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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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PROLOGUE

Mommy Claire

I met Mark while on a trip back east. It was for the wedding of a friend's daughter and Mark was the brother of the groom. Eighteen, athletic and curly blonde locks, he was nice to look at and very flirty once he got a few drinks in him. He wasn't shy about letting me know his desires and his number one desire, it seemed, was me.

I was flattered by his advances but as good as he looked, my tastes tended to lean towards submissive men, men who needed mommy love. I never pursued an alpha unless it was to strip him of his power, to teach him a lesson and the real chain of command.

But Mark wasn't really an alpha male, he was a horny pup made aggressive by the combination of alcohol and a desperate need for sex. As the night grew late, and my own prospects for mommy time dwindled, that luscious young pup was too easy a mark for me to pass up. I made him an offer, to submit to me as my baby, and in exchange I offered to service his needs. He readily agreed.

He immediately thought of his penis, like all eighteen year old boys do, and I was quite happy to oblige those desires if it meant I would have a submissive little plaything to use for the night. It turned out to be a fantastic decision on my part, working out far better than I ever could have imagined.

Mark was a natural, an adult baby savant, and by far the most pleasant and advanced first time experience I ever had. He took to infantilism like a fish to water and I knew right away that he needed me as much as I wanted him. Spending more time together was imperative, to explore and learn, for myself, and this wonderful little boy. Before I left, I offered to bring Mark out to Vegas, to spend more time together and show him what Mommy Claire was all about.

The time had finally come and he was on his way. I couldn't wait, to see my baby boy once again, and to find out just what life had in store for us.


EPISODE 1

Mommy Claire

Whenever someone comes to visit me I always send my limo to pick him up. I think it's a nice touch, a way of saying, "You're in good hands. Mommy Claire's got you." Mark was a very special case, I love all of my babies but Mark and I were meant to be together, my soul mate, the natural adult baby to my natural dominant mommy. For Mark I wanted to be there the moment he arrived.

I do not like public places with large crowds and avoid them at all cost. The airport is one of the worst so I waited in the back of the limo as my driver met Mark at baggage claim. I was so excited waiting for my little boy to arrive; I couldn't contain myself. Never had one of my babies stirred such desire in me, I felt a connection with him and we weren't even together yet.

The wait seemed an eternity so I slipped a hand up my dress and into my panties, curling a finger to that special place. It felt good and got even better when I used the fingers on my other hand to pinch and tease my button. I had a good rhythm going, gushing on my fingers, when I heard the trunk open and Mark's bag land in back.


EPISODE 2

Mark

I was so excited on the flight from Philadelphia to Vegas I thought I might explode. I had only met Mommy Claire one time but it was the most magical night of my life. It was like meeting the other half of my soul. Mommy Claire filled in all the gaps in my life, and made me feel all right for the very first time.

It was a class act having a limo driver pick me up at the airport. When I came down the escalator and saw my name on the little placard it made me feel like a big shot, the kind of person everyone looks at and envies. The driver, dressed in a black suit with a black hat, took my bag and led me to the limo. I followed along, taking everything in. It was my first time in Vegas and I wanted to see it all.

When he opened the back door of the limo I climbed in, and was quickly assaulted.

Mommy Claire pinned me down and started wrestling with my belt. Once I realized it was her I offered no resistance and she had me naked from the waist down in no time. She gave my penis a healthy rubbing with baby powder, getting me super excited, bringing me to the brink of orgasm, before wrapping me in a diaper. It all took me by surprise and I have to say, it was great to be back under Mommy's control.

One of the things I was most worried about was what was going to happen when we first got together and she put that all to rest in fantastic fashion. Mommy Claire was amazing in how she always seemed to know what I was thinking and was always there to help me in any way she could.

She smiled at me and I was so glad to be back in her presence. Mommy Claire is the most beautiful woman on the planet, and the most loving Mommy anyone could ask for.

My dick was still hard from her stroking but one peek at her glorious cleavage and I could think of nothing else. I pointed at her breasts and smiled eagerly. Fortunately she knew what I wanted and in an instant she dropped the top of her dress, undid her bra, and welcomed me into her lap. I crawled into place and playfully danced my lips and tongue all over her breasts. I played for a little while before latching on to her nipple. I knew how much she liked a firm but gentle bite and the moment I did she gasped aloud.

"Oh, oh, oh," she moaned. "Such a good little boy."

I loved when she treated me like a child and suckled even harder as she cooed her loving words. She rewarded me again, this time sliding her hand inside my diaper and gently rubbing my shaft up and down.

She knew exactly how to stimulate me without making me cum. It was an incredible feeling and a game I was happy to play anytime she wanted. She was relentless in her teasing, and I could see how the denial could be maddening, but I trusted Mommy Claire with every part of my being, so I did not resist, granting her full control.

She strung me along for the entire ride and as we got close to our destination she said, "A little boy who makes a mess needs to stay in his diaper all day long."

I didn't care. First, I knew Mommy Claire could make me soil my diaper anytime she wanted, and second, as long as I was with Mommy Claire I didn't care about anything else.

"Are you a big boy or a little boy?" she teased.

I was quite content to be Mommy Claire's good little boy so I spread my legs, giving her unfettered access to do as she pleased.


EPISODE 3

Mommy Claire

I thought I would tease Mark's cock in the limo and break him down, truly infantilize him. But much to my surprise he didn't resist, he relinquished control to his Mommy. Under most circumstances I would think that he gave in too easily, that it wasn't real submission. But Mark was different, he longed to be mommied, to assume the baby role.

I stroked him until he exploded and then took my time changing his diaper, dressing my precious little baby in the cutest little outfit picked out just for him. Mark never broke character, cooing and giggling the whole time, never once resisting my control.

The real test was about to come. The outfit was infantile, blue overalls with a fuzzy teddy bear on the bib and a matching blue hat. There was an under shirt that went with the ensemble but I preferred to keep him exposed. His diaper, protruding out the bottom of the shorts rounded out the look.

It wasn't any different than how I would dress my boy babies at home, but then I led him out of the limo and onto the busy city sidewalk. People bustled by, busy with their days, but they all noticed Mark, he was the center of attention.

Mark stepped out of the limo in his pretty boy outfit, took one look at the busy crowd, and his eyes went wide in disbelief. I thought he might retreat into the limo, or break out of character, but he did neither. He immediately grabbed my hand and pulled himself close to me, hiding behind my leg. The presentation of age regression in public is a huge event, and Mark showed me once again that he was the most natural adult baby I had ever met.


EPISODE 4

Mark

My first experience with Mommy Claire completely changed me. I discovered a missing part of me that made every other part of my mixed up life finally make sense. On this trip, I was committed to finding more of that hidden me; the part that Mommy Claire brought out, the submissive little boy.

Her jerking me off in my diaper and changing me was expected, as was the little boy outfit she put me in. I was surprised when she took me out on a busy city street dressed like that, but I was committed to the experience and offered no resistance. It certainly helped that I was two thousand miles from home and knew absolutely no one.

It was a short walk to a little boutique down the street. Mommy Claire held the door so I could waddle in in my little boy outfit. The diaper, which at first felt bulky, grew more comfortable the longer I wore it.

The place was called Flair and it was a clothing store, for fancy women. There were two clerks there to greet us when we walked in, both a little older than me, and both smoking hot. If I weren't in Mommy Claire mode I would have been drooling all over these babes, but I was committed to getting the most from the experience with Mommy Claire, and wasn't going to risk that for women who would undoubtedly reject me.

Mommy Claire leaned down to talk to me. "Mark," she said, "I'm going to try on some clothes, these nice ladies are going to look after you. I want you to be a very good boy for them, do you understand?"

I cooed my compliance. I wanted to be with Mommy Claire but if I had to be away from her, these women were a great replacement.

Mommy Claire went into the other room and the women immediately began to dote on me.

"Look how cute he is," the first woman said. She was blonde with tan skin and a beautiful smile. Her breasts were on the smaller side but the way her bra pushed them up they were very appealing. I spent more than a moment ogling her cleavage.

The other woman, a black woman with a stacked body, added, "He's such a cutie, but I think he may have a dirty diaper."

I didn't have a dirty diaper, and wanted to tell them, but before I knew it they had me out of my outfit and my diaper, taking turns rubbing my cock.

"He's not such a little boy after all," the blonde said, running her thumb up the front of my shaft, sending tingles throughout my penis and balls.

"No he's not," the other woman said, adding her hands to the groping.

I wasn't supposed to resist but I didn't want them to make me cum. I really wanted to save my orgasms for Mommy Claire. I tried to push their hands away but every time I pushed one, three more were right there to take its place, stroking and rubbing me into submission.

I thought if I rolled over my penis would be protected but I did not expect what came next. They were as happy to explore my ass as they were my cock, and now I had fingers probing and caressing every part of me. I squirmed and wriggled but it was no use, they kept stimulating me and there was no way I could hold back, my orgasm was coming whether I wanted to or not.


EPISODE 5

Mommy Claire

I walked in to find the assistants molesting my little boy. I let them play, while I watched, but I interrupted them before they could make a sticky mess. Mark was my little boy and his cream belonged to me.

"And what do we have here?" I said, putting a halt to their relentless attack on my poor boy's penis. Any more stimulus and he certainly would have lost control.

The two ladies looked up at me, and when they did Mark scrambled to my side. He wrapped his arms around my legs and hid his face. I loved his little boy ways.

"We're sorry Mommy Claire," both ladies said in unison.

I pretended to scold them in front of Mark but really I was thrilled with their performance. They made it clear to me that Mark was in fact, a real adult baby. Even in the face of a threesome with two of the most gorgeous twenty something's, he still raced to me first.

His loyalty would be rewarded. I had a very special plan for Mark, I loved him and intended to give him an experience that would make him want to move to Las Vegas and spend the rest of his life with me.


EPISODE 6

Mark

I had never been fondled by so many hands at the same time before, but as exciting as it was, I really wanted to be with Mommy Claire. When we got back in her limo I was quite content to climb in her lap and suckle at her teat. I'm pretty sure Mommy Claire liked it too, moaning and groaning every time I clamped on her nipple.

It was a short ride back to her place and I have to tell you Mommy Claire lives in style. Her house was the most awesome mansion I had ever seen and that included on tv.

Her driver dropped us off at her front steps and I scampered out of the limo and up to her front door. I was still in my little boy overalls and I loved the way they felt, and the freedom of knowing I was her good little boy. Everything with Mommy Claire was so incredible I couldn't wait to get inside, to find out what she had planned next.

No sooner had we stepped in the door than Mommy Claire had me bent over, working a dildo up my ass. She was firm but gentle and when she found my prostate with the tip she started a vibration that made my entire insides melt. How did she always know how to do that, to make my body buzz with excitement and yearn for more?

With the vibrating butt plug up my ass, Mommy Claire secured a chastity belt around my waist, locking that magical device directly on my most sensitive nerve endings. My body responded with a convulsion of pre orgasmic spasms. I had never felt such intense pleasure and I wanted to thank Mommy but neither my brain nor my mouth, were in any condition to form words. I was able to drool profusely and under the circumstances, that was quite an achievement.


EPISODE 7

Mommy Claire

I had distinct plans for Mark, plans that I would not offer for any other of my adult babies, but like I said before he was very special.

With the plug secured in his ass, and a remote control in my hand that controlled its vibrations, I took Mark's body and mind for a little joy ride. The vibration set at level one yielded little response, when it hit five he was noticeably effected, stopping to catch his breath and savoring the feel, and when I hit eight he dropped to the ground and curled into a fetal ball, unable to think or act while the pleasure vibrations surged through his core. I noted each level with the intent of using the plug to drive his lust and give him the experience of a lifetime.

Mark was very submissive to me, which was great, but I intended to stretch the boundaries of his compliance, opening his body and his mind to many new worlds.

Together we walked upstairs, the vibrator at level three, enough that he knew it was there but not enough to warp his mind. On the second level I led him into a private suite where one of my other babies was waiting to join in the fun.

Alyssa was Mark's age and dressed in nothing but a diaper and a pink onesie. She looked hot. Mark noticed her right away but he was going to be much more familiar with her before all was said and done.


EPISODE 8

Mark

Mommy Claire took me upstairs and introduced me to another one of her babies. The girl's name was Alyssa and I was informed she would be my playmate for the afternoon. Alyssa was a very attractive girl, about my age, dressed like a baby, a broad smile on her pretty face. At home I would have been happy to flirt with her but I came to Vegas for Mommy Claire, and anyone else was just a distraction from my real goal.

"Before you two start your play date I think it's best if we get you cleaned up," Mommy Claire said.

She led us into the bathroom where a large two-person tub was filled with warm water and overflowing with white bubbles. Mommy Claire undressed me, which was hot, but it was a little unnerving with Alyssa staring at me the whole time. I might have complained but once I was in the tub I couldn't help but gawk as Mommy Claire undressed her.

Alyssa's body was tight, nice legs, a flat stomach and a firm ass. Her breasts weren't large like Mommy Claire but I liked the way her nipples stuck straight out. When she stepped in the water I was disappointed when her body disappeared beneath the foamy bubbles.

"You two are both babies," Mommy Claire stated, "and its only natural for babies to be curious, especially about other babies and their bodies."

I wasn't sure what Mommy Claire was getting to but when I felt Alyssa's hand under the bubbles, sliding up my thigh and wrapping around my cock, I began to understand. Alyssa was going to explore every inch of me. Did that mean I could explore her as well?

I decided to put it to the test, reaching over and running my hand across her chest, taking her pert little nipple gently between my finger and thumb. She didn't offer any objection, continuing to stroke my penis. I took it as a good sign and continued my exploration, sliding down her flat stomach until I found her pussy lips.

Everything was happening below the bubbles and I really wanted to use my eyes to go along with my sense of touch. Mommy Claire sensed what I was thinking and helped us along.

"Alyssa," Mommy Claire said, "if you sit on the edge of the tub Mark can get a better look."

Alyssa did as Mommy Claire instructed, sitting on the edge of the tub, spreading her legs, presenting herself to me. I was face to face with her puffy pussy lips and I was absolutely mesmerized. I had never seen anything so curious in my life.

I started by gently rubbing and massaging her lips, feeling the texture, caressing the smoothness of her skin. When I leaned in and let my tongue glide over her slit, Alyssa let out a moan, and when I pushed it in deeper she gasped. I liked this, I was able to explore and learn, and my playmate was very willing to let me play.

My fingers were actively rubbing her thighs and caressing her taint, while my tongue burrowed deeper into her essence. She grew wetter with each lick and when I dragged my tongue upward and found her button, I sucked that little nub in between my lips, swirling my tongue while I suckled.

It was my first time performing oral sex on a woman and Alyssa seemed to be really enjoying my effort. I loved hearing her moan and cry in delight. I wanted to increase her pleasure and used my fingers to work her wet hole while still sucking on her clit. Her responses grew louder, spurring me on, and when I curled my fingers to the roof of her kitty, her legs flew wide, her juices gushed out of her hole, and she screamed aloud.

"Oh God yes," Alyssa shouted.

I created that reaction and that made me feel incredible, but it was nothing compared to how I felt when I looked up to see Mommy Claire looking down on me, beaming with delight.

"You're such a good boy," Mommy Claire said, "but if you're going to be a good friend you have to let Alyssa explore too."

I was quite happy to oblige Mommy Claire and quickly stood up. My cock was rock hard from all of the excitement. I stuck straight out. Alyssa didn't wait for me to sit on the edge of the tub. She grabbed my cock in one hand and my balls in the other and began rubbing me in earnest.

I wanted to make it last but after all of the excitement I knew I wasn't going to be able to hold out. I resigned myself to a quick orgasm, leaning back and allowing Alyssa full reign over my release. I thought it would come right away but Mommy Claire had a different idea.

"Okay little girl that's enough," she said.

Alyssa immediately pulled away and my eyes flew wide. They couldn't do that to me, I didn't want to cum too fast but that didn't mean I didn't want to cum. I looked to Mommy Claire for help.

"It's ok little boy," she said to me, "for what we have planned it's best if we save your orgasm for later."

At that moment that wasn't what I wanted to hear but I knew to trust Mommy. If she said that waiting was best then I was going to obey her.


EPISODE 9

Mommy Claire

Alyssa and Mark were the youngest of my babies and both were very inexperienced with sex. That made them perfect pupils for what I wanted to teach and perfect partners for their own sexual exploration. I had taken control of them early, and planned to mold them into the perfect adult babies; beautiful people ready, willing and able to indulge my desires. By the time I was done with them they were both going to be insatiable sluts, obedient to me, but having each other to sate their carnal needs.

I dried off Alyssa and made a very lewd display of driving her lust while I did it. I worked her erogenous zones with a feather touch until she was purring like a kitten. By the time I took her into the bedroom she was putty in my hands, completely pliant to my will. When I laid her on the bed she willingly spread her legs, revealing her wet and open hole.

I intended for this day to be all about Alyssa and Mark but I'm only human. When I saw that little girl all splay in my bed I couldn't resist, I gobbled that pussy like I owned it. She tasted delicious and when she squirmed in delight that drove me forward. I used both hands to grasp her tight little ass, holding her in place as I made a meal out of her.

I varied my attack, alternating between burrowing in her hole, sucking her clit and massaging her anus. She twisted and turned, writhing with the rhythm of my tongue. No matter which way she turned I matched her move for move, teasing her pussy until she was bucking her hips, desperate for more.

Alyssa completely submitted to my control, happy to be my little bitch. I loved owning her pussy and that little girl loved being owned.


EPISODE 10

Mark

Mommy Claire left me in the tub while she went to take care of Alyssa. My dick was hard, and I was still super horny, but I knew better than to disobey Mommy so I didn't touch myself. It was difficult at first but I thought about baseball and then politics and soon I wasn't excited any more.

That all changed the moment Mommy Claire came back into the bathroom. She had such a way about her, the way she walked and the way she talked. She oozed a sexy motherly love that I found irresistible. I loved her, I lusted for her, and now that I found her I couldn't imagine living a moment without her.

Mommy Claire helped me out of the tub and used a big plush towel to dry me off. Her fingers caressed me all the while, finding spots on my body that sent tingles up my spine, stirring the desire in my loins. She was doing it again, driving my lust, and I willingly gave in to her control.

Once I was dry Mommy led me out of the bathroom and into her bedroom, my hard penis swinging back and forth. I looked forward to what came next, certain that Mommy was going to take my body on a wild ride. Mommy knew exactly how to make memories, moments I could never forget. I hopped on the bed, spread my legs, and prepared for her undivided attention.

I would have to wait. Mommy didn't satisfy my lust right then, but she did give my pee pee a nice rubbing with baby powder before returning the plug to my ass and securing it in place with the belt and a diaper. I wanted to obey Mommy but it was extremely difficult, I was so horny it was tough to think about anything else, even as she led me out into the hallway where Alyssa waited for us.


EPISODE 11

Mark

Mommy Claire spoke to both of us, "Today the two of you are playmates. I'm going to take you to the playroom so you can both indulge each other's desires."

Alyssa's face lit up when Mommy Claire mentioned the playroom. I was still trying to process what Mommy Claire meant when she said, "Indulge each other's desires." Did she mean we were going to have sex? I wanted Mommy Claire but after our time in the tub Alyssa was very tempting.

Mommy Claire walked ahead, leading us to a giant room at the end of the hall. It was the most incredible thing I had ever seen, a giant playground built just for babies like me. Everything was full size, from the castle slides and ball pit, to the teddy bears, blocks and other toys. My favorite part of adult baby play was the submission to Mommy Claire, but I could see myself having a lot of fun in this room.

"Ok," Mommy Claire said, "I'm going to leave you two to play, and there's only one rule."

Alyssa and I hung on her word, ready to go play but eager to hear our one and only rule.

"I want you to explore each other's bodies, but Mark is not allowed to cum unless it is inside Alyssa."

I was stunned by her statement but she was out the door before I could ask any questions. Did she really want me to impregnate this cute little girl? To date I had only had sex with one person and that was Mommy Claire. If she wanted me to have bareback sex with this hottie who was I to disobey my mommy?

Alyssa obviously knew the game better than I did because while I was watching Mommy Claire leave the room she wrestled me to the ground and tore off my diaper. The chastity belt was still holding the plug in my ass but it didn't restrict her access to my penis and once Alyssa got a good stroke going, I was immensely excited.

The floor of the playroom was soft like a mattress and made our wrestling that much more fun. I managed to squirm out of Alyssa's grasp before she made me cum; then pinned her down. I tore at her onesie and diaper, and when I finally got her free I found that she too was fitted with a butt plug and a securing strap.

I started to pull on her belt but the moment I did the plug in my ass began to vibrate and buzz. The intensity quickly heightened, sending a bolt of pleasure throughout my core. It felt so good I involuntarily curled into a ball, losing perspective on everything around me. When I was finally able to collect myself I saw that Alyssa was suffering the same fate, curled in the fetal position while the device in her ass worked its magic on her.

I'm not sure how long we were both in that state but when it finally subsided I was so horny I could think of nothing but my need to cum. Looking at Alyssa she felt the same way and it only took an instant for us to come to the same conclusion.

The fear of unprotected sex with a stranger, or the possibility of becoming a daddy, did nothing to deter my desire. I needed satisfaction and I wasn't going to disobey Mommy Claire by coming anywhere other than inside of Alyssa.

I would have pinned her down and had my way with her but I was too slow, Alyssa pushed me back, mounted my cock and slid me, full length, inside of her. It was the most amazing feeling of my life.

Alyssa road up and down on my rod, I felt my orgasm approaching but struggled with all my might to keep the moment from happening too fast. With each stroke Alyssa gushed more of her juices all over my cock and balls, making a slippery mess and driving my lust to an all-time high. I pushed my dick deeper inside of her one last time, held her by that perfect little ass, and let out a guttural grunt as my cock throbbed and pulsed, emptying my seed in her womb. It was the pinnacle of satisfaction, an experience and a feeling that will remain with me forever.

That wasn't the only time we had sex that day. Alyssa and I repeated the process, over and over, until our bodies could take no more. We fell into a rhythm, our bodies moving as one, in perfect time with our orgasmic flow. We learned each other's bodies like a virtuoso understands his instrument and created the foundation for a lifetime of sexual bliss.


EPISODE 12

Mommy Claire

I sent Alyssa home and brought Mark into my suite. My baby boy would be spending the night in Mommy's bed.

"Did you like your time with Alyssa?" I asked.

"Oh yes," he replied.

"I know what my babies need and as your Mommy I want to make sure you're happy," I said.

He seemed surprised. "You arranged for me to have sex with that hot girl?"

"I brought her in just for you," I explained. "I love you, I want you to have the perfect life. The two of you can take care of each other when I'm not around. A naughty little sister for my good little boy."

He couldn't believe what he was hearing but there was more. "Mark," I said, "I want you to move in here, I want you to be my good little boy permanently."

It was all a learning experience and I was glad to be his teacher, his friend and his mommy all wrapped up in one. We were going to have a wonderful life together and this was just the beginning.


EPISODE 13

Mark

I fell asleep in Mommy's arms, her warm and naked bosom resting against my face. It was heaven.

At one point in the middle of the night I awoke, and as I lay there in the dark, suckling at Mommy's teat, I thought about how much my life had changed since meeting Mommy Claire. She helped me discover new things about myself and satisfied my needs in every possible way. My life was so much better since she came along, and not just for the sexual experiences, but also for the way I now understood and accepted myself.

And now my life was going to change even more. I hadn't told her yet but I was going to say yes, I was going to move to Las Vegas and become Mommy Claire's full time baby. I didn't know everything it entailed but if I would be with Mommy Claire I knew it would be all right.


EPISODE 14

Mommy Claire

Before I knew Mark had decided to say yes to moving in with me, I had a special wake up planned for him. It started with a gentle massage of his cock, balls and anus along with soft words of submission whispered in his ear. He was still asleep and I wondered if I might be able to influence his dreams, causing his subconscious mind to convince him to move to Las Vegas.

I worked my magic with short, targeted strokes on the front of his shaft. Up and down, up and down. Mark's penis responded with throbs of delirium, cum seeping from the tip, his orgasm ready to explode upon my command.

I love to tease, as a way of enhancing the pleasure, but I would never leave one of my babies helpless and frustrated. I leaned in close, making sure Mark could hear, feel, smell and sense my presence, then started a rapid stroking of his shaft while simultaneously tickling his balls and caressing his sphincter. His orgasm approached quickly, spurting its first release clear up his chest. I intended to fully satisfy Mark's lust and continued the stimulus right through each successive spasm and pulse until he was completely spent.

"Oh, oh, oh my God," he exclaimed.

Mark awoke mid orgasm. His mind went from dream state to the real world at the height of eroticism. Most people would hate to have an erotic dream interrupted but they will never know the bliss of awaking in the middle of an orgasm. Euphoria consumed Mark's body and brain, and to make things even better, it was only the beginning. I intended to make sure that every moment of every day would be filled with that kind of love, fun and excitement; the kind only a Mommy can provide.
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EPISODE 1

Pablo

I met Mommy Claire when I was working as a door man at a fancy apartment high rise just outside of town. It was an easy gig that paid the bills but the biggest plus was the older ladies I got to work with. You see I have a bit of a fetish, it's older women, but their age isn't the draw for me, what I’m always looking for is control, a woman who will tell me what to do and when to do it.

Most of my friends figured that I was destined to become a gigolo or a cuckold, but I can tell you I don't have the looks to be a gigolo and as much as I would allow the woman who controls me to seek out whatever pleasures she desires, I certainly preferred a monogamous relationship.

The first time Mommy Claire took me back to her place it was with another guy, and we ended up sucking each other's dicks upon mommy's command. It was a very conflicting moment for me, I had no desire to perform gay acts but I derived great pleasure from submitting to mommy's will. In the end I did everything she asked and that made her happy.

When I left Mommy Claire that day she told me to wait a week and give her a call. Less than a week had gone by and she was at my work, taking me into the back closet and giving me a hand job. I ended up with a mess in my pants but I didn't care, being controlled by mommy was the pinnacle of my day.

So there I was, exactly seven days since my visit to Mommy's mansion, nervous about calling her on the phone.

She answered on the first ring and obviously recognized my number on the caller ID. "Good morning Pablo, I've been expecting your call."

That made me feel good, she not only took my call but she was expecting me. "Good morning Mommy," I said, "I'd like to see you again if that's ok."

"I'd love to see you," Mommy Claire responded, "do you want me to send my driver for you?"

Mommy was very rich. She had a super huge mansion and servants to take care of everything. I thought about getting a ride in her chauffeur driven limo but decided I'd prefer to have my car with me. "If it's ok, I'll drive myself."

"Absolutely," she replied, "how soon can you get here?"

I wasn't expecting that, I was supposed to work but the opportunity to see Mommy Claire was too tempting to pass up. "I need to get a sub for work," I said, "but I should be able to get there in an hour."

"Wonderful," she said, "but there is one thing I'd like to go over before you come."

"Ok," I answered. It didn't really matter what it was, I was so psyched to see her I would have agreed to anything.

"Today when you come over, I'm not going to let you leave until I have complete control of you; mind, body and soul."

It was kind of an odd thing for her to say but not a deal breaker for me, I wanted Mommy in complete control. So I made a quick call to get a sub and then got myself ready for my date with mommy.


EPISODE 2

Oops!

I got to Mommy Claire's in record time and hit the buzzer at the front gate to let her know I was there. Only a moment passed and the gate swung wide, letting me in. I parked in front of her house and climbed the stairs to the front door, which stood ajar.

I knocked as I entered. I knew she was expecting me but didn't want to surprise her. She wasn't in the front lobby and I needed to do a little exploring to find her.

At the top of the steps I thought I heard her voice. It was coming from down the hall. I followed the sounds until I reached a bedroom and another partially open door. I peeked my head in and the sight I found was one of the most glorious I had ever seen in my life.

Mommy Claire was just coming out of the bathroom and was completely nude. Her breasts were fantastic, large, firm and inviting. My eyes didn't want to leave that beautiful sight but I did let them wander enough to see her flat stomach and freshly shaved kitty. The whole visage was so incredible I popped a woody right then and there.

Mommy Claire was singing to herself, she obviously didn't know I was there. I probably should have left but I couldn't bring myself to do it, she looked so amazing I wanted to drink more and more of her in.

That's when she spotted me. "You dirty little boy," she said and quickly pulled a towel to cover her nakedness.

"I'm so sorry," I said, but the tent in my pants said, I wasn't sorry at all; I was super excited.

I don't know what made me do it, I guess because I had fantasized about her so many times, but I didn't leave the room, instead I moved forward.

She did not retreat, which I took as a good sign, and I continued my advancement. When I got in front of her I looked into her eyes and gave her a kiss on the lips. Her lips kissed me back and her hands dropped her towel. It was too much for me to resist.

I wrapped my arms around her, sliding one hand down to the small of her back and the other on her tight little ass. With both hands I pulled her into me. It felt wonderful having her smooth bare skin so close to me and I was certain she could feel my raging hard on poking into her stomach.

The kiss continued, our tongues dancing together, savoring our connectedness. The kiss was nice but I wanted more so I broke from her lips and began to travel southbound, exploring her neck and then her shoulders with gentle nibbles that caused goose bumps to rise on her soft skin.

Continuing south my mouth found her incredible breasts and I had a field day licking and suckling on those delicious nipples. I used my hands to fondle them and really enjoyed burying my face in her cleavage; the wonderfully soft skin of her breasts caressing both of my cheeks.

I wasn't sure how far she would let me go but then I felt her hand on the top of my head, pushing me down. I followed her lead, kissing down her belly until I reached her beautiful flower.

I started by kissing her inner thighs, inching closer and closer to the promised land. I kissed and licked that sensitive flesh and when I got to her kitty the sweet odor coming from inside of her was too much to resist. I suckled her pussy lips into my mouth and used my tongue to massage and stimulate her sex. Her lips opened wider, of their own accord.

I was proud of myself for the effect I was having on her but I wasn't done. Flattening my tongue I dragged it up her slit, rubbing her softly until I reached her clit at which point I sucked that beautiful little nub into my mouth.

She arched her back, giving me easier access, and thrust her hips, trying to grind her pussy against my face. Her actions only added to my lust and I responded with a swirl of my tongue around her button, followed by an aggressive clamping of her clit with pursed lips. She screamed in ecstasy and flooded my face with a stream of pussy juice.

I didn't stop. I wanted to please this beautiful woman and was intent on giving her an incredible experience. I added my fingers to the mix, using a combination of massage techniques to go along with the ministrations from my tongue. When I curled two fingers to her G-spot her whole body went tense, her legs quivered and she screamed at the top of her lungs.

With her pussy dripping wet and spread wide I decided it was time to get my dick in on the action. I lined up the tip of my cock with her hole and pushed in. She was so wet and open I slid all the way to her cervix in one thrust. She screamed again and that served as the impetus for me to begin pumping with reckless abandon. In and out, in and out, I worked her pussy, giving it my all, like the piston of a high performance engine, savoring every ounce of joy from her sex.

The whole scene was so hot I knew I couldn't last. Three more pumps and I pushed myself in as far as I could go, releasing my load deep inside of her. She responded by contracting her pussy muscles around my cock, milking every last drop of seed from my rod.

We collapsed in exhaustion, I was content and satisfied, a feeling I realized I had never experienced before. We laid there in each other's arms, her heartbeat so close to mine.

I had finally found the perfect match for my May September romance and decided then and there that I would never let her go.


EPISODE 2

Mommy Claire

Pablo said he had to get a sub for work but that he would be over as soon as he could. I figured that gave me enough time for a quick shower to get freshened up.

I don't usually take long showers but the jets felt particularly good so I let myself get lost in the feeling. It was the buzz of the front gate that aroused me from the tranquilizing effect of the pulsating shower.

Pablo was earlier than I expected. I buzzed him in and then scurried downstairs in nothing but a towel to open the front door. I knew he'd be able to find his way so I went back upstairs to finish getting cleaned up.

I returned to the bathroom and quickly dried my hair. The heat from the dryer got me a little light headed so I moved out to the bedroom to find Pablo upstairs and in my room. The way he stared at my naked body was obscene and that turned me on. "You dirty little boy," I said to him and grabbed a towel to cover myself.

He apologized but he didn't need to. A little boy catching a glimpse of his naked mommy was a turn on. And the tent in his pants let me know that he liked what he saw.

I'm not as young as I once was, so to know that I could still get a young man excited really made me feel good. When he moved toward me I did not resist and when he kissed me I not only kissed him back but I lost my grip on the towel and it fell to the floor. He didn't miss a beat, wrapping his powerful arms around me, and pulling me close to him. His rock hard penis pressed up against me.

His lips left mine and began to explore my body, my neck, my shoulders, and my breasts. He smothered me with the gentlest kisses that made my whole body tingle. I should have broken it off, I should have stopped him before it went too far, but it felt so good. Instead of pushing him away I pushed him down.

He grazed right past my stomach and to my pussy, where he applied those same gentle kisses to my inner thighs and then my lips. He was very good at it and I felt myself opening up. When he ran his fat tongue up my slit I thought it couldn't get any better but then he clamped down on my clit and holy shit did that feel good. I shifted and contorted my body, opening myself up to him, ready for more.

He didn't disappoint. He used his tongue and fingers to work my pussy into a frenzied state. My body responded with a flood of juices, it was such a euphoric feeling I never wanted it to end.

If I could have stopped it then I should have, but I was too far gone with lust to think rationally. He spread my legs and took up position between my thighs. I knew what he was going to do and while my brain wanted to say stop, my pussy wasn't listening.

Pablo went balls deep with his very first thrust and I felt him all the way at my core. I knew I shouldn't be doing it but it felt so good I couldn't stop. When he withdrew I gasped but he was quick to fill me back up with a long powerful stroke. I felt another orgasm building and let it wash over me in a blissful state of submission.

He switched his rhythm, pounding quickly into me but then drawing out very slowly. My pussy savored every inward thrust and I gripped him hard with my muscles trying to keep him inside of me. It felt great and when he pushed that final time, lunging deep inside of me, pulsing and throbbing, my body responded with another flood of juices.

Pablo and I collapsed, completely spent. I may have basked in the afterglow if it weren't for one nagging thing; it was a mistake.

It may not seem like a big deal but it was. In fact I broke the number one rule. When you are training a baby it is so important to stay in character, especially in the early sessions. It establishes control in the relationship. The last thing I wanted was for him to feel like an equal. That left me with one of two options; take corrective action, or give up on the most natural submissive I had ever met.


EPISODE 3
Pablo

Wow, it was the greatest sex ever. I still couldn't believe how hot it was, and yet something was off. Mommy didn't have the same look of jubilation that I felt.

"Give me five minutes," she said, "and then come find me."

Awesome. That was great news, she was already thinking about another round. I could do that all night and was psyched to go again.

Mommy instructed me to leave my phone in the car, and I didn't have a watch, so I had to guess when five minutes was up. I was probably a little early but I had an excuse, I really wanted to get back inside of Mommy Claire.

I tapped lightly on the door and entered the room. The first thing I saw was an open diaper on the bed. WTF? I thought we were going to have sex again, what was that doing there?

"Get up on the bed," she said, but the tone of her voice was more like a command than a request.

I liked fucking her and didn't want to go back to being her child. We were good together; didn't she realize that? Just because there were forty years between us did that mean it had to be a mommy / little boy relationship?

I hesitated and she didn't like that. Not so gently she pulled me to the bed, pushed me down and undid my pants. I thought she may have had a change of mind but then she flipped my body and smacked my ass. Not just once, but three times. Now I'm not going to tell you it hurt but there was a little sting. When I turned to let her know, she gave me a crazed look that let me know she was not to be messed with.

It put me in a difficult situation, I wanted to be with her but I was hoping it would be on equal terms. Was she only willing to see me if I was her baby?

It became obvious that my submission was very important to her so I acquiesced. I gave her the control of my body she wanted.

She took off the rest of my clothes and then doused my dick with baby powder. I hoped she might spend some time stroking my shaft but that wasn't meant to be, instead she wrapped me up in the diaper and then gave my tummy a raspberry kiss for good measure.

"Am I going to stay like this all day?" I asked.

She shushed me and said, "Babies don't talk."

This was all a learning experience for me but I am happy to say I am a quick study. When she said, "Babies don't talk" I knew to keep my mouth shut. If she wanted me to play the role of baby for a while then I would, to please her.

She must have appreciated my renewed attitude because she started rubbing my cock through my diaper and boy did it feel good.

"Don't cum," she warned. "You will be punished if you make a mess in your diaper."

That was disheartening news, how could I enjoy a hand job if I couldn't cum? Now, every time she got me closer to release I got very nervous. She could make me cum at any moment, and then what? What was the punishment for disobeying mommy?

If I thought it was heavenly having her rub my dick through the diaper it was nothing compared to when her hand slipped beneath my waistband and gripped lightly around my powdered covered dick. Her manipulations on my bare cock were too much, how was I supposed to stop that?

I tried with all my might to keep from coming in my diaper. I don't know if she knew what she was doing but the way she rubbed me felt so good there was nothing I could do. She could make me release whenever she wanted, she just had to decide when she wanted to conquer me.

Lust had completely taken over; I couldn't stop what was happening, on my body, and in my brain. I might have been able to hold out another minute, maybe two, but then she bent over and gave me a glorious view of her exposed breasts. It was too much for me and I lost my load, all over her hand and in my diaper.

I couldn't hide my disappointment, not only had I lost but I was about to be punished and I didn't know exactly what that meant.

"Did my little boy make a mess?" she asked, but her cum soaked hand already told the story.

"That's ok little boy," she said. "Let's get you up on the changing table and take care of that."

She didn't seem upset; that was a relief. She had my diaper off in no time and proceeded to clean me off. The cum had spread within the cramped confines of my diaper but she knew what she was doing, and had me wiped clean in no time. I was little disappointed when she put a fresh diaper back on my body but I realized I was just going to have to accept that if I wanted to spend time with Mommy Claire.

There's one more thing," she said, "that new diaper isn't coming off until it's used."


EPISODE 3

Mommy Claire

I couldn't believe I let him fuck me. It wasn't supposed to happen like that, but I got caught up in the moment, and things kind of got out of control. I needed to do something to rectify the situation, to reassert my dominance and let him know his rightful place.

"Give me five minutes," I said to him, "and then come find me in my bedroom."

I hustled upstairs to get things ready. This needed to go well, I made a big mistake treating him like an equal in sex, and if I didn't gain control fast I was going to lose my little baby, my natural, my grand prize.

I rushed around the room, gathering my supplies and making sure everything was within easy reach of the bed. Once I got him going I didn't want to have to break away for even a moment.

A few minutes passed and I heard footsteps in the hall. I quickly grabbed a diaper, spread it open on the bed and turned to greet him at the door.

Pablo entered the room, saw the diaper on the bed and got a weird look on his face. He probably thought we were primed for round two of our sexual escapades but he had another thing coming, it was time to put him in his place.

"Get up on the bed," I commanded. I used a firm tone to let him know I was serious.

He hesitated and I knew I needed to take decisive action. I pulled him by the arm, pushed him down on the bed and undid his belt. When I pulled his pants down his dick popped out, fully erect. I don't know what he was expecting but I'm pretty sure he was not anticipating that I would turn him over and give his bare ass three hard whacks with the palm of my hand.

He raised his head, as if to challenge me, but when he looked in my eyes he bowed his head, submitting to my control. There was the boy I was looking for, I didn't need to spank him again. My position was restored.

He was fully compliant as I took off his shirt and offered no resistance when I powdered his dick and wrapped him in his diaper.

"Am I going to stay like this all day?" he asked.

"Shush," I said, "babies don't talk."

I never had to tell him again, not only did he accept his role, but he was very good at following rules.

I then took it upon myself to tease him relentlessly, stroking his cock to the brink without allowing him to cum. It was a fun game, but one I made sure he knew he was not allowed to lose.

"You will be punished if you make a mess in your diaper," I said.

His eyes went wide. It was one thing to rub his cock, he liked that, but to tell him he would be punished for an orgasm was absolute torture. He wanted to get close to the edge but he was literally petrified that he might go too far, spill his semen and feel my wrath.

Now I had my hand inside his diaper, squeezing and stroking his cock. He was so cute, trying with all of his might to maintain control. It was a hopeless cause, I had jerked off many a man and knew exactly how to drive his lust, and make him lose control. At that moment there was nothing I wanted more than to make him spill his seed and lose his control.

He winced with every stroke. He was close and he knew it.

I wasn't sure how long I was going to tease him but then the question became a moot point. I leaned over to grab his cock from a different angle and when I did my blouse fell open and he had a prime view of my cleavage. I felt the first spurt on my wrist. I grabbed his shaft and several more throbs followed. By the time he was done he had a sticky mess in his diaper.

He knew he had lost and the look on his face was priceless. I enjoyed watching him squirm, the cum in his diaper spreading to every part of his genitals.

"Did my little boy make a mess?" I asked.

Sheepishly he bowed his head.

"That's ok little boy," I said. "Let's get you up on the changing table and take care of that."

It didn't take me long to take off his diaper, wipe him clean, rub in a healthy dose of baby powder and wrap him back up. I think he was relieved when I helped him down from the table but what he didn't know was that his punishment was still yet to come.

"There's one more thing," I said, "that new diaper isn't coming off until it's used."

We ate our dinner. His meal consisted of filet mignon, mashed potatoes and green beans. I gave him several beers to wash it down and when he was done he had a full belly and was ready for a nap.

I put him down in the nursery. His crib was full sized, perfect for a grown baby to sleep off a full tummy. When I left the room I turned on the monitor and closed and locked the door.

Pablo woke up a couple of hours later. He tried the door and when he found it locked he started banging.

"What's wrong?" I asked but I had a feeling I already knew.

"Let me out," he called, "I have to go to the bathroom really bad."

Through the door I told him, "Little boys don't use the bathroom. You have a diaper on, you'll be ok."

"You don't understand," he answered, "I have to poop too."

"I understand," I replied, "tonight we're going to complete your transformation."

I ran back to my office so I could watch on the monitor. He had to go; bad, now it was only a matter of time before he would have to make a very difficult decision.

The only real choices he had were to soil his diaper or remove the diaper and poop on the floor. To have a bowel movement in his diaper would secure his position as little boy and to soil my carpet would guarantee he never darkened my doorstep again.

He made the only decision he could and, when it was time, moved to a corner, squatted low and allowed the feces to pass through his sphincter. It filled his diaper and immediately started to press and squeeze up his back and down his thighs.

It was this most beautiful thing I had ever seen, the moment of his regression.

He didn't like the feel, who would? But he wasn't sure what to do next. He had done the dirty deed and wanted to be changed. The only question was; how long would it take him to figure out what a baby does when he wants to be changed by his mommy?

He banged on the door and called for help. He went to the camera and pleaded for assistance. He shouted at the top of lungs but that too produced zero results. Finally, he sat in the middle of the floor and began to cry.

That was my cue and in an instant I was through the door to help my baby. The moment he saw me he was so relieved he started to laugh.

I laid out a changing mat on the floor. I thought about putting him on the bed but he was a mess, his poop was out of his diaper, halfway up his back and oozing down his legs.

The wipes I used to clean him were cold but he didn't care, he was more obsessed with the shit all over his body. I cleaned him real good and put a diaper under his bottom but there was still something I wanted to do before I wrapped him back up.

He had given me what I wanted and in turn I rewarded him. I took his penis in my hand and began to rub baby powder into every nook and cranny. It sprouted to life and I loved the way it felt, growing to full size in my hand. Several more strokes and he was panting like a dog.


EPISODE 4

Pablo

I ate my dinner in an oversized high chair, wearing a diaper. It wasn't the way I wanted it but the food at least was excellent. I had a twelve-ounce steak, filet mignon, along with some mashed potatoes and gravy, and green beans. She even gave me three beers to drink and by the time I was done my belly was full, I was a little tipsy, and I was ready for a nap.

There was a nursery next door and it was equipped with adult sized baby furniture. There was a large crib, a changing table and even a playpen. Mommy Claire led me to the crib, motioned for me to lay down, covered me with a blanket and then shut off the lights on her way out the door.

I slept soundly for several hours but then I awoke to the familiar pressure on my sphincter. I needed to take a dump. I got out of the crib and walked to the door. It was locked. I really needed to go and the pressure was getting worse. I banged on the door and called for help.

A voice from the other side of the door responded, "What's wrong?"

It was Mommy, thank God. "Let me out, I have to go to the bathroom really bad."

She answered but didn't open the door. "Little boys don't use the bathroom. You have a diaper on, you'll be ok."

WTF? I was grown man. Grown men don't shit in their pants. "You don't understand," I pleaded, "I have to poop too."

"I understand," she said, "tonight we're going to complete your transformation."

Was she serious? Were we really doing this? I asked if we were doing this, but as time passed with no response, I realized I was the one that had to deal. She was in complete control.

I ran through my options. I could shit in my pants and make mommy happy, or I could take off my clothes and take a dump on the floor. The second option may have saved a small modicum of self-respect but it would have guaranteed I wouldn't get to see Mommy Claire anymore. It really wasn't much of a choice.

It wasn't easy. I crawled to a corner and covered my face in shame.

When you put your body in a squatting position it helps the feces to pass through your system. I was so far along my body didn't need much assistance and soon large pieces of shit were passing out of my intestine and filling up my diaper. I don't have any kids, but after that experience I will never let them sit in a dirty diaper for any period of time. It was disgusting. The way it felt against my skin, and the way it squeezed out of my diaper, up my back and down the backs of my legs, was absolutely degrading.

I did what she wanted; it was time for relief. I banged on the door, "I shit in my pants. Can you help me?"

Nothing.

Maybe she couldn't hear me at the door. I turned to the camera, "Please can you come in and change me?"

Nothing.

"What the fuck!" I screamed, "What do you want from me?"

It was hopeless. I wasn't even sure she was still out there. What had I gotten myself into? What if something happened to her? No one even knew I was there.

I didn't know what else to do. I sat down in the middle of the floor and my emotions got the better of me. I started to cry.

Not even a minute passed, the door opened and mommy was right by my side. "It's ok little one, mommy's here, mommy will take care of you."

She laid out a mat on the floor and I positioned myself in the center. When she undid the diaper the shit was everywhere, all down my legs, up my back and all over my ass. The smell was awful too.

She began to wipe me clean and the cloth she used was cold but I didn't care. I just wanted the awful feeling gone.

Mommy Claire was very loving as she cared for me and I have to admit I liked that. She cleaned me up and that felt a million times better. I was so grateful that when she motioned to put a new diaper on me I didn't even resist.

With a fresh diaper under my bare ass she doused me with baby powder and really took her time rubbing it in. I was a little self conscious getting a hard on in that situation but I couldn't help myself, the way she was rubbing me was very stimulating. I actually thought I might cum.

But she didn't stop there; she kept working my dick, closer and closer to the sweet release I so desperately wanted. It felt so good I started losing sense of where I was, my breathing got very short, to the point of hyperventilating, and my eyes started to roll back in my head. I wanted to cum but she had other plans. She liked the control she had over me, and in that state I was helpless.


EPISODE 5

The Final Straw

Mommy positioned me on my back and instructed me to pull my knees up to my chest. I wrapped my arms around my shins and held myself in that position.

"Good boy," Mommy Claire said. She moved up next to me and rubbed her nipple against my cheek. It felt really good and when I turned to suckle she ran her fingers through my hair and caressed my chin. "Such a good little boy for mommy."

I enjoyed that position; my head in mommy's lap, my mouth on her nipple, her fingers massaging my scalp. I could have stayed there all day.

Mommy slid her hand between my raised legs and gave my dick a gentle squeeze. If she had intended to spend all of her time rubbing my cock I would have been fine with that, but mommy wanted something different, her finger traveled south from my penis and found my puckered hole.

I tensed when I first felt her hand on my sphincter. It was a strange invasion that was about to get a lot more personal.

One, two, three times she circled my butthole. It felt good but it did not prepare me for the penetration that followed. Her fingertip split the gap and worked its way inside of me. I shrieked at the initial pain and then gasped when she found my pleasure spot.

Once I got over the initial shock of being sodomized I learned to like the feel of her finger inside of me. The way she was stimulating me sent my body and mind into a completely relaxed state. I had no idea that anal sex could feel that good.

"This is your pussy," Mommy informed me. "All good little girls have a pussy and yours belongs to me."

At first I thought I misheard her, did mommy just say I had a pussy? Did she just call me her good little girl? Her next words made it abundantly clear that I did not misunderstand.

"You want me in control and I want you to be my good little girl."  Her words were direct and to the point, the question was, could I accept being feminized?

She was still inside of me, claiming every part of my body as her own. Her finger, which had been dormant, came to life and began a rhythmic pulse, in and out, in and out, getting me used to the invasion until it became a natural extension of the inner me.

I can admit that I liked the way she was stimulating me, it felt good to be taken in the ass. Did this mean I was gay? Was I half way to becoming a good little girl?

She whispered in my ear, "The more you give in the better it will feel."

It felt really good already, and to be honest, I believed it would get even better if I submitted to her control.

Despite the fact that she was not touching me there; my cock was hard as a rock and I felt like I might cum at any moment. How did she do that? How was she able to work my mind to the point where I didn't even need stimulus on my dick to cum?

I must have waited too long to commit to being her good little girl because she withdrew her finger making me feel hollow. It was a strange empty feeling and I didn't like it. I wanted her back inside of me.

She must have known my predicament because she offered, "Beg to be my good little girl and I'll fill you back up."

It was so fucked up. I wanted her in charge; that was clear. I loved the way her finger felt up my ass; that was obvious. But I still had a mental block over being turned into a girl.

If I was thinking there might be another option she made it quite clear there wasn't when she said, "Perhaps you don't want mommy in charge. Maybe you want to be with someone else."

That was the straw that broke the camel's back. It took me a lifetime to meet the woman of my dreams; I wasn't going to lose her now, even if it meant I had to become a girl to do it.

"Please can I be your good little girl?" I begged.

She didn't waste a moment. In less than a second her finger was back in my orifice, driving my lust from inside, while her other hand found my cock and started stroking furiously.

"Oh God. Thank you Mommy," I screamed. The pleasure was so overwhelming I wondered why I waited so long to give in.

She brought me very close to climax but would not let me cum. She obviously had more she wanted to do to me and she knew that as long as I was in that desperate place, unable to cum and unable to calm down, that she could make me do anything.

I knew the diaper was coming and I did not resist but what I did not expect was the pretty pink dress and the bonnet with the bow on top. It was very feminine and when she had me look in the mirror any remaining sense of masculinity I had completely disappeared.

She wanted to put my hair in a ponytail; or maybe even braids, but it was too short. "We're going to have to grow this out," she said, running her fingers through my hair, "so we can make my good little girl look beautiful."

I had agreed to everything she asked but it was one thing to do something, but completely different to buy into it lock, stock and barrel. I could be mommy's good little boy, I could act like mommy's good little girl, but I wasn't sure I could wholesale commit to the feminization she was looking for.

I think she sensed my resistance and had a plan in mind to overcome it. With one hand she lifted up my dress and used the other to slide inside my diaper and grab my cock. That got my attention in a hurry.

My cock was hard as a rock and when she wrapped her fingers around it, it grew in her hand. "Looks like someone is liking this more than she's letting on."

Shit. I couldn't contain my excitement and she was interpreting that as my willingness to change genders. I needed to put a stop to this but her stimulus was too much, I was having trouble thinking straight.

"Are you ready to accept your new life?" she asked.

It was a precarious situation with no right answer. If I said no, she was going to stop rubbing me and I couldn't have that. I didn't just want an orgasm; my body needed it. But if I said yes, who knew what that would lead to, she had already made me do things I didn't want to do, where would it end?

It was an internal conflict that was baffling my mind.

She got close in my ear and said, "You may not know it yet but the decision has already been made. Your body needs me and your mind will do whatever your body tells it. The sooner you give in the quicker you'll find peace."

I could have resisted longer but it was agonizing. So I decided that just this once, for only a moment, I would give in and experience the gender transformation she wanted from me.

It was glorious.

The moment I gave in everything changed. My body opened up and the pleasure that felt incredible before got ten times better. In fact the more I convinced my mind to accept my new role the better it felt. Soon the finger that was working in and out of my ass really felt like a dick, and the way it dominated me made me feel glad to be the submissive little girl.

It didn't stop there. My entire disposition changed, I felt more submissive and was open to whatever mommy had in store for me. What she said next might have really tested my resolve moments ago, but now I was ready, willing and able to abide by my mommy's wishes.

"It's time to define some rules," she said, "so you'll know what to do and how to behave."

She continued, "First, you are not allowed to have an orgasm without mommy's permission."

It was a tough first rule but I agreed right away. I wouldn't learn how tough until later, when I was alone with my penis and erotic memories of time spent with Mommy Claire."

Rule number two was just as bad.

"The second rule," Mommy informed me, "is that whenever I call, mommy's good little girl will immediately make herself available to me."

This was going to be more problematic. I had a job, and bills to pay, and neither was going to change because I was now a girl. I was about to say something but mommy shushed me.

She must have known what I was going to say because her third rule was, "You don't work at the apartment building anymore. Now you are my good little girl full time and I will provide you with an allowance."

I wasn't sure how much I was going to get but the idea of being paid to be submissive to mommy sounded incredible. It wouldn't be until much later that I would realize the downside of this new relationship.
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Prologue

Mommy Claire

There is nothing I like more than a submissive man. Of course there is more to that statement, I like when I am the one he is submissive to, and I really love if I am able to make him give up all power and control, just like a little boy.

I have regulars, both men and women, who came to me because I'm not only very good at what I do but also because I provide them with an experience that satisfies an internal need. I am the master to their submissive experience, the mommy to their childhood fantasy.

As great as all of that sounds there are times when being given control is not enough, there are times when I want to take command, even better if the target of my desire resists my advances. On these occasions I go out on the prowl, searching for prey worthy of my effort.

This one hunting trip was particularly memorable, not just for the effort involved to secure my victory, but also for the grand prize who would one day go on to become my greatest trophy.

And so I set out, on a scouting adventure, to land my big white whale.


EPISODE 1

Mommy Claire

Right or wrong my first stop was the gym. I'll admit it, I wanted to find a worthy adversary, but I also didn't mind if the brain of that foe was attached to a beautiful body. I'm only human, and as much as I intended to turn them into my little babies, I was still going to enjoy fondling and swaddling my little ones, and maybe even more.

I really wanted a couple, an alpha man and alpha woman, homophobic hard bodies if I had my choice. I found what I was looking for in the free weights section of the gym.

Tyler was about six foot two and ripped. He obviously spent a lot of time on the weights because his muscles were bulging and he had minimal body fat. I say minimal because there had to be some there, although for the life of me I couldn't find it.

His partner, Linda, was solidly built but she was the type that looked beautiful sexy until she flexed, at which time you saw the results of her countless hours at the gym. Together they were a beautiful pair and the ideal targets for my afternoon of fun.

I approached with a technique I had used before, pretending to be a newbie at the gym looking for help. It didn't go well, they had no patience for a beginner and certainly didn't find this older woman to be worthy of their attention.

I moved to phase two. It was a rather abrupt approach but for the right audience it had a very high success rate.

"I'm looking for a couple to be my personal trainers, would the two of you be interested?" I asked.

The response I received was to be expected, they were too into themselves to think about helping someone else, until I started to throw money at the problem.

"I'd pay you a thousand dollars per session," I added.

The light went on inside Tyler's head. "Is that a thousand each?"

I had him hooked. "It could be," I offered, "if you're interested in money I have a lot of jobs I'd like help with."

Linda cut in, "What exactly did you have in mind?"

I handed her a business card. "If you're really interested why don't we get together to discuss the details?”

Linda and Tyler were both interested. I'm not sure how much they made but the way they responded to the opportunity to make an easy grand, I was quite certain they would be open to a lot of things if the money was right.


EPISODE 1

Linda

Tyler and I met Claire at the gym. She introduced herself and asked for help. Like we did with all newbies, we sent her to find a trainer.

But Claire wasn't going to be denied. She pressed forward offering us money to be her personal trainers. Now most people may think that body builders make a lot of money but it's not true. Sure there are a select few that win competitions, get sponsors, do some modeling and make a decent living, but for the rest of us its a hard slog. And Tyler and I were particularly on tough straights. We were late on rent and couldn't even afford our protein shakes. So when a rich old lady offered us cash for working out, we were ready to listen.

Claire had a pretty nice body for her age. She wasn't muscular but she was toned and fit. Tyler definitely noticed her big ole titties, in fact he didn't even look away. I noticed that they were large and appeared even larger because of her tiny waist. I could work her out; it certainly beat waiting tables.

We hadn't even had a chance to respond and she upped her offer. "I'd pay you a thousand dollars per session."

A thousand dollars was a lot of money and definitely got my attention.

Tyler was quick to respond, "Is that a thousand each?"

"It could be," she answered, "if you're interested in money I have a lot of jobs I'd like help with."

That left a lot of room for interpretation; we may have been strong but we weren't manual laborers. "What exactly did you have in mind?" I asked.

She handed me her business card. "If you're really interested why don't we get together to discuss the details?”

Tyler and I spoke about it for all of two seconds. We both really needed the money and Claire was like an angel from heaven.


EPISODE 2

Mommy Claire

We made arrangements to meet at my house the following day. I have a separate entrance to my estate for the grounds crew and staff; I directed Tyler and Linda to go to that entrance and to check in with one of my assistants.

I got a text message letting me know when they arrived. I met them at the gymnasium at the back end of my lot. It was quite a ways from the main house and featured an Olympic sized swimming pool; a full-sized sports court and a weight and fitness area that would make any muscle head jealous.

"Hi," I said to both of them. They were checking out the facilities and I could tell they were impressed. "I'd like to interview you both separately if that's ok?"

They didn't seem to mind. They were both so enthralled with my set-up they would have agreed to anything.

Linda and I left Tyler at one of the Universal machines and made our way to my office.

"Would you like a coffee or some water?" I asked.

Linda declined but I could tell she was very interested in hearing my offer.

"I know I told you I wanted to bring you guys here to help me work out," I said, "and that's the story we're going to tell Tyler, but I have a very special offer for you."

Linda peeked up. She didn't have any concerns about keeping secrets from Tyler, in fact, she seemed to really like that she was getting an offer that he wasn't.

"Now you have to agree that you won't tell Tyler anything," I said.

Linda agreed but I had more in mind.

"If you do tell him anything then you will forfeit any reward," I added.

She nodded her head but I could tell she just wanted to get to the details.

"I want you to help me turn Tyler into a gay baby."

If Linda was shocked she did a good job of hiding it. "And how much can I make?" she asked.

I smiled. She was playing right into my hands. "If we can get him into a diaper I'll pay you five hundred dollars."

She thought about it. It was obvious she didn't think she could get him into a diaper. "Is there any other way to get paid?"

"If we get him to poop and pee in that diaper I'll give you five thousand, and if we can get him to suck dick while wearing the diaper I'll pay ten thousand."

Her eyes went wide at the mention of ten thousand dollars but she still had reservations. "What happens if we can't get him to do any of those things?"

"I don't like to reward failure," I said, "but I understand your time is worth something so, if we are unable to convince him, I'll give you one hundred and fifty dollars."

She didn't like the one hundred and fifty but she was still listening.

"And remember," I added, "you can't tell him anything about it or you lose any and all rewards."

"Let's say I'm open to helping you with this," she said, "how would it work?"

"I can be very persuasive," I answered. "If you're in, I'll provide more details later."

Linda agreed. I sent her back to the gym and asked her to send Tyler to the office.


EPISODE 2

Linda

We met at her place the next morning and if we thought she had money we were way off, she was loaded. Her gated property was huge, she had servants to let us in, and her workout gym was the nicest I had ever seen. From what we could see from the front lobby it had a full sized basketball court, an Olympic swimming pool and an incredible fitness zone. If I didn't know better, I would have thought I had died and gone to heaven.

Claire came down to greet us. "Hi," she said and shook our hands. "I'd like to interview you both separately if that's ok?"

I stepped forward. I really wanted to know what this was all about and was ready to find out. Claire led me away from the gym area to a private office near the back of the building. It was dimly lit but decorated with fine antiques. This woman liked nice things and she obviously had a lot of money to buy them.

She offered me something to drink but I declined then she went right into her pitch.

"I know I told you I wanted to bring you guys here to help me work out," she said, "and that's the story we're going to tell Tyler, but I have a very special offer for you."

This piqued my interest. Tyler and I were roommates and workout buddies, but I had my own life and my own bills to pay. As they say it's a dog eat dog world and if I needed it to survive, I'd eat Tyler.

"Now you have to agree that you won't tell Tyler anything," she said.

That wasn't going to be a problem, I readily agreed.

"If you do tell him anything then you will forfeit any reward," she added, but I didn't need to be told twice.

Don't tell Tyler, got it.

Then she hit me with the bombshell. "I want you to help me turn Tyler into a gay baby."

Of course I thought it was fucked up, but rich people have twisted fantasies and my focus was on me. "And how much can I make?" I asked.

She smiled. She obviously liked manipulating people with her money and quite frankly I needed the money so I was willing to be manipulated, if the price was right.

"If we can get him into a diaper I'll pay you five hundred dollars," she answered.

Five hundred would be a nice payday but come on, how was I going to get Tyler into a diaper? There wasn't a more masculine man on the planet. "Is there any other way to get paid?"

She smiled again, a wry smile that seemed a little condescending. "If we get him to poop and pee in that diaper I'll give you five thousand, and if we can get him to suck dick while wearing the diaper I'll pay ten thousand."

Now ten thousand for a month's work would be great but for an afternoon was unbelievable. But still, it meant not only getting Tyler into a diaper, but also getting him to blow a guy. "What happens if we can't get him to do any of those things?"

"I don't like to reward failure," she replied, "but I understand your time is worth something, so if we are unable to convince him then I'll give you one hundred and fifty dollars."

One fifty was a far cry from ten thousand but was much more realistic, at least I wouldn't be walking home empty handed.

I had pretty much made up my mind to say yes when she added, "And remember, you can't tell him anything about it or you lose any and all rewards."

"Let's say I'm open to helping you with this," I said, "how would it work?"

"I can be very persuasive," she responded. "If you're in, I'll provide more details later."

Of course, I agreed and once I did we shook on it and she sent me back to the gym and asked me to send Tyler to her office.


EPISODE 3

Mommy Claire

Tyler was definitely an alpha male, and to be honest, there is nothing I like more than stripping an alpha of his power and making him do things he doesn't want to do. It's a thing for me, maybe because I grew up with a lot of dickheads who liked to abuse their power, and it really made me feel good to put an asshole man in his place. Don't get me wrong, not all men are assholes, but the ones that are deserve to be taught a lesson.

"Tyler," I said to him as he walked through my office door, "if I offer you a special opportunity can you keep it from Linda?"

"Fuck yeah," he responded.

I ignored his uncouth reply and instead focused on his agreement. "Would you have any problem with Linda being seduced by a woman?"

"Sounds kind of hot," he replied.

"So you guys don't have any romantic involvement?"

"Nah," he said, "she's cool to work out with, but that's it."

"So you wouldn't get jealous?"

"Nah, I don't give a crap about her."

"And would you help me get her into diapers?"

"Diapers?" he said and scrunched up his nose to demonstrate his distaste. "Is that what you're into?"

"I'll give you a thousand dollars if you can make her wear a diaper and soil it."

"That's fucked up," he said. "But yeah, I'll do it for a grand. But I don't think she'll go for it. What grown woman puts on a diaper?"

"There's one other thing," I added, "you can't force her to do anything, and you can't tell her anything about this conversation. If you do you don't get any money."

"Cool," he replied, "when do we start?"

"We can start tomorrow morning, can the two of you be here at seven?"

"I'll be here by seven and she'll be in diapers by nine," he said.

I liked his confidence but what I liked even more was his naïveté. He had no idea what was going to happen, and I liked that.


EPISODE 3

Tyler

Linda and I are friends and roommates, mostly because she's hot and I like working out with a sexy broad, it keeps me motivated. But as much as I liked working out with her I didn't necessarily trust her, so when she went off alone with Claire I was skeptical that they might be planning something behind my back. The slanted smile Linda gave me upon returning from her meeting with Claire did nothing to dispel my concerns.

I followed the hallway from the gym to Claire's office. She greeted me when I crossed the threshold.

"Tyler," she said, "if I offer you a special opportunity can you keep it from Linda?"

That was music to my ears. "Fuck yeah," I answered.

"Would you have any problem with Linda being seduced by a woman?"

Like I said, Linda and I were only work out buddies, I didn't care who she hooked up with, and I often thought she might swing that way. "Sounds kind of hot," I said.

"So you guys don't have any romantic involvement?"

"Nah," I replied, "she's cool to work out with, but that's it."

"So you wouldn't get jealous?"

"Nah, I don't give a crap about her."

"And would you help me get her into diapers?"

"Diapers?" WTF, rich people were so fucked up. "Is that what you're into?" I asked.

"I'll give you a thousand dollars if you can make her wear a diaper and soil it."

Holy shit, a thousand bucks just to wear a diaper? If I told Linda I bet she'd do it in a heartbeat, and we could split the money. "I'll do it for a grand," I said. "But I don't think she'll go for it. What grown woman puts on a diaper?"

"There's one other thing," she added, "you can't force her to do anything, and you can't tell her anything about this conversation. If you do you don't get any money."

Shit, there went my plan. "Cool," I said but it wasn't cool at all. I wanted that money and thought about how I could still pull it off. "When do we start?"

"We can start tomorrow morning, can the two of you be here at seven?"

"I'll be here by seven and she'll be in diapers by nine," I said, half joking, half not.


EPISODE 4

Mommy Claire

The next morning I was at the gym when Tyler and Linda arrived. It was just a little before seven o'clock and they were both chipper and ready to get started. Little did they know their day was about to get a lot more interesting.

I took Tyler into the weight room where one of my regulars, Bull, was waiting to get started. Bull was another alpha male, or at least he was before I got to him, now he was my willing accomplice. He was there to help me turn Tyler into a cock-sucking baby. Bull had been my good little boy for a while and he knew he would be handsomely rewarded for success.

Linda waited by the front door. I walked her back to the office, grabbed a stack of cash and led her to a private room down the hall. I held the money so she could see it. It was only a thousand dollars but it was in tens and twenties so it looked like more than it was.

The room was set up like a massage studio, table in the middle with a collection of oils, candles, aromas and the like right near by. Linda didn't seem to notice any of it; her focus was solely on the cash and what she was going to need to do to earn it.

I placed the wad of cash on top of a cabinet, in plain view. "Before we start our work on Tyler I thought it would be best if you got a little taste of what we do here."

She may have been listening but she was keenly aware of the money. This was going to be easier than I thought.

"I'll start by giving you a massage. Take off your clothes and climb up on the table."

She did exactly as instructed. I liked her; she was very willing to do as I said. I planned to see how far I could take her.

I checked her out while she was getting undressed and I had to admit she had a very nice body. Her muscles were taut and just begged to be caressed. I was going to have fun with this one.

Most people would probably call her wiry, her muscles were long and sinewy and she had very little body fat. That also translated to no rump and minuscule breasts but that was the trade off when looking for a hard body.

I ran a finger up her bare arm and she shivered. That was just the start, I intended to stimulate her often and produce many more involuntary responses.

The massage began as a traditional session but it didn't take long for it to veer into new territory. When I grazed my fingertips up the backs of her thighs she gave an audible gasp.

I had her flip to her back and got right in her ear, "If you let me have my fun you can have that stack of cash."

I stimulated her inner thigh and she lifted her body and spread her legs. It was a subtle move but I took it as an overt act. She gave me the ok and I wasn't going to let the opportunity slide.

I couldn't see her face but I imagined her smiling from ear to ear. She wanted the money and while there may have been lines she would not cross to get it, lesbian sex was obviously not one of them.

I spread Linda's legs to give me access to her beautiful pussy. She did not resist nor did she offer any complaint when I used my fingertips to spread her kitty lips. Her first response came when I started to lick her, softly at first, and then increasing the intensity with each pass.

"Oh God does that feel good." Linda said and I was pleased to receive the feedback.

I switched my attention to her clit, servicing her with a combination of licks with my tongue, and caresses with my fingers. She responded very favorably, moaning aloud and emitting a stream of juices from her well-worked pussy. I had her where I wanted her and decided to ramp up the stimulus.

I wrapped my mouth on her nub and then sent a vibration through my lips and into her essence. She lost it, coming repeatedly and flooding my face with her juices. I lapped up every last drop, increasing the stimulus on her sensitive zones and inducing even more pleasure. She loved it.

I didn't relent and she responded by shifting and wiggling her hips, trying desperately to get in a position to absorb more and more of the stimulus. I picked up the pace, flicking my tongue faster and faster across her clit.

Linda screamed in ecstasy and that drove my desire to a fever pitch. I buried my fingers inside of her, pressing down on her clit with my thumb and curling three fingers to her most sensitive zone. Her body convulsed on my hand and her eyes rolled back in her head. If it weren't for her relentless moaning I might have thought she had passed out.

"Be a good little girl and give in to mommy," I said, savoring her helpless state.

"Oh God. Oh God. Oh God." Her whole body shook from the power of the orgasm and I have to say I was quite pleased with myself.

Linda was quite pleased as well, writhing and moaning in delight.

I repositioned myself next to her head, lifted my shirt and fed my nipple into her mouth. She latched on like a good little girl and suckled as if she had been doing it all her life. I ran my fingers through her hair and reinforced her positive actions, "Good girl," I said, "the more you give in to mommy the better it will feel."

Her body and mind were so lost in euphoria she offered no resistance to my advances or to the imagery I was planting in her head.

Overall, I was happy with how our first session progressed and felt confident that she was going to be very agreeable come the next stage of my plan.


EPISODE 4

Linda

Tyler and I left our apartment at six thirty to get to Claire's place by seven. We were both excited to make some easy cash. I silently laughed at the thought of Tyler in a diaper and secretly hoped he'd go along, I really needed the money.

Claire met us at the door and escorted Tyler back to the weight room. Once he was settled she came back to the lobby, took me by the hand and led me back the hallway. When we got to her office she popped inside to grab something and was back leading me down the corridor again. The thing she grabbed was a wad of cash and I had to admit, once I saw all that money, it was hard to think of anything else.

The room at the end of the hall was dimly lit and had a massage table set up in the center of the floor. I figured she wanted me to give her a massage, which wasn't really my thing, but for the kind of money she was throwing around I was willing to fake it.

She flopped the stack of cash on top of a nearby cabinet and said, "Before we start our work on Tyler I thought it would be best if you got a little taste of what we do here. I'll start by giving you a massage."

It took a moment for her words to sink in; I was still fixated on the cash.

She leaned over and whispered in my ear, "Take off your clothes and climb up on the table."

I took off my clothes and as I did I felt her eyes on me. I had been stared at before, it went with the territory as a body builder, when you work hard to give yourself a great body people notice, and often stare. It was kind of flattering but in a creepy way.

Completely nude I laid face down on the table. I thought she might drape a towel over me or something, but she seemed to like my nudity. When she stroked her fingers up my arm I got a shiver up my spine that gave me goose bumps all over.

She wasn't a massage therapist so she didn't know anything about servicing my muscles but she sure as hell knew how to invoke my passion. With extremely subtle strokes she grazed my entire body, it made me tingle and I have to admit I liked it.

When those gentle fingers slid up the back of my thighs I couldn't contain my elation. "Oh God," I gasped.

She whispered in my ear, "If you let me have my fun you can have that stack of cash."

The way she made me feel I would have let her have her fun, but if she was going to pay me as well then that was icing on the cake. I turned over onto my back, open to whatever she wanted to do. Her next caress was to my inner thigh and I willingly spread my legs and gave her access to my pussy.

My most private parts were on display. I was ok with that but when she spread me open and dipped a finger inside of me it was both stimulating and frightening. I had thought about lesbian sex before but that was my first foray into that golden land.

Her fingers continued to explore me and she knew how to give pleasure. I thought it felt really good but I didn't know the half of it, the next thing I knew she pressed her lips to my flower and started working me with her tongue. It was the most incredible moment of my life. I had no idea the human body could endure such pleasure.

I didn't mean to speak out loud but I couldn't control myself. "Oh God does that feel good."

She seemed to like my response because she increased her ministrations, switching her attention to my clit, stimulating me with her tongue and her fingers in a relentless attack that caused my body to float away and my brain to completely submit.

God did that feel good. It was hard to believe I was going to get paid for that.

Her fingers continued to explore inside of me and when they curled to my G-spot I lost it. I had never cum so hard in my life, my juices gushed everywhere. My body was in heaven and my mind was having difficulty keeping up. My breathing got real short and my head felt light from the lack of oxygen.

For a moment her hands pulled away but I didn't want it to end. I humped with my hips, trying to get her back inside of me, to continue the stimulation. She didn't disappoint, burying inside of me and attacking my clit with her firm yet soft tongue.

I screamed, no longer worried about how I might look or who might hear. I wanted the pleasure she could give and I didn't care what I had to do to get it. Once again she answered my call, getting her fingers back to my pleasure zone, rubbing and caressing until my body began to buck uncontrollably.

Claire was right in my ear, "Be a good little girl and give in to mommy."

What did she just say? I was about to object but then she ramped up the stimulus on my pussy and I got lost in the feeling. "Oh God. Oh God. Oh God."

Claire leaned over me and I felt something soft against my cheek. When I turned to see what it was, I found her naked breast on my lips. I don't know why but I did the first thing that came to mind, I sucked her nipple into my mouth, savoring the feel of submission.

She rewarded my submission by massaging my scalp and I had to admit it felt good, real good, like she was in total control and I didn't have a care in the world.

"Good girl," she said, "the more you give in to mommy the better it will feel."

There was that reference to mommy again but the way she was making me feel I didn't care. I'd call her God if she was going to make me feel like that.

The repeated orgasms she gave me were wonderful and it was difficult to not be extremely grateful to Claire for giving me that much pleasure. I felt like I owed her and I wanted to find a way to repay the favor.


EPISODE 4

Tyler

We got to Claire's place a little before seven and she was already at the gym waiting for us. She planned to work with us separately and took Linda first. I was a little bothered by that, a part of me thought they had secrets they didn't want me to know.

There was another guy in the weight room when Claire dropped me off. She introduced him as Bull and said if there was anything I needed that Bull knew how to get things done. She left to meet with Linda and I was alone with Bull.

He was a pretty big dude. I definitely had better muscle definition but he was one of those guys with a natural physique. He would have been a killer if he put in real time at the gym.

"How's it going?" he asked.

"Fine," I answered. I didn't know how long I was going to be there and wasn't in the mood for small talk.

"So how'd you meet Mommy Claire?"

Mommy Claire? Was Claire his mother? She was old enough but they didn't look anything alike. "We met at the gym, she invited Linda and I over to help her out," I said.

"You looking to make some extra cash?"

"Yeah," I admitted, "a little pocket change is always good."

"Mommy Claire will take good care of you," Bull said. "If you know how to play the game."

That had me confused. "What do you mean by that?"

"You know you're here for sex right?"

"I kind of had a feeling," I replied, but that was a lie. This was all news to me.

"Mommy Claire loves to reward guys who are open about their sexuality," Bull said.

"You mean gay?" I asked.

"She likes all sorts of stuff," Bull answered, "she loves to make guys submit. You could make a killing if you're willing to suck dick."

That caught me off guard. "And what if I don't want to do any of that?"

"She'll still be cool to you but you won't make any money."

I didn't want to suck dick but I really needed the money. "How much would I make?"

"I don't know the absolute limit but I know if you sucked my dick you'd make five grand."

Five grand? That was a lot of money but I didn't want to suck this guy's dick. He must have known what I was thinking.

"I know what you're thinking," Bull said, "my first time I swore I'd never do it, but five grand is a lot and really it's not that big a deal."

"Sucking a guy's dick isn't a big deal?" I scoffed.

"It's a couple of minutes," Bull replied, "I'm sure you've done worse for a lot less money."

He was right, I had had some pretty shitty jobs over the years and none of them came close to five grand for a couple minutes work.

I didn't ask him to but he dropped his pants and showed me his cock. It was clean-shaven and not particularly huge, probably about five inches but it wasn't fully erect. Could I suck it? It wouldn't take long and I really needed the money.

"Come over and take a closer look," Bull said to me. He motioned for me to approach.

I couldn't believe I was walking towards a guy with his pants down to take a closer look at his dick. It was strange but the way he acted was like this was an everyday occurrence.

I got down on my knees to take a closer look. It was just like every other cock I had ever seen only this one was right there, ready for me to touch and hold. I steeled my nerves, took a deep breath, and touched it with my finger. It was smooth to the touch.

"Go ahead," Bull coaxed me, "you're not going to get paid for just looking at it."

I looked up at him, "Five grand right?"

"You know it," he said, and offered a little thrust of his hips to put his dick closer to my face.

I cupped his balls in one hand and used the other to slide up his shaft. It grew in my hand and I was mesmerized watching it bob in front of me. It wasn't terrible looking and the longer I looked at it the more realistic the opportunity became. It was just flesh, I had kissed flesh before, this was just one step past that.

I lowered his cock towards my mouth, closed my eyes and pressed my lips against the flesh. I nibbled for a moment, getting used to the feeling, and then spread my lips to take more of it in my mouth. Bull must have been inpatient because he thrusted his hips forward, pushing most of his meaty cock into my mouth. It caught me off guard and made me gag for a moment but then he began a light rhythmic motion, drawing it out and then pushing it back in again.

I had never sucked a dick before so when Bull started to moan I took that as a sign that I was doing something right. With each push he was going deeper and deeper into my mouth until I felt the tip of his head brushing against my tonsils.

"Oh God," Bull groaned and that was followed by a warm spurt on my tongue. It tasted kind of salty, I tried to swallow but another spurt followed and I had difficulty getting it all down. When he finally pulled his spent dick from my mouth I felt the excess jism rolling down my chin.

I looked up at Bull but then I heard someone else in the room with us. I turned to find Linda and Claire staring at us. "What the fuck?" I yelled. I had come to grips with sucking dick for money but that didn't mean I wanted people to know or to watch.

Linda laughed at me. "So I guess you're not as anti-gay as you thought."

"I did it for the money," I responded defensively but what I really wanted to do was run and hide.

I felt the need to explain, "He offered me five grand to suck his dick. With five grand I wouldn't need to work for months."

Claire laughed but I didn't know what was so funny.

"I think you've been tricked," she said, "Bull doesn't have any money."

I quickly looked around but Bull was gone. That fucker, did he really just trick me into sucking his dick?

"I hope you at least enjoyed it," Claire added.

What the fuck? What kind of people was I dealing with? I turned to Claire looking for an answer, or at least an explanation.

"You know," she said, "Bull doesn't have any money but I do. If you'd be interested in doing some things for me, I'd make sure you are well compensated."

I couldn't believe this was happening. As much as I just wanted to get out of there I couldn't afford to leave empty handed. I needed money, now more than ever. "How much are we talking?" I asked.

"Why don't we leave Linda here and go have a talk in my office," she said.

I hoped that meant I was finally going to get paid, and I wouldn't have to suck more dick to get it.


EPISODE 5

Mommy Claire

Linda and I walked into the weight room to an unbelievable sight. I don't know how Bull did it, but somehow he convinced Tyler to suck his dick, and Tyler was giving it every ounce of effort he had.

Tyler cupped Bull's balls in one hand while he suckled the head of his dick. With his free hand he massaged Bull's shaft, really working the stimulus.

Bull moaned aloud, letting Tyler know he was doing a good job.

Tyler kept licking and sucking, bobbing his head lower and lower on Bull's cock. As low as he was going the head of Bull's dick had to be pushing down to his throat. Somehow he managed to keep from gagging.

"Oh God," Bull groaned. He opened his eyes and saw Linda and I watching him. He gave a wink and a thumbs up, an acknowledgement of his success with Tyler.

We could tell by the look on Bull's face when he started to cum but Tyler didn't miss a beat, gobbling every drop of spunk. He almost swallowed the whole load, but when Bull pulled his dick from Tyler's mouth the remaining cum dribbled down his chin. It was really hot and I was glad I had cameras recording all of the events.

I looked over at Linda and she had one hand inside her pants and the other up her shirt. She was so turned on by the whole scene she decided to get in on the action, pinching her nipples and working her clit. I don't think she realized how loud her moans were but they totally tipped Tyler off to the fact that they were being watched.

"What the fuck?" Tyler screamed.

Linda laughed and pulled her wet fingers out of her panties. "So I guess you're not as anti-gay as you thought."

Tyler was embarrassed but there was no getting around what he had done. "I did it for the money," he said defensively.

Quietly Bull gathered up his belongings and headed out the door. I had a feeling there was more to the story and Bull wasn't planning to be there when the truth came out.

"He offered me five grand to suck his dick," Tyler explained. "With five grand I wouldn't need to work for months."

I hated to tell him but someone had to, "I think you've been tricked, Bull doesn't have any money."

The look on Tyler's face was priceless. He had just found out that he sucked a guy's dick and let him cum in his mouth and wasn't going to get anything for it. I'd say he was pissed but that wasn't really the right description.

"I hope you at least enjoyed it," I offered.

He grunted. It was now in the past, and there wasn't anything he could do about it, but that didn't change the fact that he had been suckered. I kind of felt sorry for him so I decided to make him an offer.

"You know Bull doesn't have any money but I do," I said, "if you'd be interested in doing some things for me, I'd make sure you are well compensated."

Tyler was skeptical and I couldn't blame him. He had just been duped into sucking dick, could he really trust anyone? And if he did, what was he going to have to do to earn it?

"How much are we talking?" he groaned.

I liked that question. He was past what he would have to do and was on to how much he would make. It was my experience that guys like that would do anything, provided the price was right.

"Why don't we leave Linda here and go have a talk in my office," I said.

Tyler readily agreed and we left Linda in the weight room to go negotiate his submission.


EPISODE 6

Mommy Claire

Tyler was still upset and I wondered what he would think if he knew he still had dried cum on his chin. I decided not to tell him, figuring he'd be more likely to give in to my demands if he wasn't reminded of how he had just been scammed.

"Tyler," I said, "I know I talked to you about getting Linda into a diaper, and I still want to do that, but I get the feeling you want to make some quick cash."

"Isn't that what you said yesterday when you invited us?" he replied.

"It is," I agreed, "but it may take awhile to get Linda to submit, are you ok waiting that long?"

"I'd rather not," he said.

"Good, because I have a way that you could walk out of here today with a thousand dollars."

"Bull offered me five," he grunted, still lamenting over being swindled.

"Bull is gone and so is that deal," I told him. "Get over it. This opportunity is real and it's yours if you want it."

"I want it," he said, "what do I have to do?"

"I want to give you a massage, and when I do I want you to give me complete control of your body."

The way his face lit up you would have thought he won the lottery. "Is that it? Just let you have my body?"

"That's it," I responded, "no complaints, no resistance, and you can make an even grand."

"Deal," he said and extended his meat hook of a hand to shake.

I shook his hand and instructed him to take off his clothes and get on the table. He quickly complied.

His muscles were very firm and I enjoyed fondling him but that was not my goal for this meeting. I wanted to make him horny, not just a little, I wanted to drive his lust until he was ready to either submit or go insane.

I have a friend, her name is Tina X, and she is very good at controlling men through their sexual desires. I learned a lot from Tina, and while I don't think I will ever be as good as she is, I learned enough to give me the upper hand with most men.

I started by doing feather light scratches up the backs of his thighs. Tyler responded by hoisting his body into the air, inviting me to grab and stroke his cock. I accepted his invite and had my left hand wrapped around his shaft while I traced small circles around his butthole with the index finger of my right hand. It excited him immensely and his penis began to throb in my hand.

"Calm down there Tiger," I said. I wanted him excited but I didn't want him to cum just yet.

He apparently didn't want to calm down; instead he began to buck his hips, trying to hump my hand. I had experienced guys like him before and knew exactly how to slow his roll. When Tyler lunged forward with one of his thrusts I grabbed a butt plug and worked it into his ass. He immediately froze, undoubtedly worried about the invasion up his butt. Needless to say his humping stopped.

With one hand still on his dick I began to maneuver the plug in his ass. He squirmed at first but when the tip of the butt plug landed on his prostate he groaned aloud, and when I turned on the vibration he mumbled incoherently.

He was lost in the feeling and I used the distraction to slide the leather straps of a chastity belt up his legs. By the time he knew what was happening I was cinching the buckles in place, ensuring that the butt plug and its intense vibrations would stay right where they were, stimulating his prostate with a barrage of pleasure.

He didn't try to resist. He was at that stage where the pleasure was so intense any action to stop it would have been counterintuitive. He wanted that feeling to last forever. Another twenty minutes and that would change, it would still feel good but the driving force would be urging him towards an orgasm he would not be able to achieve without my help. Soon frustration would overwhelm him, leaving submission as his only recourse.

I let him go thirty minutes, just for good measure, and then I whispered in his ear. "If you agree to be mommy's good little boy I'll give you the relief you want."

"Oh God please," he cried.

I could have extended the moment, I could have strung him along, but I felt sorry for him, not only for the precarious situation he was now in, but also for the way Bull had tricked him.

I undid one of the straps of the chastity belt, giving me enough room to slide one hand into his cock, and then I squeezed and stroked him until he came in my hand.

"Ugh," he grunted as he bucked with his hips, happy to finally have relief.

I wasn't sure if he was still going to be submissive, some guys do a complete one eighty after their orgasm, but he wasn't going anywhere. He was conquered and he seemed to accept that fact very quickly.

I helped him down from the table and gave him his clothes. His eyes were still wide, trying to collect himself, trying to recover. He said, "Thank you," and I wasn't sure if he was thanking me for handing him his clothes or for controlling his sex.

Once he was fully dressed he asked, "Do I still get the money?"

His question surprised me. "If I say no will you still come back?" I asked.

He thought about it for a moment and then nodded his head. He was well on his way to becoming mommy's good little boy.

I gave him the thousand dollars. I never go back on my word, but it did make me rethink how I was going to motivate him in our next session.


EPISODE 6

Tyler

We walked the hall back to her office, neither one of us saying a word. I was still pissed about what happened with Bull but I was careful not to say anything that might spoil my chances with Claire.

Once in her office Claire said, "Tyler, I know I talked to you about getting Linda into a diaper, and I still want to do that, but I get the feeling you want to make some quick cash."

"Isn't that what you said yesterday when you invited us?" I said. My tone was short but I couldn't help it, I felt duped.

She agreed, "It is, but it may take awhile to get Linda to submit, are you ok waiting that long?"

I couldn't wait, after what I had just been through I needed to walk out with cash that day. "I'd rather not," I said.

"Good, because I have a way that you could walk out of here today with a thousand dollars."

A thousand? That may have tempted me before but not now. "Bull offered me five," I answered.

She gave me a stern grimace. "Bull is gone and so is that deal, get over it. This opportunity is real and it's yours if you want it."

"I want it," I said, "what do I have to do?"

"I want to give you a massage, and when I do I want you to give me complete control of your body."

"Is that it? Just let you massage my body?" There had to be some trick, something she wasn't telling me.

"That's it," she said, "no complaints, no resistance, and you can make an even grand."

"Deal," I said and offered her my hand to shake on it.

We shook and then moved to the room next door. In an instant I was naked on top of her massage table.

She rubbed my muscles, not like a massage therapist but like an older woman who hadn't received physical attention in a while. When she got to certain spots, using a super light touch, she really got me going. I was rock hard and ready for whatever she had planned next. I had a feeling she wanted me to fuck her and as horny as I was, I was going to do it.

When her touch slid up the backs of my thighs it felt so good I lifted my body and arched my back. She didn't miss a beat, sliding her hand beneath my body and grabbing my cock. I was so hot and bothered I immediately began throbbing in her hand.

"Calm down there Tiger," she said.

But I didn't want to calm down, I wanted to shoot my load and I tried to hump her hand to get me there.

That's when something Bull said came back to me. She didn't want sex; she wanted control. I tried to think what that meant but it was too late, when my hips thrusted forward she put something in my ass. The strange invader felt weird but her other hand was still stroking my cock and the combination of feelings had me very confused.

She worked the thing around in my ass. It was extremely uncomfortable for a while and then it found a spot inside of me that felt incredible. She must have known what she was doing because once she found that pleasure zone she kept it there, working the tip inside of me, sending waves of pleasure throughout my body.

I thought it couldn't feel any better then the thing up my ass started to vibrate. It was slow at first but began to pick up pace, and the stronger the vibrations became the more intense the pleasure. It got to the point where the pleasure was so great my mouth filled with drool and my eyes rolled back in my head. I had no idea my ass could feel that good.

I don't know exactly when it happened, some time when I was in that helpless state of ecstasy, but she managed to lock a belt around me legs and waist. It simultaneously cut off access to my cock and also secured the thing in my butt from going anywhere. I was trapped in euphoria.

There was no use in trying to fight what she was doing, she was in control and I was in heaven. It seemed like a pretty fair trade.

She kept me in that euphoric state for a while, I'm not sure exactly how long, but it was long enough that I couldn't think straight. I had a one-track mind and that singular goal was to have an orgasm. My body needed it, my brain wanted it, and I was going to do whatever it took to get it.

When she finally offered me relief saying, "If you agree to be mommy's good little boy I'll give you the relief you want." I couldn't agree fast enough.

"Oh God please," I cried.

She immediately slid one hand onto my cock and started rubbing. It didn't take long and I was squirting in her hand. "Ugh," I groaned. It felt so good.

She let me stay on the table for a while, recovering from the total exertion. When she finally helped me down I wrapped my arms around her in a hug and said, Thank you."

As I got dressed a very important thought crossed my mind. "Do I still get the money?" I wasn't sure what her response was going to be, and the way I felt I would have accepted whatever she decided.

"If I say no will you still come back?"

I paused for a moment, as if I was thinking about my response, but I already knew that I wanted to come back. I nodded and the smile she gave me let me know it was the right decision.

She gave me the money, which was great because I really needed it, but it wasn't the most valuable thing I got that day. I got a new woman to control my dick and that would have a far greater impact on my life than any amount of money.


EPISODE 7

Mommy Claire

Tyler and I returned to the weight room but no one was there. We heard noises coming from the room next door and went to investigate.

I don't know how she found it, or how she managed to hook up by herself, but in the next room we found Linda strapped onto a table, being fucked by the "hammer". 

The "hammer" is a twelve-inch dildo attached to a mini hydraulic press. The press is positioned horizontally and, when turned on, pumps back and forth while vibrating from the inside. It was an electronic fuck tool, and a fantastic experience, but very addictive. Ever since the first time I used it, and couldn't bring myself to stop, I no longer played around with the "hammer".

Linda was in her full glory. Screaming at the top of her lungs, taking every inch of that monster, in and out, in and out. She lost all sense of control and soiled herself. The bench beneath her was covered in pee, poop and cum. There were plenty of babies that never made even half that mess.

Tyler was in awe watching the mammoth size of the dildo that was pushing in and out of his friend. Every time it withdrew it was coated in a thick slime of her cum and when it went back in she grunted, smiled and took every glorious inch of it.

I tried to talk to her but she was too far gone. Lust was the only thing on her mind. I looked in her eyes but they were glassy, unable to focus.

There wasn't anything left to do but watch the machine finish its routine. In and out, in and out, rapid vibration, side to side, it was having its way with her and all she could do was take it deep and revel in the ecstasy. 

I knew she was close to the end of the cycle and I decided to send her off with a bang. When the dildo pulled out for the last time I leaned over her pussy, spread her lips with my fingers, and sucked her clit in between my pursed lips. She gushed uncontrollably, soaking the table and dribbling all over the floor. I half expected a thank you but when I looked up at her face she was passed out.

I turned to look at Tyler, he was so turned on his pants were around his ankles and he was furiously stroking his cock. His semen dribbled all in his pants but he didn't care, he was too consumed with everything going on around him to worry about such trivial things.

In the moment of their weakness I swaddled their naked bodies in diapers and placed binkies in their mouths. Tyler took to it like a natural, suckling on the binky and even smiling a little as I photographed him.

Linda was still passed out. She looked adorable in her diaper, her muscular chest not much bigger than a little girl. I took pictures of her but could not consider her conquered just yet; she would have to consciously submit like Tyler did before I could claim her as my own.

It would be a couple of hours before the two of them were cognizant enough to walk out the door and they were both wearing diapers when they did. I told them, "This was your first session and as you can see we have a lot of fun here. If you'd like to come back you are welcome, but your next step will be real age regression. You will each become my little submissive baby."

They didn't immediately respond but I could tell by the look in their eyes that they wanted to experience the joy of time with Mommy and would be willing to do just about anything to get back to that place.


EPISODE 7

Linda

I watched Claire leave with Tyler and I wondered if he was going to get the same treatment I did. If so he was in for quite a surprise, especially after what had just happened with him and that guy Bull.

I figured I would use the time to keep up on my daily routine. I was due to work my shoulders and back and Claire had all the equipment I needed to do my workout. She even had a killer sound system with a broad selection of tunes. It took me a little while to figure out how to get things going but once I did the place was rocking.

It's not always easy to push your limits when you're working out by yourself but I was doing a pretty good job getting lost in the pain. It didn't hurt that Claire had gotten me all primed with her massage, and I was pumped to get at it.

I finished a particularly hard set on the shoulder press when the music completely cut off. I jumped up to see what was going on when I ran into this older blonde woman messing around with my play list.

"Can I help you?" I asked.

"Who are you?" the woman replied.

"I'm Linda, who the hell are you?"

She held out her hand to shake, "I'm Kelly, I belong to Mommy Claire."

Mommy Claire? Was this Claire's daughter? And what did she mean "belong to"?

"You must be a newbie," she said, "welcome to the team, you're going to love it here."

"What exactly do we do here?" I asked, really hoping she might fill in some of the blanks. The whole situation was weird and kept getting weirder. If it weren't for the large sums of cash Claire was offering I would have been gone a while ago.

"You're in mommy's lair, you must have been pretty good to get here," the woman said cryptically.

I have a hot body, that's what got me there. Claire obviously had a thing for muscular women and I was there to satisfy that need. But I didn't want to say that to this stranger so instead I replied, "I'm new but she really likes me."

"I see," Kelly said but I could tell by her look that she was sizing me up.

Desperate to change the conversation I asked, "So what's so great about this place?"

Kelly laughed, "Besides the obvious, this place has the "hammer".

"The hammer, what's that?" I asked.

"I could tell you," Kelly said with a sly smile, "but it would be so much more fun to show you."

She led me to the back of the free weight area and into a small room with a couple universal type machines. The one in the back corner was very interesting looking, and that is exactly where Kelly headed. The "hammer" had a padded bench with stirrups at one end and in between the stirrups was a large dildo attached to a mechanical arm.

"This is the 'hammer' and there isn't a woman alive who can last more than five minutes on this thing."

"Does it hurt?" I asked.

"Hurt?" Kelly responded with a giggle. "No, it’s a pleasure machine, but most girls aren't strong enough to take it."

I don't know if she said it as a challenge but there weren't many women stronger than me. I had to find out if I was strong enough. "Can I try?"

"Are you sure?" Kelly asked.

"Yeah, I'm pretty strong." I flexed to show off my muscles.

"Ok," Kelly responded. She helped me out of my clothes and up onto the bench. You'd think I would have felt odd with me nude and her in her clothes but I was comfortable with my body.

Up on the table Kelly secured my arms and legs with straps.

"Why are you tying me down?" I asked.

"It's for your own safety," Kelly explained. "Once I start the hammer it's important for you to stay in the same position."

I'm not sure why I wasn't more skeptical but I really wanted to try it out.

Kelly had me all ready and eased the dildo toward my pussy. It was large and when she pushed the tip to my opening I thought it was going to rip me in two.

"Looks like you're going to need some help," Kelly said. Before I knew what she meant she was licking my clit and fingering my pussy. It felt incredible and my lips immediately spread wide.

"That's more like it," Kelly said and she eased a large portion of the dildo into my hole. It was big but not too big and I started to get used to it.

I was kind of excited to find out what the "hammer" was all about but then Kelly leaned down close to my face, gave me a big open-mouthed kiss on the lips and said, "I'm sorry, I had to do this for mommy." And then she turned on the machine and left.

The "hammer" started with a slow beat that transformed into a rhythmic pulse. The in and out motion was very pleasurable but things really got interesting when the vibrations started. Soon my pussy was overwhelmed by so much stimulus, it took over every conscious thought. It was so all-consuming, I don't think I could have remembered my name while I was connected to that thing.

It felt glorious but it didn't stop, and the pattern was so random I couldn't predict what would happen next. At one point I lost all sense of self and I not only came all over the dildo but I peed and pooped as well. I literally could not control myself.

My body and mind went through the whole range of emotions. I laughed, I cried, I screamed in joy and gritted my teeth in ecstasy. And through it all it never stopped. That incessant pleasure kept coming and coming. It swarmed my mind, I couldn't think straight.

At one point I think Kelly returned, I heard her talking with someone, but I couldn't put it together. My eyes wouldn't focus and every time I tried to talk, my mouth was so full of drool I could only mumble.

At some point I passed out, I guess there is a limit to the amount of pleasure one woman can endure, and when I awoke it was dark outside. It took me a while to find my clothes, somehow I had ended up in a diaper, which was kind of weird but also surprisingly comfortable.

My clothes were with Tyler and I was embarrassed to see him. I didn't know everything that I had done, or what he had seen. We were roommates and workout buddies but we had never even seen each other naked before. Now I had watched him suck dick and who knew what he had seen me do.

"Are you ready to go?" Tyler asked.

I couldn't believe he was still there. "How long have you been waiting?"

"Mommy told me I had to wait until you woke up," he replied.

"Mommy?" I questioned.

"It's a long story," he said, "I'll tell you on the ride home."

We walked out of the building and toward the car, my mind was still buzzing and my body felt the most incredible post coital afterglow. I had to hold on to Tyler's arm to keep myself steady.

As great a time as I had, I felt bad that Tyler had been tricked. "I'm sorry I talked us in to coming here."

"Sorry," he said, "why are you sorry?"

I couldn't believe he was being so cool about it. "That guy, he tricked you into... you know."

"Yeah, that was kind of fucked up, but you know what, I walked away with a shit load of cash."

"It's not all about the money," I said.

"Tell me about it," he replied, "if we want to come back we have to agree to call her Mommy Claire and become her submissive babies."

We got into the car and drove home. Neither one of us said a word on the ride; silently contemplating what life would be like the next time we went to see Mommy Claire.


Mommy Claire:
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Prologue

Mommy Claire

I have many adult babies that rely on me for their care, comfort and nurturing. I love them and they love me, and together we are a unique family. Some people will never understand the bond we share, and that's ok, it's a personal relationship between two people who understand and accept what is truly important in life.

Throughout my life I have encountered many people who were skeptical of the lifestyle. For those that were open-minded, and willing to find out what it is all about, I provided a gentle introduction to my world. To the tee, every single one of them walked away from the experience with not only an enhanced understanding of the benefits, but also an appreciation for the instinctual needs the adult baby lifestyle satisfies.

For me the entire relationship is sexual but for many others it is just about connection and intimacy. Either way, there is something to be gained for everyone who reverts to his or her inner child, embraces age regression, and feels the warmth and belonging of the mother child relationship.

My sexual desires are greatly enhanced by a submissive partner and there is no more submissive a partner than a grown adult in a diaper. It is literally impossible to stand equal with someone when they are dressed and you are either nude or wearing a diaper. You just can't. It’s the nature of who we are as human beings. That is why I insist that my partners, whether they are willing babies, or coerced into the lifestyle, must accept me as their mommy and indulge in the role that places them completely open to my decisions and my commands.

Now this may all sound like I am the only one who derives benefit from the relationship but nothing could be further from the truth. Every one of my babies relishes the time we spend together and wouldn't trade their position for anything in the world. It certainly helps that I make sure they receive overwhelming sensual pleasure, to the point of becoming addictive.

I tell you all of this as a precursor to these events, where two strong alphas, one man and one woman, moved quickly down the path from strong independent people to my submissive little playthings. Their journey typifies the drastic change in attitude between someone who doesn't understand the lifestyle, and looks down their nose at it, to someone who has experienced the joy and accepts that there is nowhere any of us would rather be, than in the loving arms of the woman who loves us most.


EPISODE 1

Linda

The first time Tyler and I met with Mommy Claire it was all about the money. We were both short on cash and had bills that needed to be paid. Back then it was about getting paid, but on our next visit we had to accept that becoming Mommy's baby wasn't about income but instead about an internal need that neither of us knew we had, but now that it was unleashed, neither one of us could deny.

I'm talking about the joy of age regression, of completely giving up control and allowing another to take away all of your power and responsibilities and replace them with the happiness, security and comfort that only a mother's love can bring.

For myself, that resulted in a loss of control of all of my bodily functions. I pooped, I peed, I came, and there was nothing I could do about it. My body and my mind were so lost in the delight of babyhood that I reverted to a time when even the most basic elements of growing up were foreign to me. It all may sound odd, but let me tell you it was glorious.

For Tyler the experience was still submissive yet entirely different. Tyler ended up performing gay sex acts on a stranger, all as a matter of course in his journey to give up his power, and succumb to the control of Mommy Claire.

As different as our first steps were, we were both super excited to return to Mommy Claire to find out where she would lead us next.

And so, on one crisp November morn we got in our car and headed to Mommy Claire's, ready for whatever mommy thought best.


EPISODE 1

Tyler

The last time I saw Mommy Claire I ended up sucking a stranger's dick. His name was Bull, and he tricked me into doing it, but the crazy thing was I couldn't stop thinking about it. I wanted to do it again.

Linda, my roommate and my workout buddy, joined me on that trip to Mommy Claire's and she wanted to go back too. For her it was the lure of the "hammer", a mechanical fucking tool that gave her so many orgasms she wanted to marry it.

Together we got in the car and headed for round two. Neither of us said anything on the ride. I'm not sure what she was thinking about but all I could think about was Bull and his dick. Did that make me gay? Maybe, but as much as I didn't like that label, what I didn't like even more was the thought that I might never get to suck dick again. Man what a change my life had taken since meeting Mommy Claire.


EPISODE 2

Mommy Claire

My two little alpha babies were on their way and I couldn't have been more excited. Linda and Tyler both had perfectly toned bodies with fantastic muscle definition but that wasn't why I liked them so much. I liked them because neither one would have ever considered the adult baby lifestyle, but once they spent an afternoon with me, they were eager to explore further.

Today's session was really going to be a surprise for both of them.

When trying to strip someone of their power it is very important to find something they can't or won't do, that way when they finally give in you know you have conquered them. For Tyler I chose sucking a man's dick and for Linda I made her suckle on my breast while I fingered her pussy.

Both events were incredible but I had miscalculated. I assumed that those activities would be objectionable to my guests but it turned out they both enjoyed them immensely. Today I was going to need to find something I thought for sure they would both resist, and I was pretty certain I had found just the right thing.

Tyler and Linda pulled up to the back entrance of the estate and one of my assistants let them in. Their car was an old Saturn and I was glad they were using the back entrance, I wouldn't have wanted anyone seeing that old jalopy parked in front of my house. My gardener had a nicer car than that, and he didn't even have a license.

I greeted Linda the moment she stepped out of the car, "Good morning baby girl, it's so good to see you again."

She gave me a hug and I could smell her sex. She was already excited and we hadn't even started yet. Tyler was sporting a hard on right through his sweat pants. He didn't have any reservations about it and rushed over to give his mommy a hug.

I invited them in and we went straight to my office. I had a few things I wanted to go over before we got started; the new ground rules for our relationship.

"I'm glad you guys decided to come back," I said.

Linda was the first to respond, "I couldn't wait to see you Mommy Claire."

"Me too Mommy Claire," Tyler chipped in.

It was obvious they were trying to play the submissive role but I didn't want them acting a part, I wanted them living it. They weren't there yet; it would come with time.

"I have something special for you," I said, and I handed each of them a small wrapped box. Their eyes lit up and both Linda and Tyler tore into their gifts.

When he opened the box, and found a binky inside, Tyler couldn't hide his disappointment. His was blue because he was my good little boy; Linda's was pink. I could tell they were hoping for something different, probably cash, but if I was going to test their loyalty and submission, I couldn't keep plying them with money.

"I also got you these," I said, and handed each of them another wrapped present. They opened them to find his and hers onesies. "I had to guess your sizes but I think I did ok."

Tyler held his up, "You expect me to wear just this?"

"Of course not silly," I responded, "no baby can go without a diaper."

I led them out of the office and to the room next door where I had a table that was perfect for the changing process. It was a traditional massage table, which was the ideal height and could easily support the weight of a grown man.

Linda was very agreeable when I undressed her and was very appreciative when I teased her pussy with my fingers and lips. I worked her up a bit, but it wasn't my intention to give her release, I had a special activity planned and I wanted her horny as hell when I revealed it.

Tyler was quick to disrobe and get on the table. I powdered up his cock and he gasped and cooed when I touched him. I liked that. I gave him a few gentle strokes that turned into a mini jerk-off session. I brought him to the edge several times but did not allow him to cum. I needed him compliant for the next phase of my plan. He was always most agreeable when desperate for sex.

With diapers on and onesies cinched in place I brought them back to the office.

"Last time you were here, you guys were wonderful," I told them. "Now we're going to take your submission a little further, to test your limits."

They both looked so adorable in their little baby clothes, I just wanted to cuddle them next to my bosom. Neither one knew what to say, which was just as well, I didn't need to hear their thoughts; I just needed to know that they understood me.

"Now that we got that out of the way I want to present each of you with an opportunity."

They both perked up when I said that. Their minds were on money, I knew it, but for the next part of my plan I needed their agreement.

"I want each of you to sign these," I said, placing a piece of paper on the desk in front of them. It was an agreement drawn up by my attorneys.

"It says that you accept your position as my little bitch in heat, you give up all decision making power in every aspect of your life, including giving me permission to film everything you do, and to use that film however I choose; and in exchange I will take over all of your responsibilities and provide and care for you like a good mommy."

They both froze, and rightfully so. My request was over the top. I made it extreme for a reason; once I had their signatures on that document their submission would be absolute. I knew it wouldn't come easy and I also knew the moment they signed it they would be conquered both mentally and physically.

Tyler was the first to speak. "What do you want to do with the videos?" he asked.

"Good question," I said. "I want to post them online so the whole world can watch my beautiful hard body babies having sex. It will be so beautiful."

It took a moment for it to register with them. Linda was the first to figure it out. "You want us to make a porno so you can sell it online?"

"Not quite," I answered. "I don't want to sell them, they'll be free, and I don't want to make one, I want to make a lot."

I don't think they liked that answer. They looked at each other, waiting to see what the other would say. Linda finally broke the stalemate.

"I don't think it's a good idea to be signing anything," she said.

I looked at the woman before me, Linda had acquiesced on so many things I wasn't sure she possessed any resistance at all. But now I saw it, the tipping point, the line she wouldn't cross. Now that that was defined I could enjoy pushing her boundaries, manipulating her to my will. The game could begin.

"Of course," I said. I leaned forward and placed a single finger on the piece of paper and pulled it back to me, all the while sizing up my foe. This was going to be fun.


EPISODE 3

Linda

So Mommy Claire wanted us to sign away our rights so she could make home movies with us in them. She probably thought her money could buy anything but if I wanted to do porn I could have been doing it long before that. There were some lines I just wasn't going to cross and it was best she knew that. All just the same I was glad she didn't push the issue. In fact she seemed pretty cool when we said no.

Mommy Claire led us back to the gym and her workout room. When we got near the room with the "hammer" I had mixed feelings. On one hand it was the greatest sexual experience of my life, never before had I cum so many times nor with such intensity. It was incredible. But at the same time I completely lost all control. I don't mean I gave into the pleasure of the orgasms, I mean I shit myself and peed myself and I had no idea what was happening around me. I was completely helpless during and for quite some time after. That machine fucked me in more ways than one.

Mommy Claire didn't take us to that room and I was both relieved and disappointed. Instead she took us to another just a little further back. It was a small room with a king size waterbed. No, that's not really accurate. It was a small room that was a king size waterbed. You stepped down into the room, and other than a twelve-inch rim around the perimeter, the entire room was waterbed.

"This is where we're going to have today's lesson," Mommy Claire said, and I had a feeling that the bed meant that there would be sex involved.

Tyler was dressed in a diaper and a baby blue onesie. His pecs really pushed out the thin fabric and his arms looked ripped coming out of the sleeveless shoulders. His calves and thighs also looked defined but the bulky diaper made it impossible to appreciate his glutes.

I kind of liked my pink onesie but the diaper made my butt look fat. I could see female body builders switching to this type of outfit but it would need to have an open stomach to show off the work we do with our abs.

Mommy Claire gathered our attention. "Today we're going to play a little game, it's called tease and beg."

Tyler shot me a quick glance. We had talked about this at home. Mommy Claire had a way of driving our lust until we were in a helpless state. It was a glorious ride but it left us very vulnerable. I immediately wondered if she would be able to make us sign a contract while doing that, and if it would hold up in court.

I looked back at Tyler and he already had an erection that was bulging the front of his diaper. Like I said, it was a glorious ride and obviously the anticipation was too much for Tyler. Seeing him like that I figured I'd let him go first. I nodded at him and he understood. Excitedly he squirmed to the center of the bed.

"Good boy Tyler," Mommy Claire said. She turned to me with a disapproving stare.

What did I do wrong?

"Does wittle Winda need some help?" Mommy Claire cooed at me.

It took me a moment to figure out that she wanted me on the bed too. Then it dawned on me, she wanted me to have sex with Tyler. That was a hard no. He may have had nice muscles but he was like my brother. Sex with him would be like incest.

"Come on wittle girl," Mommy coaxed.

"I can't have sex with him," I said, "he's like my brother."

Mommy Claire looked at me with a delicious smile and said, "I guess you better win then."

Now I didn't know exactly what that meant but I was starting to put it together. The game was called 'tease and beg' so I had a feeling what came next. Reluctantly I crawled onto the bed.

Mommy Claire explained, "The rules of the game are simple. You will both be completely nude at the start and you may stimulate the other in any way possible however you may not stimulate yourself. That means no intercourse, unless your partner begs for it, in which case you've won and you can do whatever you want. Sound easy enough?"

I was going to have to rub his cock but I wasn't sucking it and we definitely weren't having sex. I liked my odds. I was never great at hand jobs but Tyler was already hard as a rock, how difficult could it be to make him beg?

"Remember," Mommy Claire warned, and I knew she was talking to me, "don't make him cum or you'll never get him to beg."

How true that was. If I took him too far and he shot his load he'd be done. What would we do then? Would he just get free access to me until I could get him up again? Holy shit that would be so fucked up.

"Get ready babies," Mommy said. Tyler was already out of his onesie and diaper. His dick was sticking straight out and he was grinning from ear to ear. He was so horny I wouldn't have been surprised if he let me win on purpose just so I would play with his cock.

I dropped my onesie and then the diaper. Tyler had seen me naked before, here at Mommy Claire's, but I still felt self-conscious. Completely nude I moved closer to Tyler.

I looked him in the eyes and said, "Would it be ok if I just check out your cock for a bit before we get started? It feels kind of weird with us being so close, you're like my brother."  I had no idea if he'd fall for it but he wasn't looking at me like a brother, he looked like he wanted to fuck my brains out.

He nodded.

I couldn't believe it. I crawled between his legs and he gave me unfettered access, he didn't even try to sixty nine. I touched his cock for the very first time and it bobbed on its own. He really was horny.

In all the times I had had sex, or given blow jobs, I never really checked out the male penis. With one hand on Tyler's balls, and the other tracing lines gently up the front of his shaft, I really checked him out. Like most body builders Tyler was clean shaven. I knew that meant his chest and all, but now I knew that also meant his cock and balls. They were smooth to the touch. The head of his dick fanned out like a mushroom cap and it too was soft, don't get me wrong his cock was hard, but the skin was soft. I liked playing with it and Tyler obviously liked what I was doing. Pre cum started dripping out of his tip and I used it to make my strokes silky smooth.

I kept in mind what Mommy Claire had said; I didn't want him coming too soon. If anything I needed to get him close but not quite there if I was going to get him to beg.

Things couldn't have been going better, I was working Tyler and he wasn't touching me. And then something strange happened.

Mommy Claire came toward us, well she came toward my face and Tyler's cock if I'm being accurate, and she had a small cloth in her hand. She waved it toward me. I wasn't sure if this was part of the game but the moment the scent hit me everything changed. It was a combination of oil and grease or something that had a mechanical engine kind of odor to it. The moment my nostrils caught that whiff I was immediately transported to my time with the "hammer", my thoughts got real light and my pussy opened up and began to drip. The cool air against the moistness of my lips sent a chill up my spine that raised my arousal another octave.

I don't know why she did it but Mommy Claire turned the tables on the whole game. I had been in complete control of Tyler but now all I could think about was my carnal desires and how I could satisfy my lust. All this and I was holding a hard cock in my hand.

Tyler was like a brother to me and I struggled with that feeling. I had his hard cock in my hand and my pussy was aching for relief. It didn't take a rocket scientist to see where this was headed. I didn't want to fuck my brother but my pussy was in charge now and she was telling me to take care of business.

I at least had the where with all to win the game. We were going to fuck, that much was clear. I just needed Tyler to beg for it so at least I would win.

With my hands running up and down his shaft I said, "If you beg for it I'll fuck your brains out."

His eyes went wide. "Seriously?" he asked.

He had been duped in similar situations before so I understood his reservations, but I was so horny I was about to fuck him anyway, I needed him to beg fast.

"Say it now or it's never going to happen," I threatened, but the reality was my pussy lips were spreading, it was only a matter of time before I was going to mount his firm body and impale myself on that beautiful cook.

"God yes, please," he said.

It was great to hear and I swung one leg over his waist, lowering myself onto his stiff dick. It slid right in and when it bottomed out it sent a shiver of pleasure up my spine that went all the way to my brain. "Oh God," I screamed.

Mommy Claire was taking pictures with her phone. "Look at you and your brother," she said, "you guys are so good to each other."

Tyler was moaning and grunting and I felt him shoot his sperm inside of me. I didn't want it to be over, I was way too fucking horny, it didn't even dawn on me that we were playing bareback.

I thought Tyler would be one and done but I couldn't have been happier to be mistaken. His dick receded in size momentarily but when I squeezed and cajoled him with my pussy muscles he came back to life. The feeling of him growing inside of me was intense, I really liked how intimate it was.

Mommy Claire added, "Every mommy loves to see her babies getting along. And you guys both said you were like brother and sister. What was it like growing up in your houses I wonder? The two of you started fucking the first chance you got."

I couldn't block out what she was saying and somehow that made the whole scene even hotter. My body was so horny I couldn't control myself, lust was in control and somewhere, in the background, was Mommy Claire. I don't know how she did it but she made me fuck my brother and I knew right then that she was way more powerful than I had given her credit for. That was the first moment I seriously considered signing her agreement, to become her bitch in heat, and give her all of my power.


EPISODE 3

Tyler

If Linda hadn't been there I would have signed the agreement. Mommy Claire was already inside of my head, I couldn't break away from her even if I wanted to, but believe me I didn't want to. If I was willing to suck dick, take a dildo up the ass and wear a diaper for her, why wouldn't I sign a piece of paper. In fact, every time I gave in and did whatever Mommy Claire wanted, she rewarded me with great sex. Well that wasn't quite accurate. We never had sex but she did always reward me with an incredible, mind-altering orgasm.

Mommy Claire didn't seem to mind that Linda wouldn't let us sign. She continued as if it was no big deal.

We left the office and went back to the free weights area. I immediately thought of Bull. I'm not gay but I really wanted to suck his dick again. I thought if I had another chance that I would remember more, the last time went by in such a blur.

Mommy introduced us to a new room and this one was wicked cool. It was one giant waterbed. It covered every square inch of the floor. She warned us that we couldn't stand on it but that we had to crawl. Cool by me, I rolled out into the center of the bed and sprawled like a little kid. I really hoped Mommy Claire was going to take my body for a ride.

Mommy Claire said, "This is where we're going to have today's lesson."

I didn't know what she meant by lesson but I had learned to trust in Mommy Claire.

Mommy Claire continued, "Today we're going to play a little game, it's called tease and beg."

I couldn't hold back my smile. Linda and I had talked about this at home, we both loved the way Mommy Claire got us all worked up and then made us call her mommy while she satisfied our lust. I was so excited just thinking about it I popped a hard-on in my diaper.

I really wanted to go first and when I looked at Linda she gave me the nod. Thank God. I went spread eagle in the center of the bed.

"Good boy Tyler," Mommy Claire said. It made me feel good to please her. 

I waited expectantly but Mommy Claire didn't join me, she just looked at Linda and said, "Does wittle Winda need some help?"

She wanted Linda out on the bed as well. I guessed it was all part of our lesson.

"Come on wittle girl," Mommy coaxed.

"I can't have sex with him," Linda said. "He's like my brother."

I looked at Mommy Claire, then at Linda, then back to Mommy Claire. Was I about to have sex with Linda? That was messed up. I know I had checked out her body on more than one occasion but we had known each other for years and any sexual chemistry we had was long gone. For all intent and purpose she was my sister.

Mommy Claire looked at Linda and said, "I guess you better win then."

It took her a while but Linda joined me out on the bed.

Mommy Claire explained, "The rules of the game are simple. You will both be completely nude at the start and you may stimulate the other in any way possible however you may not stimulate yourself. That means no intercourse, unless your partner begs for it, in which case you've won and you can do whatever you want. Sound easy enough?"

I looked at Linda's face and she looked petrified. I didn't want this. She really was like a little sister to me and I wouldn't want her to do anything she didn't want to do.

"Remember," Mommy Claire warned Linda, "don't make him cum or you'll never get him to beg."

I took off my onesie and my diaper and tossed them off to the side of the bed. I watched as Linda undressed. Her muscles were impressive, no doubt, but she wasn't what I would call ideal. Her chest was well defined but I definitely preferred bigger breasts and I also liked a little junk in the trunk which she had nothing but firm taut muscle. I did like when she dropped her diaper to reveal a cleanly shaved kitty. That was hot.

"Get ready babies," Mommy said.

Linda moved closer to me and like I said I didn't want my little sister to have to do anything she didn't want to do. I wasn't sure how things were going to go down.

We made eye contact and Linda said, "Would it be ok if I just check out your cock for a bit before we get started? It feels kind of weird with us being so close, you're like my brother." 

I looked at Mommy Claire to make sure it was ok and then gave her the nod.

She crawled between my legs. I was still semi erect and as much as she was like a sister to me, she was also naked with a hot body, so the science started to catch up with me. If she was going to jerk me off I was going to let her, even if I had to lose the game to do it.

Linda played with my balls and rubbed my cock. It felt great. Once I was worked up my mind started thinking about her cleanly shaved pussy and how much I wanted to kiss it. I thought about switching to a sixty nine position but I didn't want to make her uncomfortable.

Mommy Claire knew how to give a great hand job. When she did it she stroked me into a frenzy and then kept me on the brink of heaven. Linda did not have those skills. She got me excited, and had me dripping, but she wasn't going to be able to make me beg. I wasn't positive she'd even be able to make me cum.

I was enjoying her efforts when Mommy Claire intervened. She approached Linda with a rag in her hand. She waved it in Linda's direction and something odd happened. Linda stopped paying attention to my dick and started fingering herself. Her lower body started writhing around her cum soaked hand and she began to moan. It was hot to watch but I had no idea what brought on the quick change.

With one hand still in her pussy and the other wrapped around my cock Linda said, "If you beg for it I'll fuck your brains out."

"Seriously?" I wasn't sure I understood her correctly. Was she just offering to have sex with me? Sister or not, I was so horny I was going to fuck something.

She wasn't going to wait forever for an answer. "Say it now or it's never going to happen," she added.

"God yes," I said. "Please don't be tricking me."  I was ok with losing the game but I wanted her pussy bad.

She didn't disappoint, she straddled my cock and lowered herself down until I was all the way inside of her. It was the most incredible feeling, both the physical and the mental connections. I was so driven with lust I was fucking my sister, and that made the whole scene even hotter.

"Oh God," she screamed and it made me feel good to please her.

The whole time Mommy Claire was right there, taking pictures with her phone. "Look at you and your brother," she said, "you guys are so good to each other."

I was fucking my sister and mommy was cheering us on. It was all so exciting I couldn't contain myself. I let out a guttural moan as I shot my load inside of my sister.

Under normal circumstances my orgasm would be followed by me passing out in a peaceful sleep. But my mind was going wild with the image of having sex with Linda and my body was responding with another erection. It felt great to grow inside of her and I think she liked it too. I seized the moment and kissed her hard on the lips. She kissed me back and our tongues danced.

"Every mommy loves to see her babies getting along," Mommy Claire said.

I had forgotten she was still in the room.

Then she added, "And you guys both said you were like brother and sister. What was it like growing up in your houses I wonder? The two of you started fucking the first chance you got."

She was right but I didn't care. If anything I was hoping sex with my baby sister was going to become a regular event.


EPISODE 3

Mommy Claire

Linda finally showed me some backbone so that meant it was time to strip her of her power and make her go against all of her principles, all in the name of satisfying her lust. By the time I was done with her, every preconception she had about being an independent woman would be gone, replaced by an insatiable need to submit to whoever or whatever would give her body the satisfaction she desired.

It was time to introduce Linda and Tyler to a new room in my humble abode. My staff nicknamed it "sea legs" because any time spent in there made you feel like you were on a boat. The room was custom designed, by me, built around a king sized waterbed. There was nothing else, just waterbed from wall to wall.

We could have walked there via the back hallway but I took Linda and Tyler through the weight area and by the room with the "hammer".  I wanted Tyler to think about when we tricked him into sucking Bull's dick and I wanted Linda to remember her time on the "hammer". Both things would play heavily into my next plan.

"This is where we're going to have today's lesson," I told them. We entered the room and I checked out their responses. I always loved seeing the way newbies responded when they discovered the special niceties of my palace.

"You can only crawl on the waterbed," I warned them, "no jumping."

They both entered the room and got their sea legs. Like I said, being in that room made you feel like you were on a boat.

"Today we're going to play a little game," I said. "It's called tease and beg."

Tyler got an instant hard-on but he wasn't the one I was after, he was already conquered; it was Linda I needed to control.

Tyler moved to the center of the bed, ready for my next instruction. "Good boy Tyler," I said. I was disappointed Linda did not follow his lead.

"Does wittle Winda need some help?" I teased.

She hesitated and I added, "Come on wittle girl."

"I can't have sex with him," she said, "he's like my brother."

She thought she wasn't going to have sex with him. I had a different plan and I had ways to get what I wanted. "I guess you better win then," I told her.

It took her a moment to accept her fate and then Linda joined Tyler on the bed.

It was time to get things started. "The rules of the game are simple. You will both be completely nude at the start and you may stimulate the other in any way possible however you may not stimulate yourself. That means no intercourse, unless your partner begs for it, in which case you've won and you can do whatever you want. Sound easy enough?"

I could tell what Linda was thinking, she was going to get to Tyler's dick, jerk him off, and never let him touch her. Tyler was so horny he was going to do whatever Linda said, especially if she was going to pay special attention to his cock.

I decided to give her the heads up in case she didn't understand the rules. "Remember, don't make him cum or you'll never get him to beg."

Tyler dropped his clothes and it was nice looking at him in the buff but not as interesting as watching his face as he watched his sister-like roommate taking off her onesie and diaper. It was lewd the way he eyed her up and I had no doubt that he would fuck his sister silly if he got the chance. I intended to make sure my good little boy got that chance.

"Get ready babies," I said.

Linda moved in on Tyler, it wasn't physical; she was talking to him. "Would it be ok if I just check out your cock for a bit before we get started? It feels kind of weird with us being so close, you're like my brother." 

Tyler looked at me for approval. I didn't want to tell him no, if he agreed to her on this request then he obviously had no interest in winning.

He agreed.

Linda set up between Tyler's legs. He wasn't even going to try to tease her; she was in complete control.

I let her play for a while, but I had no intention of allowing Linda to win. I had an ace up my sleeve and it was time for me to push my chips all in.

They say that smell is the strongest sense tied to memory. Pavlov made a dog's mouth salivate by ringing a bell, and sound memory isn't nearly as strong as scent recall. I was going to make Linda's pussy salivate by reminding her of the "hammer".

The "hammer" is a mechanical tool that I had serviced on a regular basis. The mechanic who worked on it used the same rag to grease the piston every time. The first time I smelled that rag I was immediately taken back to my ride on the "hammer" and I came in my pants repeatedly. I couldn't stop until I got away from that smell. We were about to find out how Linda responded when taken back to her time on the "hammer".

I crawled over to Linda, rag in hand. It had been several years since my ride on the "hammer" but the odor still took me back to that time, making my pussy drip with excitement.

I knew the moment Linda smelled it. She stopped playing with Tyler and started playing with herself. She really got into it, writhing and moaning. She wasn't touching Tyler anymore but he didn't care, he was super excited watching her go to town on her bare kitty. I had to agree it was hot.

With one hand still fingering her pussy Linda leaned over to Tyler and said, "If you beg for it I'll fuck your brains out."

He wasn't sure whether to believe her.  "Seriously?" he asked.

I had been waiting for this moment, lust had taken over Linda's brain and she was so consumed she was going to fuck her brother. It was epic.

"Say it now or it's never going to happen," Linda said. She was getting desperate; it was about to happen at any moment.

Tyler gave in. "God yes," he said.

Linda threw her leg over Tyler and slid down on top of him. I watched his cock push inside of her and it was so exciting I think it made me cum. I got them so worked up they couldn't control themselves. They viewed each other as brother and sister and now they were incest driven nymphomaniacs.

"Look at you and your brother," I said to Linda, "you guys are so good to each other."

That little slut was fucking her brother and was so lost in the moment she could think of nothing but her own sex.

Tyler was lost too but it was much less of a surprise. He viewed her as his sister but he was so horny from the start he would have fucked anyone, man or woman, brother or sister.

They kept pumping away like goats in heat. When they started kissing I knew the last ounce of resistance was gone.

"Every mommy loves to see her babies getting along," I said. "And you guys both said you were like brother and sister. What was it like growing up in your houses I wonder? The two of you started fucking the first chance you got."

That phase of my plan worked like clock work and set things up perfectly for the next step.


EPISODE 4

Linda

We fucked. No let me correct that, I fucked Tyler. I mounted him, pushed his thick cock into my pussy and let him cum, bareback, inside of me. I don't know why I did it, he was like a brother to me and I swore I would never have sex with him, but then my body went wild and I needed dick.

Mommy Claire lorded over top of me and I could just tell that she was behind this. She made me do it, I don't know how but she made me pin my brother down and fuck his brains out. Even worse, after the sex was over, she was making me think how much I wanted to fuck him again. Somehow she had control over my brain so all I could think about was sex with my brother and submission to her.

"Oh my sweet little babies," Mommy Claire said. She was right at our side getting us cleaned up. She started with Tyler. She wiped all of my cum off of his cock, powdered him up and swaddled him in a diaper. He had a broad goofy grin on his face, like a little boy who had just fucked his sister.

Then it was my turn. Mommy wiped me clean, spread a healthy dose of powder all over my pussy and spent a good amount of time rubbing it in. "You are such a good little girl," she said, "didn't it feel good to let lust take over? Aren't you glad to have mommy in control?"

I couldn't help but agree. I wanted mommy in control and I was willing to give up everything to get there. I decided to tell mommy.

"Can I please sign the agreement?" I asked.

"What is that baby girl?" she replied.

I knew what she wanted. She wanted my absolute submission and I was ready to give it. "May I please be your bitch in heat? Please can I give you all of my power and responsibility?"

"Oh dear that can wait," Mommy said. "We have one more thing to do tonight. We can talk about it in the morning."

I agreed with mommy. I would have agreed to anything she said, the more I gave into her the better it felt. I was intent on submitting to her in every aspect of my life.

Mommy Claire brought out a special bag and I got excited. Tyler got excited too. "Are you guys ready for a special surprise?" she asked.

I was ready. I tried to peek in the bag. What could she have in there?

She didn't make us wait. She dipped her hand into the bag and pulled out a large diaper. I thought it was anticlimactic but then I noticed that this diaper was different, it was oversized. I didn't know what that meant but I was learning to trust Mommy Claire, she knew how to make this little girl get the most out of life.

Mommy Claire directed Tyler to lay down on his back and for me to get on top of him. My pussy lips were right on his cock. He wasn't inside of me but he was as close as he could get. Once we were positioned to her satisfaction, mommy wrapped the cloth around our bodies. It was a diaper built for two and it cinched our bodies in place, me next to him, his cock right at my hole. I was no longer worried about fucking my brother, now I kind of wanted it.

When Mommy said good night and turned off the light I didn't think it was going to happen, but then she came back in and placed the rag on a necklace around my neck.

The moment the scent hit my nose my pussy started gushing juices all over Tyler and his cock. He obviously liked the feeling because his dick went from semi erect to rock hard in an instant, and when it did, the tip found its way inside of me.

Once his cock was inside of me the two of us were like desperate bunnies, fucking and fucking until our bodies couldn't take anymore. I don't know how long we went at it, but when mommy returned in the morning we were both covered in so much cum she had to throw us in a bubble bath just to get us clean.

It was a fun bubble bath. Tyler and I were in such a state of extreme desire we couldn't keep our hands off of each other. The whole time Mommy kept reminding us that we were brother and sister. We didn't care, we had just found out we could please each other and nothing was going to stop us.

"I don't think it's a good idea for the two of you to be alone together," Mommy Claire informed us. "I think it would be best if you give up your apartment and you both live here."

Tyler and I looked at each other and smiled. We didn't know how this would impact our lives but we did know we were too far down the path to turn back.

Tyler and I signed Mommy's contract and then drove back to our apartment to collect our things. Our lives were completely changed; we willingly gave up our independence and handed over all control to Mommy Claire. Where our lives were going to go next was entirely up to her.
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EPISODE 1

Come Back To Me

The phone rang. I looked at my caller ID and it was Kelly, one of my newest, and most promising babies. "Hello baby girl," I said, "I've been missing you."

The crackle in her voice let me know she was nervous. "M...m...m...may I please see you again?" she asked.

"Of course," I answered. "Anything for my baby." I was excited to see her again. I had only seen her twice so far, but she proved to not only be very submissive but also very eager to please.

I decided to give her a choice. I had some free time that afternoon but I really wanted to bring her in for a special session, a sleepover.

The way she responded, and her level of excitement, let me know that we were in for a real good time.

I had to wait until Friday for my meeting with Kelly but it was worth it. Friday was always the best day for fun, especially when it came to sleepovers.

Kelly arrived right on time and I was thrilled to take her deeper into my world, literally and figuratively. She hugged me when she came through the door and I could tell by the way she held the embrace that we were connecting at a level that went beyond sex or physical pleasure. She was developing an emotional dependence on me. I liked that.

I had already planned to introduce her to Level 2 of my abode but her hug reinforced the confidence in my decision. With my arm around her waist I guided my good little girl upstairs. "I'm so glad you're here today, we have a play date with some special friends."

After speaking with her earlier in the week I made arrangements for some partner friends to join us. They were experienced in the adult baby world and could really help bring Kelly along. I was really looking forward to the session, and her edification.

In each wing of my house I have my own bedroom. There are others as well, for guests, but in each area I have a room that I prefer for my sessions. In Level 2 my suite is a throwback to the Victorian era, complete with an elegant four-poster bed. Every time I walk into that room I am taken back to a simpler time. I was hoping Kelly would share my enthusiasm.

We walked in and her eyes grew wide, like saucers. It was a beautiful sight. I thought about talking to her about it, but when I looked at her face I could tell she was already in little girl mode. There was something about the four-poster that turned all women into romantic little girls.

I walked over to the bed and patted the cover. Like a good little girl she ran over and jumped up onto the bed. I rubbed her belly then began to take off her clothes. Her skin was so soft I couldn't help caressing her every chance I got, the underside of her arm, the backs of her calves and knees, the small of her back, her inner thigh. By the time her last piece of clothing was off I was ready to ravage her body, and I'm pretty sure she was hot to trot as well, but it would have to wait, I had plans for her. All things in their time.

We moved to the master bath where I already had the tub filling. I added some bubbles to make it more playful and then helped my little girl into the water.

I started to undress when I realized I had an audience. My little girl was watching me with very attentive eyes. I decided to give her a show. Little by little I revealed my body, my shoulders, my back, my legs. By the time I flashed my breast my little girl got all excited and when I dropped my last piece to the floor she zipped her hand under the water and into her crotch. My little girl was fingering herself over watching mommy get naked, God how that turned me on.

I climbed into the tub and told her, "Polite little girls do not touch themselves like that."

She immediately stopped with her fingers.

"Good girl," I said, "I know it can be hard to control yourself."

She may have stopped fingering her kitty but she didn't stop her stare, drinking me in like she couldn't get enough. The way she looked at me made me feel like the most beautiful woman on the planet.

Shaving my baby was a special treat. I lathered her up and used a straight blade on her kitty.  By the time I was done she was smooth and soft like a baby's bottom. The whole process really excited her, her lips were pouty and open and she was dripping. I wanted to kiss her there but I knew that if I did it would lead to other things, and I wasn't ready to go there yet.

She was so submissive I could literally touch her anywhere. I explored her flower and her rosebud and she let mommy have her fun. I was feeling kind of naughty so I revved up her lust, making her think she was going to cum, but then kept her on the edge without release. She started to hump with her hips, trying to grind against my hand, but I wouldn't let her.

When I thought she couldn't take anymore I helped her out of the tub, dried her off and took her into the room and onto the bed. She laid splay, my little girl giving herself completely to my control.

I started with a baby powder rubdown. It focused solely on her pussy. I wanted her so horny when our friends arrived that she'd be up for anything.

She was easy. I don't mean it was easy to get her into bed, which it was, what I mean is she was so worked up mentally that her pussy was dripping before I even started working her over. I actually had to take measures to calm her down. I decided it was best if we put a couple of layers between her pussy and stimulation so I swaddled her in a diaper and put her in a new outfit I had just purchased online. It was a pair of shorts overalls but it was a low cut design that totally showed off her tits. She looked fantastic falling out of it.

"You're such a pretty girl," I said, checking out my beautiful little girl. I marveled at how quickly she adapted to the lifestyle. Tonight was going to be a big step for her, expanding her boundaries and testing her limits. I wondered where she would fall on the spectrum and was really glad I got to share this journey with her.

"You're going to be the prettiest girl here," I said.

She gave me a bewildered look.

"For our play date," I explained. "You knew we had friends coming over, right?"

The look on her face was priceless. She was lost in lust and ready to get the night started.

I was excited too and had some surprises for her for before our friends arrived.


EPISODE 2

The Play Date

I walked while baby crawled and we checked out the other suites on the wing. One by one we saw the bedrooms and the baths. I wanted her to see the place, to feel at home, but it was all a set up for what I really wanted to show her, the grand finale.

The room at the end of the hall was the play room and it never failed to wow people when they first saw it. It was a large open expanse, once designed as a ballroom. For me it was the play room and it was the ultimate adult baby playground.

Everything was made to scale; the cribs, the playpens, the blocks, everything. For anyone looking to enjoy the wonders of age regression this was my masterpiece. Kelly was no exception and when she stepped forward to discover that wonderful world she met one of my finest creations.

The floor was covered in a padding that was part wrestling mat, part water bed and part moon bounce. It was perfectly safe for any fall but it was impossible to walk on. Two steps on that surface made everyone reminisce about their first efforts at walking.

My little girl was so shocked by the fall and so thrilled when she wasn't hurt, that she started giggling uncontrollably. It was a very special treat to watch, the unbridled joy, the innocence of a child.

She began to explore, crawling around on her knees. When she found the vibrating mound I paid close attention.

There were three vibrating mounds in the room and they were exactly what you would expect, a small hill built into the floor, about three feet across and eighteen inches high, that vibrated when touched. More than one person had discovered the immense joy of that vibration when properly positioned on the human anatomy.

My little girl climbed on top of one and the moment she discovered the vibration I knew what she was going to do. She threw one leg over top and pressed herself down on the rounded peak. She found the spot with the strongest vibration but the combination of the overalls and the diaper were too thick; she wasn't going to get the pressure she wanted.

I took pity on her.

"Oh, that's so cute, does mommy's little girl need to grind?"

I unsnapped her overalls and dropped her diaper. I thought she'd be all over the mound but she showed restraint. My good little girl looked for mommy's permission before satisfying her lust. I was touched.

Of course I gave her the ok and when I did she went spread eagle on the top of the mound, grinding her kitty against the ridges of the surface. She really was worked up, it was a lewd site and I felt like I was watching something taboo, the way she was all consumed in satisfying her carnal lust. She shifted her body to different positions, trying to absorb more and more stimulus. I feared she might over exert herself and not have any energy for the main event, so I cut her off.

The moment she felt the vibration stop she fucked the hump, trying to restart the vibrations. She tried several more times but it wasn't going to happen. Mommy was in charge and mommy said no.

"We need to save some of that energy for our guests," I told her. I ran my fingers through her hair, to pacify her, but I knew all she wanted was sex.


EPISODE 3

The Guests Arrive

A bell sounded letting us know our guests had arrived. Kelly heard it too and tried to stand up but the play room floor sent her right back down again. It was adorable the way she struggled. 

"Aw, you don't have to get up," I said. "I'll meet our guests and bring them in. You wait here."

I went to the door, leaving my little girl naked and all alone. I wondered if that was ok to do, or if she might begin to pleasure herself in my absence. I decided to take the chance, and see how she responded.

When I got to the door both couples were there, Randy with his little girl Ella and Todd with Tiffany. I had played with them in the past but this would be their first time with Kelly. I let them know on our way to the play room.

"I have a newbie with us tonight," I said.

"Oh," was the response from more than one in the group.

"But she's coming along nicely," I added. "I expect her to do just fine."

I sensed some skepticism but they remained mum. At the top of the stairs I showed each couple to their own suite. It only took a moment for the girls to change and we were on to the play room.

Both Ella and Tiffany were in Teddy nighties. They looked really cute. I thought about putting Kelly in something like that but changed my mind; I really preferred having her breasts exposed.

We entered the play room and when the girls tried to run in they both landed flat on their faces on the soft padded floor. They both started laughing. When they spied Kelly they looked at each other, formed a silent plan, and went on the attack.

Ella got to Kelly first, wrestled her at the waist, spun on top and pinned her to the floor. It was a pretty graceful move and completely took Kelly off guard. Before Kelly realized what was happening Ella had her pinned down and Tiffany was undressing her. Once her boobs popped into view both girls dove in, suckling on those life giving teats.

I didn't realize how sensitive my little girl's nipples were. Once the two girls latched on, all three were completely pacified.

Todd and Randy watched the events unfold, excited at the prospects. Todd was the first to enter the fray, yanking down Tiffany's diaper and plunging himself deep inside of her. She may have been young but she didn't miss a beat, taking the full length of his cock while never breaking away from her suckling. I was impressed.

Randy followed and I knew this was going to be good. He was very competitive and was definitely going to try to out do Todd.

Randy approached Ella and yanked down her diaper but instead of impaling her from behind he dropped down to the mat, spun his head between her thighs, and began servicing her with his tongue. Ella tried to stay on Kelly's clit but you could tell the moment Randy's tongue buried inside of her, she gasped aloud, breaking contact with her nursing breast.

The whole scene was super hot and I didn't want to be left out so I got in between my baby's legs and pulled off her diaper, exposing her beautiful clean and shaved kitty. I licked her gently around the rim before plunging my tongue inside of her. She moaned in delight as I ran my tongue up her slit. She continued those groans right up until I sucked her button between my pursed lips, at that point she screamed in delight.

I didn't know she was a projectile squirter so when her pussy started shooting it got me really excited. I took advantage of her vulnerability by adding my fingers to her sopping pussy and soon, between my tongue, my lips and my fingers, I was able to stimulate every part of her, from her tight little rosebud all the way to her throbbing and gushing pussy.

She was lost in orgasmic euphoria and I had no intention of letting her come down. The others realized what I was doing and moved into position. It was something we did with all newbies, an initiation of sorts.

I kept her in that suspended state of pre-climax while the others began to maul her body. I don't know if she could tell what was happening, her eyes were in the back of her head, but there were five sets of hands, groping and feeling, massaging and caressing, and stimulating her beyond anything she had ever experienced before.

We played a little game that is popular in our circle; it's a form of twister without the spinner or the colors. The whole concept is to create an entanglement of naked bodies; an erotic dance, flesh against flesh. Anything can happen and invariably curious fingers begin to explore. Once one person begins to cum it gets very exciting, and messy.

We writhed in bliss for close to an hour. At one point I had a finger teasing my clit, a tongue rimming my ass and a cock in my mouth. I didn't even try to control my release and all of us ended up a sticky sopping mess. When we finally pulled apart Kelly was lying at the bottom, a plastic smile plastered across her well fucked face.

We took a group shower, which was also super sexy, and then retired to one of the suites.


EPISODE 4

The Exit Interview

Six chairs were arranged in a circle so we could talk about our experience and voice our ideas of what we liked, what we didn't, and what we could add to make the next session even wilder and more fun. The exit interview is very important, especially in roles of power exchange, it gives everyone a voice and makes sure we can push out the edges of the envelope without putting anyone at risk.

We started with introductions, which was kind of strange. It wasn't the norm to have a romping sex fest with a group of people we didn't know but that was the experience Kelly had just had. But I must say, I think she really enjoyed it.

Tiffany started the conversation by complimenting Kelly's breasts. I thought they'd be a big hit; that was exactly why I picked out the shorts overalls. I could tell by the smile on Kelly's face that she appreciated the comment. I liked seeing her happy.

Ella talked about how she wanted more spankings. It just went to prove that even though we were a group with a common bond, the adult baby lifestyle, we each came to the table with our own wants and needs.

Randy made a joke about how he would give her bare ass plenty of attention when they got home and we all kind of knew it wasn't a joke.

There was no formal process as to who would speak next and Kelly jumped in. "I'd like to be fucked by Randy," she said.

The room went silent. What she did was kind of against the rules. These sessions, and the follow up interviews, were based on advancing the adult baby lifestyle. A woman begging to be fucked by a man was hardly a fit for the goals of our club.

Fortunately our group was very patient with beginners, it didn't hurt that we had just finished a fabulous group session where everyone got a piece of the newbie.

Randy broke the silence. "I'd be ok with it if it's ok with you."

Now under normal circumstances I would not allow someone else to take my little girl but, as it was, I had been eyeing up Ella for a while and wanted a shot at her myself. I decided to make an offer. "If you're suggesting a trade I think we can work something out."

Randy agreed, like I knew he would, and my mind started to wander as to what I was going to do to that little girl.

When everyone had a chance to voice her ideas and the exit interview was complete Todd and Tiffany headed for the door. We said our goodbyes to them, but our fun with Randy and Ella was just about to begin.


EPISODE 5

Round Two

I needed to make sure Kelly was going to stay in character. Even though she was going to be fucked by a man it was important that she remember her place as the baby in the relationship.

"Baby girl," I said, "Daddy Randy is going to take care of you for an hour or two. Be a good girl for him."

I took Ella back to my suite. She was a gorgeous little thing, tight body, thin waist and perky a-cups. Randy liked them young and this girl was barely legal, she couldn't have been more than a month or two past her eighteenth birthday.

Once inside the room I pushed her down onto the bed, pulled her diaper down to her ankles and gave her bare ass three whacks in succession. I had spanked many a naughty child in my day and knew exactly how to give a punishing spanking or an erotic one. Ella received the erotic version.

In the erotic spanking it was important to concentrate the smacks right on the pussy lips and to pull back at the last possible moment, creating a stinging slap but not being so forceful as to hurt. Ella loved it and she screamed out every time my hand made contact with her kitty.

By the time I turned her over her kitty lips were red and sore but that was the perfect contrast to what came next. With gentle lips I suckled her pussy lips into my mouth, massaging them with my tongue and lips. She gasped with relief; the cool, gentle ministrations sent an electric charge through her sensitive flower.

I worked her up to a fever pitch and then simultaneously curled three fingers to her g-spot and clamped my lips on her sensitive nub. I never heard anyone scream so loud but that only heightened my excitement. I doubled down, increasing the stimulus and sending this little girl into a fit of repeating orgasms.

With three fingers still inside of her I continued the pleasure assault on her most intimate parts. When her eyes rolled back in her head I got right in her ear, whispering commands and pushing her mind toward submission to her mommy.

Ella was completely lost. She willingly did everything I told her, chanting her loyalty to me and thanking me profusely for the pleasure I was giving.

I had her but I wasn't done. I wanted her to have a mind-altering experience, one that she wouldn't forget and would ensure she came back to me. That is when I introduced her to the bullet.

The bullet is the best selling vibrator in the world. It's small, allowing me to work it to the most remote parts of the human anatomy, and it packs a punch. I mean it has a lot of power, and for a girl who is not used to toy play; it can be overwhelming.

When I pressed that vibrating wand against her clit it worked its magic and soon she was gushing repeatedly, all over her ass and the bed. She was in heaven but I didn't stop. I traced circles around her button and when I moved the bullet deeper inside of her, and turned it to her g-spot she lost all sense of self.

"Oh my God. Oh my God," she screamed.

I got right in her ear, "Mommy loves you, give control to mommy."

"I love you mommy," she yelled and that encouraged me to give her more and more stimulus.

She probably thought it couldn't get any better but I had another trick up my sleeve. With her mind overwhelmed with pleasure I introduced another bullet into the action. This one I applied to her rosebud and if I thought she was gone before it was merely a shadow of where she was then.

Her mouth opened and an immense amount of drool flowed from her lips. The pleasure emanating from her genital region was so powerful it consumed every part of her. She couldn't form a word let alone a sentence, but she was able to hear every word I poured into her brain.

"You're such a good girl, you want mommy's love. You need mommy."

"I love you mommy," she responded and I could tell by her inflection and her tone that she was no longer thinking; she was just following what her body wanted her to do.

I kept it up for another thirty minutes or so, pleasuring her body and drilling those thoughts into her brain. There was a permanent smile etched on her face by the time I was done.

I helped her get dressed, she was unable to function on her own, and I realized I needed to sober her up before returning her to her daddy. A quick cup of espresso had her more alert but her mind was still in la la land.

I let her know she was always welcome at mommy's house and made sure she had my contact info. I was pretty sure I would be adding her to my collection of little ones and hoped Randy wouldn't be mad at me for what I had done.

All set, and as presentable as was possible after what her mind and body had just gone through, we entered the room to find Randy and Kelly lying motionless on the bed.

"Did you guys have fun?" I asked.

Ella went right to her daddy, pushed him back on the bed and began sucking his dick. She was on auto-pilot, doing exactly as she had been trained to do. I hoped my training on her was just as effective.

As much fun as I had with Ella I was excited to be back with Kelly. I preferred mature women, ones who knew what they were giving up when they submitted to me, and ones who knew how to show their appreciation when they were pleased. I gently stroked her bare skin as the two of us watched Ella and Randy.

It was so sexy, watching them, I felt my temperature rising. Kelly was sensing it too so I took advantage of the situation, pushing her on her back, exploring her flower with my fingers and kissing her deeply. She willingly submitted to my control and I rewarded her with another orgasm.

Neither one of us realized that Randy and Ella were watching until they gasped aloud at the sight of Kelly gushing uncontrollably over my fingers. The whole scene was really hot and it almost seemed a shame that it had to end, but I wanted alone time with my precious little girl and that wasn't going to happen until our guests were gone.


EPISODE 6

Sleeping Over

We walked our guests to the door, said our goodbyes and watched them leave. Once they were out the gate and drove off the property, I put my arm around my little girl and ushered her to the private area of my house.

"I guess you've noticed this is a pretty big place," I said. "The part of the house we toured on your first visit, that was Level 1, that's where I accept first timers and guests."

I continued, "Level 2, where we had our play time tonight, is the play zone. It's reserved for people who have demonstrated that they are good partners. Not everyone gets to Level 2 but the ones that do always have a good time."

We weren't going back to Level 2. Kelly had proven herself and I was ready to introduce her to my personal abode. "This is Level 3," I said as I led her through a pair of double doors into my private quarters.

"It is a privilege to be invited into this wing," I said. "Only my special children get this far. I figured we'd call it a night unless my baby girl needs anything before we go to bed?"

I wasn't sure if she was going to want another orgasm before drifting off to sleep. I would have been happy to do it for her but the glazed look in her eyes let me know that she had had enough for the night.

Once again my little girl stared at me while I took off my clothes. I thought about getting her naked as well but thought it best for her training to remain in character. "You're not a big girl yet," I said, "we don't want any accidents."

We climbed into bed and she snuggled real close. She really liked the skin on skin contact and made every effort to brush every part of me against every part of her.

She fell asleep first and I laid there, running my fingers through her hair, reminiscing about the events of the evening. The whole night was a lot of fun. I was thrilled with the one-on-one time I got with Ella but my thoughts kept coming back to Kelly. She was the real deal. I looked forward to moving forward in our mommy daughter relationship.

It was a very peaceful sleep, lying in my oversized bed with my good little girl, and it ended in a most glorious way.

Early the next morning I woke to a rush of adrenaline. My pussy was being licked, nibbled and kissed and it felt fantastic. I let my body relax and enjoy the attention and I responded with a very powerful orgasm and a flood of juices.

In all my years as a mommy I had never had a baby service me like that, just to say thank you. It was very thrilling, both mentally and physically.

We fixed ourselves some coffee and sat on the balcony sipping the brew and sharing our thoughts about the previous night.

"So did you like our play date last night?" I asked.

"I loved it," she said, "I didn't know what to expect and I'm glad I didn't, it was great."

"Those are always some of our more entertaining sessions," I told her, "it's always interesting to see how newbies will respond when you introduce new variables."

She flinched a little when I called her a newbie. "It's ok baby girl, everyone is a beginner once," I said, "and you are coming along wonderfully."

We finished our coffees and said our goodbyes, each of us knowing that this was only the beginning of a beautiful relationship.

For more Mommy Claire fun check out:

-       Mommy Claire Chronicles: Volume II

-       Sorority Baby

-       Taming the Ultra Male

-       Frenemies

-       Billionaire Alpha Baby

-       Beer Money Babies
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