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Another Day at Work

You hear about pizza men ending up sleeping with the customer when you get the job. And old cliché, sure, but then when it happens, you can’t believe it’s real. Though this feels like the opposite of that story if you’re sitting in a big puffy diaper while wearing a short, pink and white frilly dress and playing with dolls with the customer. Perhaps I should start from the beginning…

It was the regular Friday night at Pizza Amazing! Not my choice of names for a pizza joint, but it’s one of the more popular of the pizza places in town. Which means I was out delivering orders in my beat up buggy well after the closing time.

As I delivered the last order, I got back in my car and drove back, ready to cash out. I was happy that the night was ending and I was looking forward to the weekend off. Had to browbeat my boss to get it, but I got it. I almost wonder if that’s the reason she gave me the closing shift. But as I pulled into the establishment and exited my car, it all seemed so small.

“Hey Brandon…” Diane, the raven haired owner of Pizza Amazing! And my boss greeted me as I walked through the backdoor. How she trailed off, I knew she had bad news for me.

“What is it...?” I set down my pizza bag, trying to show my displeasure in a passive aggressive way.

“You’re going to hate me, but we got an order a minute before closing,” she said, pointing to the pizza box on the heating rack.

“Seriously!” I whined, my arms slumped down. “I’m about to enjoy two days off. Can’t you do it?”

She chuckled at my response. “As much as I want to do your job, I have to get back to my husband.” She added on, though I’m unsure if she was trying to insult my single status.

“Fine…” I groaned.

“Come on, I’ll cash you out,” she turned in her desk chair and nudged toward her office computer. On nights like these, Diane would calculate my tips out and then subtract the last order. That way I could just go home after. Once I separated my tips from the night and then paid for the last order, I grabbed the order of one large cheese pizza and head for my car.

The house’s address led me to a green suburb area called Belle Woods on the outskirts of the city and our delivery limit. I pulled up to the blue house close to midnight, seeing trees next to their wooden fence, giving the house an air of privacy. As I got out of my car, I felt the cool night air and enjoyed the night silence. This whole place made me feel more secure.

I walked up to the door, pizza in hand, ready for a quick drop off, but before I could even knock, the door opened. There in the doorway was a curvy blonde woman who looked in her early 30s wearing a black almost translucent night gown hiding her tan skin. “Oh, is that my pizza?” she asked, dripping in seduction.

“I… I…” I croaked fumbling the pizza box. I wasn’t expecting to see such a woman on such a late night. With her wavy hair and her made-up face, she looked like a lingerie model.

She giggled, knocking me out of my stupor. I had to focus, thinking that she was done up to entertain to someone else. I quickly dug in my pocket to pull out to get the receipt. “Thank you for choosing Pizza Amazing,” I pulled out the crumpled piece of paper in a hurry. “It’ll be 9.50,” I said, holding out my sweaty hand while I tried to not notice her pink nipples pointing out.

She gave cocky smile like she knew something I didn’t, “Oh I’m sorry, but I don’t have the money…” she leaned in squeezing her boobs together though I wasn’t sure if it was purposeful until she added, “There must is there some other way to pay?”

My jaw almost hung open in disbelief. Sure I knew I about the old porno trope of some greasy pizza guy walking in a cheesy outfit similar to mine and then say some corny line followed by sex. But never would I have thought that this would actually happen in real life.

While my brain was fried, the woman rolled her eyes. “Maybe you would like to come in to think?” she held open the door for me. “It’s awfully cold out here,” she said covering herself up.

“Um, Okay.” I pinched myself to see if I was dreaming. Maybe I feel asleep on the drive over here and I’m in heaven. These thoughts went through my head as I followed her in to her house.

“You can set the pie over there,” she pointed to her dining room that was connected to her living room, “I’m going to get something warm myself up, it was chilly out there.”

As she walked to the hallway next to the kitchen, I made my way through her clean house, my sneakers brushing against the white carpeted floor until I got to the dining room. I set down the pizza box on her dining table, my heart racing. Was I really going to do this?

My brief panic attack was interrupted as the woman returned in a shiny pink robe, setting down an empty wine glass. I look over at her, seeing she was holding a red wine bottle. “Care for a glass to calm your nerves, Brandon?”

“Yeah, thanks,” I responded without thinking, forgetting that I was going to need to drive home tonight, unless I spent the night? As she filled up my glass, it dawned on me. “How do you know my name?”

Her seductive brown eyes opened in surprise. As she darted back and forth, she continued filling the glass. “Oh, Diane, said your name when I finished my order.” She stopped pouring the wine almost at the brim of the glass. “Yeah, after my order she said that Brandon will be right down,” she laughed nervously as I drank the wine with both hands.

It threw me off, sure, but even our receipt says my first name, so I let it slide. The main reason was the taste of the wine was really good. I think it was a Merlo.

While I was enjoying the wine, she walked over to her record player stationed next to the window, looking out to the front yard, and turned it on, filling the room with soothing jazz that reminded me of lounge music. “Maybe we should take things a little more slowly.” She closed the curtains, giving us more privacy. “I’m Donna Starter,” she turned around and pointed to herself.

“I’m Brandon,” I said, forgetting that she already knew that. “Brandon Parker!” I blurted out when I realize the mistake.

She giggled at my reaction and move in closer. “Well, Mr. Brandon,” she got close before offering her hand. “Care for a dance?”

After a moment of hesitation, I said, “Sure,” and grabbed her hand. She instantly interlocked my finger with hers and used the other hand to reach around me, grabbing my ass, directing me closer to her. With a wineglass in one hand and my other holding hers, she led me in a slow dance into the living room.

I wasn’t much of a drinker so the wine was already loosening me up at half glass. The music, the dance, being so close to her and letting her take the lead, it all felt so sensual. With each sip, each note, each step, she led me into the dance. I felt so free and whimsical. Yet that joy ended after she got a whiff of me. “Oh my god you smell!”

The music kept playing, but in my head it screeched to a stop as my face turned red. I almost dropped her glass I was so shocked. “I’m sorry!” I let go of her hand and set her wine on her coffee table. “I was working all day and just got off. I’m sorry!” I apologized again, feeling I somehow ruined everything. I looked over at the door, feeling like I should go, “I’ll leave! Don’t worry about the payment!”

As I was about to run home crying, that I ruined a once in a life chance, she grabbed my hand. “Don’t be so dramatic,” she chuckled, pulling me back. “You can use my bath!”

“Your bath?” I asked, confused. “You would really let me—”

“Of course!” she led me through her hall way to her bathroom. She opened the door revealing a white tiled fancy bathroom with a big standing tub. After she led me in, she turned on the water, letting the tub fill with hot, steamy water.

As I watched her pour multiple different salts and soaps in the water, turning it into a brimming bubbling bath, I had to pinch myself again to confirm that yep; I wasn’t dreaming. That’s when she handed me a tube of depilatory cream. As I read the hair removal directions, my stomach turned sour. “What do you want me to do with this?”

“To put it on, silly.” She turned off the water.

“But.. But..”

“You want me to pick your body hair out of the tub?” she asked, cocking her head. Her question made me feel bad but I still felt like I was about to emasculate myself if I agreed. As if she was reading mind, she continued with, “And besides, I find smooth men very attractive.”

As I stared in a daze at her comment, she took my now empty wine glass out of my hand. “I’ll go get you a refill while you get situated.” She then left the room and closing the door behind her so I was alone.

I got sick of questioning myself and decided to just buck up and do what she asks. I peeled out of my dorky pizza uniform until I was fully naked and read the small print on the depilatory cream. After spreading the substance from my shoulders below, I awkwardly waited until felt the fizzing the directions mentioned.

When I was wiping it off when I heard the doorknob turned. Instinctively, I covered my privates, but I was facing away, so I’m sure she spotted my small rear-end. After a moment of humiliation, she shut the door again, leaving alone once more. I sighed in relief that she gave me some privacy and continued wiping myself off until all my body hair was gone.

With my now smooth and slightly more sensitive skin, I looked at the bubbling bath, knowing that I was going to have to get. I dipped my toe into it, feeling the warm water. It must have cooled off because it was at the perfect temperature, which was a new pleasant experience for me. I sat down in the bath, letting the water rise to my neck and the big sudsy water float in front of my face. With the perfume smells, the relaxing bathwater and the silence, it was truly peaceful. That’s when I heard the door open again.

I lazily opened my eyes to see who it was just to see Donna completely naked and stepping into the tub with me. “Donna!” I yelped as I watched her voluptuous, tan body descend opposite of me. “Why are you—“

“You didn’t expect me to make a bath without enjoying it, did you?” she asked coyly as she sat down, letting her long legs rest against mine, her feet almost hugging my stomach.

“I… Uhhh—Ah!” I felt her foot rub past my thigh and poke my penis.

“Oh, you really used the cream!” she laughed as both of her feet slid across my body, feeling me up. Her feet were so soft and playful I had to stop myself from involuntary giggling.

“I think you deserve a reward for being such a good boy!” her feet enclosed on my privates, her wrinkled soles going on my semi hard erect cock.

“Rewar—Ah!” I tried to repeat her words but end squealing in delight as she rubbed her feet up and down my shaft. “Th-thank you,” I uttered, unsure what to do as she gave me a footjob.

I gripped the sides of the tub. I tried to use my own feet to pleasure her, but my skinny legs couldn’t reach that far. I quit trying when she put my shaft between her big toe and her adjacent toe and started to stroke.

The sparkling water, the bubbles both floating in the water and in my head from the wine, and her picking foot picking up the momentum going faster and faster until… “Da- Donna!” I spat out, trying to hold back tears as I felt myself about to cum. “I’m about to… Ahhh…”

Donna grinned. “Go ahead, baby! The water will wash it away.”

Hearing no objection, I let go and felt myself ejaculate into the bath water in a nice, relaxing orgasm.


Feminized

After Donna and I finished washing each other off, we both stepped out of the bathtub, letting the water drain. It was when we were drying off; I noticed that my work uniform was gone. “Uh…” I looked around the bathroom floor confused, “Where’s my clothes?”

“Oh, I took those when you were scrapping your body hair off,” Donna answered with a towel around her breast. “They were smelly, so I threw them in the wash.”

“But… What do I wear?” I asked, feeling vulnerable using one of her small pink towels to cover myself. She smiled and grabbed my hand, leading me out of the bathroom and down the hall to her master bedroom. There I saw, lying on her queen-size mattress, was a purple lingerie set, with panties, bra, garter belts and stockings.

At first I thought she was going to get dressed in this, even though they seemed a little small for her. But then she said, “You can wear these for the tonight,” with a full smile and completely serious.

“What? In your…” The words churned in my throat. “Y-your lingerie?”

“Of course!” She placed the purple, frilly cheeky panties up to my waist. “They should be just fine!”

“But… but…”

“What!?” she looked offended, pulling back her panties. “You’re not one of those guys who is insecure about their masculinity, are you?”

“I mean no, but—“

“Then what’s the big deal?” she tossed me the panties that I instinctively caught. “They’re just clothes.”

“I know it’s just,” I looked down at the flimsy panties in my hands. They felt so light and soft that in the back of my mind wanted to wear them just for experience.

Donna noticed my trepidation and walked behind me. “Come on,” she reached around me and grabbing the panties. “Look, they have silk on the inside.” She held the panties open to show me shiny purple inside, “I bet this will feel so nice on your smooth privates and ASS!” She fondled my right butt cheek with her hand.

“Okay!” I yelped, almost jumping away. I thought once I agreed she would toss the panties back to me, but instead she hugged the back of me and held out the panties in front of me so I could step in them.

“There you are,” she said as I gingerly stepped into each of the leg holes, followed up by her pulling them up, feeling silky smooth inside dance up my legs. Once the panties were riding up my ass and barely covering my erect shaft, she let go, letting the waist band snap against me. “There, doesn’t your little friend feel good?” she asked in a cutesy voice, rubbing the front of my panties.

I felt so dirty that I was enjoying this, so all I could do was nod. “I can’t hear you!” she said with the confidence of a cheerleader as she rubbed my panties faster. It was clear I was enjoying this considering my penis almost sticking out of my panties, but she persisted.

“Yes!” I whined, not wanting to admit it.

“Well, this is only the start!” She said without missing a beat. I thought it would mean she would finish me off, but she stopped her hand and released me, leaving me quite blue balled.

“Why did you stop?!” I asked, not trying to sound desperate.

“Because you aren’t fully dressed yet!” She picked up the bra from her bed. “I mean, if you’re going to cross-dress, you might as well go all the way.”

I blushed and looked away, embarrassed. I was hoping this was just a kinky game before sex, but now she seemed to have her heart set on this. So I resigned myself to the fate of playing dress up.

She handed me the matching bra, and I hooked my arms through pink frilled loops. I didn’t think it would be that hard to put on, but I couldn’t hook the bra straps correctly. What’s worse is that the bra cups were pretty small, with the same silk lining similar to my panties, so they tickled my nipples. It made me wonder why Donna who had this because I doubt it could fit her.

“Need some help!?” she teased, noticing my difficulty.

I was being stubborn, so I kept trying to clip the two plastic prongs. I was shifting my whole body, trying to get an extra inch, causing Donna to giggle at me. Worse was every time I moved, either rubbed my nipples or penis against the silky material, turning me on more and more, frustrating me. I finally stopped and asked Donna for help.

“While, of course, my sweetheart!” She said, almost skipping behind me again. She arranged my bra around my chest while I sadly looked down, feeling like I child who had to ask their mother to get dressed. Once she clicked the back, she reached around and rubbed my cups. “Feel supported!?”

I was embarrassed by her teasing words, but it hit me that I was now fully dressed. Meaning we could get down to business. I reached back, grabbing her thighs.

“Don’t get too handsy yet,” she moved my hands away. “You still not done getting you dressed?”

“But I’m wearing the entire set!” I complained.

“A girl never feels fully dressed without her makeup.” She stated, hand on her hip and wagging her finger.

“But I’m not—“ Before I could finish, she grabbed me by the hand and led me to her vanity table holding all her makeup and sat down on her small pink stool stationed there. She then pat her lap, showing she wanted me to sit on her lap.

I felt ridiculous, but I did as she wanted and sat facing her in I guess a cowgirl position. Her thighs were warm but so smooth that I had to hold on to Donnas’ shoulders so I didn’t slip off.

Donna looked as happy as one could be as she grabbed her makeup and brushes and went to town on my face. I could only shut my eyes as she brushed and contoured my face. I t was oddly nice as I sat there in semi meditative state. What took me out though, was when she asked me to pucker up.

“Show me your kissy face,” she ordered, followed by my meek compliance. “No.. No.. Not like puffer fish. Be more pouty and cute!” she instructed me, embarrassing me further as I was feminized. “That’s it.” I could feel the lipstick she spread on my lips. “Now smack your lips together for me… Good, you’re a natural!”

I opened my eyes, thinking she was done. When I tied look back at her mirror, she stopped me. “Hang on, I still need to do your eyes.” With mascara in one hand and eyeliner pencil in the other, “Now Hold You eyes open for me.”

After and awkward moment of her coloring the outline on my eyelids, she dabbed her mascara wand against my eyelashes. “And all done! Go ahead and look.”

I turned around toward her mirror and saw myself, or the feminized version of myself. With my waif like body and frilly underwear, leading up to a made-up face with my pink painted lips and done up sparkling eyes. Even with my short hair she parted it to the side, giving me a best a tomboy hair due. If wasn’t for the penis sticking out of my panties, I would look like Donnas’ butch lesbian girlfriend.

Donna smiled, “Now the fun can begin!”

Five minutes later, we were dancing to girly pop music in our underwear. We both had wine glasses in our hand and taking sip once every so often, followed by us bumping butts to the fast music beat.

I loved this free feeling. After days stuck in traffic, dealing with bad customers and working long hours, it all felt worth it to get to this place. “Isn’t this fun!” Donna yelled while she grabbed my hand to give me a spin.

“Yeah!” I said happily, taking another sip of her tasty wine. “I wish this never ends!”

The music suddenly slowed down and Donna grabbed my free hand bringing me close. She placed her free hand right above my butt and began grinding her crotch in her into mine. “It doesn’t have to stop.” I felt her silky panties rubbing against my silky panties in a hot, erotic rhythm.

“Really?!” I asked, my male ego gone with the whine in my head and my dick almost hanging out of my panties. “How?”

She removed the wineglass from my hand and pushed me back onto her bed. “Yeah baby!” She jumped on top of me. “But this is still only the beginning,” she intertwined her fingers with mine, “If you want, we can spend the entire weekend to go deeper.”

I thought by ‘deeper’ she meant sex, but I would have been fine with anything with how erotic this night’s been. “Oh, please!” I moaned, turned on as ever.

“What a good boy saying please,” she sat up so our crotches were lining up again. “But I must admit that I’m afraid I might be too forceful, so how about we discuss a safe word?”

“Safe word?”

“Yeah, something like…” she stared off, trying to think of a word. “Onion rings,” she chose, “You think you can remember that, darling?”

“Onion ring? Yeah I think so,” I nodded along, figuring it wouldn’t be too hard to remember.

“Good…” She looked down at our crotches. “Now let’s have some fun!” She grind her crotch into me again but harder than before.

“That’s a little rough—!”

“Shut it, bitch!” Donna interrupted, not stopping. At first I thought she was actually angry until I looked up, seeing her grin. “Yeah, you like this, don’t you, sissy!?”

“Siahh!” I tried asked what she meant when she grabbed my ankles and dragged me closer to her as she scissored with significant force. While it was rougher, it was so incredibly hot being so man handled like this. “I’m your sissy!” I said, my voice high because of how horny I was getting.

Donna smiled, biting her lip. I could tell she was getting turned on as well, as both of our panties were getting damp from her juices. Rock, rock, rock she dry humped my pelvis in rough gyration. I was enjoying how erotic this was, but I could already feel myself ready to cum.

“Donna  I—“

“It’s Mistress Donna, sissy!” she grunted, keeping her pace.

“Mistress Donna!” I blurted out. “I‘m going to cum!”

I thought hearing that would get too slow down. Instead she picked up the pace, edging me on. I tried to hold it in, thinking of random stuff to get my mind on anything other than ejaculating. The pressure build and build until I felt the blasting orgasm coming through me.

My dick squirt out in the best orgasm I’ve had. I mean it’s mostly been masturbation before tonight, but nothing was as mind-blowing as this was. While it was great, it also made me regretful, thinking I popped off too soon.

“I’m sorry!” I said with tears in my eyes, feeling like I let her down.

She giggled, “Don’t worry, it’s not like I didn’t get off.” She plopped my legs down on her bed and showing me the view of her dripping panties.

“But… but…” I felt awkward admitting to my incompetence. “What about sex?”

“We can do that anytime,” she dropped next to me. “What? Tired..?”

I looked away, not wanting to answer. With the full day of driving and delivering pizza added to the wine that was swimming in my head, I could feel myself falling asleep. “Yeah, maybe I should call a cab? It would give me a chance to change.”

“Nonsense,” she stopped me from getting up. “We have the entire weekend to get to know each other! Stay here. I’m told I make one good big spoon.”

“I don’t k—Wait! How do you know I have the weekend off?” I asked.

She looked off like she was trying to come up of excuse. “You mentioned it in the tub, remember?” she gave an awkward smile.

“Oh.. Okay?” I tried to remember if I did.

“Come on,” her index finger rubbed the bottom of my chin, “Don’t make me sing the Baby its cold outside song.”

“You really don’t mind?” I blushed, feeling like I was imposing myself.

“Oh, you’re so cute.” She reached over to give me a hug. “Of course I don’t mind! I still owe you for the pizza, don’t I?”

“But we didn’t even—“ she stopped my point with a kiss on my lips.

“Don’t worry about it!” she said after she broke the kiss.

“I… I… Oh right.” I turned my back toward her as I cuddled up to her pillow. I wasn’t mad. My head was just swirling with today’s events. Is this really happening? I wondered, but as I shifted, feeling the damp silky fabric of my panties with the friction of my bra, it made me think this was more of a perverted dream.

She reached around my back and snuggled into me. “Hey there, how you feeling?” she asked, her arms running down my smooth body.

“I’m fine,” I sighed, feeling embarrassed, like a kid who was told playtime was over.

“Hey don’t get droopy,” she laughed. “You like what we did tonight, didn’t you?”

“… Yes…”

“Then how about I repay you tomorrow tenfold,” she whispered in my ear, causing my spine to tingle.

“Tenfold!?” I chirped.

“Yep! But I’m a little afraid that I might harm your fragile masculinity,” she teased, grinding against my backside.

“I’ll be fine! I promise!” I said, sounding desperate as ever.

“Good girl!” she said before planting a kiss on my lips. We then snuggled back up and drifted off into a deep sleep.


The New Sissy Baby

The first thing I felt when I woke up was a rubber dummy being pushed into my mouth. I opened my eyes wide to find myself looking up at Donna, smiling as I lay on her lap. As I instinctively suckled the rubber pacifier in my mouth, I moved my legs to get the blood flowing, just to feel a puffy soft fabric between and spreading my legs.

I looked down and in horror I saw I was now wearing a light pink and white chiffon frilly dress that was so short I could see the crotch of my diaper. Naturally, I screamed into my pacifier and kicked the pink booties on my feet and flapping the skirt of my dress. “Oh, is the sissy baby getting fussy?” asked Donna.

I looked up at her, afraid and unsure what’s going on. She smiled sweetly and took the pacifier out of my mouth, causing my lips to smack together. “Does someone what to say the magic word that begins with O and ends with rings?”

Her question took me back, as I remembered the night before and how we discussed the night before. When she met tenfold, I hoped she was referring to actual intercourse instead of this. As I looked up at her understanding eyes though, I sighed, “No…”

“Good!” she exclaimed with a big smile, placing the flower themed pacifier back in my mouth. “I promise you, sweetie, we’re going to have the best day ever!”

She unbuttoned her white blouse, showing her impressive rack being held by a flimsy lace white bra. As she unhooked her bra, showing me her big tits, I immediately blushed, as I could feel my diaper caressing my budding erect cock. “Maybe the sissy wants to suck on something else?” she asked, seeing my reaction.

I felt my head nod by itself. She smiled and sat me up on her knee, my head still tilting down to look at her breast. She removed my pacifier once again and gently guided my head down to her tit.

My mind was going a million thoughts per-second as my mouth got closer and closer. Feeling her warm thigh through my puffy cushioned diaper, it all felt so dirty, kinky, and taboo. Once my lips felt her erect nipple, however it all felt so right.

My tongue swirled around her areola as my lips gently suckled her boob. I could feel a hand gently rub my back, reminding me of my dress and status. I was sissy. Her sissy.

I looked at her face, giving her puppy dog eyes. She looked delighted, biting her bottom as she watched me to go to town on her boob.

She gently rocked her leg up her up and down, pushing her leg into my crotch, caressing my erect penis while I nibbled down on her breast, causing her to yelp in glee. “What a good sissy getting their mommy all hot and bothered!”

She pushed me away from her boob, replacing it with the pacifer and placed my back on the bed, confusing me. “I think you deserve a reward for that!” She lift my skirt and unpinned my diaper. “Why don’t you let my boobs pay you back?”

With my diaper down and my dick out, she knelt down with her boobs hanging out. She slipped my penis in the crack of breasts encasing me in soft, warm mounds. “Oh muy gawde!” I moaned into my pacifier.

“Yes, you like mommy’s boobs don’t you sweetheart!” she gently massaged her boobs, stroking me off.

Tears of happiness formed in myeyes feeling the soft fat hugging my penis and jerking me off.  I laid back, feeling myself get closer and closer to the edge. My balls tingled feeling that familiar sensation. “Dawna!” I mumbled into my pacifier, trying to get her attention. “I’m gawna cummm!”

“What a good sissy, telling-!” before she could finish, I felt myself explode in her breasts, spraying my cum all over her tits.

I bent up, seeing her disgusted face. “I’m sawwie!” I apologized with the pacifier still in my mouth.

Her serious expression broke into a smile. “It’s okay…” she began to wipe off my spunk. “I’ll just take a shower later. It’s not a big deal.”

She repined my diaper and sat me up. “All right, I’m going to go clean myself up. Why don’t you crawl your little fanny back to the living room, I’ve got it all set up for you.”

As I wondered what she met by all set up, she set me down on the floor. Unfortunately, because of my booties, I had no traction on the ground and I ended falling on back on my padded butt. I tried to stand back up but with how puffy my diaper it was impossible to keep my balance and I ended slipping again.

I looked up to see Donna chuckling at my strife. “Silly sissy, babies can’t walk, they crawl.”

I was going to argue, but seeing her still wiping off my cum from her cleavage made me feel guilty. So I sucked up my embarrassment and crawled towards the door, much to her delight.

While I was glad that I was making her happy, I had to admit that crawling on the carpted floor really hurt my knees. When I finally crawled through the hallway and into her living room, I couldn’t believe how much she set up while I was sleeping. I looked into her living room seeing plastic dress-up dolls, a doll house as big as my torso and her T.V set to some princess cartoon I had never seen before.

I sat dumbstruck with my legs spread out. She doesn’t expect me to actually play with this stuff, does she? I wondered. That thought didn’t last long as Donna came in, wiping off her cleavage with a wet washcloth.

“Oh good, you found your toys!” she said, walking into the living room and standing next to me. “I hope you like the cartoon. It’s called The Pink Princess and the journey to find the rainbow dress.”

I gulped, confused, wondering how she got this stuff on such short notice. As I tried to think of some excuse to get out of this, we heard a telephone ring coming from the kitchen. “Oh, that’s right, I have to talk with my accountant today. You play. I’ll only be a few minutes.”

She walked away, leaving me in this girly, infantile pit. I considered just watching the T.V and zoning out, but the plot was so trivial that I had to find something else to keep my mind distracted. I ended up crawling over to the dollhouse and picking up the two plastic dolls.

One was the generic blonde girl with dressed in pink and white striped dress and the other was almost identical but with the brunette hair and wearing a purple dress. At first I was just pretending to play with dolls but as time passed, I thought up a story to go along with the two.

I was thinking that I was the brunette and Donna was the blonde doll and we both escaped to country side. I mimicked the two of us walking to the dollhouse, but once I opened it, my stomach turned sour again. Lying in the bedroom doll house was muscular male doll on the bed.

I picked it up, inspecting the drawn on muscles and movable joints. I don’t think it was even a doll; it looked more like an action figure. So why did it make me mad?

As I held the toy, my anger only rose as I wondered what the point of this figure was. With all the other girly crap here, why would she place it here in the bedroom? My grip tightened as I read into the implications of this muscled action figure. Was she trying to point out much of a difference between me and the figure? I grit my teeth and threw the action figure across the room.

Unfortunately, Donna walked back into the room just in time to see the action figure break against the wall next to her. Shocked, she looked down at what I threw, seeing the action figure in broken pieces. She looked back at me and I instantly regret throwing it.

She sighed, reading my intention. “The action figure,” she pointed to the mangled male figure, “Was supposed to be you. What did you think it was for?”

I instantly sunk down, embarrassed. “I’m sowwie,” I said into my pacifier.

She smiled and walked over to me, sitting down next to me and the dollhouse. “I’m not mad,” she said, placing a hand on my shoulder getting me to relax. “But I don’t want to reward this behavior, so I’ll tell you what.” She picked up the blonde doll, “We’ll play house for a bit for being so such a good sissy but after you’re getting punished,” she said, tapping my nose.

“Punithment?”

“Yes sissy.” She pinched my cheek. “But don’t worry, I think you’re going to enjoy it. Now tell me, what are we playing here? Because I think you should play the brunette.”

So we played with the dolls, acting out the lesbian couple coming home from our respected jobs. Like a bad porno, we would flirt with each other for a while until we made our dolls walk up to the upstairs bedroom. There it got hot and heavy.

Her doll exclusively played the lead, directing my doll to lie on the fake bed. As she lifted the dolls’ dresses and rubbed their crotches together. She moaned for her doll and I felt my diaper get smaller.

“Come on sissy, moan,” she said to me, breaking character for brief moment.

I awkwardly moan into my pacifier as our dolls grind away. It was difficult though, with how into it Donna was. She was closing her eyes, her mouth open, and she was bouncing up and down. Just watching her was turning me on.

I bit down one pacifier and did my best to cross my legs. It was bad enough that I was being turned on by being sissified, but I felt I was going to blow my load just from the dolls. I did my best to think of something else, but with moaning and watching the two dolls, I remembered what we did last night. I popped, dropping my pacifier as I moaned involuntarily from the orgasm and ejaculating in my diaper.

Donna stopped her doll as she looked at me with a welcome, surprised look. “Well now,” she laughed as I recoiled from shooting my load. “I didn’t think you would get that excited.”

“I’m sorry,” I blushed, reaching for the pacifier to put back in my mouth.

She slapped the pacifier out of my hand. “No, no,” she said, taking the pacifier. “We’re not animals here. I’ll go wash this in the sink. You just stay there and I’ll be back to change you.” She stood up while I sat there in a daze.

“Did she say change?”

When she walked back in, she was not only holding the flowery pacifier but also another cloth diaper underneath her arm. She popped the pacifier back into my mouth and then told me to lie back.

I gulped, but did as she asked, lying back on the floor. It was so humiliating as I watched unpin my diaper like it was a normal thing in the world. After she used the diaper to wipe the residual spunk, she then took a baby wipe and thoroughly but gently blotted the wet rag over my junk.

I was actually finding this relaxing until I heard say. “Now it’s time for the punishment!”

Before I could ask what she meant, she flipped me over so I was over her lap and flipped up the back of my ruffled skirt, showing my bare ass to her. I looked over my shoulder, seeing her slowly raise her hand with a mischievous smile. I gulped, knowing what she was planning.

“How many spanks to your cute bottom do you think will be enough, 15 or 25?”

“Wenty-ive?” I repeated the last word, scared.

“What a good sissy baby,” she gushed, “Taking responsibility by picking the bigger number.”

“Bigger? Wait! Don—” but it was too late. Her hand came swinging down, smacking my butt, sending a shock wave through body.

“You sure have a jiggly butt,” she joked as I recoiled from her hand.

“Twank you?—“ I tried to say before she dealt another blow to my butt cheeks.

She continued to spank me, doing a spank every couple of seconds. I did my best to bear the pain, biting down on the pacifier to distract myself. My butt feeling like it was fire.

“21 *spank* 22 *spank* 23 *spank*” she counted off with each slap to my ass. My face was red at this point as I refused to cry, not wanting to feel any more infantile. “24 *spank* and… 25 *spank* there, done!”

A tear rolled off my cheek, thankful that it was over. I felt her grab me by my sides and turn me back around so I was sitting on her lap, facing her. She then leaned in and kissed the part of my cheek with the tear. “It’s okay to cry,” she said, rubbing my back.

I couldn’t hold it in any longer. I dropped my pacifier and began crying my eyes out, tears rolling down my face. She wrapped her arms around me in a big, nice, warm hug, cradling me in her shoulder. “There, there. It’s okay to cry. Just let out it all out,” she consoled me as she rocked me back and forth.

At first I was just crying over the pain, but it progressed into something else. I cried, thinking about all the stress from my job, from all the driving, how this was my first experience with a woman. It all came out. Once I finally ran out of tears, she continued to hold me, allowing me to calm down.

“You okay?” she asked as I used my wrists to dry my eyes.

“Yeah,” I nodded, catching my breath. “Sorry for dropping my pacifier again.”

“Don’t worry about it,” she said, picking it back up. “We can always wash it off again.”


The Sexy Pegging Final

We continued our day playing the roles of the sissy baby and the perverted step mom. Watching cartoons, playing with dolls and cuddling on the couch, it was a day to remember. But as it got later and later the point, I wondered when we would… well do it?

“Donna?” I said perfectly through my pacifier as we were watching the end of the cartoon movie, getting her attention. “Is this all you meant when you said tenfold?”

She gave a warm smile. “I suppose I have been leading you on for a while now,” she said, leaving the couch. “I’ll tell you what, you go to the bedroom and lay back on the bed, while I go change into something a little more sexy.”

My face lit up with excitement. Not wanting to waste time, I jump down from the couch back on the floor and crawled as fast I could. I could hear Donna giggle behind me, watching how I shamelessly crawled away at great speed.

Once I arrived at the bedroom, I climbed on the bed and turned around, facing the doorway. As I waited, I wondered if I should unpin my diaper for her. That thought didn’t last long as Donna entered the doorway and I felt my diaper get smaller again.

She stood confidently leaning against the door frame in a purple see through nightie. My eyes bulged and I suck on my pacifier in a rapidly excited. I couldn’t believe it. It was happening. I was going to lose my virginity.

Donna walked over to the bed, swaying her hips on the way. “Oh, did the Sissy have stiffy in their diaper?” she asked coyly as she crawled up my bed.

I nodded my head eagerly, still sucking on the pacifier. She unpinned my diaper, unleashing my dick standing straight at attention. “Let’s suit your little guy up,” she said, reaching in her bra and taking out a condom.

As she bit open the condom’s packaging and slid the lubed rubber down my shaft, I moaned into my pacifier with giddy delight. She then separated her legs and waddled over my privates.

She lift my ruffled skirt back and slid down her panties, showing me her damp pussy. After being bathed, feminized, diapered and sissified, I never felt more like a man than I did now. Her moist lips slid down the head of my penis and felt her tight cunt.

I moaned, feeling her warmth of her vagina wall hug me in pure ecstasy. She slid down a half inch more before I spit out my pacifier and spurt out my dick in the strongest orgasm I’ve ever had. It was the best moment of my life and it only lasted for a second.

“Wait,” I said, realized that my dick was deflating. “No! No!” I shook my head, freaking out, tears forming in my eyes. After this entire day of doing all this sissy stuff and I blew it in half of a pump. Donna was right. I’m not a man. Just a pathetic sissy.  

“Baby, it’s okay!” Donna got off me and bent down to wipe eyes. “It happens to lots of guys on their first time. It’s nothing to be ashamed of,” she cooed to me as I cried, full of shame.

“But… But..” I felt so bad that I could at least please her. I thought about how she moaned when would play with the dolls and knowing I couldn’t even do that made feel even more small.

Luckily, Donna was all too willing to comfort me as. She removed the used condom and threw it away and lied next to me, cuddling me and calming down.

“I’m sor—sorry,” I huffed, stilled trying to catch my breath. She just shushed me and continued to rub my back until I finally calmed down. I was still mad at myself for coming so soon, so I was turning away from her so she hugged from behind.

“Baby, this doesn’t have to be the last time.”

My eyes went wide again as I turned back around toward her, excited. “Really?” I asked, sounding like a kid in a candy store.

She giggled and nodded. “Yep!”

Overjoyed, I wrapped my arms around her and hugged her. I was about to plant a kiss on her lips, but she stopped me. “Not so fast darling,” she said with her index finger on my lips. “The first time was because I owed you for today. If you want to have sex again, you’re going to have do something for me.”

“You mean I have to spend another day as your sissy?” I knew it wasn’t that big of a deal, but having to do another day’s worth of sissy foreplay seemed like a lot. “I don’t know…”

“Not necessarily…” she looked off like she had a devious secret. “I do have another idea… and involves intercourse.”

“It does!” I instantly became excited again.

“Yep! But I don’t know if you handle it,” she teased, trying to get me to beg for whatever it was. “I mean, only some who is really secure in the masculinity could deal with it… is that you…?” she led off, obviously daring me.

And I was hooked. “I can do it!” I practically begged.

“Okay…” she smiled. “But you remember the safe word, right?”

“Onion rings?” I said, but then instantly covered my mouth.

“It’s not a magic word, silly. I can read context. Just promise me you will say if this gets too rough.”

“I promise I can handle it,” I said confidently, not seeing anything worse than having to be her sissy baby for the whole day.

“Oh sweetie,” she cupped my face with her hand. “If you can handle this, you’ll truly be my dream guy.” She got off from the bed and entered her master bathroom.

I laid back on the bed, still in the pink and white dress, my face stern like a solider ready for anything she was going to dish out. Minutes pass until I heard the bathroom door creak open. I looked over and there in the doorway was Donna, not in her nightie and packing a purple toy hanging off her panties.

I gulped, seeing her strap on and realizing the implication. My expression got her to smile, “If you’re thinking what I’m thinking, I’d say we do anal for,” she tapped the end of her purple 6-inch dick, “Anal…”

For a moment I thought about saying the safe word, but as I remembered the intense feeling of sex and how she talked about her perfect guy, I knew what I must do. So I flipped over so my butt was hanging in the air and placed the pacifier back in my mouth.

“That seems more than fair, mistress,” I said in a cutesy voice, waving my butt at her.

She laughed and almost skipped to the bed, so excited. I guess this was also her first time too. She reached over to her nightstand to a convenient bottle of lube and squirted into her hand.

“Okay sissy, I’m going to first use my finger to ‘prep’ you,” she said as she rubbed a liberal amount on her onto the strap-on with one hand and spreading more lube to her index finger with the other.

“Okay,” I said before I felt her wet finger pop into my brown star, causing me to yelp into my pacifier. I then felt her spread her finger around my rim, moistening it up.

“Just relax, baby,” she cooed into my ear as her index finger exited my ass. “First times hurt, but it’s gong to be worth it.”

“Ok—“ I tried to say before I felt her plunge her strap-on into my anal cavity.

I squealed, feeling it slip into me, expanding my ass. She then slipped it back out, leaving with an almost empty feeling. That didn’t last long as she plunged back into me, a little faster and deeper.

She continued fucking my ass, going in and out, changing the speed and the depth at a whim. I continued to moan into my pacifier, feeling the jabbing pain. I was worried I would only feel her jabs until I felt the tip of dildo run over a very specific spot in my ass, giving me a wave of pleasure.

My dick was rock hard through all of this. I tried to stroke myself off, but felt her slap my hand away. “You’re not getting out of this that easy, sissy!” she grunted in my ear, while she humped me.

When I looked back, I could see her enjoying herself as she bit her lip in a hungry lust, clearly not wanting this to end. While it made happy to bring her such pleasure, it made the only pleasure I got was from her purple dick rubbing my P-spot.

So I took it. Bearing the pain, until I was getting so hot and horny that I was pushing my butt against her so I could her feel her touching that spot.

My world went smaller, as the only sensation I felt was coming from my ass or the spurting sound of her dildo slipping and sliding in my ass. I almost wanted this to go on forever until a felt a new orgasmic feeling that blasted me to new heights.

“On-on-on…” I tried to say the unsure what this new feeling was. Before I could get to rings, she gave me one last plunge, causing my penis to explode, shooting out cum like now tomorrow. She hugged my back, comforting me as I had this mind-blowing orgasm making me feel so close to her.

Once this amazing feeling ended however, I could feel my knees buckle as I felt completely exhausted. Donna, being a natural lover, took care of me, removing her strap-on and going to spoon me as I fell against the bed, ready to fall asleep.

We spent the rest of the night cuddling and having an adult conversation about our relationship going forward. I was honestly ready to quit everything in my life just so I could spend more time with her, but she insisted I keep going to my job so I wouldn’t be too dependent on her. That being said, she did say she wanted me to move in with her and that I would be her sissy whenever I enter her house. As I slowly drifted to slumber as I lay my head on her chest. I felt at peace now, having something to come to relax to after a hard day’s work.


Epilogue

Diana sighed in relief as she closed, Pizza amazing! For the second time since Brandon left for his days off. Things do get busy and she knew she should hire an extra driver to help relieve the stress. Brandon was fast enough to fill the job of two drivers, but with how often he was asking for a break, it was clear he was burning out.

As she thought about Brandon, she got a text message from her long-time friend and business partner, Donna. She smiled as she opened her message box to find multiple attachments showing Brandon dressed in panties gently snoozing on Donna’s bed, Brandon playing with dolls dressed like a little girl and finally a picture of Donna cuddling Brandon while he slept in his sissy dress and suckling on a pacifier with the caption underneath saying, “I think the sissy of the month is enjoying their time off.”

Diana giggled to herself and closed her phone. It was hard to believe that a week ago that she met with Donna on a lunch date. “You’re serious, aren’t you?” she recalled asking Donna. “You want a sissy?”

“I just don’t want a sissy Diana,” said Donna in complete confidence. “I want a sweet sissy that I can feminize and turn into my sweet diaper girl for me.”

“Yeah, I get it,” Diana whispered, worried if anyone at their restaurant heard them. “But isn’t that kind of taboo?”

“What am I supposed to do!?” said Donna, still unafraid. “You’ve seen the medical documents. I can’t get pregnant! The dating scene is full of these alpha male douchebags! Honestly, I work hard. I deserve something, and who cares what people think?”

“There are other ways,” Diana tried to play devil’s advocate. “Adoption, surrogates—“

“All would take too much time and think about this,” she countered. “With a sissy, I would have a lover and someone to take care of. And all without some douche bag fuckboy needed.”

Diana sighed. “I can see I’m not talking you out of this, but where would you even find this sissy?”

“It shouldn’t be too hard,” Donna pondered to herself. “All need to do is find a man who’s pretty submissive and open-minded, young would help.”

Diana couldn’t figure out why, but her mind went to Brandon. “You know, I have a driver who’s pretty young, and he’s a bit of yes man but very reliable. He’s also keeps asking me for time off but don’t think he has anyone to go home to..”

“Really?” Donna leaned in, interested. “Maybe you can send him my way?”

“Don’t be mean, Don,” Diana said, afraid she might be too much for Brandon.

“Oh, don’t say that,” Donna said, offended. “I promise I won’t force him into anything he doesn’t want to. I’m a kinky bitch, but I’m not a monster. I’ll even give him a safe word.”

“Oh all right,” Diana agreed. “But I how do you suggest you get him to do it?”

“I think I have an idea,” Donna smiled. “We’ll just flip the pizza man cliché.”

“Pizza man cliché? Oh!” Diana realized, followed by the two of them sharing laugh.
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