

Preview: 


Valentine moaned, aroused and embarrassed at the same time in the most delicious way. Panting, she nodded obediently, trying to relax the clenching muscles that didn’t understand why Linda’s toy was invading her backside. 

Slowly but surely, it all disappeared inside her, until Linda felt her crotch pressing up against the thick padding of Valentine’s diaper. 

“Wow, you really are a slut,” she commented, grinning. “You took the whole cock on your first try. Are you proud of yourself, sissy?” 

“Y-yes Mistress,” Valentine replied, embarrassed. “I l-love… nghh… the feeling of you filling my worthless ass.” 

*** 

Made into her Diapered Sissy on Valentine’s Day 


Jimmy had a spring in his step as he closed his car door, heading up the path towards the townhouse he shared with his girlfriend, Linda. 

It was Valentine’s day. Just before Jimmy had left that morning, his wife had whispered in his ear, promising a sexy surprise for the evening. Anticipating a night of sensual lovemaking, Jimmy had gone to the corner store and thoughtfully purchased condoms - and a bouquet of red carnations, that he clutched in his hand as he grinned, walking towards the door. 

Of course, Jimmy couldn’t help but feel slightly disappointed, knowing no matter how hot the sex was, it would never involve his ultimate fetish - being put into diapers and dressed up like a girl. 

It wasn’t Linda’s fault. Jimmy had never told anybody about those fantasies, keeping his interests purely online. He liked to post on forums and write captions for sissy images, stroking his stiff clitty until he came all over the desk and then cleaned up in shame. He knew it could never be a reality, but he dreamed often of Linda dominating him, locking up his worthless limp dick and putting him in thick frilly diapers. 


This evening would still probably be one to remember. Jimmy was looking forward to seeing what sexy activities Linda had planned… His key turned in the door, and he walked in, holding the flowers to his chest. 

“Linda?” he called, as he walked into the dining room. “Babe?” 

“I’m upstairs, Jim,” his girlfriend’s voice carried down the stairs, and Jimmy licked his lips. “Come on and see me…” 

He put the flowers down on the table - he could put them in water later - and then climbed the stairs. 

Jimmy paused at the door, smoothing back his mousy brown hair, straightening his shirt, hoping he looked presentable - before he pulled the door handle down, and then pushed the door open. 

His jaw dropped. 

That was his girlfriend, alright, her bleached blonde hair falling loosely around her shoulders, a seductive smirk on her face… but she was dressed in a tight black leather corset that compressed her tummy, pinched her waist, and pushed up her milky white breasts. She wore long leather boots to match, and a simple black thong to complete the outfit. Jimmy’s eyes went wide as he saw the riding crop Linda was holding, swallowing as she grinned, smacking it against her palm. 

“Wh-what’s all this?” he finally managed. “You look… wow.” 

“Do you like it?” Linda said, smirking. 

Jimmy nodded uncertainly - she looked hot, close to some of the women in his fantasies, but she’d never shown any kind of dominant streak before. 

“It’s for you,” Linda continued, her smirk growing dangerously. “You’ve been a very naughty boy, Jimmy…” 

The grin deserved fangs now. 

“...Or should I say… a very naughty girl?” 

Jimmy’s heart stopped. He couldn’t believe what he’d just heard. How could she know? He’d never mentioned anything… 

“You left your computer unlocked the other week,” Linda explained, shifting to one side as she spoke - and now Jimmy could see the diaper and skirt laying on the bed, previously hidden from view by Linda’s curvy body. “And I saw those dirty sites you’ve been visiting.” 

“I, I can expl-” 

“Don’t bother,” Linda interrupted. “Sit on the bed.” 

His mind short-circuiting, his mouth dry, and his palms clammy and cold, Jimmy obeyed, sitting down on the bed and looking up at Linda guiltily. 

“As I was saying, I know your dirty little secret, sissy boy,” she continued, wiggling the riding crop in the direction of her blushing boyfriend. “You want to be dressed up like a pretty little girl in diapers and fucked silly, don’t you?” 

Jimmy gulped. Where was she going with this? Was this some kind of horrible joke on him? 

“Don’t try to pretend it’s not true,” Linda said, smirking. “I know it is… and I’m willing to make that fantasy a reality.” 

“Y-you are?” 


“Sure,” Linda replied, shrugging. “I’ve always fancied the idea of being a dominatrix.” 

Jimmy felt tears well up in his eyes, smiling nervously as the woman he loved plainly laid out that she knew all about his interest in dressing up like a sissy girl - even a sissy baby girl… and she still wanted him. She stood there, casually talking about it like it were the most normal thing in the world… 

“IF you’re really serious about it,” she continued. “...And you obviously belong at the feet of a woman, not dressed like a man and standing tall… So take off those clothes, sissy.” 

Jimmy couldn’t believe this. It was all moving so fast. Never in his wildest dreams would he have thought Linda would agree to this, would throw herself into this role so much. But there she was, ordering him to undress while she pointed a riding crop at him. 

Numbly, Jimmy lifted his trembling hands and began to unbutton his shirt. Soon it was slid aside, revealing his flat, hairless chest. Linda watched with hungry eyes as he kicked off his shoes and socks, and then slid his pants off, folding them and placing them on top of his shirt. He looked at her questioningly as he grabbed the waistband of his blue briefs - and when Linda nodded, he swallowed, eyes wide as he pulled them all the way down and off, revealing his eager manhood. At least one part of him was very excited - even if his brain hadn’t quite caught up. 

“That’s good,” Linda purred. “Turn around, little sissy, and bend over the bed - I want to see that ass.” 

As she commanded, Jimmy turned around and placed his palms on the bed, sticking his bare rear out. A moment later, the riding crop sailed through the air and smacked him on one cheek, and Jimmy cried out with shock. 

“Ow!” 

Linda snickered. 


“Did that hurt? You really must be a widdle girl, huh?” 

Jimmy flushed more, looking down at his hands. He’d never felt quite so humiliated in his life - just like his fantasies, only this was real. 

“Okay, sissy,” Linda said. “Lay on your back for me, so Mistress can get the diaper and chastity cage on you.” 

Maybe a little too real... Jimmy froze for a moment, stuck between his pride and the sexy scenario’s he’d spent so long fantasizing about. His cock was so achingly hard he had trouble imagining how a cage could possibly fit on it right then, but his mind still whirled uncertainly. 

“Hon?” Linda said, sounding slightly nervous. “...Is this… not what you want?” 

Jimmy swallowed. Now or never… 

“Yes,” he admitted, blushing. “I’m just nervous. It’s embarrassing… which is, hah, really sexy, but it’s just… hard to give up control.” 

“Oh… oh!” Linda thought for a second, then grinned. “Well, it’s good you never were in control, isn’t it, sissy? Now lay on the bed before I spank that pretty pink ass of yours red!” 

“Yes, Mistress,” Jimmy replied instantly, his cheeks a feminine shade of pink as he lay down for her. 

Questions still swirled in his mind - would she still see him as a man after this? Would he ever be able to think of himself that way again? It was terrifying to think about, but in a way that made his cock throb between his legs, urging him not to care. To give in, to give up being a man, to live life as Linda’s sissy slave. 

Linda slapped the side of his bottom gently as she unfurled the pink diaper, and Jimmy’s blush increased tenfold, quivering all over as he lifted his rear so she could slide it underneath him. Once his rump went back down, he was surprised by how soft and cotton-y the inside of the diaper was. It felt like a sissy dream, and he almost regretted never actually wearing them in real life before now. 

Almost. He was glad he was sharing this with Linda the first time he did it. 

Linda frowned as she looked at his crotch. Jimmy felt her hand close around his member and groaned, bucking his hips, before Linda whipped her hand away, shaking her head. 

“Slutty little sissy, aren’t you?” Linda said, tutting. “Well… I’ll have to do something about that. Wait right here, sweetie.” 

Linda ran downstairs, leaving Jimmy alone with his thoughts. Part of him warned urgently that he should leave, say those captions and websites and everything else were a big joke, and never talk about this again. Another part suggested he just grab his pants and run down the street. 

...But Jimmy stayed, heart pounding, giddy and excited as a schoolgirl, and terrified in equal measure. 

Returning from her trip downstairs, Linda approached the bed, holding something in her hand. She held it up to Jimmy, smirking, and his eyes went wide just as he felt her touch his cock with it. 

“Ahh! Nggh…” 

Ice! It was an ice cube, sliding up and down his hard cock. That clever bitch! As Jimmy moaned in discomfort, his cock began to shrivel, shrinking down until it was the pathetic, floppy little sissyclit he knew he ought to have at all times. 

“That’s a good girl,” Linda said, smiling proudly. “Such a tiny little thing you’ve got down there, haven’t you?” 

“I have, Mistress,” Jimmy replied, biting his lip. “I d-don’t think I’ve ever satisfied a woman with it.” 


“You haven’t,” Linda replied, blithely, running the remains of the icecube up and down Jimmy’s flaccid length as he shuddered. “But that’s okay. You aren’t meant to be a man, after all. You’re meant to be a helpless sissy girl.” 

Jimmy winced at Linda’s comment, but the barb only made him more excited. He watched with a mixture of utter dread and excitement as Linda picked up the pink plastic cock cage, slowly and carefully pulling it apart, not wanting to lose any part of it. 

Manhandling his balls with her still ice-cold hand, Linda slipped the ring behind Jimmy’s testicles, and he groaned slightly as she began to put the device together around his sissy parts. She slid the locking mechanism and spacer bar on, and then, finally, with an evil grin on her face, she guided his cock into the holder for his penis. 

As he watched, Jimmy was extremely ashamed to realize how small the cage really was. He would never have picked that size - and yet, soon it fit perfectly, with a little extra room for his clit to swell up inside the plastic casing. 

Linda slid the padlock through the hole, and, as Jimmy watched, whimpering, she locked his manhood up for the foreseeable future, putting the key high up on the top of the wardrobe. 

“Oh my god,” Jimmy muttered under his breath, looking down at his cock, resting on top of a diaper - and really, for really really real, in chastity, locked away. 

He saw it throb slightly - uselessly, uncomfortably, the head sliding down a little further, with nowhere to really go. 

“Awww, is the little sissy sad about her clitty being locked up?” Linda asked, mockingly. “Don’t worry, princess Jimmy. Baby sissies don’t need to get erections. They get all their pleasure from being fucked.” 

“B-but, Mistress,” Jimmy protested, as Linda powdered his crotch with sweet smelling baby powder. “I’ve never had anything in my bottom before…” 


“Well, it’s about time we started your sissy-training then, hm?” Linda said, as she began to pull the diaper up between his legs. “A good sissy should be able to take a cock whenever she’s told to.” 

Jimmy gulped, but nodded like the obedient sissy he was, watching as the thick pink diaper was taped into place. It was doubly humiliating and naughty now, his cock locked up - and then covered completely by the bulky padding, that pressed against the hard plastic of his clit cage, making him whimper even more. 

“Wh-what are you going to do to me, Mistress?” he asked, softly, cheeks red and heart pounding. As he sat up, he heard the diaper crinkling and grimaced with shame, feeling the pleasure growing in his groin, although he couldn’t get a real erection right now. 

“Well first, I’m going to dress you up,” Linda said, grinning. “What do you think of this, hm?” 

Linda held up the pink Hihi Puppy shirt and the pink gauzy tutu, seeing the same shades of pink race across Jimmy’s humiliated face as he imagined wearing them. 

“But Mistress,” Jimmy whined softly. “I’m a boy…” 

“You’re going to be Mistress’s little girl from now on with your little sissyclitty locked up,” Linda replied. “Just a helpless widdle sissy - which means no making choices about how you’re dressed.” 

“Okay,” Jimmy agreed, reluctantly, as he put his arms up, shaking nervously. He couldn’t believe how his heart was pounding - and couldn’t believe this was really happening. 

Once the soft pink t-shirt was slipped on, he looked down at himself, touching the soft fabric over his slender chest gently. It made him blush, made him excited, and touched some part of him deep inside, all at once. 

Next, Linda slid the skirt up his legs, and Jimmy trembled, swallowing hard. This had been a fantasy for so long, to be dressed in a pretty skirt by his ‘Mistress’, treated like a naughty sissy with his clitty caged, and now it was actually happening. The skirt covered the diaper by just an inch, and you could easily see the pink designs through the thin material now it was snug around Jimmy’s hips. 

“Such a pretty girl,” Linda cooed, smoothing down the material of the skirt. “Such a cute baby in her thick diapers. Go on, sweetie… pretend you’re on a little catwalk for me.” 

Shyly, Jimmy began to walk from one end of the bedroom, to the other. 

“No, swing your hips, baby.” 

Blushing even harder, Jimmy began to sashay along, hips swaying gently, his walk feminine and almost sultry as he strutted to the end of the bedroom and then turned around. There was nothing masculine about him now, and he looked with wide vulnerable eyes at Linda, before twirling, to show off the tutu. 

“There,” he said, looking nervously at Linda for approval. “Was that good, Mistress.” 

“It was wonderful, pretty girl,” Linda replied, and Jimmy’s cock throbbed in the confines of his cage. “I don’t think I’ll ever let you be a boy again. You’re so much better at being a sissy!” 

“Please, Mistress!” Jimmy begged, only half-meaning it (but that half only made ‘Mistress’s’ denial more exciting). “I don’t want to be a girl! I’m a boy! I should be having sex with ladies, not having my cock locked up and put in diapers!” 

“Sweetie, you don’t have a cock,” Linda said, calmly. “You have a little sissy clitty.” 

“N-no I don’t,” Jimmy mumbled, frowning, ashamed even in the middle of the roleplay. “Mistress I have a cock like big boys have…” 


“I guess somebody needs a little attitude adjustment…” Linda said, sighing as she reached down one side of the bed, pulling out a broad pink paddle. “Lay over the bed again.” 

Jimmy gulped, but eventually gave in to his submissive nature, slowly laying his front half down on the bed, while his legs kept his bottom just over the edge of it. He could feel his erection straining against the plastic cage, hips occasionally rocking as he tried to grind against the diaper - whimpering as he felt almost nothing at all. 

Suddenly, he felt Linda’s hand on the small of his back, the paddle nudging his skirt upwards. 

“What do you think is going to happen now, sissy?” 

“I’m going to get a spanking, Mistress,” Jimmy replied, shivering as he said the word ‘spanking’. 

“And why is that?” 

“F-for being naughty?” 

“Mm-hmm,’ Linda agreed - and then, suddenly, Jimmy felt the first hard swat of the wooden paddle on his diapered rear. 

He yelped, mostly in shock, but also noticing how much the wooden paddle stung even through the layers of padding. Whimpering, tears in his eyes, he gripped the bedsheets tightly, crying out as another swat landed squarely on his backside. 

Jimmy didn’t know what was worse - the pain of the spanking, or the humiliation of it. The paddle flew threw the air once more, landing with a loud ‘SMACK’ on his diaper, making him squeal, girlishly. 

“Owww, Mistress, stop!” he complained, in a high-pitched voice. “Pwease no more!” 

“N-not until sissy learns her *SWAT!* place!” 


Jimmy’s yelp at that last spank could have peeled wallpaper, and he sobbed, tears rolling down his cheeks as he obediently submitted to the spanking his ‘Mistress’ had decided he deserved. The blows came down again and again on his rear, and he could do little more than bawl as he shook and trembled on the bed, an obedient sissy allowing Linda to punish him as long as she pleased. 

“Such a weak widdle baby girl,” Linda said, pinching Jimmy’s cheek as she paused. “Aren’t you, hm?” 

“Y-yesh, Mistress,” Jimmy lisped, between blubbering. “Sissy sowwy!” 

“I bet you are,” Linda murmured. “But before I forgive you, I have to give you 20 more swats - do you know how come?” 

“How come, Mistress?” 

“Because that’s how many months we’ve been together,” Linda said, genuine irritation in her voice. “And you didn’t once think to let me know you wanted this!” 

Before Jimmy could argue, Linda slammed the paddle down hard on his backside, making him howl with tears again. Over and over, the paddle smacked his sensitive bottom with a loud SLAP against the plastic, his cock cage digging uncomfortable into his crotch as he felt his sissy clitty swelling with nowhere to go. As he sobbed with humiliation, the tip of his pathetic length also leaked clear, salty fluid into his diaper, his fantasies realized, both the worst and best possible thing at once. 

Finally, Linda seemed to have finished spanking, breathing heavily herself from the force she’d been exerting to whomp Jimmy’s sore backside. She lay down the paddle on the bed, climbing onto the bed beside her sobbing sissy boyfriend. Stroking his hair softly, Linda kissed his damp cheek, and he reached out for her, whimpering. 

“Sowwee, Mistress,” he said, through sniffles and half-sobs, and she shushed him and stroked his back gently for a few moments, soothing him. 


Jimmy truly did feel utterly dominated by his girlfriend - his Mistress - now. All the fight flooded out of his body in tears that dribbled down his cheeks. He was still painfully aroused, of course, but the combination of harsh spanking and his sissy-cock locked away, trickling clear fluid into his diaper, muted the usual franticness of his libido. Instead he felt like clinging to Linda, putty in her hands, his arousal a pleasant background hum instead of the blaring fanfare it usually was. 

...But as one of Linda’s hands snaked under his pretty pink shirt, and tweaked his nipple, the music picked up. 

“Ohh!” Jimmy said, gasping. “W-wow…You’ve never done that before.” 

Linda’s smirk promised a lot more ‘firsts’ that evening, but for now, she rolled her pliable sissy boyfriend onto ‘his’ back, sliding her hands up under his shirt. 

“You need a name,” Linda said, as she brushed her thumb over one of Jimmy’s nipples, eliciting a soft moan as they stiffened under her attention. “A girl name, I mean.” 

“Y-you could… choose one for me, Mistress?” Jimmy replied, timidly. “If you’re sure I mean.” 

“Sure?” 

“About bringing this part of me… into our lives…AH!” 

Linda had pinched one nipple, hard, her smirk combined with lowered eyebrows and a hint of irritation. 

“Of course I am, silly sissy,” she said, softly. “I want to love all of you. How you want to be loved… And if that means wearing a diaper and skirt… I’m into it.” 

“O-okay,” Jimmy replied, self-consciously rubbing his hands together. “Then, what kind of name do you think suits her- suits me, as a… sissy?” 

Linda giggled at how Jimmy mumbled that last word, not even able to meet her eyes. She hmmed, tapping her chin exaggeratedly to lighten the mood as she thought about it, running through dozens of names in her head. Finally she grinned down at him. 

“Valentine!” 

“V-valentine?” 

“Mmhmm,” Linda insisted, nodding. “It’s perfect. Because it’s the day I got to see you as you really are… My. Diapered. Sissy. Babygirl.” 

With each word, Linda tickled and pinched a different part of ‘Jimmy’s - now ‘Valentine’s - side, making her squirm and kick and laugh. 

“Val for short,” Linda added, after a moment. “Maybe I’ll have a collar made for you…” 

Valentine gulped, her whole face seeming softer now she had her second name. Linda looked into her eyes, trying to read the emotions there - lust, hope, love… fear… excitement… 

“I’d like that, Mistress,” Valentine finally said. 

Linda’s eyes fluttered, half-lidded, and the mood changed again, as she slid sensually onto the bed, straddling her sissy, her mound covered by only the thin fabric of her thong as she pressed herself against Valentine’s thick pink diaper. She could feel the hardness of the cage through it, and as she ground against it, Valentine whimpered with pained pleasure. 

“Does my little sissy like this?” Linda teased, rocking her hips, knowing Valentine’s little clit must be straining at her cage by now. “Such a dirty sissy, aren’t you?” 


Valentine just moaned, squirming. The cage being pressed down against her groin was uncomfortable to say the least, but the movements of Linda’s hips were so stimulating. It was like now her cock was caged and it couldn’t be her full focus, every part of her body was a little more sensitive - and when Linda leaned forwards to strike and caress her nipples, kissing her softly, nipping at her neck, Valentine found herself moaning shamelessly. 

“Oh, please, Mistress!” Valentine pleaded, not sure where she was pleading for Linda to stop - or begging her not to. “Please!” 

“You want to cum, sissy slut?” Linda asked, tracing one of Valentine’s erect nipples with a finger. “You know sissies only get to cum when they’re being fucked...” 

Valentine whimpered as she realized what Linda meant. What she’d said earlier was true - she’d never experienced any kind of anal penetration before… But it had been the cornerstone of so many fantasies for so long. Could she really turn away from Linda’s offer to anally penetrate her? 

...Yes, she decided. But only to better offer her rump. 

“Y-yes, Mistress,” Valentine replied, every inch the blushing virgin. “I, I’d like it if you f-fucked me, please…” 

“Say it in that cuuute widdle voice of yours, my pathetic li’l fucktoy,” Linda said, pinching Valentine’s cheeks affectionately. 

“...Pwease fuck me Mistwess…” Valentine managed, her face beat red. “Sissy … wuvs to be fucked by big cocks…” 

“Mmm, that’s because you’re a dirty girl, aren’t you?” Linda said as she got off of Valentine, shoving her over onto her front once more. “A slutty, naughty girl who needs a cock inside her ass to cum.” 

“U-uh huh,” Valentine replied shyly, trembling as she moved onto all fours, her rump held high. “Me swutty, Mistwess.” 


“Mmm, I bet… and today you’re going to be my slutty toy…” 

Valentine felt Linda grabbing and groping at her diaper, sliding her hand along the back of it. She paused, roughly around the area where Valentine’s anus was, and pushed the padding forwards making Valentine gasp, feeling it touch her sensitive hole. 

“Ohh!” 

Linda grinned, feeling the response - and with surprising precision, she tore a hole right there in the diaper. Valentine shivered at the feeling of cold air on her backpassage - but soon that air felt positively tropical, compared to the cold, slimy lubricant that was being smeared over her pucker. 

“Ah! Mi-mistress?!” she said, eyes wide, as she felt a well-lubricated finger probing her hole. She gripped the bedsheets, whiteknuckled as she felt it pushing harder. “MISTRESS!” 

Linda chuckled as her finger *pop*ped inside, past Valentine’s tight anal ring. Valentine groaned audibly at the alien feeling of being invaded. It ached and burned and felt amazing all at once, and as Linda’s finger sawed back and forth inside her tight hole, Valentine moaned, thrusting her rear back wantonly. 

“M-mistress… It feels so strange,” she said, referring to how the anal penetration pulled her into a new kind of arousal she’d never felt before. “My little sissy clit is trying to get big…” 

“It’s not allowed,” Linda replied, chuckling. “Widdle sissies don’t have any use for those things. Not that any woman would want it, anyway.” 

Valentine moaned, nodding in agreement as she rocked herself on the bed, now trying to get that finger as deep inside as possible, sensing there was a sweet spot a little deeper in it was just missing. Linda wriggled the digit around - and then yanked it out, eliciting another groan from Valentine, who looked back at Linda pleadingly. 

“Hold on, hon,” Linda said fondly, pulling open a bedside drawer. 

She pulled out a long, wobbly, pink cock, with a bulbous handle of some kind on the top. As Valentine watched, her Mistress slid her panties to one side, and easily slipped the ‘handle’ up inside her, murmuring with pleasure as a bump on the toy came to rest on her clit. 

“Mmm… Come here, babygirl,” Linda cooed, grinning. “We need to teach you how to suck cock…” 

“Yes Mistress,” Valentine said, not wanting to admit how curious she was about that very topic - but her clit throbbing in her cage and her look of eagerness gave her away to herself and Linda. 

Clumsily, she grabbed both hands of the faux phallus, stroking up and down awkwardly as she looked up at Linda’s face… Linda herself moaned, softly, feeling the pressure on her clit increasing, a rubbing sensation as Valentine stroked her girlfriend’s new cock. 

“Nmm, t-try to use your mouth…” Linda ordered, and Valentine blushed, slowly lowering her mouth the toy. 

She was surprised, and yes, honestly, a little embarrassed by how much she found she enjoyed it, her lips wrapping around Linda’s tip as she obediently sucked cock like a good sissy. Linda directed her with a hand, pushing her down further, and she looked up at her with big eyes as she let the dildo slip further into her throat. 

“Suck your cheeks in and out,” Linda told her, shivering. “Nmm… You have a natural talent for blowjobs, don’t you, baby?” 

Valentine didn’t think her face could get redder, but it did. She was so humiliated, her manhood stripped away, her cock locked up - her only chance of sexual pleasure was to let herself be fucked in the ass. 

The fact she was incredibly aroused by thinking about that only made it more humiliating, a feedback loop of embarrassment and excitement that circled back on itself over and over, until Valentine was bobbing and slurping on Linda’s fake cock like she was born to do it, cheeks hollowing in and out. 


Linda moaned, digging her nails into Valentine’s hair. She was amazed at how much sensation she felt through the dildo, and as Valentine squeaked what might have been a complain, Linda moved her head back and forth, using her sissy’s mouth like a fuck toy as the rubber teased her clit. 

“Ohhh God… ngh, okay,” Linda said, panting, yanking Valentine off of her cock. “We need to get on the bed, now… Get up there, show your mistress what a good pet you are.” 

“Y-yes ma’am,” Valentine replied, her head spinning with how dizzy with cocklust - even a fake cock - she’d become, feeling anxious about being penetrated for the first time - but mostly excited, sticking her slutty rump up high, the hole in the diaper providing a target for Linda’s silicone phallus. 

Linda slathered more lubricant on the shaft - and then came behind Valentine, grabbing her by one hip, firmly. 

Valentine gasped, heart pounding as Linda grabbed her. There was something so primal about being gripped that way, in this position, that despite her ‘male’ body Valentine felt herself reacting. She felt the urge, the need to be bred, to be used - she wasn’t a man, she was a sissy, and her job was to be fucked. 

“Please, please fuck your sissy’s ass, Mistress,” Valentine begged, suddenly desperate, pushing her rear back eagerly. “I want it so bad…” 

Linda slapped her hard on the upper thigh, and Valentine shrieked, scrambling to pull forwards slightly. 

“Naughty, slutty girl,” Linda said, laughing. “Your mistress decides when you’re fucked…” 

To emphasize the point, Linda poked the now-slimy cock through the diaper hole, the tip finding Valentine’s tight pucker. Valentine felt her sissyparts throb between her legs, leaking useless clear fluid as she swallowed, waiting for Linda to penetrate her. Instead, Linda sedately lifted her hips up and down, stroking the tip against that crinkled entrance. 


She continued this for a while, the teasing unbearable, sometimes pushing a little more firmly, threatening to enter Valentine… and then pulling back, leaving her unfulfilled, literally. Linda had been doing this for so long now that Valentine had circled back to her fear of penetration once more, and now every second was nailbiting as she wondered when she would finally feel- 

“NGGH…. Ngh… OHHH GOD THAT’S BIG!” Valentine bared her teeth in a grimace as Linda began to push, and push, and push, until the lubricated toy began to sink into Valentine’s slightly loosened backside. 

Linda breathed through her nose, reminding herself not to shove, but the pressure travelled down the base of the toy to Linda’s clit, and every inch there was more delicious, clamping, squeezing pressure. 

“Ohhh Mistress I don’t know if I can do this!” Valentine said in a panicked voice, but Linda just held her hips firmly, shoving inch after inch deeper inside the sissy’s hole. 

“Shh,” Linda replied, smirking. “We both know your slutty ass can take it. Just be a good girl and relax. This is what you were made for, my sissy toy.” 

Valentine moaned, aroused and embarrassed at the same time in the most delicious way. Panting, she nodded obediently, trying to relax her clenching muscles that didn’t understand why Linda’s toy was invading her backside. 

Slowly but surely, it all disappeared inside her, until Linda felt her crotch pressing up against the thick padding of Valentine’s diaper. 

“Wow, you really are a slut,” she commented, grinning. “You took the whole cock on your first try. Are you proud of yourself, sissy?” 


“Y-yes Mistress,” Valentine replied, embarrassed. “I l-love… nghh… the feeling of you filling my worthless ass.” 

Despite the discomfort, Valentine could feel the rod buried in her rear resting on her swollen prostate, bringing her a new element of pleasure she’d never felt before. As Linda began to drag the thick toy back out, Valentine gasped and shuddered, a warm jolt of pleasure heading straight to her caged cock. 

Moans of lust mixed with grunts of pain as Linda forcefully worked that thick shaft back and forth inside the sissy below her. She grunted, digging her nails into Valentine’s side and causing a girlish squeak of pain - and then more moans of pleasure, Valentine’s breathing growing heavier as she slowly got into the rhythm of being fucked, Linda’s own huffs and whimpers telling a similar story. 

Valentine was amazed to discover how good this kind of sex felt, some part of her deeply ashamed she preferred it to ‘fucking a woman like a man’, but the rest of her was completely overwhelmed with the sensations of her Mistress’ hands on her body, the crinkling of the diaper as it bunched up, shoved against Linda’s crotch - and the feeling of being pounded slowly by her. 

Every stroke, in or out, ground against her sweet spot inside in just the right way. Valentine moaned, shamelessly - at first, she tried to rock her hips against nothing, her clit trapped inside its cage, useless and mostly flaccid, but found she got nothing out of it. Biting her lip, she pushed back experimentally, and then moaned loudly. 

She couldn’t help it. It felt so good, she felt so full in such a good way, that she began rocking her hips, trying to time her motions with Linda’s quickening thrusts. Her sissyclit tingled and throbbed, swelling up more and more, feeling a little snug and uncomfortable in the cage, grateful for the diaper that kept her flowing juices from dripping onto the bed. Every thrust seemed to force a little more out of her, little droplets being flicked into the lining of the padding. 

Bitch was the right word for her as Linda’s thrusts went on full throttle, pounding her as they both moaned and gasped in feminine voices. Valentine could feel that familiar feeling of an orgasm looming, and judging from Linda’s hot, panting breaths, she was close as well. Valentine grit her teeth, bearing down hard so she could feel every glorious inch slamming into her tight hole, moaning, panting, gasping, wondering when the end would come and how it would feel… 


“OH! OH ohhh Ahhh OHHHHHHHHHHHHH…” 

Valentine came vocally, her hips bucking as her cum dribbled out into the diaper. Her clit throbbed with pleasure, but her ass was what she focused on, the muscles clenching rhythmically around the toy, feeling like a massage for her abused backpassage as she moaned loudly. 

Seeing Valentine cum, Linda snarled, grabbing her hips and pounding frantically, slamming her length home again and again as Valentine continued orgasm, crying out in happy ecstacy until finally, Linda slammed her silicone cock home with a load moan, rocking and bucking her hips urgently against the toy. She grunted and gasped, racked with intense pleasure, holding herself, quivering, against Valentine’s diapered backside. 

They trembled together for one, two, three moments more. Before Valentine sagged, moaning, and Linda sighed, trembling, as she left herself inside Valentine’s rear for now. 

Trembling, her muscles and body overwhelmed and overworked, Valentine shuddered, blushing as she felt her bladder starting to empty into the diaper, making it grow warm and sodden in a few moments. She shivered at the feeling of release, face glowing with humiliation, no better expression of her place as a diapered, cock-loving sissy than wetting herself helplessly while a phallus was thrust hard up her rear. 

Slowly, Linda dragged the toy out of Valentine’s backside. Valentine gasped and cried out in pain and a sudden feeling of emptiness, and then shivered, flopping onto her side and looking up at Linda dreamily. 

“Sooooo good, Mistress,” she moaned, shameless, for the moment, anyway. 

“Was it?” Linda asked, smiling as she pulled the toy out, her own legs shaking. “I wasn’t sure but… Oh, I can tell it must have been…*giggle* Sissy’s had a widdle accident, huh?” 

Valentine tried to clumsily cover her diaper with her hands, but once the toy was cleaned and put away, Linda giggled, trying to pull them away. 

“Wow, who would have though you were such a baby, Jimmy?” Linda teased. “Did I… Did I do it right?” 

“Y-yeah,” her partner replied, smiling nervously. “But… could I maybe… stay Valentine, for a little bit?” 

“Of course, cherub,” Linda said, kissing the sissy’s forehead. Then she got a little smirk that grew into a wicked grin - and before Valentine could protest, Linda’s hand darted between her legs, groping her cage through the soaked diaper, making her squeal. 

“In fact, after that, you’ll be lucky if I don’t just decide to keep ‘Jimmy’ locked up forever!” 

Valentine gulped, giving a nervous smile as if she wasn’t sure if Linda was joking or not. 

“Besides,” Linda continued, snuggling Valentine to her. “We need to talk about those other pictures and stories I found on your computer.” 

“...Other pictures?” Valentine replied, tensing. 

“Oh yes,” Linda said, grinning. “I was thinking we could start with the ones where I give you enemas and completely unpotty-train you, sending you outside in diapers and dresses…” 

Valentine gulped. 

“...And then move on to the ones where you’re taken - violated - by ‘real men’ - three, or four, at once. Does that sound nice, baby girl?” 

Shyly, Valentine nodded. 

“...I think so, Mistress.” 

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: 

●    'The Office Nurse made me LOAD my diapers!' - a spin off from the 'My Wife is my New Mommy' series. ABDL story with medical play and enemas. The new nurse they've hired at Joshie's work has some ideas about keeping him regular - but he gets a big reward afterwards… 

●     '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!              

●     'Daddy's Diapered Babyslut #3'  -  part 3 of the 3 part series. M/f exhibitionism ABDL story - in their most extreme adventure yet, Martin takes Chelsea to the zoo, forcing her to mess her diapers in public. After she's cleaned up, he gives               her the 'special attention' that naughty girls' need - right there at the zoo! 
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