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Prologue

Mommy Claire

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

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

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

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

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


EPISODE 1

Mommy Claire

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Excuse me?" I responded.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


EPISODE 1

Chris Alpha

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


EPISODE 2

Chrissy Alpha

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

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

"It's Chris," I said.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


EPISODE 3

Mommy Claire

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


EPISODE 3

Chrissy Alpha

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"What the fuck?"

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

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

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

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


EPISODE 4

Mommy Claire

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Please," he whined.

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

"Please can I cum?" he pleaded.

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

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

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

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

"Please," he whined.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


EPISODE 4

Chrissy Alpha

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


EPISODE 5

Little Girl Chrissy

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


EPISODE 5

Mommy Claire

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


EPISODE 6

Little Girl Chrissy

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I blushed but Mommy Claire was quick to reassure me.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


EPISODE 6

Mommy Claire

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


EPISODE 7

Good Girl Chrissy

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Holy shit.

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

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

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

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

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

"All the better," he responded.

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

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


EPISODE 8

Mommy Claire

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


EPISODE 9

Little Girl Chrissy

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

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

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

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

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


Millennial Baby

Mommy Claire
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PROLOGUE

Mommy Claire

My usual preference for an adult baby is an alpha male, stripped of his power, and rendered submissive to his loving mommy. I have lived out that scenario many times and will again. It is empowering and makes me feel good, especially when that alpha male is a very bad boy that needs to be taught a lesson. There is nothing more incredible than seeing the changing tide of an infantilized man learning that women are, in fact, the dominant sex. I view their conversion as my civic duty, my good deed for society.

As much as the conversion of the alpha male is my favorite situation, I am very diverse. It isn't just men I like to dominate and control, I also enjoy taking a mother, burdened by stress and unaccustomed to receiving loving attention, and whisking her away to a world of zero responsibilities and wonderful stimulus. These women are by far the most appreciative of my services, and the most worthy of my time and attention. Their reward is also my civic duty, as the world would be a much harsher place if not for the loving care provided by these selfless mothers.

While I enjoy doing my part for the betterment of mankind, there are times when I seek out an adult baby for my own reasons, to satisfy my own desires. These may range from hard bodied athletes to runway models, but in each case there is something that draws me to them, whether it is their gorgeous muscles or their beautiful faces. They bring me joy and I welcome them openly into my fold.

There is one more category that needs to be added to my list. One that I had never pursued before, but one that had been growing in my mind, so much so, that it wouldn't go away. I knew I needed to explore it further.

That category is barely legal babies.

You may wonder why I never pursued the barely legals before, they are certainly plentiful as well as attractive. There are practically a couple potential subjects at every coffee house in the city. But what they possess in physical appeal they lack in mental acuity. Now don't get me wrong, I'm not saying they aren't smart, what I am saying is that they are not mature, and it takes a mature mind to understand, and appreciate, the subtle nuances of adult baby play and mommy love.

Young millennials have a lot to learn about life and love. Fortunately I am always ready and willing to share what I know, to anyone with an open mind, who can appreciate the finer joys in life.

And so I come to this story, my virgin voyage, a hunting trip, in search of the elusive millennial adult baby.


EPISODE 1

Alyssa

I got my first job on my eighteenth birthday. It was working at a local coffee shop as a barista. My parents wanted me involved, after I graduated from high school I needed to do something, and college just wasn't right for me.

After two weeks of training I was finally going to be manning the espresso machine on my own. I was a little nervous, afraid someone was going to ask for a drink I didn't know how to make, but I was also excited.

One of my first customers was an older woman who ordered a French vanilla cappuccino. She was a classy lady, dressed all fancy in a designer dress and high heels. She came to my part of the counter and when she leaned in to talk to me I got a gander down her open dress. Her breasts were over flowing. I wasn't blessed with much in the chest department and I spent more time checking her out than I should have. I say that because she caught me peeking and that was embarrassing to say the least.

After that I was very flustered making her drink. I wondered what she thought of a girl who would leer at another woman's tits. I tried to finish quickly but no matter how impatient I was the machine wouldn't work any faster.

When the drink was finally ready I handed it to her over the counter. As she took the cup she touched me gently on the back of the hand. It may have been innocent to her but to me it was electric, sending a chill up my spine. I'm not gay but there was something about this woman that drew me in. She had some kind of magnetism that made it impossible to turn away.

"My dear,” she said in a soft yet clear voice, "May I ask you a question?”

I leaned in to hear her better.

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

"Of course," I said. It was my job to help our customers.

I followed her into the ladies room where she began fiddling with the clasp on the back of her dress. I stood in front of her, not exactly sure what I could do to help. While I stood there the top of her dress fell away, and with it her bra. It all happened so fast and I was face to face with her naked breasts.

She must have lost her balance because the bosoms that were just inches from my face came towards me, pressing firmly against my lips and mouth.

"Oh my God!" I muffled from beneath her silky flesh.

I didn't mean to respond like that but I was taken off guard. I could only imagine how she felt, completely exposed like that. She must have been mortified. I myself felt a little confused, I didn't like her being upset, but I really liked the way her skin felt against my face; firm yet soft and smooth.

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

I agreed. If that had happened on the floor she would have been so embarrassed. I was glad we were alone.

Despite her nakedness she was not quick to cover up and I must admit I enjoyed looking at her. She was very beautiful and her bosoms were wonderful. Her nipples were about the size of a pencil eraser and her areolas were perfectly round, the size of a silver dollar, and a light pink in color. I don't know how long I stared, and was rather embarrassed when she had to ask me for help.

"Dear," she said, clearing her throat, "Can you help me get situated?”

"Oh yes, of course,” I said. I couldn't believe how awestruck I was at the sight of her naked body. I tried to collect myself so I could help her out.

I had never dressed another person before and it was more difficult than I would have expected. Every time I tried to position her dress, and secure the clasp, she seemed to break free. And each time I ended up touching more of her exposed breast. By the time I finally got her cinched up I was physically excited, my nipples were hard and I felt a strange urge building inside of me. My face turned a deep shade of red, like it always did when I was nervous. This woman asked for help with her dress and all I could think about was touching her body. I felt terrible.

We walked out of the restroom together and she said, “You have been such a big help. I want to reward you.”

“You don’t have to do that,” I responded.

She insisted, "Do you know how embarrassed I would have been if that had happened in public? You are a life saver.”

She slipped me a one hundred dollar bill, more money than I would have made for the entire day working at the coffee shop. She didn't need to do that, but I did appreciate it.

“Tomorrow, I’m going to take you on a shopping spree," the woman said. "I’ll pick you up in front of here at nine.”

She walked away before I could respond. I had never been on a shopping spree before. It sounded like fun but I had to work.

I returned to the counter where my manager was standing with his arms crossed. "Where have you been?"

"I was in the bathroom, helping a customer."

He shook his head. "This is your third strike, you can't leave your post without letting someone know."

"I was helping a customer," I repeated.

He shook his head again. "You're still in your probation time and this just isn't working."

"You're firing me?"

"Not really firing," he said, "like I said, you're in your probation period so we're just parting ways."

Oh man. How was I going to explain this to my parents?

"I'll pay you for the rest of the week," he said, "wait here and I'll go cut you a check."

I stood there waiting, feeling like an idiot. At least I would be paid for the next couple of days; that would allow me to wait until after the weekend to tell my parents. Maybe I could find something new before then, something even better.

The manager finally returned with my check and as I turned to leave the woman from the bathroom was leaving as well.

She waved. "See you tomorrow at nine," she said.

I guess I didn't have any reason not to go on a shopping with her after all.


EPISODE 2

Mommy Claire

I pulled up in front of the coffee shop at 8:59 and Alyssa was already there. I had a long slow seduction planned for her however, based on the previous day's events, I wasn't sure I would need it.

Alyssa wore a pair of khaki shorts and a plain white t-shirt. She was such a cute girl but she had no confidence and absolutely no fashion sense. Just a little tweak to one or both and she would be a stone cold hottie. Fortunately I was going to be able to get my hooks into her long before she discovered her true power in the world.

I wore a low cut dress. I knew Alyssa liked to ogle my boobs and I intended to provide plenty of stimulus to feed her desire. In fact, I had a lot of things planned to jump start her imagination.

I pulled up to the curb and waved. Alyssa hustled over and climbed into the passenger seat, a bubbly smile on her pretty face.

"Good morning," she said as she sat down and buckled up. "I know this is strange, but I don't remember your name."

It wasn't strange; I never gave it. Everyone called me Mommy Claire but I wasn't ready to introduce Alyssa to that part of me just yet. "You can call me Claire," I said.

"Ok, hi Claire."

"I thought we'd go to Flair, they have great outfits for a girl your age."

She didn't offer any response and I was quite certain by the way she dressed that Alyssa was not familiar with any of the fashion boutiques in the area. I chose Flair for a couple reasons, first because I own it, which meant I got great service and I didn't have to pay, but also because they would open for us on my demand. We would have the place all to ourselves.

I also chose Flair because I knew my employees would work very hard to help me achieve my goal.


EPISODE 3

ALYSSA

I was super excited to go on a shopping spree, I had never been on one and it sounded like fun. When I told my parents about it they were skeptical, especially when I couldn't tell them the name of the woman I was going with. How strange was that? I couldn't believe I couldn't remember her name.

I got to the coffee shop about ten minutes early and waited just around the corner. After being fired I didn't want anyone seeing me. Right at nine my benefactor pulled up in a black Cadillac Escalade. I had never been in a Cadillac before; it was really nice. The seat was more comfortable than the recliner my dad sits in to watch tv.

My new friend told me her name was Claire, which was good to know, and she was wearing another low cut dress. I couldn't help myself, I peeked and she caught me again. Dang it. I didn't want her to see me but I had to admit her cleavage was really nice. I silently wondered why God gave so much to her and so little to me.

It was a short ride to a little shop called Flair. They didn't seem to be open but when we walked up to the door two women rushed over to let us in.

"Good morning," they greeted us.

Both women were very attractive, a couple of years older than me, the cheerleader type. The first had golden hair, bronze skin and a plastic smile; her name was Tiffany. The other woman was African American, tall and thin with an incredible body. Her name was Naomi. They intimidated me, much the same way the popular girls frightened me in high school.

Claire was very bold and confident with the women. She told them exactly what she wanted and they hopped on her command. I liked Claire and I especially liked the effect she had on these women.

Tiffany, the blonde, escorted me to the dressing room and instructed me to get undressed. Naomi stayed with Claire to find outfits in my size.

I was very self-conscious about disrobing, especially in front of women like that, with their snobby attitudes and perfect bodies. When Claire and Naomi returned with several outfits I was still in my clothes.

"What seems to be the problem?" Claire asked.

Tiffany gave a snotty answer that made me feel two inches tall. "I told her to take her clothes off but she won't do it."

Claire looked at me and I felt even smaller. I didn't want to disappoint her but I was still nervous. I thought she might try to coax me into undressing but she didn't.

"Maybe she doesn't want to be the only one undressed," Claire said to both women. "Perhaps she would feel better if the two of you were out of your clothes as well."

I was shocked. I didn't expect her to be so bold.  I knew there was a reason I liked Claire.

If I was shocked by what she said, it was nothing compared to how I felt when both Tiffany and Naomi actually took off their clothes.

You might think that them getting undressed would have made me feel more comfortable but it had the exact opposite effect. They were both built like Barbie dolls, with long legs and tiny waists. Their bodies were nothing like mine. They were fully developed, very buxom and very beautiful. Getting naked in front of them was like being in the high school locker room all over again.

I really didn't want to disappoint Claire so I disrobed, leaving three of us in the dressing room with no clothes on. Fortunately there were outfits there for me to try on, so I wasn't nude for long.

The dress up part was fun, especially having these women dote on my every need. All the while Claire was there; making sure everything was to my liking. At one point Claire left to find more outfits and the women began to chat.

"Mommy Claire is so beautiful," Tiffany said. "I hope my body is as nice as hers when I'm her age."

"I know," Naomi replied, "maybe if we ask she'll get naked too."

I had to admit Claire was very beautiful, and had a great body, but I couldn't believe these women were talking like that, with her just in the other room. And did Tiffany call her Mommy Claire? What was that?

"You don't find her attractive?" Tiffany asked me.

I wasn't sure what to say.

"Can you believe her," she said to Naomi. She turned to me and added, "I can't believe you don't find her attractive."

I was dumbfounded, how was I supposed to respond to that?

Naomi chipped in, "She's probably one of those millennials that thinks anyone over thirty is ugly."

"I do not," I protested.

"Sure," the first woman responded. "You'll probably say something shallow, like she has a pretty face, or she looks good for her age."

"I didn't say that," I replied, "I think she's very beautiful."

"And what do you think about her breasts?" Naomi asked.

"They're nice," I replied.

That's when Claire returned with a couple of blouses in her hand. "What are you ladies gabbing about?" she asked.

Tiffany was quick to respond. "Alyssa was just saying how nice she thinks your breasts are."

"Is that right?" Claire asked.

"That's not what happened," I said. How did things go so wrong so fast?

"Are you trying to deny it?" Naomi added.

"Uh," I hated what these women were doing to me.

Claire came over and stood in front of me. "You don't like my breasts?"

I felt awful. I didn't want to offend her; I really liked her.

"She probably needs to see them," Tiffany offered.

Claire didn't hesitate; she undid the clasp on the back of her dress and allowed it to fall to the floor. Her breasts were on full display, and only inches from my face.

"They're beautiful," I said.

"Why don't you kiss them?" Naomi prodded.

Claire leaned forward, bringing her breasts even closer to my face and mouth. She looked at me with expectant eyes.

Reluctantly I leaned forward and gave her nipple an open mouthed kiss. The flesh felt warm and soft, and her nipple was so perfect, the size of a pencil eraser and every bit as firm. I allowed my lips to linger on her bosom and in that moment one of the women took a picture with her phone. "That's a keeper," she said with a laugh.

Oh shit. They just took a photograph of me sucking a woman's breast. "You have to delete that," I protested.

Claire came to my defense. "You will delete that photo right now," she said.

Both women cowered when Claire spoke. "Yes Mommy Claire," they said in unison.

Mommy Claire? There it was again. This was turning out to be one strange day.

Claire returned to the showroom to search for more outfits leaving me alone with the two women once again. I wasn't sure how it was going to go but I found out quickly enough.

Tiffany began to kiss Naomi. It was a slow kiss, one that lingered, with open and fleshy lips. I knew I shouldn't watch but I couldn't look away. The kiss progressed, down Naomi's lips, and her chin, straight down her neck. I felt myself getting aroused and didn't know what to do. Tiffany didn't stop at the neck. By the time she approached Naomi's breasts I was in awe. The whiteness of Tiffany's skin next to the deep tones of Naomi's was strangely erotic. I don't know why but it caused a physical response in my loins. If that was the most incredible scene I had ever witnessed it doubled when Naomi spun her body around and they were in a sixty-nine position. They then began to perform oral sex on one another.

I gasped aloud, "Oh my God!"

Both women jumped up. "What's the matter? What?" they asked.

Once again I was speechless.

"Did it bother you to see that?" Naomi asked.

"A little," I answered honestly. I had never even seen a porn movie let alone anything like that.

"Is it because she's black?" Tiffany asked.

I couldn't believe she said that. I was about to say something when Tiffany cut me off.

"Mommy Claire can't stand racists," she said.

"I'm not racist," I replied.

Naomi got right in my face. "Have you ever kissed a black woman?" she asked. "I bet you've never even sucked a black dick."

She was right, I had never kissed a black woman, and I had never sucked any dick at all. Did that make me racist?

Tiffany got right next to us. "If you're not racist you'll kiss her," she said, "but if you are we'll have to tell Mommy Claire."

"I'm not racist." I said the words but they weren't even listening to me. They started to walk out of the dressing room to tell Mommy Claire. I panicked and did the first thing that came to my mind. I spun Naomi around and kissed her square on the lips.

Naomi held my face with her hands and kissed me back very aggressively, exploring my mouth with her tongue.

"Of course you'll do that," Tiffany said. "You'd do anything to keep Mommy Claire from finding out you're a racist. But if you're really not then you'd go down on her like I did."

This was so messed up. I don't know what made me do it, maybe I didn't want Claire to find out, maybe these women intimidated me so much I was afraid, or maybe some part of me deep down inside was racist and I didn't want them to know. Regardless of the reason, I got down between her legs, and for the first time in my life I touched another woman's sex. It wasn't what I expected. it wasn't exciting at all. If anything I was terrified.

"What do we have here?" Claire asked.

I never heard her come in. I was mortified.

Tiffany laughed. "Alyssa was so horny she couldn't control herself."

"That's not what happened," I protested.

"Then what did happen?" Claire asked. "Because to me it looked like you were performing oral sex on her."

"I was," I replied, "but it was to prove I'm not racist."

"You're racist?" Claire questioned.

"I'm not," I said, "that's why I did it."

Claire was confused. "So to prove you're not racist you went down on her?"

"Kind of," I replied sheepishly.

Claire gave me a stern look. "Perhaps this wasn't such a good idea. Maybe we should leave."

As she moved toward the door I was completely heart broke. I didn't want it to end like that. I didn't want to disappoint Claire after all she had done for me. "Please," I begged, "is there something I can do to make it up to you?"

Claire turned to me, started to say something then thought otherwise.

"Please," I said, "I'll do anything."

"There is one thing," she said, "but you won't want to do it."

I was so excited to hear there was an option, "I'll do it," I blurted.

"I need an assistant, someone who will help me with a book I'm writing," Claire said.

"I'll do it," I repeated.

"You haven't even heard what the book is."

Did it matter? I lost my job at the coffee shop, and Claire was the coolest woman I had ever met. I was so relieved there was a way out of this mess I didn't care about anything else. Plus, I had seen her naked twice so far, and if I'm being honest, it was unbelievable.


EPISODE 4

MOMMY CLAIRE

Everything worked wonderfully at both Flair and at the coffee house. That is exactly why I go to places that I own, the more variables you can control the better.

Alyssa accepted my job offer, not that she had much choice after I orchestrated her firing at the coffee house and then put her in the awkward situation at Flair. She was without a job and in desperate need of cash. It was the perfect situation to get someone to accept a less than desirable position. But, as it turned out, Alyssa didn't even want to know what the job was about. So far I had gotten her to kiss a girl, suckle my breast and perform oral sex on a stranger, she was shaping up to be the perfect assistant.

I made arrangements for Alyssa to come to my place for her first day of work. I would begin the process of working her body and her mind until she could think of nothing but infantile submission, until she was my good little girl.

I wasn't sure if all of my tried and tested techniques would work on her millennial mind. The best part was, Alyssa was going to be my assistant and was willing to do just about anything. That combination would give me ample time and opportunity to break her millennial will.


EPISODE 5

ALYSSA

I told my parents that I got a new job for a lot more money. The truth was I didn't know what I was getting paid but when Claire's driver showed up in a TownCar to take me to work, my parents were very impressed.

The ride was nice but I had never seen anything like the estate where Claire lived. The property had to be a mile wide, surrounded by tall fences on every side. We entered through an automated gate and drove up to a palatial mansion. It was amazing.

The driver instructed me to walk up the steps to the front door. Claire was waiting for me when I got there.

"Hello baby girl," she said and gave me a big hug. She pulled me into her wonderful bosoms and I have to admit it was really nice.

"So I'm kind of curious, what am I going to be doing?" I asked.

"I was wondering when you were going to ask," she said with a smile. She put her arm around me and guided me into her home. "I'm studying the adult baby world and I want you to be my adult baby."

"Ok," I said, but really I had no idea what she meant.

"Perfect," Claire said, "I was afraid you might have reservations."

I started to piece things together; the women at the shop calling her Mommy Claire, her loving mannerisms, her book on adult babies. I didn't know how I fit in but the picture was beginning to take shape.

"Claire," I said, but before I could say another word she cut me off.

"It's Mommy Claire, everyone calls me Mommy Claire."

"Ok, Mommy Claire, what exactly am I going to be doing?"

Mommy Claire smiled. "Why you'll be my baby of course. You'll do what babies do."

That didn't sound hard.

"Why don't we start by changing your clothes?"  Mommy Claire suggested.

That sounded good. Yesterday's dress up session was fun; I was definitely up for more of that.

Mommy Claire led me upstairs and down the hall to a wonderful bedroom. It was right out of a period novel, with tall decorative furniture and a wonderful four-poster bed. I felt like I had been transported back in time.

"This is so romantic," I said.

"I'm glad you like it," she said with a glow, "this is my Victorian suite, it's my favorite."

She directed me to lie down on the bed. I wasn't sure why if she wanted me to try on clothes.

I found out real fast that Mommy Claire expected to change me. She expected me to lie like a doll so she could put on different outfits. It seemed a little weird but she was paying so I went with the flow.

She took off all of my clothes and it was definitely strange. I had never been manipulated and controlled like that before, certainly not that I remembered. The weird thing was I liked it, especially the way she caressed my skin in the most intimate ways.

Things took a sudden turn when she pulled down my panties.

"Oh my, this just won't do," Mommy Claire said.

I didn't like the disapproving tone in her voice. "What's the matter?" I asked.

"You have pubic hair, but no baby has pubic hair, we need to take care of this right away. Follow me."

I got down off the bed and followed her into the bathroom. She began to fill the tub and helped me in. I sat down in the bath and what happened next will remain with me for as long as I live.

Mommy Claire took off her clothes.

That doesn't quite do it justice. Mommy Claire made an art out of taking off her clothes.

Between the dress and bra that she wore, along with the towel that she draped in front of her, she slowly exposed her naked self. First her shoulders came into view. She dipped the towel, allowing me a glimpse of the tops of her breasts, but not enough to take any in. Then she revealed her bare leg, long and slender, propped on the side of the tub, enough to see her beautiful calf and thigh with the towel obstructing any further view.

The first time the side of her breast came into view I gasped in anticipation, but she continued to tease, showing me a little, but not revealing it all, until I was so excited that for the first time in my life I stimulated my own sex.

"Good little girls don't do that," Mommy Claire corrected me.

I immediately pulled my finger out of my pussy.

Mommy Claire dropped her towel and stepped into the tub. It was the most glorious sight I had ever seen, even if it was only a fleeting moment before she was hidden beneath the bubbles and the water.

She proceeded to wash my entire body. It was much nicer than I would have expected, she really knew how to make me feel good. I know what you're thinking, but it wasn't sexual at all, just very sensual, and relaxing.

The same could not be said when she shaved my kitty. She was still gentle but the way she touched me was extremely erotic. She held and massaged my lips while removing all of my hair. It was very stimulating, like she knew exactly where to touch to drive my lust. I felt myself open up for her and any reservations I may have had before, washed away with her ministrations. In fact, I think that was the first moment I realized I wanted to give myself to Mommy Claire, that I wanted to have lesbian sex.

We didn't have sex. As stimulating as it was, she finished shaving me, wiped me all clean, and then stepped out of the tub. I watched her every moment. The way the bubbles clung to her curves was the hottest thing I had ever seen. I wished I had had a camera so I could capture that image for eternity.

Mommy Claire dried every part of me with a very thick, very plush towel. It was very sensual, and felt incredible, but it wasn't sexual. After the shaving I wanted more, I was desperate to explore my desire for sex with Mommy Claire.


EPISODE 6

MOMMY CLAIRE

The undressing, the bathing and the shaving of my new millennial baby were all nice but the real test was yet to come. I needed to get her into a diaper and out of her responsible, adult mindset.

The first part was easy. She allowed me to put a diaper on her and even giggled aloud when I rubbed baby powder all over her freshly shaven pussy. The second part was more difficult. It had always been my experience that babies that gave in so willingly in the beginning were only playing a game. Alyssa was playing along but she wasn't conquered, she hadn't given in to the joys of age regression, at least not yet.

I had a special plan for her conversion, one that was going to use the pleasures of her flesh, and the frailty of her mind, to drive her submission. By the time I was done with her she was going to beg to be Mommy's good little girl, and I couldn't wait.


EPISODE 7

ALYSSA

Mommy Claire led me to her bedroom. There, in the middle of the four-poster bed, was a diaper, spread out and ready for a baby to swaddle.

I'm not stupid. When Mommy Claire said she wanted me to be her adult baby I knew a diaper was going to come into play. But what you may not know is, if you asked any girl or guy my age if they would rather serve ungrateful people in a coffee shop, or get diapered by a sensual and hot mommy, every single one of us would take the hot mommy. We're not stupid, and we don't get hung up on labels. 

That didn't mean I was going to piddle in that diaper or anything like that, but me and my friends, we would have no problem being infantilized, as long as there was a sufficient reward on the other side.

The diapering process was pretty cool. Mommy Claire rubbed baby powder all around my pussy and my ass and it felt great. Is that what it's like for a baby? Man those kids have it good.

She followed by giving my belly a raspberry kiss and then presented her bare breasts for me, and my entertainment. I didn't have a lot of experience suckling at the teat, my own mother never breast fed me, but I was confident I could figure it out.

What happened next was amazing.

I lay with my head in Mommy's lap, looking up at her beautiful face and awesome boobs. She had a glow about her, like a kid on Christmas morn. I wouldn't figure out until later that I was the one that gave her that glow. She loved taking care of me and, if I'm being honest, I was really starting to enjoy being the recipient of her love and affection.

Mommy Claire playfully rubbed her nipple against my cheek. It was simultaneously smooth, warm and erotic. I had intended to suckle on her nipple but the moment my face came in contact with her bosom it was no longer a choice. A need built up within me and I fulfilled that need by latching on to her.

The moment my lips pursed down on her she gasped in delight. We were a good pair and I was quickly falling in love with Mommy Claire.

I'm not sure how long I laid in Mommy's lap, sucking on her tit, but when she told me it was time to collect ourselves and move on I was very disappointed. As much as I enjoyed seeing and touching her breasts before, I had no idea how incredible nursing would be. It instantly became my favorite activity.

Once Mommy Claire broke away from my mouth, and covered her nakedness, she fitted me with a much too short pink nightie and a matching bonnet. I was never the dress up type but in that outfit I felt pretty.

"Come on baby girl," Mommy Claire said. She stood up and walked out the door.

I pursued her on my knees. She didn't ask me to, but I felt more in character when I did, and suddenly I had a strong desire to stay in character. Maybe I was the consummate employee or maybe I was starting to take to the baby lifestyle, either way I was really liking my new job.


EPISODE 8

MOMMY CLAIRE

Alyssa was coming along nicely but every first time baby enjoys bath time and nursing. The real test was next, to see if Alyssa could and would soil her diaper. Even experienced adult babies struggled with bowel and bladder release. We spend our whole lives learning how to hold back, the real gift is in letting go.

Fortunately for Alyssa I had a plan in mind, one that would help her along the way. It was kind of extreme, what we were about to do to her, but it would also accelerate her learning process. In just a couple of minutes Alyssa was going to see the powerful effects of age regression up close and personal.


EPISODE 9

ALYSSA

Working with Mommy Claire wasn't like other jobs; with her a new and exciting experience lay around every corner. I couldn't wait to see what came next.

Like always, she didn't disappoint.

Mommy Claire led me down the hall to a brand new room, a giant play area. The first thing I saw was a huge castle with slides that dumped into ball pits. There were also adult sized blocks, cribs and playpens, and a floor that was covered in a soft padding that made it hard to walk, but also impossible to get hurt. All of it was incredible; I had never seen such things.

As amazing as all of that was, what caught and held my attention was something completely different.

Standing in the center of the room, wearing nothing but a diaper; was the most beautiful man I had ever seen. He could have been plucked right out of a magazine with his cut jaw, dashing smile, and oh-too-perfect-to-be-real body. His muscles had muscles and I wanted to kiss every one of them.

Mommy Claire bent down and whispered in my ear, "His name is Tyler and he is your play date, you can do whatever you want with him."

Mommy Claire emphasized the word "whatever" and when I looked to her for confirmation her eyes said it all. I really could do whatever I wanted to this luscious stud.

It may seem hard to believe with everything that I had done up to that point, but I was a virgin and planned to keep my flower for my first true love. That probably sounds old fashioned but it was the way I was raised, although I did take many liberties with regard to what I could do while still maintaining my virginity.

Tyler, and his smoking hot body, were really going to test my resolve. Never had I been with a guy as handsome, or as well built, as him.

Mommy Claire walked me over to Tyler and, as if she needed to make things even clearer, she undid his diaper and took away the only piece of clothing on his person.

Oh my God.

If it was possible his body got even better, and his dick was beautiful; clean shaven, about seven inches long and perfectly symmetrical with a mushroom head. I was staring but I didn't care, I wanted to look and Mommy Claire made it clear that I could do whatever I wanted.

Before she left Mommy Claire said to Tyler, "Her diaper stays on."

It was like she knew exactly what I was thinking. The more I got to know Mommy Claire the more I liked her.

I moved in to take a closer look at Tyler and his amazing body. That's when I realized a very subtle point about Mommy Claire's instructions. She told Tyler my diaper was to stay on but she didn't place any restrictions on the rest of my clothing. He obviously knew the difference because he had my nightie and bonnet off my body in no time.

There I was, in the center of the giant play room, topless, being fondled by the most beautiful man on the planet.

I don't know if I said it before but I am not well endowed. For the times I even wear a bra, it’s an 'A' cup, and even that is probably more than I need. I would still be in a training bra if I weren't too embarrassed to shop in the little girl's section. How ironic was that, my chest was perfect, to be Mommy Claire's little girl.

My small boobs may have been a concern for me but not for Tyler. He kissed my chest and sucked on my nipples with a passion so fierce he made me feel like I was the only woman in the world. I loved it. Receiving the undivided attention of this gorgeous specimen was absolutely mind blowing.

Ever since my time at the Flair boutique I couldn't help thinking about something that Naomi had said, about me never having sucked a black dick. Tyler wasn't black but I had never sucked any dick, and I felt it was time for that to change.

I fondled Tyler's taut abs, as well as his muscular thighs, on my journey to his cock. His body was perfectly sculpted and running my fingers over every ridge was heavenly. When I took his cock in hand it began to grow, and when I kissed the head his flesh was very smooth to the touch. It felt so soft against my lips I didn't want to stop. I nibbled and suckled, all the while putting my hand job skills to work, stroking his shaft and massaging his balls.

I knew his orgasm was coming, and perhaps I should have sucked the whole thing into my mouth, but I wasn't quite ready for that. So I watched as the work with my hands caused his penis to spout and spurt.

Tyler moaned aloud. I was happy to please him and proud of my accomplishment.

We used my discarded nightie to clean up the sticky mess. I didn't even have a chance to toss it aside when Tyler made his move. The crazed look in his eyes made me think he was going to fuck me silly.

I was glad I was still wearing the diaper. If I was going to lose my virginity Tyler would be a perfect mate, but all just the same I wasn't ready for that either.

Tyler didn't move for my diaper, instead he fondled me. His hands explored every inch of my person, discovering my most sensitive spots. With the knowledge he acquired from his exploration, he expanded his territory, and soon he was tickling me relentlessly.

He had me laughing so hard it was difficult to breathe. And when he said, "Tell me if you want me to stop," I couldn't draw in enough air to respond.

He kept tickling me. Struggle as I might, I couldn't stop him. Then something strange happened. The urge to pee overwhelmed me, and the pressure grew stronger with every passing moment. I tried to tell him but I still couldn't catch my breath. I was helpless.

Soon the urge was so powerful I couldn't hold it back. I didn't want to pee in my pants. I may have been wearing a diaper but that was one area I wasn't willing to concede. I fought with every ounce of my energy. He couldn't make me do something I was so firmly against.

I'd like to tell you that I rose to the occasion and resisted his advancements but it wouldn't be true. The first drop leaked out of me, breaking my spirit, after that I struggled but it was no use. That beautiful man kept rubbing me, stimulating me, and then he placed his lips on mine. The second we kissed I forgot about everything else, focusing instead on his perfect lips. In that moment of distraction the battle was lost. Pee flowed from my body, filling my diaper. It wasn't just a little; I couldn't stop it.

I was no longer in control.

If you've ever peed your pants as an adult you may have an idea of how weakening the experience is, but you may not know the dramatic impact it has on your thoughts. It wasn't just that I peed in my diaper; it was that I couldn't control myself, and with that lingering doubt in my brain many new ideas began to bubble to the surface. Was I a baby now? Would I ever be able to control myself again?

Mommy Claire appeared out of nowhere. With loving care she placed me on my back and undid my diaper. Tyler was right there, watching the whole scene. I might have cared had the circumstances been different, but I just wanted to be changed.

To her credit Mommy Claire made the entire experience wonderful. She cleaned me, all the while caressing and massaging my skin. It made me feel so warm and loved that any negative feelings associated with wetting my diaper were gone, quickly replaced with positive feelings of connectedness with Mommy Claire. She even allowed me to suckle on her teat again, and that was fast becoming a highlight of my life.

After Mommy Claire changed me she patted my bottom and sent me to play. I was only in a diaper but that was fitting, I was her baby now, and except for special occasions, I wouldn't be wearing clothes at Mommy Claire's house anymore.

My first day of work ended shortly thereafter. Mommy Claire changed me into my street clothes and then handed me my bag as I went outside. The TownCar was there, waiting to take me home.

It was quite an experience, my first foray into the adult baby world, but as I would soon find out, it was only the beginning.


EPISODE 10

MOMMY CLAIRE

Tyler performed his duties perfectly. I made a mental note to reward him, but I had to come up with something really special, he had far exceeded my expectations.

Not only did Tyler get Alyssa to wet her diaper, but he also broke her will. She struggled with all her might to keep from losing control and that would make all the difference in her future development. Had she given in she might have been able to collect herself, to regain her composure, but a woman who losses the battle of self control will forever question her abilities, rendering her incapable of self discipline.

Alyssa was on her way home, completely unsure if she was an adult or a baby, and that uncertainty would become the foundation for a more permanent baby mindset.
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The ride home in Mommy Claire's TownCar was confusing. Overall I really enjoyed my first day of work but the peeing in my pants weighed heavy on my mind. I didn't want to lose control, and the fact that I couldn't keep from peeing made me question myself, and whether I was really an adult after all.

I walked in the front door and of course my parents wanted to know all about my first day. I gave them a story, remaining light on details, but I assured them that I was doing a great job, and that my employer was pleased with my performance. For the most part I felt both statements were accurate and true.

One of the things I didn't mention, but still weighed heavy on my mind, was the diaper wetting. It was such a big concern for me I actually worried if I would be able to control my bladder throughout the conversation. As we talked the pressure built up inside of me once again.

It was a struggle but I made it, and once our discussion was over I raced upstairs to use the bathroom. As strange as it sounds, once I was alone on the toilet I couldn't go. I didn't understand why, but after fifteen minutes with no action, I pulled up my pants and went to my bedroom.

Like always Mommy Claire was one step ahead of me. I opened my bag and found a diaper with a note, "Just in case."

I held the soft diaper in my hands, my mind racing a thousand miles an hour. Could it be?

I'm not sure what made me do it, but I took off my clothes and wrapped myself in that diaper. No sooner had I secured the Velcro in place when my body opened up and all the pee I wasn't able to release moments ago flowed from my body. Holy shit, did that just happen? I didn't mean for it to, I literally couldn't control myself. Did Mommy Claire turn me into a baby?

It was a restless night's sleep. I only had one diaper and it was already wet. How was I going to get through the night without wetting my bed?

By some miracle I woke up in the morning with dry sheets, but once again I was not able to relieve myself on the toilet. I'm not sure why, but I could no longer pee unless I had a diaper on. I called Mommy Claire to let her know what I was going through and she immediately sent her driver to pick me up.
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I made it to Mommy Claire's just in the nick of time. I had to pee so badly; I needed help.

I tore off my clothes as we walked up the stairs and was completely naked by the time we got into Mommy Claire's suite. She barely had enough time to cinch a new diaper on my body before I was peeing uncontrollably.

I was relieved but Mommy Claire was ecstatic.

"You are such a good girl," she said.

It felt good to receive her praise but I had a bigger problem. When I agreed to play her adult baby games I thought I would be able to separate work from life. But somehow the changes she effected in me ran deep, so deep I was no longer a big girl, even at home.

Mommy Claire seemed to know what I was thinking. "It's ok to lose control, sometimes the best part of being a baby is giving up control, allowing me to take all of your stress and responsibilities."

"But I couldn't pee without putting on the diaper," I explained.

I'm not sure she understood my concern. I didn't like losing control in front of Tyler and Mommy Claire, but I could live with that, couldn't I at least have some dignity when I went home?

Again it was like she could read my thoughts.

"Most people only regress while we're together," Mommy Claire said, "but you are an interesting case. Once you lost control it seemed to have a more permanent effect."

Permanent effect? Meaning I would be like this forever? I didn't know how to respond to that.

"It's ok," Mommy Claire offered, "my suggestion is for you to completely give in, by doing that you will free yourself of any mental constraints."

I was ready to do anything to get relief so I did exactly as Mommy Claire said, completely giving in to infantilism. With a new diaper in place I laid with my head on her lap, nursing at her beautiful teat. I allowed myself to completely let go and once I did it wasn't just pee that flowed from my body. I soiled my diaper. My conversion to adult baby was complete.

The feeling against my skin was unnerving, and grew even worse when it squirmed up my back and down my legs. I needed help and once again Mommy Claire was right there, to care for me and ease my discomfort.

The morning continued like that, with me completely giving in to the experience, eliminating any thoughts of resistance, silently chastising myself for even thinking about self-control. I enjoyed it immensely, especially the personal love and attention that Mommy Claire gave me. But when it was over I still had no confidence, in fact I think I was more infantile in my thoughts and actions than before. If anything, I now felt as if it wasn't just my bladder that I couldn't control, it was my bowels as well.

Mommy Claire pulled me aside. "You are welcome to stay here, at least until we figure out if you will ever be able to regain your self control. It may be the best option since it seems your infantilization has completely taken over."

Was she serious? Was I really not going to be able to control myself ever again? I openly wept and once again Mommy Claire's loving attention took me to that place of bliss. I lay there in Mommy's arms contemplating my situation. Would it be so bad to be Mommy Claire's permanent baby? I loved the way she made me feel. Maybe it would be ok; maybe it would be a good life.
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When I first set out to capture a millennial baby my plan was to win her over and then use her to help me capture more of the elusive prey. But somewhere along the way something went wrong, and while Alyssa was turning into a fine submissive plaything, her lack of any self-control made her useless for the second part of my plan.

I spoke with many people trying to figure out where things went wrong. Some said it was because her mind wasn't fully developed, that she wasn't mature enough to enjoy the lifestyle. Others said it was the millennial entitlement, that she never truly desired to stand on her own and therefore had no desire to give up the pampered life of the adult baby. And still others said that millennials are nothing more than snowflakes, incapable of dealing with the problems of the real world.

Regardless of the reason I needed to find a solution, I didn't want my pursuit of millennial babies to end, I wanted more of them, to add to my collection, and further my cause.

Those thoughts weighed on my mind but I still had a job that needed to get done. Despite the less than stellar end results, I needed to thank Tyler for his help, to reward him for his efforts. I had the perfect idea.
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ALYSSA

Mommy Claire told me she had one more thing she wanted to do before I left for the day. I hoped it was pay me, because I didn't know how long I could keep my parents from finding out about my life if there was no paycheck to go along with my new job.

It turned out Mommy wanted to change me one more time. I thought it was odd because I wasn't soiled or wet, but I was in no position to question her authority.

Mommy Claire took off my diaper and I thought she was going to kiss my belly but her lips did not go to my stomach, instead she planted them firmly on my kitty.

Her mouth explored my deepest self, dragging her supple tongue up my slit and pursing her lips firmly on my delicate nub. It felt so wonderful I had to bite my lip to keep from screaming. As good as it felt she wasn't done, inserting one and then two fingers inside of my flower. A heavenly feeling coursed through my body and when I thought it couldn't get any better, she curled those fingers inside of me, causing my entire body to shake in uncontrollable fits.

The pleasure was so intense my eyes rolled back in my head. I thought I might pass out as wave after wave or orgasmic bliss pulsed through my body. My pussy muscles began to contract on their own, grinding on her fingers, trying to milk every last drop of pleasure out of the experience. My legs spread wide in anticipation of what came next, but Mommy Claire had a different idea. She leaned down, blew her cool breath across my moistened lips, driving my lust to another level, and then stood up and left the room. I was so consumed with lust I couldn't think straight; my body’s needs were the only thing that mattered. Just when I thought she was about to fly me to a whole new high, she left me open and desperate, yearning for more.

I tried to give chase but I didn't make it far, running straight into a naked Tyler before I even got out of the room. He had a smile on his face and his dick was fully erect. He may not have been my target but my dripping pussy didn't care, he had the equipment to satisfy my needs and my lust wasn't going to let him get away.

I pushed Tyler onto his back and mounted him. In one thrust I took his entire manhood deep into my virgin womb. He reached a magnificent depth and my body responded with a gush of fluids. I loved it and allowed those pleasure feelings to take over my body and my mind. Tyler shifted and began his own thrusts, pumping inside of me. His strokes were long, his penis pushing deep inside of me and then slowly pulling out, until I could feel the rim of his head as it pressed against the edge of my pussy lips. He continued that rhythmic pulse while my body convulsed around him. I had no idea sex could be so great and didn't even care when he plunged inside of me, releasing his seed, bareback, deep within my womb.

I wouldn't find out until much later that I was Tyler's reward for dominating me and eliminating my ability to control myself. He and Mommy Claire turned my mind, body and soul into an infant, a child with the insatiable lust of a grown adult. It was the most conflicting pleasure I could have ever imagined.

Those days forever changed my life. I may have lost the ability to control my bladder, as well as my bowels, and I couldn't think for two seconds without desiring sex, but for the first time in my life I truly understood what happiness was. If you were to ask me if I would do anything different, I wouldn't change a thing.

As I lay there in post coital bliss, thinking things through, my body released its fluids once again. I really couldn't control myself anymore, and was quite certain that it was no longer my place to make decisions. Unless there was some magic remedy, I was going to be Mommy Claire's good little girl forever, whether I liked it or not.

Fortunately for me, I liked it, and I liked it a lot.
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EPISODE 1

Mommy Claire

I am independent. I can set my own schedule, do what I want, when I want and in most cases where I want. The where is usually my home in sunny Las Vegas, Nevada, but on occasion life requires that I step out into the world. For most of those trips I travel with my own baby, one of the loyal subjects from my stable of adult submissives, but other times that just won't work.

On one particular excursion, to a wedding in my home town of Philadelphia, I made the trip alone. It wasn't my preference and sure enough I got to a point in the weekend where I really needed some baby love.

Being so far from home, and away from my network of ABD lovers, I had to turn to the uncertain world of online listings. I say that with all due respect, I have met some of my favorite adult babies via online ads, however you had to kiss a lot of toads to find the princely needle in that haystack, and I didn't have time to waste. I needed to connect on my first swing or I would be going to bed completely dissatisfied.

I tried the familiar haunts, BackPage, Craigslist and Eros. I was ok paying if the service was right, but when it came to adult baby play there were a lot of fakes and not a lot of genuine people. Perhaps that was a sign of the industry in Philadelphia, or maybe that was just a reflection of the available networks. If given enough time I probably could have found a collection of worthy subjects, but like I said I was pressed for time.

I made several calls and spoke to a fair number of potential candidates. Some were familiar with the lifestyle but only at a summary level. Most added age play to their profile not because they enjoyed it, but because it increased their potential lists of clients; they would do anything for money. But that wasn't what I was looking for, I wanted someone who knew and understood my needs.

Another weakness was the limited availability of male subjects. All of the listings that I found were for women willing to play the role; there were no listings for potential male adult babies.

I was beginning to think that I was going to have to settle for one of the girls, the ones out for a quick buck. It wasn't my ideal but as the hour grew later I couldn't afford to hold to high standards. I have certainly had my fun taking someone who was only slightly aware of the adult baby world, and turning him or her into a desperate baby. But I was only in town for a weekend, and I didn't really have time to string someone along, nor was I going to be around to reap the benefits of my conquered prey.

I was still at the wedding reception and making calls from the lobby. I was frustrated. I couldn't decide on a playmate and it was getting late. A couple more hours and the only options I would have would be the trailer park skanks that would do anything as long as the money was right. I wasn't sure I could stoop that low.

I decided my best option was to get back to my hotel. If I was going to make it happen, I would need to be able to say yes on a moment's notice.

I went back inside the reception to say goodbye to the bride and groom. While waiting for the newlyweds to finish talking with one of their guests, I ran into one of the groomsmen. His name was Mark and he was the groom's younger brother. He couldn't have been more than eighteen and he was tipsy if not drunk.

"Such a beautiful ceremony," I said, making small talk while I waited.

"Who cares," Mark responded, "I was hoping to hook up but everyone here is either married or ugly."

I laughed. I knew he was drunk but he was being much more open than the situation called for. "Perhaps your night will take a turn for the better," I said. I really didn't mean anything by it, other than to keep the conversation going.

"You're hot," he said, "what do you say?"

Now drunk or not, I was flattered that this eighteen year old stud thought I was hot. I tried to keep myself fit but the reality was, once you pass fifty, it gets harder and harder to keep things tight.

"You're sweet," I said, "but I wouldn't feel right taking advantage of the situation."  I wasn't trying to lead him on, I was trying to be polite, but he took it as an opportunity and he wasn't going to let it go.

He put on the full court press. He flirted with me and I have to say, some of the things he said would have made the younger me blush. I played along until it was my turn to say goodbye to the happy couple, then I left him behind.

I offered my congratulations to the bride and groom and thanked them for inviting me. Her mother was a friend of mine from long ago, and while we stayed in touch, we weren't nearly as close as we had once been.

With the formalities out of the way I stepped outside to wait for my Uber back to the hotel. My admirer caught up with me at the curb, he wasn't one to give up.

I enjoyed his flirtatious behavior. It made me feel young again, but my needs for a mate were very specific, I needed a specialist.

He didn't stop and when I saw my ride approach I figured what the hell, I didn't have a meeting set up, and he was throwing himself at me. "I'll tell you what," I said to him in a voice just above a whisper, "if I can put you in a diaper and treat you like my baby I'll give you a night you'll never forget."

I had to give him credit; he didn't even pause. "Deal," he said, and he gave me an open mouthed kiss on the lips.

I let him kiss me, and may have kissed him back a little, then I pushed him away and said, "Good little boys don't do that to their mommy."

Much to my surprise he took to the role without any guidance. "Yes mommy," he said and he pouted like a little boy.

It was hot and totally turned me on.
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It took all of my self control not to ravage him in the back of the Uber. I wanted him, but I needed him to really get into the role and I didn't think he would do it in front of the Uber driver. It was the longest fifteen minutes of my life.

We walked through the hotel lobby and I am most certain that anyone that saw us thought we were a mother and son returning from a wedding. I was dressed in a cranberry Christian Dior dress with a white pearl necklace and he was in a tux. There was easily forty plus years between us.

I held back in the elevator even though I wanted to undress him. It would have to wait until the privacy of my hotel room.

I feared he might revert to a horny young man as soon as we were in private, but he put all that to rest as I searched for the hotel room key.

"Mommy," he said, "would it be ok if I stay up past my bedtime? I'm not really tired."

I don't know if he was just a natural or if he had experience, but it was exactly what I was looking for and it made me juicy wet. "You're such a good little boy," I said, and ran my fingers through his hair.

He responded by burying his head into my shoulder and saying, "I love you mommy."

Inside the room he kept the same demeanor. Most men would have been quick to shed their clothes but he was patient, willing to let me lead.

"You're such a handsome little boy in your tux," I said. I undid his bow tie and the top button of his shirt.

He allowed me free reign and I knew we were in for a good time.

I continued the process of unbuttoning his shirt, gently rubbing his hairless chest with each button. He was excited, but maintained his control. He really was a good little boy.

When I undid his belt and pants his dick popped out. He was as hard as a rock and it was big, close to nine inches. "Look at you," I said, and took his penis in my hand.

He spurted.

He was so excited he couldn't contain himself. It was the first time he showed his youth but he quickly showed it again when his cock sprang to life before I even finished cleaning him up.

I continued undressing him and he allowed me total access. He really was mature beyond his years. By the time I had him naked he was grinning from ear to ear and sporting a hard-on that would make most women drool and all men jealous.

"Why don't you get up on the bed little boy," I said and he quickly jumped to the center of the king sized bed.

I went to my bag and pulled out some baby powder, a diaper and a binky. It always paid to be prepared; I never left home without the essentials.

I lifted his legs and placed the opened diaper beneath his bare bottom. I doused his penis with powder and placed the binky in his mouth, while I rubbed the powder all around his bobbing cock.

He spit the binky out of his mouth, pointed at my breasts and began to cry. I was amazed at his understanding and did what any mother would do for her crying baby, I gave him what he wanted.

I unzipped my dress, letting it fall to the floor, and then popped the snap on my nursing bra, allowing the fabric to fall away and presenting my bare breast to my good little boy. He didn't need instruction; he shifted his head and latched onto my nipple, suckling like a newborn desperate for nourishment.

I had an orgasm in my underwear. Not one, but several. I loved the feel of his mouth on my breast but it wasn't just that, he and I connected, he was a natural baby and I loved him from the very beginning.

I rubbed his penis a little bit before wrapping him in the diaper. I would have rewarded him with an orgasm, he certainly deserved it, I just didn't know how many orgasms he could have and I didn't want our time to end.

He had been drinking heavily at the wedding so I shouldn't have been surprised that he had to go to the bathroom, but what shocked me was how easily my good little boy peed in his diaper. Most people, even those who have lived the lifestyle for a while, have trouble releasing while wearing clothes. It was understandable, we spend the better part of our early years learning bladder control and it isn't easy to break away from those habits.

The moment his diaper was full he looked at me and began to cry. I was so happy I gave him a big warm hug, pressing his face between my breasts. He loved it and I loved him. This was quickly becoming my all time favorite session and was easily my favorite first time experience.

I took off his wet diaper, wiped him clean and then began a long tease and denial session with his penis. Mark had far exceeded my expectations and I intended to reward him. To his credit he never came out of character, through every edging moment he cooed and giggled, and completely gave in to mommy's control. It was glorious and when I finally allowed him to release, his cum shot up his chest and hit him in the chin. Even then he stayed in character, grunting and moaning but still playing mommy's good little boy.
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My session with Mark was progressing very nicely. Under normal circumstances that would have been the end of our first visit, but I had no intention of letting this one get away. I suggested we take a bath and he readily agreed.

The hotel tub was not as big as my bath at home so I got my little boy into the water and I sat on the edge while I washed his body. He pawed at my breasts while I played with his cock and the two of us really enjoyed our time together. Despite having two orgasms already he had no problem getting another erection.

I have several routines that I follow with new babies and I wasn't sure how my next step would be received.

"Look at how big you are," I said to Mark, as my fingers worked their way up and down his shaft.

He could only smile and gasp.

I continued the ministrations, working his lust to the point of submission even though he was quite submissive already. "You are very hairy," I said to him, "would it be ok if mommy shaved you?"

He didn't say a word. He leaned his head over, burying his face between my breasts, and used his lips to play with my nipples. I took that as his agreement to my request.

It was obvious that he had never trimmed his pubic hair let alone shaved it. This was going to be an educational experience for him.

I ran out to my bag and returned to the bathroom with some shaving cream and a straight blade. Many men, and women, got nervous the first time they saw that blade going near their genitals but not Mark, he laid back in the tub, granting me full access to his most private parts.

The lathering up is always erotic and I made sure to give his cock and balls a lot of motherly love. I even gave his sphincter some attention and that was his first sign of resistance. He flinched when I first touched him there, but once he got over the initial shock, he showed no further signs of holding back.

For those of you that don't know, every time you shave your genitals the skin is super smooth underneath, but it's never quite as soft as the first time. With Mark's hair completely gone he really was as soft as a baby's bottom. I couldn't stop touching him there, and the intimacy between us, which was already strong, grew even more.

Mark rubbed his cheeks against the underside of my breast and suckled my nipples. He enjoyed exploring with his lips and I enjoyed it too.

It is usually a no-no on a first time meeting with a new baby, but I was seriously considering fucking him. It certainly helped that we were in Philadelphia so taking him on as a long time client wasn’t really going to be an option.
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I drained the water from the tub and took my time drying my baby boy after his bath. I stroked his cock a lot and he began to moan as I brought him closer and closer to orgasm.

"Calm down little boy," I said, but my reference to him as a little boy only seemed to excite him further.

We moved to the bed and when he spread eagle, I moved between his legs and began to kiss up his thighs. He was in heaven, arching his body to meet my lips. I used one hand to massage his balls and the other to stimulate his sphincter.

Unlike before, he was now very relaxed when I rubbed his puckered hole. I decided to explore a little deeper, working the tip of my finger into his anus. He grunted when I penetrated him but like a good little boy he did not resist. He was very tight so it took me a little while, but when I found his prostate he let out a long sigh.

"Does my little boy like that?" I asked.

"Oh God yes," he answered; it was the first time he stepped out of character. I forgave his slip because I was certain it was his first experience with anal play and it must have taken him off guard.

I slid my finger out of his ass and replaced it with a vibrating butt plug. It took me a moment to find his p-spot with the plug but once I did, and turned the vibrator on, he was in heaven.

I used both hands to work his cock, one hand sliding up and down his shaft, the other cupping and caressing his balls. The prostate massage worked the semen up his shaft and now my targeted strokes were causing him to leak all over his stomach. He was lost in ecstasy.

He was such a good boy for me. He deserved a special treat. It was my pleasure servicing him and I actually think it stimulated me as much as it did him.

Like I said before, I don't usually have sex with my babies, but he was too much to resist. I climbed over top of him, positioned the head of his cock at my opening and slid down until his cock bottomed out in my cervix. It was glorious.

Fortunately he had cum several times already so he was able to last as I rode his cock. Up and down, up and down I slid on his shaft, using the rim of his head to work my clit. I started coming but that was only the beginning.

I leaned forward, dangling my breasts just above his face. He alternated between sucking on my nipples and rubbing his cheeks against my bosoms. All the while I gripped his cock with my pussy, continuing the up and down glide.

"Good boy," I said to him, "fuck Mommy real good."

The mention of the "m" word sent him over the edge. He used both hands to grab my ass, pulling me close to him as he buried his cock deep inside of me and shot his load. We both quivered in perfect synchronicity and I gushed all over his cock and the bed.

I might have regretted fucking my little boy if it weren't for the incredible string of orgasms that followed. They wracked my body as we lay there in post coital bliss.
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It took a while before either of us was aware enough to speak and I was the one to break the silence.

"You were a fantastic little boy," I said, "you're welcome to stay the night if you like."

He paused a moment before saying, "Is it ok if I speak?"

I laughed. "Of course, play time is over for right now," I said. "Unless you want to keep going?"

Now it was his turn to laugh. "I would like to go more," he said, "but I was hoping I could ask some questions."

His cock had softened and I allowed it to slip out of me. The two of us were covered in a combination of our own juices and while I knew we needed to clean up, I wasn't ready to do it just yet. So we laid there peacefully and I said, "Fire away."

"I have fantasized about mommy sex for so long, I can't believe this just happened."

I wrapped my arms around him and pulled him in for a hug. "You were wonderful, I never would have known it was your first time. You're a natural."

He liked hearing that but he still had questions.

"Do you do this often?" he asked, "and how do you find a partner? I'm afraid to even tell people I fantasize about mommy sex."

"If you know where to look you can find a partner," I said, "but it's not always easy."

"Can we do this again?" he asked.

He had the most adorable look on his face and I didn't want to disappoint him. "I live in Las Vegas but if you are ever there, or I come back to Philadelphia, I'd be happy to meet with you."

The mention of Las Vegas was a definite downer for him. I could see his wheels turning. "I don't think I can afford to go to Vegas," he admitted.

Money was not a concern for me and I really enjoyed pleasing him. "If you'd like to come out and visit me, I can take care of the airfare," I offered.

He was shocked. "Really? I'd like that."

I knew he would like it and I also know he needed it. For some, the adult baby lifestyle was a way of stimulating and generating excitement, but for him it was a missing element from his life. I didn't know anything about his childhood, but if I was a betting woman I would say he didn't get enough attention from his mommy growing up, and he was desperately searching to fill that void.

"I'd be happy to be your mommy," I told him. "You let me know when you want to come out and I'll take care of all the details."

We fell asleep in each other's arms and I have to admit it was one of the most peaceful night's sleep I had ever had. When we woke in the morning I mounted him and when he suckled at my breasts I was in heaven all over again.

It was a quick little fuck session but it served its purpose. I would be flying home to Vegas with a very satisfied grin on my face.

After breakfast he went his way and I went mine, but there was no doubt we would see each other again, real soon.


EPISODE 1

Good Boy Mark

Mommy Claire asked me to write this. I can't believe I just wrote that, I have a friend named Mommy Claire and I'm willing to do everything she tells me.

I never had a mom. Well I did, she died when I was two so I never knew her. Growing up it was just me, my dad and my older brother. Not to get all psycho analytic, but I think that messed me up. I used to pick on kids at school whose mom's babied them. I was jealous and if they were going to get what I couldn't, then I was going to make their lives a living hell. It worked. They'd all go home whining to their mommies not to do nice things for them. I knew they were still getting attention at home, but at least I didn't have to see it.

Like all things you learn to adapt, and I moved on with my life. I graduated from high school and got a job at the giant mushroom farm near my house. It may sound like a cool job but it wasn't, I spent every day shoveling shit, literally.

As you can imagine my life pretty much sucked but; as I saw it, it was about to get worse. My brother was getting married which meant it was just going to be me and my dad at home, and I would end up having to do all the chores.

At least there was the wedding, and the bachelor party.

Well the bachelor party was for shit. My brother's friends were all over 21 and I was only 18 so they went to a whole bunch of places I couldn't get into. I thought it would be a night I would never forget, and I haven't forgotten it, but for all the wrong reasons.

So that brought us to the rehearsal dinner. It was the night before the wedding and it was the first opportunity to check out the hotties that were going to be at the wedding.

Talk about shit again. Every girl was either already married, engaged or butt ugly. I knew there would be more girls at the wedding, but the bridesmaids were supposed to be easy pickings. They were supposed to be all upset that their friend was getting married and they weren't. I thought for sure someone was going to pop my cherry.

Now for the wedding I looked sharp. It was a rented tux and everyone looks good in a tux. But who was going to see me? I scoped out every girl, at the church and at the reception, and there wasn't a single one I wanted to lose my virginity to, not sober at least.

By the time we got to the reception I was pissed. At least the bartender served me so I was able to get a good buzz going.

It seemed like the whole day and night was going to be a bust and then I saw her. She was an older woman, probably fifty, and she was at the wedding alone. She had a very pretty face and the most gorgeous tits. They were big but she wasn't fat. In fact her bod was hot. She may not have been my first choice out of the gate but the more I checked her out the more I wanted her.

I went to the bar to get another drink and when I looked around she was gone. Fuck, I finally found someone I was interested in and I waited too long, she left.

The whole event was a bust and I didn't see any point in dragging it out any longer so I went to my brother to tell him I was going home. He was busy talking with someone so I had to wait and when I turned around there she was, my sexy Mrs. Robinson. I wasn't going to let the opportunity pass again.

I slid up next to her, trying to think of something clever to say.

She caught me looking at her, gave me a smile and said, "Such a beautiful ceremony."

I didn't want to be rude but I said the first thing that came to my head. "Who cares, I was hoping to hook up but everyone here is either married or ugly."

She laughed. Maybe that was a better pick-up line than I thought.

"Perhaps your night will take a turn for the better," she said.

I liked that and the way she looked at me I thought she liked me. "You're hot," I said, "what do you say?"

"You're sweet," she said, "but I wouldn't feel right taking advantage of the situation." 

"Take advantage of me please," I said and she laughed again. "Come on, you're a beautiful woman, I'm a good looking guy, what do you say?"

The way she looked at me I thought there might be a chance, but then my brother and his bride were done talking and it was her turn. Just like that she left me to congratulate the happy couple.

What the fuck? This whole wedding was so messed up. I needed to get out of there.

I told my dad I was leaving and headed outside. There she was again, waiting for her ride, and when she saw me she smiled. If that wasn't an invitation I didn't know what was. I decided to give it another try.

"You are so incredibly beautiful," I said, "can I at least take you out for a cup of coffee?"

She liked me flirting with her but I got the idea it wasn't going to be anything more than that. I was about to give up when she leaned close to my ear and whispered, "I'll tell you what, if I can put you in a diaper and treat you like my baby I'll give you a night you'll never forget."

"Deal," I said as quick as I could get the word out. I didn't want her to change her mind. If she was going to take my virginity I would have let her put me in a dress and made me sing ‘I'm a Little Tea Cup’.  I kissed her to seal the deal and she kissed me back.

She pushed me away but she had a smile on her face. "Good little boys don't do that to their mommy," she said.

If she wanted me to be her good little boy than that is what I was going to be. "Yes mommy," I said and I stamped my foot and pushed out my lower lip in a pout.

She smiled again and I instantly knew what she wanted from me. I just hoped she knew what I wanted from her.


EPISODE 2

Good Boy Mark

An Uber Black pulled up and she motioned for me to get in the back. It was really happening and I had a raging hard on thinking of the possibilities.

I wanted to jump her bones in the back seat but I figured if she wanted me to be a little boy then she wanted to be in control. I had to wait.

She didn't get aggressive with me but she did run her fingers through my hair and massaged my head. It felt great. In fact I don't remember ever feeling that good. She had me totally relaxed and when I let my head fall on her shoulder she gasped. If that is what pleased her then there was plenty more where that came from.

We got out of the car and went into her hotel. I felt like every eye in the place was on us as we walked through the lobby. Did they know what we were going to do? I didn't care; all I wanted was to get naked with this sexy older woman.

The whole ride in the elevator I racked my brain over how I should act. She wanted a little boy and the more I played that role the happier she would be.

When we got to her room I said, "Mommy, would it be ok if I stay up past my bedtime? I'm not really tired."

She smiled and ran her fingers through my hair. "You're such a good little boy."

I don't know what it was, but when she touched me like that it made me feel all warm inside. It was the greatest feeling and I'm including when I masturbate. She knew how to make me feel super good just by touching my head. I imagined what would happen when she got to my dick and that got me over the top excited.

I let my head fall onto her should and said, "I love you mommy." The crazy thing was, I think I meant it. I never really knew what it was like to have a mom and it was really cool.

We crossed into the room and my first thought was to kiss her but then I thought, what would a little boy do?

She stood in front of me and undid my bow tie and then the top button of my shirt. It was so hot. I was really excited, and wanted to get to it, but I didn't want to upset her, so I remained patient.

"You're such a handsome little boy in your tux," she said and then she unbuttoned more of my shirt.

The way she was touching me was really turning me on and she hadn't even gotten to my dick. Is this what it was like to receive a mother's attention? I really liked it.

When she undid my pants and touched my dick I lost all control and started coming. I was super embarrassed; she must have thought I really was a little boy, unable to control myself. But she was cool about it, grabbing a warm washcloth and gently cleaning me up.

The way she touched me was sexy as hell. I know she was just cleaning me up but the way she put her hands everywhere, like I belonged to her and she could do whatever she wanted, was awesome. I never felt more comfortable and happy in my entire life. I felt so good I got another bonor.

She finished removing the last of my clothes and I was totally naked while she was still in her dress from the wedding. It felt kind of weird but at the same time natural. I was ok with her being in charge and it was quite obvious that she liked it too.

"Why don't you get up on the bed little boy," she said.

I jumped up on the bed and spread my legs. I was ready for sex.

She didn't get on top of me; in fact, she didn't even take off her dress. Instead she went to her bag and pulled something out. It was baby powder and a diaper. She wasn't kidding when she said she wanted to put me in a diaper.

My opinion hadn't changed from before; if she was going to give me sex she could do whatever she wanted. She lifted my legs, she was much stronger than I expected, and she placed the diaper on the bed under my ass. She then sprayed baby powder all over me and started rubbing my cock. It felt great, and I would have let her do that all night, but then she put a pacifier in my mouth.

I would have gone along with what she wanted but then I thought, what baby wants a pacifier when his mommy's got beautiful tits. I spit out the pacifier, pointed at her boobs and started to cry.

It worked. She dropped her dress, undid her bra and offered me her breast. I was in heaven when I kissed my first breast, and what a beautiful breast it was, she was large and firm but soft and smooth, and her nipples were perfect, the size of a pencil eraser, sticking straight out. I sucked her tit into my mouth and the moment I did she gasped in delight.

I thought she was going to continue rubbing my cock but she didn't, instead she wrapped the diaper around me and cuddled me in her arms.

I know this will probably sound weird but I was really starting to like the way she held me, and caressed my skin. I felt safe in her arms, like I didn't need to worry about anything. And I still had her nipple in my mouth, which I loved.

I had quite a bit to drink at the wedding and nature was calling. I wasn't sure what to do. I sure as hell didn't want to break away from her at that moment, so I took a chance. She put me in a diaper; I was about to find out what she would do if I peed in that diaper?

It was difficult to let the pee go with clothes on but once it started it flowed freely. The diaper that was kind of comfy when dry did not feel so good when it was bulky and wet. I knew a baby wasn't supposed to talk but I wanted out of that diaper. I started a fake cry and she jumped to my rescue, burying my face between her naked breasts and holding me in her arms. I liked her breasts but I loved the way it felt when she held me in her arms.

She took off the diapers and used a wipe to get me clean. The way she rubbed my cock was very exciting and she didn't stop. She kept rubbing me and somehow she knew when I was getting close to orgasm because she would pull back at the last possible second. I tried to act like a baby the whole time but it wasn't easy, my eyes kept rolling back in my head and I felt so good I wanted to thank her.

It was really cool and I wondered how long she could keep me on the brink. Just as that thought crossed my mind she gave me several quick strokes in a row and I exploded. The cum shot up and hit me in the chin. If I had been looking down it would have gone in my mouth.

As great as it felt to shoot my load, my favorite part was the naked hug that followed. She had a way of making me feel good, not with sex but with intimacy, I really liked it and I really liked her.


CHAPTER 3

Good Boy Mark

"What do you say we take a bath?" she asked. The whole situation just kept getting better and better.

She filled the tub with warm water and helped me in. She used her hands and a cloth to wash my whole body. I imagined that that was what it was like to be a little boy with a mommy to take care of you. It was wonderful.

She let me play with her breasts and nipples and I let her play with my cock. It got me super excited and I think she was impressed that I was able to get it up again after having cum twice already.

"Look at how big you are," she said. I figured every mom said that to her little boy but it was still nice to hear.

She did it again, rubbing my dick and getting me excited but not letting me cum. I don't know how she knew how, but she was very good at it.

Then Mommy Claire said, "You're very hairy, would it be ok if mommy shaved you?"

I was ready to do whatever mommy said, not just because she was rubbing my cock, but because of the way she made me feel. I loved her, as strange as that is to say about someone you just met, it was true. I loved the way she made me feel and I loved that she was willing to go out of her way to make me feel that way.

I figured a baby could nod to say yes but I thought it would be more fun to get my face back between her breasts, so that's what I did.

She stood up and left the bathroom and at first I thought I had done something wrong but she was right back, a can of shaving cream in one hand and a straight razor in the other. I had only been shaving my face for a short while, and had certainly never shaved my cock, so this was going to be an experience, but I wasn't worried. I laid back in the tub, spread my legs, and gave mommy complete access.

She started by putting some shaving cream in her palm and then rubbed it all over my dick and balls. God did that feel good. Then one of her fingers traveled south and she touched my butthole. I had never been touched there before and it made me flinch. Her finger returned there several more times and I slowly got used to the feeling.

Once she was done shaving me she spent some time inspecting her work. She rubbed my dick, balls and asshole and the more she did the more natural it became. Mommy could put her hands anywhere she wanted on me. It was very intimate; I really liked it.

While she played with my cock I suckled on her breasts. It was amazing. In fact, I think both of us were very happy with how the whole night was transpiring.


EPISODE 4

Good Boy Mark

We finished up in the bathroom and moved out to the bed. She still had her hand on my dick and I felt the familiar stirrings of another orgasm.

"Calm down little boy," she said.

It may sound strange but every time I called her mommy, or she called me her good little boy, I got excited. It wasn't the physical stimulus it was mental. I liked being her good little boy. I really wanted her to be my mommy.

She spread my legs and started kissing up my thighs. Was I about to get my first blow job? I shifted my body, trying to give her easier access to my dick.

Her mouth never went on my dick but one of her hands rubbed my balls while the other stroked my asshole. I don't know what it was about my butt but she seemed fixated on touching me there. I was fine with that, anything to please mommy, but then she worked a finger inside of me and I thought I would jump out of my skin.

She tried to be gentle but her finger was a strange invader in my ass. I wasn't going to tell her no, for fear it might mean the end of our night, but I didn't like the way it felt.

Silently I hoped this part would end but then something strange happened. She rubbed a spot inside my ass that didn't feel uncomfortable; in fact it felt great. Maybe I was just getting used to it but I liked it and no longer wanted her to stop.

"Does my little boy like that?" she asked.

"Oh God yes," I responded and I immediately realized I answered as a man, not as her baby.

If she noticed she didn't say anything. She took her finger out of my ass and at first I was disappointed but soon it was finding its way back inside of me. It was awkward until she found that spot again and when she did I realized it wasn't her finger but a vibrator. And boy did that feel good.

With the vibrator up my butt she went to town stroking and rubbing my cock and balls. I had already cum twice and number three was fast approaching.

That is when the moment I had been waiting for finally happened. She got on top of me and I felt my dick go inside of her. I was having sex for the very first time and it was better than I had ever imagined. She rode me up and down and I was in heaven. With each stroke her breasts got closer and closer to my face and when they got close enough that I could suck on her nipples heaven got even better.

"Good boy," she said, "fuck Mommy real good."

Her pussy on my dick and her tits in my face were incredible, but it was her telling me to fuck mommy that was too much for me to handle. I knew I couldn't hold it back so I grabbed her ass and held her in place while I pushed my dick in as far as I could get. It was the most incredible experience and I had mommy to thank for it.


EPISODE 5

Good Boy Mark

"You were a fantastic little boy," she said, "you're welcome to stay the night if you like."

I was glad she said that because the way I felt I wanted to stay with her forever. I wasn't sure if we were still in role play mode so I asked, "Is it ok if I speak?"

She laughed. "Of course, play time is over for right now, unless you want to keep going."

"I would like to go more, but I was hoping I could ask some questions."

She smiled and said, "Fire away."

I took a moment to figure how to say what I wanted to say. "I have fantasized about mommy sex for so long, I can't believe this just happened."

She gave me a hug and said, "You were wonderful. I never would have known it was your first time. You're a natural."

"I wasn't acting," I admitted, "I like you being my mommy."

She smiled and ran her fingers through my hair. It made my whole body tingle and I was right back in that place, in the warmth and safety of mommy's arms. Now that I had found her I never wanted to let her go.

"Do you do this often?" I asked, "and how do you find a partner? I'm afraid to even tell people I fantasize about mommy sex."

"If you know where to look you can find a partner," she said, "but it's not always easy."

"Can we do this again?" I asked, but what I really wanted was to be her good little boy forever.

"I live in Las Vegas," she said, "but if you are ever there, or I come back to Philadelphia, I'd be happy to meet with you."

Las Vegas? Could she have been any further away? "I don't think I can afford to go to Vegas," I told her.

She was quick to respond. "If you'd like to come out and visit me, I can take care of the airfare."

"Really?" That was a very generous offer. "I'd like that," I said, but deep inside I was disappointed, I wanted to see her every day.

She must have sensed what I was thinking. "I'd be happy to be your mommy," she said. "You let me know when you want to come out and I'll take care of all the details."

We laid there next to each other, naked, my skin rubbing gently next to hers. It was glorious but I also knew it was short lived. My mind raced trying to come up with an answer but there wasn't anything that could overcome the thousands of miles that would separate us.

I fell asleep in mommy's arms and I have to admit I don't think I ever slept so well in my entire life.

In the morning we had sex again. I savored every moment, suckling her breasts, kissing her lips and feeling the loving attention that was about to leave me.

We ate breakfast and the whole time I wanted to beg her to stay but she had to go and so did I. We said goodbye with a kiss and I mourned my loss, not of my first sex, but of the Mommy I so desperately wanted in my life.


Lesson Time

Mommy Claire
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Prologue

Mommy Claire

I enjoy introducing people to the adult baby lifestyle and aiding their journey along the joys of age regression. Through the years I have met many wonderful people and viewed the transition of many hearts and minds to the healing powers of adult baby, and mommy, play. While most of my interactions have been with incredibly positive people, there have been times when I have come across those who didn't respect the lifestyle, but instead wanted to exploit it. When encountering those select few I have always felt an obligation, to myself and to my community, to teach a lesson, about the proper respect and etiquette due to all human beings, adult baby and grown adult alike.


EPISODE 1

Mommy Claire

From time to time I run ads on boards to offer my services to interested and curious adult babies. I screen my participants thoroughly, searching for men and women who will come to the meeting with an open mind and a pure heart. You'd be surprised at how many inquiries I get from men just looking to get off, completely missing the spirit of the mommy adult baby relationship.

One evening I received a call from a guy who was so far off the mark as to what the adult baby world was all about, I felt compelled to intervene.

"Hello, this is Mommy Claire," I answered.

"Hi, yes, I got your number from a friend of a friend."

"Is that so," I said. He was starting off with a lie and I didn't like that. "Why don't you tell me what it is that you're looking for?"

He paused a moment and then said, "I understand you're an expert at infantilizing men and I'd like to hire you to train me."

Most first timers were uncertain and nervous, this guy didn't demonstrate any of those characteristics. "Have you been infantilized before?" I asked.

"Oh no, nothing like that," he said. "I got my bitch into a diaper and made him shit himself. But I want complete control of him and that's where you come in."

Did he really just say that? Did he want to violate the sanctity of the mother child relationship for his own dominating needs? Most men would have received a firm 'no' at that point but there was a victim in this situation, someone that needed saving, and a bully that needed to be taught a lesson.

"I can meet with you on Saturday morning at nine o'clock. I'll text you the address, don't be late."

"Perfect," he replied. "We'll see you on Saturday morning."

That gave me three days to prepare, to restore dignity to one child, and bring a sense of reality back to another.


EPISODE 1

Jamie

I made arrangements to take Ted to the foremost expert on infantilism in the Las Vegas area. I wanted him to be completely submissive to me and I was willing to pay her two thousand dollars so he would be my adult baby, and I his omnipotent master.

Her name was Mommy Claire and she had a reputation as a woman who could control anyone, man or woman, and make him or her her little playthings. I wanted that power and a couple thousand dollars was a minor investment to be able to get it.

I controlled Ted by manipulating his orgasm. Really what I did was drive his lust and then deny him his orgasm but the result was the same, he became so desperate for release he was willing to do anything for me.

As much as I enjoyed dominating him that way, I didn't want anyone else having control over my guy. I decided I was going to take all of his sexual energy before we got to Mommy Claire's.

We always traveled via Lyft and always requested the same drivers. Some guys were such assholes about us fooling around in the back seat so we stuck to our regulars who didn't care what kind of mess we made. I think we tipped well too but what did I care; it wasn't my money.

I went down on Ted, which was a break from our normal routine. I always let him suck my dick, and would sometimes give him hand jobs, but today was different, today I wanted to completely drain his balls so sexual stimulation and gratification would be off the table for Mommy Claire.

All my friends say I give the best blow jobs. Not just because I can work the cock to a frenzy of sexual pleasure; but because I can keep it there, right at the height of sensual delight, for the longest amount of time. Who wouldn't want to stay in orgasmic euphoria for eternity? It's a wonderful experience that I save for special occasions.

I worked Ted up, keeping him in that extended state of bliss until every drop of semen was ready to be expelled from his body. I was about to put him through his final run when our driver interrupted.

"We're here," he announced.

Shit. The timing was totally messed up. I lost my rhythm on Ted's cock. His orgasm was slipped away from me as we passed through the front gate of Mommy Claire's estate. I still managed to get him off, but it was a minor event, not the testicle draining experience I was hoping for.


EPISODE 1

Ted

We were headed to some adult baby doctor that Jamie wanted me to see. I didn't want to be an adult baby but Jamie felt like it would give him greater control over me. He already dominated every aspect of my life, from my job to my home life, what more control could he get? Or want?

We always hired the same Lyft drivers and they never made a big deal out of what we did in the back seat. Today Jamie serviced my cock for the whole ride.

Jamie is phenomenal. I know I have different descriptions of him at different times, but when he wanted to give sexual pleasure there was no one better. His lips and tongue were incredible the way they slathered every inch of my cock, and his hands were relentless in the way they massaged every sensitive nerve ending until my entire lower body was tingling with excitement. I didn't know what I did to deserve such a reward but I savored every moment of it.

We arrived at our destination earlier than either of us expected and that resulted in an incomplete orgasm. I came but it wasn't at a peak and I still had some pent up energy left.

This woman’s place was incredible. We had to be buzzed in at the front gate and it took us five minutes just to drive from the front gate to the house. And I call it a house but it was a mansion, the first mansion I had ever been in.

Jamie led the way. "Ms. Claire," he said, greeting the woman at the door, offering his hand to shake.

She was a beautiful woman. Her physical features were stunning but she had a glow about her that was very warm and welcoming. I don't usually talk in those terms but in that situation it fit, there was something spiritual, other worldly, about her.

"You must be Ted," she said to me and when she spoke she had a way of making me feel like I was the only person in the world.

She hugged me and at first I thought it was odd but as she held me I felt that warmth; that glow, travel from her to me. It felt good. I didn't know how she did it but I liked it and I liked her.

"It's ok," she whispered in my ear, "Mommy Claire's got you, everything's going to be ok."

She made the hairs on the back of my neck stand on end and I wanted to hug her again but she pulled away to address both of us. "I'm going to split you up. Jamie, you will come with me, and Ted, you will wait here."


EPISODE 2

Mommy Claire

The buzz from the front gate on Saturday morning let me know my guests had arrived. I checked to make sure everyone was ready before letting them in.

The man leading the way up my front steps was Jamie. He was young, not so bad looking, and extremely arrogant. The image of the self-absorbed asshole, the one that he presented over the phone, was magnified by ten in real life.

"Ms. Claire," he said, all formal like, extending his hand to shake.

I go by Mommy Claire but I did not correct him. He was going to receive plenty of corrective measures today I didn't think he needed another. I shook his hand and showed him into the house but it was his friend I was really interested in.

"You must be Ted," I said to the second man, the man who walked a couple of paces behind, his head hung low. I hated to see anyone like that, he was broken, and what was worse, the person who was supposed to care for him, was selfishly seeking his own pursuits.

I gave Ted a long, warm hug. At first he was stiff but the longer I held him he began to loosen up, and when I felt his outer shell peeling away I whispered in his ear. "It's ok, Mommy Claire's got you. Everything's going to be ok."

I don't know if he understood, people who have been abused often don't know who they can trust, or if there is anyone they can rely on. I intended to give Ted a safe place to help him on his way.

I addressed both of my guests. "I'm going to split you up. Jamie," I said, speaking to the pompous ass, "You will come with me, and Ted, you will wait here."

Jamie was excited to go first which was good, if he was excited there was a better chance he would go along with my plan.

We went into the first bedroom. "Take off your clothes," I said, "and get on the bed, we need to get you in a diaper."

"I don't think you understand," Jamie said, "I'm here to learn how to control him. I'm not the baby."

"You don't understand," I responded, "the only way to learn is from the ground up. Do you want to learn how to be a good and dominant daddy?"

He did want to learn, that was clear, the only question was whether he would go along with all of my commands. He struggled with his decision, I could see him running through his options, but he really didn't have any, if he wanted to learn from me he was going to have to play by my rules.

He agreed. They always do. He wanted, and he wasn't prepared to walk away without satisfying that desire.

Jamie took off his clothes and climbed onto the bed. I would normally spend a good amount of time rubbing baby powder into his cock before swaddling him in a diaper but Jamie was gay and wasn't going to be erotically charged by what I had to offer, but that didn't mean I didn't have a plan.

I have many adult baby friends, they love me and I love them. They would do anything for me and I for them. Tyler was one of those babies, and he was very eager to do me a favor.

Now let me describe Tyler. In addition to his work on the modeling circuit he also competed nationally in body building contests. He and his good friend Linda were both hard body babies of mine. I called them my twins and they were perfect for those times when I wanted to get lost in pure physical appeal.

When Tyler walked into the bedroom wearing nothing but a cloth diaper that barely covered his loins, Jamie just about lost it. He was enamored with Tyler at first sight and was ready and willing to do whatever I said, just for an opportunity to stay near him.

"Would you like to see his dick?" I asked.

Jamie looked at me with wide eyes. "Can I?"

"You can," I said, "but if he pulls it out he's going to want you to suck him off, do you think you can get him off?"

Jamie smiled broadly. "I know I can."

"Ok." I nodded to Tyler who took off his diaper.

Jamie was on his knees worshipping Tyler's cock in an instant. He sucked and slurped and gobbled every inch of it. I could see on Tyler's face that what Jamie was doing was stimulating him. And Jamie didn't just use his mouth; his hands were very active on Tyler's balls and ass as well. It wasn't long before Tyler tensed up and ejaculated. Like a good little cock sucker Jamie swallowed every last drop.

Tyler was a little dazed; I don't think he expected Jamie to be so skilled at oral sex.

Pride was evident on Jamie's face, a look that transformed into arrogance when he turned and looked at me.

I laid out two diapers and put both of my babies on top of them on the bed. Tyler knew the routine and Jamie was quick to follow Tyler's lead. It was funny to see how different Jamie was when he wanted something, and even though he had already sucked his dick, he still wanted Tyler bad. It was funny the effect supreme physical beauty can have. Gone was Jamie the dominant alpha male, replaced by Jamie the desperate and pining little boy.

His transition was coming along nicely but he wasn't there yet.

After the diaper was wrapped on each of them I secured a chastity belt on Tyler. He willingly gave me control and Jamie watched every moment. When it was his turn he offered no resistance, allowing me to lock his belt in place with ease.

Once Jamie was locked tight I stowed the key and then undid the restraints on Tyler.

Jamie watched in disbelief. "What are you doing?" he asked.

"Tyler has already proven himself a worthy little boy," I answered, "he has no need for a training device."

Jamie looked at me quizzicality, "Training device?"

"To help you," I said. "You can't be a good mommy or daddy until you know what it's like to be a baby."

That's when it dawned on him and the look on his face was priceless. He was going to find out what it meant to be forced to soil a diaper and I was quite certain it was going to be an eye opening experience for him.

He looked right at me. "I don't have to go and you can't make me."

I couldn't contain my laugh. He was already regressing, acting like a little child. "It's ok little boy, mommy isn't going to make you do anything."

I didn't wait for his response. I had another guest who was more worthy of my time and I needed to get to him. "Tyler can you show our friend around?"

Tyler agreed, as I knew he would, and I left to find Ted.


EPISODE 2

Jamie

I was excited to learn from Mommy Claire. I bounded up her front steps two at a time.

She was waiting for us at the door. "Hello Ms. Claire," I said. I offered her my hand to shake.

She shook my hand but rather rudely moved past me to Ted. I understood he was the baby-to-be, but I was the customer, I was the one paying her bill.

"You must be Ted," she said and gave him a hug. She was obviously setting him up to be the submissive baby. I thought she whispered something to him while they were hugging but from where I stood I couldn't be sure.

Mommy Claire turned from Ted and said, "I'm going to split you up. Jamie, you will come with me, and Ted, you will wait here."

Finally, the respect I deserved. It was time we went to talk about what I expected for my money.

Mommy Claire led me down a side hallway to a small bedroom where she said, "Take off your clothes and get on the bed, we need to get you in a diaper."

She was mistaken; I had to set her straight. "I don't think you understand. I'm here to learn how to control him. I'm not the baby."

She was quick to respond. "You don't understand, the only way to learn is from the ground up. Do you want to learn how to be a good and dominant daddy?"

I wished I hadn't paid everything up front. She had my money. I still wanted to learn but I didn't want to be put in a diaper. I wasn't that guy; I was the guy that controlled that guy. In the end I didn't have a choice, I was in too deep to turn back.

She watched me as I disrobed and it made me a little self-conscious. I have a great body and all, it was just that I was naked and she was still in her clothes. It was uneven.

Naked, I climbed onto the bed, silently wondering what she planned to do to me. I expected that she would rub my penis with baby powder, showing me how a mother loves her baby, but she didn't do that. She opened the door to the room next door and brought in a grown man in a diaper.

Let me rephrase that, she brought in a Herculean God to please me. His name was Tyler and he had the body that I have always dreamed of but had never been with. Sure there were guys in my circle that worshipped the gym but they were nowhere near what Tyler offered. His muscles were defined from top to bottom, every sinewy strand of strength, worked and toned to perfection. I instantly wanted to caress every inch, to explore every muscle and fondle every curve. If his perfect muscular physique wasn't enough he was hot, strikingly handsome to most, but to me he was the God Adonis and I was ready to worship at his feet.

Mommy Claire looked at me and said, "Would you like to see his dick?"

At that point I was able to see just about all of his perfect body but if she was going to let me peek under the curtain I was game. "Can I?"

"You can," she said, "but if he pulls it out he's going to want you to suck him off, do you think you can get him off?"

That was music to my ears. I was going to work over his beautiful body until he was in love with me. "I know I can," I said confidently.

"Ok," she said. She nodded to Tyler who responded by taking off his diaper.

I crawled over to that beautiful beast. Not only did he have an amazing body, but his cock was almost eight inches long and plenty thick. It wasn't the biggest I had ever seen but I thought for certain he was going to show the side effects of steroid use or something.

I sucked the head into my mouth and really worked the frenum with my tongue. Guys love that, especially when I vary the pressure and swirl my tongue around the rim. I added my hands to increase the stimulation, bringing his ass and balls in on the action.

Any good cock sucker can get a guy off, the real magic is in extending the inevitable. I worked Tyler's cock to the brink of orgasm but kept him in that delicious space until his mind was lost in ecstasy. I only wished I could have also been whispering in his ear, asserting my dominance in his life.

If we didn't have an audience I would have strung him along longer but, as it was, Mommy Claire was lording over our every move. I was so lost in servicing Tyler and his beautiful body I almost forgot why I was there, and what I wanted to learn from Mommy Claire.

I sent Tyler over the edge and gobbled every drop. I took pride in my cock sucking skills and let Tyler know there was more where that came from if he hung around with me. It took us a moment but when we finally collected our thoughts Mommy Claire was motioning us along.

She had two diapers laid out on the bed. Tyler climbed up onto the bed and positioned himself in the center of one. I figured I better fall in line so I did exactly as he did.

Mommy Claire doused each of us with baby powder and rubbed our cocks. She then swaddled us in the diapers and gave each of us a raspberry kiss on our stomachs. I thought it was kind of corny but Tyler seemed to really like it.

She then secured a belt around Tyler's waist and another around mine. I wasn't sure what it was at first; at least until I watched her unlock Tyler and not me, and then I realized it was a chastity belt. My cock was locked until Mommy Claire said otherwise. "What are you doing?" I asked.

"Tyler has already proven himself a worthy little boy," she replied, "he has no need for a training device."

WTF? What did she mean? "Training device?" I asked

She smiled at me, a condescending smile. "To help you. You can't be a good mommy or daddy until you know what it's like to be a baby."

That's when it dawned on me; she was going to try to make me shit my pants. But I wasn't going for her games. "I don't have to go and you can't make me."

"It's ok little boy," she said in her mommy voice, "mommy isn't going to make you do anything."

I was about to say something but she stormed off before I could, calling over her shoulder, "Tyler can you show our friend around?"


EPISODE 2

Ted

I watched Jamie walk away with Ms. Claire and I imagined that they were going to talk about me. About how I could be more submissive to Jamie, and how he could have more control of my life. I might have stood there and pondered it longer but a very attractive woman came down the hall and approached me.

"Hello you must be Ted," she said and offered her hand. "I'm Miss Kelly."

I shook her hand but I couldn't take my eyes off of her legs and her chest. She was a very attractive woman, blonde hair, blue eyes, but the outfit she was wearing, a pink baby doll nighty, was the sexiest thing I had ever seen. She was dripping sex appeal and I was instantly smitten.

"Why don't we step into the sitting room?" Miss Kelly asked.

I would have followed her anywhere. When she turned, her cute little butt cheeks showed below the hemline of her nighty, I couldn't contain my erection.

We sat down across from each other and I couldn't decide where to look. Her legs were spread and I had a beautiful view of her panty clad pussy. The fabric was tight and I could see the shape of her kitty lips. Her bosoms were heaving and her cleavage was an absolute delight. And to top it all off, when I looked in her eyes she gazed directly back, we connected, and it felt good.

I don't remember what we talked about but I do remember when she ran her hand up my thigh and began stroking my dick through my pants. I couldn't believe it was happening. I was afraid to do anything that might jinx it.

She rubbed and rubbed and I struggled to keep from hyperventilating. I was so excited I didn't want it to end. I was even ok with her making me cum, even knowing it was going to make a sticky mess in my pants.

Then she stopped.

"Wait, what?"

I never got an answer. Miss Kelly stood up and led me out of the sitting room. I followed with an awkward bulge in my pants.

I caught up to her by the front door where she gave me a kiss and said, "I have some things that I need to do but I'll see you later."

I watched her cute little butt as she scurried away. I was very excited to see her again.


EPISODE 3

Ted

I wasn't waiting long but it was enough for my hard on to go down. That is when Ms. Claire returned.

"Oh dear," she said, "you haven't been standing here alone all this time have you?"

"Oh no, Miss Kelly just left," I said. "She's very nice." I didn't know what else to say. Did this woman know what we just did? I didn't want to get Miss Kelly in trouble and I definitely didn't want to mess up any chance I had for later.

"I'm glad you got to meet, she's one of my favorite babies," Ms. Claire said.

It was weird to hear Miss Kelly called a baby. She was a beautiful, vibrant woman in my eyes.

Ms. Claire looked me in the eyes and said, "Ted, would you like to come with me and experience Mommy Claire love?"

It was an odd question and I wasn't sure what to say. I knew Jamie brought me there to explore adult baby life and it made natural sense that baby play went hand in hand with mommy love, but still I wasn't sure what to do.

Ms. Claire made it clear. "Jamie brought you here to learn," she said. "Are you going to be a good boy or do I have to go talk to Jamie?"

"No, no, it's ok," I answered. I didn't want Jamie upset. "We can do whatever you want."

She smiled. "Perfect, come with me."

We walked up the broad sweeping staircase. It wasn't where she went with Jamie and I was very curious to see what we would find.

At the top of the stairs and just down the hall we entered a large bedroom decorated with fine antiques. There was a large four-poster bed in the center and Ms. Claire ordered me onto it.

"Take off your clothes and get in the center of the bed," she said.

I was a little self-conscious taking my clothes off in front of her but I managed ok. When I moved to the bed she sat down first and motioned for me to put my head in her lap.

Now I mentioned before that Ms. Claire was a very attractive woman but at that time all I could think about was Miss Kelly. I wanted to see her again.

Ms. Claire ran her fingers through my hair and it felt nice. She massaged my scalp and it relaxed me. Her fingers began to explore down my chest and I felt myself getting excited. I may have been enamored with Miss Kelly but I couldn't ignore this beautiful woman that was making me feel so incredible.

I never noticed her undressing but when I felt her bare bosom next to my cheek I did what came natural, burying my face in her breast and searching for her nipple with my lips. When I found it and latched on, she responded with an audible gasp. It was an electric moment, I was in heaven and I think she was too.

I suckled on her breast and felt my mind slipping back to that time, when mommy was in control, and I didn't have a care in the world. It was a magical feeling and I loved her for giving it to me.

As phenomenal as the connection between us was, it grew even stronger when her hand slid down my stomach and onto my dick. Her touch sent a jolt of pleasure up my spine and my cock began to pulse and throb. The more excited I got the harder I suckled at her breast, and the harder I suckled the more stimulus she gave me. It was a roller coaster of sensual excitement and she was in complete control.

I liked the way I felt. Not just the physical stimulus, which was incredible, but the connectedness and the submission. Ms. Claire loved me, I felt safe in her arms.

Ms. Claire and Jamie must have learned at the same hand job academy because they both did the same thing to me. They brought me closer and closer to orgasm without allowing me the satisfaction of release. It was maddeningly pleasurable and stripped me of any sense of control.

With Jamie I held out and held out until he broke my will. It was a glorious way to lose but the moment he conquered me I became inexplicably his. Now the image of his control was so rooted at the core of my sexual being that I could not break away.

I saw where Ms. Claire was taking me and I decided to give in before being conquered. I gave her control, and it was wonderful, but the longer lasting effects would be less permanent. Despite giving in to her she continued the manipulation until I began to whimper.

She finally brought me over the edge and I never came so much in my entire life. Between the incomplete orgasm I had with Jamie in the car, and the total build up without release with Miss Kelly in the sitting room, I was ready to let it all out.

It felt awesome, suckling at Mommy's tit, completely spent from the mind-altering orgasm.

"Would it be ok if Mommy cleans you and puts you in a diaper?" she asked.

I agreed, what else could I do? The more I gave in the better everything felt.

Being diapered by Mommy Claire was so much different than with Jamie. Mommy Claire nurtured me with love and I felt her warmth and compassion in every act. I loved her and I felt like she loved me. "I love you mommy," I said, and that was the moment I accepted her as my Mommy Claire.

Mommy Claire ran her fingers through my hair and I was in heaven. "Ted," she cooed, "I have some things I need to take care of, is it ok if I bring Miss Kelly in to spend time with you?"

I had completely forgotten about Miss Kelly. Time with Mommy Claire was very powerful, I didn't want mine to end but I didn't want to make her mad. "Yes mommy," I said.

"My little Teddy bear," she said, "I'll be back. You be a good boy for Miss Kelly and Mommy will give you a special treat when I return. Ok?"

A special treat? That sounded amazing.


EPISODE 3

Mommy Claire

Ted was waiting for me when I returned to the foyer.

"Oh dear," I said, "you haven't been standing here alone all this time have you?"

"Oh no," he answered, "Miss Kelly just left. She's very nice."

"I'm glad you got to meet, she's one of my favorite babies," I said. When I said the word 'babies' he reacted. He wasn't coming to our world of free choice, and that wasn't how it was supposed to work. I needed to show him that he could make his own decisions.

"Ted, would you like to come with me and experience Mommy Claire love?"

He looked at me but did not respond. He wasn't sure what he was supposed to do.

"Jamie brought you here to learn," I said. I knew I was manipulating the situation but I was doing it for Ted's own good. "Are you going to be a good boy or do I have to go talk to Jamie."

"No, no, it's ok, we can do whatever you want."

"Perfect," I said, "come with me."

I led Ted upstairs to a separate wing of my house. The suites provided more privacy and I thought Ted would appreciate the separation. We entered my favorite room, a Victorian style suite with tall ornate furniture and a gorgeous four-poster bed. I always found it to be wonderfully romantic and hoped Ted would feel comfortable there.

"Take off your clothes and get in the center of the bed," I said to Ted. I didn't see any point in waiting, he was going to obey me, his fear of Jamie was too strong not to.

I sat at the top of the bed and put Ted's head in my lap. I traced circles on his bare chest with one hand and massaged his scalp with the other. I continued the massaging motions until he was relaxed. Once I felt the tension leave his body I unfastened the top of my dress, undid my bra and released my breast.

I allowed my nipple to graze Ted's cheek. It only took a moment and he turned, burying his face in my breast and finding my nipple in his lips. The moment he suckled me in I gasped, that first connection was always so glorious, I loved it and I loved him.

Ted suckled at my teat and I allowed my hand to wander down his chest, across his stomach and on to his cock. He was semi erect when I first touched him but quickly grew in size as my hand stroked and caressed his member. I enjoyed rubbing his cock while he sucked on my nipple, it was a wonderfully relaxing experience and I think Ted liked it too.

I practiced a routine I had recently learned called edging. I stroked Ted's cock, bringing him close to the brink of orgasm without allowing him to ejaculate. I did it once and then again and he responded very favorably. He seemed to like the heightened intensity and suckled harder on my nipple the closer he got to his orgasm.

On the third time bringing Ted close to the edge I noticed a difference in his behavior. He submitted to me, not because Jamie told him to, but because of the pleasure I was giving him. I liked the exchange of power and I intended to use it to heal Ted from the abuse he had been subjected to under Jamie.

I wasn't done with Ted's cock. I had practiced edging before but I had never had such incredible control as I did with him. I didn't want it to end. I stroked him closer and closer, bringing him to the edge and leaving him helpless. He whimpered, he cried, but he never took his eyes off of his mommy or his lips off of my breast. I felt so connected with him, he depended on me for his needs and I was so happy to please him.

I worked Ted's cock relentlessly and when it was finally time for his orgasm I expected it to shoot across the room but instead it dribbled out of his cock. While I was surprised that he didn't shoot I was even more surprised that it just kept coming. His cock continued to throb and throb, dispelling more and more semen all over his stomach.

I looked down at Ted. He was still suckling at my teat, a glazed look in his eyes.

"Would it be ok if Mommy cleans you and puts you in a diaper?" I asked.

Ted nodded his agreement. He may have been coerced into coming to visit me but he would be returning of his own volition.

Cleaning him up was a joy and I made sure he knew what it was to receive Mommy's love and attention. He reverted to his inner child and it was beautiful to watch.

With diaper wrapped around his bottom he nestled close to my breast and whispered, "I love you mommy."

I don't think he meant for me to hear it nor do I think it was meant for me. I think Ted found a memory, a spot in his life that represented complete joy and he was reverting back to that time and giving himself to the moment. He was at peace, and I was pleased that I was able to help him relive that experience.

"Ted," I said, running my fingers through his hair and soothing my good little boy. "I have some things I need to take care of, is it ok if I bring Miss Kelly in to spend time with you?"

"Yes mommy," he said and the way he said it I felt as if he was telling me what I wanted to hear and not what he meant.

I leaned in close to him, "My little Teddy bear, I will be back. You be a good boy for Miss Kelly and Mommy will give you a special treat when I return. Ok?"

The way his face lit up made my heart feel warm. He may not have been a natural to the adult baby world but he was in desperate need of mommy love and it was my pleasure to give it to him.


EPISODE 4

Jamie

Tyler offered to show me around. He said there were all sorts of cool things he could show me but everything I wanted to see was already in front of me. I asked if I could rub his body and he didn't seem to care so I took my liberties.

I started with his butt. It was so firm and taut I just wanted to bite it. Instead I settled for massaging the muscles with my hands, which included some minor exploration of his butthole with my fingers. He let me play for a while but then let me know his true preference.

"I'd like a guy who's completely submissive to me," he said.

I figured he spent enough time under Mommy Claire's thumb; he was ready to explore the world as the master of his own domain. If that's what he wanted then I was going to give it to him, and maybe steal one of Mommy Claire's prize possessions in the process.

"You can use me any way you want," I told him, and other than a few very extreme circumstances, I meant it.

Tyler started by bending me over and exploring my ass. He wasn't gentle and I wondered if it was his first time. I wanted to be his submissive little plaything but the way he was working my ass I was afraid he was going to rip me apart.

"Can we just try something different," I exclaimed.

Tyler wasn't too happy that I interrupted him.

"I don't think my ass can take that."

Tyler followed by grabbing my cock but that too he did with all the finesse of a bull in a China shop. I don't think he had ever touched a man before and I was his practice dummy. I needed to do something fast or he might rip something off.

"What would you think about feeding me your dick," I offered. I figured once I was sucking his dick he would be pacified.

Tyler pushed me onto my back and pushed his dick in my face. It wasn't how I was expecting it and when I didn't take it in my mouth right away he started swinging his dick like a billy club, slapping me across the face with it.

I didn't like what was happening to me but compared to the way he manhandled my dick and my ass it was a step up. I decided to feed his need to be in control. "Please use me, abuse me, make me feel cheap."

I don't know when Mommy Claire came into the room but I was never more relieved than when she interrupted us.

"Hi boys," she said.

Tyler snapped her a look and much to my surprise she gave him the nod to continue what he was doing. I didn't want to go back to being slapped with his cock so I wrapped my lips around him and began sucking for dear life.

I knew I could get Tyler off but I didn't expect him to pull out and give me a bukkake facial. Mommy Claire didn't miss a beat saying, "Leave it on and come over here."

No way. No way was I going to go over to talk to Mommy Claire with cum on my face. I looked to Tyler for help but he just shrugged his shoulders. "Do exactly as she says," he said. "Do you understand?"

WTF? We didn't need her, why didn't he understand that? "I want you not her," I told him.

He was quick to answer. "If you want me you better obey her."

So I went over to Mommy Claire with Tyler's cum on my face and she told us it was time for Tyler to feed me.

In a strange way him feeding me was kind of sexy. I prefer to be in control but I was definitely going to use the feeding routine on Ted when we got home. Tyler kept scooping up the baby food that didn't make it into my mouth and I swear he was intentionally gathering his cum off my face with each scoop. I had swallowed cum before so it was no big deal but there was something demeaning about being forced to eat it.

I had barely finished the last of the baby food when I felt those familiar stirrings. I shot Tyler a look. "Dude, you got to help me out, I need to shit."

Tyler shook his head. "Nothing I can do for you man, Mommy Claire's in charge."

"C'mon man," I pleaded, "I'll do whatever you want. I'll suck your dick again."

Tyler laughed at me. "Are you saying you'll only suck my dick if I let you out?"

Fuck. I was in a real bad spot.

"Just do as your told," Tyler said. "If you're really good through all of this, by the end we'll be brothers and then we can play all day every day."

Was he serious? Is that what it was going to take to be able to see Tyler full time. I didn't want to shit my pants but I did want him as a regular lover.

I was about to say yes when I farted and it wasn't dry. In that split second I lost control of my bowels and, try as I might, I couldn't get it back. It kept oozing out of me. I tried to hold it back but the harder I tried the more I failed until my mind told me I wasn't a man anymore.

The sounds that came out of me were unnatural. I was trying not to cry but I was broken, I wondered if I would ever be able to control myself again.

I hid my face in shame but Mommy Claire did not brag or express her victory in conquering me. She didn't do any of that. Instead she gathered me in and held me tight. She unlocked the chastity belt and freed me from my diaper, all with the love and care I so desperately needed.

When it came time to douse me with baby powder Tyler and Mommy Claire did it together. Rubbing my cock until I was rock hard.

"There's our good little boy," Mommy Claire said with a smile. I was happy to have pleased her.

Together Tyler and Mommy Claire dressed me. They put me back in the clothes I came in, a diaper still underneath. I wouldn't say anything; in fact I wouldn't even remove it until I had been home for several hours.

They walked me out but it was all quite a blur. I asked about Ted but they said he either already got a ride or would get one later, I wasn't sure.

I made it home safe and sound thanks to the Lyft driver but I would never be the same thanks to Tyler and Mommy Claire.


EPISODE 4

Mommy Claire

I walked in on Tyler kneeling over top of Jamie, slapping his face with his dick and then feeding him the head to suck on. Jamie loved every minute of it, begging to be Tyler's good boy, offering him anything and everything if he would use and abuse him.

Jamie was a unique study. He was a very sexual being and highly driven by Tyler's physical beauty. While I wasn't sure I, as mommy, could control him, Tyler had complete and utter command just by virtue of his physical appeal. That, and the fact that I had complete control of Tyler, meant that Jamie was going to do what I wanted, one way or another.

"Hi boys," I said, interrupting their session.

Tyler shot me a look; he wanted to finish. I nodded my approval and he urged Jamie to complete the task. Jamie didn't miss a beat; he sucked on the head while vigorously stroking Tyler's shaft and rubbing his balls. I always enjoyed watching a good orgasm and Tyler did not disappoint, he pulled out of Jamie's mouth at the last possible moment, spraying him in the face with his cum. The facial was so sexy, especially the way it degraded Jamie in front of me.

"Leave it on and come over here," I said to them.

Jamie, with cum on his face, looked to Tyler for instruction.

"Do exactly as she says," Tyler said. "Do you understand?"

Defiantly Jamie responded, "I want you not her."

"If you want me you better obey her," Tyler said. 

I knew I had my work cut out for me. Jamie didn't want to succumb to my control and while he wanted Tyler he still wasn't connecting submission to me to getting what he wanted. There was one last option and I was at that stage. I pulled Tyler aside to ask him to feed Jamie while I watched.

Jamie was very willing to do everything Tyler asked and gobbled every last bit of baby food that Tyler fed him. I watched every moment. It was glorious, not only because he was relying on another for his sustenance, but also because the baby food was laced with a diuretic. Jamie was still wearing the chastity belt overtop of his diaper and he was about to be infantilized in the exact same manner in which he had controlled Ted. I thought it a fitting response to his behavior.

The moment his bowels began to move Jamie's eyes went wide and he shot Tyler a look. "Dude, you got to help me out, I need to shit."

Tyler shook his head. "Nothing I can do for you man, Mommy Claire's in charge."

"C'mon man," Jamie pleaded, "I'll do whatever you want, I'll suck your dick again."

Tyler laughed. "Are you saying you'll only suck my dick if I let you out?"

Jamie shrunk. He knew it wasn't true. He was so infatuated with Tyler he was going to do whatever he was told.

"Just do as your told," Tyler admonished him. "If you're really good through all of this, by the end we'll be brothers and then we can play all day every day."

Jamie perked up when he heard that but what he didn't know was that he had no chance of becoming Tyler's brother. Tyler was pure of heart, as were all of my babies, and when it came to that test, Jamie was sorely lacking.

The promise of a potential life with Tyler was enough to tempt poor Jamie. The fact that the diuretic was quickly working its way through his system added to the urgency.

He was still debating his options when the moment hit, he had not yet come to acceptance. I imagined that was what it was like for Ted as well. The liquified feces found its way out and no matter how hard he tried, Jamie could not hold back the flow. To complicate matters, once the first drop found its way through, the rest followed suit, until the struggle was completely lost. Jamie did not willingly soil his diaper, he lost control of his bowels and the infantilizing effect was instant.

He began to cry, weep really, and he buried his face in the carpet, unable to look us in the eyes. We broke him and now he knew what he had done to Ted. I don't know if he appreciated the correlation but it was direct.

With tears rolling down his face, and his head turned to avoid looking at me, I unlocked his belt and began the process of changing his diaper.

I took extra care, giving him the love and attention every baby deserves. I wiped him clean and doused him with powder. Tyler and I rubbed it in to his genitals together and Jamie responded with an erection.

"There's our good little boy," I cooed.

Jamie looked up and for the first time since soiling himself he smiled. He was taking to the motherly attention, accepting his inferior role.

Tyler and I dressed Jamie in his street clothes, the diaper still underneath. He was a bit dazed, which wasn't uncommon, he just went through a considerable age Regression event, and he was going to be feeling the effects for quite some time.

We walked Jamie to the front door and said our goodbyes. He stood just outside the door, trying to collect his thoughts.

"What about Ted?" he asked.

"Ted still has work to do," I answered, "we can provide him with a ride home, and if he chooses to see you again that will be up to him."

Jamie didn't like that answer but there wasn't anything he could do. Mentally he was broken and physically he was no match for Tyler. With his tail between his legs he left, unsure of how drastically his life had just been changed.


EPISODE 5

Ted

No sooner had Mommy Claire left the room than Miss Kelly came in and I was instantly reminded of why I liked her so much. Not only was she incredibly beautiful but she had an amazing body that was accented by the little nighty that barely covered her sexy assets.

"Hi Ted," she said with a bright smile and a wave, "is it ok if I hang out with you?"

"Sure," I said, eager to be with her again.

She sat down next to me on the bed and I got a tingle up my spine. I wasn't sure what it all meant but it was super exciting being naked on a bed with a woman I had just met.

"So did you enjoy your time with Mommy Claire?" she asked.

I wasn't sure what to say. Did she know what happened between us? Would she be jealous? Or might she not want to be with me if she knew?

"It's ok," Miss Kelly said, "we all had a first time with Mommy Claire. My first time she dominated my pussy and made me beg to be her good little girl. It was so hot."

"Really?" I asked. I felt relieved to hear that. My time with Mommy Claire was awesome but I didn't think anyone would ever understand.

I recalled my entire experience to Miss Kelly. She liked hearing it and even began fingering herself when I got to the point of Mommy Claire bringing me to the brink but not allowing me to cum. I let her know how she had contributed to the large amount of cum that I finally shot.

She just giggled. Not only did she know, but she did it on purpose. Mommy Claire wanted me super excited by the time we got together and Miss Kelly's job was to make sure I was primed and ready.

I let her know she did a wonderful job.

"I can't give you an orgasm without Mommy Claire's permission," Miss Kelly said, "but we can still have fun."

I liked the idea of having fun with Miss Kelly. We started with sensual rub downs but that quickly escalated into lust driven passion so we had to back down. I was quite content to follow through to sex with Miss Kelly but she wasn't willing to break Mommy Claire's rules.

Our scaled back massaging morphed into me exploring her with my lips until I found her beautiful breasts. I suckled at her teat and it was magnificent.

I don't know when Mommy Claire returned but I reached a point where I had Miss Kelly's breasts on my face and her hands caressing my hair and scalp, while Mommy Claire gave special attention to my cock and balls. Her fingers skated lightly over every inch of me, sending tingles up my spine.

Being the center of attention of these beautiful and sensual women was a magical experience; I never knew where the next stimulus was going to come from but the pleasure never stopped.

Despite having two orgasms already Mommy Claire had no problem working up my lust one more time. She stroked my balls and shaft, bringing me deliciously close to orgasm over and over again.

I knew she wasn't going to let me cum but that didn't make it any easier. Her relentless edging was designed to make me submit and it was very effective at that power exchange. I no longer had any desire to resist and still she denied me the release I so desperately needed.

Mommy Claire expanded her territory, targeting her ministrations on my butthole. The soft caresses of my sphincter were nice but when she worked to my prostate I was lost in ecstasy. I'm not sure when she inserted the butt plug but I knew the exact moment she turned on the vibrator. I lost all sense of self, my entire body pulsing with the beat of that pleasure machine.

I could no longer tell what was happening around me. My eyes couldn't see and I could no longer speak. I had a singular thought and that was the intense pleasure that started at my ass and my penis and spread to every inch of me.

I don't know how long Mommy Claire and Miss Kelly kept me in that blissful state. It all blended together into one magnificent memory right up until my balls exploded and my cum shot up my chest. It was gloriously satisfying and I felt I could stay in that state of post-orgasmic bliss for the rest of my life.

Mommy Claire broke the extended silence when she said, "You are welcome to join our household as one of our babies if you like."

It was nice of her to say but I wasn't looking to become a permanent baby. "I have a job," I said, "and there's Jamie."

"You don't ever have to go back to him," she responded, "you're safe with us."

She seemed to know more about my relationship with Jamie than I thought. I just didn't know how much she knew. "I appreciate that, but there's more. Jamie has stuff on me."

"Blackmail?" she asked.

She obviously didn't know about the texts and the pictures, not to mention the video. "Kind of," I said, "but there's more than that."

She looked at me for more info. "I don't understand," she said.

It wasn't that simple. Jamie was embedded in my life, not just because of the pictures; he was also my assistant, and the key to my future at the company. "I don't either," I tried to explain, "but there's something about Jamie that I want in my life. I know he doesn't always show it, but he can be very good to me."

Mommy Claire didn't like my explanation but she seemed to accept it. "You are always welcome here, any day any time." She handed me her business card and I committed it to memory. I may have been going back to Jamie but that didn't mean I didn't want to spend more time with my new friends, Mommy Claire and Miss Kelly.


EPISODE 5

Mommy Claire

I returned to the Victorian suite to find Kelly nursing Ted on the bed. It wasn't the norm for two of my babies to be acting that way but it wasn't completely unheard of either. I encouraged all of my friends to go with the flow, to indulge in the moment, and Kelly and Ted were doing just that.

Silently I approached. I didn't want to interrupt the beauty of the moment. When I got close enough that I could touch, I traced a finger on Ted's calf, over his knee and up his inner thigh. By the time I reached his cock he had grown in size and his cock was bobbing up and down of its own accord. Ted was excited, by Kelly's beautiful bosoms, and by my ministrations.

It was about to get a whole lot better for Ted.

Kelly massaged his scalp and rubbed his neck while he continued to suckle at her breast. Meanwhile I positioned myself between his legs and began a slow methodical build up of his anticipation.

I used varying massage techniques to draw his body's attention toward the center of his sexual energy. All movements traveled towards his penis and soon he was shifting his hips in time with my strokes. He was taking to the therapy very well and that was only the beginning.

In addition to the strokes that traveled around his balls and up his shaft, I interspersed gentle caresses of his anus and sphincter. He enjoyed being massaged there and responded with a steady flow of pre cum. The combined techniques built up his excitement but they were only the appetizer; a precursor to the main event.

With his cock dribbling pre cum, and his upper body being sensually dominated by the loving caresses of Miss Kelly, I increased my attention on his butthole. It started with gentle exploration with my finger but the moment I found his prostate he instantly moaned and called out. He obviously liked it.

Like any good mother, when I found something my babies liked I gave it to them. I rubbed Ted's sphincter over and over again, until my wrist started to get tired, and then I inserted a vibrating butt plug and turned it on. The effect on him was magnificent.

Ted was lost in ecstasy. He wasn't sucking on Kelly's nipple anymore; in fact I'm not sure he still knew Kelly existed. He laid back, eyes rolled back in his head, incoherent moans coming from his voice and a steady stream of drool rolling from his lips.

I was careful playing with his cock, enough to keep the pleasure going but not so much to push him over the edge. He was in a delicious state and I wanted to continue that euphoria for as long as possible.

There is a limit to the amount of pleasure the human body can endure and Ted hit that wall at forty two minutes. When his ethereal moans turned into cries for help I answered his call, using a succession of rapid strokes on his cock to send him over the edge. Unlike his first orgasm with me, Ted shot his discharge clear across his chest, landing just below his neck. He grunted and groaned before collapsing in bliss.

The three of us lay there for more than a while, basking in the afterglow of Ted's orgasm. It was wonderful.

When we finally began to stir Kelly was the first one up, gathering a warm cloth to clean us up. While she did that I spoke to Ted.

"You are welcome to join our household as one of our babies if you like," I offered.

I don't think Ted fully understood the scope of the offer. "I have a job," he said, "and there's Jamie."

"You don't ever have to go back to him," I explained, "you're safe with us."

"I appreciate that," Ted said, "but there's more. Jamie has stuff on me."

"Blackmail?" I asked. Jamie had me angry before but now I was really pissed.

"Kind of," Ted answered, "but there's more than that."

"I don't understand," I said.

"I don't either," Ted responded, "but there's something about Jamie that I want in my life. I know he doesn't always show it, but he can be very good to me."

It sounded like the classic story of the abused, defending the abuser, unable to see the truth. I wanted to help him but I couldn't help someone who didn't know they had a problem.

I handed Ted my card. "You are always welcome here, any day any time."

Ted left that day and I have to say I was sad. It pained me to see someone I liked make such an obvious mistake. It was a learning experience for all of us. I did what I could, but in the end everyone has to choose his or her own path.
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PROLOGUE

Mommy Claire

In my much younger days, shortly after I turned eighteen, I met a couple that completely changed my life. Tom and Linda were older than me, by a couple of years, but in the ways of the world, they were light years beyond. Fortunately for me they were also patient and kind, taking me under their wing and introducing me to a world of sensual delights. My life wouldn't be the same were it not for Tom and Linda's guiding hands and I will forever be in their debt for the way they enabled me; teaching me the power of my sexuality, the force of my presence, and the ability to control the desires of others.

So, many years later, when they called on me, asking if I could join them on a train ride from San Francisco to Chicago, I readily agreed. It had been some time, but I had no doubt that whatever they had planned would be a wonderful experience.


EPISODE 1

Mommy Claire

I maintain a running ad on some of the more popular bulletin boards, in search of potential adult baby mates. I rarely find any quality partners via that medium, perhaps due to my heavy screening process, but I'm ok with that. While I enjoy finding new men and women to manipulate and infantilize, I still need to be safe. On occasion I will come across an interested newbie that really piques my interest, causing me to let my screening requirements dip a little.

In my world, the Holy Grail of partners is the adult baby virgin, the man or woman who is interested in exploring, but hasn't dipped his or her toe into the adult baby water just yet. It's a rare treat, taking someone's virginity, and it is for that opportunity that I am always on the lookout.

I was sitting at home, waiting on a meeting arranged via message board. It was a first time meet, which I don't usually do at my home, but Peter wrote all the right things in his emails, and was absolutely adorable on the phone -- all shy and nervous. It was going to be my pleasure guiding him into my world.

He pulled up in front of my home in a Cadillac Escalade. The vehicle surprised me, given how timid he was on the phone, but at that time I was more excited about the impending mental conversion than I was about automobiles. I should have trusted my instinct because the moment he stepped across my threshold things completely fell apart.

Peter, if that was his real name, was a con man. I don't mean he was trying to seduce me out of my money, but he was being deceptive to get what he wanted. He was as much a newbie to my world as I was a purple elephant. He played me, via email with his stories of innocence and intrigue, and again on the phone with his 'aw shucks' demeanor. Perhaps he had tried to meet with me before and failed, or perhaps he couldn't get a recommendation, but no matter what it was, this guy wasn't who he presented himself to be.

I was in the middle of debating how I should deal with his deceit when my phone rang. The name on the screen sent a raging pulse of excitement through my heart.

"Excuse me," I said to Peter, "I need to take this, have a seat and I'll be right with you."

Ducking into my study I answered the phone, "Linda, is that you? Is everything ok?"

Linda and her husband Tom were very dear friends from my early life, and perhaps the only people for whom I would interrupt a session.

"Baby girl," Linda said, her sultry voice sending a shiver up my spine. "Tom and I want to fuck you from San Francisco to Chicago, what do you say?"

I wasn't exactly sure what she meant but if they were planning on taking my body and mind on a wild ride like the good old days then all they needed to say was when. "Yes, of course," I agreed. Butterflies went off in my stomach, my mouth parched. I couldn't believe the effect they still had on me after all these years, like I was that innocent little girl they first met.

"Great baby girl," Linda said, "we'll send you the details via email. Get ready for a wild ride."

Linda hung up before I could say another word. They were always doing that, building up my excitement, getting me to the edge and then controlling my anticipation. And the best part, by the time they were done with me, I knew my mind and body were going to experience a world of sensual delights.

My thoughts were still on Linda and Tom when I returned to find Peter waiting by the front door. I had begun to plan my revenge on this deceitful man but after my conversation with Linda my mood had changed. I no longer cared that he lied.

"Peter," I said, "I know you're not a newbie, I can see it in your eyes, but I'm in a good mood and if you can be a good little boy I'll give you the Mommy Claire experience. What do you say?"

Peter was dumbfounded. My direct approach may have taken him off guard but he wasn't about to pass up the opportunity to get what he wanted. He followed me to my room like a little puppy dog and when I ordered him onto his back he quickly obliged.

I made a seductive game out of taking off Peter's shoes, socks and pants. By the time he was down to his boxers his cock was rock hard and sticking straight out. "Looks like my little boy is excited," I said.

Peter smiled and pumped his hips back and forth, causing his penis to bob side to side. He certainly was no shy newbie.

I pulled down Peter's underwear to reveal a five-inch dick. It wasn't the smallest I had ever seen, but considering the way he thrusted and pumped I expected more. And it was not well groomed either, a problem I intended to remedy.

"You can't be a little boy with all that hair," I said, and for the first time I saw Peter's bravado wane.

I grabbed my shaving kit and positioned myself between his legs. The first look at my long steel blade causes many different reactions, mostly based in fear, and Peter's was no exception.

"I can't be shaved," he said.

I knew right away why, Peter was married and wouldn't be able to explain it to his wife. But that made me want to break him even more. With both hands I assaulted his cock, rubbing and massaging it with a combination of firm yet soft strokes. Already erect, it only took moments to get him panting like a dog. A few minutes more and he was edging closer and closer to sweet orgasmic bliss. He moaned in response, savoring the feel of my hands on his dick.

And then I stopped.

He looked at me, wide eyed, a helpless whimper escaping his lips.

"I love taking care of my good little boys but my little boys don't have all that hair. Can I shave you clean or is this session over?"

He nodded excitedly.

"I need to hear you say it," I teased.

"Please shave me," he whined.

I didn't miss a beat, lathering his cock and balls with shaving cream, teasing him closer and closer to the orgasm he so desperately wanted. But the time wasn't right; there was more I wanted to do.

The blade I use is very sharp and removes just about every hair with a single swipe. I always go over the skin twice, first to ensure a baby soft feel and then to cement the baby like imagery in my little one's mind. Peter fixated on every motion, undoubtedly worried about how he was going to explain his bald state to his wife, but too horny to stop what was happening. By the time the last of his hair was gone, he was so excited I could have made him do anything, so I did.

I stroked his hairless cock, savoring the silky smooth feel, bringing him deliciously close to release. His freshly shaven skin felt so wonderful beneath my fingers I didn't want to stop, teasing him ever closer to the brink. He whimpered and whined but whatever was going to happen next was entirely up to me. He was helpless.

I liked controlling his lust, and breaking his will, he would submit to my every command and that power was intoxicating.

Peter, lost in ecstasy, allowed his eyes to roll back in his head, submitting to my control. I took advantage of that weakness.

"You wanted to be my baby, right?" I asked.

Peter writhed and moaned under my touch but tried to resist, refusing to answer my question. He seemed resolute at that instant but any sense of strength disappeared the moment I pulled away.

"Please, please, please," he begged.

"I'll take care of my little boy after he's dressed," I answered.

Reluctantly Peter agreed.

A healthy dose of baby powder, a diaper, a blue bonnet and a pink pacifier later and the ensemble was complete. Peter was all set.

"Unlock your phone so I can finally play with you," I said, squeezing his penis through the diaper, reaffirming just what was in store for the little boy who obeyed his mommy.

Peter, consumed with lust, unlocked his phone and handed it to me. He offered no resistance as I photographed him, taking multiple angles of his diaper laden body.

Tossing the phone aside I pulled off Peter's diaper and began a rhythmic stroking of his member. He laid back, allowing my hands to dominate him. To the edge we went, and I kept him there until he could take no more. When he was finally ready, floating in that heavenly space on the brink of orgasm, unable to resist any command, I rewarded his submission. Semen spurted from his cock, splattering his stomach, a deep guttural groan escaping his lips.

I didn't wait for his mind to come down from the high, I got right in his ear and whispered, "Anytime you want to see me, just text me your baby photo."

It took a moment for the words to register in Peter's mind, and when they did the conflict was evident on his face. He would have to keep the picture if he wanted to see me, and after the way I had just satisfied his desires, he definitely wanted to see me.

I helped Peter get dressed and escorted him to the door. There was a goofy smile plastered on his face and he babbled about a lot of different things but I didn't hear a one, my mind was already on my pending trip with Linda and Tom, and the countless possibilities.

NOTE: Peter did contact me again, sending me the picture of him in his diaper. At that moment I knew he belonged to me. It would take some time but eventually I got him to use that photo as his screen saver and then to invite his wife to join us for a session. I am happy to report that after several weeks of training, she is now his mommy, and he is her good little boy, but I'll save the details of that story for another time.


EPISODE 2

Adam

My life sucked. I mean that, everything was completely turned upside down and I had no idea where to turn next.

Let me explain.

I was living in Santa Clara, California, working at a booming tech company as lead engineer. I drove a brand new Mercedes, lived in a three bedroom ranch in a great neighborhood, and was engaged to the love of my life, Marisa, a twenty something beauty queen who was way out of my league but somehow loved me, and made me extremely happy. Of course all that sounds incredible, until a code bomb, inserted by a disgruntled employee, sent my whole world crashing down.

As lead engineer I was responsible for whatever went out the door, and when that little bit of nasty code unleashed itself on the networks of all our clients, I was fired before I could even figure out who did what. The cascading effect was horrendous. The loss of my livelihood quickly turned into the loss of my house, and then my car and then that beautiful young woman, who I loved, and I thought loved me. Marisa was the hardest loss of all, I thought we were in love, but she was out the door the moment she found out that the money train had left the station.

So there I was, all alone, in the most expensive place in the world, with no home, no car and only three hundred dollars to my name. My options were few, and when I realized my only real choice was to return to my parent’s home in Chicago, I was downright depressed.

I didn't even have enough for airfare, so I ponied up more than half of my remaining funds to buy a one-way train ticket, to take me, and the proverbial tail between my legs, home.


EPISODE 3

Mommy Claire

I was to meet Tom and Linda at the Amtrak platform in San Francisco. My pussy tingled as I thought about what was in store. So many times and in so many places they had made the impossible possible, and I was ready for that experience once again.

The hour of departure grew near but there was no sign of my journey mates, and when the phone in my pocket buzzed I just knew disappointment was on the other end.

"Hello," I replied, holding the phone close to my ear, trying to hear over the din of the bustling platform.

"I'm so sorry my sweet," came the staticky voice over the line. It was Linda, she sounded shaken. "Tom has fallen ill. We won't be able to make it."

There was more to that conversation but the rapid change in my mood made the memory of those details fuzzy at best. What I do know is, I tipped a porter very handsomely to help me with my bags, boarded that train, and entered my deluxe private cabin. My intent was to drown my sorrows in whatever booze the bar car could provide, but not before taking out some of my frustration on the helpful porter.

Joshua, that was the porter's name, took every opportunity to peek at my cleavage while loading my bags into the cabin, and he offered no resistance when I squeezed his growing member through his polyester trousers. It was way too easy, unzipping his pants and bringing his excitement to the brink of ecstasy. Perhaps he had no idea how vulnerable he would become, but I had a lot of pent up aggression and the only thing that was going to relieve it was absolute domination of an unsuspecting male.

Joshua wriggled, moaned and groaned beneath the work of my skilled fingers, and when he thought he was going to cum, became very pliant to my will. I kept him in that delicious space, helpless to the needs of his body, until his submission became all-consuming. I continued to stroke and tease, bringing his semen to the tip of his penis without granting him the relief of release.

"Please," he moaned, "I'll do anything."

I already knew he would do anything but it was nice to hear. His little boy mind was lost in ecstasy.

I scooped a dollup of precum from the tip of his cock and allowed him to suck it from my finger. It was such a beautiful sight I did the same with his prostate, massaging it to nirvana before allowing him to clean my finger with his mouth. I debated keeping him in that wonderful state of desperation even longer but despite my inner frustration I couldn't be so mean. Instead I made him beg to be my good little boy and then stroked him over the edge, sending spurts of semen out of his cock and all over his shirt.

It took a while to get him to leave, he was hopelessly enamored with the woman who had given him such intense pleasure, but eventually he did put his uniform back on and returned to his duties. I wasn't sure if I would be requiring his services again, but I had no doubt that if and when I called he would be quite happy to oblige.


EPISODE 4

Adam

I boarded the train a defeated man, tail between my legs, heading back to my hometown, and the safety of my parents’ home. I had failed at life, at love and everything in between.

How quickly things had turned, from the lap of luxury, to the doldrums of defeat. I contemplated the stories I could tell to explain my collapse, but none of them were palatable, the truth was much too real.

It was a two-day trip from San Francisco to Chicago but I couldn't afford a cabin. I was going to be spending my time in general seating. In fact everything I owned was in the backpack that doubled as my pillow. My funds were so low getting drunk in the train bar was off the table, but I was able to score a couple of pot brownies from a friend before leaving Silicon Valley, so at least I had that to look forward to.

I ate the first of my brownies and sat in my seat, feeling the rumble rumble of the train on the tracks, watching the cityscape pass by my window. We were just reaching the city limits by the time I felt the first effects, but the combination of my anxiety, depression, and overall angst made it difficult to enjoy. I decided one drink wouldn't break my wallet, so I headed for the bar car.


EPISODE 5

Mommy Claire

Whenever I go out in public I make sure I am dressed for the occasion and that I can make an entrance. The bar on the train was no exception.

It happened in stages. First my porter friend, Joshua, surveyed the bar car, scouting the terrain. I wanted a highly visible location, with a good vantage point. He returned to my cabin minutes later to let me know that a prime booth had been secured on my behalf, and was awaiting my arrival. I may have missed out on a weekend with my friends but that didn't mean all hope was lost. I might still manage to find some willing prey if I put myself in the right position, and a table by the bar was a good place to start.

The second stage was my escort. Joshua, and another of his porter friends, led the way. They acted more like bodyguards than escorts, but the impact was the same. I entered the bar with pomp and circumstance, grabbing the attention of every person in the place.

I allowed every eye to take me in, cruising to my table without a care in the world, which wasn't the easiest of tasks with the erratic motion of the train on its track. Safely at my seat I busied myself, making sure the table was to my liking, deliberately drawing attention to myself.

Once the fervor of my entrance had passed, and everyone had returned to their normal activities, I began inspecting the crowd. There was ample prey in my midst; I could feel it. The only question, which one would I choose?


EPISODE 6

Adam

I staggered a little heading to the bar car, partly from the swaying motion of the train and partly because of the effects of the pot brownie I had eaten on an empty stomach. When I got to the bar car there was a backup, a woman and her entourage were blocking the way. At first I thought she was a celebrity; designer dress, gorgeous white pearls, and the men around her doting on her every need. I didn't recognize her but that didn't mean much, when it came to star gazing I was an amateur.

She and her minions set up in the only open booth, leaving me to stand by the bar. I might not have minded but when everything settled the men left and this high-class woman was all alone, in the largest booth in the car.

She was very attractive. I don't just mean in the way she carried herself, she was hot and undoubtedly broke many hearts in her younger days, but now, in her elder years, she still drew attention, as much for her handsome features as for her stacked body. I don't know if it was aerobics, or yoga, or spinning, or the gracious gift of God, but she had an hourglass figure that could stop traffic, emphasizing her buxom breasts and long slender legs.

Back when I was rich and confident, I might have made a move, but now, in my broken state, all I could manage was a creepy leer, one that said she was out of my league, even being thirty years my senior.

She ordered a dirty martini from the bartender and while she waited for her drink surveyed the room. When she got to me I quickly diverted my eyes, not wanting to be the creepy man who gawked at single women. I might have snuck a peek back in her direction but the bartender interrupted before I could.

"The lady in the booth would like to buy you a drink," he said.


EPISODE 7

Mommy Claire

I picked out my mark and bought him a drink. It wasn't a difficult choice, everyone else was in a couple, and he had a look of lonely desperation that played toward my desired fantasy. If all went as planned I would have him in a diaper, nursing on my teat, before dinner was served.

He approached like I knew he would.

"I guess I have you to thank for this," he said, holding up his Jack Daniels and Coke.

"Please, have a seat," I offered. "It seemed the least I could do, you being all alone and completely desperate."

My words caught him off guard, like I knew they would. It isn't enough to find a lonely man; you need to exploit that weakness, to break him down, to eliminate any last signs of strength.

"Do I look desperate?" he asked.

"Oh yes," I confirmed. "You look completely broken, like a little boy who lost his lollipop."

"Oh," he responded sullenly. He got up as quickly as he had sat down.

I stopped him.

"It's ok," I said, "I like broken, it will make it easier to manipulate you into my little play thing."

He laughed at what he thought was a joke but I knew better. Either way it lightened the mood and he sat back down. "Do you manipulate men often?" he asked.

"Not often," I giggled. "But when I come across someone like you I just want to smother you in mommy love until everything is all better."


EPISODE 8

Adam

It probably sounds messed up but the way she talked to me I felt like a little boy. She was very forthright, and controlling, and almost condescending, but for some reason I couldn't tear myself away. Maybe it was because I didn't want to be rude, maybe it was because she bought me a drink, whatever it was I just sat there and let her words wash over me.

"Would you like to experience mommy love?" she asked. "Would you like to go back to that place where you didn't have a worry in the world, and everything was peaceful?"

The way she spoke it did sound nice, but it also sounded like she was turning me into a little boy, like there would be consequences that went along with her game. "What exactly are you asking?" I said.

"I think you know," she replied with a wry smile. "If you give me what I want I'll make sure you walk away happy."

Now that I understood. Every guy likes a happy ending, and if this gorgeous older woman was offering a happy ending, who could possibly say no?


EPISODE 9

Mommy Claire

The way his eyes lit up when I offered him a little something on the side said it all. He may have been a desperate and needy little boy on the inside but he was all man when it came to doing whatever it took to satisfy his penis. I was going to use that weakness to my advantage, and make sure I got everything I wanted in the process.

The time for pretense was over. It was time to take him head first into age regression. "Why don't you finish your drink and mommy will take you back to her room?"  

Once again his eyes lit up, only this time it was shock that did it to him. To the uninitiated, infantilism is just a wild theory, but once you are forced to make that decision, the complexity of the moment becomes very real. He didn't know it at the time, but that was the last decision Adam would ever make.


EPISODE 10

Adam

Holy shit.

She wasn't just doing some kind of crazy foreplay; she really meant it. This hot older woman wanted to play house, with her as the mommy and me as the little boy. I don't know if it was the promise of a happy ending, or the effects of the pot brownie and the Jack and Coke, or maybe it was her beautiful body and her calm, soothing manner, but I was ready to go with her, to slide into her world, and find out what this game was all about.

"Ok," I agreed.

"Ok what?" she questioned.

"Ok Mommy," I replied.


EPISODE 11

Mommy Claire

Hearing this grown man, who I had only just met, call me mommy, made my love nest tingle. It was a magnificent feeling but only the beginning. He was in my world now, and I had so much in store for him. His life was never going to be the same. 

I was going to relish every moment, to savor the process of stripping away his manhood, leaving behind an innocent and submissive little boy.

I stood up from the table and offered him my hand. "Come with Mommy," I said.


EPISODE 12

Adam

She had me calling her mommy in a public place without an ounce of shame. I might have been embarrassed were it not for her overwhelming sense of confidence. She was in charge, and there was something magical about that feeling.

I followed her to her cabin, my hand in hers, my mind awhirl with the possibilities of what might happen next.

Her cabin was small in terms of real world living but large when it came to train quarters. She may have been traveling alone but there was sleeping space for four people, a large double bed to the side, two bunks overtop and a bathroom that was so small you could walk in but had to back out.

"Does my little boy need some help getting out of his clothes?" she asked.

Her tone wasn't sexual, but soft and kind. It sent a mixed message. Was this the prelude to sex?

I started to unbutton my shirt but mommy pushed my hands away, choosing to do the honor herself. Her fingers grazed my chest and nipples with each button she undid, and by the time my shirt was completely open I was fully aroused, my entire body tingling with excitement.

I had never been undressed before. It was strangely erotic and had me eager for what came next, but she didn't progress to my pants, instead she sat on the bed and instructed me to lay down with my head in her lap.

I took my position as she instructed and looked up into her deep brown eyes. There was something magical in the way she looked back at me, a strange sense of calm oozing directly from her essence into my soul. When her fingers wound their way through my hair, and massaged my scalp, I transported to another place and time, everything else drifting away.

When she spoke, the timbre of her voice tickled my eardrum. "I want you to let everything go," she said, "give mommy control."

The combination of her soothing strokes on my scalp, her melodic voice in my ear, and the loving look in her eyes made it easy to let go. What did I have to hold on to anyway? No job, no girlfriend, no money. I let it all slip out of my mind, replaced by the way she made me feel. It was the best thing I had going.


EPISODE 13

Mommy Claire

I knew Adam was broken when I first saw him but when I began to massage him, and saw the change in his demeanor as his stress melted away; I knew he needed me even more than I needed him. Infantilizing him was my civic duty, my good deed for the day. He may not have known it but stress was ruining his life, and I intended to make all better.

My fingers worked their way through his hair, finding the spots on his scalp that would soothe even the wildest beast. Adam responded with a few outward moans, a couple of gasps and an audible sigh, but when his eyes began to flutter, and roll back in his head, I knew he was mine.

With one hand still rubbing his head I allowed the other to slide down his bare chest, circling his muscles, caressing his nipples. There was no more resistance. It was time to increase my efforts.

"You're such a good little boy," I cooed, "I want to hear you say it."

"I'm a good boy," he responded.

"And who's in control?" I asked.

"You are," he replied.

I liked hearing it but I needed more. It wasn't enough for him to give in to me, I didn't just want control; I wanted him to regress.

"Who's in control? Who's in charge?" I coaxed.

It took a moment, as if perhaps he was contemplating the impact, and then he said it. "Mommy's in charge."

Most people wouldn't realize it but it was a magnanimous event. He put words to his submission, and that would be huge when it came to his transformation. I made him repeat it, over and over again, while my fingers continued the exploration of his body.


EPISODE 14

Adam

Mommy's fingers in my hair and on my scalp felt phenomenal, and when her fingers began to caress my chest I got super excited. She asked me to verbalize what was happening and at first I was reluctant, but when I finally gave in, and told her that mommy was in charge, my body let go of all its stress. It felt good.

She made me repeat my words of submission, and with each utterance her hands found more of me to caress. Needless to say I said the words often, and by the time the words and the thought became second nature, her hand was inside my pants, inching closer to my erect dick.

The first touch, a gentle graze across the front of my shaft by a perfectly manicured fingernail, sent a shiver through my body. I couldn't believe the intensity of such a gentle touch, it made my mind tremble and my desire pique.

"Oh please," I moaned.

"Tell Mommy what you want," she cooed.

"Please Mommy, please touch me," I begged.

Her hand did not find its way back onto my penis like I thought; instead she unfastened the back of her dress, and revealed the most perfectly wonderful bosom. The weight of that sensuous orb fell upon my face and it was all at once, heavy and yet unbelievably soft. I was in heaven, and the moment her nipple touched my cheek my entire world changed. I was no longer a man playing house with an older, attractive woman, I was a little boy about to nurse at his Mommy's teat.

I suckled on Mommy's breast, not because she wanted me too, but because I needed to. It felt wonderful and instantly transported my mind, body and soul into the ultimate state of peace. I no longer needed to worry about the concerns of the world, Mommy Claire was taking care of everything for her good little boy.


EPISODE 15

Mommy Claire

I knew Adam would latch onto my nipple and suckle like a good little boy, they all do, it's instinctual. I take advantage of those instincts to manipulate men, to transform them into mental and physical age regression. What I didn't expect was the instant change in his demeanor.

Adam was broken. I knew that when I first saw him, I knew that when I spoke to him, and I especially knew that when all of his stress melted away under Mommy's control. He needed to be infantilized, and my wicked mind decided at that moment that I was never going to let him go.

While Adam suckled I allowed my hand to wander down his stomach and inside his boxers. He may have been a little boy suckling on my tit but his erection said that he had grown-up desires, deep seeded wants and needs that would aid my manipulation of his mind, making my job so much easier.

I gently rubbed his shaft and by the third stroke he was leaking precum all over his stomach. The time had come to complete his conversion.


EPISODE 16

Adam

I loved suckling on Mommy's breast but when she began to rub my penis I found out what heaven was like. I never wanted to leave. Mommy Claire began to whisper in my ear and I was too far gone to resist even a single word.

"You really are a little boy," she said, "I thought we were just playing a game but for you it's real. You really are a little boy."

She said the same phrase over and over again. There was a certain part of my brain that felt that I should resist, that I should try to hold on to my strength, my discipline, my independence, but what she was doing made me feel good, and deep down inside I never wanted it to end. I wanted Mommy Claire in control of me, and was willing to do anything to make it so, even if it meant giving up my manhood.

After several minutes I began to float. Perhaps it was the warmth of her breast on my cheek, perhaps it was the orgasm that was building in my loins, but what I think it was most of all, was my need to let go of a terrible life countered by the love Mommy Claire showed me with every intimate touch.

"Oh God Mommy," I moaned. "I love you."

I had said those words to my girlfriend many times but there, in that train car, with Mommy Claire, was the first time I ever truly meant them. She cared for me, she loved me, and being in her arms was the greatest moment of my existence.

"Adam," she whispered, "its time for you to give in, to accept your place."

I wasn't sure what Mommy Claire meant but I knew she was right. My proper place was under her control, I needed to be there and I was going to do anything to make it so.

"Just let go," she whispered.

Many people might think that what happened next was gross but not Mommy Claire, the way her face lit up I knew I had done the right thing.


EPISODE 17

Mommy Claire

There are many steps for the transformation from controlling man to submissive little boy, and Adam crossed every one of those stages when he soiled his pants. It can be very difficult to let go of years and years of mental training, but that is exactly what he did when he gave in to the moment.

I saw the look in his eyes, the combination of terror and surprise. He had no idea how much losing control of his bowels would cause his mind to slide, to revert to a time when self discipline wasn't possible.

I repositioned myself between his legs and removed his stained boxers. It was truly a mess but I didn't mind, the implications were far greater than a ruined pair of underwear. His mind had taken a huge step toward babyhood. Alone that event would have been mind altering, but with everything else that I had planned, the moment of true infantilization was approaching very quickly.


EPISODE 18

Adam

If anyone had told me that I would shit my pants I would have said they had a screw loose, but if they had said that I would love it, I would have thought they were insane.

I didn't love losing control, or the feeling of warm poop smooshing up my back, but the way Mommy Claire cared for me, and made me feel special, was incredible. I had never experienced such devotion. No one had ever made me feel so loved. I never wanted it to end.

Mommy Claire removed my soiled underwear and lovingly wiped me clean. The wipes were wet, and slightly cold, and she used them to touch me everywhere, my cock, my balls, my anus. It felt wonderful.

I had no control over how or where she would touch me and the mere thought made my mind revert, taking me back to a time when every decision was made for me. Is this what it was like being a baby? I couldn't remember but the longer I stayed in that place, completely submissive to Mommy Claire, the more I liked it.

When she finished cleaning me she blew on my penis, which sent a chill up my spine. She had offered me a happy ending before we came to her cabin, and I wondered if it was going to happen now.

"I know you want me to play with you," she said as if she was reading my mind, "but I can't, not just yet. You're not ready to be my good little boy."

I wasn't sure what she meant. I was ready. I had never been more ready. Perhaps she needed an outward sign. "Please mommy," I pleaded.

She reached up and stroked my cheek with her finger. "It's not that I don't want to," she explained, "it's that you're not ready."

I was ready, my cock was hard and I was horny, I couldn't have been more ready. She seemed to sense what I was thinking.

"I know you're excited," she said, "but I only play with little boys and little boys don't have hair all over their bodies."

"I'll shave," I replied eagerly, desperate to get her hands on my dick.

She laughed. "I'm sure you would, but when the time comes I will shave you myself."

I was ready for that time, and would have gladly offered her a razor, but everything I owned was in my backpack, and a razor was not among my belongings.

She laughed again, only this time it was more sympathetic, like she understood my plight. "I can't shave you now, it wouldn't be safe with the way the train moves and shakes."

I hadn't thought of that but she was right. One wrong jolt with a blade next to my cock and we could have a serious problem. I looked at her with longing in my eyes, hoping there was some solution to our problem.

"It's ok little boy, we'll take care of it when the train stops in Denver. In the meantime, let's get you situated." She pulled a bottle of baby powder from her bag and doused my cock and balls. It felt wonderful the way she rubbed it in, but there was a certain level of frustration knowing she wouldn't complete the process.

The next thing she removed from the bag was a cloth diaper. I had never seen one so large and when she began to wrap it around my lower half I got confused.

"We don't want any accidents like before," she explained, and proceeded to swaddle me like a small child.

All of the other activities really excited me but the diaper messed with my mind. It made me question whether I could hold my bowels, it made me question whether this was just a game or if the effects of the situation might last much longer.

Again she knew exactly what I was thinking.

"The more you give in the better it will feel," she said. "Let go of your troubles and your body will thank you."


EPISODE 19

Mommy Claire

Adam was progressing nicely. His weakened mental state made him easy to manipulate, and I had no doubt that I could wipe away any concept of adulthood from his conscious thoughts. The only question was whether I wanted his age regression to be permanent, or if he might be able to serve some use to me.

I laid him down on the bed, cuddled next to him, and allowed my breast to fall against his cheek. Like a good little momma's boy he explored with his lips until his mouth found my nipple, at which time he began to suckle in earnest. He was a wonderful adult baby and each action confirmed my desire to permanently infantilize him.

"Adam," I whispered in his ear, "I think I want to completely control your mind and body until you can't remember all of the problems and concerns of being a grown up, would that be ok?"

Of course he agreed, he was too far gone to do anything else.

Adam fell asleep in my arms and what I did next certainly broached the limits of ethical adult baby play.

Many people will tell you that dipping a sleeping person's hand in warm water is the best way to make them pee the bed but I can tell you that is not true. The absolute best way is to take their first two fingers and put them in your mouth. The combination of warm and wet, along with a gentle suckle, will cause any bladder to open up and release.

Adam began to pee. He stirred for a moment but did not wake until his diaper was fully bloated. I removed his fingers from my mouth and feigned sleep just as his mind came to realization.


EPISODE 20

Adam

Oh my God.

I don't know what I was dreaming about, but when I woke up peeing in my diaper my mind collapsed in on itself. Would I ever be able to control myself again? Was I no longer a man? I would have scurried to the bathroom to hide my shame but when I tried to get up I woke Mommy Claire.

She took one look at me and said, "Oh my God, you really are a little boy."

The words hit me hard and although I didn’t want to, I began to cry.

Mommy Claire instantly took me in her arms, comforting me and telling me everything would be all right. "It's ok," she said. "Some people were never meant to grow up, you don't know how special you are."

Her fingers wound their way through my hair, massaging my scalp, calming my nerves. I liked the way she made me feel but I couldn't come to grips with being a baby. Then she pressed her bosom against my cheek and despite every part of my conscious self telling me not to do it, I latched on to her nipple and began to suckle.

I knew at that moment that I was no longer a man. I wondered how I would go on in life, after this train ride was over, and I didn't have Mommy Claire to take care of me.

With her fingers in my hair, and her breast in my mouth, Mommy Claire whispered gently in my ear. "I think you always knew there was something off in your life. You should be happy, most people never get to truly understand their place in the world."

She was right. I had always felt not quite right. And there, in her arms, nursing at her teat, I felt at one with the world. Was it possible I was never meant to grow up? That I was destined to be a little boy forever?

Mommy Claire changed my diaper and it felt great, not just getting the wet and heavy fabric off of my body, but in the way she made me feel loved, like I didn't have to worry about anything, that she would take care of me, protect me.


EPISODE 21

Mommy Claire

The conductor made an announcement over the intercom that we were approaching our stop. My face lit up. I wanted to shave my little boy clean; to put the icing on his infantilized cake.

"You're a little boy," I stated. "Forget about your past life, you're a little boy and you'll be that way forever."

The look on his face was priceless. He was partly confused, partly relieved. He was coming to the realization of the permanent effects of what I was doing to him, and he couldn't resist. Now it was only a matter of time, and reinforcement, before his transition would be complete.


EPISODE 22

Adam

The train hadn't even stopped and Mommy Claire already had razor and shaving cream in hand. One look at that sharp blade and I was glad we waited until the train stopped before putting it next to my skin.

Just like everything else she did, Mommy Claire removed my pubic hair with gentle care and loving attention to detail. With each swipe I felt my manhood wash away, but I no longer cared, I wanted to be her baby, I wanted the life of her good little boy.

She finished the shaving process and wiped me clean with a warm wet washcloth. When she moved to the bathroom to rinse the rag I couldn't help but touch my cleanly shaven genitals. It may sound cliche but it really was as soft as a baby's bottom. I couldn't stop feeling the smooth soft skin.

"Good little boys don't touch themselves there," Mommy Claire scolded.

I didn't want to get in trouble but it was tough to resist, it really felt incredible.

"Perhaps we should get you dressed so we can go get something to eat," Mommy Claire said.

I was hungry but what I really wanted was a happy ending. I just didn't know if a good little boy was allowed to ask for such a thing from his mommy.

Mommy Claire pulled a clean diaper from her bag and placed it under my bottom. That's when it dawned on me that she wanted me to go out in public with a diaper on. I was accepting my new adult baby life, alone with Mommy Claire, but going out in front of people was a different story.

Once again Mommy Claire knew my every thought.

"Are you worried about going out like this?" she asked. "Do you think you can be a big boy and go out without a diaper? We don't want another accident."

I didn't want to go out with a diaper on but I really wasn't sure I wouldn't have an accident. I had soiled one diaper, and peed in my sleep, so anything was possible. Despite my reservations I told mommy I would be ok.

"Ok," she replied, "I'll get you dressed without a diaper, but you have to tell me if you think you can't control yourself."

I was relieved to hear her say that, and happily allowed her to put a new pair of boxers on me, without a diaper underneath.

She slid the underwear up my legs. "Aren't you a big boy," she said, pulling the fabric up over my engorged penis. "What's that?" she asked, "is that a stain?"

She targeted a spot on my boxers and began to rub. I didn't see any stain but the spot she was rubbing was right on my shaft. Her stimulus sent a jolt of excitement reverberating through my core.

"Uh Mommy," I moaned.

"Don't worry," she said, "I'll get it out."

The way she was rubbing my boxers was inadvertently stimulating my cock and I had a difficult time controlling myself. "Mommy," I said, "I'm getting excited."

"Don't worry," she repeated, "you're a big boy and big boys don't have accidents."

Her rubbing became more vigorous and it became too much. The excitement reached a fever pitch and I didn't think I could control myself. "Please Mommy," I begged.

"I almost have it out," she replied, "just a couple more minutes."

I didn't think I could take a couple more minutes. My orgasm was building and I couldn't hold it back. I didn't want to soil my new underwear and I tried with all my might to stay calm.

The moment I came wasn't like peeing in my sleep but it did reconfirm that I was no longer a man. I released a guttural moan just moments before my semen splashed from my cock. There was no longer any doubt, I was a little boy, a point Mommy Claire was quick to point out.

"Oh my God," she exclaimed. "You really are a little boy."

Never had any words ever wrung so deeply inside my mind. I couldn't argue, I had lost all control of my bodily functions. I had no choice but to submit to her control.


EPISODE 23

Mommy Claire

Adam never stood a chance and when his penis began spouting cum I knew he would do whatever I said, not just in the moment, but forever. He offered no argument when I cleaned him up, nor when I redressed him in a diaper and a onesie. He was going to go out in public as my little boy and I couldn't have been happier.


EPISODE 24

Adam

When Mommy Claire took me by the hand and led me out of the cabin wearing a diaper beneath my clothes I thought I would be mortified but I wasn't. It helped that the train wasn't very busy during the stop, and that I didn't know anyone that we encountered, but the truth was I liked being Mommy Claire's little boy, even in public.

We made it to the dining car and sat in a booth. A waiter approached to take our order.

Mommy Claire ordered a coffee and asked, "Does my little boy want anything?"

"Coffee please," I replied.

She responded with a stern look that let me know I had done something wrong. I quickly realized my mistake.

"Mommy," I said, "may I please have some coffee?"

Her smile let me know I had pleased her and confirmed my thoughts. She wanted a public demonstration of my submission and, much to my surprise; it was easier than I thought.

The waiter gave me a sideways glance and at first it made me self-conscious, but when he left to get our drinks, and she gave me a loving smile, I knew I had made the right decision.

"You're a very good little boy Adam," she said, "and I like to reward good little boys."

I didn't know what she had in mind but it excited me to please her, and excited me even more to think there would be a reward for my submission.

There may not have been a lot of people in the dining car but every one of them were very aware of the beautiful older woman who was treating her grown travel partner like a little baby. It became quite the spectacle when our food arrived and she put a bib around my neck to feed me.


EPISODE 25

Mommy Claire

Eating in the dining car was a test and Adam passed with flying colors. Not only was he my submissive little plaything in private, but he readily accepted that role in public. I knew he was going to be a good subject when I first spotted him in the bar car, but he was exceeding even my grandest expectations.

I took my time feeding him, and made quite the spectacle of cleaning him afterward. The looks we received from the other passengers were varied, from intense curiosity to outright disgust, but I knew that every last detail would aid in the manipulation of his mind. Soon it would no longer be a role we were playing, soon we really would be mother and child.


EPISODE 26

Adam

Being fed like a baby in the dining car completely changed my life. I had severe reservations about being a baby in public but it really wasn't that bad. Sure we got strange looks but the love that I felt from Mommy Claire in public was even greater than the way it made me feel in the privacy of her cabin. I was ready to do away with my adult life and forever be Mommy Claire's good little boy.

When our meal was done, and she had wiped my face clean, Mommy Claire took me by the hand and led me back to our room. She had offered me a reward for good behavior but I was no longer thinking about that, my reward was her love, and she was giving me that in full force.

I didn't know what to expect when we were in private once again but what I got will live with me forever.

"Mommy needs to get changed," she said, "can you sit on the bed like a good little boy while I do?"

Of course I agreed, climbing up on the bed and sitting on the edge like a good little boy, but when she began to disrobe I couldn't contain my excitement.

Mommy Claire made an art out of getting undressed. With each article of clothing she teased me with visions of her sexy body, without ever letting me see the entire picture. It was both delightful and maddening. I so wanted to stand up and ravage her but I didn't dare do anything to disobey her.

At times I saw her cleavage, and then her thighs, and then her belly, but never all at once. She kept me on edge, excited about what was happening in front of me, desperate for more.

She saw the erection growing in my diaper and immediately pointed it out.

"Do you like watching mommy get undressed?" she asked.

"Oh yes," I replied, eager to see even more.

"You are a naughty little boy," she replied. "Just so you know, a good little boy doesn't get to have sex with his mommy."

Her statement was conflicting to me. I did want to see her naked, I did want to have sex with her, but what I wanted most of all was to continue being her good little boy. It was a need that resonated deep inside of me, far deeper than any sexual urge.

"I understand," I responded.

"Good," she said with a broad and beautiful smile, "then let's have some fun."


EPISODE 27

Mommy Claire

I know how to manipulate a man and I also know how to please him. Adam had been manipulated enough, it was time for him to experience the raw pleasure of being Mommy Claire's special little play thing.

His clothes were off in an instant, as was his diaper. I was in a long t-shirt with nothing on underneath. I knew it would be tempting for him but I felt confident that he would not disobey my commands.

I started with long slow strokes on his shaft. He quivered beneath my touch and, as my ministrations became more aggressive, he began to writhe and moan.


EPISODE 28

Adam

Mommy Claire stroked my cock and it was incredible. She made me cum in my pants before but it was this long slow hand job that I had been waiting for. She was rather skilled, able to bring me close to orgasm without release, and I savored every moment.

She lifted my lower body to explore my anus and I let her. Her gentle swirling motions on my sphincter were very stimulating and I felt myself open up in response to her touch.

"Oh look at that," she said, "my little boy is opening up for me. Do you want more?"

It was difficult to respond to her question, my mouth full of drool and my mind spinning. I think I said yes, but I couldn't be sure.

The finger that was rimming my hole pushed inward but it was not invasive like I expected, instead it felt good, and when she found my prostate every preconceived notion I had about anal sex went out the door.

I'm not sure how long she pleasured me that way. I just closed my eyes and let her play, content to let mommy use me any way she wanted. I did wonder if the way I enjoyed anal stimulation meant I was gay, but it was a trivial concern as long as I was under Mommy Claire's spell.

Mommy Claire turned her attention to my penis but before she did she inserted something inside of my ass. It was larger than her finger, and it took her a moment to position it on my prostate, but once it was in place she flicked a switch and the most amazing pulse vibrated through my core. If I thought I wanted to submit to her before it was nothing compared to how I felt at that moment. My body rode a wave of euphoria that I never wanted to end.


EPISODE 29

Mommy Claire

I love playing with a freshly shaven cock, and even more so when that cock belongs to a man in transition to a baby mindset. The only problem was that Adam was so overwhelmed by the stimulus on his prostate that even the slightest touch to his penis was going to send him spurting. So, despite my deepest desire, I refrained from touching his baby soft skin, at least until he had gotten used to the vibrating butt plug.

He spent more than fifteen minutes writhing and moaning, soaking every ounce of pleasure from the anal stimulation, his belly glistening from the constant drip of precum flowing from his swollen penis.

I didn't want to stop his ascent to nirvana but I also didn't want to miss out on controlling his orgasm so I removed the plug before all of the semen had been milked from his testicles. His eyes flew wide when the vibrator left his body, but he was quickly sedated when I wrapped my fingers around his shaft.


EPISODE 30

Adam

Mommy Claire followed the prostate massage with a delicate hand job that made me certain that heaven was in fact here on earth. I pledged my loyalty to her, along with everything else I owned in the world. She was, and would forever be, the center of my universe.

The strokes on my penis sent waves of pleasure through my body and into my brain. She brought me closer and closer to orgasm with each passing moment and the pleasure was so intense I couldn't control my body's physical response, writhing back and forth, desperately submissive to her every whim.

The rise and fall continued until I could take no more, my body no longer able to sustain such incredible stimulus without my brain collapsing in on itself.

"Please mommy," I moaned.

"Tell me what you want," she coaxed.

"I want to cum," I screamed.

"And what will you do in return?"

"Anything," I shouted, "anything you want."

"I want you to be my baby," she replied. "I want you to move in with me and be my baby forever."

"Oh God yes," I answered, and I never meant anything more.

My penis erupted sending cum flying everywhere. Some landed on my chest, some even reached my chin, but I didn't care. I had never been more satisfied in my entire life.


EPISODE 31

Mommy Claire

Adam and I stayed in the cabin for the remainder of the trip. For all intent and purpose I had broken his spirit and rebuilt him as the perfect adult baby. There was still one more hurdle to clear and that would take place on the train platform in Chicago.


EPISODE 32

Adam

I should have been nervous but I wasn't. We got off the train, my hand in Mommy Claire's, her diaper around my bottom. My life had been so drastically changed over the past forty-eight hours but the time had come for my fantasy experience to come face to face with my reality.

My sister waited on the platform, to pick me up and take me to my parent's house. She would be the first person from my old life to learn of my new existence.


The Coercion of Ted

Mommy Claire


The following novel is entirely a work of fiction.  Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead is entirely coincidental.

First published in 2018 by AQT Enterprises

Copyright © 2018.  All rights reserved.  No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted, in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording or otherwise, without the prior permission of the publisher.


PROLOGUE

Kelly

I was coming up on a major birthday, I won't say which one, and a dear friend of mine, Mommy Claire, offered me a very unique present; a sexcapade, an entire day of sensual delights, crafted around my personal tastes.

As much as I would have loved a fantasy delight of my own, my true birthday wish was for my husband, Ted. I wanted to relieve Ted from the stress of his struggling business. I wanted to help him escape, to share in the wonderful and freeing joy that I had found in age play. It is an amazing thing to give up control, to indulge in submission, and I just knew it would do wonders for Ted.

Fortunately I had a friend like Mommy Claire, to help me in my time of need.

To make sure our plan would be successful, Mommy Claire sent me a survey, a way for me to choose how Ted's conversion would unfold. It came by email. Once I logged in I was presented with a bunch of questions, all designed to craft a unique and meaningful experience for my husband.

Question #1 - describe the ideal situation for Ted’s conversion:

A. Intimate

B. Duo

C. Group

Ted was more of a one on one kind of guy, but if he was going to be convinced to give up his manhood and accept a life of submission it was going to take a seismic event. I selected C, Group.

Question #2 - Describe the preferred gender of Ted’s partner(s):

A. Male

B. Female

C. Both

Ted was hetero to a fault but in my mind I was certain it would take a woman's intimacy, and of course a man's hard cock, to complete his transition. I answered C, Both.

Question #3 - Please describe the preferred scenario for Ted:

A. Romantic

B. Wild

C. Non-consent

On this question I cheated a little. Ted's coercion was going to need to be wild but at the same time he would need to be guided and prodded along the way, so on this question I answered both B and C with my fingers crossed that that was ok.

Question #4 - define Ted’s preference for gratification:

A. Long slow build up with big release

B. Multiple orgasms throughout the day, as many as possible.

C. Tease and denial - I don't want to know when they are coming, I want to be dominated and controlled throughout the process.

This was another question that begged for leeway in my answer. I wanted Ted to have as many orgasms as possible but it was more important that he give up control. After much deliberation I answered C, Tease and Denial.

Question #5 - since you selected a non-consent scenario you must supply a safe word to be used at any time should Ted wish to halt activities.

Ted and I had played some power exchange games in the past so I used our standard phrase, "Blueberry Pancakes" as our safe word.

This was all so incredible. Ted was going top have the time of his life and I was finally going to be able to reveal my secret. Ted had no idea of my adult baby fantasies and this event was going to be the perfect opportunity for me to share that part of myself with him. Now all I had to do was wait for Ted's big day.


EPISODE 1

Mommy Claire

The plan was all set and the day was upon us. I was giddy with excitement, about to get a new baby into my fold. Best of all he was going to be conquered, rendered submissive by his own physical desires. My kitty tingled just thinking about it, ready for my part and the intoxicating power that comes with dominating and infantilizing a grown man.

A plan like this takes a lot of preparation and commitment. Fortunately many of my adult babies agreed to help. Ted was about to embark on a wild ride, one that was going to take him to unbelievable limits of pleasure, pushing his boundaries and testing his will. I intended to take away everything that was stressing him and bring him into the freedom of submission, no longer responsible, completely pliant to my will.

I knew that some tough business decisions had really taken their toll on Ted and that he needed me, he needed to be taken to a safe place, cuddled and protected. I also knew that his mind wasn’t there yet, he may have been cracked but he wasn’t broken, and he was going to need to be broken in order to be built back up. As a man of pride, Ted wasn’t going to submit easily, we were going to need a big act to pull it off.


EPISODE 2

Ted

My wife Kelly is a rock. She's always on the go, and takes great care of everything; me, our kids, our home. That’s why it was so strange when she got sick, I never remembered her ever being down, she was always the one that took care of us.

Kelly had the flu and she had it bad. I took off work to care for her but there wasn't a lot I could do, what she really needed was a steady flow of liquids and a lot of sleep.

In addition to caring for my wife I also tried to get her chores done around the house. That was a lot and kept me very busy, so when the phone rang, while someone else was banging at our front door, I was beside myself.

I figured the machine could handle the phone and opted to see who was at the door. A peek through the spy hole revealed Ronald Reagan. I was relieved, I recognized the mask from my buddy Bill's Halloween costume, and as much as I didn't have time to socialize, at least it wasn't more work to do. I might even be able to get Bill to lend a hand.

I flung the door open. "Hey Bill, I'm glad you're here, but I don't have time to talk, I need to take care of Kelly. Come on in and make yourself at home." I headed for our bedroom but didn't even make it to the first step before I was wrestled to the ground.

Ronald Reagan wasn't alone, he had Bill Clinton and Richard Nixon with him, and the three ex-presidents threw a bag over my head and dragged me out the front door.

"Bill," I screamed, "I don't have time for this, Kelly is sick and I have a lot to do."

Neither Bill nor his friends responded. They just wrapped me in their arms and dragged me outside. I couldn't see with the bag over my head but I did hear a sliding door before I was tossed into a vehicle. I immediately tried to rip off the cover but before I could, one of the presidents held my arms above my head while the other two undid my belt. Before I knew it my pants were down and I was fully exposed.

I didn't know what was going on but I knew it wasn't Bill. Bill might play a joke on me but he definitely wouldn't yank down my pants. That left one major question, who would throw a bag over my head and kidnap me?

I struggled with my hands but they weren't secured by a person anymore, they were tied above my head, by a rope or some kind of strap. I wriggled and cajoled but couldn't get free, and then things took a serious turn.

Something wrapped around my cock. It was warm and wet, and it was stimulating as hell. I didn't want to get an erection but I couldn't help it, my dick sprang to attention, and then multiple hands joined in, touching me everywhere.

This wasn’t a kidnapping; kidnappers don’t suck your dick and turn you on. This was totally erotic; being molested by strangers while tied in the back of a van. I had no idea what was going to happen next, and it made every hair on my body stand on end.

That quickly changed.

One of the roaming hands started to rub my butthole; another caressed my thighs and tickled my balls. It was intense at a whole new level and the eroticism took over. I felt an orgasm coming on.

Now I'm pretty open-minded when it comes to sex but I wanted to know who was doing this to me, I didn’t want to cum for a stranger. I wriggled to break free, determined to get out. My body whipped back and forth but the finger in my butt and the lips on my cock never missed a beat. I tried everything but it was no use and when that familiar feeling stirred in my loins my body responded involuntarily. I began humping wildly, desperate for more stimuli.

They did it. I may have wanted to hold out, but the need they created in me, the need to cum, was way more powerful than my will to resist. It didn't matter that they I didn’t know who was doing this to me, it didn't matter that my hands were tied and I had a bag over my head, I was going to cum for them.

My mind felt weak but the pleasure surging through my veins more than made up for it. The unknown assailants had not only taken me from my home, but they had also conquered my penis. I was so confused. I was about to explode and I didn't know if I should scream or say thank you.

Then they stopped.

They pulled away, laughing as they did. It was beyond frustrating, as much as I didn't want to cum for them before, now I needed relief.

I wiggled and squirmed, desperate to rub my cock against something, anything. It was no use. My orgasm belonged to them and for some reason they didn't want it.

They repeated the torture several more times, driving my lust, tickling and teasing until I was just about there and then stunting my release. I wanted to cum, I needed to cum. I begged, I whined, I offered them anything and everything, I even tried to shift my body so I could find some way to rub up against my captors, but I couldn't get there. I was helpless, in desperate need, unable to complete the process.

I didn't know who they were but one thing was certain, they had complete control over my orgasm, and with it me.

My captors stopped teasing me after a while but the damage was done. My penis may have gone limp but the imagery in my head would last forever. They created a lust in me that was very real. If I thought about what they did, even for a moment, I was immediately transported back to that place, my erection harder than ever.

"Look," one of them said, "he's hard again."

I wished I could run, I wanted to hide, but my hands were still secured and the hood was still over my head. I wasn't sure what they were going to do next and then I felt it, that warm, wet feeling on my cock. It was those magical lips once again. I wanted to enjoy it but it was difficult, knowing I would be strung along until desperate and helpless once again.

The vehicle came to an abrupt halt. I swayed back and forth, my hands tied, my cock popping free from the mouth that was servicing me. I heard a sliding door open and before I knew it I was pulled down and whisked away, to where I didn't know.

A hand and a rag slid up inside of the hood and that was the last thing I felt before waking up in a haze, in the center of the strangest room I had ever seen.


EPISODE 3

Mommy Claire

I don't usually like to involve bondage or restraint. I prefer for a baby to submit on his own. But Ted's was a different kind of journey. Ted needed to be dominated and controlled. He needed to know from the start that he was not in charge; that his best option was to give in to the pleasure. Once he did that it wouldn’t take long to completely break his will, leaving him ripe for my ministrations.

Based on his lustful response in the van he was well on his way, but he wasn’t there yet. Fortunately I had a lot more in store for Ted, and the next step was going to go a long way in his transition.


EPISODE 4

Ted

There I was, lying in the middle of a giant waterbed, a waterbed that took up every square inch of the room, a room that was all walls and no door, and all of those walls were covered in a thick red shag carpet. The ceiling looked like stars in the night, the lighting soft like the smooth jazz that flowed from the speakers I couldn't see. This was a room of sex and I couldn't help but wonder what was in store for me here.

I wasn't alone. There was another man in the room, a younger man than I, very well built, naked just like me. He was passed out, perhaps from the same thing that knocked me out.

It was all extremely odd, especially with the haze that clouded my brain.

Not long after I awoke, a door I hadn't noticed flung wide, flooding the room with a blinding light. A shadow passed in front of that light as something flew into the room. The waterbed bounced all around me. Just as quickly the door swung shut, returning the room to its previous state, with one major difference.

There, in the middle of the bed, with myself, and the passed out man, was a woman, bound and gagged with black silk, wearing nothing else. I wasn't sure what to make of her.

I leaned forward to get a better look. She was very attractive; blonde with fabulous muscle tone, unconscious, perhaps from the same drug that knocked me out. I debated trying to wake her but before I could decide she came to, and was rather freaked out.

"What are you doing?" she said, backing away, her body shaking. "What did you two do to me?"

"What? Me?" I said, "I didn't do anything. Whatever they did to you they did to me," I tried to explain.

She eyed me suspiciously and then looked at the other guy, who was just beginning to wake. I got the impression she wasn't going to believe anything I said.

"Who are you guys?" she asked. "Why did you bring me here? And where are my clothes?"

I had no idea what she was talking about. She was delirious and not making sense. "I don't know where we are," I answered.

The soft music that had been filling the airwaves stopped and a voice came over the speaker. "Challenge one is about to begin, the winner will be released."

All three of us perked up, myself, the attractive blonde, and the muscle head who so far hadn't said a word.

The voice continued, "Linda and Ted are the first match up, the first one to sensually dominate the other, and make him or her suck Tyler off wins."

The voice stopped and the music returned, that was all the message we would receive.

"This is so messed up," I said to my co-prisoners. "What are we going to do?"

Linda, the blonde, was the first to respond. "This," she said, moving forward and pushing me onto my back.

The waterbed shifted beneath me, the instability made it impossible to get back up, and in my delay Linda climbed on top of me, pinning me down.

In addition to being very beautiful she was also very strong. The way she pinned me I couldn't move a muscle. With little effort she turned me over then proceeded to bind my arms and legs with the silk scarves that had held her only moments ago. I couldn't believe this was happening, I was being imprisoned and dominated by my fellow captive.

"I'm sorry I have to do this," she said as she took my dick in her hand and began a rapid stroking motion. It felt good but I knew better than to let her control my cock. I twisted and turned to get away but that only gave her access to my ass and before I knew it she was stroking my cock with one hand while fingering my butthole and rubbing my prostate with the other. I was in trouble.

"Ugh," I grunted. "Please don't do this to me."

I begged and pleaded but now she seemed emboldened, confident that she could drive my lust and make me do whatever she wanted.

She increased the stimulation on my dick and balls, stroking my shaft up and down, up and down, with a firm yet soft grip that sent tingles of pleasure shooting throughout every part of my body. She brought me close to the brink, and the orgasm I desperately wanted, but knew exactly when to pull back to keep me on the helpless edge.

"Please," I whined. I'm not sure what I wanted, maybe I wanted her to stop, maybe I wanted her to make me cum, but most of all I just wanted her to release her control over me. I didn't want to be submissive anymore, but that was the one thing she wasn't going to allow.

I didn't know if she would ever let me cum but I knew I couldn't resist any more. Her ministrations felt too good, I couldn't think, I couldn't talk, I couldn't even breathe without consciously thinking about her and her control over me.

I didn't hear the other guy move closer to us but I felt the waterbed shift with his weight. He was young, or at least younger than I, and extremely well built. His muscles had muscles, and his cock was so close to my face I could practically taste it.

"Go ahead," she said, still stroking my shaft until I was in a helpless state of euphoria, unable to cum without her help, unable to resist the overwhelming pleasure. I managed to free my arms but it didn't matter, I was being pinned by my own lust.

I had never felt such pleasure in my entire life and when she motioned for me to turn my head I complied out of sheer submission. Perhaps I wanted it to be over, but my bigger concern was that it wasn't going to end.

I could tell you that I thought she would let me cum if I sucked his dick but that wouldn't be true. I suspected she would still tease me relentlessly but I sucked the head of his dick into my mouth anyway, and by the time I was swirling my tongue around his head he was dripping in my mouth. With a little effort I was able to get more of his shaft into my mouth and soon I was cupping his balls with my hand and bobbing up and down on his dick.

The sexy blonde was still rubbing my cock into ecstasy, cheering me on. "Be a good boy and suck that dick."

I was sucking Tyler's dick, thinking that I had lost, when I realized the winner wasn't determined until he came. With all the strength of will I could muster I separated from his cock, but the moment I did Linda stopped touching my dick altogether, and I swear that was the worst torture imaginable.

I didn't expect the cessation to be so painful but it was. I needed her hands back on my cock in the worst way. "Please," I begged.

"Get that dick back in your mouth and I'll stroke you," she offered.

It wasn't much of a choice, and unless your body has ever been in that situation you wouldn't understand. Every part of my being screamed, "Do as she says," and my mind was no match for that desperate need. I put my lips on the tip of his head and when I did she rewarded me with a long slow stroke up, and then down, my shaft. I felt immediate relief and knew I had no choice. I needed her and she wasn't going to satisfy me until I gave her what she wanted.

I started sucking in earnest, taking the full length in my mouth, and swirling my tongue around the entire shaft and head as I pulled off. Her ministrations increased as well and I found the more pleasure I gave his dick the more stimulus she gave mine.

I felt my orgasm approaching and I have never wanted anything more. As I got closer and closer to my own release I increased the stimulus on him, sucking, adding my hands into the mix, making sure he was well serviced. My own orgasm was imminent and I thought it would be cool for both of us to cum at the same time, but then he pulled his rod from my mouth and showered my face with his semen.

It might have been sexy as hell but the moment he spewed his load she stopped what she was doing, leaving me in the most helpless and precarious state. Nothing else mattered but my need to cum. I didn't care that I had just sucked a dick, I didn't care that he had shot his load all over my face. Everything else disappeared.

I wrapped my hand around my shaft and began furiously stroking.


EPISODE 5

Mommy Claire

I have cameras throughout my entire property and watching Linda thoroughly dominate Ted was thrilling. It was no doubt emasculating for him, which was necessary if his will to resist was going to be permanently broken. It wasn't enough for Ted to lose once, I wanted his body so consumed with lust that the mere thought of independence, of standing on his own, would seem inconceivable to him. Submission would be his only logical choice and then, when he was at his weakest, I would have a special surprise for him. A surprise only mommy can give.


EPISODE 6

Ted

I don't know why, they had already won, but both Linda and Tyler grabbed my arms, pulled my hands away from my dick and denied me the opportunity to finish myself. I struggled but they were too strong. I bucked with my hips but it was no use. To add insult to injury they used the silk scarves to tie my hands behind my back, leaving me shaking and desperate in the middle of the waterbed.

It was the most demeaning moment of my life, dried cum all over my face, my raging hard on in desperate need. All I could think about was what I could do to get off.

The music stopped once again. This time the voice over the speaker said, "Congratulations Linda, winner of round one. Now we move to round two, Ted versus Tyler. The winner of round two will be the person who makes their opponent beg for anal sex."

And with that the voice went silent and the music returned.

Needless to say I was fucked, in more ways than one. My arms were tied behind my back, and my dick was still in desperate need of attention. I had no desire to be sodomized but I didn't see this ending any other way.

Tyler had pretty supple hands and it only took him a few moments to bring me right back to the brink of orgasm. He too knew exactly how to bring me close without completing the process. My mind was beyond being teased, I was ready to submit to anyone and anything, as long as they would give me relief.

"Please, I'll do anything. I'll suck whatever you want, just please let me cum."

I couldn't be any more direct. Nothing else mattered but the needs of my body, I needed them to know that, I needed them to know that there were no limits to what I would do to attain my release.

With only one hand Tyler was able to lift my lower body, raising me up by the ankles until I was completely upside down. He then used his free hand to stroke my shaft while Linda moved into position and began work on my asshole.

Were they allowed to work against me like that? I didn’t know but the feeling was incredible. She rubbed and caressed and found pleasure spots I didn't even know existed, and then, for the first time in my life, I felt my butthole respond on its own. It opened up, like it wanted more. I can't explain it but I think my body wanted anal sex. I had been ready to give up my ass to get stimulus to my cock but the way she was making me feel, I wouldn't be satisfied until my ass received attention as well.

In hindsight I should have held out, I should have negotiated my orgasm before giving up my ass, but she was still driving my anal lust and that too was both insanely pleasurable and also incredibly weakening.

"Please," I moaned, so much drool flowing from my mouth it was hard to speak.

"Tell me what you want," Tyler goaded.

It was a loaded question, I wanted so much, but the first thing that came to my mind was the pleasure Linda was giving to my ass so I said, "Please fuck my ass, please give it to me."

I gave in, and that is demeaning, but the worst part was Tyler dropped me to the waterbed without fulfilling either of my desires. And with my hands still tied behind my back, I couldn't even finish on my own. If I had been able to service myself I'm not sure if I would have stroked my cock or stuck a finger up my ass, both parts of my body were experiencing severe desperation, but neither was going to receive attention, and all I could do was moan and whimper like a helpless little boy.

The door to the room swung open and I saw the Presidents come in wearing their masks, Mr. Clinton holding a hood. That was the last thing I remember before waking up in a doctor's office, strapped to a table, my legs secured in stirrups.


EPISODE 7

Mommy Claire

Ted gave in, like I knew he would, and was now blending his preconceived notions of gender, of control and of submission. A part of me felt sorry for my little boy, and where he was in his transition, but he didn’t have much further to go, and soon he would be in mommy’s loving arms.

The demands of his penis were slowly overtaking the thoughts of his mind. Soon all of his decisions would be made by the little guy downstairs. When that happened he would be completely ready. It wasn't my turn yet, but I could feel it drawing near.


EPISODE 8

Ted

It may have looked like a doctor's office but I had no expectations of a healthcare worker entering to give me care. What I did know was that I still hadn't cum, and even though my cock was limp, the desperation that I felt was more powerful than ever.

I don't know how long I was lying there but I was thrilled when the door opened and in walked one of the most beautiful women I had ever seen. She was blonde and slender, with gorgeous blue eyes and a smile that lit up the room. I cut her off before she could say a word.

"I'll do whatever you want, just please, please help me cum."

She giggled and I have to admit the light and lilting sound of her laugh, combined with her unmatched beauty, put me at ease. Unfortunately that feeling was short lived.

"I'm sorry," she said, "I can't let you cum until you're broken. My job is to add to your lust."

Until I was broken? I was broken hours ago. The only thing holding me up was the table I was strapped to.

The woman seemed to take pity on me. She moved around to my head and whispered in my ear, "Don't worry, I'm not going to tease your little pee pee. My name is Molly but you can call me mommy." And with that she took off her blouse and allowed her wonderfully perfect bosom to rub against my cheek.

This whole day was one messed up event after another, but this cute little girl, who was young enough to be my daughter, asking me to call her mommy, that was too much. My body and my mind were beyond the point of resistance, but that was for insatiable lust, I wasn't about to be infantilized by a pretty face.

That didn't stop her from trying.

She started by massaging my scalp, which felt heavenly, and then proceeded to tease me with her breasts. The softness of her skin against my face was very pleasant and when she dragged her firm nipple against my cheek I felt a stirring inside of me, an involuntary response. I didn't know if it was normal but I wanted to latch on to her, to suckle her breast.

"Be a good little boy and give in to mommy," she cooed, and for the first time all day I was in a place I didn't want to leave.

Her pert nipple grazed my cheek and found its way to my lips. That was too much. First I pursed my lips on her, then I sucked her flesh into my mouth, and before I knew it I was suckling like a newborn on his mother's teat. I didn't expect it to be so erotic, but when she gasped aloud my penis responded with a flood of endorphins.

"Looks like someone's ready to play," she giggled and with that the most pleasurable part of my day came to an end.

Molly took her nipple from my mouth and moved to the foot of the table, repositioning herself between the stirrups and my spread legs. She took my cock in her soft hands and began a massage I will never forget. In an instant I was right back in that helpless state.

Why was this happening to me? Why were they torturing me? If there was an answer it wasn't apparent to me and Molly, just like the others before her, used my weakness to exploit me.

"I heard my little boy beg for anal sex," Molly said with a smile, "so I'm going to give you what you want."

It was true, I had begged to be fucked up the ass, but that was before, when Linda was teasing my butthole. Now all I wanted was to ejaculate, to satisfy the lust they were so intent on teasing. Unfortunately that was not meant to be.

For her part Molly did stimulate my ass, but she wasn't as good at it as Linda, and she didn't have me yearning to be pegged, not yet anyway.

The door to the office opened and in walked a behemoth of a man. He was huge, at least six foot five and as wide as a tank. I wasn't sure but I thought it was one of the presidents from before, the ones who dragged me from my house and drove me wild with lust on the ride to wherever I was. His intentions this time were quite clear, his hard dick swayed in front of him as he moved straight toward my asshole.

Molly repositioned herself by my head, once again rubbing her soft breasts on my face. That was nice but it didn't change the fact that this monster dude was about to use my ass for a fuck toy.

He started by pouring oil all over my ass and rubbing it in with his fingers, being sure to circle my rim several times before pushing in ever so gently. That was ok, I could handle that, and when he found my prostate he knew exactly how to stimulate my nerve endings. I couldn’t believe how good that felt and then my body opened up for him. 

He didn’t delay. He rubbed the head of his cock up and down my crack before pushing the tip past my opening sphincter. Anyone who tells you anal sex doesn't hurt is lying but that didn't stop him and after several times of pushing in and dragging out and I started to get used to it. In fact, the shape of his head started to feel good and I wondered if this was addictive.

The cock in my ass spread me wide, capturing more of my hole with each push.

Molly's voice reiterated my need to submit, as well as the all-consuming joy that awaited me upon my conversion to Mommy's good little boy. Her words were very persistent but it was hard to concentrate on anything other than the cock that burrowed inside of me.

The grand scope of the experience didn't really dawn on me until I felt him bottom out and squirt his juices. Did that make me his bitch? I certainly felt like a two-bit whore, and the worst part, it was starting to feel good. I was pretty sure this wasn't going to be my last foray into anal sex.

I might have felt used were it not for Molly's loving words and caresses throughout the entire session. She made the single strangest moment of my life somehow glorious. I can't explain it other than to say it was a life-altering event that I will forever link with her beautiful face and loving manner.

When the big guy finally pulled his cock out of me a stream of fluids gushed out of my ass and on to the table. It felt cold and sticky but I was still tied down and my biggest fear was that he was going to expect me to clean his cock with my mouth. Isn't that what a bull does to his bitch?

Fortunately he didn't do that; instead he and Molly secured a metal cage around my cock and then walked out of the room, leaving me all alone.


EPISODE 9

Mommy Claire

Ted’s reaction to Molly was to be expected. He had never indulged in mommy play before and he had a first timer’s response, more than a little shocked but loved the intimate care and attention. Molly did a wonderful job, reinforcing the loving nature of the mommy figure.

Ted was broken and as much as I felt sorry for him, and wanted to swoop in and give him comfort, I knew he needed a better transition. He needed time to separate from the physical bonds of restraint, and truly come to accept his submission; an inherent part of his being that lay deep within himself.


EPISODE 10

Ted

The room I was in had a single window covered by curtains. I couldn't see outside but I could tell that the sun had set and the day was growing late. I had been through a lot and my body and mind were thoroughly exhausted.

I started to drift to sleep when I was roused. Two people were undoing the straps on my arms and legs. It was a boy and a girl, and they couldn't have been more than eighteen or nineteen years old. They were both dressed in strange clothes, the kind of onesie you would see on a baby. Hers was pink and his was blue.

"You have to be quiet," the boy said, "we can get you out of here but we don't have much time."

The girl, a really petite and cute blonde, undid the final strap on my leg and I was finally free. I debated what I should do when the boy ushered us out the door.

"They're going to be back soon," he said, "if we don't get out of here soon we're going to get caught."

Given the circumstances I had no choice but to follow their lead. I chased after them as they led my down a hall and out a door into the warm night air. There were no lights, and only a crescent moon, so it was difficult to see, but they did manage to get me across a large open field and to the back of a nearby building.

"Let's get him to our playroom," the girl said, "we can hide him there."

I didn't care where we went, as long as it was away from my captors and hopefully somewhere I could use a phone. We slipped in a back door and up a stairwell. The room we entered was large but the lights were out so it was hard to see. The boy ran off to find the light switch and when he found it I was introduced to the most incredible sight of my life.

The room was a giant playground, but designed for adults. There were oversized toys and cribs and balls, and the highlight of the room was two castle turrets that were also slides that emptied into ball pits. In my younger days I would have had a field day in this room, but at the moment all I could think about was finding a phone.

I headed for the door.

"You can't go out there," the girl warned, "they'll find you."

"You don't understand, I have to get out of here, I need to get back to my wife," I said.

The boy offered, "If you hide out with us we can get you out later, after everyone is asleep."

I thought about it. I didn't know where I was or what was out that door. My odds of escape weren't great but they were better with their help. "Ok," I agreed, "what should I do?"

The girl jumped with glee. "Yay, a Play Date." She then took me by the hand and led me toward the castle.

The floor was some kind of weird cushion, it was weird to walk on and I fell several times but it didn't hurt. It was kind of cool and when I got used to it was really fun.

We played, the three of us, going up into the castle and sliding down into the ball pit. It was fun and I almost forgot about the last few hours of unsatisfied lust, but then I came out of the ball pit and found the two of them tearing each other's clothes off. I couldn't believe what they were doing, and then they spun their tight little bodies into a sixty-nine position.

I may not have mentioned it before but the two of them were very attractive and seeing them nude, servicing each other's sexual desires, was absolutely the hottest thing I had ever witnessed. They were all intertwined, beautiful faces, silky smooth skin, and tight little bodies. The whole lewd scene made my dick spring to attention. The problem was, I had some weird contraption locked on my genitals, and it was impossible to touch myself.

Instantly I flashed back through all the events of the day.

The abduction and the ride in the back of the van surged through my mind, as well as the magical lips that brought my dick to ecstasy while my hands were tied above my head. The mere thought caused a pulsing in my penis, not as strong as while I was secured, but erotic all the same.

The room with the waterbed flashed before my eyes next, along with my wrestling matches with the hard bodies, Tyler and Linda. I could practically feel Tyler's cock in my mouth as the thought of Linda stroking me into submission coursed through my brain. The memory was so powerful my dick began to twitch inside my little cage.

The images in my head were powerful, all consuming, and the throbbing of my penis made me feel incredibly weak.

And then a vision of Molly, the beautiful blonde with the crystal blue eyes and loving mommy ways, popped into my head. I might have been able to handle that were it not for the tingle in my butthole that pulsed the moment I remembered the big guy and the way his penis felt, and how deeply it reached inside of me. I could practically feel the head pushing past my sphincter and then drawing out super slowly, stroking every sensitive nerve ending in the process.

All of it was not only super erotic but also debilitating.

The vivid memories combined with the sex scene playing out in front of me, was too much to handle. It drove my lust to a fever pitch, my prostate pulsing steadily, my penis throbbing helplessly, and my brain feeding me a constant flow of erotic images that made rational thought impossible.

I wanted to take my cock in hand and finish myself off, but I couldn't, the cage on my dick wouldn't allow it, and the barrage of sensations without relief was pure torture.

The fits of relentless pleasure with no way of releasing my angst, was overwhelming. I fell to the floor, curled into a fetal position, and prayed it would all end soon.


EPISODE 11

Mommy Claire

There he was, broken and alone, driven insane with lust, in desperate need of relief. Ted was at a point where he would give in to whatever force imposed its will upon his soul. Fortunately for him I intended to ply him with love and affection, to let him know there was still a safe place in the world, and that safe place was in the loving arms of Mommy Claire.


EPISODE 12

Ted

I felt the softest touch on my shoulder and then across my back. I was still curled up in a ball with my eyes closed, afraid of what was to come next. How did they find me and how were they going to tease me now?

There was no attack on my cock or my ass but I did feel someone's touch, it wasn't sexual, it was intimate, like the comfort of a warm hug. It felt good. I was wary to let myself relax but the hug was exactly what I needed. A little part of my inner self returned, but it was a long way from what I would need to feel normal again.

And then a whisper tickled my ear.

"It's ok little boy," the voice cooed, "you're with mommy now, everything's going to be ok."

At first I thought it had to be Molly, the pretty blonde who teased me before. But this was different; there was a comfort and a love in the words, and in the touch, that made everything better. My body released from its curled ball.

The woman helped me to my feet and I got a good look at her. She was older than me but not by a lot, and she was very attractive. Her angelic smile made me feel warm inside and her brown eyes, gentle and inviting, made me think everything could be ok. I didn't want to think about sex, or do anything that might get me excited, but the woman's designer dress was very low cut, and I couldn't help taking in her incredible cleavage.

She guided me toward the door. My friends, the teenage boy and girl, waved goodbye and wished me luck. I wasn't sure where I was going, or what she was going to do to me, but I trusted the teens and they seemed ok with her taking me.

It was a short walk to a bedroom suite down the hall. The moment I saw the four poster bed I thought for sure this woman was going to tease me some more, and I prayed that I would be able to cum, to release the pent up anxiety that was torturing me, to finally be free.

"Ted," the woman said, "I'm going to take your body on a little ride, but if you trust me I promise everything will work out fine."

I didn't have much of a choice. She was older than me, undoubtedly, not as strong as me, probably, but still in control, and in my weakened mental state that was all that mattered.

She bent over and I got another glorious look down her blouse, which I immediately regretted. The image shot straight through my brain and to my penis. It started to grow. Under any other circumstance that wouldn't have been a problem, but with the cage still locked in place, it was only a matter of time before my penis would outgrow the available space and create a very uncomfortable situation.

"Oh my," the woman said. She took a closer look at my penis inside the contraption. "If you can be my good little boy I think I can get you out of that."

"Really?" I responded. "I'll do whatever you want, please just get this off of me."

She took a bobby pin from her hair and began to manipulate the lock. It took her a couple of minutes and while she worked, her hands were all over me, fondling my inner thighs and caressing my testicles. It was extremely erotic, and by the time the lock was open I was pulsing with excitement.

"Oh my," she said, looking at my erect penis. She wrapped her hands around the shaft and gave me three quick strokes that took my body and my brain right back to that submissive and needy state.

"Oh no," I groaned. I was there again, in that place where my penis ached for relief, and I was helpless to do anything about it.

At first I thought this woman might be different but she was doing the same thing, bringing me so close to what I wanted, but not allowing me to get there. I didn't want to but I started to whine and plead.

Her response was instantaneous, "Give in to Mommy Claire and everything will be fine."

She may have said all the right words but I wasn't going to fall for that trick again. I couldn't take anymore, I needed relief, but I didn't want to submit anymore, at least not without some assurances.

Despite my resolute standing she stroked me several more times, adding a gentle swirling motion on my butthole that made all my hairs stand on end. I drooled uncontrollably, begging for mercy. "Please," I said, "I'll do anything."

"Do you understand what I want?" she said.

I knew what she wanted and as much as I didn't want to give in my mind collapsed, succumbing to the demands of my penis. "Yes Mommy," I replied.

Her face lit up when I said the words. She began a rapid assault on my penis. I felt my orgasm rising and for a moment I thought I was finally going to get the release I wanted, to finally discharge all of my pent up lust.

And then the strangest thing happened.

She made me cum, but it was a single burst that splattered my chest with no additional spurts to follow. Some of my cum came out but not all, and my desire was still there, even stronger than before. I may have released, but I wasn't done.

I looked at her with pleading eyes and she seemed to sense my predicament.

"It's ok," she said, "that was just a taste, there's more to come for the good little boy who obeys Mommy Claire."


EPISODE 13

Mommy Claire

The controlled spurt is something I learned a long time ago but not something I use very often. It gives the guy a false sense of relief but in reality it drives his lust deeper into helpless territory. Whether he knew it or not Ted was already conquered, all that was left was to ply him with mommy love, to build him back up, my ideal submissive baby.


EPISODE 14

Ted

I was still horny as hell and in desperate need. When she laid me on the bed and presented me with a diaper. I didn't want to wear it, but neither my penis nor my brain would allow me to resist. She poured baby powder all over my dick, balls and ass, and rubbed it in with her supple fingers. It took me right back to the edge only this time I had hope, perhaps I could really trust Mommy Claire.

She finished dressing me and then stood me in front of her full-length mirror.

When I saw my reflection, of me wearing a diaper and a baby blue onesie, I broke down. It was the final straw that broke my will. I wasn't a man anymore, my sexual desires and pervasive lust had made me weak and she took advantage of that weakness to infantilize me. I relinquished my manhood and I just knew I wasn't ever going to get it back. I didn't mean to cry but once it started I couldn't stop.

Mommy Claire took pity on me. She took me in her arms and cuddled me. As much as that should have been a comfort, it only served to enhance my submission, and made me lose all adult perspective.

With my mental state in shambles she took me in her lap and presented me with her breast. I knew exactly what she wanted, but wasn't planning to comply until she rubbed those beautiful bosoms against my cheek. For some reason when I felt her nipple graze my lips I did what my body commanded and latched on.

She squealed with delight.

I allowed instinct to take over and suckled harder. She responded by sliding her hand down my stomach, inside my diaper and onto my cock. I didn't want to be dominated anymore but her ministrations were very controlling and soon I felt the incessant pull of submission growing stronger and stronger. Despite all determination my body was giving in to Mommy Claire.

She cooed in my ear, repeating my position as little boy and her role as mommy. I fought against her control. I needed to cum but I wanted my independence. It was time for me to put my foot down, to say I was not going to be pushed around anymore, but try as I might, I couldn't break away from Mommy Claire or the comfort of her bosom.

Mommy Claire allowed me to suckle for a while but then broke off the connection. In that moment my weakness piqued. I didn't realize how much of a need she had built within me, not just to cum, but also to submit. When she got up from the bed and walked to the bathroom, my body went into autopilot, following its master.

"Ted," she said, "you've been wonderful so far, but part of the submission process is a physical act, a permanent reminder of your proper place in the world."


EPISODE 15

Mommy Claire

Ted was such a beautiful baby and I felt such a deep affection for him. He was burdened and needed escape. I couldn’t wait for him to feel the full healing powers of mommy love, to savor in the bliss as mommy’s good little boy. There was just one more thing to do.

Nothing makes a grown man feel more like a little boy than removing all of his pubic hair. Ted was too weak to resist and I intended to take advantage of that weakness, and shave him completely clean. In addition to reaffirming his submission, the overt act also served an additional purpose, to eliminate Ted's last remaining connection to the adult world.


EPISODE 16

Ted

I wished I could stand up to her but there was something inside of me that spurred me to concede. Without any objections she laid me in the empty tub and before I knew it my cock and balls were lathered in shaving cream.

Mommy Claire pulled out a straight blade and proceeded to remove every last strand of hair from my most private parts. I had never been shaved like that before and it made me feel infantile, like a little boy who hadn't yet hit puberty, like a little boy who couldn't think for himself, like a little boy who needed his mommy.

When the last of my hair was gone she wiped me clean with a warm wet cloth and then began to fill the tub with water. I couldn't help fondling the newly soft skin, silently chastising my weakness, and swearing I would put a stop to this entire scenario as soon as I was able.

Mommy Claire scolded me, "Good little boys do not touch themselves like that," she said. "Mommy will take care of you."

Did that mean I might get to cum? That was exciting to hear. I had been waiting to be taken care of all day.

With the water level in the tub rising, Mommy Claire added some bubbles and then began to disrobe. I was tempted to play with myself under the cover of the bubbles, to jerk myself off and eliminate any power she had over me, but for some inexplicable reason I couldn't bring myself to disobey her. And that became more and more difficult with each piece of clothing she removed.

Mommy Claire undressing was the sexiest thing I had ever seen. She slowly revealed more and more of her body until at long last I was able to take her all in. This woman may have been Mommy Claire but her body was that of a pinup model, voluptuous breasts, flat stomach, and legs that went on for days.

If I had made myself cum I might have stood a chance but when Mommy Claire climbed into the tub, completely nude, I was helpless all over again. The way the bubbles clung to her curves was extremely erotic, borderline obscene, and my penis pulsed and throbbed from the visual stimulus alone.

"Oh God," I moaned, "please tell me I can cum."

Mommy Claire laughed. "I guarantee you will cum but first I need to know you are my good little boy and not just faking. I'm going to take your body for a little ride."

I wasn't sure what that meant but I was too far gone to care. I nodded my agreement, submitting to her will.

She moved closer to me, her breasts just inches from my face, and lowered herself onto my lap. I tried to position my cock to enter her but that was not to be.

"Little boys don't get to fuck Mommy," she said with a sly smile.

My penis, wedged between her butt and my thigh, throbbed with every shift of her body. I shifted on my own, trying to increase the stimulus, but she was well aware of my intentions.

"Be a good boy or I may need to put the genital cuff back on you."

I didn't want that, reluctantly I gave up my efforts at self-stimulation.

Mommy Claire gave my body a thorough washing before helping me out of the tub and drying me with the thickest, plushest towel I had ever felt. Then she led me back to the bedroom where she placed me in the center of the bed and began to diaper and dress me once again.

I wanted to resist, and was ready to put up a fight, but when she doused me with baby powder; and began intensively rubbing it in, I got lost in the moment. She used targeted strokes on my dick, my balls and my asshole, making me drool and beg for mercy once again. I knew what she wanted and was beyond the point of pretense.

"Please mommy," I cried, "I'm your good boy, I'll do whatever you want."

She presented me with her breast and I latched on, suckling for dear life. Her hands returned to my penis but something strange happened, the pleasure I was getting from nursing, as well as my submission to her, surpassed the pleasure she was delivering to my cock, and the more I gave in, the more I begged, the better it got.

"Please mommy," I repeated.

She loved it, and so did I.

I increased my submission and soon felt myself slipping into true baby mode. My manhood was gone, that was clear, the only option I had was to embrace the baby role and give myself, mind, body and soul, to this wonderful woman.

Her strokes continued, and finally, after waiting all day, my penis erupted. It wasn't just a little, the throbs kept coming and my penis kept spurting. It felt incredible to get it all out and my diaper grew heavy from the massive amount of ejaculate.

Even after I was done coming my cock still pulsed. I screamed in delight, "Thank you Mommy." I had never meant anything more.

Having finally achieved release I thought that would be the end, but despite how wonderful my orgasm felt, it was no longer what I needed for satisfaction. I wanted to be Mommy Claire's good little boy. I wanted her to be my mommy.

With loving care she changed my cum stained diaper. Just like everything else with Mommy Claire it was a very enjoyable experience, but I wanted more, I wanted her.

Long after she changed me I continued pleading with her, to be my mommy, to take me as her little boy. I offered her anything and everything if I could commit myself to her forever.

Mommy Claire gave me a loving smile and told me she would accept my submission on one condition, I needed to do something for her.

I nodded eagerly. She completely changed my life and I was willing to do anything.

"Great," she said, "I want you to wear my brand, to be tattooed with 'Mommy Claire's Good Little Boy' across your bottom."

Now you may think that extreme, and under any other circumstance I might have as well, but I was too far gone. I needed her to be my mommy.

I readily agreed.

While the man she called Bull, the behemoth who fucked my ass earlier in the day, applied the permanent ink to my skin, I was given the opportunity to service Mommy Claire with my tongue. I climbed between her legs and licked her pussy until she discharged all over my face and down my chin. I wanted to continue, to give her more pleasure like she had given me, but the pain from the tattoo needle was too intense. I had to pause for fear that I might inadvertently bite Mommy Claire's pussy lips.

When all was said and done Mommy Claire offered her little boy a ride home. It was on that ride, in the back of Mommy Claire's limo, that the gravity of the situation hit me. I was going home to my wife having been sensually dominated by many different people, sucking a guy's dick, taking another dick up my ass and pledging my eternal commitment to a woman who wanted to make me her baby.

And if all that wasn't enough, I had never been happier.


EPISODE 17

Mommy Claire

I sent Ted away thoroughly infantilized. He was my adult baby now and I intended to make him savor and appreciate that decision for the rest of his life.

That left only one last objective, for Kelly to reveal her secret to Ted. But the when and how of that was up to her. Ted was fully aware, and accepting, of the adult baby lifestyle. Kelly just needed to come to her own terms as to how and when she would reveal her secret self to her husband. And when she did, I intended to take full advantage of my first married couple adult babies.


EPISODE 18

Ted

My wife Kelly was in the living room when I walked in, looking much better than when I left. She had company, a man and a woman, the same man and woman I had wrestled with in the waterbed room. Tyler and Linda were taking care of my wife and apparently doing a very good job.

"Hi honey," Kelly said, "did you have a good time?"

Linda and Tyler both snickered.

I was embarrassed. "Uh," I started, "I'm not sure what to say."

Linda whispered something to Kelly. My wife nodded her agreement then got up from the couch and walked over. She put her foot up on the arm of the chair in front of me. I didn't know what she was trying to say until she motioned for me to push down her sock. When I did I was shocked as shit at what I saw.

My wife had a tattoo of her own, on her ankle. In tiny lettering it read, "Mommy Claire's Good Little Girl."

For more Mommy Claire fun check out:

-       Sorority Baby

-       Taming the Ultra Male

-       Frenemies

-       Billionaire Alpha Baby

-       Beer Money Babies

-       The Mommy Claire Chronicles I
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INCLUDES:

- Help Wanted
- Millenial Baby
- Mommy’s Road Trip

- Lesson Time

- Riding the Rails with Mo
-The Coercionl of Ted
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