

Preview:

"No! No!" Brandon protested earnestly. "I can't... I'm. I locked myself in this diaper. I can't get out until the key's released."


Sheila squinted, following Brandon's trembling finger as he pointed in the direction of the ice lock.


"It's set to release in an hour," he explained, voice shaking. "So please! Just leave!"


The way Brandon's voice cracked as he pleaded didn't seem to do anything to persuade Sheila. She paused a moment - before quickly moving towards Brandon.


Sheila seized the back collar of the dress and tugged quickly upwards. Not wanting it to tear, Brandon gasped, obediently following along as she lifted him to his feet. The quick movement made his stomach clench eagerly, trying to force out the mess inside it.


"If you want to be in poopy pampers so bad, fine," Sheila snickered as she pushed him over the bed, his hands just barely flying out to catch him. "Squat down..."


"Sheila, please, stop," Brandon begged, face aflame. "Oh God, please... I'm, going to..."


Pushing him down hard, Sheila forced Brandon into an unwilling squat, like a toddler. As he trembled, Brandon could feel himself losing the battle - it wouldn't be long before he messed himself for real, a final mortifying embarrassment that he knew Sheila would never let him live down.


"Do it," Sheila urged. "Fill your didees like a good baby girl for Mommy."


Brandon's hands gripped the comforter, he let out a miserable groan of lust - and then nodded curtly, biting his lip as he began to push.


"NGggghh..." 

***

CAUGHT! In Diapers and Dresses

"Ngh... go in..."


Gritting his teeth, Brandon Palmers' slender fingers pushed the suppository deeper into his backside. He was laying on his bed, in a frilly pink baby girl's dress with lacy, poofy sleeves and trim, an opened diaper waiting beneath him.


"Ah!" Brandon gasped, feeling his muscles suddenly relax, allowing his fingers to push the torpedo-shaped object up where it belonged. "Mmm..."


Curling his two fingers slightly, Brandon pressed and teased at his prostate, moaning as he felt his limp sissycock stirring and starting to harden. With a whimper, he gently fucked his own tight backside with his stiff digits, his hips rocking against the air as his dick got slowly harder.


"Only dirty sissy faggots like playing with their own assholes," he moaned to himself. 


Brandon was briefly tempted to grab his cock and stroke himself off right there to the naughty mental image of himself as a helpless, dress wearing girly-boy, shoving his fingers in and out of his clenching passage to make himself cum. But that would be a waste... Reluctantly, he withdrew the two fingers, grunting in slight discomfort as his hole was stretched on the way out. A baby wipe cleaned them off, and then sissy baby Brandon lay back on the bed, and on the diaper he'd soon be taping closed around himself.


It was hard to position the thick padding over his erection, but luckily he'd never been particularly well-endowed. As Brandon snugged the waistband across his flat stomach, he blushed at the thought that a real man, with a man-sized cock, would poke right of the top of the diapers Brandon wore. But his own cute little erection was now pressed up against the cottony softness of a diaper that was lightly sprinkled with baby powder, trapped and embraced inside it.


The tapes were carefully applied, making the waist and sides taut around him, enclosing him in the pillowy padding. With a soft sigh, Brandon leaned back, savoring the sensations for just a moment. 

One hand massaged his eager crotch, stiff through the diaper, as he focused on the small object melting in his backside, the pink frilly dress he was in... As he lay back, Brandon's eyes caught the silver glinting of the object hanging from his dresser - an 'ice lock' that would slowly release a padlock key over an hour or so, hanging over a bowl to catch drips


His palm flat against his diaper, Brandon allowed himself a few moments of gentle grinding. He whimpered, feeling his babyclit dribble into the padding he'd soon be filling with his own mess and urine, imagining himself trapped inside his loaded diaper for a whole hour. 


"Such a dirrrrty little girl," he hissed, groping the vague shape of his erection through the diaper. "So, so naughty. Can't be trusted to -mm!- use the toilet like a big boy... I'm nothing but a pathetic little baby... Ooo!"


Brandon abruptly pulled his hands away, his eager clit twitching inside the padding of the diaper. He knew if he kept going he'd bring himself to a premature climax, and as nice, and humiliating, as that may be, there was much more he wanted to do today.


It wasn't often that Brandon got a lot of time to himself. He shared an apartment with his childhood best friend, Sheila, who didn't understand things like 'knocking' or 'privacy'. Brandon was usually limited to sneakily wearing a diaper under his pajamas to bed, or whacking off to sissy porn in his ensuite bathroom - which had a lock, fortunately. 


Sometimes it annoyed Brandon when Sheila took so many liberties, but most of the time he was just happy to have her around. Being totally honest, Brandon really liked Sheila... which was another way to say he had had an enormous crush on her since they were kids. Everybody else could tell, but Sheila herself acted completely oblivious, even when their mutual friends teased her. Brandon himself thought he'd never work up the courage to tell her how he felt, anyway.


Experienced with how the stinky scent of a messy diaper lingered in a bedroom, Brandon had taken the precaution of buying some pink plastic pants... with a chain around the upper opening. Slipping his pink-sock-covered feet through the legholes, Brandon pulled the plastic pants up over his padded crotch and rear. The pink vinyl lent the white diaper underneath a feminine touch that Brandon felt was perfect for his current girly ensemble.


"Gotta make sure sissy babies can't mess with their diapers," he muttered to himself, flushing and smiling as he pulled the chain snug around his waist.


Hands trembling, Brandon grabbed the small padlock on the nightstand. The key was trapped inside the same ice lock the sissy had been eyeing earlier, and once it was done up... he'd be trapped in his diapers for an hour. 


It was a scary yet arousing thought. He'd be completely unable to escape, even after the suppository had taken effect. Brandon bit his lip, cock quivering as he imagined what might happen if Sheila were home right now. The idea he might get caught and have no way to stop it made Brandon excited enough to steel his nerves, and he slipped the shackle of the padlock through both ends of the chain.


With a deceptively small click, the padlock was closed, locking Brandon in his sissy diapers for the next hour. A wave of relief, excitement, and pleasurable fear went rushing down his spine, but Brandon merely closed his eyes and focused on his next task. He could feel his guts beginning to rumble loudly - and he wanted to be fully dressed before the suppository took effect.


Hurriedly, Brandon grabbed the thick padded mittens he'd ordered online. They were pink (of course), and patterned with a nursery print. As Brandon slipped his fist into the elastic cuff opening of one, he briefly regretted that they weren't locking too. But then he probably wouldn't have been able to do them up alone...


"Ah-hh!" 


Brandon groaned, eyes popping open wide as he grabbed his stomach with his mitten-free hand. The suppository was definitely starting to work. He clenched his muscles hard, squeezing them shut to stop from emptying his bowels too early. It was much more exciting to wait until he couldn't hold back, filling his diapers helplessly like a real baby girl.


Feeling that time was running out now, Brandon grabbed the second padded mitten and pulled it on. His fingers flexed inside, but the outside material barely moved. Brandon curled his fingers, and the mittens moved too, but left his hands unable to grip much of anything through the thick padding. 


Grinning, Brandon reached for his pink pacifier, tucked under his pillow. His clumsy mitten-covered hand managed to pat it towards himself, but Brandon found it took several tries to pick it up and bring it up towards his face.


The loss of fine motor control was such a turn-on. Now Brandon was nothing but a helpless toddler, unable to carry out even the most basic tasks, clumsily dropping his own binky onto the comforter once again. Blushing as he briefly fantasized about a Mommy grabbing his pacifier for him and shoving it into his mouth, Brandon finally got the nipple between his lips, the silicone nipple resting against his tongue as he suckled like the infant he was dressed as.


"Gnnh... " Brandon tensed again, feeling his body pushing more eagerly for him to mess himself. "Oh gosh... not yet..."


Shivering slightly, he walked quickly through the open bathroom door to look at himself in the full length mirror there. The sight that greeted Brandon was thoroughly humiliating - and therefore exciting. 


His skinny feet pointed inwards, pink kitten socks covering his toes and lower shins. Eyes wandering upwards, Brandon flushed as he saw the frilly hem of his dress, moving up, up, to see the whole sight of a grown man dressed in a pretty baby girl's dress. 


The pacifier just barely hid part of Brandon's bright red face, and he couldn't help but smile shyly as he slowly suckled. He imagined a Mommy watching him, smirking, teasing him.


'Baby girl loves to suck, doesn't she?' the imaginary Mommy dom muttered. 'She doesn't care if it's on her binky, or on another man's big cock....'


Brandon whimpered, mitten-covered hands trailing down to the frilled hem of his dress, picturing the woman telling him to lift it. He imagined her laughter as he fumbled with the girly material, finally hooking it under his wrists, and pulling it up, putting his diaper on full display. 


The fluorescent light of the bathroom made parts of the pink plastic pants shiny and reflective, and Brandon ran his mittens up and down the slippery plastic with ease. His cock strained against the inner lining of the diaper, his hips rocking slightly... The pressure building in his bowels ominously... 


"Ohhh God," Brandon moaned, panting as he rocked his hips once again, pressing down firmly on the front of his diaper with his palm. "Ohhh yes..."


He found himself moving back towards the bed, biting the pacifier hard as he threw himself down. Brandon groaned softly, pushing the front of the diaper downwards hard, forcing the inner lining of the diaper against his erection.


Moaning softly as he clumsily pushed and pulled the thick padding back and forth, he felt his trembling sissycock being teased and rubbed by the cotton-like padding. The diaper felt amazing on Brandon's meagre length, and he whimpered like the bitch he was as he humped mindlessly against it, mumbling naughty things to himself behind the pacifier.


"Oh God, such a naughty little sissy, so pathetic, nmmf... Gonna mess your pampers like a poopy little slut, a-aren't you... nghh," Brandon grunted, sucking furiously on the pacifier with sweat beading on his forehead. 


His bowels were churning harder now, and even though he wasn't quite ready to empty the load into his diapers, Brandon's filthy fantasies were fuelled by the thought of it. He moaned girlishly, lost in his fantasy of being some Mommy's helpless babygirl. Knowing he couldn't get out of the diapers even if he tried, seeing how his hands could barely maneuver even the simplest objects...


"You're such a slut, humping your diapers," he moaned. "Making yourself c-cum to thinking about messing your sissy diapers for Mommy... Helpless, obedient... nnghh..."


The dirtiness of the situation was making Brandon more excited than he'd been in months. Although he wanted to hold back and savor this feeling for as long as possible before his climax, his body was urgently pushing him towards orgasm.


Brandon's unimpressive erection was nevertheless as hard as steel, thrusting again and again against the soft inner of his diaper. He was panting helplessly, so close, so needy, sissy was going to cum, she was going to make stickies while she humped her diaper-


"Bran'?" 


Brandon stopped dead as he heard Sheila's voice in the shared hallway. Oh God. What was she doing home so early? Desperately, Brandon began to use the mittens to paw at the slippery plastic pants, trying futilely to push them off.


"Are you hiding away in your room again?" Sheila asked, and Brandon could hear she was closer now. "You're such a nerd..."


Spitting out his pacifier, Brandon ripped one mitten off with his teeth, heart pounding. With one hand free, he reached down and grasped the pink plastic with some difficulty. 


Panicking, he dug his nails in, trying to rip the plastic pants off himself, to tear them, pull them down, anything. The thick vinyl refused to give way, holding firm even as Brandon pulled harder and harder. 


"D-don't come in!" he finally blurted out, as Sheila's footsteps stopped outside his door. "Please!"


But it was too late. Sheila turned the knob and pushed the door open...


You could have heard a nappy pin drop, as Brandon's best friend gawped at the sight of him dressed up like a sissy baby. One mitten on, his thick diaper still exposed from where he'd been trying desperately to remove the plastic pants. The pacifier lay a few feet away, but Brandon saw Sheila's eyes dart over towards it, mouth open in shock - then back towards Brandon himself as a fairly accurate image of what he'd been doing before she came in formed in her mind.


Brandon watched as Sheila's expression transformed suddenly from confusion to mirth, eyes crinkling up cruelly as she laughed at him.


"Bwahahaha! Oh my fucking God! I always knew you were a pervert!" Sheila snorted, as she quickly pulled her phone out of her purse, lining up to quickly snap several photos of Brandon in the vulnerable position. "Smile, baby."


"Sh-sh-Sheila, stop!" Brandon stammered, dazed and reeling since the very start of this encounter. "Please, don't photograph this."


"Awww, relax, widdle babygirl," Sheila cooed, as Brandon lifted a mittened hand to block her shot. "I won't show these to anybody..."


"You won't?"


"...Not as long as you do what I say."


Brandon swallowed. He was completely humiliated to his core, feeling violated by not just the pictures Sheila had taken, but by the invasion of privacy as she stormed in. But he had to admit this kind of scenario had been a fantasy of his for years. His female best friend, the girl he'd had a crush on for years, coming in and catching him in a diaper and baby girl dress, mocking him, snapping photos... 


During the initial confrontation, Brandon's meagre erection had waned, but now it surged back once more. Despite his very real fear, Brandon's body was filled with a rush of powerful arousal even as he considered the consequences of what had happened, scrawny length pushing up against the diaper padding once again.


"Please, Sheila, just forget you saw this," Brandon tried to reason with her. "I know it's weird but-"


"I don't think I can forget this as easily as that," Sheila replied with a smirk, showing a cruel streak Brandon rarely saw. "...Not until you explain why you're dressed up like that... Like a little girl. In diapers."


Hearing his long-time crush say the word 'diapers' so clearly, with so much disgust, sent a shiver down Brandon's shine. He repressed the moan that wanted desperately to escape, not wanting to prove Sheila's accusation that he was a 'pervert' right, but his small length was pulsing gently now, tenting the front of the pink-covered diaper slightly.


"It's, it's, just something I like to do," Brandon admitted. "I... I'm a... 'sissy'."


"A sissy?" Sheila screwed up her face and opened her eyes wide, amused. "Are you telling me this makes your little dick hard? Wearing baby girl clothes? Pissing yourself?"


Brandon nodded shamefully, hornier than he could remember being in his life at the same time he wished the bed would swallow him up forever. Sheila was on her phone again, searching the internet for the term 'sissy', leaving Brandon sitting there in his frilly dress, trying to ignore the growing pressure in his guts. 


'Please let her leave soon,' he silently prayed, gritting his teeth slightly.


Sheila suddenly burst out laughing again, turning the phone to show Brandon a screen covered in pictures of other men in dresses and diapers. Some were being spanked, some mimed crying, some lifted their dresses to show off the thick, sodden padding they'd been forced to use by their Mistresses. Brandon's face turned crimson, and he looked away, humiliated at seeing his own behavior so clearly reflected.


"Hey, there's writing... 'I want Mommy to play with my sissy clitty like I was a real babygirl'," she read out, looking up at Brandon to see his expression. "That's so fucking pathetic! Is that right, dude? Do you call your tiny prick a 'sissyclitty'?"


Brandon squeezed his eyes shut, the cruel humiliation driving tears to them. He nodded reluctantly.


"S-sometimes..."


He'd hoped that going along with whatever Sheila asked would get her to leave more quickly, but it didn't seem to be working. In fact, she took a step into the room now, leaving the door open behind her.


"Come on, let me look at you," Sheila beckoned, grinning. "Get off the bed."


Swallowing, Brandon began to pull himself up. He could feel the pressure building in his bowels, uncomfortably cramping as he staggered to his feet. He pulled the other mitten off hesitantly, looking up at Sheila, who said nothing... until he too a step forwards.


"Uh, no," Sheila giggled. "Babies crawl."


Oh God. That dominating, but playful tone of voice, while Sheila asked him to crawl for her... Brandon whimpered half in arousal and half in shame as he slowly lowered himself to the ground, on all fours. His dress was naturally lifted as he did so, his pink plastic pants stretched tautly over the diaper.


Heart thumping in his ears, Brandon began to slowly shuffle along the carpet on his hands and knees.  He was hyper-aware of Sheila's eyes watching him, her camera out again - this time taking a video - and of all the mixed emotions warring inside him.


Arousal and excitement fought for top billing with shame and humiliation, each of them feeding on each other in an ouroboros of kinky torment. Brandon felt deeply embarrassed of how achingly stiff his sissyclit was inside his diaper, and the knowledge of how pathetic he was, aroused by his own humiliation, only made him more excited. 


"Good girl, crawl around for Mommy," Sheila said mockingly, and Brandon breathed out hard through his nose. 


The pressure in his guts had been building for some time now, and it was fast becoming unbearable. Brandon felt sweat on his brow as he clenched as hard as humanly possible, trying not to mess himself while Sheila watched. 


Eventually discomfort became near-agony, and finally Brandon stopped, teeth clenched shut, bent over, one hand pressed hard against his stomach. He trembled, unable to meet Sheila's eye as she watched him curiously.


"Please. Leave," he managed, shaking. "Please."


"Aww, what's wrong?" Sheila faux-cooed. "Is baby too embarrassed?"


Brandon shook his head violently, looking up at his best friend in the hope of seeing some mercy in her eyes. When he found none, he groaned before he spoke.


"...I put a suppository in my... you know..." Brandon muttered, face bright red. "To make me go... poop. And now it's.... ghh... taking effect. So please go."


It was a shamefully candid admission, made even worse by the fact Sheila's expression instantly changed to one of amused disgust once more - but still didn't make any move to leave.


"My God, you really are disgusting," Sheila said, her words as clear and cold as they were cruel. "What kind of creep shits in diapers to get off?"


When Brandon didn't respond, still battling with his body to not release his stinky load right there, Sheila continued.


"Why don't you just go to the toilet?" she asked. "Or is this some perverted scheme to get me to watch you crap yourself?"


"No! No!" Brandon protested earnestly. "I can't... I'm. I locked myself in this diaper. I can't get out until the key's released."


Sheila squinted, following Brandon's trembling finger as he pointed in the direction of the ice lock.


"It's set to release in an hour," he explained, voice shaking. "So please! Just leave!"


The way Brandon's voice cracked as he pleaded didn't seem to do anything to persuade Sheila. She paused a moment - before quickly moving towards Brandon.


Sheila seized the back collar of the dress and tugged quickly upwards. Not wanting it to tear, Brandon gasped, obediently following along as she lifted him to his feet. The quick movement made his stomach clench eagerly, trying to force out the mess inside it.


"If you want to be in poopy pampers so bad, fine," Sheila snickered as she pushed him over the bed, his hands just barely flying out to catch him. "Squat down..."


"Sheila, please, stop," Brandon begged, face aflame. "Oh God, please... I'm, going to..."


Pushing him down hard, Sheila forced Brandon into an unwilling squat, like a toddler. As he trembled, Brandon could feel himself losing the battle - it wouldn't be long before he messed himself for real, a final mortifying embarrassment that he knew Sheila would never let him live down.


"Do it," Sheila urged. "Fill your didees like a good baby girl for Mommy."


Brandon's hands gripped the comforter, he let out a miserable groan of lust - and then nodded curtly, biting his lip as he began to push.


"NGggghh..." 


He felt Sheila stepping away, but his mind was occupied right now by the fact he was filling his diapers uncontrollably. First he strained to push the mess out of his entrance, but now he couldn't stop it, hot, warm, mushy poop dropping into the seat of his diaper.


Quivering with shame like the overgrown toddler he was dressed as, Brandon's eyes sparkled with tears, grunting and gasping as he emptied his bowels into his rapidly filling diaper. With one particularly hard push, a loud farting noise filled the air, and Sheila laughed harshly. His muscles strained beyond endurance, Brandon whimpered as he felt his bladder releasing too, soaking the front of the padding so it pressed against his half-limp shaft.


At last, he could feel he'd nearly completely emptied his bowels. Brandon grunted as he pushed with all his might, finally filling the diapers with everything inside him. The scent was well-muffled by the plastic pants, but there was no escaping the sensation of warm mess smushed against his backside. As Brandon shifted, he felt the stinky load in his britches move with him... And then his frilly dress being lifted, showing off the sagging bulge in the back of his sissy padding.


"What a faggot," Sheila remarked for her phone camera, as Brandon looked around in shock to find that she was filming him. "She pooped herself just because I told her to..."


The reminder of Brandon's humiliating obedience made him moan, feeling his waning length spring back into arousal. His cock was now nestled in a warm, wet enclosure of padding, his own urine heating his crotch and making him achingly hard.


"Tell Mommy what you just did, baby girl," Sheila urged, grinning as she brought the camera around to Brandon's face. "Don't be shy. You can't be shy after a performance like that..."


"I... I..." Brandon gulped.


"I pooped in my pampers... Mommy," he said, cringing even as his crotch tingled with excitement. "I messed my didees like a n-naughty babygirl." 


"Stand up," Sheila ordered, and Brandon slowly pulled himself up onto his trembling legs. "Ohh my, look at the big load in your diapers. What a dirty, dirty sissy."


Brandon squeezed his eyes shut, cringing again. He felt as disgusting as Sheila said he was, and that only made his erection throb harder in his soiled diapers. With his eyes closed, he didn't even notice Sheila's hand reaching for his crotch, until she was suddenly squeezing and groping it through the padding.


"M-Mommy!" Brandon gasped in shock, his eyes opening wide. The diapered sissy's hips thrust forward, wanting more of Mommy's naughty touching - but Sheila pulled away, grinning.


"He's hard! Wow... not that you can really tell, it's so small," Sheila said for the camera, giggling. "Why's your clit hard, baby? Is it because I made you poop yourself?"


The humiliation shone visibly in Brandon's eyes, but he still nodded reluctantly, giving a soft whimper as he did so.


"You're a pathetic little sissy, aren't you," Sheila added, cruelly. "Aroused by being degraded like this..."


"Y, ye, yes, Mommy," Brandon stammered. "I'm pathetic..."


These were words he'd imagined being forced to utter in his most shameful fantasies. Now they were coming true, and Brandon wasn't sure how to feel. Humiliation and excitement washed over him in waves, although his face only showed his distress, hands balled into fists of shame and rage.


"Well, dirty girls need to be punished," Sheila said, matter-of-factly. "Get over the bed."


Brandon blanched, looking up at Sheila uncertainly. She couldn't possibly mean what it sounded like... but the wide-backed hairbrush she was removing from her purse now certainly supported the idea that she was going to spank him. Brandon gulped, quivering, pulling himself over the bed.


His cock throbbed in his warm, wet padding, pressed against him as he lay on his belly. The stinky scent was escaping a little now, making Brandon's nostrils wrinkle along with Sheila's as the dirty evidence of what he'd done filled them. Never, even in his fantasies, had Brandon imagined how shameful and naughty he would feel at this moment.


There was a movement in front of him, and suddenly Sheila was pushing the pacifier into his mouth. Obediently, he allowed it in, aware of how comical he must have looked now. Sheila couldn't help chuckling as she looked down at the pink-clad 20-something year old man, his frilly dress pushed up slightly and exposing his loaded diaper, face strangely innocent as he suckled on his bright pink binky.


The pacifier bobbed back and forth as Brandon suckled, breathing heavily in and out through his nose as he waited for the first blow. Sheila was waiting an agonizingly long time to do it, one hand grasping fistfuls of Brandon's frilly dress as another reached down and gently groped the full seat of Brandon's diaper.


He groaned softly, feeling her pressing the warm muck against his backside. It felt so dirty, and as Brandon shuffled his hips forwards to move away, he found he only managed to stroke his sissyclit gently against the inside of the diaper.


"What a slutty little sissy," Sheila teased. "Practically begging for a good, firm, spanking..."


The first swat came as a surprise to Brandon and he yelled out around the pacifier. Sheila was just testing the strength of her swing for now, but the hairbrush thwacked loudly against the shiny pink plastic of Brandon's messy rear, smushing his dirty diaper against him.


"Dirty girl," Sheila hissed. "Such a filthy baby, messing her pampers like that."


"AH!" Brandon yelped at the next hit, which was far harder, making his rear sting even through the thick diaper. "Nmmg... please!"


"Don't talk back!"


Sheila punctuated her demand with a series of hard, painful swats to Brandon's diapered backside. Occasionally she hit his bare upper thighs as well, making him yelp in pain and leaving bright red marks. It had only been a minute or two, but Brandon could already feel tears at the corner of his eyes, his lip quivering behind the pacifier as he was harshly spanked like the helpless adult toddler he was.


But there was another feeling present, as Sheila beat poor baby Brandon's backside with her hairbrush. Every time she hit him, the sissy gasped girlishly and rocked his hips forward away from the pain, slowly pulling back after a second to receive another swat. 


These tiny, almost unnoticeable motions were having a cumulative effect on Brandon's arousal. Again and again his swollen sissycock stroked against the fevered wet heat of the crotch of his diaper. He whimpered around the nipple of the pacifier, tensing more and more as Sheila swatted at him repeatedly with the hairbrush.


"Nmmf... p-pleash..." he pleaded, the tears in his eyes squeezed free between a brief moment of respite between spanks. "Nghh... stop..."


"Be quiet while I'm punishing you, sissy," Sheila said, amusement in her voice as she brought the brush down harshly on Brandon's rump. 


"AH!" Brandon cried, jerking forwards rapidly. "Ohgod..."


His red hot shaft dripped frantically inside the diaper, pee and precum soaking into the padding as his length was rocked back and forth against the soggy material of the diaper. Brandon moaned in sheer, mindless lust as he let his hips rock along in time with Sheila's swats, cheeks bright red.


Since Sheila walked in and caught him dressed up, there had been an ongoing war inside of Brandon, between his pride, the image of himself as a man who Sheila would maybe one day be attracted to, strong, and virile... A man who'd never admit his shameful longings for being a sissy ABDL princess, spanked and disciplined by a Mommy.


And on the other side of the battle, the depraved, desperate sissy who wallowed in shame and humiliation while she stroked her little clit in diapers. Helpless and horny, overwhelmed by sensation and the waves of pain and pleasure that attacked his senses, Brandon knew that that part of him was winning.


"Oh Mommy, please!" he moaned loudly, grunting as he felt the soft mess being pushed up against his bottom by the hairbrush, his hips rocking faster and faster. "I'm a naughty girl! I need to be punished!"


Sheila didn't know how to respond to that, laughing loudly and abruptly,  pausing in her spanking to do so. Even the sound of Sheila's cruel laughter was arousing, Brandon knowing she utterly dominated him, taking joy from his humiliation and the ruination of his manhood.


The hairbrush soon started coming back down again, harder and harder, THWACK, THWACK, THWACK. Brandon could barely catch his breath from gasping every other second, hands balling into fists around the comforter cover, back arched, hips lifted...


His cock leaked constantly now, balls tight, as the dirty diaper-wearing sissy humped his diaper needily, overwhelmed by pleasure. He was Sheila's sissy babygirl, being spanked through her messy diapers, in a pretty pink dress, sucking a pacifier, her sissyclit so stiff, so needy, so-


"NMMM!"


Brandon sobbed in shame as he orgasmed, his erection throbbing as he spent his load inside the diaper. He trembled visibly, grunting and bucking his hips with each new load that shot out, as tears ran down his flushed face.


"What? Oh my God..." Sheila's disbelieving voice was in his ear as he quivered through his climax. "Are you CUMMING from being spanked?"


Brandon could only groan in protest, as Sheila laughed harder at him.


"That's pathetic... What's wrong with you, you freak?" She mocked him, grinning. "Who knew you were such a worthless loser?"


As the last jerk of his sissycock dribbled cum into the diaper, Brandon's tears ran down his face in earnest as he sobbed like the baby girl he was dressed as. Sheila grinned, continuing.


"I never thought you were much of a man," she said. "But I didn't think you were a GIRL... Wow."


The jabs delivered from Brandon's best friend hurt, but there was worse to come:


"I know you've always had a crush on me," she said, and Brandon tried to hide his face in shame. "And I've considered throwing you a bone out of pity... But now I've seen this? I could never see you as anything but a faggot."


As she spoke, Sheila had been getting closer and closer to Brandon, leaning over him. As she finished her sentence, she lowered her lips and gently kissed his damp cheek, giggling as she pulled away.


"Still love you though, sissy," Sheila added with surprising tenderness and affection. "...And I'll be back again to play with you again sometime."


Brandon looked behind him as she left, closing the door tight behind her. He wasn't sure if he was more excited or afraid about the idea of her returning and spanking his sissy ass once again...


From the dresser, there was the soft sound of metal hitting plastic - at last the ice lock had melted. 

End.

Other Sissy Stories by Amelia Hobbes:

●   The Diapered Sissy Retraining Facility - First 3 books Bundle - First 3 books of a dark series with young men helplessly diapered and forced to be baby girls.

●   Her Diapered Sissy on Friday Night - Loving, gentle femdom short story, where his girlfriend becomes his Mommy dom.

●   Cuckolded, Sissified, and Put into Diapers! 1  - Interracial cuckolding story.
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