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Prologue

Mommy Claire

I’m not a big fan of air travel and even worse when there are disruptions. That happened to me on a trip home from Minneapolis where inclement weather forced my flight to be delayed and ultimately cancelled. Personally, I love the Midwest, the land of a thousand lakes and all, but when you are ready to go home, even from your home away from home, any disruption is a major hassle. Fortunately, I was in a nice place surrounded by people of perpetual manners, the kind that can make even an unfortunate circumstance a cause for celebration.


SCENE 1
Brad
 

The weather was insane as I raced to the airport, trying to catch my flight back to Las Vegas. My life had become a whirlwind ever since I made the move to sin city. When you’re born and raised in Minneapolis it never leaves your blood but I was slowly making the transition, getting accustomed. Many things were different about the two places but I was absolutely spoiled by the beautiful warm weather and sunshine of southern Nevada. It made leaving the harsh winters of Minnesota very easy.

It was no problem heading back on a miserable day, but the weather wasn’t the reason I made the move to Las Vegas in the first place. It was an escape for me, to a place where I could get away from my past, and the expectations of who I was meant to be.

The anonymity of the city of sin was supposed to allow me to find myself, but the more I explored the deviant sides of my desires the more I realized how far I was from where I truly needed to be. Perhaps that was the lesson of it all, that you have to move away in order to truly appreciate what you already have. And yet there was still an underlying curiosity within me, the thought that I still had one great adventure left to be explored. So, as I ventured back to Las Vegas I had multiple objectives; first, to settle my affairs, pack up my belongings, and exit that sultry den of inequity, and second, to scratch that one last itch, the one that would let me know I left it all out on the field, no stone unturned, no regrets.


SCENE 2
Mommy Claire
 

I made it to the terminal with a mindful eye on the weather. The field crews were working overtime trying to keep the runways cleared but it was a losing battle. It was only a matter of time before planes would be grounded, I only hoped my flight to Las Vegas would get out before the call was made.

The terminal was active but I was able to find a seat by the gate with some space between myself and the other passengers. I like to people watch and an airport terminal is prime territory for such activities. In fact, on more than one occasion, I have found potential subjects for my baby games while waiting for a plane to board.

A quick survey of the landscape found six couples of varying age, three families and a collection of seven young men heading to Vegas for a bachelor weekend. There were nice looking lads among them, any one of whom might have been a target under different circumstance, but as a pack they were unapproachable. It wasn’t like I could pick off the weak and the rest would go about their day.

Altogether, the crowd didn’t offer much to choose from, and I was about to lament the lack of selection, when he showed up, the handsome yet disheveled twenty something, unsure of where he was going, naive as to the world prowling around him. He was a wholesome looking man, midwestern farm boy from head to toe, and prime prey for my manipulative ways. As he moved toward the empty seat next to me, I secretly planned his seduction. What would it take to make him mine? Was he up for some adult baby games? Or would it be better if I hid my true intentions?


SCENE 3
Brad
 

I’m not a good traveler, I admit it, which is why I made it all the way to the gate before even checking to see if my flight was cancelled due to the snow. Fortunately for me we were still good to go so I grabbed the only open seat I could find and waited for the plane to board. Much to my delight, there was a very attractive woman next to me. She was older than me but hot, from her beautiful face to her stacked body. I looked her up and down and when we caught eyes, she struck up a conversation.

“Awful weather out there,” she said. “My name’s Claire. What’s yours?” She leaned toward me with her hand out and when she did, I got a huge view down her loose-fitting blouse. Her breasts were magnificent, absolute melons and the way the soft skin jiggled and bounced as she leaned towards me, I struggled not to stare.

“I...I...I’m Brad,” I stuttered, and when I took her hand in mine I felt a tingle of excitement that shot straight to my dick. Was there something between us? Or was it just the horndog inside of me over reacting to the situation?

That thought surged through my head when she pulled me close and whispered in my ear. “I don’t mind if you look down my blouse, honey, in fact, I kind of like it.”

Busted.

She caught me looking but even crazier she didn’t mind. From there our conversation evolved. “So, you heading to Vegas for work or pleasure?” I asked, gazing into her beautiful eyes, quite happy to kill the time chatting with this sexy stranger, all the while stealing glances at her sultry curves, absolutely mesmerized by her carefree attitude.

“I’m actually in the middle of a project right now,” Claire said, “Its a social-psycho experiment to identify the correlation between heightened sensual pleasure and maternal-infant intimacy.”

I laughed out loud.

This woman, Claire, was funny as shit, totally playing off the situation with an outlandish story. It made me like her even more and I happily played along. “Sounds like a project Oedipus could really sink his teeth into,” I quipped, “so how’s it been going?”

Claire didn’t miss a beat. “All projects have their challenges,” she said, playing along, staring right into my eyes as she did. “But this one has been particularly difficult,” she added, “due to finding test subjects.”

She wasn’t letting up on the story and I was quickly falling in love. What an active imagination, the way her beautiful mind worked, flirting with the sexual taboo, all the while touching my leg, leaning forward to grant me a bird’s eye view of that wonderful cleavage. “Is that so?” I beckoned, my mind lost in what was happening between us, the flirtation, the build-up of sexual tension.

She smiled and continued. “It wouldn’t be appropriate for a mother and her actual son to participate, and of course all subjects must be eighteen.”

“That is quite a problem,” I added, no longer following the absurdity of her story but instead intent on the connection between us, the beauty in her eyes, the softness of her lips, wanting the moment to continue, encouraging her to go on.

Claire leaned toward me to speak in a softer tone and when she did I got another gaping view of those luscious breasts, causing my drool to flow as she said, “So, in order to achieve the proper test environment I’ve been forced to sensually dominate and then infantilize my subjects.”

Her words never had a chance to register in my brain. That’s when the announcement came over the loud speaker, “ATTENTION! ATTENTION! Due to current weather conditions all inbound flights have been redirected and all outbound flights have been grounded.”

It took my mind more than a moment to break away from the wiggling and jiggling of Claire’s breasts, to the point where I could actually figure out what was happening.

Oh shit. What was I going to do?


SCENE 4
Mommy Claire
 

When flights get cancelled most people immediately call home or make arrangements for lodging. If I wasn’t going to be flying home to Las Vegas I already had a place to stay, however I still had a need, one that required a very unique skill set to fulfill.


SCENE 5
Brad
 

A quick check-in at the counter let me know that no flights would be going out until morning at the earliest, and that I was welcome to find a place in the terminal to wait things out. I started to survey the area when the attractive woman I had been sitting with waved me down.

“Yes?” I asked, crossing over to see what she needed.

“I was wondering if you would like to come with me? I have a place we can stay,” she offered, a pleasant smile on her pretty face.

Now I’m not in the habit of going off with strangers but Claire was sexy as hell and there was chemistry between us, besides, I really didn’t want to spend the night in the airport terminal and going back to my parents’ house offered no appeal whatsoever. I nodded my agreement and we headed for the door. As we walked toward the taxi stand Claire took me by the arm, leaned in close to my ear and whispered her plan, putting the entire situation in new light.

“When we get to my place,” she said, “I’ll play with your cock for about fifteen minutes, how’s that sound?”

I’ll admit I was still fixated on her breasts and the way they jiggled and bounced when she got excited so when she made that offer, I couldn’t believe my good fortune. “Ok,” I said, “how far is your place?”

I don’t think she expected me to say yes, or at least not so quickly, but what guy wouldn’t want this gorgeous MILF stroking his cock? We grabbed a taxi and I tried to make a move on her in the back of the cab but she wouldn’t allow it, although she did give me a gaping view down her shirt while rubbing my junk through my pants. By the time we reached her building I was hard as a rock, ready for whatever she had in mind.


SCENE 6
Mommy Claire
 

I love how silly little boys get when their pee-pees get hard. It’s like they become helpless, just waiting for a woman to come and take control. Brad was in for a treat, I intended to take control of that little pee-pee of his and teach him the wonderful benefits of mommy play in the process.


SCENE 7
Brad
 

We hadn’t even made it into her apartment and she had my pants down and my penis in her hand. She kept tickling me and at first I didn’t mind, it felt really good, the pleasure all-consuming, but those feelings soon became overwhelming, to the point I began to hyperventilate and my mind started playing weird tricks on me. A surge of lust raced up my spine and pummeled the base of my brain, the flood of pleasure inducing chemicals caused my head to swoon. And while those feelings dominated my body, Claire’s incessant whisperings took root in my ear, a collection of strange thoughts seeping into my subconscious.

“You like the way this feels,” she cooed, “you don’t want me to stop.”

Truer words had never been spoken. This older woman with the fabulous fingers was simultaneously stimulating my desire while teasing my brainwaves, burrowing inside my head like no one ever had before. The experience thrilled and excited me. I couldn’t think straight, and when the next words spilled forth from her beautiful lips, I had neither the will nor the desire to resist.

“Beg to be my good little boy,” she cooed, “beg for my control.”

The words struck me as odd but what was worse was the primal urge inside of me, compelling me to comply. What was this strange power she wielded over me? How was she able to dominate my entire existence with just a few simple strokes from her supple fingers?

“Ugh,” I grunted, and then the unexpected spilled from my lips. “Please can I be your good little boy,” I moaned. “Please control me.”

She made me say it. I’m not sure how, I’m not sure why, I only knew I couldn’t resist and when those words spilled forth from my mouth, the resulting feeling shocked and delighted me. It was thrilling and electric, in a way I never expected. I had no idea submission would feel so good.

The moment I gave in, the moment I let go of all resistance and allowed those incredible feelings to take control, two things happened; a sinister smile overcame Claire’s pretty face and reality as I knew it came crashing down around me.

Claire knew I was helpless and relished the power she seized over me in that moment. “You’re mine now,” she stated. “I am your dominant mommy and you are my submissive little boy.”

Her words, and the thoughts behind them, scared me immensely. I liked the feeling in my penis but not enough for that. I didn’t want to submit to a stranger, not to her. I needed to stop what she was doing. I needed to stop her pleasure assault on my dick. I shifted my body to get away, or at least I tried. Somehow my hips wouldn’t comply, it was like my body needed the fabulous feelings and my muscles weren’t about to do anything to stop the flow of addictive bliss coming from her fingers. I never realized how paralyzing sexual pleasure could be and yet there I was, submissive to its bewitching power.

And if my inexperience wasn’t enough, where I was naive, Claire was learned. While her hands played that symphony of magic upon my member, rendering me helpless, unable to do anything more than sit back and enjoy the ride; her mind and her words became super active, planting seeds of influence in my brain, manipulating my weakness, controlling my existence.

“You can try to resist,” she laughed, “but Mommy has control of your little pee-pee now and I’m not going to give up that control until you’re broken.”

Oh shit! I was helpless, at least until my orgasm was spent, and it was obvious she had no intention of granting me that relief anytime soon. Whatever happened next was entirely up to her. And then she said the words that made perfect logical sense in that moment.

“Look at me,” she said.

And when I did, when I looked into those big brown eyes of hers, and felt the warmth and compassion behind, a feeling of calm overcame me, a positive feeling, one so good that when she said, “Let Mommy have control, just for a minute, to see how it feels,” I felt compelled to comply.

And so, just for a moment, I dropped my resistance, and allowed those fabulous feelings that started in her fingers and pulsed in my penis, to spread throughout my entire body.

It. Felt. Amazing.

Mentally giving in to her affected me deeply. It felt strange at first but letting go was freeing, in a way I didn’t expect. Although I was helpless, I was also safe, and hyper aware of everything happening around me.

The entire room glowed, with me at the core, the center of existence. I throbbed, I vibrated, my body pulsed on the edge of pre-orgasmic glory. I submitted to anything and everything Claire wanted and in exchange she gave me heaven on earth. Her left hand never leaving my balls and shaft, relentlessly stroking my bliss, causing my hips to buck in fits of spastic joy. And while that single hand controlled my existence, her other hand slid up the back of my thigh, over my ass, and on to my sphincter, caressing gently, burrowing lightly, stimulating my anus and taking my manhood in a way that I would never be able to get back. I opened up for her, not out of choice but in response to her touch and when I did she penetrated my being, caressed my prostate, and worked the pleasure on those sensitive nerve endings until the yearn within me became a voice of its own, calling for more and more of her delightful stimulus.

My body bucked, like a horny and desperate little boy, a puppet on a string, and as I grunted and humped in wild abandon, searching for more of the mind-numbing stimulus, I swore there was nowhere else, in time or space, that I would ever want to be.

Sex is great but being pleased and teased by Claire is the pinnacle of life on earth. She had me saying yes to anything and everything and I couldn’t have been happier. I’m not sure everything I agreed to, I only knew I meant every word.


SCENE 8
Mommy Claire
 

The look on Brad’s face said it all, he had never experienced such pleasure before, and now that he had, his mind would do whatever it took to get back to that place. I love how all-consuming the power of lust can be, and how small and weak a man becomes when his penis is held at the brink of ecstasy.

Breaking Brad’s will was only the first step, there was so much more I wanted to do, and now that his resistance was gone it was only a matter of time before the full power and force of age regression would be put into place, completely ruling Little Bradley’s existence.


SCENE 9
Brad
 

If I asked you, “What would you do to experience the greatest sex of your life?” You would probably respond with, “Anything.” And now that I had experienced time with Claire, I could confirm that I too would do anything to have that again, and again, and again.

Fortunately for me, what Claire wanted in exchange for her heavenly bliss was unconditional submission and a release of all independence. And despite how those very ideas might have scared me before, now I knew the reward that awaited my compliance, and was quite happy to hand over all control to my loving and dominant master. But as is the case in most surprise events, my submission wasn’t Claire’s long-term goal, and what was was certainly going to stretch my limits.


SCENE 10
Mommy Claire
 

When Brad and I first met I was this older woman that probably more closely resembled his mom than his girlfriend, which made the initial seduction that much more difficult. But I overcame that resistance with charm, persistence and an over-abundance of sensual stimulus. Now that I had overcome that hurdle it was time to turn the tide in the other direction, welcoming, if not actually coercing, the mental connection to his maternal connection.


SCENE 11
Brad
 

When your penis is tingling, on the edge of orgasm, waiting for final relief, that is not the time to resist Claire’s control. So, when she had my body brinking, and she asked if she could shave me bare and infantilize my mind, I readily agreed. What I didn’t know, was how literal she was being.

The lathering process was sexy as hell. Claire stroked and caressed every inch of my cock and balls and then proceeded to shave me bare like a little boy. At first, I thought it was a symbolic request, to demonstrate my submission to her, but then I felt the soft bare skin where my genital hair used to be, and I couldn’t stop the infantile thoughts from creeping into my conscious being.

That’s when she suggested that I begin calling her Mommy Claire and everything became super real.

A part of me wanted the entire experience to end right then and there but if it had I never would have learned the valuable information about myself that I did. First, I liked Mommy Claire being in control, it was freeing in a way I didn’t understand before, and second, mommy-baby play was every bit as exciting as any sexual encounter I had ever had. The combination of those two things changed my entire perspective and had me ready to go all-in on whatever game Mommy Claire wanted to play.


SCENE 12
Mommy Claire
 

Dominating an unsuspecting male is fun, conquering an obnoxious alpha is beautiful, but convincing a man to willingly give up his independence and hand over all control to you is pure adrenaline inducing euphoria. Brad was freely acknowledging that I was his superior and that singular thought made me tingle all over.


SCENE 13
Brad
 

You might think that the moment I gave in to Mommy Claire, the second that I gave up all resistance and accepted her control, that her attitude toward me would have changed and I would have been in trouble. But nothing could have been further from the truth. The moment I submitted, I mean truly gave in, she rewarded me with a rapid-fire succession of sensual strokes targeted at my most sensitive zones. I knew what she was doing and I had waited a long time for it.

The build-up was wonderful and Mommy Claire never lost the connection between us, constantly reminding me of my little boy status, constantly reminding me that Mommy Claire was the one dominating my cock, granting me such bliss. There was no resistance, everything I had belonged to Mommy Claire and she demonstrated her love and control in a way I will remember as long as I live.

The first shot felt like a cannon blast out of a howitzer. The build-up was so strong and powerful the first burst shot over Mommy Claire’s shoulder and half way across the room. As impressive as the first spurt was for distance, shots two and three overwhelmed with volume, dumping a gallon of sticky seed all over Mommy Claire’s magical fingers and my stomach. I would have thought the thrill ride would end there but somehow Mommy Claire managed to work out five more magnificent throbs from my pulsing penis, each accompanied by a reduced amount of supporting sperm. By the time my orgasm was completely spent my dick went limp, my balls ached and my weary mind prepared for the sleep of the ages.

I could tell you that it was the perfect way to drift off to sleep however it got even better when Mommy Claire removed her blouse, cuddled her ample frame next to mine, pressed the warmth of her soft skin against my body, and fed her magnificent bosom into my awaiting mouth. I had never experienced anything like it, certainly not in my adult life.

I suckled out of passion, I suckled out of instinct, I suckled out of love, and I fell asleep in Mommy Claire’s arms, a permanent submissive to her dominant force.


SCENE 14
Mommy Claire
 

As Brad and I cuddled beneath the blankets, him nursing at my breast, me caressing his soft curls, I got the most magnificent sense of calm throughout my body. Brad was a wonderful conquest, a strong man who gave up his strength and independence to a stronger woman, but it was more than that, he didn’t just desire his next orgasm, which would have been fine, he wanted to delve deeper into the baby play, and his relationship with me, his loving and caring mommy. That held all the potential in the world, for us to live the adventure together and explore new realms as dominant mommy and submissive adult child.
 

For more Mommy Claire fun check out:

-          The Mommy Claire Chronicles I

-          The Mommy Claire Chronicles II

-          The Mommy Claire Chronicles III

-          Seduce, Dominate, Diaper

-          Mommy’s First Adult Baby

-          #HimToo: Correcting His Point of View

-          Sorority Baby

-          Taming the Ultra Male

-          Frenemies

-          Billionaire Alpha Baby

-          Snowflake Baby
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