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Prologue

Mommy Claire

There is nothing I love more than the intimacy between myself, and my adult babies. Words can't describe the bliss of connecting with another individual in such a beautiful and primal way. I wish I could experience it every day, and I consider it my duty to introduce that joy to more and more people, men and women alike.

That desire to introduce more people to the joy of age regression is what led me to take an ad in the local paper, searching for my next conquest. The ad read:

Help Wanted - is the stress of daily life too much for you? Are there times you just want to get away from it all? Do you ever wish you could hand over all of your troubles and settle into a world of motherly love? Contact me, Mommy Claire, I have the solution for you.

I received many calls, which resulted in quite a few interviews, but not what I would call qualified leads. Except for one particular gentleman, the way he spoke, the words he used, I thought he held potential, and so I arranged a meeting.

Under normal circumstances I would have invited a potential baby to meet with me at my home however, since this was a complete stranger, met through a public ad, I decided it would be most prudent to meet in a public place.


EPISODE 1

Mommy Claire

I chose a local coffee house and we agreed to meet at nine in the morning. Usually I liked arriving a couple of minutes late, to build anticipation and make an entrance, but in this situation I decided to get there early.

The barista who made my latte was a cutie. Her name was Alyssa and she couldn’t have been more than eighteen or nineteen years old; blonde hair, alabaster skin, and the most amazing blue eyes. There was a fleck in her left eye that gave it a cat like effect. Those were the traits I noticed but others would have undoubtedly seen her ill-fitting clothes and unkempt hair. They would have seen the lack of confidence conveyed by the way she carried herself. She had no personal awareness. She had no idea how sexy she was and because of that other people couldn’t see it either.

I could tell you that I what I did next was for her, to build her up and help her out, but it wasn’t. She was a diamond in the rough, and I was about to mine her for myself.

“My dear,” I said, touching her gently on the hand. “May I ask you a question?”

She looked at me with big eyes and an attentive smile. I knew she was going to be easy to seduce, she had been raised to give deference to her elders, and because of that, she would consider it rude to reject me.

“I’m having a problem with my dress, would you be so kind as to provide me with some assistance in the rest room?” I asked.

It was an impossible question, but her moral upbringing wouldn’t allow her to say no to an old woman in need. Reluctantly she followed me into the bathroom.

All of my dresses and bras were specifically designed for nursing and provided easy access. Once this little girl and I were alone I positioned myself with my bosom right at her face and released my garments. Before she realized what was happening the softness of my breast was rubbing against her face.

“Oh my God,” she said and immediately backed up.

“Oh dear, I am so sorry,” I gasped. “I knew there was something wrong with the clasp, thank goodness that didn’t happen out there.”

I did not cover up and she stood there, open mouthed, staring at my nakedness, completely mesmerized.

I allowed her to ogle my breast for a moment or two before saying, “Dear, can you help me get myself situated?”

She shook herself out of her trance. “Oh yes, of course,” she said and she moved forward to help me.

I didn’t make it easy for her, twisting and turning as if I was trying to help, but all the while brushing my bare breasts against her hands and face. I wasn’t sure of the effect it was having until I felt her hand linger on my skin longer than it needed to. She took advantage of the situation and it sent an erotic chill up my spine that set my juices flowing. This little cutie was about to be mine.

By the time my dress was fixed Alyssa was quivering. I don’t think she understood the feelings that were surging through her mind. Little did she know things were going to get more confusing before they finally got better. As we walked out of the restroom I said, “You have been such a big help. I want to reward you.”

“You don’t have to do that,” she said.

“I insist, do you know how embarrassed I would have been if that had happened in public? You are a life saver.” I slipped her a hundred dollar bill and said, “Tomorrow, I’m going to take you on a shopping spree. I’ll pick you up in front of here at nine.” I didn’t wait for a response, I took my coffee and found a table in the corner table, one where I could watch the door and wait for my potential baby to arrive.

Now I don't have insecurities about me but when my suitor did not arrive on time, nor did he arrive within ten minutes of our arranged time, I began to wonder if he saw me through the window and decided not to proceed. Some people get nervous and back out, but I'm also not as young as I once was. I like to think I keep things in pretty good shape, with the ideal figure for a little boy or girl looking for some mommy love, but you never know what all people will like.

At fifteen past the hour I decided to call it a wash. That's when a gentleman who had been sitting a couple of tables away approached.

"I must say," he said, "the gentleman who stood you up needs to have his head examined."

I looked the young man up and down. He was about thirty years old and dressed in a pair of jeans and a faded sweater. I could tell by his coifed hair and manicured nails that that was not his normal attire. He was strikingly handsome and very confident.

All of those things may have been perfect for a woman in search of a mate, but none of those characteristics were good for a mommy in search of an adult to infantilize. Adult babies needed love, attention, and nurturing, they usually lacked self-confidence. As attractive as he was, he was not a fit for my needs.

"Excuse me?" I responded.

He smiled, a bright and wide smile that was used by salesmen just as they were about to close a deal. "I was just saying; if I may be so forward, that you look like you were waiting for someone that did not show up. Based on the way you are dressed, which is quite stunning by the way, I take it it was a man you were waiting for. And if that man missed out on an opportunity to meet with you, then it is his loss."

His smooth talking charm was very polished, and if I was looking for sex I would have accepted his advances, but I had a very specific need in mind, and I didn't see him donning a diaper in complete submission to my will.

"You're nice looking and all," I answered, "but you're really not my type."

It felt good to walk away and leave him hanging. He was undoubtedly used to getting what he wanted, and it was particularly satisfying to deny him his victory.

I walked out of the coffee shop, giving my barista friend Alyssa a smile and a wave as I did. She would be tomorrow’s fun and I made a mental note of the preparations I wanted to make for our day out.

Like any good salesman my suitor wasn't going to take no for an answer. He caught up with me out on the sidewalk.

"I hope I didn't offend you," he said, "it's just that I find you extremely beautiful and was hoping we might be able to spend some time together."

I was flattered and all but I really didn't want to deal with his bullshit. I decided to put an end to his game.

"I'm looking for a man I can put in a diaper," I said with a smirk, "if you'd like to be my baby then maybe we can work something out. If not, you're going to want to look somewhere else for today's fun."

I imagine his jaw dropped to the sidewalk but I didn't stick around to watch, I headed for my car.

I knew he was a persistent salesman but I was shocked when he caught up to me at my car.

"If I say yes," he said, "do I get to make love to you?"

"No," I answered succinctly and stepped into my car.

I don't know what the attraction was, maybe he just couldn't accept rejection, but he didn’t give up.

"Ok, ok," he said. "I'll do it, and if I don't like it I'll leave."

I didn't like his arrogance, and wasn't that interested in moving forward with someone that was only agreeing with me in order to get into my pants, so I pushed him further. "Babies don't dictate to mommy, if you accept you give up all control, if not, we say goodbye here."

I wasn't going to wait for an answer. I closed the door and started the engine.

He tapped on the window. "Ok, let me get my car, I'll follow you."

I couldn't believe he was agreeing. "No," I responded, "if you want to come leave your car here and get in." I pressed the button to unlock my doors. The ball was in his court.

He didn't hesitate, and that was the first moment I thought that I may have found a gem.


EPISODE 1

Chris Alpha

I woke up to the smell of pussy. My first Asian, Vee, was still in my bed. I usually preferred to fuck women at their place, so I could make a quick exit, but she lived with her parents, and I really wanted to add an Asian chick to my bedpost.

The sex was great. Vee worked my cock like a champ, not only did she give great head, but she really outdid herself with her pussy, grinding on me until I shot my load deep inside of her. I knew she would, she was a six, maybe a seven and I'm a ten. By that math she was going to work her tail off to make up the difference, and I enjoyed every minute of it.

Getting her out wasn't hard; I lied and said I needed to get to work. She was still in awe of me and, while I never intended to see her again, she didn't know that, and wasn't going to do anything to fuck up her chances of servicing me again. Who knew, maybe one night I'd be horny and without any other options. She did try real hard after all.

With Vee gone I took a hot shower and headed to my favorite coffee shop to grab a cub of Joe and read the news. I work in sales for a large tech company and truthfully I only work about five hours a week.

As I sat reading on my iPad, sipping my coffee, I noticed an older woman, very attractive, dressed to the nines. She immediately caught my attention because I never had a grandmother before, and adding a GILF to my resume would be a big boon. It was rare to find an older woman that was not only attractive in the face, but also hot in the bod. And to make things even better, the way she kept watching the door, I knew she had been stood up. Bad for her but good for me, I decided to make my move.

I dropped a pick-up line, not even one of my better ones, and she was hooked. I added a broad smile and laid the ground work to take her back to my place. I may not have liked hosting but to add a GILF to my list I was willing to make the sacrifice.

She looked me up and down, and if you can believe it, decided to play hard to get, something about me not being her type. I'm everyone's type. Even guys think I'm hot. She tried to leave but I wasn't going to let my little fish off the hook. This wasn't catch and release; I still wanted something. I caught up with her outside. It was time to get past the bullshit and get her into my bed.

She looked at me and smiled and said something about a diaper. She probably figured I'd fall for that line of crap but I knew the women who resisted like that had a little devil inside, and were the most fun to conquer. I had to have her and after a little playful back and forth we agreed she’d take me back to her place. I didn't like the idea of being without my car but other than that things were working exactly as planned.


EPISODE 2

Chrissy Alpha

"Hi, I'm Chris," I said while sitting in the passenger seat of her Escalade.

"It's nice to meet you Chrissy," she replied.

"It's Chris," I said.

She smiled. "You're Chrissy to me, and if you give me any trouble, Chrissy is going to be my good little girl and not my good little boy." She was playing the power and control game hard.

I'm in charge, she was going to learn that, but for the moment I was fine with giving her the illusion of control. "Is it ok if I ask questions?" I asked.

She looked at her console. "We'll be at my place in seven minutes. You may ask three questions but that won't change anything. You've already agreed to be my baby for the day, if you don't go through with it you'll have to find your own way back to your car."

I was fine with her little game but there were lines I wasn't going to cross, even to fuck a GILF. "Will there be any pain involved?"

She was shocked by the question. "I love my babies and don't have any intention of harming you. If you act out, or disobey, I may need to punish you, but I don't believe in striking any child."

"Ok." That was a good answer. "Will you be taking any pictures?" There were a lot of things I was willing to do in private but I didn't want any of it coming back to haunt me.

"I have cameras throughout my house that record everything," she said.

Holy shit, I wasn't expecting that. "And what do you do with the film?" I asked.

"It is used only for private personal purpose," she replied.

Yeah, until some hacker gets to it, "Is your network safe?"

"You only get three questions," she said. "But I will tell you that my network security is top notch, and the camera system is not connected to any outside networks."

We pulled up in front of her place, a gargantuan mansion. This babe was rich.

"It's time to decide, are you coming in or walking home?"

"I'm in," I said and together we got out of the car to head inside. Little did I know that I had just made the biggest mistake of my life, or had my luckiest moment, depending on your point of view. Mommy Claire was about to take me on a journey that would not only challenge my preconceived notions of domination and submission, but also my rock-solid perceptions of age and gender. I was in for a wild ride that would forever change my life.


EPISODE 3

Mommy Claire

After I laid it all on the line, in no uncertain terms, I was surprised that Chrissy came inside.

The first thing I did was give my new little boy a tour of the house. He earned a good living, I could tell, but the more a man likes money, the more impressed he is with how much I have. We hadn't gotten half way through the house and he was already gushing.

"This place is incredible," he said. "You live here all alone?"

"I have other babies with whom I share my home," I answered.

The last part of the tour was the private suites and when we entered my favorite room I instructed him to take off his clothes and get on the bed.

Chrissy did as he was told and I was impressed with his body. He wasn't a hard body by any stretch, but he did have some definition, and his bottom, when he laid down on the bed, looked good enough to bite.

"I need to know my little boy is healthy," I told him, "so I'm going to check your temperature."

I didn't wait for him to respond. With my index finger I glided over his sphincter, which made him squirm, and then I plunged inside of him, which made him yelp. He found out quickly that Mommy's can touch their little boys anywhere they want.

It took me a moment to find his prostate but once I did he became much more relaxed, and when I replaced my finger with a vibrating butt plug he began to moan in delight.

"Does Chrissy like that inside of her pussy?" I asked. I was just messing with his mind, he accepted the role as my baby, but I wanted to push the boundaries of his submission, and I figured an alpha like him would resist gender role transformation.

He didn't respond to my pussy reference but I definitely got his attention when I secured the butt plug in his ass with a chastity belt.

"What the fuck?" he responded, pulling at the straps, trying to free himself from the penetration in his ass. It was no use, men much stronger than he had tried to free themselves from the constraints of that belt, but it was no use. Once the belt was locked in place, the only thing that would free him from the relentless buzz on his prostate was my key.

His facial expressions were priceless. At first there was disgust, his ass was being worked like a gay man at a bath house and he couldn't stop it. The next response was anger, as he tried to free himself but could not. And finally he got to fear, the moment his body got used to the invasion in his ass and started to like it. It was a normal reaction, most men don't realize that there are more pleasure zones in the ass than there are in the penis, and once they are stimulated, there's no stopping that train.

The buzz of the vibrator was completely controlling him. Soon cum would begin to leak from his penis, and if I didn't offer some relief, his entire world was going to revolve around the pleasure emanating from his core.

I didn't want Chrissy losing all of his sexual drive so I freed him from the intensity before his balls were drained dry. He was relieved but little did he know that he would have been better off had his orgasm been spent. As it was, his lust was at peak, making him highly susceptible to my next move.


EPISODE 3

Chrissy Alpha

She gave me a tour of her place and if I thought it was nice from the outside it was nothing compared to the interior. I make a good living, but this lady was in another stratosphere. "This place is incredible. You live here all alone?" I asked.

She smiled at me. A condescending smile, like she knew more than me. "I have other babies with whom I share my home."

I wasn't exactly sure what to make of that. Who were these babies she was talking about?

Upstairs we entered a Victorian style bedroom complete with a four-poster bed. Inside the room she said, "Take off your clothes and get on the bed."

Now we were talking my business. I stripped naked and jumped on the bed.

She approached the bed, checking out my body. "I need to know my little boy is healthy, so I'm going to check your temperature." She turned me over, which I allowed, but then her finger began to probe my ass.

I was never into ass play, and having her finger up my butt was uncomfortable, but then something strange happened. I let her have control, as a means to get what I wanted, but I never expected that the finger in my ass would feel so good.

"Does Chrissy like that inside of her pussy?" she said.

I didn't like being called Chrissy but I did like the feeling inside of me. I let her have her fun with my ass but I drew the line at the transgender stuff. For a moment I got lost in the feeling and then I felt something click around my waist.

"What the fuck?"

It was a chastity belt. She locked me up, with a vibrator in my ass. I tugged at the straps but it was no use.

I had asked her if there was any pain but I never asked about restraints. I didn't like it. I was about to say something but then that damn vibration, it was so relentless, and felt so good, it made me forget about everything else.

I don't know how long she kept me in that device, the physical feelings were very pleasurable, but mentally I couldn't wait to get out. Fortunately she released me from the bonds and I was free again.

I tried to stand but it was difficult. Whatever that thing did to my ass made my legs weak. She helped me into the bathroom where a bubble bath waited for us.


EPISODE 4

Mommy Claire

"Mommy would like to give her little girl a bath," I said.

Chrissy cringed at the mention of little girl but as objectionable as he may have found it, he didn't resist.

"Sit on the edge of the tub," I instructed, "I'm going to shave your pussy. Little girls don't have pubic hair."

He sat on the edge of the tub and I got on my knees in front of him. The moment he looked down my blouse his dick sprang to life, and when I lathered up his cock and balls with shaving cream he became fully erect.

Chrissy was nervous watching me place the sharp blade next to his cock. I am very good with my blade but that doesn't make it less scary to the man who is watching a stranger completely control his manhood. With each stroke I removed more and more hair until he was completely bald.

"Such a smooth kitty," I said to him. "Chrissy you are a very submissive little girl, I didn't think you would give in so easily."

I could see that the constant sissification was getting to him. His mind was resisting it but there was something that was keeping him from rebelling outright. I wasn't sure what it was but there was something I was missing, some reason why this alpha male was willing to give up all of his power.

I didn't stop with his cock and balls. If he was going to so willingly submit, then I was going to push his boundaries to the limit. I followed by shaving his legs and then his chest. When I was done he was quivering and I don't think he was cold. I think he realized he got on a ride he couldn't handle and was sliding down a slope he couldn't stop.

"Is Chrissy ready to complete her transition to my little girl?"

He wasn't sure whether to be afraid or relieved. Was this the end of his ordeal? Or was it about to get worse?

The answer to that would depend on his point of view. For a person committed to the adult baby lifestyle he was about to enter Nirvana, but for a man who was faking it trying to get sex, his nightmare was only just beginning.

I helped Chrissy into the tub. With many of my baby friends I would undress and join him in the water however Chrissy wasn't ready for that, if he had seen me naked he would have thought he had a chance to have sex with me, and I didn't want him to think that was possible. It wasn't.

From the side of the tub I took Chrissy's cock in my hand and stroked the smooth skin until he was on the brink of orgasm and gasping for breath. This was the exact reason I didn't allow him to cum earlier; I was going to string along his desire until his submission became very real.

Chrissy enjoyed the stimulus on his cock but was slow to give in to the feelings. It took me a while, providing several edging sessions where his dick and his mind thought he was going to release but didn't. It was wonderful watching him squirm and even better when his body's needs overtook his conscious thoughts.

"Please," he whined.

"What is it that my little girl wants?" I teased.

"Please can I cum?" he pleaded.

"Are you ready to be my good little girl?" I asked.

He struggled with his answer but there wasn't a lot of choice. His body needed release and if he didn't give in his mind was going to go crazy. "Yes," he agreed.

"Say it," I demanded. I had only intended to turn him into my submissive baby but his weakness was too much to resist. I was going to conquer this alpha male and strip him of everything that made him strong.

He fought against the urge but it was a futile effort. Sure he could resist for a little while, but his lust was surging through his veins at breakneck speed, there was only so much a man could take.

"Please," he whined.

I didn't respond, I just kept him in that state of limbo, desperate to cum, but unable to release.

"Please," he said again. "I'll do whatever you want."

"Give up your penis and become my baby girl," I said, licking my lips at his weakened state.

He didn't want to say it; I could see his inner struggle. With another man, one who wasn't so arrogant and self assured, I might have shown mercy, but I hated the alpha male and all of the abuse he cast upon others. He was going to submit or suffer the consequences.

I thought the fight might go on and on but then something happened. His defenses lapsed and he was singing the words I longed to hear. "I'm your good little girl," he shouted, "please can I cum?"

I stroked him really close, close enough that he thought for sure he was going to explode, and then I brought him back one more time.

He completely broke down. "Please mommy, I'll do whatever you want. I'll be your good little girl, please."

A merciful mommy would have sent him over the edge but I still had a lesson to teach. I snapped my fingers and two of my adult baby friends entered the bathroom.

Chrissy's eyes shot wide when he realized we weren't alone, but he was still helpless to do anything about it.

"Good little girls suck on their binkies," I said.

Right on cue, the first of my adult babies, Tyler, moved forward and offered his dick for Chrissy to suck on. I thought I might have to coerce him but he really was broken, he began sucking without any prompting. It was a sloppy looking blow job, but he was doing it, and the mental implications of his submission were far greater than any physical act.

Before long Tyler pulled out of Chrissy's mouth spraying her face with jism. There was no time to clean up because my second baby, Pablo, was right there to feed her another cock.

Despite the cum that was now drying on her face and hair, Chrissy took the next dick like a pro. She gobbled and slurped the head like she was intent on getting to the good stuff inside. Pablo did not pull out, preferring to unload his seed directly down Chrissy's throat.

I couldn't hold back my laugh. Chrissy was not only a girl, but she was a slut too. I wondered about the total effect of her transformation, would she be able to act like a man again or was this permanent? I didn't really care. He was an alpha asshole that needed to be taught a lesson. It was long overdue.

"Mommy," Chrissy whined. "Please may I cum?"

In my delight over his absolute submission I practically forgot about his penis. It didn't take long but I stroked him one more time, sending her cock over the edge, spilling her cum in the bath water. Chrissy was so glad to finally have relief she couldn't think straight.

"I'm your good little girl," she reiterated and for a moment I thought I may have strung her out a little too long.


EPISODE 4

Chrissy Alpha

"Mommy would like to give her little girl a bath," she said.

Things were looking up. Once we were both naked and in the tub it was only a matter of time before this hot little GILF was going to be riding my cock.

She patted the edge of the tub and said, "Sit here, on the edge of the tub. I'm going to shave your pussy. Little girls don't have pubic hair."

There was that little girl reference again. What was it with her and gender transformation? Despite her efforts to turn me into a sissy, I sat down. She got on her knees in front of me and I had a perfect view of her luscious DD's. Boy were they nice.

She put some shaving cream in her hands and then lathered it all over my cock. It felt great but then she took out a straight blade. It wasn't a safety razor or anything like that; it was a sharp ass blade, just inches from my family jewels. She was very skilled but it still made me nervous.

"Such a smooth kitty," she said. "Chrissy you are a very submissive little girl, I didn't think you would give in so easily."

I played her game; it was time for me to fuck this broad. It was time for her to stop the little girl play and get on my dick.

She started rubbing my cock and I was relieved. Finally we were getting to the good stuff. She was quite skilled with her hands and had me ready for sex in no time.

"Is Chrissy ready to complete her transition to my little girl?" she asked.

I was tired of the little girl stuff but if that was what she needed to turn her on then I was going to play along.

She helped me into the tub but despite the fact that it was big enough for two she did not get in with me. Instead she reached her hand into the water, took my cock in her hand and began a wonderful hand job. I was never a hand job guy, I always preferred the pussy or the mouth, but she was very good at it.

It felt like she was going to make me cum, my cock felt incredible and I was right there at the brink, but somehow she was able to keep me on the edge. It was an intense feeling, one that I liked in the beginning, but after a while found frustrating.

She kept doing it. Bringing me to the edge but not letting me cum. I struggled against the feeling at first but the longer she did it I couldn't keep up the fight. Soon the feeling was so pleasurable I didn't want it to end.

"Please," I begged, but I didn't know what I was begging for. I wanted the pleasure to continue but the way she was making me feel I was helpless. I needed to be in control again.

"What is it that my little girl wants?" she asked.

I pleaded with her. "Please can I cum?"

"Are you ready to be my good little girl?" she taunted.

Did it have to be a little girl? I didn't want to give in to her request but my dick had a mind of its own, and at that moment it was way stronger than my brain. Reluctantly I agreed. "Yes."

It wasn't enough for her. "Say it," she demanded.

No way, she couldn't make me do it. I just wasn't going to give in. If only she would stop stroking my cock, that incessant feeling was too much, it created a need in me that I couldn't satisfy. I needed her. And that need kept getting stronger and stronger. Perhaps I could give in to her just a little, at least until I had control back.

"Please," I conceded. But she didn't give me relief. What was wrong? "Please, I'll do whatever you want."

She was quick to respond. "Give up your penis and become my baby girl."

I could tell you that I was prepared to fight but it wouldn't be true. My cock was desperate, a carnal desire so deep inside of me it could not be denied. It wasn't that I wanted sex, my brain needed to be able to think straight, and that wasn't going to happen until I was free of the demands of my body. There wasn't any other way. I was losing and if I didn't do something soon my mind was going to break. "I'm your good little girl, please can I cum?"

She built me up and I prepared for the explosion. I had never needed to cum so badly in my entire life. But as close as she took me she still wouldn't let me have relief. I needed to do something. "Please mommy, I'll do whatever you want. I'll be your good little girl, please."

She could have let me have my orgasm but instead she snapped her fingers and two men walked into the bathroom.

Holy fuck. What was going on? I was scared shitless seeing two naked guys walk into the room but somehow my dick was still on the brink, unable to release without her say so.

She looked at me and said, "Good Little girls suck on their binkies," and the first of the guys stepped forward and pushed his dick towards my face.

I had never sucked a dick before, in fact, I was repulsed by homosexuals, but I needed to cum. I needed it so bad I was willing to do anything. I leaned forward, wrapped my lips around the head of his cock and swirled my tongue around the head. Much to my surprise, after only a few moments of sucking, he pulled his dick from my mouth and sprayed my face with cum. I might have been disgusted but I couldn't think of anything but Mommy Claire and the control she had over my dick.

Another cock was presented to me and my situation hadn't changed. I needed release and prayed that sucking this cock would finally get me what I wanted.

I suckled with my lips and used both hands to stroke his shaft and massage his balls. I felt the build up and when I sensed he was getting close I prepared for him to pull from my mouth. Like the rest of this entire experience I did not get what I expected. When he was ready to erupt he pushed deeper into me. The flow of semen shot into my mouth, what I couldn't keep down spilled over my lips and down my chin.

Mommy Claire laughed at me, which I didn't like, but my carnal lust was so strong I couldn't think of anything but my impending orgasm. "Mommy, please may I cum?"

Finally she gave me what I wanted. My cock erupted and the orgasm lasted forever. I had never experienced anything so intense in my whole life and when I finally calmed down I still felt awesome. "I'm your good little girl," I said, which was fucked up because she had already made me cum.


EPISODE 5

Little Girl Chrissy

Mommy Claire helped me out of the tub and dried me with her towel. I was kind of floating, still not recovered from the intensity of my orgasm.

She took extra care drying me off and it's strange but I could feel the love in her effort. It was like she wanted me to feel good, even though the sex was over.

After toweling me off we moved into the bedroom where she sat on the bed, directing me to lie down with my head in her lap. My mind began to think about my exit but she started running her fingers through my hair and massaging my scalp. It felt really nice and I figured I could let her play like that a little while longer.

I closed my eyes, enjoying her attention. That's when I felt the soft smooth skin of her breast against my face. It was very comforting and when her nipple grazed my cheek, I did what came natural, suckling her into my mouth and feeding like my inner child needed nourishment.

Mommy Claire cuddled me while I nursed on her breast and it felt wonderful. If I had any concerns in life they were gone at that moment. It truly was blissful.

She didn't think I knew what she was doing when she put the diaper on me. I knew. I was just feeling so peaceful I didn't want to resist. All the while she stroked and caressed me, allowing me to get lost in her mommy love.

Mommy Claire tried to stand me up but I wasn't ready. Her breast on my face and nipple in my mouth were everything I wanted. I was exactly where I wanted to be.

"It's ok little girl. I want you to take a look at yourself in Mommy's mirror."

I didn't want to break away but I also didn't want to disappoint the woman who was giving me such insane pleasure. I looked in the mirror and what I saw shocked me. She didn't just put me in a diaper; she dressed me in little girl's clothing. At any other time I would have been mortified, but seeing the smile on Mommy's face gave me a warm feeling inside. I liked pleasing her.

I stood there looking at the little girl in the mirror and it confused me. While I didn't know what the future held for me, I just knew that Mommy Claire was going to be a big part of it.


EPISODE 5

Mommy Claire

We were in a tenuous spot. All women know the moments after his orgasm are make or break for the future of the relationship. That was as true with Mommy / Baby relationships as it was with romantic ones. If the man was willing to cut off his leg to get out of there, a la coyote ugly, then there was no hope. If he wanted to stay then you were good to go. And if he was on the fence there was a very short window of opportunity.

I sensed Chrissy was in that window, not bolting for the door just yet, but definitely not committed to staying. I needed to take decisive action.

"It's ok little one," I cooed at my little baby. I backed off the sissification for a moment, that time would return but right then I needed to secure him. "Let's get you out of the tub and get you dried off."

The thing about Mommy love is that it can make a man feel good all the time. With sex, there is a period of time after his orgasm that a man doesn't even care about sex, but he still loves his mommy.

I took a thick plush towel and dried off my little baby as he got out of the tub. It was difficult not taking advantage of the situation to caress his firm muscles however at that moment I had a more important objective. I needed him relaxed so I could progress him to the next stage of the infantilization process.

Once dry we moved into the bedroom where, under normal circumstances, I would have diapered him. That part would have to wait. Chris was on the edge and could go either way; it was time to show him what Mommy Claire as all about.

I sat at the head of the bed and instructed my little baby to lie down with his head on my lap. I then began a soothing scalp massage. He let me and I got a sense that it might be possible to make his conversion permanent.

The slow massaging strokes through his hair, against his face and around his neck put Chrissy at ease. He closed his eyes, enjoying the moment. I thought about stimulating his dick but after the ball draining orgasm he had just had in the tub, I figured it was going to be a while before that was going to be possible.

That didn't mean I couldn't still bring him along. While he was lying there, head in my lap, I undid my dress, as well as my bra, and allowed my breast to fall gently by his face. I started by rubbing the soft under belly of my bosom against his skin. He didn't resist, in fact he let out an "ah" when he first felt it. I then dragged my firm nipple lightly against his cheek and, like a good little girl; Chrissy turned and suckled me in.

My nipples are extremely sensitive and the moment Chrissy latched on to me a surge of adrenaline shot through my system. God did that feel good. I cuddled Chrissy, pulling her close, feeding her more of Mommy's life giving breast. She took more and more of it in, accepting, if not loving, the exchange of power and control.

Chrissy wasn't an alpha male anymore, at least not with me. That much was certain. I was confident in my control over her, but now I needed to let Chrissy know, in a way that did not crush her spirit.

With Chrissy laid out on the bed, head in my lap, mouth on my teat, I began to dress him. It wasn't easy based on the positioning, however I needed to keep him latched on to me, at least until his transition was complete. The diaper was easy enough; it didn't require any separation. But when it came time to dress his upper body I had to make it quick, stimulating his chest and arms in the moments while his mouth and face were away from my bosom. It worked, Chrissy was dressed, I just needed to show her the fruits of my labor.

Chrissy didn't want to separate from my breast but the moment of reckoning was upon us. "It's ok little girl," I said, still massaging her scalp. "I want you to take a look at yourself in Mommy's mirror."

Together we stood up, Chrissy still leaning against me, unwilling to break the bond with her mommy. I loved it.

We stood in front of the mirror. Chrissy looked at herself, while I watched her expression. Her reaction was priceless. Not only was she in a diaper, but she was also wearing a pink teddy and a yellow bonnet. She looked beautiful. But the greatest part of all was the smile on Chrissy's face. She was conquered and she felt no remorse.

I did it. I converted a strong alpha male into a submissive female baby, one that was willing to suck and fuck anything I told her. I was going to have fun with little Chrissy, the kind of fun that had no bounds, for with Chrissy I had no fear of what might become of her now that she was broken. If she was unable to function as an adult I would just add her to my collection of babies, and take care of her just like I did all of my other helpless dependents.


EPISODE 6

Little Girl Chrissy

Mommy Claire's driver gave me a lift back to my car. I was glad it was a limo with a divider because I really didn't want to see anyone. I had just been dressed in a little girl outfit with a diaper. It wasn't my proudest moment. I could tell you that I wasn't able to stop it from happening, and I wasn't, but now that it had happened, the memory was totally hot. It turned me on like nothing before.

It wasn't just the dress; it was Mommy Claire. There was something about her, some magical quality that made me feel all safe and warm inside, a place I never wanted to leave. You're probably thinking it was the way she teased my cock. In the beginning that was it, but it was when she had me lie down, with my head in her lap, her fingers caressing my scalp, her breast on my face, that I became hooked.

She gave me her card and told me I should call her when I was ready to come back. I was still in her limo, not even back to my car yet, and the feeling was there. I wanted to go back. Whatever strange force was controlling me I'm not sure, but I dialed the number.

"Hi my little Girl Chrissy," Mommy Claire answered, "I was wondering how long it would be before you'd call."

When she first started calling me Chrissy I didn't like it, it made me cringe, but now it made me feel special. I was Mommy Claire's good little girl; that meant something.

"Mommy," I said, "can I come back to see you?" I didn't mean it to, but my voice took on a feminine, almost childish, quality.

"Of course my dear," she said and I felt a spirit of joy rise up in my chest. "When would you like to visit?" she asked.

I didn't know how she would respond but I didn't want to wait. "Can I see you now?" I asked.

Mommy Claire laughed. "That's soon," she said. I feared she was going to say no. "I can have you come over now but I have other guests as well, are you ok if we make it a play date?"

I wasn't expecting that but my desire to see Mommy Claire was so strong I didn't care what I had to do. "Yes please," I answered.

"Ok, when you get your car you can follow the limo back, he will lead you to the south entrance where you can store your car."

I was so excited to be going back to see Mommy Claire. The strange thing was I didn't know what I was most excited for; I wanted to see her, I wanted to suckle at her teat, and I think I also wanted to wear the dress. How fucked up was that? I used to make fun of guys like that and now Mommy Claire had me so mixed up in the head I couldn't wait to get back there.

The limo led me to a completely different entrance to Mommy Claire's estate. I parked in a covered garage and one of the guys from my earlier visit, Pablo, was there with a golf cart to give me a ride to the house.

I felt a little awkward riding with Pablo after sucking his dick. He seemed to notice.

"Don't worry about sucking my dick," Pablo said. "You'll get used to it."

I didn't know exactly what that meant. Would I get used to the embarrassment, or would I get used to sucking his dick? I never got to ask.

We pulled up in front of the house and Pablo said, "Mommy Claire's waiting for you inside."

I walked up the stairs to the front door. I couldn't get the thought of Pablo's dick out of my head. Fortunately Mommy Claire was right there and all thoughts turned to her.

She welcomed me with a hug and God did that feel good. Just being in her presence made my whole body tingle. And when she spoke, I completely melted.

"Oh Chrissy my dear, I'm so glad you're back. But what are those terrible clothes, we need to get you dressed up."

This was really happening. I wasn't being coerced; there was no ulterior motive. I was choosing to be dressed like a little girl. I never would have believed that I could possibly enjoy something like that, but I couldn't wait for Mommy Claire to dress her good little girl.

"I really want you to dress me," I whispered in her ear, "I want to be your good little girl."

"I know," Mommy Claire laughed. "I knew the moment you looked at yourself in the mirror. You may have liked Mommy's hand job and nursing at my bosom, but you loved seeing yourself in that dress."

I blushed but Mommy Claire was quick to reassure me.

"You don't have anything to be concerned about," she said, "this is a safe place, a place where you are free to live and explore your deepest self."

"I had no idea there was a little girl inside of me," I said, my voice still barely above a whisper. "I'm almost afraid to find out what else is in there."

Mommy Claire took me by the arm and led me up the stairs. "You don't have to whisper," she chided, "its all out in the open here. And I think you already know what's in there. Did you say hi to Pablo on your way in?"

Oh my God, she knew. I don't know how, but she knew all I could think about was Pablo's dick. Was I that transparent?

Mommy Claire led me into her bedroom suite, the one with the four-poster bed. There was a diaper spread out in the center of the bed.

"Would Mommy's good little girl like to take off her own clothes, or would you like Mommy to undress you?"

I didn't even have to think about it, I wanted her to undress me. She did. The way she took control and yet attended to every detail with such love and attention, it was magnificent. When I looked up at her I couldn't believe what I saw. Was it possible she was more beautiful now than when I left her just an hour ago? I felt a love for her that transcended any sexual desire. It was true bliss.


EPISODE 6

Mommy Claire

The moment Chrissy walked out the door I knew she'd be back. I had unleashed the magic inside of her and now that she knew, and accepted, that part of her, and experienced that utter joy, there was no way she wasn't returning.

As certain as I was of her call, there was no way I could have predicted that she would call before even getting to her car. She was so desperate; she completely gave up any semblance of control. As an experienced sales person, Chrissy knew better, she just couldn't help herself. I absolutely loved her weakness and intended to reward her for her submission 

I hugged her tight the moment she walked through the door. I gave her the 'big bosom hug', it's just what it sounds like and little Chrissy melted in my arms. She needed mommy love and she was about to get a healthy dose of it.

"Oh Chrissy my dear, I'm so glad you're back. But what are those terrible clothes?" She really was a mess, no beautiful young lady should ever be seen in worn dungarees and an old and faded t-shirt. "We need to get you dressed up," I told her.

She held the hug and whispered in my ear. "I really want you to dress me. I want to be your good little girl."

I laughed. It was obvious to me early on, but I was so glad she was coming to her own enlightenment. Chrissy was starting a magical journey and it was a pleasure to be a part of it.

"I knew the moment you looked at yourself in the mirror. You may have liked Mommy's hand job and nursing at my bosom, but you loved seeing yourself in that dress."

Little Chrissy turned beat red and began to quiver. It was an emotional time and I wanted to help her through it. "You don't have anything to be concerned about. This is a safe place, a place where you are free to live and explore your deepest self."

He struggled a bit, but then whispered, "I had no idea there was a little girl inside of me. I'm almost afraid to find out what else is in there."

"You don't have to whisper, it’s all out in the open here. And I think you already know what's in there," I said. I took him by the arm, leading him up the stairs.

"Did you say hi to Pablo on your way in?" I knew it was difficult coming face to face with the man whose dick you had just sucked. It was exactly why I never sucked one of my babies dicks. But I really wanted to see how Chrissy would respond. Like I suspected, her desire to be feminized was far greater than her embarrassment of being dominated.

Chrissy was my guest for the evenings' activities and we had my favorite suite, The Victorian. I led her in and asked, "Would Mommy's Good Little Girl like to take off her own clothes, or would you like Mommy to undress you?"

She didn't hesitate. Not only did she want to be my girl, she wanted to be my baby girl.

I laid Chrissy out on the bed. She was handsome as a man, but her submission to femininity made her beautiful. I took my time undressing her, caressing her skin, massaging her back. When I put her on her back, and removed her pants, my good little girl's penis sprouted a bonor.

"Oh you dirty little girl," I scolded, dousing the cock with powder and aggressively rubbing it in. "Don't worry little Girl, mommy will take care of you." I rapidly stroked her penis, she was cooing and gasping in glee. I loved seeing her smile, her giggle was like music to my ears.

I didn't string Chrissy along. It was a quick session with an efficient albeit incomplete orgasm. I had plans for my little girl and it was good that her initial load was discharged. It would help her maintain control. But I still wanted some energy later, which is why I didn't give her the full treatment.

I cleaned up Chrissy's cum, added some new powder, and wrapped her in a diaper. I thought about letting her pick her own outfit but we were running behind schedule so I selected a forsythia yellow dress, one that barely covered her bottom, and a matching bow that I had to clip in her short hair.

"If I help you down from the bed can you crawl behind me?" I asked, giving her belly a raspberry kiss before straightening her dress and helping her down from the bed.

Chrissy struggled to keep up with me as we wandered down to the far end of the hall. I waited for her to catch up with me before opening the door.


EPISODE 7

Good Girl Chrissy

The first thing I heard were screams of laughter, and then I saw inside, it was the most incredible room ever, paradise.

The room was the size of a small gymnasium, decked out like an adult sized playground. There was a huge castle, with slides that dumped into ball pits, and a thick pad that covered every square inch of the floor. I tried to walk but there was no way so I got onto my hands and knees to explore.

The sounds I heard when we first opened the door, of kids screaming and playing, started up again. They were coming from inside the castle. I hurried to explore and what I found was unbelievable.

There were two girls, their diapers were off and they were exploring each other. I raced out of the castle to find Mommy Claire. I crawled to her and wrapped my arms around her leg.

As I explained to her, in my little Girl voice, in front of her male adult friends, what I had just seen, it dawned on me. I was Mommy Claire's good little girl. The me of that morning would have seen two hot co-eds getting busy and jumped in head first. But Mommy Claire changed me. Now my first thought was my mommy and what she would want me to do.

It may sound funny, but this new me, the girl in the yellow dress, was a better person. I wanted to be better, for Mommy Claire, as her good little girl.

"Are you my little shy girl," Mommy Claire said.

I looked up and saw two guys, a little older than me, dressed in designer clothes.

Holy shit.

"It's ok," Mommy Claire assured me. "This is Todd and Randy, their little girls are here on a play date."

This was normal? This was all so new and strange to me.

One of the guys, the heavier one, said to Mommy Claire, "I'm open to a swap if you're interested. I'd be happy to take care of your little girl."

Holy shit things just got worse. Was he suggesting that he would be my daddy in exchange for Mommy Claire taking his hot little co-ed? Things were spiraling out of control.

"Little Chrissy is a beginner," Mommy Claire said.

"All the better," he responded.

"What I was trying to say, if you had let me finish," Mommy Claire corrected him, "is that Chrissy will be staying with me tonight."

Both men shrugged. It seemed I was in high demand and they both wanted a piece of me. I was very grateful to belong to Mommy Claire.


EPISODE 8

Mommy Claire

Chrissy finding the girls in the throes of passion was a test. I knew when I first met him that Chris, the player, would have had his way with them. He never would have passed on such an easy opportunity with two incredibly beautiful baby girls. And let me tell you, those girls would have rocked his world. But Chris was Chrissy now, and Chrissy was a loyal baby girl to her dominant mommy. I loved it.

I wanted to know how my newest baby would respond when temptation was thrust in front of him and his reaction was even better than I had hoped. He didn't even have any sexual desire towards those girls; his body and his mind were committed to me.

Now as much as I wanted him committed to me, I never expected him, or any of my other babies, to limit their sexual experiences. I may not have wanted him to have another mommy, but sex with other babies was just fine.

"Chrissy," I said, "if you want to go play with the other girls you can." 

He looked at me for approval. I nodded my head and said, "Babies can have whatever fun they want here, there are no limits to what you're allowed to do as long as your friends are ok with it. You can leave your diaper here and go play.”

The look on Todd's face was priceless. His baby girl was about to be fucked hard by my little girl and there was nothing he could do about it. We played our games by strict rules and whatever happened between consenting babies was fair game.

The dad's and I followed. Todd may not have been happy that his girl was about to be taken, but none of us were going to pass up the opportunity to watch two young hotties having sex, and Chrissy and Tiffany were among the hottest.

Chrissy was very good. She caught up to the other girls on top of the vibrating mounds, large bumps in the floor that shook and vibrated when activated. Both girls were riding their pussies on the nub but the moment they saw Chrissy, and her cock, their only interest was devouring my innocent little girl.

Tiffany practically dove on Chrissy, knocking him over and pinning him down by sitting across his chest. Chrissy didn't mind, she buried her tongue inside Tiffany's pussy while his other playmate, Ella, mounted his cock. Chrissy was in heaven and undoubtedly happy that I had made her cum once already. She could last now, she wasn't going to get too excited too quickly, she would be able to play and play.

There was a lot of moaning coming from the threesome, which was absolutely delightful. Even Todd was getting into it, he dropped his pants and started playing with himself, and it all went over the top when Chrissy reversed positions and began plowing Tiffany doggy style.

I couldn't have been happier with the transition of my alpha male. No one would recognize Chris anymore, but Chrissy was very popular.


EPISODE 9

Little Girl Chrissy

Mommy gave me permission to do whatever I wanted with the sexy co-eds and even took my diaper leaving no doubt that I could do whatever they agreed to. I might have wondered if they were into it had they not jumped my bones before I even had a chance to ask.

Tiffany knocked me down and put her pussy right on my face. I buried my tongue inside of her and used my lips to nibble on her kitty. She rewarded me with a gush of fluids but that was minor compared to what Ella, the other girl, was doing to my cock. She climbed up on top of me and rode me reverse cowgirl style. I had never done that position before and it was very stimulating, especially the way she clamped down with her pussy muscles, giving me just enough friction to go along with her velvety smooth vagina.

It was very fortunate that I had already cum, it gave me great staying power, and I think the girls liked it too. After they both came they climbed off of me but I wasn't done. I grabbed Tiffany by the hips and plunged my dick deep inside of her. She yelped when I bottomed out and groaned with each pump. I barreled in and out of her. I didn't know if babies were supposed to pull out, and it was on my mind, but when Ella snuck up behind me and stuck her finger up my ass, I pushed forward, plunging balls deep and unloading my seed deep within Tiffany’s womb.

I couldn't tell if her daddy was happy about what we had done, he had a frown on his face but a raging hard-on that he was stroking like a mad man. It bothered me at first, until I saw the smile on Mommy Claire's face, once I saw that nothing else mattered.

We said good night to our friends and I spent the night with Mommy Claire. I didn't get to add a GILF to my checklist but it no longer mattered, I found my mommy and she found her good little girl, and together we were happy.
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