t make a difference.”

“What are you?”

“I’m just a sweet, dumb, obedient girl,” he replied automatically.

She reached out, stroked the back of his cheek and grinned. “Yes, yes you are. And what do you have to wear?”

“Diapers,” he said.

“Exactly,” she replied. “That’s why I’m thinking it would be unethical to let you go. I broke you. I tamed you. I made you into the image I wanted, so can I really just let you run off? Don’t I have a responsibility to take care of you?”

Larry didn’t know what “take care of” would mean, but he didn’t want to find out.

“No, ma’am,” he said, taking a risk. Contradicting anyone at A white Crest, let alone the warden, could be incredibly risky. “No” wasn’t supposed to be in his vocabulary, not after an entire year of training and reformation.

“Really? And why is that?”

“You’ve taught me the truth,” he said. “You taught me everything I need to know.”

“And what do you need to know?”

“That…I’m not a man. That I was never a man.” He took another breath as he kept going, “Thank you, ma’am. Thank you so much for doing this to me. You taught me so much.”

“But now you’re ready to go? Is that it?”

“Only with your permission,” he said.

“No.”

“What?” His head jerked up.

“No,” she said again. “I’m not letting you go, Lexi. I’m keeping you.”

“But…” He stammered, “But…”

“But what?” She blinked and looked down into his feminized face. After so many injections of drugs and hormones, his features had been completely re-sculpted. He didn’t have the strong jaw of a man. No, he seemed dainty and feminine, soft and weak, just the way she liked. “You don’t get to argue with me, Lexi. You get to be a good girl. Now tell me I’m right.”

“But…” Larry stammered again.

“Lexi…” The warning note in her voice couldn’t be mistaken, but he still looked back at her.

“This isn’t fair.”

“Lexi?” Katrina asked. Then that same note of warning rippled through her voice as the warden said, “You don’t want to say something you’re going to regret.”

“You can’t do this,” his voice tightened in his chest, although he still sounded like a sweet girl. “You can’t!” He may as well have been some teenage schoolgirl shouting at her parents about how all of their rules were so unfair because she didn’t need a curfew. “You can’t just keep me here forever! You can’t!”

Katrina straightened her back and glowered down at him, “I can do whatever I want with you, Lexi. You’re my property. Never, ever forget that.”

“Screw you!”

“Thank you,” she said. “You just made my decision so much easier.”

Lexi glanced at the door because he wanted to run.

“Clearly, I can see we’re going to require that special treatment.”

Special treatment?

As she grabbed her phone, Larry braced himself for an electroshock. Instead, she opened the voice app and said, “Dr. Olivia, we’re proceeding with the surgery. In addition to the bottom modification, I want the extreme option.”

“No! You can’t do this to me! You already took away my boy parts, you gave me breasts, and now my hair is long, and I don’t even look like a man.”

“You never did,” answered Katrina as she walked toward the door, and Larry was about to launch forward. He needed break out!

But then his wife looked over her shoulder, her eyes focused on him for just a moment, and all of his rebelliousness dissipated in the span of just a few seconds. Eye contact with the warden shriveled the last of his defiance.

“The other boys never gave me this much trouble,” she said. “But maybe this is a blessing in disguise since we can try the more extreme measures.”

Larry needed to ask what she meant, except the orderlies burst into the room. He didn’t know all of the men, but he recognized at least two: Todd and Joseph. The hulking males strode forward, grabbed Larry, and bent him over the edge of the bed.

“Should she get a spanking, ma’am?”

“Absolutely,” said Katrina.

“No!” Larry cried out, but it was too late; decision had been made.

The men punished their patient, spanking the long-haired patient with brutal efficiency. Their strong, large hands came down again and again, each time against the same spots. The pain cascaded through his body, making his toes curl in his ballet boots and his fingers clench within the snug prison of his straitjacket.

The spanking didn’t last long for him, but his eyes were wet when it was done.

“Please!” Larry called out as his wife stepped from the doorway. At this point, he didn’t even know what he was begging for.

But his wife disappeared, and one of the earliest chuckled, “Don’t worry. We heard about this procedure.”

“What is it?” Larry squeaked, suddenly terrified.

Joseph slapped his hand down against his flat ass. “First, they’re going to make sure she’s got a nice little round bottom, something cute and sexy, you know? She needs something you’re really going to want to fuck.”

Larry shivered, but he knew that wasn’t so bad. As far as he was concerned, the breast implants were worse.

But Todd destroyed those hopes, “And a lobotomy.”

Larry jerked his head and looked back at the other orderly. No way. They couldn’t mean it. They couldn’t possibly be serious!

And yet, Todd just chuckled. “Yeah, I was listening to the doctor talk about it. I guess she’s going to do something with your brain. It’ll make you dumb and really, really horny?” Todd shrugged. “It’s none of my business.”

“Please, you can’t take me,” Larry sputtered out. “Please!”

But as he spoke, the door opened again, and the two nurses appeared with the gurney.

The orderlies grabbed Larry, shoved him down, and strapped him into place. Within moments, he was on his back, his legs spread, trapped and helpless.

They rolled him through White Crest, and he kept squirming. He hadn’t fought this hard in a year, not since his arrival. Wild, animal panic exploded through his body, but it didn’t do any good.

Nurse Isabel smirked down at him.

Nurse Cindy smiled and stroked his pretty hair, “Don’t worry. After the procedure, you’re going to feel so much better. You won’t think about anything except getting fucked!” She giggled, “Doesn’t that sound nice? You can just be a dumb little slut, and you don’t have to worry or think for yourself. In fact, you won’t be able to!”

His eyes watered again.

Todd chuckled, “Don’t waste your breath. She’ll learn to relax once she’s desperate for cock.”

Pretty soon, the tip of his gurney pushed into the operating room.

“Should we get her out of the gear now or after she’s sedated?”

Dr. Olivia strolled over to the gurney, glanced down at her patient, and maybe she smiled, but he couldn’t see beneath her mask. The corners of her eyes certainly crinkled with amusement as she said, “Let’s get Lexi sedated. Then we can get her out without any fuss.”

“Don’t do it! Please!”

“Oh, you definitely want to be sedated for this,” she said. “Don’t worry. You’ll wake up in a couple of weeks, all cute and healed up. It’s going to be amazing.”

“Please!”

Dr. Olivia gazed down at him with something approaching compassion. She held up the anesthesia mask, and he saw the clear plastic. He gulped and shook his head one more time before she placed the mask over his nose and mouth.

“Take nice deep breaths,” she ordered. “Just relax and think about the pretty girl you can be. Think about your new bottom and how you’re going to feel so much better when you aren’t worried about your old life.”

In spite of everything he had experienced, Larry still fought hard. Just before the mask came down over his nose and mouth, he inhaled, and now he locked his lungs in place and refused to breathe.

Of course, he knew this wouldn’t last for long.

Stars appeared along the edges of his vision. Unconsciousness threatened to take him. His lungs ached for the opportunity to exhale and suck in a fresh breath. His body burned for it.

He lost control.

He exhaled, sucked in fresh air and a lung full of sedatives. The anesthesia made his vision wobble. Within moments, he could feel his eyes get heavier and heavier.

“Don’t worry,” said the doctor. “We’re going to take really good care of you. After this, you won’t have to think or worry at all.”

He struggled one more time, pulling helplessly against his restraints, but it didn’t do any good because he lost consciousness. And with that, he lost any chance he would ever have of getting back to his old life.

 

“Can I see him? Please, can I see him?” Mary asked as she practically hopped up and down.

Katrina rarely got to see her lover this excited, but there was something pretty amazing about seeing this kind of enthusiasm. At work, Katrina usually put on a authoritative, neutral and sometimes harsh persona. But with Mary skipping along with eager anticipation, Katrina allowed herself one of those warm, genuine smiles.

They headed through White Crest. Even if her employees noticed the change in her affect, they didn’t say anything about it. On the contrary, they seemed just as timid and respectful as always.

They went straight for Lexi’s room.

When they arrived, Katrina looked back at Mary and asked, “Are you sure you want to see this?”

“Yes, please. I’ve been thinking about it all week.”

“Why?” Katrina couldn’t hide some of the hurt in her voice, probably because she could be a jealous woman it didn’t like thinking of her girl as imagining someone else.

“Because he was my stepbrother, and I want to see what you did with him!”

“You saw him before,” Katrina pointed out.

“But this is going to be different.” Mary seemed to so certain.

“Okay,” Katrina replied as she swiped her card. The door unlocked, and she opened it.

That’s when they saw the dumb slut, down on her elbows and knees with her legs spread.

One of the orderlies pumped her from behind, thrusting wildly into her firm rear end. At the other side, Lexi eagerly licked and sucked another orderly’s cock. The men were so engrossed in taking advantage of this girl that they didn’t notice their boss or even the door opening.

Mary grabbed Katrina’s hand, squeezed, and looked back at her. The two women smiled because they knew they had made the right decision. They watched, proud of their handiwork. And all the while, Lexi kept slurping and moaning, desperate for more, just as she had been trained.

 

The End
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kidnapped and forced into a chastity cage. One way or

another, they’ll give in. Holding his key is one of the

most delectable pleasures I can imagine.

 

Cuckolding is another incredible fetish. Since I am

interested in how men can lose control, I’m fascinated by the idea of a wife or girlfriend who’s decided that

her man just isn’t good enough. Yes, she still cares

about him and wants to keep him around, but he will

be a slave, forced to watch his girl with another man

—if he’s lucky. This kind of the trail is one of those

ultimate expressions of power and control.

 

Bondage can be psychological, but I tend to prefer the

literal restraints. The notion of having a man strapped

down, his arms and legs spread, his naked body on

display is powerfully erotic. I love knowing his

girlfriend or wife can touch him and tease him,

forcing him to beg and plead. His dignity drains away

as he succumbs to that overwhelming desperation.

 

Spanking is an amazingly simple punishment. Take a

man, put him across your lap, and spank him. Make

him cry out. Pain might be one of the oldest

incentives, but it works beautifully. When a man

whimpers, he understands what he’s lost.

 

Humiliation is one of those tools men seldom acknowledge. They want to believe they’re capable of

dealing with any slight or insult, only this isn’t true.

So many men are incredibly fragile. They tell

themselves that they’re powerful, but they still worry

about what the women nearby might think. Getting

collared, leashed, and crawling before a woman is an

incredibly humiliating experience. It strips him of his

identity now that the world can see who he really is.

 

These are just a few of my favorite fetishes. If a game

involves taking or losing control, I’ll probably love it.

So please, if you have any fantasies or ideas you would

like to share, feel free to email me:

ARitter664@gmail.com.

index-1_1.jpg
The Warden's Property
45D\






index-2_1.jpg
The Warden's Property
45D\






