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PROLOGUE

Mommy Claire

I have been very fortunate in life. I have been endowed with an immense trust fund that not only provides me with the life I want to live but also allows me to be very generous with others. One of my favorite philanthropic endeavors is the support of the sciences, particularly at my local University. This relationship has resulted in several buildings being built in my family’s name as well as many other worthwhile projects throughout our local campus and around the world. 

As much as I enjoy putting my money to work in altruistic ways, the relationship with the University is not without its benefits. In exchange for my generous gifts the University responds in kind, providing me with full access to their resources, to support my own research, and the scientific projects that are near and dear to my heart.
 


CHAPTER 1
Mommy Claire
 

After providing the University with a sizable endowment they gifted me with an intern. Her name was Kathy and she was very much to my liking, as eager to please, as she was cute and adorable. Not one to let an opportunity slip through my fingers, I immediately set in motion a plan to put my tight little intern to the test. 

“So Kathy, the Dean tells me that you are a top student, willing to do whatever it takes to further my research and discover the truth.”

“Oh yes,” she replied. 

The broad smile and doe-eyed look on her pretty face told me everything I needed to know. She was young and impressionable, ready to be the clay to my master potter. 

“Excellent,” I replied, “because my field of study is the human reaction to erotic stimulus, and I need someone who can be open minded and completely honest.”

Once again Kathy was quick to oblige. 

I jumped on the moment. “Perfect, now that we understand each other why don’t you take off your clothes and get on the table.”

“Wait, what?” Kathy balked. “I thought I was here to be your assistant, not a test subject.”

“Don’t be silly,” I replied, “you can’t study subjects objectively if you don’t know what they’ve been through. I need to give you a base understanding of what it is that we do here. You are serious about the science right? You are open-minded?”

There is nothing scholars fear more than being labeled close-minded and Kathy was no exception. The mere mention of her narrow focus was enough to compel her to act. She quickly agreed, desperate to avoid any negative moniker. At that point I was certain that as long as I found the right button I could make her do anything I wanted. 

The time had come to put my theory to its first test, with Kathy naked and lying on my examination table I began the process. The first step was some light mental probing. 

“Tell me about your first sexual experience,” I said. 

Before she had a chance to respond I touched her for the first time. It was innocent enough, a slight graze of her calf with my index finger, and while it may have been subtle, the exchange of energy between us was electric. 

Kathy quivered as she said, “D…D…Do I really need to tell you about that?”

“Of course,” I replied, “not only do you have to be open but you have to be honest, about every little detail, no matter how small or insignificant it may seem.” I allowed my finger to dance lightly over her skin, traveling up her calf, around to her shin and up to her knee. I let my hand pause there, on her knee, while I gauged her response. She had a sense of anxiety about her, undoubtedly feeling ill at ease being naked on the table with me still in my clothes, but she offered no resistance, if anything there was a curiosity behind her eyes that invited me to press forward. I wanted to teach her but I also knew I needed to take it slow, so with her eyes still locked on mine I curled my finger to the back of her knee, tracing gentle circles against her sensitive flesh. It was a subtle motion, feather light, and when I caressed her she gasped aloud. 

“Ah,” she let out through pursed lips. 

“You like that,” I stated. “Has anyone ever touched you there before?”

“N...n...n...no,” she gasped, reeling from the effects of the light touch. 

I was surprised at how sensitive she was. “You have been touched like this before, right?” I asked. “By a boyfriend? A girlfriend?”

“Uh, Uh, Uh, no,” she replied, struggling to maintain her composure. 

I was a little confused until she blurted, “I’m a virgin. I’ve never been touched.”

The words took a moment to register in my brain and when they finally took hold my first thought was shock. Here was a twenty something University co-Ed, with a beautiful face and a delectable body who had never even been touched by another human being. I didn’t know how to take that. Certainly I felt obligated to introduce her to the world of tactile delights, and if, in the process, I took this little girl as my own, so be it, because there was no way I was going to let this virgin trophy escape my clutches. 

At that moment, the single finger that I had been using to tease her skin morphed into two aggressive and magical hands that began to caress and explore every inch of her beautiful body. I kneaded her legs, simultaneously massaging the muscles while tantalizing every nerve ending. As I moved upward I brushed her inner thighs, stimulating her and causing the reflexes of her body to react. Her legs spread of their own accord, presenting her sex to me like a bitch in heat. I was flattered by her transformation but I wasn’t ready to take her just yet. I wanted to excite her passion and drive her lust before taking my prize.

I took many liberties in exploring Kathy’s body, touching every inch of her smooth skin, fondling her buttocks, stroking her belly, cupping her breasts. She savored every moment of her journey towards carnal fulfillment, gasping with every new touch, whining and begging for more. When my fingers wandered upward I raised her arms above her head, caressing her upper arms and shoulders before burrowing my fingers into her beautiful blonde hair, rubbing her head, massaging her scalp. She moaned aloud when I stroked her neck and when I pushed the tip of my tongue into her left armpit she shivered and cried in delight.

“Oh, oh, oh,” she cried. 

“It’s very important that you tell me every little thing that excites you,” I huffed, the excitement of the moment getting the better of me as well. 

“I liked when you touched the back of my knee,” she admitted. “And when you touched my inner thigh, and when you kissed my armpit.” She continued to call out her triggers, willingly revealing the deepest secrets to drive her lust.

With each instruction I rewarded her, plying her body with the very stimulus that she described. Soon she was guiding my every action, and the more satisfaction she received the more secrets she revealed. I learned where to touch, how long and how fast. Soon she became a quivering bubbling mess completely submissive to my touch and I hadn’t even reached her sex yet. 

That was about to change. 

I moved between her legs, ready to advance my efforts in driving her lust. That’s when I noticed her kitty lips, all pouty and spread open, dripping in anticipation. It was the most beautiful site I had ever seen. Here was this virgin woman, who had never experienced any sex, and yet her body knew exactly what to do to satisfy its needs, spreading wide, opening for greater stimulus. Her mind may have been inexperienced but her body was ready to be used like the sexual being she was. 

I blew my hot breath across her moist hole and Kathy cooed in delight. “I like that,” she called, “I want to be touched there.”

I rewarded her open sharing with a gentle kiss on her kitty lips, allowing my tongue to enter her, exploring the beautiful folds of her flesh. She responded to my touch by opening even wider and my tongue explored her more deeply, lapping at her fruit, savoring her scent. 

“I’ve never felt anything so wonderful,” she announced. “I like this.”

I didn’t need her to tell me, I knew by the persistent discharge of fluids that she was enjoying herself, but I wanted to take part in her conversion. I wanted to savor the moment of her submission to lust. 

With a careful exchange I replaced my tongue and lips with two very skilled fingers, giving her the attention she craved and desired. I targeted her clitoris and then her g-spot and then her button once again, relentlessly stroking Kathy’s womanhood until her moans of delight turned into uncontrollable shrieks of desire. 

“Oh God, oh God,” she cried. “Fuck me. Please fuck me.”

I brought my face close to hers as the next wave of orgasms wracked her tight little frame. She looked deep into my eyes as her kitty contracted, pulsed around my hand and flooded the table with her juices. She grunted like a crazed slut, giving in to the feelings and allowing lust to consume every ounce of her being. 

“You’re doing really well,” I informed her, “you’re being very open minded about the true power of the human sex drive.” I pulled my soaked fingers from her kitty and directed them to her mouth. She didn’t hesitate, lapping at those fingers, taking them deep and licking them clean with her tongue. Any sense of indecision or regret was gone. She was my hungry little slut. 

Kathy was primed and ready. She would obey my every command and I liked that. Her education was only at the beginning but as far as beginnings went she was coming along nicely.
 


CHAPTER 2
Kathy
 

It was common knowledge in the Sociology Department that the surest way to get your research funded was to make friends with Mommy Claire, so when the opportunity to become her intern arose I was first in line. It was also no secret that Mommy Claire studied sex, so if you were going to be her intern you would have to leave your inhibitions at the door. I didn’t know exactly what that meant, but I was about to find out. 

Mommy Claire didn’t waste any time, getting straight to the point the moment we met. “So Kathy,” she said, “the Dean tells me that you are a top student, willing to do whatever it takes to further my research and discover the truth.”

Of course I answered yes, I had my eye on the prize and nothing was going to keep me from getting the next big grant. 

“Excellent,” she replied, “because my field of study is the human reaction to erotic stimulus, and I need someone who can be open minded and completely honest.”

Again I nodded. I knew it was going to be difficult, especially for someone like me who was raised to believe that sex was sacred, an intimate sharing reserved for married couples, but my desire to have my research project move forward was stronger than my reservations. 

Mommy Claire smiled. “Perfect,” she said, “now that we understand each other why don’t you take off your clothes and get on the table.”

“Wait, what?” I was prepared to be her intern but not the subject of her study. “I thought I was here to be your assistant, not a test subject.”

“Don’t be silly,” she answered, “you can’t study subjects objectively if you don’t know what they’ve been through. I need to give you a base understanding of what it is that we do here. You are serious about the science right? You are open-minded?”

Of course I was open-minded, I was a scientist, but did that mean I had to give up my sexual innocence? But she didn’t say another word; she just stood there and waited for me to make the next move. After several moments of awkward silence I began to disrobe, and I could have sworn that Mommy Claire licked her lips as I hopped up, naked on the table. 

Mommy Claire didn’t waste any time. “Tell me about your first sexual experience,” she said. 

Damn. No introduction, no easing into it, she was going straight for the jugular. I contemplated my response but before I could say a word she touched me. It was innocuous I guess, a slight brush against my lower leg with her finger, but it sent shock waves coursing through my body. Something happened in that moment, I just wasn’t sure what. 

The electric feelings caught me off guard, causing my lower lip to quiver as I said, “D...D...Do I really need to tell you about that?”

She smiled a condescending smile. “Of course,” she answered, “not only do you have to be open but you have to be honest, about every little detail, no matter how small or insignificant it may seem.” 

I knew this was going to happen, where she would question me about my sexual history, I just didn’t expect it so soon. While I thought of how I was going to respond the finger that had initially touched my calf began to wander. 

It wasn’t much, just a light touch on my calf, then my shin, then my knee, but something about the exchange affected me deeply, like every moment was magnified, enhanced. She didn’t get any further than my knee but I felt aroused, like desire was beginning to bubble beneath my surface. 

Mommy Claire brought her face close to mine and we locked eyes. It was unnerving making direct eye contact like that, especially with thoughts of arousal percolating in my brain, but I couldn’t resist her. She had a power over me that was both debilitating and enlightening all at once. 

There are many subtle things that are actually very powerful and what she did next definitely fell into that category. With our eyes still connected she slid her finger from the top of my knee to the socket in the back. The motion felt nice but the moment her finger found a home in that sensitive spot I felt a change in my body and in my mind. It was like that simple touch allowed her influence to spread within me. I actually gasped for breath as the feeling overtook my brain. 

“You like that,” she said, telling me, not asking me. “Has anyone ever touched you there before?” She asked the question but I was quite certain she already knew the answer. 

I tried to be quick with my response but I couldn’t get my voice to work. “N...n...n...no,” I stuttered.

She pressed me. “You have been touched like this before, right? By a boyfriend? A girlfriend?”

As basic as it seemed I had never been touched like that before, and with her finger still on that sensitive spot I struggled to respond. “Uh, Uh, Uh, no,” I replied. 

She didn’t say anything, she just kept stimulating that spot, and finally I couldn’t take anymore. “I’m a virgin,” I shouted, “I’ve never been touched.”

I wasn’t sure how she would respond, or if she would even still want me as her intern now that she knew, so I waited in breathless anticipation for her next move. I thought she was disappointed but then her touches increased and soon her hands were all over me. At first I was quite relieved but then she began to stimulate me in ways I never expected and I felt my self-control slipping away. 

At one point she grazed my inner thigh and I thought I would jump out of my skin. It caused my body to react in ways that were not lady like, and I was helpless to stop it. Somehow my body liked the way she touched me and it clearly wanted more. My legs spread, as if they had a mind of their own, and no matter how hard I tried I could not bring them back together. 

The entire scene was both lewd and obscene and yet I couldn’t stop myself. Somewhere deep in my mind I wanted her to see what she was doing to me, and as much as my conscious thoughts wanted to put an end to the situation, my sub conscious was enjoying the moment way too much to put a stop to it. 

The next thing I knew her hands were everywhere, touching me, caressing me, stimulating me beyond belief. I struggled to control my breathing. It took every ounce of energy I had to keep from crying out for more. 

When her hands finally found their way to my hair, and began massaging my scalp, I was relieved. Finally my brain could settle from the constant barrage of erotic stimuli, until that too became highly sexual, teasing my mind, making me yearn for more. Was everything sexual with her? Would this constant drive for lust ever recede?

I thought I had successfully calmed myself but then she began to kiss my body, roaming from my bare breast, up my shoulder and into the crevice beneath my arm. 

Oh shit. I never knew that would feel so good but the way she nibbled and kissed me sent waves of pleasure crashing over my entire body. I tried to bite my lip but I couldn’t keep from moaning out loud. 

Mommy Claire was right by my head, “It’s very important that you tell me every little thing that excites you,” she whispered breathily in my ear. 

I was floating on a cloud of euphoria and felt my body complying with her commands even as my brain questioned what was happening. “I liked when you touched the back of my knee. And when you touched my inner thigh, and when you kissed my armpit,” I admitted, secretly hoping she would continue to stimulate me in those ways. 

Every time I told her what I liked she performed those actions, spurring me to share more and more details about my sensitivities. It was a blissful exchange that kept getting better and better. 

And then she moved. 

Mommy Claire moved between my legs and I knew things were about to escalate. I had never been touched on my private parts before but as the moment approached I suddenly had a deep and inexplicable urge to experience it with her. I spread my legs for her and my kitty opened as well. The act felt slutty but for some reason I didn’t care, my body wanted something and my brain was too weak to stop it. 

I felt Mommy Claire blow on me and I immediately responded. “I like that. I want to be touched there.”

Again I felt like a wanton whore but the only thing that mattered was sating my desire. I wanted it, I needed it, and I wanted Mommy Claire to be the one to give it to me. 

Her tongue entered me and it was the most fabulous feeling ever. Wave after wave of pleasure emanated from her mouth and spread to every inch of my body. I swear I saw heaven and I had no desire to leave. 

“I’ve never felt anything so wonderful,” I told her. “I like this.”

She continued to pleasure me in ways I could not fathom and the next thing I knew she was right by my face, gazing into my eyes, while her fingers danced and played with my desire. It was strange making eye contact with her while she took my body through a roller coaster ride of lust. It was intimate and close, and I felt a connection with her unlike any I had ever experienced before. “Oh God, oh God, fuck me. Please fuck me.”

I couldn’t believe I said it but even more unbelievable was how much I meant it. My body wanted to be fucked, and I wanted her to know it. 

Mommy Claire’s fingers worked their magic on my insides, sending me over the top with pulses of delirium. I no longer tried to restrain myself, my grunts and moans filled the room as I let my inner slut roam free. It was the most exhilarating moment of my life and I secretly hoped it would never end. 

While my body was at the pinnacle of pleasure Mommy Claire looked deep into my eyes. It was a magical moment in which I could not separate her presence from the absolute bliss I was experiencing. Mommy Claire and my euphoria became one and soon I felt a deep and connected love for the woman who was so selflessly giving herself to my immeasurable joy. 

“You’re doing really well,” she said and for some reason that mattered to me. I wanted to please her. I wanted to be her good little girl. 

“You’re being very open-minded about the true power of the human sex drive,” Mommy Claire added. 

I realized at that moment what a dramatic change my life had just made. Sex had a whole new meaning to me, as did Mommy Claire. 

“Did you like that?” Mommy Claire asked but I could tell by the grin on her face that she already knew my answer. 

“I’m a slut now aren’t I?” I asked, resigned to my new station in life. 

Mommy Claire corrected me. “You are now an empowered woman, and our next job is to find you a man so you can demonstrate just how powerful you are.”


CHAPTER 3
Charlie
 

When I was in college my friends and I were always broke. Whether it was to pay rent, bail someone out of jail or fund our next beer bash we were always short on cash. So when one of my sociology TA’s, Kathy, told me about a research project, and the need for human subjects to test their theories, I jumped at the chance. 

It didn’t hurt that the topic of the study was the male sex drive, but my real motivation was the money. Really. 

Now I was a little disappointed that none of my bros could join me but when I got to the research center and Kathy was there in a slinky white sundress that simultaneously showed off her super long legs and amazing rack I was quite content to go this road alone. Kathy wasn’t what I would call classically hot, but she did have a librarianesque quality that made me think that with the right makeover she might be good for a fuck or two.

“I’m so glad you’re here, Charlie,” Kathy said, throwing her arms around my neck and pressing her ample bosoms against my chest. “I wasn’t allowed to tell you before,” she whispered in my ear, “but I get a bonus because you showed up.”

I liked her breasts pressed against me and really liked that she had a crush on me. It didn’t hurt that she was going to get a little something extra but I was more interested in what was in it for me. “When do I get paid?” I asked. 

“All in good time,” she said with a smile, hooking my arm with hers and leading me into the building. “First you start with an interview with Mommy Claire to make sure you qualify and then you have to complete the tasks.”

“Wait? What? I thought I already qualified.”

“Trust me,” Kathy replied, “you’re going to do just fine.” And with that she led me into the building where a line of guys about my age waited to be interviewed. 

“Don’t worry about them,” Kathy said, “they were just the backups in case you didn’t show.”

That all sounded nice but it couldn’t really be true. This looked like a major operation. I highly doubted it revolved around me. 

Kathy led me right past the long line of waiting guys and into a large office complete with desk, examiners table and all the medical equipment you would expect to find in a doctor’s office. Behind the desk was a stunning older woman who literally took my breath away. 
 


CHAPTER 4
Mommy Claire
 

Kathy, my intern from the University, walked through my office door with a fine physical specimen on her arm, he was tall, good looking, extremely well built, and carried with him a level of confidence that bordered on arrogance. At first glance he looked like the ideal subject for my latest study. 

Kathy was absolutely glowing when she said, “This is Charlie, the one I told you about.”

“That’s fine,” I offered, excusing Kathy from the room with a wave of my hand. “If he turns out to be everything you said, you will be properly rewarded.”

I waited for the door to close before I circled the desk and got down on my knees in front of the seated young man. My new position provided him with an opportunity to look down my blouse and his eyes practically popped out of his head as he strained to see more and more of my heaving bosoms. 

“Do you like looking at my breasts?” I asked. 

Bashfully he turned away, turning beet red in the process. 

“It’s ok,” I offered, “I trust Kathy told you why you’re here.”

He turned back to me only this time he looked in my eyes. “She said you’re doing research and that I could make some extra money.”

“Oh,” I responded. “I was hoping she would have told you more than that.”

“She also said the research was about the male sex drive,” he added. 

“Excellent,” I said. I then proceeded to use a single finger to trace circles on the front of my neck, traveling downward and downward until my finger, and his eyes, found a home at my cleavage. “It’s ok to stare at my breasts,” I informed him, “in fact, the study kind of requires it. If you turn out to be the right subject, then we will spend all day every day trying to learn about what gets you erotically stimulated.”

His eyes went wide and he struggled to determine if he should keep staring at my breasts, or look into my eyes to see if I was telling the truth. He chanced a quick glance towards my eyes and when he did I caught his attention. 

“If you qualify.”

The look on his face was priceless. He was the kid in the candy store who was told he could have it all, if he could answer one simple question. The combination of nerves and excitement had him bubbling over. 

“What do I need to do to qualify?”

I couldn’t hold back my smile. He was right where I wanted him. “You just have to agree to my terms,” I said. 

“Absolutely,” he replied. 

“You don’t even know what the terms are,” I laughed, “would you really agree so easily? Maybe you’re not the right guy.”

“No,” he balked, “I’m the guy, it’s just that I really need the money and I want this gig.”

“Ok,” I replied, “so here are the ground rules. First, the study takes place over the course of five days, your spring break, so you have to be available during that entire time.”

“Done,” he responded. 

“Second, we will be studying your response to different stimulus so you have to be completely honest with all of my questions, no matter how intimate or sensitive they may be.”

“Done,” he responded. 

“Third, since we are testing your responsiveness to different stimulus it is very important that you do not have an orgasm between now and when the study begins next Friday.”

He hesitated slightly when he thought about abstaining from sex for a week but agreed when I bent forward giving him a deep unfettered look at the girls. 

“And lastly,” I said, “once you start, you have to commit to staying throughout the entire study.”

“No problem,” he replied. 

“I mean it,” I told him, “we go through a lot of expense to set this up and the subject terminating the project before completion is unacceptable. In the event that you should back out prior to finishing then not only would you not get paid but you would also be responsible to reimburse the foundation for any expenses.”

I was trying to drive home the penalty for early withdrawal but the moment I mentioned his pay he could think of nothing else. 

“How much do I get paid?” he asked. 

“For successful completion of the study?” I stressed. 

“Yes, yes,” he replied. “How much do I get for successful completion of the project.”

“Should you complete the research project as outlined you will receive the lump sum of ten thousand dollars.”

His eyes lit up at the mention of the money and I knew at that moment that he was the right subject for the study. The only thing left was to get his signature on the waiver form and make the arrangements for a wild week. 
 


CHAPTER 5
Charlie
 

Kathy led me right past all of the chumps waiting in line and into the office of her boss. It felt good being treated like I was better than the others and that feeling rose when I saw the woman who was in the office waiting for me. 

Claire was a knockout. She was older, far older than any woman I had ever been interested in, but there was something about her that drew me in. Perhaps it was her beautiful face, and the way her eyes lit up when she looked at me, or maybe it was her heaving bosoms, and the low cut blouse that showed off just how magnificent her cleavage was. No matter what it was I was hooked from the moment I walked through her door. 

Kathy introduced me, “This is Charlie. The one I told you about.”

“That’s fine,” Claire replied, sending Kathy on her way with a condescending wave of her hand. “If he turns out to be everything you said you will be properly rewarded.”

I turned to say goodbye to Kathy and when I turned back Claire was on her knees, in front of me, with her incredible breasts on full display. I didn’t mean to stare but the temptation was too great. And she caught me. 

“Do you like looking at my breasts?” she asked. 

Shit. How embarrassing. I only hoped I hadn’t just ruined my chance at participating in the study, I really needed the money. 

“It’s ok,” she said, as if my gawking was no big deal, “I trust Kathy told you why you’re here.”

“She said you’re doing research,” I replied, focusing my attention on her eyes instead of her breasts, “and that I could make some extra money.”

“Oh,” she answered. “I was hoping she would have told you more than that.”

I wasn’t sure how much I was supposed to know so I quickly added, “She also said the research was about the male sex drive.”

“Excellent,” Claire replied. She paused for a moment and when she did I got distracted, watching her intently as she traced circles on her skin with a perfectly manicured finger. That finger traveled southbound until it, and my eyes, were back at her beautiful cleavage. 

“It’s ok to stare at my breasts,” she said, catching me once again, “in fact, the study kind of requires it. If you turn out to be the right subject, then we will spend all day every day trying to learn about what gets you erotically stimulated.”

It was a struggle to break my attention away from her breasts and when I did manage to look into her eyes she said, “If you qualify,” with an emphasis on the ‘if’. 

Oh shit. I thought the job was mine. Was there still a chance they wouldn’t want me? “What do I need to do to qualify?” I asked. 

She smiled and said, “You just have to agree to my terms.”

“Absolutely,” I said, relieved that that was all it would take. 

“You don’t even know what the terms are,” she replied with a lilting laugh that made the hairs on the back of my neck stand on end. “Would you really agree so easily? Maybe you’re not the right guy.”

“No, I’m the guy,” I said. “It’s just that I really need the money and I want this gig.”

“Ok,” she said, “so here are the ground rules. First, the study takes place over the course of five days, your spring break, so you have to be available during that entire time.”

No problem. “Done,” I answered. 

“Second,” she said, “we will be studying your response to different stimulus so you have to be completely honest with all of my questions, no matter how intimate or sensitive they may be.”

“Done,” I replied, quite relieved that the terms were rather basic. 

“Third, since we are testing your responsiveness to different stimulus it is very important that you do not have an orgasm between now and when the study begins next Friday.”

Damn. That may seem basic to you but for a guy that gets off once if not twice every day that was no simple task. I knew it was a sacrifice but I really needed the money. It didn’t hurt that at that exact moment she leaned forward and I got a tasty look at her mammary glands and the mere hope that I would get the opportunity to ride those waves was enough to get me to agree. 

“And lastly,” she said, “once you start, you have to commit to staying throughout the entire study.”

“No problem,” I replied. I couldn’t imagine a single thing that would make me want to stop playing sex games with this gorgeous older woman. 

“I mean it,” she said, “we go through a lot of expense to set this up and the subject terminating the project before completion is unacceptable. In the event that you should back out prior to finishing then not only would you not get paid but you would also be responsible to reimburse the foundation for any expenses.”

“Yeah, yeah,” I replied. “So how much do I get paid?”

“For successful completion of the project you will receive the lump sum of ten thousand dollars.”

There was other stuff she said but the moment she mentioned ten grand I could think of nothing else. I drove back to campus as the luckiest guy on the planet, about to make ten thousand dollars to play sex games with a gorgeous MILF.
 


CHAPTER 6
Charlie 
 

While all of my buds were packing up, getting ready for a wild spring break, I was abstaining from touching myself to get ready for my sex study with Claire. To make things worse, my girlfriend Cheri was rather amorous, wanting to have sex one last time before we went our separate ways for the break. 

I didn’t tell anyone what I was doing for spring break, letting everyone think I was staying back to work part time and make some extra cash. It wasn’t a lie, but as I watched everyone file off campus towards destinations of fun, I couldn’t help but feel that I was going to miss out on some great times. 

No sooner had the last of my friends departed than my phone rang. It was Kathy on the other end. “Are you almost ready? The driver should be there to get you in about ten.”

I scrambled to gather some last minute things and headed for the door. The limo that was waiting to take me away was long, black and sleek and, if it was a precursor of what was to come, then I was definitely in for the time of my life. 
 


CHAPTER 6
Mommy Claire
 

It would only be a few minutes before my driver would be returning with my latest prey and my kitty salivated in expectation. There is nothing I like more than stripping a strong and confident male of his power and Charlie was the consummate alpha unsuspectingly stepping into a world that was going to rewrite everything he thought he knew about sex, power and control. 
 


CHAPTER 7
Charlie
 

Unlike my first visit to the research center, where guys were lined up everywhere, this time the place was deserted. If I hadn’t been delivered in a chauffeur driven limousine I might have thought I was in the wrong location. That feeling continued as I walked through the front door and as my footsteps echoed in the empty hallway. 

I stammered about, not sure where to go, when a voice from behind startled me. 

“I’ve been waiting for my submissive little boy to get here.”

I looked around, assuming the voice was talking to me but taken aback by the description of me as either submissive or little. I was neither and would have words with anyone who thought otherwise. I was about to say something but when I caught a glimpse of Claire, and her long flowing gown, all that went away. 

I told you before that Claire was a knockout but that was an understatement compared to the vision of beauty that strolled down the stairway directly towards me. Her white dress had slits up the side that showed off her long silky legs and the way the dress parted up her chest left no room to the imagination as to just how amazing her breasts were. I couldn’t keep my eyes from popping out of my head and the combination of her body and my prolonged abstinence had a tent forming in my pants. 

“Hi,” I offered, trying to sound cool. 

Claire moved right up on me and planted a kiss on my lips and while she did her hand slid inside my waistband and grabbed my cock. It felt incredible, not just the stimulus on my penis but the pure mental domination, beyond being gorgeous Claire was confident. She knew she could touch me anywhere, at anytime, and that was both emasculating and thrilling. 

In a hushed whisper she said, “Let’s get you out of those clothes, it’s time to begin the fun.”

She didn’t need to ask me twice. I shed my clothes in record time, leaving a ball of sweatpants and t-shirt on the floor. 

Once again Claire’s hand was back on my cock, leading me into her office and onto the examination table. She directed me on how to lay and then asked, “I have restraints to keep you from touching yourself, do you think we need them?”

I looked at the leather straps attached to the table and I have to admit they scared me more than a little. “I don’t want to be tied down,” I said, uncertain if that was part of the waiver I had signed. 

“Then I guess you better not touch yourself,” she said with a light and airy giggle.

Claire placed my knees into two stirrups attached to the end of the table and positioned herself right between my legs. It was sexy as hell seeing her lord over me, and my penis. A shiver of excitement ran up my spine.

Her long manicured fingernails grazed my scrotum and I near jumped off the table. There was something about her touch, it sent a tingling sensation that began at my balls and danced all over my skin until it seized my brain. It felt amazing in a way I had never experienced before. I don’t know if it was the weeklong break of no sex or the tantalizing effect of her control, but my cock was super hard and I was ready to bust a nut. 

She must have sensed how close I was because she was very careful in how she expanded her touch, caressing more of my balls, and allowing me to get used to the stimulus before moving on to my shaft. By the time she had a full-length stroke on my dick I knew she could make me cum at any moment. 

Most guys will tell you that it is extremely pleasurable to be brought to the brink of orgasm and kept there, extremely pleasurable. And Claire’s skills in that arena far exceeded any of the girls I had ever been with. But what they won’t tell you, probably because they don’t know, is that there is a very fine line between the bliss of orgasm and the frustrating agony of denial. Claire was an expert at balancing that line and before long she had me beside myself, savoring the immense euphoria of her ministrations but desperate for relief. 

Any sense of self-control I had before the study began slipped further from my grasp with each magnificent stroke she applied to my penis. It felt so amazing I couldn’t contemplate anything other than my impending orgasm. 
 


CHAPTER 8
Mommy Claire
 

I felt right at home with Charlie’s cock in my hand. It wasn’t particularly large, maybe six or seven inches, but when I fondled and stroked it the young man it was attached to quivered in delight, losing all perspective of the world around him. 

I only had to keep Charlie on the edge for a short while before he began moaning and begging for relief. He had no idea that this was only the beginning, and that his body was going to be completely tied up in lust before I was done. 

With my good little boy writhing on the table, dripping pre-cum profusely, and begging for relief, I began my research in earnest. 
 


CHAPTER 9
Charlie
 

“You’re just about to begin the study,” Claire informed me. 

Begin? The way I felt I thought I was just about done. I didn’t know how much more I could take, I needed to cum so bad I was about to lose my mind. 

“I’m going to show you some images so I can gauge your response to different erotic stimuli.”

There was a computer monitor on a swing arm that she moved in front of my face; all the while she never ceased the constant barrage of stimulus on my cock. I struggled to focus on the screen, the lust coursing through my veins consuming every spare thought. 

The first image that popped up on the screen was a beautiful blonde in a string bikini. I reacted with a pulse in my penis but I wasn’t sure if it was the image on the screen or the delightful hand job that Claire was giving me. Either way she seemed pleased and then another image popped on the screen. 

Now it was the same pretty blonde only this time instead of a bikini she was wearing a diaper, and she had a pacifier in her mouth. Once again I pulsed in response to the visual. 

“Very interesting,” Claire announced, “you got excited with the image of the woman in her bathing suit but you really piqued when you saw her in a diaper.”

That wasn’t how I would have explained it. I wouldn’t have been so excited but Claire just kept stroking me, relentlessly. The way she brought me to the edge, it was like she savored making me feel so good that I could not resist. I tried to voice my objection but she just wouldn’t stop and after several attempts I realized it was just easier to give in than to put up a fight. 

The tease and denial wasn’t any less frustrating after I gave up resistance but I did sense a change in the way Claire spoke to me. Her words became very suggestive, focused on how much I wanted to be diapered like a little girl. I knew they were just words but I didn’t want to go down that path. 

“I object,” I said, but when I tried to continue Claire tickled me beneath the balls sending a shiver up my spine. 

“What is it little girl?” she said, continuing to tease me. 

“I...I...” I tried to speak but Claire’s hands were all over me. Stroking my rosebud, tickling my balls, rubbing my shaft. She had me so excited I couldn’t control my breathing and certainly couldn’t maintain rational thought. 

“You really are a good little girl,” she teased. 

I couldn’t find the will to object. Every time I tried to gather my composure she tickled and stimulated unexpected spots until I was panting and grunting uncontrollably. It got to the point that I no longer wanted to resist. And so when she asked me to say it out loud, to commit in words my submission to her will, it was only one more step in a process that felt too good to stop. 
 


CHAPTER 10
Mommy Claire
 

The first day of tests with Charlie went very well. Not only did I edge and stimulate him until he no longer had the will to resist, but I also learned all of his triggers, the sensitive erotic zones that were the blueprint to his submission. My plan was coming together perfectly but there was still one more very important task that needed to be completed. 

I helped Charlie down from the table. He was a mess, barely able to stand, barely able to keep himself up. His body had been through a lot but it was only the beginning. If I was going to be able to take him even further on day two then it was important that he get some rest. 

“Charlie, you need some rest, it’s time for bed,” I said. I led him out of my office and up the stairs to the second floor and the bedrooms. “I feel I should remind you that you’re still not allowed to play with yourself.”

Charlie groaned when I said it. After all he had been through there was no doubt that he wanted to cum, but whether he would have the energy to complete the deed was debatable. Either way I couldn’t take the risk, so when I got him to his room I took special precautions. 

“Charlie,” I said, “I’m going to fit you with some special pajamas, ones designed to keep a little boy like you from breaking the rules.”
 


CHAPTER 11
Charlie
 

Most of day one was a blur, filled with hours and hours of getting close to orgasm without achieving release. It was maddening and I didn’t think I could take anymore. As Claire helped me down from the table and led me to the bedroom I decided I didn’t care about her rules or the money anymore, the moment I was alone I was going to jerk my dick until I blew my load. I needed relief. 

Claire helped me into my room and onto the bed and then proceeded to undress me. Just like everything else she did it was erotic as hell and she made a special point to rub my cock with baby powder, stimulating me to the brink one more time.

“Please Claire,” I whined. I couldn’t take any more. I desperately needed to get off. 

She continued her strokes and it felt heavenly but no matter how close I got she wouldn’t let me cum. “You’ve been with me a whole day now, I think it’s time you call me Mommy.”

I would have called her anything she wanted if she would just stop teasing me but she was relentless. “Please,” I whined again, “I’ll do anything.”

“What’s my name?” she asked. 

“Please Mommy,” I pleaded. 

The smile on her face when I called her mommy was absolutely beautiful and she ramped up the pressure on my dick, stroking faster with targeted strokes on my most sensitive spots. I spread my legs and prayed for relief. “Thank you mommy,” I cried. 

Never in my life had I ever been so close and yet so far from what I really wanted. I could feel the semen rising from my balls and traveling through my shaft. I could have sworn that there was no way I wasn’t going to burst, and then, all at once, she pinched the base of my penis and the orgasm that was imminent disappeared.

“Please mommy,” I begged but it was no use, before I realized what was happening Mommy secured a strange contraption around my cock, literally locking my dick in a cage. She then gave me a peck on the cheek and left the room. 

I grappled with the cage but it was no use, not only was it locked tight but it blocked any access I could get to touch myself. There would be no orgasm as long as it was in place and I struggled with that notion as I lay there in the dark, thinking about everything that had transpired on day one. 

I felt weak, like any power that I once had was gone and I had no reason to believe day two would be any better. 
 


CHAPTER 12
Mommy Claire
 

“He really is quite a specimen,” I said, “he performed quite nicely yesterday and I am really looking forward to today.”

Kathy lit up when I said those words. Charlie was her find, and she had a lot to gain from his successful participation in the program. “Will he really be mine when the week is over?” she asked. 

“Assuming he can complete the entire course,” I said, “then I will make sure that he is your submissive little boy when we are done. But he must complete the course.”

“He will,” Kathy replied, “I’ll make sure if it.”
 


CHAPTER 13
Charlie
 

The following day I met Mommy Claire in her office right after breakfast. I was so famished from the previous day I ate three stacks of pancakes and drank four cups of coffee and still felt hungry. 

Mommy Claire looked amazing in a white lab coat that left little to the imagination. I felt a tingle in my loins the moment I laid eyes on her. There was something about her, every time I drank in the vision of her I was physically moved, a reaction I could not deny. 

“Good morning Charlie,” she said, “I trust you slept well last night?”

“I don’t like the cage,” I replied, “I’ll be glad to be out of it.”

Mommy Claire nodded. “It was a necessary precaution. We didn’t want you touching yourself and being disqualified.”

I definitely did not want to lose out on the money but that didn’t change the fact that the cage made me feel like a captive. “Can we take it off now?” I asked. 

“I will,” she responded, “but first I’d like to ask you a few questions.”

That wasn’t what I wanted to hear. I needed the device off my cock, and more importantly, I needed relief. 

“I’ll make this quick,” she said, sensing my impatience. “So tell me, what do you think of the program so far?”

“It’s much harder than I thought,” I replied. 

“How so?” 

“I didn’t think it would be so maddening. I felt completely helpless and it didn’t get any better even after the day ended.”

“I see,” Mommy Claire replied. She jotted notes feverishly before saying, “were there any parts that you did like?”

The question made me feel awkward. I felt my temperature rise. “I...I...I...I’m not sure.”

Mommy Claire raised her eyebrows in disbelief. “You’re not sure if you enjoyed any of it? Or you’re not sure if you want to share?”

She hit the nail right on the head, like she knew exactly what I was thinking. 

“Let me remind you,” she said, “in order to qualify for the payment you have to be honest and open.”

There it was. She had me in a bind, I had to tell her everything otherwise I could lose out on the money, the whole reason I was doing this. “I liked when you played with me but I didn’t like not getting to cum.” 

Mommy Claire laughed. “So you just liked it? Because it seemed to me that you loved it.”

“Fine,” I admitted. “I loved having your hands on me, it was incredible.”

“Was that the only thing you liked?” she asked. 

Once I admitted that everything else seemed easy. “I liked looking down your shirt,” I said, “and checking out your legs. You have a magnificent body and, if I’m being honest, I’d like to fuck you.”

She smiled. “I know you want to have sex with me but that is not going to happen. You will sooner become my obedient little girl then ever get near me like that.”

I was a little disappointed to hear that. I didn’t expect to have sex with her but it was disheartening to hear that there was no chance. Regardless, it wasn’t why I was there. I really needed the money and was intent on doing what I needed to do to get paid. 

“So,” Mommy Claire said, “we’ve determined that you are a horny little girl who gets turned on by baby play. Are you ready to start day number two?”

“Wait,” I replied, “what do you mean by ‘a horny little girl turned on by baby play?’” I really wanted out of the contraption on my dick but I didn’t like her characterization of me. 

“Remember Charlie,” she said in a slightly condescending tone, “we agreed to be honest. The way you gawk at my bosoms, and the way you responded to the visual stimulus, it is quite obvious that you want to be infantilized and the little girl in you is just begging to get out.”

I objected. “That’s not true.”

“Oh no?” Mommy Claire replied, “why don’t we make that your test for the day.”

Before I knew it Mommy was between my legs unlocking the cage. From that position I had a bird’s eye view down her blouse and her wondrous cleavage took my breath away. 

“If you were my baby girl I would let you suckle,” she said. 

It was quite an offer and way more of a temptation than I would have expected. “What exactly would I have to do?” I asked. 

She offered a gentle smile and said, “Hand over all of your stress to Mommy,” she replied. “Once you have given up all control I will do the rest.”

As much as I wanted to suck on her tits, giving up control was a much bigger ask than I expected. In every part of my life I felt the need to be in charge, that didn’t change just because a hot older woman offered me a chance to play with her titties.

“Do I sense a little resistance?” she asked. 

“I want to suckle,” I admitted, “but giving up control isn’t easy for me.”

“It’s just as well,” Mommy offered, “it’ll be so much more fun to take your power from you.”

The way she said it, calm and with great confidence, made me think she knew something I didn’t. 

With my cock free from the cage and Mommy Claire leaning over me with her beautiful cleavage my dick sprang to attention. She didn’t waste any time, using a light grip to stroke my erection. 

“What a good little girl you are,” Mommy said, and when the first sign of orgasm appeared I mistakenly thought I would get to cum. 

Nothing could have been further from the truth. 

Mommy Claire stimulated me beyond belief but held my orgasm for ransom. I savored the lustful delight but then quivered and shook when I realized she was not going to let me cum. It made me feel weak, it made me feel helpless, and yet all the while I felt too good to even ask her to stop. Orgasm denial was a very powerful tactic and I was learning first hand just how debilitating it was to the mind. 

Despite not wanting to give up control I asked the question that was burning in my brain. “If I let you have control will you let me cum?”

She smiled. It was a devilish smile, like the cat that just ate the canary, and it had me waiting in anxious anticipation of what she would say next. 

“If you will allow me to turn you into my good little girl then I will allow you to suckle at my breast.” She leaned forward and gave me a gaping view of her cleavage. 

What I needed was an orgasm but the sight of those luscious boobs was too much for me. I conceded even though I didn’t know what I was agreeing to. “Ok, ok, I’ll do what you want.”

Mommy Claire licked her lips and then lifted her blouse and bra so I could see the full glory of her breasts. They were beautiful and I didn’t waste a moment, leaning forward and taking her nipple in my mouth. It felt wonderful. The smoothness of her skin against my face, the firmness of her nipple between my lips, I had never felt so relaxed and calm in my entire life. 

And the whole time her hands never left my dick, stroking me, massaging me, making my mind float with a delectable joy that words cannot describe. I was glad that I gave in to her, and even though I didn’t think I would get to cum, I wanted to give in even more. 

“Please Mommy,” I said, “I want to be your good little girl.”

The way her face lit up when I said those words was absolutely beautiful. I thought she was going to say something but instead she grabbed a small bag from a nearby counter and showed me the contents.

“In order to be my baby girl I need to shave you,” she said, showing me the can of shaving cream and straight blade from her bag. 

“Oh,” I exclaimed when I realized she was talking about shaving my dick and balls.

“Do you still want to be my good little girl?” she asked. 

Despite the lasting effects of being shaved, and the excuse I would need to come up with to explain it to my girlfriend, I really wanted to make the money, even if that meant going along with Mommy Claire. I nodded my compliance. 

“I need to hear you say it,” she said. 

“Please Mommy,” I replied, “make me your good little girl.”

The mere act of stating my submission aloud caused my penis to tingle, and when she lathered up my cock with the shaving cream I thought for sure I would lose it. But just like every other moment, Mommy Claire was in full control, and as I watched my hair disappear with each stroke of her blade, I felt the years wash away as I slipped further and further under her control. 

Once all of my hair was gone Mommy doused me with baby powder and took her time rubbing it in. It felt nice, the way she touched me, and even more the way she manipulated my thoughts. I hardly noticed what she was doing until a cloth diaper was swaddled around my lower body and the true effects of infantilization took hold. 

I’m not sure how long Mommy Claire kept me in that helpless and submissive state but I did know the exact moment Kathy walked in and saw me in a diaper, nursing at Mommy’s breast. 

“That didn’t take long,” Kathy said, as if she knew all along what Mommy was going to do to me. 

Mommy Claire replied, “It’s been a really productive day, but I need you to work with him tonight. I need more resistance. If we are going to get what we want out of this trial then we need to break his will.”
 


CHAPTER 14
Kathy
 

“It’s been a really productive day,” Mommy Claire said, “but I need you to work with him tonight. I need more resistance. If we are going to get what we want out of this trial then we need to break his will.”

I knew what I wanted. I wanted to secure my grant and get Charlie all to myself, and if I was going to get that then I needed to help Mommy Claire in her efforts. “I’ll do my best.”

Mommy Claire walked out of the room, leaving me alone with Charlie. 

“Charlie,” I said, “we have a problem.”

His eyes were glazed over, so consumed with lust he undoubtedly couldn’t think straight. His hand immediately went to his cock and started stroking himself right in front of me. 

“Charlie,” I repeated, “we have a problem. You have to resist Mommy Claire, if you don’t she’s going to turn you into a cross dressing prostitute.”

Those words grabbed his attention. His eyes lit up and he looked to me for help. “You don’t understand, I can’t take anymore,” he said.

I did understand, Mommy had taken me down the path and I knew that crazy desire all too well. But I had a job to do, especially if I was going to get my reward at the end of the study. 

I walked Charlie out of the office and down the hall towards one of the bedrooms. He was completely naked but didn’t seem phased in the least, the lust that Mommy had created in him overpowered all other thoughts. 

In the privacy of the room I prepared him for bed. I wasn’t sure if it was proper, according to the guidelines of the research, but once I had him on his back I took his penis in hand and began to explore my crush. He offered no resistance and I took full advantage of the situation to explore every glorious inch of him. 

I didn’t have much experience with the male genitalia but I thought Charlie’s was beautiful. The skin was very soft and he was shaved completely bare. The shaft was wide, I could barely get my hands around it, and it was long, probably six or seven inches. My absolute favorite part was the head, which looked like a beautiful mushroom. Even though he was firmly erect, the skin was still soft, so soft I couldn’t stop fondling. 

A few grunts escaped Charlie’s lips while I played. His hairless balls crept up real tight against his body. As I continued to stroke and massage that beautiful penis Charlie began to wiggle and squirm. He was desperate, I could see it in his eyes, and I held the key to his relief in my hands. 

It was a strange feeling. He was my crush, I had dreamt about him often, but never in those terms. I always fantasized that we would fall in love. I never expected that he could be completely submissive to me. I wrestled with those thoughts as they percolated in my head but all the while I never stopped stroking that beautiful rod. 
 


CHAPTER 15
Charlie
 

Oh shit. Now Kathy was dominating me. Would this ever end? Was I so weakened that anyone could control me?

I couldn’t take anymore, I was broken and needed relief. “I’ll do whatever you want, please,” I begged. 

Kathy’s eyes lit up when I said those words. I suspected she might ask for money, I thought she might extract my services, but what she said next shocked and delighted me. 

“I will make you cum but you have to resist Mommy Claire,” she said. 

“Anything,” I pleaded. 

“I mean it,” she replied, “if you can’t stand strong then she’s going to dress you up in girl’s clothes.”

I knew what Kathy was saying, and based on her words she didn’t know what Mommy had already made me do, but my body was too far gone to do anything but submit. It didn’t matter what Mommy Claire intended, I needed to cum and that was all that mattered. 

Kathy stroked my cock up and down. She wasn’t as skilled with her hands as Mommy Claire but she had no problem tickling my excitement, bringing me to the edge. My mind didn’t want to be teased anymore, and I was prepared to beg, but Kathy took pity on me, stroking me to the satisfaction I so desperately needed. 

Kathy leaned forward, looked directly in my eyes, and said, “I love you and I want to take care of you.” The moment those words hit my ear my cock erupted, spurting semen all over my stomach and chest. I couldn’t have been more grateful and the way our eyes connected, it was like she could see directly into my soul. It was blissful, and that bliss lasted long after I was cleaned up and tucked into bed. 

Kathy gave me a kiss goodnight but before she left she reiterated her warning about Mommy Claire. “You have to resist her,” she said, “if you don’t, if she turns you into a girl then she’s going to turn you out. You’ll be a transgender gay whore before you know it.”

I drifted off to sleep with the image of me in a skirt and a diaper. The crazy part was, my body and mind were still so sated from the orgasm Kathy gave me that I didn’t care. I may have even liked it. 
 


CHAPTER 16
Mommy Claire 
 

The moment Charlie walked through the door I knew that my assistant had broken the rules. It wasn’t unexpected, part of my process was to convert his obedience to her; so it was only a matter of time before she would have to be his savior, but I was very close to breaking the young buck and her actions definitely set me back. 

Smug and pompous are the words I would use to describe Charlie’s entrance into my office. He was the entitled alpha male once more. It was a set back yes, but in a way it was an opportunity. Charlie now knew what was coming; so breaking his will was going to be even more delightful. 
 


CHAPTER 17
Charlie
 

I awoke the next morning with a new outlook on life. Kathy saved me. The orgasm gave me respite, it allowed me to think straight again. With my wits about me, and my lust subsided, I could resist. I would resist.

I strolled into Claire’s office standing tall and ready for a new day. Sure she was going to excite me, but now I knew what to expect, and I was ready for it. 

“Good morning,” she greeted me. “I trust you slept better last night.”

“Like a baby,” I said and the moment the words came out I regretted it. I didn’t want to get Kathy in trouble after everything she had done for me and my deep restful sleep was owed to her. 

“I see,” Claire said. “Let’s get you up on the table for today’s session.”

I hopped on to the table but the moment I laid on my back Claire directed me to flip over. Once on my stomach she began her work on buttocks and lower back. At first it felt like a massage, with her spending a lot of time on my glutes, but then her wandering fingers kept stimulating my sphincter and everything got very real and very personal. 

There was something about that feather light yet incessant grazing that drove me wild. Her fingers danced here and touched there, around my rosebud, up the backs of my thighs, grazing my testicles. I had no way of knowing what came next. And she kept me in a heightened state of suspense until I felt my body begin to respond in ways I could not control. 

The way Claire touched me sent messages to my brain that I could not control. My body lifted up in response to her graze and the yearning that I felt was way more powerful than I expected. When she slid her hand beneath my hips and wrapped her delicate fingers around my shaft I gasped in delight even though I should have been afraid for my life. 

No sooner did Claire begin stroking my cock with one hand, then the other found a home tickling my anus and rubbing my balls. I may have cum the night before but she had no problem driving my arousal. We hadn’t been together even ten minutes and I felt the first orgasm coming on. That would have been fine except that based on past experience she wasn’t going to let me have that release and, even worse, was going to use that lust to control my thoughts.  

Right on cue she whispered in my ear. 

“You think because you had an orgasm that you can resist Mommy,” she said in the sexiest most insanely awesome whisper, “just for that I’m not going to go easy on you like I did yesterday.” 

Go easy on me? If the previous day was her going easy, I didn’t want to know what the full treatment was going to be like. I made my decision right then and there. “Mommy,” I said, “what happens if I don’t want to resist? What if I’m ok with you being in full control?”

She raised her eyes at me and said, “Are you sure about this? Once you give in you can’t go back, I’ll make sure of that.”

“I can’t say I don’t have reservations,” I replied, “but after what I have gone through over the last couple of days I have no doubt that you can twist me up and make me do whatever you want. Wouldn’t it be easier if we just accept the inevitable?”

“That is a very astute observation,” she said, “and you are correct, it might take a little while but it has been quite obvious that once you are at the brink you will give in to everything. You really are rather weak when it comes to your sex drive.”

I have to admit it hurt to hear her say that. I didn’t want to be weak, at anything, but the reality was that Mommy Claire was superior to me in the ways of sex, and no amount of denial would ever change that. “I understand,” I offered, “but I want to be your good little boy, and I don’t want to be teased anymore.”
 


CHAPTER 18
Mommy Claire 
 

I wasn’t even touching his dick and Charlie completely gave in. I knew my ministrations were taking effect; I just had no idea how deeply they were rooted. Based on his response, Charlie was sensually dominated and mentally under my control. It was exactly what I was aiming for, but I still needed to put his submission to the test. 

The moment I presented Charlie with the pink diaper and the sunflower dress I thought for sure he would change his mind but instead he responded with a question. 

“If I do everything you say will I be mommy’s good little boy?”

I laughed, not because of his submission but because my goal with the dress was to stretch the limits of his resistance. If I was successful, if I achieved my goal, Charlie wouldn’t be my good little boy, he would become my good little girl. 

My answer addressed what I thought was his major concern. “If you completely submit, I will make sure that your pee-pee is well cared for,” I offered, “but the time has come for you to give up your connection with the masculine world.”

Charlie nodded his head. “Yes Mommy,” he said. 

Once again he surprised me. He didn’t seem to have any reservations about giving up his manhood; he just wanted to know that the needs of his penis would no longer be used as a weapon against him. Of that I was quite happy to assure him, and so I handed Charlie his new outfit. 

Some men take to women’s clothing naturally. Charlie was not one of those men. He struggled with the way the clothes fit and showed no joy in being feminized, but when I whispered in his ear his excitement was undeniable. 

“I’m going to take my good little girl down the hall to meet her benefactor,” I cooed, “And after that I am going to give you the thrill of a lifetime.”
 


CHAPTER 19
Charlie
 

When Mommy Claire offered me the thrill of a lifetime I no longer cared about the diaper, the dress, or anything else that might happen. My penis had been teased enough; I could finally see the light at the end of the tunnel. 

She escorted me down the hall and to a bedroom where a woman waited. She wasn’t just any ordinary woman, I had met her before, she was Ms. Holly Beckwirth, the president of the football boosters. She came to every game and hosted the after parties. I was surprised to see her but not as surprised as I was when she said, “Will she be my good little girl?”

My head snapped toward Mommy Claire. What’s going on?

Mommy Claire addressed our guest. “Little Charlie has gone through the change, she will be a very obedient little girl.” Turning to me she added, “Won’t you Charlie?”

I was confused. I was embarrassed. But inexplicably I nodded my head. I may have been surprised to see Ms. Beckwirth but nothing else changed. I needed Mommy Claire to take care of my pee-pee and playing the role of adult baby for a woman I knew was a small price to pay for that reward. 

I turned and tugged at Mommy Claire’s blouse. “Is this my new mommy?” I asked in a baby like voice. 

Ms. Beckwirth’s face lit up. “Are you serious?” she exclaimed, “is she mine to play with?”

I didn’t wait for Mommy Claire to say anything, I got down on my knees, crawled over to Ms. Beckwirth and knelt dutifully by her side. Her hand found my head and she began to massage my scalp. It felt good and when I closed my eyes to savor her touch she pulled my face against her bosom. 
 


CHAPTER 20
Ms. Beckwirth
 

I paid handsomely for my fantasy experience and I have to say I was extremely skeptical that my particular dream could be fulfilled. That skepticism began to wane when I saw the star quarterback of the University football team wearing a diaper, in a pretty sundress, crawling toward my feet.

For the past two decades I have been the president of the Titan Boosters, the primary fund raiser for the University football team. Initially I took the role to fill in for my late husband, but over time I found that I had an affinity for the young college studs that comprised the team, and often fantasized about what it would be like to feminize the more prominent alphas in the group. 

All of that was just a fantasy until I met Claire and learned about her research. She took my particular desire as a challenge, creating a special program to see if it could be done, and in turn I provided her endowment with a sizable donation, to ensure she would be able to continue her fine work.

And so, there before me stood the very object of my desire, properly trained to fulfill my deepest fantasy, or so I had been led to believe. 

It was time to test the veracity of the study. 

“Charlie,” I said, “you are a very beautiful little girl, now it is time to explore what it means to be feminine deep down inside.”
 


CHAPTER 21
Charlie
 

I don’t know why but I got a tingle up my spine when Ms. Beckwirth spoke about exploring my feminine side. It was part excitement and part fear. With Mommy Claire submission was easy, she was constantly stroking my dick and everything else was secondary, but now there was no stimulus and giving in was different. 

“Be a good little girl and get up on the table,” Ms. B instructed. 

I did as I was told, lying on my back and placing my knees in the stirrups just like I had so many times with Mommy Claire. But that wasn’t what Ms. B wanted. 

“Oh no you silly girl,” she said with a giggle, “you can get on your stomach, with your face in the hole.”

Once again I did as instructed however the new position was very limiting. The hole for my face didn’t allow me to see anything more than a small patch of the floor, and with one adjustment to the table even that view changed. Ms. B shifted the table causing my posterior to hoist upward. I now had a better angle to see my own feet, and it also presented my bare ass in a very awkward, and exposed, position.

Ms. B’s fingers found my thighs and I have to admit her light touch was highly stimulating. And when those feathery wisps traveled upward between my thighs and on to my buttocks I frantically shifted and cajoled granting her better access to my most private zones. 

With me open and exposed I thought she would go for my penis but Ms. B focused all of her loving attention on my thighs and butt cheeks. At one point I thought she was going to enter my hole but she didn’t, instead she focused her efforts just south of there, caressing my taint, lightly burrowing her finger tips to a spot that I never would have expected would feel so good. 

A cool sense of calm flowed throughout my body. It wasn’t erotic, I don’t think, but it was very peaceful. That’s when Mommy Claire peaked her head below the table, in front of my limited view. 

“I wanted to be here for this,” she said, “this is your moment.”

I had no idea what she meant but it was interesting looking at her while my body was experiencing such a wonderful and relaxing high. Mommy Claire was beautiful, not just her physical appearance, which was amazing, but her aura, her glow. I don’t know how to explain it other than to say she radiated warmth and love and I appreciated her very deeply. 

Mommy Claire spoke. “You’re about to go through a series of tests,” she explained, “you need to stay strong for this. If you can get through this then I will give you your reward.”

That was everything I had been waiting for. I wanted Mommy Claire in the worst way and now I was finally going to get my chance.

The ministrations that Ms. B was performing on my back end were relentless and my body began to respond in ways I could not have predicted. The feeling of comfort and peace that emanated from her touch evolved into something more. It began deep inside of me, flowing outward, freeing my mind and opening my body. 

“It’s happening,” Ms. B exclaimed, “I’m watching his flower open before my eyes.”

Mommy Claire got right in my face. “You have to resist,” she said, “if you give in to her you don’t get me.”

What? That wasn’t the rule. How was I going to deal with that?

I had to resist but the way Ms. B was stimulating me was unlike anything I had ever experienced before. My body was responding and it didn’t care what my brain wanted. With every ounce of strength I could muster I willed my butthole to close.

“He’s trying to resist,” Ms. B announced, “but his body wants it. He wants to be taken.”

I wanted to hold out for Mommy Claire but I couldn’t deny what was happening to me. My body was opening up and there was nothing I could do about it.

Perhaps I could have come up with multiple explanations as to why my body was responding the way that it was but the moment the tip of her finger gently explored my inner reaches the debate was over. It felt incredible and I wanted more. I might have thought it would be an invasion but it wasn’t, it was gentle and caring, and the way she massaged my inner rim sent pulses of pleasure vibrating from my hole to every part of my being. 

All the while Mommy Claire looked at my face and stared in my eyes. It was disarming, having her take in my weakness, but there was nothing I could do. My body was going through a metamorphosis and all I could do was wait for the journey to complete. 

Mommy Claire spoke. “I knew there was a little girl inside of you, just dying to get out.”

Is that what this was? Was I a little girl now? It probably sounds weird that I would ask that but that’s the way it felt. My body opened up not to dominate but to be taken, and not only that but it was beautiful. I don’t think I had ever experienced ‘making love’ prior to that, but that is how I felt. Ms. B made love to the little girl inside of me and I liked it. I wanted to experience it again and again. 

At one point the muscles lining my sphincter contracted around her finger and throbbed so fiercely I couldn’t concentrate on anything else. It was delightful, like a thousand mini orgasms, and Ms. B was right in my ear, sharing in the moment. 

“Looks like I just turned you out,” she whispered, “anytime the little girl inside of you wants attention you will think of me and this moment.”

Is that what just happened? Now that I knew how wonderful it felt to be taken, would I want to be taken over and over again? I quivered at the thought, but still to this day, I don’t know if that quiver was motivated by fear or excitement. 

Perhaps to prove a point Ms. B worked my body over several more times, teasing my hole until my body opened for her, and then she rewarded my submission with even more stimulus. Any questions about whether it was a one time response were gone, my body liked being used in that way, and now that I knew how delightful it felt, I had no doubt I would be seeking out this kind of attention again. 
 


CHAPTER 22
Mommy Claire 
 

Things were progressing nicely with Charlie but I had some personal business to attend to. Despite how well Charlie had performed, there was an instance of insubordination that needed to be dealt with. Kathy needed to know that there were consequences to her actions. 

“I wanted to give you an update on the project,” I said to my intern Kathy. We were alone in my office, it was after eight, everyone else had left for the night. 

“That’s wonderful,” she replied in her usual chipper tone. She had no idea the news that was about to befall her. 

“Take this down,” I instructed. 

“Charlie submitted to the diaper and the dress,” I stated for the record, “and was turned over to the client for testing.”

I watched as Kathy wrote. The moment I mentioned the client her jaw dropped ever so slightly. She had established a bond with Charlie, and it was influencing her behavior. 

I went on. “The client performed a series of routine tests and determined that the subject was satisfactorily converted in both body and mind.”

“Uh,” Kathy gasped, still writing feverishly in her notebook. 

Up until that moment she had no idea that her precious Charlie had been turned out. I continued. 

“The subject’s complete submission to the role, and his (or should I say her) adamant pleas for satisfaction went well beyond the criteria for the study.”

Kathy continued to take notes but for the first time inserted herself in the conversation. “Is he a girl now?”

I laughed. Not because it was a bad question, but because of her reason for asking. She was infatuated with Charlie, and expected him as her prize at the end of the project. It was time to explain the role of gender and sex in our lives. 

“Kathy,” I said, “I thought you would have understood by now that our sexuality is not a fixed point but instead a continuum. Each and every one of us has feminine and masculine within our makeup. We all vary in how that is presented but there is an inherent value, and understanding of the opposite sex, when we learn and accept this about ourselves. Charlie received a face-to-face introduction to his feminine side and it turned out he loved it. I believe Charlie will be a better and more enlightened man because of it.”

“And he’ll still be mine at the end of the study?” 

“About that,” I offered. 

I turned to my desk and grabbed a piece of paper. I handed it to Kathy and said, “Can you read the highlighted part please?”

Kathy read aloud, “The penalty for failing to abide by these terms shall be termination from the project.” She looked up at me with horror in her eyes. “But you said Charlie passed all of the tests.”

“Charlie did,” I replied, “this is not from Charlie’s agreement.”
 


CHAPTER 23
Kathy
 

Mommy Claire called me into her office to give me an update on the progress of our study. I took studious notes about every detail, shocked by some of the things that Charlie had submitted to, but intent on completing my obligations as her assistant. That’s when she had me review some paperwork; legalese from what I thought was Charlie’s agreement for the study. 

Mommy handed me a page and asked, “Can you read the highlighted part please?”

I read aloud, “The penalty for failing to abide by these terms shall be termination from the project.” Oh shit. She was looking to terminate Charlie, and if she did, then I would be out of my reward. I protested, “But you said Charlie passed all of the tests.”

“Charlie did,” she replied, “this is not from Charlie’s agreement.”

That’s when it dawned on me. It wasn’t Charlie that violated the terms of the agreement, it was me. I thought I was helping him out, and at the time I was, but there were consequences and I was about to lose my job, my future grants and most of all my Charlie. 

“Would it help if I said I’m sorry,” I said, tears beginning to form in my eyes. “I felt sorry for him, I knew it was wrong but he was broken. He needed my help.”

Mommy Claire looked at me and I swear I saw pity in her eyes, I only hoped she could see past my indiscretion. For several anxious moments I waited for her response. 

“I will consider taking you back if you can complete your own trial,” she offered. 

“Anything,” I replied, the fact that she was even considering an option was more than I could have hoped for. 

“When you first came to me I gave you an overview of what it is that we study here,” Mommy Claire said. 

I thought back to that day and how wonderful it was to be seduced by Mommy Claire. If that was the punishment she had in mind I was quite happy to oblige. 

Mommy Claire continued, “That was what this study is about, but I never showed you how I came to get my name.”

It was curious, her name Mommy Claire. I guess I figured she was a mother figure to so many, I never thought there may be more to the story.

“What do you say?” Mommy Claire asked, “If you will allow me to indulge for one evening I will consider reinstating you.”

So many thoughts percolated in my head. After what she had done to me before I was excited to submit to more of her games but I wanted certainties, if I was going to give myself to her I wanted to know my job was safe. “If I submit for one evening do I get to keep my job?”

Mommy Claire smiled and licked her lips. “If you pass my test I’ll let you stay in the program.”

I didn’t know what it would mean to pass her test but I didn’t have much choice. If I wanted my Charlie, if I wanted a future in sociological research, I needed to comply. 
 


CHAPTER 24
Kathy
 

"I'm going to give you this experience," Mommy Claire said. "Not because you’ve earned it, you haven’t, but because you have come a very long way and I believe you deserve some closure."

Closure? I didn’t like the sound of that. She was agreeing to a session, but she wasn’t offering any guarantees for my future. I couldn't accept that, I wanted, no, I needed more. “You have to give me a chance," I stated. "You owe me that much."

She was very calm in her response. “I don't owe you anything dear. We entered into this willingly and we will exit the same way. You made the choice to break the rules. If you were my little girl I would discipline you and we would move on, but you are a grown woman, and as such you need to face the consequences of your actions.”

I wanted to cry. She was being completely honest and there was nothing I could say in response. A thousand words ran through my mind but none of them were sufficient for what needed to be said. 

Fortunately Mommy Claire was a step ahead of me, answering the question I was unable to form in my head.

"Baby girl, you're wondering if there’s anything you can do to save your position,” Mommy Claire said. “And quite frankly I’m not sure how you could repay the potential loss of a subject and all the study hours invested.”

“I’ll do anything,” I pleaded. 

She didn’t offer a verbal response. Instead she looked me up and down with that disarming glance of hers, making me feel like a little girl under mommy’s inspection. I needed to convince her that I was worthy. I needed to show her I was committed. I decided to go all in. “Can we still play together today?" I asked, “I’ll show you that I can be a good little girl.”

Mommy Claire smiled, she knew what I was up to, I could feel it in the way she looked right through me. “Baby girl," she said, "I look forward to spending the evening with you."

Her words had a finality to them that scared me. Like she was offering a fond farewell and nothing more. A thousand thoughts streamed through my head, each of them ideas on how to win over Mommy Claire. 

Finally it hit me. 

“I’ll submit,” I blurted, “I will be your female subject. You won’t have to screen applicants, no need to start the process over for the female part of the study. If you’ll let me stay as your assistant I will submit to the study.”

I had hoped that Mommy Claire would smile or give me some hint of approval, but there was none of that. She just looked me up and down with that same disapproving stare, undressing my defenses, leaving my soul bare before her. I felt myself wither under her review, my mind yearning for her acceptance. 

And then she spoke. 

“You say you will submit to the program,” she questioned, “but how do I know you are a worthy subject.”

My bottom lip quivered. “Please,” I whined. 

“I will take you upstairs for a trial basis,” she said. 

Before I could respond she stood up, left the office, crossed the foyer and walked up the sweeping staircase. I had never been upstairs before and had only imagined that this was Mommy Claire’s personal quarters. At the top of the stairs she led me into a wonderful Victorian style bedroom. I wanted to take it all in, the furniture, the paintings, the rugs, every last detail but she directed me to the bed and once I was on my back all of my attention turned to her. 

Mommy Claire undressed me in the middle of the four-poster bed. She was gentle but also authoritative. With her you knew she was in charge, she left no doubt, and as long as I accepted that, it was glorious. I gave her full and complete access but I am quite certain she could have taken me at any time regardless of my compliance.

In our previous encounter Mommy Claire introduced me to the wonders of sensual stimulation, but this was different, this time she treated me like a little girl, babying me, wiping my kitty with a cold wipe, swabbing me with a warm cloth. It separated me from the cares of the real world, focused only on Mommy and what her magical hands were doing to my most intimate parts. She owned me and there was a freedom in that, it relaxed me in a way I cannot explain. A giggle escaped my lips. 

Mommy Claire kissed my belly several times before moving southbound, putting her mouth on my flower. When her lips found my kitty, and her tongue explored my inner fruit, my legs flew wide and my body opened to her. It was a physical response, I couldn’t control it nor would I want to, lust had taken command and I was happy to let my body indulge. 

She performed the most amazing oral stimulus on me, making it easy to let my mind go. The pleasure increased with every soulful lick, my temperature rose, my heart beat faster. She was driving my lust but unlike before I was no longer trying to resist and that made it even better. The feelings consumed me, my body piqued in ecstasy, my mind floated on a cloud of euphoria.

I’m not sure how long Mommy Claire kept me in that state of delirium, but she finished by dousing me with powder and then wrapping me in a cloth diaper. It took a moment for my mind to come to grips with what was happening, my brain still riding the high of such a wonderful seduction. I was confused by the diaper but had no intention of voicing any objections. If this was what I needed to do to get my position back then I was committed to the effort.

Mommy Claire lifted her shirt and unsnapped her bra. Her bare chest was the most glorious thing I had ever seen. Not only were her breasts beautiful, but they were very firm and the nipples were pert and erect, like two pencil erasers. Without even thinking I cuddled my face beneath her and let the weight of those wonderful bosoms fall on my cheeks. They were heavy but also smooth. I kissed the skin with my lips but that wasn’t what I really wanted. 

Mommy Claire seemed to know my desire. She used her nipple to graze my cheek. The moment I felt it something snapped inside of me. I turned my head and latched onto that nub, taking it between my lips, expanding my jaw until I could take more and more of her breast into my mouth. Before I knew it I was suckling, nursing at the teat of the woman I had come to know as Mommy Claire. 

And it was incredible, not just the physical feeling of her skin against mine, but the mental connection between dominant and submissive, mother and child. I savored it, that wonderful feeling of being conquered, submitting to a woman more powerful than I.

Mommy Claire was very instinctual and always seemed one step ahead of me. That moment was no different. She led me to the bathroom, and into a tub filled with warm water, overflowing with soft bubbles. It was very inviting and I willingly slipped into the warmth, taking a seat in the bath. 

“Baby girl,” Mommy Claire said, “it’s time we begin your regression.”

What happened next will stay with me forever. 

With me in the tub and her standing by the side, Mommy Claire began to disrobe. I had heard about the fantasy of burlesque shows but until I had experienced her act first hand I never would have understood the power of tease and seduction. She had a way of showing a little, her bare shoulder, her long slender thigh, her voluptuous cleavage, but then holding back the completion of the thought, making me yearn for more. Each and every time she made me believe I was going to see more, got me excited to see more, and then denied me the opportunity to finish the thought. It was both thrilling and frustrating and more than once my hand slipped beneath the bubbles at an effort of self-stimulation. 

She caught me. 

“I know you are only a little girl when it comes to sex but it isn’t polite to do that in the presence of others,” Mommy Claire admonished me. 

Her words struck hard in so many ways. First, I thought I had come a long way in my sexual education, but alas I still had so much to learn, and second, she was stirring all of these new needs inside of me, I didn’t know what else to do. 

Mommy Claire finished taking off her clothes and I have to admit looking at her naked body made me feel even more like a little girl. She was buxom where I was small, curvy where I was flat, mature where I was infantile. God how I wished I had a body like hers, her skin so soft and smooth, her shape so alluring and sexy. I never considered myself gay but looking at her gorgeous body made me want for intimacy.

Right on cue, as if she knew my exact thoughts, Mommy Claire offered, “Let your mind travel to that place of submissive infancy and I will take your body to bliss.”

I had no doubt that she could do it, and my body definitely wanted it, and so I gave in. “Yes mommy,” I said while simultaneously closing my eyes, leaning back in the tub and spreading my sex for her total access. 

I thought she might finger me, I thought she might lick me, but instead she pulled a straight blade razor from her bag and proceeded to shave me bare. 

There are many things that I outwardly associate with my journey to womanhood, my first period, my first date, my breasts, but the one that hit home the hardest, perhaps because it happened in private, with me and me alone to ponder, was when I first began to grow pubic hair. It was a secret wonder; a tender moment in my life where my body was telling me that it was time for me to become a woman. 

Mommy Claire wiped all of that away with a few targeted swipes of her blade. Physically I was hairless, smooth skin all over, but mentally I was stripped of that which signaled my birth into womanhood. It is difficult to describe other than it took my mind back to a time when life was a wondrous mystery, which also included all of the thrills and excitement, as well as the fears and anxieties, that filled that part of my life. 

Mommy Claire seemed to sense my confusion and offered me her breast. There was no discussion, no prior understanding, she offered me her bosom and I did what came natural. I pursed my lips on her nipple and suckled the soft flesh of her breast into my mouth.

It was wonderful.

Not only did the softness of her bosom feel incredible against my cheeks, but her nipple fit perfectly between my lips. I don’t ever remember feeling as content as I did at that moment and I felt an undeniable debt of gratitude towards Mommy Claire for giving me such a magnificent experience. 

I could have stayed there for eternity. 

While I was nursing at mommy’s teat, my mind and body achieved such a heightened state of relaxation I literally forgot about everything, including holding my bowels. I peed in the bath. The moment I realized what was happening it was too late. The flow had already begun and I couldn't stop it. For the first time since I was very small I lost control of my bladder. It was unnerving and I looked to Mommy for help.

I don't think she could have been happier. She ran her fingers through my hair and caressed my skin, comforting me through the entire event. She looked me right in the eyes while I regressed and it caused a strange mix of feelings within me. She was infantilizing me, mentally and physically, and I don’t think I could have stopped her even if I wanted to, and the way she was making me feel I was quite content to hand her the reigns of my life. 

We both knew that my strength and control had just transferred to her. It was an epic power exchange and I willingly allowed it. I only hoped that submitting to her control would not be limited to this event, I was ready to give in permanently.

After my bath Mommy took me, broken spirit and all, back to the bedroom. She was very skilled at handling me, gentle when needed, but also surprisingly strong. She lifted the lower half of my body with a single arm, manipulating my body this way and that, fashioning a diaper around my bottom. 

It will probably sound odd but I was disappointed that she didn't play with my sex during the changing process. Perhaps she wouldn’t do that now that I was her good little girl.

As if she could read my mind Mommy Claire said, “I'll admit I usually like more sexual intimacy but you were in the zone, you found your inner child, and it was wonderful to watch your unadulterated joy."

It was nice to hear her say that. I gave one hundred percent to the experience and she could tell. Oh how I wanted to change her mind, to convince her to keep me on the project. “You can have me anytime you want,” I offered. 

Mommy’s face lit up. She had my diaper off and her face buried between my legs before I knew what was happening. She nibbled up my inner thighs and by the time she got to my flower I was so excited my lips parted on their own and a steady stream of juices flowed out of me. She started with light kisses on my kitty lips that were followed by a long slow drag of her fat tongue up my slit and on to my button. She sucked my clit into her mouth and I lost it. I had never felt anything so wonderful and I couldn't contain my scream. She didn't stop and neither did I, simultaneously coming profusely and shouting at the top of my lungs. I never knew I could feel so good and then Mommy Claire worked her fingers inside of me and curled them to my g-spot. The pleasure I thought couldn't get better rose to another level and I started seeing stars. I had already given all of myself to Mommy Claire, and the way she was making me feel I wanted to give her more. "Please," I screamed, "please mommy I'll do anything."

Mommy Claire shifted her body, bringing her face close to mine. She kissed me hard on the lips and I could taste my juices on her mouth and tongue. I didn't care; I was reeling not only from the physical stimulus but also from the mental. Mommy was dominating me and it was glorious. She had complete control of my pussy and my mind and she wasn't done. Her ministrations expanded and soon a finger found my rosebud. I had never been taken there before but I was too lost in the moment to mount any kind of resistance. She worked my puckered hole with her fingers, and then with her tongue, and it felt incredible. Giving in to Mommy Claire was the best decision of my life and it kept getting better.

I came many times, right up until the point that I passed out in Mommy's arms. We slept until Charlie came in to wake us in the morning. I was completely nude when he entered but I didn't feel the least bit self-conscious, even as Charlie stared at me, his bonor tenting his pants.
 


CHAPTER 25
Charlie
 

I walked in to find Kathy naked in Mommy Claire’s bed. I’m no genius but I was pretty certain that she had spent the previous night as Mommy’s sexual plaything and, by the satisfied look on her pretty face, she enjoyed every minute of it. 

I might have wondered what that meant for my day in the program but Mommy Claire put that to rest in the first two minutes we were together. 

“Out of your clothes and onto the table,” Mommy Claire instructed, “we have a penis to tease.”

I could have hoped that it was a bluff but it wasn’t. Mommy Claire tickled my scrotum and stroked my shaft until I was pulsing in her hand, and once she had me in that debilitating state, she applied relentless stimulus until my mind began to float in ethereal bliss. It was incredible and there was nowhere I would have rather been, however the wonderful bliss was only part of the story. As I had come to expect, the rise to ecstasy was the half way point for Mommy Claire, once she had me at that stage she was about to turn the tables, using my weakness to her advantage. 

“Does that feel good?” Mommy cooed. 

Of course the answer was yes. I was a pulsing, throbbing, drooling mess so desperate for relief I would have done or said anything. Fortunately Mommy didn’t wait for a response.

“Yesterday you were such a good little girl for our guest I thought maybe we could do that again.”

Oh shit. Was she looking to rent me out like a transgender whore? And worse yet, was there any way I could say no? She had me all twisted, so crazed with lust I would say yes to anything. 

“I have to make a few calls,” Mommy Claire said, “to find a daddy for this good little girl. Kathy will take care of you while I’m out.”

I was relieved. Kathy offered some semblance of relief, if I could just convince her like I had before. 
 


CHAPTER 26
Kathy
 

My evening with Mommy Claire paid off. Not only did she welcome me back as her assistant but she also reinstated my reward for drafting Charlie into the program. Charlie would be my good little boy after we were done, so long as I accepted Mommy’s special terms. 

I walked into the office to find Charlie naked on the table, his legs in the stirrups, his cock fully erect. 

“Please,” he whined, “If you don’t help me she’s going to turn me into a transgender whore.”

“Charlie,” I said, “your needs go deeper than one orgasm. I can help you now but you’ll get horny again, and when you do, you’ll be submissive all over again.”

The look on his face as he contemplated what I was saying was priceless. And when I took his cock in my hand, and stroked him to the brink of orgasm he was both delighted and confused. 

“Do I belong to you now?” he huffed, ever aware of his submissive state but not exactly sure to whom his loyalty should belong. 

I continued to stimulate him, caressing his balls, stroking his shaft, touching his anus, “Don’t think about control, just give in and everything will work out fine.” 

I watched as he heeded my words, submitting to the pleasure, allowing it to consume him. From there it was easy to get him to lie back and grant me full control of his carnal ride. I used that opportunity to overwhelm his brain with desire until he was moaning and writhing in delight.  

“Charlie,” I informed him, “going forward you will belong to me. But Mommy Claire will still own you as will Ms. Beckwirth. Your body will below to all three of us, to do with as we please.”

Charlie nodded his agreement and I spent the rest of the day reaffirming his decision. We spent the day together, driving his passion, teasing his lust, but when things got too hard, when Charlie needed release, I serviced him and that made all the difference. That translated differently in his mind and I could see the love and appreciation in his eyes. 

It would only be a matter of time before his defenses would be conquered and his will would collapse. Lust had Charlie by the balls and soon he would be completely dependent on that stimulus. He was in desperate need of a woman to take his reigns and thanks to Mommy Claire I was in the perfect position to dominate this beautiful stud. 
 


CHAPTER 27
Kathy
 

My day with Charlie was amazing and our relationship had evolved like I had never expected; but there was still an uncertainty deep within, some part of me that questioned what we were doing and how we were going about it. I decided to take my concerns to Mommy Claire. 

“Hi baby girl,” Mommy Claire greeted me when I walked through her door. “I trust you and Charlie enjoyed your time alone?”

“Yes,” I replied, still trying to think about how I was going to say what I had to say. 

It was like she could read my every thought when she said, “It’s ok, we’re family, you can say it.”

“I don’t understand why you feel the need to infantilize everyone, is it because...” I hesitated, unable to bring myself to say the words that had been bubbling just beneath my surface. 

Once again, just like she could read my mind, Mommy Claire completed my sentence. “Is it because I was hurt when I was younger, and I’m afraid to give up control?”

I felt embarrassed, I felt ashamed. Mommy Claire had done so much for me and yet there I was, questioning her motives. She went on before I had a chance to respond. 

“You’re not the first person to question my motives,” she said, “but that is not the reason. In fact, it’s rather the opposite.”

For some reason that relieved me, yet I needed to know more. “The opposite?” I asked. 

“Yes,” she replied. “When I was younger, even younger than you are now, I had an experience of my own. One where an older couple took me into their home, stripped me of my power, and taught me what it means to receive unconditional love.”

“Love?” I questioned, “or sex?”

Mommy Claire laughed. “There was certainly a lot of sex involved, but the love is what drew me in. You see unconditional sex can have its moments of joy but unconditional love lasts, it’s what separates us from the animals.”

“I want to understand,” I said, “but I don’t.”

“To give someone absolute joy, with no expectation of anything in return, that is true love.”

It was beginning to make sense but I still had questions. “But why the dominance? Why the manipulation? Why the infantilization?”

To that she responded with a unique look, one that was part condescension and part pity, like she felt sorry for me for not being able to understand. “The greatest joy most people experience is in their youth, when they don’t have a care in the world, when you accepted joy, you didn’t question it because you feared an ulterior motive. Would you have given in to the pleasure if I didn’t first break you away from all the negativity you built up over years of living in a harsh world?”

As difficult as it was to hear it made sense. I, like so many others, had developed defense mechanisms, little things that kept me from getting hurt but also kept me from experiencing joy. While these thoughts ruminated through my head, Mommy Claire did something that put the entire debate to rest. 

She lifted her blouse and showed me her breast. 

I didn’t need to think. I slid next to her, bent my head down, and took her nipple in my mouth. Mommy Claire had conditioned me, I knew that, but the moment I felt the soft warmth of her bosom against my face I knew I had done the right thing. It was glorious latching on to my loving mommy and all of my concerns vanished the moment we connected like that. 

While I nursed at her teat Mommy Claire slid her hand inside my shorts and a single finger found its way inside of me. I didn’t resist, nor did I want to, and when she began to stimulate my button I let out an audible sigh as my body released all over her hand.

In previous engagements I felt slutty, but now I felt like a dutiful little girl, accepting Mommy’s love, accepting my infant role. It was pleasing at so many levels, mentally, physically, spiritually. Prior to that meeting with Mommy Claire I questioned whether I wanted a relationship with Charlie where I dominated his existence, but now that I saw it for what it was my opinion changed. Mommy Claire loved me, and she loved me so much she was willing to take away all of my stress, all of my fears and all of my concerns without needing anything in return. 

Charlie deserved such unconditional love and at that moment I made it my quest to make sure he received it. 
 


CHAPTER 28
Charlie 
 

“I don’t know if you’ve put two and two together yet, but your life is different now. You need a woman who understands your needs and can accept the things you’ve done and will do again.”

When Kathy said those words I knew right away that she was right. There was no way my girlfriend would ever understand, nor would anyone else I was likely to meet. But Kathy, she already knew what my body and mind had been through and would help me with my needs. I couldn’t believe what I was about to say, but I needed her more than anything. 

“Kathy,” I said, “can I be your little boy? Please? I promise I’ll do whatever you say.” 

I waited for her response, absolutely terrified that she would reject me. When she finally nodded her consent my entire insides lit up. Oh how grateful I was that she would allow me to give up control, and be her good little boy.

For the full Mommy Claire experience 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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