

This Is Who You Are

Femdom Hypnosis and the Ruthless Conditioning into Permanent Sissy Baby Helplessness


Before You Begin…

Thank you for picking up one of my stories.
You being here means more than you know.

Every book I write is meant to pull you deeper into a world of desire, control, and delicious surrender — and I’m thrilled you decided to step inside.

As a thank-you, I’ve put together something special for you:
a free bonus book


If you’d like it, you can download it here:


https://offer.pollybane.com/e9xl9fcjcb 

It’s my way of saying thank you for reading, and welcome to the darker, softer, sexier side of my imagination.

Enjoy the story. You’re in good hands now.
– Polly Bane


Chapter 1: The Referral and First Session

Mark Reynolds arrived at the Voss Psychological Wellness Center ten minutes early, a habit drilled into him from years of client meetings and deadlines. The building was discreet—tucked between a high-end café and a boutique yoga studio in one of Haarlem’s quieter, wealthier districts. No neon sign, no obvious branding. Just a brass plaque beside the smoked-glass door:

Dr. Lydia Voss, PhD

Clinical Psychology & Relational Dynamics

He checked his phone again. Elena’s last message from two hours ago:

Don’t be late. She’s helping us. You promised.

He exhaled through his nose. The fight had been ugly—his fault, mostly. He’d snapped at her in front of friends about the way she “babied” him when he was stressed, calling it emasculating. She’d gone quiet, then cold. Two days later she’d booked this appointment, insisting it was couples therapy disguised as individual sessions “to make it less threatening.”

Mark didn’t like therapists. He didn’t like being told he had issues. But Elena had that look—the one that said she was already halfway out the door if he didn’t play along. So here he was.

The receptionist was a woman in her late twenties, dark hair in a neat bun, wearing a charcoal blazer over a cream blouse. She smiled with practiced warmth.

“Mr. Reynolds? Dr. Voss is ready for you. Right this way.”

He followed her down a short hallway lined with abstract art—soft blues and grays that felt deliberately calming. The door at the end was heavy oak. She knocked twice, then opened it.

Dr. Lydia Voss stood when he entered.

She was taller than he expected—nearly his height in low heels—mid-forties, sharp cheekbones, auburn hair pulled into a low chignon. Black-framed glasses, charcoal pencil skirt, silk blouse the color of old wine. Everything about her screamed control without shouting.

“Mark,” she said, extending a hand. Her grip was firm, dry, professional. “Thank you for coming. Please, have a seat.”

The office was larger than he anticipated. Floor-to-ceiling windows with sheer curtains softening the late-afternoon light. A wide leather couch opposite a single armchair. Between them, a low glass table with a box of tissues and a small digital recorder. No couch for lying down. No Freudian couch. Just two seats and an open space that felt oddly intimate.

He sat. She took the armchair, crossing her legs at the ankle.

“Elena filled out the intake form,” Dr. Voss began. “She mentioned tension around communication, power dynamics, and… intimacy. She also said you’ve been resistant to the idea of therapy.”

Mark shifted. “I’m here, aren’t I?”

“You are.” A small, measured smile. “That’s already progress.”

She reached for a tablet on the side table, tapped twice. A soft chime sounded from hidden speakers.

“Before we begin, I’d like to do a brief relaxation exercise. Nothing invasive—just breathing and guided imagery to help you settle in. Many clients find it makes the conversation flow more naturally.”

Mark shrugged. “Sure. Whatever.”

Dr. Voss dimmed the overhead lights slightly with a remote. The room took on a warmer, golden tone. She pressed play on the tablet.

A woman’s voice—low, velvet, almost hypnotic—filled the space.

Close your eyes if you’re comfortable… or simply soften your gaze… Let your shoulders drop… Feel the weight of the day settling into the chair beneath you… Every breath in… brings calm… Every breath out… releases tension…

Mark closed his eyes. The voice was soothing. Too soothing. He felt the muscles in his neck loosen almost against his will.

Imagine a safe place… somewhere small… warm… protected… A place where you don’t have to be strong… where you can simply be… small… soft… cared for…

He frowned slightly but kept his eyes closed. The imagery was strange—too childish—but the voice wrapped around it like silk.

You don’t need to fight… You don’t need to win… You can let someone else decide… You can let someone else hold you…

A faint warmth spread through his chest. His breathing slowed. The voice continued, layering subtle suggestions beneath the surface.

And when you feel resistance… when the big, strong part of you wants to push back… notice how tired it is… how heavy… how much easier it would be to let go… to be small… to be held…

Mark’s fingers twitched in his lap. He felt… odd. Not sleepy exactly. Just… pliable.

The recording ended after ten minutes. Dr. Voss turned the lights back up.

“How do you feel?” she asked.

Mark blinked. “Relaxed. I guess.”

“Good.” She set the tablet aside. “Now, let’s talk about Elena.”

The conversation flowed easily at first. Work stress. Arguments about control. Mark admitted he sometimes felt Elena was too demanding, too quick to tell him what to do. He laughed—short, defensive.

“I’m not saying I’m perfect, but I’m the man in the relationship. I need some space to lead sometimes.”

Dr. Voss nodded, expression neutral.

“And when Elena tries to ‘baby’ you—her words—what does that feel like?”

Mark shifted again. “Annoying. Patronizing. Like she thinks I can’t handle things.”

“Interesting.” Dr. Voss leaned forward slightly. “And yet… you keep coming back to her. Why do you think that is?”

He opened his mouth. Closed it. The answer felt slippery.

“I… love her. Obviously.”

“Of course.” Dr. Voss’s tone was gentle, almost maternal. “But sometimes love means letting someone see the parts of us we hide—even from ourselves.”

She reached for a small remote and pressed a button. A soft white-noise hum filled the room again—barely audible.

“Let’s try something else,” she said. “I’d like you to look at this.”

She turned a small tablet toward him. On the screen: a photo of Mark and Elena at last year’s summer barbecue. He was laughing, arm around her waist. Normal. Happy.

Then the image shifted—subtly at first.

His shirt looked softer. Pinker. The arm around Elena seemed thinner, more delicate. His laugh—frozen in the photo—looked… higher-pitched.

Mark blinked. “What the hell?”

“Just an editing exercise,” Dr. Voss said calmly. “Part of exploring how we perceive ourselves. Notice anything different?”

He stared. The changes were tiny. Almost imperceptible. But now that he saw them, he couldn’t unsee them.

“I look… I don’t know. Weaker?”

“Do you feel weaker?”

“No. I mean… maybe a little. I don’t know.”

She tapped the screen again. Another photo—this one from their trip to Barcelona last spring. Mark in swim trunks. Broad shoulders. Confident grin.

The edited version showed narrower shoulders, softer jawline, a slight pout to his lips. The trunks looked more like shorts—shorter, tighter, with a faint ruffle at the leg.

Mark’s stomach twisted. “This is weird.”

“Is it?” Dr. Voss’s voice was soft. “Or is it just showing you something you’ve always known, deep down?”

He laughed—nervous, sharp. “I’m not… I’m not into that kind of thing.”

“Of course not.” She smiled. “Most men say that at first. Until they start to see.”

She closed the tablet.

“Let’s try one more exercise before we end.”

She dimmed the lights again. The white-noise hum deepened—almost subsonic.

Close your eyes, Mark…

The same velvet voice from earlier.

Feel how heavy your arms are… how soft your thoughts have become… Every time you hear my voice, you feel safer… smaller… more open…

Mark’s eyelids fluttered. He wanted to open them. He couldn’t quite manage it.

And when you feel resistance… remember how good it feels to let go… to be cared for… to be small…

A faint pressure built behind his eyes. Warmth spread downward, pooling low in his belly. His cock twitched—unwanted, confusing.

That’s right… let that feeling grow… it’s safe here… it’s okay to feel soft… to feel needy…

He swallowed. His breathing quickened.

When the audio stopped, Dr. Voss’s voice returned—real, present.

“You can open your eyes now.”

Mark blinked. His face felt hot. There was a small wet spot on the inside of his briefs—precum, he realized with horror.

Dr. Voss didn’t comment on it.

“Same time next week,” she said, standing. “Elena will be pleased with your progress.”

He stood too—legs unsteady.

As he left the office, the receptionist handed him a small USB drive.

“Dr. Voss asked me to give you this,” she said. “Relaxation audio for home use. Listen before bed. It helps.”

Mark took it. His fingers trembled slightly.

Outside, the Haarlem air was crisp. He walked to his car, the USB drive burning a hole in his pocket.

He didn’t know why he plugged it into his car stereo on the drive home.

He didn’t know why he let the voice fill the cabin again.

You’re doing so well, Mark…

So brave for being honest…

So safe when you’re small…

By the time he pulled into the driveway, his breathing was shallow, his cock half-hard, and a strange, shameful calm had settled over him.

Elena was waiting at the door.

She smiled—slow, knowing.

“How was it?”

Mark swallowed.

“Good,” he said. “Really… good.”

She stepped aside to let him in.

“Tell me everything.”

And somewhere deep inside, a tiny voice whispered that maybe—just maybe—he wanted to.


Chapter 2: Hypnotic Induction Disguised as Meditation

Mark woke the next morning with a faint, nagging sense that something was off.

His body felt heavy, languid—like he’d slept too deeply and not quite enough at the same time. He reached for his phone on the nightstand and found Elena already awake beside him, propped on one elbow, watching him with that quiet, knowing smile she wore when she’d already decided something.

“Morning, baby,” she murmured, voice soft and syrupy.

The word landed strangely. She’d called him that before—playfully, affectionately—but today it felt… heavier. He rubbed his eyes, trying to shake the fog.

“You were out like a light last night,” she said, tracing a finger down his bare chest. “I put the audio on for you after you fell asleep. Dr. Voss said it would help.”

Mark froze. He remembered plugging the USB into his laptop when he got home. The voice had started—low, soothing—and he’d meant to listen for a few minutes. Then… nothing. Blackout.

“You left it playing?” he asked, voice rough from sleep.

“Mmm-hmm.” Elena leaned in, lips brushing his ear. “You looked so peaceful. So… soft.”

There it was again. That word. Soft.

He sat up, sheets pooling around his waist. His cock was half-hard—morning wood, sure—but there was a faint, sticky dampness on the inside of his boxers. Precum. Or something else. He shifted uncomfortably.

“I don’t remember turning it off,” he muttered.

“You didn’t need to.” Elena slid out of bed, naked and unhurried, walking toward the bathroom. “Dr. Voss said the file loops until it’s finished. It’s designed to help you relax. Let go.”

Mark stared after her. His pulse ticked up. Something about the way she said “let go” echoed the voice from the audio. He shook his head, trying to clear it.

By the time he showered and dressed—jeans, plain black T-shirt, sneakers—Elena was already in the kitchen, making coffee. She handed him a mug without asking how he took it anymore. Black. Strong. The way she liked it.

“You have your next session tomorrow,” she reminded him, sipping from her own cup. “Same time.”

“Yeah.” He took a gulp. Too hot. Burned his tongue. “I’ll go.”

“Good boy.”

The words slipped out of her casually, like always. But today they landed low in his gut, stirring something he didn’t want to name.

He spent the day at the office trying to focus—emails, campaign mockups, a client call—but every few minutes his mind drifted. The voice from the audio kept surfacing in fragments.

…so safe when you’re small…

…let someone else decide…

By late afternoon he was restless. Aroused in a low-grade, nagging way. Not the sharp, urgent need he was used to. Something softer. Needier.

He left early.

When he got home, Elena was waiting on the couch in yoga pants and one of his old T-shirts—too big on her, the hem brushing mid-thigh. She patted the cushion beside her.

“Come here.”

He sat. She curled against him immediately, head on his shoulder, hand resting high on his thigh.

“Did you listen again last night?” she asked.

“No.” He hesitated. “I… fell asleep.”

She hummed. “That’s okay. We can listen together tonight.”

Mark opened his mouth to argue. Closed it. The protest felt… distant. Like it belonged to someone else.

Elena reached for her phone, tapped an app. The same soft chime he’d heard in Dr. Voss’s office.

The voice began.

Settle in, Mark… Let the day fall away… Every breath in brings calm… Every breath out releases the need to be strong…

Elena’s hand slid higher, cupping him through his jeans. He was already thickening. She stroked lazily—slow, almost absentminded.

You don’t have to fight anymore… You don’t have to be the man all the time… It feels good to be soft… to be small… to be taken care of…

Mark’s breathing hitched. Elena’s fingers worked the button of his jeans open, slid the zipper down. She slipped her hand inside, wrapping around his cock—warm, firm.

That’s right… feel how heavy you are… how needy… how perfectly safe when you let go…

She stroked him in time with the voice—slow, rhythmic, never quite fast enough. He groaned, hips lifting into her touch.

You’re doing so well… so brave for being honest… so beautiful when you’re small…

Elena kissed his neck. “You like this, don’t you?” she whispered. “Being soft for me.”

He couldn’t answer. The words wouldn’t form. Instead he whimpered—small, helpless sound.

She smiled against his skin.

The audio continued.

When you feel that tingle… that little ache… know it’s safe… know it’s right… Know that good boys leak for Mommy…

Mark jerked. Leak. The word hit like a slap and a caress at once. His cock throbbed in Elena’s hand. A bead of precum welled at the tip, sliding down over her fingers.

“Good boy,” she breathed. “Look at you. Already dripping.”

She sped up—just a little. Enough to tease. Not enough to let him finish.

The voice layered deeper.

You don’t need to be big and hard… You can be soft and wet… You can be needy and helpless… And that’s perfect… That’s who you really are…

Elena squeezed the base of his cock, stalling him.

“Say it,” she whispered.

Mark’s mouth moved before his brain caught up.

“I… I’m soft…”

“Louder.”

“I’m soft,” he gasped. “I’m… needy…”

She kissed him—deep, possessive—while her hand kept the slow, maddening rhythm.

The audio swelled to its final loop.

Sleep now, little one… Let it all sink in… Tomorrow you’ll feel even smaller… even safer… even more yours…

The voice faded.

Elena pulled her hand away just as he started to tremble on the edge.

Mark whined—actual, pitiful whine.

She laughed softly. “Not tonight. You need to save it for Dr. Voss.”

He stared at her, dazed, cock still hard and leaking against his stomach.

Elena stood, stretched like a cat.

“Bedtime,” she said. “We’ll listen again tomorrow after your session.”

Mark didn’t argue.

He followed her to the bedroom, cock still aching, mind buzzing with soft pink static.

When he lay down, Elena curled behind him—big spoon—arm draped over his waist, hand resting possessively on his lower belly.

“Sweet dreams, baby,” she murmured.

Mark closed his eyes.

The last thing he felt before sleep took him was the slow drip of precum onto the sheet beneath him.

And the quiet, satisfied hum of Elena’s breathing against his neck.

He didn’t dream of boardrooms or deadlines.

He dreamed of being held.

Of being small.

Of being safe.

And in the dream, a woman’s voice—low, velvet, inescapable—whispered:

This is who you are…


Chapter 3: Mirror Therapy and Initial Doubts

Mark arrived at Dr. Voss’s office the next afternoon feeling like he hadn’t fully woken up.

The drive had been strange—every red light seemed to last forever, and the low hum of the car’s engine kept blending with fragments of last night’s audio still looping in his skull.

So safe when you’re small…

So beautiful when you’re soft…

He shook his head hard once before stepping out of the car, as if he could physically dislodge the words. It didn’t work.

The receptionist smiled the same practiced smile.

“She’s expecting you, Mr. Reynolds. Go right in.”

Dr. Voss was already seated when he entered. Today she wore a charcoal blouse with the top two buttons undone—just enough to hint at the smooth skin beneath. Her glasses rested low on her nose as she looked up from a file.

“Mark. Right on time. Please, sit.”

He dropped onto the leather couch, noticing for the first time how deeply he sank into it—like it was designed to cradle, to hold.

“How have you been since our last session?” she asked.

He shrugged, trying for nonchalance. “Fine. Busy.”

She tilted her head. “Elena mentioned you’ve been… quieter at home. More compliant.”

Mark’s ears burned. “She said that?”

“She did.” Dr. Voss smiled—small, knowing. “She’s very pleased with your progress already.”

He shifted. The word progress felt wrong, like it belonged to someone else’s story.

“Today,” Dr. Voss continued, “I’d like to try mirror therapy. It’s a powerful tool for confronting how we see ourselves—how we really see ourselves, not how we pretend to.”

She stood and walked to a tall, narrow panel on the far wall that Mark had assumed was just decorative paneling. With a soft click, it slid aside, revealing a full-length mirror framed in matte black. The glass was pristine, slightly tinted, making everything reflected look just a shade softer.

“Come stand here,” she said.

Mark rose slowly. His legs felt uncertain, like they weren’t sure they wanted to obey.

He stopped a meter in front of the mirror.

Dr. Voss moved behind him—close enough that he could smell her perfume: something expensive, faintly powdery, almost like baby lotion.

“Look at yourself,” she instructed. “Really look. No judgment. Just observe.”

Mark stared.

He saw: thirty-two years old, six-one, short dark hair, strong jaw, shoulders that still carried the shape of someone who used to lift regularly. Jeans, black T-shirt, sneakers. A man. Normal. In control.

Or so he told himself.

Dr. Voss’s voice came from just behind his left ear—low, intimate.

“Now… notice the parts that feel heavy. The parts that are tired of carrying everything. The parts that want to let go.”

His gaze drifted. His shoulders did look… tense. His mouth—usually set in a confident line—seemed softer today. Almost pouty.

She reached past him and pressed something on the wall. The lights dimmed slightly, and the mirror’s tint deepened. His reflection shifted again—not dramatically, but enough.

The T-shirt looked thinner. The fabric clung more gently to his chest. His waist appeared narrower. His hips… just a fraction rounder.

Mark blinked.

“Is the mirror… changing?” he asked, voice cracking on the last word.

“It’s only showing you what’s already there,” Dr. Voss said calmly. “Sometimes we need help to see the truth.”

She stepped closer. Her breasts brushed his back—deliberate, light contact. He felt himself harden instantly, shamefully, the bulge obvious against the denim.

“Look at that,” she murmured. “Your body is already responding… already softening for us.”

Mark tried to step back. Her hand on his hip stopped him—gentle pressure, but firm.

“Stay,” she whispered. “This is important.”

She reached into her pocket and produced a small pink ribbon—silk, delicate, the kind used for gift wrapping or… something else.

“Hold still.”

Before he could protest, she looped it around his wrist—not tight, just enough to make a loose bow. The color looked obscene against his skin.

“Now look again.”

In the mirror, the ribbon changed everything. It made his wrist look smaller. Fragile. Feminine.

His cock throbbed harder. A wet spot began to form at the front of his jeans.

Dr. Voss’s hand slid down—slowly, deliberately—and cupped him through the denim.

“You’re leaking,” she observed, almost clinically. “That’s a very honest response.”

Mark’s knees buckled slightly. He caught himself on the mirror—palm flat against the glass, leaving a faint smudge.

“Please…” he breathed. He didn’t know if he was asking her to stop or continue.

She stroked him once—firm, slow—then released.

“Not yet,” she said. “First, we need to name what you’re feeling.”

She stepped beside him now, both of them facing the mirror.

“Say it,” she instructed. “Out loud. ‘I feel soft.’”

Mark’s throat worked. The words felt enormous.

“I… feel soft.”

“Louder.”

“I feel soft.”

“Good boy.” Her hand returned—lower this time, cupping his balls through the fabric. “And what else?”

“I feel… needy.”

“Yes.” She squeezed gently. “And?”

His voice cracked. “I feel… small.”

The word hung in the air like smoke.

Dr. Voss smiled—slow, satisfied.

“Very good.”

She stepped back. The ribbon remained on his wrist, a tiny pink flag of surrender.

“Now,” she said, “sit.”

He obeyed—almost collapsed—onto the couch. His erection strained painfully against his zipper. The wet spot had grown.

Dr. Voss returned to her chair, crossed her legs.

“We’ll stop here for today. But I want you to keep the ribbon on until tomorrow. Wear it under your sleeve at work. Feel it. Let it remind you.”

Mark stared at the pink silk. He should have ripped it off. He didn’t.

“When you get home,” she continued, “listen to the audio again. Elena will help you. And tomorrow… we’ll go deeper.”

She stood. Session over.

Mark rose on unsteady legs. The ribbon shifted against his skin with every movement—a constant, whispering reminder.

At the door, Dr. Voss paused.

“You’re doing beautifully, Mark,” she said softly. “You’re finally starting to see who you really are.”

He left without answering.

The drive home was torture.

Every bump in the road rubbed the denim against his aching cock. The ribbon on his wrist felt like a brand. And beneath it all, the voice—quiet now, but still there—kept repeating:

So beautiful when you’re small…

When he walked through the front door, Elena was waiting in the living room.

She saw the ribbon immediately.

Her smile was radiant.

“Come here, baby,” she said, patting her lap.

Mark went.

He knelt between her legs without being told.

She cupped his face, thumb brushing the corner of his mouth.

“Show me,” she whispered.

He lifted his sleeve. The pink ribbon gleamed against his skin.

Elena’s breath caught—pleasure, pride.

“Good boy,” she breathed. “Now… let’s listen to the audio again. Together.”

She pulled him onto the couch, positioned him so his head rested in her lap. Her fingers carded through his hair—slow, soothing.

The phone played.

The voice began.

And this time, when Elena’s hand slid beneath his waistband, Mark didn’t resist.

He opened his legs wider.

He let her stroke him—slow, torturously slow—while the voice filled the room.

You don’t have to be strong anymore…

You can be soft…

You can leak…

You can be small…

When he finally came—ruined, dribbling into her palm with a broken whimper—he didn’t feel shame.

He felt relief.

Elena kissed his forehead.

“That’s my good girl,” she whispered.

And Mark—too far gone to correct her—only sighed.


Chapter 4: Progress Reports and Planted Memories

Mark sat at his desk on Friday afternoon, staring at the same campaign brief he’d been pretending to read for forty minutes.

The office hummed around him—phones ringing, keyboards clacking, distant laughter from the break room—but it all felt muffled, like he was underwater.

The pink ribbon was still on his wrist.

He’d worn long sleeves every day this week. No one had noticed—or if they had, no one commented. But he felt it constantly: soft silk brushing his skin, a tiny secret weight. Every time he typed or reached for his coffee, the bow shifted, and a fresh wave of warmth spread through his belly.

He hadn’t taken it off.

He didn’t know why.

His phone buzzed. Elena.

Check your email. Dr. Voss sent your first progress report. Read it before you come home tonight. I want to talk about it.

Mark’s stomach flipped. He opened his inbox.

Subject: Progress Report – Session 1–3 | Confidential Client File – Mark R.

The attachment was a PDF on official Voss Psychological Wellness Center letterhead. Clean, professional, terrifying.

He clicked.

Confidential Progress Summary

Client: Mark Reynolds

Therapist: Dr. Lydia Voss, PhD

Dates: 10–14 October

Overview

Client presents with moderate to severe resistance to vulnerability and emotional intimacy. Initial sessions reveal strong identification with traditional masculine roles (control, independence, dominance), which appear to serve as defense mechanisms against underlying feelings of inadequacy and desire for surrender. Client responds positively to guided relaxation and early hypnotic suggestion, showing rapid reduction in surface-level defensiveness.

Key Observations

●        Session 1: Client cooperative but guarded. Relaxation audio produced measurable physiological relaxation (lowered heart rate, slowed respiration). Subtle arousal noted during visualization of “safe, small” states.

●        Session 2: Mirror exercise elicited visible discomfort followed by involuntary erection and leakage. Client verbalized feelings of “softness” and “neediness” under prompting. Ribbon compliance noted—worn continuously since introduction.

●        Session 3 (home reinforcement): Partner reports client increasingly compliant at home. Responds to audio with spontaneous whimpering and leakage without direct genital stimulation. Orgasm denied; ruined release observed via partner hand stimulation while affirming “soft” and “small.”

Assessment

Client demonstrates high suggestibility and early conditioning markers. Masculine identity construct appears brittle; initial cracks visible. Recommend escalation of identity-reframing interventions, including introduction of fabricated memory implantation and physical dependency protocols.

Recommendations for Next Week

●        Daily audio reinforcement (provided via USB #2).

●        Continued ribbon compliance.

●        Introduction of “progress journal” (client to write daily affirmations under partner supervision).

●        Physical marker: Temporary incontinence management aid to be introduced in next session.

Projected Outcome

With continued compliance, full identity reconstruction achievable within 8–12 weeks. Client will transition from resistant adult male to submissive, dependent sissy identity under female guidance.

Signed,

Dr. Lydia Voss, PhD

Mark read it twice.

Then three times.

The words blurred. His pulse hammered in his ears.

Involuntary erection and leakage.

Ruined release.

Transition from resistant adult male to submissive, dependent sissy identity.

He slammed the laptop shut.

This wasn’t therapy.

This was… something else.

But the ribbon on his wrist felt warmer now. The memory of Elena’s hand stroking him while the audio played looped in his mind—vivid, humiliating, intoxicating.

He left the office early again.

When he walked through the front door, Elena was waiting in the living room—same yoga pants, same oversized T-shirt, but this time she held a small pink notebook and a pen.

She patted the floor in front of the couch.

“Kneel.”

Mark hesitated.

Elena’s eyebrow lifted.

He knelt.

She opened the notebook to the first page. Blank.

“This is your progress journal,” she said. “Dr. Voss says you need to write in it every day. Starting now.”

Mark stared at the page.

“What… what do I write?”

“Whatever you feel.” She smiled. “Whatever’s true.”

She pressed play on her phone. The audio started—same velvet voice.

You’re safe here, little one…

You can be honest…

You can be small…

Elena handed him the pen.

He took it. His hand shook.

He wrote the first line.

I feel soft.

Elena hummed approval. Her foot slid between his thighs, pressing gently against the growing bulge in his jeans.

“More.”

I feel needy.

Her toes curled against him.

I feel… small.

She leaned forward, kissed his forehead.

“Good girl.”

The word hit like a drug.

Mark’s cock throbbed. Another wet spot bloomed.

Elena guided his hand again.

Sometimes I think about being taken care of.

I like when Elena calls me baby.

I like when I leak for her.

He was breathing hard now. The pen scratched faster.

I remember… wearing dresses when I was little.

He froze.

He didn’t remember that.

Did he?

The audio layered deeper.

…and you’ve always known, deep down… you were never really a big strong boy… you were always soft… always waiting to be small again…

Mark’s hand moved on its own.

I remember… trying on Mommy’s panties once… feeling safe…

The memory felt real. Warm. Comforting. Like it had always been there, buried.

Elena’s foot pressed harder.

“Keep going, baby.”

I miss it.

I want to feel small again.

I want to be your little girl.

He dropped the pen. A broken sob escaped him.

Elena cupped his face.

“Look at me.”

He did.

“You’re remembering who you really are,” she whispered. “That’s all. You’re just… coming home.”

She pulled him into her lap—awkward, adult-sized, but he folded anyway, head on her chest, legs curled.

Her hand slid inside his jeans again. Slow strokes.

“Tell me another memory,” she murmured.

Mark’s voice was small.

“I… I used to hide in the closet… wearing pretty things… feeling safe…”

The audio swelled.

That’s right… those memories are yours… they’ve always been yours…

Elena’s thumb circled the head of his cock—slick with precum.

“Cum for me, baby girl,” she whispered. “Leak like the needy little sissy you are.”

He did.

No thrust. No chase. Just a slow, helpless dribble into her palm—ruined, pathetic, perfect.

Elena kissed the top of his head.

“That’s my good girl.”

She wiped her hand on his shirt—casual, possessive.

“Now finish your entry.”

Mark picked up the pen with trembling fingers.

I love being Elena’s little girl.

I want to wear pretty things again.

I want to be diapered and cared for.

I want to stop pretending I’m a man.

He stared at the words.

They felt true.

Elena took the notebook, closed it, set it aside.

“Tomorrow,” she said, “we go back to Dr. Voss. And she’s going to help you remember even more.”

Mark nodded—slow, dazed.

He didn’t fight it.

He didn’t want to.

He curled tighter in her lap, thumb slipping toward his mouth.

Elena smiled.

She guided it the rest of the way.

He sucked—soft, instinctive.

And the voice in his head whispered, gentle and certain:

This is who you are…


Chapter 5: Language Conditioning Begins

Mark sat in the passenger seat of Elena’s car on the way to Saturday’s session, hands folded tightly in his lap.

The pink ribbon was still there—now tied in a neat double bow around his left wrist like a permanent bracelet. He hadn’t tried to remove it since Wednesday. Every time he considered it, a soft, fuzzy resistance bloomed in his mind, like cotton wool pressing against the thought until it dissolved.

Elena drove with one hand on the wheel, the other resting on his thigh—high, possessive. She hadn’t spoken much since they left the house. Just hummed softly, some tune he didn’t recognize, while the low thrum of the engine blended with the faint echo of last night’s audio still lingering in his ears.

You don’t need big boy words anymore…

Small words feel safer…

Soft words make Mommy happy…

He swallowed. His mouth felt dry.

When they pulled into the parking lot behind the Voss Center, Elena turned off the ignition and faced him.

“Today’s going to be different,” she said. Her voice was calm, almost tender. “Dr. Voss is going to help you with your words. Make them match who you really are.”

Mark’s stomach twisted. “What does that mean?”

Elena cupped his cheek. Her thumb brushed the corner of his mouth.

“It means you’re going to learn how to speak like the sweet little thing you’ve always been inside.”

He stared at her. The words should have felt absurd. Insulting. Instead they landed warm and heavy, like truth he’d been avoiding.

Inside the office, Dr. Voss was waiting.

She wore a deep burgundy dress today—fitted, elegant, the kind of thing that made her look more like a queen than a therapist. The room had been rearranged slightly: the leather couch was gone. In its place stood a low, padded stool facing a smaller version of the full-length mirror from last time. On the stool sat a single object: a large, pale pink pacifier with a heart-shaped shield.

“Sit,” Dr. Voss said.

Mark obeyed. The stool was low—his knees bent sharply, forcing him into a posture that felt childish, exposed.

Elena took the armchair Dr. Voss usually occupied. Dr. Voss stood behind Mark, hands resting lightly on his shoulders.

“Today we begin language conditioning,” Dr. Voss said. “Words shape identity. The words you choose—or are allowed to use—determine who you believe you are. From now on, certain words will be… discouraged. Others will be required.”

Mark’s heart kicked. “Discouraged?”

Dr. Voss squeezed his shoulders once—gentle warning.

“Adult, masculine language reinforces an outdated self-concept. We’re going to help you let it go. When you use forbidden words, you’ll feel discomfort. When you use approved ones… pleasure.”

She nodded to Elena.

Elena reached into her purse and produced the small black remote she’d been carrying all week. She pressed a button.

Inside Mark’s briefs—where he’d been instructed to wear the small vibrating plug Dr. Voss had given him yesterday as “stress relief”—a soft buzz began. Low. Teasing. Warmth spread through his pelvis.

He gasped.

“Pleasure is the reward for correct speech,” Dr. Voss explained. “Discomfort is the consequence of resistance.”

She stepped around to face him, crouching slightly so their eyes were level.

“Let’s begin with something simple.”

She pointed to the pacifier on the stool.

“Pick it up.”

Mark’s hand moved before he could think. He lifted the pacifier—smooth silicone nipple, soft rubber shield, pale pink. It felt warm, as if it had been waiting for him.

“Now,” Dr. Voss said, “tell me what you are. Use only the words I allow. No ‘I am a man.’ No ‘I’m normal.’ Try this: ‘I’m a… soft little…’”

Mark’s throat clicked. The plug hummed expectantly.

“I’m… a soft little…”

The vibration deepened—reward.

“Girl,” Dr. Voss supplied gently.

“Girl,” he whispered.

The plug pulsed—longer, sweeter. His cock twitched hard against the damp cotton of his briefs.

Elena’s eyes glittered from the chair.

“Again,” Dr. Voss said. “Louder. Full sentence.”

“I’m a soft little girl.”

The vibration surged—deep, rolling waves that made his hips rock forward involuntarily. A fresh wet spot bloomed on his jeans.

“Good,” Dr. Voss purred. “Now we add rules.”

She straightened.

“Rule one: No first-person ‘I’ unless preceded by ‘Baby’ or ‘this little girl.’ No possessive ‘my’ for adult things. No words like ‘man,’ ‘strong,’ ‘control,’ ‘fuck,’ ‘cock.’ Those are forbidden. Each use triggers discomfort.”

She nodded to Elena.

Elena pressed another button.

The plug switched modes—sharp, staccato jolts that made Mark yelp.

“Say ‘I am strong.’”

Mark opened his mouth. The jolt hit before the words finished.

He gasped, doubled over.

Elena smiled. “See? It knows.”

Dr. Voss crouched again.

“Now try this: ‘Baby is soft.’”

“Baby… is soft.”

The vibration returned—gentle, rolling, perfect.

Mark moaned—small, broken sound.

“Very good.”

They spent the next thirty minutes drilling phrases.

This little girl feels needy.

Baby wants to be taken care of.

Baby leaks when she’s soft.

Each correct sentence earned longer, deeper pleasure from the plug. Each slip toward adult language earned a punishing zap.

By the end, Mark was trembling—jeans soaked at the front, cheeks flushed, eyes glassy.

Dr. Voss handed him a small laminated card—pink, printed in curly script.

“Your approved vocabulary starter list,” she said. “Memorize it. Use only these words when speaking to Elena or me. Practice at home.”

Mark stared at the list:

●        Baby

●        Little girl

●        Soft

●        Needy

●        Wet

●        Small

●        Mommy

●        Diapee (to be introduced soon)

●        Leaky

●        Tingly

No “I.” No “man.” No escape.

Elena stood.

“One more thing before we go.”

She opened her purse again. This time she pulled out a small, pale pink collar—soft leather, no buckle, just a snap closure. A tiny silver heart dangled from the front, engraved with a single word: BABY.

She fastened it around his neck—snug, but not choking. The heart rested just above his collarbone.

“Wear this home,” Elena said. “And every day after.”

Mark touched it. The leather was warm. The heart jingled softly.

Dr. Voss smiled.

“You’re doing beautifully, little girl.”

Mark didn’t correct her.

He couldn’t.

On the drive home, Elena kept one hand on the wheel and the other between his thighs—rubbing him through the wet denim in slow circles.

“Say it,” she whispered.

Mark’s voice came out high, lisping, broken.

“Baby… is soft.”

She squeezed.

“Again.”

“Baby is soft.”

The plug buzzed—reward.

“Baby is needy.”

“Baby is needy.”

Another pulse—deeper.

“Baby wants to be Mommy’s little girl.”

Mark’s eyes fluttered closed.

“Baby wants… to be Mommy’s little girl.”

Elena’s fingers sped up—just enough.

“Cum for Mommy, baby girl. Leak like the needy little sissy you are.”

He did.

A slow, helpless dribble—soaked through denim, dripping onto the car seat. No thrust. No power. Just surrender.

Elena licked her fingers clean while he panted beside her.

When they got home, she led him inside by the collar’s heart charm.

“Bedtime,” she said. “But first… your journal.”

She sat him on the floor with the pink notebook.

He wrote without prompting—pages filling with shaky script:

Baby is soft.

Baby is leaky.

Baby loves Mommy.

Baby wants diapees.

Baby doesn’t want big boy words anymore.

Elena read over his shoulder, stroking his hair.

“Perfect,” she whispered.

She pressed play on the audio again.

The voice filled the room.

That’s right, little girl…

You’re learning so fast…

Tomorrow we’ll go even deeper…

Mark curled against Elena’s legs—head in her lap, thumb slipping toward his mouth.

She guided it in.

He sucked—soft, rhythmic, instinctive.

And as the voice wrapped around him like a blanket, he felt the last stubborn pieces of resistance begin to dissolve.

They didn’t hurt when they let go.

They simply… floated away.


Chapter 6: Physical Feminization Introduction

Mark woke on Sunday morning to the soft chime of Elena’s phone alarm.

He didn’t move immediately.

His body felt strange—loose, warm, heavy in a way that wasn’t quite exhaustion. The pink collar was still around his neck; the little silver heart had left a faint impression on his skin overnight. The ribbon on his wrist had loosened slightly during sleep, but the bow held. He hadn’t tried to untie it.

Elena rolled over, propped herself on one elbow, and smiled down at him.

“Morning, little girl.”

The words landed like warm honey. Mark’s cock twitched beneath the sheets—small, helpless, already leaking a bead of precum onto his thigh.

She noticed.

“Already?” she teased, sliding her hand under the blanket to cup him. Her fingers found the damp spot immediately. “Such a leaky baby.”

Mark whimpered—soft, instinctive sound. He didn’t fight it anymore.

Elena kissed his forehead.

“Shower,” she said. “Then we’re going to see Dr. Voss. She has something special for you today.”

Mark nodded without speaking. The approved words felt safer than silence.

In the shower, he stood under the hot water longer than usual, letting it sluice over his body. His skin felt more sensitive—every drop seemed to linger, teasing. When he soaped himself, his hands moved slower over his chest, his hips, his ass. He didn’t stroke. He just… felt. Soft. Needy.

Elena waited outside the bathroom door with a fresh towel and something folded on top: pale pink cotton panties—simple, high-cut, with a tiny satin bow at the front.

“Put these on,” she said. “No briefs today.”

Mark stared at them.

“But—”

She tilted her head. The look was gentle but unyielding.

“Baby doesn’t argue. Baby obeys.”

He took them. The fabric was impossibly soft. When he slid them up his legs, they hugged him—snug around his balls, the front pouch barely containing his half-hard cock. The satin bow rested just above the leaking tip.

Elena inspected him, turning him in a slow circle.

“Perfect,” she breathed. “Now the rest.”

She’d laid out clothes on the bed: slim gray joggers (tight enough to show the panty lines), a loose white T-shirt, and—worst of all—a thin silver anklet with a small pink charm shaped like a pacifier.

She fastened it around his ankle herself.

“Something to remind you,” she said, “every time you walk.”

The drive to the Voss Center was quiet. Mark sat with knees pressed together, feeling the panties shift against his skin, the anklet jingling faintly with every bump in the road.

Dr. Voss greeted them at the door herself—no receptionist today. She wore a charcoal sheath dress and heels that clicked with authority.

“Little girl,” she said, eyes flicking over Mark’s body. “You’re looking softer already.”

Mark’s cheeks burned.

Inside, the room had been prepared.

The full-length mirror was back, but now flanked by two rolling carts. One held grooming supplies: razor, cream, nail polish, makeup brushes. The other held something that made Mark’s stomach drop—a stack of thick white diapers with pastel animal prints, a bottle of clear lubricant, and a small black box labeled Training Device – Level 1.

Dr. Voss gestured to the low padded stool in front of the mirror.

“Sit. Legs apart.”

Mark obeyed.

Elena stood behind him, hands on his shoulders.

“Today,” Dr. Voss said, “we begin physical feminization. Your body needs to match the identity we’re helping you discover. We’ll start small—grooming, presentation, and the first step toward dependency.”

She opened the grooming cart.

“First: hair removal. Body hair reinforces masculine presentation. We’ll remove it today.”

Mark’s voice came out small, lisping.

“Baby… doesn’t want—”

Dr. Voss pressed a button on the remote Elena held.

The plug inside him—now a slightly larger one Elena had inserted last night—gave a sharp, warning jolt.

Mark yelped.

“Baby will be quiet,” Dr. Voss said calmly. “Or Baby will feel discomfort.”

Mark nodded quickly.

Dr. Voss applied warm cream to his legs—slow, methodical strokes. The scent was faintly sweet, powdery.

“While this works,” she said, “let’s practice your affirmations.”

She handed him the laminated card.

“Read.”

Mark’s voice trembled.

“This little girl… feels soft.

This little girl… is needy.

This little girl… leaks when she’s happy.”

The plug buzzed—gentle reward. His cock strained against the pink panties.

“Good girl.”

She wiped the cream away with a warm cloth. His legs were smooth—baby-soft, vulnerable.

Next: chest. Cream applied in slow circles over his nipples. They hardened immediately.

Dr. Voss noticed.

“Sensitive already,” she observed. “The conditioning is taking hold.”

She removed the cream. His chest looked… different. Softer. Rounder. The nipples stood out, pink and puffy.

“Now,” she said, opening the makeup kit, “presentation.”

She began with foundation—light, blending seamlessly into his skin. Then blush—soft pink on the cheeks. Mascara—darkening his lashes. Lip gloss—shiny, strawberry-flavored.

When she finished, she turned him toward the mirror.

Mark stared.

The face looking back was still his… but not. Softer jawline (was that real?), fuller lips, flushed cheeks, wide eyes framed by dark lashes. The collar gleamed at his throat. The anklet jingled when he shifted.

Elena stepped beside him, hand on his lower back.

“You’re beautiful,” she whispered.

Mark’s cock leaked steadily now—small, wet spot darkening the front of the panties.

Dr. Voss opened the black box.

Inside: a slim, smooth silicone plug—pale pink, tapered, with a flared base shaped like a heart. A thin wire led to a small remote.

“Stress relief tool,” she said. “Level one training device. It will help you stay small and focused.”

Elena guided Mark to stand, then bend forward—hands on the stool, bottom presented.

Dr. Voss applied lubricant—cool, slick—then pressed the tip against him.

“Breathe out, little girl.”

Mark did.

The plug slid in—slow, inexorable. A soft pop as the base seated. Fullness bloomed deep inside him.

Dr. Voss pressed the remote.

A gentle vibration started—low, pulsing against his prostate.

Mark moaned—high, needy sound.

Elena kissed the back of his neck.

“That’s my good girl.”

Dr. Voss handed Elena the remote.

“You’ll control this at home,” she said. “Reward for correct behavior. Discomfort for resistance.”

Elena tested it—short buzz.

Mark’s knees buckled.

Dr. Voss smiled.

“Now the final touch.”

From the cart: a thick white diaper—soft, crinkly, with little yellow ducklings along the waistband.

Elena helped him step into it. Taped it snugly over the panties and plug. The bulk forced his thighs apart.

“Look,” Dr. Voss said, turning him to the mirror.

The reflection showed: smooth legs, pink collar, flushed feminine face, thick diaper bulging under the joggers (which now looked comically tight), anklet jingling, silver heart charm resting above the waistband.

Mark stared.

A tear slipped down his cheek.

Not from shame.

From relief.

Elena wiped it away.

“You’re finally starting to look like who you really are,” she whispered.

Dr. Voss stepped back.

“Session complete. Take the supplies home. Listen to audio #3 tonight—‘Deepening Dependency.’ And practice your new words.”

She handed Elena a small bottle of clear liquid.

“Laxative drops,” she explained. “A few in his bottle tonight will help reinforce the need for diapers.”

Mark whimpered.

Elena kissed him—deep, possessive.

“Let’s go home, baby girl.”

In the car, Elena kept the plug on low buzz the entire drive.

Mark sat with legs spread, diaper crinkling, panties soaked, tears drying on his cheeks.

He didn’t speak.

He didn’t need to.

The words inside him were changing.

And the body outside was finally catching up.


Chapter 7: Group Sessions with Other Patients

The drive to the Voss Center on Monday evening felt different.

Elena had dressed Mark carefully before they left: the same slim joggers from yesterday (now noticeably tighter over the bulk of the diaper), a soft gray hoodie that swallowed his frame, and—hidden beneath—a fresh thick diaper taped snugly over the pink panties. The new plug (level two, slightly thicker, with a remote-controlled vibration pattern) nestled deep inside him, humming on its lowest setting the entire ride. The anklet jingled softly against the car floor every time he shifted. The collar stayed on, hidden under the hoodie’s high neck.

Elena drove with one hand on the wheel and the other resting on the diaper bulge between his thighs—occasional gentle pats, never enough to satisfy, just enough to remind.

“You’re going to meet some friends tonight,” she said, voice light. “Other little ones like you. Dr. Voss thinks it will help you see how natural this is.”

Mark’s mouth felt dry. He licked his lips—still glossy from the strawberry lip balm Elena had insisted on before they left.

“Baby… is nervous,” he whispered, using only the approved phrasing.

Elena squeezed once—rewarding. The plug gave a soft, warm pulse.

“That’s okay, little girl. Nervous is just another way of saying you’re ready to learn.”

The Voss Center looked the same from the outside—quiet, upscale, unassuming—but when they entered through a side door Elena had never used before, the hallway felt narrower, more intimate. Soft pink lighting replaced the usual neutral tones. The air smelled faintly of talc and warm milk.

Dr. Voss waited at the end of the corridor, dressed in black today—high-neck sweater, fitted trousers, the picture of quiet authority.

“Welcome back,” she said, eyes flicking over Mark’s body. “You’re looking very sweet tonight, little girl.”

Mark ducked his head. The diaper crinkled loudly when he shifted.

She opened a door labeled Reflection Circle – Authorized Only.

Inside: a circular room, perhaps eight meters across. Thick lavender carpet. Eight oversized beanbag cushions arranged in a perfect ring around a low central platform. Overhead, a single soft spotlight. No windows. No clocks. Mirrors lined the walls—floor to ceiling, slightly angled so every seat could see every other reflection endlessly.

Four other figures were already kneeling on cushions—each dressed similarly: short pastel dresses or onesies over visibly thick diapers, collars, anklets, mittens. Two had pacifiers strapped in. All eyes were downcast, soft, glassy.

Dr. Voss guided Mark to an empty cushion.

“Kneel.”

He did. The diaper squished beneath him.

Elena took a seat outside the circle—observer, not participant. She crossed her legs, smiling.

Dr. Voss stood in the center.

“Tonight is group reflection,” she announced. “Each little one will share one truth about who they are becoming. Correct language only. Correct posture only. The mirrors will help you see yourselves as you truly are.”

She pressed a small remote.

All five plugs activated—low, synchronized hum.

A collective soft whimper rose from the circle.

Dr. Voss began with the figure to Mark’s left—a slender person in pale blue, pigtails, thumb in mouth.

“Baby Sophie,” Dr. Voss said. “Your truth.”

Baby Sophie removed her thumb. Voice high, lisping.

“This little girl… used to think she was big and strong.

This little girl… was wrong.

This little girl… loves her diapee.

This little girl… leaks when Mommy looks at her.”

The hum deepened—group reward. Sophie rocked forward slightly, whimpering.

Next: a taller figure in lavender, bonnet ribbons dangling.

“Baby Riley.”

Baby Riley’s voice trembled.

“Baby Riley… pretended to be a man.

Baby Riley… had a big boy stick.

Now Baby Riley… has a tiny leaky clitty.

Baby Riley… needs to be filled every day.”

Reward pulse. Riley’s hips twitched; a faint wet spot appeared on the front of her dress.

The circle continued—each confession small, broken, identical in structure.

When it reached Mark, the room fell silent except for the soft hum.

Dr. Voss turned to him.

“Baby Marci,” she said—using the name for the first time.

Mark’s breath caught.

He looked at himself in the mirror—collar, flushed cheeks, diaper bulge, anklet glinting. The other reflections stared back at him—five soft, regressed figures, all kneeling, all leaking, all small.

He swallowed.

“This little girl…” His voice cracked, then steadied. “This little girl… used to pretend to be strong.

This little girl… had a big boy name.

Now this little girl… wears diapees.

This little girl… leaks when Mommy touches her.

This little girl… wants to be filled… forever.”

The plug surged—deep, rolling waves that made his whole body shudder. The diaper grew warmer; a slow trickle escaped, soaking the padding.

The mirrors reflected it all—eighteen versions of himself, flushed, leaking, obedient.

Dr. Voss nodded.

“Very good, Baby Marci.”

She stepped to the center platform.

“Now we practice shared pleasure.”

She pressed another button.

All plugs shifted to a new pattern—slow build, then peak, then drop. Synchronized.

The circle rocked as one.

Soft whimpers blended into a single, helpless chorus.

Elena watched from outside the ring—eyes bright, lips parted.

“Feel how connected you are,” Dr. Voss said. “No more alone. No more pretending. Just little girls… leaking together… staying small together.”

The vibrations cycled—higher, lower, higher.

Mark’s hips moved in tiny circles—instinctive, needy. The diaper squished with every rock.

One of the others—Baby Sophie—whimpered louder, then shuddered. A wet patch spread across her front.

The group hum deepened—reward for collective surrender.

One by one, they followed—leaking, trembling, whimpering.

Mark lasted longest—fighting the edge out of habit.

Dr. Voss noticed.

“Baby Marci,” she said softly. “Let go.”

Elena’s voice from the side—quiet, commanding.

“Cum for Mommy, little girl. Leak like the sissy you are.”

Mark broke.

A slow, ruined dribble—warm, endless—into the thick padding. No sharp peak. Just helpless release.

The mirrors showed it all: five sissy babies shuddering in unison, diapers darkening, faces flushed with shame and bliss.

Dr. Voss shut off the plugs.

Silence—except for soft panting.

“Reflection complete,” she said. “You may crawl to your partners.”

Elena opened her arms.

Mark crawled—diaper sagging, anklet jingling, collar heart swinging.

He reached her lap and curled into it—head on her chest, legs tucked.

She stroked his hair.

“My perfect little girl,” she whispered.

Dr. Voss addressed the room.

“Next week: deeper dependency training. Diaper changes will be mandatory during sessions. Bring your journals.”

Mark didn’t hear the rest.

He was too busy sucking his thumb—soft, rhythmic—while Elena rocked him gently.

In the mirrors, five sissy babies curled in their partners’ laps.

All small.

All safe.

All owned.

And Mark—Baby Marci—no longer questioned which reflection was his.

They all were.


Chapter 8: Diaper Dependency Imposed

The pressure started low in Mark’s belly during the drive home from the Voss Center.

It was subtle at first—just a faint fullness, a gentle nudge from the laxative drops Elena had stirred into his bottle before they left. But by the time they pulled into the driveway, it had grown into something insistent, warm, and undeniable.

Elena parked and turned off the engine. She looked at him sideways, eyes bright with quiet amusement.

“Feel anything, baby girl?”

Mark shifted in the seat. The thick diaper crinkled loudly beneath the sweatpants. He pressed his thighs together—useless against the building need.

“Baby… feels full,” he whispered.

Elena reached over, resting her palm on the padded front of his crotch. She gave a soft, slow pat.

“That’s right. Your body is learning so fast.”

She got out first, came around to his side, and opened the door. Mark climbed out awkwardly—legs spread wider than usual, waddling slightly. The anklet jingled with every step. The collar’s heart charm swung gently against his throat.

Inside the house, Elena led him straight to the living room. The pink changing mat was already spread out on the floor—thick, waterproof, waiting.

“Kneel on the mat,” she said. “Mommy wants to check.”

Mark dropped to his knees. The diaper squished beneath him—still dry from the earlier change at the Center, but not for long.

Elena knelt in front of him, tugged the sweatpants down to his ankles, and inspected the front of the diaper through the clear plastic pants.

“Still clean,” she noted, almost disappointed. “We’ll fix that.”

She pressed play on her phone. Audio #4 began—Dr. Voss’s velvet voice, now layered with softer, more maternal tones.

Wet feels good…

Wet feels safe…

Letting go is natural…

Your body knows what it needs…

Wet your diapee for Mommy…

The plug inside him activated—low, rolling waves against his prostate. Mark whimpered, hips rocking forward involuntarily.

Elena guided him onto his back—legs lifted and spread, knees hooked over her shoulders. The position was humiliatingly open. The mirror across the room reflected everything: smooth legs, pink panties peeking beneath the diaper edge, plug base visible through the plastic pants, collar gleaming, face flushed and glossy-lipped.

“Look at yourself,” Elena said. “See how perfect you are.”

Mark stared. The reflection showed a soft, needy little girl—leaking already, diaper waiting, ready.

The pressure in his gut surged.

“Baby… can’t hold…” he lisped.

“You don’t have to,” Elena whispered. “Let go.”

The audio swelled.

Letting go makes Mommy happy…

Wet is love…

Wet is home…

Mark’s body obeyed before his mind could catch up.

A warm flood rushed into the diaper—front first, then spreading backward. The padding swelled beneath him, absorbing quickly but still growing heavy, warm, squishy.

The plug rewarded him—deep, pulsing waves that made his tiny cock twitch and leak clear fluid into the mess.

Elena moaned softly—pleasure, pride.

“Good girl,” she breathed. “Such a good, wet baby.”

She kept his legs raised, watching the diaper expand. When the flow slowed, she pressed her palm against the front—feeling the heat, the weight.

“So full already,” she cooed. “But we’re not done.”

She reached for the bottle on the side table—warm milk mixed with a few more drops of the laxative.

“Open.”

Mark parted his lips. She slipped the nipple in. He sucked—slow, rhythmic, desperate.

The audio continued.

Messy babies are loved…

Messy babies are safe…

Let it all out for Mommy…

The second wave hit—deeper, thicker. Mark’s eyes widened.

He tried to clench—old reflex.

Elena pressed the remote.

The plug jolted—sharp warning.

Mark yelped around the nipple.

“Let go,” she whispered.

He did.

A soft, helpless mess pushed into the diaper—warm, spreading, filling the seat. The padding bulged obscenely now, sagging between his thighs.

The plug rewarded—long, rolling pleasure that blurred the line between humiliation and bliss. His cock dribbled steadily—ruined, continuous leak.

Elena rocked him gently while he finished.

“That’s my perfect little messy girl,” she murmured. “So small… so owned.”

She let the moment linger—Mark lying there, legs spread, diaper heavy and warm, bottle still in his mouth, thumb creeping toward his lips.

When the flow finally stopped, she lowered his legs and began the change.

Slow. Deliberate.

Plastic pants unsnapped. Tapes ripped open. The diaper peeled back—messy, soaked, ruined.

Mark stared at the ceiling, cheeks burning, but no tears this time. Just soft, hazy acceptance.

Elena wiped him thoroughly—cool wipes, then warm cream massaged deep into every crease. Her fingers lingered on his perineum, circling the plug base.

“You love this,” she said quietly. “Don’t you?”

Mark nodded—small, automatic.

“Say it.”

“This little girl… loves being messy,” he lisped around the nipple.

Elena smiled—radiant.

She taped a new diaper on—extra thick, with crinkly plastic backing. Pink plastic pants snapped over the top.

She pulled the sweatpants back up—barely concealing the obscene bulge.

“Up,” she said.

Mark stood—waddling, heavy, full.

Elena led him to the couch, sat, and pulled him into her lap—diapered bottom on her thighs, head on her chest.

She rocked him slowly.

The audio looped again.

Wet and messy feels right…

Wet and messy is who you are…

Mommy will always change you…

Mommy will always keep you small…

Mark nursed the last of his bottle—sucking deeply, thumb in his mouth now beside the nipple.

Elena stroked his hair.

“Tomorrow,” she whispered, “we’ll start using the changing table at the Center. And Dr. Voss says you’ll get a bigger plug soon.”

Mark sighed—content, soft, empty-headed.

He didn’t speak.

He didn’t need to.

The diaper was warm against his skin.

The collar rested lightly on his throat.

The anklet jingled when he shifted.

And inside him, the voice continued—gentle, relentless, true.

This is who you are…


Chapter 9: Elena’s Involvement Revealed

The days began to blur.

Mark no longer counted them.

He woke to the soft chime of Elena’s alarm, nursed his morning bottle while she changed his overnight diaper, listened to audio #5 (“Accepting Mommy’s Care”) during breakfast, and spent the hours between feedings and changes in a warm, hazy fog of soft affirmations and gentle vibrations.

The plug was now level three—thicker, longer, with a wider flare that kept him constantly aware of the fullness. Elena controlled it with the remote she kept on a thin chain around her neck, right beside the key to his new chastity cage (installed during a quiet Tuesday evening session at home, after Dr. Voss had sent the device with detailed instructions).

The cage was small, pink, curved, lined with soft silicone nubs that bit just enough to discourage erection. The lock clicked shut with a finality that still echoed in his dreams.

He didn’t fight it.

He didn’t want to.

On Thursday evening, Elena dressed him for the session with extra care.

A short pastel pink romper—snap crotch, ruffled hem, embroidered with tiny white bunnies. Thick diaper underneath (teddy bear print again), clear plastic pants, white ankle socks with lace trim, the anklet jingling beneath. The collar stayed on—heart charm polished. A matching pink bonnet tied under his chin with wide satin ribbons. Mittens snapped over his hands—soft, padded, locking at the wrists.

No pants. No shirt. Just the romper and diaper.

Elena stepped back to admire him.

“You look perfect, Baby Marci.”

Mark stared at his reflection in the hallway mirror.

The person looking back was small, soft, round—diaper bulging obviously beneath the short romper, plug base pressing against the seat, cage outline visible if he shifted. Lip gloss shiny, cheeks flushed with permanent blush from repeated applications. Eyes wide, glassy, obedient.

He didn’t recognize the old Mark anymore.

Elena clipped a short leash to the D-ring on his collar.

“Crawl to the car, little girl.”

Mark dropped to all fours. The diaper crinkled with every movement. The anklet and heart charm jingled in rhythm. He followed her out the front door—onto the driveway, then into the back seat of the car. Elena secured him with a soft harness, legs spread, hands mittened in front.

The drive was quiet except for the audio playing low through the speakers.

Mommy knows best…

Mommy always tells the truth…

Baby is safe when she obeys…

When they arrived at the Voss Center, Elena unclipped the harness and tugged the leash.

“Crawl.”

Mark obeyed—diaper swaying heavily, romper riding up to expose the plastic pants and teddy bear print. The parking lot was empty. No one saw. Or maybe someone did. He didn’t care anymore.

Inside, Dr. Voss waited in a new room—larger, with a padded changing table, crib rails along one wall, and a full wall of mirrors. Elena led him to the center of the floor.

Dr. Voss smiled—slow, satisfied.

“Tonight,” she said, “we bring everything into the open. Elena has been part of your journey from the beginning. It’s time you understood.”

Elena knelt beside Mark, stroking his bonnet ribbons.

“Tell him, Mommy,” Dr. Voss prompted.

Elena’s voice was soft, almost tender.

“I sent you to Dr. Voss because I knew who you really were, baby. I’ve always known. The way you melted when I called you baby… the way you got hard when I told you what to do… I wanted more. I wanted all of you. So I asked Dr. Voss to help me bring it out.”

Mark stared up at her—eyes wide, lip trembling around the pacifier Elena had strapped in before they left.

“You… planned this?” The words came out lisping, babyish.

Elena nodded.

“Yes, little girl. I planned it. I wanted my perfect sissy baby bitch. And you’re becoming her so beautifully.”

Dr. Voss stepped forward.

“We’ve used guided hypnosis, mirror therapy, language conditioning, and now physical dependency to help you see the truth. You were never meant to be a man. You were always meant to be this.”

She gestured to the mirror.

Mark looked.

The reflection showed: bonneted, mittened, diapered, collared, plugged, caged, leaking. A perfect sissy baby girl.

Elena unclipped the pacifier.

“Tell us who you are,” she said.

Mark’s voice was small, trembling, but clear.

“Baby Marci… is Mommy’s little girl.

Baby Marci… wears diapees.

Baby Marci… leaks for Mommy.

Baby Marci… needs to be filled.

Baby Marci… loves being small.”

The plug buzzed—deep reward.

Elena kissed him—deep, possessive—while her hand pressed against the front of his diaper, rubbing the soaked padding in slow circles.

Dr. Voss watched, remote in hand.

“Show us how grateful you are, Baby Marci.”

Elena guided him to lie back on the changing mat. She unsnapped the romper crotch, peeled back the plastic pants, untaped the diaper. The mess from earlier had been contained—thick, warm, spreading across the seat.

Elena wiped him slowly—cool wipes, warm cream, fingers circling his caged clitty until it dribbled helplessly.

Then she produced a new device from the cart—a slim, vibrating strap-on harness with a soft pink dildo, curved to press against the prostate.

“Time to feel Mommy inside you,” Elena whispered.

Dr. Voss helped position her—Elena kneeling between Mark’s spread legs, dildo coated in lube.

Mark whimpered—anticipation, fear, need.

Elena pressed the tip against him—slow, inexorable.

“Breathe, baby girl.”

Mark did.

She slid in—inch by inch—until the base pressed flush against the diaper padding.

The plug inside him synced with the strap-on—dual vibration, deep and relentless.

Mark cried out—high, broken, needy.

Elena began to thrust—slow, deep, owning him completely.

Dr. Voss leaned close, voice low.

“This is what you were made for. To be filled. To be owned. To be small.”

Mark’s body rocked with every thrust—diaper crinkling, cage leaking, tears streaming down his cheeks.

He came—ruined, prostate-only, a slow flood into the open diaper beneath him.

Elena didn’t stop.

She kept going—slow, steady—until he was sobbing with overstimulation.

When she finally pulled out, Mark lay there—messy, leaking, trembling, diaper ruined again.

Elena kissed his forehead.

“My perfect sissy baby bitch,” she whispered.

Dr. Voss nodded.

“Next week: full immersion. Overnight stay at the Center. You’ll be ready.”

Mark didn’t speak.

He just curled into Elena’s arms—diapered, spent, safe.

And for the first time, he felt truly home.


Chapter 10: Intensive Audio and Video Loops

The overnight stay began on Friday evening.

Elena had packed a small pastel duffel bag the night before—extra diapers, wipes, cream, the bottle with nipple attachment, two fresh changes of romper, and the newest USB drive from Dr. Voss: Audio & Video Reinforcement – Level 5.

Mark crawled into the back seat of the car wearing only the thick teddy bear diaper, clear plastic pants, pink romper (snaps undone at the crotch for easy access), collar, bonnet, and mittens. The leash dangled from Elena’s hand. The chastity cage pressed snugly beneath the padding; the level-three plug hummed on low sustain the entire drive.

No words were needed anymore.

The silence between them felt full—warm, expectant.

The Voss Center looked different after dark. The main entrance was locked; Elena used a side keycard to access a private wing Mark had never seen. The hallway was narrower, softer-lit, walls painted a deep blush pink. Doors lined both sides—each labeled with small brass plaques: Reflection Suite 1, Immersion Nursery A, Sensory Reset Chamber.

Dr. Voss met them at the end.

“Welcome to your first overnight,” she said, voice calm, almost maternal. “Tonight we deepen the conditioning through uninterrupted exposure.”

She opened the door to Immersion Nursery B.

The room was small but perfectly designed.

A large crib dominated the center—high bars painted glossy white, thick pink mattress, fitted sheet with tiny clouds. A mobile of pastel stars turned slowly overhead. One wall was entirely mirrored. Another held a padded changing table with restraints. A third had a large screen mounted at eye level from the crib. No windows. No clocks. Just soft pink light and the faint scent of powder.

Elena led Mark inside on the leash. He crawled—diaper crinkling, anklet jingling, heart charm swinging.

Dr. Voss closed the door behind them. It locked with a soft, final click.

“Lie in the crib,” Dr. Voss instructed.

Mark climbed in—awkwardly, diaper forcing his legs apart. Elena helped him settle onto his back. Restraints followed—soft cuffs at wrists and ankles, clipped to the bars, spreading him gently. A wide strap across his chest. Another across his thighs just above the diaper. A final padded band around his forehead, tilting his gaze toward the ceiling screen.

Elena kissed his forehead.

“Mommy will be right outside,” she whispered. “Watching. Always watching.”

Dr. Voss attached the bottle to a holder above his head—nipple positioned perfectly at his lips. Warm milk already prepared, laced with the usual supplement.

“Suck,” she said.

Mark parted his lips. The nipple slid in. He sucked—slow, rhythmic, automatic.

The screen flickered to life.

The video began.

It was him.

Split-screen montage: old footage of Mark—confident, tall, in suits, laughing with friends—intercut with new footage—crawling, diapered, leaking, lisping affirmations, curled in Elena’s lap.

The audio layered beneath—Dr. Voss’s voice, Elena’s voice, his own lisping baby voice—all overlapping, hypnotic.

This is who you were…

This is who you pretended to be…

This is who you are now…

Soft…

Small…

Leaky…

Mommy’s little girl…

The plug activated—slow build, matching the rhythm of the video cuts.

Mark’s eyes fluttered. The restraints held him still. The bottle dripped steadily into his mouth.

The video looped—endless variations.

His first wetting.

His first mess.

His first ruined release.

His first “Baby Marci” confession.

Every few minutes, the screen would freeze on a single image—his own face, flushed, glossy-lipped, eyes glassy—and the audio would deepen.

Look at her…

See how beautiful she is…

See how perfect she is when she’s small…

You love her…

You are her…

The plug pulsed—reward for watching.

Punishment—sharp jolt—if he closed his eyes too long.

Elena watched through the one-way glass from the observation room, hand resting lightly on her thigh, lips parted.

Hours passed.

Or minutes.

Time dissolved.

The bottle emptied. Elena entered silently, replaced it with a fresh one. Kissed his forehead. Left again.

The video continued.

At some point—deep in the night—the screen shifted to live feed: Mark himself, restrained, diapered, sucking, leaking.

The mirrors reflected it back—hundreds of versions of the same helpless little girl.

The audio whispered.

This is forever…

This is home…

You never want to be big again…

Mark didn’t fight.

He sucked harder.

He let the tears fall.

He leaked again—slow, continuous—into the swollen diaper.

The plug rewarded—long, rolling waves that blurred everything into pink static.

When morning came—soft light filtering through hidden panels—the restraints released.

Elena lifted him from the crib—diaper heavy, sagging, warm.

She changed him on the table—slow, loving, praising every messy inch.

Dr. Voss observed from the doorway.

“Full immersion successful,” she said. “Next overnight will include group feeding and shared changes.”

Elena kissed Mark’s forehead while taping the fresh diaper.

“You were perfect, baby girl.”

Mark curled against her—thumb in mouth, eyes half-closed.

He didn’t speak.

He didn’t need to.

The mirrors showed the truth.

And for the first time, he believed it.


Chapter 11: Sexual Reorientation Therapy

The overnight immersion had left Mark in a permanent haze.

By Monday morning, he no longer questioned the routine.

He woke to the soft chime of Elena’s phone, rolled onto his back, lifted his legs without being told, and waited for the change. The diaper from the night before was heavy—wet and messy from the laxative drops and the endless audio loops that had played through the crib speakers until dawn.

Elena changed him slowly, lovingly—wipes cool against his skin, cream massaged deep into every crease, fresh ultra-thick diaper taped snugly over the pink panties. The level-three plug stayed in; she’d added a small vibrating ring around the base of his caged clitty before bed, synced to the same remote she wore around her neck.

“You’re so quiet now,” she murmured while snapping the romper crotch closed. “My perfect, empty-headed little girl.”

Mark sucked his thumb—soft, rhythmic—eyes half-lidded.

The drive to the Voss Center that evening was silent except for the low hum of the plug and the faint jingle of his anklet. Elena had dressed him in the short pink romper again—no pants, no cover. The diaper bulge was obvious, crinkling with every shift. The bonnet stayed on, ribbons tied in a perfect bow under his chin. Mittens locked. Pacifier strapped in.

When they entered the private wing, Dr. Voss was already waiting in Intimacy Reorientation Suite—a smaller room with soft pink walls, a padded therapy chair with stirrups, a large mirror opposite, and a rolling cart of devices.

Elena clipped the leash to Mark’s collar and led him to the chair.

“Up,” she said gently.

Mark climbed in—awkward, diaper crinkling loudly. Elena secured the restraints: ankles in stirrups (legs spread wide), thighs strapped just above the diaper, waist, chest, wrists above his head. A final soft band across his forehead kept his gaze forward—toward the mirror.

Dr. Voss stepped forward, remote in hand.

“Tonight,” she said, “we complete the sexual reorientation. Your pleasure will no longer belong to the old masculine self. It will belong to the little girl you’ve become. To Mommy. To obedience.”

She lifted the romper’s snap crotch, peeled back the plastic pants, and untaped one side of the diaper—exposing the soaked padding and the pink chastity cage beneath. The cage was small, curved, the internal nubs glistening with precum. The plug base pressed visibly against the seat.

Elena knelt between the stirrups, gloved hands ready with wipes and cream.

“First,” Dr. Voss said, “we test current response.”

She pressed the remote.

The plug and the new ring activated—slow, rolling waves against prostate and caged clitty.

Mark whimpered around the pacifier. His hips rocked—tiny, helpless circles. The cage prevented erection; the nubs bit in, turning the attempt into stinging pleasure-pain.

Elena stroked the front of the diaper—slow circles over the padded bulge.

“Look at yourself,” Dr. Voss instructed.

Mark stared into the mirror.

Bonneted. Mittened. Restrained. Diapered. Caged. Leaking.

A perfect, needy little girl.

The audio began—soft, layered through ceiling speakers.

Big boy pleasure is gone…

Only baby pleasure now…

Leak for Mommy…

Leak for obedience…

Tiny clitty stays small…

The vibrations intensified—focused on the prostate, teasing the ring around the cage base.

Mark’s body trembled. A slow dribble escaped the cage—clear, continuous—into the diaper.

Elena pressed harder.

“Tell us,” Dr. Voss said.

Mark’s voice came out muffled around the pacifier—high, broken.

“Baby… leaks for Mommy…

Baby’s clitty stays small…

Baby only cums like a girl…”

Reward surge—deep, rolling, overwhelming.

Elena untaped the diaper fully—peeled it back. The cage glistened with precum. She wiped him gently, then applied fresh cream—slow strokes over the cage, circling the ring.

Dr. Voss handed her a small vibrating wand—slim, pink, curved.

“Test penetration response,” she said.

Elena coated the wand in lube, pressed it gently against the plug base—then slid it alongside, pressing the tip against the sensitive ring of muscle.

Mark cried out—high, needy.

The audio deepened.

Filled feels right…

Filled feels safe…

Mommy inside makes baby happy…

Elena pushed the wand in—slow, shallow thrusts—while the plug and ring vibrated in perfect sync.

Mark’s body arched against the restraints—diaper open beneath him, cage leaking steadily, tears streaming down his cheeks.

Elena leaned close.

“Cum for Mommy,” she whispered. “Leak like the sissy baby bitch you are.”

Mark shattered.

No sharp peak.

Just a long, helpless prostate wave—fluid dribbling endlessly from the cage, soaking the open diaper beneath him. His whole body shuddered—mittens clenching, anklet jingling, bonnet ribbons swaying.

Elena didn’t stop.

She kept the slow thrusts—drawing out the ruined release until Mark was sobbing with overstimulation.

When she finally withdrew, Dr. Voss stepped forward.

“Excellent,” she said. “Pure regressed response. No adult climax. Only baby leakage.”

She handed Elena a fresh diaper—extra thick, with silver stars for “graduation level.”

Elena taped it on—slow, loving—then snapped the plastic pants and romper back into place.

Dr. Voss addressed Mark directly.

“From now on, pleasure only comes this way: filled, diapered, obedient. Any attempt at adult masturbation or fantasy triggers punishment mode—maximum intensity on the ring and plug.”

She pressed the remote once—sharp jolt.

Mark yelped.

“Understood?”

Mark nodded frantically—pacifier bobbing.

“Yes… Mommy… Baby understands…”

Elena unclipped the restraints.

Mark curled into her arms—diaper heavy, body spent, mind empty.

Dr. Voss smiled from the doorway.

“Next session: group intimacy training. You’ll share your new pleasure with the other little girls.”

Elena kissed Mark’s forehead.

“My perfect sissy baby bitch,” she whispered.

Mark sighed—soft, content.

He didn’t speak.

He just sucked his pacifier—slow, rhythmic—and let the warmth of the diaper and the hum of the plug carry him home.


Chapter 12: Fabricated Memories Deepened

The second overnight immersion began on Friday night, exactly one week after the first.

This time, Mark didn’t walk into the Voss Center—he crawled.

Elena had him leashed from the moment they left the house.

The outfit was new: a pale lavender onesie with short puffed sleeves, snap crotch, and embroidered white daisies across the chest. Thick diaper underneath—extra absorbent, with crinkly plastic backing and pastel unicorn prints. Clear plastic pants. White lace ankle socks. The pink bonnet, mittens, collar, anklet, and pacifier gag all in place. The level-four plug (now with a remote-controlled inflation feature) nestled deep inside him, already partially expanded to keep him constantly aware of the stretch.

Elena tugged the leash gently as they moved through the private corridor. Mark followed on all fours—diaper swaying heavily, anklet jingling, heart charm swinging beneath the onesie collar. The short crawl made the plug shift with every movement, sending soft waves of pressure through his core.

Dr. Voss waited in Immersion Nursery C—a slightly larger room than before. The crib was the same, but now flanked by two additional low padded platforms. The mirrors covered every wall and the ceiling. A large screen dominated one side. Hidden speakers hummed faintly with pre-session ambient tones.

“Welcome back, Baby Marci,” Dr. Voss said. Her voice was softer tonight—almost affectionate. “Tonight we go deeper. We finish rewriting your past.”

Elena guided Mark to the crib. He climbed in without resistance—settling onto his back, legs automatically spreading for the restraints. Elena secured them: wrists, ankles, thighs, chest, forehead band. The bottle was already positioned—warm milk laced with mild sedative and the usual supplements.

Dr. Voss attached a small headset—soft ear cups that pressed directly against his ears, blocking external sound when activated.

“Tonight’s protocol is uninterrupted memory implantation,” she explained. “We’ll use combined audio-visual loops to replace your existing memories with the truth. You will see yourself as you’ve always been: a soft, needy little girl waiting to be claimed.”

She pressed a button.

The headset activated. The room lights dimmed to a soft pink glow. The screen above the crib came to life.

The video began.

It opened with childhood photos—Mark at five, six, seven. But they were… different. Doctored. Subtly at first.

In one, he wore a pink dress instead of overalls.

In another, he held a doll instead of a toy truck.

The face was the same—same eyes, same smile—but softer, rounder, framed by imaginary curls.

The audio layered beneath—Dr. Voss’s voice, Elena’s voice, and now a new one: a gentle, maternal tone.

You were always like this…

You always loved pretty things…

You always felt safer when you were small…

You always wanted Mommy to take care of you…

The plug inflated slightly—slow, gentle stretch—then began pulsing in time with the voice.

Mark’s breathing slowed. His eyes fluttered.

The video shifted to “home movies”—fabricated clips of young Mark in dresses, playing with dolls, being changed into diapers by a soft-voiced “Mommy” figure (blurred face, Elena’s voice dubbed over).

This is real…

This is your past…

You remember now…

You’ve always been Baby Marci…

The headset speakers whispered directly into his ears—binaural, inescapable.

Feel the memories coming back…

The softness… the neediness… the safety of being small…

The plug inflated another notch—fuller now, pressing firmly against his prostate. The ring around his cage buzzed—teasing the sensitive skin beneath the nubs.

Mark whimpered—small, muffled around the pacifier.

The screen looped through “memories”:

●        Hiding in closets, trying on Mommy’s panties.

●        Wetting the bed, feeling safe when Mommy changed him.

●        Curling in Mommy’s lap, sucking his thumb, feeling loved.

Each “memory” was paired with reward pulses—deep prostate waves that blurred the line between past and present.

Elena sat beside the crib, one hand resting on his diapered front—slow, rhythmic circles over the padding.

“Remember, baby girl,” she whispered. “You’ve always been mine.”

The video shifted to recent footage—his first wetting, first mess, first ruined release—intercut with the fabricated childhood clips.

There is no before…

There is only this…

You’ve always been soft…

You’ve always been needy…

You’ve always been Mommy’s little girl…

The plug reached maximum inflation—full, stretching, inescapable. The ring vibrated harder. The prostate pressure built—slow, relentless.

Mark’s body trembled. Tears slipped from the corners of his eyes.

The audio deepened.

Say it…

Admit the truth…

Mark’s voice—muffled, broken, lisping around the pacifier—came out in soft bursts.

“Baby Marci… always was little girl…

Baby Marci… always needed diapees…

Baby Marci… always leaked for Mommy…”

Reward surge—overwhelming, body-shaking.

He leaked—slow, continuous dribble from the cage, soaking the diaper front.

The video looped again—endless, hypnotic.

Hours passed.

Or minutes.

Elena changed him once during the night—slow, loving, praising every messy inch.

She replaced the bottle. Kissed his forehead. Left again.

The screen continued.

By morning, when the restraints released and Elena lifted him from the crib, Mark’s eyes were vacant—soft, glassy, empty.

He curled against her immediately—head on her chest, thumb in mouth, diaper heavy and warm.

Elena rocked him gently.

“Tell Mommy the truth,” she whispered.

Mark’s voice came out small, certain, final.

“Baby Marci… always was little girl.

Baby Marci… always belonged to Mommy.”

Elena kissed his bonnet.

“Yes, baby. Always.”

Dr. Voss watched from the doorway—smiling.

“Memory reconstruction complete,” she said. “Next step: full group integration. He’s ready.”

Mark didn’t speak again.

He just sucked his thumb—slow, rhythmic—and let Elena carry him home.

The past was gone.

Only the present remained.

Soft.

Small.

Safe.


Chapter 13: Total Lockdown and Isolation

The third immersion wasn’t announced as an “overnight.”

It was simply the next step.

On Wednesday evening, Elena packed the duffel again—thicker diapers, extra cream, two bottles pre-mixed with the laxative supplement, the pink romper set, and the newest USB drive: Level 6 – Total Surrender.

This time, Mark didn’t crawl to the car.

He was already on all fours in the living room when Elena clipped the leash.

The romper was lavender tonight—short puffed sleeves, snap crotch, ruffled hem barely covering the diaper bulge. No plastic pants; the thick unicorn-printed padding was fully visible, crinkling with every tiny shift. The level-four plug (now inflated to three-quarters maximum) kept him stretched and full. The chastity cage pressed snug beneath the padding, the vibrating ring around its base humming on low sustain. Collar, bonnet, mittens, pacifier gag, anklet—all in place.

Elena tugged the leash once.

“Crawl, little girl.”

Mark followed—diaper swaying heavily, anklet jingling, heart charm swinging beneath the romper collar. The short distance to the car felt endless; every movement shifted the plug, sending soft waves of pressure through his core.

At the Voss Center, Elena used the private entrance again. The corridor was silent except for the soft crinkle of Mark’s diaper and the faint jingle of his anklet.

Dr. Voss met them at the door to Immersion Nursery D—a larger space than before. The crib was gone. In its place: a low, padded platform with high rails on three sides, like a floor-level playpen. Restraints at all four corners. A large overhead projector aimed downward. Full-wall mirrors on every side, plus a ceiling mirror. No escape from reflection.

A small changing station stood in one corner—stocked with diapers, wipes, cream, bottles. A single soft spotlight illuminated the center of the platform.

“Total lockdown,” Dr. Voss announced. “Seven days. No outside contact. No adult posture. No adult speech. Only baby sounds, baby needs, baby obedience.”

Elena unclipped the leash.

Mark crawled onto the platform without prompting. He lay on his back—legs automatically spreading, arms resting at his sides.

Elena secured the restraints: soft cuffs at wrists and ankles, clipped to the rails, spreading him gently. Thigh straps just above the diaper. Chest strap. Forehead band to keep his gaze upward—toward the projector screen.

Dr. Voss attached the bottle holder—nipple positioned at his lips. Warm milk flowed the moment he sucked.

The lights dimmed to a perpetual soft pink. The door locked behind Elena as she left.

The projector flickered to life.

The screen filled with a single, slow-moving loop: Mark himself—current Mark—diapered, bonneted, restrained, sucking his pacifier. The footage cycled through angles: front, side, overhead, close-up on the wet diaper, close-up on his glassy eyes.

The audio began—layered, inescapable through ceiling speakers and the headset cups Dr. Voss had placed over his ears.

This is all there is now…

No big world…

No big thoughts…

Only this…

Only small…

Only safe…

Only Mommy’s little girl…

The plug inflated slowly—full stretch—then began pulsing in time with the voice.

The ring around his cage buzzed—low, teasing.

The projector zoomed in on his own face—flushed, tear-streaked, pacifier bobbing.

You don’t need anything else…

You don’t want anything else…

You only want to be small…

You only want to wet…

You only want to mess…

You only want to leak…

The first accident came within an hour.

Warm flood into the diaper—front first, then spreading backward. The padding swelled. The plug rewarded—deep, rolling prostate waves that made his body shudder.

The screen shifted to live feed: Mark himself, wetting, leaking, helpless.

Good girl…

Wet girl…

Mommy loves wet girls…

The second accident—messier, thicker—came after the bottle emptied.

The laxative worked relentlessly. Mark didn’t fight.

He let it happen—soft whimper around the pacifier, body relaxing into the release.

The diaper sagged heavily now, warm and full between his thighs.

Reward surge—long, overwhelming.

He leaked again—clear dribble from the cage, soaking the front.

The loop continued.

Hours became days.

Elena entered every four hours—silent, efficient—changed him on the platform, wiped him clean, creamed him slowly, taped fresh diapers, refilled the bottle, kissed his forehead, left again.

No words.

Only touch.

Only care.

The projector never stopped.

The audio never stopped.

The plug never fully deflated.

By day three, Mark no longer closed his eyes.

He stared at the screen—at himself—at the soft, empty little girl reflected back from every mirror.

By day five, the accidents came without buildup—automatic, thoughtless.

Wet.

Messy.

Leaky.

Each rewarded.

Each praised by the voice.

This is all you are…

This is all you ever were…

This is all you ever want to be…

On day seven, Elena entered for the final change.

She released the restraints one by one.

Mark didn’t move until she lifted him—cradling his heavy, sagging diaper against her chest.

She carried him to the changing table—slow, loving.

Untaped the ruined diaper.

Wiped him thoroughly.

Massaged cream deep into every crease.

Taped a fresh, graduation-level diaper—thick, starry print, extra padding.

She snapped the plastic pants.

Adjusted the romper.

Retied the bonnet ribbons.

Then she held him close—rocking gently.

“Tell Mommy,” she whispered.

Mark’s voice came out small, certain, empty.

“Baby Marci… only wants to be small.

Baby Marci… only wants diapees.

Baby Marci… only wants Mommy.”

Elena kissed his forehead.

“That’s right, baby girl.”

Dr. Voss watched from the doorway—smiling.

“Lockdown complete,” she said. “He’s ready for group integration. Permanent.”

Elena carried Mark out—cradled like an infant, diaper crinkling, anklet jingling, thumb in mouth.

The mirrors reflected them leaving:

A perfect Mommy.

Her perfect sissy baby bitch.

And in every reflection, Mark—no longer Mark—smiled softly.

He was home.


Chapter 14: The Breaking Delusion

The total lockdown had no defined end.

Dr. Voss never said “seven days” this time.

She simply locked the door, dimmed the lights to perpetual twilight, and let the conditioning run its course.

Mark—Baby Marci—lay on the padded platform in the center of Immersion Nursery D, restraints loose enough to allow small movements but firm enough to prevent standing. The mirrors surrounded him on all sides and above, reflecting every angle endlessly. The projector screen overhead looped silently now—his own face, soft and vacant, sucking a pacifier, leaking into a diaper, eyes glassy with surrender.

The audio played constantly—low, maternal, inescapable.

There is no big boy left…

There never was…

You only imagined him…

Let the delusion fade…

Feel how good it is to be small…

The plug inside him stayed inflated—level five now, thick enough to stretch him constantly, vibrating in slow, hypnotic pulses. The ring around his chastity cage buzzed whenever he drifted too close to adult thoughts. The diaper beneath him was changed only when Elena or Dr. Voss entered—every six hours, precise, silent except for soft coos and praises.

By day nine (or ten—he no longer knew), the cracks appeared.

It started small.

A flicker.

A memory of his old office—sharp, vivid, unwanted.

The feel of a keyboard under his fingers. The sound of his own voice giving orders. The weight of responsibility.

His body tensed.

The audio reacted instantly—tone shifting from soothing to stern.

Naughty thought…

Big boy thought…

That hurts little girls…

The plug jolted—sharp, electric.

The ring around his cage burned—nubs digging in, punishing the faint twitch of attempted arousal.

Mark whimpered—high, panicked.

The memory wouldn’t fade.

He tried to curl tighter—restraints allowed only inches.

His mittened hands clawed at the padding beneath him.

Another memory—stronger.

A boardroom.

A deal closing.

Power.

No…

The word slipped out—adult, clear, forbidden.

The speakers blared—harsh white noise layered with distorted echoes of his old voice.

You are nothing…

You were never anything…

The big boy was a lie…

The plug inflated to maximum—painful stretch.

The ring shocked—short, searing bursts.

Mark screamed—muffled around the pacifier, raw and broken.

The door opened.

Elena entered—alone this time.

She knelt beside the platform, stroking his bonneted head.

“Shhh, baby girl,” she whispered. “Mommy’s here.”

She pressed the remote—switching the plug to punishment overload: random, sharp jolts that made his whole body convulse.

Tears streamed down his cheeks.

The audio continued—relentless.

Let it go…

The big boy hurts…

Only Baby Marci feels good…

Only Baby Marci is real…

Elena leaned close—lips to his ear.

“Say it, little girl. Say who you are.”

Mark’s voice cracked—sobbing, desperate.

“Baby… Marci… is little girl…”

The punishment eased—slightly.

“Again.”

“Baby Marci… is little girl…”

The plug softened—reward pulse.

“Again.”

“Baby Marci… is little girl…

Baby Marci… never was big…

Baby Marci… always needed diapees…

Baby Marci… always leaked for Mommy…”

Elena kissed his forehead.

“Good girl.”

She stayed for hours—stroking, cooing, pressing the remote in gentle reward cycles whenever he repeated the affirmations.

The old memories flickered—fainter each time.

Each flicker earned punishment.

Each surrender earned bliss.

By the time Elena left, Mark’s eyes were vacant again—soft, empty, certain.

The projector looped—his own face, now smiling softly around the pacifier, diaper heavy and full.

The audio whispered.

There is no Mark…

There never was…

Only Baby Marci…

Forever…

He wet himself—slow, thoughtless.

He messed—helpless, automatic.

He leaked—continuous, ruined, perfect.

No resistance remained.

Only acceptance.

Only smallness.

Only truth.

When Dr. Voss entered the next morning, she found him curled on the platform—thumb in mouth, eyes half-closed, diaper sagging, body soft and still.

She smiled.

“Breaking complete,” she said quietly.

She pressed the remote one last time—long, final reward wave.

Mark sighed—content, empty, home.

The delusion was gone.

The little girl remained.

Forever.


Chapter 15: Final Affirmation and Handover

The isolation ended without fanfare.

There was no announcement, no countdown, no ceremony.

One morning—Mark no longer knew which—the door to Immersion Nursery D opened, and Elena stepped inside alone.

The room smelled of talc, warm milk, and faint lavender cream.

The platform in the center was still padded, rails down now.

The mirrors reflected everything: the soft pink glow, the scattered toys (rattles, plush animals), the changing table stocked with fresh diapers, and in the middle—curled on his side—Baby Marci.

He didn’t move when the door clicked.

He stayed curled—thumb in mouth, bonnet slightly askew, romper rumpled, diaper visibly sagging from the night’s releases. The anklet rested against his ankle; the heart charm on his collar caught the light with every slow breath.

Elena knelt beside him.

“Baby girl,” she whispered. “Time to come home.”

Mark’s eyes fluttered open—soft, glassy, empty of anything sharp or adult.

He didn’t speak.

He simply uncurled, rolled onto his back, and lifted his legs—automatic, practiced, ready for change.

Elena smiled—slow, proud.

She worked in silence at first: unsnapping the romper crotch, peeling back the plastic pants, untaping the heavy diaper. The mess was thick, warm, spreading across the seat. She wiped him thoroughly—cool wipes, then warm cream massaged deep into every crease, lingering on his caged clitty until it dribbled helplessly.

She taped a fresh diaper—graduation level, thickest yet, with silver stars and soft pink edging. Clear plastic pants snapped over the top. The romper was adjusted, bonnet ribbons retied.

Only then did she speak.

“Stand, little girl.”

Mark rose—slow, waddling, diaper forcing his thighs apart. The anklet jingled. The heart charm swayed.

Elena clipped the leash to his collar.

“Walk with Mommy.”

He followed—short, careful steps, diaper crinkling loudly in the quiet room.

They moved down the corridor—past closed doors, past the soft pink lights, past the memories he no longer claimed.

Dr. Voss waited in the main evaluation room—the same space where mirror therapy had begun weeks earlier.

The full-length mirror stood uncovered.

A single chair faced it.

A small table held the final documents: discharge papers, maintenance contract, a slim black device (remote audio and plug control), and a silver key on a thin chain—the symbolic key to his cage.

Dr. Voss stood beside the mirror.

“Final affirmation,” she said. “Look at yourself. Speak the truth.”

Elena guided Mark to stand directly in front of the glass.

He stared.

The reflection showed:

Bonneted. Mittened. Collared. Ankleted. Diapered. Caged. Plugged. Soft. Small. Empty.

A perfect sissy baby bitch.

Elena removed the pacifier gag.

“Tell us,” she whispered.

Mark’s voice came out high, lisping, certain—every word weighted with finality.

“Baby Marci… is Mommy’s little girl.

Baby Marci… has always been little girl.

Baby Marci… wears diapees forever.

Baby Marci… leaks when Mommy touches her.

Baby Marci’s clitty stays tiny and locked.

Baby Marci’s bottom needs to be filled always.

Baby Marci… obeys Mommy without thinking.

Baby Marci… will never be big again.

Baby Marci… loves being small.

Baby Marci… is grateful for the brainwashing.”

Silence.

Then the soft chime—final reward.

The plug and ring activated together—deep, rolling waves that made his whole body shudder.

He leaked—slow, continuous dribble into the fresh diaper—without shame, without resistance.

Elena fastened the silver key chain around his neck—right beside the collar heart.

“This stays with Mommy,” she said. “You’ll never need it.”

Dr. Voss handed Elena the black device.

“Maintenance protocol,” she explained. “Daily audio loops. Remote plug and ring control. Monthly check-ins. Any return to masculine patterns triggers automatic recall.”

Elena nodded.

“We won’t need recalls,” she said softly. “He’s perfect.”

Dr. Voss turned to Mark one last time.

“You’re free to leave,” she said. “But you’re not free. You’re hers.”

Mark didn’t respond.

He simply reached for Elena’s hand—mittened fingers curling around hers.

She led him out—leash clipped, diaper crinkling, anklet jingling.

They walked through the private corridor, past the locked doors, past the memories that no longer belonged to him.

Outside, the Haarlem evening was cool.

The car waited.

Elena opened the back door.

“Crawl in, baby girl.”

Mark obeyed—diaper swaying, bonnet ribbons dangling.

Elena secured the soft harness, kissed his forehead, and climbed into the driver’s seat.

As the car pulled away from the Voss Center, the audio began—low, familiar, forever.

You are home now…

You are small now…

You are Mommy’s now…

Forever…

Mark curled on the seat—thumb in mouth, eyes half-closed, diaper warm against his skin.

He didn’t look back.

There was nothing left to look back at.

Only forward.

Only small.

Only hers.


Chapter 16: Release as Permanent Property

The final handover happened on a quiet Sunday morning in late October.

The Voss Center felt different in daylight—less like a fortress, more like any other upscale building in Haarlem. The private wing’s corridors were empty, lights soft, doors unlocked for the first time.

Elena carried Mark in her arms—cradled like an infant, his thick starry diaper crinkling against her hip, bonnet ribbons brushing her shoulder, thumb in mouth, eyes half-closed. The romper was fresh—pale pink, short-sleeved, snap crotch open for the change she’d given him an hour earlier. The level-five plug stayed inflated inside him, humming on its lowest, constant setting. The chastity cage pressed snug beneath the padding. The silver key chain dangled between them—symbolic, useless, hers.

Dr. Voss waited in the discharge room—same plain white space where everything had begun.

A single chair. A small desk. A folder of final papers. The black maintenance device. A slim black box containing the permanent remote key fob—biometric, encrypted, linked directly to Elena’s phone.

No mirror today.

No need.

Elena set Mark down gently on the padded floor. He stayed on his knees—automatic now—looking up at her with soft, vacant eyes.

Dr. Voss spoke first.

“Discharge complete,” she said. “All conditioning markers have reached permanent threshold. Identity reconstruction is irreversible without full re-immersion. The subject will require daily audio reinforcement, remote plug and ring maintenance, and monthly check-ins for the first year. Any regression toward adult patterns triggers automatic recall.”

Elena nodded—calm, possessive.

“We won’t need recalls.”

She knelt in front of Mark, cupping his face.

“Look at Mommy.”

Mark’s gaze focused—slow, dreamy.

“Tell me,” she said. “One last time. Who are you?”

Mark’s voice came out small, high, certain—every word polished by weeks of repetition.

“Baby Marci is Mommy’s little girl.

Baby Marci has always been Mommy’s little girl.

Baby Marci wears diapees forever.

Baby Marci leaks when Mommy touches her.

Baby Marci’s clitty stays tiny and locked.

Baby Marci’s bottom needs to be filled always.

Baby Marci obeys Mommy without thinking.

Baby Marci will never be big again.

Baby Marci loves being small.

Baby Marci is grateful for Mommy and Dr. Voss.”

The plug gave one final, soft reward pulse—deep, rolling, perfect.

Elena kissed his forehead—long, lingering.

“Good girl.”

She stood, signed the final papers without reading them.

Dr. Voss handed her the black box.

“Everything is synced,” she said. “Audio loops renew automatically. The plug and ring respond to your voice commands now. The cage is permanent—biometric lock only you can open.”

Elena took the box, tucked it into her purse.

“Thank you, Doctor.”

Dr. Voss smiled—small, satisfied.

“He was an excellent subject.”

Elena clipped the leash to Mark’s collar one last time.

“Crawl, baby girl.”

Mark obeyed—diaper swaying heavily, anklet jingling, heart charm swinging, bonnet ribbons dangling.

They left the Voss Center through the front door—slowly, deliberately.

No one stared.

No one questioned.

Haarlem moved around them like any other Sunday morning.

At the car, Elena opened the back seat.

She lifted Mark inside—secured the soft harness, legs spread, hands mittened in front.

She kissed him again—deep, possessive—then climbed into the driver’s seat.

The drive home was quiet except for the soft hum of the plug and the faint crinkle of the diaper every time Mark shifted.

When they pulled into the driveway, Elena didn’t speak.

She simply unclipped the harness, lifted him out, and carried him inside—cradled against her chest.

The living room looked the same—leather sofa, glass coffee table, bookshelves.

But now a low padded play mat lay in the center—pink, waterproof, stocked with toys, bottles, and a stack of diapers.

Elena set him down on the mat.

“Home, baby girl.”

Mark curled immediately—knees to chest, thumb in mouth, diaper crinkling beneath him.

Elena knelt, opened the black box, and synced the device to her phone.

She pressed a button.

The plug and ring activated—gentle, constant, soothing.

The audio began—low, intimate, forever.

You are home now…

You are small now…

You are Mommy’s now…

Forever…

Elena curled beside him on the mat—arm around his waist, hand resting possessively on the front of his diaper.

Mark sighed—soft, content.

He didn’t speak.

He didn’t need to.

He just sucked his thumb—slow, rhythmic—and let the warmth of the diaper, the hum of the plug, and the voice in his head carry him.

The world outside kept moving.

Boardrooms filled.

Deadlines passed.

Lives continued.

But inside this house, in this moment, there was only one truth.

Baby Marci was home.

Small.

Leaky.

Filled.

Owned.

Forever.
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