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EPISODE 1

Pablo

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


EPISODE 2

Oops!

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


EPISODE 2

Mommy Claire

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


EPISODE 3
Pablo

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


EPISODE 3

Mommy Claire

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Sheepishly he bowed his head.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


EPISODE 4

Pablo

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Nothing.

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

Nothing.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


EPISODE 5

The Final Straw

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

It was an internal conflict that was baffling my mind.

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

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

It was glorious.

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

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

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

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

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

Rule number two was just as bad.

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

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

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

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