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EPISODE 1

Mommy Claire

I am an adult baby lover. A lot of people will say that there is nothing more beautiful than a newborn baby suckling at her mother's teat, but I think the most incredible sight is when a grown adult, man or woman, reverts to their inner child and discovers the joy of age regression.

I have been running ads on three different web communities for years, meeting men and women who are interested in the lifestyle. I'm ok with helping these folks, at a clip of four hundred an hour, to assist them in experiencing the joy of submission. But my true passion is finding people who don't understand the bliss and coercing them into an experience that changes the way they look at life; even better if it is something they previously never would have considered. For them I don't charge anything, the mere joy of breaking their will is enough for me.

One Saturday afternoon I was sitting around the house bored. Now I haven't mentioned it but I am rather well off. I don't have to worry about money. I inherited a hotel chain that has kept me in a very comfortable state of living, not just for my lifetime, but for many beyond mine as well. I also don't have any children, which means no heirs to my fortune, but it also means no little ones to call my own. Maybe that is why the ABDL lifestyle appeals so much to me.

So on that Saturday afternoon I decided to search for my Moby Dick, the white whale that could not be tamed, the prey for my next great adventure, a cunning adversary who was worthy of my skills and would represent my greatest trophy once conquered. I scanned the online ads and found the start of what I was looking for.

Her name was Misty and she advertised her willingness to play any role, no taboo too far. I had no doubt that Misty would don a diaper for me; any girl who would simulate incest for money wasn't going to stop at a diaper when cash was on the line. While she didn't offer resistance she did represent a way in, a spoke on the spider web of life, leading to people in the trade who did have hard limits.

I met Misty at her place and she was an adorable little thing, red hair, button nose. She was a little on the chubby side but I imagined the men who wanted to simulate sex with their daughters didn't really care about a few extra pounds. They would be thrilled to have a willing and vibrant partner with whom to play their games.

Misty invited me in and was obviously surprised at my age and gender. I don't fit the stereotype for her traditional John. She took it all in stride, especially when I handed her the envelope with five hundred in cash. Her normal rate was three hundred so when she counted it and found more, I let her know it wasn't a mistake but the extra was for her, for trying so hard. It had the desired effect; she was prepared to give it her all.

When I opened my bag and showed her the baby powder and diaper she stripped naked and said, "Whatever floats your boat."

Now I'm all for helping people explore new worlds but I wasn't looking for a compliant sub, I wanted resistance, someone who didn't understand the joy of age regression. I wanted to take him or her and force the lifestyle upon them until it became a need, one they couldn't live without.

Misty was a lost cause in that respect. She offered no resistance whatsoever. So I ran her through my normal routine, diapering, nursing, cuddling, changing, swaddling. It was the same for all of my first timers; a rather vanilla experience but by the end she was suckling at my teat and peeing in her diaper like a good little girl. She may not have offered me what I wanted in resistance but she did serve as a stepping stone; the launching pad to find what I was really searching for.

I have to give her some credit, Misty may have given in real easy when it came to the infantilism, but when it came to giving up the name of a client she was a locked vault. I had seen it before; the ones who give in right away have not been conquered. They are not submissive, not yet anyway. I wasn't going to leave without the information I wanted so I directed my attention towards cracking this little girl.

Under the guise of changing her diaper I doused her pussy with baby powder and worked it in real good, increasing the blood flow to her genitals. It had the dual effect of stimulating her nerve endings and priming her body for what was to come.

When I took one of her pussy lips in my mouth and buzzed raspberries into her core she purred like a kitten and when I slid my tongue up to her clit and sucked her button she screamed out. I had her. She was convulsing with orgasmic spasms, the kind that take over your whole body. She was helpless and my window of opportunity was open.

Continuing to work her clit between my finger and thumb I got right in her ear, "Be a good little girl for mommy."

"Yes mommy," she cooed and I could tell she wasn't faking anymore.

I curled a finger into her g-spot and she meowed like a satisfied kitten. She was there, at the level of compliance, but I took her little body for a joy ride anyway, driving her lust to a fever pitch, keeping her in that heightened state long beyond when she begged for relief. She pledged to be my good little girl but I didn't stop. She faked me before; I was going to make her pay for her deception.

Alternating between caressing her g-spot and massaging her clit I loved her like only a mother could, extending her pleasure long beyond what her frail little brain could handle. She laid back and allowed her eyes to roll back in her head while her pussy pulsed and contracted around my fist. I knew she was mine and I savored my conquered prey.

Her orgasms were so strong they vibrated my entire hand, extending the feeling all the way up my arm. I almost hated to see her session come to an end but she had information I wanted.

Not only did she not have any resistance left, she was outwardly obedient. "You can have my phone," she said, unlocking her phone and handing it to me. "Whoever you want."

"I don't want just anyone, I want the one who you think will never give in to me," I told her.

She thought about it. "Does it have to be a man?" she asked.

I shook my head.

Misty's eyes lit up, she wanted to please me. "I could connect you with a friend of mine," she said, "she's an expert at conquering men, she'd be perfect."

"And what about her," I asked. "Would she put on a diaper and be my good little girl?"

"Definitely not," was Misty's response and I knew I had my mark.

"Give her a call and set up a meet," I said. "Offer her five grand if she's willing to set me up with one of her clients. And don't tell her anything about our session or what I want."

Misty's eyes grew like saucers at the mention of five grand and I'm sure she wondered why I didn't offer her so much. But I didn't care about Misty, she rolled over and gave in too easily, I wanted someone who was going to be a challenge and it sounded like her friend would fight it with every last ounce of her being. That is what I wanted.


EPISODE 2

Meeting Tina X

Her name was Tina X and she agreed to meet me at her apartment. I liked that, I was looking to talk about some sensitive topics and privacy was key. I often found when you spend the kind of cash I was throwing around, things tended to work in your favor. It was why I tipped well; I liked to see people dance for me.

Her place was on the top floor of a high rise building and her door man, Pablo, was a precious man. I spent a little time getting to know him and left him with a hundred dollar tip. I anticipated wanting something from him in the future and thought it a good idea to leave a favorable impression. As an added bonus, he wasn't familiar with the lifestyle. I made a mental note to take him on a tour of my world.

Now I haven't described myself as yet because when I do the first thing people want to know is my age. I am so much more than my age and I want you to consider that before I tell you how many years I have been on this earth.

I'm 5' 2" and a buxom one hundred and thirty pounds. I carry a good bit of that weight in my 38" DDs that are admittedly my best feature. They are all natural and have never needed enhancement. They show well especially when accented against my 28" waist. My hair is its original auburn brown and it too has never needed to be colored or enhanced.

I've never had any plastic surgery although recently I have been looking at the extra skin around my eyes and my jowls and have been seriously considering it. Overall as long as I have my babies adoring their mommy I'm content no matter how I look.

I always dress my part. That includes having all of my clothes custom fitted and accessorizing with the finest in haute couture. For this particular meeting I wore a cranberry Versace dress with a string of black pearls and traditional pear cut stones on my fingers and ears. I felt it was an understated look, perfect for the occasion.

I exited the elevator and walked down the hall. Her door was at the far end and when I approached I gathered my thoughts of how I wanted to play this meeting, the first move in a master chess match.

My knock was gentle, this woman didn't know what to expect and I planned to play on her emotions.

The girl who answered was a baby herself; she couldn't have been more than eighteen or nineteen years old. Her ill fitting sweat pants and shirt let me know she didn't know anything about fashion. I imagined she probably had a cute little body beneath all of that baggy clothing but I'd need to wait to find out.

She invited me in, that cute little thing, and I watched her wiggle as she led me to her kitchen. She offered me coffee but I asked for tea, just to be difficult. It was fun watching her scramble. It took her a while to get things together and she was pretty out of sorts by the time she sat with me at the table.

While I waited I checked out her apartment. The place had potential if she hired a designer and opened up the space. As it was it was a cookie cutter layout with a nice view of the city. She probably would never make the changes the place needed. That was a shame.

When she finally got herself situated Tina X sat down across the table from me and asked, "So what brings us together today?"

She was simple folk. Not that there's anything wrong with that, real salt of the earth kind of woman, honest as the day is long, but sometimes you need to "simplify" things, to make them easier to understand.

"I'm an old woman," I said, "I've had men but never married, and I don't have any children."

She gave me a look, like she didn't have patience for an old woman like me, but I was paying and as long as I was she was just going to have to hear me out. I continued, "I'm at the age now where I want to fill in the gaps, to seek out the things that I have missed in my life."

Rather rudely she interrupted, "So you want a man?"

"Ugh," why did I have to put up with such behavior? "I don't want or need a man," I said. "I've had men and to be quite frank they are overrated."

Once again she interrupted me and I made a vow to teach her some manners as soon as she was my good little girl.

"So you want a woman," she said with a smug smile on her face, "that's not my thing but I could probably find someone for you."

"If you'll allow me a moment to explain," I said, and it really was true, if she would just be a little patient I would answer all of her questions. Interacting with this girl, no matter how cute, was really testing my resolve. I went on, "I have had difficult times with men but the one thing that is missing from my life is a baby."

Now the look on her face was priceless, like I had just asked her for her firstborn child. I felt the need to explain, "I would like control of a man, so I can turn him into my good little boy."

She started to say something then caught herself; maybe there was hope for this girl after all. I gave her a little nod and she spoke.

"There are guys who are into that kind of thing," she said, "if we go online I'm sure we can find someone for you."

"That's just it," I told her, "I don't want a man who wants to be my baby, I want a man who is my baby."

She didn't understand at first but then I could tell it dawned on her. And besides, there was five thousand dollars on the line and I found that when I threw around my money most people did as I asked.


EPISODE 3

First Try

Tina X may have been a rather uncouth young woman but she was able to pick up the phone and get a young willing stud to drive to her place on a moment's notice, so she at least had some credibility. She invited him over with the promise of a "special surprise", oh how little did she know.

We left the outside door open and waited in the kitchen for him to arrive.

A deep bass voice called from the hallway, "Hello, is anyone home?"

In walked this beautiful specimen; he had to be at least 6' 3" tall and solidly built. "My he's a big boy," I said, "do you think you can make him do what we want?"

Tina X put her hand on his arm and said, "Don't worry, Bull here will be your good little boy," then she led us both down the hall to a back room that was set up like a mini massage studio, complete with table, incense and the obligatory nod to Buddha.

"Go ahead and take off your clothes," Tina X told him.

Bull whipped off his clothes so fast you could tell he was excited. When he jumped up naked on the table I couldn't help but check out his young and handsome face. I even ran my fingers through his short locks. I was going to enjoy breaking him in.

I was just about to begin my mental manipulation when something curious happened, the strong alpha male that was before me disappeared, only to be replaced by a weak sub.

I looked down and Tina X was working Bull’s cock in a glorious hand job, so glorious in fact, that any sense of resistance was gone. I was disappointed. I wasn't going to be able to conquer him, but that didn't mean I couldn't have my fun. Usually I was the one controlling the stimulus, but this could be just as effective.

I got right in his ear and said, "You're such a good little boy, give in to the feeling."

He didn't stand a chance, the way Tina X was working his dick, bringing him to the brink of orgasm without release, it was only a matter of time before he was moaning and begging to be a good little boy. I didn't waste the opportunity, reinforcing his place as the submissive little boy.

The first time I introduced "mommy" into the words I whispered in his ear, he reacted. But he didn't stop. In fact he repeated my words, "I'm your good little boy, I'm mommy's good little boy."

Bull was falling in line, doing exactly as I wanted when I wanted. I was enjoying this process, despite the fact that his resistance was minimal and it wasn't me that was cracking him.

"I'm mommy's good little boy," he said again and I knew the words were taking effect, rooting in his mind. It was time for me to advance his conditioning.

I unzipped my dress and allowed the fabric to fall off my shoulders, revealing my breasts. His mind was so focused on Tina X and what she was doing to his cock he didn't even notice. That was ok, the next phase of my plan would work fine whether he was expecting it or not.

I leaned forward and allowed one of my nipples to graze his cheek. He responded like I knew he would, turning his head towards my breast and latching on like a good little boy. He pinched my nipple between his lips and it hurt a little but in a glorious way.

I was thrilled but then Tina X ramped up the stimulus she was giving his cock. I wanted him to give in to mommy but as long as she was rubbing his dick that was going to be difficult.

"Please Mommy," he called out and that felt good.

The combination of his words and the way he was suckling at my breast filled a need. "Oh God yes," I said. "You're such a good little boy." That was the moment my first orgasm hit. It was a minor one, but pleasant all the same.

Then, unprompted, Bull said, "I love you Mommy." That set me off and several more spasms wracked my pussy. I always loved the unexpected surprises, the one's that came out of nowhere.

Tina X was still working his cock but at least she had some semblance of what I was trying to achieve because she was very helpful in getting him ready to be diapered. She spread him eagle so I could douse him with baby powder and she held his legs wide while a rubbed the powder into his pee pee.

"Thank you mommy," he said when I finished giving him a fresh change; another orgasm flowed through my body.

Together Tina X and I helped him up from the table and put him in front of the mirror. The moment he realized that he was wearing a diaper was priceless. It was time to gauge where he was on the submission to dominance spectrum so I asked, "Who is mommy's good little boy?"

Bull’s response was better than I had hoped. "I am," he replied and buried his face into my bare breast, finding my nipple and latching on once again. I ran my fingers through his chair and stroked his cheek while he suckled.

I really enjoyed his submission and wanted to reward him so I slid my hand down his stomach and under his diaper until I had his penis in my hand. A squeeze and a couple of strokes and he was lost in the moment as mommy's good little boy.

We stayed in that position, his mouth on my breast, my hand on his cock, for nearly an hour. I was stimulating him but it was so much more than sexual, it was sensual, and we were connecting at a very deep level. Tina X sensed the intimacy of the moment and left us alone. He was so far gone he only broke away from my breast long enough to utter an, "I love you" or a, "thank you mommy".

We went back and forth, cuddling and nursing and changing his diaper. I liked the suckling the best but I could tell he really liked when I rubbed the baby powder into his penis. I decided to see how far I could take him, asking if he would make a mess in his diaper. He wasn't able to overcome the mental block and I could see that it tore him up not being able to please me.

"It's ok, my good little boy," I said, "meet me in the parking lot after you leave here and I'll let you make it up to me."

I didn't want to miss out on the opportunity altogether so I rubbed his cock in the diaper until he made a sticky mess and then changed him, all the while telling him what a dirty boy he was.

Bull and I got cleaned up and dressed. Even after his orgasm he was still very attentive to mommy's needs. We walked out of the room, he said a quick goodbye to Tina X, and he was out the door.

I pulled an envelope from my purse and handed it to Tina X. This was only the first step in my plan but it worked wonderfully.

Tina X asked, "So should we arrange another session with Bull?"

"Oh he was nice," I replied, "but I was really hoping for some resistance; someone who doesn't want to be a good little boy. I want to break his will." With that I left Tina X's apartment, everything there went just fine, but the real test was whether Bull was waiting for me outside.


EPISODE 4

One Step Further

If you're not sure if Bull was waiting for me outside then you don't understand the power of mommy and diaper play. All men love orgasms, and I use that to control many men, but there is nothing more powerful than a mother's love connection. For that, men will raze mountains and fill valleys. It is the consummate aphrodisiac and for that reason I am a faithful adult baby diaper lover.

So Bull was waiting outside, leaning against his F-150 pick-up. I immediately thought how the truck was overcompensation but that wasn't going to matter going forward. Now that mommy was in his life everything was going to be just fine.

I approached him and looked him straight in the eye, me at 5' 2" and him at 6' 3". It didn't matter who was taller because I was in charge and when I told him to give me his keys and to get in the back of mommy's car he did exactly as he was told. I went through the exaggerated process of buckling him in and he responded well to the motherly control. He was my good little boy and I was going to take him home for some playtime.

My house is way too large for me alone so when I bring home guests I like to give them the tour. The highlight is always my master bath and the two-person tub.

I told Bull, "Mommy would like to take a bath, would you like to take a bath with mommy?"

His reaction was priceless. "Yes please," he drooled and his pants were already in a ball at his ankles. It didn't take him long to get nude and, once he was, I had him sit in the tub while I began to run the water.

I took my time undressing and he watched every move like the naughty little boy he was. I made a dramatic effort out of exposing my breasts and then my ass and pussy and by the time I climbed into the tub he was fully erect and stroking himself.

"First off," I scolded, "good boys do not touch themselves, and second, do you like watching mommy take off her clothes?"

Ever obedient his hand snapped away from his cock and he answered, "Yes, I like watching you mommy."

"Well we can make arrangements for you to see me more often but nobody else is allowed to touch your penis, do you understand?"

He bobbed his head up and down in agreement and I believe he meant it at the time but his submission would not be complete until I could get him to honor his chastity even when I was not around. There were steps that needed to be taken to achieve the desired effect and those wheels were already in motion.

Now one of those steps required an outward sign of submission. I wasn't into branding or tattooing, not that I cared if people pursued those things, I just needed some kind of mark that would remind my baby of his submission 24 hours a day. Bull was about to find out my plan for him.

We were sitting in the tub, his back to one end, my back to the other, our legs crossed in the middle. I leaned forward and took his penis in my hand. That got his undivided attention.

"You are my good little boy right?" I asked.

He readily agreed.

"Well mommy doesn't like this hair all over her little boy," I said, pulling lightly at the hairs around his cock and balls.

His eyes grew wide but I could tell he loved the control I had over him. He was not going to resist, no matter what I asked. So I took out some shaving cream and a straight blade and set to work.

It's easiest to shave a man if his dick is erect and his balls are tight. That is very true and also a great excuse to stroke my little boy's cock and control his pleasure. It didn't take long and I had him panting and wheezing, fully erect and submissive.

The blade I used was very sharp but he wasn't in any danger. I had shaved many a man and would shave many more, but for him, looking at this woman he had only just met, holding a sharp blade next to his dick, it was an intimidating moment. Bull completely submitted and that is when I knew that he would be loyal to me from then on. Many people understand the power of sex but few understand the control of sensual stimulation. I connected with him at his most base, instinctual desires; those bonds don't break.

The blade took away every last hair, exposing the whitest skin that really was as soft as a baby's bottom. I spoke to him as I did it, telling him what a good boy he was and claiming him as my own.

His penis throbbed in my hand. I feared he might not be able to contain his excitement throughout the whole shave. I didn't want to lose an orgasm that could be forced out while he was wearing big boy pants.

That was another game I used to play; I'd make a big deal about my little boy finally being able to wear big boy pants and then, when I was getting him dressed, I would see a stain that needed to be rubbed clean. I'd set to stroking him, rubbing my little boy until he made a sticky mess, soiling his big boy pants. No man can resist the automatic age regression of being unable to control a release in his pants, and the woman that is there to comfort and aid him at that vulnerable moment has a wonderful opportunity to control a special place in his heart and his mind. I took full advantage of the opportunity.

Bull would get the full treatment that day and by the time I called a driver to take him back to his truck, he left no doubt where his loyalties lie.

Step one achieved, I now needed to plot my next phase in the seduction of Tina X.


EPISODE 5

Next Up, Sam the Man

I waited a week before calling Tina X and when I did I demanded she set something up for that afternoon. Like I said, I paid well and I wanted her jumping through hoops when I snapped my fingers. I also didn't want her to have any time to prepare. The more off balance she was the better.

At first she said she couldn't do it but thirty minutes later she was calling back with confirmation. This girl may have been difficult to get in a diaper but she was easy to make dance if you had enough money.

I was very explicit that this time I wanted an alpha male that resisted. She seemed to understand that I wanted to break him, so I had high hopes as my driver let me off in front of her building.

Pablo was at the door and I stopped to chat. I offered a few suggestive phrases during the course of our conversation, just to get a sense of where his mind was. He really responded to some of the ideas and I could tell that he was a prime candidate for my mommy program. All men desire motherly affection, some are more aware than others, but in all cases if you can satisfy their need for love and their need for sex you can lock into and control their inner being.

I slipped Pablo another hundred and asked him if he was going to be around later. Always the perfect gentleman he kindly offered to help me with anything I needed.

Tina X was waiting for me when I got off the elevator. We only had a chance to take a seat at the kitchen table and say our hellos when there was a knock at the door. A fine looking man entered, military background no doubt, definitely a true alpha. This one held potential.

"It’s about time you got here," Tina X said. "We were just taking about you."

"My he is quite a specimen," I said, not one to be shy about why I was there and what I was paying for.

He didn't seem to like my statement but Tina X was quick to console him, "Don't worry Sam, I've got you covered."

Did she have him covered? She probably thought she had Bull covered and look how that turned out.

Tina X led us to her studio but our gentleman friend seemed confused.

"Wait," Sam said, "all three of us are going in the room together?"

Tina X snapped him a look, like he was supposed to just go with the flow and when she said, "Trust me, come on in and relax, everything will be fine," he fell right in line.

Usually when I meet a new victim I like to look into their eyes but with Sam's body it was tough to look anywhere else. "Yes, he'll do just fine," I thought, and I may have actually said the words out loud. He wasn't just fit he was muscular and I was going to enjoy caressing those sinewy strands.

Just like with Bull, Tina X got between his legs and grabbed his cock. She had Sam moaning out loud in what seemed like seconds. Once again she denied me the opportunity to break his will. I wasn't happy about that but I intended to make the most of the situation.

I got in his ear, whispering sweet words, coercing his submission. It wasn't difficult, Tina X was doing all the work, but I wanted to reap the benefit. When I got to the point of introducing the mommy image he froze.

Some guys, a small few but some, can't get into the mommy play. Some may not admit it, but if you press hard enough you can bring out the little mommy's boy in just about all of them.

He muttered a, "No," but it was half hearted and I didn't believe it.

I got right back in his ear, only now I was intent on conquering his mommy connection. I knew with Tina X stroking him into bliss that it would only be a matter of time before he would cave. Just like Pavlov could make a dog drool by the sound of a bell I would make his brain flood with joy at the thought of submission to me, his mother.

When I unzipped my dress and let it fall to the floor he stared open mouthed at my breasts. When I leaned over and rubbed my tits on his face I expected him to latch on but he didn't, somewhere he managed to pull some self control and that worked right up until I dragged my nipple across his lips.

He shuddered, his eyes grew wide and he grunted in anticipation. He tried to suckle me in but I wouldn't allow it, "Oh you dirty boy," I said, "I'm saving these breasts for mommy's good little boy."

He tried to latch on again and when I wouldn't let him he whined, "Please."

"Are you mommy's good little boy?" I asked.

"Yes," he agreed.

"Then say it," I ordered.

"Please mommy," he said, "I'm your good little boy, please."

I lowered my breast and fed him my nipple. He suckled as if his life depended on it and every time he came up for air he thanked me and told me that he loved me. It was a joyous connection and although I didn't feel like I was the one who had conquered him, I did enjoy the moment.

When I asked him if I could change his diaper he was happy to agree. With Tina X's assistance we lifted Sam’s body and positioned a cloth diaper beneath his tight little bum. I liberally doused him with powder and really enjoyed rubbing it into his penis with gentle stimulation to his asshole. He flinched every time I went over his rosebud and I could tell it would take a while for him to get used to me owning that spot.

Once the diaper was all pinned I wanted to take a picture of my good little boy but Tina X wouldn't allow it. I made a mental note to get the photo once I had him back at my place.

Tina X stepped in and pushed him onto his stomach. She slid her hand inside his diaper and with several quick strokes she had him jumping like crazy. It wasn't long before he was slumped over, spent, a sticky mess in his diaper. It wasn't as good as making a man wet his pants or making your good boy cum in his big boy pants, but it did give me an opportunity to change my new pet and tell him what a dirty boy he was and what a sticky mess he had made.

He responded well and I could tell he was enjoying the ABD lifestyle.

When the session was just about complete I asked Tina X to get us a warm wet towel, and while she was gone I instructed my good little boy to wait for mommy outside after he left. I had plans for him and offered him a wonderful reward.

We left the studio and said our goodbyes. I waited for Tina and I to be alone before handing her the money. I could tell she was really thinking about these sessions. She was very good at the physical stimulation, that I could see, but could she control a man's mind? If she wanted to succeed in this business, long term, then she needed to learn some craft to go along with her skill.

Those would have to be conversations for another time because at that moment I was excited to take my new toy home to play.

"Today was excellent," I said, "I wasn't sure we were going to get him to submit but once he did it was incredible. What do you say, can you set up a new guy for next week?"

I didn't wait for a response; I knew she would come through.


EPISODE 6

My Good Boy Pablo

I took the elevator down and walked out to the parking lot. There was no one there. I was kind of shocked, sure I didn't always get my man but lately it was a rare occurrence when I didn't. Anyway I had no intention of going home empty handed so I went back inside to find Pablo.

He was just finishing his shift and when I asked him if he would escort me home and help me with some odd jobs around the house he was quick to agree. I had no doubt that my previous tips factored heavily into his decision.

In the back of the limo I let my dress hike up my thigh and Pablo noticed; that was a good sign. I knew I could win him over with motherly love but it was always so much easier if I could take advantage of lustful desires.

Back at my place I gave him the tour and when we got to the master bath and the two-person tub Pablo took me in his arms and kissed me deeply. Now you may think that was good for my plan but it wasn't. The man who kisses a woman like that expects to be her equal, or maybe more, but what I wanted was control. The way a baby submits to the loving control of his mother.

I didn't need to worry, Pablo, as it turned out, only kissed me because he thought that was what I wanted. He was enamored with me and quite willing to give in to me, and my lifestyle. He was what we call a "natural"; he was naturally attracted to older, controlling women. He didn't put a name to it; it was just how he was. He knew what he liked and was comfortable pursuing it. He was about to find out how perfectly his preferences molded with my adult baby diaper world.

I took Pablo through all the stages of transition and he seemed to love every one. I shaved him bald and that whole process was exquisite. My little boy came three times. He loved the feel of my blade and the bald little boy it left behind.

I introduced him to his first diaper. He took to it well and even peed a little which is a big step for a first timer. The changing was fine and I could tell he really enjoyed pleasing me. He really was a natural.

The next phase usually gets some resistance and when I flipped Pablo over and explored his anal cavity with my finger he flinched, but when I found his prostate he willingly let me milk him dry. For those of you that don't know, milking is the process of massaging the prostate until all of the built up semen is expelled from the body. Many people find the prostate massage pleasurable however for most guys it leaves them with an unfulfilled experience. All of their sexual desire leaves the body, but without climax it does not feel complete. It is a cruel but effective tool to keep a kept man under control.

My afternoon with Pablo extended well into the evening and when he left I was glad that I had taken him under my wing. There are people who enjoy the lifestyle but for Pablo it was necessary, and he would get a lifetime of enjoyment from finding his place. It certainly didn't hurt that he could potentially be a very useful tool in my quest to conquer Tina X.


EPISODE 7

Dylan’s Turn

I went to visit Tina X for my weekly appointment and Pablo was in the lobby. Such a polite boy, he held the door for me and asked me about my day. I felt for him and really wanted to please him. I told him that I was going upstairs for a while but that when I came back down I wanted to take him home. The joy in his eyes was beautiful and it made me feel special for what I was doing for this young man.

Pablo looked to the floor when he spoke, "I'm supposed to call Miss Tina when you get in the elevator."

"It's alright," I said, giving him my ok, "but you were right to seek my permission. I will reward you later." 

His entire face lit up at the mention of reward and I had no doubt he would be just as excited by the time I came back down.

I was running behind and was anxious to get started so I was not happy when my new little boy was not there when I arrived. When he walked through the door I went off, teaching him a thing or two about manners and proper etiquette. I reached for his belt, he knew better than to try and stop me, dropped his pants to the ground and pressed on his back, forcing him to bend over my knee. Before he could object I gave his bare ass a whack, sending a message loud and clear.

"I thought that might get your attention you dirty little boy," I said and when he tried to stand up I grabbed him by the cock and pulled him close to me.

"Yes ma'am," he yelped and quickly added, "I'm sorry mommy."

"Good boy," I said. With my hand still on his dick I led him to the studio. Tina X tried to follow but I closed the door with her on the outside. I already had control I didn't need her help.

"As long as you're a good little boy this will be a very fun session. Drop your clothes and get on the table."

He was very submissive and did exactly as he was told. I was beyond the point of wanting to break their will, now what I wanted was control of as many people close to Tina X as possible. She was my goal and I was going to do everything I could to make her my good little girl.

If he was going to submit I was going to take him through all of the stages. I didn't have a razor blade with me but I did have my hands and they were all over him. His entire body belonged to me and I made sure he knew it.

When I turned him over and traced small circles around his sphincter he wiggled in anticipation. As my circles narrowed, getting smaller and smaller down to his cute little rosebud, he got goose bumps on his flesh. He thrusted his hind quarters into a prone position, a bitch in heat presenting himself to me. I wasn't going to pass up the offering and slowly I worked my finger inside of him.

I am rather skilled at prostate massage so it doesn't take me long to find that little walnut and put it through its paces. Most guys resist getting a finger up the ass but not this guy he actually seemed to get more relaxed the further in I got.

"This is your prostate," I told him, "do you like it when mommy touches you here?" I figured he was very vulnerable and receptive to my message so I would make the most of his submission.

He didn't hesitate. "Yes mommy, I like that," he said.

I continued to work his prostate, milking him, gathering the cum that leaked from his tip and rubbing it on my nipples and areolas.

He couldn't take his eyes off my tits. I liked the way he leered at me. I offered him one and he didn't care it was covered in cum, he suckled and licked me clean. He was so lost in the moment he didn't even know what I meant when I said I was going to change his diaper and he laughed with glee when I rubbed the baby powder all over his penis and rosebud. I worked it in real good and he panted with excitement.

When he said, "I love you mommy," I had no doubt he meant it. I ran my fingers through his hair and said, "I love you too little boy."

He couldn't pee in his diaper, which was kind of disappointing but otherwise I was content with his transition. When I told him to wait for me in the parking lot I had no doubt he would be there, no matter how long I made him wait.

When we came out of the room Tina X took him by the arm and ushered him out of the apartment. She was pissed, maybe because I locked her out of the room, maybe because I was stealing her clients, maybe both. She was about to say something but I cut her off, I really didn't want to hear her complain, I gave her good money, she should have been licking my boots.

"That was nice but these men give in too easily," I said, completely ignoring her attitude. "I want a challenge, what would you think about getting a woman for next time?"

She was shocked and that was exactly what I wanted. I dropped her payment on the table and scurried out the door before she could say anything. Besides, I had a new play toy down stairs, waiting for me to take him home.


EPISODE 8

Two Good Little Boys

I reached the lobby and disembarked the elevator. My mind was on my new play toy when one of my old play toys began lapping at my feet, ready to be a good little boy. 

In the events of the last few hours I had completely forgotten about Pablo but one look at his puppy dog eyes and I had no intention of disappointing him. I would take home every stray before I would let one boy miss an opportunity to adore his mommy.

The three of us, myself, Dylan and Pablo, got into the back of my limo. They were on either side of me and the little devil inside got the better of me. The temptation of two ready, willing and able submissive men at my service was too much to resist. I gave them the command to undress mommy and service my desires and they did not disappoint.

Pablo began sucking on my toes and his lips and tongue felt fabulous. One by one he went down the line giving each their just attention, nibbling, sucking and massaging each toe like it was a tiny penis and he was providing ten mind altering blow jobs.

Dylan didn't waste his opportunity; he went straight for my breasts and devoured my nipples with forceful lips and tongue. My nipples have always been a great source of pleasure stimulus for me and his nipping and gnawing put me over the edge.

Pablo finished on my toes and started working his way up my legs. Between his kisses on my thighs and Dylan's assault on my breasts my pussy was dripping, wet and ready. There was nothing I wanted more than to be fucked and fucked hard but if there is one thing a mommy can't do, at least in the early stages of the relationship, is give the little boy a sense of equality. He is submissive and so he must remain, at least until he is well trained.

I spun away from my pleasure seekers and directed them to stand down. They did as they were told, ever obedient to the core. I had to gather myself, quite worked up by their ministrations. By the time we arrived at my house I had my dress back on but I did not have my appearance back in order. I was still trying to collect myself from the lust they had created.

Inside I had my wits about me and knew what needed to be done. These two little boys needed to be punished for how close they came to taking their mommy. If I hadn't kept control they would have fucked me silly, over and over and over again.

One thing people outside of the lifestyle don't understand is the intense passion driven in these relationships. These boys, unleashed on their mommy, would have ravaged me until we could lust no more. Their passion came from more than just their physical beings; I was rooted in their mental and spiritual existence as well.

The day would come when I would allow them to take me but not then, at that time it would have ruined their training and I didn't want to sacrifice their long-term submission for my short-term desire.

We went to my master bedroom and I had each of them disrobe before getting onto the bed. They were both excited and eager to please. When I arranged them head to toe they readily complied but when I instructed them to take the head of the others penis in their mouths one did as he was told but the other did not.

Dylan suckled Pablo's dick, taking the head entirely in his mouth. He swirled his tongue and used his hand to rub the shaft and balls. With fierce determination he sucked and rubbed, stimulating Pablo and bringing him close to release.

Pablo, who was hesitant to suck dick, liked having his dick sucked. He enjoyed the build up and really enjoyed blowing his load in Dylan's mouth. He did however seem rather put out when I told him he had to reciprocate, fair is fair after all.

With a little help and guidance Pablo learned to suck dick but more importantly he learned to obey mommy. It was an important distinction, one that would serve him well in the future. The lifestyle isn't about a single event; it's a way of life, a pervasive train of thought that encompasses every part of your existence.

Pablo and Dylan were both well on their way, they would be my good little boys soon, and once they were, then I would let them ravage mommy's body, as a reward for their obedience.


EPISODE 9

Introducing Kelly Innocence

The day for our next appointment arrived and I got to Tina X's place ahead of schedule. Today's victim was a female and I wanted an opportunity to meet with Pablo before going up for my meeting. He was thrilled to see me.

In the early stages of the age regression relationship (and in many cases the entire relationship) it wouldn't be appropriate for a mommy to suck her son's dick. It wasn't fitting to the role as dominant. It didn't mean we couldn't have fun so I rewarded him the best way I knew how, giving him a hand job in the closet until he made a sticky mess on his pants and the floor.

Pablo didn't care and was quick to obey when I instructed him to text me before buzzing Tina X to announce the arrival of our newest victim.

Up at the apartment I made small talk with Tina X as we waited, avoiding the tension that was beginning to develop between us. Tina X wanted control, as did I, and it was only a matter of time before that conflict would come to a boil and one of us would win and the other would lose. I had been through this before and was doing everything I could to make sure I came out the victor.

True to his word Pablo texted me moments before he called Tina X. I liked having the upper hand, even if it was for something of little meaning.

The woman who came through the door was a delight. Her name was Kelly and she wasn't just a woman, she was a mother, and that was a particular treat. For those that don't know, mother's spend their whole lives serving others so it can be very difficult getting them to open up to receive pleasure. But if you can, if you can get them to open up and then take away all of their responsibilities and replace them with pleasure, they are the most grateful and loyal submissives you could ever imagine.

I looked Kelly up and down, savoring the thought of what I was going to do to her once she was mine. Her breasts were nice but I was more interested in inspecting her kitty. She was going to be fun to play with; I just knew it. I just hoped she put up some resistance, this one I really did want to conquer.

Tina X led us to her studio and the woman took off her clothes, she didn't need to be asked. I figured that was a sign that there wasn't going to be much restraint from her. She got up on the table and I took the opportunity to feel her skin, it was soft and smooth to the touch and it made me want her more.

Tina X began servicing the woman's pussy much like she serviced the men's dicks, all physical, physical, physical. Would she ever learn? Sure she was very good at the physical stimulation but mental was where the long game was, that's where she needed to be.

I waited until Tina X had Kelly primed and ready. After a particularly powerful wave, one in which she started gasping for breath, I moved in close to her face and her ear, "Let yourself go," I told her, "give all your worries to me. Give in to mommy." I repeated the words in her ear, knowing that her brain would associate the pleasure stimulus in her pussy with the words in her ear. It didn't take long; her resistance was fading, as if it ever truly existed.

I didn't think it was necessary, but Tina X took out a power tool and applied it to Kelly's g-spot. The pure unadulterated pleasure sent her over the edge of insanity. I didn't waste the opportunity, whispering in her ear the words I wanted her to know, the thoughts I wanted her to think. If Tina X was going to break her apart and drive her over the edge, I was going to collect the pieces as my own.

When I dropped the top of my dress and fed Kelly my nipple she suckled like a newborn on her mother's teat. I caressed her hair and stroked her skin, building the intimate connection between us. She broke away from our connection to tell me she loved me and it made me purr inside.

I rubbed my breasts over her face, allowing her mouth to find purchase on one of my nipples. She clamped down and the sudden burst was both painful and erotic. She came up for air and screamed, "Thank you mommy," which got me so excited I almost smothered her under my breasts.

She begged to do whatever I wanted. It was embarrassing the levels of depravity she was willing to go to to prove her submission and she voiced every one. Kelly was a cum slut unleashed, the words that I continued to feed in her ear only furthered her submission.

She openly accepted me as her mommy and agreed to soil her diaper. Tina X helped me get the diaper on her body and then used her knowledge of reflexology to induce peeing. Kelly was definitely taken off guard but it was a beautiful sight watching her lose control.

"Don't worry little girl," I said, "mommy will change you."

I took special care in changing her, I wanted Kelly to know how special she was and that she was loved. Once she was changed we stayed that way, me dressed, her in her diaper, until she soiled herself on her own. The moment the time came she put her head on my shoulder and I held her in a warm embrace while she gave up a restriction of her adulthood. I don't think she expected to enjoy it as much as she did. She was so open and vulnerable at that moment it was easy for me to assume a controlling role in her life.

This time when I changed her I really doused her with baby powder and went to town massaging her pussy lips. I intended to stimulate and titillate her until she could take no more. I started with light ministrations all around her kitty lips and then went to deeper massaging techniques that really opened her up. Once she was wet and open, I ran my tongue up her slit until I found her clit and I spent all my energy dragging my soft and pliant tongue back and forth across her sensitive button.

She spread her legs wide, giving me complete and full access. I sucked her clit into my mouth and performed a raspberry with my lips, sending waves of vibrations through her entire pussy.

"Oh God, thank you Mommy," she screamed.

There was no doubt, I had conquered her and I couldn't help being proud of my accomplishment. She was my plaything now and there was nothing she could say or do that would change that.

I gave her my number but didn't ask her to meet me downstairs. She belonged to me. I knew it. There was nothing else to prove.

Kelly left the apartment, leaving Tina X and I alone. The time had come for me to make my move, she was my target and it was time for me to make my play. "That was ok,” I said, “but still not what I'm looking for. Next time I think it should be you on the table."

"That's not an option," Tina answered, "we can keep looking but that's not my thing."

"How about if I up the amount to $10,000?"

"Sorry," she said.

I gave her a disapproving look and said, "How about 25? Cash?"

That caught her off guard; there was an amount of money that would get her on the table. I knew it. I decided to seize the moment, "I know you want the money, I'll give you thirty and I'll see you tomorrow at noon."

I didn't wait for her to respond, I knew once I was out the door she wouldn't have the nerve to cancel. 


EPISODE 10

The Final Battle

I walked into her building with thirty thousand in cash in a brand new Prada bag. The bag was my gift; a happy birthday of sorts, for today was going to be the first day of a brand new life for Tina X.

Pablo was at the front and I couldn't breeze by without a little attention. I circled around the desk and found my little boy ready and obedient. I stroked him a few times and it only took a couple more to have him panting like a dog. I couldn't resist the temptation and sent my little boy over the edge, leaving a wet and sticky mess seeping through his pants. He didn't mind as long as it pleased me and I was thrilled. I loved when my good little boys couldn't control themselves.

"Please buzz Tina and let her know I'm on my way up." I breezed to the elevator and pressed the button for the penthouse. I'm not sure how long it took him to buzz her; he had his hands, er pants, full.

The moment I laid eyes on her, in her baggy sweat pants and loose fitting t-shirt, I couldn't help thinking that today was the day I got to unwrap the package. I had spent several sessions studying her, learning her habits, her eccentricities, finding the ways I could seduce her and make her mine.

She had a cute little frump to her look, like the big girl had something important to say. I decided to let her have her moment.

"You're here, I'm here, but there's going to be some rules before we get started," she said.

I handed her the money. "I assume you'll want to count it... and you may keep the bag."

She counted the money, right there, at the kitchen table. I didn't blame her, thirty thousand is a lot to a girl like her and she needed to know she was getting paid. It lessened her in my eyes but that was a sacrifice she felt compelled to make.

The money wasn't what she wanted to talk about and I knew it. I used the money to distract her. I knew she had never held that much all at once and I wanted her to feel the power of it and the intimidation of being with someone who could so easily toss it around.

So she worked herself up, all brave and mighty, and laid out her ground rules. I didn't want to burst her bubble but everything she said was kind of obvious. She was giving me sixty minutes (I didn't think I'd need half that), and I couldn't touch her pussy or asshole. That was only going to be a problem if she didn't succumb the traditional way. If that happened I had alternative methods to consider.

There was one thing I wasn't quite sure of; I waited until we were in the room and at the table before I brought it up. "If it's ok, I don't think the clock should start until you are naked on the table."

It was a reasonable request that guaranteed I would get the little cutie out of her clothes. She tried to come up with some loophole but she couldn't, she made the rules and that wasn't one of them. "I've agreed not to touch you in those spots," I told her, "but if you want to keep the thirty thousand you have to play by the rules."

Unless she planned to give away her biggest payday she didn't have much of a choice. She took off her clothes, got up on the table and started an egg timer she brought in from the kitchen.

Just like I thought, she had an adorably cute little body. I knew the impact of her being nude and me being clothed and I lorded it over her. I could feel her bending to my control.

"You have such a beautiful body," I told her as I slid my hand across her belly and over her breast.

I caressed her, tracing circles all over her body and around her breasts. She tried to act like she didn't like it but her protruding nipples said otherwise. I added a melodic song in her ear that was sure to put her in a relaxed and welcoming state of mind.

I encouraged her to let go of her worries, to let go of her stress. She responded favorably, loosening up her resistance staging herself for the next wave.

I nourished her, building her up, supporting her, extending my love. She transitioned nicely; the girl that gave up her stress to me now felt my love. She was on the doorstep of conversion.

The last step was the motherly love and this was my strong suit. I swarmed her with love and affection, reinforcing my role as her mother figure.

Things had been going really well but something happened in that moment that sent the whole deal sideways. Tina X, who moments ago was on the precipice of submission, was now disinterested, borderline angry. I tried to swing her back but it was no use, she was gone. For a brief moment I thought about dominating her sensually, but then I thought of our agreement and decided against.

We walked out to her living room and the front door and I felt defeated. I didn't like it one bit and rapidly thought of ways I might be able to buy my way to victory or at least another chance.

Tina X, with a wisdom beyond her years, kept a clear head. Despite everything that had happened she wanted to salvage our relationship. She suggested we work together, combining her physical skills with my knowledge of the human psyche to expand our clientele and increase our value.

I had to admit it was a good idea. It was a match made in heaven, or wherever sexually dominant women come from.
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