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Oh yes. He's my baby, just like the song goes. And no, I don't mean maybe. Not at all.

You see, I own a big baby. Really. The biggest turn on for me is it definitely wasn't by his choice. Oh no. Charles fell into my trap, just as I knew he would, and he will be my little sweater baby forever. He has no way to escape you know.

It all started when my good friend who goes by Mistress T told me about this very interesting submissive man, who she could not quite trick into becoming her black mailed slave. She had corresponded with him two times, each time with him procrastinating on her orders to send her several very embarrassing photos. Of course she intended to use the photos to own Charles, and she even told him that fact. I doubt I would have done that!

But she didn't really care. She doubted his sincerity as a slave from his first letter, anyway. After all he was married with a family. There wasn't enough promise for her to really own him.

When she shared his letters with me I was fascinated. He sounded so submissive. His fetishes seemed so compatible with my interests. I love to knit. And my large sensitive breasts love a sturdy well trained mouth to stimulate them. From what he said in his letters, he loved to be humiliated. So odd I think! Why would a grown man want to be humiliated? I planned to give him more than he could handle. Of course I would succeed! He was perfect. And he was to be mine.

After months of planning and strategy, Toni and myself began our plan in motion. He very frequently went jogging. Before long I knew his favorite routes, as I followed him everywhere. He didn't have the slightest idea. I am too smart for that!

That fateful day began with a nice long run for Charles. He really did look good. He was in his early forties, average height, in very good physical shape, and not bad looking at all.

He suspected nothing at all, when I pulled up beside him in my car. I happened to be wearing my tightest angora sweater that showed off my beautiful large breasts to the max. I laughed to myself when his eyes almost popped out of his head as I waved to him.

It didn't take much to coax him into my car. He had no idea what hit him when Toni popped up from the back seat and quickly stuck the needle into his neck. It was almost immediate that he passed out. His last moment of freedom.

Thank goodness they didn't open the trunk at customs. My heart beat hard, as it would have been very hard to explain the motionless male body.

I live in a very secluded area of Eastern Canada. After dropping Toni off in Guelph, I made very good time of it getting home. I was there in only seven hours! No one suspected a thing. He would never be found. Never!!

It was difficult for me to move him down to the hidden dungeon in my basement. It had taken me a year to get it ready. I had done most of it myself, with some help from Toni, who visits me from time to time. I am sure she will visit more often now!

It is a good thing I am well off, as it was quite an expensive venture. Some of the torture devices are quite elaborate. Many are home made. The dungeon is totally sound proof, and the entrance is undetectable. No, they will never, ever find him! Oh what fun this would be!

How I loved the expression on his face when he finally awoke. He couldn't move very well, as I had each arm and each leg strapped to the corner bars of his custom made completely enclosed baby crib. It came complete with a mirrored ceiling that was hinged, and could be raised so I could view and have access to the sweet baby. Of course the mirror's purpose was to constantly remind him of his status. The pink latex that covered the mattress was so fitting. Toni had come up with the idea to ad extended mattress that rased five inches high on all sides of the crib, so that we could bath the baby without worrying about getting the floor wet. Of course there may be other purposes as well!

He looked so cute in the matching pink wool sweater and baby bonnet that I had knit for him. When he saw me he couldn't believe it. I could see his eyes gasp as he saw that I was dressed in a very lush, furry mohair sweater. I know a large breasted woman dressed in a very thick and furry sweater was an uncontrollable turn on to him. Maybe he thought he had died and gone to heaven! After all, I am quite attractive for my age. At 49, I have only begun to live. Especially since I have found Charles.

"Where am I? What......"

I laughed as I quickly took action and lightly started to caress his exposed testicles.

"Babies don't talk. You are my little baby. And you are not to talk do you understand?" I scolded convincingly. "Ah, please, what is going...."

Charles was about to learn his first lesson as I slowly grasped his balls with my hand, and started to squeeze.

"I said babies do not talk. I sincerely hope you understand." I said in a very serious tone of voice, hoping he would get the message.

"Hey, ouch. Please." He begged.

I only squeezed tighter. The poor boy suddenly realized his situation. He just sort of cried, as I laughed out loud at him, as I slowly decreased the squeeze I had on his very painful testicles.

I think he got the message. He sat and sobbed, as I slowly began caressing his balls once again.

"Little baby Charlie wants to know what happened does he? Well, little baby. You're mine. You are my little baby. And I am going to have so much fun with you. For ever. And...... ever." I said, as the fear exploded from his eyes.

"Please..."

I absolutely had to put my foot down. He was being so disobedient. I absolutely hate disobedience. So without a word, I once again grasped his balls and squeezed until he squealed like the little piggy he is. His pain was so pleasurable to me.

My fun had just begun, as I stared into his eyes, which portrayed a very helpless expression. He was so utterly helpless. I was so turned on to that.

No one would have a clue as to where he had gone. No one except Toni and I and a few close tight lipped friends. Of course for the next hour or so I painted a verbal picture for him, explaining the rules, the do's and the don'ts.

He was so attentive as I talked. His face changed into a thousand different expressions as he realized his fate was set in cement, and could not be changed. He cried, he whimpered, but he did not utter a word, as my hand surrounded his sore balls ready to strike at any moment. The poor dear.

It was getting late. My poor little baby was so emotional. I thought possibly a pleasant treat might be in order for him at this time.

"Almost night night time for little baby. Time for little babies to have a nice treat." I said smiling, as I pulled down the side of the baby crib.

His mouth drew open as I pulled the sweater up to my neck, exposing my beautiful left breast. I watched his cock become helplessly semi erect. I knew this would happen, as the poor dear has such a fetish for large breasts. We are totally compatible here, as I absolutely love having them sucked.

"Now it is time for baby to make Mommy very happy. I want that sweet little tongue of yours to suck and lick my nipples until I am completely satisfied. If baby does a good job, maybe mommy will make baby feel very, very good before putting him to beddy bye."

And with that, I leaned over, giving him no chance to pull away. As it turns out, my little baby sucks titties so nicely. I had him suck for the longest time, until I allowed his exhausted tongue a break.

Then came the baby bottle. I didn't bother to tell him that it contained a strong sedative, and a laxative. Of course, this was for his own good. I am so good to my baby!!

I forced it down his throat. He was thirsty. Such a good baby!

Next came the baby powder. And then, the diaper.

"Now baby, this is a perfectly good diaper. I don't want it dirtied tonight, or you will be punished tomorrow. I promise you that." I said, as I gently started massaging the front of the diaper.

Cruel? Yes. Deviant? Certainly. Imaginative? Obviously. I smiled at my helpless baby, as I felt the lump form under those cute white diapers. My hand massaged on, as the expression on his face changed from complacent to ecstacy. As my hand moved with more velocity, I started experimenting with words on my little baby.

"You are my little sissy baby. Of course you will be that for life, and you will love it. You will service your mommy's breasts, her love box, and even my feet, you little pansy baby. If you dirty your pants, tomorrow you will pay. I won't have dirty diapers. I absolutely will not...." At that moment he came with a gasp that must have lasted one full minute. The first of many, many forced milkings. Such a wonderful experience for my baby I am certain.

"Did you do what I think you did, you dirty little baby?" I screamed, forcing his eyes to bulge with concern.

I enhanced his fear, as I stuck a finger down under his fouled diaper. Then, pretending to be mad, I smeared his own sperm on his lips. "You dirty, dirty little baby. You will regret that tomorrow. I will not have my baby show such an indecent act. You will be punished tomorrow." I yelled.

He hardly heard me as the sleeping pill was making him drowsy already.

After pulling the heavy double layer mohair blanket up over the poor baby, I turned on his night music. All night long the hypnotic tape would make him more and more the perfect baby I yearned for.

Kissing his cheek, I locked the crib securely, then quietly left the room. I had a date with my vibrator, and my sleeping pills. I couldn't wait until morning.

I was standing watching him when he awoke. He was still very groggy from the drug I had given him. But for the first week or so, he had to be sedated heavily, otherwise there was a slight possibility that he could escape when I played games with him. I was hoping after a week he wouldn't want to, or be able to leave mentally.

"Oh, what is that smell, baby? I screamed, putting the fear of God into the helpless creature.

"You have been a very, very naughty little baby. Mommy has to clean you up. And you will pay for this, you dirty, dirty baby. Oh my look at this mess! If you keep this up, I may have to fill your crib with garbage and leave you to stink all day long! Such a naughty, naughty baby."

I had decided to use non disposable diapers, for security reasons, as it might have been hard to explain diapers, had some nosy garbage man noticed.

After cleaning Charles up, I disposed the large contents of the diaper into a garbage bag, which was then sealed. I had plans for the contents at a later time. But that would have to come after many, many changes. I am so nasty aren't I?

I spoon fed my little baby, his baby food breakfast. I loved talking to him as he was force fed. I don't know why, but I so loved to verbally humiliate him. It was so natural!

After a nice warm bottle of milk, it became important for me punish my little baby. Of course the bottle contained a mild sedative. I wanted him awake, but groggy.

Of course I wore a beautiful white angora sweater, and matching angora skirt. This baby would only see sweater clad women for the rest of his days. I so enjoyed teasing him.

"Now, baby, you must be punished for your disobedience last night." I reminded him, slowly caressing his little cock and balls that were totally exposed.

Everything was ready. I don't think he would forget his punishment. And with any luck, he would request it over and over again in the future! I was trembling from the excitement I was feeling, as I slowly continued to caress my totally helpless baby's cock. It didn't take long until his penis was completely hard.

"This little baby, is a nice ruler. And now that nice hard wee wee of yours is about to become very painful."

"No, please." He yelled, making me all the more angry.

I hit his penis hard ten times, until it was very soft indeed. I scolded him for screaming like a man, and to cry like a baby, and not talk. "Maybe I'll stop once you get it right!"

Once again I started the sequence. Nice, light caresses. With each stroke, he moaned, as his penis was very tender from the thrashing. It took a little longer for him to get hard again, but finally he was standing at full attention.

He did better this time, as he did not talk, and sounded somewhat like a baby. But he did not get it entirely correct until the fifth sequence. By that time his little penis resembled a bright red tomato. I think my little baby slave learned a valuable lesson!

Now it was to be play time for my little sissy. I wanted him to become my little baby girl today, so after releasing his bonds, I dressed him in a nice pink baby dress, with matching baby booties, bonnet, and mittens. But before he was dressed, his little cock and balls were forced into a little pink 4 1/2" by 4 1/2" double layer, heavy wool pouch that pulled tight around them with a draw string. Over that, I pinned on a beautiful heavy white mohair diaper. He looked so cute!

"Now, let's see, today you are going to be baby Christine. Such a beautiful name. And Christine dear, you are going to play with your little dolly collection!" I said as I led him by the hand to his playpen. This was actually a cage, completely enclosed with steal bars with a little entrance way for my little dear. It measured a four by four feet that made it large enough for the baby to play, but he couldn't stand up, or stretch out. He had to sit there with no choice. Of course there were ten or so beautiful mohair sweaters on the floor to make it much more comfortable for him.

"Now, little baby has to play dress up his beautiful little Barbi dolls." I said, as I handed him five totally naked dolls.

"This is what baby is going to do none stop, until I tell you play time is over." I said, pouring the Dolls' wardrobe out into the playpen.

"There are 100 different items. First, the baby is to dress each Barbi in turn. And then when they are all dressed, baby is to undress the first Barbi, and put a different set of clothing on her. Then baby will then undress the second Barbi, and dress her with another set of clothing. And so on, and so on, and so on. We will see how many different combinations you can dress each of the Barbi's in. Won't this be fun?" I laughed.

He looked at me unable to believe what he was about to do. I could see it in the expression on his face. Poor little baby!

Of course every piece of clothing had been hand knit out of wool, mohair, or angora yarn. The baby was going to be so excited, but her little clit would have no where to go I suspect, since it was so well encased.

I wasn't disappointed. Such entertainment. A grown man forced to perform such a belittling task. I videoed the whole episode. Every deliciously humiliating moment. Of course I made fun of him frequently. I also scolded him when he didn't perform to my satisfaction. My vibrator was very busy during this time. It was so exciting to me knowing that he was mine to do with as I wished.

Like the good mother I was, I tucked him into his crib for a nice morning nap, after stripping him totally naked. Of course his arms and legs were restrained. He was fed a bottle. This contained mainly a chocolate diet concoction. I wanted my little baby to loose weight, and he would! Not that he was overweight at all. He stood 5' 10", and weighed 160 lbs, which was probably very good. But I had specific plans that required him to weigh 20 or 30 pounds lighter.

Also in his bottle was a mild laxative and another sedative. Also his first hormone dose had been added. I had included double the normal dose, as little Christine had a lot of catching up to do!

Once fed, I introduced a little baby binky into his mouth, instructing him to get used to it and suck himself asleep.

I started once again to caress my little baby's private area. His eyes opened wide, as he must have still been sore down there. But it didn't take long until my sweet little baby was fast asleep.

I applied a hot water bottle filled with hot water over his privates before attaching his diaper. That didn't even wake him, as I then pulled the heavy, double layer mohair blanket over him, and of course his baby tape was turned on.

He looked so peaceful. He probably wouldn't have been, though, had he known what was about to happen to him in the coming days, months, and years!


