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PROLOGUE

Mommy Claire

If you’re reading this then chances are you like the idea of a man being driven insane with lust and then dominated in both mind and body. That’s just my kind of guy (or girl). You see, my life got a whole lot better the moment I started using sex to my advantage, clearly emphasized by the fact that no one ever succumbed to the feminine me when I was a humble, demure girl, but once I started taking advantage of my God-given sex appeal, all kinds of doors started to open.


SCENE 1

Mommy Claire

I write the things that happen in my life and it is no coincidence that all of those situations end up with a guy begging for sexual satisfaction. Any woman who has dealt with men knows that when it comes right down to it, all men think with their dicks.

If I had listened to my mother, I would have spent the rest of my days thinking men were pigs and there wasn’t a single redeeming quality among them. Fortunately, I hardly ever listened to my mother, which is what led me to explore men’s sexual desires more deeply, finding the key to my own mental happiness.

Along the way, life taught me some very important lessons, things they don’t teach you in school, but things that any woman would be wise to learn. Part of that lesson is that men think with their dicks, that is true, but the more valuable part is that, for the woman who knows how to take care of that dick, the man it is attached to will do anything the female heart desires.

That may seem like an exaggeration, completely out of reach for the ordinary relationship, but for the woman who is willing to tease his lust to the brink, and manipulate his thoughts in the process, total domination is well within reach.

What exactly does it mean to tease his lust? Allow me to explain with a story about a man I once met at the grocery store.


SCENE 2

Mommy Claire

This event happened a while back, shortly after my divorce, and while it was not my first seduction, it was at a time when I was not as confident in my abilities as I am today. For that reason, I chose someone, “attainable”, or at least someone I felt reasonably secure would be interested in what I had to offer.

Mason was by himself, an absolute must for my seductive needs, and he appeared lonely; disheveled appearance, eyes directed to the floor, a sad look of despair plastered across his not so attractive face. Like I said, in the beginning I chose weak prey, much like the wild cats of the wilderness targeting the lame of the herd, and Mason was as weak as they come.

I spied him in the produce section and moved my cart in his direction. When he was by the cantaloupe, and no one else was near, I made my move. Gaining as near as I could without violating his personal space, I lifted two cantaloupe towards him and asked, “What do you think of these melons?”

Now, allow me to explain a little about myself.

First, I am what most men (and women) would call well endowed. My breasts are large and I use every opportunity to put them on display. That usually means high visibility of my cleavage but on this particular day it meant a skin hugging leotard that accentuated every curve to the nth degree.

Mason lifted his head when I asked him the question and I absolutely loved the way his eyes lit up when he looked at me. He still wasn’t what I would call attractive, but he desired me and that, in and of itself, had its own appeal.

“Uh, uh, uh,” he stammered, trying not to stare at my breasts, and failing wonderfully.

I allowed him to stare, and to stammer, for a little while before interrupting his thoughts. “Are you not sure which melons you like better?”

The way he turned beat red was priceless. I could feel his temperature rise and savored that sheepish look on his face and the fact that me and my body had put it there.

“It’s ok,” I offered, “I like when men appreciate what I have to offer.” I touched him gently on the arm and allowed our eyes to connect. The electricity was palpable. I felt the sparks fly and I’m certain he did too.

There was a lot of truth to my statement. I really do love when men appreciate what I am and what I have to offer, because there was a time when I didn’t think they ever would.

Growing up, I always had a different view of my body, a point driven home by the waif thin cheerleaders in high school who would always make fun at my expense. You see, I saw them, with their dancer physiques, flat behinds, slim and toned legs, and I just assumed that’s what every guy wanted. They certainly had quite a few boys chasing their tails to affirm that belief. But what I didn’t realize back then, was that most guys actually prefer a shapely figure, that boys need a little something to hold onto when they want to feel appreciated and loved. I was nothing like the heroin chic girls that made my life a living hell back then, but I wouldn’t realize the value of those differences until later in life, when heads started to turn my way.

Mason was one of those earlier heads, and the way his lust filled eyes drank me in, fed my ego, and provided more than enough reason to take him home and further explore those unique desires.

“What do you say I take you home and you can appreciate all I have to offer?” I asked.

Back then, in the early days, I intentionally chose men I knew would succumb to my advances. Mason was easy prey, the perfect subject to hone and develop my skills. So, I took him by the hand and led him from the grocery store.

If you’re thinking that I took him back to my place and fucked his brains out you are sorely mistaken. While I desperately wanted to explore Mason and his intimacy, it was for the sole purpose of controlling him. I had no intention of granting him that same access to me.

Fortunately, men have no idea how weak their lust makes them and are quite willing to hand over control of their dicks, and ultimately their brains, at the very first opportunity. No sooner were we across the threshold into my condo and I immediately laid the ground rules for our engagement.

“Mason,” I said, “I’d like to stroke your cock, would you be ok with that?”

Believe it or not, there are some men who only want sex, and view a hand job as the ugly step sister to the real thing. Mason, as I mentioned before, was not one of those men. Eagerly, he accepted my offer.

“Yes, please,” he replied.

His use of the word please, and his eagerness as he said it, let me know I had chosen wisely.

There is a highly erotic aspect to the disrobing process. Done properly, it can set the mental stage for everything that follows. Mason, in his excitement, took away that opportunity, shedding his clothes faster than I could respond.

That made me laugh.

“That was quick,” I giggled, “looks like someone is eager for play time.”

The way he responded, that wide eyed look and goofy grin, actually sent a chill up my spine. That was the first time that I realized that it didn’t matter what the guy looked like, his desperate longing and insatiable desire was a turn on for me, way more than anything I had ever experienced before.

I directed Mason to sit on the couch and knelt on the floor between his legs. It was the perfect position to service and pleasure his cock. Mason had no complaints, excited to be on the receiving end of my attention. Little did he know that I was going to exploit the opportunity to bring about my own desired result.

That was the first time I got to look at Mason’s cock close-up and let me tell you, I find the male penis a highly interesting appendage. As many as I have seen and held, no two are the same, with the exception of what happens to the horny little brain they are connected to when the stimulus starts to take hold. It is then, when the rising orgasm takes command, that all the dicks start to show their common bond.

Mason’s cock was slightly larger than average, about seven inches and thick, thick enough that even semi-erect I could feel its girth in my hand. Circumcised, with a bulbous head, perfectly symmetrical and super soft skin, it felt magnificent in my hands. In fact, if it weren’t for the mounds of unkempt pubic hair, I might have actually thought it beautiful.

I used the tip of my finger to glide down the front of the shaft and that was the first time I saw the resultant quiver. It started at Mason’s lower lip and literally took over his whole face, communicating just how helpless he became as his lust was being teased.

“Ungh,” he grunted, but it was the way his eyes rolled to the back of his head that let me know his submissive state of mind.

It is exactly why I prefer hand jobs over sex. With a hand job I am in complete control, dictating every motion, every feeling. With sex it is too easy to get lost in your own desire, losing the competitive edge that one-sided lust manipulation provides.

Several targeted strokes took Mason to his happy place and several more had him ready to hand over the reins of his life to me and my control.

Every woman I know understands how to get a guy off, we all learn that in our early days, but what most women don’t realize in the beginning, is that the orgasm represents the end of our control. The moment he cums we lose our power, which is exactly why I string out that moment for as long as humanly possible.

Mason’s penis grew hard and thick in my hand, both signs that he was adequately aroused, but it was the tightness of his testicles, and the slight widening of his shaft, that let me know exactly when he was approaching release. That information, combined with the uncontrollable moans and groans emanating from his lips, told me just when to throttle back the excitement to maintain my position of dominance.

It’s a delicate dance, the tightrope balance of teasing a man’s lust to the brink of ecstasy, but done right it has the power to rewrite history, including man’s place in it. For his part, Mason didn’t mind. In fact, he seemed quite content to hand over control, granting me the power I wanted even at the expense of his own independence.


TRANSITION

Mommy Claire

In order to truly understand the experience, I think it is important for you to hear the alternate point of view, from Mason’s side, and to be quite honest, I find getting inside of my prey’s head to be highly erotic. So, get yourself in a private, comfortable space, and follow me as we delve into the mind of a truly conquered male.


SCENE 1

Mason

I love Claire. From the first moment I met her I was absolutely, head-over-heels in love. She’s gorgeous, that’s true, but it was the way she inserted herself into my life that earned my true and deep appreciation. At that time, I couldn’t look a woman in the eye let alone have a conversation to ask her out. That portrayed a very lonely existence, one that I would still be mired in today if it weren’t for Claire and her assertive ways.

“What happened?” you ask. She didn’t just break the ice; she melted my frozen exterior.

I was alone, as usual, meandering through the grocery store trying not to look like a lonely stalker. That’s easier said than done, especially for a guy with a life like mine.

For all intent and purpose, I shouldn’t have had a reason to complain. I had a nice car, a house, and a job that allowed me to work from home. And everything was fine in the beginning, but over time things changed, I changed, and once I started to dip, I couldn’t find the way to course correct.

It was the relentless solitude that broke me. At first, I loved working from home, the break from annoying co-workers, the freedom to do things my own way. And that bliss was so amazing I never even noticed the subtle yet lasting changes to my personality. That is, until it was too late. Before I knew it, my life had no human contact whatsoever, at least not anything meaningful, and that may have been ok in the beginning, but over time it took its toll, until I simply forgot what interaction and touch were all about, and the value they served in my overall well-being..

Fortunately, Claire saved me from that fate, and for that reason I will forever be in her debt.

I remember the first thing she said to me as if it were yesterday. It was in the produce section of the grocery store.

“What do you think of these melons?” she asked.

At the time, I had no idea she was seducing me, I honestly thought she was talking about produce. But when I took a look at her, and that amazing body, and that beautiful face, and that amazing body, I completely forgot who I was and where we were.

I think I stammered. I know I stuttered. And without a doubt my eyes popped out of my head and my tongue rolled out of my mouth. She was right out of a pin-up calendar, amazing from head to toe, and she was talking to me. I tried with all my heart to reply, “Uh, uh, uh.”

She didn’t wait for me to finish my sentence, thank God, otherwise we might still be there.

“Are you not sure which melons you like better?” she asked.

Oh shit.

She was talking to me. And in my moments of pause I went from guy near her at the grocery store to goofy stalker. I couldn’t help it. It was who I was. I felt my temperature rise as I struggled to form even the simplest reply.

Fortunately, she took control.

“It’s ok,” Claire said, “I like when men appreciate what I have to offer.”

Then she did the one thing that completely rewired my brain.

She touched me.

It was very gentle, on the arm, but it sent a vibrating chill up my spine. At that same time, she gazed into my eyes and I knew I was in love.

And, as if all of that isn’t enough for you to stare me down and call me a liar, what she did next ensured that I would be hers’ forever.

“What do you say I take you home and you can appreciate all I have to offer?”

I’m not lying, that’s what she said.

Needless to say, I followed Claire back to her place for what most guys would interpret as an invitation for sex. I am not most guys and was immediately questioning every move with deep skepticism. Surely, she had a computer that needed fixing or some other reason why this beautiful goddess needed me inside her home.

Now, don’t get me wrong, I would have fixed her computer, or cleaned her septic tank, or whatever dirty job she needed done, but that wasn’t her plan, and what she did have in mind was a whole lot more fun. Fortunately for me, she got straight to the point.

“Mason,” she said, “I’d like to stroke your cock. Would you be ok with that?”

I answered as any man would. “Yes, please!” And before she could change her mind I dropped my clothes to the floor.

She laughed at me.

“That was quick,” she said. “Looks like someone is eager for play time.”

We moved to the sofa and she got on the floor, right between my legs, her face just inches from my dick. I was already growing, excited at the prospects of her touch.

The first contact was electric. It was just the tip of her finger, against the front of my shaft, but the way it felt changed everything I thought I knew about heaven. A pulse of ecstasy shot straight up my spine and into my head, a rush that overwhelmed my brain and caused my eyes to roll to the back of my head.

How did she do that? The feeling was so amazing I never wanted it to end. A stream of garbled nonsense spewed from my lips. Unable to form words, unable to focus my eyes, all I could do was lie back and let her have her way.

Several targeted strokes with her supple fingers later and I was moaning and groaning, desperate for more of her undivided attention. I loved the way she made me feel, and would have gladly told her so, but the way she controlled my desire I could do little more than gurgle and grunt.

Claire didn’t just stroke my cock. She dominated every sensitive nerve ending throughout my entire genital region. I never knew there were so many stimulation points, spots that sent pulses of pleasure coursing to every corner of my body. It was then, as the incredible waves spread everywhere, that I first noticed the reaction, my body’s involuntary and uncontrollable response to her stimulus. I couldn’t stop it. They were subtle at first, tiny uncontrollable muscle twitches, accompanied by intense physical bliss. But over time, as she continued her assault, they increased, taking control of more and more of my body. I couldn’t stop it, the pleasure much too great to ever say no, and by the time I realized just how precarious the situation was, it was too late.

My muscles were no longer my own.

Claire’s incredible stimulus literally seized me at the spine, rendering me helpless to her dominance and control. I should have hated it, that complete loss of power, but it felt so good I didn’t want it to end.

She stroked me, to the point of bliss, causing my hips to hump and pump of their own accord, searching for more of that wonderful feeling. And just when I thought she would grant the satisfaction I so desperately craved, she completely withdrew, leaving me pining and yearning in a debilitating need I will never forget.

It was weakening, to the point of breaking me down, and I was relieved when her fingers finally found their way back to my sex, even if it meant another round of teasing stimulation. And, just as my mind recovered from the initial roller coaster thrill ride, she moved to my ass, repeating the process all over again, stimulating new nerve endings there, until I was helpless, moaning and groaning with a lust driven desire so all-consuming it owned every part of my being.

I never knew there were so many spots on my body that could render me submissive, but Claire did. She knew every one of them and returned to them often, until I was writhing beneath her touch, pliant to her every command.

She balanced my desire masterfully, keeping me at the gate of heaven but not allowing me to cross the threshold. I could tell you that it was frustrating, not being able to achieve release, and it was, but I would also have to tell you that it was the most insane pleasure I have ever experienced.

Claire continued those tease and denial games beyond my point of compliance, to the point that I was broken, and while the pleasure was intense, the weakness that came from it was too much for my mind to handle. I could take no more.

“Please,” I moaned, no longer savoring the ecstasy but instead fearing the impact the experience was having on my brain.

Her response couldn’t have been more direct. “Would you like to cum?” she asked.

“Oh God yes,” I groaned, so desperate for relief I would have done anything.

Claire was well aware of that fact.

“I will let you cum on one condition,” she informed me. “I want you to be my submissive little boy from now on. Do we have a deal?”

I knew the words she was saying but all I really cared about was breaking this hold she had over me and my sex. As I said, I would have agreed to anything, even becoming a submissive little boy.

“Yes,” I responded. “Please, I need to cum.”

The way she gazed into my eyes in that instant took a highly erotic moment and made it extremely personal. Claire was no longer a seductive woman satisfying my sexual desire, she was an intimate partner, providing me with a transformative experience. In that moment, the situation, and our relationship, changed. If I had been lying when I first agreed to be her submissive little boy, I wasn’t lying anymore. The connection between us was real, too perfect to deny.

Claire pushed my desire to the absolute limit and my body responded the only way it knew how, on pure instinct, bucking and humping with wild abandon, trying to fulfill the carnal desire she had so deftly driven to pique. It was no longer a physical response, it was now in the category of primal, core to my existence, a need so deeply rooted it became fundamental to my survival.

The build-up was intense, pure ecstasy starting in my balls, rising up my shaft and surging to every part of my body. The resounding pulse created a euphoric shiver up and down my spine that overwhelmed my senses and caused drool to flow from my lips. All the while Claire never broke eye contact, confirming she was the one granting me such bliss.

I needed to cum and I needed her to take me there. Fortunately, Claire had the same idea in mind, only with a different objective.

“Beg to be mommy’s good little boy,” she cooed, “beg me to take control.”

“Please,” I moaned again, and it was clear to each of us that I was agreeing to many different things on many different levels.

“Say it,” she coaxed.

I knew what she wanted and I also knew there would be no satisfaction until I agreed. “Please can I be your good little boy?” I asked and the moment the words spilled from my lips I felt a change within me. I said it again and that feeling grew. I said it three more times and soon they were no longer just words, but a feeling deep in my heart that I longed to fulfill. And I was still saying that magical phrase when she finally granted me relief, sending my orgasm over the edge, pulsing and pumping in climactic ecstasy.

The first burst was intense, I had never ejaculated so hard in all my life, and it was also satisfying, creating a sense of calm within my body and my brain that would last for hours if not days. The moment it happened I could no longer doubt her control, or my submission. It was all so very real, but also very scary. My whole world changed in that instant, I didn’t just want to obey Claire, I needed to do anything and everything to ensure I remained in her good graces.


TRANSITION

Mommy Claire

Mason responded exactly as I wanted him to, but the initial playtime is the easiest part, it represents his total pleasure. My goal however wasn’t a one-time fling, my goal was lasting influence, the kind that allows you to control his lust and his brain for as long as your heart desires.


SCENE 3

Mommy Claire

I was stroking Mason’s shaft and tickling his balls when the first spurt erupted. I love the way it looks, spouting uncontrollably from the soft smooth slit of the head, however for our first time together I needed to be locked on his eyes, gathering all the power of the moment.

The exchange was palpable. I gained strength and satisfaction, he experienced ecstasy and released control. Done properly, lust manipulation can create a seismic shift in a relationship, and I was pretty certain I had completed the task to perfection.

Mason’s hips continued their involuntary hump, long after the jism stopped flowing. His mind bought in on the experience, savoring my deed and the connection formed between us. I could have diapered him, or nursed him, or countless other acts to infantilize his body and his mind, but I wanted him to come to the realization on his own, I wanted him to follow through on the game we had started.

There were many suggestive thoughts presented to Mason during his time on the edge. Ideas of submission, of letting go, but most of all, images of a new role in life, one as my submissive little boy.

I sent Mason on his way with a plastered smile on his face and a memory of the greatest afternoon of his life still at the forefront of his mind. I also gave him a reminder of just what I wanted if we were going to continue with the fun and games.

And the craziest part? The moment Mason left I went back to my ordinary life, running errands, doing chores, being me. I didn’t even give him another thought until he showed up at my door three days later with the most adorable puppy dog eyes. But the way he looked then, broken with nowhere else to turn, ready to commit to the dominant woman who could grant him peace, that image will stay with me forever.


TRANSITION

Mommy Claire

I think it’s important to understand exactly what was going through Mason’s head, from the point he left my presence all the way to him slithering, helplessly, back to my door. I think it’s important to understand the driving force, and what baited the lure, making it impossible for him to stay away.


SCENE 2

Mason

Leaving Claire’s place after my orgasm was awkward. The experience changed me, in ways I did not expect, and while I was quite understanding of those needs while my lust was being teased to the brink, now that I was sated, and no longer controlled by my desire, I wasn’t sure how I felt about submission and absolute control. Don’t get me wrong, I wanted my relationship with Claire to continue, I just didn’t know if I could let infantilism play a role.

I might have thought that decision was mine to make had she not informed me of my fate before I walked out her door.

“You have some thinking to do,” Claire said as I put on my clothes and headed toward the door. “I showed you what I have to offer and in exchange I need a permanent sub, a full-time little boy. I’m not talking once a day, or when the mood strikes, I mean move in to my home and become my obedient and submissive little.”

Her words were a lot to take in but she didn’t stop there, continuing her explanation.

“I think you know that I could tease you into agreement,” she explained, “but it’s important that you make the decision on your own, so that you understand just what I’m asking, and what kind of attention you’ll receive in return.”

The moment she mentioned the attention I would receive; I got an immediate stirring in my pants. I may have just had a ball draining orgasm but I already knew I wanted her again, regardless of what I needed to do in exchange. Before I could tell her, she provided additional information.

“When you’re ready to give up all of your independence and submit to being my good little boy, come back and the real fun will begin.”

You may think that I was excited to hear her say those words, but there was way more fear than excitement when those thoughts burrowed into my head and I contemplated just what it would mean to truly be regressed. What would the infantilization process entail? I was already deeply affected by an afternoon with her. Would I ever be the same once I walked down that path?

Those thoughts consumed me night and day for the next forty-eight hours. I couldn’t eat. I couldn’t sleep. One thing dominated every thought and every action until I couldn’t take it anymore. My body wanted to get back with Claire. My mind wanted to get back with Claire. The only thing holding me back was this pesky notion that if I returned to her my life would never be the same, and that her control over me would continue to grow.

If my life had been perfect before it might have been a difficult decision, and while I didn’t know what a future with Claire held, I knew it had to be better than the path of loneliness that I was currently on. So, on the morning of the third day without food or rest, I staggered to Claire’s door, rang the bell and waited to confess my decision and to begin my new life.


SCENE 3

Mason

I don’t know where my clothes went, or my keys, or my phone, or my wallet. Those things were taken as part of the infantilization process and while I missed them in the beginning, I learned to love a life where responsibility was no longer a concern.

Claire stripped me bare and the way her fingers teased me during the process had me all sorts of excited. Piece by piece she removed my clothes and with each tantalizing touch my excitement grew. Of course, the sex was what brought me back. Even as my mind fixated on what age regression was truly all about, it was always the promise of physical delight that ensured I could not walk away. I needed to find my way back for more and Claire did not disappoint, driving my desire every bit as much as our first time.

I loved having my dick stroked and Claire was a master at it. It felt so good, I didn’t even care when she lathered my cock and balls with shaving cream and pulled out a long straight knife to strip me of my genital hair. The first swipe of that steel blade took away a large swath of hair but if I’m being honest, I think I lost way more than hair with the action.

I could tell you that it was erotic, and it was, but more than anything it was life-altering. As each swath of hair disappeared, I felt my inner child grow, until the thought of age regression went from lofty platitude to very realistic expectation. And it wasn’t just the removal of my hair, the way she spoke to me during the process, further advanced the infantilization of my brain.

“You’re such a good little boy,” Claire cooed, “by the time I’m done you won’t remember what it means to be a man.”

Those words should have scared the shit out of me but with my penis throbbing in her hand and the last of my pubic hair completely gone I didn’t have the strength to resist, nor the will, and when she increased the stimulus to the point of physical bliss, I lost sight of anything and everything my life used to be, and latched on to the only thing that made sense in the moment.

It is easier to go along than to fight and I quickly found out how easy. The moment I gave up resistance, the physical intensity increased and the moment I allowed myself to indulge in that intensity, any memory of what I used to be vanished, replaced by an intimate connection with a new way of life.

All of that would have been amazing by itself but with Claire there was always a give in order to get. While my body bloomed in pre-orgasmic bliss, she said the words to inform me of my fate.

“I’m in control now and you want that control,” she informed me. “The next step is to turn over all of your finances, once you do that, you’ll find out how great submission can really be.”

Her words should have scared or even shocked me but the truth was I was pulsing in ecstasy and unable to think about anything other than her wonderful fingers and the incredible feelings they were creating throughout my entire body, and when the moment finally came, when I could release all of that pent up lust and desire, I couldn’t submit fast enough, desperate to experience that pinnacle excitement, turning over every ounce of control in the process.

Claire finished things with a climactic ending, literally. With my lust piquing at astronomical levels, she stared deep into my eyes, stripping me of any last shred of dignity, and watched intently as my manhood crumbled beneath the weight of her ministrations. The most powerful orgasm followed and she was right there, inside my head, enjoying the exchange of power that went with it.

I couldn’t deny what happened between us that afternoon, nor would I want to, however if I thought it was an isolated event, limited to a single day, a single conquest, I was sorely mistaken. Claire didn’t do things half way and I was nowhere near the half way point. In fact, I was only at the beginning.

Before I stepped out of her door, Claire slipped something into my pocket and whispered in my ear, “When you come back, you know what I want.”

There were a million thoughts zooming through my head, making it difficult to think. The most incredible sexual experience of my life still fresh in my mind as was the woman who not only granted me such bliss but also intended to extract a pound of flesh in return.

It didn’t take but a day for those pesky feelings of lust to resurface, fully taking hold of my brain. At first, they were subtle, titillating ideas that stimulated my imagination, but soon they grew, until they were the only thoughts that my mind could comprehend.

I might have thought those feelings of indulgence were delightful, and they were, until the yearning that developed as a result became so powerful that everything else became insignificant. At first, returning was unfathomable, her demands much too great. But as that yearn continued to grow and manifest itself inside my head, any sacrifice seemed minor, as long as I could put an end to this longing desire within. And so, despite what I knew would happen, I found myself moving towards her door, willing to accept her control, if she would only satisfy my needs in return.


SCENE 4

Mommy Claire

When Mason showed up at my door for our third meeting, I got a tingle in my kitty that just wouldn’t go away. He was helpless, literally unable to think or act for himself because of the extreme lust coursing through his veins. And the best part, I was not only the one who put it there, I was also the only one who could let it out. Lust control made me very powerful and I intended to capitalize on that power until Mason was completely submissive, compliant to my every demand.


SCENE 4

Mason

I knew Claire was going to infantilize me, turn me little, unable to think for myself, but the truth was, as long as my body was horny beyond belief, there was nothing I could do.

I added Claire to all of my bank accounts and brought her the paperwork to prove it. She seemed indifferent as she perused the notarized documents, but that evening, our escapades reached a whole new level.

Claire ordered me to strip bare and hand over all of my clothing and personal effects. I did as I was told, turning over my life to the one woman who could show me true bliss. Claire didn’t disappoint, taking me under her wing and showing me the true meaning of serving ones’ master.

All along I was under the belief that Claire was that master but how incorrect I was. My master, the power that held all the control, was my sex drive and the insatiable beast that lie within. Claire unearthed it, Claire massaged it and bent it to her will, but it was the desire within that owned me, that made resistance impossible.

There is no escaping the lust that lives just beneath the surface of your skin and Claire knew how to tease that desire, bringing it out in the open, evident for all to see. And not only did she shed light on my weakness, she then capitalized on it, inserting herself into the center of all my thoughts and bodily functions.

I can’t say I regret submitting to her although there are times when I wonder what my life would have been like had I not been drawn into Mommy Claire’s world.


EPILOGUE

Mommy Claire

I literally kept Mason as my own. It turns out he had mad skills in tech and I needed a loyal little boy to take care of those kinds of details. It was all part of my master plan, to add more and more submissives to my fold, especially those that possessed special gifts to offer in return. I still visit with Mason on a weekly basis, to tease his lust and maintain my control, and in exchange he is my resident IT expert, meeting all of my technology needs. Other than our meetings, he is free to live his life, to search out his own way. It works for both of us, him loving our time together, and me assured of a loyal and obedient little boy to mind my digital existence.

NOTE: This story comes from a point in my life where I was in need. It was shortly after my divorce and my financial position was not as secure as it is today. As a result, I participated in an act known as Findom or Financial Domination. Don’t get me wrong, I believe that men should pay their fair share, but I only continued that act until my finances were secure, at which point I made the transition, focusing all of my energies on furthering the loving bond between mommy and adult baby.

For more Mommy Claire fun check out:

-          The Huntress 1

-          The Huntress 2

-          The Mommy Claire Chronicles I

-          The Mommy Claire Chronicles II

-          The Mommy Claire Chronicles III

-          The Mommy Claire Chronicles IV

-          The Mommy Claire Chronicles V

-          Mommy’s Cure for Naughty Boys

-          ABC: Adult Baby Cuckold

-          Talk Dirty To Me

-          Mommy Domme: Mergers and Acquisitions
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