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Like every morning, I was expected to get up before my Mistress, get in the shower, make sure that I was free of any body hair, and get dressed in the outfit she had picked for the day. I let the water run down over my body and tried my best to clean inside my cock cage. Lately, my cock started to swell at the slightest touch or thought and a part of me missed the days when I’d been able to take a quick wank in the shower. I stepped out, dried off and started dressing. Stockings that rode up to mid-thigh, held up by a garter belt, a black and pink lace bra with matching panties, a miniskirt and a tight-fitting top. I glanced at myself in the mirror, turning in front of it to see my body from different angles. I held up a hand-held mirror and turned around to inspect my backside. A slight blush crept up to my cheeks when I noticed exactly how short my skirt was. I tried to pull it down slightly, but it had no effect. My panties were still visible at the slightest bend. I glanced at the watch and rushed out of the bathroom, grabbed the pot of coffee from the kitchen and walked as fast as I could with a cup to the bedroom.

I was expected to start the morning by putting on my maid outfit, then make her coffee, put the coffee on her nightstand along with the morning newspaper, and assume a kneeling position by her bedside before she got up. She reached out for the coffee and paper without acknowledging me. The room was quiet except the occasional sound of my Mistress drinking her coffee and turning a newspaper page. Eventually, she put them aside and looked down at me. I could feel her stare. The silence stretched out and I dared to glance up at her. She wore an unreadable expression.

“Stand up and undress for me, Sissy,” she said. I looked down shyly and reached back to untie the laced threads that held the dress together. It slid off my shoulders and I stepped out of it, standing in front of her in only my underwear. I reached back to take off my bra, but Mistress grabbed it before I was able to do anything.

“Come closer. Let me look at my girl.” Her hands on my skin made me shiver, and tiny prickles stood up from it. My breath came out in shallow, shaky waves. My cock swelled until it pressed against its cage, unable to reach a fuller size. Her hand reached behind my back and unclasped the bra, revealing my flat chest. She chuckled.

“Why you’re flat like a little girl, still, aren’t you?”

“Yes, Mistress,” I responded. She continued to feel my skin with her hands for a few minutes before she stopped at my crotch. I felt the pressure of her hand against the metal of my cage.

“Such a good Sissy, making herself clean and shaved for her Mistress,” she praised. Pride swelled in my chest at her words and that feeling of belonging, of wanting to please her in every possible way, filled me.   

“Let’s check your panties, Sissy,” my Mistress said. I let her slide the panties off me and imagined what I must look like, wearing a garter and stockings. My cocklette pressed against its cage again.

“Well, well, well…” I chewed my lip and studied her while she inspected my underwear.

“Seems like your little clitty here is dribbling all over your precious underwear, Sissy. And these were clean only an hour ago.” She held it up to me and pointed to a visible stain.

“What do you have to say to your defence?” My mouth went dry.

“Because…you know what it looks like to me?” I shook my head.

“To me, it looks like you dribbled all over your panties like a naughty little girl. If you keep doing this, you’re going to end up ruining your panties, Sissy. And we wouldn’t want that, would we?” I licked my lips nervously. I’d learnt to be apprehensive when she used that voice. And with good reason, too.

“You need to learn to control yourself, Sissy. Not make dribbles in your panties like a little girl.”

“Well, if you aren’t going to defend yourself, then I am going to have to assume that you have nothing to say to your defence. Now…how do you think we should solve this problem?”

“I don’t know, Mistress.”

"Hm," she placed her thumb under her chin with her index finger upwards in a mock contemplative expression.

“Well, I actually think that until you’re ready to train that little clit of yours, we’re going to have to put some protection in your underwear.” I looked at her. I wasn't sure what she meant. She got up and gestured for me to wait. A few moments later, she came back carrying a small square pack and a pair of clean underwear. She stopped in front of me and I recognised the small pack as a sanitary napkin. I stood quietly and obedient as she opened the small pack and withdrew the pantyliner from it. I watched her place the pad in the middle of the pink underwear before she handed it to me. I slid it on and felt the cottony material against my skin. I wiggled my legs a little to try and adjust the pad until she slapped my hand to make me stop.

“Until you learn to control your dribbles by having an orgasm through your Sissypussy, your precious panties will be lined with these,” she said and sat back down on the bed. I was embarrassed. Panty liners were made for women. They are meant to be used by women once a month, not by sissies like me. I didn't actually need to use them, did I?

"I know what you're thinking," she said.

“You're thinking that you don't need to these panty liners because you're not a girl. But did you not to make a mess and dribble all over your panties?" She looked at me. I could feel her gaze acidly could read my thoughts

"answer me," she said and grabbed my chin, forcing me to look at her. I was staring straight into her eyes. In dark green electric colour that since box Down my spine every time she looked at me like that.

"Yes Mistress," I said.

"Yes, what?"

"Yes Mistress, I did make dribbles all over my panties."

"Well then, don't you think it's fair that you need to wear panty liners with your panties then, my little Sissy?" How correct on my chin tightened slightly. I tried to nod but her hand kept my head firmly in place.

"Yes, Mistress," I said.

"Well then, let's get your dress back on”

"If you manage to keep your panties dry, Sissy, I'll remove your panty liners from your panties. However, if you don't manage to stop dribbling, I am going to have to find a more severe punishment for you. Do you understand Sissy?"

"Yes Mistress"

It didn't take too long before I got used to the feeling underpants between my legs. just as it hadn't taken too long to get used to wearing panties either. Eventually the fluids from breakfast needing to make their way out as well. I opened the bathroom door and stepped inside like an obedient sissy. I pulled my panties down and sat down on the toilet seat. This part of the sissification process had been difficult to get used to for me. And to begin with, I hadn't really been able to relieve myself as quickly as I had been used to. But now I had been a sissy for several months I didn't take long before there trickling of urine hitting the toilet bowl reached my ears. After finishing, I grabbed a few sheets of paper and wiped myself as best I could. With the cock cage, this was quite difficult to get to completely clean. I pulled my panties back up, flush, wash my hands, and left the room. When I opened the door I almost walked straight into my Mistress. She glanced at me with a sly smile.

“My, my, isn't it a little Sissy? if I didn't know any better I'd think the sissy thinks she's a big girl, does she?"

"Take off your panties, Sissy." I did as she instructed. I felt a blush creep up my neck and give colour to my cheeks. I handed her my panties. My embarrassment grew by the moment while she was inspecting the underwear.

"It looks like my little sissy made a little mess, didn't she? To me, this looks like little girl dribbles... like you weren't able to keep back a little pee from dribbling into your panties, were you, Sissy?" I opened and closed my mouth as if to speak but I couldn't come up with anything to say.

"Well, Sissy, if you are going to make little dribbles of pee in your pantiliners then I don't think you are big enough to use panties." Without further notice, she grabbed my arm and called me with her. She pulled me back into the bathroom. I watched her expression as she bent down and pulled out package from the cupboard under the sink. It was large and pink hello is no mistaking it for anything than what it was: Pack of pull-ups for girls. I started shaking my head involuntarily

"What is this? I asked

“These are panties for little girls who can't hold themselves,” she said and grinned at me she took a step closer to me. I knew better than to walk away.

"Come on be a good sissy for Mistress," she said and bent down with one of the pull-ups in her hand. I lifted my leg is one of the time obediently and let her slide the pull-up up my legs.

"That's my good girl," she said and patted my skirt in place. I felt embarrassed and awkward. I had just been forced to wear a pull-up. I felt that this was unfair because it was clear to me that I didn't actually need the pull-ups. The only reason that I had made dribbles in the panties in the first place, was because my Mistress made me wear the cock cage. But I knew better than to try to argue with her. Instead, he kept my eyes focused on the ground staring at a spot just beside my feet, trying to ignore the feeling of the soft material against my skin. She picked my cheek, giving it two pats with her hand before she said:

“There’s a good girl. Now, why don't you go play with your dolls like a good girl?" she said. When I’d almost reached the door, her voice spoke again. 

"Oh, I almost forgot to tell you… we're having guests over later. I decided to put together a little party tonight," she said. I turned to look at her, trying my best to hide my mixed feelings of horror and excitement. She looked at me with a coy smile. I didn't know what to say, so instead, I stayed silent.

"I thought it would be a perfect way to introduce my little girl to my friends, don’t you agree?” she said. I stared at the floor. I didn’t want to meet her eyes. I heard her rise from her chair and my eyes darted over to her before they returned to stare at the floor.

“Yes, Mistress,” I said, afraid my reply had been too late. The clicks of her high heels on the floor was intimidating. My instincts told me to flee but I knew that would be a very unwise thing to do, indeed. The smell of her perfume drifted into my nose just as her dark red shoes stopped in front of me. She placed a finger under my chin and pushed it upwards until I was looking at her. She didn’t say anything. Just watched me quietly. It was making me so nervous that I didn’t know what to do with myself. When she finally spoke, I wasn’t sure if I should be relieved or still worried.

“Good.” She grinned and reached a hand to my crotch. She smirked at me when she felt my cock cage under the pull-ups. My cock swelled inside the cage until I felt the skin of my cock fill the entire metal cage, unable to grow to its pathetic size. I whimpered.

“It’s only been a week, and you’re already that desperate?” she said and gave it another squeeze. I didn’t want to meet her eyes.

“You want to make your sticky cummies, hm?” she said. I chewed my bottom lip and nodded.

“Yes, Mistress,” I said. I wanted to release my cock and cum so bad.

"Well… you can always use the gift I gave you. You have my permission to use that whenever and wherever you want…" At her words, my eyes were automatically drawn to the shelf where a flesh coloured dildo with a pink ribbon around it rested. I shook my head and looked down at the floor again.

“Then you can only blame yourself. The only way you’ll be allowed to cum is to stimulate your sissy hole, you know that,” she said and let me go.

“Now run off and play with your dolls and let Mistress get some work done.

A few hours went by before I started to feel a pressure on my bladder. I got up from my chair, put down the crayons and went into the bathroom. Once inside, I noticed that it was something on top of the toilet. I reached my other hand to grab it and remove it from the seat. But it was stuck. I shrugged and grabbed the toilet seat despite the device what was fastened on top of the lid. The seat wouldn't move. I froze. What was the meaning of this? What is this some sort of cruel prank? I turned back to the door, opened it and went in search of my Mistress. I found her in her office. I stood quietly in the doorway waiting for her to acknowledge me. The pressure in my bladder was building for each second that passed. I tried my best not to squirm. I'm sure several minutes passed before she looked up from the papers. Eventually, my gaze shifted and she glanced up at me.

"Is there something wrong?" She asked. I bit my lip before I glanced up at her, daring to meet her eyes.

"Ah well, Mistress, there is something blocking the toilet and I am not quite sure how I'm supposed to use it, Mistress. I… I really need to pee, Mistress."

"Ah yes. That. I decided that the only way you can use my toilet is if you're supervised by me or another adult until you're able to not make dribbles in your panties."

"But Mistress I really need to go," I said and clasped a hand in front of my crotch.

"I will have no more complaining from you, Sissy. I still have some work to do. It should take no more than an hour so you just wait an hour and I'll go supervise you while you pee. Now go stand in the corner, face the wall and I don't want to hear another word from you until I'm finished with work. Do you understand?" I nodded.

"I said, 'do you understand'?" she reiterated.

"Yes, Mistress" I started walking towards the corner she was pointing to and faced the wall. I can already feel the pressure of my bladder building with a second. I didn't know how I was going to be able to hold it for another hour

The minutes snailed past. I tried focusing on a spot on the wall, imagining this spot on the wall was the most interesting thing I'd ever seen in order to forget the pressure that is building on my bladder. It worked for a few minutes but then my attention span failed me. When I'd finally found my Mistress, she'd punished me for interrupting her work again. After she'd scolded me, she'd given me corner-time for an hour. I felt like a child where I stood with my face towards the wall. It was one of the most difficult things I'd ever done in my life, trying to hold myself that hour. There was nothing to take the attention away from my need to pee. My desperation grew and I started squirming, pressing my hands to my crotch as if it would somehow help. When it felt like I couldn't hold it any more, I tried desperately to think telephone just held on a little longer, the hour would be up and I would be able to relieve myself. The minutes dragged on and I had no way to check the time. I didn't know if I had five minutes left of my punishment or 55 minutes left of my punishment. Eventually, I couldn't take it any longer. I felt my bladder giving in and soon after droplets of pee dripped down into the pull-ups from my cock. I tried to clench down holding back the droplets as I could but the damage had already been done. The pull-ups were quickly filling up. I could feel the absorbent material soaking up my piss. A slight feeling of panic filled my mind the flow kept going.I realised that if I wasn't able to hold it soon the pull-ups would overflow with my piss. I clenched down my muscles without success. My fingers dug into my skin as the pee kept flowing out and soon I felt a trickle run down my leg.I held back a whimper. Knowing full well, that my Mistress would not take kindly to making sounds while she worked. I felt the trickle that ran down my leg make a pool around my feet. The water felt warm against my skin at first. A hissing sound was audible as I emptied my bladder into the pull-ups. I felt warmth spread through my cheeks, creating blush. And I was glad that I was facing the wall. The water that trickled down my leg made dripping sounds when it hit the water at my feet. Eventually the trickle slowed down and then it finally stopped. I closed my eyes and held back tears from the embarrassment. The feeling of letting go had been so pleasant to begin with but now that the water had started cooling down but now the water that had trickle down my leg and made moist now started to feel unpleasant and cold. Behind me the sounds of wrestling paper from my Mistress's work reached my ears. My heart beat hard in my chest.I was expecting a scolding any moment. A sharp pain in my hand drew my attention away from my discomfort and I realised that one of my nails was still Digging into my skin. I lifted my hand to look at the damage I'd done. There was no blood but a deep imprint from my nail was still visible in my skin. I'm not sure how long I stood there before footsteps alerted me of her position.

“What is this?" I heard her voice say.

"Turn around, Sissy," she said. I did as instructed. Her expression was unreadable as usual. My cheeks were still warm from embarrassment and I bit my lip avoiding her gaze.

"Answer me, Sissy." She didn't step any closer... most likely because she didn't want to step into my pee. I open my mouth to answer but nothing came out.

"I said answer me: what is this?"

"I… I… urine, Mistress,” I answered.

"And why is there urine at your feet, Sissy?" I wriggled under her gaze before I replied in a barely audible whisper

"Because I wet myself, Mistress." After my confession, I dared to look up and meet my Mistress's eyes. She shook her head, her expression one of disappointment.

"Lift up your skirt, Sissy so I can see," she said. My hands were shaking selected my skirt my cock was swelling inside its cage and for once I was happy that it was constrained by the metal device.

"Look at the mess you've made," she said. I only managed to stare down at the puddle by my feet.

"Well, well, well... Looks to me like the little sissy is just a little girl after all. What am I going to do with you?"

"Stay here, Sissy, I don't want piss all over my flat." She returned a little while later with a few towels and hand. She handed me one of the towels and told me to start cleaning up my mess. I bent down and winced as the liquid inside the pull-up pressed against my skin and squeezed out a few more droplets that ran down my leg. The towel soaked up most of the liquid and I placed the now wet towel inside the bucket she'd brought along with her. She handed me another and I followed the same procedure. When I was finally done mopping up the wet puddle from the floor, she laid down the towel on the floor and gestured for me to lie on it. I walked gingerly, feeling the liquid inside the pull up pressing against my skin with every step. I begged that the liquids would not to overflow, knowing that I would be punished further if I ruined her floor.

"I thought you wanted to be Mistress's big girl and wear big girl panties. But I can see now that you're nothing but a little girl who wets herself, aren't you, Sissy?" She said while she ripped open the side of the pull-ups.

"It looks like you made such a big mess in your training panties that they overflowed. To me, that seems like you must understand the purpose of training panties. Training panties are for small dribbles and if you work yourself so much that they overflow then you don't deserve to wear panties like big girls. Now, if you work yourself like a little girl, then you have to wear diapers like a little girl as well," she said well she removed the pull-up from my skin. I listened to her words as she washed me clean with baby wipes. When she was satisfied, she reached for a pair of thick diapers. I watched her unfold it in front of me. Then, she placed a hand under my bottom and lifted slightly. I shifted my weight lifting myself up and let her slide the thick material underneath me. Rather than protesting which I knew would be futile I let her hands wrap the diaper around my body. Once it was placed underneath me she folded the front of the diaper upwards covering my crotch. I felt it brush against my cage and I held back a whimper. Before I knew she had wrapped the tabs on either side of the diaper around my waist and fastened the material around my body. She gave me a smile and reached out her hands for me to grab and pulled me up to a sitting position.

“Isn't that so much better, Sissy?" I looked down at myself. My crotch was covered with a big, bulky, pink diaper. I felt silly.

"Now let's get you rehydrated and then I think it's time for you to take a nap before the party." She helped me get to my feet. My short skirt, which had barely covered my underwear earlier in the day, was now pushed out by my diaper not even covering half. My Mistress started walking and I wobbled after her. The material was bulky between my legs and made it difficult to walk.

After she had forced me to drink two pints of water, she dragged me to my bed. Before she left, she leaned down to kiss me on the forehead and placed something next to me. Her face came closer to mine, I felt her lips brush against mine. I felt her weight shift and then her crotch was pressing against mine. Her lips found mine again. I whimpered into the kiss. I felt the vibrations of her moan. My cock twitched in its cage, desperately trying to grow to its full-size but unable to do so. Her breasts pressed against my chest as her tongue slipped out licking my lips, demanding access to my mouth. I obediently parted my lips. And I was immediately rewarded with a deepening kiss. Just as soon as it had started it ended. She leaned away from me who smiled down at me from above. I wanted her, I wanted her more than I have ever wanted her in my life. And my cock was trying its best to push out of its cage to no avail. I could hear a long whiny sound. It took a while for me to realise that the sound was coming from myself

"Awww, my poor little Sissy. Did you think I was going to let you come out of the cage today? Did you actually think that you were going to be able to fuck me? Oh, darling, you are adorable but you are never going to be able to fuck me with That little cock of yours again. Honestly, what did you think? Did you think you were going to be able to fuck me after you wet yourself?" She looked at me with that mischievous glint in her eye that I had come to know meant trouble.

"Oh but don't worry. I'm not going to stop training you to be a big girl." She stood up removing her weight from me. She turned around facing one of the shelves. I wasn't able to see what she was doing. When turned around a moment later I saw the dildo she'd gotten me as a present a few days before. The pink ribbon around the base making it look like a silly toy. She walks back to me and placed the dildo next to me on the bed. Next to it, she placed a bottle of lube.

"Of course, I'm not cruel. And if you really want to come… well… you know what to do." She gave me a last peck on my lips before she left me alone in the room. I followed her exit with my eyes. My cock was pushing against the metal contraption. I squirmed and pressed a hand in front of the crotch of my diaper. I'd expected my cocklette to calm down when she put me in a diaper. But the humiliation of it combined with my week-long abstinence, made the need for release strong inside me. I was eyeing the dildo. I wondered if it would hurt. Mistress had used her fingers on me several times, but I'd never put anything larger than that inside my hole. I wondered what it would feel like. And a part of me wondered how different it would feel from a real cock. My hand pressed down on the diaper, and a moan escaped from my lips as the growth from my cock hit a painful nerve. I wanted a release so bad. I'd been abstinent for a week. I wanted the swelling to go down. I hesitated for another split second before I reached out for the lube and applied some to my finger. With the cold liquid on my finger, I reached behind me and slid my hand down inside the diaper, dragging the lube outside my hole. Teasing the rim around my hole. I bit my lip and focused on my breath before I slipped the finger inside. I held back a moan at the sensation of my finger sliding against the walls inside me. I felt my cock twitch inside its cage. This time, I didn't manage to hold back a slight moan. I let my finger rest inside me for a moment and applied a slight pressure down towards the spot I knew existed inside me. I pulled my finger out, my movement hindered by the tightly secured diaper. I grunted in frustration. Then a thought struck me, and I reached up to slide the diaper down below my ass. I reached for more lube and inserted my finger once more. I groaned and without being able to stop myself, my hips bucked and ground my diapered and caged cock down into the mattress. After a while, I inserted a second finger, stretching my hole. The position felt strained and awkward, and for a moment I wished my Mistress would come into the room and take care of the ordeal for me. I bent my fingers, searching again for the spot inside me. It felt so near, as if just outside reach. I grunted in frustration and buried my fingers ever deeper, ever faster, and with more force than previous strokes. It was as if something burned inside me that I was unable to reach in order to put out. I whimpered, pulling out my fingers in defeat. I reached for the towel next to me and wiped my fingers on it.  Then my eyes landed on the fake cock. I only hesitated for a moment before I was reaching for the bottle of lube again. I grabbed the dildo with my other hand. It felt cold and as I rubbed the lubricant onto its surface, I couldn’t help feeling curious at what the ridged texture would feel like inside me. The dildo had a curve at the top, designed to hit the pleasure spot. I could hear my own heavy breath in my ears. My cock kept pushing painfully against its cage. I put the lube away and laid back down on my stomach, pushing my ass slightly out. I reached behind me, dildo in one hand and closed my eyes. It felt cold and a lot bigger than my fingers when I first felt it against the ring of nerves in the middle of my crack. I bit down on my pillow and started pushing the fake cock inside me with one hand. A slight burning sensation spread around the ring as the dildo pressed further and further inside me. And it felt like it was stretching me to my limits. I was unsure if I was going to be able to make it. For a moment, I wondered if I should pull back, but the need to release was stronger. And so, I kept pushing it further inside me. The dildo kept getting thicker and thicker. It felt like it would never end. Then, when I thought I couldn’t take it anymore, it started feeling narrower and slipped inside without further effort until I felt the edge of it against the skin around the ring. I let out a long breath I hadn’t even noticed I’d been holding. I allowed myself a few moments to adjust to the sensation. It was not the same as having fingers inside me, I can tell you that straight away. Having fingers inside me had been like adding spice to a masturbatory or intimate act with my Mistress. The feeling of the fake cock inside me was something altogether different. I could feel the ridges inside me, and even as it was still, it was rubbing against the walls inside me, my body was working against it, instinctively trying to push it out again. But my fingers kept it in place. I inhaled deeply and felt it shift slightly inside me, the ridges rubbing against the walls. With my fingers, I’d been able to concentrate the focus of the feeling. The prostate massager felt like it filled up every inch available inside me. I closed my eyes and bit down on my pillow. With my fingers, I started to adjust the massager, searching for the bundle of nerves inside me. I winced slightly as I moved it, the movement reminding me that my skin around my hole was still sensitive from the intrusion. The angle I was lying in made it difficult to navigate the tool. But I was afraid that if I moved too much, it would fall out or hurt more. I rotated the massager, my search becoming more and more desperate with each movement. I wanted to find that spot so bad. For each passing second without success, I grew more and more agitated and desperate. All I wanted to do was find the spot inside me. I could feel that it was close. I’m embarrassed to say that I let out a long whine, whimpering like a little girl who doesn’t get what she wants. Then, I suddenly felt it. I’d brushed the spot by accident. It felt like a faint tickle that shot a brief tingle to my cock. I held my breath as I adjusted the massager inside me, trying to find back to the point where I’d felt it just a moment before. When I found it again, I gasped and clenched the bedsheets in my fist. The tickle was still faint. I pulled the massager back slightly before pushing it back in, applying a slight pressure. I hit the spot again and a jolt shot through me. Like an electric current, the pleasure rode from my prostate straight to my cock. I moaned, unable to control the sound. As carefully as I could, afraid of losing the sensation, I pulled it back a little more than before. As I pushed it back in, I applied yet a little more pressure than before. I let out a scream when suddenly, my finger hit a switch on the massager just as it hit my prostate again. A warm sensation started to spread throughout my body, pleasure washed over me in waves caused by the vibrations of the massager. For a moment, everything turned black and stars shot through that darkness. The sensation inside me was incredible. I took a deep breath as the intense feeling inside me subdued slightly. I pushed back the dildo, aiming to recreate the sensation, I pushed it back inside. I gasped as the dildo sent waves of vibrations straight to my cock.

“Enjoying yourself, Sissy?” I opened my eyes and looked straight into my Mistress’s eyes. Unable to reply, I moaned and kept moving the dildo out and in my hole.

“As much as I enjoy watching you enjoy yourself, Sissy, I’m afraid your nap time is over,” she said. I moaned as the massager hit my spot again. I kept pushing the toy in and out shamelessly as she watched. I couldn’t bring myself to stop, the pleasure that was spreading inside me was unlike anything I’d ever felt and with each stroke, it was as if a tiny explosion hit inside me. 

“Awww, does my little Sissy like her toy? Well, Sissy. I’m sorry. But playtime’s over. If you don’t stop right now, I will make sure you'll regret it." I could hear her words, but all that seemed to matter to me at that moment was the pleasure I gave myself with the massager. Despite her command, I kept working the toy inside me. It was as though I didn’t understand her words. Or if I did, I couldn’t understand why they would matter. Why they would mean anything. Without warning, she stepped closer and removed my hand from the toy. I let out a whine.

“No. Please,” I managed to say. But my Mistress ignored me, pulling out the toy. I could feel tears well up in my eyes. It had been so long since I’d been able to relieve myself and all I wanted was that precious release.

"Little sissies need to be taught discipline and self-control. And since you're obviously not able to control yourself…I will have to teach you a lesson. I was going to be kind to you, and let you wear your big girl panties to the party tonight, but you just proved that you are clearly not a big girl." I felt the bed dip slightly as she sat down.

“Across my lap. Now.” I hurried to follow her command, knowing that I was already in trouble. I felt her cold hand against my butt cheeks.

"I'll give you a choice, Sissy. Fifty hard spanks on your bottom right now so hard you can't sit for days…Or thick diapers that are going to be visible to everyone at the party tonight? If you don't choose until I've counted down from three, you'll get both."

“I’m waiting…”

“Three…”

“Two…”

“O-“

“The diapers! The diapers, please! Please don’t spank me, Mistress!” I could practically hear the grin that spread across her face. She pulled the diaper back over my bottom and grabbed my wrist, pulling me up from the bed. My knees wobbled as she pulled me to my feet, and they threatened to give in under me. I pushed back my tears.

"There's a good girl. Why don't we start getting you ready for the party, Sissy?" she said.

“And since you like your new toy so much, maybe I’ll let you play with it all evening. But of course…I will be in control of your…’play time’.” Excitement mixed horror spread through me as understanding dawned on me.

The fresh clean smell of soap filled the air. I shivered slightly as I stepped out of the shower. The cold air was a contrast to the warm water from the shower. My Mistress was standing in front of me with only a towel wrapped around her, barely covering her body. My poor dick didn't need any encouragement before it grew, filling every crevice In its cage. She was smiling at me and started to towelling me down. When she was satisfied with how dry my body was, she placed the towel over my head and started ruffling my hair with it to towel-dry it.

"Your hair is getting longer, Sissy," she said as she removed the towel. She handled the towel on a hanger behind her. I watched her hand as she reached for something behind her. Something that I couldn't quite make out. She smiled that smile of hers again. the one that made me nervous and excited at the same time. The one that made me wonder what she would do next. I didn't need to wait long to find out. I'm glad this is down at her hand. A purple curved object was cradled in it. Her grin widened. She stepped those to me, her body warmth radiating off her skin. In the other hand, she held the bottle of lube. She stepped close enough that I could feel her breasts pressed against my chest I winced from the pain my cock provided me with as it tried its best to get an erection. She reached out for my palm and placed the purple object inside it.

“Hold this for a bit, will you?" she said in a barely audible voice. I glanced down at the object and realised immediately what is. She pressed her body here in close to mine and I let out shuddering breath.

“Shhh, don't worry, baby, we’re going to spend some time training that little sissy hole of yours… and will make you make all those sweet sounds of yours." I heard the lid popped open. I let out a shuddering breath. I felt her arms shift around me. One hand slid down my back and rested my bulbous butt cheek, the other around my waist. I tensed she was standing so close to me. I can feel her heartbeats against my skin. her lips pressed against my neck and I felt my eyelids flutter.

"needed to turn around for me sweetie," she said and leaned away from me slightly. I opened my eyes Took another deep breath and turned around. I rested my arms on the bathtub edge. And soon her hands touching my skin. It didn't take long before I felt slick finger against my puckered hole. I gasped it slipped inside. A moment later a second finger joined the first.

You naughty sissy, already making dribbles on my floor. Getting dirty only moments after we spent so long getting you clean in the shower."

"I'm sorry, Mistress." While she worked her fingers in them out of me, was continually poured onto her fingers working it inside me. I groaned with each stroke. I felt a pressure build up in the pit of my stomach and even if I knew That I would once again be denied an orgasm, I couldn't stop the pressure from building. I whimpered and pushed my hips back to meet her hand. The movement was rewarded with a smack to one of my butt cheeks.

"naughty girl," she said. She curled fingers inside me and I could feel that they almost brushed against that spot inside me. It was enough to drive me crazy. I gasped.

“Awww poor Sissy. And don't worry you'll get to come tonight. That's a promise."

“Now, give me that." It took me a few moments to realise what she meant. I was struggling to focus the colours blurring together in front of me. When I finally saw her hand in front of me, I was trying to make sense of what she meant when she took the decision away from me and simply reached for the toy and snatched it out of my hand.

"How silly of me, I should know better than to think that a little Sissy like you can follow simple instructions." She murmured into my ear.

"It's a good thing you've got a pretty face." I heard her fiddle with the bottle again behind me and moments later she was working a longer object inside me. I let out a scream as I felt it slide into place. Hitting straight at my bundle of nerves. She was chuckling behind me.

“That is it, Sissy. Wow, you were really hungry weren’t you? Just like the little slut you are.” She removed her hands and I felt a sense of disappointment as she leaned away from me.

"Now, let's get you dressed" I turned around facing her. I felt awkward and moving with the object inside me. With my cock locked away, and the toy inserted up My ass, I felt emasculated and weak. My Mistress walked over to the sink where a tiny tower of clothes were piled up on top of each other. On the way there, fell off and onto the floor. She glanced behind her down at my cock and let out a low giggle.

“Look at your tiny cocklette, she really wants to go out of play, doesn't she?" She picked up the large frilly diaper from the top of the pile and took a few steps towards me.

“Let’s make sure you don’t make a big mess in Mistress’ home, shall we?” I bit my lip, afraid that if I dared move, I would disobey her by walking away. She fixed the towel she’d dropped to the floor and I laid down on it obediently.

“There’s a good girl,” she said and knelt down between my legs. My mouth went dry at the sight of her supple body so close to my reach. At that moment, I wanted nothing other than for her to take off my cock cage and give my dick a massage. I wouldn’t even care if she used the device inside me to stimulate me at the same time. All I wanted, was to cum. She flicked a finger at my cage and chuckled.

“Poor little thing. It is really getting about time for you to learn to receive milkings, little Sissy.” I whimpered at the humiliating comment that accompanied her touch.

“Oh, but I better not touch you too much…that little sissy-clit is going to dribble everywhere…” A tiny part of me had hoped I would be allowed to not wear the diaper after all. But when I felt the tabs being fastened around my body, that hope dissipated. She grinned at me. She placed her hand on my crotch made a mocking face sticking her bottom lip out at me in a mock pout.

"Awww, Poor Little Sissy. Can't get a stiffy. Not much of the man now are you? No, you're just a little girly sissy." She stood up and reached out her hand to help me up. I grabbed it and let myself be pulled up.

“You just stand here and look pretty, Sissy,” she said. I watched her hips as she walked swaying from side to side. When she came back a few moments later, she was, to my disappointment dressed.

My Mistress gave me a critical look before she indicated for me to twirl for her with a motion of her hand. I was wearing pink frilly skirts which barely covered my diaper and when I twirled the scouts flew out on the sides exposing the thick material underneath. And the outline of the bulky material could easily be seen on the skirt. My t-shirt barely covered my upper body exposing a naval ring which my Mistress had given me the year before. And of course, I couldn’t hide the lining of my diaper which peaked up from the skirt. I stopped my rotation when I was facing her again.

I was beginning to regret my choice earlier that afternoon as I stared at my own reflection in the mirror. The diaper was so visible, there was no way I could hide it.

"Mistress, please let me use the restroom before the guests arrive," I pleaded. A mocking expression of concern swept across her face.

“Awww, is there little sissy going to go potty in her diaper?" I looked away and unable to meet her eyes. I bit my lip. And guests will arrive at any moment and I already needed to pee.

“Don't worry, Sissy, everyone knows that little girls can’t be expected to hold themselves." She said and patted my head. Just as I feared the doorbell rang.

"Why don't you go open the door, Sissy?" When I met her eyes and saw the stern expression in them, I knew that there would be no use protesting. I braced myself before I pulled the handle down and opened the door. There were three people outside the door. A tall handsome man and two attractive ladies. They took one look at me before they exchanged glances. The man started to snicker. Behind him, the two women stifled their giggles with their hands. I could feel the blush spread across my cheeks. I stepped aside and let the guests walk past me. Their laughter and giggles rang in my ears. A mental image of what I must look like in my pink short skirt with a puffy diaper visible under it entered my mind.

"Welcome," I said in a voice I hardly recognised as my own. They dumped their jackets on me and were greeted by my Mistress. I hung their clothes up, trying to be as quiet as I could in order to avoid their attention turning back to me. But of course, I wouldn't be that lucky.

“You’ve already met my little Sissy, I take it?” My Mistress said.

“I don’t know why you put up with a guy that’s wearing diapers and girl clothes,” the man said. I felt the gaze of all four turn to me and I wanted there to be a way I could disappear to avoid it. Instinctively, my hands tried to cover up my diaper by pulling the skirt down.

“Oh, Sissy, you know better than to do that,” Mistress said, took three strides towards me and grabbed my hand.

“Please excuse her bad manners, she’s still under training. Wine, anyone?” she addressed our guests and started walking into the living room, dragging me behind her. It was difficult to walk with the thick diapers between my legs and the result was a sort of waddle. Mistress lead me to the couch, where she gently pushed me down. I winced at the impact, which sent the toy straight inside me, aiming for my prostate. I let out an involuntary moan. Immediately, I clasped my hands to my mouth and when I looked up, everyone was looking at me.

“Is there something wrong, Sissy?” Mistress asked. I bit my lip, then shook my head.

“I’m sorry, I didn’t hear you”

“No, Mistress,”

“Good girl,” she patted my head condescendingly, turned around and walked over to a tall table with wine glasses and a couple of bottles were placed. Her eyes met mine as she screwed the opener into the cork. I started to squirm under her gaze, wanting to escape from it. As I squirmed, the toy inside me moved with me. My cock pulsed against the cage. Mistress finished pouring wine into one of the glasses and handed it to one of the girls, breaking eye contact with me for a moment to do so.

“Do you guys want to see something fun?” Mistress turned to the others after she finished pouring the wine.

"I'm always up for something fun," the man said. Mistress grinned and pulled out her phone. My eyes widened. She turned her head and looked me straight in the eyes, her finger hovering over the phone. I watched it descend on the screen in slow motion. I swallowed. Her grin spread wider, almost wicked. I jumped and yelped as vibrations spread from the toy and through my hole. Around me, I heard murmurs and laughter as my yelp had turned their attention to me. I heard her heels clicking on the floor before I saw her. I was focusing on my breath, trying my best to control myself. I could feel pre-cum leaking from my cock and into the diaper. She put a single finger under my chin and lifted it up.

“Do you want an orgasm tonight, Sissy?” I licked my lips.

“Yes, Mistress,”

“Louder, I can’t hear you.”

“Yes, Mistress, I want an orgasm tonight.”

“Stand up,” she said. My knees buckled as she increased the vibrations. I reached out with my hands and she steadied me.

“Aww, poor little girl. Can’t walk properly.” She moved to stand behind me. Her hands slid around me.

“Why don’t you lift up your skirts, Sissy, so everyone can see what a cute little girl you are?” her breath brushed my ear. I shivered. I glanced at the people in the room. I shivered slightly.

“If you want that orgasm, you need to fill your diaper first. Show our guests why you need to wear diapers, Sissy,” her words sank in. It was the most difficult thing I’d ever been asked to do in my life.

“Aww, is my little Sissy shy?” her hand stroke down my body slowly and stopped at my diapered crotch. The heat rose to my face. I wanted to follow my Mistress’s instructions. But wetting myself in front of a crowd of people while they were watching me do it…

“Maybe my little Sissy doesn’t want her orgasm?” I closed my eyes to shut out the crowd. It was unnaturally quiet in the room and soon, my pee ran audibly from my cock and into the diaper. I felt weak for not being able to resist the reward and my face felt hotter for each passing second. For once, I was glad that the cock cage prevented me from getting hard, allowing the pee to flow freely.

“Oh my God, she’s actually wetting herself” I heard someone in the crowd say.

“That’s so pathetic,”

“I don’t know, I think it’s kinda hot,”

Their voices blurred, I heard snippets from comments here and there.

“That’s a good girl,” she said and rubbed the diaper, squishing the material against my skin. My cock swelled again immediately.

"Since you've been such a good girl, I'm going to give my Sissy her reward," Mistress said and took my hand, leading me to a table. The back of my legs hit the wood and I plumped down. The diaper gave a loud squelch at the impact and I winced at the sound. More snickers spread throughout the room. Mistress pressed a hand on my chest and pushed me down. My eyes darted around the room. I wanted to look at anything but my Mistress and her position between my legs. And particularly, anything except the diaper around my crotch. Glancing around the room wasn’t necessarily better. The crowd kept getting closer to get a view. I let my arms rest at my sides, feeling useless and incompetent, unable to even change my own diaper. Someone started laughing as Mistress pulled the tabs on the diaper away, revealing my locked up cock. Air rushed to the area, leaving it feeling cold and exposed. All the sensations, the proximity of the people, my humiliation, all contributed to my cock trying its best to squeeze out of its cage.

“No wonder you keep him padded and dressed up. That’s such a tiny cock,”

“I know. It’s not even big enough to be a cock, is it? I call it her little Sissy Clit,” Mistress said. Then she smiled and started to move the toy a few inches out of my hole before placing it back again. I couldn’t hold back a groan.

"But she's such a cute Sissy, isn't she?" Something was brushing against my hair. I realised that I was very close to the edge of the table. I looked up. A black outline blocked most of the light behind. It took me a moment to realise that I was looking at the waistline of a man's suit trousers. A massive bulge at the front. I watched it with hypnotised fascination. I compared it to my own cock and realised that I would never be on the same level as this stallion. He placed a hand on his crotch and started rubbing himself. I licked my lips subconsciously. He grabbed the zipper with a thumb and index finger. The sound as it slid down ripped through my ears. A large cock popped out of the opening.

“Open your mouth, just like we trained, Sissy,” Mistress said and pushed the toy inside me again. I gasped, moved my head backwards and as I opened my mouth, I felt the mushroom head pop inside my mouth. I grasped the sides of the table with my hands, trying to get some sort of control as I felt the cock slide further and further into my mouth and Mistress’s toy slide in and out of my ass. Nothing else existed in my world. The cock tasted completely different from my Mistress’s dildos. I gave up trying to control the movements and focused on relaxing my throat. Something happened when I gave up the control. It was as if my mind emptied itself, giving myself over to physical sensations. A warmth started spreading at the pit of my stomach. It grew with each stroke Mistress sent to my prostate. My screams were muffled by the cock in my mouth. Sounds that I had completely given up on holding back. My orgasm hit me without warning. I spasmed and hot white ribbons shot out from my cock, landing on my clothes, splattering my face. Mistress pushed the fake cock in and out of my hole a few more times, letting me ride my orgasm on the toy.

“That’s it, Sissy. Cum for Mistress.” If it wasn’t for my Mistress, I would’ve collapsed in a puddle right there. I could practically hear her grin.

"Now, it's time for you to go to bed. Mistress is going to have some fun with this man in the other room," Mistress said and put the wet diaper back on. She wiped my mouth, grabbed my hand and lead me to my bedroom. She turned me around to face a new shelf in the room. When had she put that up?

“I think it’s time we threw away your boy-pants, Sissy,” she said. The shelf was filled with pull-ups and diapers of different designs and sizes. She grinned

“Do you like it?” I didn’t answer right away. It was a new milestone in the relationship with my Mistress, and I knew I’d be wearing diapers for a very long time.
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I was folding clothes when I dropped something on the floor. I bent down to pick it up, and my fingers brushed over my wife's lace underwear. My fingers stroked the soft lace. I don't know how long I was standing like that before I went back to folding the clothes. And when I was putting our clothes into the closet, my eyes landed on a matching bra of the panties I’d picked up earlier. I hesitated. Then, I reached out and grabbed it, lifting it out from the drawer. I glanced around the room, suddenly nervous that anyone would see me. The bra was black with white lace creating a pretty pattern over it. Before I could stop myself, I’d moved over to the curtains, closed them and stripped out of my clothes. I caught sight of my naked frame in the full-length bedroom mirror. The sight of myself with my slight frame and erect cock made me self-conscious, and I hesitated for a moment before I picked up Dana's panties and slid them up my legs. They were softer and tighter against my skin than my own underwear. I slid my hand down to the bulge in front. My breathing was getting faster. My dick harder. There was something delightful about wearing her underwear as if I was doing something forbidden by putting my man-parts where they didn't belong. At least according to society…I glanced at the bra before picking it up. I studied it for a while, trying out the locking mechanism before I slid it up my arms. It took several minutes before I finally managed to hook it at the back. I turned to the mirror and studied myself. I always had broad hips for a man, I thought to myself with just an ounce of satisfaction. I let my hands rest on my hips, exploring my own skin while my eyes watched hypnotised by my movement. My cock was straining the panties. I slipped a hand under the bra and pinched my nipple. I gasped at the sensation. 

“Honey, I’m home!” Panic rushed through me at the thought of being caught like this. My hands shot away from myself with a speed that couldn’t match anything I’d ever done before. I looked frantically for my clothes. No time to take off the underwear.

“Craig? Are you home?” her voice came from the hallway. I could hear her footsteps but I was unable to tell which way she was going. Was she walking this way? I couldn’t tell. I finally found my trousers and grabbed them, hurrying to put my legs through and get them on before she checked if I was in our bedroom. I caught a glimpse of myself in the mirror and realised that the bra was still very visible. I buttoned the trouser hurriedly, looking from side to side to find my t-shirt while I did so. Her footsteps were decidedly getting closer. There, in a corner. I practically dived at the shirt, grabbed it and threw it on. The door handle rattled, pulled down just as I popped my head through the hole. Her face peered through the slit the door made. 

“Ah, there you are, I-” she began, then her expression turned into puzzlement.

“Why are you wearing your shirt the wrong way?”

“I am?” I glanced down.

“Ah, you’re right. I am.” A forced laughter escaped my throat. I saw her eyes search my face, then look down at my crotch, where my cock was still very much erect. A grin appeared on her face and she started moving towards me.

“Well, someone’s happy to see me,” she grinned. A thousand things went through my mind at the same time, all of them wondering if she had noticed anything. I resisted the urge to glance down at myself or use my hands to straighten my clothes. She stopped inches away from my face. Her hand pressed against my crotch and I gasped.

“You were having some down time with yourself while I was out, weren’t you? You dirty dog. Having fun without me….” She leaned closer, I could feel her breath on my lips. She gave my cock a light squeeze and moments later, I felt her lips on mine. I moaned. I felt her other hand slip under my shirt and tensed. Oh no. She was going to find out. I needed to do something before-

“Craig?”

“Um?”

“Are you all right? You seem a little tense.”

“I uh…um.” I looked at her. She was searching my face, looking for answers. I started inching away, wanting to get away from the risk of exposure.

“Hey, it’s ok. Whatever it is, it’s ok,” she said and embraced me. I was unable to move. Horrified at the contact.

“Craig…” she leaned away from me, studying me with intense eyes. Her lips broke into a mischievous grin, and her eyes twinkled dangerously.

“Are you wearing one of my bras?”

The full story can be found on Amazon here.


Bonus sample:

HARD in diapers

An erotic short story

By

Dylan Katana

© Dylan Katana 2015

“Honey? Is that you?” The moment I stepped inside the house, I was greeted by Julia’s voice calling out to me from the living room.

“Do you know a lot of other people who has keys to our place?” I grinned and pecked her cheek. Instead of the expected smile back, she patted the empty seat on the couch next to her.

“Honey, sit down. I need a few words with you.” My grin faded from her serious tone and I sat down on the couch. After a few minutes of silence I asked her if something was wrong. She smiled at me and patted my hands.

“No, darling, nothing’s wrong. Listen…I…” She stopped mid-sentence and looked thoughtful for a moment before she nodded to herself before she started talking again.

“You left your computer on and I found your porn.” I wasn’t sure what to say. Partly because of the confusion. I always turned my computer off. I was way too paranoid to keep it on. Then the realisation of the implications that this might have on our relationship. It wouldn’t have been a big problem if it was a normal porn with a bit of wham-bam-thank-you-ma’am…but that wasn’t the case.

“Listen, I didn’t snoop around on it. It was still open on the porn site and when I was turning it off I really couldn’t help noticing the page.” She was going to leave me. I knew it.

“Honey, I just want to talk about it. Obviously there’s something missing” I looked down at my thumbs. How was I supposed to explain to my girlfriend that I wanted to wear diapers as a mock punishment? That I enjoy the humiliation to be forced to wear them and then wet them?

We sat in silence for a full minute before she decided to break the silence again.

“Is it that you want me to be in diapers? It’s...not really my thing, but I love you and I really want to talk about this.” I looked at her surprised.

“No, no, no, that’s not it at all! It’s...I dunno. I just kinda...want to wear them myself. It’s confusing and I’ve no idea why, but…” I hid my face in my hands as I hunched over.

“Oh, sweetie, it’s OK. Listen, it’s not like we haven’t experimented with some other BDSM-stuff, this isn’t really much different, you know?” She hugged me and then she pinched my cheek.

“So, mr. nappy-boy, you hungry?”

It was a Friday and it had been a couple of months since the talk with Julia. I had been so sure that she was going to leave me after telling her, but she didn’t. I’m still baffled by it. I thought she had forgotten about it because we didn’t talk about it again. I was too afraid of approaching the subject and she never brought it up and so our lives continued as usual. She left early for work, I got up late to study. I was sitting with my head deeply buried in a book when she returned from work and didn’t even notice she was back before she announced that the dinner was ready. I was famished from not having eaten all day. My nostrils flared at the familiar smell of freshly baked focaccia.

“Thank you, darling, it looks wonderful!” I gave her a peck on the cheek before sitting down. Julia filled our glasses with water which made me notice a key dangling from her wrist which seemed peculiar behaviour even for her.

“Why do you have a key around your wrist?” Her face lit up in a smile.

“I’m glad you asked, but I’m afraid you’ll have to find that out for yourself. The only thing you need to know is that this key is mine and I am solely responsible for everything that it unlocks. Eat your food before it gets cold” and with that, she stabbed her fork into her food, lifted it to her mouth and started eating. Not having eaten all day, I ate half the food quickly before my stomach told my brain it was full. As I usually do, I started to move some of the food from my plate over to Julia’s plate which was already empty. She raised an eyebrow before returning the piece of bread.

“Adults finish all their food”. I looked at her stubbornly and started to poke around on my plate, slowly and with much less enthusiasm eating the food.

“Not all adults finish their food.” I retorted back when I realised that I wouldn’t be able to finish my plate.

“Yes, they do. If you’re not an adult, you just have to say so, and I’ll take away the plate for you.” I stared at her. I was a grown man and she was starting to treat me like a child.

“Well? Are you a little boy, or an adult?” I looked down at the food and shuffled the food around on my plate.

“Adults don’t play with their food either”. Her eyes were shining with amusement when I looked at her with my cheeks burning before I finally muttered

“Well, I’m not going to be able to finish eating this.”

“Then you’re not an adult.” I clenched my jaw, closed my eyes and breathed through my nose to calm my irritation.

“Fine.” I finally let out through my gritted teeth.

“See, that wasn’t so hard now, was it?” Julia patted my head as she took my plate and my glass and put it in the kitchen. After a few seconds I could hear the kettle being put on and the clink of two cups being put down on the counter and a minute later, she brought two fresh cups of tea to the table as well as a deck of cards.

“Be careful, my love, it’s a bit hot.” The condescending tone in her voice made my eyes narrow.

“I am aware that boiling water is hot...darling.” I felt particularly proud of the added sarcastic tone at the end. She just smiled back at me and gave the tea bag a few pulls before putting it on a separate plate.

“Would you like to play a round of cards? It’s not quite bedtime yet.” I eyed the tea cup, then the key around her wrist suspiciously before nodding my agreement.

After some time playing cards, my bladder started to fill up and I stood up to go to the bathroom. As I suspected I found it locked. I trailed my way back to the table, looked at Julia and asked why the bathroom was locked. She looked at me with mock innocence and smiled whilst fondling the key.

“Because only adults get to use the bathroom”. I stared at her.

“And you, mister, have not acted like an adult today. In fact, you even admitted to being a child yourself”. I didn’t know what to respond to that as I remembered that I had agreed to not being an adult in order to be able to put away the plate. I looked at her with a growing sense of annoyance.

“Well, what do you propose I do then?” She smiled as she calmly shuffled the cards.

“Well...if you really are an adult, you’ll hold yourself.” I could do that. Surely... I’d held myself for hours before. But then again, I hadn’t been downing a cup of tea at the time.

“Unless you really aren’t an adult, of course. Because we don’t want you to have an accident now, do we?” I was trying to calculate my abilities in my head.

“Listen. These are your options: 1, you simply hold yourself and succeed in doing so, it’s not that difficult if you’re an adult. 2, you try and hold yourself, fail and have an accident, which will force me to put a diaper on you or 3, you admit that you’re not adult enough to hold yourself, we avoid the accident and put a diaper on you straight away.” I wanted to run away. This was out of my control and I had no way of getting around it. I looked at her again with a feeling of defeat.

“Fine”. She looked up at me from her chair and somehow made me feel smaller than her, even when she was sitting down.

“Fine what?” I let out a groan.

“Fine! Put me in that damn diaper before I have an accident!”

“Remove that language and ask nicely and I’ll accommodate your needs”. I looked away and stared at a particularly interesting point in the wall as my mind was racing, trying to find different options, but none would come to mind.  

“Please put me in a diaper before I have an accident?” My tone was slightly more humbled and she smiled before standing up, took my hand and started to lead me towards the bathroom.

“Good boy.” She found a blanket from one of the drawers in the bathroom and spread it out on the floor before instructing me to remove my trousers and my boxers and lie down on my back. Then she opened another drawer, took out a diaper and moved towards me.

“Come on, raise that cute butt of yours for me.” I did as she said whilst looking sideways. What was I doing? I was a grown man who willingly had a diaper put on me by my girlfriend. And the worst part of this was that my dick was half erect as she fastened one tape and then the other…

The full story is available on Amazon here.

OEBPS/image_8.jpg





page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




