

Preview:

Valentine sobbed quietly as the spanking continued, shivering as she felt the pullup being pulled down, her bare wet skin cooling in the air. A moment later, she heard the wooden spoon whistling through the air, and suddenly felt it hit her scrawny rumpcheeks hard.

“Ah! AH! OW! MOMMY!” the sissy cried out, cock throbbing needily as her backside was so directly punished. She yelped and tried to pull away, but the blows just kept coming and coming.

Her ass was glowing red by now, she was sure of it, and her face dripped with tears. The spanking was sweet torture, going on and on, and Valentine could feel herself sagging, mind growing foggier and foggier as she floated on a cloud of kinkiness. This was some kind of awful, sexy heaven, where she was being spanked and punished, wetting herself, wearing girls’ clothes, moaning and bucking at her girlfriend’s hand as it reached underneath her to stroke her stiff clit…

Wait… what was that…

“Good baby, good sissy,” Mommy murmured in Valentine’s ear, kissing her wet cheek as she gave that stiff sissycock one last squeeze. “Let’s get you into your diapee, hmm?”

***

Her Diapered Sissy for Friday Night

Jimmy’s fingers weren’t flying across the keyboard like usual that day, and it wasn’t just because it was Friday afternoon.

Since his girlfriend discovered his fetish for being treated like a sissy babygirl, and utterly dominated by a powerful woman, sex between them had become what he could only describe as ‘kinky’ and ‘incredibly frequent’. The saucy texts that had died down after the honeymoon phase were back in full-force, and Jim and Linda had been delving deep into the secret kinks neither of them had ever dared to dream about.

Unsurprisingly, Jimmy’s sissy persona, ‘Valentine’, was a frequent player in these new games. But most of their sex was more ‘vanilla’, with Linda perhaps being a little more dominant since her discovery. Jimmy noticed he’d been spending a lot of time between her thighs recently - but he could hardly complain about that, he thought, as he licked his lips slowly.

Linda made an incredibly sexy dominant, whether she was spanking Jimmy - or Valentine - for being a dirty slut, or yanking him on a leash towards her dripping pussy. Jimmy felt beyond lucky she was willing to go so far for him, and he put his all into fulfilling her own dirty desires… even when they were tamer than his own.

He was happy to be Lin’s man… Jimmy shifted in his chair, trying to subtly tug down the purple panties that were wedging themselves between his buttocks. He flushed slightly.

Well, more-or-less her man. Wearing panties under his clothes was a naughty way for him to keep Valentine with him at all times, and Linda seemed to enjoy ‘making’ Jimmy wear her underwear every morning before work.

They’d gone pretty far with the sissy roleplaying in the past, but this weekend, Linda and Jimmy had agreed to take it even further. A whole two days (and one evening, counting that Friday night) of Jimmy being ‘Valentine’, and having to obey Linda’s every order… Unless he - she? - wanted to be punished… Which he might do, Jimmy thought with a smirk.

As the day had gotten closer, Jimmy had found it harder and harder to focus on his work. Now, an hour before it was time to leave, he found himself near-obsessing over what that night - and the rest of the weekend - would have in store for him.

He was almost as nervous as he was excited. Of course Jimmy had fantasized for as long as he could remember about being kept in extended sissification, forced to obey the whims of a ‘cruel’ mistress, wetting his diapers and babbling like an infant girl. It was an erotic dream come true for Linda to even offer it.

But Jimmy also couldn’t imagine what it would be like, to spend an entire weekend under Linda’s control, wearing diapers and dresses. The thought was a little scary, trusting somebody else to command him, to punish, discipline, and reward him. It made Jimmy feel utterly helpless, something that both fanned the flames of his libido and turned his blood to ice.

There was also the more simplistic terror at the idea of being a big, strong man… and allowing himself to be dressed up like a little girl’s dolly, simpering and blushing as he was treated like a toddler. Jimmy couldn’t deny that the ‘naughty’ feeling he got from wearing a dress, as if he was doing something wrong, was a big part of what made it so sexy for him. But when the time came, would he be able to use that to make the kink more exciting… Or would it be too much for him?

And finally Jimmy had another, more pressing concern. What if they tried it, and it turned out… he didn’t like it as much as he thought? For as long as he could remember he’d entertained these fantasies of being a girl… Of being a naughty, dirty, slutty, baby girl, but still.

He loved that Linda had named him - girl him - Valentine. It felt right, it felt natural, to express his sexuality that way. He wanted to love and embrace every second of being her, submissive, feminine, and totally Linda’s Girl, that weekend…

And if he couldn’t, Linda would be disappointed… But Jimmy would be heartbroken.

‘Ping!’

Jimmy was jerked out of his concerned reverie by the sound of his phone. The worry in his expression instantly faded to a soft smile as he noticed it was Linda messaging him. Maybe she was thinking about tonight too?

“Hi babe,” the text began. “What do you think of this outfit? Would it suit Valentine? ;)”

A moment later, another message followed, this one with an image attached. Jimmy blushed as he hunched over his phone, looking left and right to make sure nobody else could see. He felt his panties grow a little tighter as he pulled the phone away from his chest to look at it more closely.

It was obviously from some kind of specialized store. A hot pink onesie, like a real baby would wear, with long sleeves and a lighter pink rabbit on the chest. The word ‘Sissy’ was proudly emblazoned above the design, and the short tutu attached completed the girly look.

It was an outfit Jimmy would have found sexy anyway, but it also looked like the onesie’s crotch had been altered to make it even more humiliatingly infantile. Thick padding, shaped near exactly like a diaper, curved around the bottom and between the legs. Jimmy could tell just by looking that he would be lucky to be able to waddle in it, and in a diaper, he’d probably have to resort to crawling.

Jimmy’s panties were now stretched taut across his sissy clit as he bit his lip, imagining it. Suddenly he was glad he still had an hour of work left before he had to stand up from his desk…

“Very sexy,” he replied. “Maybe we can get something like that for her one day?”

The response came almost instantly.

“Maybe, my little subby sissy slut! Xx”

Jimmy felt his cock throb gently. This evening couldn’t come soon enough.

***

Linda had greeted Jimmy with the same eager affection as usual, kissing along his collar bone as she unbuttoned his work shirt. She’d led him upstairs, and Jim followed with cautious excitement, waiting for what was ahead of him.

Now he stood in the bedroom, looking down at what he was sure was his outfit for the night. A lilac top with an excited white chibi tiger on, and puffy sleeves… A short pink skirt, and grey leggings. Pale socks with polka dots and frilly cuffs. All in his size. Jimmy swallowed.

The door to the bedroom clicked shut behind him, and he quickly turned to look at his girlfriend, his face showing his nerves and excitement. They were alone in the house - so she had only closed the door to make things more atmospheric, wanting him to feel a little trapped, a little more anxious.

“Hello, baby,” Linda said, with a wide smirk. “How’s my sissy princess today?”

Jimmy’s brain short-circuited. No matter how often he heard Linda talk to him that way, he never seemed to get used to it. Instead of speaking, he nodded dumbly, then blushed, realizing he’d been asked a question.

“G-good,” he mumbled. “Uh, um… Mistress?”

“Oh?” Linda said carelessly, trailing a fingertip down Jimmy’s chest. “Really? Because to me it seems like maybe you’re forgetting your place, baby girl.”

“N-no, ma’am,” Jimmy insisted, feeling off-balance and excited in the naughtiest way. “I promise!”

Linda shook her head, stepping back and eyeing Jimmy carefully. She looked like a hungry lioness sizing up her prey, and Jimmy felt his sissy clit tingle underneath her gaze.

“First things first, sweetie,” Linda said, smirking. “I think ‘Mistress’ is too grown-up for a tiny sissy like you. So from now on, you call me ‘Mommy’, do you understand?”

Jimmy felt his face turn crimson. That word was one they’d discussed, but Linda had never seemed eager to use it. Jimmy didn’t mind - having a Mistress suited him fine, and there were plenty of things to like about that. But now Linda was calling herself that… he couldn’t deny it was incredibly arousing.

It added a layer of babyish naughtiness to the whole thing. He wasn’t just a man being dominated by a sexy woman - he was a sissy baby being controlled by his Mommy.

“Yes… I understand,” he said softly in response at last.

“Yes, you understand, who?”

“...Yes, I understand, M-Mommy,” Jimmy said, unable to keep a shy smile off of his face.

“Good girl, good girl,” Linda replied, looking satisfied. “Let’s get you out of those yucky grown-up boy clothes, shall we?”

“Yes pwease, Mommy,” Jimmy lisped, his face bright pink as he shyly offered his wrists to Linda, watching as she began to unbutton his cuffs.

He could feel that part of him, Valentine, taking control. For now it was a delicious sort of torture, caught between the two parts of himself. One part wanted to run away, rebel against this treatment… the other wanted to submit, give in, be sissy Valentine now and forever.

Jimmy trembled, closing his eyes as he enjoyed the feeling of erotic tension. He felt vulnerable and exposed as his shirt was stripped away, and then his trousers and socks, until finally, he was dressed in just his tight purple panties, stretched around his stiff erection.

Now he felt like her… Now he was nearly naked and exposed, he was Valentine, in pretty panties, waiting for his Mommy’s discipline. He would be her obedient sissy babygirl before the night was over, and he would love every moment of it.

“Tsk, tsk,” Linda chuckled, and Valentine whimpered as his Mommy grabbed her pathetic excuse for a cock through her tight undies. “So excited to be degraded, aren’t you, slut?”

“Uh huh,” Valentine admitted, nodding bashfully. “I l-love it when Mommy’s in control…”

“Well, we had better get started, hadn’t we?” Linda gently tugged on Valentine’s stiff clit, and the sissy whimpered softly, obediently following Linda to the en suite bathroom.

She’d thought she’d be dressed up first, but Linda clearly had other ideas. Her panties were finally removed, and Valentine gingerly stepped out of them as she was sat down on the closed toilet lid, looking up at Linda curiously.

“Why are we in here, Mommy?” she asked, her knees together delicately. “I thought you were going to dress me up…”

As she peered to the right, she noticed the bath was nearly full, steam rising from the tub, bubbles floating on the surface. Valentine sniffed, detecting the faint scent of lavender. Perhaps Linda wanted to bathe her first..?

“Such an impatient sissy!” Linda replied, with a chuckle. “I can see somebody’s eager to be in her little girl clothes as soon as possible…”

Valentine looked away, but her little smile confirmed it. Linda continued, opening the cupboard behind the bathroom mirror as she spoke.

“Mommy’s going to take off all that icky big boy hair,” she explained. “Little baby girls don’t have hair anywhere at all, do they?”

Valentine shook her head gently, but her face was burning red. This wouldn’t just affect her today, or even until the end of the weekend. She’d be going to work, completely hairless. Would anybody notice? Valentine doubted it, but it still made her nervously aroused...

“But Mommy,” Valentine pleaded, although of course, it was all part of the act. “Everybody at work will see…”

“I suppose they might,” her Mommy replied, as if pretending to think about that. “Then they’ll know what a good little baby you are for your Mommy, won’t they?”

Valentine made an odd sort of whimper as she offered her long leg to Linda meekly, shyly nodding in agreement. She watched as Linda squeezed out some thick white hair removal cream onto her leg, using some kind of plastic spatula to spread it all over the prickly brown hairs along it.

Soon both Valentine’s legs and her upper arms were covered, and Linda was just about finished with the sissy’s chest. Jimmy had never had much hair there, but it was still humiliating in the best way to imagine it all disappearing…

“Stand up,” Linda ordered, and Valentine shakily complied. Her clit was no longer stiff, and she was aware of how small it looked now, dangling sadly above her tiny balls.

“Ah!” Valentine gasped, as Linda cupped her testicles, carefully smearing them with the same white foam.

She kept her legs awkwardly apart as Linda covered her crotch in the hair removal cream, even smearing it across her buttcheeks, peeling them apart to get the hair there too. Valentine’s face was pink as she was finally allowed to sit back down, knowing she’d be as hairless as a prepubescent girl soon.

“There, now we just wait a little,” Valentine’s Mommy said cheerily, as she began to fill the sink with water. “Aren’t you looking forward to having no more yucky grownup hair anywhere?”

“Y-yes, Mommy,” Valentine replied obediently, lifting a finger. She nervously twirled her short hair as she watched Linda filling the sink, waiting in anticipation for what the rest of the evening would bring.

“So, I thought we might try potty-training,” Linda said casually, but Valentine instantly perked up a little. “Unless you want to be in diapers forever?”

Valentine’s cheeks were pink, because actually, that sounded pretty hot. But the roleplay demanded she agree - it wasn’t embarrassing when she would be inevitably forced back into diapers ‘like a baby’, if she admitted to wanting them.

“No, Mommy,” she said quickly. “I wanna be a big girl.”

Linda snorted.

“Well, you probably won’t ever be a real big girl, sweetie,” she said, casually. “But you can be my widdle baby sissy who wears pullups in the daytime… For a while, anyway.”

Valentine was secretly thrilled. Potty-training… and failing it… was a pet fantasy of hers. Would it feel as good in real life as it did in her dirty thoughts?

“Okay, gimme that leg,” Linda ordered, and Valentine obediently stretched it out. “That’s Mommy’s good girl.”

Valentine watched as the plastic spatula was dragged across her skin. Linda lifted it away, white cream and dark hairs clinging to it, leaving a long bare landing strip all the way up Valentine’s legs.

Her Mommy washed the plastic tool off in the sink, and continued. Valentine watched with a little trepidation, but more curiosity, as her body hair slowly disappeared. In what seemed like no time at all, her leg and arm hair was gone completely, as if it had never been there.

She couldn’t suppress a whimper as what passed for her ‘manhood’ was carefully stripped of hair, giggling and jumping slightly as her Mommy passed the spatula between her spread rumpcheeks. Valentine watched as Linda carefully removed all her chest hair, until finally, she was hairless from the neck down...

“Oh wow,” she mumbled, blushing. “It’s really all gone…”

Valentine ran a hand across her smooth forearm. It was so bare, so feminine. She felt a small smile forming on her face, the prickling of humiliation and giddy excitement blooming in her chest. She instantly felt more girly, more delicate…

“What do we say?” Linda said, as she smiled down at Val. “When somebody does something nice for us?”

“F-fank you, Mommy,” Valentine said softly, her cheeks a little pink.

Linda drained the sink, and then offered her hand, helping Valentine up. As Valentine slowly stood, her Mommy gave her hand a little peck of a kiss, and she felt her heart flip. She never quite got used to those romantic overtures made towards her, treating her like the delicate young woman she felt like right then.

“Now, into the bath,” Linda urged, and Valentine carefully lifted a foot, and sank it into the warm water of the tub.

The temperature was just right now, not too hot, not too cool. With a happy sigh, still holding her Mommy’s hand, the sissy slowly sank into the water, allowing the calming lavender scent to envelope her. Valentine watched her Mommy knelt down beside the tub to wash her, bubblegum pink body wash being squeezed onto a loofah.

And Valentine knew she wouldn’t feel like a ‘woman’ for much longer - but instead, a little girl.

***

A half hour later, and Valentine was wrapped in a thick pink towel, sitting on the bed beside the clothes that were laid out for her. She could smell the mixed candy and lavender scent wafting off of her skin and hair, and she kicked her feet gently as she watched Mommy rummaging in the closet.

Valentine was still getting used to the feeling of smooth skin all over. Most noticeably between her leg. Her small sissy package felt incredibly sensitive, bare and tingling against the rough surface of the towel.

“Give Mommy your legs, babygirl,” Linda said suddenly, snapping Valentine out of her reverie. “Here we are…”

Valentine looked at what Linda was holding in her hand - she had thought since she was supposedly being ‘pottytrained’, she’d be back in panties again… But instead, Linda was offering a pull-up, the kind tween girls wore for bedwetting. Valentine felt her heart pump a little harder as it was slipped up her legs, covering her up completely. The pullup felt incredibly snug around her skinny hips, compressing her limp clit against her, giving her crotch a flat, feminine shape.

“These aren’t my panties, Mommy,” Valentine said cutely, her eyes a little wide as she slipped into her role a little more.

“No, they’re special panties for baby girls who aren’t ready for grown-up undies,” Linda said, with a smile. “If you can keep these dry, maaaaybe Mommy will let you have some icecream… What does my little sissy think of that?”

“I wuv icecream, Mommy,” Valentine replied, biting her lip as the leggings were pulled up high over her legs, securing the pullup in place against her. “...And… what happens if I don’t keep them dry.”

“Hm,” Linda said, as if she was considering that, while she pulled on Valentine’s skirt. “Then I guess you’d have to be put back into diapers…”

Valentine was bright pink as Linda continued, feeling like her manhood was being stripped away with every item of girly clothing she was dressed in. She felt incredibly humiliated and off-balance, totally under Linda’s control… and she loved it.

“I would?” she finally squeaked.

“Yep,” Mommy continued, with a grin. “If you’re a widdle sissy who can’t help peeing herself all the time, well, you need to be in nice, thick, diapers - juuust like a baby.”

She pulled the top over Val’s head before she could speak, but Linda heard the sissy’s muffled gasp of faux-alarm.

“I don’t want that, Mommy!” Valentine fibbed, as the shirt was pulled down. “I’m a big girl.”

“So you say,” Linda replied. “But we’ll see how long you keep those pretty panties dry, hmm?”

Valentine nodded furiously, as Linda hmm-ed over something, picking a stray hair off of her babygirl’s shirt.

“In fact, why don’t we go try and use the toilet now, hm?”

Valentine’s face went bright red. This was a moment that took place in plenty of the dirty stories and captions she liked to look at… Being sat on the toilet, like a submissive little girl, while Mommy hovered above her, waiting for her to use it. As her skirt was raised and her leggings and pullup were pulled down to her ankle, Valentine perched on the toilet seat, looking up at Linda, finding herself a little pee-shy now...

“Go peepee, babygirl,” Linda cooed, stroking Val’s back lovingly. “That’s a good sissy…”

Valentine’s cock twitched as it hung slightly down towards the bowl. She whimpered, blushing as she pushed and then relaxed her muscles. There was definitely liquid in her bladder, but it was so awkward to go like this, while Linda was watching…

Eventually she tensed once more, and finally felt a thin stream of urine trickling into the bowl. Valentine shivered shyly, acutely aware of the sound of pee hitting the water below, seeming to echo around the entire bathroom. She managed a few more drops, but finally the small flow stopped.

Valentine honestly felt a little guilty for not managing to totally empty her bladder… But that would make things more fun later, wouldn’t it?

“All done, Mommy,’ she mumbled shyly.

“There we go! What a big girl!” Linda praised, grinning. “Let Mommy wipe your little princess parts clean…”

Without hesitation, Linda’s hand dipped between Valentine’s legs, clutching a wad of toilet paper. The sissy girl blushed furiously as her scrawy clit was dabbed at carefully, removing the last few drops of pee. Soon the pullups and leggings were tugged back up, and Valentine was again a pretty sissy big girl with dry undies…

For now.

***

Dinner was chicken nuggets, with fries and peas… all cut up into little chunks and served on Disney princess flatware and cutlery. Valentine’s cup was more adult, tall and thin with no lid - but it was still pink plastic, with a Hello Kitty motif on, and a yellow straw.

The cup was full of soda… that Valentine had already drunk copious amounts of. It seemed counterintuitive to give a toddler who was pottytraining a lot of sugary, caffeinated drink… But, Valentine thought with a shy smile and a blush, that that was kinda the point, huh? It was supposed to be an ‘unwinnable’ scenario… Where really, they both won.

“Are you enjoying your dindins, sissy?” Linda asked casually, watching as Valentine shifted her weight from one buttcheek to another.

“Yes, Mommy,” Valentine said, wriggling as she felt her bladder growing more swollen. “It’s very tasty…”

“Are you alright?” Mommy said. “You seem a little fidgety…”

She smirked, knowing this was part of the roleplay. Valentine flushed harder, and nodded. It felt good to pretend to be a naughty little girl, so good in fact she was fighting her clitty from firming up, stopping her from soaking her pullup.

Digging her nails into the table, she grunted… and then whimpered softly, as she began to wet.

The hot pee splashed back against her bare skin as she let go, quickly soaking into the padding between her legs. Soon the pullup was swelling rapidly with urine. There was a much smaller surface area than a diaper, and Val immediately felt the entire length of the absorbent section growing twice as large, hot and pressed up against her bits as she whimpered again.

Linda picked at the remainder of her own dinner, pretending to be nonchalant, but Valentine swore she was smirking a little. The soaked sissy shrank down slightly in her seat as the flow continued, dampening the legcuffs of the pullup… and then slowly seeping out, through her clothes and onto the chair.

Most of the urine was quickly absorbed, leaving Valentine’s upper legs and backside dripping wet. But as she continued to wet herself, she felt more and more liquid flowing down her legs, dripping onto the floor, forming a sizable puddle.

Linda looked up suddenly as she heard the sound of liquid hitting the floor. For a moment, she smirked fiercely, her eyelids lidded and seductive, and Valentine gulped, shrinking back in her seat just as she finished her not-so-sneaky pee.

...And then Linda resumed her role as Mommy of a naughty sissy baby who needed to learn not to pee her panties.

“Valentine,” she said softly. “Did you have an accident?”

“N-no, Mommy,” Val lied, biting her lip shyly and looking away.

“Don’t tell fibs to Mommy,” Linda said, frowning as she stood up… and gasped. “Ohhh, wow, sissy, you really soaked yourself, didn’t you! I can’t believe the size of the puddle underneath you… Stand up!”

Valentine ‘eep’ed and hopped up immediately as Linda’s voice rose sharply in pitch. As soon as she did, she could feel the urine cooling on her damp skin, blushing as she reached backwards, feeling just how wet she was down there. Her Mommy grabbed her arm, spinning around to see her sodden backside, and tutted loudly.

“You naughty girl!” she exclaimed. “You wet yourself without telling Mommy you needed to go!”

“I’m, I’m sorry Momm- AH!” Valentine yelped, as Linda swatted her boyish backside hard.

“You’re going to be even sorrier by the time I get through with you, you naughty girl,” Linda barked, as she pushed Valentine down across the table, pinning the sissy’s arm behind her back. “I can’t believe you couldn’t even make it through one dinner without disgracing yourself! You’re obviously nothing but a helpless baby who needs to be put in diapers!”

“Noo! Mommy no!” Valentine whimpered, feeling slight genuine distress as she was pinned down across the table. When did Linda get so strong? “Please, I’m a big boy, not a baby girl!”

Linda loudly smacked the sissy’s ass, not seeming to care that Valentine’s backside was soaked with pee. Valentine squealed loudly as she did it again, feeling the pullup squish against her backside. The sheer domination was giving her an erection, dramatically tenting the front of the pullup as she moaned girlishly, blushing as the sodden leggings and skirt were tugged down to her ankles.

She looked back and downwards at the swollen pullup, hanging off her backside a little from the sheer weight of how much she’d wet it. Linda glared at the trembling sissy, and Valentine felt her heart pound eagerly, craving the discipline she knew was sure to come next.

“I knew you wouldn’t be able to stay dry,” Mommy went on, as she pulled something out of the bookcase. Valentine obediently stayed bent over the table, watching. “So I kept the wooden spoon from the kitchen out here…”

Valentine gulped. She’d been spanked last time, but somehow today the sissy role was gripping her much more strongly, dragging her down much more deeply. As Linda approached with the wooden spoon in hand, she whimpered in distress, looking up at her pleadingly.

“Mommy, pwease don’t spank me,” Valentine begged, as Linda pushed her down against the table. “Nghh! Please! I’ll use the potty like a big girl!!”

“Obviously you can’t be trusted,” Linda said, ignoring the sissy’s pleas. “Stop telling Mommy naughty fibs, or this will be much worse!”

Despite the fact this was a pet fantasy of hers, Valentine was starting to panic a little. The fact she sincerely didn’t want the spanking and was fighting against it, but couldn’t get away, made her excitement levels rise, swirling together with her nervousness inside. Being bent over this way, in a soaking pullup, exposed, her erection revealing her arousal… It all seemed like too much, too complicated.

“AH!”

The world became very simple again as the broad end of the spoon slapped against Valentine’s upper thigh. She squealed and shrieked, writhing and bucking, pinned into place by her Mommy’s weight as blow after blow hit here.

It stung badly, and soon tears pricked Valentine’s eyes as she moaned girlishly, biting her lip hard as Mommy slid the wooden spoon up along her pink skin… and then slapped her rump once more.

Valentine sobbed quietly as the spanking continued, shivering as she felt the pullup being pulled down, her bare wet skin cooling in the air. A moment later, she heard the wooden spoon whistling through the air, and suddenly felt it hit her scrawny rumpcheeks hard.

“Ah! AH! OW! MOMMY!” the sissy cried out, cock throbbing needily as her backside was so directly punished. She yelped and tried to pull away, but the blows just kept coming and coming.

Her ass was glowing red by now, she was sure of it, and her face dripped with tears. The spanking was sweet torture, going on and on, and Valentine could feel herself sagging, mind growing foggier and foggier as she floated on a cloud of kinkiness. This was some kind of awful, sexy heaven, where she was being spanked and punished, wetting herself, wearing girls’ clothes, moaning and bucking at her girlfriend’s hand as it reached underneath her to stroke her stiff clit…

Wait… what was that…

“Good baby, good sissy,” Mommy murmured in Valentine’s ear, kissing her wet cheek as she gave that stiff sissycock one last squeeze. “Let’s get you into your diapee, hmm?”

Valentine nodded, whimpering shamefully as she slid off the table, obediently following Linda over to the living room. She was sat on the soft carpeted floor, whimpering and trying vainly to tug her pink t-shirt down over her erection to hide it, but Mommy only snickered impolitely behind her hand.

“I, I’m sowwee, Mommy,” Valentine said in a truly pitiful voice, being pulled into a gentle cuddle as she sniffled. “I was a naughty girl…”

“It’s okay, it’s okay babygirl,” Linda murmured reassuringly. “Mommy should have known you were too little to be let out of diapers. You’re just a helpless sissy baby, aren’t you?”

Valentine gulped and nodded, cheeks burning with shame as she sat half-nude on the floor.

“What are you?” Linda pressed.

“A… A helpless sissy baby,” Valentine murmured softly.

“That’s right,” Linda said, smirking as she stood up. “Nobody would ever mistake a pathetic diaper baby like you for a man, would they?”

Valentine sniffled, but shook her head. Mommy’s cruel barb made her sissycock bob slightly in excitement, loving being told she wasn’t a man, that she was just a low, submissive, slut.

“I’ll get your diaper for you, baby,” Linda said, as she began to head into the hall to the stairs. “You just wait there…”

Her smirk was back, and wider than ever.

***

When Linda had returned a few moments later, she was carrying a diaper, yes. But also a big, wand-style vibrator...

“What’s that for, Mommy?” Valentine asked curiously, her pee-pee still sticking up into the air.

“This?” Mommy said casually. “It’s just a big girl toy for naughty baby girls…”

Valentine looked up excitedly, but Linda was already spreading the diaper on the floor. The sissy pushed her bottom up at her Mommy’s command, allowing the thick padding to slide under her backside. She was looking down at her crotch, and again she felt her face turn red as she looked at her bare, hairless skin… Somehow it made her cock seem even smaller, she thought, just before it was covered up by the front of the diaper.

“That’s right,” Mommy cooed, as she pulled the crinkly diaper taut across her sissy baby’s tummy. “Such a pathetic little sissy needs to be kept in diapers, doesn’t she? No more nasty boy parts out in the air… just a nice, smooth diaper keeping your widdle leggies open…”

Valentine flushed again, feeling the diaper grow snug, clinging to her. It never failed to make her feel more babyish, more vulnerable… And as Linda approached, smirking, holding aloft the wand, Val felt that even more than ever.

“Ohhh!”

Valentine’s body went rigid, as the vibrating head of the wand was pressed hard against the outside of her diapered crotch. Mommy first held it low at the bottom of her sissycock, but slowly trailed it upwards, until it was pressed hard against Valentine’s dripping head through the thick diaper.

“Gnnh! Oh Mommy!” Valentine panted, bucking her hips needily against the wand as she whimpered and squirmed on the carpet. “It feels so good on my sissyclitty!”

“That’s Mommy’s slutty princess,” Linda cooed, as she pressed the wand harder against Valentine’s crotch, moving it subtly up and down in a way that produced very UNsubtle reactions. “Sissy loves Mommy making her cum in her didees, doesn’t she?”

“Nggh! Yes!”

Valentine was panting now, on-edge all evening and now feeling her pulse race frantically, desperate and needy for Mommy’s every touch. How frantic she was, how much she loved this, only made her more ashamed and more aroused, knowing she was nothing more than a dirty, submissive, diaper-humping sissy, being forced to cum in her diapers after failing potty training once more.

The peak was so close, and all Valentine could think about was what a dirty girl she was, what a naughty slut, how pathetic, how babyish, infantile, moaning, whimpering, grinding frantically toward a finish she could tell was teasingly close…

“Ahh! Ohhh! NMM… Mommmmmy!” Valentine squealed as she came, more feminine than ever.

Her stiff clit tingled and throbbed as she spurted girlcum into the padding of her diaper, her back arched hard towards the source of her pleasure. She shook with delight, moaning, revelling in the naughty shame of totally giving up her masculinity, being not only a girl, but a diaper humping, pants wetting, helpless sissy baby girl.

Every little squirt into her diaper as she stroked the hard shaft back and forth against the thick padding within felt better and better. Valentine was overwhelmed by sheer pleasure, and as the bliss of orgasm slowly ebbed away, she moaned, reaching out for her Mommy.

“That’s my good baby,” Linda cooed, kissing Valentine’s cheek. “So good… let’s have a little rest now, hm…”

Valentine nodded softly, still breathless…

After all - they had the whole rest of the weekend for the sissy slut to explore...

End.

If you enjoyed this book, please consider subscribing to Amelia Hobbes' Newsletter for updates, new releases, free offers, giveaways, and exclusive content:

Click Here!

Other Books by Amelia Hobbes:

●     Made into her Diapered Sissy on Valentine’s Day - one man’s fetish for being treated like a sissy is found out on Valentine’s day… fortunately, his girlfriend is more than interested in exploring it! (previous book in the series)


●     My Wife is my New MOMMY? pt 1' - first book in the series. Joshua's wife is tired of him acting like a child - so she decides to treat him like a baby, forcing him into diapers and then making him call her 'Mommy'. See where it all began!

●     Diapered Sissy Facility: Left Crying in the Crib' - a rebellious young man receives an ultimatum - attend a strict re-training facility where young men are turned into sissy babies, or be made completely homeless. He chooses the first... But does he know what he's getting into?
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