
        
            
                
            
        

    


Mommy’s Rules: Trapped and Punished by a Shemale Mistress






An ABDL Sissy Erotic Novel








Introduction




Hugh was an ordinary guy who started his studies around the age of 18. He had plenty of friends, but nothing too special in his social circle. While he wasn’t a ladykiller or strikingly handsome, he had a likable personality that made him fun to be around.

Hugh loved to joke and tell stories. If you spent any time with him, you could count on being entertained by his endless tales and witty remarks.

By the time he finished his studies at 22, Hugh was still that average, relatable guy. He began looking for a meaningful relationship, often trying his luck at bars. But, despite his best efforts, things never seemed to work out. Occasionally, he’d get a kiss, but it never went further than that.

A few months later, Hugh started working at a furniture company where he quickly rose to the role of sales manager. His knack for selling furniture brought him happiness and a sense of accomplishment. Outside of work, Hugh spent his free time either going out or gaming at home.

At home, Hugh was laid-back, even lazy at times, but at work, he was something of a superhero. As he became more focused on his career, he decided to give online dating a try, hoping it might help him find someone special.

That’s when he met Tiffany.

Tiffany was a stunning 23-year-old with brown hair, piercing blue eyes, and a gorgeous figure. She was funny, intelligent, and everything Hugh could ever dream of. From the moment they matched on the dating app, Hugh felt incredibly lucky. They quickly began chatting, exchanging messages for hours each day. The connection felt effortless, and Hugh found himself drawn deeper into her charm.





This story contains:


 
forced wetting, diaper punishment, ABDL, humiliation, sissy transformation, dominant mistresses, submission, chastity, buttplug training, public embarrassment, forced feminization, sissy roleplay, power dynamics, crinkling shame, forced dependency, diaper domination, adult baby roleplay, restraint and bondage, mommy dom, spanking, diaper humiliation, and sissy training.






The Meetup with Tiffany




After days of chatting, Hugh worked up the courage to ask Tiffany out on a date. To his delight, she said yes. However, there was a catch—Tiffany mentioned she had a huge secret. Intrigued, Hugh pressed her to reveal it, but she only responded, "I’ll tell you on our date."




Curiosity consumed Hugh as they planned their date for the following week. He couldn’t shake the question from his mind.

 

Why was this beautiful, intelligent woman still single?


 
Was the secret something serious?




As the days passed, Hugh and Tiffany continued their conversations. They chatted about daily life, shared jokes, and got to know each other better, but Tiffany didn’t drop a single hint about her secret. Her evasiveness only made Hugh more curious—and a little uneasy.

Though he felt unsure of what to expect, Hugh couldn’t deny that he was falling for her. She was everything he’d ever dreamed of in a partner, and despite the lingering mystery, he was ready to take the leap and meet her in person.



The Coffee Bar




Finally, the long-awaited date night had arrived. Hugh and Tiffany met at a cozy coffee bar, the perfect spot for a warm cup of coffee and a chance to connect in person. Hugh, nervous but excited, arrived a little early, his mind buzzing with anticipation. As he fidgeted at the table, he glanced toward the door—and there she was.

Tiffany walked into the coffee bar, looking exactly like her pictures on the dating app. Her beauty was even more captivating in person. Hugh felt a rush of heat rise to his cheeks, his heart racing. She seemed almost angelic, her presence filling the room with a warmth that made him momentarily forget his nervousness.

"Hi, it’s so nice to meet you in person," Tiffany said, her voice soft and melodic, every bit as enchanting as the rest of her. Hugh stumbled over his greeting but managed to return her smile as they found their table.

They sat down together, ordered their coffee, and began to chat. Conversation flowed easily, and Hugh quickly felt at ease in Tiffany’s company. She had a natural charm that made him feel like they’d known each other forever.

As they talked, Tiffany leaned closer, her hand gently resting on Hugh’s thigh. Her touch was electrifying. Slowly, she slid her hand higher, her movements deliberate yet teasing. Hugh froze, his breath catching in his throat. Then, with a coy smile, Tiffany leaned in and whispered, "I’ll lead you," her voice low and sultry.

Taking his hand, she guided it to her thigh, resting it there. Hugh’s mind raced as a wave of heat coursed through him. The moment was charged with sensuality, her confidence leaving him completely mesmerized. His body responded instinctively, and before he could process what was happening, he felt a small spurt of release in his underpants. He was overwhelmed with desire, unable to think clearly.

But as Hugh’s hand moved higher along Tiffany’s thigh, he suddenly felt something unexpected. His fingers brushed against a firm shape beneath her dress, something that didn’t match the delicate softness of her skin. Confused, he froze, his heart pounding as realization began to dawn.

Tiffany met his gaze, her smile enigmatic, as if she’d been waiting for this moment all along.





The Secret




As Tiffany guided Hugh's hand up her thigh, his fingers brushed against something hard and unexpected. At first, he didn’t register what it was, but then the realization hit him—her secret. Tiffany was a shemale.

Hugh froze, his mind racing with confusion and discomfort. Panic overwhelmed him, and he blurted out, "No, I didn’t sign up for this!" His words were harsh, cutting deeply into Tiffany’s feelings. Without thinking, he stood up and fled the coffee bar, leaving her behind. His actions were impulsive and cowardly, and in his haste, he didn’t consider the hurt he had caused.

Later that evening, Tiffany messaged him, her pain evident in her words. She asked him why he had acted so cruelly, why he couldn’t handle the truth. Hugh, now reflecting on his behavior, felt ashamed of how childish and disrespectful he’d been. He apologized, acknowledging his immaturity and hurtful actions.

While Hugh tried to mend things with Tiffany, she confided in her friends about what had happened. She told them everything—about Hugh's reaction, his cruel words, and how he had run away like a coward. Her friends, protective and outraged, vowed to teach Hugh a lesson.

Not long after, Hugh reached out again, insisting that he wanted to make things right. Tiffany told her friends about his attempt to make amends, and they saw an opportunity to put their plan into motion.

“Yes, invite him over!” one of her friends said. “That idiot thinks a simple apology is enough? We’ll make sure he understands the gravity of his actions. Let’s show him what happens when you mess with one of us.”

They devised a wicked plan to confront Hugh and make him atone for the pain he caused Tiffany. Encouraged by her friends, Tiffany invited Hugh to her house, giving him no indication of what awaited him. Unaware of the ambush, Hugh eagerly accepted the invitation, ready to make up for his mistake.

Little did he know, Tiffany’s house would be filled with her friends, all waiting for him, their plan ready to unfold. Hugh had no idea that his attempt to reconcile was about to turn into the most humbling experience of his life.





The Punishment for Hugh




Hugh arrived nervously at Tiffany’s house, determined to make amends for his past behavior. She greeted him at the door, dressed in a stunning mini skirt that highlighted her perfect figure. She looked even more radiant than he remembered, and Hugh couldn’t help but feel a familiar heat rise in him. His arousal was embarrassingly obvious, forming a small tent in his pants.

As she led him into the living room, Hugh was surprised to find two other beautiful women seated on the couch. They turned to greet him with mischievous smiles. One of them smirked and said, “Ah, look at the boy with the little stiffy! And here we thought you didn’t like shemales…”

Hugh flushed crimson with embarrassment, but the teasing only heightened his arousal. He felt completely out of his depth. Tiffany noticed his reaction and smiled coyly. “Please, sit down,” she said. “I’ll get you something to drink. My friends will keep you company.”

The two women introduced themselves. The first was Sara, a petite redhead who looked friendly on the surface but had a mischievous glint in her eye that made Hugh uneasy. She was 25 years old, worked as a manager at a wholesaler, and was known for her sharp wit and passionate blog posts about justice and fairness. But behind her friendly demeanor, there was a distinct air of control and confidence.

The other woman, Anna, was a striking blonde, 27 years old, dressed in a tight latex dress that accentuated her curves. She carried herself with an intimidating dominance that left Hugh tongue-tied. She leaned forward slightly, her ample chest catching his attention, and smirked as she noticed his gaze linger.

“So, you’re the rude little boy, aren’t you?” Anna teased. “Tell me, do you want a closer look?”

“N-no, no, that’s not it,” Hugh stammered, his voice faltering.

Anna didn’t wait for his response. She stood up and strode confidently toward him, her latex dress hugging her figure. Without hesitation, she sat down on his lap, her presence overpowering and electrifying. Hugh froze, unsure of what to do, as his mind raced with conflicting emotions of fear, shame, and arousal. His body betrayed him, and he felt himself grow hotter with every passing moment.

“Lost your tongue, little boy?” Anna laughed, her voice dripping with mockery. “Aww, don’t worry, cutie pie. I’ll take good care of you.”

Before Hugh could gather his thoughts, Tiffany returned to the room, holding a drink in hand. Her timing gave him a brief reprieve, but it was clear that his ordeal was only just beginning.

If you knew Sara, you’d know she was the type of person everyone liked—friendly, approachable, and seemingly harmless. She wouldn’t hurt a fly. However, Sara had a sharp mind and a burning passion for justice. In her free time, she was a well-known blogger who wrote fiercely about injustices and the ways she believed wrongdoers should be punished, often with a creative cruelty that surprised those who knew her kinder side.

Anna, on the other hand, was an entirely different presence. At 27, she was a tall, striking blonde who carried herself with an air of authority that could intimidate anyone. Dressed in a short, tight latex dress, she exuded dominance. Her ample chest, barely contained by her outfit, caught Hugh’s attention immediately, and he found it nearly impossible to look away.

Anna noticed his gaze and smirked knowingly. Her voice was sharp as she teased, “He’s a rude little boy, isn’t he? Staring like that. Do you want a closer look, little boy?”

“N-no, no,” Hugh stammered, trying to find his words but failing miserably under her piercing gaze.

But Anna didn’t wait for his response. With deliberate confidence, she walked over to him, her heels clicking on the floor with every step. Then, without hesitation, she sat down on his lap, her latex dress pressing against him. The suddenness of her move left Hugh frozen, his breath caught in his throat.

Hugh’s mind raced as he felt her weight on him. He couldn’t think straight, the heat in his body building to an unbearable level. To his horror, he realized his arousal was painfully obvious, and a small amount of pre-cum dampened his underwear. The pressure of Anna’s presence, combined with his own overwhelming feelings, left him completely silenced—a rare state for him.

“Oh, what’s this? Lost your tongue, little silly boy?” Anna taunted, her voice laced with amusement. “I thought you’d have something clever to say.”

Hugh’s mouth opened, but no words came out. The humiliation of his situation only fueled his arousal further, and he felt the heat in his pants intensify. “I… I just don’t know how to react,” he finally mumbled.

Anna leaned in closer, her voice dropping to a sultry whisper. “Aww, isn’t that cute? You’re just a little cutie pie, aren’t you?” Her laughter echoed in his ears as she played with his discomfort.

Hugh’s face burned with embarrassment, but before he could say anything else, Tiffany walked back into the room with a drink in hand. Anna stood up gracefully, leaving Hugh feeling both relieved and exposed. His heart raced as he tried to compose himself, but he knew deep down that this was only the beginning of what they had planned for him.



Hugh's Humiliation: A Moment of Deep Embarrassment




Hugh didn’t know what to do, his mind a chaotic swirl of confusion and embarrassment as Anna laughed loudly. “Lost your tongue, little silly boy?” she teased, her mocking tone making his humiliation worse.




Hugh’s thoughts raced.

 

Why is she calling me a silly boy?


 
Gathering what little courage he had left, he muttered defensively, “No, I’m not a silly boy. I just… don’t know how to react.”




Anna grinned wickedly and leaned in close. “Aww, cutie pie,” she cooed mockingly, her voice dripping with condescension. “You’re just adorable.”

Before Hugh could respond, Tiffany returned to the room, holding a drink. Anna, with a mischievous smirk, stood up from Hugh’s lap—but not before a warm, wet sensation spread across his pants. Hugh froze in shock, his mind struggling to process what had just happened. Tiffany, catching sight of the damp spot, burst out laughing.

“Did little Hugh piss his pants?” Tiffany teased, her voice full of mock concern. Hugh’s face burned with embarrassment as he realized why his pants had suddenly grown so hot.

“No! I didn’t— I don’t know how this happened!” Hugh stammered, trying to explain. “Anna did this to me, I think!”

Tiffany’s expression hardened as she crossed her arms. “So, you’re a liar too, Mr. Apology?” she said, her tone icy. “You came here to apologize, and instead, you wet yourself and blame Anna for your childish behavior?”

“I—no, that’s not—” Hugh tried to explain, but the words caught in his throat. He was helpless as Tiffany snapped a picture of him, capturing the wet stain on his pants and the humiliatingly obvious bulge beneath it.

“This picture will go online for everyone to see,” Tiffany said coldly, holding her phone up as a threat. “Unless… you do exactly as we say. From now on, you will call us Mistress or Mommy, and you will obey our every command. Do you understand?”

Hugh felt his heart drop. He was trapped. The fear of his humiliation being shared for the world to see left him with no choice. He swallowed hard and nodded. “Yes, I understand,” he whispered, barely audible.

Tiffany’s hand snapped across his face in a sharp smack, startling him. “What do we say, little boy?” she demanded.

Hugh’s cheeks burned as he mumbled, “Yes, Mistresses, I understand.”

“Good,” Tiffany said with a triumphant smirk. The game had just begun, and Hugh was already at their mercy.

“Yes, Mistresses,” Hugh said, his voice trembling with fear and shame, his heart pounding as he fully grasped the severity of his situation.

Tiffany smirked, her commanding tone unwavering. “Good. Now, let’s get you out of those wet pants and into something more suitable.”

Yes, Mistresses,” Hugh stammered, his voice trembling with fear and shame. His face burned as he realized just how helpless he had become.

Tiffany’s lips curled into a wicked smile. “Good boy. Now, let’s get you out of those wet pants and into something… more appropriate.”

Before Hugh could respond, the three women closed in on him, guiding him toward the bedroom with a mix of playful teasing and firm control. His mind was spinning. Was this really happening? A small part of him hoped this was leading somewhere exciting, but the heat of arousal clouded his judgment, making it impossible to think clearly.

Once in the bedroom, Hugh found himself being secured to the bed. He barely registered what was happening as the women worked quickly, tying him firmly with practiced ease. He tried to rationalize the situation, convincing himself that this might be part of a playful game. But his flicker of hope evaporated when Tiffany stepped forward, holding something that sent a wave of dread through him—a bright pink diaper.

“No,” Hugh gasped, his voice trembling. “No, don’t do that to me…”

“Oh, but we will,” Tiffany replied, her voice dripping with amusement. “You’ve been a naughty little boy, and now you’ll be dressed the part.”

With a deliberate, teasing pace, she unfolded the diaper, the crinkling sound filling the air. Hugh twisted and squirmed against his restraints, but it was no use—he was completely at their mercy. The humiliation washed over him as Tiffany slid the diaper beneath him, her mocking grin only making it worse.

“Stop fighting,” she said firmly. “This is happening whether you like it or not.”

Hugh’s face burned with shame as the diaper was positioned snugly around him. He couldn’t believe this was happening—tied up, diapered, and completely powerless to resist. Every sound, every movement felt magnified, deepening his humiliation.

As Tiffany secured the diaper in place, she leaned in close, her tone shifting to one of playful condescension. “You’ll look so cute in pink,” she teased, patting the front of the diaper for emphasis. “Now, be a good little boy, and this might stay between us.”

After sliding the diaper beneath him, Tiffany calmly applied lubricant before pressing a plug into him with deliberate precision. Hugh squirmed, his cheeks flushing with shame, but he couldn’t resist. She then secured the diaper tightly, the crinkling sound sealing his humiliation.

Hugh broke into tears, overwhelmed by the sheer embarrassment of it all. Yet, despite himself, a part of him remained undeniably aroused, leaving him trapped in a confusing storm of emotions.

Tiffany leaned in with a smirk. "Are you going to be a good girl for Mommy now?" she asked, her voice dripping with mockery. Hugh sobbed, his cheeks burning with humiliation, but he still mustered the strength to resist. "No, never," he choked out.

Then came the sharp click of a camera. Another photo—this time capturing him red-faced and crying in a diaper.

Tiffany’s voice turned calm but firm. "This will be your new life," she explained, her words cutting through his resistance. "You’ve proven you’re nothing but a child. But… if you behave like a good girl, this can stay our little secret."

She traced her fingers over him, a mix of comfort and control, keeping him teetering on the edge of his emotions, helpless to escape her grasp.




His mind grew hazy, unable to think clearly anymore. She leaned in and said, "I’ll come if you promise to be a good girl for Mommy."




Confused and not processing her words fully, he mumbled, "I’ll be a good girl for Mommy."




The other women burst into laughter, mocking him cruelly. "What a pathetic little diaper girl you are!" one of them sneered.




Hugh thought Tiffany would finally let him release, but she had other plans. With a wicked grin, she released her own cock, removed his buttplug, and began thrusting her eight inches into him. Each movement made Hugh cry out, tears streaming down his face, but the mixture of humiliation and arousal left him powerless.

After taking him fully, Tiffany shifted her attention to his mouth. She pushed herself past his lips, dominating him entirely. Just before climaxing, she pulled away and refastened his diaper, finishing directly into it, filling it to capacity.

Hugh was mortified, his resistance shattered. The girls taunted him mercilessly. “Did Hugh mess his little diapiee?” they laughed. His face burned with shame, but this was only the beginning. To make matters worse, he realized he desperately needed to pee. Gathering what little dignity he had left, he asked, “Can I at least use the toilet?”

The room erupted into laughter. “You’re wearing your toilet,” one of them mocked.

The days that followed were pure humiliation. The women treated his diaper as their personal toilet, often only allowing him a change twice a day, forcing him to endure hours soaked in their piss. Every moment reinforced his utter submission.

When Hugh finally begged for redemption, Tiffany simply smirked. “Your diaper days are far from over,” she replied. Over time, his punishment deepened. His body adapted to the relentless humiliation; his stretched anus could no longer hold itself without a large plug. Any semblance of resistance or dignity had long been stripped away.
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