

Trapped in Diapers by Mommy Amber: A Diapered Sissy Story

By Alyce Impelled


Prologue

Brandon shifted uncomfortably in his seat at the back of the bus, looking around as he did so. It felt like there were eyes everywhere, all staring at him, all knowing about the circumstances he had trapped himself in. Logically, he knew it wasn’t true. But he couldn’t help imagining that everyone could see the unsightly bulge in his sweatpants, or that they all knew what it meant.

He thought about the six hour ride ahead. He thought about the ache in his groin and most of all he thought about how he had gotten there, and the insanity of what he was doing. He told himself that there was nothing else to be done, and that it was more than worth the risk. But a little voice in the back of his mind reminded him that he could have found a way to get the chastity device off, it would have been hard but he could have done it. It also would have been a hell of a lot safer than taking a long bus ride to meet the woman who had put him in this predicament, that he had let put him in this predicament.

Less than a week earlier he had started talking to Amber online with no intention of it being anything other than a fun conversation, a bit of fantasy, and a quick wank before bed. Now he was on a seven hour bus ride traveling deep into the midwest to meet a woman who might not even be who she claimed. And he was locked in a chastity device that he did not have the key for. Why was he doing it?

There was no easy answer to that, he realized. Yes, he was lonely and hated his job. Yes, it sometimes felt like his life was going nowhere. But did this kind of risk really make sense? Probably not, but he couldn’t help himself. She was offering him everything he believed he wanted, and he had to find out if it could be real.

Now, sitting at the back of the bus, imagining that everyone could see how uncomfortable he was, maybe even how foolish he was, he was having second thoughts. But he was also already nearly a hundred miles into the journey. It felt far too late to back out now, even if he wanted to.

As he continued to ruminate on his choices and how he had gotten here his phone buzzed, and he looked down. It was from her, of course it was though, as nobody else ever really texted him.

At the next break go into the bathroom and send me a picture of my property. 


He felt his cock stir and twisted unconsciously as though to hide his arousal from the other bus riders. No, he would not be backing out, and he didn’t want to. 


Chapter 1

He couldn’t tear his eyes away from the pictures she had posted. One after another, after another, all thin, small, men, made helpless. All were hairless, some were feminized, wearing skirts, tights, even dresses. Some naked, and all the naked men locked in a steel chastity tube. He had considered chastity before, but he had always imagined one of the cheap plastic models. Something about the steel looked so heavy, so meaningful, in a way that the plastic devices seemed like they would be ephemeral, just for play. This was something else. He could not imagine these men being anything other than how they were and he could not help but wonder how that felt.

The last two pictures were, presumably, of her. Though in truth he doubted it. A tall, beautiful redhead. She was not model thin, but well built, athletic even. The first picture was her in a simple cocktail dress and heels, a small key hanging from a silver chain necklace, the only accessory. In the second picture she was wearing a black latex catsuit wielding some type of whip he had never seen before.

He stroked himself slowly, going through the pictures over and over, edging himself while imagining himself kneeling before her, as helpless as the men in the images she posted. He knew it was all just fantasy, so it didn’t really matter if she was really the woman in the pictures or not. He wanted to imagine being hers, and he wanted to see what she would say about it.

Her profile was as appealing as the pictures, but the last line was what he focused on, and fantasized about: “I want a slave to make helpless and happy. I will spoil you endlessly, but also humiliate you and control everything about your life. You will never make another free choice once you come to me.”

It was 1:00am and he had to be up for work in six hours. He desperately wanted to blow his load and go to sleep, but he couldn’t help but write to her. For Brandon, whose job as a junior programmer was boring beyond belief and whose evenings and weekends weren’t really much better, that last line was a dream. Even though it wasn’t real, it couldn’t be real, he had to at least indulge the fantasy a little bit longer. So, he started to write.

It took him fifteen minutes and he rewrote the message twice, before sending it. He wasn’t sure why he put so much effort into a message he was sure would go nowhere, but he wanted to at least interest her enough that she would write back once or twice, giving him more to fantasize about. He attached a couple of vanilla pictures and then went to bed.

He continued to stroke himself as he drifted off to sleep imagining being helpless for the tall beautiful redhead. He woke up in the morning, his hand still loosely wrapped around his cock, and he quickly realized he had in fact orgasmed either in his sleep or right before, as his sheets, his stomach, and his hand were a dry sticky mess.

As much as he loved the feeling of cumming he hated the mess it made and felt a dull sense of shame as he washed himself off in the shower. He quickly dried off and dressed himself for work. Almost as an afterthought he checked his favorite kink website and was surprised to see a new message waiting for him; he felt his breath catch in his throat as he realized it was from her.

Good morning, Brandon. Thank you for the lovely message. It is always nice to know that my ideas are enticing to some poor foolish boys out there. Have I caught you in my web, or are you merely stopping to tease yourself before dribbling your useless cummies into your hand? It is so hard to tell these days. Please respond by this evening if this is more than just a fantasy for you, and if you really want to impress me you will include a picture of yourself hairless from the neck down. I like my boys to be baby smooth, and you want to be my boy, don’t you?

XOXO,

Mommy Amber

He could scarcely believe the message and found himself rock hard inside his work clothes as he read it a second time. He had never done anything like that before, and she was right, he did think this was likely to be all a fantasy. But he also wanted to please her and see how she would respond if he did.

All day at work he thought about the message, and reread it several times throughout the day, eventually he found himself in the back stall of the men’s room quickly stroking himself to orgasm in the hopes that he could at least focus on work for a little while before going home. On the way home he stopped at a drugstore and bought some offbrand hair remover and some disposable women’s razors, figuring that is what he would need to shave anything the hair remover missed.

Did the checkout girl give him an odd look, or did he just imagine it? It didn’t matter, he had to get home and shave so he could message her again, hoping that it would please her and that she would have more to say.

A little while later he found himself standing in the shower washing the sickly-sweet smelling cream from his body and watching with excitement and a little bit of fear as his hair went down the drain with it. He ran over some of the spots that did not go well with a razor, removing as much hair as he could before positioning himself in front of a mirror, his cock half erect, as he took pictures of himself to send to the woman on the other side of the screen.

He wrote her a quick message, thanking her for her response and telling her how excited he was to receive it. He attached two pictures of himself, as hairless as he could manage, and hoped eagerly for a response.

While waiting he distracted himself with an easy dinner of macaroni and cheese and some mindless television, some reality show about men and women finding love or whatnot; he couldn’t really pay attention and spent most of his time refreshing the website, hoping to see a new message come through. Finally, just before he was going to give up for the evening it did.

You look good Brandon, but would look better locked up for me, don’t you think? Besides, I can tell just from looking at your rather meager manhood that you’ve masturbated at least once today and I don’t like my boys cumming without permission. Do you want to be my boy? If so, that little thing isn’t staying free much longer. Tell me what you think of that before going to bed, and if you touch tonight, I want to know about it, in detail, in the morning.


XOXO, 

Mommy Amber

He wrote back as quickly as he could confirming that he wanted to be her boy. He began asking questions about her life, and sharing things about his, even more than he had in the previous email. He finished his email and sat there, reading hers and looking at her profile again, stroking himself as he did so. He knew he should stop, knew she would want him to, but he couldn’t help himself and soon he spurted all over himself, and his small workdesk, while waiting for her reply.

Soon it was once again nearly 1:00am and he knew he had to go to bed. He had just finished cleaning up the mess he had made of himself and the desk when once again, a new message appeared in his inbox.

Good. I think we are going to get along quite well. Don’t forget to write to me in the morning. I am quite certain you are going to have spewed your filthy cummies again, even though you know you shouldn’t.

It felt like she could read his mind. He hated that, and loved it. He was once again in bed, this time enjoying how the sheets felt against his smooth, hairless body, and despite knowing he shouldn’t, soon his hand was wrapped around his cock once again. By the time he spurted he couldn’t bring himself to get up to clean himself, or to change the sheets. He drifted off to a fitful sleep, filled with thoughts of her, and of arousal, and of a strange shameful feeling that felt both good and bad.

The next morning he woke up and once again cleaned himself off in the shower, once dressed he sat down and wrote a message to Mommy Amber confessing that he had in fact cum twice the night before and admitted at the end that he was once again fully aroused and struggling not to just spend the day masturbating instead of working. He couldn’t believe what a loser he sounded like and was terrified that he was going to scare her off, but he could tell she wanted honesty and despite still believing this was all fantasy and that she probably wasn’t even real, he felt pulled to give her what she wanted.

He couldn’t believe how much of his attention she already had laid claim to and when he got to work and settled into his cubicle the first thing he did was check his messages on his phone. Sure enough, there was a new one from her. It was short and to the point, telling him that she hoped he was enjoying his constant masturbation because it would soon be at an end. It ended with a demand that he share his address and the usual XOXO sign-off.

His head was buzzing with excitement and terror as he read over it again. Could he really give this woman he didn’t really know his address? Then again, what harm could it do? He tried to put it out of his mind and focus on his work but thoughts of her were hard to escape and soon he was checking her profile again. He was surprised to find that most of it was gone. All that was left was the picture of her in the catsuit and the words “busy, try back later.”

Was that the end of it? Just before he was about to log off he refreshed one more time and there was another new message from her. Brandon, I asked for your address and I meant it. I expect it by the end of the day. Your phone number as well. As you can see from looking at my profile (you are such a perv) I am stopping my search for now. But don’t fret. I am stopping my search because I am going to focus on you for a little while. Don’t make me regret it.

No XOXO, this time. No sign-off. Just that short message, both demanding and somehow hopeful. For the first time Brandon found himself hoping this was more than just a fantasy. Then again, he had to wonder, did he really want more than the fantasy?

Still, he was not giving up and didn’t want to disappoint her. He quickly responded with his address and phone number. It was only a few minutes later his phone started buzzing with text messages.

Good boy. Enjoy the next 24 hours or so of freedom. We are putting an end to all that soon enough.

The next message was a picture of a steel chastity tube, much like the ones in all the images she had taken down from her profile. It was followed up quickly by another picture, this one of the redhead from the profile pictures, smiling and holding a pair of keys up on one finger.

Brandon understood the meaning behind the pictures, but also could not believe that the woman in the picture was really her. He still had his doubts, but they were shrinking by the moment, unlike his manhood, which was once again at full mast. Soon he found himself once again in the bathroom, trying to rub one out and hoping nobody would hear. Right as he was about to reach the edge his phone buzzed again.

I guess you are too busy wanking to respond. I am not surprised. That is okay though. Enjoy it while you can…

He came hard while reading that message and cleaned himself up in the stall as best he could. He felt like he was spiraling out of control but he didn’t care. She was all he wanted to think about anyway. After spending a few minutes at his desk he excused himself for the rest of the day, knowing he had more than enough PTO to cover it.

Once he was home he tried to avoid both his computer and stroking himself endlessly. Instead he busied himself cleaning up his apartment and making something passable as a dinner. By the time he was finished eating he could contain himself no longer and wrote out another message describing his day, and the shame he felt, to Mommy Amber. He admitted that he had no experience with chastity but fantasized about it regularly and that he wanted desperately to be her good boy.

She responded almost immediately, but he didn’t read the message right away because the picture attached to it grabbed all of his attention. It was the same redhead, this time topless, holding one of her perfect tits up with her hand, almost as though offering it to him. He had nearly spurted once again before he even started reading the new message.

Desperately wanting, eh, boy? That is nice to hear. So very nice. I do like my boys desperate. Desperate to please me, desperate for my control. Desperate in all ways really. You shouldn’t worry about any of that shame you are feeling. You are going to be my good, sweet, boy, and that means that the only opinion that matters is mine, and I want you desperate and needy. You are going to need so many things, Brandon, and I am going to give them to you. All they will cost you is…everything.

XOXO!

He read the message over and over. It was different from her other messages but equally compelling. He almost didn’t even realize he had hit the point of no return when he spurted again, his spunk hitting his chest and even the computer screen, right where her picture was taunting him.

He dutifully cleaned up his mess and took himself to bed, grateful that the next day was Saturday.


Chapter 2

Brandon woke to a pounding on his apartment door and rolled over, looking bleary eyed at the blinking red numbers of his alarm clock. 9:30. He never got up this early. He pulled a t-shirt on, and walked to the door, slowly pulling it open. Nobody was there but he noticed the small cardboard box at his feet, an express delivery. No way, he thought to himself. This isn’t possible.

He picked up the box and closed the door, pulling it open as he went to his desk. Sitting down he stared at what the box held in disbelief. If something could symbolize both hope and terror this was it. He pulled the metal device out of the box and looked it over. It was a heavy metal cock cage and a steel oval base. It had an internal locking mechanism. And no keys. There was some tissue paper in the bottom of the box so maybe he missed them, but after feeling through it all one more time he was certain that he had not.

He sat it down on the desk and looked at it. Somehow having it in person was much scarier, and more arousing than the pictures. He had felt its weight, and could now imagine more accurately how it would feel were he trapped in it. He took a deep breath and clicked on the keyboard intending to message Mommy Amber and let her know it was here, and to ask about the keys. When he opened the website it was there in red already. New Message!

Well, my foolish little boy, I just received notification that my package has arrived and that means your package is no longer yours. I am sure that you are looking at your new cage with wonder, and concern. Here is where the rubber meets the road though. You will not message me again until you are safely locked away. I think you spewed your little cummies enough in the last few days to last a year, or maybe a lifetime.

And yes, before you ask, I know that the keys aren’t in the box. The keys aren’t for you. They are for me. If I don’t hear from you in a week I will send you the keys, but then you and I are finished.

XOXO

Brandon stared at the message, slackjawed, and almost didn’t notice that he was once again reaching down and stroking himself. He looked back and forth from the metal cage to the message. He couldn’t really do it, could he? Locking himself up for her, with no key, knowing next to nothing about her, would be madness. Suddenly his phone buzzed, it was a text from her. It was like he couldn’t escape.

He opened it and it was a picture of the redhead of his dreams, holding the keys to a cage, his cage, between her teeth, smiling.

No message. No words. Just a taunting image of what could be his future, or his undoing. He looked down again at the cage. He started to sweat, and his head was buzzing with arousal and fear and who knows what other hormones. Shaking, he picked up the chastity device and went to the bathroom, not knowing what he would, or should do.

One thing he was sure of, he couldn’t get into the cage without bringing down his raging hard-on first. But he also wasn’t sure that he wanted to get into the cage at all. It had only taken a few days for what was supposed to be a brief fantasy, a flirtation, to seemingly take over his life. He put the cage down on the back of the toilet and started the shower. Just as he was about to get in his phone buzzed again.

Come on little fly, you are already caught in my web and you know it. Seal the deal, literally. What are you waiting for? 


He groaned and put the phone down, it was like she was everywhere. He could not believe he let this happen. He wanted to ask her about the keys, he wanted to ask her a hundred things. But he couldn’t not without jumping head first into the trap she had set for him. He picked up the base of the cage and looked it over, the locking mechanism was internal. There was no way to cut it off, not easily anyway. If she ghosted him he would be stuck in it until he found a way to pick the lock, or cut it off. But if he didn’t put it on he would always wonder what could have been. It was just a question of how much risk he was willing to take. 

He stood in the hot shower letting it wash over him until he was almost in a trance. Even his arousal had eventually subsided as reality was rushing in on him. It was no longer just a fantasy, she was real. He had to decide what it was worth to find out just how real, and just how much he wanted this life he had fantasized about for so long. As he stood there, letting the water relax him, he heard his phone buzz several more times. Two thoughts rushed through his mind, the first was that he had not had this much attention from anyone, even his closest friends, in months. Secondly, it was clear she really wanted this. She had gone out of her way to send him the chastity cage. It didn’t look cheap. All concerns about her reality aside, this clearly meant enough to her to try. Shouldn’t it mean that much to him too?

The weekend passed in a blur of taunting messages, pictures, and warnings that his days of freedom were coming to a close. Brandon had never connected with anyone like this woman who called herself Mommy Amber before and he didn’t know what to do. What had started as a fantasy to pass the time had become something else. By Sunday night he was really envisioning a future where he was under her control and believing it to be possible. He was dreading going back to work on Monday and had no idea how he was going to think, or function.

Just as he was about to go to bed there was a knock on the door. He rushed to answer it, throwing the door open to find…nobody. Nothing. A clear dark sky and a cool breeze was all that greeted him as he looked out over the apartment courtyard. He was beginning to think he was imagining things but then as he turned to close the door he saw it, taped there, a white envelope with a word in pink scrawled across it, “PET.”


Chapter 3

His stop was coming up. The fluttering in his stomach had kept him from eating anything for the last half of the trip and the aching need he felt behind his steel cage meant that he felt every bump of the bus in a way that he doubted other passengers noticed them. He could feel a damp spot in his boxers and was relieved to see that it had not started appearing on his jeans.

Brandon couldn’t believe he had done any of it, and the closer he got to, hopefully, meeting, the beautiful woman who called herself Mommy Amber, the more absurd it all seemed. Her interest in him, that he locked on the cage, the bus ticket in the envelope. He had sent a hastily worded email to his boss explaining that he had a family emergency and apologizing that he would be out for a week. He hoped he wouldn’t get fired but he wasn’t sure he cared, not if meeting Mommy Amber went well anyway.

He looked at his cell phone and figured he had about thirty minutes left in his ride. Nine hours, including two one-hour stops. He brought up one of the pictures she had sent him. She was in latex tights and heels, a short black latex skirt and a corset. Her red hair was pulled back in a bun creating a sharp, stern appearance. She dangled keys from her finger. She captioned it “might as well throw these away.”

He gulped, and felt the strain increasing in his pants. Why was he torturing himself like this? He couldn’t help it though. He scrolled through the images she had sent him throughout the weekend. One he kept coming back to wasn’t of her. It was of a young man who didn’t look that different from himself, well other than what he was wearing. The man was in locked ballet heels, a latex skirt that went halfway down his calves and seemed to be very tight. He had to look it up, it was called a hobble skirt. The rest of the outfit was just as tight, and feminine. It appeared he was wearing very large fake breasts. The picture was labeled “Sissy Maid Anna: 1000 days since their final orgasm.”

Brandon shuddered at the thought, not even the amount of time that was listed, but the word ‘final’ echoed in his mind half a temptation and half a warning he had not heeded. His reverie was broken by the bus stopping sharply. He looked out the window at the bus station. He felt his cock strain even harder. It was time.

Because of where he had sat himself he was the last person off the bus. When his feet finally hit the ground he looked around but there was nary a red-haired beauty to be seen. Feeling like she might not have shown up he walked inside the station, continuing to look around, his heart beating faster by the second. Then his phone buzzed. 


There is a family restroom across the station. Go in here.


He looked around, from walk to the next until he saw the sign. Brandon approached the restroom slowly, looking all around as he did so. When he got to the door he noticed the sliding sign on it said ‘vacant.’ He opened the door tentatively and peeked in. 

She was wearing pink and white sneakers, gray leggings that showed off her muscular legs perfectly, and a pink and white extra long t-shirt. Her red hair was pulled back in a high ponytail. Her green eyes sparkled with promises unstated. Before she could say anything he quickly closed the door behind him, locking it.

“Kneel, pet.” She smirked at him.

Without thinking about the grime of a public bathroom, or the absurdity of the situation, or the fact that they hadn’t even said hello he kneeled, without hesitation.

“Good boy,” she purred. “You have done everything I have asked of you. How much further will you go for me?”

He looked up at her, taking in her beauty, she was real. More real than he could have ever believed. He nearly spurt through the cage with that realization alone. “How far do you want me to go Mommy Amber?”

She didn’t answer immediately, instead she reached into a small white purse and pulled out two keys, he recognized them immediately. She dropped them in front of him.

“Well, pet, do you want to be mine? Really mine? Or is this all just a game?” She took a step forward so that she stood over him completely, he shuddered as she blocked out part of the light.

He didn’t answer for a long moment before finally sputtering. “It started out as a game. But I knew it was real when you sent me the chastity cage, Mommy. Now, it is the most real thing I can imagine.”

“So you want to be mine?” She asked again, tilting her head slightly before crouching down. Without warning she reached out and grabbed his locked bits, fondling them through his jeans. “They feel really full. That means you’ve been obedient. So answer the question, pet.”

He felt his voice catch in his throat, the arousal and desperation and gravity of it all overwhelming him completely. He nodded and looked into her eyes, his pupils dilating and tears forming at the edges of his own eyes. He nodded again.

“Good,” She smiled, releasing him. “That is what I want too. But you have to prove it. You have a simple choice right now, pet. You can pick up those keys and get back on the bus home, and this will have all been a weird little adventure. Or you can throw them in the toilet, flush them away, and start a new life. A real life, with me as your owner and Mommy.”

Brandon looked down at the keys then back to the cruel, knowing smirk on Mommy Amber’s face. He tried to hesitate. Tried to tell himself all of the ways this was incredibly stupid, how the aching and desperation would go away if he just picked up the keys and ran. But the aching need told him another story. It told him how badly he needed to surrender. It told him how bad he wanted to go wherever this woman wanted to take him. He looked into her eyes for one more brief moment, searching for a reason not to do what his body was telling him he had to do.

She stood and watched as he leaned down to take the keys.

“With your mouth, pet.” The words drove right into his mind, without a second thought he bent down and picked the keys up off the floor with his lips, grateful for the ring that held them together.

He crawled to the toilet and dropped them in. “Do it,” she whispered.

He reached up with his left hand and pressed the lever down. The whooshing sound of water filled his ears and he watched as the keys disappeared down the drain, and beyond his grasp. His head was buzzing and filled with the sound, he couldn’t think, or hear. He looked down and saw the beginning of the wet spot on his pants, precum leaking through and showing his shame and desperation to the world.

He looked up at Mommy Amber, still on his knees, and she seemed like an angel towering above him. She put out a hand.

“Let’s go home pet, I am so excited for you to start your new life.” 


Chapter 4

Upon arriving at Mommy Amber’s home, a modest ranch house in what looked to be a nice quiet neighborhood, Brandon followed her into the house in practically a daze. He jolted slightly back to reality upon seeing a figure he recognized waiting on her knees by the door.

Sissy Maid Anna stood up and curtseyed at Mommy Amber’s command before taking her jacket and purse as well as, after a moment’s hesitation, the backpack Brandon was carrying. She curtseyed again and disappeared further into the house. Mommy Amber turned to him with a smile.

“Welcome home, pet.” She pulled him into a tight hug, with him feeling his cage and straining manhood pressed against one of her thighs. “You are going to be so happy here.”

She released him from the hug and he stood there, unsure of what to do next, but the gorgeous redhead didn’t seem to mind. She looked past him into the house.

“Anna dear, will you bring me and little Brandy here, our drinks.” Her voice was crisp and direct, and Brandon was certain that the request was more of a command.

He heard no response but moments later the sissy maid, in her latex uniform, black tights, and extremely high heels, minced into the room carrying two drinks.

“Come now, pet, sit with me, we can talk awhile and you can get comfortable.” Amber walked past him to the living room, sat down on a black couch and patted the cushion next to her.

Brandon sat down, shaking slightly, and looked around. The maid handed them both drinks and then disappeared somewhere else in the house.  

“Anna used to be Andy,” Mommy Amber started, “we met in graduate school and dated for quite awhile, his proclivities were so much more mild than mine, but he caught up eventually.”

Brandon watched her eyes twinkle as she spoke, the hint of something more than a smile playing across her face. He nodded and took a sip of his drink, gazing into her eyes and leaning forward ever so slightly.

“Not long after we graduated he proposed. I strongly considered saying yes, but I knew the relationship I had in mind for us wasn’t quite so egalitarian as marriage. I told him I had to think about it, but two days later I made my counter offer. Thus, Anna was born, and I think she is happier for it.”

Brandon nodded with her, continuing to drink his drink. “Counter offer?”

Mommy Amber played with a strand of her hair and chuckled, “I told him I thought he would be happier as my sissy slave. I had already been dressing him, keeping him locked up, for months. I promised that it would be perfect. He accepted because he knew the alternative was to be cast aside.” She paused and captured his eyes in hers. “Just like you, with the keys back there.”

“Dropping them in the toilet,” Brandon looked down at his drink, then around the room. All of the art was tasteful, but definitely implied female dominance and sexuality. When he looked closely he realized there were metal collars and cuffs on some of the shelves. They looked innocuous enough but he was certain they weren’t just decorative.

“Exactly. I had to know you were serious and didn’t feel like wasting time.” She sipped her own drink. “Once I decide I want to keep someone I don’t let them dither around for months making a decision. They are mine or they aren’t. I was so glad that you chose to be mine.”

He nodded, not entirely sure what that meant, and finished his drink. “So what now, Mommy Amber?”

Her smile was soft, and her eyes seemed filled with kindness. “Now I help you get used to your new place, my sweet Brandy. I already have Anna but I have something much more special in mind for you. Gosh, I am just so excited.”

He couldn’t help but feel a shared enthusiasm, hers was infectious, and he felt looser than he had in ages. When she practically squeaked and laughed he giggled along with her, then he had trouble not laughing. It was like a silliness had taken hold of him, and his head felt as if it was filled with helium.

Brandon stood up, suddenly feeling an intense pressure in his abdomen. “Um, Mommy Amber? I think I need –”

He didn’t even finish the sentence before he felt a sudden warmth and wetness spreading through his pants. He looked down at the spreading urine and saw it leaking out the bottom of his jeans. He looked back up at Mommy Amber who was leaning forward, her eyes glued to him and her teeth bared in a grin.

“Anna,” This time her voice was sharp and the command wasn’t even remotely hidden. “Come be a dear and clean up the mess sweet Brandy just made.”

She stood up and took him by the hand and moved him out of the way. He turned to leave the room but she held him firm with a single hand, his head was feeling strangely hollow so he just stood there and waited with her, his cheeks reddening with shame.

His own shame turned to complete shock, his jaw slack, and the words he wanted to say catching in his throat. He could do nothing but watch as the latex clad sissy entered the room and then, as if it was completely normal, dropped to her knees. He thought he would faint as she began dutifully lapping up his still warm piss from the floor. He felt his cock strain in its cage to the point of pain as he took in the entire scene. The mysterious redhead, Mommy Amber, watched with glee as her former boyfriend, now slave, drank Brandon’s pee from the floor. It was only towards the end, when her face was pushed all the way to the floor that Brandon saw she was wearing the same type of chastity device he was.

A yank on his hand pulled his eyes away from the sissy and back to Mommy Amber. “Now you are ready to start your new life,” she said emphatically, pulling him from the room.

Brandon followed Mommy Amber through the hallway, not that he felt like he had much of a choice. His brain felt like it had slowed down and holding on to thoughts for more than a second was becoming increasingly difficult.

The buxom redhead led him into a room. His jaw went slack as he looked around the room realizing that his life was changing rapidly. The room was painted light blue and was full of fetish equipment, some he had seen, some he had never imagined.

“I know, it is very exciting isn’t it? Mommy Amber’s eyes glimmered as she watched him take it all in. “Don’t worry, you will have time to experience all of this and more.”

She took him by the shoulders and gently turned him around to face her. His eyes were dilated and she knew that if he were unlocked his cock would be straining against his pants. She almost giggled thinking about the fact that he would never know that feeling again.

“Now, I can’t have sweet Anna cleaning up after you like that all the time, as hot as it is to watch her degrade herself like that for me. But since you clearly can't control yourself, we have to do something about it.” She chuckled quietly as he nodded along with what she was saying. The drugs had done their work perfectly, both on his bladder and his mind.

Without explaining further she pushed him backwards until he was up against something and then helped him hoist himself up on to it. “This is Mommy’s special changing table,” she told him.

Even though she didn’t need to do it she pushed him back onto the table and deftly cuffed his arms and legs into place. She knew he wouldn’t fight back but was certain that the extra vulnerability would burn itself into his brain, she wanted nothing so much as for him to accept his place as her helpless toy and this would certainly help with that.

She left him lying there to consider his fate, though she was mostly certain he was beyond questioning the choices that had led him here. She could scarcely believe it when he had willingly flushed the keys to his device down the toilet, and stopped for a brief second to relieve that moment, feeling her panties soaked with evidence of her arousal.

She squeezed her thighs together and enjoyed the sensations of arousal and control for a moment before continuing her task. The night was far from over after all. She found the shears she was looking for and turned around to face Brandon who was staring at her with wide, dilated eyes, and a dopey grin.

His grin turned to gritted teeth Mommy Amber leaned over him, her emerald eyes boring directly into his pupils, as she began to slowly cut away the shirt he was wearing. She started humming quietly as she cut his shirt away, revealing a flat, hairless chest with tiny nipples and almost no muscle definition. She threw the shirt to the side before playfully tweaking one of his nipples. Enjoying the breathy gasp it elicited from him.

She then picked up the shears and began to carefully cut up the leg of his jeans, continuing to hum and occasionally giving him a sultry glance as she did so.

“Why are you cutting off my clothes?” He finally found the courage, and brainpower, to ask her.

“It is ‘why are you cutting off my clothes, Mommy Amber’,unless you want to be punished.” She smirked at him. “And I am cutting off your clothes because these are clothes for adults, for people with freedom and free will. For people who didn’t willingly crawl to a toilet and discard their last chance at freedom just because a stranger told them to.”

She watched as his face turned beet red, and could see that he was straining hard in his cage.

“But…but, you told me too.” He offered, feebly.

“So I did, and since you like doing what I tell you to do and letting me take control this is what we are doing now. Just lie back and accept it, Brandy.”

She finished cutting away the jeans and discarded them to the floor next to the ruined shirt, she then did the same with his boxers, leaving him completely naked except for the steel cock cage which she had trapped him in. She cupped that now, feeling the heat of his arousal and watched him strain with desperate need.

She pulled gently and idly traced a finger of his trapped balls. “Perfectly trapped and perfectly safe, just like you.”

He moaned quietly, surprised at how deftly she could manipulate him and increase his need through the cage. He arched his back against the padded table, desperate for more, though more of what he could not say.

“Tell me something Brandy, have you ever even properly used this thing?” She tugged his trapped manhood gently, “I don’t mean making yourself spurt, but really used it, with another person? Have you ever experienced that?”

His face turned an even deeper red and he shook his head, turning it to the side in embarrassment, not wanting her to see the tears forming.

She hummed quietly to herself for a moment. “You really are exactly what I wanted, you know that? My perfect pure pet, to mold and shape. Look at me now, Brandy.”

He hesitated for only a moment before another gentle tug made him look back into her deep emerald eyes.

“I need you to hear me say this and let it settle deep inside you right now. You are never getting out of this cage. You are never going to penetrate another person. Your cock is right where it belongs. This is how you are going to stay.” She rattled the cage back and forth as she spoke, the sensations causing him to strain against the cage so deeply that she was certain it would leave red marks.

He moaned and shook and cried out wordlessly as she spoke and she knew he was feeling emotionally overwhelmed by it all, just as she planned.

“Say it, Brandy.” She commanded him. “Say, Mommy Amber, I am always going to be your virgin slave.”

He gulped for air and then collapsed back against the changing table. “Mommy Amber, I am always going to be your virgin slave.”

“Good.” She smiled at him and released his caged cock. “You will have so much more to learn in the coming days, but that was very good. Now let’s get you ready for bed.”

He watched wordlessly, physically and emotionally spent, as she slid a thick diaper under him and methodically taped it into place. She then grabbed an oversized pacifier, that he only realized was shaped like a dick as she slid it into his mouth. He couldn’t even fight her as she strapped it into place. It was not so big as to make him gag, but it only took moments for him to start drooling. 

She smiled brightly down at him. “You are absolutely perfect, pet. We are going to have so much fun together.”

She uncuffed him and helped him off the table. She then led him across the room to what he realized was an oversized crib, and helped him inside. The inside was soft with extra fluffy pillows, blankets, and a stuffed rabbit. He immediately grabbed hold of the stuffed rabbit, before letting it go as she chuckled at him.

“No, that is what it is for my sweet Brandy, hold it, and let it be a comfort for you. We are going to be so happy, I promise.”

Before Brandon could realize what was happening the top of the crib was closed and he realized he was trapped. He looked up at her, wanting to complain, but the pacifier gag would not let him.

“I will be back in a little while with some water for you, pet. Don’t worry.”

He watched her leave the room, dimming the lights as she left. He thought about what she said about being happy together and he wanted to form an argument in his mind, but he couldn’t really. He looked around the room and realized this was both nothing he had imagined and exactly what he needed. Maybe he could be happy with Mommy Amber, he also realized that it was possible he didn’t have a choice.


Chapter 5

The next morning Brandon woke up in the crib and worked his jaw slowly. He didn’t remember Mommy Amber ungagging him or bringing him water but there was an empty sippy cup next to him in the crib and he could feel the weight of the sopping wet diaper between his legs. The feeling was new and exciting to him and it was only seconds before he was once again hard in his cage.

The hardening of his locked away bits made him remember the conversation that they had had the night before. It was somehow both foggy and etched into his mind, more than anything though he was certain that everything she said, and the thing she made him say, was true. He was going to be her locked up virgin slave.

He looked at the sunlight streaming through the windows and thought about everything that had happened the night before, and the days before. What had started as a simple online game had led to him locked up and diapered by the most beautiful women he had ever seen, his body was shaking with need as he realized the true bind of it. She was stunning, sexier than anyone he had ever known and wanted him. The catch was that this was how she wanted him. Controlled and helpless. Sexless. Denied.

It took only a second for all of that to click into place and for Brandon to form a new belief out of all of it. This was the only place he had ever belonged. He pulled the rabbit to his chest and closed his eyes, wondering if this is what surrender truly felt like.

He stayed like that for some time, lost in thought and arousal until he heard the door open and turned to see his beautiful owner walking towards the crib. She was wearing a latex nurses outfit, and was carrying a white bag. She smiled as she saw he was awake.

“There is my sweet little Brandy.” She undid the top of the crib, then the side, so he could crawl out. “I can tell you need a change, so up on the changing table. I can’t wait to get you strapped in and for you to experience the surprises I have for you today.”

Brandon slid up onto the changing table willingly and didn’t struggle as she once again cuffed him at the wrists and ankles. She patted his cheek affectionately before removing his diaper. She then reached into the bag and pulled out a container of baby wipes and slowly wiped him down all over. The scent they left behind was a mix of aloe and another scent he couldn’t name.

“So have you accepted that this is where you belong, my pet? Truly where you want to be?” Mommy Amber smiled down at him, raising an eyebrow slightly.

He nodded tentatively, “Yes, Mommy Amber. When I woke up this morning I felt so at peace. I know this is right for me.”

She playfully tweaked one of his nipples, sending a jolt of arousal straight through him, causing him to shudder. His arousal triggered her own and she suppressed her own shudder.

“Good pet,” she said as she began looking through her bag. “What did you think of all the pictures I sent you before you came here?”

“They scared me and aroused me, Mommy Amber. They made me wonder how far you would take things if I became yours.”

“And now you are looking around and realizing it is a lot further than you thought, aren't you?” She pulled a syringe and a small glass bottle from the bag. “Now the real fun begins.”

“What is that, Mommy?” Brandon asked, his lip trembling.

She just laughed. “Does it matter, pet? You can’t stop me from injecting you anyway and I don’t think you want to?”

He looked up at her, red creeping up his neck, and the familiar strain appearing again down below. He knew she was right but wasn’t sure he could bring himself to admit it.

“Say it, Brandy. Tell me that you want me to inject you and you don’t care what it is. I can see it written across your face.” She tilted her head and stood there, letting the stillness settle between them.

Finally, Brandon broke. “Yes, Mommy. Please inject me with whatever you want. Please do anything you want to me.” He sobbed as he finished, and she couldn’t tell whether it was fear or relief.

“Good girl.” She began readying the injection. “And that is what these injections will help you be. My perfect good girly little pet.”

She stabbed the needle into his ass and he jumped as much as the cuffs let him. Then he squirmed as he felt the liquid being pushed into his body.

“That was your first dose of hormones. You will get those weekly. There are other injections on other days that are going to help shape you into exactly what I want you to be.”

“And what is that, Mommy Amber?”

She grinned down at him and didn’t open her mouth to answer. She watched him squirm and shake and wonder. Finally she spoke. “You are going to become my perfect little bimbo baby slave, Brandy. Don’t worry, you will love it.”

As Brandy lied there pondering the reality she had been drawn into, Mommy Amber slid another thick padded diaper under her and taped it shut. She then retrieved the pacifier gag from the crib, placed it in Brandy’s mouth and carefully strapped it into place. Her final additions, for the moment, were two fluffy pink mittens. As soon as they were in place Brandy realized they made her hands essentially useless.

She wanted to complain or fight back, or say it was all a mistake. But the arousal she felt, and the calmness in her mind, told her not to, and the gag wouldn’t have allowed her to anyway.


Epilogue

Three Months Later

Brandy stood in front of the mirror and realized she was completely unrecognizable from who she had been before Mommy Amber had found her. Her amber hair was long and soft and pulled into pigtails. Her lips were full and pouty, from the injections she had been given. They weren’t obscene, but they changed her face entirely. The hair removal had done the same. She thought about how much that therapy had hurt but was glad she was finally finished with it, and hairless from the ears down.

The injections, she didn’t know what most of them were, and her diet had changed her body entirely. She had tiny a-cup tits that she knew would get bigger as time went on. The nipples that had once been small and hard had started to expand and the piercings she had been given made them stand out prominently. Further down her hips had begun to flare outward giving her a feminine figure she had never imagined but had come to love.

The diaper still hid her locked away cock. The straining came less often now, but when it did come the feeling had changed and become even more delicious. Brandy couldn’t remember being happier, though the truth was her old life was fading away completely and most days she didn’t think of how things had been at all.

She stuck out her tongue at herself and suppressed a giggle, a large stud protruded from it. The oversized piercing forced her to talk with a pronounced lisp. Mommy Amber thought it was cute and so did she. She was worried that it was damaging her teeth, she remembered reading that somewhere about tongue piercings but Mommy Amber told her it didn’t matter anyway and she believed her.

She was just about to put on the dress Mommy had laid out for her when her Auntie, that is what she called Mommy’s sissy maid now, and Mommy Amber appeared behind her in the mirror.

“Happy three month anniversary baby!” Mommy Amber practically sang the words and Brandy grinned at her in the mirror. Mommy Amber was always so happy with her and that made her happy too.

Anne chimed in, which was rare. “We are going to celebrate and Mommy Amber said I can give you a surprise today!”

Brandy turned around to face them and put her arms out. They pulled her in for a massive group hug.

“A surprise?” She lisped, before giggling at her own voice.

“Yes, we have been preparing you for it for weeks!” Mommy Amber said, smiling. She then revealed a remote in her hand and pressed a button.

Brandy fell to her knees as the plug she forgot she was wearing began vibrating intensely inside her. She looked up at them both and moaned wordlessly, desperation and arousal overtaking her completely.

“That is how we like our little bimbo to look,” Mommy Amber laughed. “But you can’t have your surprise down there.”

Anne helped Brandy up and led her to a bench that was usually used for spanking. She soon found herself strapped face down and felt Mommy Amber removing her diaper, before feeling the plug come out with a wet plopping sound.

“Oooh you are still so clean. The enema we gave you earlier really did its job.” She could hear the smirk in Mommy Amber’s voice. “The best part of your surprise is that I am going to get to watch while Anne gives it to you. I have been waiting for this for so long.”

Mommy Amber circled the bench and crouched down to look Brandy in the face. “This is going to feel so good and watching is going to turn me on so much. Maybe I will even let you taste me after.”

Brandy practically drooled at the thought. Tasting Mommy was a special treat that she didn’t get often but had grown to love, and need, so much. “Thank you, Mommy,” the bimbo pet said in her trademark lisp.

Mommy Amber laughed at that and smirked at the helpless diaper slave. “You don’t even know what you are thanking me for yet, though maybe you can guess.”

Before Brandy could say anything she felt Anne behind her pressing against her backside, the plug had done its work and she felt something enter her easily. It only took a moment for her to realize from the warmth that this wasn’t one of the toys they had been using on her for the last several weeks, it was Anne, herself, hard and inside her. The realization caused a surge of need and Brandy tried to press back into her but the cuffs held her tightly in place.

“No, no, sweet girl. Let her do the work. Just lay there and just accept and enjoy it. If I am right about everything you may even cum for the first time since we met.” Mommy Amber’s eyes sparkled.

Brandy hadn’t even considered that possibility, but as Anne slowly pulled out and pressed into her over and over again she realized it was very likely. She could feel the pressure building both in her caged, useless, cock and in the rest of her body as well. She wanted to tell them that she had never felt anything so intense, but the words wouldn’t come. She just stared into Mommy Amber’s eyes and moaned.

After a few moments Anne began to quicken her pace and soon was thrusting in and out of Brandy with abandon, her own pent up need being almost as strong as Brandy’s. They both moaned in unison and Mommy Amber grabbed Brandy’s face, forcing her to stare into her eyes.

“I am giving this to you. I give you everything. I am your world.” Her words were almost melodic. “Say it back to me Brandy.”

Without even thinking the words spilled out of her. “You are giving this to me. You give me everything. You are my world.”

She kept repeating it over and over as Mommy Amber held her and watched. She could feel the tension building and knew Anne would finish soon.

As Anne pressed into her again and held herself there Mommy Amber demanded, “Come for me pet.”

They both did, nearly in unison. Anne exploded inside Brandy, her first orgasm in weeks, and as she painted her insides, Brandy’s own orgasm started rolling through her. She felt it everywhere, her head was buzzing, her body tense and shaking, her dick practically vibrating in its cage. Then she felt it leaking out of her, not an explosion but a steady stream.

As it ended Brandy collapsed completely against the bench, Mommy Amber releasing her head and allowing her to drop it forward.

“You know how I expect you to clean up Anne,” Mommy Amber said as she stood up and watched.

Her sweet bimbo pet Brandy lay fully spent on the spanking bench, soon to be back in diapers and never to be out of her cage. Her former lover, now reduced to humiliated sissy under the bench cleaning up Brandy’s orgasm. This was Mommy Amber’s family and it was perfect, but she did wonder who else she might want to add in the future, after all, such a loving family could always grow. 
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