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Chapter 1

I’m a scumbag. There I said it. I’ve been living a vagabond lifestyle, sleeping in cheap motels, couch surfing or just sleeping in my car. I was a listless 25-year-old, and I did not know where my life was going. Though now I messed up.

I was currently staying at a kind, middle-aged woman’s house by the name of Ms. Drea in the suburbs. She had a big house with multiple bedrooms, but it was usually empty. I think she wanted to be hostess but couldn’t get many customers in this small town.

As I walked in on that warm September day in her small lobby area seeing her sadly sit at empty front desk with a tray full of freshly baked cookies and zero guests. Her long blonde hair tied behind in two tight pony tails that stopped at her middle of her back. Below that was a floral summer dress showing her tall, stocky body. Her face turning cheery as I walked in, telling me she didn’t get many visitors.

“Hello, Sir!” she sat up straight at attention. “Would you like a room?!” she asked, almost begging me to say yes.

“Yeah,” I smiled, walking up to her, a plan unfolding in my mind. “I actually need a stay for a while. Do you offer any deals for long-term stays?” I asked almost sheepishly, giving a false sense of safety right before I would haggle myself through the conversation.

After I played the lost boy routine on her, we discussed a three-month lease at a cheap price, a third of the original. We agreed on the deal with a handshake and I smiled, knowing I would only pay for the first month at face, then leave right before the next payment. At least that was the plan at the beginning.

After the first week of stay, I felt awful about our deal when I saw how dedicated she was to be a wonderful hostess. She would greet me and hand me freshly baked cookies every time I would pass by the front desk to leave, make me complimentary meals and deliver them to my room, and she did it all with a warm smile. After two weeks of this, my icy heart melted, and I slowly hated myself.

Soon it was the last week of the month, and usually I would have skipped town, but I couldn’t do it. I felt so bad. I decided to tell her I wasn’t staying. The only thing I couldn’t decide as I waited for her to come by room for house keeping was how honest should I be?

A knock on the door interrupted my thoughts as I heard her sweet voice through the door. “House keeping?” she asked, turning the knob and opening the door with a creak.

“Yes, come in, Ms. Drea,” I invited her in with all my luggage packed up behind me, my bed made with the entire room clean. “I need to tell you the truth.”

“Truth?” she looked at me confused before looking back at my packed bags. “You’re leaving!?”

“Well, yeah you see—”

“Was it something I did?” she asked, tears forming in her eyes.

“What? No!”

“No, I get I can overbear with my service,” she turned away to hide her face from me. “I’m sure I’ve been annoying you, with all my check ins and food.”

“No, please, it’s not your fault.” I felt awful. “It’s my fault. I wasn’t honest about who I was and talked you down to a ridiculously low price.”

“What do you mean, who are you really?”

“I mean, I’m not some traveler seeing the world,” I confessed, like I was baring my soul to the woman. “It’s not that I won’t stay. It’s that I can’t stay. I’m basically homeless. All I have are my clothes, my car and barely $200. I lied about my intention to stay longer. Usually, when the host asks for more money, I ditch. But this time I couldn’t because you were so nice to me! I’m sorry!”

After I finished explaining everything, there was a moment of silence between us. I sighed, turning towards my bags. “I just wanted to apologize before I left.”

“You can’t leave!” She stopped me.

“But I can’t pay!”

“So?” She walked forward and towered over me like she was my parent. “If you can’t pay at the restaurant, you wash dishes, yes?”.

“I mean yes but—”

“Then it’s decided!” She stated with absolute certainty.

And that’s how we agreed I work for her until I could pay off the full amount that I promised to her. I felt so grateful because it also meant she was offering to give me a place for the next three months. She also mentioned that she would get her lawyer friend to draw up a contract that would have put a clause allowing me to end the deal early. I couldn’t believe it. Honesty paid off.

The following Monday morning, I went downstairs to the front lobby to meet with her lawyer and sign the papers. There, sitting in the front, was Ms. Drea, nervously stamping her feet. When she caught eyes on me, she instantly lit up and looked like she was eager to talk to me about something.

“Hey Winston,” she said, sweating and blushing, grabbing my hand and shaking it. “Can we talk before meet my friend?”

“Um sure?” Her frantic state took me aback. “Is there something a matter?”

“Well, no… but you should know that the lawyer you’re about to meet, Alice, is a good friend.” She held on to my hand and intertwine her fingers with mine.

“If you trust her, I trust her,” I tried to reassure her, folding my free hand over hers. We had gotten closer over the weekend to the point we were flirting with each other.

“Well, I’m glad you said that because you see…” she looked off blushing.

“What?”

“Well, I may have mentioned some details of why we need to make this contract in the first place and… She may have a poor opinion of you.”

“Oh…” I understood where she was going with this. I’m probably about to be told off. “Well, I did lie to you, so I guess it’s understandable.”

“Just understand she may have gone overboard on what your services and requirements will be… and your punishments.”

“Punishments?” I took a step back. “You know what? It will be fine.” I said, feeling confident, “As long as you’re the one in charge, I’m sure I’ll be in excellent hands.”

“You make me feel so relieved,” she sighed. “And don’t worry, I was adamant about adding the clause that allows you to leave early if you feel I’m taking advantage of you.”

We both smiled at each other and walked over to her office. The tone immediately shifted when we entered as I stared in to the angry glasses of Alice, a dark-haired athletic woman in a black skirt suit. “Is this the free loader?” she asked, clear scorn in her voice.

“I… um, well yeah,” I confessed, looking down at my feet, feeling ashamed as I sat down opposite of her. “But I want to make it up to her—”

“Oh, and how convenient that you get a free ride out of this!” she accused, pointing back at me.

“Yeah… but I’m going to work really hard to pay it off!”

“We’re going to make sure of that!” she slammed down an enormous stack of papers on the desk with a giant thud.

“Wait, that’s an awful lot of pages,” I said, thumbing through the big contract. It was as big as a dictionary. What could she put in it?

“Oh, what suddenly you don’t want to redeem yourself?” she said dismissively. “Color me surprised.”

Usually when I was so clearly insulted I would just let roll it off my back. But this time, I was actually trying to do the right thing. “That’s not true!” I said, my ego clearly damaged.

“Doubtful.” she looked away, crossing her arms. “Just the idea of doing actual work got you running scared!”

I grit my teeth. “I’ll show you!” Grabbing the pen, I flipped to the last page to sign. It’s been a while since I signed anything, but I did it. I smiled and showed Alice my signature. “See! No hesitation!” I tried to boast.

The lawyer smiled. “How brave, but let’s see what you signed.” she flipped the contract open to section a titled uniform. “Now let’s look at what it says.”

At first, I didn’t see what she was talking about. The first few sentences just stated that Ms. Drea would assign me a wardrobe to wear, which wasn’t a big deal, but then I read the examples. Dresses, skirts, panties, makeup and… “Diapers!” I read the last example aloud.

Alice laughed. “Yep! I gave Drea the suggestion. No reason to give you bathroom breaks and you can spend your time cleaning.”

“But… but…” I looked at the paper and by proxy my agreement. I mean, wearing a uniform would be bad enough, but she wouldn’t force me to wear any of this. Would she?

“Don’t worry, Winston,” Ms. Drea got my attention. “I’m sure you’ll look cute all dressed up,” she gave an innocent smile.

What she meant as comfort just scared me more. She was planning on dressing me up. I took a deep breath, thinking she couldn’t force me.

Her lawyer read my mind and flipped the contract to the section titled punishments. I turned pale as I read the examples. Spanking, chastity, butt plugs, and date extension, and all under her discretion on when and how. I sweated reading the possibilities that could come to me over the next coming months and audibly gulped.

“It’s okay, Winston,” Drea came behind me, resting her hand on my shoulder. “Just like we talked about, there’s an out clause for you.”

Alice flipped the contract to a different page. “I Thought you might try to weasel out of this, so I added a little to the cancelation clause.” She showed us the cancelation clause part of the contract and I went numb again.

“If the servant or in this case sissy!” Alice laughed reading off the contract, “Terminates early, then they will be fined 200 dollars to the hostess for past room and board along with repossessing his property for payment for future debts made after the signing contract.” She looked up, seeing me shaking. “Would you like to cancel now and still keep your clothes on your back?” she asked, daring me.

For most of my adult life, I had been allergic to committing, and this was no different. I wanted to just throw the rest of my money at them and leave forever. I knew I could survive back on the road, but something forced me to stay.

Thoughts came back to me as I remembered the past month and how Ms. Drea was so kind to me. Was I really going to screw this woman out of more money? Just because I was afraid of how people look at me? I sighed to myself, knowing what I must do.

“No,” I answered, surprising the entire room. “I can do it.” I said, looking down at my feet to hide my embarrassment.

“Oh sweetie, I’m so glad!” Drea came in, giving me a big hug, my face going directly into her cleavage. “I promise I will make this as fun for you as it’s going to be for me!”

That’s how the following day I woke under pink sheets and blankets in a small twin bed under a princess styled canopy in a small pink painted room with dolls, dollhouses, stuffed animals and a tea party set scattered across the room. I sat up in my new girly hell and looked at the child’s makeup desk with a heart-shaped mirror, seeing my now hairless body in a flowery pink cotton nightie, and sighed. I got up from the small bed and prepared for my first day.

Drea gave me specific instructions and special training last night on my daily routine and it began with getting dressed. I dropped my nightie and standing hairless, in a white training bra with pink frills and white, pink and white dotted cotton panties with my penis limply and pathetically hanging out. She said that she was going to give me one last night with it before she locked it up, but it just made me feel more ashamed.

After a moment of resignation, I walked over to the dresser, opening the top drawer to see my uniform. A short pink maid’s dress with a frilly white apron, white thigh highs, all perfectly folded, with a medium size pink silicone chastity cage laying on top. I took a deep breath and got dressed.

I slipped up the white thighs highs up my skinny legs and stepped into the dress, adjusting it around my torso. I looked back in the mirror and grew more and more ashamed as I looked feminine from the neck down. Lifting the skirt of my dress and pulling down my panties, I slipped on the chastity cage around my cock, completing my emasculation.

I then walked over to the small makeup table and began doing my makeup, as Drea taught me the previous night. After Alice left yesterday, Drea took me into her master bedroom and had me shave everything. She then washed me in a bubbling bathtub smelling of perfumes and had me practice a specific makeup routine multiple times until she deemed it perfect.

Once I finished, my face was lighter, I had big red dot blush marks, bright blue and sparkly eye shadow, and glistening pink lips. I looked more like a clown or a bimbo than a woman, let alone a like man. I then took the blonde wig styled in a childish pig tail design and set it on top of my head, completing my girly look. Now I just had to wait and look at my feminized state until the most embarrassing part.

On cue, a knock on my door came, followed by Ms. Drea entering the room soon after. “Is my sissy ready to start her day?!” she asked enthusiastically, grinning from ear to ear.

I gulped, knowing what came next, and sat on the carpeted floor, lifting my skirt up for her. “Your sissy still needs Mommy to clip on her diaper!” I said effeminately and childishly, shaking my pantied cock cage at her.

It was the most humiliating thing I had to do in my entire life, and she smiled, knowing that’s how I’ll be greeting her for the next three months.  


Chapter 2

“Of course Mommy will diaper her sissy baby!” Drea said, holding a big puffy pink diaper up. She kneeled down and placed the big cushion under my bottom. “You won’t be needing these panties for now,” she said, her thumbs sliding up my thighs and digging into waistband.

As she pulled down my panties, I felt the first twinge of discomfort coming from the cage. Her hands were so soft and my legs were sensitive, and yet I got zero enjoyment. I bit down on my lip, giving a small whine as she removed my panties.

She giggled to herself and folded the diaper’s tongue up and over my crotch. I could feel the overly soft cushion wrap around groin and through the small holes in my chastity cage. The softness was almost tickling me, teasing me from the sensation I could be feeling. “There we are!” she finished pining on my diaper and helped me stand up.

The diaper was so thick that I had to spread my legs when I stood. She handed me a feather duster. “Now off you go, it’s 11:00 am and time to clean the rooms!” she gently pushed me toward the door, my diaper crinkling all the way. “Oh, I almost forgot.” She turned me around, so we were face to face.

For a moment, I thought she would tell me I didn’t need to leave the room until she pushed a pink pacifier into my mouth. “Keep this in unless you are spoken to, okay sweetie!” she said before turning me back toward the door and led me out.

I froze as she handed me the clipboard and left me alone in the hallway. I could only subconsciously suck on the rubber pacifier, praying that no one left their rooms.

I looked clipboard hoping to find room on this floor that was on the floor to hide. Reading that the room 102, the room that was next to mine, had a full check out, I rushed over frantically trying to unlock the door, my diaper crinkling all the way. Once I finally got the door open, I zoomed in and close the door behind me.

I know I should have knocked and called out to check if someone was in there, but the fear of some walking down and spotting my diapered sissy self was too much to bear. Luckily, there was no one in the room. Once I calmed myself down, I looked through the room and felt relieved that it wasn’t messy.

All I had to do was remake the bed and empty the trash cans and I was done. The only problem was when I had to leave to take out the trash. I felt like I was playing hide and seek as I dodged and weaved through the hallways carrying trash bags until I finally got them in the backyard trash can.

Even though I was scared shitless of being caught dressed up as an infantile maid, I knew this was going to be an easy first day. The clipboard she gave me showed only four rooms that I needed clean and all of them were no messy than the first. I finally had the last room garbage in trash bags and was heading for the backyard door when I saw them.

Sitting right next was the door was Ms. Drea sipping tea with Alice in her business skirt suit and a third older woman with short gray colored hair wearing a leather jacket and pants, showing off her slim figure as she held her motorcycle helmet.

I panicked seeing them and scampered back, not only crinkling my diaper, but I also almost tripped on the garbage bags, making a very noticeable, crinkle sound.

“Sissy!” I heard Ms. Drea call for me, confirming my presence. “Are you fooling around over there!?”

I gulped, knowing what she wanted me to do. I grabbed the bags and walked into the living room to where the women were drinking tea, causing laughs as they saw my diapered state. “I’m sorry, Mistress Drea. I was just bringing out the garbage.”

“Oh please dear, when it’s just the friends call me Mommy,” she corrected, causing me to blush while other women giggled.

“That is just precious,” the woman in leather laughed. “You two sure have a kinky relationship.”

“If you ask me, he deserves a much harder time,” said Alice as she took a sip of tea, eyes shut in disgust.

“Oh, relax Alice!” Drea waved off. “She has been nothing but submissive since she’s sign the contract. Now Sissy, finish taking out the garbage and then come straight back here to entrain our guests, Alice and Michelle.”

“Yes, Mom,” I said, giving a curtsy like she taught me last night. I was about to leave through the back door when she stopped me again.

“Now dear, that was a cute curtsy,” she said, still in her sweet, motherly voice. “But I told you to call me Mommy, not Mom. It would be a shame if I would have to punish you for such a simple slip.” She said, her smile and evil eyes scaring me, daring me to humiliate myself further in front of her friends.

“I’m sorry!” I said, giving another curtsy. “Please excuse me Mommy!” I blushed and turned away, frantically trying to open the door and escape. The women all laughed as they saw me scurry off. I think the old biker woman even added a whipping noise to joke how pathetic I was.

I got to the trash can again, my face red. I couldn’t believe that more people saw my sissified state and heard me be so submissive. And she expected me to go back in there and entertain the three of them?

I shivered as recalled the entertainment training Drea had me do the previous night. She had me dressed up similar to how I was now, but in a white summer dress with pink bows and she had me learn a bunch of little girl dances and songs to humiliate myself with. Worse was when I would mess up a move or word, she would either punish me with spankings or time on a timeout chair, which was a small chair with a remote control vibrator on the seat. The only reward I got from her when I finally memorized them was five minutes of humping her leg.

As I put away the trash and sweated at the thought of doing all those embarrassing things in front of two new people, I wondered if this was really worth it. I shook my head, knowing the answer was yes. I still felt guilty for leading Drea on like I did, and if it only cost me my pride to make it up to her, then it would be more than fair.

I turned back and confidently head back inside, knowing I was doing the right thing. However, the thunder of my crinkling diaper destroyed any thoughts I had of acting mature.

“Oh good sissy, you’re back,” Drea greeted me as I reentered the living room.

“Yes Mommy,” I curtsied, greeting her, feeling just as embarrassed as the first time. “Thank you for letting me finish my task. How else may I serve you?”

“Why don’t you do a little dance for us?” asked Drea, but it was clear it was a demand.

“Which dance?” I asked, afraid, knowing there was no good answer.

“Hmm.. I think ballet should be cute, don’t you ladies?” she asked her friends.

“Oh yes, what a wonderful idea!” the woman in leather clapped her hands.

“I’ve got the music.” Alice pulled out her smart phone and played a flowery ballet dance tune with the phone speaker buzz made me feel even more small.

“Thank you Mommy. Thank you Mistress Alice,” I curtsied to each of them knowing that’s what Drea wanted and placed the pacifier back in mouth.

As I straighten out my body, holding my hands up high, preparing for my dance, I noticed Alice was giving me a dirty look. I’m guessing she wanted me to mess up, so Drea had a reason to punish me. Not wanting that to happen, I focused.

At the first sharp piano key in the song, I crossed my legs so my right leg was behind the left and standing on my toes as I eased my arms down over the puff of my skirt like I was holding a dish. I think she called sus-sous and given by women’s impressed looks; I think I was doing it right.

I then moved my hands up and in with limp wrists, daintily walk on my tiptoes in a soubresaut, hoping to match my steps to the piano tones of the song. Once the beat changed, I did a spin, placing my right foot on my left knee and spinning on the ball of my left foot. I went back and forth like this, my eyes closed to hide my shame.

On the third spin, I heard clapping and grew confidence, thinking my basic moves were actually impressing them. I decided to end it on a high note and when I heard the song end; I jumped across the living room, landing in front of Alice and standing on one pointed toe as my other leg bended back to point at the ceiling. With my hands hanging far above my head, I opened my eyes and smiled through the pacifier looking right at her, determined not to be shame in this attitude derriere.

But, because I never practiced these moves in a big puffy diaper before, I messed up on the jump, shaking as I pose. This wouldn’t have been so bad, but when I smiled and opened my eyes to look at Alice, I realized she was holding her phone like she was about to take a picture. The flash went off, and I panicked, losing my balance and falling backwards and doing the splits with a thud.

My diaper absorbed most of the impact, but both my legs and balls were on fire from the awkward landing. Not to mention my burning face for doing the most effeminate poses dressed as a diapered sissy maid on camera. Any hopes that she didn’t take the picture were dashed as Alice turned her phone around to show that she got a perfect shot of me, smiling with my leg high in the air showing my puffy diaper.

“That was wonderful,” Drea came up behind me, clapping. “You need to work on your landing, but I’m impressed you tried that move!”

“I think she deserves a punishment for failing,” said Alice, putting away her phone. I panicked as I imagined my bare ass being exposed.

“Doesn’t that seem a bit much?” the older biker woman asked.

“She fucked up,” Alice defended. “You said you wanted to be hard on her,” she said, looking at Drea. I looked over at Drea, hoping she would take pity on me.

“Well, I vote no…” Drea said, causing me to sigh in relief. “But Alice votes yes, so that leaves it to you.” she looked at the biker woman.

I gulped, looking over at the third woman, hoping for salvation. She tapped her cheek, “Hmm… I’d say don’t spank—if the little sissy can remember my name!” she leaned in toward me, smiling widely.

I almost dropped my pacifier. I think I heard her name maybe once? And I was about to be spanked for not remembering it?

“Umm… Mistress…” I led off, doing my best to think back. A million different names went through my head. Did it begin with a J? No, maybe D? Couldn’t be M? Yes M… “Mistress Monica?” I guessed.

“Wrong! It’s Mistress Michelle,” she corrected, shattering my hopes.

“So this means that we have to punish the little sissy,” I could both hear and feel Alice laugh behind me.

“Well, I think because she couldn’t figure my name, I should be the one to spank her,” Michelle leaned, almost blocking me from her.

“I think that’s fair,” said Drea. “I am a fair and stern mommy.”

Compared to Alice's evil glare, Michelle’s gentle leather mama aura was welcoming. I almost sighed in relief as I angled myself over her lap. She lifted my skirt and pulled down my diaper so I could feel her soft and wrinkled hand gliding over my rear. Any hope for a pleasant spanking was soon dashed as I heard, “Oh this I good time to tell you I got the paddle you wanted,” from Alice.

I turned to my head back and to my horror she was handing Michelle a medium-sized pink tasseled paddle with the words ‘bad girl’ spelled out in small holes. “Oh thank you Alice,” Michelle said, taking the leather bound handle and lining it up with my rear.

She pulled back the paddle and brought it back, delivering one quick swat to my hinny, causing me to squeal out. “Ah! Thank you, Mistress Michelle,” I said, feeling the warm sting of the varnished wood.

“Oh, that’s just precious!” Michelle gushed. “You have her trained to thank for her punishment! I take it this is you doing, Drea.”

“What can I say?” Drea chuckled, giving a cocky shrug. “I can be one stern dance, Mama. You should have seen how many times I had to spank her fanny to learn that cute little dance she did. Not to mention how many times we had to start over for not thanking me.”

I sweat remembering it. Her hand repeatedly smacking my bottom with her, repeating the words, “Ballerinas don’t trip!” made it such a hell. Though I suppose it worked out.

“Oh, so we have a professional!” Michelle smiled. “Well, that’s good because now I don’t have to hold back! Now sissy, I want you to count the swats before you thank me. Is that understood?”

“Yes Mistress,” I nodded, “But Mistress? Do you want me to count the first swat?”

“Oh no sweetie, that was just practice!” she laughed. “Now get ready to count! I was going to do 10 but since you’re a pro, we can do 30!” she said right before she gave another strong swat to my ass.

I squealed again. “One! Thank you, Mistress Michelle!”

She continued to swat my ass with me, meekly counting off the strokes. Around swat 20, I was producing tears, feeling the indent of ‘bad girl’ pulsing out from the paddle. 25 and I was kicking my legs like a bratty child from the embarrassment.

“Twenty nine!” I counted, thanking god this was almost over. “Thank you, Mistress Michelle!” For the final swat, she held the paddle against my bottom to show me she had perfect accuracy and anyone who ever saw my hinny would know I was a bad girl. “30!” I said, almost holding my breath as I felt the thin wood hold on to my ass. “Thank you, Mistress Michelle!” I chirped for letting out the waterworks, full-blown sobbing.

“That’s a good sissy baby!” Michelle cooed, lifting me up and hugging me close to her leather body, my nose ending up where the zipper opened, showing in her cleavage. “Counting it through the tears!”

“If I was doing it, I’m sure she would have lost count,” said Alice.

“Oh, shush!” Michelle waved away her objections. “Drea, what’s your way of rewarding her?” she asked Drea as I buried my face into her warm tits. Truth was, I was just happy to have my face in her breast, but that fantasy ended when I heard Drea answer.

“I usually just let her hump my leg.”

“Great!” Michelle pulled me back and pushed me to her feet. “Go ahead sissy! Go to town!” That’s how the next ten minutes I spent my time sniffling and humping Michelle’s shiny leather leg while they chit chatted and sipped tea. Any pleasure I got was numbed by the chastity cage.


Chapter 3

“Michelle,” Mommy Drea got up from her chair as I helplessly and pathetically hump Michelle’s shiny leather leg. “Would you mind helping me in the kitchen?”

“Why isn’t your sissy cooking?” Alice scoffed.

“Oh, I was going to teach her to cook tomorrow,” Drea waved off.

“I don’t mind,” Michelle gently nudging me off her leg. “Bye, bye” she waved off as I sat on the floor and worried about being alone with Alice.

“Yes sissy, entertain Alice while we’re in the kitchen,” Drea said as the two of them left and entered the kitchen.

“You heard them sissy!” Alice said as she towered over me.

“Please, mistress Alice, be gentle,” I shook, fearing the worst.

She reached into her purse and pulled out her phone. “You see this!” she showed me the picture in that humiliating ballet pose. “I already sent it to Drea. I could also post on my social media account too. All to my 100,000 followers…”

“Please don’t!” I pleaded, crawling to her feet. “I’ll do anything!”

“I like that!” she laughed. “Bend over sissy!”

After humping a leg for five minutes, I was out of shame as I crawled and turned around, showing my diapered rear to her. “Nice to see a step in your bun,” she leaned over and whispered in my ear as she lowered my diaper around my crack. “Lets add some shake to that step!” I looked behind and saw she had a small pink butt plug giving it a quick suck before pushing it up my butt.

Her cold saliva followed by a hard pink thumb like plug entered my rectum almost causing me to yelp. I had to bite down on my finger so I wouldn’t alert Drea and Michelle. “Better suck on your pacifier, Sissy!” she leaned over and placed the pacifier back in my mouth. “Because we’re only warming up!”

She pulled out her phone and with a tap of the button; I felt the little thumb in my bum twerk. I moaned into my pacifier as my hands went to the back of my diaper, feeling the rumble. “Yes sissy dance!” Alice watched me scamper on the floor.

I’m glad she was enjoying herself because I was roughly getting fucked, but the chastity cage was holding my cock tight, causing me discomfort. I rubbed my bottom against the floor like a dog just to direct the buttplug to hit certain spots. This both failed and got Alice to laugh so hard she had to sit down.

“Oh sissy!” she gushed, catching her breath. “I’ll tell you what. I’ll allow you some leg humpies if you stop scooting around on the floor!”

Staring at her long athletic hose covered legs with the vibrations running through my ass had me drooling at the thought. I shamelessly crawled as fast as I could over to her legs and hooked around them like a sloth holding a branch. I humped against her warm legs, feeling my soft diaper rubbed against the holes of my chastity cage, giving me some pleasure as I was being fucked by her toy. I could feel myself coming closer to orgasm when I heard Drea call out, “Alice?”

I turned my head as I humped and, to my despair, Drea and Michelle were walking back in from the kitchen. “We heard you laugh and…” Drea looked down, noticing me humping away on her leg. “Sissy!” she placed her hands on her hips, disappointed. “Did you even ask Alice for humpies?”

“She’s a little horny one, isn’t she?” Alice smiled, clearly enjoying my humiliation. “Perhaps she should stop?” she lead, trying to give me a hidden order.

What she didn’t realize I was too horny to stop. I began humping faster, trying to push myself over the edge.

“Sissy..!” Drea lead on, “She asked you stop, do you need me to count to three?”

“It’s fine,” Alice said, somewhat worried, pulling out her phone, trying to stop the rumbling in my butt. “I’m sure she’ll stop any second.”

She was right. It did only take me a few more seconds. But even when she stopped the vibrations, I was till humping away and now twerking my butt, so it rubbed me in the right ways.

“1… 2…” Drea counted off, but I fired off my load when she hit two. I could hear the trumpets play as the pressure finally exploded in me as I managed squirt pathetic droplets out of my cage. I let go of her legs, falling back and laying with my arms and legs sprawled out, at peace with the world.

This euphoria soon ended as Drea stood over me with a displeased look. “I think I know that face,” she said, grabbing me by the ankles and turning me around. Before I knew it, she flipped up my skirt and unpinned my diaper, showing my small chastised cock to the room as my wave of ecstasy died, drowning me in further humiliation.

Drea pressed her hand against the tongue of the diaper. “Sissy!” she said, offended. “Did you make cummies!?”

I blushed, looking away. I remembered one term of the contract was she would give me permission to cumming. Failure would mean further punishment.

“And we just spanked you! What are we going to do with you!?” she said, disappointed, wagging her finger at me. She let her hand fall down my grown down to my ass crack. “What’s this?” she wondered aloud before pulling out Alice’s butt plug.

“If you looking for ideas,” Alice stepped forward, trying to change the subject. “I may have a suggestion and considering she was humping me…”

“Suggestions, huh?” Drea said, unconvinced, holding the butt plug. “And what might that be?”

“My SUV has been needing a wash,” she said, giving me a quick smile, telling me she was looking to humiliate me further. “Maybe we can have her wash it. In her swimsuit.”

“Out in public?” Michelle asked, looking uneasy. “Doesn’t that seem much?”

“She came on my leg!”

“You’re right,” Drea nodded, surprising us all. “Sissy!” she pointed at me. “While I’m not sure how you made cummies, that fact remains that you did it without my permission! So, go back to your room and look in your drawers for your swimsuit. I warn you it’s much skimpier for your age, but sissy girls need to learn their lesson!”

I almost cried being told off like that. She held onto my diaper. Something about cleaning it and I got up and ran to my room. My chastised cock swaying pathetically as I moved.  

A few minutes later and I was holding a bucket of cold soapy water in my tiny pink bikini that rode up my backside and covered my chastity cage and not much else, shaking in fear as I looked at Alice’s big black SUV on the warm October day. Dreah’s tall fence gave me some privacy, but I still worried about someone looking out their window or walking by and spotting me. Either way, if I wanted back in the house, I better get busy cleaning.

Figuring Alice would be happy if I just did a pre-wash, so I skipped the first hose off and just went scrubbing the side with a giant wet sponge. I should have washed the roof first because I had to hug the side just to get the sponge up there, getting me all sudsy. I stepped down, hearing the chirps from the birds like they were mocking me, and saw my body print sticking out in the suds on the door, causing me to do the whole side again.

I breathed easier as I finished washing the back and the other side of her car. All I needed to do now was scrub the hood, then use the hose and I would be done. I moved to the front and began squeezing my sponge on the hood, getting it all sudsy when I heard Alice’s voice.

“Hey Sissy!” I heard behind me. I turned around, seeing Alice not only holding the hose and extra bucket, but in her matching black bra and panties, showing off her amazingly tan skin.

“Alice!” I said, shocked. Before I could ask why she was half naked or feel pain from the chastity cage, she sprayed the hose, soaking me in cold water.

“You missed a spot!” She stepped forward, pushing me back with the water pressure until I was my back against the wet soapy hood. 

“What are you doing?” I asked, raising a hand to stop the stream of water that was soaking me.

“The girls were mad at how bitchy I was, so,” she took the sponge out of my hand and squeezed it over, getting me even sudsier. “So I promised to make-out and get you clean!”

“Make-out?” I asked, thinking she meant ‘make up’, before she planted red lips onto my pink ones in one of the sloppiest wet kisses of my life.

I was stunned. For a brief I thought I won the lottery, but just as I felt my penis twinge my cage, I moaned in pain remembering my predicament.

She broke the kiss and laughed, taking the sponge out of my hands, using it to soak my face. “We got to get this little girly clean!”

“Alice stopped!” I squealed in a high pitch tone, feeling the cold water run down me. “My makeup will run!”

“Yes, scream like a little girl!” she said, not caring. “Let the entire neighborhood know that two cute sexy girls are having fun, washing their car!” she cheered like a cheerleader inviting in onlookers.

She planted another kiss on me, hugging me close. It was so sensual. I was even getting so turned on I was wrapping one of my legs around her just from the pleasure of skin on skin action. This was soon gone again as she dropped the sponge to move the hose around my back and up the middle of us, spraying us both with cold water, my chastity cage getting most of the blast. By the time she broke the kiss, I was a cold and wet and horny mess.

“Admit it!” she said. “Say you want me to fuck you!”

“I would like you to fuck me,” I said, dripping with water and horny out of my mind.

She grinned and took a handful of my ass. “Good!” she said, lifting me up and onto the hood of her SUV. “Because I’m going to do it right here, right now!”

She dropped the hose and reached into the bucket she brought. She pulled out a medium-sized pink strap-on. “Hope you are not mad that I’ll be the one fucking!” she said, teasing the dildo in my face.

Where did she get that? I wondered, as the thought of being pegged outside both scared me and excite me. I looked toward the window, seeing both Drea and Michelle waving and giving kissy faces. Before I could say anything, Alice twisted me around and pushed me so I was bent over her hood.

“Tell me when you’re about to come sissy!” she said, pulling down my bikini bottoms. “I want to see that cute orgasm face of yours!”

I felt the wet slippery jelly cock slide into me, causing me to give a small yelp. “Yeah, you like my cock!” she laughed as she humped my rear end.

I bite my lower lip and nodded. She used her strap-on like a surgeon, rubbing my p-spot in rabid random bursts. That combined with the extra naughtiness of being fucked in broad daylight on warm wet car hood. I imagined one of Dreah’s neighbors walking by or glancing out the window and seeing us. What would they think? Would they realize I was a sissy drowning in pleasure or think we a two women having a kinky time?

I looked up, seeing our reflection in the window with me being fucked silly and Alice smiling determined. It was at this moment that I stopped trying to care if someone saw me. I finally accepted that I loved being a little sissy and getting pegged.

“I’m about too c-c-” I moaned, trying to tell Alice I was about to cum.

She got the message and pulled out. She quickly flipped me around so I was lying on my back, and to my surprise, she lifted both of my legs by the back of my knees and carried my weight while I leaned against the car. Alice then lowered me down back onto her cock and began fucking me again, using my weight against me and bucked me harder and harder.

Needless to say, my eyes were bulging out with mouth made an ‘O’ face as I felt the bubble inside of me get bigger and bigger. I hung my arms around her neck and braced myself for the final ‘pop’.

I felt my whole body go warm as I let an orgasmic moan. Alice leaned down, pushing my legs against my shoulders in one final wet kiss as I dripped out of my chastity cage. She removed her strap-on and let my body rest on the hood. She then picked up the hose and gave me and the car one last hose down before we head back inside to towel off.


Chapter 4

Later that night, Alice and Michelle said their goodbyes, and I was back in my wearing my diaper and pink nightie, playing with my doll house in my room. It wasn’t my most wanted activity, but it was a break before bedtime and there were few activities in my girly room. What got me to stop was a knock on the door.

I turned my head, and I dropped my pacifier. I saw Mommy Drea, but not in her normal dress; she was wearing a pink and white see through babydoll. “Hey there Sissy,” she purred, playing with her hem showing a white thong that hugged her hips. “You’ve been superb for your first day. Maybe you want to spend the night with Mommy?”

I dropped my dolls I was so stunned at her offer. Without care of a potential trap or punishment, I placed my pacifier back in my mouth and eagerly nodded my head. “Yes, Mommy, please!” I said in baby talk through my pacifier.

She smiled and turned toward the door. “Then you better follow me to Mommy’s bedroom!” she laughed, almost racing back to her room. I eagerly crawled after her, not even bothering to hide my excitement.

As I got to her room, I looked in on all fours, seeing her already laying on her queen sized bed. She patted her pink comforter, beckoning me to come over. I eagerly did, crawling over and climbing on to her bed.

“Oh Sissy! Did you want to sleep with Mommy!?” she asked coyly, already knowing the answer.

“Yes, Mommy!” I said shamelessly, invested in my role. “I had a bad dream!”

“Well, this bed has a fee!” she said, sitting up and getting close to me.

“A fee?”

“Yes.” she moved herself behind me, letting her long, smooth legs wrap around me. “One tickle fight!” She reached around my sides and having her fingers dance around my sides.

I giggled, feeling the tips of her tickle me, causing me to fall back onto the bed. She lifted the hem of my nightie and moved her fingers to my thighs, a more sensitive area. “You were such a good sissy,” she said as her fingers got closer to my diaper.

As I giggled, I looked down and, to my surprise, she was unclipping my diaper. “How’s your little clitty?” she said, pulling down the tongue of my diaper and looking at my chastised cock.

Her fingers and her face got her closer and closer to my sissy clitty until she placed her whole mouth around my cage. I groaned, feeling her saliva drip down and leaking onto my penis. “Mommy please!” I begged into my pacifier, feeling trapped.

She held the key to my chastity cage in front of me. “Want this?” she asked coyly after releasing my cage from her mouth.

I eagerly nodded. “Yes, Mommy!”

“Well, for being so good at serving my friends, I guess I can reward you!” She shoved the key into the lock of my cage, freeing my cock.

As the pink shell fell off my penis, I felt so sensitive. Everything felt good, her drool, the room air, everything! My cock instantly grew, becoming erect.

Drea multiplied this pleasure leaning down, letting her big boobs hang out of her nightie and engulfed my penis in her cleavage. I moaned out a high pitch girly moan. The soft warm boobs hugged my cock so nicely I thought I was going to cry.

She only needed to use big breasts to stroke me of a few times before I blew my load in a big toe curling orgasm. All the cleaning, the humiliation, being a sissy all seemed so small compared to this. I even let a childish laugh as Drea released me from her boobs to wipe off my spunk.

After she cleaned herself and relocked my cage on to me, we cuddled together in the middle of her bed. “I hope was your first day wasn’t too hard,” she said, rubbing my back as my lead lay against her chest.

“It wasn’t that bad,” I said, blushing as we felt so close to each other. “But Alice said she might release photos of me?” I asked, somewhat worried. I mean, with all my hair and makeup, I doubted anyone I knew would recognize me.

“Oh, don’t worry about that,” she waved off. “I already told them any photos they take of you should be deleted when they leave.”

“But what if they don’t?” I asked, considering for most of the day Alice seemed to be against me.

“Then I’ll show her husband photos of her pegging you,” she shrugged. “I’m pretty sure they will have a problem with cheating. Better question is any of the punishments been too much?”

I shook my head again, “No, it’s fine… I still think I deserve it… again, sorry. You’re not going to have any problems paying the bills or anything? Because I could get a part-time job.”

“I’ll be fine,” she waved off again. “Truth is, I was sweating as I dipped more into my savings when you first moved in. But my step-daughter got her whole sorority to rent a month for their school break. They actually should move in next week.”

“Your stepdaughter and her sorority!?” I said freaking out, thinking how likely it will be for them to see me all sissified and diapered. I’m sure the next couple of months will be full of humiliating times to come.
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