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EPISODE 1

Mommy Claire

I was excited to visit Mommy Claire again. The first two times were wonderful, she was so good to me; patient, understanding and kind, she made the transition to adult baby easy. I don't think I could have learned the things I did without her love and guidance.

The adult baby world is greatly misunderstood and even though I'm learning, I'm part of that naïveté. My perceptions of the lifestyle were so far off before I met Mommy Claire, and while I have learned a lot spending time with her, I still have so much to learn.

When the time came for my next session I was nervous to call; but I was also determined, to move forward in my new life, and to expand my horizons. I wasn't going to let fear stop me.

She answered on the first ring and knew it was me. "Hello baby girl," she said, "I've been missing you."

It was great to hear her again. The sound of her voice immediately took me back to that place, the bliss of being in mommy's care. "May I please see you again?" I asked.

"Of course," she answered. "Anything for my baby."

I had already made arrangements with my husband to take care of the kids whenever Mommy Claire was available. Ever since I had introduced him to the cuckold lifestyle he was very agreeable to all of my requests. It didn't hurt that he now got to visit my friend Tina X on a regular basis; there wasn't a man alive that wouldn't give up his soul for the opportunity to meet with Tina X.

Mommy Claire offered me a choice, we could meet that afternoon for a one-hour visit or, if I was willing to wait until Friday, she offered to arrange a special date that included a sleepover. Now I didn't want to wait three days, but the lure of a special date and a sleepover was too much to resist.

Three days was an eternity, especially for a little girl rapt with anticipation. By the time Friday morning finally came, I was bubbling with excitement.

I took a shower to clean myself but knew better than to shave; that privilege belonged to mommy. It had been a week since I shaved my kitty, completely bald. It was the first time I had ever done that. The hair was coming back in and it itched. I couldn’t wait for mommy to make my kitty smooth as a baby's bottom again.

I drove my Toyota minivan to her place and pulled up to the front gate. I hit the buzzer to let her know I was there. I'm not sure if I mentioned it before but Mommy Claire was loaded, and her place was a mega mansion. The last time I visited she gave me a tour. It was impressive but I found out later that what I saw then was only a fraction of the estate, the part of the house that she shared with strangers and guests.

I must have done something right during my last session because this time, when I entered, Mommy gave me a warm embrace and led me to a new part of the house.

"I'm so glad you're here today," she said, "we have a play date with some special friends."

I wasn't sure what a play date was but before I could voice any concerns Mommy ushered me up a stair case, down a hall, and into a large bedroom suite. There was a beautiful four-poster bed in the center of the room with tall, ornate furniture all around. Mommy patted the bed, motioning for me to climb up.

I jumped into place.

She undressed me and my entire body tingled at the very first touch. With each piece of clothing it got more and more intimate and I felt myself letting go, giving in to the moment and to her. One by one my garments fell to the floor and with each one she garnered more and more control. She really knew how to drive my passion, by where she touched me, when she touched me, and when she withheld. By the time the last of my clothes was stripped from my body I was so desperate for her touch I would have done anything.

She wasn't going to just excite me and bring my joy to climax, that wasn't her style. Mommy Claire had a way of prolonging the anticipation; building up my desire and making my carnal lust take control. It was a wonderfully delicious ride and I was willing to take it any time she offered.

A hot bath, complete with bubbles, waited for me in the bathroom. Mommy helped me into the tub and then began to disrobe. She was absolutely beautiful and the way she undressed was both artistic and lewd. I got so excited watching her I started fingering myself.

"Polite little girls do not touch themselves like that," Mommy informed me.

Dutifully I pulled my hands away from my pussy.

I watched in awe as she stepped naked into the tub. My jaw literally dropped, she was one hot mommy, her face so beautiful, her breasts so firm and inviting.

"Good girl," Mommy said, "I know it can be hard to control yourself."

Mommy knew me so well. On many occasions she had driven my passion to the point that I couldn't control myself. In fact, she often took advantage of me that way.

Mommy shaved my kitty, leaving me smooth as silk. It was tough not to touch myself after that; it felt so soft and clean. Then she washed my body, and when she did she caressed every part of me. I had become accustomed to her touch, anywhere and everywhere. It no longer seemed foreign to me, even in the most intimate of my zones. And she was so skilled at the rise and fall of my anticipation that by the time my bath was done I was both super relaxed and erotically charged.

Laid out, naked on the bed, I waited for Mommy to dress me. She started with a healthy dose of baby powder, which she rubbed generously into my kitty. She massaged the lips with gentle fingers, stimulating the blood flow and building my excitement. It felt wonderful. I spread my legs in anticipation, secretly hoping she would take my sex for a joy ride. Unfortunately that wasn't meant to be, Mommy had other plans for me. She wrapped me up, secured a diaper around my waist and gave my tummy a raspberry kiss. It tickled and I couldn't contain my giggle. I think she liked that.

Mommy lifted my lower body and slid a pair of shorts up my legs. At least I thought they were shorts, once they were up my body I realized they were actually overalls. The straps that went up to and over my shoulders were thin, so thin there was hardly any fabric to cover my breasts, they barely covered my nipples. I may as well have been nude on top for as much coverage as the overalls provided.

"You're such a pretty girl," Mommy said when she finished dressing me.

It made me feel good to hear her say that.

"You're going to be the prettiest girl there," she added.

What? Where? Was she taking me out? I looked at Mommy, hoping she would provide an explanation.

She recognized my confusion. "Oh silly girl, for our play date. We have friends coming over."

It took me a moment to process. Who would be coming over? This new life had surprises around every corner. I never knew what to expect, I just trusted in mommy and let it happen. It felt good to let go, to be in mommy's capable hands.


EPISODE 2

The Play Room

Our guests would be arriving soon and mommy wanted to show me something. I had seen one section of the house on my first visit, and a small part of the new wing before my bath, but now she wanted to give me a closer look.

There were three suites, each with large bedrooms and their own master bathrooms. It was beautiful; wall to wall carpeting, crown molding, built-in cabinets. The bathrooms had to be a thousand square feet each with large tubs, walk-in showers and enough marble to make Rome jealous. She spared no expense.

As nice as the suites were they were not the highlight of this part of the house. The large room at the end of the hall, the play room, took the cake.

The play room was a large open space with everything your inner child could ever hope for; adult sized playpens and cribs, teddy bears and blocks, and so many toys in so many vibrant colors, it made my head spin.

I was amazed trying to take it all in. I stepped inside and stumbled, falling flat on my face. The floor was covered, wall to wall, with a thick air foam padding. It made me safe in my fall but also made it very difficult to walk; like a child taking her first steps.

Mommy let me stumble around a little bit but I fell so many times it was easier to just crawl. So I explored the room on all fours. It was fascinating. There were so many neat features. One of the coolest things was the pressure sensitized mounds built into the floor.

The moment I climbed on top of one, a slight vibration started. The buzz became more and more pronounced the longer I stayed on top. It felt really good and my wicked mind immediately thought of using it to stimulate my pussy. I shifted my leg and squatted over the vibration. I could feel it but it was light, my diaper and the overalls were too thick, they created a barrier. I thought I wasn't going to get any relief but fortunately mommy was there to help.

"Oh, that's so cute," she said, "does mommy's little girl need to grind?"

Oh God did I ever.

Ever since the bath, and the changing, I wanted to cum. If she was going to let me ride the vibrating mound I was going to make the most of the opportunity.

Mommy Claire unsnapped my overalls and then dropped my diaper to the floor. I looked at her, for permission, and when she nodded I climbed on top of the mound and spread my legs. The surface of the mound had tiny ridges. I worked those edges against my kitty and when the vibration kicked on it was heavenly.

I gave in to the feeling, letting my body go limp, slumped over, absorbing the ever-growing stimulus. The hum of the vibration surged into my pussy. With a shift of my body I moved the pulsing sensations, spreading the effect to my rosebud and my taint. It was fabulous and soon my whole essence was receiving the numbing pulses. I could have stayed in that position forever.

And then it stopped.

My lust was right at the edge, so close to climax but without satisfaction. I needed it; completion, and I tried to hump the mound back into action. After several minutes of useless thrusts I realized it wasn't going to work. I turned to mommy and she was right there to meet me.

"We need to save some of that lust for our guests," she said. She ran her fingers through my hair; to pacify me, but all I could think about was sex. I wanted it so badly. When would I finally get satisfaction? And what would I need to do to make it happen?


EPISODE 3

The Guests Arrive

A bell sounded and the way mommy reacted I could tell it was important. Perhaps our guests had arrived. I tried to hop to my feet but the air mattress floor of the play room was very unsteady and I stumbled to the floor.

"Aw," mommy said, "you don't have to get up. I'll meet our guests and bring them in. You wait here."

Mommy left the room and I was alone, naked, in the center of the floor. I didn't want our guests to come in and see me like this so I scrambled to get my clothes on. For anyone that has ever tried, you know how hard it is to put on a diaper by yourself, for anyone that hasn't, let me just tell you, it is very difficult. After several tries I finally got the diaper on semi-straight, and then pulled the overalls up on my body. I tried to cover my breasts but there just wasn't any fabric, my girls were on full display.

I didn't have to wait long before I heard mommy in the hallway. She opened the door and two young girls ran into the room, in turn they each reached the padded floor and tumbled to the ground. They both giggled and rolled around, fully enjoying themselves. I didn't know if they were on anything but they couldn't stop laughing.

Both girls were young, eighteen years old I figured, and they were both dressed in very short teddy nighties and diapers. They stopped their roll, looked at me, looked at each other and then started in my direction. They were aggressive and worked in concert to attack me. Before I knew it, one of them was on top of me, pinning me to the mat, while the other undid the clasps of my overalls. My tits fell loose and one of them clamped their mouth on my left breast, soon the other followed on my right.

These two girls must have seen my breasts and thought I was their mommy because once they latched on they were completely content. My nipples were particularly sensitive and the two of them suckling like newborns really got me excited.

Mommy walked in with her adult friends and I was surprised to see that they were both men. I might have said something but I was so lost in the feeling of these girls sucking on my tits that everything else just disappeared.

The first of the men, a heavy set man in his sixties with a comb over and a mustache, lined up behind the girl on my left breast. In one fluid motion he dropped his pants and pulled down her diaper. She didn't miss a beat on my tit even when he impaled her from behind with his dick. She didn't care; it was like she expected it.

The second man was younger than the first, mid fifties, good looking and in much better shape. He didn't have a six pack or anything like that, but for a man his age he had a solid chest, a flat stomach and only minimal love handles. He pulled the diaper off of his girl, slipped his face beneath her hips, and buried his tongue inside her pussy. She bucked against his face but her lips never left my nipple.

I was lost in delirium watching the scene unfold before me. It was so hot. I thought it couldn't get any better but then mommy pulled off my overalls and my diaper, got between my legs and targeted her tongue right on my button. I had been waiting for that moment for so long it sent me right over the edge. My cum squirted everywhere. Mommy seized on my vulnerability, using her talented fingers to increase the stimulus on my kitty and sending my body into orgasmic fits. My pussy convulsed causing waves of pleasure to spread up my spine and into my brain. The pleasure was so intense I felt my eyes roll back in my head and I thought I might black out. Another orgasm followed and I couldn't contain myself, I shouted with glee.

The session went on but I barely remember any details. The collection of naked bodies, writhing in the playroom, cumming repeatedly, was a big hot mess. Every one of us was consumed in the moment, pleasing and being pleased. We indulged in our lust. After several hours of unbridled passion we collapsed in exhaustion.

I don't know about anyone else, but I had never been more satisfied in my entire life.


EPISODE 4

The Exit Interview

I wasn't sure if my night was over or if it was just our guests that were leaving, but everyone gathered their belongings and headed out of the play room. I wanted the night to go on but was ok if that meant just mommy and me. I decided to play it by ear and see how everything unfolded.

Much to my surprise, we left the play room and went to one of the bedroom suites where there was a large walk-in shower. I didn't realize how much dried cum I had all over my body until mommy washed me down. It was super fun watching the adults wash us babies, and on more than one occasion I checked out the hot daddy. He wasn't just well built but he was handsome as well. I loved my mommy but I wouldn't have minded having him as my daddy.

We got out of the shower and got dressed. The adults wore full clothing while the girls and I were barely covered. It was all part of the mental aspect of adult baby play and it really did make it abundantly clear who was in charge and who was submissive.

The bedroom was set up with six chairs in a circle. Each of us took a seat and made introductions, it was like the beginning of an AA meeting.

The two younger girls, my fellow babies, were Tiffany and Ella. Their daddies were Todd, the heavy set baldy, and Randy, the yummy hottie.

Mommy explained the importance of the exit interview, about how it would help ensure everyone felt safe and that our next meeting would be even more fun. She spoke to the group but I had a feeling I was the true target of her message.

Tiffany immediately complimented me on my breasts. She really liked having an actual mommy nursing experience. I was flattered and let her know how much I enjoyed having her and Ella latch on to my nipples.

Ella talked about how much she loved being babied and how she felt this session lacked that. "It was very sexual," she said, "but I missed the daddy dominance. I'd like more of that next time... and spankings," she added with a devilish smile.

Tiffany seconded the comment about spankings. Apparently they really liked being taken over the knee by a firm hand.

I was amazed. The free flow of conversation made me feel much more at ease with the whole situation. It was like we weren't just their submissive playthings; we had a voice.

Mommy explained, "You see baby girl, we're not forcing anything here. We come together to satisfy each other's needs."

I thought these girls did it for the money or to please their sugar daddy, but just like me, they loved being babied. It was a lifestyle choice and not only had they found their match, but they were able to voice their concerns to make these exciting adventures even better.

"I'd like to be fucked by Randy," I blurted. I got caught up in the moment and said the first thing that came to my mind. I immediately regretted it.

Everyone looked at me. I was afraid to make eye contact with mommy.

Then Randy said, "I'd be ok with it if it's ok with you."

He directed his question to mommy and she responded, "If you're suggesting a trade I think we can work something out."

I was instantly conflicted. I wanted to be fucked by Randy but the thought of mommy giving her attention to someone else really made me jealous. The conversation continued but I couldn't get my mind off of Randy's cock and the potential tryst between Ella and mommy.

When everyone got up to say goodbye I was kind of relieved, but then something strange happened; Todd and Tiffany left and Randy and Ella stayed behind.


EPISODE 5

Round Two

"Baby girl," mommy said, "Daddy Randy is going to take care of you for an hour or two. Be a good girl for him."

Mommy left us and took baby Ella with her. I might have thought about what they were going to do but Daddy Randy never gave me a chance. He ripped off my overalls and diaper and begin a slow sensual kissing up my legs.

Daddy Randy had a very talented tongue and when he got to my flower I knew why Ella let him have his way with her. The way he serviced my pussy made my whole body feel incredible.

He started with a nibbling effect, one where he gently attacked my lips and sent waves of pleasure to every part of my being. The ministrations got me very excited and my pussy responded with a flood of juices. I could have laid there and let him lick me for hours but he had a different plan in mind.

Once my pussy was wet and open, he lined up the head of his cock with my hole and thrusted in. I never got a good look at his dick but the way it felt when he pushed inside of me; I could have sworn it was a foot long and just as thick. Even better, he knew how to use it. Each inward thrust went deeper and deeper and when he slowly withdrew, he made sure the rim of his head dragged hard against my clit. The euphoria was so insane I had to bite my lip to keep from screaming.

He wasn't done. His next move was to ram that super hard cock into me with all of his might; over and over again, like the piston of a high performance engine. The way he spread me open, all the way to my cervix, and then withdrew, left me yearning for more. Going from completely stuffed to agonizingly empty was both glorious and frustrating at the same time. I wasn't sure if a baby would beg to be fucked harder but that is what I wanted, and I needed him to know.

"Please fuck me harder," I begged, "I'll do anything."

He wasn't pleased that I stepped out of character. He pulled my hair until my head was turned and looked directly in my eyes. "If you were my girl I'd take you over my knee and spank the shit out of you."

I didn't think he would hurt me but at that moment fear coursed through my blood. I knew it was wrong to break character and he had every right to be mad. So much of what we were doing was to satisfy the other's needs. He had done so much for me; I needed to do the same for him.

There was never any prior discussion about coming inside of me but as the daddy he did not feel any obligation to ask. Instead he pushed himself deep inside, as deep as he could get, and then let his spasming cock release its load in my womb. The spastic vibrations of his spent cock caused my pussy to cum again and then the two of us collapsed in an intertwined ball of consumed lust.

We laid there in silence, my pussy still throbbing, my mind floating on a cloud. I could have laid there for hours but we were interrupted by Mommy and baby Ella returning from their escapade.

"Did you guys have fun?" Mommy asked.

I certainly did but I kept my mouth shut. I wasn't about to break protocol again.

Baby Ella crossed the room to her daddy, pushed him onto his back and began to suck his dick. She obviously could taste me on him but she didn't care, she knew her place and was going to take care of her man.

Mommy came up behind me and gently stroked my shoulders while we both watched Baby Ella give a loving blow job. It got us both super excited. Soon mommy's fingers were inside of me while she smothered my lips with an open mouthed kiss.

I let her have her way with me, not that I had much of a choice, and she rewarded me with a long, slow, erotic build up that ended with another orgasm.

Both Daddy Randy and Baby Ella gasped when I gushed. "That was so hot," one of them said and they immediately began to make out, falling into a warm embrace.


EPISODE 6

Bedtime

We walked our guests to the door, said our goodbyes and watched them leave. Once they were out the gate and drove off the property, mommy put her arm around my shoulder and guided me back into the house. I thought we were going to go back to one of the suites but Mommy led me to a whole new section of the building.

"I guess you've noticed this is a pretty big place," mommy said.

I didn't know how or if I should respond. Was I still in Baby mode? Or were we allowed to talk openly?

She didn't seem to expect a response. She continued, "The part of the house we toured on your first visit, that was Level 1, that's where I accept first timers and guests."

I had figured that out already but it was still interesting.

"Level 2," Mommy went on, "where we had our play time tonight, is the play zone. It's reserved for people who have demonstrated that they are good partners. Not everyone gets to Level 2 but the ones that do always have a good time."

She was right, I had a fabulous time in Level 2 and would be quite excited to come back.

But mommy wasn't leading me back to Level 2; instead she led me down a back hallway into a part of the house I had never seen before.

"This is Level 3," she said as we walked through a pair of double doors.

The place wasn't that much different except that it looked lived in. The furniture and decorations were exquisite but things weren't perfectly arranged. Someone actually lived in this section of the house.

"It is a privilege to be invited into this wing," mommy informed me. "Only my special children get this far."

I was pleased to hear this but couldn't help wondering how many special children she had. I had no right to be jealous, especially of people who knew mommy way longer than I did, but that didn't change the fact that I wanted her all to myself.

"I figured we'd call it a night unless my baby girl needs anything before we go to bed?"

I was in absolute bliss. I had cum so many times my body was like jello. I didn't think I could cum again and wondered what our sleeping arrangements would be.

If mommy had taken me to the play room and put me to bed in one of the oversized cribs I would have been ok with that. I was really getting used to my role as baby, all parts of it. But mommy wanted me close and when she showed me her California king bed and told me we would be sleeping together I was thrilled.

Mommy got completely nude but I still had to wear my diaper.

"You're not a big girl yet," she said, "we don't want any accidents."

It wasn't the most comfortable thing to sleep in but I didn't care, I was more consumed with mommy's luscious body and the opportunity to sleep next to her all night.

I fell asleep in mommy's arms and it was the most peaceful night's sleep I ever remember. I was so refreshed when I awoke, and grateful for everything that mommy had done for me, that I burrowed my head between her thighs and licked mommy's clit until she woke up to an orgasm.

She was pleasantly surprised and I was super happy to be able to please her.

The morning conversation saw my role as baby disappear. She was still Mommy Claire, I didn't have any other name for her, but she spoke to me like an adult.

"So did you like our play date last night?"

"I loved it," I admitted, "I didn't know what to expect and I'm glad I didn't, it was great."

"Those are always some of our more entertaining sessions," mommy said, "it's always interesting to see how newbies respond when you introduce new variables."

Is that what I was, a newbie? I didn't feel new to this anymore but I guess compared to the others I still had a lot to learn.

Mommy sensed my confusion. "It's ok baby girl, everyone is a beginner once, and you are coming along wonderfully."

I probably would have liked another pleasure session but mommy had things to do and I also had a life to get back to. So, we said our goodbyes and I walked out the door, dreaming of my next visit to see Mommy Claire.
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PROLOGUE

Molly

My first foray into age regression was an unexpected assignment given to me while working for an international news network. It was a feature on infantilism and the adult baby world. None of the senior associates wanted the lead and I, being fresh out of college and looking for a chance to make a name for myself, jumped at the opportunity.

Despite stellar research, and a feature loaded with rich description and personal experience, the network refused to air my piece. They said it was too risqué for prime time. I was devastated. They didn't appreciate my hard work, and to add insult to injury, my reputation throughout the organization wasn't, Molly the reporter who would do anything for a story, but instead, Molly the girl who liked to play in diapers.

Now I'm not one to run from a challenge, but being ridiculed everyday by a group of closed-minded people is no way to live. So I decided enough was enough, quit that job and turned to a new profession. Fortunately playing the role of "Baby Girl Molly" for a select group of well-to-do dominant mommies and daddies was not only fun, but also very lucrative. For the first time in my life I not only made more than I spent, I also truly loved my job.

As much as I loved being the good little girl, there is more to adult baby play than just regression. It was time for me to explore the alternative side of our world, as the dominant mommy to someone else's submissive baby.


EPISODE 1

Molly

Over my short time in the adult baby world, I established a select clientele, men and women who were not only eager to take a college co-ed as their little baby girl, but who were also willing and able to reward me handsomely for those one-of-a-kind services. It was a mutually beneficial arrangement that yielded far more than I ever could have made working at the Network.

My regulars were loyal, and might have been open to a request to switch roles, but they were naturally dominant; the controlling mommy or daddy to my submissive self. For the next stage of my education I needed someone who was naturally inclined to give up control, to accept me in the domineering role.

Under different circumstances I might have turned to the Internet, and the countless sites looking to connect two or more people with common interests, but as great as the Internet is, I had distinct reservations about meeting someone this way, especially for what I intended to do with her or him.

I did have another option, a friend, my mentor Mommy Claire. Mommy Claire introduced me to the adult baby world and was my biggest supporter. I called to let her know of my situation.

"Hi baby girl," she answered.

I explained what I was looking for and Mommy Claire was excited to help.

"I'd love to help you find a baby to love," she said, "I think I have just the right guy in mind. Would you be ok with role play?"

Since I was looking to take a grown adult and infantilize him or her I fully expected role play to be a heavy requirement. I quickly agreed.

"Great," Mommy Claire said, "I have a guy with a fantasy request, he wants to be seduced by an attractive stranger, and coerced into a diaper. It's a non-consent fantasy, so you'll have to really take control. Do you think you can do that?"

Once again I agreed. I could understand his fantasy, I myself had to be coaxed along until I accepted the lifestyle. It would be fun playing to his desired role.


EPISODE 2

Marc C.

It was Friday after lunch and I returned to the office to find the place totally empty. Everyone had come up with one reason or another why they couldn't stick around. I probably shouldn't have left but I was fed up with always being stuck like that, so I packed up my things and headed out the door.

I wasn't ready to go home so I went to the multiplex to see what was playing. Once I eliminated the kids’ movies and the chick flicks that only left a couple of options, a French foreign film and a cop action thriller. The cop flick looked like the better of the two so I bought a ticket and headed to the mall next door to kill some time before the show.

Now I'm not a big shopper so I headed to the food court to grab something to eat and do some people watching. The food choices at the Mall are spotty at best, but there is a place in the back that sells surprisingly good sushi. I grabbed a platter, along with a big pile of wasabi, paid the cashier, and went to find a table with a good vantage point.

I found what I was looking for, a table where I could see everyone as they got off the escalator, and also provided a view of the line at the coffee shop. Both places were prime spots to check out the hot women.

It wasn't the best time for people watching; too late for lunch and too early for dinner, but I did spy one really attractive blonde as she got off the escalator. She didn't go to the coffee shop like I expected, instead she walked all the way to the back of the food court and my favorite sushi place.

There wasn't anything else to look at, so despite potentially looking like a stalker, I kept my eyes on the blonde. She piled a heaping helping of wasabi on her sushi plate, paid the cashier and headed in my direction.

I am not what anyone would call bold, so when she approached I averted my eyes. I was planning to check out her butt after she walked by but, much to my surprise, she didn't pass.


EPISODE 3

Molly

Mommy Claire's description of my meet was rather vague; middle aged man, Caucasian, five foot ten, two hundred pounds, curly locks, sandy blonde and no facial hair. I should have requested a photo but people in this business don't like posting pics of themselves. I did know he was going to order sushi, and that I would know it was him by the huge pile of wasabi he put on his plate.

I decided I would order the sushi plate, add my own huge pile of wasabi, and use it as a way to introduce myself. Our own "Meet Cute" story.

At two o'clock the mall was not very busy so it didn't take long for me to find my prey. It was all very exciting, like a blind first date, only one where I was guaranteed success.

I spotted my guy, and his overflowing pile of wasabi, and made my move. As I approached his table he averted his eyes, he really wanted to play hard to get.

"That's quite a bit of wasabi you have there," I joked.

He looked at me with wide eyes. He was a very good actor, had I not known better I would have believed this really was a stranger meet.

"You have quite the pile yourself," he quipped.

"That's cause I like things spicy," I said. "Is this seat taken?"

He pushed out the chair with his foot. "No, please sit down."


EPISODE 4

Marc C.

I couldn't believe she didn't walk right by and was even more amazed this beautiful woman stopped to talk to me. I pushed out the chair to welcome her and while she sat down I slipped my wedding ring off my finger and into my pocket. I have never cheated on my wife, and didn't intend to start, but that didn't mean I couldn't flirt.

"So, I take it you like it hot too," she said, her tone both playful and sultry. It was quite a moment and I had to pinch myself to be sure it was real.

I knew she was talking about the wasabi but I allowed my mind to dabble in the idea that she could find me attractive. She was out of my league times ten but that didn't mean I couldn't let my imagination run wild. If she was going to use me so she wouldn't have to eat alone, couldn't I get something out of it too?

She spoke, and I was glued to her every word, but really I was enamored with her beauty. She really was stunning; early twenties, alabaster skin so pure it resembled porcelain, crystal blue eyes you could get lost in for days; and natural bodied blonde hair that could grace the cover of any fashion magazine. Even when I was in my early twenties I couldn't have attracted a woman this hot and now, at the age of forty, the only chance I had to get this close to a woman this beautiful was the waitress at the local sports pub. But in that case the waitress flirted with me for tips, I had no idea why this woman was being so nice.

Her name was Molly and we had a lot in common, the conversation flowed effortlessly. We spoke about many different things but each time she turned the conversation to baby this, or little boy that. I thought that maybe she was pregnant and consumed with thoughts of impending motherhood, but if she was, she was the hottest little mommy I had ever seen. She gave a whole new meaning to the word MILF.

Despite having a great time the clock in the center of the food court showed that my movie time was approaching. I didn't want to leave, she was the most attractive woman to notice me in years, but I paid twelve dollars for the ticket and wasn't about to walk away from that.

"It was real nice talking to you," I said. I stood up. "But I really have to get going."


EPISODE 5

Molly

It was nice flirting with a new guy and to be honest he was way more attractive than I expected. Sure he had a little extra weight around the middle but I kind of liked that. Of course that was probably Baby Molly talking, the part of me that loved the dominant daddy figure. It made me wonder what kind of baby Mommy Molly would like.

The conversation flowed. Of course I expressed interest in everything he was interested in, which wasn't hard because he loved action movies, tv sitcoms and watching football which were all right in my wheelhouse. You should have seen his face when I told him how much I wished I could find a guy just like him; that liked everything I did, but; I added, would have to like sex too.

He was a goofy little kid after that, which was oddly appealing. There really were a lot of things about this guy that I liked. I had been worried how the role play would go but he was really making it fun.

Knowing his predilection for baby play I steered the conversation towards me as mommy and him as little boy as much as I could. That didn't resonate with him; in fact it killed the conversation. When he cut me off I wasn't sure what to do.

"It was real nice talking to you," he said, "but I really have to get going."

Wait, what? That was a bad sign. He obviously didn't think we clicked and was backing out. That would make me a failure at my first attempt at mommy play and also meant I wouldn't be getting paid. I needed to adjust fast, but first I needed to figure out what went wrong.

I didn't have a lot of time, he was dumping his tray and soon he would be gone. I hustled after him thinking about how to turn things around.

What should I have done?

He wanted to be seduced by a young co-ed and coerced into being a baby. That's when it dawned on me. I was pushing the mommy stuff too soon. He wanted to be seduced.

I caught up with him in the corridor leading out of the mall, the one that went right by the multiplex.


EPISODE 6

Marc C.

I was hustling to catch my movie when the hot blonde caught up with me. What was wrong? Did I leave something behind?

"I didn't get your name," she said, "or your number."

Wow. I know it's a little thing but the thought that a woman as beautiful as her would want my phone number was extremely flattering. I had taken off my ring, because I wanted to play, but I had no intention of cheating on my wife.

"I'm sorry," I said, "you are extremely nice, and beautiful, but I'm married." I pulled my ring from my pocket and put it back on my finger.

She stared at the ring, moving closer to me in the process. When I slipped the ring on my finger she was very close, perhaps uncomfortably close were she not so hot, but because she was so hot, she actually made my heart race.

"I don't mean to put you in an awkward situation," she said, her eyes directly on mine, her face so close I could smell her minty breath with every exhale. "But I have never been so attracted to anyone in my whole life. I can't let you go."

Holy shit. I don't mean any disrespect to my wife, but I had dreamt of a situation like that my entire life; an absolutely gorgeous woman approaching me out of nowhere, drawn to me, an instinctual animal attraction, totally pure, totally natural.

As hot as she was my mind didn't go to sex, it went to love, and I allowed myself to gaze into her eyes for far too long. If I had thought the opportunity between us was real I would have cut it off, put an end to it, but it was all so impossible, so dream like, I allowed it to continue. Soon the inconceivable seemed possible and I was too far along the path to put a stop to it.

"Please tell me we can spend more time together," she said. "I feel such a connection with you, we don't have to do anything, we can just be friends, just for a day, please?"

She really was beautiful and we connected at such a deep level. Could this be happening? Was this real? I didn't want to cheat on my wife but I also didn't want to miss out on a once in a lifetime opportunity. I decided to invite my new friend to go to the movie with me, that was harmless enough, wasn't it?


EPISODE 7

Molly

Once I figured things out it was easy to turn him around. He wanted to be seduced by a younger woman and I could certainly flirt my way into his heart before getting him into a diaper. It actually sounded kind of fun.

He invited me to a movie, which was an odd next step, but it was his story so I followed his lead. The movie would give me ample time to make my move.

The truth is I had never seduced a guy before. I don't mean to brag but I never needed to, guys always made the first move on me. Once they made their move I would then decide if I wanted to proceed. It was so much easier that way.

I thought about what the guys who flirted with me did. I had heard many different pick-up lines but I didn't think he would go for the same things that worked on me. I decided to stick to the basics. Guys may have different interests than women but one thing was absolutely certain, they all loved sex.


EPISODE 8

Marc C.

I bought Molly a ticket and we got a big bucket of popcorn to share. I'm not a big popcorn fan but she insisted, and made me hold it. It was starting to feel like a date and I liked that, I didn't want to cheat on my wife but that didn't mean I didn't want to experience the undivided attention of a beautiful woman.

I might have minded that I had to hold the popcorn in the theater except that every time she wanted some she groped in the dark trying to find it. On more than one occasion she touched and rubbed my thigh. It was such a happy accident my dick started to respond.

Molly liked to ask a lot of questions throughout the movie but she kept her voice low, and it was very breathy. At one point she whispered in my ear while reaching for some popcorn, missing the bucket and squeezing my cock in the process. The combination of her nearness and the stimulus on my dick made me gasp aloud.

"Oh God," I moaned.

"Do you like that?" she whispered and before I could answer she rubbed me some more.

This was going too far. I couldn't do this; I needed to stop her.

If I had pushed her hand away right at the beginning I might have had a chance, but it felt good and I allowed it to happen. I figured I would enjoy her ministrations for a little while before bringing things back to reality. I knew it was wrong but there were so few things in my life that were great, I didn't want it to end.

Everything was fine. I was enjoying the attention on my cock, thinking I would allow it to go on just a couple more moments before putting a stop to it, and then my body turned on me. My dick was in a state of euphoria like I had never experienced before and my brain didn't want it to end. I was no longer in command; my dick, my brain and every other part of my body were firmly under her control.


EPISODE 9

Molly

Inside the theater I began to playfully tease him, pretending to go for the popcorn and rubbing his cock in the process. He made no effort to stop me so I increased my efforts, keeping in mind his desire for a slow seduction.

I started to mix in some word play, whispering sexy thoughts in his ear, continuing to slip my hand up his thigh. His cock was erect and when I gave him a firm squeeze he responded favorably.

"Oh God," he gasped.

I giggled at how loud he was. "Do you like that?" I asked, ratcheting up the stimulus.

I had a good stroke going. At first I thought he might resist but then he slid back in his chair, giving me better access. If he thought I was going to make him cum he was sorely mistaken, his penis wasn't going to orgasm until he was in a diaper begging to be my good little boy.


EPISODE 10

Marc C.

I couldn't believe this was happening. The most beautiful woman in the world was giving me a hand job in the middle of a dark theater. I should have thought of my wife but the way Molly was whispering in my ear while playing with my cock was so overwhelming I couldn't think of anything but her.

"You're such a good boy," she said.

I turned to look in her eyes and the connection I felt was so intense I never wanted it to end. My mind was completely lost and I heard my voice speaking words my brain had nothing to do with. "I love you," I said.

"I love you too sweetie," she replied.

I knew I couldn't be in love with someone I had only just met but the infatuation was so strong it felt more incredible than anything I had ever experienced before. I knew it was risky but I decided I would let myself enjoy it, for just a little while.

We were gazing into each other's eyes, her hand rubbing up and down my shaft, when she kissed me lightly on the lips. The feeling was electric and I leaned in for more. My mind expected her to pull back but she didn't and we kissed, open-mouthed, our tongues intertwined for several moments. In that instant the infatuation that I felt turned into so much more.

I thought I would feel guilty but I didn't. I loved her and would do anything for her.

She giggled and it had such a light, airy sound it tickled my ear. She was such a special person and I didn't know how I got so lucky. I intended to do whatever it took to keep her in my life.

Molly directed my attention to the screen and then began to lovingly play with my cock and balls. The popcorn was done but she used the bucket as cover so she could undo my zipper and pull down my boxers without anyone seeing. Fortunately the afternoon showing had a very small crowd and no one was close enough to see what she was doing, or hear the gasps that I could not control.


EPISODE 11

Molly

I began edging him in the theater, bringing him close to orgasm but not allowing him to cum. I liked the control I had over him but the whole seduction was so much different than what I was used to. It almost felt as if the long directed eye contact, and the gentle kisses on the lips, were a bigger turn on for him than what I was doing to his dick. He even let out an, "I love you," and I actually thought he was speaking from love not lust.

Everyone has their own triggers, the things that drive their excitement. If his was to fall in love and be infantilized, then I was going to take him on that journey. So far it was fun but if I was going to get him into a diaper I knew it wasn't going to happen in the middle of a movie theater.

"I have a hotel room across the street," I whispered, still manipulating his bare cock beneath the popcorn bucket.

He still showed signs of resistance; he was going to play hard to get until the very end.

I thought about promising him the big release if we went back to my room but he seemed to respond better to the love angle so I decided to take a different approach.

"Marc," I whispered, "I know we only just met but I feel a connection with you that I just can't explain. Can we go somewhere private so we can see if this is real?"

The way his face lit up was magical. I had never seen anything like it and it wasn't to have sex, it was because he wanted to fall in love with me. I can't explain it; it made me feel incredible.


EPISODE 12

Marc C.

I don't know what made me go with her back to her hotel room.

Yes I do.

I was feeling a love-at-first-sight connection and wanted to see it through. I owed it to myself to see where this was going. I may have been married but the natural forces at play were too much to resist.

Every time our eyes connected I felt it, that connection, the cosmic gods telling us we were meant to be together. I didn't just want to be with her, I needed to see this through, if I didn't I knew I would regret it the rest of my life.

Her hotel was surprisingly close, just across the parking lot from the mall. I was nervous whenever I thought about where we were going, but then I looked in her eyes and everything was ok. I started to picture spending the rest of my life with her and that feeling alone calmed me like no other.

She opened her door and I followed her into her room. I didn't know what I was supposed to do. Should I take off my clothes? Should I take off her clothes?

Molly put all my fears to rest when she said, "Be a good little boy and lay down on the bed, I'm in charge now."

I never spent a lot of time thinking about gender roles and control but it was in that moment that I realized that I did have a preconceived notion; that the man was supposed to be in control. I also learned that giving up that power to Molly was incredible. It felt right, like it was meant to be, a beautiful and magical thing.

Molly liked it too, and my thoughts that we were meant to be together escalated. She was not only a great match for the me I knew so well, but she even complimented the parts of me I didn't even know existed.

She undressed me, which was super amazing, but she also kissed me on the lips and that was so intimate and personal I couldn't contain my "I love you's". I continued mumbling them right up until her naked bosom found its way to my mouth and face.

There are a lot of things I like about sex but I had no idea how exciting it was to suckle at the teat; especially with the way it stimulated Molly. It was another one of those things I learned about myself that was a perfect compliment to Molly, and her wants and needs.


EPISODE 13

Molly

I had Marc naked on my bed, his head in my lap and his mouth latched on to my nipple. His transformation to baby was almost complete, but I didn't want to take anything for granted. His resistance had surprised me before, and I didn't want him getting away this late in the game.

All it took was a little nudge here and a little nudge there to get the diaper positioned beneath his bottom. He was so obsessed with my breasts he didn't notice a thing, and for the first time since we met I saw the adult baby lover within him.

Before I cinched the diaper in place I wanted to reinforce our roles in this new relationship. I started with gentle whispers in his ear.

"You're such a good little boy," I cooed, "give in to mommy."


EPISODE 14

Marc C.

Molly gently stroked my cock while I suckled on her nipple. I never felt closer to anyone in my entire life and when she said, "You're such a good little boy, give in to mommy," it not only felt good it felt right. I wanted to give in to her, to give her absolute control over every part of me.

With one hand she continued her ministrations on my cock and the other wound its way through my hair, massaging my scalp. All the while I rubbed my face against the soft skin of her under breast, allowing her nipple to dance gently between my lips.

She made several more references to her as mommy and me as her good little boy. It wasn't strange anymore; in fact, if that is what the woman of my dreams wanted I was going to give every ounce of my strength to make sure she was satisfied.

I cooed and giggled, like I thought a good little boy would, and each time she rewarded my penis with more and more stimulus. It was a wonderful trade off and spurred me to act more and more infantile.

I wasn't sure when she put my underwear back on, my face was buried in her breasts the whole time, but I did notice the moment they were secured around my waist. She was still stroking my cock and as ridiculous as it sounds I didn't want to make a mess in my underwear. I tried to let her know but each time I separated from her breast she was quick to smother me with her wonderful bosoms.

I wasn't sure how I would explain cum stained underwear to my wife but the way Molly was making my cock feel there was nothing I could do. I couldn't stop her.

The moment the squirting began I felt like a little boy, unable to control my little pee pee. When she spoke she added to my infantilization.

"You really are a little boy," she said, "I didn't think you'd make a sticky mess like that."

The combination of her squeezes on my cock and her words in my ear caused me to erupt again, catching Molly off guard.

"Oh my God," she said, "you really can't control yourself. I knew you could be infantilized but I didn't know you really were a helpless little boy."

She kept repeating the words, as if she was as surprised as I was. "You really are a helpless little boy, you were meant to have me in control."

Is that what I was, a helpless little boy?

I couldn't control myself; that was true. Each time Molly said it I tried to resist, but now I knew she was right. All my adult life I had been pretending to be a man, pretending to be in control. But Molly made it clear, I wasn't meant to be a man, my rightful place was as her submissive little boy. And now that I knew my place, and found the real me, I was ready to submit.

I wanted to say something, to commit myself to her permanently, but all that came out was, "Goo goo, gah gah."


EPISODE 15

Molly

Marc was coming along nicely, firmly under my control. It was time to push his mind over the edge. He was submissive to me, but I wanted his brain in baby mode, unable to think for himself.

It was a much shorter trip than I expected. Marc didn't want to resist me anymore; in fact, I think he was ready for my control. It was time for me to put the final nail in his adulthood.

I led him to the bathroom and had him lay on the floor. With myself positioned between his legs I lathered some foam in my left hand and took a razor in my right.


EPISODE 16

Marc C.

When I felt Molly lather up my cock and balls, and saw the razor in her hand, I could only think one thing. This was really happening.

I was too far gone to resist Molly now but being shaved was way different than cum stained underwear. There was no way I could hide that and I knew why she was doing it, she was forcing me to make a choice.

It wasn't difficult.

"I love you Molly," I said. "I've never felt this way before, I never want it to end. Will you marry me?"


EPISODE 17

Molly

When Marc said he loved me and asked me to marry him I felt a beautiful spark light up within me. It was incredible to hear, not just because I felt like he was finally conquered, but because I felt a connection with him as well, a connection I wanted to last for a very long time.

His love for his mommy was unconditional; I could feel his submission and his commitment. He was mine and I loved him for it. Finally I knew the powerful fixation of the Mommy side of adult baby play, it was truly wonderful.

I accepted him as my baby, shaving every last hair from his pubic area as a sign of my control. When I was done my little boy looked perfect, smooth as a baby's bottom, dedicated to his mommy.

"Marc," I cooed in his ear, "I want you as my baby, I want you to give up all sense of control, and let mommy take command."


EPISODE 18

Marc C.

When Molly asked me to give up control I was ready. She was absolutely beautiful, I loved her deeply, and having her in control was the greatest feeling of my life.

"Let go like the little boy you are," she said.

I wasn't sure what else she wanted. She could control me in any way and I would obey her every command. And the crazy thing was my submission had nothing to do with sex, it was based solely on my deep seeded love for this beautiful woman.

"You don't need to hold it back anymore," she said, "once you let your bowels go you will really belong to me."

Did I hear that right? Did she want me to wet myself? I looked up for confirmation and the moment our eyes connected I knew she wanted me not as her equal but as her baby. I didn't have to think about it. I didn't need equality; I needed her.

It is an extremely unnatural feeling to pee and poop while still wearing clothes, but I did it, and in the process destroyed the independent part of me forever, the part that made me a man and not a little boy. It was very weakening but when I saw the way Molly's face lit up it was worth it. She had strange interests but if she wanted a baby then I was going to be the best baby she could ever ask for.


EPISODE 19

Molly

I really loved the role play that Marc planned. I got into it and he liked it as well. He was still mumbling when I took the picture of him in his soiled diaper and as I changed him. His transition to adult baby was complete.

In the beginning, the way he resisted, I started to doubt that he wanted to play adult baby games at all. But in the end he showed how much he loved the experience and I was thrilled to have him as my first loyal baby. Mommy Claire had babies that were committed to her for decades, I looked forward to dominating and controlling Marc for many years to come.

I finished cleaning him up and when I went to toss his dirty diaper in the bathroom my phone buzzed. I don't usually answer the phone while with a client but we were done and the whole session was much longer than I had expected.

I opened my phone case and immediately saw a note from my friend Mommy Claire. "Sorry he cancelled last minute, he'll still pay you for your time."

I didn't understand the message and quickly called her back.


EPISODE 20

Marc C.

Molly explained everything, the entire mistaken identity situation and her seduction of me. I had to admit I was disappointed if not devastated. Not only did I not find the woman of my dreams, but I cheated on my wife, and found out I was a submissive adult baby in the process. Those aren't just things you walk away from saying, "Oops, my bad."

"I feel really bad," Molly said. "Is there any way I can make it up to you?"

I probably should have thought about my wife but all I could think about was Molly and how incredible she made me feel. And not just the way she played with my dick but also the way she made me feel loved, and cared for me as her little baby. I really liked it.

"Will you continue to be my mommy?" I asked sheepishly.

"But you're married," she said. "Maybe your wife could do that for you?"

I balked. Now I'm not saying I didn't play a role, because I did go along with her, but if Molly hadn't been so aggressive with me the whole situation never would have happened.

"She doesn't know anything about this," I said. "Do you want to explain it to her?"

She thought about the options and realized what a predicament we were in. "How about if I continue to see you once a week. You'll have to be a very good little boy," she said, "can you do that? Can you keep a secret from your wife?"

"Oh God yes," I said, grateful that I would still get to see her but uncertain how things would be at home.

"And perhaps sometime down the road you can introduce me to your wife," Molly said with a sly smile.

Of course, I agreed, I would have agreed to anything, but I couldn't help wondering where my life was going to go now that Mommy Molly was in control.

Be sure to check out more of Molly’s adventures:

-          Mommy’s Precious Littles Collection

-          One Hot Dominant Mommy

-          The Little Girl Experiment

-          Adult Baby Land Collection
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PROLOGUE

Mommy Claire

Throughout my life I have made it my mission to find incorrigible men and provide them with the discipline and training they need to become productive citizens of my world. It all starts with a sensual seduction but the real transformation takes place when I take command of his lust. Once a man’s physical desire is under my control, it is only a matter of time before everything else follows suit.

Men will move heaven and earth to satisfy their carnal cravings but all I ask in return is a little behavior modification, converting the once naughty man into a submissive and obedient little boy. It is my reward for a job well done, another loyal follower for my adult baby games.

While the hunt for bad little boys in need of corrective training has traditionally been a solo quest for me, there was an instance where I took an aspiring young femdom under my wing, showing her the joys of dominance and the power of female control.


SCENE 1

Mommy Claire

“I feel like I’ve been training forever,” Lynne whined. “When are you going to let me go out, to see if I can dominate an alpha on my own?”

It wasn’t a surprising statement. Most girls Lynne’s age were convinced they were ready to take on the world, even if they had yet to put in the time to truly master their craft. I didn’t want to dampen her enthusiasm yet there was a risk in sending my protege out into the field too soon.

“You’re still learning,” I explained, “there are still things you don’t know.”

Lynne’s response showed her confidence and bravado.

“I know how to tease a guy’s lust,” she replied, “after that it’s all downhill, you said so yourself.”

She was right, I had said those exact words many times, but no one likes having her own statements thrown in her face, especially not me.

“There’s a risk,” I said, “if you’re not ready, there’s a chance he could turn the tables and take control of you. I know it looks easy, but alpha males don’t like to be controlled and if you mess up it could have extreme consequences.”

Lynne’s answer actually convinced me to give her a shot.

“All men are just little boys once you start stroking their little pee-pees,” she answered. “Once I have my hands on his dick, he won’t stand a chance.”


SCENE 2

Lynne

Mommy Claire was an absolute genius when it came to taking advantage of men. Not only did she have the body and the personality to seduce any man alive, but she also possessed the skills to completely dominate his existence once he was in her grasp.

I wanted to learn everything she knew and I wanted it in the worst way. I studied to get there, harder than I had ever studied before, but you can’t know just how far you’ve come until you test your skills in a live environment. I was ready to find out just how much I had learned.


SCENE 3

Mommy Claire

For her first solo mission, I arranged for Lynne to meet one of my previous conquests. His name was Charles and while he was broken and submissive in my presence, he was way too much of an alpha to allow anyone else that type of control.

The meeting was set for a quiet pub not too far from the main strip. It was one of the lesser trafficked places in Vegas, secluded enough to invite naughty behavior, especially from the properly motivated. Charles believed he was there to meet a sexy young co-Ed, which he was, however how the meeting would end was still very much up in the air.

I arrived early and took a seat towards the back, in a quiet corner that gave me prime viewing position for all the dirty details.

Charles arrived right on time and took his position in a booth along the wall, exactly as he had been instructed. Lynne arrived shortly thereafter and I have to admit she looked sexy as hell in her form fitting black yoga pants that highlighted her sexy shape, and a small white halter, that put her sizable breasts on full display. I had no doubt her outfit would set the right tone, but there is more to seduction than just a hot body and a pretty face, and we were about to find out just how much Lynne had learned during our lessons.

I watched from the corner as Lynne approached her mark. It was an interesting study in human dynamics; she a beautiful girl, with an outsized understanding of the human sex drive, and he a leader of men, a powerful mogul with great wealth and influence in an already male dominant world.

You might think it was an even battle, or perhaps that he and all of his influence held an edge, but I knew otherwise. Lynne’s physical appeal would allow her to gain access, and the skills she learned at my hand guaranteed she knew exactly what to do once that advantage was hers.


SCENE 4

Lynne

Mommy Claire may have set things up but I still had to prove my worth. Charles was connected, and those connections would prove to be fertile ground if I played my cards right.

My outfit was tight, as evidenced by the wide-eyed look I received from both the bartender as well as my target, but the initial packaging was only part of the play. If I wanted to seduce and take control, it was going to take more than a little eye candy.


SCENE 5

Charles

It’s not uncommon for my employees, particularly my upper level managers, to secure me some extracurricular entertainment when I travel. Usually, it is the sales guys who make the best introductions, but on this one trip it was a business partner, a woman with whom I had negotiated a very large deal. She set the wheels into motion by sending the sexiest little co-Ed my way.

Lynne walked towards me and I jumped to my feet to greet her. I have to admit I watched every step, her graceful moves, that tight little body, that beautiful face. And when she stood there, looking up at me with those big doe eyes, I wished upon wish that I could kiss her, or maybe even more. And as those thoughts snuck into my brain, Lynne used her supple fingers to make a play for my belt.

“Would it be ok if I see it?” she asked, undoing my buckle. “Please, can I touch it?”

My first response was, “No!”

I’m not sure why, probably because of the age difference, or the less than private situation, but I stopped her. The bar was dark and there weren’t many people, so when she didn’t accept my answer, and pressed her advance, using her delicate fingers to unzip my fly, rational thought lost out to desire, and I let her have her fun.

For a young girl she wasn’t fazed at all by the vision of my penis, nor was she surprised when it began to grow in her hand, but what shocked me most of all was how skilled she was at heightening my arousal, and how adept she was at keeping my excitement at its peak once it was there.

She applied short but firm strokes to the front of my penis and it made me gasp, but she didn’t stop with just a few strokes, she continued until I was rock hard and then rubbed some more until I struggled to maintain my breathing. It felt incredible, from the bottom of my balls all the way to the top of my dick and I allowed myself to relax and savor the moment.

The first grunt rolled out of my mouth but I had no control over it. The spasm in my loins felt so good and my body just responded on its own, hips grinding, grunts emoting. It was a little awkward standing while getting a hand job but otherwise it was pure bliss. I didn’t say anything, I didn’t want to do anything to stop her from what she was doing, each delicate stroke taking me higher and higher.

Lynne’s hands were super soft and the way they touched kept me continually off balance. Every time I thought I knew what to expect, or began to get used to the flow, she changed her approach, caressing in new and unique ways, finding spots to tease my desire even more. She continued that unending assault until I felt a distinct change in my demeanor.

I felt myself succumbing to the delight.

There is something about being overwhelmed with sensual stimulus. First off, it feels incredible, pleasure pulses starting in your loins and spreading to every part of your body, every nerve ending tingling. But, with the pleasure comes something else, a certain loss of control that is extremely difficult to accept.

It wasn’t just that Lynne had my body responding to her touch, it was that I couldn’t stop her, my muscles on strike, my strength gone. That second part was emasculating, in a way I didn’t want to experience.

I hoped it wasn’t noticeable, I hoped Lynne couldn’t tell what a weakened state I was in.


SCENE 6

Lynne

The moment I got my hands on Charles’ dick I was more than half way to my goal. Mommy Claire always said that getting access to the family jewels was the first big hurdle, and not only did Charles grant me that access, but he was completely oblivious to the monumental transformation about to take over his life.

I loved the feeling, not just the intimacy, having access to his true source of energy, but also the power. My control over Charles was growing and if things progressed as planned, my command was about to grow even stronger.


SCENE 7

Charles

Lynne directed me to take a seat in the booth and move to the back. Despite my fear of losing control, I did as she asked, sliding inward while never breaking away from the supple little fingers that were wrapped around my shaft.

Of course, I wanted her attention, she was a sexy fine thing with a smoking hot body, but more than that I wanted to ravage her, to take her in my arms and fondle all of her cuteness.

My first move was to her tight little ass and she deftly pushed my hand away, never stopping her gentle touches on my dick. I tried again, this time moving toward her ample C-cups and once again she swatted me away, this time more aggressively. I was about to say something when her fingers found this spot on the front of my dick that when touched, sent a jolt of euphoria up my spine and into my brain.

“Ugh!” I grunted aloud.

I didn’t mean to become vocal, not while participating in a sex act in a public place, but the stimulus was intense, and when Lynne’s fingers returned to that spot, and rubbed me there several more times, it was all I could manage to keep from losing my mind.

It only took a few targeted rubs and my body began to slide, shifting backward, assuming a horizontal state. Lynne seized on the opportunity, performing her own delicate shift and staking position between my thighs. Before I knew it, she had full control of my penis, her fingers wrapped around the shaft, sliding up and down, her incredibly delicate strokes stimulating every nerve ending along the way.

I’ve received hand jobs before and knew when the end was drawing near. My penis pulsed, my balls rumbled and my mind floated all in anticipation of the glorious finish. I didn’t want to cum in my pants, and hoped she would put her mouth on the head and swallow my discharge, but the truth was, her hands felt so good I didn’t care where my semen landed, as long as I could savor the joy of release.

That’s when Lynne taught me a very personal lesson on premature expectation.

Just when I thought I would explode, she dialed back the stimulus, slowing her strokes, changing her target. All at once the orgasm I thought was inevitable was stunted and my mind became very aware.

“What the?” I complained.

Lynne’s response just about broke my brain.

“Calm down little boy,” she said, “I’m in control now and you’d be wise to do as you’re told.”

I didn’t like her reference to me as a little boy and was about to tell her so when her fingers returned to my sensitive cock and she began her ministrations once again. In a flash my body was pulsing, tiny little spasms, starting in my balls and expanding to every part of my body. Every thought in my overworked brain became consumed with visions of her and her magnificent touch.

The feeling was intense, even better than before and I let out an audible groan, no longer caring about what name she called me or who might see our tawdry display. It was strange how deeply her pleasure assault affected me but I can’t deny, I wanted it to go on.

The next rise and fall was even more incredible. On her previous attempt I thought Lynne had taken me as far as I could go without release but on this next effort she took me even further, to the gates of heaven, and she kept me there, riding the edge, balancing between physical bliss and a mental breakdown. I loved it and loved it and loved it, right up until I could take no more.

That was the moment her games of tease and denial became too much for me to take and I felt compelled to let her know.

“Please,” I moaned, “please, can I cum?”

Having to ask this little girl for permission to have an orgasm was emasculating but I didn’t see any other option. The way she teased my lust was debilitating. I couldn’t bear the thought of her stopping and yet I also couldn’t endure the tease any longer.

Before I knew it, she had me moaning and groaning in an uncontrollable bliss, no longer worried about any age difference, or nearby onlookers, or the public setting, my only thoughts focused solely on what this little girl was doing to my sex and how I was going to get satisfaction.

That’s when she informed me of my destiny.

“It’s time,” Lynne said.

At first, I thought she meant I would finally get to cum, but then I gazed into her eyes and saw that look. She had devilish intent. She was talking about something completely different altogether.

“It’s time for you to spill your secrets,” she said, and in that instant, it dawned on me, just what a precarious situation I was in.

I didn’t want to say any of it; my credit card info, my social security number, my wife’s name, my net worth, but the more that sexy little vixen teased my cock the less I could hold back. At first, I held out, remaining strong against the incredible stimulus but little by little the pulses increased and my defenses waned, until the pleasure became too much and I found myself savoring every touch, enjoying the journey to heaven, unable to resist the relentless spasms overwhelming my loins.

I gave her what she wanted, maybe to make her happy, I don’t know, but when I did, she rewarded my weakness with even greater stimulus, rapid little strokes on the front of my penis, just below the head. It was a sensitive spot and she knew it, pushing me even further into an uncontrollably blissful state. All those feelings made me want to give in even more and before I knew it, I shared everything, even secrets she didn’t ask about.

By the end I openly divulged everything, and when the time finally came for the climax, Lynne did the one thing that completely rewrote the book on power, influence and control.

“You’ve enjoyed this,” she said, her magical fingers driving my lust to its peak, “but what you like most of all is having me in control. And later, when you think back to this moment, it won’t be the orgasm that gets you excited, it will be my dominance, and how helpless you were when I had my hands on this little pee-pee of yours.”

What followed was the most amazing and thrilling moment of my life. While this little girl stroked my manhood, sending my arousal over the edge, she also stared hard into my eyes, fully partaking in the moment, letting me know it was her breaking down my defenses. I would have gladly given her my orgasm, but instead she took it, fully controlling every moment, fully dominating me and my penis in the process.

The first pulse felt like a rocket, sperm shooting from the tip of my cock like a bat out of hell. But it was spurts two through five that really set my juices flowing. Lynne controlled each and every throb, allowing one to happen, then holding it back, then allowing another to fly. Even in the midst of my orgasm she was completely in control, a point driven home by the gaze of those big beautiful blue eyes, deep into my soul.

“I love you,” I groaned as every last bit of energy left my body, transferring from me to her.

Her answer was direct and to the point.

“I know!” she stated, a delicious smile consuming her pretty face.


SCENE 8

Lynne

I’ll admit, I felt a certain satisfaction in conquering Charles. It was a test of my skills and while I fully expected to be able to control him, the truth is you never know what you’re capable of until you’ve done it firsthand.

Men are weak, Mommy Claire taught me that. Not only did Charles hand over his little boy existence to my control, he was also going to submit to so much more the moment he realized just how desperate he was. And I knew just how to play him to put that desperation to good use.


SCENE 9

Charles

True to her word, I relived the experience with Lynne over and over in my head, many times. With each retelling, the factor that became more and more pronounced was the exchange of power that took place between us, and the way her dominance continued to play out in my brain.

I held out at first, a little afraid of what a second meeting with the sexy Lynne would bring, but the longer the scene played in my head the less resistance I had until I found myself completely desperate, unable to stay away.

Despite the risk, I dialed her number.

Lynne answered on the seventh ring and when I finally heard her voice my heart skipped a beat. At first, I was expecting to set up a date, so I could get with her again, but with each passing ring my insecurities grew, to the point I was afraid I might never get to speak to her again. When she finally answered I was beside myself, and any power I thought I had was gone, replaced by a desperate need I couldn’t explain.

“Hey,” she answered coldly.

“Hi, uh, Lynne, this is Charles,” I said into the phone.

“Yeah?” she questioned.

Her attitude took me off guard. “I was hoping we could get together again,” I replied.

Her response was quick and to the point.

“I don’t think you’re up for it,” she said. “I don’t think you can give me what I want.”

Oh shit. This couldn’t be happening.

“Please,” I responded, “I’ll do anything.”

Once again, she was quick with her response.

“Anything?” she asked.

When I first said it, it was a figure of speech, but as I thought about how much I wanted to see her again the real definition of ‘anything’ began to take shape. “Well,” I balked, “maybe not anything.”

“That’s what I mean,” Lynne replied.

I might have said something but she didn’t give me a chance.

She hung up.

Oh shit! Things were accelerating quickly, faster than I was ready to take. As much as I wanted to experience her touch once again there were lines I wasn’t willing to cross.

I didn’t call right back. In fact, a week passed before I did, but in those seven days the images in my head became stronger and stronger until I literally couldn’t get an arousal unless I was thinking of Lynne and her dominant ways. By the time day number eight came around I was a broken wreck and in desperate need.

I knew exactly what I needed to do to bring myself relief.


SCENE 10

Lynne

I’ll admit, there were times when I questioned my control over Charles. At times, I didn’t think he would call again, and I began to doubt that I truly knew every single thought going through his little head. But I was wrong to doubt myself, the power I held was pervasive, all the way to the core, and it was only a matter of time before that truth would find the light.

My phone rang.

I saw the caller ID.

I answered with a single word.

“Anything?”


SCENE 11

Charles

I should have been afraid of what I had just agreed to, but I was too excited to think about anything other than Lynne and her fabulous touch.

‘Anything’ could mean so many things, and for a girl who had already secured all of my personal and banking information on our first meeting, the sky was the limit as to what Lynne might make me do in a follow up encounter. And yet, I couldn’t have been more excited. You see, with every deviant or submissive act Lynne instilled, she also doled out a reward, and her rewards were worth their weight in gold.

Lynne’s instructions were clear. A limousine would arrive at my office at exactly eight on Saturday morning. I was to get in the back and await further instruction.

She may have been young but Lynne understood the game. I often worked early on Saturdays, normal for my routine and an ideal scenario to avoid any suspicions from my wife. The limo was a nice added touch, ensuring anonymity from any prying eyes.

A black stretch pulled up in front of my building at exactly eight o’clock and I got into the back as I had been instructed. The windows were tinted and what I could see of the driver was obscured by a cap and mirrored sunglasses. The entire scene was straight out of a movie, complete with suspense and intrigue. The plot line of that movie quickly accelerated when I found a briefcase in the back of the limo with a hand written note on top.

It read:

“You said, ‘Anything’. If you can figure out what I want from the items in this case, we are going to have an incredible time.”

I was insanely excited to see Lynne again but to be quite honest I was shaking like a leaf on a tree trying to get that case open. Was she going to make me turn over my riches? Or confess to my wife? Or, was there some fate worse than all of that awaiting my next step?

There was a part of me that thought I could just back out if the ask was too much, but that wasn’t really true. What I didn’t know at that time, but would soon find out, was that it didn’t really matter what was inside, I wanted to see Lynne again so bad I was going to risk everything for another chance.

Fortunately, all Lynne wanted to do was humiliate me.

Inside the briefcase was a diaper, a very large baby outfit and a pacifier. It became instantly clear that what Lynne wanted was a picture of me dressed as a baby. It would be embarrassing for some, but little did she know, I did goofy things like that all the time. It was usually for some gag or prank, and had never involved dressing as an adult baby, but pictures like that of me would never work as blackmail. I could easily explain them away with a story about a lost bet.

Relieved that she was keeping things tame, I shed my clothes in the back of the limo and prepared myself in the baby attire. It wasn’t as easy to dress myself as I had expected, and by the time I managed to get everything into place I was short of breath and the limo pulled up in front of our destination.

We were in front of a large mansion and there, standing at the top of the steep front steps was Lynne, topless, with nothing but a bikini bottom down below. She was waving energetically for me to join her.

Now, there is no part of me that wanted to be photographed in that diaper, but as I looked at Lynne in that outfit, and imagined the reward that awaited my submission, I popped from the back of the vehicle and strode up the steep front steps to the sexy little girl and my just desserts.

I expected there would be cameras but instead Lynne greeted me with a beautiful smile and a nice warm hug. It was all kinds of confusing, right up until she whispered in my ear.

“You came here because that little pee-pee of yours can’t stop thinking about me,” she cooed. “That’s lust, and it’s very powerful. And today, today I’m going to build up that lust even more, until it’s so strong you won’t be able to stop it. How does that sound?”

The truth is, she spoke those words but my mind didn’t get past the vision of her perky titties and the way they danced before my eyes. And then she grabbed my pee-pee, through the soft fabric of the diaper, and pulled me inside.

“We’re going to have so much fun,” she giggled.

Once inside, my first thought was to scan the area for cameras or people, but the moment Lynne started rubbing my pee-pee through the thin fabric of the diaper, I lost my ability to focus, to concentrate. From there it became a bit of a blur, only my lust and the feelings emanating from my loins truly in focus.

And I loved every minute of it.

At home, masturbating, or while having sex with my wife, the feelings would build up, the excitement would rise, my heart would race, and my penis would spurt. But with Lynne it was different. With Lynne we kept on rising, meeting the edge where orgasm usually lived, and dancing in that moonlight of bliss, daring the Gods to step aside and welcome us into their world. Heaven would be an understatement, Lynne took me to Nirvana, the perfect utopia of the physical world, and kept me there for all to see.

It was then, at the pinnacle moment of my physical existence, that she informed me of my fate, of the price I would be required to pay for such bliss.

“Charlie,” she cooed, her voice soft and velvety in my ear, “it’s time to turn over control, it’s time to accept me as your master.”

She continued those fabulous rubs while presenting me with papers to sign.

“Charlie,” she cooed again, “you’re going to sell me your ranch for a dollar and I’m going to give you the greatest night of your life. You don’t even go there anymore, so it won’t be a big loss, and I’m going to appreciate it way more than you.”

I tried to get my head around what she was saying. I don’t know how she even knew that I had a ranch and yet she was pushing me to sell. I was about to tell her no, when her fingers went wild, tickling and teasing in a way that made my blood pressure rise and my heart race.


SCENE 12

Lynne

I had Charlie ready. He was pulsing in my hands, savoring every spasm and throb emanating from his little pee-pee, even as he gained nearer and nearer to his inevitable demise.

My kitty tingled when the moment arrived and for the first time I realized exactly what Mommy Claire meant when she said, “Breaking down a man’s defenses and rendering him helpless is the greatest experience in the world.”

All of my efforts were directed at his pleasure and yet I was the one riding the high. My entire body pulsed, my mind buzzed and yet there was still more to come. Charles was helpless in my hands but he wasn’t broken, not yet anyway, and the mere thought that these feelings could get even better pushed me to take things further, much further.


SCENE 13

Charles

In an instant, my diaper was gone and Lynne had unfettered access to my cock and balls.

One thumb stroked my frenulum, sending tiny pleasure pulses coursing through my penis, another finger gently tickled my scrotum before rolling over my taint and down to my little puckered hole. The way she delicately circled my sphincter, narrowing closer and closer to my hole, I couldn’t tell which felt more incredible, my penis or my ass, but what I did know was that I had never felt better in my entire life.

I needed to gather my thoughts, I needed to raise my defenses, but the spasms felt too good and the throbs they just didn’t stop. Why couldn’t I resist? What was this power that she had over me? I didn’t know the answer to either question but I felt the change within my head and all throughout my body. She was too much for me, there was nothing I could do.

Get ahold of yourself, I thought. She’s just a little woman, barely more than a girl, certainly you can withstand her pleasure assault. In the beginning that was enough, my mind stabilized and even though the ecstasy pouring through my veins was intense I maintained my rational thought.

I could do this without fully giving in, or so my brain convinced me, and so I allowed her to play even more, pushing my desire beyond anything I had experienced before, placing my independence on the line.

The build-up was incredible and I allowed her to take my lust to its pique and dangle me there in helpless bliss. A flood of pleasure chemicals filled my brain, joined by the relentless pulse of ecstasy that had been emanating from my loins for quite some time. It was easy giving in, and as long as I knew where to draw the line, I believed I would be ok. However, that was fools play. Just when I thought I knew where that line was, Lynne pushed my desire even further.

My mind may have been in tact but I could not say the same for my body. My pee-pee was riding such a glorious high the rest of my muscles began to conform, shifting and cajoling, doing everything in their power to aid Lynne’s efforts, keeping the moment alive. Before I knew it my body curled into a fetal position while my hips started this inexorable grind, rubbing hard against her hands, trying to fulfill the insatiable need she had so deftly created.

It was then, as my body reeled in ecstasy, that I realized there was only one way I would be able to escape this torturous bliss. I needed to cum. It was the only way to bring sanity back to my existence.

You might think that pushing yourself over the edge when you are so close to orgasm would be easy, and yet every time I tried Lynne denied my effort. I reached with my hand to finish the job but she blocked me at the wrist. I shifted with my hips, bringing my excited rod in direct contact with her body, but when I tried to grind it out, she allowed me to play but then pulled back at the last possible second, leaving me stunted and in an even worse predicament.

“Argh!” I wailed. Never in my life had I ever felt so desperate.

Despite how weak it made me I pleaded for her help.

“Please can I cum?” I wailed.

Her response was direct and expressed just what she expected if I was going to escape the hold she had on me.

A devilish smile consumed her pretty face as she asked, “Are you ready to sell?”

At that point I no longer cared about the ranch but I didn’t want to give in to her. There was something about her, like if I gave in now there would be no end to her manipulative games. I held out, with every ounce of will power I could muster, and while I held on to my manhood for a little while, that independence was short lived.

The moment Lynne shifted her position I thought maybe she was giving up, convinced that I was too much of a man to be conquered by a little girl. But what she did instead was bring those fabulous titties of hers in direct contact with my face.

Up until that moment my mind only needed to fight off the incredible bliss surging through my loins, but the moment the soft skin of her breasts pressed against my face, and the firmness of her nipple grazed my cheek, I lost all perspective, unsure where to direct my defenses.

For the briefest of moments instinct took over and I suckled her glorious nipple into my mouth, drawing her soft flesh between my lips. It might have seemed to be an innocuous act but the instant I felt that calming smoothness against my skin, my mind became distracted and I no longer presented any defense to her supple strokes. In a flash, the excitement down below zoomed and the feelings I thought were intense before increased exponentially, unleashing a torrent of lust upon my helpless being.

The moment of defeat was upon me and yet I was blissfully unaware. I floated on a cloud of physical euphoria while document after document turned over my ranch to this sexy little girl. We executed the legal instruments conveying my property to this dominant woman, and yet with each signature I didn’t feel remorse but instead felt a strange sense of peace, as if submitting to her was the right thing to do.

It was a transcendent moment in my life, when the feelings inside my body became so powerful, I had no choice but to submit, and Lynne was right there, gathering every ounce of my weakness, executing her master plan.


SCENE 14

Lynne

When Charles broke down and submitted, turning into Little Charlie right before my eyes, I came in my pants. The big strong man was defeated, crumbling before my eyes, my power over him growing and growing. In a flash, he was literally begging for mercy, pleading for assistance, looking at me with big doe eyes, helpless as the day he was born.

“Please!” he moaned and the wide-eyed look on his face let me know just how helpless he really was.

In all of my training with Mommy Claire she was very clear, the moment I attained control I was meant to infantilize his body and his mind, rendering him a submissive little boy to my dominant control. But unlike Mommy Claire, I didn’t get satisfaction from the mommy role. I didn’t want a little boy, I wanted something different, and what I wanted Charles had plenty to spare.

I granted his request for assistance, at a cost, a hefty fee but one he was willing to pay. All things have their price, and Little Charlie just learned mine.

***

Financial domination.

That’s what they call what I did to Charles and let me tell you, I have no regrets. In fact, the way he crumbled under the duress of my tease and denial made one thing abundantly clear, I would be doing this again and again, to many different men.


SCENE 15

Charles

The moment all of the paperwork was signed, Lynne could have done anything. She could have pinched me, she could have punched me, she could have completely ignored me, but what she did instead let me know that she did have a heart beneath that sexy but cold exterior.

While my fate was already determined, she used her supple fingers to grant my penis the most insane pleasure. Tiny strokes zoomed up and down my shaft, building up my excitement, raising my desire. My mind wanted to cum, in the worst way, but after such a long bout with her debilitating bliss I knew better than to think that I had any control over what would happen next.

I couldn’t stop the way my hips humped and jerked. They had a mind of their own and it was fixated on not only extending the pleasure ride but actually finishing the journey. I wanted the ecstasy to peak and soon my entire body was doing everything in its power to fuck her delicate hands.

At first, I thought I was having success, the grind against her fingers providing me intense satisfaction, but just when I thought I could complete the act, she pulled away, leaving my raging penis without the touch it so desperately needed.

“Please!” I groaned aloud.

I gave in to her commands, I signed over my ranch, what more did she want?

I knew I was helpless, that much was obvious, but Lynne made it clear that I was also weak, and when she told me how she wanted me to think and act I had no choice but to give in.

“You’re not going to challenge the sale of the ranch,” she informed me, “and in return I will visit with you again, one more time, so you can savor my control and your submission.”

Just like that her fabulous fingers found their way back to my horny cock only she didn’t fondle and rub. Instead, she held herself there, touching but just barely, and while she didn’t use her talented fingers to jerk me off, she did allow me to grind, humping with my hips, rubbing my sensitive penis against her hand, allowing me to fulfill my own destiny.

Despite the fact that it was all from my own efforts, the relief I felt was unreal. I was finally going to get to cum and I couldn’t have been more excited. My penis brushed through and against her supple hands, building up, building up, and when that little tingle started in my balls she didn’t pull away, instead allowing me to complete the ride. I couldn’t believe my good fortune. The first jolt erupted up my shaft, bringing my body to climax, spurting warm goo out the tip and all over her fingers. The ejaculate shot, just like when I was young, and I couldn’t contain my gratitude.

“Ungh,” I groaned followed by a torrent of thank you’s.

This may sound odd but that orgasm was the most incredible of my life. The first stirrings started in my balls and quickly zoomed up my shaft, but it was the way the pleasure pulses spread to every part of my body that had the real lasting effect. I’ll never forget those feelings in my brain, the intense calm, the inner peace, and many times after I would try to replicate the experience with little to no success.

It was emasculating the way Lynne took control of me, but I didn’t care, too consumed with lust to think of anything other than my insatiable carnal desires and the way this sexy little girl brought them to bloom.


SCENE 16

Lynne

Charles still calls me regularly. On occasion I answer the phone, when the bills are piling up and I need to replenish my funds. You could say that I’m a nasty manipulative bitch but the truth is I don’t call him, he calls me. And if I’m going to grant his request for another meeting there will always be a price to pay.

This girl is in charge and at no point will I ever let him forget it.


SCENE 17

Little Charlie

True to her word, Lynne did visit with me one more time, for another round of her sensual tease and denial but it was over before I knew it, leaving me with a hollow feeling deep in my soul.

I miss my ranch, I really do, but the moment Lynne stopped taking my calls I missed her even more. She made me feel like heaven on earth and there is no substitute once you have experienced that kind of bliss.

There are things from my life that I look back on with regret but even though it cost me my favorite hunting property, I have never regretted the time I spent with the incredibly sexy Lynne.

While I wish I could make her a regular part of my world, without question I will race to her door whenever she gives me the chance.


EPILOGUE

Mommy Claire

Oops.

I gave Lynne all the tools and knowledge to dominate men and set her loose on the world. In the beginning, I thought I had found an intern, someone to share my life and my teachings, but it became quickly apparent that while Lynne held the requisite desire to control incorrigible men, she lacked the motherly instincts to nurture the good within them. And, as I found out, that makes all the difference.

Oh well, you win some you lose some.

So, if you happen to be out there and an attractive young girl seduces you and dominates your sex, understand that she’s probably going to take you to hell and back, but you’re absolutely going to love the ride.

For more Mommy Claire fun check out:

-          The Huntress 1

-          The Huntress 2

-          The Mommy Claire Chronicles I

-          The Mommy Claire Chronicles II

-          The Mommy Claire Chronicles III

-          The Mommy Claire Chronicles IV

-          The Mommy Claire Chronicles V
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PROLOGUE

Gabrielle

When I was eighteen, shortly after I graduated from high school, I had an experience that completely changed my view of gender dynamics. It was all guided by my big sister, Val, and her lessons on how to capitalize on a man’s weakness and secure the upper hand in any relationship.

At the time I thought the objective was to teach me how to use sex to control a man, but I would soon find out the education ran deeper than that, turning into a lesson I would remember for the rest of my life.


SCENE 1

Ted

“Just sit back and let me look at it,” she said.

I wasn’t sure what was going on, the stinging sensation was at a spot I couldn’t exactly check for myself but it hurt like a mother fucker so reluctantly I agreed, leaning back to let her look.

Gabrielle lived in my neighborhood ever since I was young but she wasn’t what you would call a friend. If anything, she was kind of an adversary. For as long as I could remember we were always competing, which made my need to rely on her even worse.

She barely took any time looking and her response was quick and to the point.

“I can’t see anything with your shorts on,” she said, “we’re going to need to take them off.”

Take off my shorts? That would leave me naked in front of my neighbor. That just wasn’t an option. I would have held firm to that notion but then the sharp stinging pain got worse, now it was throbbing

“Ugh!” I grunted.

I couldn’t take the pain.

“Fine,” I agreed, “I’ll take my shorts off. You just have to do something.”

It didn’t take much effort to drop my drawers, I had done it a million times before, but exposing myself in front of my neighbor, Gabrielle, was much much harder. I was afraid she’d tease, I was afraid she’d laugh but she didn’t do any of that. The moment my pants and underwear were down she moved closer, to inspect what was going on.

To say I was relieved would be an understatement but then she spoke.

“Are you ok if I touch it?” Gabrielle asked, “to help you with the pain?”

She was helping me so of course I said yes but when she asked, I thought she was talking about the sting, little did I know, Gabrielle interpreted that permission differently.

Never before had a woman touched my genitals so when Gabrielle’s supple fingers wrapped around my shaft and cupped my balls it was a first for me. To say it was stimulating would be an understatement and before I knew it everything escalated and I found myself doing everything in my power to keep the excitement at bay.

“Woah, woah, I thought you were caring for the sting,” I said.

Gabrielle licked her lips and smiled as she said, “You said you wanted me to do something for the pain. Does the sting still hurt?”

It was no secret in our neighborhood that Gabrielle was sexually experienced and I was not. Not to denigrate myself but I was a dorky nerd and she was a popular hot girl but that was only the part of the problem. You see, not only was Gabrielle out of my league, but she had a certain predilection, a desire to dominate and control. The moment I wandered into her crosshairs she didn’t miss the opportunity, she seized on it.

Once she had her hands wrapped around my cock, I forgot all about the bee sting. It only took a moment for her to get me hard and in that time all thoughts swooned. In fact, things escalated so quickly I couldn’t think about anything else. I swear if I hadn’t taken evasive action, she would have made me cum within the first thirty seconds but that turned out to be my undoing. Without the finality of orgasm, all of my strength still resided in Gabrielle’s sensitive hands, and she was well aware of the power she possessed.

“Such a good little boy,” she cooed. “You may as well give in, I’m in control now.”

I grunted some kind of denial but it was half-hearted at best. The truth was she was in control and there was nothing I could do.

My awkward response made Gabrielle giggle but it didn’t make her stop and after several more rounds of tickle, tickle, pull away, I was so excited I felt like I could burst. And then, as if my penis wasn’t already living the greatest experience of his life, Gabrielle made an offer that no guy in my position could possibly refuse.

“I’m going to make you cum,” she said, “because that will make your body feel good and help you forget about the bee sting, but I want something from you in return.”

My entire body was pulsing and my mind was floating on a cloud. The only thing I could manage to do was grunt and groan.

Gabrielle pressed with her demands. “If we were to do this every day, I mean really practice, we could get really good at it. I want that. What do you say, will you agree?”

I would have said yes but she had my lungs hyperventilating and my eyes rolling to the back of my head. Everything felt so good all I could do was lie back and submit.

She didn’t wait for an answer, instead Gabrielle began these long slow strokes of my shaft, from the base of my balls to the tip of my dick, and she just kept going, lovingly fondling every sensitive spot along the way until I could take no more. Before I knew it, my body began to quake. I needed to cum in the worst way and Gabrielle gave me that satisfaction, pushing me over the edge, allowing my penis to spasm and spurt as she worked every last bit of semen out of my balls and up my shaft.

“Agh!” I groaned aloud and while the sound came out like I was in pain the truth was I had never felt anything so wonderful in my entire life.

It was an incredibly satisfying moment and Gabrielle was right there, in my face, staring deep into my eyes, letting me know she was the one who did it to me and was willing to do it again and again.

Of course, I said yes to her proposition, but what I didn’t understand at the time was that we had just agreed to tease and please my lust until I was so addicted, I’d be a helpless little boy, obedient to Gabrielle’s every demand.


SCENE 2

Gabrielle

Yeah, I knew what I was doing. It was the beginning of summer and already I was bored, not sure what I was going to do to fill my time.

My big sister, Val, had been teaching me all about controlling a guy’s lust and I needed someone to practice on. When Ted got that bee sting, the situation was just too perfect, I couldn’t resist.

The moment the opportunity was there to touch his cock I took it. What better chance was I going to get to dominate a guy’s dick?


SCENE 3

Ted

I was happy to make the agreement and to be honest at no point would I ever even harbor an ounce of regret about the arrangement. In the beginning, we spent all day every day teaching Gabrielle all of my sensitivities and exactly how far I could be stimulated before the lust would spill over and play time was done. She used those lessons to fully develop her skills and while Gabrielle was never a good student in school, she was a master at those educational sessions. She practiced and practiced until she was so good at handling my arousal, I couldn’t even look at her without getting excited.

Those days were amazing, filled with so much sexual desire my head felt like it was constantly floating on a cloud. My body, particularly my penis, was in a perpetual state of tingle. Not once did I ever foresee a downside to this indulgence in physical bliss, until one day Gabrielle changed her ways.

We were walking at the mall, by one of those kiosk’s that sell custom jewelry, and a pretty little ring caught her eye.

“Ooh, I like that one,” Gabrielle cooed. She motioned for the attendant to take it out of the case so she could take a closer look.

She tried it on and held it up for me to see. It was ok but the price, one hundred and ninety-nine dollars, that was enough to make me choke.

“You’re going to get this for me,” Gabrielle said. The words were spoken nonchalantly but when she looked in my eyes there was a seriousness there, the kind that said she wasn’t asking.

As the clerk put the ring back in the display case, I pulled her aside, so I could talk without being overheard.

“I don’t have that kind of money,” I explained.

Her answer set the tone for our relationship going forward.

“It will make me happy,” she replied, “and trust me, you want to make me happy.”


SCENE 4

Gabrielle

My older sister Val taught me everything I know about taking control of a guy. She was a master at it and there wasn’t a guy around she couldn’t turn into a submissive and slobbering fool. I was practicing those skills on Ted with great success, but as Val always said, you don’t know how much power you have until you make him do something he doesn’t want to do.


SCENE 5

Ted

Prior to that day, I had never stolen anything in my life, but when Gabrielle distracted the attendant, asking to look at a necklace from the opposite display case, I slipped my arm to the back, slid the case door open and pilfered the pretty ring. The entire situation got my adrenaline pumping but that was nothing compared to what happened when we made it back to Gabrielle’s house and she rewarded me for my efforts.

“I saw you take it,” she said the moment we were alone. “Give it, I wanna see.”

I did as I was told, handing Gabrielle the ring, but when I did, she grabbed my dick through my shorts.

“I can’t believe you did that for me. This little guy is going to get special treatment tonight.” She said the words while squeezing my shaft, causing the blood to surge to my loins.

“Uh, uh,” I stammered.

“Don’t worry,” she added with a giggle, “this will be our little secret.”

What followed was the most amazing event of my life by far.

Gabrielle took me by the hand and led me into her house and down to the basement where we could have some privacy. Her mom was at work and her older sister was upstairs, we were confident we would not be disturbed.

No sooner did she get me to the couch when she let me know how this time was going to be different.

“Ted,” she said, “today you did something just for me and I’m going to show you how I reward such obedience.”

What followed was a lesson in just what I could expect every time I obeyed Gabrielle’s command.

She stepped up onto the couch, a foot on either side of me, and lowered herself down onto my lap. I was already excited, anticipating receiving her attention, so when her butt came down and it rested right on my hardened shaft, I couldn’t stop my arousal.

She giggled. “I feel that,” she said.

We both knew what it was she was talking about but by that time her face was very close to mine and all I could focus on was her beautiful eyes and those soft pouty lips. I wanted to kiss her but when I tried, shut me down.

“Uh uh,” she said, turning her head, stopping me from being able to kiss her. “Maybe some day, if you’re really good.”

It was a tempting offer, one that would remain in my head for some time, but at that moment I was more fixated on what reward I could have.

I found out soon enough as Gabrielle put her hands around my body, held on to my shoulders as she lifted her bottom and then proceeded to grind back and forth against my hardened shaft, using her crotch to stimulate my arousal. It felt good but not as good as her hand job, that is until she looked deep into my eyes and told me what she was doing.

“This is a lap dance,” she explained, “do you like dancing with me.”

Her lips were just inches from mine and I so desperately wanted to kiss her but she already made it clear that that wasn’t going to happen, so instead I cuddled into her embrace and allowed her to grind against my dick.

The shorts I was wearing began to ride up as she slid herself back and forth against my shaft, and hers did as well, and with each slide I felt more and more of our skin come in contact. It was highly stimulating and when it was our bare thighs that were rubbing against one another I thought it was the pinnacle physical experience, right up until the shorts slid some more and not only was my dick exposed but it came in direct contact with her moistened lips.

The intense feelings that surged through my loins with that experience completely blew my mind. I might have wondered if Gabrielle did it on purpose but for her very next words.

“This is called a camel toe slide,” she informed me. “Do you like the way this feels?”

There was no denying the silky smooth feel of her lips sliding against my shaft. It was amazing, even better than her hand job and that was saying quite a bit. I would have savored the feel but the excitement became too much and I felt the loss of control just before my spasming penis signaled my weakness to Gabrielle.

“There you go,” she cooed as my penis spasmed and my orgasm erupted.

The feeling was intense, throb after throb, pulse after pulse, my body pressed against hers, my dick releasing all of its power in a helpless fit of euphoric energy.

I held on to Gabrielle’s body and she hugged me back, allowing me to savor every delicious pulse.

No sooner did our bodies come down from the delicious high when she gazed into my eyes and whispered, “Thank you for getting me the ring.”

Of course, I was thrilled with my reward, the pleasure was intense and the connection with Gabrielle amazing, but there was a part of me that wondered where this was headed and what she would make me do next?

Much to my consternation, I was right to be concerned.


SCENE 6

Gabrielle

My sister Val always taught me that a guy’s orgasm contains all of his strength in the world, and if you take it in the right way, all of that power transfers from him to you in the exchange. I was pretty sure I handled Ted the right way, and when his penis finally erupted, and I felt the exhaustive drain as every bit of energy was zapped from his body, I was pretty sure I had achieved my goal, rendering my neighbor submissive to my touch.


SCENE 7

Ted

After Gabrielle’s lap dance my mind was blown. First off, the feeling was even better than her hands and once I experienced that pleasure, I wanted to get back there in the worst way, but second, and probably more important, was the fact that the dance was a reward for my behavior and now I wanted an opportunity to earn that special privilege again and again.

Gabrielle must have known what was going through my mind because the next time she saw me she was quick to press the issue.

It was in front of her house with her sister and a bunch of her sister’s friends around but that didn’t stop her comments.

“Hey, there he is,” Gabrielle said, “how’d you like to go dancing again? You seemed to really enjoy the last time.”

I felt my face go flush with the statement. No one else understood her reference but I did and that had me nervous. Fortunately, Gabrielle wasn’t intending to embarrass me.

“Let’s go inside,” she offered.

We left her sister and her sister’s friends outside and went to the basement. The moment we were alone I wanted to fool around but Gabrielle was quick to lay out the rules.

“I can give you a hand job,” she offered, “but if you want more, you’re going to have to earn it.”

Now, don’t get me wrong, Gabrielle’s hand jobs were amazing, but once you’ve felt the slippery soft feel of the camel toe slide, nothing else will do. Before my mind knew what my mouth was doing, the words came spilling forth from my lips.

“I want to earn it,” I replied and I tried to hide how eager I was with little success.

Gabrielle laughed.

“I thought you might feel that way,” she said. “Let’s go to the mall so I can figure out what I want.”

We left her house, headed towards the mall, and while I knew it was going to result in me having to steal something, I was too excited about the reward at the end to think of anything else.


SCENE 8

Gabrielle

The moment Ted said he wanted to earn more time as my submissive little boy I literally got so excited inside. Val always said that the power was intoxicating but I didn’t realize what she meant until I felt it for myself. I could make him do anything and not only would he agree, he was actually happy to obey my command.


SCENE 9

Ted

Gabrielle picked out a leather jacket and I had no idea how I was going to get it for her. Not only was it wired to the rack, requiring a key to unlock, it also had a tamper proof device, the kind that only the cashier could remove.

I was resigned to a world of only hand jobs when Gabrielle broke the news.

“You know what I want,” she said, “and don’t worry, you won’t have any distractions from me. I won’t lift a finger to break you away from your job.”

Instantly, I knew what she meant. The hand jobs were over, at least until Gabrielle got what she wanted, and that had me all sorts of worked up.


SCENE 10

Gabrielle

Val was very clear about what it takes to get a guy under your control, the lengths you must go to, to tease his lust, to give him such insane pleasure his mind becomes addicted to the feeling. I had done that with Ted, now it was time to reap my reward.


SCENE 11

Ted

All my life I’ve been known as a slacker and an underachiever. They weren’t unfair descriptions, the truth was, I never had anything that ever motivated me before. That is until Gabrielle changed all that. For the first time in my life, I was laser focused on achieving a goal.

It’s amazing how much you can get done when you are properly motivated and going without Gabrielle’s attention had me highly motivated. For the next three days I did nothing but plot and plan, casing the mall and the store, figuring out the best way to steal the leather jacket without getting caught.

My first spot of good fortune came when I was lurking by the cashier stand and the clerk got called by one of the managers to attend to the messy dressing room. No sooner did she leave her station and I was rifling through the drawers, finding and withdrawing the tool to remove the tamper proof device. It was a coup, a major breakthrough in my quest to secure the leather jacket, and I scurried from that place as fast as I could without drawing any attention to myself.

Ironically, the store had all sorts of protections for their merchandise, but there wasn’t anything to stop me from walking right out the front with the device in hand.

It wasn’t my end goal, but I soared the entire walk home realizing the incredible step I had just taken. I wasn’t there yet but I was another step closer to securing Gabrielle’s intimate attention.


SCENE 12

Ted

When it came time for the big score, I needed help. The tool would work on the tamper proof device but I still needed help with the tethered wire. I had a plan and fortunately Gabrielle was excited to lend a hand.

“Heck yea,” Gabrielle said when I asked. “I’d be pissed if you did it without me.”

I laid out my idea, exactly as planned and Gabrielle listened to every word, taking in exactly what I needed her to do. By the end, she seemed impressed.

“You figured this all out by yourself?” she asked. “And you got that device too?”

I was thrilled that she noticed all the hard work I had put in to the plan but it wasn’t her compliments I was after. Once we both felt comfortable with our assignments, we headed for the mall.

There’s no denying that I was nervous when we walked into the store and that those nerves only got worse as we approached the women’s department and the rack of leather jackets. However, once Gabrielle looked in my eyes and gave me the thumbs up, that she was ready to proceed, something clicked inside of me. Everything that happened from that point forward was like my body was on autopilot, with me as a bystander safely watching as the scene unfolded.

Gabrielle was perfect in her part, asking the clerk with help looking at the jackets and diverting the woman’s attention while she tried one on.

“How does this look?” she asked, pulling the woman away from the rack and towards the trifold mirror.

My window was slim but I only needed to get the jacket off of the tether, I would worry about the tamper device later.

Gabrielle was still bending the woman’s ear as I slipped the jacket off the rack and they were still gabbing as I shuttled away.

It was all very exciting but I wasn’t free yet so I put the jacket on while walking, using the tool to remove and drop the tamper device. It may have been a woman’s fit but without anything to trigger the alarm no one gave me a second notice and I strolled out the door with my bounty in tow.

I don’t know how she did it, but Gabrielle managed to beat me to our rendezvous point and the moment she saw me she ran forward and wrapped me in a big hug.

“That was so amazing,” she said, “such an adrenaline rush.” She let go of the hug but she kissed me on the cheek before we started our walk home.

I was still wearing the jacket but it was hot so I took it off and when I did, Gabrielle was quick to say something.

“I assume you’re going to give that to me,” she said.

No sooner did I hand her the coat and she let know about my reward.

“If you thought last time was good, this time you’re going to absolutely love it.”

Needless to say, that excited me and I struggled to keep my excitement at bay for the remainder of the walk back to Gabrielle’s house.


SCENE 13

Gabrielle

Ted did it and I must admit, I was impressed. He didn’t just get me a leather jacket; he created an intricate plan to secure the expensive item without anyone being the wiser. As excited as I was to have a new leather coat, I was more excited to have a horny guy all to myself, one who was really smart and desperately wanted to make me happy.


SCENE 14

Ted

No one was home at Gabrielle’s house when we got there and this time, she didn’t take me to the basement. Instead, she led me up the stairs to the second floor and her bedroom. I felt like I was entering hallowed ground when I walked through that door, a window into the real Gabrielle Wilkes.

What I saw inside that room completely blew my mind.

In school and in the neighborhood, Gabrielle was always such a hard ass, the tough girl who didn’t take shit from anyone. Imagine my surprise to see her frilly pink bedspread or the stuffed teddy bear that sat on her pillow. And then there were the unicorns, a theme I never would have imagined would be in her life.

As intriguing as all of that was, it all became secondary the moment Gabrielle directed my next steps.

“Take off your clothes and get on the bed,” she instructed, “it’s time I show you how much I like my new jacket.”

I did as I was told, shedding my clothes and climbing into the center of the bed, and I would have loved for Gabrielle to get naked with me, so I could savor her beautiful body, but what she did instead was every bit as impactful on my mind.

Gabrielle hiked up her skirt and quickly pulled her panties down her legs and off her body. It all happened so quickly I couldn’t really see anything but when she climbed up on top of the bed, straddled my hips and lowered herself down, there was no denying the skin on skin feel of her bare kitty against my swollen rod.

“I thought you might enjoy another camel toe slide,” she said and before I could respond she began to grind back and forth, the silky smooth feel of her pussy lips gliding firm yet soft over my excited penis.

I had experienced her camel toe slide before but for some reason this time it was more intense. Maybe it was being in Gabrielle’s bedroom, in her bed, surrounded by her childhood possessions, or maybe it was her skirt, and the incredible visual I was treated to every time she shifted her hips and the flaps flipped to the side. No matter the cause, I was on a fast track to release with no hope of calming the flow.

I’m not sure if Gabrielle knew the exact moment I lost my battle but it certainly seemed like she did. At the exact instant that I couldn’t hold it any longer, she pressed down firm with her hips, wrapping her lips around the front of my shaft, squeezing with her muscles as my penis spasmed and released everything my testicles had to offer. It was a massive explosion, semen spurting from my tip, coating my stomach, and Gabrielle’s muscles continued to massage and squeeze, working every last bit of lust from my overworked body.

It was an incredible experience, the most amazing of my life by far, and I left her place to go home afterwards, an ear-to-ear smile plastered on my goofy face.


SCENE 15

Gabrielle

The way I felt after Ted lifted the leather jacket for me, I wanted to fuck his brains out. No single act had ever turned me on more. He broke the law for me, stealing a four hundred dollar coat, and that was hot.

Like I said, I wanted to fuck him but Val warned me not to.

“If you give him your flower you give him your power,” she said. “If you want him obedient and under your control you have to resist.”

I did as Val recommended and Ted left all glassy eyed and in love, ready, willing and able to do the very next thing I asked, all for the chance to get back to that place. I couldn’t wait for her to come home, so I could let her know about everything that had happened.

It seemed to be an eternity of wait but I sat there staring out the window, ready to tout my success to my big sis. When Val finally walked through the door, she knew right away that something was up.

“What’s up?” she asked. “Why do you have that shit eating grin on your face?”

I couldn’t hold back my glee. “I did it!” I exclaimed. “I dominated him!”

“Ted?” Val questioned.

“Of course, Ted,” I replied. “Who else would it be?”

“I thought you already took control of him,” Val questioned.

It was a total let down. Here I was so proud of my accomplishment and yet she wasn’t even impressed. That’s when she noticed my new leather jacket and everything changed.

“That’s a nice coat,” Val said, “where’d that come from?”

“That’s what I was saying,” I replied, “I took control of Ted and he got it for me.”

She picked it up and put it on, admiring the look and the feel. “He bought this for you?”

“No, not bought,” I replied, “he stole it for me.”

“Get out!” Val’s eyes lit up when I said the words. “You got Ted, the goody two shoes kid from down the street, to steal for you?”

She was impressed, I could tell, so I told her the whole story.

“He didn’t just take it,” I explained. “He put together a whole scheme, got one of those devices to remove the tamper device, slipped away while the clerk was distracted. I helped.”

“Did you get caught?” she asked, her eyes still wide in disbelief.

“No,” I answered. “Ted had everything figured out. He’s like some kind of genius. I mean really, I always thought he was good in school but he’s mad smart.”

“Really?” Val asked.

Her enthusiasm was awesome. I don’t ever remember another time in my life when Val was in awe of me. It was always the other way around. That’s why, when she asked the next question, I was proud to be able to tell her the truth.

“To get him to do all that you must have given him something special. You gave him your flower, didn’t you? You gave up your power for a leather jacket.”

“No, I didn’t,” I boasted. “I did have a little fun, I gave him a camel toe slide, but he never got inside, no penetration.”

“Really?!?” she marveled again, and I could tell she was impressed.


SCENE 16

Ted

After stealing the coat, and the amazing session in Gabrielle’s room, I had no idea where things could possibly go next. Was she going to want me to steal a car? As crazy as it sounds, that is what I expected and yet I still found myself walking to her door, unable to stay away from that amazing draw.

Gabrielle invited me in and quickly ushered me downstairs to the basement.

“Can’t fool around in my room today,” she explained. “Val’s home.”

I didn’t mind, as much as I enjoyed the time in her bedroom, I was just glad to know she wanted to fool around and wasn’t asking me to steal anything.

The moment we got to the couch in the basement she was on me, rubbing my crotch through the fabric of my shorts. It was exciting and made even better when she slipped her hand underneath and began to gently rub and fondle my growing shaft. It felt amazing and I would have let her make me cum but for some reason she wanted to draw things out, and the longer she played, the more grateful I became.

At one point she had me moaning and groaning out loud.

“You have to be quiet,” she giggled. “Val might hear.”

I tried to stay calm but with what she was doing that was impossible and then we heard the door at the top of the basement steps open.

“Gabrielle,” her sister called, “get up here!”

“Shit!” Gabrielle exclaimed. “Wait here, I’ll be right back.”


SCENE 17

Gabrielle

When Val interrupted my time with Ted I was pissed. She knew what we were doing, she could have given us some time, but when I got to the top of the steps the look in her eyes let me know something was wrong.

“Did you pick up mom’s prescription?” she asked. “She needs it for tonight and they close in fifteen minutes.”

“Oh, shit! I thought you were getting them!” I replied.

Val was quick with her response, “Mom asked you, this isn’t on me.”

She was right and I couldn’t afford to be in trouble with mom. “I’ll grab Ted and we’ll go get it.”

“No time,” Val said, “you go to the store and I’ll let Ted know.”

In hindsight, I should have called down the stairs, I should have had Ted come with me, but that isn’t what I did and what a huge difference that would make.


SCENE 18

Ted

Gabrielle was only gone a few minutes before I heard the door and then the footsteps coming down the stairs. I didn’t notice the difference in the legs until it was too late and then I was face to face with Val, Gabrielle’s sister, with my pants open and my penis out.

Quickly I covered up but not before she noticed.

“It’s ok,” Val said, “Gabby had to run out, an errand for mom. She felt bad and asked if I would take care of you.”

Val said the words and I motioned to collect my things, to leave, but that is not what she meant.

“Where are you going?” she asked. “Gabrielle’s going to be mad if I don’t make you cum.”

“What’s that?” I asked, unsure I heard correctly.

Val nodded and smiled in reply.

The words blew my mind but not nearly as much as her straight forward attitude about the whole thing.

“You’re serious?” I asked in disbelief.

“Gabby said she was in the middle of rewarding you for the jacket, said she wanted to make sure you were extra happy after getting her that nice leather coat. She’d be mad if I let you leave without expressing her thanks.”

I couldn’t believe my ears but when she moved in on me, I didn’t try to stop her and by the time she had her hands on my dick there wasn’t anything I could do.

Gabrielle told me that Val had taught her about pleasing a guy and I instantly found out that the teacher had skills she didn’t share with her student. Val didn’t just stroke my cock, she took my clothes and shed hers, and proceeded to use every part of her skin to overwhelm every part of my body. It was the most amazingly soft touch and I literally pulsed from head to toe with each heavenly connection. It was euphoric dancing naked with Val and when our bodies aligned, my raging hard on directed at her golden flower, she didn’t shift and slide like Gabrielle. Instead, Val consumed me in the most incredible move, the lips of her vagina wrapping around the tip of my dick.

Never had I ever felt anything so pleasurable and to add to the intensity of the moment, Val kissed me, open-mouthed, tongue dancing with mine. I lost myself in that exchange and while my mind was still reeling from the feel of my tip at the entrance to her hole, Val let me know what it would take to make her my reality.

“Gabrielle hasn’t told you this but she can’t give you what you really want. She can play and tease but she can’t go all the way, she belongs to someone else.”

It was shocking to hear especially given the circumstance and while I tried to process what Val was saying, she added to the tale.

“That’s why she doesn’t kiss your lips, that’s why she stops with the camel toe slide. Those things are as far as she can go, she can’t get intimate with you like I can.”

Everything Val said made sense but it was tough to take. Was Gabrielle just using me? Was it just to get some fancy things? To make me steal? I wasn’t sure but Val was right there, offering me another option.

“But I don’t belong to anyone and I want to give you everything you need. I don’t want to make you steal, I want us to be good together,” Val explained. “With me you can have it all. Don’t you want to push it in?”

Of course, I wanted to push it in, the temptation was too much, but I was trying to wrap my head around everything she was saying about Gabrielle. It was impossible to process. That’s when she added more information to help with my decision.

“If you’ll be my good little boy and obey me, I’ll give you everything you want, and you can push in right now, bareback, until you cum.”

You might think I delayed, that I thought out my options before making my decision, but the truth was my excitement was high and those fabulous lips of hers kept squeezing at my tip. I couldn’t take anymore and I grabbed her by the hips and pushed myself in.

The feel of Val’s warm velvety folds wrapped around my flesh rewrote everything I thought I knew about physical pleasure. It was insane, far greater than any other experience in my life and Val had a way of extending the moment, squeezing and caressing with her vaginal muscles, drawing every pleasure pulse through my excited loins. She continued that massaging motion until I could take no more, when my arousal piqued and my body could no longer contain the ecstasy coursing through my veins.

I wanted to cum, I needed to cum, and when our eyes met, Val let me know exactly what she wanted in return.

“Pledge yourself to me and I promise I’ll make you the happiest man on the planet for as long as I live.”

I did as she asked and we kissed to seal the arrangement, a kiss that felt so magical I would remember it for the rest of my life.


SCENE 19

Gabrielle

I was only gone thirty minutes, tops, but by the time I was back in the door, Ted was pledging his loyalty and his love to my older sister, Val. She might be a royal bitch in every sense of the word, but she knew what she wanted and she knew how to get it.

Val took advantage of both Ted and I that afternoon. She took advantage of me right from the very beginning, holding out on key information, setting me up so she could steal him away, but what she did with Ted showed why I still had so much to learn about the dynamics of interpersonal relations.

While I was teasing Ted’s lust and coercing him to steal me nice things, Val set the bar much higher, realizing the full potential of her submissive little boy.

With Val as his girlfriend, Ted got straight A’s through college, she wouldn’t accept anything less, and he got his law degree and passed the bar in record time, thanks to Val’s incredible motivation skills. But she didn’t stop with a fancy degree and high paying job, Val continued to press and cajole, pushing Ted to attain outrageous heights, rewarding him every step of the way.

Today, Val is the wife of a US Senator, truly the great woman behind a very powerful man, but I will always remember the way she took him away and what I needed to learn if I wanted to keep that from happening ever again.
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PROLOGUE

There are millions of people all over the world who fantasize about one day being an Internet star. The fame, the notoriety, it is a siren call that beckons hearts and minds towards its shiny reward. I, on the other hand, never wanted to be a star. I didn’t need to be the center of attention and I certainly didn’t want to give up the life of anonymity I had come to adore. But that’s just why this world is so crazy. Because people can spend their whole lives striving for fame and glory and find none, while a nobody like me can dedicate his entire life to living in the shadows only to end up the regular muse for one of the Internet’s fastest rising stars. 


THE BEGINNING 


Shortly after my divorce I did some heavy exploring into the world of sex and my previously hidden inner demons. It was a fascinating time of enlightenment, allowing me to find beauty in all shapes and sizes, and also all genders and presentations. That soul searching brought me to meet Gabby, a beautiful trans woman who fascinated me from the very first moment we met. 

She was very special. 

Gabby wasn’t just a passable feminine who allowed me to explore my pansexual desires, she was an awakening, an opportunity to learn about the world and myself in a non-judgmental way. Yes, she was absolutely gorgeous, but it was her domineering attitude and the way she took control that had me mesmerized from word one. I would have visited her all day every day if I could, only visits with Gabby came at a cost and I wasn’t exactly rolling in cash. Were it not for alimony and a barrage of divorce attorney fees, there would have been nothing to stop me from seeing her on a regular basis but as it were, my finances only allowed for the rarest of interludes. 

Fortunately, Gabby offered a less expensive alternative, a subscription to her video library, a vast collection of intimate close-ups of her erotic escapades. It wouldn’t be the same as one-on-one time with the gorgeous Gabby but given my situation I would have to make do. 


THE AGREEMENT 


I knew I was only meant to drop off the money but still I was excited to see Gabby. I couldn’t help myself, there was something about her, the way she commanded the room, the way she took control. Just being in her presence thrilled me, its own form of erotic foreplay. 

I figured I would just pass the money through the door and be on my way but she had a different plan in mind. 

“Don’t stand there letting all the cold air in,” she said, “come on in.” 

I did as I was told, crossing the threshold into her world and sliding the door shut behind me. I had been there before, on more than one occasion, but this time was different. It was just a drop-off. I wasn’t paying to be the center of her attention. 

I couldn’t see her in the dimly lit room but I heard her voice and that was enough to draw me in. 

“Come on back,” I heard her say. 

And then I saw someone move in the shadows, from the kitchen into the bedroom. 

Perhaps I should have been nervous but like I said, I had been there before, and I knew my way around. The moment I turned the corner, from the hallway into her bedroom, I spied the most incredible sight; Gabby naked on her bed, a smile adorning her beautiful face. 

Her body is amazing. Those breasts could stop traffic, every delicious curve, and seeing them exposed sent a jolt of adrenaline right into my prick. I could have stared at them for hours but then I wouldn’t have been able to drink in that sexy flat stomach and the special surprise that lingered down below. 

“Don’t just stand there,” she offered, “come over and give mommy a kiss.” 

Those words might have suggested that she wanted a kiss on the lips but the wiggle of her hips and the way her rod slid from side to side made it clear exactly what she wanted me to do. I wasn’t paying to receive her attention but apparently that did not place any limits on how I could service her. 


Without another word I approached and as I got near, I lowered myself to the floor, bringing my face just inches from her glorious cock. It really was beautiful, long and hard, ready for my kiss. It twitched when I touched it, a small involuntary throb, but it stood still as I wrapped my lips around the flesh and drew the head into my mouth. 

“That’s it,” she cooed, “do you like the way it tastes?” 

There was no doubt I had an oral fixation, feeling the soft flesh against my lips was erotic, satisfying, and when I swirled my tongue around the head that amazing feel made me all warm inside. 

I thought it would be a quick adoration and that would be it, after all, I wasn’t paying to receive her attention, but then she did something that completely took me off guard. 

“Sit back on the bed,” she directed, “let me get a good look at you.” 

Of course, I obeyed, I always obeyed, but this was all new territory. She was making a move on me with no promise of payment, only for her desire, and that had me excited beyond belief. 

Before I knew it, my pants and underwear were gone and she began to gently massage my thighs, working ever so close to the family jewels. In all of the times that we had been together, Gabby was never what you would call doting. She would often allow me to play, to service her needs, but this undivided attention, focused squarely on me, was completely out of the norm. 

And then her supple fingers found my balls, gently tickling my arousal, while her other hand wrapped lightly around my shaft and began an incredible up and down glide. I had fantasized about it often, being the recipient of her loving caresses, but the reality was even greater than any of my wildest fantasies. In no time at all my excitement zoomed, and without a second thought my hips began to grind in time with her delicious strokes. 


The feel was amazing, starting in my balls, surging up my shaft. I did everything I could to remain calm, not wanting my orgasm to put an end to this incredible situation, but the longer it went on the less control I had, until I felt like there was no way I could hold it back. 

“I’m going to cum,” I announced. 

The wry smile that consumed Gabby’s face the moment I said the words should have let me know she had an ulterior motive. And just when I thought my penis could take no more, she pulled back, leaving my hips grinding, my body humping, and my penis lurching in desperation, yearning for more. The denial of stimulus causing a breakdown in my brain. 

“Oh, God! Please!” I wailed. 

Gabby was quick to capitalize on my weakness. 

“Do you want to cum?” she pressed. 

“Oh, God, yes!” I moaned. 

“Perfect,” she replied, “because I need a new boy toy for my videos and if you agree, I’ll do this to you every day.” 

Now, I had longed to be her boy toy ever since the moment we first met and yet the thought of being the star of her online videos was a non-starter, which is exactly what was going through my head when she started stroking my cock once again, taking my desire to the pinnacle of excitement once more. It felt amazing and she continued those rubs, stroking up and down on my shaft with one hand while tickling and teasing my balls with the other. Before I knew it, I was right back in that place, humping and grinding in time with her strokes, savoring the bliss of her incredible touch. 

Gabby built up my desire, up, up, up, only to pull away at the last possible moment. The second denial of stimulus was more severe than the first, her build-up much more powerful, however I managed to withstand the agony, grunting and groaning but maintaining some level of rational thought in my overworked brain. 

That was my second bout with denial, a success I thought, but I would not be so fortunate the next time around. 

There was something about the third build-up, the way she stroked, the way she teased. It felt better, more connected, and when she accelerated the action, bringing my lust to a fever pitch, I thought for sure that I would finally get to realize the natural conclusion to this erotic thrill. But when she withdrew one more time, putting a stop to those heavenly rubs before I could cum, I was beside myself, absolutely desperate to see the end of this glorious ride. 

“Please!” I moaned. 

Her words and her direction were clear. “Beg to be my boy toy,” she explained, “beg to be my video star.” 

I didn’t want to do it. I couldn’t be pictured in a porn video, and yet the way my penis felt, throbbing and pulsing in her hand, I couldn’t bring myself to put a stop to things, and the longer those delicious strokes went on, the less power I had, until I felt myself giving in. 

“Please!” I moaned again. 

“Say it,” Gabby coaxed, “tell me you’ll be my boy toy and I’ll do this for you every day.” 

For just a single moment I contemplated just how incredible it would be to submit to her every day and all at once the feelings within me escalated. I didn’t think anything could possibly feel any better and yet there I was, tiny spasms pulsing through my penis, the bliss of a million orgasms making me realize just how intense her pleasure could be. 

I didn’t mean to submit. My mind was telling me not to do it, and yet my body wanted it so bad. Soon the first word slipped through my lips. 

“Please,” I moaned, “I’ll do whatever you want.” 

My words pleased her, as evidenced by the huge smile on her face, and before I could utter another syllable, she took out her phone and began to video my swollen penis, throbbing in her hand. I’m not sure if my face was in the shot but it didn’t matter. The pre-orgasmic bliss that surged through my body had a hold of my brain and I literally could not think straight. The only thing that mattered was what it would take to finally have relief. 

Gabby’s fingers increased their pace and the moment I felt the telltale signs, the overwhelming pulses that signaled the end of my erotic thrill ride, she got right in my face to inform me of my fate. 

“You’ve agreed to be my next star,” she informed me, “starting tomorrow you will come here every day, and all my fans will get to watch me break you down and dominate your soul.” 

Obviously, her words were scary but what I didn’t expect was how excited I would get at hearing her say them out loud. I couldn’t allow myself to be videoed in a compromising position and yet the mere thought of her dominance and control pushed me over the edge. 

The first spurt shot from my penis, splattering my chest with the warm sticky goo, and that blast was followed by several more, dispelling a quart of semen all over my stomach. I grunted. I groaned. But it wasn’t until my breathing slowed and my body stopped pulsing that I realized just what a drastic turn my life had just taken. 

“We’re going to have so much fun,” Gabby informed me. “Tonight, I will send you the first script and tomorrow we’ll start chronicling your transition from straight boy to submissive pet.” 


As intense and pleasurable as the orgasm was, the moment I was finally able to think clearly the full scope of the situation dawned on me. I was about to tell Gabby that I couldn’t go through with it, that I couldn’t be the star of her Internet videos, and then she presented me with her phone, replaying the exact moment when I succumbed to her control. 

It was all there, right before my eyes, and as I watched myself on the screen, my ecstatic writhing back and forth followed by my helpless submission to that amazing feel, the strangest thing happened, I no longer felt like I could object. I no longer felt like I could resist, and before I knew it my head was nodding along, accepting her control and my new station in life. 

Gabby didn’t waste a moment, pulling me into her embrace, holding me in a way that made it clear, she was in charge and there was nothing I could do about it. 

“Trust me,” she whispered, “you’re going to love having me break you down, and my fans are going to love watching me take you to a place they can only dream of.” 

The entire scene was surreal. There was no way I could defy her, nor would I have been able to live with myself if I gave up the opportunity, but that didn’t mean I wasn’t scared as shit, my insatiable desires about to be exposed and made public to whoever lie at the other end of her video feed. 


THE FIRST SCRIPT 


I was sitting in my living room watching TV when my computer pinged alerting me to a new email. I checked right away and it was from Gabby, the script for our first scene. 

Butterflies went off in my stomach. Could I really go through with this? Could I allow my intimate time with Gabby to be broadcast to a national audience? As difficult as all of it was, the bigger question was, could I accept the consequences of saying no, of defying Gabby’s command? Sure, shortly after an orgasm it’s easy to say no, to say I can go without, but the longer her temptation remained in my head, the more powerful it became, until I found myself reading and then memorizing the script, preparing for my first day as her video boy toy. 

The script was rather well written, with an interesting storyline, which not only kept me engaged it actually made me think this role-playing thing might not be so bad. After several more run throughs, practicing in front of my bathroom mirror, I was ready to call it a night, still uncertain if I could go through with this monumental change in my life but prepared for my performance either way. 

Despite my obvious reservations, the next morning I found myself dressed and in my car, driving towards Gabby’s house, my body operating on auto-pilot, intent on finding fulfillment for its insatiable need. I made it there right on time, nervous but also excited. 

I may not have wanted my face in a series of porn videos but there was no denying how desperately I wanted to get back to that place, intimate time with the beautiful and sexy Gabby. 

She welcomed me into her apartment and directed me to sit off to the side while she recorded the intro to the first scene. 

“Hi everybody,” she said into the camera, swinging her hips back and forth, causing her long flowing dress to twirl around her body. “I know it’s been a while since my last post but I’ve been working on a very special project and I think you’re going to love it. It’s called Gabby View and you’re going to get to see it all, my dating life, my sex life and most of all my favorite hobby, turning straight boys into submissive little pets. So… sit back and take your dick in your hand because I have a date tonight and you’re going to get to see it all firsthand.” 

She gathered close to the camera and gave several pouty looks and a couple of broad lipped kisses. 

“That’ll be good material to work with,” she said to me before turning back to the camera. 

“I hope you enjoy and remember, tell your friends how they can subscribe for a chance to direct an upcoming scene.” 

Gabby was such a natural in front of the camera. She did it all in one take without even pausing to catch her breath. I only hoped I could come across as natural. 

No sooner did she stop the camera and she directed her attention towards me. 

“Did you study the script?” she asked. “Do you understand what I’m looking for?” 

As hot and sexy as she was, she was all business when it came to the video shoot. 

“I read the script,” I answered, “and I think I understand what you want.” 

Based on what she provided, Gabby wasn’t looking to film a porn video, she wanted to shoot a seduction, and I was fully prepared to play that part. In fact, with the way I felt about Gabby, it was a role I was born to play. 

We started in the kitchen, multiple cameras set up on tripods, capturing every angle, the two of us preparing a meal. We had to go over the script multiple times, mostly because of me, but after about an hour we had some good footage of flirtatious dialogue, some extended eye gazing, and an almost kiss. It was all really cool, the magic of bringing a film to life. 

We repeated the process for the actual eating, rearranging the cameras to capture everything happening at the table. It took repeated tries to get the conversation sounding natural and by the end I could see how she intended to build the relationship, me the older guy in love, her the charming waif, leading me by the nose to the big surprise. 

Filming with Gabby was fun but it wasn’t romantic or sexy like I had hoped or expected, if anything it was kind of like work, but then we moved to her living room couch and the entire situation changed. 

With the cameras put in their new place, Gabby directed me on how I was to act. 

“Remember,” she said, “this is a first date. You don’t know about the surprise that’s waiting for you, and that won’t be revealed until the third or fourth video. What you need to portray now is a guy falling in love. Can you do that?” 

I nodded my head. I was pretty certain I could do that. In fact, I wasn’t sure I’d even be able to call it acting since I truly held deep and sincere feelings for Gabby. 

We started out with some light kissing and fondling on the couch, a scene that quickly escalated when she made a play for my pants. It was amazing and I got very excited in the moment. Without a second thought I reciprocated the act, ready to service Gabby’s desire. 

“Cut!” she blurted, pulling her body away from me and my groping hands. 

All at once I realized my error. 

“I’m so sorry,” I explained, “I got caught up and wanted to touch you.” 

“This first scene it’s important that the viewers see you as completely unaware,” Gabby explained, “that way we can really wow them with the big reveal.” 


I understood. I had read the script. It was just easy forgetting my place with this sexy woman so close. 

“Are you ready?” Gabby asked. 

I nodded my head. 

“Action!” 

This time when Gabby made a play for my belt, I let her, stretching back, providing her with full and complete access to my dick. Her first touch to my tightening ball sack sent a shiver up my spine and when she lightly grazed the front of my shaft that little tickle made every muscle freeze at my spine. The pleasure was intense. It didn’t even phase me that my bare penis was being filmed, all I really cared about was the attention coming from Gabby’s fingers. 

She tickled my balls, which felt real nice, and she gently caressed the shaft, wrapping her thumb and forefinger around the girth, sliding up and down with targeted strokes. It was an incredible hand job, one that didn’t just build me up and make me spurt, instead she drew it out, far longer than I would have expected, to the point I actually began to groan aloud. 

“You like that?” she cooed. 

I knew my line but there was no need to act. It felt incredible and I let her know. 

“Oh God, yes!” I huffed, sucking in my breath, savoring every delectable touch from her magical fingers. 

Gabby continued to stroke and play, fondling my balls, sliding over my shaft. At one point I thought I might cum but she pulled away at the last possible moment, leaving my penis bouncing back and forth, lurching in the wind. 

“Ungh!” I grunted, my hips rising up from the couch, trying to regain her touch. “Please!” 

I knew my lines but once again I didn’t need to act, my penis desperately needed her touch and I wasn’t shy about letting her know. 


That’s when Gabby went off script. 

My dick was hard and in need of her touch but she didn’t use her hand. Instead, she flipped her dress to the slide and shifted her leg over top of me, pressing downward until I felt my hardened rod press against her tight hole, and with one quick thrust it burrowed deep inside of her. 

It was an amazing feel and before I knew it, I was bareback inside of her, grabbing her ass cheeks and holding tight while my hips and her hips humped and pumped in joyous bliss. It didn’t take long for my orgasm to erupt, pulsing and throbbing inside of her, draining my balls and taking all of my energy. It was an amazing event, captured in full by three cameras focused on every detail. 

At that moment any reservations I had about being in Gabby’s videos moved to secondary status, the attention I received with her hand job, and the intensity of the climax in her ass, more than enough to pacify my angst, at least for a little while. 

After my orgasm and my recovery, I was ready to service Gabby, it seemed the least I could do, but she still had work on her mind, another scene she wanted to shoot. 

“You just had sex with me and can’t believe how lucky you are. It’s time to say goodnight before you leave.” 

There was no script but I didn’t need one. The moment the cameras were in position I spoke the words I had been thinking about Gabby for some time. 

“Thank you for an incredible evening,” I said, taking her into my arms, gazing into her eyes. “I’d like to see you again. Would that be ok?” 

Her answer was so sexy I truly believed she wanted me. 

“I’d like that,” she cooed, her voice soft, her words breathy. 


There was no script so I took advantage of the situation planting an open-mouthed kiss on Gabby’s lips. Our mouths explored and our tongues entangled, a perfect conclusion to my first video. 

Via some very talented editing, Gabby put the scene together, creating quite a story. Based on what she showed, hidden cameras captured all the intimate details of a first date, from the playful banter while cooking in the kitchen to the hot climax on the living room couch. She got incredible detail of the hand job, and her mounting me, but through it all the camera never revealed her secret, even with the carnal act so graphically displayed in living color. It was all mega hot, and while I still had reservations about being featured in Internet porn, there was no doubting my desire to move forward in these erotic games with the sexy Gabby. 


SCENE NUMBER TWO 


I received the script for the second scene and once again was impressed with Gabby’s ingenuity. Not only was it well written, but the storyline was crafted to really draw the viewer in, to ensure they would be excited to see what happened next. 

It started with date number two, also in Gabby’s apartment, but this one focused on an intimate conversation on the living room couch. 

“Guys want sex all the time,” Gabby said, not even paying attention to the camera, oblivious to its presence. She added an infectious giggle that really brought out her charm. “If it were up to you, I’d probably never be allowed to wear clothes.” 

She lifted her shirt to flash her amazing chest, both to me and to the camera, and that momentary glimpse of her incredible breasts instantly raised the temperature in the room. 

“That sounds like a fun option,” I replied. I leaned in and gave her an off-script kiss, squeezing her bosom through her shirt before adding, “You don’t understand. Because a guy’s genitalia is on the outside, we’re more easily stimulated. We need it.” 

Gabby reached between my legs and squeezed my penis. It made me jump but also got me excited. “So, because your penis is on the outside,” she said, “that means I should be dedicated to rubbing it more often? Is that what you’re saying?” 

“Yeah, you get it,” I happily agreed, allowing her to rub me, savoring the attention on my dick. 

What she was doing felt awesome. She rubbed my junk overtop of my pants until I was fully erect, my bulge evident beneath her active fingers. And she kept on rubbing, building up my desire as she spoke her next line. 

“And I bet the bigger the penis the more attention it needs?” she asked, her fingers becoming more aggressive, rubbing and stroking away. 


“Agh!” I groaned. I was supposed to talk about penis size and attention but I was unable to contain my physical response, beginning to hyperventilate, several more grunts escaping my lips. 

Her fingers picked up the pace, increasing the stimulus, raising the intensity of the moment. 

I knew my line but the way her fingers made me feel I struggled to gather enough breath to say it. Finally, she slowed her pace just enough for me to get it out. 

“Yes,” I huffed, “the bigger the penis gets the more attention it needs.” 

Gabby resumed the pace of her strokes, squeezing and cajoling my rod through my pants. In an instant she had my heart racing and my lungs gasping for air, certain I was about to cum. 

“I guess from now on we’ll need a new rule,” she offered, “the biggest penis gets all the attention. Do you agree?” 

I would have agreed to anything the way she was making me feel but I still had a script to follow and so I grunted my agreement even as her rubs made it nearly impossible to speak. 

She proceeded to finish me off in that position, me on my back, her rubbing me through the thin fabric of my pants. I didn’t expect her to make me cum inside my clothes but that was par for the course with Gabby, never letting me know what she would do next. The first throb took me by surprise and the moment I realized what was happening I tried to reach for my buckle, to get out of my pants, but it was no use, the wet spurt erupted and any sense of control I thought I had quickly vanished. My penis needed to cum and it didn’t matter what I wanted. 

I always thought the cum shot was the pinnacle of the porn experience but after I saw the way Gabby edited scene number two, I took on a completely new perspective. She captured every grunt and groan from my feeble body, highlighting my helplessness; the involuntary hump and grind of my hips as I lusted for more and more of her touch, and the climax, the pulsing bulge of my penis followed by the throbbing wet stain that seeped through the fabric of my slacks. She even caught every part of my struggle; my inability to separate myself from my clothes and the look of abject failure on my face as I lost it, soiling myself, completely succumbing to her and her control. I had never cum so hard in all my life, and the video captured every helpless pulse even after Gabby was done and it was just me, her submissive pet, reeling from an ecstasy that neither my body nor my brain could comprehend. 


It was all mega hot, making one thing abundantly clear, Gabby understood erotica, and knew way more about sexual excitement than I could ever hope to understand. 


THE BIG REVEAL 


I knew what was expected of me for the third scene but I wasn’t sure how I would do. All of my other scenes had me acting exactly how I truly felt, infatuated with the sexy Gabby and ready to fall in love. But now I needed to convince the camera that I had no idea she had a penis, and that was going to take a bit of acting, hopefully not more skill than I possessed. 

Once again Gabby set the scene. 

“Remember,” she said, “we’ve already established our rules and we ended the last episode with a montage, showing that I’ve been taking care of your penis for a while. Now it’s time for our big night, the big reveal.” 

The cameras were all situated as we settled into the couch for the evening. The scene started with some kissing and some under the shirt breast play when Gabby shifted the direction. 

“We’ve been dating for a couple of weeks,” she said, “do you have any secrets you haven’t told me?” 

“Secrets?” I responded. “What do you mean?” 

“You know,” she replied, “you’re not secretly married or have a family in another state?” 

I laughed, because the script said I was supposed to laugh, but it didn’t come across as natural. We decided to just press on. 

“No, I’m not married,” I responded. “What about you? Do you have any secrets you’ve been keeping from me?” 

Gabby laughed and her laugh was much more natural and real than mine. 

“I do,” she admitted. “Remember when we made up that rule about the biggest penis getting all the attention?” 

“Yeah!?!” I replied. 

“Well, I kind of had an ulterior motive when I made that rule,” she said. 

“Fine by me,” I replied, “you can use any motive you want if you’re going to play with my dick all the time. I love that rule.” 


Her smile grew big and wide. 

“What would you do if the tables were turned?” she asked. “Would you still be ok with it?” She traced her finger up my thigh, inching towards my dick. 

“What do you mean?” I asked. 

She continued her meandering strokes. “I mean if I had the bigger dick, would you still be ok with having to give me all the attention?” Her fingers continued to explore, caressing me all over. 

It was time for my big line, the one I really needed to sell. 

“Gabby,” I said, leaning in close to gaze into her eyes. “I love you and if you had the penis, I would worship you all day, every day, giving you the attention you deserve.” 

“Do you mean it?” Gabby pressed, her hands expanding their touch, exploring more of my body. “Would you really be ok with me being in charge?” 

I nodded my head, granting my agreement. “Of course, if you had the biggest penis you should be in charge,” I added. 

We kissed, a great cinematic moment but just the teaser to the climax Gabby had planned. From that point forward the situation really heated up. 

The big reveal was done with three cameras all locked on Gabby’s penis and my face. I had seen it before so I would need to act surprised that this beautiful woman was packing a rather large dick, but somehow the moment shocked me anyway, and the second I laid eyes on that incredible rod, and realized how much bigger she was than me, I actually felt dwarfed and experienced a dynamic shift in our relationship. 

I don’t remember if she pushed her dick into my mouth or if I sucked it in but I know I was so overwhelmed by the moment that I offered no resistance, giving in to every advance. Soon my hungry mouth was salivating all over her cock, worshipping her, savoring every inch of that incredible scepter, no longer cognizant of the multiple cameras recording every lascivious deed. And when she pulled her penis from my mouth and directed me onto my stomach I did as I was told, lying still as she shifted overtop of me, the head of her cock finding a home between my cheeks. 

I never intended for things to transpire the way they did but the moment I felt her head pressing at my sphincter my muscles froze. Perhaps it was shock, perhaps it was fear but I was paralyzed. The script didn’t say anything about her taking me anally and yet she was almost there, and just as I concentrated all of my efforts on holding her out, she grabbed me by the hair, turned my head to face her and kissed me, open-mouthed, on the lips. Our tongues danced, my mind swooned and in that single moment of distraction the head of her penis pushed past my sphincter and into my virgin hole. 

I’d tell you that the insertion shocked me, the way her bulbous head spread me wide and cajoled deeper and deeper inside of me, but I kind of got lost in her kiss and before I knew it she was pulling out and pushing back in again, burrowing further, conquering more of my hole. It didn’t take long and she ramped up the pace, shifting and humping with her hips, pumping and grinding, owning me in a way I never could have predicted. 

There is no counter for the first time your anal cavity is penetrated. I would never forget who took my anal ring, the way the head burrowed inside, owning me from within. That moment, that experience, and Gabby’s passionate kiss that accompanied it, would forever be my tale, my moment of epiphany, my transition to a new life. 

Gabby may have taken my virginity but she wasn’t done. She pressed her body against me, her skin soft against mine, inserting more and more of her rod, allowing me to savor every glorious inch. She grunted. She humped. She held me still while her penis spasmed and pulsed, and when she finally shot her load, dispelling a large amount of cum deep within my hole, I actually felt a major shift in my demeanor, forever changed by her dominance and control. It was an amazing experience and yet each and every one of those deeds, while powerful and mind-altering in and of itself, would be relegated to secondary status in my mind, taking a backseat to the moment of penetration and Gabby’s luscious kiss. That image would stay with me always, dictating my evolution and my future existence. 

The filming of the climax signaled the end of the video but for some reason I couldn’t bring myself to leave. My attraction and connection to Gabby had grown immeasurably through these videos and her final penetrating act, forever altering my perception of her world and my place in it. The way she dominated, the way she took control, rewrote everything I thought I knew about male-female relations and the dynamics of power. I wasn’t ready to give up my subservient status, so, instead of scurrying away like a broken man, I stayed by her side as a dutiful sub. 

Gabby ignored my puppy-like adoration, focusing her attention on editing the latest footage. She really was a master, picking just the right content to weave the story, to tell the tale. There was no doubt that the raw video was hot but the way Gabby put it all together, building the story, creating the mental imagery, proved very powerful in driving the excitement. I had no doubt her viewers were going to love it. 

This may sound weird but when Gabby was done and she showed me her finished work, I was so in awe of her talent I got down on my knees and began to suck her dick. It wasn’t just a sexual act, I wanted to show her that my submission was real, not just for the camera and not just for my orgasm. 

I licked the shaft, I kissed the rim, and I wrapped my lips around the head, servicing her desire, letting her know there were no longer any limits to her power or my subservient status. It was freeing, eliminating the boundaries that had previously constrained me, and she seemed to enjoy my attention, writhing back and forth beneath my touch. 


When I added my fingers to the mix, stroking her shaft while fondling her balls, she began to outwardly moan, and that response made me feel all warm inside. 

I had never intended my act to propel our story, it was just a natural response to the way I felt about her power and control, and yet when she pulled her phone from her pocket and pointed it in my direction, I offered no objection. I allowed her to record every moment. I even allowed her to heighten the scene, withdrawing her penis from my mouth at the last possible second and ejaculating all over my face, spurting wads of cum all over my lips, mouth and nose. It was a massive explosion and she recorded every sopping detail, placing an exclamation point on my transition from horny man to submissive pet. 

It was a strange twist of thought in my head but it all came naturally, willfully submitting to my new master and my new station in life, happy to accept Gabby’s dominance not just for the camera but for all time. 


EPILOGUE 


I’ve gotten used to being recognized for my work in Gabby’s videos. At first, I was embarrassed, fully understanding the things people had witnessed me do on film, the way Gabby broke me down for all to see, my helpless submission to the lust boiling beneath my skin. But the more people I met the more obvious it became. The people who paid to watch Gabby’s feed weren’t judging me, if anything, they envied me, the lucky recipient of her loving advances. 

I had it all. Sure, my anonymity was gone, but every day I received doting attention from the beautiful and sexy Gabby, and that was worth whatever sacrifice I needed to make. 

If you enjoyed these erotic tales of male submission, check out these other titles from JA Sterling: 

-          Dominant Daddy Collection

-          Femdom Fantasies

-          The Tricked and Turned Collection

-          Wrapped in Seduction
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