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PROLOGUE

Kelly

I was coming up on a major birthday, I won't say which one, and a dear friend of mine, Mommy Claire, offered me a very unique present; a sexcapade, an entire day of sensual delights, crafted around my personal tastes.

As much as I would have loved a fantasy delight of my own, my true birthday wish was for my husband, Ted. I wanted to relieve Ted from the stress of his struggling business. I wanted to help him escape, to share in the wonderful and freeing joy that I had found in age play. It is an amazing thing to give up control, to indulge in submission, and I just knew it would do wonders for Ted.

Fortunately I had a friend like Mommy Claire, to help me in my time of need.

To make sure our plan would be successful, Mommy Claire sent me a survey, a way for me to choose how Ted's conversion would unfold. It came by email. Once I logged in I was presented with a bunch of questions, all designed to craft a unique and meaningful experience for my husband.

Question #1 - describe the ideal situation for Ted’s conversion:

A. Intimate

B. Duo

C. Group

Ted was more of a one on one kind of guy, but if he was going to be convinced to give up his manhood and accept a life of submission it was going to take a seismic event. I selected C, Group.

Question #2 - Describe the preferred gender of Ted’s partner(s):

A. Male

B. Female

C. Both

Ted was hetero to a fault but in my mind I was certain it would take a woman's intimacy, and of course a man's hard cock, to complete his transition. I answered C, Both.

Question #3 - Please describe the preferred scenario for Ted:

A. Romantic

B. Wild

C. Non-consent

On this question I cheated a little. Ted's coercion was going to need to be wild but at the same time he would need to be guided and prodded along the way, so on this question I answered both B and C with my fingers crossed that that was ok.

Question #4 - define Ted’s preference for gratification:

A. Long slow build up with big release

B. Multiple orgasms throughout the day, as many as possible.

C. Tease and denial - I don't want to know when they are coming, I want to be dominated and controlled throughout the process.

This was another question that begged for leeway in my answer. I wanted Ted to have as many orgasms as possible but it was more important that he give up control. After much deliberation I answered C, Tease and Denial.

Question #5 - since you selected a non-consent scenario you must supply a safe word to be used at any time should Ted wish to halt activities.

Ted and I had played some power exchange games in the past so I used our standard phrase, "Blueberry Pancakes" as our safe word.

This was all so incredible. Ted was going top have the time of his life and I was finally going to be able to reveal my secret. Ted had no idea of my adult baby fantasies and this event was going to be the perfect opportunity for me to share that part of myself with him. Now all I had to do was wait for Ted's big day.


EPISODE 1

Mommy Claire

The plan was all set and the day was upon us. I was giddy with excitement, about to get a new baby into my fold. Best of all he was going to be conquered, rendered submissive by his own physical desires. My kitty tingled just thinking about it, ready for my part and the intoxicating power that comes with dominating and infantilizing a grown man.

A plan like this takes a lot of preparation and commitment. Fortunately many of my adult babies agreed to help. Ted was about to embark on a wild ride, one that was going to take him to unbelievable limits of pleasure, pushing his boundaries and testing his will. I intended to take away everything that was stressing him and bring him into the freedom of submission, no longer responsible, completely pliant to my will.

I knew that some tough business decisions had really taken their toll on Ted and that he needed me, he needed to be taken to a safe place, cuddled and protected. I also knew that his mind wasn’t there yet, he may have been cracked but he wasn’t broken, and he was going to need to be broken in order to be built back up. As a man of pride, Ted wasn’t going to submit easily, we were going to need a big act to pull it off.


EPISODE 2

Ted

My wife Kelly is a rock. She's always on the go, and takes great care of everything; me, our kids, our home. That’s why it was so strange when she got sick, I never remembered her ever being down, she was always the one that took care of us.

Kelly had the flu and she had it bad. I took off work to care for her but there wasn't a lot I could do, what she really needed was a steady flow of liquids and a lot of sleep.

In addition to caring for my wife I also tried to get her chores done around the house. That was a lot and kept me very busy, so when the phone rang, while someone else was banging at our front door, I was beside myself.

I figured the machine could handle the phone and opted to see who was at the door. A peek through the spy hole revealed Ronald Reagan. I was relieved, I recognized the mask from my buddy Bill's Halloween costume, and as much as I didn't have time to socialize, at least it wasn't more work to do. I might even be able to get Bill to lend a hand.

I flung the door open. "Hey Bill, I'm glad you're here, but I don't have time to talk, I need to take care of Kelly. Come on in and make yourself at home." I headed for our bedroom but didn't even make it to the first step before I was wrestled to the ground.

Ronald Reagan wasn't alone, he had Bill Clinton and Richard Nixon with him, and the three ex-presidents threw a bag over my head and dragged me out the front door.

"Bill," I screamed, "I don't have time for this, Kelly is sick and I have a lot to do."

Neither Bill nor his friends responded. They just wrapped me in their arms and dragged me outside. I couldn't see with the bag over my head but I did hear a sliding door before I was tossed into a vehicle. I immediately tried to rip off the cover but before I could, one of the presidents held my arms above my head while the other two undid my belt. Before I knew it my pants were down and I was fully exposed.

I didn't know what was going on but I knew it wasn't Bill. Bill might play a joke on me but he definitely wouldn't yank down my pants. That left one major question, who would throw a bag over my head and kidnap me?

I struggled with my hands but they weren't secured by a person anymore, they were tied above my head, by a rope or some kind of strap. I wriggled and cajoled but couldn't get free, and then things took a serious turn.

Something wrapped around my cock. It was warm and wet, and it was stimulating as hell. I didn't want to get an erection but I couldn't help it, my dick sprang to attention, and then multiple hands joined in, touching me everywhere.

This wasn’t a kidnapping; kidnappers don’t suck your dick and turn you on. This was totally erotic; being molested by strangers while tied in the back of a van. I had no idea what was going to happen next, and it made every hair on my body stand on end.

That quickly changed.

One of the roaming hands started to rub my butthole; another caressed my thighs and tickled my balls. It was intense at a whole new level and the eroticism took over. I felt an orgasm coming on.

Now I'm pretty open-minded when it comes to sex but I wanted to know who was doing this to me, I didn’t want to cum for a stranger. I wriggled to break free, determined to get out. My body whipped back and forth but the finger in my butt and the lips on my cock never missed a beat. I tried everything but it was no use and when that familiar feeling stirred in my loins my body responded involuntarily. I began humping wildly, desperate for more stimuli.

They did it. I may have wanted to hold out, but the need they created in me, the need to cum, was way more powerful than my will to resist. It didn't matter that they I didn’t know who was doing this to me, it didn't matter that my hands were tied and I had a bag over my head, I was going to cum for them.

My mind felt weak but the pleasure surging through my veins more than made up for it. The unknown assailants had not only taken me from my home, but they had also conquered my penis. I was so confused. I was about to explode and I didn't know if I should scream or say thank you.

Then they stopped.

They pulled away, laughing as they did. It was beyond frustrating, as much as I didn't want to cum for them before, now I needed relief.

I wiggled and squirmed, desperate to rub my cock against something, anything. It was no use. My orgasm belonged to them and for some reason they didn't want it.

They repeated the torture several more times, driving my lust, tickling and teasing until I was just about there and then stunting my release. I wanted to cum, I needed to cum. I begged, I whined, I offered them anything and everything, I even tried to shift my body so I could find some way to rub up against my captors, but I couldn't get there. I was helpless, in desperate need, unable to complete the process.

I didn't know who they were but one thing was certain, they had complete control over my orgasm, and with it me.

My captors stopped teasing me after a while but the damage was done. My penis may have gone limp but the imagery in my head would last forever. They created a lust in me that was very real. If I thought about what they did, even for a moment, I was immediately transported back to that place, my erection harder than ever.

"Look," one of them said, "he's hard again."

I wished I could run, I wanted to hide, but my hands were still secured and the hood was still over my head. I wasn't sure what they were going to do next and then I felt it, that warm, wet feeling on my cock. It was those magical lips once again. I wanted to enjoy it but it was difficult, knowing I would be strung along until desperate and helpless once again.

The vehicle came to an abrupt halt. I swayed back and forth, my hands tied, my cock popping free from the mouth that was servicing me. I heard a sliding door open and before I knew it I was pulled down and whisked away, to where I didn't know.

A hand and a rag slid up inside of the hood and that was the last thing I felt before waking up in a haze, in the center of the strangest room I had ever seen.


EPISODE 3

Mommy Claire

I don't usually like to involve bondage or restraint. I prefer for a baby to submit on his own. But Ted's was a different kind of journey. Ted needed to be dominated and controlled. He needed to know from the start that he was not in charge; that his best option was to give in to the pleasure. Once he did that it wouldn’t take long to completely break his will, leaving him ripe for my ministrations.

Based on his lustful response in the van he was well on his way, but he wasn’t there yet. Fortunately I had a lot more in store for Ted, and the next step was going to go a long way in his transition.


EPISODE 4

Ted

There I was, lying in the middle of a giant waterbed, a waterbed that took up every square inch of the room, a room that was all walls and no door, and all of those walls were covered in a thick red shag carpet. The ceiling looked like stars in the night, the lighting soft like the smooth jazz that flowed from the speakers I couldn't see. This was a room of sex and I couldn't help but wonder what was in store for me here.

I wasn't alone. There was another man in the room, a younger man than I, very well built, naked just like me. He was passed out, perhaps from the same thing that knocked me out.

It was all extremely odd, especially with the haze that clouded my brain.

Not long after I awoke, a door I hadn't noticed flung wide, flooding the room with a blinding light. A shadow passed in front of that light as something flew into the room. The waterbed bounced all around me. Just as quickly the door swung shut, returning the room to its previous state, with one major difference.

There, in the middle of the bed, with myself, and the passed out man, was a woman, bound and gagged with black silk, wearing nothing else. I wasn't sure what to make of her.

I leaned forward to get a better look. She was very attractive; blonde with fabulous muscle tone, unconscious, perhaps from the same drug that knocked me out. I debated trying to wake her but before I could decide she came to, and was rather freaked out.

"What are you doing?" she said, backing away, her body shaking. "What did you two do to me?"

"What? Me?" I said, "I didn't do anything. Whatever they did to you they did to me," I tried to explain.

She eyed me suspiciously and then looked at the other guy, who was just beginning to wake. I got the impression she wasn't going to believe anything I said.

"Who are you guys?" she asked. "Why did you bring me here? And where are my clothes?"

I had no idea what she was talking about. She was delirious and not making sense. "I don't know where we are," I answered.

The soft music that had been filling the airwaves stopped and a voice came over the speaker. "Challenge one is about to begin, the winner will be released."

All three of us perked up, myself, the attractive blonde, and the muscle head who so far hadn't said a word.

The voice continued, "Linda and Ted are the first match up, the first one to sensually dominate the other, and make him or her suck Tyler off wins."

The voice stopped and the music returned, that was all the message we would receive.

"This is so messed up," I said to my co-prisoners. "What are we going to do?"

Linda, the blonde, was the first to respond. "This," she said, moving forward and pushing me onto my back.

The waterbed shifted beneath me, the instability made it impossible to get back up, and in my delay Linda climbed on top of me, pinning me down.

In addition to being very beautiful she was also very strong. The way she pinned me I couldn't move a muscle. With little effort she turned me over then proceeded to bind my arms and legs with the silk scarves that had held her only moments ago. I couldn't believe this was happening, I was being imprisoned and dominated by my fellow captive.

"I'm sorry I have to do this," she said as she took my dick in her hand and began a rapid stroking motion. It felt good but I knew better than to let her control my cock. I twisted and turned to get away but that only gave her access to my ass and before I knew it she was stroking my cock with one hand while fingering my butthole and rubbing my prostate with the other. I was in trouble.

"Ugh," I grunted. "Please don't do this to me."

I begged and pleaded but now she seemed emboldened, confident that she could drive my lust and make me do whatever she wanted.

She increased the stimulation on my dick and balls, stroking my shaft up and down, up and down, with a firm yet soft grip that sent tingles of pleasure shooting throughout every part of my body. She brought me close to the brink, and the orgasm I desperately wanted, but knew exactly when to pull back to keep me on the helpless edge.

"Please," I whined. I'm not sure what I wanted, maybe I wanted her to stop, maybe I wanted her to make me cum, but most of all I just wanted her to release her control over me. I didn't want to be submissive anymore, but that was the one thing she wasn't going to allow.

I didn't know if she would ever let me cum but I knew I couldn't resist any more. Her ministrations felt too good, I couldn't think, I couldn't talk, I couldn't even breathe without consciously thinking about her and her control over me.

I didn't hear the other guy move closer to us but I felt the waterbed shift with his weight. He was young, or at least younger than I, and extremely well built. His muscles had muscles, and his cock was so close to my face I could practically taste it.

"Go ahead," she said, still stroking my shaft until I was in a helpless state of euphoria, unable to cum without her help, unable to resist the overwhelming pleasure. I managed to free my arms but it didn't matter, I was being pinned by my own lust.

I had never felt such pleasure in my entire life and when she motioned for me to turn my head I complied out of sheer submission. Perhaps I wanted it to be over, but my bigger concern was that it wasn't going to end.

I could tell you that I thought she would let me cum if I sucked his dick but that wouldn't be true. I suspected she would still tease me relentlessly but I sucked the head of his dick into my mouth anyway, and by the time I was swirling my tongue around his head he was dripping in my mouth. With a little effort I was able to get more of his shaft into my mouth and soon I was cupping his balls with my hand and bobbing up and down on his dick.

The sexy blonde was still rubbing my cock into ecstasy, cheering me on. "Be a good boy and suck that dick."

I was sucking Tyler's dick, thinking that I had lost, when I realized the winner wasn't determined until he came. With all the strength of will I could muster I separated from his cock, but the moment I did Linda stopped touching my dick altogether, and I swear that was the worst torture imaginable.

I didn't expect the cessation to be so painful but it was. I needed her hands back on my cock in the worst way. "Please," I begged.

"Get that dick back in your mouth and I'll stroke you," she offered.

It wasn't much of a choice, and unless your body has ever been in that situation you wouldn't understand. Every part of my being screamed, "Do as she says," and my mind was no match for that desperate need. I put my lips on the tip of his head and when I did she rewarded me with a long slow stroke up, and then down, my shaft. I felt immediate relief and knew I had no choice. I needed her and she wasn't going to satisfy me until I gave her what she wanted.

I started sucking in earnest, taking the full length in my mouth, and swirling my tongue around the entire shaft and head as I pulled off. Her ministrations increased as well and I found the more pleasure I gave his dick the more stimulus she gave mine.

I felt my orgasm approaching and I have never wanted anything more. As I got closer and closer to my own release I increased the stimulus on him, sucking, adding my hands into the mix, making sure he was well serviced. My own orgasm was imminent and I thought it would be cool for both of us to cum at the same time, but then he pulled his rod from my mouth and showered my face with his semen.

It might have been sexy as hell but the moment he spewed his load she stopped what she was doing, leaving me in the most helpless and precarious state. Nothing else mattered but my need to cum. I didn't care that I had just sucked a dick, I didn't care that he had shot his load all over my face. Everything else disappeared.

I wrapped my hand around my shaft and began furiously stroking.
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I have cameras throughout my entire property and watching Linda thoroughly dominate Ted was thrilling. It was no doubt emasculating for him, which was necessary if his will to resist was going to be permanently broken. It wasn't enough for Ted to lose once, I wanted his body so consumed with lust that the mere thought of independence, of standing on his own, would seem inconceivable to him. Submission would be his only logical choice and then, when he was at his weakest, I would have a special surprise for him. A surprise only mommy can give.


EPISODE 6

Ted

I don't know why, they had already won, but both Linda and Tyler grabbed my arms, pulled my hands away from my dick and denied me the opportunity to finish myself. I struggled but they were too strong. I bucked with my hips but it was no use. To add insult to injury they used the silk scarves to tie my hands behind my back, leaving me shaking and desperate in the middle of the waterbed.

It was the most demeaning moment of my life, dried cum all over my face, my raging hard on in desperate need. All I could think about was what I could do to get off.

The music stopped once again. This time the voice over the speaker said, "Congratulations Linda, winner of round one. Now we move to round two, Ted versus Tyler. The winner of round two will be the person who makes their opponent beg for anal sex."

And with that the voice went silent and the music returned.

Needless to say I was fucked, in more ways than one. My arms were tied behind my back, and my dick was still in desperate need of attention. I had no desire to be sodomized but I didn't see this ending any other way.

Tyler had pretty supple hands and it only took him a few moments to bring me right back to the brink of orgasm. He too knew exactly how to bring me close without completing the process. My mind was beyond being teased, I was ready to submit to anyone and anything, as long as they would give me relief.

"Please, I'll do anything. I'll suck whatever you want, just please let me cum."

I couldn't be any more direct. Nothing else mattered but the needs of my body, I needed them to know that, I needed them to know that there were no limits to what I would do to attain my release.

With only one hand Tyler was able to lift my lower body, raising me up by the ankles until I was completely upside down. He then used his free hand to stroke my shaft while Linda moved into position and began work on my asshole.

Were they allowed to work against me like that? I didn’t know but the feeling was incredible. She rubbed and caressed and found pleasure spots I didn't even know existed, and then, for the first time in my life, I felt my butthole respond on its own. It opened up, like it wanted more. I can't explain it but I think my body wanted anal sex. I had been ready to give up my ass to get stimulus to my cock but the way she was making me feel, I wouldn't be satisfied until my ass received attention as well.

In hindsight I should have held out, I should have negotiated my orgasm before giving up my ass, but she was still driving my anal lust and that too was both insanely pleasurable and also incredibly weakening.

"Please," I moaned, so much drool flowing from my mouth it was hard to speak.

"Tell me what you want," Tyler goaded.

It was a loaded question, I wanted so much, but the first thing that came to my mind was the pleasure Linda was giving to my ass so I said, "Please fuck my ass, please give it to me."

I gave in, and that is demeaning, but the worst part was Tyler dropped me to the waterbed without fulfilling either of my desires. And with my hands still tied behind my back, I couldn't even finish on my own. If I had been able to service myself I'm not sure if I would have stroked my cock or stuck a finger up my ass, both parts of my body were experiencing severe desperation, but neither was going to receive attention, and all I could do was moan and whimper like a helpless little boy.

The door to the room swung open and I saw the Presidents come in wearing their masks, Mr. Clinton holding a hood. That was the last thing I remember before waking up in a doctor's office, strapped to a table, my legs secured in stirrups.
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Ted gave in, like I knew he would, and was now blending his preconceived notions of gender, of control and of submission. A part of me felt sorry for my little boy, and where he was in his transition, but he didn’t have much further to go, and soon he would be in mommy’s loving arms.

The demands of his penis were slowly overtaking the thoughts of his mind. Soon all of his decisions would be made by the little guy downstairs. When that happened he would be completely ready. It wasn't my turn yet, but I could feel it drawing near.


EPISODE 8

Ted

It may have looked like a doctor's office but I had no expectations of a healthcare worker entering to give me care. What I did know was that I still hadn't cum, and even though my cock was limp, the desperation that I felt was more powerful than ever.

I don't know how long I was lying there but I was thrilled when the door opened and in walked one of the most beautiful women I had ever seen. She was blonde and slender, with gorgeous blue eyes and a smile that lit up the room. I cut her off before she could say a word.

"I'll do whatever you want, just please, please help me cum."

She giggled and I have to admit the light and lilting sound of her laugh, combined with her unmatched beauty, put me at ease. Unfortunately that feeling was short lived.

"I'm sorry," she said, "I can't let you cum until you're broken. My job is to add to your lust."

Until I was broken? I was broken hours ago. The only thing holding me up was the table I was strapped to.

The woman seemed to take pity on me. She moved around to my head and whispered in my ear, "Don't worry, I'm not going to tease your little pee pee. My name is Molly but you can call me mommy." And with that she took off her blouse and allowed her wonderfully perfect bosom to rub against my cheek.

This whole day was one messed up event after another, but this cute little girl, who was young enough to be my daughter, asking me to call her mommy, that was too much. My body and my mind were beyond the point of resistance, but that was for insatiable lust, I wasn't about to be infantilized by a pretty face.

That didn't stop her from trying.

She started by massaging my scalp, which felt heavenly, and then proceeded to tease me with her breasts. The softness of her skin against my face was very pleasant and when she dragged her firm nipple against my cheek I felt a stirring inside of me, an involuntary response. I didn't know if it was normal but I wanted to latch on to her, to suckle her breast.

"Be a good little boy and give in to mommy," she cooed, and for the first time all day I was in a place I didn't want to leave.

Her pert nipple grazed my cheek and found its way to my lips. That was too much. First I pursed my lips on her, then I sucked her flesh into my mouth, and before I knew it I was suckling like a newborn on his mother's teat. I didn't expect it to be so erotic, but when she gasped aloud my penis responded with a flood of endorphins.

"Looks like someone's ready to play," she giggled and with that the most pleasurable part of my day came to an end.

Molly took her nipple from my mouth and moved to the foot of the table, repositioning herself between the stirrups and my spread legs. She took my cock in her soft hands and began a massage I will never forget. In an instant I was right back in that helpless state.

Why was this happening to me? Why were they torturing me? If there was an answer it wasn't apparent to me and Molly, just like the others before her, used my weakness to exploit me.

"I heard my little boy beg for anal sex," Molly said with a smile, "so I'm going to give you what you want."

It was true, I had begged to be fucked up the ass, but that was before, when Linda was teasing my butthole. Now all I wanted was to ejaculate, to satisfy the lust they were so intent on teasing. Unfortunately that was not meant to be.

For her part Molly did stimulate my ass, but she wasn't as good at it as Linda, and she didn't have me yearning to be pegged, not yet anyway.

The door to the office opened and in walked a behemoth of a man. He was huge, at least six foot five and as wide as a tank. I wasn't sure but I thought it was one of the presidents from before, the ones who dragged me from my house and drove me wild with lust on the ride to wherever I was. His intentions this time were quite clear, his hard dick swayed in front of him as he moved straight toward my asshole.

Molly repositioned herself by my head, once again rubbing her soft breasts on my face. That was nice but it didn't change the fact that this monster dude was about to use my ass for a fuck toy.

He started by pouring oil all over my ass and rubbing it in with his fingers, being sure to circle my rim several times before pushing in ever so gently. That was ok, I could handle that, and when he found my prostate he knew exactly how to stimulate my nerve endings. I couldn’t believe how good that felt and then my body opened up for him. 

He didn’t delay. He rubbed the head of his cock up and down my crack before pushing the tip past my opening sphincter. Anyone who tells you anal sex doesn't hurt is lying but that didn't stop him and after several times of pushing in and dragging out and I started to get used to it. In fact, the shape of his head started to feel good and I wondered if this was addictive.

The cock in my ass spread me wide, capturing more of my hole with each push.

Molly's voice reiterated my need to submit, as well as the all-consuming joy that awaited me upon my conversion to Mommy's good little boy. Her words were very persistent but it was hard to concentrate on anything other than the cock that burrowed inside of me.

The grand scope of the experience didn't really dawn on me until I felt him bottom out and squirt his juices. Did that make me his bitch? I certainly felt like a two-bit whore, and the worst part, it was starting to feel good. I was pretty sure this wasn't going to be my last foray into anal sex.

I might have felt used were it not for Molly's loving words and caresses throughout the entire session. She made the single strangest moment of my life somehow glorious. I can't explain it other than to say it was a life-altering event that I will forever link with her beautiful face and loving manner.

When the big guy finally pulled his cock out of me a stream of fluids gushed out of my ass and on to the table. It felt cold and sticky but I was still tied down and my biggest fear was that he was going to expect me to clean his cock with my mouth. Isn't that what a bull does to his bitch?

Fortunately he didn't do that; instead he and Molly secured a metal cage around my cock and then walked out of the room, leaving me all alone.
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Mommy Claire

Ted’s reaction to Molly was to be expected. He had never indulged in mommy play before and he had a first timer’s response, more than a little shocked but loved the intimate care and attention. Molly did a wonderful job, reinforcing the loving nature of the mommy figure.

Ted was broken and as much as I felt sorry for him, and wanted to swoop in and give him comfort, I knew he needed a better transition. He needed time to separate from the physical bonds of restraint, and truly come to accept his submission; an inherent part of his being that lay deep within himself.


EPISODE 10

Ted

The room I was in had a single window covered by curtains. I couldn't see outside but I could tell that the sun had set and the day was growing late. I had been through a lot and my body and mind were thoroughly exhausted.

I started to drift to sleep when I was roused. Two people were undoing the straps on my arms and legs. It was a boy and a girl, and they couldn't have been more than eighteen or nineteen years old. They were both dressed in strange clothes, the kind of onesie you would see on a baby. Hers was pink and his was blue.

"You have to be quiet," the boy said, "we can get you out of here but we don't have much time."

The girl, a really petite and cute blonde, undid the final strap on my leg and I was finally free. I debated what I should do when the boy ushered us out the door.

"They're going to be back soon," he said, "if we don't get out of here soon we're going to get caught."

Given the circumstances I had no choice but to follow their lead. I chased after them as they led my down a hall and out a door into the warm night air. There were no lights, and only a crescent moon, so it was difficult to see, but they did manage to get me across a large open field and to the back of a nearby building.

"Let's get him to our playroom," the girl said, "we can hide him there."

I didn't care where we went, as long as it was away from my captors and hopefully somewhere I could use a phone. We slipped in a back door and up a stairwell. The room we entered was large but the lights were out so it was hard to see. The boy ran off to find the light switch and when he found it I was introduced to the most incredible sight of my life.

The room was a giant playground, but designed for adults. There were oversized toys and cribs and balls, and the highlight of the room was two castle turrets that were also slides that emptied into ball pits. In my younger days I would have had a field day in this room, but at the moment all I could think about was finding a phone.

I headed for the door.

"You can't go out there," the girl warned, "they'll find you."

"You don't understand, I have to get out of here, I need to get back to my wife," I said.

The boy offered, "If you hide out with us we can get you out later, after everyone is asleep."

I thought about it. I didn't know where I was or what was out that door. My odds of escape weren't great but they were better with their help. "Ok," I agreed, "what should I do?"

The girl jumped with glee. "Yay, a Play Date." She then took me by the hand and led me toward the castle.

The floor was some kind of weird cushion, it was weird to walk on and I fell several times but it didn't hurt. It was kind of cool and when I got used to it was really fun.

We played, the three of us, going up into the castle and sliding down into the ball pit. It was fun and I almost forgot about the last few hours of unsatisfied lust, but then I came out of the ball pit and found the two of them tearing each other's clothes off. I couldn't believe what they were doing, and then they spun their tight little bodies into a sixty-nine position.

I may not have mentioned it before but the two of them were very attractive and seeing them nude, servicing each other's sexual desires, was absolutely the hottest thing I had ever witnessed. They were all intertwined, beautiful faces, silky smooth skin, and tight little bodies. The whole lewd scene made my dick spring to attention. The problem was, I had some weird contraption locked on my genitals, and it was impossible to touch myself.

Instantly I flashed back through all the events of the day.

The abduction and the ride in the back of the van surged through my mind, as well as the magical lips that brought my dick to ecstasy while my hands were tied above my head. The mere thought caused a pulsing in my penis, not as strong as while I was secured, but erotic all the same.

The room with the waterbed flashed before my eyes next, along with my wrestling matches with the hard bodies, Tyler and Linda. I could practically feel Tyler's cock in my mouth as the thought of Linda stroking me into submission coursed through my brain. The memory was so powerful my dick began to twitch inside my little cage.

The images in my head were powerful, all consuming, and the throbbing of my penis made me feel incredibly weak.

And then a vision of Molly, the beautiful blonde with the crystal blue eyes and loving mommy ways, popped into my head. I might have been able to handle that were it not for the tingle in my butthole that pulsed the moment I remembered the big guy and the way his penis felt, and how deeply it reached inside of me. I could practically feel the head pushing past my sphincter and then drawing out super slowly, stroking every sensitive nerve ending in the process.

All of it was not only super erotic but also debilitating.

The vivid memories combined with the sex scene playing out in front of me, was too much to handle. It drove my lust to a fever pitch, my prostate pulsing steadily, my penis throbbing helplessly, and my brain feeding me a constant flow of erotic images that made rational thought impossible.

I wanted to take my cock in hand and finish myself off, but I couldn't, the cage on my dick wouldn't allow it, and the barrage of sensations without relief was pure torture.

The fits of relentless pleasure with no way of releasing my angst, was overwhelming. I fell to the floor, curled into a fetal position, and prayed it would all end soon.


EPISODE 11

Mommy Claire

There he was, broken and alone, driven insane with lust, in desperate need of relief. Ted was at a point where he would give in to whatever force imposed its will upon his soul. Fortunately for him I intended to ply him with love and affection, to let him know there was still a safe place in the world, and that safe place was in the loving arms of Mommy Claire.


EPISODE 12

Ted

I felt the softest touch on my shoulder and then across my back. I was still curled up in a ball with my eyes closed, afraid of what was to come next. How did they find me and how were they going to tease me now?

There was no attack on my cock or my ass but I did feel someone's touch, it wasn't sexual, it was intimate, like the comfort of a warm hug. It felt good. I was wary to let myself relax but the hug was exactly what I needed. A little part of my inner self returned, but it was a long way from what I would need to feel normal again.

And then a whisper tickled my ear.

"It's ok little boy," the voice cooed, "you're with mommy now, everything's going to be ok."

At first I thought it had to be Molly, the pretty blonde who teased me before. But this was different; there was a comfort and a love in the words, and in the touch, that made everything better. My body released from its curled ball.

The woman helped me to my feet and I got a good look at her. She was older than me but not by a lot, and she was very attractive. Her angelic smile made me feel warm inside and her brown eyes, gentle and inviting, made me think everything could be ok. I didn't want to think about sex, or do anything that might get me excited, but the woman's designer dress was very low cut, and I couldn't help taking in her incredible cleavage.

She guided me toward the door. My friends, the teenage boy and girl, waved goodbye and wished me luck. I wasn't sure where I was going, or what she was going to do to me, but I trusted the teens and they seemed ok with her taking me.

It was a short walk to a bedroom suite down the hall. The moment I saw the four poster bed I thought for sure this woman was going to tease me some more, and I prayed that I would be able to cum, to release the pent up anxiety that was torturing me, to finally be free.

"Ted," the woman said, "I'm going to take your body on a little ride, but if you trust me I promise everything will work out fine."

I didn't have much of a choice. She was older than me, undoubtedly, not as strong as me, probably, but still in control, and in my weakened mental state that was all that mattered.

She bent over and I got another glorious look down her blouse, which I immediately regretted. The image shot straight through my brain and to my penis. It started to grow. Under any other circumstance that wouldn't have been a problem, but with the cage still locked in place, it was only a matter of time before my penis would outgrow the available space and create a very uncomfortable situation.

"Oh my," the woman said. She took a closer look at my penis inside the contraption. "If you can be my good little boy I think I can get you out of that."

"Really?" I responded. "I'll do whatever you want, please just get this off of me."

She took a bobby pin from her hair and began to manipulate the lock. It took her a couple of minutes and while she worked, her hands were all over me, fondling my inner thighs and caressing my testicles. It was extremely erotic, and by the time the lock was open I was pulsing with excitement.

"Oh my," she said, looking at my erect penis. She wrapped her hands around the shaft and gave me three quick strokes that took my body and my brain right back to that submissive and needy state.

"Oh no," I groaned. I was there again, in that place where my penis ached for relief, and I was helpless to do anything about it.

At first I thought this woman might be different but she was doing the same thing, bringing me so close to what I wanted, but not allowing me to get there. I didn't want to but I started to whine and plead.

Her response was instantaneous, "Give in to Mommy Claire and everything will be fine."

She may have said all the right words but I wasn't going to fall for that trick again. I couldn't take anymore, I needed relief, but I didn't want to submit anymore, at least not without some assurances.

Despite my resolute standing she stroked me several more times, adding a gentle swirling motion on my butthole that made all my hairs stand on end. I drooled uncontrollably, begging for mercy. "Please," I said, "I'll do anything."

"Do you understand what I want?" she said.

I knew what she wanted and as much as I didn't want to give in my mind collapsed, succumbing to the demands of my penis. "Yes Mommy," I replied.

Her face lit up when I said the words. She began a rapid assault on my penis. I felt my orgasm rising and for a moment I thought I was finally going to get the release I wanted, to finally discharge all of my pent up lust.

And then the strangest thing happened.

She made me cum, but it was a single burst that splattered my chest with no additional spurts to follow. Some of my cum came out but not all, and my desire was still there, even stronger than before. I may have released, but I wasn't done.

I looked at her with pleading eyes and she seemed to sense my predicament.

"It's ok," she said, "that was just a taste, there's more to come for the good little boy who obeys Mommy Claire."


EPISODE 13

Mommy Claire

The controlled spurt is something I learned a long time ago but not something I use very often. It gives the guy a false sense of relief but in reality it drives his lust deeper into helpless territory. Whether he knew it or not Ted was already conquered, all that was left was to ply him with mommy love, to build him back up, my ideal submissive baby.


EPISODE 14

Ted

I was still horny as hell and in desperate need. When she laid me on the bed and presented me with a diaper. I didn't want to wear it, but neither my penis nor my brain would allow me to resist. She poured baby powder all over my dick, balls and ass, and rubbed it in with her supple fingers. It took me right back to the edge only this time I had hope, perhaps I could really trust Mommy Claire.

She finished dressing me and then stood me in front of her full-length mirror.

When I saw my reflection, of me wearing a diaper and a baby blue onesie, I broke down. It was the final straw that broke my will. I wasn't a man anymore, my sexual desires and pervasive lust had made me weak and she took advantage of that weakness to infantilize me. I relinquished my manhood and I just knew I wasn't ever going to get it back. I didn't mean to cry but once it started I couldn't stop.

Mommy Claire took pity on me. She took me in her arms and cuddled me. As much as that should have been a comfort, it only served to enhance my submission, and made me lose all adult perspective.

With my mental state in shambles she took me in her lap and presented me with her breast. I knew exactly what she wanted, but wasn't planning to comply until she rubbed those beautiful bosoms against my cheek. For some reason when I felt her nipple graze my lips I did what my body commanded and latched on.

She squealed with delight.

I allowed instinct to take over and suckled harder. She responded by sliding her hand down my stomach, inside my diaper and onto my cock. I didn't want to be dominated anymore but her ministrations were very controlling and soon I felt the incessant pull of submission growing stronger and stronger. Despite all determination my body was giving in to Mommy Claire.

She cooed in my ear, repeating my position as little boy and her role as mommy. I fought against her control. I needed to cum but I wanted my independence. It was time for me to put my foot down, to say I was not going to be pushed around anymore, but try as I might, I couldn't break away from Mommy Claire or the comfort of her bosom.

Mommy Claire allowed me to suckle for a while but then broke off the connection. In that moment my weakness piqued. I didn't realize how much of a need she had built within me, not just to cum, but also to submit. When she got up from the bed and walked to the bathroom, my body went into autopilot, following its master.

"Ted," she said, "you've been wonderful so far, but part of the submission process is a physical act, a permanent reminder of your proper place in the world."


EPISODE 15

Mommy Claire

Ted was such a beautiful baby and I felt such a deep affection for him. He was burdened and needed escape. I couldn’t wait for him to feel the full healing powers of mommy love, to savor in the bliss as mommy’s good little boy. There was just one more thing to do.

Nothing makes a grown man feel more like a little boy than removing all of his pubic hair. Ted was too weak to resist and I intended to take advantage of that weakness, and shave him completely clean. In addition to reaffirming his submission, the overt act also served an additional purpose, to eliminate Ted's last remaining connection to the adult world.


EPISODE 16

Ted

I wished I could stand up to her but there was something inside of me that spurred me to concede. Without any objections she laid me in the empty tub and before I knew it my cock and balls were lathered in shaving cream.

Mommy Claire pulled out a straight blade and proceeded to remove every last strand of hair from my most private parts. I had never been shaved like that before and it made me feel infantile, like a little boy who hadn't yet hit puberty, like a little boy who couldn't think for himself, like a little boy who needed his mommy.

When the last of my hair was gone she wiped me clean with a warm wet cloth and then began to fill the tub with water. I couldn't help fondling the newly soft skin, silently chastising my weakness, and swearing I would put a stop to this entire scenario as soon as I was able.

Mommy Claire scolded me, "Good little boys do not touch themselves like that," she said. "Mommy will take care of you."

Did that mean I might get to cum? That was exciting to hear. I had been waiting to be taken care of all day.

With the water level in the tub rising, Mommy Claire added some bubbles and then began to disrobe. I was tempted to play with myself under the cover of the bubbles, to jerk myself off and eliminate any power she had over me, but for some inexplicable reason I couldn't bring myself to disobey her. And that became more and more difficult with each piece of clothing she removed.

Mommy Claire undressing was the sexiest thing I had ever seen. She slowly revealed more and more of her body until at long last I was able to take her all in. This woman may have been Mommy Claire but her body was that of a pinup model, voluptuous breasts, flat stomach, and legs that went on for days.

If I had made myself cum I might have stood a chance but when Mommy Claire climbed into the tub, completely nude, I was helpless all over again. The way the bubbles clung to her curves was extremely erotic, borderline obscene, and my penis pulsed and throbbed from the visual stimulus alone.

"Oh God," I moaned, "please tell me I can cum."

Mommy Claire laughed. "I guarantee you will cum but first I need to know you are my good little boy and not just faking. I'm going to take your body for a little ride."

I wasn't sure what that meant but I was too far gone to care. I nodded my agreement, submitting to her will.

She moved closer to me, her breasts just inches from my face, and lowered herself onto my lap. I tried to position my cock to enter her but that was not to be.

"Little boys don't get to fuck Mommy," she said with a sly smile.

My penis, wedged between her butt and my thigh, throbbed with every shift of her body. I shifted on my own, trying to increase the stimulus, but she was well aware of my intentions.

"Be a good boy or I may need to put the genital cuff back on you."

I didn't want that, reluctantly I gave up my efforts at self-stimulation.

Mommy Claire gave my body a thorough washing before helping me out of the tub and drying me with the thickest, plushest towel I had ever felt. Then she led me back to the bedroom where she placed me in the center of the bed and began to diaper and dress me once again.

I wanted to resist, and was ready to put up a fight, but when she doused me with baby powder; and began intensively rubbing it in, I got lost in the moment. She used targeted strokes on my dick, my balls and my asshole, making me drool and beg for mercy once again. I knew what she wanted and was beyond the point of pretense.

"Please mommy," I cried, "I'm your good boy, I'll do whatever you want."

She presented me with her breast and I latched on, suckling for dear life. Her hands returned to my penis but something strange happened, the pleasure I was getting from nursing, as well as my submission to her, surpassed the pleasure she was delivering to my cock, and the more I gave in, the more I begged, the better it got.

"Please mommy," I repeated.

She loved it, and so did I.

I increased my submission and soon felt myself slipping into true baby mode. My manhood was gone, that was clear, the only option I had was to embrace the baby role and give myself, mind, body and soul, to this wonderful woman.

Her strokes continued, and finally, after waiting all day, my penis erupted. It wasn't just a little, the throbs kept coming and my penis kept spurting. It felt incredible to get it all out and my diaper grew heavy from the massive amount of ejaculate.

Even after I was done coming my cock still pulsed. I screamed in delight, "Thank you Mommy." I had never meant anything more.

Having finally achieved release I thought that would be the end, but despite how wonderful my orgasm felt, it was no longer what I needed for satisfaction. I wanted to be Mommy Claire's good little boy. I wanted her to be my mommy.

With loving care she changed my cum stained diaper. Just like everything else with Mommy Claire it was a very enjoyable experience, but I wanted more, I wanted her.

Long after she changed me I continued pleading with her, to be my mommy, to take me as her little boy. I offered her anything and everything if I could commit myself to her forever.

Mommy Claire gave me a loving smile and told me she would accept my submission on one condition, I needed to do something for her.

I nodded eagerly. She completely changed my life and I was willing to do anything.

"Great," she said, "I want you to wear my brand, to be tattooed with 'Mommy Claire's Good Little Boy' across your bottom."

Now you may think that extreme, and under any other circumstance I might have as well, but I was too far gone. I needed her to be my mommy.

I readily agreed.

While the man she called Bull, the behemoth who fucked my ass earlier in the day, applied the permanent ink to my skin, I was given the opportunity to service Mommy Claire with my tongue. I climbed between her legs and licked her pussy until she discharged all over my face and down my chin. I wanted to continue, to give her more pleasure like she had given me, but the pain from the tattoo needle was too intense. I had to pause for fear that I might inadvertently bite Mommy Claire's pussy lips.

When all was said and done Mommy Claire offered her little boy a ride home. It was on that ride, in the back of Mommy Claire's limo, that the gravity of the situation hit me. I was going home to my wife having been sensually dominated by many different people, sucking a guy's dick, taking another dick up my ass and pledging my eternal commitment to a woman who wanted to make me her baby.

And if all that wasn't enough, I had never been happier.


EPISODE 17

Mommy Claire

I sent Ted away thoroughly infantilized. He was my adult baby now and I intended to make him savor and appreciate that decision for the rest of his life.

That left only one last objective, for Kelly to reveal her secret to Ted. But the when and how of that was up to her. Ted was fully aware, and accepting, of the adult baby lifestyle. Kelly just needed to come to her own terms as to how and when she would reveal her secret self to her husband. And when she did, I intended to take full advantage of my first married couple adult babies.


EPISODE 18

Ted

My wife Kelly was in the living room when I walked in, looking much better than when I left. She had company, a man and a woman, the same man and woman I had wrestled with in the waterbed room. Tyler and Linda were taking care of my wife and apparently doing a very good job.

"Hi honey," Kelly said, "did you have a good time?"

Linda and Tyler both snickered.

I was embarrassed. "Uh," I started, "I'm not sure what to say."

Linda whispered something to Kelly. My wife nodded her agreement then got up from the couch and walked over. She put her foot up on the arm of the chair in front of me. I didn't know what she was trying to say until she motioned for me to push down her sock. When I did I was shocked as shit at what I saw.

My wife had a tattoo of her own, on her ankle. In tiny lettering it read, "Mommy Claire's Good Little Girl."

For more Mommy Claire fun check out:

Mommy Claire: Adult Baby Diaper Lover

Mommy’s Road Trip

Mommy Claire: Millennial Baby

On The Prowl: An Adult Baby Adventure

Mommy’s Good Little Boy

Mommy’s In Control

Mommy Claire: ABPD

Mommy Claire: Help Wanted

Mommy’s Good Little Girl

Finding Mommy

Turned Against My Will: Adult Baby Diaper
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