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Leon’s Sissy Dream Comes True

I sat there laying on the couch feeling depressed as I usually do. My mind drifted from many things but mostly about my loving girlfriend; Brenda. She was the light of my life; attractive, smart and always willing to listen. But I had one secret I could never tell her about, no matter how much I wanted to.

The secret was that I have somewhat an awkward kink. I like to fantasize about being forcefully dressed up like a little girl and being utterly dominated. I would often dream of waking up to see my beautiful Brenda smiling down at me. She would say something like, “You’re job is too stressful. So be my little sissy girl instead.”

In my dream I would try to play it cool telling her I couldn’t quit my job or I don’t think I would like the lifestyle. But she would bat those lame excuses away saying, “Well that’s not your problem,” or, “That’s too bad.” She would then grab me out of bed and point toward the bathroom and say, “Now get your little sissy butt in the bath and shave all that icky body hair.”

I would meekly do as she says and enter the bathroom; turning on the bathtub and stepping in, with her pink razor in hand. After shaving I would leave the bathroom and reenter the bedroom seeing her holding up a diaper and a short frilly pink dress.  She would gesture me towards the bed and I would sheepishly comply; laying my naked body down.

She would crawl up after me and kneel at my feet. With a seductive look she would lift my ankles up and slide the big puffy diaper under my tushie. After she finished clipping up my diaper, she would slip the pink frilly party dress over my head and down, stopping just shy of covering my diaper.

“There’s my girl,” she would say hugging me close to her body.

I continued to dream about my girlfriend dressing me up until I was awoken by the front door opening. I stood up and looked up; seeing Brenda entering and holding a bunch of pink bags. I immediately stood up to help her with the bags.

“Hi honey,” she greeted smiling widely.

“Hey Brenda,” I greeted, “Let me help get those for you.”

“Oh, I got these but could you go to the car and get the big box in the back?” She asked.

“Sure Hun,” I took the keys from her and began to leave.

“Oh and bring it to the bedroom!” She yelled after me.

I walked out to where she parked our car and unlocked it. I opened the back door seeing the big box on the back seat. I hauled it out; holding it with both hands and used my hip to close the door.  I walked back to our apartment all the while wondering why she had so many packages.

I reentered our apartment and made my way to our bedroom. I dropped the package on the floor shocked to see my girlfriend emptying her shopping bags that contained oversized diapers, rumba panties in various styles and short frilly dresses. I stared at her with my mouth a gape. Am I dreaming?

“Hey sweetie pie,” Brenda smiled as I was pinching myself. If this was a dream it was pretty realistic.

“He-y hey,” I stuttered, “What’s all of this?” I asked trying to play it cool.

“Oh, I think my little sissy knows what ‘this’ is,” she smiled deviously; walking closer to me; diaper in hand.

I was freaking out internally. She knew, she obviously knew but how? I continued to shake as sashayed right up to me.

“Don’t be afraid by my wittle sissy wissy,” she whispered to me, “Let Mommy take care of you.” She took my hand and led me to the bed.

“Brenda I can exp-,” I tried to say.

“Up up up little sissy,” she slipped a big pink pacifier in my lips, “Let me get you diapered first.”

She unbuckled my belt and slipped my pants and boxers down my ankles. Next was my shirt which she practically ripped off of me.

“No need for these icky boy clothes anymore!” She said with glee; throwing my shirt away and knocking me down on the bed.

She removed my pants from ankles throwing them away with another flourish. “You know awhile back I was on the computer…” She held up my ankles with one hand and pulled out a big puffy diaper with the other. “And I guess my loving boyfriend forgot clear the old browser history…” She continued sliding the diaper under bottom. “Don’t suppose my wittle bity sissy have anything say for it,” She clipped up my diaper; I never thought in my life I could feel the security of a diaper. “Does she?” She the pacifier out of my mouth.

I started to tear up. “I’m sorry!” I whimpered. “I don’t want to lose you!”

“Lose me?” She said surprised. “Oh sweetums,” she lay down next to me; wrapping one of her arms around me. “I’m not leaving you,” she explained, “I’m a little miffed that you didn’t trust me with this side of you but we can talk about that later.”

Her words made me tear up even more. “Thank you,” I blubbered, “I love you so much.”

“There there sweetheart,” she consoled; slipping the pacifier back into my mouth which I sucked on. “Let’s get you dressed first,” she got up from the bed and took hold of the oversized party dresses.

She held up the dress against my body. It was just like the ones in my dreams she must have really dug deep into my browsing history. “This should do just fine,” she said happily.

I held up my hands allowing her to slide the pink party dress over my head and down my body, stopping just shy of covering my diaper. “Now for your panties,” she exclaimed.

She grabbed one of her pink shopping bags pulling out pink rumba panties with white frills. “Now you will have to promise me you will be a big girl and not make a mess in your panties,” she scolded. I nodded happily, and she slipped up the panties up my legs and around my diaper; hugging it snugly.

“Now for your hair,” she pulled out two pink ribbons and turned my long blonde surfer style into two banana shaped pig tails. She hugged from behind, “You are such a cute little thing!” She squealed. I covered my mouth to stop myself giving an audible giggle; bushing widely.

“Now let’s have a look at you,” She guided me off the bed and toward our mirror. I had to walk bow legged because of how thick and crinkly my diaper was. I looked up at Brenda who was giggling at my plight. To her it must have to look like I was still learning how to walk.

We arrived at the mirror and I saw my reflection. I have never in my life did I think I would be able to enjoy this, but there I was. Standing in oversized diaper a frilly short party dress with my hair in pigtails and sucking on a pacifier. All the while my loving girlfriend was holding me and smiling. I must have been dreaming.

I was such in an emotional wreck I didn’t notice I was crying tears of joy. Brenda gave me a deep side hug, “Do you want to continue?” She whispered. “We can stop here if you want?”

“No!” I responded; dropping my pacifier out of my mouth, “Please can we go on?”

She caught the pacifier and smiled, “Of course we can sweetheart,” she gave me a kiss on the cheek and placed the pacifier back into my mouth.

Brenda led me back to the bed and sat down on the edge. She patted her lap gesturing me to climb up top which I reluctantly did. I felt so small sitting her lap; I looked up seeing her smiling down at me.

“I can’t very well call you Leon anymore can I?” She asked. I blushed and shook my head no. “Well, how about Lisa? Little baby Lisa?” She tickled my rib causing me to giggle uncontrollably. “I’ll take that as a yes my sweet baby Lisa,” She said joyously.

“Okay,” she changed her posture to more of an upright position. “I will now have to punish you for lying to me about this side of you,” she scolded.

I looked down; sulking. “I’m sowie Mommy Brenda,” I said, taking the pacifier out of my mouth.

“Keep you pacifier in, you little diaper butt!” She ordered. I shoved the pacifier back in my mouth scared what she might do. “For your punishment I am going to give 10 spanks on the fanny and after each swat I want you to count and say ‘thank you mommy Brenda’ understood?”

I nodded my head like the good sissy I was. She flipped me over her lap so I was over her knee with my rear in the air. She dragged my diaper down so my bare ass was now in full view and ready for a good spanking.

She delivered the first slap to my fanny with a thunderous *SMACK*. “One,” I said, “Thank you Mommy Brenda.” *SMACK*, “Two thank you mommy Brenda.” *SMACK*.

…

*Smack* “Ni…Nine, thank you Mommy Brenda,” I stuttered I was now on the verge of tears. *SMACK* “Te- Ten! Thank you Mommy Brenda!” I let it go crying my eyes out. At first I was from the pain but then it started to feel therapeutic. To let everything go and being comforted by the woman you love feels extraordinary.

“There, there…” She lifted me up and patted my back soothing my whimpers.

“I’m s-owie,” I stuttered.

“Its okay sweetheart,” she rubbed back, “I forgive you.”

“Mommy is very proud of you taking your punishment,” she said locking eyes with me. She looked at me concerned, and then looked up like she just had an idea. “So proud that Mommy will give you a reward!” she said lifting me off of her and setting me down on the bed.

I watched her with a quizzical look as she reached into one of her bags. “I really wish you would have told me sooner about your little kink,” she said as she pulled out a pink strap-on. “You have such good taste.”

I was like a dear in the headlights. I sat there and silently sucked on my pacifier as I watched her slip out of her jeans; showing me her black thong, and fastened the phallic shape around her crouch. I’ve only ever fantasized about being pegged before and now I was facing my girlfriend wearing a strap on and staring at me with predatory eyes.

“Turn around my little princess,” she ordered.

I was afraid but did as she told; crawling in a circle so my bum was facing her. I felt the bed shake as she crawled after me. I shook as I felt her slowly lower my diaper down to reveal my ass crack.

She wrapped her arms around my stomach, “Don’t be afraid to speak up if something wrong, sweetheart.”

“I’m ready mommy Brenda,” I said with the pacifier in my mouth.

She smiled, “That’s my good sissy.”

And with that I felt my loving girlfriend or ‘mommy’ shove her strap on into my bottom. She continually humped butt; her weight in each thrust. Meanwhile I shamelessly was bucking my butt back. At first it felt like jabbing then I started to feel her touch my hotspot.

“MMMMmm!” I squealed into my pacifier. Meanwhile, my penis was standing erect in my diaper. I even felt her reach around rub my crotch.

The feeling of the cloth diaper stroking my penis was enough for me to release my seed into my diaper. The coming orgasm was the best I’ve had in my life. I collapsed on the bed feeling utterly exhausted; panting.

Brenda wiped the sweat off her brow; giving a smug smile. “Tell me,” she panted resting on her knees. “Was that as good as your fantasies?”

I smiled, “Better!”


The Bikers Newest Sissy Baby

I took a gentle sip of my beer to try to calm my nerves, but I continued to shake. I was sitting in empty dive bar waiting to meet someone I talked to online. The bartender was a woman wearing a black corset and skinny jeans looking like the typical biker chick.  She seemed to pity me like I was a lost puppy who wondered into her bar.

She walked up to me and said, “Are you waiting for someone sugar?” her voice was half seductive half caring.

“I’m fine,” I stuttered. I have never been good at talking to women before and this woman looked like she could eat me up. “I’m just waiting for a friend.”

“Oh really,” she leaned in.

“Y-es,” I said intimidated.

“Your friend wanted to meet you at known biker girl meet up?” She asked.

She had a right to be skeptical. I don’t like to admit this but I’m a sub. My friend who I said was meeting me here was a Dom named Natalie and tonight was supposed to be our first date.

It's not like I thought I was being tricked or anything. Natalie or how her profile name; BikerDom_Nat69 had been chatting for months and was very understanding of all my questions and desires. We chatted on the phone and even video chatted once.

She was athletic Filipino woman with short dyed red hair. In her profile picture she was sitting on her black Harley motorcycle, sitting tall showing off her b-cup breasts in her black tank top and her muscles; giving a sweet smile to the camera. Her bio described her as dominant biker woman who has a gentle side. What she was looking for was a sissy male to be her and her friends bitch.

“Yes,” I responded to my bartender. She looked at me questioningly, but decided not push the issue.

“Okay be safe darling,” she smirked and walked away.

I waited there for couple more minutes when I heard multiple motorcycles outside the door. I began to shake feeling the calm before the storm. Finally, the door swung open revealing a tall African American woman wearing a black sports bra, shortcut off jeans that stopped a little passed her crotch and high-heeled leather boots. Her long black hair was in dreadlocks, held back by a bandana and brown eye stared right at me like hunter who has found their prey.

She looked right dead set on me and smiled. “Hey Nat!” she yelled back, “Your bitch is here!”

Being referred as a bitch didn’t help my nerves one bit as sat there silently shaking in fear. As if on cue multiple biker women started to fill the bar and were surrounding me. Finally, much to my relief Natalie managed to make through the crowd and sat right next to me. I dashed any thoughts of her protecting me from these women as she freely began to touch me; wrapping her arm over my shoulder and bringing me close to her.

“Hey there little Crissy,” She said with a smile. ‘Crissy’ was my sissy name that I gave her online. The crowd of biker women all laughed. “What brings you to a place like this?” she asked rhetorically.

“I…I…” I stuttered not knowing what to say.

“Oh, she doesn’t even know how to talk yet,” A woman yelled from the crowd.

“Is that so?” Natalie asked, “Are you just a little baby that doesn’t know how to talk yet?”

I didn’t know what to say. Should I feign ignorance or should I comply? Their gaze was murdering me. “Y-es?” I said shaking.

The bar filled with ‘oohs’.

“Is that so sissy?” Natalie said with a smile like we were putting on the show. “Well, why don’t you ask all the women here to get you dressed?” She asked but sounded more like an order.

Beer and drinks were all being spread around like wildfire. Jeers and hoots were all being shouted in my direction wanting me to comply.

“Um,” I tried to say blushing wildly. “Would you nice ladies help me get dressed in my sissy clothes?” My face was on fire while I said those words. The women were in hysterics laughing out loud; some even spit out there beer.

“What a little bitch boy!” A woman yelled out in the crowd laughing.

As they continued to joke at my expense, I was sinking in my stool wishing the world would just end. Natalie took sympathy on me; wrapping her arm around my shoulder holding me close. The look in her eyes clarified that she was grateful for my obedience.

“Well Chrissy,” she announced regaining the attention of the crowd. “For being such a good little sissy we will dress you and give you a surprise.” The women all cheered unison.

I felt somewhat relived by her, but that changed when she started to pat the bar table gesturing me to hop on. I looked at her with fear in my eyes; begging her to reconsider. She just smiled, “Come on Chrissy show the ladies your little naked booty.”

I nervously crawled up on top of the bar like I was about to give them a show and began to unbutton my pants. “Do a little dance for us you sissy!” One biker hooted out garnering cheers. Not wanting to gain animosity  from the crowd, but still nervous out of my minds I began to half hearted little jig as took off my shirt.

Natalie must have not appreciated my dancing and got impatient. She reached to grab the waistband from already loose pants and whipped them down with my boxers in one swoop. I blushed widely, trying to hide my erect penis from them.

The women were in hysterics. “Look at her little pee pee!” A woman shrieked.  I was so flustered that I almost tripped with my pants around my ankles.

She made me sit down at the counter with my pants around my ankles like a child. She untied my shoes one at a time and slipped them off my feet then my pants. I laid there fully naked on my back as all the prying eyes scanned my body.

“Time to get you dressed sissy!” Natalie announced pulling out a big puffy diaper out of her bag. She grabbed my ankles with one hand and lifted them up. She slid the diaper underneath my bottom; the cloth cushion felt so soft.

I thought she would pin it up but instead I felt a cold metal object teasing my asshole. “Ahh!” I let out a girlish scream. I looked over trying to see what she was doing and saw her pushing a small metal butt toward my bottom in a teasing motion.

“Open wide,” she teased.

It was awkward but I stretched my legs as far apart as I could; in the air. I felt the cold metal as she slipped the phallic shaped objet into my rectum. I bit down on my lip suppressing a moan.

“Yes that’s a good slutty sissy; taking it without fussed.” Natalie laughed as she removed her hand.

I sat back up feeling both the soft cushion of the diaper and the hard butt plug being pushed in further into my rectum. She finally pinned the diaper tongue up over my penis. The cloth hugged my waist spreading my legs apart; I wasn’t sure if I could walk in this. I looked back over to Natalie as she was reaching for something else.

She pulled out a pink satin dress and shoved it over my head. The dress was shiny pink with white frills at the edges, cuffed sleeves that stopped at my shoulders and stopped at my half way over diaper. I felt even more vulnerable just wearing it.

“Hey Trish!” Natalie called out to the crowd. The African American woman who walked in first stepped forward.

“Yeah doll?” She asked smirking.

“Can you do my little sissy’s hair for her me?” Natalie asked.

“Sure,” she said, grabbing bunches of my blonde curly hair. “Hmmm…” She looked deep in thought, “How about… cute little pig tails?” She took bunches of my hair and wrapped them up with bands giving me two curly pigtails.

“Oh, she looks so precious,” Natalie praised. “Now she just needs a little makeup to complete her look…”

“I can handle that,” A woman with short blonde hair and a stud in her nose walked up with makeup supplies in her hand.

The next couple of minutes went in a flash as the woman applied makeup to my face. I didn’t have a mirror but I could tell she was making me look more like a clown than a female. She held up a mirror showing me she gave me a ton of blue eye shadow and big bright red blush marks with big pink outlined lips.

“That should do it,” she said cheerily.

“Perfect,” Natalie inspected me. “She will look cute on her first ride.”

“Ride?” I asked scared. During our online chats I told her one of my stops was public exposure, so the thought even leaving this bar was causing me to shiver.

“Yes,” Natalie confirmed slipping on pink booties to my feet. “I’m going to give you a ride on my bike for a little stroll around the block.”

I froze hearing her plans. As soon as they got me off the bar, they dragged towards the front door, with my booties being dragged across the floor. My mind was freaking out as we stepped outside in the cold night air.

They finally got me to her bike and sat me down. I was about to scream bloody murder when Natalie sat behind me and whispered into my ear. “Don’t worry it so late at night no one will be up to see us and where be going too fast for them to even tell.”

Her words brought me some comfort, but I was still freaking out. Riding on a motorcycle dressed up like a little girl would be by far the kinkiest thing I’ve ever done. She reached her arms around me to grab the handlebars and I instantly felt safe.

She started her bike and the vibrations started to rumble my crotch and butt plug. I wasn’t sure if they could tell but I was getting pretty hot and bothered. Before I had a chance to say anything she let on the throttle bringing us out of the parking lot.

She drove fast down the street causing my pigtails to fly back. With continued vibrations from the seat and the wind through my hair, it felt like I was being fucked at high speeds.

She zipped down one street turned at another and before I knew it she was pulling back up to their bar.  I was shivering in excitement as she parked and turned off the engine. She got off, and I followed.

I had never felt so alive in my life. I was covered in sweat from the adrenaline; I only noticed because I was calming down. That’s when I looked down at my diaper.

I didn’t realize on the ride but at some point during our stint I had ejaculated into my diaper. The stain was small but noticeable. I blushed and looked toward the ground in shame.

Meanwhile, Natalie was getting high fives from the other biker women. Laughing how she ‘popped my cherry’. Natalie looked over at me and took pity.

She walked up to me while I was sulking to myself and threw her arm over my shoulder. Her muscle toned arm felt nice and made me feel secure. “Are you tired sweetie?” She asked in a demeaning tone.

“Hmmm- mmmh,” I nodded; blushing.

“Well, let’s get you ready for bed,” she said and led me back into the bar.

They led me toward the bar. Natalie gave a nod to the bartender and she let us behind the bar. She opened a door leading to a room full of bunk beds and one oversized crib.

“This is where you’ll be sleeping for tonight,” Natalie announced proud.

I was so tired that I didn’t argue or question. They placed me inside the crib and brought the fence up preventing me from escape. The both looked down and smiled at me.

“Nightie night,” Natalie kissed me on the lips; freely using her tongue to explore inside my mouth and left the room leaving me to my nap.


Little Sissy j Finds His Mommy

I was shaking in excitement while I sat in the back of a cab driving uptown. I was on my way to visit the best friend I’ve ever had; Alexis Haul. We were the best of friends in high school and I guess still are but she had to move away when I turned 18.

I still remember the last day we spent together. We were sitting on the porch of her house both trying to relax from packing all her stuff. I remember her long black hair, her mocha skin being hugged by her black tank top and red short shorts, and her incredible athletic body.

“I’m really going to miss you,” She said.

“Then don’t go,” I huffed. I didn’t want her to leave, deep down I was in love with her but was always too afraid to tell her.

“You know I have to,” she replied. “My mother got a well-paying job in the city; I can’t just leave her alone.”

“I know it’s just that…” I tried to speak up.

“Just what?” She asked.

“Nothing,” I said sadly. I wanted to tell her so badly how I felt but couldn’t. What could I say ‘hey I know you’re leaving this shitty town to have a better life but I have a crush on you so stay with me a scrawny nerd and have a horrible life.’? No, that wouldn’t be fair to her.

She looked at me with a quizzical look. “Hey, I have an idea…” She trailed off. “But you have to agree to it, no matter what it is.”

“What is it?” I asked.

“No no no,” she wagged her finger, “you have to agree to it first.”

“Sure just tell me what to do,” honestly I was up for anything to keep my mind off of her leaving.

“Follow me,” she took my hand and led me into the house.

Her house was mostly empty; the only part that wasn’t packed up in their moving van was her bed, her clothes and her mother’s bed and clothes. The idea was they would wake up early tomorrow and quickly pack up and hit the road.

She led me to her room; opening the door and sitting me down on her bed. I looked around the room while she went over to her closet. Even with her room mostly packed, her pink walls still made me feel like I was encased in femininity.

She walked back holding a box that was marked ‘Old clothes’. “Promise not to laugh,” she set the box next to me. “But it took me a long time to outgrow my girly girl phase,” She pulled out dress white top with cupped sleeves that led down to a pink bow belt and a blue skirt with little bunnies.

She tossed the dress next to me. “I’ve always wondered what you would look dressed like a girl,” she explained. I looked back at her blushing not knowing what to say. “You said you would do anything,” she whined. That’s all it took.

“Okay Alexis,” I caved and started to undress.

“Yay!” she squealed happily, “Okay let’s get your unmentionables ready.”  She reached backed into the box and whipped out childish looking panties, “Here put these on.”

I lifted the panties, “Why are they plastic?”

“Maybe I was prone to have accidents sometimes… Don’t judge!” She explained.

I sighed and slipped on the degrading panties up my already shaven legs. I was on the swim team and did what they called man scrapping so I felt the plastic fabric sliding up my legs and hugging my crotch.

“Ah my little girl and trying on her first big girl panties I’m so proud,” she shed a fake tear. I looked away blushing, feeling more vulnerable.

She turned back to the box pulling out a frilly, pink and white; training bra. “Put this on too,” she tossed the flimsy fabric towards me.

I caught the bra and used it to cover myself. She looked at me expectedly. I sighed and slipped my arms through the hoops; feeling the silky cups on my nipples. I tried to clip it in the back, but no matter how hard I tried I couldn’t.

“Let me get that for you,” she circled around me and clipped the back of my bra.

I stood there dazed; looking down at my mostly feminine body. I felt dirty yet, I also felt ‘right’? I was so enwrapped in my new feeling I didn’t notice that I was getting turned on.

She popped her head over my shoulder; hugging me from behind. “Ready to get dressed,” she whispered into my ear. I gulped.

“Y-yes…” I said back.

“Good girl,” she let go of me and grabbed the dress.

She untied the back of the dress and held it open for me to step in. The dress cotton fabric rubbed against my skin causing tingles throughout my body. She tied the back of my dress and stepped back to get a good look at me.

“You need a little bit…” She mumbled, “I know let me get me my makeup.”

She opened up her purse pulling out a small bag that carried her makeup. She began applying small dabs of makeup to my face. When she finished she opened her small hand mirror showing me her work.

I couldn’t believe what I was looking at. She used her skills to angle my face to look much smaller and feminine. But didn’t stop there she added big red dots on my cheeks and a lot of blue eye shadow on my eyelids. I was so blown away by what I saw in the mirror; my penis twitched causing an audible crinkling sound from my plastic panties.

“Like what you see?” she asked seductively.

“Yes,” I responded without thinking.

She smiled and brought me into a deep hug. She gave small tender kiss to my cheek turning my face fed. She sat down on the bed; patting the spot next to her for me.

I sat down next her, feeling all too giddy to be so close to her. She wrapped her arm around me and lied back bringing me with her. We spent the next couple of hours of her just cuddling me and teasing my panties.

Just like all good things this came to a bittersweet ending when she looked at her phone and checked the time. “Oh, shit!” she said with fear in her voice. “My mom will be back any minute!”

And like that we scrambled to get me undress and back into my regular clothes. After I rushed to the bathroom to wash the makeup off, her mom had just walked into the house. I did my best to get the makeup off but felt like you still could still see faint traces.

We ended up having dinner followed by a tearful goodbye. On the walk back to my house, I lamented on not only at the lost of my best friend but at the possibility of never being able to enjoy the feelings I felt all dressed up.

But today will be different. I’ve accepted I would never enjoy those feelings again, but was overjoyed that I would get to see my friend again.  This car ride couldn’t end fast enough.

As the ride continued to go on and on I started to wonder if I miss heard the address she gave me over the phone. The houses in this neighborhood were all mansion style homes. “Alexis couldn’t live in one of these mansions could she?” I mumbled to myself.

As we kept going down the road; seeing the houses get bigger and bigger. We finally arrived at the biggest house on the street and I looked in shocked how the address she gave me matched perfectly to the one on the gate. I paid the driver and walked toward the gate’s intercom.

“Ummm… Hello?” I spoke into the intercom.

“Yes, Hello sir.” A voice I wasn’t familiar with spoke back.

“Uh… does Alexis Haul live here?” I asked.

“Yes, may I ask who's asking?” The intercom asked.

“Oh, it’s Jeffrey Steele,” I replied. I couldn’t believe Alexis actually was living here.

“Ah yes your name is on the list please watch for the gate to open,” the speaker replied and the gates opened.

I walked up to the mansion in awe; it looked more like a castle than anything. I knocked on the door and almost immediately the door swung open revealing Alexis’s mother; Marry. She was identical to Alexis, but older.

“Hey Jeff,” she smiled letting me in, “Long time no see.”

“Hi Ms. Rhodes,” I greeted, “Is this really your house?”

“Yep,” she smiled proudly. “The job we left for was to work with my old college friend was to start up a small business,” she explained.  “We eventually were bought out by a bigger company and here we are.”

“It was enough to buy all of this?” I asked.

“It was enough to buy five of these mansions,” she said proudly.

“Wow,” is all I could say.

“Yes, well you’re not here to see me let me show you to Alexis,” She led me upstairs.

I followed her through the house until we reached a room that had pink stencils on it that read ‘little j’s room’. “Here we are,” she announced, “Alexis is right through this door I hope you enjoy your stay!”

“Uh thanks,” I said while trying to read the door stencils, “Wait stay?” I looked back to ask, but she was already gone. “What did she mean stay?” I wondered out loud.

I timidly opened the door. The room looked like a small girl was living here: the walls were bright pink with wide rainbows going across, there was a corner filled with a variety of stuffed animals; all in a variety of light colors, pink furniture like the dresser and makeup desk, dolls, doll houses and other girly toys laid across the room and a queen-sized bed with pink sheets with castle designs. I walked into the room.

“Alexis?” I called out.

I heard the door closed behind me. I jumped and turned around frightened. I saw Alexis wearing jeans and a t-shirt, giving off a predatory smile.

“There’s my little girl,” she growled.

“Little girl?” I said blushing and taking a step back.

“Yes my little girl,” she walked up to me. “Don’t you remember?” She asked rhetorically.

“Um yes but-,” I tried to say, but she stopped me with her finger.

“But…” She continued, “The day I left that house was the happiest and the saddest day of my life.” She explained, “That was the day I figured what was missing in our relationship and that I wanted you to be my sissy baby girl,” I nodded along. “It was also the day I had to leave my little sissy girl that I had just found.” She stopped for a moment looking she was about to breakdown.

She managed to compose herself and went on. “So when my mother got all this money she asked what I wanted most of all.” She walked up close to me; brushing my hair aside, “The only thing I wanted was to have my little sissy girl back to hold on forever. With this money both of us would never have to work again. So what do you say?” She looked right into my eyes. “Want to be my sissy baby?”

An hour later we were both lying in the queen-size bed. I was wearing a red pig tails wig, enough makeup to make face look like porcelain doll, a pink graham dress and was sucking on a pacifier enjoyably. Below me was my mommy, Alexis. Who was using one hand to hold me and the other was holding a massager that stimulating the crotch of my diaper.

“You enjoying my itsy wittle betie sissy?” She asked giving a small kiss on cheek.

I nodded happily; I never been happier in my life.


The Sissy Baby Workout

“Oh what John,” My trainer; Diane said. “You think you’re too good to do the basics?”

“No!” I screamed back in the middle of the female only gym we were in. “I just don’t want to do your girly stretches!”

It was by this time I was getting stares from the women in the gym. They were all scowling at me. One of the more muscle bound women walked up to us.

“Is there a problem over here?” she asked; her dominating tone scaring me.

“No…” I said intimated, “I-I just don’t want to embarrass myself in front of all these women.”

“Well, sweetie I can see why you don’t want to do our stretches, you’re not dress properly,” she joked.

“Not dressed properly?” I shivered.

“Yeah,” she smiled, “Best to change out of the clothes.”

I looked at her confused. “I… I…”

“Diane,” the muscled woman turned her attention toward my trainer. “Did this little sissy sign a contract with you?”

“I’m not a sissy!” I piped up.

“WAS I TALKING TO YOU!!!” She yelled causing me to jump back in fear. I was too afraid to answer. She looked back at Diane.

“Yes, he did and in that contract he agreed to follow not only my rules but the rules of the gym,” Diane explained.

“Well then little sissy,” the muscled woman turned back to me. “I’m the owner of this gym and have a rule about sissies that they have to follow all of my instructions,” she looked at me expectedly. “So strip,” she ordered. “Now!!!”

I was too afraid by her dominating her presence to say anything back. Her large muscles rippled under her string two piece bikini. Her sweat glistened on her body. I could imagine her lifting me up with ease and beating me up.

I looked at Diane; hoping she would step in. She just smiled and said. “You heard her sissy, STRIP!”

By this time a bunch of the women in gym were surrounding us; looking at me expediently. I was really starting to freak out now. I thought maybe I could bluff my way out this.

“L-listen ladies,” I spoke up, “I don’t want to hurt you.” The women all began to laugh at my threat.

“Oh sweetie,” the owner laughed taking a wide stance, “You want to wrestle?”

I was out of ideas. I was now in fight or flight mode and there was nowhere to run. I rushed right at the muscle woman hoping I could catch her off guard. I immediately failed.

As soon as I darted toward her, she took a step back and side stepped me. She easily wrapped her arm around my body in a bear hug. She then proceeded to skillfully and easily pin me down to the matt.

“Ow!” I yelped in pain.

“Try to squirm,” she taunted.

I knew it was pointless to struggle, but I tried anyway. Her boobs pressed up against my body as she held me tight as I twist and turned my body. Her hand reached down grabbing my crotch.

“This little sissy is getting turned on!” She announced.

My face turned red; I looked around at the crowd and saw the women in the crowd either looking at me in disgust or were visibly laughing at me. Now I really wanted to escape and was violently squirming and kicking. Her hand was now fondling and stroking my erection.

“Come on sissy,” she laughed, “Cum, show us how big of a sissy you are!”

I continued trying to wiggle out of her grasp but her hand felt so nice around my cock. Her face went from dominating to almost nurturing as she edge me on.

“Come on sissy cum,” she said in a low voice.

I was doing my best not to give in her demands; making a different faces trying to think of something else but her soft tone hands that was stroking my penis. I was now crying I didn’t want to give in but I was trapped.

“Maybe she prefers anal?” She said. At first I didn’t know she was getting at until I felt her pinky at my asshole.

“Ahhhhhh!!!” I screamed in highest pitch that I've ever had. I couldn’t hold it any longer, with her hands continuing to pleasure me I erupted into my gym shorts in a toe curling orgasm.

For a moment I felt at peace. It took a moment to remember where I was and my face turned its darkest shade of red. The muscled woman looked down at me and smiled confidently.

“Uh oh looks like the wittle sissy messed themselves,” she laughed.

I shut my eyes and wished this was just a dream but the laughter of women I heard was an easy reminder. She got off of me and picked me up; throwing me over her big muscles arms. I was too humiliated at this point to try to escape.

She carried me all the way back to the woman’s locker room and set me down on one of the benches. All the women were already watching the spectacle that was happening to me so there was no surprise.

“All right let’s get this little miss dressed!” She said happily walking into one of the storage rooms. I debated running off then but all the women that watched us on the main floor followed us and were staring at me; I doubted I would get far. She came out with a bright pink duffle bag.

She sat next to me; unzipping the duffle bag and pulling out a puffy oversized diaper. “Now lay back,” she ordered.

“P-please don-,” I tried to say before she grabbed my wrists and whisked me overlap.

She grabbed my wrists and whipped me over her waist; pulling down my shorts and exposing my bare ass to the room.

“Wait!” A woman in the crowd yelled out stopping the owner. She was tall blonde woman, wearing jeans and white t-shirt. “Isn’t this a bit much?” She asked blushing.

The owner looked over at her and sighed. “You must be new,” she said. “Diane!” The owner called over my trainer who was gleefully watching in the crowd. “Can you please get me this sissy’s contract?” She asked.

“Of course,” Diane said chipper. She walked over to the office room in the locker room and came back holding a the contract I signed with her. She handed the papers to the owner.

“Now let’s see what this little sissy agreed to…” The owner held up papers. I shook knowing exactly what I had I agreed to.

“If you agree to be sexually stimulated as a punishment sign here,” she read off the paper. “If you agree to be anally penetrated by trainer’s hand or by sex toys sign here,” she went on. “If you agree to be spanked as a punishment sign here, if you agree to be forcefully dressed as baby girl sign here,” she listed off like it was nothing. “And finally ‘if you agree to be dominated and humiliated by the gym trainers and other female gym goers sign here,” she finished flipping around the contract showing all the women my signatures for every clause.

I couldn’t lift my head to look at the crowd; I was too embarrassed. I slowly lifted my head back up seeing the blonde woman from before. I thought she would be disgusted but instead she was looking right at me biting her bottom lip.

“Is your gym accepting new members?” She asked.

“Of course we do!” The owner smiled. “Debora, can you please help our newest member with her paperwork,” she pointed to one of her employees who led the woman out of the locker room.

“Now where was I?” The owner wondered aloud as I was still was lying on her lap.

Before I could say anything I felt the open palm of her hand smack my bottom with great speed.

“Ahh!” I yelped.

“Naughty sissies only talk when spoken to!” She said spanking my ass on each syllable.

I was covering my eyes as the tears streamed down my face. She lifted me off her lap; leaving my pants down and had me face the crowd.

“Now what do you say?” She asked.

“I’m sorry!” I sobbed.

“And…”

“And?” I questioned.

“And you want to tell all the women here that you nothing but a sissy whiny baby that deserves to be punish,” she lead on..

“I’m a big whiny sissy baby!!!” I screamed out hoping to appease her, “I deserve to be punished, I’m sorry!”

“Alright let’s get this little sissy dressed shall we,” she walked backed over to me and grabbed the end of my shirt pulling it up and over my head leaving me naked.

Before I could do anything to cover myself she lifted me back up with ease and set me back down on the bench. She took out the big puffy diaper back out and lifted up legs; sliding it under my bottom. It surprised me how soft the diaper felt against my skin. I almost let out a smile as she finished pulling up the tongue around my dick and pinned it.

She went back to her bag pulling out a shiny pink dress with a short ruffled skirt. She took the girly dress and slipped it over my head and pulled it down, stopping just shy of covering my diaper.

“Who’s the little gym princess?” She joked causing the women to laugh and me to blush furiously. “Well?” she asked again. I hoped she was being rhetorical but her glare told me if I didn’t answer I would be right over her knee again.

I felt so small feeling the gaze of all the women who waited for a response. If I answer there goes any chance of a relationship with any of these women, but if I didn’t I could tell my bottom would be punished sevenfold. All it took was her to hold up her hand to get me to break.

“Please, mommy no!” I yelled jumping off the bench and shocking everyone there. “I’m a good sissy princess,” I stammered, I wanted to really sell it. “I’m the bestest sissy princess with a cute bum bum,” I said my face burning red.

The women all began to laugh; I think I even saw some of them fall down they were laughing so hard. I looked toward the ground in shame.

“Okay sissy buns,” The owner laughed placing a pink pacifier in mouth. “Let's get you ready for your workout then.”

She picked me back up and pulled down my diaper. I flinched thinking she would spank me again, but instead she pushed a butt plug into my crack. I screamed into my pacifier in shock.

“Here’s the training wheels for sissies,” she pulled my diaper back up. “Be a good sissy and we‘ll add another inch.”

I was then whisked back into the main floor.  Most of the women had stopped paying attention to us and went back to their workouts. The only two that remained was the owner and Diane and they both were looking at me with devious smiles.

They set me down on a bench, “Okay little sissy,” the owner spoke. “Since you’re new we're going to start you at the low setting.”

I looked at them confused. That’s when I started to feel the rumble in my diaper.

The butt plug began to vibrate scaring the crap out of me. I tried to get up, but the owner grabbed my shoulders; stopping me. “No no sissy this is your workout routine,” she said, “You have to ride your butt plug for five minutes.”

I looked at her dumbfounded. The vibrations continued going through me like shock waves. I winced in pain hoping to get sympathy. The look on their faces made it clear they would make me sit on it full the five minutes.

The Clock ticked by as I felt the constant beat in my ass. Before long I felt myself starting to get lost in it; closing my eyes and bucking my hips to the thump. My dick was clinging to the soft fabric of the diaper; almost ready to burst.

The vibrations stopped, and I opened my eyes; unsure why. “Did she cum?” Diane asked looking over to the owner. The owner bent down feeling the crotch of my diapers.

“Nope!” she said happily, “What a slutty sissy riding her cock like that.” I looked away embarrassed. I was enjoying myself and silently wishing she would start the vibrations again. “Okay let’s move a setup to the medium setting for another five minutes.”

She swiped on her phone and I felt even more violent vibrations fucking my bottom. Panic was written on my face as I started to wonder if this would ever end. The owner smiled.

“Don’t you worry sissy this is only the warm up!” she said giving a devious smile. “We have a full work regime for little sissies,” she explained, “Next a quick jog with your little butt plug friend vibrating, then we’ll have you do pushups where you have to deep throat a big black dildo,  maybe do some squats with your ass sliding down on it like a flagpole.”

As she explained all the horrible workout routines, I couldn’t hold myself any longer and erupted in to my diaper. My toes crinkled and my spine bent back as felt the wave ecstasy coursing through my body.

“Ah oh the sissy made messy,” the owner mocked. “Best to get her change before we continue.”


Deedee’s Sissy Walk

I opened the door to my apartment and went to straight to the couch. I had just gotten back from a seconded date and already could tell there was no future for the relationship. The woman I was dating wasn’t ugly or had a bad personality, we just didn’t click. I think it’s because I knew I could never tell her my secret kink.

I like to fantasize being turned into a little sissy girl. The thought of a dominant woman forcing me into a diaper and dress always gets me erect and I wish one day that I could find a woman who would be open to it. I sighed to myself knowing that fantasies will never be a reality.

Later that night I had gotten pretty drunk trying to forget my worries and was mindlessly scrolling through my search engine, when I saw an interesting ad. “Are you sissy but afraid to find love? Click here,” it said in bold letters.

“Oh what the hell,” I said clicking on the link.

It redirected me to another window that shined bright pink. It looked like a generic dating website geared toward cross-dressers and sissies asking for my area and phone number with a list marked kinks. The odd thing was it didn’t ask any more personal info just a “sissy name” and who you were attracted to “Men, women, and other sissies.”

I decided it would be fun to fill it out the list of kinks and imagine getting a response. After I filled all the info, I submitted it thinking the worse thing to happen was changing my phone number. I shut down my laptop and went to bed fantasizing about my dream girl.

The sound of my cell phone awoke me. I wiped the sand out of my eyes and picked up the phone with a, “Hello?”

“Hi!” I heard a chipper female voice on the other end, “Is this Deedee?” she asked like it was the most normal thing in the world. Deedee was the name I chose for sissy girl persona.

My eyes shot open as I heard the name Deedee and began to panic inside. How did she know that name? I was in the middle planning to move away and change my name when I remembered the night before. I did my best to calm down; knowing that all this woman had on me was my phone number.

“Y-yes?” I gulped.

“Oh hi Deedee,” she said happily, “This is Michelle from the dating agency and we just got your application and was wondering if you would like to come to our office and-.”

“I think there must have been a mistake,” I said scared. How she was talking to me and using my sissy name like it was no big deal was scaring the crap out of me.

“Deedee!” she whined. “There’s no need to be afraid or ashamed we are very confidential and very respectful of privacy concerns.”

“I just don’t think-,”

“Would you prefer I call back at a different time?” She interjected.

I wanted to hang up right then, but I took a quick glance around my studio apartment. “Would it be so bad if I just skipped town?” I mumbled.

“What was that sir?” I heard the phone ask.

“It’s nothing you can continue,” I replied

“Good, “she said back to her chipper attitude. “As I was saying, we saw your application and want you come down to our office to see if we can get you an extra special lady.”

“Um okay,” I was glad this was just a phone call because I was blushing up a storm.

“All right do you want to write down the address or can I text it to you?”

“Um text I guess.”

“Okay no problem, arrive around 5pm, okay?” she asked.

“Okay… thank you,” I said timidly.

“Okay, I can’t wait to see your little sissy bootie at 5,” she giggled.

I’ve never hung up so fast in my life. My face was bright red as I imagined what Michelle might look like. She probably got off in humiliating men and this was some sort of setup I thought pacing around my small apartment. I was about to lose my mind when I got a text on my phone.

“Don’t be scared Deedee well take good care of you <3 –Michelle,” it read followed by an address.

Hours later…

I was sitting in the parking lot of the address. I was sitting there for twenty minutes just scoping it out; it looked like a regular office building. I turned my head seeing my luggage all packed up in the back seat. “If this ends badly I’ll skip town,” I mumbled to myself.

I took a deep breath and exited the car. I walked to the office building wearing a black hoodie that covered my face. I didn’t want arouse suspicion in case someone was watching me and this was a setup.

Luckily the place seemed mostly empty; I almost breathed a sigh in relief until I entered. As soon as I opened the door, I saw a small blonde secretary woman. I didn’t think it was out of the ordinary until I saw the name tag on the desk; Michelle.

I was sweating bullets as soon as I read the name. She looked up from her desk and looked directly at me. I could see her giving a small smile. My whole disguise turned out to be worthless; she could tell.

I meekly walked up to desk. “Um excuse me,” I tried to get her attention. She looked me right in the eye flexing a devious smile.

“Okay sir,” She leaned in, knowing full well why I was here. “Name?” She asked with a very inflected tone.

At first I was confused thinking I didn’t give a name. Then I remember the one name they referred me to me as.

“Well, sir?” she asked again, “What’s the name?”

“Um…” The words churned in my mouth. She looked right at me, smiling widely. “It’s uh… Deedee,” I tried to whisper.

“What was that?” She asked.

“Deedee,” I said again a little louder.

“Was that sissy?” she asked rhetorically causing my face to turn deep red.

“No, it’s Deedee!” I yelled embarrassed luckily no one was in the office room.

She openly laughed, “Oh little sissy Deedee!”

I was ready just to run out of this room and never come back. I turned to leave when she reached out and grabbed my arm.

“Oh, I’m just teasing,” she said getting my attention again. “Follow me and sign these waivers,” she handed me a clipboard and led me down into the hallway.

It was hard for me to focus on reading the wavier as she dragged me down; passing random doors. I ended up just blindly signing them hoping I wasn’t agreeing to anything too bad. We kept on walking until we reached a door mark dressing room 7.

“Ah here it is,” Michelle said triumphantly. “Get on in there,” she opened the door and smacked my ass through.

The sting from her hand shocked me so much that I didn’t know where I was going and my head ran right into a pair of mocha skinned boobs.

“Ahoy,” the woman I bumped into said. I looked up seeing a female stylist.

“Here’s your next victim Shawna,” Michelle laughed as she left the room.

“Victim? No, I’m sorry I didn’t mean to-,” I tried to apologize.

“Don’t worry about it hun,” The stylist calmed me down. “Michelle just enjoys making men like you squirm.”

“Oh, wait men like me?” I asked.

“Yes, you know…” She let on but I was too stupid to get what she was implying. “Men who enjoy… being sissified.”

As soon as she said ‘sissified’ my face turned red. Until now I was the only one to know about my secret fetish now two women know and possibly more. I was now visibly shaking thinking I had just ruined my life.

Shawna took hold of my arm. “Oh, don’t worry about it honey,” She soothed, “A cute boy like yourself will sure to get some bids.”

Before I had a chance to ask her what she meant by bids, she whisked me away over to her stylist chair. The next couple of minutes my face was assaulted by a barrage of brushes applying makeup to my face.

When she turned me around to show me the final result, I was shocked at the result. My lips were a shiny pink, my cheeks were covered with a dark pink blush and the rest of my face was covered in white concealer.

“The face of sissies after they see themselves is always so precious,” Shawna gushed.

My mouth was gaped wide open. I couldn’t believe anyone couldn’t get my face this feminine. Shawna swooped next me in a side hug.

“What do you think cutie?” She asked.

“It’s incredible,” I answered.

“I’m glad you like it,” She smiled. “Now let’s go get your outfit,” She led me out of the chair and across the room to a clothes rack.

“Wait,” I said scared, “What’s going on, why are you dressing me up and what are bids?” I asked.

“That’s a lot of questions sissy,” she replied, causing me to pout. She sighed, “I’ll try to answer while find your outfit,” she said looking through the rack.

“Thank you,” I said submissively.

“What we’re doing my sweet sissy is making you presentable for your possible mistress,” she explained. “And what we mean by bids is because to cover our expenses we auction you off with perspective suitors.”

“Y-you mean like a slave,” I stuttered.

“Don’t be so dramatic,” She said, “We make sure to only invite people who would be good match and I kid you not; we have 100% success rate.”

“Really?” I asked in surprise.

“Really,” Shawna replied lifting up a girly outfit. “You’d be surprised how many women want a little sissy like you.”

I blushed at her remark. I couldn’t believe any woman would find me attractive.

“Now if we could get you dressed, we could get your auction going,” she said looking through dresses. “Ah here we are,” she held up one of the dresses, “Now try this on we don’t have all day.”

“Okay,” I said excitedly.

“That’s the spirit,” Shawna said happy.

Hours went by as we continued to look through possible dresses I could wear. After a while I found myself wearing a pink dress with frilled short sleeves and a plastic see through skirt. Underneath my see through skirt was my cloth diaper with pink flowery plastic panties on top that hugged my crotch. I was waiting right behind a curtain where I was told there was a runway where my suitors would waiting to bid.

I stood there shivering and sweating waiting for my cue to ‘strut’ as Shawna called it, through the curtains. Shawna told me that the makeup was water resistant but that didn’t stop me from worrying it will all melt off and I would become a laughingstock. Finally, a tall business woman walked up to me with a clipboard.

“Yes hello miss,” she looked down at her clipboard, “Deedee yes, are you prepared for your walk?”

I gulped. “Uh I think so,” I squeaked.

“Good, now just two things before you walk out,” she went on like it was business as usual. “I see by you diaper you like to be diapered, yes?”

“Um yes mam,” I replied shyly.

“Okay here is a pacifier for you to suck on,” she placed a pacifier in my mouth, “Suck on it as much as you want but please don’t drop it, thank you.”

I nervously sucked on the pacifier; trying to relax.

“One more thing before we call your name your report says that you're interested in pegging and butt plugs but have never tried it,” she said casually. “If you are willing, we have butt plug vibrator you could wear that would vibrate every time you get a bid.”

Her words both scared me and intrigued me at the same time. My diaper crinkled in excitement.

“Our studies have shown that doing this adds 60% chance of higher bids and more wealthy suitors,” she went on. “Would you like it?”

I shyly nodded.

“Okay turn around and bend over for me,” she ordered.

I turned away from her and did as she asked; bending my back down with my ass sticking out. I looked behind me seeing her snapping on rubber gloves. She lifted up my skirt and grabbed the waistband of my diaper; pulling both it and my plastic panties down my crack.

She let go and pulled out a bottle of lube; squirting a liberal amount into her hands. I looked away; sucking on my pacifier.  Her wet lubed up finger entered my asshole and I let out a small moan. I felt her finger going deeper; stretching out my rectum. She finally removed her finger and went to get the butt plug.

I heard her squirt more lube, I assumed to rub it on the plug. The butt plugged hurt a lot more than her finger but I endured. I was determined to see this whole adventure through.

“There we are,” The lady pulled back up my diaper and panties back up. “How do you feel?” she asked taking off her gloves.

“Okay I guess,” I said standing back up. I knew it wasn’t that big, but I still felt stuffed.

“All right when they call your name just head on through the curtains, good luck,” she waved goodbye and walked away.

I stood there waiting for my name trying to mentally prepare myself. “This is to find love, this is to find love, this is to find love,” I mumbled myself.

“And are next gurlll is something special for you ladies,” I heard the speaker rang out; startling me. “She cute little number who could be a lover, a doting stepford wife or little sissy baby to fond over.” I could feel my name coming up and took one last deep breath. “Please enjoy giving bids to… Deedee!”

I stepped out of the curtains seeing a bright light that almost blinded me. The room was blasting dance music and was dim with all the lights focusing on me and the 20ft of walkway I had. I couldn’t see anyone else in the room until looked around seeing tinted windows; hiding the bidders.

Almost immediately I felt the buzzing of the butt plug bringing me back to the situation. I let a small squeak in shock when I felt another rumble. I did my best to not let it distract me while I walked; sucking on my pacifier.

The rumbles continued as I clicked and clacked my heels against the hardwood floor. The stereos continued blare out music as I made my way. All the while my penis in my diaper was pushing out.

I tried to stay focus and suck on my pacifier. I guess the bidders were enjoying how much I was sucking because the vibrations weren’t letting up. I was getting so turned on that I was moaning as soon as I got to the center stage.

I finally hit my breaking point and ejaculated into my diaper. My knees buckled feeling the orgasm; I almost fell off the stage. After that the bidders must have seen my lack of enthusiasm and the vibrations petered off.

I walked back behind the curtain feeling the regular shame that comes with ejaculation. But as soon as I did I was hugged by the business woman I met before. “That was excellent darling,” she gushed pulling out my pacifier.

“Really?” I asked somewhat surprised. I thought I was going to get chewed out for ‘messing’ my diaper.

“Yep, you were actually close to breaking a record, those women love to watch a sissy moan,” she explained. “Now follow me, your mistress is waiting to for you.”

As she led me back, the thought popped into my head that I never seen this person I was being set up with. For all I knew they could sell me off to an extremely overweight trailer trash woman. I started to fear the worse right up until I saw her.

She opened the door revealing the most beautiful woman I had ever seen in my life. She was a tall, voluptuous woman wearing a tight business suit. Her long midnight hair ran down her olive skin and her brown eyes stared right at me as soon as I walked in. She shined the smile of a hunter that has found her prey, sending chills up my spine.

“So here is my prize,” she spoke in a dominating tone.

“I… I…” I stuttered. I never thought I would meet a woman this attractive would ever be into me.

“Shh…” she placed a finger over my mouth, “We have to get your diaper changed and then it’s straight to my mansion.”

I couldn’t believe this was actually happening to me that I almost fainted. I felt so accepted and loved. I was so happy that I took a chance and clicked on that ad.
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