
For Henri Skunk, some days were better than others. Having been a one-time stand-in for icon Pepé Le Pew, he was often mistaken for the star. He probably couldn’t go a day without some crazed fan asking for an autograph. Sadly, those were the good days. The worst were days when random women slapped him for the oddest of reasons. 

“Getaway!” A random Golden Retriever shrieks. Henri, rubbing his reddened cheek, whimpers. He’d simply ask directions to the bus stop. However, since Henri noticed her wedding ring, the skunk knew what came next.

“Hey buddy, ya bothering me wifey?” Her husband, a German Shepard, barks. Henri shrinks, shooting his paws up defensively and shaking his head. The German Shepard, who seemed to grow taller with each step, picks up Henri by the throat.


“I was just-” Before Henri can explain, he’s tossed overhead into an alleyway. The skunk fell, headfirst, into a trashcan. His groans turn into frightening screams as something forces him deeper and deeper into the trashcan. A hole opens up at the bottom, pulling Henri into a dark abyss.

Continuing his never-ending descent into darkness, his vision is obscured by a blindfold. Although given his current situation, a blindfold might’ve been pointless. Henri lands, surprisingly rear first, onto a moving conveyor belt. He reaches for the blindfold; however, a pair of mechanical hands pin his arms to his sides.

This day just keeps getting worse! He thought. The mechanical hands lift him by his legs, Henri’s head banging against the steel belt. His pained grunts turn into mild curiosity as something’s slid underneath him. He couldn’t tell what it was. All Henri knew was that it was incredibly soft. Sort of like a pillow.


It wouldn’t be long before that he’d looking forth something soft. A wooden paddle swats his rear. He yelps, more so out of shock than pain. Henri squirms in his mechanical captor’s grip. Not that the machine cared.


Another spank, this one accompanying with a loud KRACK, makes him stay still. Left in tears and pathetic whimpers, Henri stays still. He wasn’t sure if he could handle another one. Again, the machine didn’t care. Ten more equally painful smacks are delivered to his fanny. Left a sobbing mess, a hand pats his head as consolation.


Not for the spanking, but for what came next. Something wet and rubbery teasingly rubs his tail hole. Unlike Pepé, Henri never had anal sex before. His hole was virgin and tight. Even so, the machine gently eases the lubed-up plug inside him. Reflexively, he clenches his butt cheeks only to whine from pain. 

“Please stop…” Henri whines, tears rolling down his face. His cries fell on the deaf ears of whoever was operating this machine. Once the tip had been inserted, the base came next. Squirming, he grunts as it worms its way inside him. Once inside, Henri felt an overwhelming fullness. If it wasn’t for the blindfold, he’d see his stomach bulging. Yet, he certainly felt it.

In his hazed state, he barely smelt…powder was it? No, it was definitely powder. Specifically, baby powder is being caked on his crotch and behind. If that was baby powder he was smelling than that meant…

Someone’s putting me in a diaper?! Henri realized. His legs are spread so the massive pillow of a diaper can be pulled between his legs. Strangely, never once while the diaper’s pins to his waist did he hear any tapes. In hindsight, this would only be the only saving grace of his day.

Henri’s legs pin awkwardly, not painfully though, because of the diaper. The soft material of the diaper eased his butt pains as he’s sat up. The skunk shivers as a wet and slimy gel are lathered in circles on his chest. His query to why would be answered immediately.

Without warning, something soft and squishy is pasted onto his chest. Henri’s ears and tail shot upward at a snapping sound. Raising his paws to his chest, he screams. Now he was spotting an impressive pair of breasts with a bra to go along with it.


The machine, which had paid no attention to his hands the entire time, lifts them up. Something soft and frilly, a dress(?), descends over him. If he could see it, Henri would’ve wanted to crawl into a hole and die. Contrast to his dark fur, the dress was obnoxiously pink with white frills for days. The only saving grace of the dress was that it did hide his diaper completely. 

Henri was frightened and scared, unsure of what to expect next. Fortunately, it would seem as though the worst of it was over. As the conveyor approaches its end, voices could be heard. The voices were females, but that was all he could tell.

“Are you sure you don’t want anything else? I can have him fitted with a nice wig, cute Mary Janes, the works!” The first female asked. The other female shakes her head.

“No thank you, I can take care of that myself. Thank you for accommodating my order, Deborah,” the second female responds. Deborah sighs, but nods her head. If this was what her customer wanted than that good enough.

“Alright Penelope, do you want to run throw what you ordered, just to make sure we got it all right?” Deborah asks. Out the corner of their eyes, they Henri being rolled to them.

“Why not. Let Pepé know what you’ve done,” Penelope nods.
“But I’m not-” Henri’s immediately cut off by Deborah.

“For starters, he’d been fitted with a nice and special butt plug! That little baby when, at the press of a button,” Henri immediately shivers and groans from his vibrating butt plug. “There are several speeds: ‘Wiggly Finger in Butthole’, ‘Regular Speed’, and ‘Booty Twerking’.”
Henri yelps when his dress is flicked upward. Deborah continues with, “Besides your cute dress and DDs befitting a queen sissy; you’re fitted with the coziest cloth diaper ever made. It’s even fitted with magnetic locks! The only way to take them off is if the key holder, which the lovely Penelope, is. Yup, another happy customer I can feel sort of proud of!”
Deborah removes the blindfold so Henri can get a look at them. He saw the voluptuous Dalmatian, Deborah, along with a familiar-looking cat. This cat was black with a white stripe down…her…back…
It finally dawns on Henri who this cat was.

“You’re Penelope! Pepé Le Pew’s girlfriend!” Henri realized. Deborah cocks an eyebrow as Penelope nods again.

“Wait aren’t you-” Deborah’s cut off by Penelope.

“Well on and off girlfriend. Though regardless of our relationship,” Penelope walks past Deborah to boop Henri’s nose, “he’s always my little sissy girl. But, I need a fulltime sissy and if Pepé won’t suffice than his body double will!”
Henri and Deborah are speechless whilst a liger brings a stroller big enough for Henri to fit in. He doesn’t even fight the liger as he’s strapped in. Why would he? Penelope had the key to unlocking the diaper. Even if he could get rid of everything else, he still needed her for that. Then again, who’s to say she didn’t have other ways to keep him as her sissy baby.
Penelope offers Deborah another thanks, taking her new sissy home to have all sorts of fun with.
