Rubber Sissy Baby Slave
This adventure is NOT a product of the author's fantasy but a true recollection of an extraordinary event in New York City, which turned a burning desire into exciting reality.  It really happened just like described below...  
Ever since my teenage years in Europe I was totally fascinated by the idea to be turned into a helpless sissy baby (girl) by a very dominant lady.  Dreams led to first 'experiments' and a steadily growing collection of adult baby literature, baby accessories and outfits.  Now in my forties and living in the US for many years, I had the good fortune to explore my submissive baby desires with several Mistresses - not just on a professional level.

My baby horizon expanded through correspondence with other adult babies (via DPF roster), personal baby training and some special baby parties in the New York area and Great Britain (Hush-a-Bye Baby Club).  Today I feel comfortable with my inner baby-self and developed a rather uninhibited attitude in connection with my adult baby dreams.  Two elements have always played an important role: My strong fetish preference for rubber and plastic (mostly in pink) and the need to combine my baby regression with strict obedience training, leading to total degradation and humiliation.

Until recently, my most urgent baby desire was still unfulfilled: To be publicly exposed in full sissy baby attire and forced to endure the most embarrassing baby treatment in front of an unsuspecting audience.  That changed dramatically after meeting a very attractive Mistress at a private S&M party.  During an intimate conversation I confessed my baby interests and described my favoured 'dream' scenario - public exposure, so far only tested under the relatively safe cover-up of Halloween.

She found the whole idea extremely amusing and suggested to my surprise, "I would accept a dinner invitation in Manhattan, as long as you are willing to do whatever I will ask you to!"  It was the innocent beginning of the most outrageous and fascinating baby adventure I could ever hope for.  I had only a vague idea of her plans when the Mistress picked a very elegant Supper Club and ordered me to reserve a table in a private corner, partially separated by red velvet curtains.  Her additional demands, "Below your dinner jacket you will wear your baggy leather pants, your butt wrapped in a double layer of diapers, covered with the pink ruffled rubber panties and your transparent plastic baby panties with built-in chain and the attached lock."  Other baby accessories - such as plastic bib, baby bonnet, pacifier, baby bottle, Gerber food, baby dish and spoon - had to be carried along in my large pink diaper bag.

At the requested time I arrived at the meeting point to pick the Mistress up for our dinner date.  It was a breath-taking sight, when she came through the front door in a skin-tight black latex dress, knee-length black patent leather boots with six-inch heels and elbow-length leather gloves - and a riding crop in her hand.  The extravagant attire caused quite a stir at the entrance to the Supper Club and many patrons stared at us while a nervous waiter showed us to the table.  As soon as we got seated, the Mistress confiscated the pink diaper bag and gave me the shocking order to remove my leather pants under the (fortunately) long tablecloth.  There I was, red-faced and sweating, my naked legs sticking out of a heavy diaper package, painfully aware of the crackling plastic panties and the obvious rubber smell ...  trying desperately to hide my babied ass behind the table.

The next surprises: My wicked dinner date tied my hands behind my back with a silk rope.  Then she shoved an adult-size pacifier in my mouth, tied a large plastic bib around my neck and topped my shameful "decor" with a ruffled pink baby bonnet around my head.

The waiter returned with the ordered bottle of Champagne and was stunned, when she pulled a baby bottle out of the diaper bag and asked him causally to fill it with 'Moet et Chandon'.  I had dreamed about public exposure, I desired it and was at the same time scared about it...  but now I could no longer escape and all my exciting dreams started to turn into embarrassing reality! - The news about this 'unusual' happening at the hidden corner table of the restaurant must have travelled like a brushfire through the ranks of the staff.

Every few minutes a new face peeked through the curtains, not only to take orders, but to get a good look at this most bizarre picture - a grown man in strange baby attire, sucking on a giant pink pacifier or the rubber teat of a large baby bottle.  The 'appetiser' for me consisted of mushy Gerber baby food mixed into a plastic baby plate and force-fed with an airplane-shaped baby spoon.  As the main course, the Mistress ordered one of the night's specials: juicy baby lamb with mushed potatoes and a lot of brown gravy on the side.  One can easily picture what occurred, when I - hands still tied behind the chair - was forced to gulp and lick my food directly from the plate.  My dinner started to get smeared all over my shame-coloured face and I had to be thankful for the over-sized plastic baby bib around my neck.  It had a built-in pouch, specially designed for droolers and dribblers...  and now fortunately preventing a major disaster on my dinner jacket.  My strict female tormentor watched with unconcealed amusement, while I struggled unsuccessfully, trying to get the food without a splattering mess from the plate into my stomach - a lost battle ...  especially with the chocolate mousse for dessert!

Even the waiters got more and more amused with this outrageous baby training "session" initiated by my imaginative, absolutely uninhibited Nanny.  Meanwhile my emotions started to boil over in a crazy whirl of erotic over-charge and helpless frustration, mixed with feelings of dreadful embarrassment and humiliation.  I would have loved to hide my shame together with all my baby wear and other accessories under the table and I tried desperately to untie the strap around my wrists.  It was definitely the wrong idea or not executed very cleverly, since my attentive Baby-sitter discovered my struggle and disobedient behaviour immediately.  She reacted to this provocation with cold anger in her voice: "You're going to be very sorry, because I will have to punish this naughty baby very hard!"

As soon as the last waiter had all dishes cleared from the table, she gave me the strict command: "Get your diapered butt off this chair, straighten your legs and keep your eyes completely shut!"  I had no other choice but to obey her order.  Suddenly I felt a strong push from the backside, lost my balance and fell with my torso against the hard table plate.  My bulging diaper package was now fully exposed, my rubberized ass hanging defenceless over the wooden edge.  An obscene and embarrassing display as well as an easy target for a sound spanking, immediately applied by a true expert with strong hands - one stinging stroke after another...

The noise of the hard slaps combined with the loud comments of my Mistress about the 'bad rubber baby', who 'needs to learn more obedience' and 'deserves to be punished', was audible throughout the whole restaurant and stopped all other guests' conversations instantly.  Even the live orchestra interrupted their dance tunes abruptly and an anonymous voice in the dark shouted: "What the hell is going on behind this curtain over there?"  - Now, I just lost it completely, started to soak my diapers uncontrollably and broke down in tears - tears of shame and humiliation mixed with tears of happiness and joy.

Five minutes later, all baby gear and utensils were packed away in the diaper bag, my hands untied, my face cleaned up...  and the dinner cheque settled, including a generous tip.  Fashionably dressed again we causally headed arm in arm towards the exit, presenting the picture of a slightly extravagant couple after a very 'romantic dinner-for-two', with a strange bag hanging from the guy's shoulder.  Nothing extraordinary in a metropolis like Manhattan except for the many starring eyes following us all the way to the door.

BABY ON BOARD - BEHIND THE WHEEL

After the outrageous baby lesson in the Supper Club, my beautiful rubber-clad Mistress expressed a desire to go dancing at one of the leading nightclubs in town.  While walking a few blocks, I became painfully aware of the soggy and therefore much heavier diaper pack inside my baggy leather pants.  I was very grateful for the waterproof layers of my plastic and rubber baby panties, but couldn't avoid to suspect continuously, that anyone in the crowded disco would soon detect the embarrassing predicament I was in below my waistline.  Trying intentionally to attract the other guests' attention, my Mistress buckled a red leather collar around my neck, dragged me on a dog leash around the large dance floor and exhibited me like a trained poodle at a pet show.

Fortunately I survived this degrading interlude without a major calamity, except for my rather damaged self-esteem and a growing fear, I may suddenly bump into a completely unsuspecting - and certainly shocked friend or business partner.

On demand I had my pied-a-terre in Greenwich Village specially prepared for this evening: The metal child's cot was installed in the living room and the mattress covered with rubber sheets and pillows.  My reinforced playpen was sitting in one corner and the adult-size high chair in another.  Some of my favourite baby girl outfits and other baby accessories as well as an assortment of bondage equipment was ready to be used later on.  Around two a.m.  I was ordered to drive my Mistress from the nightclub downtown to my city apartment and it didn't take long before I was totally transformed back into a sissy rubber baby girl.

Dressed in my pink latex baby-doll outfit, my hands enclosed in tight mittens, my head covered with a semi-transparent rubber hood and my torso buckled into an adult-size baby harness, she had me crawl on all fours throughout the whole apartment.  Afterwards, my hands again tied behind my back, my Mistress unlocked the built-in chain around my waist.  She pulled my rubber and plastic panties down to my knees, stripped the soggy diapers off my butt and laid me across her lap for another sound spanking.  Her hits with the rubber-gloved hand on my bare cheeks and between my upper thighs soon started to sting and burn like hell.

"Big sissy babies deserve to be punished, when they don't obey and wet their diapers," she said in a voice expressing very stern authority as much as sneering mockery.

Soon I was heavily diapered again and back in the waterproof seal of my rubber and plastic baby panties.  I was finally allowed to take a rest in the playpen, my wrists and ankles strapped to the metal frame and my lips wrapped around the giant rubber nipple of an oversized pacifier.  Meanwhile my baby-sitter started to go through my extensive collection of adult baby sex literature and every time she found a specifically bizarre story, she read the interesting parts out loud, promising that the most effective and humiliating baby punishment methods would soon be integrated into my future baby training program.

For about half an hour she offered me the 'privilege to take a nap' in the latex-covered baby crib, but with my legs pulled over my head, spread apart and tied to the crib's railing I could hardly relax and was only able to stare at my own bulging rubberized diaper crotch hanging over my face.  I had to assume that my baby training lesson was far from finished, when my Mistress released me from the crib and asked me to perform a mini baby fashion show for her.  Obviously I chose my favourite pink sissy girl dress with lots of frills and white lace trimmings.  On top of it I put on my transparent pink plastic baby pinafore with the frilly bib, underneath my heavy diapers, ruffled pink rubber and plastic panties combined with my pink Mary-Jane shoes and assorted knee-high socks.

As soon as I presented myself proudly in my complete sissy baby outfit in front of the impatiently waiting Mistress, she caught me off-guard with her surprising announcement: "It's very late and time for me to go home now.  Get your car keys and drive me back to my apartment immediately!"  My spontaneous plea to give me a few minutes to change fell on deaf ears and her head-shake indicated an unmistakable 'no WAY!"  In sudden panic I realised that she intended to force me in full baby wardrobe out into the nocturnal streets of Manhattan.  It was after four a.m.  and close to daylight, when the custom-made red baby harness was put over my pink baby plastic pinafore and buckled tightly around my upper torso.  My strict baby-sitter then put the large pacifier back into my mouth, tied a rubber bib around my neck and 'decorated' my head with a blond curly wig and a frilly baby bonnet, the wide silk straps fastened in a bow below my trembling chin.  In this bizarre outfit she led me through the door and pushed me forcefully down the brightly-lit staircase.

With great reluctance, weak knees and shaking all over my body I eventually managed to 'conquer' the four flights of stairs in my pink sissy baby girl attire, which rustled and crackled noisily with every step.  The extremely short bell-shaped babydoll top made sure that my heavily padded pink rubber baby panties were prominently exposed.  Rather panicky, I listened for any suspicious sound and starred anxiously at the other apartment doors on the way down.  Finally we arrived at the house exit and I was forced to step out into the street, fully dressed as an overgrown sissy baby girl.  It was too late to bail out, because my Mistress grabbed the key and locked the door behind us.  I had no choice but to follow her to the parking lot and trying to hide my sissy baby outfit behind the wheel.  At least the most degrading and shameful part, my bulging rubberized diaper pack, was now hidden from the eyes of curious night owls.

During this mild weekend night, Manhattan's traffic was still in gear at this late hour and it was a nightmare to drive through the streets with a pacifier in my mouth and the frilly baby bonnet around my head.  My unrelenting baby-sitter was living on the other side of town and we had to stop repeatedly at intersections with red lights.

Growing waves of fear and shame rolled through my babyfied body, every time I was helplessly exposed to other car passengers or pedestrians, who glanced at my strange accessories in disbelief or unconcealed mockery.  Fortunately, the two police officers passing by in their patrol car didn't pay attention to my car.  I could hardly imagine the humiliation and ridicule in store for me, should I be subjected to an alcohol test...

My blood started to boil over and I was totally horrified, when my Mistress amused herself with a vivid description of my ordeal: "If you get stopped now and fail the test, they will handcuff you and take you to the police station.  I bet they would just love to show you off in your sissy baby dress to their colleagues on the night shift.  Who knows, what kind of games they would play with a pervert like you in diapers and rubber baby panties..." At least she didn't push our luck and we made it to her house without any major incidents.  A few sleepless neighbours were in the middle of an animated discussion near the front door and I begged for permission to remove my pacifier and bonnet while hiding inside the car.  Again my pleas were unsuccessful, I had to step out in full baby gear, run around the car and open the door on the other side.  I tried desperately to ignore the group of people nearby and to follow my Mistress 'discreetly' to the entrance.  Here she ordered me to get on my knees and thank her for the intense baby therapy night by kissing her patent leather boots.

In a trance-like state, I pressed my lips against the shiny black leather, torn between sexual excitement, ardent shame and slavish submission.  But all of a sudden I felt totally free and radiant with happiness, because this beautiful Dominatrix had given me a unique chance to turn my most secret baby fantasy into reality.  The scornful laughter of the rather shocked neighbours was still ringing in my ears, but didn't bother me any longer.  Safely back behind the wheel and driving across town again, I began to feel completely at peace with myself.  It was nearly daylight, when I returned to my apartment and the comfort of my rubber-covered baby crib - a happy little sissy girl, still wrapped in bulky - and very soggy- diapers under several layers of waterproof baby panties.  Did my Mistress intentionally 'forget' to return the key to the lock of the built-in chain?  - Slowly, the extraordinary excitement of my public baby humiliation faded away and I drifted from reality back into the dream world of my baby girl fantasies.

npp_r002 Rubber Sissy Baby Slave     Page 1 of 4

