
        
            
                
            
        

    


An Femdom ABDL Age Play Erotic Story: The making of a diaper sissy




There I was, lying on a bed, bound with shackles. I couldn’t move. I couldn’t scream. What had I signed up for? I’d always craved more kink in the bedroom, fantasizing about being dominated… but was this really what I wanted?

Blindfolded and helpless, I strained to make sense of my surroundings. Then I heard it—a giggle coming from behind the door. Moments later, the door creaked open, and a playful voice asked, "Lying comfortably, my darling?"

“Hmmmpph, humph,” I tried to respond, but the gag in my mouth muffled my words. All I could produce was a series of incoherent sounds.

Then I felt it—a tickling sensation on my feet. She was teasing me, fingers lightly skimming across my skin. I squirmed, tugging at the restraints, trying desperately to break free, but it was no use.

“Ah, struggling, are we?” she teased, her voice dripping with amusement. "Hey there, little kiddo. Do you like being teased?"

Little kiddo? My thoughts raced. What was she talking about? I shook my head furiously, trying to convey my protest. No, I didn’t like being teased! But why was she calling me that?

How had I ended up shackled to this bed, at her mercy? You’re probably wondering the same thing. Well, let me tell you how it all began…
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How It All Started




Hi, my name is Michael. I’m a 22-year-old guy—not the most handsome in the world, but certainly not unattractive either. I’d describe myself as an average Joe. Back in high school, when I was 16, I had a great girlfriend, a solid friend group, and a lot of fun. I was even somewhat popular, and those were some of the best years of my life.

As I got older, life stayed pretty good. By the time I started working at 21, things were going well. I had nice friends, a job I genuinely enjoyed, and a decent income. I’d often go to the pub, have a few drinks (okay, maybe more than a few), and generally have a great time. Life wasn’t bad at all—I had fun, good company, a steady job, and rented a nice house to call my own.

In short, my weekdays consisted of 40 hours of work as an architect, designing buildings. It was a career I loved, and I was proud of the money I earned, especially considering my age. Outside of work, I spent time with friends and made the most of my weekends.

Physically, I thought I wasn’t too bad either. Some people even said they envied my blue eyes and tall stature. Sure, I wasn’t muscular—more on the skinny side—but I was content with who I was.

On weekends, I’d usually go out and socialize, but there were also times I preferred to stay home, unwind, and do my own thing. I’d play computer games, relax, and sometimes indulge in a little fetish porn.

One lazy weekend, while browsing online, I came across an intriguing opportunity: an offer to participate in webcam sessions. At first, I was hesitant, but the idea piqued my curiosity. Little did I know, this discovery was about to change everything…
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o there I was, surfing the internet on a lazy, boring weekend. Horny and looking for something new, I decided it was the perfect time to explore the web for a little excitement. My thoughts turned to a new webcam site I’d recently stumbled upon—something different, something thrilling, something that catered to my deep-seated fantasies of being dominated..





I’ve always fantasized about being under someone else’s control, surrendering completely. It was my kink, and this site promised to deliver that extra kick. The idea of paying for a session with a professional dominatrix sounded both thrilling and terrifying.







That’s when I found her: Mistress Sandra.



Mistress Sandra was stunning—a goddess in every sense of the word. Her long, flowing brown hair framed a face with piercing blue eyes that seemed to see right through me. She exuded dominance with every word, every gesture. Her body was flawless—long legs, curves in all the right places, and a commanding presence that made my heart race.

I was hooked. In our first session, she asked me to call her Mistress Sandra. I obeyed. She started with something simple—asking me to show her my erection. Embarrassed but eager to please, I complied. She laughed as soon as she saw it, smirking with cruel delight.

"Such a small baby dick," she said, her tone dripping with mockery.

Her words cut through me, yet they had the opposite effect—I grew even harder. I began stroking myself instinctively, but her mood shifted. Her eyes narrowed, and she spoke sharply.

"Did I say you could touch yourself?" she snapped.

“No, Mistress Sandra,” I stammered, overwhelmed with shame.

"Good. Give me your address. I'll send you something to ensure you behave for our next session."

I obeyed without question. A few days later, packages started arriving—items I had to pay for, of course. There were butt plugs, sissy lingerie, and, most humiliating of all, a chastity device. Mistress Sandra demanded I send her the key, which I did, eager to prove my devotion.

Our sessions became increasingly intense. She gave me assignments—edging, dressing up in sissy outfits, and presenting myself in front of the camera. She would humiliate me, calling me her "good little sissy" whenever I complied perfectly. Her control over me was intoxicating.

One day, she surprised me with an unexpected offer.

"I’ve been thinking," she said. "You’ve been such a good, obedient sub. Would you like to meet me in real life to see if we’re truly a match?"

My heart raced at the thought. Meeting her in person? I couldn’t believe it. She gave me strict instructions for our meeting: I was to wear my chastity cage, a butt plug, and a frilly pink thong beneath my clothes. It was humiliating, but I couldn’t resist. Nervous yet excited, I followed her commands to the letter.

We met at a popular bar in the city. Sandra was even more mesmerizing in person. We shared drinks, laughed, and talked. To my surprise, she opened up about her past.

"I never thought I’d become a Mistress," she confessed. "I was shy, vanilla—far from dominant. But someone introduced me to the lifestyle, and I discovered how much I enjoyed controlling and training submissive men. Still, I’ve been betrayed by subs before. Trust is something I demand—and enforce."

As she spoke, Sandra’s hand slid toward my waistband. With a mischievous smirk, she tugged my trousers down just enough to reveal the pink string beneath.

"Good girl," she said loudly, her voice carrying across the room. Heads turned, and I felt my face burn with a blush.

Despite my embarrassment, I felt an undeniable thrill. Sandra leaned closer, her eyes locking with mine.

"Tell me," she said. "Do you want to experience the ultimate thrill? The best kick of your life?"

"Yes," I replied instantly. "I’d love to!"

She smiled wickedly. "Then drink this," she said, sliding a glass toward me. "Your new life starts now."

I didn’t hesitate. Without thinking, I downed the drink in one gulp. A strange warmth spread through me, and the world around me started to blur. My head swam as her face was the last thing I saw before everything went black.

And then… it happened.



The New Life




I opened my eyes, feeling dazed and disoriented, unsure of where I was. As I began to take in my surroundings, I realized I was shackled to a bed—right back to where it all began.

Lying there, helpless, I couldn’t understand why Sandra had called me “little kiddo” until I became aware of something bulky and uncomfortable between my legs. My stomach sank as realization hit me.

No. It couldn’t be.

It was a diaper.

Sandra removed the gag from my mouth, and I screamed in outrage. “How could you do this to me?”

She smirked, her voice calm and unwavering. “Well, you’re my slave, and I can do anything I want to you. Don’t you remember?”

“What are you talking about?” I shouted, still trying to comprehend the situation.

“Three weeks ago,” Sandra said, her tone icy and commanding, “you told me you’d do anything for your mistress. I sent you a contract, and you signed it. That contract explicitly states that I own you. That means I can do whatever I want, whenever I want. So, you’d better listen, or the punishment will be far worse than you can imagine.”

Her words sent a chill down my spine. I tried to wriggle free, but the restraints held firm. Sandra stepped closer, leaning in with a wicked smile.

“If you want to be let out of that bed,” she said, “you’ll have to wet your diaper for me. Willingly. You have five minutes. Otherwise, you’ll face punishment.”

“Absolutely not!” I snapped. “I’m not going to do that.”

Her smile widened. “We’ll see about that. And if you don’t, the punishment will be more severe than you can possibly imagine.”

The minutes dragged by, and I refused to give in. The thought of wetting myself like that was unthinkable. Five minutes passed, and Sandra returned, her expression a mixture of amusement and mock disappointment.

“Oh my, so you didn’t pee your diaper, did you, little kiddo?” she said mockingly.

“No,” I spat, glaring at her. “And I never will!”

“Is that so?” she replied, her voice taking on a menacing edge. “Well, get ready for your punishment, then.”

Sandra pulled down my diaper and began stroking me. My breath quickened despite my resolve. This shouldn’t be happening, I thought. How was this a punishment? She continued stroking until I was gasping, only to pull the diaper back on and rub me through it. The sensation overwhelmed me, and I climaxed into the diaper.

Her laughter filled the room. “Oh, did the big baby make a mess in his diapies?” she cooed mockingly.

I flushed bright red, humiliated beyond belief. I couldn’t even form words to respond.

But Sandra wasn’t finished. “This is just the beginning,” she said.

She left the room briefly and returned with an enema kit. My stomach sank as she filled me with water, leaving me with a growing, unbearable urge to relieve myself. She stood there, arms crossed, smirking as my stomach rumbled audibly.

Sandra started filming me with her phone, capturing every agonizing moment. I squirmed in desperation, trying to hold it in, but eventually, I couldn’t. The diaper filled with a horrible mess, and I was consumed by shame and disgust. My face burned, and I felt tears well up in my eyes.

I begged her through my humiliation. “Please, delete the video! Let me go!”

Sandra’s expression turned cold as steel. “If you want me to delete the video,” she said, “you’ll be a good boy for me. From now on, you’ll call me Mommy.”

Broken and humiliated, I lowered my head. “I’ll be a good boy for you, Mommy,” I whispered.

Sandra smiled triumphantly. “Good. Now, your new life begins.”



The next day in mommy’s playbook




She didn't delete the video of me in the full diaper; instead, she put it on silent replay in the chamber where I had to sleep. It was a reminder to listen to her and follow her directives.

When I woke up this morning, I saw a big pink diaper lying in front of me with a little note attached. "Put this on, my diaper boy, or should I say diaper girl…" it read. Reluctantly, I put on the pink diaper and walked into the living room, feeling deeply embarrassed by the attire.

Sandra greeted me teasingly, "Hey there, my big girl..."

"I am not a girl," I protested.

Sandra chimed in with a smirk, "Ooh, why is my princess wearing a pink diaper then?"

"Because you told me so," I replied, feeling cornered.

"That’s a good girl," Sandra said, her tone both mocking and approving.

Although part of me responded to their calling me a girl, I disliked the diaper part intensely. Yet, I had to remain compliant, fearing Sandra might share the video with everyone I knew.

"Sandra, please, let me out of this diaper. I will do anything to stop being your diaper girl. I don’t like it," I pleaded earnestly.

"Hmm, maybe," Sandra mused, then offered, "I can make a deal with you. If you can keep your diaper dry for the next two hours, you won’t have to wear it anymore, and we'll upgrade you to something more appropriate."



"But if your diaper gets wet before the two hours are up, you'll listen to me, little girl, and you will wear diapers for a week," Sandra continued. "And on top of that, I will invite some of my girlfriends over to see your diapers right now for my amusement. I can promise you they will be discreet. So, do we have a deal?"

Faced with the uncertainty of never knowing when she might let me go, or enduring two hours of keeping myself dry while dealing with the humiliation, I made a decision. "I will be dry for the next two hours!" I declared.

"That’s a deal," Sandra replied with a satisfied tone. She immediately started calling her friends, eagerly sharing details about what she had done to me. She laughed loudly, her amusement evident. "Yeah, that baby dick needed to be in diapers; he thought he had a huge dick… Yeah, come over, and I'll show you his cute pink diapers."

Her laughter and the content of her calls added another layer of humiliation, underscoring the control she relished in this game.





The 2 hours of humiliation




Sandra's girlfriends soon arrived, and I was the center of attention in my pink diaper. The embarrassment was overwhelming as they pointed and laughed. "Haha! He wears a pink adult diaper, how did you get him to do this?" they jeered.

This was shaping up to be my most humiliating experience yet, but I kept reminding myself that if I stayed dry for the next two hours, I could be free of this ordeal and continue my life as I wished.

The girls were attractive, around 25 years old, wearing short dresses, and they were undeniably stunning with long hair and prominent features. However, their dominating attitude intimidated me, adding to the tension of the situation.

One of them, named Belle, approached me with a friendly demeanor. "Would you like something to drink? Why don't you come and sit next to me?" she offered, seeming quite inviting. Considering she was quite appealing, I saw no harm in it and joined her on the couch. Unexpectedly, she reached out and touched my diaper. "Ha! He is still dry, or should I say she?" This caused me to blush once more, but then she showed a softer side. "Sorry, I didn’t mean to make you all shy," she apologized, pulling me into a hug. As I felt her close against me, it unexpectedly triggered a visible reaction from me.

Belle remarked with a hint of tease, "Ooh my, what got you all stiff in your diaper?" I blushed, unable to respond, and she began to stroke me through the diaper. "No, stop please, don’t do that," I pleaded.

Belle playfully responded, "Ooh, don’t you like to be stroked? I'll remember that..."

In a moment of embarrassment, I countered, "Of course, I like to be stroked... just not in a diaper."

Belle laughed lightly, "Oh, don’t worry about that. I think it’s really appropriate, then I won’t get all messy from your cum." And she resumed stroking me through the diaper.

While she stroked, I felt a strange sensation at the back of my diaper, but I was too distracted by the pleasure to pay it much attention.

It didn’t take more than two minutes before I climaxed in my diaper, under the watchful eyes of the other girls. Belle announced mockingly, "Aah, he made a mess in his diapers!"

Then Sandra chimed in triumphantly, "Ha, I told you couldn't last two hours without messing your diaper, my baby slut!"

But I protested, "That’s not wetting my diaper, you said if I kept it dry I would be released."

"Your diaper is soaking wet, my darling," Sandra retorted.

At that moment, I realized the diaper felt unusually hot; the strange sensation I had briefly noticed earlier was now apparent—it was more than just the result of being touched.




The strange sensation that I initially ignored turned out to be quite unexpected—one of the girls, who was a shemale, had discreetly urinated in my diaper from behind. I was completely unaware of this happening, which left me confused and in a soaking wet diaper.


Overwhelmed by the turn of events and realizing I had lost the bet unknowingly, tears started to flow. I felt utterly defeated, not even understanding how I had ended up in this situation. Amidst my distress, Belle approached me with a kind demeanor.

"I'll be your babysitter, my sweet little diaper girl," Belle said softly, giving me a reassuring hug. In her arms, I felt a surprising sense of safety and comfort. Despite the circumstances, I found myself genuinely liking Belle.

After calming me down, Belle changed me into a new diaper, marking the beginning of my new life as a "baby girl." This unexpected turn of events reshaped my situation into something I never anticipated, yet found a strange solace in Belle’s care.
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